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I don't know how this all happened. Well, that's not really true. I know how it happened I just find it hard to believe.
My name is Steve and I'm twenty-six. My wife, Patricia or Pat is twenty-four. We met in college and married when she graduated two years ago.
I'm pretty average, about five eleven with brown hair and blue eyes and around one hundred ninety pounds.
On the other hand Pat is just about my perfect woman. She's five eight and weighs around one hundred twenty-five pounds. She is shapely with a small waist, rounded hips and an ass to die for. Her magnificent tits are thirty-six inches and a full "C" cup. Her thighs are full and well curved with calves that are nicely shaped. Oh and I should not forget that she has blonde hair and blue eyes. All of this lusciousness is clearly visible to anyone with eyes but there is one more thing you should know that excites me tremendously. She is a natural blonde with a thin blonde bush covering her pussy.
We recently moved to the city when I received a promotion. Pat is a teacher and was able to secure a position in the nearby junior college.
Although we had only been married for two years we had developed the habit of discussing things that may have happened during the day as we ate dinner.
It was a Thursday night when I noticed that Pat was especially subdued over diner. She was usually quite animated discussing her students and their accomplishments.
This night she was very quiet.
As we finished eating I could not stand it any longer and I simply asked her straight up what was the matter. She looked at me across the table with an expression that told me something bad had happened that day.
Her face seemed to collapse in on itself and she began to cry. I quickly moved around the table to comfort her. It seemed to take forever for her to stop crying and trembling.
She said that she did not know how to tell me what had happened and I suggested that she just start.
She got up and went into the living room and returned with her purse. As she reached into the purse she said that maybe it would be best if she just showed me and then we could talk. Now I was really confused. What could she be talking about?
She handed me an envelope with a number of pictures. I slowly removed them really not knowing what to expect.
The first picture was of Pat standing somewhat stiffly in front of what appeared to be a bare wall. As I shuffled the stack to look at the next picture the surprise must have shown in my eyes because Pat turned away from me. In the second picture she was standing in front of the same wall but her blouse had been pulled out of her skirt and unbuttoned. It hung loosely with some of her bra peeking thru the part.
Now I moved more quickly to the third picture and on thru the deck. The third picture showed my lovely wife standing in front of the wall in just her bra and skirt. Dreading what I would see next I quickly looked at the fourth picture in which her bra had been removed and she stood displaying her tits.
Now I love my wife's tits. Not only are they full and milky white but she has what I think are perfect nipples. Her aerolas are about the size of a silver dollar but where the aerolas of most women were fairly flat with a button nipple, Pat's nipples rose up in a cone shape rising sharply from her full rounded breasts. As much as I loved my wife's tits I was not pleased to know that someone had not only seen them but taken pictures of them.
I looked up and Pat met my gaze. My expression showing shock and questions but, once again, she looked away.
Reluctantly I looked at the next picture. Total surprise and shock ran through my body. My beautiful wife still stood in front of the same wall but there was a startling change. It was clear that there was now a man standing behind her because he had reached around and was cupping one breast and pinching the nipple of the other breast. I was in for yet another shock when it registered that the hands holding Pat's beautiful breasts were black.
It was at that moment that I begin to realize that I was being turned on by looking at these pictures. I really wanted to see what was next. I quickly looked down at the next picture.
This time those same black hands had been at work. Pat's skirt had been pulled up to her waist exposing her pale pink panties. While one black hand held the skirt up the other had dipped below the waist band of her panties and was clearly cupping her pussy. My pussy!
Another man, a black man, had touched my wife there, between her legs. There were still several more pictures in the stack. Now I wasn't so sure that I really wanted to see them but the brain in my stiffening cock overruled the one between my ears. I wanted to see more of my wife being degraded and displayed by what I now knew were at least two black men.
In the next picture the man had gone and Pat's panties had been removed. She now stood leaning back against the wall. Her skirt was still up around her waist but she was squatting slightly with her legs spread allowing her pussy to come into full view for the camera lens and to be recorded.
The stack was almost done. Only a few more pictures remained but the shock and degradation that I felt as I looked at them could only be a small part of what Pat had felt as she had been forced to pose for the final four pictures.
This picture showed Pat still leaning on the wall with her legs obscenely spread wide. On either side of her stood a young black man with his cock exposed. Pat was holding those big black cocks one in each hand. The boy on her right was cupping her right breast with his lips fastened to her nipple trying to get as much of her pale white tit into his mouth as possible while the boy on her left had two fingers buried in her pussy.
I now had a raging hard on as I looked at the remaining three pictures. I fully expected to see pictures of Pat sucking those blacks and being fucked with a big black cock buried in her pussy. Surprisingly, I was actually disappointed not to see that on the final three pictures.
Instead they were variations on the same theme but with different black men. In all eight different black men had seen my wife nude and fondled her tits and pussy while she stroked their cocks.
I was in shock at what I had just seen. I was embarrassed by how excited these erotic pictures of my wife had made me. I had actually cum in my pants as I viewed the last pictures. What kind of a husband did that make me?
We sat there just holding each other for several minutes. Finally Pat began to tell me what had happened.
"I was leaving school after my last class. As I walked past the gymnasium I thought that I heard a scream. I stopped to listen and a moment later I heard it again. It seemed to be coming from in back of the gym."
"Hurrying around the corner I could see a group of black boys and they were surrounding a white female student that I recognized from one of my classes. Two of the boys held her arms and a third was taking pictures of the young girl. The boys had taken her top off and her young pert breasts were on display."
"What are you doing?" I asked. They immediately stopped to look at me. The boy holding the camera took a step towards me and told me to get the fuck out of there.
Thinking that I had things under control I told him to release the girl or I would go get the authorities. He actually laughed at me. Then he said that I had two choices. I could leave now and go get the authorities as I had threatened. If I did that they would finish stripping the young girl and get their pictures before I could return or I could save this young girl from further humiliation by taking her place.
"Steve I could not let them traumatize, humiliate and embarrass that girl. Without thinking I said that I would take her place if they let her go. What else could I do? He said that he would promise to let the girl go but only after they had finished with me. If they let her go now she would run to get help. I had no choice. I agreed."
"That is how I found myself being stripped down by these young black boys and posing for the pictures. When I had complied with all their wishes they let us both go. It was surprised because I really thought that they would expect me to have sex with one or all of them."
"Sweetheart I think that they will leave me alone. They got what they wanted."
I hugged Patricia tighter and simply said "I hope so."
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Over a week passed without any further problems. We both began to believe that it really was over. We would go on with our lives and simply consider this a bad moment and move on. Our love was stronger because of the support that we gave each other.
Pat thought that I had thrown the pictures out but I had hidden them and taken them out several times while Pat was at work. Each time I ended up stroking my cock until I came. I did not understand the feelings but seeing Pat on display and used like that excited me beyond my wildest imagination.
Another week went by then another envelope arrived in the mail. Pat had not returned home yet when I opened the mail. Inside were more pictures. This time Pat was with a young girl. In one picture Pat was behind the young girl reaching around to play with her tits as the black boy had done in Pat's pictures. In another Pat and the girl were kissing. Then there was a picture of the two of them in a sixty-nine position each of them with their mouths plastered to the others pussy. There was also a close up of Pat's face as she ate the girl's pussy and one of Pat with the young girl's tongue licking her pussy.
The final picture was a group picture. Two naked black boys stood in the middle with the young girl and my wife Pat on either side. One more naked black boy stood at each end of the line. Both Pat and the young girl had a hard black cock in each hand. Another black boy stood behind each girl and was reaching around fondling their tits. The final two boys were kneeling in front of each the girls busily finger fucking them.
The last picture pushed me over the edge and I rushed to the bathroom and madly stroked myself to completion as I continued to look through this new set of pictures. I quickly cleaned myself up and returned the pictures to the envelope embarrassed by my reaction. As I was stuffing the pictures into the envelope a note fell out. It simply said "Call me!" There was a phone number and it was signed The Boss.
This situation had me thoroughly confused. When had these pictures been taken? Had Pat had a second session with the black boys and this young girl? I would get to the bottom of this when she came home.
I left the envelope with the pictures on the table where we usually leave the mail with the note on top of the envelope. When Pat came home her gasp was audible even in the living room where I was waiting for her. It was just a moment before she rushed in grasping the latest pictures.
"Where did these come from?" she demanded. "You tell me." I said. "They came in the mail as you can see. When did this happen?"
I could see the stunned look on her face as a result of my demeanor. "What do you mean? These were part of the original pictures. You've seen them before."
"No I haven't. Here is the original pack and they aren't in there." Almost simultaneously we both realized the truth. We had not received all of the pictures the first time and Pat did not know that because she had not wanted to look at them.
"What do we do now?" she whispered. I said "I don't know. I guess we better call him. Let's face it he is in possession of some pretty compromising pictures of you. We need to find out what he has to say."
The following night, with the phone on speaker so that we could both hear we placed the call. The answer was almost immediate. I said "I need to speak to the boss." The disembodied voice on the other end of the line said "You got him."
My voice almost broke as I said "This is Steve Williams. You have some pictures of my wife Pat and wanted us to call."
"Ah Mr. Williams." the voice said. "We need to talk about those pictures and decide the best way for us to conduct our business."
"What business?" I demanded. "We don't have any business with your kind. What is your name anyway?" "Just call me Boss." the voice said.
"You see", he continued. "The pictures of your wife have been very lucrative for us and we want to take some more."
"Lucrative?" I asked. "What's that supposed to mean?"
"Ohh I guess you didn't know." the Boss said. "We packaged up those pictures and offered them for sale on the internet. At Twenty-five dollars a pack we have sold over one hundred packs. Those photos made us over Twenty-five hundred dollars. We think that we can make a lot more money off your wife."
"Are you crazy?" I shouted. "My wife is a school teacher. We are well known in the community. My God someone that we know could already have seen those pictures. That's my wife in those pictures."
The Boss said, "I know. Exciting isn't it. Think of the men who have already whanked off while looking at your lovely wife."
The Boss continued, "We have big plans for you and your wife. We are going to make several more sets of pictures and maybe even some movies. You and your wife are the gang's meal ticket. We are going to make your wife a black man's sex toy and you are coming along for the ride."
"Absolutely not!" I exclaimed. "There is no way that we are doing what you say. My wife is not that kind of a woman. You can't make us!"
"That's technically true." the Boss said. "You will be doing this of your own free will because if you do not the pictures that we already have will be freely circulated around the school and at the bank where you work. How long do you think either of you will keep your jobs? How many of your friends will be understanding?"
"Take down this address. I will expect you to arrive no later than eight PM tomorrow night. It doesn't matter what your wife wears. She won't be needing clothes anyway." With that he hung up.
After some heated discussion both Pat and I felt that we really did not have any choice. We could not go back so the only way to go was forward.
I told Pat that even though I didn't understand it the pictures really turned me on. Pat got a funny smile on her face and admitted that being used and even humiliated had been much more sexually arousing than she wanted to believe. She told me that standing there with her legs spread exposing her pussy and holding a cock in each hand had been the most erotic thing that she had ever done. So it was with both trepidation and anticipation that we agreed to make the meet.



            My Wife - A Black Gang Toy Ch. 03

            First encounter sharing my wife with black gang.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/my-wife-a-black-gang-toy-ch-03

Title: My Wife - A Black Gang Toy Ch. 03

Author: Writer6324

Category: Interracial Love

Description: First encounter sharing my wife with black gang.

Tags: video, reluctant, facial cum, interracial, degradation, deep throat, cuckold, humiliation

Series: My Wife - A Black Gang Toy


The Boss met us at the door. Pat recognized him immediately and told me that he was the one taking the pictures behind the gym.
After admitting us the Boss took us into a modestly furnished living room and gestured for us to take a seat on the couch. He sat in a chair facing us.
"I thought that it might be wise for us to discuss things first and make sure that we all know what is going to happen. We plan to use you and your wife to create picture sets and possibly even some films to sell on the internet. No one will ever be told who you actually are although there is the risk that someone will recognize you."
I started to protest but he gestured for me to remain silent. He continued, "Your wife is the primary asset in this venture. We do not want our property damaged. It is clear that she is not used to the kinds of things that we will eventually demand that she do. For that reason we are going to move slowly but know this. Eventually your wife will become a play toy for black men. All of the men in our gang will have her many different ways. She will be expected to service men outside the gang if that is what we want. If you resist you will not be physically harmed. But, as I said earlier, the pictures that we have will be circulated among your friends and business associates. You will be ruined and probably have to leave town. "
"You can make this process easy or hard. That is up to you but the result will be the same. It is too late to turn back. Your only choice is whether we will proceed with your cooperation or without it. I'm going to give you a few minutes to discuss what I have said. We will get started with our first session when I return."
"Oh there are a couple other things. We are prepared to give you 10% of the gross income from your pictures and films. We figure that if you are partners you will be more cooperative. It could be a substantial addition to your regular income. We also want you to wear these matching wedding rings when you are here. Many of the men who enjoy this type of art will find it even more exciting if they believe that you are a married couple and still doing these things. By wearing the rings when I return I will know that you wish to proceed with our photo shoot."
It wasn't much of a discussion. Pat and I had learned much about each other over the past few weeks. I had been forced to admit to Pat that despite my love for her I was aroused every time that I saw the pictures of her. I could hardly imagine how strangers might feel. For her part she had admitted that although adequate, our love life had stagnated to some degree. Her adventure behind the barn had stirred feelings that she had not known existed. She was humiliated by what she had been forced to do but excited as well. It had been degrading to allow those black to touch her and to touch their cocks. I picked up the rings and held them out to her. I knew that if she put on the ring it would be an indication of her acceptance of the situation and willingness to proceed. After one soulful look at me she reached out and placed the ring on her finger. She then took the man's ring and placed it on my ring finger.
"Well I see that you have made your decision." The Boss said upon his return. "I want to get this relationship off on the right foot from the beginning. Make no mistake. I am serious when I tell you that you will be doing things that you never dreamed of and the process starts tonight. Still, it is not my intent to make you do anything that you object too. You can walk out at any time but you also know the consequences. I think that the product of our relationship will be improved if we are able to get along as long as everyone knows the rules."
"Steve I want you and Pat to go over by that wall and face the camera. Each of our gang has their own ideas about what are the best pictures so they will be using their cell phones to take photos. Jamal will be using the video camera. There will not be any sound for this video so that I can tell you what to do. Are you ready?"
Pat and I looked at each other for a moment and then we turned and nodded to the Boss.
"Ok Steve the first thing that I want you to do is to stand behind your wife. Then reach around and slowly unbutton her blouse. Take your time and make it as sensual as possible."
I did as the Boss said and when I had Pat's blouse fully unbuttoned I was instructed to remove it. It is a good thing that I was standing behind Pat because no one could see the massive hard on that I had but I know that Pat could feel it as I rubbed against her when I removed her blouse.
It was almost impossible to believe that I was standing behind my luscious wife who was facing a room full of black men as I slowly exposed her to them.
"Steve now I want you to fondle your wife's breasts. Then slowly reach in and pull each breast out of her bra and then cup both breasts. Pat while he cups your breasts I want you to rest your hands on his so that we can see both wedding rings."
As her husband brought her breasts into view her pointed nipples stood up proudly. She knew that none of these black men had ever seen breasts as pretty as hers. Chills ran up and down her spine at the utter depravity of what she was doing and in anticipation of what was yet to come.
Steve was surprised when the Boss told him to remove Pat's bra. He had expected them to want to see her blond haired cunt.
The Boss said "Steve you've seen how cops pull a person's arms back at the elbow to immobilize them. I want you to do that to your wife. When you pull back Pat will be restrained and her tits will be thrust forward. That is what I want you to do to Pat now. Pat as he does that you help by thrusting your tits out as far as you can."
We did as instructed and all of the men took numerous pictures. A few moments later one of the men came forward and told me to remove my arm and replaced it with a baseball bat that kept Pat's tits extended. It was clear that Pat's arms were not tied and that she was holding this position on her own.
Pat and I exchanged glances wondering what could possibly be next. The Boss answered our question when he said "Pat I do not want you to worry but we are going to pierce your nipples. It's so sexy to see a woman with pierced nipples don't you think?" Pat looked bewildered and stunned. She didn't know what to say or think.
Before she could formulate a protest the Boss continued. "Well I guess it really does not matter what you think because that is what we are going to do. We have a piercing artist here and he will either pierce your nipples or he will instruct Steve how to do it. I simply cannot wait to see a large hoop dangling free from those pointy nipples of yours."
The piercing artist motioned Steve forward and explained what he had to do. The process really was not complicated but Steve was reluctant to do it. He looked at his wife and asked "Is this all right with you? The Boss said that we could leave any time. What do you want to do?"
Pat looked at Steve and asked her own question. "Do you think it would be sexy?" For a moment it seemed like Steve would not reply and then he said "Sweetheart you know that I think you have the prettiest milk white tits and I adore your pointy nipples. I can't think of anything that would improve your breasts more than to see your nipples pierced and the Boss is right. A large hoop would hang proud from your nipples rather than laying flat on the areola as most do. I would love to see your nipples pierced."
Steve asked, "Do you want me to do it?" Pat thought for a moment and then shook her head no. She said that she would feel more comfortable if the artist did it.
At this point the Boss spoke up again. "Since the artist is going to pierce your nipples Pat I want Steve to get behind you again. Steve I want you to remove the baseball bat and hold Pat's arms back. This way it will look like you are restraining Pat and forcing her to have her nipples pierced. The pictures and video will sell much better that way."
I did as the Boss directed. The artist approached and showed Pat a pair of clamps that were similar to the hemostat clamps used by surgeons. These were different however. Instead of having a flat end like a pair of tweezers or pliers the flat ends formed an open circle. This design would allow the clamps to be placed on her nipples in such a way that the needle could pass through the clamp as it was inserted through the nipple.
He explained that a clamp would be placed on both nipples and then he would insert a large needle through each nipple. Then he would remove the clamp leaving the needle in place. Finally he would use the needle to guide the hoop through her nipple and fasten the hoop in place.
Pat asked if it would hurt and he said that it would. He explained that there would be a sharp pain each time he inserted the needles. There would also be some pain as he worked the hoop into its final position. After that the pain would subside.
He proceeded to clamp the first hemostat like device on one nipple. Pat could not help squirming a little as he clamped down on the nipple. Then he did the same to the other nipple. I held her to minimize her movement. During this whole operation several of the gang members had been taking pictures and the Boss was now manning the video camera.
With both clamps in place he selected a sterile needle. He moved the hemostat around to get the best angle and without warning shoved the needle completely through Pat's nipple and out the other side. The reaction was instantaneous. Pat bucked as I tried to hold her steady and let out a yelp followed by a stream of invective.
I struggled to hold her in position as, without warning, the second needle was ruthlessly shoved through the other nipple. At that point Pat had collapsed and I was the only reason she remained upright. She was shaking from the shock. As we stood there the gang members moved closer to take pictures of her pierced nipples.
After a few moments Pat was able to stand on her own. The artist approached and began the process of inserting her new hoops into her nipples and removing the needles. I was surprised to notice that there was very little blood with just a small amount oozing from the wounds.
When he was done the piercing artist explained that he had inserted what was called a circular or horseshoe barbell. The rings were 10 gauge wire which would be considered fairly thick for this purpose but suited Pat's tits beautifully. A black bead was screwed onto each end of the barbell which contrasted sharply with her creamy white flesh. On each of the blacks was a capital "Q". When I asked what the "Q" stood for the Boss said that it identified my wife as a "Queen of Spades" and it meant that her body was available for use by any black man.
When he was done I released Pat. She tried to look down at her tits but did not get the full effect until the artist held up a mirror. Pat gasped and then slowly began to smile. I could tell that she liked the look. The Boss told her that he had picked them out for her.
Numerous pictures were taken of her newly pierced tits. Pat was instructed to cup her breasts for the camera. I was once again instructed to cup her breasts from behind showing our new wedding rings to the cameras.
Then the Boss told us to take a few minutes and settle down before we began the second half of the evening. That allowed me to take a look around and I must admit what I saw was a massively erotic scene. My lovely wife was the center of attention in a room full of black men. She stood there nude to the waist. Her lovely tits with newly pierced nipples stood proudly. She seemed totally at ease and that made me realize that the process had already begun. Even now Pat was becoming comfortable with her new role as black man's toy.
With that realization came yet another. I was a cuckold. While it was true that none of these black men had really touched my wife much less had sex with her we had been put on notice that not only these men but others were going to be allowed to enjoy my wife's charms. It was just a matter of time.
A few moments later the Boss came over and said "I'm going to explain what is going to happen next. Pat have you ever heard of bukakke?" Pat looked at me and then shook her head indicating that she had not. I, on the other hand stiffened visibly. If I remembered correctly bukakke was when numerous men ejaculated spraying cum on a woman's face. Just the thought had an erection started in my pants.
The Boss explained the process to Pat confirming my suspicions. He also shared his own methods of how to humiliate us as we were used to make a film and additional photos for sale.
What he told us shook me to the core. Up to this point my involvement had been minimal. Not any longer. I was also going to be a major player in this scene. I was expected to be nude myself. "Why?" I asked. The Boss said because he wanted everyone to see my reaction. He said "I've noticed your reaction to what we did earlier. You had a monster erection. You were excited by seeing your wife humiliated. I want everyone to see you encouraging your wife and how much you are enjoying your wife's humiliation and that you are excited by it and that you are a willing participant."
"In addition you are going to stand behind your lovely wife. Pat you will be kneeling on the floor with your head tilted back. Two of our members will step up to you. One will be on each side. Steve it will be your job to take a cock in each hand and stroke them until each one ejaculates. You will make sure that as much cum as possible lands on your wife's lovely face."
"There are eight members of our gang plus myself and the piercing artist. This is his reward for coming here tonight and doing such a lovely job piercing your wife's fascinating nipples. You will deposit all the cum from ten black men on your wife's face."
"When all ten are done it will be your turn Pat. You will be expected to suck your husband's cock and when he ejaculates I want you to make sure that all of his cum ends up in your open mouth. When he is done I want you to turn and face the camera with your mouth open for the camera to see. Then I want you to swallow his cum as the camera records your actions."
Both Pat and I stood there in shock. We both knew that things were going to heat up but we had not expected something like this.
The Boss paused for a moment and then said "You can leave now or go ahead. The choice is yours but each of you must answer me either yes or no. Steve I have told you what we are going to do to your lovely wife Pat so I will ask you first. If you are willing to make this movie for us answer yes or no and then I will ask Pat."
I stood there for a moment as I considered the consequences of either course of action. Finally I decided that Pat and I would be better off suffering the consequences so I said "No."
Pat looked over at me and then the Boss said, "Well Pat it seems like Steve has made his decision. I must tell you that if you disagree with Steve you can still answer yes and we will make the movie without him or he could change his mind. It's all up to you."
We both looked at Pat and waited. Pat looked from the Boss to me and I barely heard her whisper "Yes."
To say that I was completely shocked would be an understatement. I must admit that I had been completely aroused by the scene that the Boss had described and yes, I did want to do it but I had not wanted to subject Pat to such degradation and humiliation. I had said no for her!
"What did you say?" I asked wanting to make sure that I had actually heard her correctly. She raised her head and looked me in the eyes and said "Yes!" a little more forcefully.
"Well now Steve." The Boss said. It looks like your wife has a somewhat different opinion than you do. Would you like to change your mind?"
I looked at Pat and asked if she was sure that she really wanted to do this. Her response was a quick nod of her head. At that point the Boss looked at me and I too nodded my head yes.
"That's not good enough Steve. Remember I told you that each of you had to say yes? This has all been recorded and will be at the beginning of our movie so if you really want to go forward then please say yes loudly enough for the camera to record your response."
I looked at Pat and then looked into the camera and said "Yes".
The Boss shook his head sadly. "You know Steve" he said, "The first time that I asked you a simple yes would have been acceptable. Now I'm not so sure of your agreement. Because of that I want you to look into the camera and tell us what exactly you are agreeing too".
I took a deep breath and looked into the camera and began. "I want to stroke the cock of each gang member until each of them cum on my wife Pat's face."
"Now each of you knows what you are expected to do." the Boss said. "I do not expect to hear a bunch of chatter just grunts and groans. He then placed Pat and me in front of a green wall. I was placed behind Pat and she squatted down in front of me.
The first two blacks approached with their large cocks already quite hard. They stepped to either side of Pat's face and looked expectantly at me. Reluctantly I grasped each cock and began to stroke it back and forth. It was a new and strange feeling holding another man's cock. It was only moments when one of them began to groan and thrust forward. I knew what was fixing to happen and made sure that his cock was aimed at Pat's face.
The first stream of cum erupted from his black dick and shot in front of and past her face landing on the floor. I quickly readjusted my aim and the next shot hit Pat's right eye. He ejaculated several more times with most of cum splashing her face.
It seemed to take forever but finally the last cock sprayed cum all over Pat's face. When I saw the completed video I realized that the piercing artist and a couple men off the street had also joined in the fun. One of the men looked to be over sixty years old.
It was then that I finally took a good look at my wife. Her eyes were closed and her face was covered in cum. Some had even sprayed into her hair. There was so much cum that it had begun to drip off her face and onto her breasts. One particularly gooey glob had landed directly onto one of her nipples.
I sensed another person approaching and looked up to see the Boss standing there completely naked. His hard ten inch cock stood at rigid attention. It was long but rather thin. As he stepped up I instinctively reached for it but he pushed my hand away.
He stepped up to the side of Pat. Sensing the presence of another cock beside her she turned her face to receive another load of cum. The Boss had other ideas. He stepped forward and placed the head of his black cock against Pat's lips. Unwilling to do what he wanted she turned her head away.
That was when the Boss said "Pat!" in a strong commanding voice. She froze in place. "Look at me." He said. She opened her eyes although I am not sure what she could actually see thru the mess on her face.
They looked at each other for a few moments and then the Boss simply said "Suck it."
I watched as Pat's full red lips parted just a little as the black cock pushed against them. The Boss waited patiently and slowly my wife parted her lips and took a black cock into her mouth for the first time. The Boss held her head firmly and began to thrust his cock in and out of her mouth.
A few moments later he said "Swallow." I thought that he had cum already and he wanted her to swallow his seed. How wrong I was because as Pat swallowed I watched all ten inches of black meat sink into her mouth and down her throat. He did not stop until Pat's nose was firmly pressed against his belly.
I thought that my wife was going to gag and I reached forward to pull him back but she did not gag. After a moment his long dick came back out of her throat and after she took a breath he shoved it down her throat again only this time he continued the out and back as he thoroughly throat fucked my wife.



"Now Pat", he said, "I am going to cum in your mouth. Do not swallow or spill a drop. I want you to open your mouth and let the camera see the cum. Do not swallow. Hold the cum in your mouth because your husband Steve is going to jack off into your mouth too. I want you to hold all of this cum in your mouth. Now open up."
Obediently Pat opened her mouth and looked at the Boss waiting patiently as he stroked his cock. After a few moments he pumped cum into her mouth. She remained in place as the Boss motioned me forward. By this time I was so aroused from watching my beautiful wife used by all these blacks that it only took a few moments before my throbbing nuts responded with a huge load of cum nearly filling Pat's mouth.
Pat closed her mouth and looked at the Boss who offered her hand so that she could stand. He motioned for me to come forward and said simply "Kiss her."
Gingerly I pressed my lips to Pat's and I immediately felt the cum covering her face on my own lips. The Boss motioned for the camera to move in close and then he told me to give my wife a French kiss. "I want to see some tongue. Pat I want to see you sharing that cum with Steve. When you and Steve both have cum in your mouth I want to watch as you both swallow."
Pat was more willing than I was to share. After all her mouth was full of cum. I slowly parted my lips and pushed my tongue between her cum covered lips and into the puddle of cum in her mouth. She quickly responded and pushed as much of the sticky white mess as possible into my mouth. It had a strange somewhat salty taste but it was not something that I was fond of. Not only was my own cum in my mouth but that of a black man.
Pat and I stepped back and looked into the camera. At the Boss's instruction we opened our mouths showing a puddle of cum inside. Then we swallowed and opened our mouths again to show that we had swallowed it all.
And then it was over. Pat and I were given our clothes and allowed to clean up. We were both quiet on the return drive home. Neither of us seemed sure how to deal with our feelings. I knew that although my wife had been thoroughly humiliated by being forced to make the video a part of her had thoroughly enjoyed herself.
I was also sure that Pat was very aware that I had been more sexually excited by having to watch her used by these black boys than I ever had been before.
In the end we both decided to take a shower and go to bed.
It was a week or more before we felt comfortable talking about our experiences. One night, after dinner, we were sitting in front of the fire when Pat asked me what I was thinking about. I looked over to my lovely wife and shook my head. "Come on." she said. "Out with it."
"If you must know I was thinking about what we did last week." I said. Pat's smile softened and she said "Are you having second thoughts? Was it more than you bargained for seeing a group of black, hell actually helping a group of black men cum all over my face?"
"I was just wondering what is wrong with me." "Wrong with you?" Pat asked. "What is that supposed to mean?"
I still was not sure that we should have this conversation but Pat seemed determined to get things out into the open so I finally gave in.
"Sweetheart I am ashamed to admit it but I was more damn turned on by what we did than I ever have been in my life. It was amazing seeing all that cum on your lovely face. As if that was not erotic enough I knew that I had helped put it there by stroking all of those black cocks. They were so big and hard. I know that I am not into men but the feelings were amazing. I watched as each one of them shot their load on your face. I was responsible for each load of cum. It was humiliating to know that I was a willing participant in your degradation. Not only that I was turned on knowing that the whole affair was being filmed and that hundreds, maybe thousands of men that I do not know will be stimulated watching me stroking black cock and spraying it onto my naked wife. What kind of a husband does that make me?"
I had been staring absently into the fire as I made my confession to my wife. Now I looked up at her and was stunned to see her smiling at me. The questioning look on my face prompted her reply.
"Oh Steve. I love you so. How can I begin to explain what I felt? I can only try. I felt like a queen being adored by her subjects. I felt like a whore and a slut being used by my husband and a bunch of black guys. I felt like a movie star knowing that the complete scene was being recorded and would be shared with and seen by strangers. Men that I do not know, both black and white will be looking at my exposed tits and cum covered face. They will watch as my husband, my husband strokes black cocks to make them cum on my face. It was humiliating and degrading but it was liberating and a complete rush being used like that."
It would be mild to say that my wife's admission left me stunned. "Pat", I asked. "Do you really mean that or are you simply saying it to make me feel better. I know that you love me and I'm gratified to know that you would subject yourself to that kind of treatment."
"I do love you Steve and would do anything for you but the amazing thing is that I do not regret what we did. I thoroughly enjoyed being the center of attention. How many women have ever experienced the things that we did last week? To tell the truth I want to see the video. Not only that but I can't help but wonder what's next. What will it be like to touch and suck a black cock? How will it feel the first time I look between my legs and see one of those large dicks being shoved deep into my pussy? What if they want me to take two or even three of those huge cocks at one time? Am I turning into a slut sweetheart? I wonder if you will still want me and love me after I have been used over and over by those black men. Despite my worries I can feel my pussy juices leaking down my leg right now."
I stood there with my mouth hanging open. How could I have married this woman and lived with her without knowing any of this?
I held out my arms to my lovely wife and she moved into my embrace. I said "Sweetheart I enjoyed watching you being humiliated and used. I enjoyed stroking those black cocks until they came on you. I can hardly wait to see what is next. I love you now and will love you more even after you have had black cock in all your holes. Just talking about the whole thing has given me a raging hard on. That should give you a clear indication of how I feel about sharing you."
Pat slid her hand down between my legs and grasped my raging hard cock while I slid my hand between her legs and toyed with her wet pussy. By mutual consent we headed for the bedroom.
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It was about eight in the evening a few days later when the doorbell rang. When Pat answered the door she was surprised to see the Boss. Not knowing what else to do Pat asked him to come in. She led him to the living room where I had been reading.
"Hello Steve" he said. "I'm sorry not to have been in touch sooner but things have been very busy and lucrative since we released your last video. You and your wife Pat are very popular. Oh I also want to give you your copy of the video and a check for your portion of the sales as we promised."
The Boss sat down on the couch and motioned for Pat to come sit beside him. She looked at me and I, not knowing what he had in mind, nodded my acquiescence.
After Pat sat down he resumed saying, "Pat I know that this is all new territory for you and that is a major part of the appeal that you have to our customers. That is why I have been moving forward slowly giving you both some time to adjust to your changed status as my play toy."
"We have gone pretty slowly but in our next session things are going to become much more hands on. That is the other reason why I have come here tonight. I hope that you did not have plans for this evening because we are going to have a little private session. I want to prepare you for the next time that we are together. I do not want you to become recalcitrant."
"Steve I brought along a camera and a tri pod. They are in my car. Would you please get them for me?"
I quickly retrieved the camera and tri pod. When I returned Pat and the Boss were sitting a little closer and the Boss was holding Pat's hands as they talked.
"Thank you Steve." he said. I am going to set up this camera to take a wide view of all of the action. We will use my cell phone for the other shots."
When he was done setting up the camera and had it recording he sat back beside Pat and motioned for her to move closer. He placed an arm on the back of the couch. Then he looked at me and said "Steve I want you to sit on the other side of me. Unzip my pants and take my cock out. I want you to stroke it while I get more intimately acquainted with your wife."
He then turned to Pat and kissed her. I was very interested in Pat's response since I knew that she had never kissed a black man. In just a few moments her lips parted and I watched as the Boss's tongue dove into her mouth. I actually wondered how I could just simply sit here and watch my wife with a black stranger and not feel the need to intervene.
A moment later they broke the kiss and the Boss turned to me. "Don't you have something that you are supposed to be doing Steve?" he said.
Shaken from my reverie I quickly unzipped his pants. It was a bit of a struggle to get his cock out because he already had a huge hard on. In fact, my cock felt like a steel rod had been inserted in my pants.
As I began to stroke his cock he returned his attention to Pat. He began by fondling her breast and then he quickly ran his hand up between her legs. I was in a perfect position to watch my wife thrust her breasts out so that the Boss could feel them better. When his hand went between her legs she immediately parted them giving him full access.
Then he began to unbutton her dress. He only took a moment before all six buttons were undone and her dress was spread apart revealing her bra and a generous amount of cleavage. His hand immediately dove into her bra and grabbed her breast. Pat sucked in a deep breath as he pinched her sensitive nipple between his thumb and forefinger.
Moments later he had pulled her breast out of her bra. Meanwhile the camera was busily recording my beautiful wife as the Boss molested her breast and me stroking his cock as if it were my own.
He removed his arm from around her shoulders so that he could use both hands to work on Pat's tits. He managed to get the second breast out of the bra. I looked at my wife. I had never seen her look sexier than she did then.
She sat there with her dress unbuttoned and both tits pulled out and over her bra with a black man sucking one nipple while he fondled her other breast and pinched the nipple. I watched as Pat looked down and took in the image. A slight smile played across her lips and she clearly enjoyed the sight.
After a few more minutes of this the Boss stopped and stood up pulling Pat to her feet also. He left her standing there and took out his cell phone. Using the camera phone he recorded close ups of Pat's lovely tits giving special attention to the nipple rings and the black beads proudly displaying the white capital "Q". Then he reached forward with one hand and fondled first one tit then the other making sure to include Pat's facial reactions.
When he was satisfied he pushed Pat to her knees in front and to one side of him. He motioned for me to take a similar position on the other side. I did not like where I thought that this was going but I had little choice. Our decision had been made.
Holding the cell phone and recording while looking downward towards his cock he unloaded the bomb that I had been dreading.
"Steve", he said. "I know that your wife has never sucked a black cock before. My guess is that she is more than a little reluctant so we need to reassure her that it is all right. Here is how we are going to do just that. Steve I want you to place your hands behind your back. Now I want you to take my cock in your mouth and show Pat how it's done. Oh and by the way. I want you to look up at me so I can get a good picture."
I slowly leaned forward staring at his large black cock but I could only go so far. I just could not make myself part my lips and take his cock in my mouth. Then I caught a flash of movement and felt the Boss's hand on the back of my head. He began to push my head forward until the the tip of his cock was pressing at my lips. When I felt some liquid on my lips and I could not resist the temptation to taste his pre cum. The moment my lips parted to taste the liquid he resumed pressure and I reluctantly parted my lips as his big black cock slid into my mouth and throat.
If there was any doubt before there was none now. I was a cuckold. I had given my lovely wife to a group of black men. I had even succumbed to the allure myself and found myself busily moving my lips up and down the length of his hard black member.
I was totally lost in my thoughts and the sensations coursing through my body when the Boss said "Steve!" very loudly. Startled, I opened my eyes and looked up in the direction of the voice and saw the cell phone recording my submission to this black man. At the moment I looked up the Boss shoved his cock deep down my throat until my nose was buried in his curly black hairs. He held me there for a moment and then released the pressure.
I continued to look into the cell camera as the Boss resumed shoving his cock into my mouth. He said "Now Steve I want you to continue sucking my cock and I want to see you taking it all the way down your throat every time. We want your wife to see exactly how it's done. Pat, are you watching your husband sucking that black cock?" Pat nodded yes without ever taking her eyes off the sight before her.
It really wasn't hard and my natural tendency to do things to the best of my ability was my undoing. Each time I moved forward I made sure that my nose pushed against his groin. I was actually enjoying myself. The feeling was unknown to me. His hard black member between my lips was hot and slick. I wanted it to go as deep down my throat as I could get it.
Suddenly his hot cock was removed from my mouth as he said "Whoa! Take it easy Steve. I want something left for Pat to enjoy."
"Okay Pat it's your turn. Place your hands behind your back. Steve I want you to hold my cock for Pat." We both did as the Boss said and Pat moved forward stopping just short of actually touching his cock.
When she did not move forward The Boss said, "Pat I'm disappointed in you. I had hoped that you would do better than your husband. Steve it looks like you will need to help your wife."
Not understanding what he meant I forced myself to stop watching my wife and to look up at the Boss. "Help her." he said. When I still did not understand he shook his head.
"Steve she needs to know that you want her to suck my cock. Put your hand behind her head and urge her forward. Once she knows that you really are good with her sucking my black dick she will be fine."
I did as I was told and gently pushed my wife's head forward. I was mesmerized as I watched my wife's lips come in contact with the Boss's big dick. I continued the pressure and slowly watched Pat's red lips part and the head of the first black cock she had ever sucked entered her mouth. Now I was enthralled as more and more cock went into her mouth until about half of it was engulfed.
As I let up on the pressure to her head my wife moved backward and I watched as her lips slid along about five inches of black sex. On her own she moved forward until she had established a rhythm.
After a few minutes of this the Boss placed his hands on either side of Pat's head and stopped her motion. "Steve" he said. "I think that Pat is going to need your help one more time. I want you to push her head forward just like I did for you. I want my whole ten inch cock down her throat."
I felt Pat shudder slightly and then I began to apply pressure. Slowly another inch of cock went into her mouth but then stopped. "Sweetheart" I said. "Try to swallow it and it will slip down without so much distress."
I resumed the pressure and I felt my wife try to swallow as I tried to force more and more of this huge black cock down the throat. Finally the last inch followed the other nine into my wife. She looked lovely. Her red lips were distended and wrapped tightly around the Boss's dick. Her nose was pressed into his pubic hair and flattened against his groin. Her fine blond hair framed the picture and provided contrast against black thighs.
She looked up at the Boss and the flash on his phone went off. He took several more pictures of my wife's mouth and throat filled to capacity with black dick. Finally she looked over at me with a look of satisfaction. I will remember that image for the rest of my life.
My wife began to pull back and I watched the Boss's big black snake as it slowly emerged from within my wife. Forward and back she went. Each time she moved forward her mouth and throat engulfed his dick completely. It was only a matter of moments before I sensed the Boss as he began to tense up and I knew what was coming. Suddenly he shoved his cock in as deeply as possible and held it. Then he pulled out and rammed it down Pat's throat several more times holding it for a second at the moment of deepest thrust.
I knew what was happening. His cum was being pumped down my wife's throat and into her stomach. I could see it in my mind as load after load of cum spurted from the end of the black cock that I had encouraged my wife to service.
I watched as the Boss, finally sated, as he slowly pulled his now limp dick from down Pat's throat. While he removed his dick from Pat's mouth I looked up at him pleadingly. I had just watched and even encouraged my wife to subject herself to this humiliation and I had the biggest hard on that I have ever had. I wanted to use my wife too.
Looking down at me the Boss noticed my predicament and nodded.
I quickly stood and without hesitation shoved my much smaller cock into my wife's waiting mouth. She had learned her lesson well. With hardly a pause my dick slid into her throat and I was rewarded as I watched her face pressed to my groin just as she had for the boss.
Three strokes later I convulsed as load after load of cum rushed down my wife's throat to join the Boss's cum in her belly.
A short time later he Boss left and Pat and I decided that a shower would be in order. The warm water felt great and I held my wife in my arms and relaxed. She turned her head up to me and I kissed her. Her lips were warm and pliant and as we deepened the kiss and my tongue delved into her mouth I was reminded that just moments ago this same mouth had been filled with a black cock.
With that thought my mind began to remember all that we had done since meeting the Boss. I realized that I was actually grateful. In addition to the feelings that I had felt as I watched and participated as my wife was used by these blacks our sex life had also improved. It had improved so much that I bent Pat over at the waist and slid my dick into her warm moist pussy. After vigorously fucking her for several minutes I found that I was able to cum yet again.
After that we dried off we both fell into the bed and slept all night.
The next morning over breakfast we discussed what the Boss might have in store for the future. If, as he had said, yesterday was an indication of the next video Pat and I would be expected to make it was likely that my wife would be subjected to facial abuse from about ten different black men one after the other.
I looked at my wife and wondered could she, would she do this? Finally I just asked her how she felt about the prospects. "Look Steve" she said. "We both know that I would never do this kind of thing willingly. I was coerced into it in the first place."
"We have always been honest with each other. We are in between a rock and a hard place and there only seems one way to go and that is forward. We both know that at some time this will all play out and come to an end. That is one side of the problem."
"The other side of it is that I enjoy it. I'm not sure why but being forced to do things that I would normally never do excites me. At the same time it is humiliating and degrading. But that excites me also. Knowing that I am the center of attention in a room full of black guys is a complete turn one. How many women have ever had an experience like that? I'm looking forward to the future and I hope that you are also."
"Sweetheart I know that I must be a pervert but you looked beautiful last week with all of that cum on your face. Last night, watching you take the Boss's cock deeply down your throat and seeing your lips wrapped tightly around his shaft as it slid all the way into your mouth until your nose buried in his pubic hair was even better."
"That picture is indelibly stamped into my memory and it only makes me love you more. I guess that means that we are agreed to continue forward."
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It was Thursday evening a few days later when the doorbell rang. I looked outside and I could see a young black man whom I recognized as one of the gang members. I opened the door and he asked to come in saying that he had a message from the Boss.
I asked what the message was and he said that he was supposed to deliver it to my wife and I together. After inviting him in and showing him to a seat in the living room I went into the kitchen for Pat who was drying the dishes.
We came back into the living room to find him relaxing on one of the lounge chairs like he owned the place. He stood up as we came into the room.
As we stood there he said "The Boss wants you at our place at eight in the evening this Saturday."
We both continued to stand there expecting more. Finally I asked "Is that it?"
"No. No it isn't" he said. "The Boss told me to tell you that your wife was supposed to tip me."
Pat started to reach for her purse when the young man began to laugh. "Not like that you dumb bitch" he said. "You are supposed to tip me by servicing my black dick like you did for the Boss the other night."
"What!" I shouted. "Are you nuts? You can't just come in here and expect my wife to suck your dick."
"Listen up you fool. Both you and your lovely wife are the property of our gang. Once the Boss is finished with his fun you will both be expected to service any black man that we send over here. You will be servicing other blacks any place and any time that you are told. This is what it means for your wife to be a Queen of Spades and you as her cuckold."
"Now Pat I want you to get over here and get on your knees and suck my dick. I don't have all night. And just in case you have some idea that you can quickly suck me off and send me on my way you can forget it. The whole gang has seen your most recent video where both of you deep throated the Boss."
"Shit" he snorted. "The Boss set us up a little movie theater. He has been showing your videos to all kinds of people for the last week. You two are famous" he laughed. "Now get on your knees Pat and show me what you can do."
Pat looked at me and reluctantly walked over and knelt in front of the young man. As she started to unzip his fly he motioned for her to stop. "Steve" he said. "Here is my cell phone. I want you to record everything so that I can prove to the Boss that you were obedient."
As I took the phone and began to record my wife resumed unzipping his fly. After some effort Pat finally got his black dick out. As she stroked it a few times I felt my own cock beginning to grow. I zoomed in to get a close up as Pat extended her tongue and licked the pre cum from his dick. Then her lips parted and engulfed the head of his dick. Her soft red lips gripped his shaft tightly as she began to move back and forth.
I was enjoying the sight of my beautiful blonde wife fully dressed and on her knees servicing a black cock like a local whore. I smiled when it dawned on me that Pat was enjoying the experience herself. She had told me that she enjoyed being forced to do things that she would normally never do. She actually liked being used, degraded and even humiliated.
A short time later the cell phone recorded my wife totally engulfing his black cock and pushing it all the way down her throat. Her nose pressed into his groin.
It was just a few moments before he reached behind her head and forced his dick even deeper down her throat. He thrust in and out a few more times and then held her head tightly. I knew then that my wife was taking his cum down her throat and into her belly. Seconds later I felt my own ejaculation as my cock unloaded into my pants.
When he finally released her head she slowly backed up letting his limp dick slide out of her mouth. She was about to get up when he said simply "Clean it up. Lick it clean." Pat dutifully began to lick cum and spittle off of his now limp cock.
When she had finished he zipped his pants, took his phone, turned and left. Pat remained kneeling there for a few moments. Her lips were swollen. There was cum and spittle on her lips and cheeks. As I reached down to help her up I told her "You are beautiful." She smiled and then leaned forward and kissed me deeply sharing the taste of the messenger's cum.
Saturday night we arrived at eight as instructed. Once again the Boss met us at the door and invited us in.
"You're looking lovely tonight Patricia. There are a lot of people here that are looking forward to seeing your luscious body filled with black cock."
Pat looked at me a little startled and then turned and asked the Boss exactly what he meant by "a lot of people".
The Boss said "Well since the last time you were here we have added a small theater. I was using it to show your videos, they are very popular by the way, and I realized that we could use the same space to provide live shows while we were making videos. So I have arranged a stage where you will conduct live performances and we will record the show for our next video. I installed thirty seats and all tickets have been sold. It seems that there are a lot of men who want to see the live performance rather than purchase the video. This way we can make money two different ways."
Steve said "Hold on just a minute. It was one thing when you were using my wife and the gang members watched and participated. Now you want to display and use my wife in front of an additional thirty strangers?"
"Steve as I have told you before you and Pat are free to refuse to participate at any time. I realize that we are placing pressure on you to participate but the decision is ultimately up to you" the Boss said.
Steve's resolve wavered a bit. Finally he asked "Exactly what do you have planned for tonight?"
"Tonight is all about oral sex like we did the other night at your house. Your wife will be expected to use her mouth and deep throat all of the gang members. In addition you will be expected to provide preliminary services getting each man hard and ready to go. I'm sure that your wife's throat is going to be stretched and abused just a bit after taking ten big black cocks. So I want you to get each man ready yourself so that Pat does not have to spend so much time draining those ten cocks. The closer you get them to shooting their load the less stress and strain there will be on your wife."
"There will be a raffle after Pat drains the gang's cocks. Two lucky members of the audience will be allowed to come on stage and Pat will work her magic on them also. Finally I will fuck her in the ass!"
Pat blurted out "I've never been fucked in the ass." "I thought as much" the Boss said. "That is why I am going to take your virgin ass hole for myself. You may as well get used to it Pat because your lovely round white ass is going to be almost as attractive to these black men as you blond haired pussy will be."
"The video after this one will be anal, for both of you! Now! What will it be? Are we going to go on with the show or do I have to refund all the paid admissions?"
I looked over at my wife. She had a strange look on her face. I actually think that she was visualizing loving all those black cocks and liking it. She looked up at me and smiled. She said "I can handle this."
And so it was decided. The Boss pointed to a door and told us to go in there and get totally undressed. He told us that he would be on the stage with us giving direction.
We quickly undressed and waited for the Boss. He came in shortly and said "Follow me." Pat took my hand as we followed the Boss out the door and onto the stage. I was embarrassed to be naked in front of all of these black men. It was humiliating when I realized that in addition to standing here nude with my equally naked wife I already had a hard on as I thought about what was about to happen to us.
We were about to be used by a large group of blacks. We were about to do things that we had never dreamed of doing. Despite feeling deep humiliation for willingly involving my wife in this I was having trouble accepting the fact that I was a willing participant myself. I was looking forward to watching my wife used by these men. When honesty forced its way into my thinking I had to admit that I was excited and anticipating my part too. I am not gay or even bi yet it was terribly erotic to realize that before the night was over I would have sucked at least the ten gang members. Straight white guys simply do not do that.
I was jerked back to reality when I heard the Boss say "Showtime! Gentlemen I want you to meet Steve and his lovely wife Patricia. Steve and Pat are happily married and they are here voluntarily. They are already aware of what is planned for the show today and have agreed to entertain you. If you should decide that you enjoyed the show there will be a video available on our web site in about a week."
"Steve please tell the audience that you know what is planned and that you are a willing participant. I also expect you to tell them what your part in the show is and that you support your wife's decision to participate. Speak up Steve so that the microphones can hear you clearly."
To say that I was caught unprepared would be an understatement. After a few moments I decided to just tell it like it is. I guess that is why the Boss sprung this on Pat and I like he did.
"My name is Steve and this is my wife Patricia or Pat. We came here today of our own free will. I understand fully that I am expected to do whatever is necessary to prepare a number of black men by sucking their cocks until they are about ready to cum. Then my wife will allow each of them to deep throat her until they cum. I support my wife's decision to participate and encourage her."
The Boss said "Thank you Steve. Now Pat please confirm what your husband has said."
Pat spoke out clearly saying "As you have been told my name is Pat and I am Steve's wife. After Steve prepares each of our guests today it will be my responsibility to finish what my husband started. Each of the participants will be allowed to give my mouth and throat a complete workout by face fucking me until each one ejaculates. I will swallow all of every load and do anything else the Boss tells me to. I am here of my own free will."
"Thanks Pat. Let's begin the show. Steve I want you and Pat to kneel back to back so that the audience can see all of the action." Without even thinking I heard Pat blurt out "No!"
"Excuse me!" The Boss said. Pat quickly replied "I don't mean that I won't do it. What I mean is why should the audience be the only one to see what is going on? I want to watch my husband sucking all those black cocks." "That goes for me too" Steve added. I want to see my wife as you all use her for your pleasure."
After a moment of thought the Boss said "Okay, we can do that. I think that will heighten the audience enjoyment as well. You two need to kneel about four feet apart facing each other. That way you should be able to see each other in action clearly."
The Boss said "Let's have some action. Send the first gang member up here to start with Steve."
A totally nude young man sporting an eight inch cock came forward and stepped in front of me. As he leaned forward I felt myself involuntarily parting my lips and allowing his hard hot black cock to enter my warm moist mouth. I began moving back and forth with my lips firmly holding his dick. After a few dozen strokes I moved all the way forward taking all eight inches of black meat into me and down my throat. From his reaction I thought that I must have gone too far. I certainly did not want him to cum into me.
He must have felt the same because he pulled his cock out of my mouth immediately. After that he turned and I was able to watch him bury his black dick in my wife's mouth to the hilt on the first stroke. I hardly had another moment to think before the next cock was shoved into my mouth.
In the meantime Pat had thoroughly enjoyed watching her husband sucking cock. It was something that she never believed she would see in her lifetime. Of course she never believed she would be here willingly letting all these black hoods using her this way either. She did not have any more time for thought before the first black cock was being shoved into her mouth and down her throat.
There was a steady stream of black meat being shoved into her and cum being pumped down her throat as the remaining nine gang members used her mercilessly. There was one cock that must have been twelve inches long. It felt like the head was being shoved into her belly with each thrust. Another wasn't more than seven inches long but it was much fatter than all the others. She had some trouble getting it down her throat but she was finally successful. It had taken so long to swallow the huge cock that he came immediately and pumped a huge load into her.
Finally, when the last cock was empty the Boss stepped back onto the stage. "Hold on gents. We aren't done with this lovely couple yet. I had planned to select two men from our audience to join Steve and Pat on the stage but I have changed my mind. I know. I know. That doesn't make you happy. May be this will make up for your disappointment."
"While we do what we do for our own personal pleasure we also make it our business to place both Steve and Pat into positions where they are humiliated and degraded. Now just having two more black cocks for them to service is not going to increase their angst. Still, we have told them both what would happen tonight so I am unwilling to stray too far from the original script which might cause me to lose their trust."
"My gang has scoured the neighborhood and we have located two black homeless men. They are both in their sixties and, as you can imagine, are rather ripe." As he spoke two old blacks entered the stage. Their hair was filthy and the smell was apparent from some distance. Both Pat and Steve wriggled their nose and frowned.
"Steve and Pat I need you two to get back on your knees. Steve you go first. Be sure to clean that cock off real good for your wife."
We did as the Boss instructed and the first old man stepped up to me and he fumbled with his zipper removing a six inch dick. Without waiting to think I immediately began to suck the smelly dick wanting to get this over with as quickly as possible. It must have been some time since the old codger had any sex because he was ready to cum in just a few moments.
As the first cock was removed I sought and found the second. I was forced to take longer this time because I could hear my wife struggling to overcome the gag reflex as she valiantly serviced the first old man's putrid cock.
Pat was struggling to get his dick down her throat so that she could finish him off as quickly as she possibly could. The old man had a different idea. He had never in his whole life had sex with a white woman and this one was a beauty. She was a full ten on any measurement scale. True to what he had been told this married beauty had taken his cock into her mouth immediately and had not objected when he shoved it in as far as it would go. He was quite content to hold her nose against his groin so that he could enjoy the exquisite pleasure.
She was a gorgeous blonde and the sight of her warm red lips grasping his shaft, her nose pressed into his kinky graying pubic hair and her blonde hair framing it all was more than he could stand. After a few more thrusts he held his cock as deeply inside this blonde beauty as he could and let go a five year accumulation of cum into her and groaned. The feeling of release and the eye candy almost caused him to faint. He did sway just a bit but caught himself as he slowly removed his quickly softening cock. A string of cum stretched from his dick to her lips for just a moment and then the contact was broken.
He felt himself rudely shoved aside as the second oldster rushed to get his cock between Pat's soft lips before he embarrassed himself. He shoved his cock into her waiting mouth just a couple of times before he pulled his cock out and shot his load all over Pat's lovely face. His nuts had stored almost as much cum as the first man. When he was done and had tottered away Steve looked over at his wife. She had a puddle of cum covering one eye. There was cum on her lips and cheeks. There was even a streak of cum across her forehead and into her hair. A blob of cum hung below her chin held in place by more cum on her lips.
Before either of them could recover the Boss was back on stage. "And now folks the final act in our little performance is about to begin."
"Pat I want you on your hands and knees. Steve I want you to kneel beside her. Take some of this oil and get my cock good and hard."
After stroking and sucking so many cocks I had become an old pro and did not hesitate. I began jacking the Boss off with gusto. It seems that I wanted to see my wife's ass violated by the Boss's black cock as much as anyone else in the room. My own hard on was proof of how overcome I was with desire.
"Okay Steve that's enough. Now rub some oil on your wife's ass hole and stick a couple of fingers in there to lube the inside also." Following instructions I rubbed some of the oil on Pat's ass hole. I rubbed slowly over her hole applying pressure with one finger until I felt it enter her anus. I slowly worked my finger back and forth savoring the sensation. I had never done this to Pat or anyone else. After a few moments I managed to get my second finger inside her tight virgin ass.
A moment later the Boss knelt behind my wife and told me to guide his cock into her ass hole. By now I was completely accustomed to doing what the Boss told me to. I grasped his hot hard cock and placed the head of it against Pat's ass hole. I felt her tense up as the Boss began to apply pressure. Suddenly the head of his cock popped all the way in. I watched with rapt attention as he slowly shoved the entire length of his ten inch black cock into my wife's ass. He rested there for a few moments and then he pulled back. He stopped with just the head of his cock remaining in her ass and then he pushed the full length back in.
Pat wiggled her ass a little as she felt the shaft thrusting into her anus and deep into her belly. It was hard to describe the feeling. It was similar to being fucked normally yet it was different. Soon she was being fucked in the ass harder than she had ever been fucked before. Faster and faster the Boss drove his black shaft into her ass. Just as Pat was beginning to wonder if she could take it any longer the Boss impaled her one last time and she felt his hot cum as it shot into her.
Meanwhile I had been fascinated watching my wife's lovely ass being used so thoroughly. I was actually deep within my own little fantasy when the Boss turned to me and shoved his cock forward. Like the well trained cuckold that I was my mouth opened automatically and I tasted my wife's ass juice on her master's cock. "Clean it good" was all that the Boss had to say and I did.
He looked down at me and asked "Is there anything that you want to do Steve? Your wife is right there."
"I want to do what you just did." "What do you want to do Steve? Tell me exactly what it is that you want."
"I want to fuck my wife's ass and cum in her like you just did. Then I want her to clean off my dirty cock too."
"Did you hear that Pat" the Boss asked? Pat responded with a soft "Yes!" "Do you want Steve to fuck your ass like I did and are you willing to clean off his dick afterward?" Pat again answered "Yes!"
Almost before my wife was finished with her answer I had my dick buried in her ass. This was something that I had wanted to do but she would never let me. Now I had my chance and I was taking it. I thrust wildly into her ass bouncing against those soft cheeks each time. After a minute or so I felt my cum rising and my dick convulsed deep in her dumping spurt after spurt of cum into her colon.



I quickly stepped around in front of my wife and she immediately took my cock into her mouth licking it clean.
When my cock was clean the Boss motioned for us to return to the room where our clothes were and to get dressed. He joined us a few minutes later telling us that we had been a hit with the crowd. He said that he would send over our copy of the video when he had time and had set up our next exhibition.
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About a week later Pat and I were sitting in the living room after dinner enjoying a glass of wine as we usually do. Something had been on my mind and this seemed like a good time to bring it up.
"Sweetheart" I said. My lovely wife looked over at me quizzically and replied "Yes dear."
"We haven't heard from the Boss for a week or so and I was wondering what he might have in store for us next and when. He and his gang have explored your body thoroughly, face fucked you and deep throated you, and they have gangbang fucked you anally. I am not sure why they have not fucked your pussy but that must be next. How will you feel about that?"
"Steve I'm not sure what you are asking me."
"Pat I know that you get something special from our visits with the Boss and his gang. We could walk away any time yet we don't. I know what I feel but I'm curious about what emotions you feel when you are having sex with all of those black men."
Pat looked at me for a moment and took another sip of her wine. Then she said "Steve I am not sure that I can explain it to you but I'll try. We have been married long enough for you to know that I am not an adventurous person. Still, on the inside, I want to do outrageous things. Those two emotions can only exist within me if I am told or forced to do those things that I would never normally do."
"When you take me to an appointment with the Boss I convince myself that you are forcing me to go. When we get there the Boss takes over the dominate role and he tells me what to do. My submissive self needs to be dominated so that my timid self can come forward and play."
"Well I thought that it might be something like that and you have explained why you go along with the Boss and me when we tell you what to do. But you have not told me what emotions you feel. What gives you the high?"
"Oh now I see what you are asking" Pat said.
She smiled broadly. "There are so many things I'm not sure where to start. I am a somewhat timid person and that makes me a little insecure. It is a high to know that for those few moments I am the center of attention. The eyes of every male in the place are riveted on me. They all want me and lust after my body. They want to dominate me completely and to use me in any and every way possible and that is what I want also."
"What!" I said. "Pat you are gorgeous. There are a lot of women who are beautiful on the outside but you are one of those beautiful women who remain beautiful even without your clothes off. You have lovely long blond hair, a perfect creamy white complexion and a stupendous figure. You've got to be kidding me. You have a figure most women would kill for. Your tits are large enough but not too large. Your small waist flairs into nice full hips and you have a well rounded ass as well."
"And that's with your clothes on. With your clothes off your full firm white tits are topped with the sexiest pointed nipples I have ever seen. Those erotic tits and nipples are tipped with the circular bar bells that the Boss had inserted when he had your nipples pierced. Your tummy is flat and below that your little girl's pussy is covered with a fine blond bush."
"Then we come to your legs. Your well rounded thighs are firm, full and muscular. Your calves are nicely shaped."
"Patricia my dear you are the complete package. How in the world could you possibly feel insecure?"
My love was smiling broadly by this time and shaking her head. "It's funny but when I look in the mirror that is simply not what I see. Any way the combination seems to work well."
"What do you mean? What combination?" I asked.
"The combination of my insecurity which fuels my need to be dominated and used and the fact that men see this complete package as you put it and want to possess me."
"Is that all?" I asked.
"Oh no, that is just the beginning. It's complicated."
"The first time that I was forced to suck a cock other than yours I was totally humiliated. The fact that it was a black cock, which goes totally against my southern upbringing, rocked my emotions so strongly that I almost came when the head passed my lips. When I realized that he wanted to shove that black piece of meat down my throat I could hardly believe it. I was shocked but then my inner self wanted more and I found that I wanted that cock shoved down my throat until my nose was crushed against his pubic hair. It took some work but I was proud of myself when I felt it buried deep in my throat. Then his dick throbbed with spasms as he pumped load after load of cum into my white tummy."
"The last time that we went to the Boss's place and all the gang members used my ass I felt the same kind of thrill. Each cock you placed into my ass felt different and each time I felt happy that I was wanted and I was thrilled to be used for the satisfaction of others. I almost came myself as each hot load of cum was pumped into my clutching ass hole."
"It's a turn on each time a cock is being shoved up my ass and there is nothing that I can do about it. I'm not sure why but when the cock is black the intensity is increased several fold. Then when I think that this cock is just one of many that I will soon experience it is almost more than I can stand."
"You mentioned that they had not used my pussy so far. I've wondered about that too but I think that it is because the Boss wanted to take his time with us and that is the prize. He wanted to make sure that you would be able to handle watching your wife being used by a group of men and that I would continue to be willing to allow them to use me."
"I think that my pussy is next and I am a little bit worried." "Why is that?" I asked?"
"So far they have pumped cum down my throat and up my ass. What if they decide to fill my pussy with cum. I'm not on the pill and I certainly do not want to get pregnant with a black baby. What is worse is that I know that I will let them. I can't stop them and I really doubt that you could even if you wanted to."
The picture of cum deposited in his beautiful wife's pussy by a group of large black dicks and then slowly running from between her spread legs was almost more than Steve could stand. Still, he was worried about the possibility of Pat getting pregnant. He said "Maybe it would be wise for you to go see Dr. Alexander and get a prescription for the pill."
"I couldn't do that" Pat said. "We have known him for years and what reason could I possibly tell him?"
Pat continued, "I've already made an appointment with a new doctor."
"You never said anything about this to me." Steve said. "Were you even going to tell me about it?"
Pat said "Of course I was planning to tell you about it sweetheart. The opportunity simply never came up."
"What's so special about the new doctor?" Steve wanted to know.
Pat smiled and said "He's a Gynecologist and specializes in birth control. I suppose I may as well tell you that he's black also."
"Wait a minute." Steve said. "You have already made an appointment with this black Gynecologist? Does your choice have anything to do with the Boss?"
"Well actually it does. When the Boss dropped by a couple of days ago to bring us our check I asked him if he knew of a doctor that could prescribe birth control pills for me. He highly recommended Dr. Sullivan. I am supposed to receive a complete vaginal exam during the appointment to make sure that there are no problems before he will prescribe birth control for me."
"Patricia Ann you are looking awfully smug about this. What do you know that I don't know and why was the Boss here anyway?"
"I really don't know anything for sure but the Boss had a strange look when we discussed Dr. Sullivan. He did suggest that you might want to come along. He was only here for a while. It seems that he felt the need for a blow job. I was on my knees most of the time sucking his dick. It made my day" Pat said.
Steve said "Well I'm not sure that I like you servicing these men when I'm not here. I'll bring that up with him the next time I see him. When is your doctor's appointment?"
"It's tomorrow afternoon at four. I believe Dr. Sullivan said that he wanted to make sure that it was the last appointment of the day" Pat said. "We'll know what is going on soon enough. I assume that you are coming along aren't you?" "I wouldn't miss it" Steve said.
We arrived at Dr. Sullivan's office a little early. Upon entering the tastefully furnished office I went to the receptionist to check in. I gave her my name and told her that my wife and I were here for an exam. She studied me for a moment and then said "Dr. Sullivan will be with you momentarily. He schedules exams as his last appointment in the afternoon. I will be leaving in a few moments myself but I will advise Dr. Sullivan's nurse Keshia that you are here." "Thank you" I said.
Pat and I took a seat on the couch and tried to look relaxed. True to her word, the receptionist gathered her belongings to leave a few moments later. As she walked past us on the way to the door she said "Enjoy yourselves." Pat and I looked at each other wondering what she meant.
It was just a short time later when an exquisite young black woman opened the door to the exam area and motioned for us to follow her. She led us to a rather large exam room where she told Pat to remove all of her clothing.
While she and Pat were talking I took a moment to look around the room. I was somewhat surprised to note that there were at least three cameras around the room. Turning to the nurse I asked what all the cameras were for. Her reply was that Dr. Sullivan kept a film record of all exams for future reference. With that she left without even offering my wife a paper robe to wear.
Pat and I looked at each other and I said "This all looks a little unusual to me. I guess we could leave."
Pat said "Sweetheart I need the pills. Besides I'm just a little intrigued. Let's stay and get this done" she said as she began to disrobe. While she removed her clothes I noticed that there were little red lights steadily flashing on all three cameras.
Pat and I just stood there feeling foolish since there were no seats in the room. It was just a few minutes before Dr. Sullivan returned with his assistant in tow. I assumed that he needed the assistant present for insurance reasons.
"Good afternoon" Dr. Sullivan said as he offered his hand first to Pat and then to myself. "I see that you wish to receive a prescription for birth control pills. Is that correct?" he asked. Pat nodded yes.
"Okay" he said. Turning to his assistant he introduced her as Latisha. He said "I am training Latisha to complete part of the exam for me so if you do not mind Pat, may I call you Pat?" He continued after Pat's nod of affirmation, "Latisha will examine your breasts to make sure that there are no lumps. Please lay back on the exam table Pat".
Pat sat down on the exam table. As she laid back Dr. Sullivan pulled out an extension for her legs. Absently he ran his hand up her leg stopping just below her crotch.
At the same time Latisha had moved to Pat's side and began poking and squeezing her right breast. I thought that the exam was a little unusual but Pat said nothing so I just continued to watch.
By this time Latisha was giving a great deal of attention to the nipple. She pinched it several times and rolled it between her thumb and forefinger. I heard a small moan escape from my wife.
Latisha said "Pat you do not seem to have any lumps in this breast but I cannot help but admire the way that your nipples stand out from your breasts and the circular barbell in your pierced nipple is exquisite. Mine is different than yours. Would you like to see if?"
Pat managed to nod her head and Latisha proceeded to unbutton the front of her nurse's uniform. At this point I was not surprised to see that she had not been wearing a bra. Her coal black breasts were high and firm and topped by a small lighter brown nipple which was pierced and held a straight barbell.
I could not help but rub my hand over my crotch as I continued to watch this lovely black woman squeezing and fondling my wife's white tit. Then Latisha moved slightly and leaned over Pat to examine Pat's left breast. As she did so her own left breast was directly over my wife's face. I could not see Pat's eyes but I could clearly see her lips part as she raised her head and engulfed Latisha's nipple.
While this had been going on I had failed to pay attention to Dr. Sullivan's wandering hands. He had resumed running his hand up and down Pat's thighs. I could see that this was beginning to get to Pat because she had parted her legs which allowed the good Doctor's hand access to her pussy. I watched as he slowly inserted first one finger and then another into my wife's pussy.
Meanwhile both Pat and Latisha were busy sucking on each other's tits. After a few more moments Latisha moved away from Pat and stood there with the front of her uniform wide open and her magnificent tits on full display. "Dr. Sullivan," she said. "I have given Pat's tits a thorough exam and I did not find any lumps."
"That's good" Dr. Sullivan replied. I guess that we had better proceed with a thorough vaginal exam then." With that he extended two foot rests and placed Pat's feet in each one. This raised her legs high and spread them wide opening her pussy giving full and complete access.
I watched closely as I expected Dr. Sullivan to use some kind of medieval device but he did not. He began to work or Pat's distended pussy with his fingers. First shoving them in to the hilt and then pulling them out. While he was doing this to my wife I could not help myself and looked over at Latisha's lovely tits wishing I could do something to occupy myself.
Dr. Sullivan noticed my interest just as he slipped his fourth finger into Pat's well lubricated pussy. He said "Latisha have you noticed how Steve seems sort of lost? Why don't you see if you can help him relax while I finish examining his wife?"
Latisha said "Yes doctor" as she stepped in front of me and dropped to her knees. In just a few moments I felt the warm softness of her lips as she swallowed my cock. Despite the feel of her lips sliding back and forth on my cock I could not take my eyes off the drama taking place between my wife's legs. Unbelievably Dr. Sullivan was slowly working his entire fist around inside my wife's vagina. It gave new meaning to a vaginal exam.
Just as I heard Pat begin groaning with her oncoming orgasm I felt my cock release a huge load of cum into Latisha's welcoming mouth.
The next thing I knew Dr. Sullivan was telling Pat that the exam was complete and everything seemed fine. He told us to stop by his office when we had cleaned up.
I pushed my spent cock back into my pants and zipped them up as Pat got dressed. Then we walked down to Dr. Sullivan's office. Once we were there he handed Pat a prescription for the birth control pills we needed. When I asked about the bill Dr. Sullivan said that there would not be a charge. He looked straight at me and said that the money that he would earn on the video he would make from the cameras in the exam room would be more than sufficient payment. He also said that he would need to see Pat from time to time to renew the prescription.
We were ushered out the door by Latisha.
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I was just hanging up the dish towel after drying the dinner dishes when I heard the doorbell ring. "Pat can you get that sweetheart?" I yelled to my wife. When there was no answer I hurried to the front door to find a UPS delivery man with a parcel.
My errant wife wandered into the den just as I was opening the package. "What's that?" she asked. "I'm not sure." I said as I ripped the package open. There was a DVD and a note from Dr. Sullivan inside the box.
"Oh look Pat said. It must be the video Dr. Sullivan made during my exam for the birth control pills." She said as she popped the DVD into the player. It was only a matter of moments before I once again had a raging hard on as I watched the black doctor fingering my beautiful blonde wife's pussy. He kept inserting more and more fingers into her welcoming vagina until he eventually had his whole fist buried wrist deep inside Pat.
Meanwhile his gorgeous black assistant had released my cock from my pants and was busily taking all seven inches of it down her throat.
As we watched the DVD I was reminded that my wife and I had never finished our discussion last week. We had been wondering what the Boss had in store for us the next time we met.
You may not know this but my lovely wife had gotten us into a situation that, truth be told, we both enjoyed. She had been coerced into having nude pictures taken of her with the Boss's gang of nine young black men. Subsequently, we had been blackmailed and allowed a number of movies to be made of Pat and I and the group of blacks. On different occasions they had cum on my blonde wife's face, down her throat and in her shapely ass.
We had been discussing the fact that up to this point no one, not even the Boss, had used her pussy. Pat knew that her pussy would very likely be the target for the next movie. I agreed but, knowing the Boss, I expected something that would be much more degrading to Pat and exciting for me. I'm guessing that Pat was going to have a big black cock in all of her holes at the same time. One cock would be in her pussy, one in her ass and a third one down her throat in a classic triple penetration.
As the video finished I turned to Pat and asked if she had given any thought to what the Boss might have in store for us next. She said "Well they seem to have been saving my pussy for something special. You know despite the fact that the Boss originally coerced us into this he has been very patient and has moved slowly." That's true" I said. "I think that he didn't want to scare us away and felt that if he pushed too hard we might just walk away. After all the shows and movies must be making the gang a good deal of money."
I said "Pat I have a suspicion that he has something special in mind for us this time." "What do you mean" she said?
"I think that you are going to experience your first TP."
"TP?" she said. "What is a TP?" she asked. Smiling I said "Sweetheart TP stands for triple penetration."
"You don't mean . . . . No! You can't tell me that he expects me to take three of those large black cocks at one time?" she exclaimed. Then I sat back and watched Patricia's face change from one of concern to a look of complete understanding. Then she broke out into a huge smile.
I said "Oh but I do. That is exactly what I think is going to happen but we will have to wait and see. I wonder when we will hear from him next."
Several days later we received a call from the Boss. "I've got a new venue." he said. "Here's the address. The old place was too small since your shows have become so popular. Be there around 7:30. The show begins promptly at 8."
When we arrived we were ushered into a little room where the Boss was waiting for us. "Patricia you know that we have been moving forward slowly with you and Steve. You have turned into a goldmine for us. Whenever we have a show all the seats are filled. This new place has around a hundred seats which our gang sells for $50 each. Then the movies we make each time we do a show sell like hotcakes on the internet for $24.99/ea."
"We have everything going for us. People love to watch a beautiful white blonde with beautiful breasts with pointy pierced nipples used by a group of blacks. When the woman is married and her husband participates like Steve does it adds yet another level. The fact that you deep throat all of those big black cocks or take them anally pushes the value up even more."
"Tonight we are going to go a step farther with you. I have been saving your pussy for me which I will finally get tonight. Tonight I am going to have your pussy while your husband uses your ass. After we are done you are going to be expected to take three cocks at a time. One cock will be in your ass. There will be another one in your pussy and the third will be deep throat in your mouth."
"As you know there are nine gang members so you will receive three different triple penetrations. All nine of the boys will pump cum into you. This is the main show."
"Before the show three random audience members will come on stage. One will use your mouth as a fuck hole while your husband jacks off the other two until they shoot their cum on your face. After you have taken all the boys three more random audience members will come on stage and you will be triple penetrated one more time by these three strangers."
"After all the show is over the gang and I have one more surprise for you so let's go. Strip it down. The audience is waiting."
We began the show as the Boss had said. With me on my back on the mattress my lovely wife squatted over me and slowly lowered herself until my cock was completely embedded in her ass. Facing the audience with her legs splayed apart she slowly rode my cock for a few moments. Then the Boss stepped between our outstretched legs and buried his black salami deeply into Pat's cunt. I could even feel him sliding in and out.
The Boss rode Pat until he finally shot his load deep into her pussy. When he was done she rolled off my cock and onto her hands and knees. I rose and stood in front of my wife who calmly took my cock which had recently been in her ass. She proceeded to suck my dick until I shot my load down her throat.
After that I just stood back and watched as my lovely wife began to service the three audience members and continued with the gang taking them all three at a time. Soon cum was dripping out of her cunt and ass hole. Her face and hair was covered with even more cum.
Finally, after about forty minutes it was over. I watched as the last dick slid limply from the lips of her pussy. She slowly collapsed and rolled over onto her back. Her legs were splayed wide open. She lay in a puddle of her own cum along with the cum of a number of black men. There was cum slowly oozing from between the swollen lips of her pussy. The rosebud of her anus was relaxed and cum was dripping from the opening. Her face was covered in cum and her hair matted with it.
I had never been more proud of my wife as I was at this moment. She looked absolutely beautiful to me. I was trying to do the math. If my count was right she had been thoroughly used by fifteen different men including myself including fourteen different black men.
As Pat lay there the crowd began to stir sensing that the show was over. The Boss, now dressed, returned to the stage and held up his hands. "Wait" he said. "We have one more part of the show. We have a surprise for Pat so please retake your seats."
While the Boss had been talking a young black woman had come on stage and was patiently cleaning my wife's body. She seemed to be giving special attention to my wife's crotch and pussy. She had turned Pat's body so that everyone in the audience could see my wife's pussy clearly.
A moment later five men came onto the stage. Two of the men knelt and held my wife's arms and two others held her legs spread obscenely wide. The fifth man knelt between my wife's legs and took out some kind of instrument. At last I realized what they were doing. The fifth man was a tattoo artist. Pat squirmed as he began working. I tried to go to her aid but was restrained by the Boss.
It was all over in about half an hour. The tattoo artist left the stage and Pat was released. She slowly rose to her feet and turned to me. For the first time I saw what they had done. Tattooed on the mound of her pussy was a black spade like appears on a deck of cards. Inside was a large "Q" signifying that my wife was now a Queen of Spades. In an arc over her right nipple was the word "Black" and over the left nipple was the word "Owned".
The Boss turned my wife to the audience so that they all could see her humiliation. There was a rush toward the front of the room where it seemed that everyone had a cell phone and wanted a picture of my wife along with her new tattoos.
After we finished cleaning up and getting dressed we made our way out to the car. Pat was subdued and quiet as we drove slowly home.



            My Wife - A Black Gang Toy Ch. 08

            Blond wife Pat tells me about her use as a black cum dump.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/my-wife-a-black-gang-toy-ch-08

Title: My Wife - A Black Gang Toy Ch. 08

Author: Writer6324

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Blond wife Pat tells me about her use as a black cum dump.

Tags: triple penetration, black owned, interracial, queen of spades, photos, cuckold, wife, group

Series: My Wife - A Black Gang Toy


While I parked the car Patricia went into the house. Moments later I followed and she met me in the kitchen with a grocery list. When I looked at her she said "Steve I would appreciate it if you would run up to the store for me." I looked at her a little shocked but agreed.
It seemed to be a strange request to me considering what we had just been through but when I looked questioningly at her she said "I really need a shower and some time to settle down."
If you have read our earlier stories you would know that my lovely wife Patricia and I have been on a roller coaster ride for the past several weeks. Pat is a teacher at a local junior college. As she left her classroom and headed home one day she had stumbled across a group of black students that were forcibly undressing a young coed while they photographed her.
We learned later that the gang made extra money by selling porn photos. Often times the female being photographed or filmed was not a willing participant. To save this young girl from the humiliation Pat had made a decision to allow them to photograph her instead.
Much to my surprise both Pat and I had been erotically stimulated by the encounter so when the Boss (the name the gang leader used) called a few days later we agreed to meet and allow both Pat and I to be filmed participating in all sorts of sexual activities with the gang of black studs. Well that is past history. If you want to know about that you'll have to read the previous chapters.
When I returned home I did not immediately see Pat so I went looking for her. I found her in the bedroom. She was totally naked standing in front of a full length mirror and there were tears running down her cheeks. I was stunned and rushed to her asking "What's the matter sweetheart?"
She turned and simply said "Look at me. Look what they've done to me."
I looked and what I saw was a beautiful young woman. She was fair skinned with long blonde hair. Her facial features were fine and, by my judgment, she was beautiful. She had medium sized firm breasts with long pointy nipples. Her small waist flared out into nicely rounded hips. Her pussy was lightly covered with soft blond hair. Her thighs were well turned with well defined calves. All in all, my wife was an exceptional example of female flesh. Pat already knew how I felt about her body so I looked more closely and then it clicked. The clue had come when she had said look at what "they've" done to me.
In the beginning the Boss had her pointy nipples pierced and heavy semi circle barbells were inserted. Last night, after being triple penetrated numerous times by ten different black cocks they had held my wife down and given her what they had called "her reward". A tattoo artist had tattooed the word "BLACK" in an arc over the swell of her right breast just above the nipple. Then he had added the word "OWNED" in a corresponding location on her left breast. The text was not real heavy nor large but it was clear and easily read.
Then the tattoo artist had moved lower and had tattooed the card symbol of the Ace of Spades with a "Q" in it signifying that my wife was a "Queen of Spades". The tattoo was placed on her mound just above the crack of her pussy. The implication was that my lovely wife was willing and would be expected to submit her body to any black man that wanted to have sex with her.
"I thought that you wanted to be used and owned by this black gang. You were so happy and really enjoying yourself. What happened?" I asked.
"Steve clearly you do not understand. Being used by those black guys, having their big black dicks in all of my holes is a total turn on but I never expected to be marked up like this. I don't know how to explain it. I am turned on by all that has happened but I am also humiliated. Don't you see? If we ever go to the beach and I wear a bikini with a small top or bottom everyone will see what I have become. How can I stand it knowing that my status as a black whore will be exposed for the world to see? Strange as it may seem it is erotic, stimulating and extremely humiliating."
"Every time that we have sex you will see the tattoos and be reminded of what I have become. When you fondle my tits you will see that I am black owned and know that any black man can expect me to service them any way they want. When you put your cock into my pussy you will see that I am a Queen of Spades and remember all of the black cocks that have used my pussy as a receptacle for their black man's cum."
I said, "Sweetheart I love you and I love what you have become. I want to remember the sight of all of those black dicks using your lovely body for their satisfaction. I think of all of the other men who have viewed your videos and realize that they envy me. They can only dream of having such a lovely wife as you and one that is willing to do the things that you do."
Finally Pat began to settle down. She said "I guess part of the reason that I am having such a strong response is because I managed to escape the last time. Well I escaped without being physically marked."
"What do you mean the last time?" I asked.
It seems that Pat had experienced a similar situation while attending college to get her degree. She had been forced to attend a local junior college that had an enrollment that was predominately black.
The story she told me occurred when she was only eighteen. She was not a virgin even then but her experiences had been limited to one boyfriend.
She said "Near the end of the school year a group of black boys began to harass us white girls at the school. As class let out the black boys would form a group at the exit to the building. They formed what I would call a gauntlet and each of us was forced to walk between two rows of black boys. As we tried to get out of the building each of the black boys would find a way to brush a hand across the ass or tits of us white girls. They never bothered the black girls just the white girls."
"This had gone on for several days with the black boys getting more and more aggressive each day. Each time one of the boys brushed his hand across my ass or managed to touch my tits I found myself stimulated and becoming aroused erotically. I didn't understand it but the thrill was real and powerful."
"One afternoon I decided to do something about it and got together with the other five white girls. Three of them admitted to feeling a combination of erotic feelings and embarrassment each time they were forced to walk the gauntlet. The other two were simply disgusted and offended."
"I suggested that we take the initiative and see where things went. The other girls were a little reluctant at first but they asked what I had in mind. I told them that I intended to wear a shear blouse the next day and to take off my bra before walking the gauntlet. I knew that my nipples would be clearly visible and I was a bit ashamed but excited knowing that the black boys would easily notice my missing bra."
Pat said "Two of the other girls were appalled by the idea but three of them agreed that it would certainly stir things up. The four of us finally decided to meet in the rest room the next day after class to remove our bras before walking the gauntlet."
"As the four of us approached the gauntlet it was clear that the boys had been told about the new change in things. I was the first one to approach and as soon as I entered the gauntlet there were hands busily jostling for position so that they could fondle my tits and pinch my nipples. Some of the boys were a little over zealous and by the time I reached the end of the gauntlet my nipples were throbbing from the attention that they had received."
She said "We all made it through and then we went to a local gas station where we replaced our bras for the trip home. One of the girls asked me what was next. I admitted that I had not thought much beyond the one time. So I was quite surprised when one of the other girls suggested that tomorrow they remove their panties. None of the other girls had much experience with boys and none of us had any experience with blacks. After a lively conversation we agreed to do it the next day."
"The anticipation kept building all day long and I could hardly wait for my last class to end. Finally all four of us met in the ladies room and with much giggling we removed our panties."
Pat said that "Again it seemed that our plans had been relayed to the boys before we got there. I was very conscious of the cool breeze caressing my uncovered pussy as the other girls shoved me to the front. It seemed that the number of boys had grown from the day before but I was left with no choice now."
"As I stepped into the gauntlet it was just a moment before I felt the touch of the first black man's hand between my legs. I was allowed to progress down the gauntlet just far enough for all of the girls to be surrounded by the black students. Hands were wandering freely all over my body but especially between my legs. I flinched as first one finger and then another was pushed into my wet pussy. The first hand was quickly shoved out of the way and followed by another. Young black men jostled all around me as they tried to get their hand between my legs for a feel of my young white pussy."
"The experience was intense but only lasted a few moments before I was almost ejected from the midst of the black boys. As I walked away I turned to look for my friends and noticed that there had even been a couple of black girls in among the boys. I could not help but wonder if one of those girls had felt and possibly even fingered my pussy. I felt a shiver run up my spine."
"As I watched my three friends were unceremoniously ejected from the clump of students. The four of us regrouped and headed for a local hang out to compare experiences. Our heads were all spinning from the erotic experience we had just had. Laughing and giggling we compared notes and decided to do the same thing again the next day."
"As the four of us gathered again the next day and headed toward the gauntlet we had no idea that the black guys had decided to up the ante. It seems that they had big plans for us."
"When we entered the gauntlet this time we were grabbed by two guys and hustled around in back of a shed where the school kept the lawn maintenance equipment. This was not something that any of us had expected and I was disturbed to say the least."
"Once behind the shed we were lined up and the guys held each of us in place by our arms. A number of the boys were filming or taking pictures with their phones while this was all going on."
"Another boy walked up in front of me and pulled my blouse out of my waistband and then shoved it up. I began to squirm trying to break free but it was no use. With my tits exposed he secured the blouse so that it would remain up. It was clear that, like me, the other girls were beginning to become concerned and they also tried to escape from the grasp of the boys holding them in place but the boys were much stronger and held us firmly. Next he bent down and my skirt was raised exposing my blond haired pussy. My skirt was tucked into the waistband keeping it raised. The crowd continued to take photos and video of my nakedness."
"It is impossible to describe my feelings. Standing there with my tits and pussy fully exposed was a thrill. My nipples got all hard and pointy. But I cannot explain to you how humiliating it was to know that I was totally exposed to a group of strangers."
"I stood there unable to escape or cover myself as the boy moved down the line methodically exposing each girl's tits and pussy."
"When he was done the rest of the young black men surged around us taking pictures as others in the group groped our tits and fingered our pussys. At a signal from someone the two boys holding each girl grasped their hands behind our backs then bent down and placed their other hand behind our knees lifting us up and spreading our legs wide spreading my pussy wide open for everyone to see. Several girls and some of the guys came forward and enjoyed fingering me and two girls even bent down and tasted my pussy."
"Finally the guys placed us back on our feet. The two boys holding me tried to force me to bend over at the waist. When I resisted they told me that they were going to fuck me and if I continued to resist then the photos and videos would be plastered on the internet and around the school."
"I realized that I was no longer in control and that this had gone way past the fun that the four of us had envisioned. Despite my fear I was so turned on that I could feel the juice seeping from my pussy and running down my leg. I finally complied. As I bent over one of the black boys slipped his cock into my moist pussy. While I was processing the feeling of a black dick in my cunt I felt another rubbing on my lips. I opened her eyes to see a second black dick. I was totally compliant by then and I knew what was expected so when the dick was thrust at my face again I obediently parted my pink lips and let the black rod slide between my lips and into my mouth."
"As I stood there, bent over, I soon lost count of the cocks that had used me as a cum receptacle. Several of the boys had sampled all of the girls. Finally it stopped and I thought that now they would let us go but that was not to be just yet."
"The four of us were placed in a circle facing out and forced to our knees. As we knelt there we were each face fucked by any boy that wanted some action. As each boy reached climax they would pull their dick from my soft, warm mouth and shot cum all over my face."
"Finally, with our faces coated in warm, slimy cum we were stood up. With our tits and pussy still exposed we were paraded around the school with a black boy still holding our arms. Any time I met someone I was forced to pause and say hello. Then one of the black guys would offer to take a picture of me as I stood next my new acquaintance."
"Finally, after what seemed like hours, we were released and allowed to clean up and go home."
It was a few moments before I realized that Pat had finished her story. I looked up and saw her staring at me. What could I say? The story my wife had just relayed to me was shocking and erotic. I had no idea what I could do to remove the look of complete humiliation on my wife's face. The fact is I was in shock myself.
Finally I simply said "Why?"
"Why?" Pat asked. "Why did they decide to use the four of us at sexual playthings? Why did we push the situation by our own actions?"
"No sweetheart. Why haven't you ever told me about this?" I said.
My beautiful wife stood before me trembling and simply said "It's not the kind of thing that I am proud of. Why would I tell the man that I was dating that I had been used as a cum dump for a group of blacks? Why would I tell you that I had no idea how many different blacks pumped cum into my mouth or pussy that day? I had no idea how you felt about interracial sex then. I had no idea that one day you would not only allow but encourage me to be used by black strangers. I've become little more than a whore and a slave to black cock."
I looked again at the woman standing before me. It was all true. Her nipples had been pierced. She had been labeled as "Black Owned" and a "Queen of Spades" and I loved it. I loved her more than I ever had before. That's when I folded her into my arms and held her tightly and told her that I loved her.
While I held her I wondered what I had become. Not only was I guilty of all that she had accused me of but my mouth and ass had also been used by those black shafts. I had felt them pump cum into me also and I realized that maybe the question should be "What had we become?"
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It had been several weeks since my wife Pat and I had heard from the Boss. As you may know the "Boss" is the only name that we had for the leader of a gang of black thugs that had been using us for their sexual pleasure and profit for a few months.
During that time Patricia and I had been forced into a number of different sexual encounters with the Boss and his gang. Well, "forced" is not really the truth. We had originally been coerced to participate with the black gang and to allow photos and video to be made of the encounters to avoid having some nude pictures of my wife spread around town. In reality we both were doing things that we had dreamed of but never had the fortitude to act out.
Patricia had learned the pleasures and duties of a Queen of Spades and had the tattoo to announce her compliance to the world. Just above her blond haired pussy was an outline of the spade symbol from a deck of cards. Within the outline was an ornate letter "Q". This Queen of Spades symbol marked my wife as available for any black man at any time.
During the time spent with the gang she had been reintroduced to interracial sex being forced to participate in group gangbangs including deep throat, anal sex and TP. No TP does not stand for toilet paper even though that may be the first thing that comes to mind with the current pandemic scare. What it means is that my wife Pat willingly took a cock in her pussy, another in her ass and a third in her mouth at the same time. She had received cum in all of her holes this way multiple times.
For my part I had been forced to assist by helping these blacks to use my wife any way that they wished. This had included displaying my wife's most intimate charms for all to see and holding her while she was being tattooed. She wasn't too keen on the idea. I had also been forced to take black cocks and cum down my throat and in my own ass on several occasions.
I will admit that being used by these young black men was erotic but nothing matched the thrill I felt when I watched my beautiful blond wife take loads of cum from three black cocks in her all at the same time.
We were unsure what had happened to the Boss and his gang. One thing was for sure. We both needed some new adventure to achieve sexual release. This was the reason that I decided to take over Pat's training. Pat was the more submissive of the two of us while I was both submissive and dominant. This is the reason that I took pleasure from being used too.
I decided that we were going shopping so I went looking for Pat. I found her in the den watching one of our videos that we had made with the gang. She had her skirt hiked up and was busily thrusting three fingers into her pussy. On screen Pat was being enthusiastically fucked by two black senior citizens. It was clear that we both needed to get out.
She was startled when I turned off the TV. "What are you doing?" she asked. "Come on." I said. "We are going shopping. Let's go into the bedroom. I need to pick out your outfit."
Pat said "I don't know what you are talking about. I was watching the video and enjoying myself. Why do we need to go shopping?"
"We are going to the beach but first you need a new bikini."
As soon as I said bikini Pat's eyes narrowed and she gave me the look like she knew that I was up to something. "What are you planning to do? You know that I have a tattoo above my pussy that will show if I wear a bikini."
I said "I know! That's the whole idea."
"Oh no!" Pat said. "I am not going out in public in a bikini showing that Queen of Spades tattoo!"
"Ahh, but sweetheart sharing your status with others is exactly what you are going to do. When we go to the beach I want everyone there to know that you prefer black cock and that it is clearly alright with me. Imagine the jealousy those other white girls will feel knowing that you regularly do things with blacks that they would never do. Now let's go shopping and pick out what you are going to wear."
Pat and I had been married long enough that she recognized my no nonsense tone of voice. She got up and followed me into the bedroom.
I knew exactly what I was looking for and told her what I wanted. She returned with a pair of loose legged running shorts and a white tank top. "Perfect!" I said. "Get dressed and lose the bra and panties too."
When she came into the living room she was a sight to see. The shorts were just long enough to cover the bottom of her ass cheeks. In the front her naked pussy was barely covered but the loose legged shorts allowed for glimpses of her pussy if she turned just so. The top was pulled up too high to suit me so I pulled it down just a bit. In addition to the Queen of Spades tattoo the word "Black" had been tattooed over her right nipple and "Owned" had been tattooed over her left nipple. I slipped the top down enough that she was now showing a lot of cleavage and you could just see the top of the tattoo on each breast.
To say that my wife turned heads where ever we went is putting it mildly under normal circumstances. Dressed as she was almost all the men we encountered had to give my wife a second glance and some unabashedly stared as we walked by even when they were with their wife. One guy had been following us for a while and I purposely dropped something and made Pat bend over to pick it up for me giving him a good look at Pat's ass cheeks.
We visited several shops and in each shop I selected a few bikinis for her to try on. Each time she would come out of the dressing room and model them for me. Several husbands were treated to an eyeful of my wife's luscious body but none of the suits had the impact that I wanted.
Finally we went into a locally owned boutique. The attractive young sales clerk was very helpful. I selected a very skimpy neon orange number and gave it to Pat to try on. While Pat was gone the sales clerk hung around and made small talk saying how lovely my wife was. I certainly had to agree.
A few moments later Pat stepped out of the dressing room and I knew that we had found the bikini that I wanted. The top was cut low enough that a large portion of the tattooed words on the swell of her breasts showed and if you looked hard enough it was clear what the words said.
The bottom was scooped so low that the Queen of Spades tattoo was clearly visible. "I am not going to wear this in public." She said as she stood in front of me.
We were both surprised to hear the sales clerk say "I think that it looks fabulous on you." She stepped forward and adjusted the top of the suit fully exposing the "Black Owned" tattoos on her breasts. "I'm just wondering if your tattoos are just for thrills or it they really mean what they say."
Before Pat could answer I blurted out "Of course they mean what they say. Why do you ask?"
"Because I have something similar." She said as she quickly raised her skirt. She was not wearing panties and tattooed in an arc over her shaven pussy was "Property of Jamal". She lowered her skirt much too quickly to suit me and said "Please wait here just a moment."
She returned a minute or so later with a black gentleman who she introduced as the store owner Jamal.
Jamal was an ebony black man of about five feet eight inches in height and somewhere in his mid forties I guessed. He was portly and a little over 200 pounds and actually rather homely.
Jamal openly examined Pat with obvious lust as she stood there almost fully exposed in the tiny bikini. When Jamal had finished devouring my wife's body with his eyes he turned to me and asked "Do you know what that tattoo signifies? What it means?"
I was a little embarrassed by the surge of lust I felt between my legs as my dick finally realized what my brain had accepted already. "Yes!" I said. "It means that my wife must make herself available to any black man at any time."
"You are correct and I am telling you now that this is one of those times. My assistant Lea will watch the store. Come with me into the back."
I found myself quickly removed from the dominant role and relegated to the submissive. Pat and I followed him into the back room which contained a desk and several shelves with stock.
"Get on your knees." Jamal said. Pat quickly dropped to her knees in front of Jamal while I watched curious to see what he had in mind. I was surprised when he barked "You too!" I complied although somewhat more slowly than Pat had.
Jamal stepped in front of Pat and told her to unzip his pants and take out his cock. Pat did as he directed releasing his large uncut coal black dick. "Use your hand to get it hard then take it into your mouth."
I watched as my wife complied with Jamal's instructions first stroking his shaft, then, when it had grown stiff, I watched my wife part her lips and swallow his shaft. At this point I thought that he was just going to cum in her mouth but I was wrong.
After a few moments he stepped back and then moved in front of me and simply said "Suck it." And I did. I felt his hot stiff shaft between my lips as I took it deep into my mouth. When I felt his hands on either side of my head I knew what was coming and relaxed my throat just before he rammed his eight inch long cock deep down my throat. He continued holding my head for a few moments shoving his cock down my throat as he took pleasure from using my mouth.
Then he pulled his cock out and told Pat to stand up and lose the bathing suit. She quickly complied exposing her full breasts with their long pointy nipples and heavy nipple rings in each nipple which was another reminder of our time spent with the Boss.
Jamal feasted on the sight of this lovely naked white married woman standing before him who had clearly been used and marked by his brothers. His hands closed on Patricia's breasts massaging and squeezing.
He moved her over to the desk and leaned her back on the edge of the desk with her legs spread. Still dressed, he quickly stepped forward and placed the head of his cock between the lips of her pussy rubbing it in the juices already there as if waiting for him and then roughly shoved it in to the hilt.
I had moved over so that I could watch as my lovely wife was used by another strange black man. As he moved forward shoving his cock into her waiting pussy I remembered my phone and quickly pulled it out of my pocket so that I could get some pictures for our collection. Framed on my camera screen was Pat's pussy covered lightly with blonde hair and a large black shaft which was splitting her pussy apart. In the frame you could also clearly see the Queen of Spades tattoo.
To say that Pat and Jamal had sex or even made love would miss the mark. Jamal simply rutted using my wife as an object. In a matter of moments he had reached climax and was pumping his cum into Pat's pussy. As he removed his now limp cock from between the lips of her pussy a couple more spurts of cum were deposited on the tattoo and some cum was slowly dripping from between her pussy lips.
I moved between my wife's legs and took some more pictures. Before I could get too many pictures I was shoved aside by the lovely salesclerk Lea. "Excuse me" she said as she moved between Pats spread legs. "I need to clean this mess up."
I was then treated to the sight of Pats cunt being thoroughly cleaned by the nimble lips and tongue of Lea. She worked quickly and thoroughly cleaning up all of the cum with her tongue and searching deeply into Pats pussy with her fingers to get all that she could. Then she pulled Pat into a sitting position and thoroughly kissed her.
When she was done she turned to walk out with the bikini saying that Jamal wanted us to have the bikini as a gift and a remembrance.
Pat simply sat there stunned as even more cum oozed from between her engorged pussy lips. I quickly stepped between her legs and finished the job that Lea had started. Then I pulled Pat to her feet and guided her to the dressing room where she quickly dressed as her mind processed what had just happened.
As we left the store Lea handed us a bag containing the bikini and invited us to return any time.
We hurried from the mall and got into the car. I started the engine to get the air conditioner working and we just sat there.
Finally I looked at my lovely wife. I simply could not get the picture of Pat lying on the desk with her legs spread wide as Jamal drove his black dick into her pussy out of my mind. I smiled at the memory.
Seeing my smile Pat looked at me with a strange look on her face. She said "I have never been so humiliated and degraded in my life. What we did with the Boss and all his gang was completely different than what I just felt. Ordered to spread my legs while Jamal fucked me was disgusting. Used as a repository for his cum like I was a whore or something even less. It was also one of the most erotic things that I have ever done in my life." When it finally appeared her smile was radiant.
As we drove home we rehashed the experience. We were both on an emotional high and Pat had nonchalantly reached between my legs to massage my dick. Shortly after that was when we heard the siren. A quick glance at the speedometer told me why.
As I looked in the rear view mirror I saw a large black motor cycle cop approaching. He leaned down looking in the window. He asked the standard clichéd question. "Do you know how fast you were driving?" I replied "Yes officer, unfortunately I do. When I heard the siren I looked at my speedometer. I was definitely speeding."
He leaned down to look in the window to check out the passenger. His smile widened as his eyes fell on my blond wife with her short shorts and low tank top. Then he smiled at her and said "It is refreshing to find someone who answers that question honestly. I get the feeling that I have seen you somewhere before. Do I know you?" He asked.
Pat said "No. I don't think we have ever met."
He continued to look at Pat for a few more moments and then shook his head and turned to me and said "I need to see your license and registration please." I dutifully passed them through the window and he returned to his motorcycle where he made notes and checked out my license and driving record.
He returned a short time later and handed me my documents. "Everything checks out good and since you were honest with me I've decided to just give you an verbal warning. Please be more careful. I would not want to be called to an accident involving you and your lovely wife." he said.
After thanking him he returned to his motorcycle and we parted ways. I made sure that I drove within the limits the rest of the way home.
Both Pat and I were still processing what had happened at the store when we got home so we simply decided to have some diner and chill for the rest of the evening.
About nine we were startled by the ringing phone. Pat answered "Hello!"
The deep male voice on the other end said "Well, well Pat. It's good to hear your voice. This is Officer Smith. I met you and your husband this afternoon. Now I remember why you looked so familiar. I've seen you naked servicing three black cocks at the same time on a video. I want to see your tattoo."
Pat stuttered "Uhh tattoo? I'm sure that you must be mistaken."
"I'm not mistaken. I'd recognize your lovely face anywhere. Remembering faces is part of what I do. Now, thanks to our chance meeting this afternoon, I have your address and I was able to get your phone number from a friend. Tell your husband that I'm on the way and will be there in half an hour. We need to talk."
When Pat hung up the phone she looked at me with a stricken look on her face. "Honey" I said. "What's the matter?"
"That was the cop that stopped us today. He said that he had recognized us from a video that he had seen and was on the way over to talk."
"What does he want to talk about?" I asked her. She said "I don't know but we will find our shortly. He said he would be here in half an hour."
When the door bell rang I answered the door. A large black man that I recognized as the cop from earlier today held out his hand and said "Hi Steve. My name is Officer Smith."
I shook his hand and invited him in. He followed me into the living room where Pat was seated on the couch.
As he entered the room he looked at Pat and said "I was so happy to finally get to meet you and Steve today after seeing several of your videos. You look even more lovely than I expected although I must admit that it was terribly stimulating watching you service all of those black cocks. You cannot believe my surprise when I finally realized who you were."
"But enough chit chat. I wanted to bring you up to date about your previous manager. I think that you called him The Boss. Well I'm not sure how you might feel about it but he was arrested and convicted of armed robbery and sentenced to several years in prison. You won't be resuming your relationship with him any time soon."
"So, once I figured out who you were I thought that you might enjoy a new relationship with me. I'm into bondage and it is my intent to introduce you to the joys of restraint and continue your service to the black men of our community. How does that sound to you?"
Pat looked at me and then said "I'm not sure what you expect but I have never done bondage before and really don't have any desire to try it. What we did with the Boss was degrading and humiliating but a part of me enjoyed the servitude and being used. My husband also enjoyed watching me being used and even being used on occasion himself but bondage is something altogether different."
Officer Smith smiled and said "Well now Pat I certainly can understand your reluctance but you are missing the most important point. I am not offering you a choice. Now that I know who you are it would be a simple matter to spread the information around. How long do you think it would take to ruin your reputation? Oh the good people of our city probably don't know about what you have been doing but I doubt that they would condone it once the information was out. I suppose you could leave town but being a police officer it would be a simple matter for me to track you down. I will be honest with you. It would be much easier for me if you cooperated willingly as I assume that you did for the Boss but I intend to have you in ropes and filmed either way. You actually have no choice."
Tentatively Pat asked "What do you expect from us?"
Officer Smith replied "For tonight I intend to inspect and sample the merchandise thoroughly. Sometime next week I will entertain you in my basement. Your husband Steve will be allowed to attend and watch and he can even help me. Either way I will have you bound in ropes. I have several still and video cameras that I will have set up. I may even allow Steve to use one of the cameras for close up shots."
"For now Pat I want you to stand in the middle of the room and turn slowly around so that I can get a good look at you."
Slowly Pat stood and stepped into the center of the room. She looked at me and then slowly turned in place as instructed.
She looked lovely as usual. Tonight she was wearing royal blue slacks and a white button up top. As I watched her I could hardly believe the good luck that brought this gorgeous woman into my life. Her long blond hair hung down a few inches below her shoulders. She had a lovely figure that was clearly visible beneath her clothes. I knew that it only got better under her outer garments.
As she completed her slow turn Officer Smith told me to go and stand behind her. We both had a good idea what was coming and weren't disappointed when I was told to unbutton her blouse. We all knew that she was not wearing a bra.
As Officer Smith watched I reached around my wife and slowly began to undo the top button. I took my time since I suspected that Pat was enjoying this as much as I was. I loved showing her lovely body to other men and watching the lust slowly spread across their faces. I also knew that, for some reason, Pat enjoyed being shown off like some piece of merchandise.



As I reached the bottom button I started to pull the tails of the blouse from the pants but Officer Smith stopped me. "Just pull the blouse aside and let me see those tits now." He said.
As I did so my wife's lovely breasts came into full view. Pat's breasts were milky white and topped by pointy nipples which had been pierced and sported thick half round barbells through each nipple. Despite with the weight of the heavy piercings her nipples still stood firm and proud.
Officer Smith just drank in the sight for a few moments and then he instructed Pat to step closer so that he could get a better look. He said "Steve I want you to cup her breasts and hold them up for my inspection."
As I did so he said "Those are the most magnificent nipples I have ever seen. When I saw them in the videos I immediately thought that they could not possibly look more erotic and then I realized that they could. An image of those lovely tits bound tightly with rope forcing those nipples to stand even more tall and pointy than normal came into my mind. That is something that I intend to see for myself."
"Steve I want you to get those pants off of her. I want to see that pussy of hers. I have never seen a naturally blond woman with blond pussy hair. I'm also looking forward to checking out her Queen of Spades tattoo. This is something I never expected to see."
I quickly unzipped Pat's pants and then, reaching around from behind, I slowly lowered them to her ankles. Pat stepped out of them. Now she stood before this stranger in her panties and blouse and I watched as he drank in the sight.
Finally he said "Steve I want you to pull the blouse off her shoulders down to her elbows and then I want you to pull the blouse back forcing her to arch forward and thrust those breasts out."
I felt my wife tremble slightly as she realized how erotic that would make her look. When I had done as I had been instructed Officer Smith removed his cell phone and took a few pictures. Then he stepped forward and leaned down taking one nipple into his mouth. He ran his tongue over the nipple teasing the piercing until Pat's nipples hardened. Then he did the same to the other nipple. Finally he sat back down.
"Ok Steve. Let's finish this. Take off the blouse and panties." I quickly moved to comply and soon Pat stood before him entirely naked.
"My, my Pat you are lovely. Now I want you to spread your legs and lean back against your husband's chest." When Pat had complied I was told to reach between her legs and to spread her pussy lips wide to give him a good view and to further humiliate Pat as she was placed on display like a piece of meat.
Once again the cell phone came out and snapped a few pictures. "Turn her around." he said. As Pat turned to face me she was told to bend over and once again I was instructed to spread her ass cheeks wide revealing her puckered anus and her swollen juicy pussy.
A few more pictures were taken and then Officer Smith lunged to his feet rapidly removing his rigid cock from his pants. "I can't wait any longer." he said as he plunged his big black dick into my wife's pussy as I held her ass cheeks spread.
He used his cell phone to film his huge black pole as he rammed into my wife's pussy over and over. For the second time today I was treated to the sight of my wife being used to satisfy the lust of a black man that we did not know.
In just a matter of moments he thrust his cock deep into Pat and groaned. I knew that he was filling her with his cum. He pulled back and slammed into Pat a few more times driving in to the hilt as he finished depositing his seed in her.
Slowly his softening rod slid out with a soft plop and I watched as cum drained from my wife's pussy and begin to run down her leg. He never stopped filming as he instructed me to clean up the mess. Dutifully I knelt behind my wife and watched as another drop of cum oozed out. Then I parted my lips and began to lick and clean my wife's pussy making sure to clean her ass hole at the same time.
After I was done Pat and I stood together for a final picture. Her swollen pussy lips were clearly visible and my face was shinny with cum.
As we stood there Officer Smith said "I'll be looking forward to next week. I know that you will be too. I'll be in touch." He turned and walked out.
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Harry, my husband, and I were at the local watering hole. It was a Saturday night and a group of black guys had dropped in that were not locals. They had gotten louder and more rowdy as the evening wore on and, of course, Harry had had more than a few and he had begun grumbling about their behavior.
Finally, things began to go south as my husband shouted a few choice words insulting their heritage, lifestyle, wives, mothers and anything else he could think of.
Before I knew what was happening the men were all standing each one trying to be more belligerent than the other. I thought sure that Harry was going to get his ass kicked any time now.
Now I'm not too worried about Harry. He's big, mouthy, over weight and an obnoxious drunk but he can take care of himself. Well usually. I wasn't so sure this evening since he was clearly outnumbered. But my real worry was for myself. These guys were primed and out for blood. There was no telling what they would do to me when they were finished with Harry.
I guess I should introduce us. You've already met my husband Harry. My name is Alyson. I'm in my mid forties so a little of the shine is worn off but I like to think that I am still attractive. I've got natural blond hair which I have currently cut just below my shoulders. I think that my figure is at least a little above average and my weight comes in at around one hundred thirty-five pounds which is well spread over my five foot six inch frame.
My breasts are thirty-six with a "C" cup. I'll admit that they aren't as perky as they were in my teens but come on, they still look damn good. I have a fair complexion as my blond hair would seem to indicate but my areola and nipples are large and much darker than most. No piercings and no tattoos.
My point being that I was more than a little uncomfortable trusting these strangers to leave me alone after they finished beating the shit out of Harry.
As things turned out I did not have to worry about that at all. Before any punches were thrown the owner of the bar came over to the group. After he got everyone's attention he told Harry and I to return to our table and wait. He even sent over a waitress to get us a complimentary drink.
As Harry and I sat and watched we could hear raised voices and there was a lot of gesticulating. Finally it seems that whatever the owner had said calmed the group down and they returned to their table.
The owner came over and sat down with us." I've worked out a solution that has that bunch of hot heads calmed down but you two are going to owe me big. By the way my name is Robbie."
"I'm Harry and this is my wife Alyson." my husband said as he offered his hand. "Robbie I really want to thank you for intervening and stopping that thing. I am a bit more sober now and it is clear that I was in way over my head. I know that we owe you but I'm really not sure what we can do to repay you for your help."
"Well" Robbie said. "Those guys wanted your head and I really could only think of one way to get you out of that situation. They demanded either you or your wife."
"WHAT?" both Harry and I said at the same time.
"Now relax. I told them that I would come over and talk to you if they would settle down. Your wife is a pretty lady Harry and I can see why they would rather spend time with her instead of beating you up. The question is "Are you willing to give your wife to them."
Alyson said "Just a damn minute. Why are you talking to him? He's the asshole that caused the problem in the first place. Shouldn't you be talking to me?"
"Be quiet Alyson." Harry said. "I'll decide what we are going to do. If these guys want your company over at their table I don't see anything wrong with that. Besides that you like the attention. What the hell do you care if they get you drinks and squeeze your tits?"
"Well Harry that is not exactly what they had in mind. Oh it may start that way but at some point the stakes are going to go up quite a bit. They intend to fuck your pretty wife and they expect you to watch and possibly even help. They figure that the best way to get even with you is to humiliate your wife and to leave you with the picture in your mind to always remember." Harry said.
"And then there is the problem of what you owe me."
"I've already acknowledged that we owe you for helping out." Harry said.
Alyson piped up with "Speak for yourself asshole. You caused the trouble with your big mouth and now you think that you can buy your way out of this with my body? No offense Robbie, you're a nice looking guy and all even for a black man, but my body is not for sale."
"Alyson I don't recall asking for your opinion. You'll do as you're told. If I can keep from getting my brains beaten out by letting those guys use you for a plaything then you can bet where you are going to be this evening. What I don't understand is what you expect to get out of this Robbie."
"Well why I don't go back over and talk with them some more. Let me work out the details and then I will come back over here and get things moving. Please don't think about leaving while I am over there. I have spoken to the bouncer and if you try to leave Harry he has been instructed to stop you. Then he will hand you back over to the boys to finish what you started. Do you understand?"
Harry nodded his head and Robbie returned to the other table.
As soon as he was out of earshot Alyson demanded to know what the hell was he thinking. "I'm not going with those guys. You know that I don't like blacks and I have no intention of having their hands all over my body much less servicing their cocks. And just what the hell does Robbie have in mind? How is he expecting you to pay him back?"
Harry said "I guess we will know pretty soon. Here he comes back."
Alyson looked over to see Robbie on the way back to our table. Then she glanced over and shuddered as she saw the wide smiles of the men at the other table.
Robbie sat back down and said "It's all arranged."
"Alyson you are going to go over and sit with them while Harry here acts as their waiter. He will be expected to get drinks from the bar for them. Now I don't know for sure Alyson but if I were a betting man I would suggest that you get used to the thought of black hands on your body. I'm quite sure that you are going to be thoroughly felt up and every square inch of that fine body will be explored. Harry you will be expected to stay and watch the degradation of your wife when you aren't getting drinks."
"I will be gone for a while. I have something to set up. When I return I will take you and Alyson into the back room. That's where I'll get repaid and then the guys you pissed off will receive their payment." Robbie looked at us both and asked "Agreed?"
Harry immediately said "Yes!" The more sober he got the more willing he became to use me to get himself out of trouble. I started to say something but Harry cut me off saying "Just do what the man says Alyson. It can't be so bad. You let a bunch of black guys play with you for a while and then you fuck them. A black cock is no different than any other cock. What's the big deal? Just do what the man says."
Taking my hand Robbie got up and said "Come on Harry. It's time for some payback."
I allowed myself to be led over to the other table. They made room in the booth for me to sit sandwiched in between two of the guys. Almost immediately I felt hands fondling my tits. One of the guys farther away wedged his foot between my knees. Meanwhile Harry was sent off for the first round of drinks.
By the time he had returned my blouse was open and my naked tits were out for all to see. Black hands were all over me squeezing my breasts, pinching my nipples and one hand had even begun to work its' way between my legs and up my skirt. Harry just stood there gaping as the guy beside me turned my head and kissed me sticking his tongue half way down my throat.
When Harry returned with the next round of drinks he found me sitting on the table. My tits were still exposed and attracting a lot of attention but now they also had my dress pulled up. My legs were spread and there was a black head between my thighs using his talented tongue on my clit. They kept turning me around on the table so that each guy got a chance at my white married pussy.
I know that Harry was a little startled by what was going on. After all here was his wife of ten years having a party with a group of black guys. What I think bothered him most is the same thing that was bothering me. I was enjoying it. The different tongues splitting my pussy lips felt heavenly. I was being used like a slut or a whore and I loved it.
That was when Robbie came back and said that it was time for his fun. He told the guys that they would have another chance at me in a little while.
Robbie led us into the back of the bar. It was a fairly large room with what was probably a dining room table as the main piece of furniture. There were a number of chairs and lights around the room. Robbie looked at me and smiled. "This is when the real fun begins."
"Alyson I enjoy bondage. I especially enjoy tying up white women. It is even more erotic when their husband is present and helps. This is how you pay me back. I am going to have some fun tying you up and filming the whole thing. I have quite a collection of videos of white wives that have spent time in this room in various forms of restraint but you will be the first one that I subsequently present for the use of a bunch of horny black guys. You should be proud. It's quite an honor."
"Harry I want you to get the rest of the clothes off of Alyson and then have her stand in the middle of the room."
Harry quickly complied removing the rest of my clothes and my underwear. Now I stood in the middle of the room completely naked while Robbie walked around me examining his prize. He cupped my tits and pinched the nipples. He continued around me stopping behind me to admire my ass. I yelped as the flat of his hand landed on my right ass cheek and then, before I could recover, the left ass cheek received the same treatment.
"Alyson I'm going to have those tits of yours tightly bound. I hope you are ready."
"Bend over at the waist so that your tits hang free of your body." he instructed. As I did what I was told he reached over to a rack and selected a piece of rope. He told Harry to hold one end as he began to loop the rope around my breast tightly near the base. Now he instructed Harry to hold that end of the rope and used the other end to wrap the rope tightly around my other breast. Then he had me stand up. When I was standing up straight he tied the two rope ends together with a strong knot between my breasts.
The pressure was quite intense but not too painful. I looked down at my breasts. With the ropes tightly tied at the base of my breasts the rest of my tits were pushed outward and constrained until it looked like two balloons with nipples.
Next Robbie pulled my arms behind my back and tied my wrists together. Finally he took another rope and tied my elbows together forcing me to arch my back.
He stopped to admire his handiwork stepping back to get a camera. I had totally forgotten that he said he was going to film and photograph everything. He took several pictures of me standing there. He even had Harry take a few pictures of him sucking on my straining nipples.
"Now for the part I am going to enjoy the most" Robbie said. "Harry I bet you have never seen anything like what I am about to do to your wife. I'm pretty sure that Alyson has never been hung by her tits before."
Wait! What? Hung by my tits? My mind spun out of control as he began to lower a hook from above that I had not noticed before. When the hook was low enough he attached it to the rope. "Harry I want you to stand over there and take pictures. That way you will not block the video camera."
With that final instruction he began to raise the rope pulley. In a few moments I was standing on my tip toes trying my best to ease the strain on my tits. The pain wasn't excruciating but it certainly wasn't pleasant. Almost all of my weight was being supported by my breasts.
Moments later I was off the ground. I was swinging free in the air supported only by the ropes wrapped around my breasts. I glared at Harry as he stepped in to get close-ups of my tits and the abrasive ropes.
While I was concentrating on glaring at my husband Robbie had moved around behind me and then I felt the sting as he used some sort of short whip on my ass. With each hit I yelped and could not help jerking around placing more pressure on my tits.
He only hit me three or four times on each ass cheek but it felt much worse than that. Now he came around in front of me smiling. He asked "How are you doing Alyson?" I simply glared at him too. When he saw the look on my face he smiled even more widely and said "I bet I can get that look off your face."
"Harry put down the camera and come over here." When Harry came over Robbie told him to take hold of one ankle and to lift it as high as he could. I was still wondering what in the hell he was going to do when I jerked as the whip landed between my legs directly on my pussy. I cannot describe the fire I felt between my legs. And then Robbie used the whip on my sensitive pussy again and again and again.
I was squirming and squealing from the pain but there was no escape from that relentless whip. Four times in a row he used that whip on my sensitive pussy lips. Even after he stopped I could not manage to hold still and it was then that I noticed the pain had increased on my breasts as I had struggled to escape the whip. "Harry I need you to get over here with your camera. Take a couple of pictures of your wife. I bet the scowl she had on her face is gone now. Alyson I want you to hold your legs wide open too so that Harry can get some pictures of your pussy. I bet its' bright red."
"OK now we have to get you ready for your visit with our friends out front. Harry I want you to leave her tits tied. I really like the way that they look but go ahead and untie her arms and wrists." While Harry did what he was told I watched Robbie place a couple of blankets on the edge of the table.
Robbie said "Harry bring her over here and sit her on the edge of the table."
After I was seated Robbie took a rope and tied it to the top of one of the legs of the table and then he wrapped it around my waist a couple of times. Finally he tied the other end of the rope to the other table leg. Essentially this kept me from moving farther up onto the table and held my ass and crotch at the table edge.
Next I was forced to lie back on the table which was just as long as my torso which left my head hanging back off the edge of the table. To make sure that I stayed in this position each wrist was tied to the top of a remaining table leg. Finally Robbie went back to my legs and took the heel of my foot and lifted it onto the table so that my knee was bent and my thigh and calf were together. Another rope was wrapped around my thigh and calf holding them this way. Finally the end of the rope was once again tied to the top of one of the table legs. The same was done for my other leg.
This is not easy to describe but the result was that I was kind of held spread eagle on the table with my legs held uncomfortably wide on one end and my arms were also spread with my head hanging over the other edge.
As I laid there with my tied tits at attention the result was that all of my holes were available and easily accessed. I had finally dawned on me that these blacks were to have full and complete access to use my mouth, ass or pussy any way they wanted.
When everything was ready Robbie told my husband to go get the guys and bring them back here.
I was the subject of all sorts of hoots and cat calls when they saw me immobile and presented and displayed for their use. In a matter of moments hands were all over my body. I was being kissed. My tits were being suckled and fingers were diving in and out of my pussy. I jumped a few moments later when I felt a finger shoved into my virgin ass hole.
Then the party really moved into high gear. I felt a black cock probing between my legs at the entrance to my pussy and then it slipped in. Whoever was using my pussy was trying to get it all the way in but it was too big around at first. Finally I felt my pussy expand and stretched as the massive rod was finally thrust in to the hilt.
I felt something rubbing my face and opened my eyes to see yet another black rod staring back at me. By this time I was too far gone to care that I had never sucked a black cock before. What the hell. I had one in my pussy and I had never had one there either. So I opened my mouth and felt the hot shaft pass between my lips. I had expected him to stop and pull out but he didn't. It seems that tonight was going to be a night of firsts including deep throat. Thankfully his cock was not as big around as the one still pumping into my pussy but it was long. He grabbed both sides of my head and pushed it in until my nose was against his balls.
Just about that time the cock in my pussy exploded and I felt a gusher of hot cum pumped into my vagina. He slowly removed his cock and I felt some cum leak out of my pussy and down onto my ass hole. I guess that was a good thing because the next cock was pushed into my puckered anus without any finesse.
I would have yelled out with the pain but I was having trouble breathing with a cock still down my throat. Soon I felt this one also release a gusher of cum into my belly.
After that I lost count of how many cocks I took in my holes. Cum was dripping everywhere but finally it was over. As I began to regain control of my overloaded senses I heard Robbie and my husband talking. They were looking at the pictures and video that they had taken as I was being used.
It was finally over I thought. I wasn't sure how I felt about the whole thing. My husband had allowed me to be thoroughly fucked by a group of black guys when he knew that I had never had a black dick and really did not care for black men. I know that some women are turned on by some part of the interracial sex thing but I had been humiliated. My pride had been totally destroyed. It seemed that I was no more than a tramp or a cum dump. It had been degrading but at least it was over.
Finally Harry walked over to me and I expected him to begin untying me but instead he told me that he was going out and would be back as soon as possible. Although my jaw was sore from all the cocks that I had sucked I managed to ask where he was going.
Robbie walked over and said "I'm sending Harry out to find some more men. He's taking some of the pictures to show around to see if he can drum up some more action."
"More action?" I shouted. "How many men have I had already? Why do you need more?"
Robbie replied "Things were getting out of hand back here. You are one noisy lady. I had to shut down the bar so I lost a lot of business. Harry is going out to show your picture around to see if he can find any more takers. In other words Alyson he is going to sell you to anyone that wants to fuck your mouth pussy or ass."
"He's going to charge five dollars for a blow job. Fucking your pussy will cost ten dollars and anal will be fifteen dollars. We'll keep it up until he can't find any more takers. We are offering all of your holes for twenty-five dollars as a special package deal."
I really have no idea how many cocks I serviced that night. Later Harry told me that it must have been somewhere near forty different men that had used me for their pleasure. My belly, pussy and ass were pumped full of cum before the night was over. I had dried cum all over my body and in my hair. It was four in the morning when Harry and Robbie finally took me out to the car. They didn't even bother to put my clothes back on and I did not care one bit. When we got home I got straight into the tub and tried to get the caked cum off my body. Then I sat on the toilet and tried to get it all out of my pussy and ass.



Finally I passed out on the bed. We never had another night as wild as that one and I never told Harry that I had enjoyed fucking all of those strange cocks.
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A few weeks ago my husband shared the story about my being tied up and used by a number of black dudes. I don't know who they were. We had gone to a bar and my husband started talking back to a table full of black guys. After he said some choice words the whole table full of guys came over to our table and a shouting match ensued.
My husband was more than a little high but even in his condition he knew that he had stepped in some deep doo doo. That was when the bartender/owner had come to our table to break things up. He managed to get the black guys back to their table. When all the dust settled my husband was given the option of sharing me with what he thought was going to be a table full of guys or being taken out side and having his ass kicked.
Naturally the shit decided to take the honorable way out. He agreed to allow them to use me for the night any way that they wanted. No one asked me. What the hell did it matter that I had never been with a black man and as a result of my Southern upbringing I had no desire to have sex with one black guy much less several. So, naturally I let my husband have it and told him exactly what I thought of his chicken shit behavior.
Before the evening was over I had been tied immobile but in a way that allowed complete access to my mouth, pussy and ass hole. I was basically used as a cum dump by the table full of blacks and every friend that was able to come by the bar. I lost count but my sterling husband told me that about forty different guys filled all my holes with their black sperm.
A few days passed and I had thought that my husband had forgotten that I had questioned him that night and berated him in front of strangers. It turns out that I was wrong.
You see I enjoy being restrained and used. I enjoy being forced to have sex with men that I do not know and might not look at twice under normal circumstances. I am somewhat submissive. On the other hand my husband is somewhat dominant and he gets a rush from watching these strangers fucking me.
I see that look on your face. You are wondering how can it be a turn on for me to be forced to do anything much less allowing strangers to have complete control over me and to use me or even give me to others. The truth is that I cannot explain it.
Let's face reality. Most women enjoy it when their male partner clamps down on a nipple with his teeth. The difference is that is about as far as most women are willing to go. I, on the other hand, have a higher tolerance for pain. I also have a strong desire to be needed and used. Humiliated? I am excited by it. Degraded? Bring it on.
Don't misunderstand. My husband and I have safe words and he knows to stop if I use them. Once or twice he has gone beyond that point but not often so I trust him. I trust him to keep me safe and to restrain anyone that tries to push me farther than I want to go.
So when he told me that we were going back to the bar to spend some quality time with the owner tonight I knew that he was going to let someone use me. All afternoon it was all that I could think of. Who could it be? Did I know them? What would they do to me or make me do? I walked around in a haze of anticipation all afternoon.
Later that evening my husband took me to the bedroom and pointed out the clothes that he wanted me to wear. I was a little surprised when I saw what he had selected. The skirt was short and pleated but nothing especially sexy. The top was just a plain white button front blouse. The black skirt and white blouse looked almost like a uniform worn by wait staff at a restaurant. Of course there were no panties or bra.
After we got in the car I realized that I had no idea where were going. When I asked my husband he said that we were going back to the bar where we had trouble last week. "Oh no!" I said. "Didn't we have enough trouble last week? Those guys really wanted to kick your ass but rather than take your medicine you copped out and gave them me to play with. Forty loads of cum later and we finally got out of there. I won't to go through that again." I said.
"You don't have any need to worry." My husband said. "I was talking to Steven, that's the name of the owner/bartender, this afternoon and he has everything under control. In fact he can't wait to see you again. He says he has plans for you that you're going to love."
When I heard his words I wasn't exactly sure how I felt. I know I had complained loudly about what happened last week but secretly I had enjoyed myself. It's almost impossible to imagine having forty different black cocks using your pussy, mouth and ass as a repository for load after load of cum. To be bound and unable to stop what was happening to you made it somehow okay in my mind. To be forced to do something so outrageous that most women would be horrified was a bonus to a woman like me who enjoyed being used.
What could possibly happen tonight? Was I going to feel the joy of being humiliated and degraded once again? A tingle began in that moist spot that had been the object of so much attention last week. It spread through my body and my juices began to flow causing moisture to build between my legs. I only had a few moments to think about it further as we drove into the parking lot at the bar.
My husband parked the car and then came around and opened my door. He offered me his hand and helped me out of the car. As he pulled me towards the door he said "Come on Alyson. Get a move on. I'm being paid good money for your services. Let's don't be late."
As soon as we entered the bar Steven came from behind the bar and wrapped his arms around me crushing me in a bear hug. Then he kissed me and I felt his hands sliding under my skirt and cupping the cheeks of my ass. "I wasn't sure that you would really be here after last week." he said.
Not to be out done my husband chimed in with "She did not know that we were coming here. When I told her that we were on the way over here she got very excited."
With mixed emotions I was pulled toward the door to the back room by both men.
Steven said "Alyson we are all going to have a great time tonight. I've even got the cameras set up. Your husband and I are going to film all the action. I showed some of my friends the video from last week and found out that there was quite a lucrative market for videos of attractive white wives being used and abused by black men. If this video turns out good I'm going to start selling them at the bar. We might make you famous."
As he had been talking we had moved down a dark hallway and now we entered a brightly lit room. The first thing that I noticed was that a little platform had been placed in the middle of the room. There was some sort of device hanging from the rafters above the platform connected by ropes.
Then I saw the three black men sitting in chairs facing the platform. As we drew closer I was able to get a better look. They were a strange crew. One of them was fairly old and overweight. He had kinky gray hair and a rather conspicuous belly.
The second was the other extreme. He was a young man barely eighteen years old. He was thin and lithe and had to be the darkest black man that I had ever seen.
The third was somewhat of a shock. Again, he was black but he was no more than four feet tall. I guess he was what you would call a midget or dwarf.
It seemed clear that they were going to be witnesses to my debasement of some sort but I could not imagine in what way.
While my husband was leading me up onto the platform Steven went around the room and turned on a number of cameras. He held up a video camera and asked my husband if he knew how to operate it. When my husband nodded yes he told him that he wanted my husband to use this camera to get close ups.
"How am I going to get close ups without getting in the frame of the other video camera?" my husband asked. "Don't worry about it." Steven said. If you are seen in the video people will know that you are a willing participant and gave your wife to us to enjoy."
Once my husband got me up on the platform Steven said "I want you to unbutton her blouse down to the waist and then pull her tits out so our guests can get a good look. You don't mind if your husband shows my friends your tits do you Alyson?"
Like some sort of zombie I shook my head indicating my acquiescence. "What?" the owner said. "I didn't hear you Alyson. Did you say that it was alright?" "Yes!" I answered somewhat numbly.
I stood there as my husband unbuttoned my blouse and pulled my tits out into the bright light. "That looks great." Steven said. "Now pull her skirt up and tuck it in to her waist so that we can see that lovely shaved pussy. Is that OK Alyson?" "Yes!" I said as my husband did as he was instructed. The whole time we were being filmed by the fixed cameras that the owner had set up. The three black men stared at my nakedness with obvious longing.
It seemed to take forever for Steven make sure that my husband knew how to operate the video camera. Meanwhile I continued to stand on the raised platform with my tits hanging out and my shaved pussy fully exposed to the leering looks of the three blacks.
Finally Steven turned to me and told me to place my wrists together. As I did so he began to bind them tightly together with one of the ropes that he had prepared. He instructed me to raise my hands over my head and when I looked up I got a good look at the contraption hanging from the rafters. Along with the ropes and pulleys there was a hook which had been pulled down. He placed the rope between my wrists over the hook and when he let go I was unable to pull my hands down.
Next he placed padded cuffs on my ankles. He turned away for a moment and returned with a stick with what looked like hooks with snaps on the end. He knelt down and attached one to my left ankle. Then he forced my legs wide and hooked the snap on the other end of the stick to my right ankle. When he was done my legs were held splayed wide totally exposing my pussy.
Now that I was totally immobilized and displayed obscenely I was beginning to become a little concerned. My husband and I had experimented with a little bit of bondage but I had never been restrained and immobilized like this and certainly not in front of strangers. I was soon to find out what was next.
He moved over to a rope that was hanging from the contraption above me and began to pull. I immediately noticed additional tension on my wrists. In a moment everything became clear. I was being lifted off the floor despite trying to lessen the tension by lifting up on my toes. Finally even that was useless as my feet left the ground.
The tension on my tied wrists and the strain on my arms and shoulders was something that I had never felt before. It wasn't unbearable but it certainly was not what I would call comfortable. As I hung there I slowly began to revolve in a circle. That was when I noticed that the owner had gone over to a rack on the wall that contained all sorts of BDSM devices.
My eyes widened as Steven turned with some sort of short whip in his hands. It was only about three feet long with a bunch of lengths of leather dangling from the handle. Oh no I thought. I had never experienced pain and never been whipped. That's when I really began to squirm.
And there was my husband. The SOB was calmly filming everything as I hung there at the mercy of a six foot tall black buck that was advancing on me with a whip. That was the moment when I remembered that this kind of whip was called a cat of nine tails.
"No!" I said. "You can't do this. No one has ever whipped me and I'm not starting now." I cried as I continued to twist and turn franticly. "This isn't going to work." Steven said. Then my ever helpful husband jumped in and offered to hold me still. What a Prince I thought as he stepped up and stopped my futile struggles.
Before I had time for another thought I heard a swish sound and then felt the pain as the whip landed solidly on my left nipple and breast. The first strike was followed by another and then a third. Now my distress was real and even more pronounced. I looked down and saw several angry red welts building on my breast and all the way across my nipple.
Just as I looked up and started to say something the damn whip landed straight across my right nipple. This time I sucked in my breath preparing myself just before the second and third strokes landed full on leaving stripes on this breast too.
Damn that hurt! I turned to my husband to give him a piece of my mind for setting me up for this when I heard a swish and a slap immediately followed by intense stinging on my bare pussy lips. The SOB Steven had landed a clean shot between my legs. I tried to cover up but my legs were held apart and my husband held me in place as my pussy began to burn from the second and third strikes.
I was still panting and trying to catch my breath as Steven lowered me to the ground. My knees simply gave out and I collapsed forward still held upright by the rope holding my hands over my head. The owner removed the hook and I bent forward still trying to catch my breath. Before I knew what was happening the clip on my wrists had been reattached to a hook on the floor. Now I was bent over at the waist and unable to stand up.
I had no idea what would be coming next. The pain of my nipples had been reduced to a dull roar but the pain from between my legs still had most of my attention.
A moment later I realized that Steven had started wrapping rope around first one breast and then the other. The rope dug in to the soft flesh as he wrapped loop after loop around the base of each breast. Then he wove the rope between my breasts lashing them together. Although what he was doing did not hurt having my tits constrained like this was not something that I had ever experienced before.
When he was done he released the hook holding my wrists and allowed me to stand straight. When I looked down at my breasts the fiery red streaks left an angry trail crisscrossing my nipples which were now protruding from my tightly constrained breasts.
While I stood there trying to take in all that had just happened to me Steven released my wrists and retied them behind my back. When he reached up and pulled down the hook from above it finally dawned on me what he was going to do. There was no doubt left when he fastened the hook to the rope between my breasts.
No! He could not really be planning to hang me by my tits. My husband would not let him do that but that is exactly what he did. My wonderful husband stood there taking pictures as the owner began to pull on the rope pulling my breasts upward until they took the weight of my body. The rope held and I rose up onto my toes trying to delay the inevitable. Slowly I felt my feet leave the ground and I was hanging from my bound tits.
It was painful but not excruciating. I looked down at my distended breasts which were beginning to turn a deep shade of purple. My nipples stared up at me with their deeper purple stripes. As I hung there slowly turning my husband continued to film me and the three blacks looked on hungrily.
Steven spent some time taking a series of pictures of me hanging there with my breasts taking the full weight of my body. After several minutes I was lowered to the floor once again. Steven slowly unwound the ropes from my aching breasts and untied my wrists retying them in front of me and then fastening them back to the rope over my head. Now I began to feel the pain from my breasts as the blood returned and brought the feeling back.
I was allowed to stand there for a while and then the three blacks were motioned forward. The owner gave them some instructions and they stepped forward. The older man stepped forward and began to fondle one of my breasts pinching the tender nipple and squeezing my breast. The young teen slapped h my other breast with one hand and then the other. Then he began to squeeze my breast and twisting my nipple. Just as I began to wonder what the hell the dwarf was going to do he stepped forward and buried his face between my legs. With his nose brushing my clit his tongue sank between my pussy lips. He bit my clit and then began licking and sucking driving me up the wall.
As I stood there being used by the three of them my husband kept filming and Steven switched to taking photos. My body began to tingle from the attention being given to my sensitive spots. But before I could reach a climax they moved away and I was completely untied.
The older black man had a huge cock. It was one of the largest that I have ever seen. As I stood there he laid down on the floor. Then Steven told me to straddle that monster and stuff it into my pussy. Although I doubted my ability to take that black root fully I found myself anxious to try. So I squatted down and reached between my legs taking hold of his dick.
I rubbed the head between the lips of my pussy using my own juices to ease the entry. Slowly I moved lower taking more and more and stretching my opening wider. I now had about four inches inside and it felt like a log was being shoved between my legs. I paused to get my breath and began to lower myself again. Ever so slowly my pussy was filled until I thought that I would explode. I was determined to take the whole thing.
When I had finally buried the whole shaft I was pulled forward and kissed deeply. Strangely, although I had been fucked by a large number of blacks, I had never kissed one. I'm not sure what I expected. Although the actual act was no different than kissing a white man it was highly erotic. My juices really began to flow as he moved slowly beneath me. That damn log began to slip and slide back and forth within my warm welcoming sheath.
With my attention diverted I had not noticed that the black teen had moved behind me. He pressed forward and when the head of his cock touched my ass hole I tried to squirm loose. The man below me held me immobile as the teen shoved the head of his dick into my rosebud ass. He paused for a moment but then he began a steady pressure and his shaft sank slowly into my vulnerable ass. It was only a few moments before he had the whole thing buried deeply. I had never been so filled with cock in my life.
After a few moments both men began thrusting into my pussy and ass. By now they had developed a steady rhythm thrusting in and out. First the man below me would shove his huge cock deep into my pussy as the man behind me pulled back. Then the man behind me would push forward sinking his thinner but equally long cock into my ass as the log buried in my pussy retreated.
About this time I began to wonder what had happened to the dwarf. A few moments later I knew as I felt the head of his dick being shoved against my lips. Without any further encouragement I parted my lips and allowed the third black cock to slip between my lips and down my throat.
I was bouncing all around as the three cocks pounded all my openings. The pounding seemed to go on forever when I felt the cock in my ass begin to pulse as he pumped his cum into my anal cavity. The limp cock was removed from my ass but the log in my pussy continued to thrust in and out. While the cock in my ass was being removed the cock in my mouth unloaded a stream of cum.
I swallowed as fast as I could. This dwarf either had not had sex in a long time or was really turned on by being able to face fuck a white woman. Whatever the reason, the cum just kept coming. Finally he seemed to run dry and he removed his dick from my mouth.
I was left with the log thrusting between my legs. In and out it went and then, finally, the log jam burst and he shot his load deeply into my belly. When he was done he removed his limp dick and allowed me to roll over in exhaustion.
As I laid there I felt my husband pulling my legs apart so that he could get a good shot of the cum oozing from between my pussy lips and from within my ass. My face had cum on it also because the dwarf had pulled out early and covered my face too.



Rough hands picked me up. I was placed face down on a table. My wrists were tied to two of the legs and my legs to the other two. Then I heard the owner calling out to the bar patrons about the free pussy he had in the back room.
Moments later the first of many cocks was roughly shoved into my pussy dumping its load of cum. It continued until all of the patrons had been given the use of my pussy. I'm sure that some of them used me more than one time.
Finally, my husband wrapped me in a blanket and took me home. I was blissfully exhausted.
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As Alyson reclined on the couch she studied her husband Joe. After being married for more than twenty years she had become an expert at figuring out his many moods. But right now she really could not tell what was going on in his head. Not knowing what he was thinking would make her crazy so she asked "Joe what in the world are you thinking so hard about?"
Joe took another drink of his wine and gazed at her for a moment before replying "I'm thinking about our sexual relationship. We've done a lot of different things over the years, most of which you have not wanted to do, yet we are still together and I really don't know what you actually think about it all. I guess that it's pretty sad that I never stopped to think why you allow me to dominate and often humiliate you."
"I mean look at you. You're in your mid forties and you still look great. You're as slim as you were when we were married. You're hair is still naturally blonde and you still have the greatest set of boobs that I have ever seen."
"Over the years I've used you, in some cases abused you, and forced you to provide sexual favors to a long list of strangers both black and white. For much of that time I have just done what seemed natural and, despite your vigorous protests, you have done what I demanded and remained with me. Maybe it's because I have gotten more introspective as I've aged but I've begun to ask myself why? Why have you gone along with everything that I have demanded of you and never left me?"
The real concern on his face was so obvious to me that I took pity on him and decided to try to answer his question. It would take some soul searching for me because I have never tried to put my feelings about our relationship into words.
Why did I allow my husband to do the things that he has done to me over the years? What was it in me that made me feel such a rush when Joe allowed a stranger to see me naked or even use my mouth, pussy and ass for their pleasure? Was something wrong with me? Maybe Joe was normal and I was the sick one. While I may have given these things some thought over the years I never truly examined the "why" of it all. Now my husband wanted a conversation about it. Okay, I thought. Here goes.
"Joe, I'm not exactly sure what part of our sexual relationship you are referring to." I said.
Joe looked at me seriously as he considered my question and he finally said "All of it I guess."
That caused me to chuckle so I took another sip of my wine to buy myself some time before I answered. "Joe, over the years you have subjected me to BDSM, interracial sex, exposed me to strangers, forced me to have sex with multiple partners, deep throat, anal sex and more. Exactly where would you like me to start?"
Now it was his turn to pause and think about the deeper meaning of his questions. "Well sweetheart the basis for my question is simple. Why? I'd like to understand and discuss each aspect but the bigger question always comes back to why. Is there one overriding thing that acts as an umbrella over it all?"
When I considered Joe's last question I had to accept the fact that there was one overriding reason. I answered "Because I enjoy it."
The look of surprise on his face was priceless. His jaw actually dropped as he opened and closed his mouth a couple of times before he was able to get his wits about him. When he finally regained control he blurted out "Because you like it? How can that be? I have listened to you bitch at me countless times, both before and after I had forced you to do something that you claimed you did not want to do."
Now I laughed openly. "Oh Joe" I said. "Of course you could force me to do something that I didn't want to do but do you honestly think that I would still be here if I really disliked what you make me do?"
"Okay. Okay." He said. "What about the first time that I made you let that black college kid fuck you? You have a religious upbringing and you were raised in the South. While I have never known you to do anything overt against blacks in general I know you would never willingly have sex with one. Yet you kissed him as I filmed and took pictures. You stood there calmly while I undressed you first exposing your lovely tits and then your pussy. I made you lay there and spread your legs giving him a clear view of your shaved pussy. I forced you to allow him to play with your tits and finger your pussy. When I ordered you to suck his long black dick you did so and you even wrapped your left hand around his shaft as you sucked his dick showing your wedding rings to the camera. Finally I had him lie down on the floor and told you to squat over him and take his cock in your hand and guide it to your pussy entrance and then slide down on it until his black dick was buried in your white pussy which you did. Then you rolled over onto your back and spread your legs letting him fuck you until he shot a load of his black seed into your pussy. And then I instructed you to spread your legs so that I could get good pictures of his semen as it dripped between your pussy lips. You bitched and complained the whole time. Now you say it was because you liked it? Pardon me if I seem somewhat confused."
Wow I thought. Where is this conversation going? Even as I wondered about that I realized that the conversation was making me hot. I was not sure how I could adequately explain my feelings to my husband because I had never really examined them in detail myself. So I looked deep inside myself and began to answer.
"Joe you are correct about my upbringing and my religion. But let me ask you something first. What is it about interracial sex that you find so exciting when you watch those videos of other men's wives being used by one or more black guys? Do you just like the thought of interracial sex? I know that you watch unmarried women having sex with blacks too. Is it the idea of a married white woman being used by blacks for their entertainment? Do you feel that it is degrading or humiliating for a white woman to allow herself to be used by other men and especially black men?"
"Alyson you keep asking me questions instead of answering mine. I'll answer you but then I want to hear your reasons. Personally it is a turn on for me because I am into humiliation. I think that any white woman who humiliates herself by letting men other than her husband use her is somewhat of a tramp or whore. Being a married woman makes it even more intense and interracial pushes it over the top. The fact that you allow me to manipulate you like that is a turn on too. You might think that it would make me respect you less but it doesn't."
"Okay fair is fair" Alyson responded. It is humiliating. Being used as a play thing by one or more men that I have never met and will probably never meet again makes me feel like a tramp. It is something that I have fantasized about often over the years. What would it be like to have a string of different dicks shooting loads of cum into my pussy one after the other? But it is a fantasy that I would never act on by myself. Yet, because of you, I have had that experience numerous times. But because you make me do it I can enjoy the experience and still rationalize my guilt away."
"When I spread my legs giving a black man access to my pussy and allowing him to hump me until he shoots cum deep into my vagina is a total turn on. It is not something that any married white woman should do but I have thought about it often. I can't tell you how many times I have dreamed about being used by one or more blacks. My prim and proper Southern upbringing would never allow me to do that but because of you I have been able to enjoy the experience numerous times."
"You force me to do things that I have wondered about for years but would never do on my own. Do you have any idea how many women fantasize about interracial sex? Do you know how many white women would secretly love to be dominated by a group of well endowed aggressive black bucks? More than will ever admit it and I'm one of them. I love it when you force me to do degrading things. I am a slut at heart but I am not strong enough to actually act on my impulses because of my upbringing. I am able to enjoy being degraded and humiliated because of you and I love it and I love you."
My husband gave me an appraising look as he considered what I had just said. After a moment he said "Let me get this straight. You enjoy having your body used by all kinds of strangers giving them full and complete access to do whatever they want sexually. You enjoy being displayed to strangers and even being bound helpless in degrading positions. You enjoy being humiliated by having cum in all of your holes and splashed on your face and then having pictures and video taken knowing that these images will be shared by men that you may never meet. Does that about cover it?"
"I think so." I said.
"Ok" he said. "I think we need to go out right now. I've got something in mind that I think you might enjoy. Give me a few minutes to lay out your wardrobe. I'll come down and get you when I'm ready."
A few minutes later Joe came back down stairs and said "Come on. I've got your wardrobe all laid out on the bed."
He led me upstairs to our bedroom where he had everything laid out on the bed. What I saw gave me a shiver of anticipation. I had no idea what he had in mind but I was blown away by the outfit he had laid out. Some things were conspicuously missing.
For instance there were no bra and panties. Surprise, surprise. Even though there weren't any panties and bra does not mean that there wasn't any underwear. He had chosen my favorite garter belt. It was red silk with frilly white lace. There were red suspenders front and back with white lace on them also. These were used to hold up the dark stockings laid out nearby.
He had also laid out a black pleated skirt which I already knew was so short that my snow white ass cheeks would be plainly on view. My soft white thighs would be in stark contrast to the dark stockings and the fire engine red garters.
The top, what there was of it, was a black open net mesh. That's it! No other material. My stiff upright nipples would protrude through the mesh. My areola would also be clearly visible to anyone that we encountered. Joe had never taken me out in public dressed so provocatively.
He sat in a chair and watched as I stripped down and began to get dressed. First I fastened the garter belt around my waist. Then I sat on the edge of the bed and pulled on the dark stockings. I made sure to give my husband a good view of my shaved pussy as often as possible. I clipped the stocking tops to the garter suspenders and stood to admire the result. The red garter belt and dark stockings highlighted my soft pale white thighs and nestled in the middle of it all was my shaved pink pussy.
Next I put on the top and looked into the mirror. As expected, my nipples protruded through the mesh and my areolas were clearly visible. I stepped into the skirt and fastened it at my waist. I stepped up to my vanity mirror to view the result. Looking into the vanity mirror I could see the full length mirror behind me allowing me to see the effect from behind. I was right. My ass cheeks were clearly visible peeking out from under the bottom of the skirt.
Finally I stepped into a pair of black strappy open toed sandals. Despite the dark stockings you could tell that my toe nails were painted a fire engine red to match my nails and the lipstick I had chosen. I thought that the effect was stunning. The outfit displayed my body in a way that was sure to be a turn on for any man lucky enough to get a good look.
I turned to my husband for inspection. He motioned for me to turn around and I did so. I must have passed inspection because he simply turned and left the room saying "Let's go."
As we pulled out of the driveway I turned and said "Joe where are we going?"
He didn't speak for so long that I actually thought that he was not going to answer me. Finally he said "We're on our way to Union City College."
"I was reading in the news paper this morning that they are having football practice this afternoon. I thought that we would go to the school. Maybe take a walk around campus and end up over at the practice field. I'm guessing that you will attract a bunch of attention."
I sucked in my breath. My heart had begun to beat faster as I thought of all of the young men and women who would be out and about on this warm sunny afternoon. How would they respond to my outfit? Then I thought about the football tryouts. What would these viral young men think about my brazen display of sexuality? Would they want to touch me? Even fuck me. And then there was the interracial component. Weren't most football teams made up mostly of black men? The possibilities seemed almost endless.
Joe pulled up and parked on the street adjacent to the college square. There must have been a hundred students strolling around the green space. Several couples were relaxing on blankets soaking up the sun. As I started to reach for the door Joe stopped me. "Just a minute" he said. I have something else for your outfit. He reached into the back seat and pulled a small paper bag into the front seat. From within the bag he removed a black dog collar with silver studs. A six foot black leash was already attached. As he leaned towards me I lifted my blonde hair out of the way and he attached the collar.
We both exited the car and Joe took the leash and led me into the square.
It took a few moments for the first students to notice us. When they did they gave us a long second look. The first person to notice me was a thin young man with glasses. I guess he was what you would call a nerd or geek. Slowly he managed to walk closer and Joe led me towards him.
When we got close Joe asked "Do you like what you see?" He looked at Joe and then over at me. He glanced down at my wedding rings and hesitated to answer. "Well?" Joe asked. "Uh yes Sir" he replied. He was obviously fascinated by my tits and was finding it impossible not to stare.
"Want to touch them?" Joe asked. "Wh . . what?" he stammered. "Do you want to touch them?" Joe said again. "Right here. Right now." Joe stated.
"Unh yes Sir." He said. His response was little more firm this time. "Do you think she would mind?"
Joe laughed and told the young man that I would do anything that I was told to do. His eyes widened in surprise and he blurted "Anything?" Joe confirmed "Anything." He said. "She likes being bad and being touched and used by strangers so I'll ask if you want to touch them one more time and then we need to get moving."
The young man reached forward tentatively and then pulled back. "Just touch them?" he asked. "Shit man. Touch them, pinch them, slap them or suck on them. I don't care but you better do something now." Joe said.
The young man stepped forward with both hands outstretched. Gingerly he placed a hand on each breast. He slowly squeezed them and began to pinch and worry the nipples which quickly hardened under his inexperienced touch.
I stood there as this young stranger explored each of my breasts even leaning forward to suck the nipples. He was so engrossed that he never noticed Joe taking pictures as I was used. Reluctantly he stepped back and then he noticed Joe and the camera. "Can I take a picture?" he asked.
Joe nodded yes and then even offered to take a few pictures using the boy's camera. Joe snapped a picture as his hands once again explored my generous tits. Joe told him to stand beside me and he would get a few more pictures. As we stood side by side I took the initiative and placed my hand on his bulging cock. When Joe snapped the picture I turned to the young man and kissed him full on the lips. This would be a picture he would never forget.
After Joe returned the geek's camera he tugged on my leash saying "Let's go Alyson. We need to go see how football practice is going."
When we got to the field we sat on the bleachers to watch. I made sure that I spread my legs wide giving everyone a good view between my legs. I'm sure the juices oozing from my pussy must have been visible. It wasn't long before the coach ended practice. As one of the players was passing by I gave him a full on wide angle shot of my pussy. He stopped immediately and took a second look. "Whoa pretty lady. What do we have here?" he said. Then he took a closer look and noticed my nipples poking out through the mesh top. He looked directly at Joe and said "Man that is some fine stuff but you should not be advertising like that unless you want someone to come along assume that your lady is available."
"No one said that she wasn't available" Joe replied. The young football player just looked at Joe for a moment and said "Well this is just a little too public for the team. We could get thrown off the team if the coach were to see us and even a fine white piece of ass such as your lady is not worth that. Now if you and your wife were to go over there behind that concession building you might just find yourself some action."
Joe stood up and pulled on my leash. "Come on" he said. "We need to go see some people over by the concession stand sweetheart." As I stood and walked past our young friend I felt his hand on my ass.
"I'll be over there in just a moment. I need to check on something with my teammates."
When Joe and I got to the concession stand he pushed me to my knees and stepped in front of me. I knew what he expected and quickly pulled down the zipper to his pants and reached in. I wrapped my hand around his rigid cock and pulled it out. After I stroked it a few times I took his hot shaft between my lips and into my mouth.
That was the way our young black football friend found us when he came around the corner with seven or eight of his teammates.
I was immediately surrounded by all the guys as they all began to fish in their pants for their cocks. In moments I was surrounded by black cocks of all sizes but most seemed to fit the stature of the football players. Big!
After a few moments Joe pulled his cock from my mouth and stepped back. A huge black shaft was immediately shoved into my mouth to take the place of Joe's cock. My hands were placed on two more and I began to stroke them also. Additional cocks were pushed into my face trying to get into my mouth to replace the one already there.
I glanced up and saw that Joe had faded into the background and was using his cell phone to video everything. Meanwhile hands were all over my tits squeezing and pinching my nipples. More hands wandered under my dress and discovered my nakedness down there. There was immediately a finger tussle as several hands wrestled to be the first into my pussy.
Then someone got the idea to stand me up bent over at the waist so that I could continue sucking the cock in my mouth. I immediately felt a cock slide into my soaking wet pussy splitting my pussy lips wide. Hands grabbed my waist and that big black dick was pounded into my pussy to the hilt. He slammed into me only a few more times when I felt hot cum spurt deep into me.
Meanwhile the owner of the cock in my mouth had discovered that I was able and even willing to take deep throat. So while he was busy shoving his cock down my throat I felt another cock plunge into my pussy. Then my raw throat was soothed as a huge load of cum slid down it into my tummy.
From then on I totally lost count. It was a free for all. Cocks in my pussy and cocks in my mouth. As fast as one released its hot sticky load another cock took its place. A few even managed to slip into my well trained ass.
When everyone was finally sated I had cum dripping down between my thighs from the numerous loads that had been deposited there. There was cum all over my face and in my hair and there was even cum that had been splattered onto my breasts.



As I stood there a little wobbly on my legs Joe made sure to get good video of me to share with his friends or even sell if someone wanted to buy it. Knowing he would share video of me with his friends was almost as humiliating as it was degrading to be used by a whole football team of black guys. Well, I think one of them was white but he didn't seem to mind fucking me and adding his cum to that of the rest of the team.
I turned to Joe and asked him if he would go get the car. "No!" he replied. We walked over here and we will have to walk back. Shrugging I reached for a towel that one of the boys had dropped. Joe slapped my hand knocking the towel to the ground. "You're going to walk back to the car just like you are. Let everyone see what a shameless slut you are."
And that was what we did. I was very embarrassed as young men and women looked at me covered in cum and wondered what I had been doing. Several of them wanted to take pictures and Joe stopped more than once and made me lift my skirt showing cum dripping from my pussy. I was very relieved to get back to the car.
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Summer thought to herself "I'm going to be late again." The baby sitter had been late and now she found herself rushing across town to get to her job interview on time. "Why does this always happen?" she thought. She glanced down at her phone to see what time it was but the phone had slid sideways across the seat. She quickly reached for it and then glanced up just in time to watch as her car crashed into the car in front of her.
"Damn it!" she thought. There goes the job interview and she really needed that job. It was hard to make ends meet and to keep her head above water with her two daughters. Now she would not make it to the job interview at all.
Then she really began to panic. "My car!" she thought. With the realization that she had damaged her car came the memory of having to cancel her insurance last month because she could not afford it. She simply wanted to cry wondering if she would ever get her life in order.
Just as she had those uplifting thoughts she looked out the windshield and saw a man looking at the damage. She lowered her head to the steering wheel in total frustration. Unaware of how long she had remained like this she was startled by someone rapping on the driver's side window. She could hear his muffled voice asking "Are you okay?"
Wearily she nodded and stepped out of the car. They walked together to take a look at the damage. "Well" the gentleman said "it looks like both cars are drivable so we won't need a wrecker."
Summer sighed in resignation and said "I'm not sure what I am going to do. I don't have any insurance to repair your car."
The gentleman who appeared to be in his mid thirties took a few moments to study her and then said "I'm sorry to hear that. Since you hit me the repairs to my car are your responsibility. I imagine that the police will probably write you a ticket too unless we get the cars off the road before someone calls them. I have a business that you might be able to help me with and that way you can work off the debt."
I looked at him suspiciously and wondered what kind of business and what exactly he had in mind. Just as I was about to ask we were interrupted as a police car pulled up. "Oh shit." I thought. "It just gets better and better."
When the officer came up to us the gentleman held out his hand and said "Good afternoon officer. My name is Enrique Gonzalez." After shaking hands the officer identified himself and asked what had happened.
My new friend Enrique told the officer that we had just had a little fender bender and that we wanted to simply take care of it by ourselves. The officer glanced over at the minor damage and made a decision. "Well that's okay with me. The damage isn't serious, no one was injured and that way I won't have to fill out a mountain of paper work. Are you sure that is acceptable to you both?"
Enrique and I both replied that we were fine with that solution. With that the officer held up traffic long enough for us to move our cars into a strip mall parking lot just down the street.
Enrique suggested that we get out of the oppressive heat and adjourn to a little cafe that was in the strip mall so that we could discuss the accident in the air conditioning. He ordered coffee and I had an iced tea.
Enrique said "I don't even know your name." Smiling I said "My name is Summer, Summer Johnson." Enrique smiled and held out his hand. "It's nice to meet you Summer Summer Johnson." We both laughed at his little joke and sat there for a few moments gathering our thoughts.
"I . . ." he said just as I said "What . . . ." We both smiled again and he said "Ladies first."
"What kind of business do you have?" I asked.
"I own a photography studio." he replied. I shook my head. "It's not likely that I can be much help around a photography studio. I don't know anything about photography." I said.
"That isn't going to be a problem." he said. "You are a lovely young woman and I am always looking for models. It is not easy to find people who are comfortable in front of a camera."
At his words my antenna went up. You become quite suspicious when you are the mother of two little girls who depend on you. Decisions that I made on a day to day basis could have lasting and harmful effects on my girls and they were the most important thing in my life.
"Exactly what kind of model did you have in mind?" I asked as my imagination ran away with me. I could see it now. He probably ran a porn operation and thought he could take advantage of me.
"I'll tell you what. I will get an estimate to fix my car. Then tomorrow you can come by my studio and take a look for yourself. Then, if you remain uninterested, we can discuss how you plan to pay for the repairs. I'll see you around two o'clock." With that he rose, left a twenty dollar bill on the table, handed me a business card and left.
I picked up the card. It said Enrique Gonzalez, Professional Photographer.
Underneath the name was an address and phone number. Well, I thought. It looks legitimate and it wasn't very far from where I was so I decided to drive by this studio to see what I could.
The studio was located about a half mile away. It was on a quiet cul-de-sac lined with older homes. What set the place apart is that all of the homes had been converted to business use and a parking area filled what had been the turning area at the end of the cul-de-sac. It was clearly an upscale area and everything looked to be on the up and up.
Summer knew that she should get home as soon as possible. She had to pay the baby sitter and she still didn't have a job. As she was turning the car around she spotted Enrique's car in the driveway of the home containing his studio just as she was leaving.
Meanwhile Enrique had been gazing out the window at the front of the building when he saw Summer turning around in the parking area. He just smiled in anticipation. This one was going to be easy he thought. This was not the first time that he had spotted an attractive young woman driving a beat up car and caused an accident by stopping sharply in front of them. A rear end accident was almost always the fault of the person following.
Tomorrow he would see about the sweet young Summer.
When Summer arrived home she paid the baby sitter and set it up so that she would return at one thirty the next day. She emphasized how important it was to be there on time and told her that part of the reason she had missed the appointment today was because of the young girl's tardiness.
The next day Summer arrived just before two o'clock. As she entered the studio lobby a bell rang in the back. A few moments later a beautiful Latina teen entered the room smiling broadly. "Hello!" she said. "How can I help you?" "My name is Summer Johnson." I told her. "I believe that Mr. Gonzalez is expecting me."
Before the young girl could answer Enrique came in from the back room. "Summer" He exclaimed. "It's so good to see you. I wasn't sure that you would come by. Then I would have had to hunt you down to give you the mechanic's estimate for the repairs on my car." he said holding out a sheet of paper.
I took the proffered sheet and looked at it. As I scanned the paper the only thing I really saw was the amount of Three thousand five hundred sixty-seven dollars and thirty-six cents. Suddenly I felt faint.
Seeing my response Enrique reached out to steady me. "It's not too bad is it?" he asked. "It was originally higher but since I know the shop owner I was able to convince him to lower his price."
Still stunned Summer looked up, her distress evident on her face. She was near tears when she said "I don't have that kind of money. I'll never be able to pay you this."
Smiling at her Enrique said "I told you yesterday that we could work something out. Summer you are a lovely young woman and good models are hard to find. If you agree to pose for me I will pay you fifty dollars an hour just to look pretty and let me take your picture. I will need you to sign a model release so that I can sell the pictures to people who would use them in advertisements. I'll even include a clause so that you get an additional payment each time your picture is used. What do you say? Why not give it a try? We could even take some pictures today to see how it feels."
"I'm not wearing anything nice." Summer said. Enrique smiled exposing his perfect white teeth saying "That's not something to worry about today. We're just going to take a few candid shots and it you like it we can have you sign the model release afterwards and set a time for a real shoot."
When Enrique smiled Summer was reminded of a barracuda. As time would prove she should have paid closer attention to those instincts but she decided to just go with it for today.
They spent about forty-five minutes as Enrique took picture after picture. Some of the time he told Summer how to pose and other times he just let her do what she wanted. When Enrique finally called a halt he took the time to show her the pictures. Summer actually thought that several of them were quite good.
When they were done Enrique asked her if she wanted to go forward with a more structured shoot. Summer said "Yes. I think that I would. These pictures look good."
"That's fantastic." Enrique said. In that case I need you to sign this model release for me." Summer quickly signed where he pointed. "Summer" Enrique said holding out a fifty dollar bill, "I have the impression that finances are a little tight for you so I've decided to go ahead and pay you for your time today."
Summer looked at him in surprise and disbelief. That fifty dollars would allow her to stop by the grocery store and get some much needed supplies. She was so shocked that she found herself leaning in and kissing Enrique on the cheek. "Thank you so much. You have no idea how much this means to me."
A few days later Summer's cell phone rang. She did not recognize the number and because she tried to be cautious she decided not to answer but to let the caller leave a message. A few moments later she checked her messages and heard Enrique asking her to call him back.
She immediately called him back and identified herself when he answered. "Hi" he said. I've managed to set aside some time for a photo shoot this Thursday but I will have to do it at five PM. Would you be available then?" he asked.
"Uhm, well, yeah, I guess so." she said. "Okay. I'll look forward to seeing you then." Sensing that he was about hang up Summer stuttered "Wa . . . wait. What should I wear?" she asked. "Just wear whatever you like." Enrique said. "I do so many glamour shoots here that I have plenty of clothes we can choose from. I'll see you then."
Summer slowly put down her cell phone. Deep in thought she wandered over to look out the front window. She could hear her daughters playing in their bedroom. A car drove by and one of her neighbors was standing in their yard watering her flowers. Everything seemed so calm, so normal. Still she felt a slight shiver move over her body. Was she doing the right thing? She did not have any way to pay the electric bill much less pay for the damage to Enrique's car. She really had no choice.
She shook off the feeling and decided that it was time for honesty. Before she had gotten married and had her two daughters she had often enjoyed showing off. It wasn't unusual for her to wear very short shorts with the cheeks of her well formed ass hanging out. She often went around town bra less wearing tops that made it quite obvious that she was not wearing a bra. She never wore panties.
What harm could there be posing for photos for Enrique. She really needed the money and without it there was no way to pay off her debt. After a while a smile slowly spread across her face. This could even be fun.
Oh well. Enough of this she thought. Drifting back down to earth and leaving her reverie behind she turned and headed for the kitchen to make macaroni and cheese for dinner. It was the girl's favorite. Thank goodness because it was cheap.
Summer stepped out of the shower reaching for a towel. Her daughters were napping and the house was quiet. Drying off she wrapped the towel around her slim body and moved into her bedroom.
On impulse she stepped in front of the full length mirror on the back of the bedroom door. She allowed the towel to slip to the floor and stared at her reflection. Summer thought that she still looked pretty damn good for a twenty-eight year old mother of two. Clearly she no longer had the taut flat stomach of a young woman. There was a little loose skin on her tummy but overall she still looked pretty good.
Her tits were not large but they weren't saggy. Her nipples were a dark pinkish brown and about the size of a fifty cent piece with button sized points. Letting her gaze slide down her body she noted that she still had a recognizable waist with flaring hips.
At the intersection of her thighs her pussy lips were visible. She had recently shaved her pubic area and she could clearly see even more as she spread her legs slightly. Not bad she thought.
She turned to her dresser and removed a pair of high leg pink panties. Digging around in the same drawer she found a matching bra. She placed the cups over her breasts and started to hook it in the front when she made a major decision. She wasn't going to wear a bra. She quickly replaced the bra back in the drawer before she could change her mind. She knew what she was going to do. She needed to impress Enrique and she needed him to want to photograph her so that she could pay for the repairs to his car.
Opening another drawer she pawed through her shorts looking for a pair of short shorts with wide flaring legs. The pair she was looking for was dark blue and was short enough that when she bent over the cheeks of her ass were exposed. Hell her cheeks were barely covered when she stood upright. They were loose almost like boxer shorts. When she sat down she could expose her crotch covered panties when she wanted to just by moving her legs slightly.
After drawing the shorts up her slim legs she turned to the closet to find the top she wanted. It took a few moments before she found it. It was light blue and went well with the shorts. It was short sleeved with a loose dipping neckline. When she was wearing this top and she leaned forward just right she knew that you could see her breasts.
She finished everything off with just a touch of makeup and lip gloss and headed out.
When Summer arrived at Enrique's studio the door was opened almost immediately by the exotic young woman that had been there the other day. She said "Hi" to Summer and motioned for her to follow her to the studio in back where it was clear that Enrique had been at work setting the mood.
There was a small couch and matching chair along with several lights placed around the room. In the corner a fan whirred as it swung back and forth stirring the air.
Enrique looked up and smiled. "Hey Summer" he said. "You are looking good this afternoon. I like your outfit. In fact it's actually better than what I had selected. Oh I'm sorry. I haven't introduced you to Rosa have I? She helps out as my assistant and I thought that you might feel better if she were here."
Rosa waved her hand and said "Hi." Summer nodded to Rosa and reached out to shake her hand.
"How about we get started?" Enrique said. Summer asked Enrique "What do you want me to do?"
"Well how about just sitting on the couch. I'll just take some shots as you get comfortable. Rosa would you adjust those fill lights for me? Thanks."
Summer had no idea what she should do so she just assumed as many different poses as she could think of on the couch. It seemed to her that Enrique was making a special effort to try to get shots down the front of her blouse. She chuckled at the thought. She actually hoped that he was getting a good look.
A few moments later she spread her legs knowing that the loose leg of the shorts would flare our and her pink panties would be visible. Enrique noticed that immediately and began to change the picture angle.
After about ten minutes Enrique stopped and suggested that they take a break. He walked over to a refreshment area on the far side of the room. "I have water, soda and wine. Which would you like Summer? By the way, have I told you that I really like your name? It is very unusual."
"No you hadn't and thanks. I probably shouldn't but I think that I would enjoy a glass of wine please."
"Rosa, would you like something?" Enrique asked. Rosa said "Yes please. I think that I would like a glass of wine also."
The three of them sat together on the couch just chatting and getting comfortable with each other.
Finally Enrique said "Summer I'd like to kick it up a notch. Would you mind? Would you like to continue? I know that you are a little reluctant but I'd like to make it worth your while. I told you that I would pay you fifty dollars an hour and I will. But what I'm willing to do is give you the fifty that I know you can use and also take fifty dollars off your debt. Does that sound fair?"
"What?" Summer squealed. "You can't really be serious. How can you afford to do that?"
"Well, as I told you, I have a market for my photos and several of my customers have expressed an interest in using them. I took the liberty of showing them the shots that we took the other day. I hope that you don't mind."
Surprise clearly showing on her face Summer said "No I don't mind at all. In fact I am surprised that anyone was interested at all."
"Okay then let's get started. I want to include Rosa in this series. We will just resume what we were doing before but this time I want the two of you to sit on the couch and just chat. Move around and act like two friends just spending time together."
So that is what we did. When I looked at Rosa it seemed to me that she looked different. She was wearing the same low cut top but I thought sure that she had been wearing a bra before. I was pretty sure that she wasn't now. Oh well no big deal.
After a few moments Enrique asked me to sit on the couch with my legs spread a bit. Then he had Rosa sit between them with her arm thrown over my thigh and her head resting on her arm looking up at me. The way that my legs were spread I was quite sure that my panties were on display yet again. Rosa's warmth felt strange resting between my legs.
"Okay" Enrique said. "Let's kick it up again. Rosa I want you to stay where you are but slide your hands up under Summer's top and cup her breasts."
I'm sure that Rosa felt me stiffen at that remark and I'm guessing that it was obvious to Enrique also because he asked "What's the matter Summer? Never been with a girl before?"
"No Enrique?" I said. "I haven't been with a girl before but that's not the problem here."
"Well I'm glad that's not the problem. Then what is?" Enrique asked.
"I'm not comfortable with what you just suggested. I don't think that I want to do this."
Enrique looked at me for a moment and then shook his head. "That's always an option. I'll have my attorney contact you tomorrow and start the process."
"Process? What process?" Summer stammered.
"Well if you are unwilling to work off your debt under the very generous conditions that I have offered I will have no recourse but to sue you to collect what you owe me."
I could not believe what Enrique was saying. How did things get derailed so quickly? "Enrique you know that I don't have any money and I don't have a job yet. How am I supposed to pay you?"
"Summer how you pay me is your problem. I tried to work with you but you do not want to continue. What do you want me to do? I've offered you a choice and an opportunity."
"But, but this isn't what I expected."
"Look Summer. I take pictures. It's what I do. My clients are interested in seeing more of you. Don't tell me that you are bothered by Rosa because I could get a man if you prefer."



"No. I've always wondered what it would be like with a woman but I'm not sure that I can do this."
"Here's the deal. I know that I told you that I would pay you fifty dollars an hour for tonight. I'm willing to sweeten the deal. I'll pay you five hundred dollars and forgive the same amount of debt for this shoot tonight. But if you agree you need to understand that I will see you nude. You will be photographed having sex with a woman. You will do as you are told."
"Enrique how can I possibly do this?"
"I don't know Summer but you need to make up your mind right now. I don't have time for this. What's it going to be?"
"Alright! Okay! I'll do it. I need the money too much not to do it. But this is it. No more. This is the last time that I'll ever do anything like this."
"Well I'm sorry that you feel that way Summer because you will still owe me about three thousand dollars even after tonight. I was planning on three more sessions at one thousand dollars each and then we will be even. You will never have to see me again but we'll talk about that later."
"If we are done with this conversation for now then I need the two of you to resume your positions on the couch while I set up the video camera."
Summer blanched and said "Video?"
"Yes Summer. Video! In addition to photos I am going to make a video of you and Rosa pleasuring each other. Her dark brown skin will make a lovely contrast with your pale complexion. Now let's get to it. Oh and Summer. Take a walk into the other room and lose the pink panties. Put the shorts back on. When you come back I want to be able to see some of that pussy peeking out from under those shorts."
Summer did not appreciate being ordered around and as she went into the other room her mind was whirling. Although she didn't want to do this a part of her was thrilled by the thought of making love with another woman. Not only that but Rosa was hot and Summer really wondered what it would be like. It was something that she had wondered about for a long time but would never have done on her own. What would it be like to kiss another woman and to feel another woman's hands on her body? What would it be like to give and get oral sex from another woman? And how erotic would it be to know that everything that she and Rosa were going to do was being filmed and would be made available for others to see?
Summer quickly removed her panties and returned to the studio. She sat on the couch and spread her legs knowing that now Enrique could see, film and photograph her pussy. She shivered as Rosa resumed her position between her legs.
Enrique motioned for them to resume what he had told them to do. Summer tensed as she felt Rosa insert her hands under her top. Slowly the inquisitive fingers moved upward until she reached Summer's breasts. Rosa wrapped her long fingers around each breast pinching and tweaking the sensitive nipples. After a few moments Enrique stopped taking pictures.
He said "Okay." I'm going to leave the video going and I will edit out the parts that we don't need. Rosa I want you to keep playing with her tits but now I want to see them. Summer I've been looking at them down your shirt all night and now I want them out where I can see them. So when I stop talking Summer I want you to slowly raise your top up exposing your tits while Rosa continues to work them over."
"Rosa when she gets her top up I want you to sit beside her so that you can suck on her nipple. Grab the bud in your teeth and pull on it. Then pinch her nipples and twist them. I want to see her wince with the exquisite pain. Don't leave any marks on her though."
A grin spread across Enrique's face as Summer's rosebud topped breasts came into view. He smiled broadly as he watched Rosa's long brown fingers squeezing and massaging Summer's pale white breasts. He knew that he was going to be a winner again. Summer was hooked and until the three thousand dollars that she owed him was paid he was going to get all the pictures and video that he could. He had plans.
As soon as Rosa took Summer's nipple between her lips Summer began to squirm. Her nipples had obviously been suckled before but it was exciting to realize that it was the lips of an exotic dark skinned beautiful woman that were worrying at her nipples now. She had dreamed of something like this many times and now it was actually happening. How hot is that?
Enrique stopped taking photos long enough to tell Rosa what he wanted next. Then he resumed capturing the scene as one of Rosa's hands dropped to Summer's crotch.
Rosa removed her clothing and then reseated herself next to Summer. OMG thought Summer when she felt Rosa's hand between her legs. This can't be happening she thought but it was. She had dreamed of having a dark skinned Latina make love to her for years. She had no idea herself why it was such a turn on but it was and she even liked knowing that Enrique was watching and recording it all. When this was over she would have to have a copy of the video to use to get off on when she was lonely.
Enrique moved in closer to get close up shots as Rosa continued trying to get to Summer's pussy. He was rewarded with good shots when Summer finally surrendered to the sensations and allowed her legs to relax and parted her thighs in welcome to Rosa's probing fingers.
Enrique backed up to get a wider shot and then instructed Rosa to remove Summer's shorts. At first he thought that Summer might resist but she did not. He snapped picture after picture as Summer lifted her butt to assist Rosa. When the shorts were off Rosa sat beside Summer and resumed worrying Summer's nipples with her teeth as her hand returned to her crotch.
Enrique recorded everything as Summer parted her thighs and Rosa immediately inserted her middle finger deep into the parted lips of Summer's pussy. Over the next few minutes Rosa kept working at the lovely pussy and inserting more fingers. Even Enrique was surprised as he watched and recorded Rosa's whole hand as it disappeared into Summer's pussy. Rosa began to work her hand in and out inserting it all the way to her wrist and then removing it. To his amazement and pleasure Rosa was actually fisting the lovely young Summer and Enrique was recording it all.
Enthralled, Enrique watched as Rosa increased the pace until Summer climaxed spraying cum juice all over the couch and floor. The look on Summer's face was priceless and Enrique knew that the video would sell quite well.
While Summer lay there legs spread wide Rosa followed Enrique's instructions and removed her top exposing her large breasts with large dark nipples. She also stood and removed the shorts that she had been wearing and posed for the camera totally naked.
Then she sat back down next to Summer. She placed her arm around Summer on the back of the couch and pulled her head down to her breast. At first Summer remained still but Rosa gently moved her head over her breast and soon Summer parted her lips and began to enjoy the taste and feel of Rosa's large dark nipples.
A few moments later Rosa spread her thighs as Summer's hand sought the prize buried there. Soon Rosa was writhing on the couch as Summer's hungry lips continued worrying her nipples. In moments Rosa climaxed her cum spurting all over Summer's hand.
Both young women collapsed back on the couch exhausted. Now was his chance thought Enrique. If I handle this just right I can make this happen.
He took Summer's hand and pulled her up. When she was steady on her feet he told her to lay down on the rug. Startled once again Summer lay down on the floor. I'm not sure that I can do this she thought. Enrique had told her that he was going to have Rosa squat over her shoulders and then move forward until her pussy was over her lips. She was then supposed to eat Rosa's pussy. He called it face sitting.
Then he pulled Rosa up also and told her what he wanted. Summer stared up as Rosa straddled her. She was mesmerized by the sight of Rosa's pussy lips as they were lowered into contact with her own lips. Then she felt Rosa add even more weight. In a trance, Summer parted her lips without even thinking about it and began to use her tongue and teeth to lick and nip at Rosa's pussy lips and clit. Her tongue worked furiously trying to work itself as far in as she could.
Summer opened her eyes when she felt something moving near her head. Looking up she was treated to the sight of Enrique standing there naked and Rosa was busy sucking his engorged cock. Her mind registered this and dismissed it as she resumed probing Rosa's cunt with her tongue. It didn't take long before Rosa climaxed once again. Not as much this time but enough to cover her lips and flow into her mouth. Summer tasted female cum for the first time and found that she enjoyed it.
Moments later she and Rosa changed places and Summer felt another woman's lips and tongue between her legs for the first time. She decided that the feeling was no different than when a man ate her out. What was different was the emotional experience of knowing that this time it was a woman and not a man giving her pleasure.
Then she felt something pressing against her lips and opened her eyes to see that Enrique was pushing his dick against her lips. Without much thought at all she parted her lips and gave him full access to her mouth. She looked up at him and noticed that he was holding the camera and continuing to film her as his long dick slid into her mouth and down her throat only stopping when her nose was resting against his crotch.
Now being pleasured at both ends she willingly accepted his cock down her throat. He began a steady thrusting in and out filming all of the action. Meanwhile Rosa was busy tonguing her pussy. Before she knew it she was squirting cum all over Rosa. Just at that moment Enrique shoved his cock deep down her throat and held it there. Summer felt his cock spasm a couple of times as warm salty fluid slid down her throat. She was somewhat surprised when he pulled his cock from her warm mouth and proceeded to spray cum all over her face too.
All three of them simply remained still for a few moments trying to take in all that had happened.
After they had all cleaned up Enrique complimented her on how well she had done. He sent her home telling her that he would be in contact with her in the next week or so. She started to say something but he held up his hand. "Remember" he said. "You have two thousand dollars more to work off. Then you are done. I'll call you."
Summer glanced in the rear view mirror as she started the car on her way home. There were still remnants of Enrique's cum on her face. He had not allowed her to wipe it off and told her to leave it there until she was once again inside her own home. Although she knew that he would never know if she obeyed him or not she knew that she would know. Being submissive was all about allowing yourself to submit to the will of others.
Summer had taken some giant steps today. For instance she knew that soon there would be a movie of her and the exotic Rosa. People, possibly someone that she knew, would see her with her head between Rosa's legs and her tongue busily licking and thrusting into Rosa's dark pussy. They would see her, legs spread wide as she held Rosa's head in place and enjoyed the sensation of another woman's lips and tongue pleasuring her in the most intimate way.
She was pretty sure that those pictures and video would include her working her lips up and down on Enrique's dick. Her lips wrapped tightly on his shaft as she worked to release the precious cum from within his balls. They would show him buried all the way down her throat and cum dribbling from her lips as he shot his last few loads onto her lovely face. People would see all of that and some may even recognize her. Despite her trepidation she trembled with the sheer erotic delight of it all.
As she pulled out into traffic she glanced down at the thousand dollar check that Enrique had given her. He had paid her for sex and she had accepted. What choice did she actually have? If she had not acquiesced to this she would have been sued for the money that she owed Enrique for wrecking his car. He might even have called the police.
As she was leaving Enrique had told her that there would have to be two more sessions where she would be expected to do heaven only knows what else to satisfy the debt. How could she allow herself to be used like this? The answer to that was easy. She had no money and no job therefore she had no choice. What was troubling is that deep down she had enjoyed herself. She had often wondered why she felt the need to expose herself to strangers or to be dominated. It wasn't something that she was into heavily but it was always in the background.
When she entered her home it seemed that the first thing that she saw was the phone and she shivered in anticipation. When would Enrique call her? What would he expect her to do for yet another thousand dollar check? Would she be able to do what Enrique instructed her to do? She knew that she would and it really was not about the money although that salved her conscience to some degree. It was about the thrill of doing things most people would not do even if they admitted thinking about it.
It was almost a week later as Summer hurried from the kitchen to answer the ringing phone. She had been making dinner. She seldom received calls on her home phone and she wondered who it might be. It had been just over a week since she had heard from Enrique. Could it be him on the phone? Only one way to find out she thought as she answered the phone "Hello".
Her heart began to pound and her hand shook slightly as she recognized the male voice. It was him!
"Summer this is Enrique. It's time for our second session. I'll expect you at my studio at six PM sharp this Friday. I've decided to tell you what is in store for you so that you will have time to think about it. I've got two friends of mine lined up. By the way, have you ever had sex with a black man? No. Well then you are in for an experience most women only dream about. I'll expect you at six. Don't bother to wear any underwear." With that he simply hung up.
Summer's hand was shaking slightly as she replaced the phone. She had never been with two men at the same time. Nice girls did not do that. Was that why she felt a tiny thrill beginning to grow? Wait! Two men was something she had only dreamed of but he had said two black men. She had heard stories about black men having huge dicks. She was a small woman. Could she even accommodate a large black cock?
Over the next few days Summer took care of her day to day commitments but those two large cocks were always in the back of her mind. She even considered not going despite the fact that Enrique would surely sue her if she did not show up. Of course she could not stop thinking of what it might feel like to be the center of attention from these two strangers.
On Friday she arrived at Enrique's studio a little before six. Even as she walked up to the door she was still thinking about leaving but she knew that she wouldn't. She rang the bell and a moment later the exotic Rosa opened the door and said "Hi". Summer said "Hello" realizing that this was the first time the two had actually spoken to each other.
Rosa led her into the studio where she found Enrique busy setting up his video camera and lights. "She's here." Rosa said. Enrique turned saying "It's good to see you Summer. I wasn't sure if you would actually show up. I know that the money is a large incentive but I think that you kind of like the idea of being made to do things you wouldn't normally do. I also think that you are fascinated at the thought of being thoroughly used by my two black friends. Am I wrong?"
Summer cocked her head to the side and took a good long look at Enrique. "I probably should not tell you this but I'm not one of those people who are hung up on the black white thing. What I'm concerned about it the rumors I have heard about the size of their dicks. I'm not sure that I can take a really large cock."
Enrique just smiled and said "Everything will be just fine Summer. Let's get started. Summer I need you naked. You can use the other room or just undress here."
Her modesty long gone Summer simply took off her clothes on the spot. Enrique had her stand in a certain spot where the video camera would get a good view of the coming action. As she stood there totally exposed Enrique told Rosa to go get his friends.
Summer stood there, her pale white body trembling partially from the humiliation of knowing that these two strangers were there to have sex with her and because she found the prospect exciting. How many women actually had the chance have sex with two men at one time? All she could think was "Wow!" as she watched the two men approach.
As the two men entered the room Enrique said "I want one of you on each side of Summer." When they had assumed their places Enrique said "Summer I want you to unzip each of their pants and take out their cock and then just stand there while I take a few pictures of your small white hands wrapped around those huge shafts."
Following instructions I turned to the man on my right and began trying to work the zipper of his pants down. I was finally able to get the zipper down and reached my hand inside. What I found there was disturbing. His cock was as large as any that I had ever felt before. I could hardly get my hand around it. I was finally able to get it out into the open and could only stare for a moment. My hand looked tiny wrapped around it.
My good side was in awe of what I had just done but my naughty side did not want to let go. I finally got my naughty side under control and turned to the second man. Again I struggled with the zipper until I was finally able to get it down. My naughty side giggled wondering what I would find this time. I wasn't disappointed because as I pulled this second dick out it appeared to be the equal of the first.
Enrique smiled as Summer turned to the camera, a black cock in each hand. Enrique took several pictures and then said "Summer I want you to kneel down between the two guys holding one dick on each side of your face."
Somehow I knew where this was going so I wasn't too much of a shock when Enrique told me to suck them. I turned from one to the other trying to decide which one was the smaller. Unable to make a decision that way I simply turned to the one on my right and parted my lips allowing the head to enter my mouth. At first I just moved back and forth on the head but then my naughty side took over and I began to slide more and more of this beautiful instrument into my mouth. Before long I was able to get almost half of it in enjoying the soft warmth.
Before I could get too involved Enrique told me not to forget the other guy. Reluctantly I let the first cock slip from my lips and turned to the second lovely sex tool. Without hesitation I quickly took this cock between my lips. After only a few strokes I felt a hand behind my head as pressure was exerted forcing the cock deeper and deeper. I was sure that I was going to choke when the pressure was released and I was able to get a breath. Almost immediately the pressure resumed and I was stunned as the whole thing slid cleanly down my throat. It tickled when I felt his pubic hair rubbing against my chin. In quick succession the pressure was released and reapplied several times. The last time that the pressure was removed I automatically moved forward taking the cock deeper and deeper down my throat without the pressure. I was actually deep throating this huge tool by myself.
Enrique was thrilled. This was turning out better than he had ever anticipated. He snapped photo after photo as he watched Summer's pink lips stretched around those two black cocks. While Summer had said that the black white thing did not mean much to her Enrique was well aware that there was a large marked for interracial photos and video and these were going to be great ones.



Summer was the perfect girl next door. She wasn't fake or put on. Nor was she gorgeous. She was very attractive with a great shape. Her tits were just right and her ass was to die for. He checked to make sure that while this was all going on the video was recording it all. Enrique was constantly busy taking photos that he would try to sell on the internet.
Next Enrique told me to get on my hands and knees. Then he told the two guys to go to work on my mouth and pussy at the same time. I had never had two men this way and I have got to say that it was mind boggling. After a few minutes the three of us developed a rhythm. As a cock slid easily into my pussy I was backing off of the cock in my mouth. Then the cock in my mouth would be shoved all the way down my throat as the one in my pussy pulled out. Oh my, what bliss that was.
Enrique said "Okay I have enough of that for now. I want one of you to lie down on the floor with your feet toward the camera. Summer I need you to straddle him and lower yourself until you take his cock all the way into yourself."
Doing as Enrique instructed I slowly lowered myself until I could aim his long shaft between my pussy lips as I slid down taking his rod as deeply inside as possible. The other guy stood beside me while I sucked on his cock. The pictures Enrique took of me like that must have been hot. With my legs spread the shaft pumping between the pink lips of my pussy would have been clearly visible as would the second shaft parting my other lips.
Next Enrique said that he wanted me to take the cock from my pussy and guide it into my ass. My immediate response was a resounding "No! I'm not going to do that Enrique. I have done it before but I don't really like it."
Enrique said "Look Summer. You may not like it but in pictures of this nature it is expected. I want you to sit on his cock and then I am going to watch as you take the other one in your pussy. You, my dear, are about to experience a double penetration or DP as it's called. I'll agree that I won't let it go on for too long but I want you to prop yourself up so that I can see your lovely face as you take that black meat into both holes. It will be so erotic and the contrast between their black bodies and your pale one will be lovely. So do it. Let's get this done."
Between the money that I was going to take home and my normally submissive nature I finally raised up allowing the hard rod to slip from my pussy. I grasped it and guided it to the rosebud of my ass hole and began to lower myself. At first it hurt but things got better after the head passed inside. Then it was much easier to lower myself down until his black shaft was buried completely up my ass.
Following Enrique's instructions I began to slide up and down almost pulling it out as I rose up and then burying it to the hilt as I slid back down. It was not unpleasant but decidedly different.
I was momentarily startled as I felt someone step between my outstretched legs. Opening my eyes I looked directly into the eyes of the second man as he placed the head of his dick between the lips of my pussy and entered me. His dick slipped into my well used pussy and soon I found out what a DP felt like. I had never felt this filled up. I was feeling sensations that I had never felt before. I pictured myself as the camera must have seen me, legs spread, a cock in my ass and another in my pussy. The look on my face must have been priceless. In just moments I had risen to the peak and cum spurted out of my pussy and around the dick that was busily pounding in and out. I'm sure that Enrique got good pictures and video as I was roughly used.
I reluctantly felt the cock in my pussy removed and then the splash of warm cum shot onto my pussy. Immediately after that the cock in my ass was removed and as I lay there on my back legs still spread obscenely a second load of cum was deposited on my belly and pussy.
Completely sated, I lay there as Enrique moved closer to get some tight shots of my pussy with cum from two cocks splattered all over and dripping down between the cheeks of my ass and onto my asshole.
To my surprise I was not done for the night. Before my breathing had even slowed the exotic Rosa was between my legs. Her active tongue swirled cum around as she lapped it all up. Her tongue darted between my pussy lips and then stiffened as she fucked me with her tongue. Finally she began to suck on my clit and that's when I let go with another shower of cum spraying all over her face. She wiped some of it off with her hand and offered it to me. Without thinking my lips parted and I tasted myself for the first time.
I laid there for a few moments totally lost in the ecstasy of the whole experience when I became aware of a slurping noise. Opening my eyes I was treated to the sight of Enrique's dick as Rosa worked her mouth back and forth on it. Not wanting to be left out I joined her and we took turns worrying his dick until he finally shot a load of cum on both of our faces.
Once we had all recovered a bit Enrique was back to business reminding me that I had at least one more shot before we would be even. He told me that I was expected to return home without cleaning any cum off my face. Then Rosa took my hand and led me to the door. When we reached the door she turned and gently kissed me probing my mouth with her tongue. She tasted of sex and cum. Not something that I will soon forget.
It was almost three weeks later as Summer stood on her back porch leaning against a post watching her two girls play. She had found it almost impossible not to constantly think about the things that she had done at Enrique's. She had to admit, at least to herself, that she had often had erotic thoughts of herself acting in such wild abandon but she had never thought that she would actually do such things.
It would be easy to blame Enrique and thus absolve herself from all responsibility but she knew that was a falsehood. She had gone to his studio the first time expecting something to happen and her submissiveness had played a part in allowing herself to participate in the erotic sex.
In all honesty she had to admit that she had thoroughly enjoyed herself. The first guy had to work to get his cock into her pussy because of its girth. It was large enough, about seven inches long, but it had been the fattest cock Summer had ever seen. Once inside her pussy she felt like a small log was sliding back and forth inside her. The second guy had used his substantial tool on her ass. Her ass was not virgin and had been used before but she was thankful that his dick had not been as large around as the first one. However, the second cock had been longer, probably more like eight inches and it seemed to almost reach her throat.
She smiled faintly as she remembered the exquisite and well used feeling when both of those cocks had been buried to the hilt in her at the same time. She would probably never feel anything like that again. But what memories she would have.
Still they would be mixed memories. She considered herself a good person and certainly not a slut but she had these urges to expose herself and allow herself to do outrageous things. Things that she had not ever expected to happen. Then she met Enrique and an opportunity was presented. One that would allow her to actually experience some of the more erotic fantasies her mind could conjure up. So far she had not been disappointed.
She wondered when Enrique would call again and what new adventure she would experience. She shuddered as she considered the myriad possibilities.
In the meantime Enrique had been enjoying an influx of cash thanks to the pictures and video he had taken of the lovely Summer. Faking the accident with her had turned into a goldmine. He could hardly make enough copies of the last video to meet the demand. Seeing her young pale body skewered by those two black cocks had been the most erotic thing he had ever filmed and it was clear that his contacts agreed.
What to do now, he thought. I can only be sure of one more session with her so it needs to be a good one. He briefly considered using photos and video that he had to try to force Summer to continue on with more and more outrageous scenarios but, reluctantly decided not to. Now if she wanted to continue he would be on that in an instant but he was rather unique in this business. He fed on a steady flow of new nubile young ladies and he tried to keep his word. After this session Summer would probably not be available and he would honor their agreement. So this final session had to be a good one.
He would give this one some heavy thought and when he had things worked out he would give Summer a call.
Enrique knew he had found what he wanted when he saw the advertisement in the paper. They were having a small fair in a modest sized town about an hour away. He was familiar with the area and was aware of a small park adjacent to the fair grounds. This would be perfect for what he had in mind.
He called Summer and told her to be at his place around noon on Saturday. He wanted to get there when there was plenty of light for his video.
Summer arrived at the studio a little after noon. It had been harder than she anticipated getting a baby sitter but she finally got things straightened out. She refused to leave her girls under the care of just anyone.
Rosa met her at the door and called for Enrique. When Enrique came into the room he smiled and "Hi Summer. Looks like this will be our last visit. I hope you are excited and looking forward to it as much as I am."
I turned and smiled at Rosa and then turning to Enrique I said "I just want this over with. What are we doing today?"
Enrique said "Rosa show her the skirt and top that I want her to wear today. Summer you can just leave your tennis shoes on since you will need them where we are going."
"Going?" I said. "What do you mean going? I'm not going anywhere."
Enrique said "Summer why do we do this. You know that you are going wherever I tell you to because you want to finish paying off your debt so why give me grief? We will be back before dark so just go change."
Rosa tugged on my hand and I reluctantly followed her into the other room. There on the table was an "A" line skirt and a scoop neck knit top. "Enrique doesn't want you to wear any underwear" Rosa said. "But Rosa that skirt will barely cover my ass and my nipples will be clearly outlined by that thin top." I responded.
Rosa simply shrugged so I quickly changed into the clothes and returned to the other room.
Once Enrique saw that I was ready he held the door for Rosa and I and we went to his car. Rosa sat in back and I sat in front. I had no idea where we were going and began to get a little concerned when we headed out of town.
"Enrique where are we going" I demanded. "Take it easy Summer. We are just going over to Pointe City. They are having a town fair and I want to show you off to some of my friends. I know how much you like showing off your charms to anyone who wants to look so I am pretty sure that you will enjoy yourself."
As we reached the outskirts of Pointe City I saw the fairground Enrique had been talking about. It was not a large affair. About typical for what you would expect from a small town celebration. There was a Ferris wheel and a couple of other rides along with a number of food booths.
Just before we reached the fair parking area Enrique pulled off into what turned out to be a little park with some shade trees and a couple of picnic tables.
When we got out of the car Enrique said "Summer the three of us are going to walk over to the fairgrounds. When we get there we will take a leisurely stroll and then we will return here. Rosa I want you to handle the video camera and record everything that happens. Pay special attention to little Summer here because I think that she is going to be the center of attraction."
Enrique took my hand and more or less pulled me across the parking area. As we slowly walked around it was clear that my short skirt, which kept blowing in the breeze and exposing my ass cheeks, had caught the attention of several of the men present. In addition I was excited and my small pointy nipples were thrusting against the cloth of my shirt. I knew that I must have been a pretty picture.
As we reached the far side of the fairgrounds Enrique pulled me into a dark space. He turned to me and said "Now we are going to turn up the heat a little. I was originally going to pull your top down exposing your lovely breasts as we walked around but just before we left the studio I had another idea. You walking around here with your top down and your tits exposed might draw too much attention so I grabbed these scissors just before we left the studio."
He reached into his pocket and produced the scissors. I immediately pulled back from him fearing what he might be planning. "Take it easy" he said. "I'm not going to hurt you. I am going to modify this top just a little." "What exactly what do you have in mind" I asked? With a lecherous smile Enrique said "I'm going to cut small holes in the front of this top to allow your nipples to poke out. Let's see if that generates some attention."
As I obediently stood there excitement and shame coursing through my body in equal measure Enrique took hold of the material covering my nipples and expertly snipped a hole large enough to expose my nipple and a little of my milk white breast. He quickly did the same on the other side and stood back to admire his handiwork. He smiled and said "Now that's better."
I quickly looked down and I saw my nipples poking through the holes that he had made. I'm not sure that I had ever seen anything more erotic. I knew that I looked hot
We returned to the fairgrounds walking hand in hand. Rosa was filming us as if we were movie stars and that was drawing more than a few looks. I loved seeing the faces of the men when they realized that my nipples were poking out of my top. After about ten minutes we had gathered a following of eight to ten men who kept jockeying for position to get in front of us to get better look.
I wasn't paying close attention to Enrique because I was enjoying all of the attention my nipples were receiving. I thought I heard him mumble something and turned to ask him what he had said. Before a word could get a word out of my mouth he reached up and grabbed the scoop neckline of my top and pulled it down until it rested below my breasts leaving them completely exposed. I heard a gasp and quickly looked up to see that all of the men were now openly staring at my exposed breasts.
"Come on" Enrique said. Let's walk a little longer before we get to the real entertainment." With that he grabbed my hand and pulled my back out into the crowd. Things got a lot more exciting now that anyone with eyes could see my exposed tits. A group of teenagers came down the fairway and Enrique made sure that we stopped so that they could take pictures. I was so humiliated. This was not the kind of thing that I would do but damn it was liberating and oh so exciting.
We moved on down the fairway and finally reached the parking lot. I could almost see Enrique's mind working as we stepped between a couple of cars with a wider than usual space between them. Turning to me Enrique said "Get on your knees." "What" I said? "Get down on your knees now" he commanded.
I slowly lowered myself onto the hard pavement. Rosa had moved in to get a good video as had a number of the men who had been following us. "Unzip my pants and take my cock out and suck it. I expect you to deep throat it and when I say that I am going to cum I want you to use my cock to spray cum all over your face."
Somewhat numb from the quick change in the situation I did as I was told. Reaching up I unzipped Enrique's pants and reached inside. I had to struggle a little to remove his hard rod but I finally got it out. I took the head into my mouth and used the tip of my tongue on his pee hole. Then I used my tongue to lick up and down both sides of the shaft finally engulfing the whole thing in my mouth.
I must admit that I have pretty good technique and when I deep throated him pushing his dick down my throat until my nose was flattened against his groin I felt him begin to tense up. Doing as I was told I quickly pulled back and caught his gusher of milk white semen all over my face.
It was then, after the intensity of the moment, that I realized that I had just let an unknown number of strangers watch me giving Enrique what I hoped was the best blow job he had ever had. I stood with my tits exposed and his cum all over my face. What was I thinking?
Enrique tugged my hand and we were off again across the parking lot trailing a crowd of onlookers.
When we reached the picnic area Enrique made me stand there and allow everyone to get pictures as he made his pitch.
"Okay everyone. You have gotten a taste of the lovely Summer. She is going to allow three lucky fellows who are willing to part with a hundred dollars each to fuck her. For those of you less adventurous the exotic Rosa will be giving blow jobs for twenty dollars each."
"Wait a minute" one of the men yelled out. "You mean to say that this here young lady is going to let three of us fuck her simply because you tell her to?" Enrique smiled and said "You just saw her give me a blow job in front of all of you and you see cum on her face don't you?" "Well yeah but how do know that she will do what we tell her and besides, I want to see the rest of the merchandise" he demanded.
Enrique shrugged and said that if he wanted to see if I would do what I was told then he should tell me what he wanted.
The stranger turned to me and said "Pull up your skirt. I want to see this pussy that I'm paying for." Feeling the shame of it all I slowly raised my skirt revealing my shaved pussy. Cameras were all focused on me and recording. "Turn around and let us see your ass too" he demanded. I did as instructed performing a slow turn. "Okay now sit on the edge of the table and spread your legs for us to get a good look." My face was burning hot with embarrassment as I spread my legs wide allowing all of the people there to get a good look and pictures of my moist pussy.
"That's enough" Enrique said. "No more freebies. Either pony up the bucks or move on I don't have all day and she's only going to turn three tricks."
The man held out five twenties to Enrique and said "I want to take her from behind bent over that there picnic table." Enrique turned to Rosa and said "Get the blanket we brought and spread it on the table. She doesn't need any splinters. After that Rosa I want you to drop your top and get on your knees beside her so you can start earning your keep. I'll do the video from here on."
Rosa spread the blanket on the table and then removed her top. She had larger tits and nipples than I did and her skin was a lovely shade of brown. "Wait a minute" Enrique said. "I'll have the girls give you a little show just to show who's in charge.
Summer you go ahead and bend over the end of the picnic table just the way that this gentleman wants you." I did as I was told. "That's great now pull up your skirt so we get a good clear view. Wonderful". Enrique turned to the group of men and asked "Does everyone have their phone out to record this?" He received a chorus of yeses.
"Ok Rosa I know what you like so show us." Although I could not see behind me I knew what was coming and only jumped a little as I felt Rosa's lips and tongue begin to work their magic between my legs. Her talented tongue probed as deeply as she could get it and I felt her nose poking at the little round bud of my ass hole. Then her tongue was there in place of her nose worrying at my ass hole. I couldn't help it. In moments I was so hot that I could no longer control myself and cum sprayed from my pussy coating Rosa's lovely face and even getting into her hair. I don't think that I had ever cum so hard in my life.



I was jolted by the clapping from the group of men that had been watching.
Rosa's tongue withdrew and I felt the probing of a strange dick as it sought entry to my womanhood. At first he just rubbed it between the lips of my pussy spreading lube all around. Then he began to push forward and slowly his shaft entered me. Once again I found myself servicing a stranger.
Embarrassed, excited, humiliated, did I mention excited? How can you possibly experience all of those emotions at the same time? That's a question that I cannot answer but I was surely in turmoil. As this stranger pounded his cock into my pussy a part of my mind was thankful to hear Enrique tell him that he was welcome to cum on my ass and pussy but not to cum inside me and I was even more grateful to hear him grunt "Okay."
I thought that he was going to be able to go on all day but finally I felt the emptiness as he removed his dick and then I was rewarded with the feel of hot cum splashing against my pubic mound and onto my pussy lips and ass.
Only two more to go I thought and then this delicious ordeal will be over. Talk about mixed emotions.
After the first man was finished I lay there awaiting instructions with cum making its way slowly down my inner thigh from where it had been deposited on my pussy. It seems that there was a little discussion on who would be next. In the background I could hear Rosa as she worked another cock to completion. I could not help but wonder how many loads of cum she had swallowed so far and how many she would end up taking while I got fucked two more times.
I could hear Enrique negotiating with the next man who wanted to bury himself in my body. Being the focus of so much attention was a total turn on. Knowing that I was desired by a group of men each of whom wanted to put his dick into my pussy had my mind reeling. Being a slut like this was so not me yet I cannot remember how many times I had had a similar fantasy.
From what I could tell the next guy was saying that a hundred dollars was too much for a piece of ass. I clearly heard Enrique say "You dumb shit! That is a choice piece of ass and she does not normally do shit like this. If you don't pony up the hundred right now then step out of the way. She has agreed to two more tricks and you can either be one or be gone. What's it going to be?"
I could hear the man saying "Okay! Okay! Here's the hundred but I want her to turn over so I can see her face as I fuck her." "Then tell her what you want and get to it. We can't stay here all day." Enrique responded.
The man approached and in a gruff voice said "Roll over on your back and spread those legs." Following instructions I rolled over and placed my ass on the edge of the table and spread my legs wide. I was surprised to see an older man of about sixty with a full beard. He quickly approached and as I watched removed his cock from his pants and shoved himself into me burying his tool to the hilt inside my pussy.
After the first thrust he simply rested there between my thighs with his dick filling me. In a few moments he pulled back and thrust forward ramming his dick in to the hilt. Summer grunted with the strength of each thrust. Then he began a rhythmic pounding bouncing against her pubic mound each time. Summer began to wonder how long she could stand this battering ram assault.
Apparently for all his powerful thrusts he had no staying power. Thankfully, after only a few minutes, he removed his dick and spewed semen all over my pubis and tummy with some even landing on my chest. Clearly he had been saving it up for some time.
Summer lay there bathed in cum thinking one more to go. I'm going to miss the ability to do outrageous things and not take the blame. Breathing heavily after being fucked by two strangers she continued to lay there and listened to Rosa working on yet another cock.
She watched with interest as a group of five young men walked up to Enrique arguing among over who was going to do the deed. As Summer listened she began to realize what was happening. It seemed that none of the young men had the hundred dollars that Enrique demanded. So they had decided to band together and each of them would contribute twenty dollars. The problem was that now that they had the hundred dollars they couldn't decide which one of them was going to get to fuck me.
As they stood there quietly arguing Summer began to study them. She was a little put off by the fact that they all seemed quite a bit younger than she. She didn't really like the idea of being used by a younger man but she really did not have any choice in the matter. They looked like college students to Summer who were probably out on a lark for the weekend.
After a few moments of bickering Enrique finally held out the five twenty dollar bills and said "Enough already. Here is your money back. I don't have time for this. I'll have to get someone else."
"Wait" they all cried out almost in unison. Enrique looked at them and asked "Have you decided which one of you is going to fuck the lovely Summer?" "Uh no." one of them responded. "I'll make you a suggestion that you either take or you move on. Okay?"
The young man who seemed to be the spokesman for the group asked "What suggestion?"
Enrique smiled his predatory smile and said "Let Summer decide."
As a group they all looked at Summer still lying there on the table with her legs spread wide and cum all over her pussy and running down her legs. Then they put their heads together for a conference and quickly decided that they would accept Enrique's suggestion.
Now all eyes were on Summer. Of course they had all been looking at her loveliness which was on display for all to see. Summer was startled. "Me!" she stammered. They all nodded as Summer really began to look them over. One stood out for her and it wasn't what anyone would have expected. There was one young man in the group that looked somewhat like the typical nerd stand out. He looked like he might even be a virgin.
As she considered Summer realized that she was going to chose a man who was going to pay to fuck her. Wasn't that exactly what a whore or a slut did?
Still in a bit of a daze Summer said "Okay. I pick that one" as she pointed to the nerd. "Ma. . me?" he stammered. "You want to have sex with me?" "You!" Summer replied. "Come on over here and let's get this done."
At first the group of young men had been surprised by the choice but they quickly got into the spirit. Before the young nerd knew what was happening his friends had dropped his pants and underwear and shoved him forward between Summer's wide spread legs.
It only took one look at his limp dick for Summer to realize that this was going to take some extra effort. With a little struggle she managed to sit up and reached for his limp member. She stared into his eyes as she began to stroke her hand back and forth. She watched as his eyes traveled from her cum splashed face and lips down her trim body and fastened on her cum drenched pussy. She felt a response from his dick as it began to respond to her attentions.
As she worked her hand back and forth she was surprised to realize that she really wanted to fuck this young man. She wanted to feel his cock sliding between her pussy lips and deeply into her sex. With that thought she realized that her efforts had been successful. She leaned back down drawing him forward with her and guided the head of his cock between her pussy lips. She actually sighed as his dick slid into her and he began to thrust with rhythm and vigor.
Unfortunately her enjoyment was not to last too long because the young man just could not hold back. At first she thought that he was going to forget to pull out so as he stiffened up prior to releasing his sperm into her she pulled back just in time and he added his creamy cum to what was already spread all over her pussy. It was then that she realized that the first guy had cum on her pussy and that the other two had fucked her without wiping up the mess. She surely hoped that she had not inadvertently gotten pregnant even though they had all pulled out.
When the nerd's limp dick slipped from her pussy she looked up at him and smiled. She was surprised to see him silently say "Thank you."
With that she stood up pulling her too short skirt down over her soaking and well used pussy. She pulled her top back down without even realizing that her nipples promptly jumped out of the holes that Enrique had cut in her top. Enrique grabbed the blanket and Rosa brought the camera equipment and they placed it all in the trunk and headed home.
Summer could not believe that it was all over. She was free and out of debt to Enrique. Her adventure was over. Deep in her heart she knew that she was going to miss acting so outrageous. She had been forced to show her body to strangers and to have sex with more men than she had had sex with up to this point in her life.
When they arrived back at the studio Rosa and Enrique retrieved the camera equipment and blanket from the trunk of the car and they all went inside. Enrique took out his wallet and gave her the last thousand dollars. He smiled and said "Summer I am truly going to miss you. This has been quite an experience and I sincerely hope that you have enjoyed it as much as I have. I want you to know that if you ever need some quick cash I will always be willing to use you as a model."
I took the money and said "Thanks Enrique but I doubt that will ever happen. What you saw was not me. You had me in a position that allowed you to take advantage. That was the only reason that I let you tell me to do those things. You won't be seeing me again."
I walked over to Rosa and took her hand and kissed her full on the lips. "Don't be a stranger" I said as I walked out the door.
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Who could that be Steve thought as he reached for the phone and said "Hello."
"Hey Steve. How ya doing?" a male voice answered back. "This is Officer Smith. I'm sure you remember me."
Oh yeah. Steve remembered Officer Smith. It had been more than a week since Steve and his wife Pat had heard from Officer Smith. Steve remembered watching Officer Smith grunting with effort as his big black cock pumped black baby making sperm deep into his wife's pussy. How the hell was he supposed to forget that? What a turn on that had been.
"I've been working almost every night since the last time that we got together" Officer Smith continued. "I stopped at the hardware store the other night and picked up a coil of rope. The thought of seeing your lovely wife Pat tied up and helpless has been driving me nuts. It is going to be quite a turn on introducing her to the pleasures of being bound and helpless. I've even been thinking about having her help me show you what it's all about also. So anyway, I finally got a night off tomorrow and I want the two of you here at eight o'clock sharp. Give me your email address and I'll send you the address. Don't let me down."
"Well I . . . " Steve stammered. "Steve!" Officer Smith exclaimed. "Be there!"
"Okay, okay" Steve said. "I'll tell Pat. Should we wear anything special?" "Nah" Officer Smith said. "Neither of you will be wearing any clothes for long anyway. Oh that reminds me though. I've got to get my cameras set up. After I showed the pictures that I took the last time we met I already have several other officers and friends that want to see more and we are going to give it to them. I'll see you tomorrow at Eight sharp!"
Officer Smith heard the doorbell and glanced down at his watch. If was a few minutes before eight o'clock. Pat and Steve must be looking forward to tonight's activities he thought as he jogged up the stairs from the basement.
He opened the door and stepped aside allowing the couple to enter. He closed the door and held out a hand to Pat. When she took it he pulled her into his arms and kissed her roughly. As he worked his tongue between her sweet lips he ran his hands under her short skirt and felt the warm smoothness of her bare ass. No panties he thought. The night is looking better and better.
He released her and preceded them down the stairs to the basement. Steve and Pat gaped in awe when they reached the bottom of the stairs and got a good look around. It seems Officer Smith had not been kidding when he said that he enjoyed rope pleasures. There were hooks on the ceiling where things could be hung and a variety of restraint and punishment devices hung on the walls.
Smiling Officer Smith said "Do you like it?"
Steve shook his head and offered an "I don't know." Patricia continued to look around the room her mind trying to comprehend one thought. Finally she blurted out "All of them?" Both men turned to look at her. "What?" her husband asked. "Do you plan to use all of these things on me?" she said in a quavering voice.
"Oh no not all of them." Officer Smith replied. "At least not all of them tonight" he said as a huge smile broke out on his face. Steve watched as a small shiver passed over his wife. He hoped that it was in anticipation of what was about to happen.
Officer Smith said "Okay enough chit chat. We need to get started. Tonight's activities will take place primarily in the middle of the room. I have two video cameras set up to record the activity. I also have a still camera that I will use. Pat you should be proud to know that my friends tell me that pictures of you and your adventures are almost as popular as the videos."
"I want the two of you naked. Just throw your clothes on the couch over against the wall." Officer Smith licked his lips as he watched Pat getting undressed. It did not take long since she was only wearing a short dress. She hadn't bothered with any underwear at all.
It didn't take much longer for her husband Steve to shed the jeans and tee shirt he had been wearing. Officer Smith noted that Steve's dick was already standing at attention.
Instructing the pair to move into the middle of the room Officer Smith stepped behind Steve and selected a piece of rope. "Pat I think that you will like this part. I'm going to tie Steve's hands behind his back. While I do that I want you to get that little dog collar and leash over there on the table and fasten it behind his balls and around his dick. Then attach the leash."
When he was done tying Steve's hands behind his back he checked Pat's work. "How does it feel to let Pat be in charge Steve?" Steve gave a small yelp as his wife gave the leash a small jerk. "It's different and I'm not sure that I like it" Steve responded.
Officer Smith chuckled under his breath as he instructed Pat and Steve to pose in a variety of ways always emphasizing Pat's position of dominance. After he had taken a number of pictures he had Pat remove the dog collar from around Steve's dick and balls.
Figuring that turnabout was fair play he handed Steve a wide black leather collar. The word "Slave" had been crudely painted onto it. "Put this around Pat's lovely neck please Steve" Officer Smith instructed. "Make sure that the word Slave is in the front where we can see it."
Once again Officer Smith took a number of pictures of them as the couple posed together giving special emphasis to Pat's new collar proclaiming her status as slave.
"Okay Steve I want you to cross your hands in front so that I can tie them again." Steve hesitated and finally said "I thought that you were through with me." "Not hardly." replied Officer Smith. I've just begun with you."
Reluctantly Steve complied allowing his hands to be tied once again. He was a little confused when Officer Smith stepped behind him and told him to raise his hands above his head. He did not have much time to wonder what was going on when he felt Officer Smith grab his wrists and hook something to the ropes. When Officer Smith released him he found his wrists had been attached to a rope or something that held them over his head.
Officer Smith stepped back to get a good look at Steve. Turning, he said to Pat, "In almost all of the videos I've seen that the Boss made of you and your husband it seems that you were the center of attention. Today I'm going to make sure that Steve gets some well deserved attention and I'm going to let you take care of business."
He motioned for Pat to join him standing in front of Steve. He handed her a short length of rope. Taking the rope Pat looked him with complete lack of understanding.
"Pat I want you to fold the rope in half. Place the center section of the rope behind his balls. Now bring the rope up on both sides and loop them over his dick. That's good. Now cross the two ropes under his dick and then take both ends back behind his balls again. Now wrap the ropes around his balls a couple of times and then tie them off."
Patricia followed Officer Smith's instructions as well as she could. She had to admit that she enjoyed the whole process. When she was done she stood back next to Officer Smith and said "I like it. Look how it makes his dick stand out. That was fun." Officer Smith just smiled and watched as Steve squirmed totally confounded by his predicament.
Officer Smith said "Now I want you to come over here Pat and select one of these short whips. When you find the one that you like I want to see you take it over and use it on Steve's dick. I want to see that thing jumping around. Make it dance."
Upon hearing this Steve began to squirm and a small moan escaped his lips. Pat, on the other hand, was intrigued as she walked over and began to inspect the short whips. Finally she selected a black leather device that had a number of short leather strips bound together at one end to form a handle. She swung it a few times and decided that this one would do fine.
As Officer Smith took pictures of her she turned and approached her husband. She reached down and stroked his cock a few times with her left hand. Then she took a step back and swung the whip tentatively. The whip landed with a resounding smack. Steve yelped and squirmed as he felt the sting of the leather hitting the sensitive skin. The second stroke landed on the head of his cock and the pain was excruciatingly erotic.
"Pat" Officer Smith said. "You might want to lighten up a bit. Why not see what you can do with his nipples. Even a man's nipples are pretty sensitive."
Smiling Pat shifted to her husband's nipples and soon had the area around his nipples a bright pink. Without being told she shifted back to his cock and landed several more strokes on his dick before Officer Smith stepped in and stopped her. "I think you may be enjoying that a little too much Pat. Are you harboring some issues about your husband?" "No" Pat replied. "I just enjoyed watching his dick jump. I may have gotten a little carried away" she laughed.
Officer Smith smiled and said "Come on over here Pat. Now it's your turn." Looking a little distressed Pat replied "You're not going to use that whip on me are you?" He responded "Of course not" and smiled reassuringly.
Pat stood obediently as Officer Smith tied her wrists together in front of her nude body. Then raised her hands and fastened the rope on the hook above. Slowly Pat glanced over at her husband. Now she knew how he felt and she was not sure that she really trusted Officer Smith. It was a strange and unusual feeling and she pondered that as he took more pictures of the couple standing before him.
Steve looked decidedly unhappy but his dick still stood at attention despite the whipping it had received from his whip wielding wife. His balls were tightly wrapped with several turns of rope and Officer Smith had to admit that he certainly looked uncomfortable.
His wife Patricia was a vision. She had long blonde hair, large firm tits, a narrow waist and flaring hips. Her milk white skin was almost flawless. She looked better in person than she had in all of the movies that he had seen of her being used by numerous black men. He remembered last week as he had slammed his big dick into her pussy. He actually found it hard to believe that she was here in his basement tied and stretched out for his use.
He simply could not resist touching her. He ran his hands up and cupped her heavy breasts. The nipples had each been pierced and a large heavy curved barbell hung from each of her pointed nipples. He took in the sight of the word "Black" on her right breast and then looked at "Owned" on her left breast. He stepped back and his eyes traveled down to the Queen of Spades tattoo that had been placed just above the crack of her pussy. He thought damn she is choice and she is mine to use. With that thought he inserted his finger into and felt her wet moist warmth as she spread her legs slightly giving him access. It seemed as if the walls of her pussy contracted around his finger and grasped it tightly. Oh yes he thought. He was really going to have a great time with this one.
He reluctantly removed his finger and turned and selected a piece of rope from those that he had cut earlier. He turned back to Pat and draped the rope over the top of her breasts. He lifted her left breast and slowly wrapped one end of the rope tightly around the base of her breast several times. He took the other end and wrapped it tightly around her right breast in the same manner. Then he brought the ends of both ropes up behind the rope that spanned the gap between her breasts and over her shoulders on either side of her neck. Next he slipped the two ropes deeply between the cheeks of her ass and up between her legs. Finally drawing the two rope ends back up and tying them off between her breasts.
Officer Smith stood back to admire his work. Damn if she did not look choice. Her tits wrapped tightly in rope stood out strong and firm. Her pointy nipples were puffed out so much that the large heavy curved barbell piercing jewelry hung free and clear. Every time she squirmed the ropes running between her legs caressed her pussy lips pinching them together.
Pat could hardly think straight. It felt like her tits were going to explode from the pressure. The rope around her tits wasn't entirely unpleasant. It was like when a man would grab her tits and squeeze them but it just went on and on. Her clit stood at attention since it was continually being brushed by one rope or the other and her pussy lips were being pinched by the ropes.
Officer Smith took several different shots of the couple restrained and displayed. He thought that he would pull Pat's chain just a bit so he reached over and picked up the little whip that she had used on her husband Steve.
When Pat saw what he was doing she began to squirm twisting and turning in place. "You said you weren't going to whip me. You promised" she said in a rush. Officer Smith slapped the whip into his hand a couple times and then put it down smiling. "You're right I did say that and I always keep my word." Pat sighed and relaxed.
Officer Smith took a couple close ups of Pat's tied tits. They were beginning to turn a little purple so he knew he should hurry up. A few shots of her pussy and even some of Steve's distressed dick rounded out the shots for his collection.
He walked over to Steve and stepped behind him reaching up and unhooking Steve's wrists from the hook above and allowing him to lower his hands. Steve sighed with relief as Officer Smith untied his wrists.
When Steve's wrists were free Officer Smith handed him the little whip. He left his penis and balls tightly tied. Steve took the whip and just looked at Officer Smith clearly not comprehending what was expected. Officer Smith looked him and smiled. "She whipped you didn't she?" he asked Steve. Steve nodded and Officer Smith asked "Well don't you think that a little payback is in order?"
A huge smile broke out on Steve's face when he realized what he was being offered. Looking at the little whip he said "Oh yeah. I'd really love an opportunity for a little payback." "Her tits are yours" Officer Smith said.
Steve advanced on his wife swinging the whip. Pat whimpered plaintively "You promised." Officer Smith looked at her lovely body already imagining what a few red welts would look like on those milk white breasts. "I did promise Pat and true to my word I am not going to use the whip on you. No one said that Steve wasn't going to though."
Pat jumped as the first stroke landed on one breast. In rapid succession Steve had her right breast bright pink and had begun to work on her left breast. Pat tried to turn away each time that Steve started to swing but she was never fast enough. Officer Smith stepped in and stopped Steve who seemed to be immensely enjoying the attention that he was giving to his wife's breasts.
Officer Smith approached Pat with two ankle cuffs and bent down to place them around her shapely ankles. She immediately began to squirm around trying to make it impossible for him to get them fastened but his greater strength made short work of it. He returned to the table and Pat's worst fears were realized when she saw the three foot long stick he was carrying that had fasteners on each end to hook onto the ankle cuffs and hold her legs spread apart which would give her husband and his little whip access to her pussy.
"Nooo" she moaned. "Please. Please don't do this." Officer Smith cocked his head to one side and said "Didn't you whip his cock?" "Yes but I would not have done it if I knew that you were going to let him whip my pussy" she whispered. "Well it's a little late for that now" Officer Smith replied.
Officer Smith handed Steve the whip again and said "All yours. But Steve, you can only give her five strokes. I want to be able to use that pussy before you go home so don't make them too hard."
As Pat looked pleadingly into her husband's eyes he took the first swing. The whip swished through the air and landed exactly where Steve wanted it. Pat jumped and whimpered as she stood there legs forcibly spread waiting for four more strokes. They landed in quick succession almost as if Steve wanted it over before he lost his nerve.
The stinging burning sensation was intense and Pat wanted to double over to protect the most vulnerable part of her body but she could not. As the haze cleared she heard Officer Smith telling her husband to unhook her wrist and to untie her hands. With unspoken gratitude she started to reach between her legs but Officer Smith caught her wrists and quickly hooked her wrists to her wide spread ankles. Before Pat knew what was happening she was bent over at the waist and her wrists were attached to her ankles.
In this position it was almost impossible to maintain her balance and as she started to pitch forward Officer Smith stepped behind her and held her steady. "Come here Steve. Unzip my pants and take my dick out."
Steve did as he was told and struggled to get Officer Smith's large dick from within the confines of his pants. Thankfully he had not worn any underwear. When he finally got the semi rigid cock out into the open Offices Smith simply said "Suck it!" Steve dropped to his knees and began to work. In just a matter of moments the semi rigid black tool had almost doubled in size and had stiffened considerably.
When Officer Smith was satisfied he told Steve to place his black love tool into his white wife's pussy. Steve quickly did as he was told placing the black instrument between the lips of his wife's pussy and holding it there as Officer Smith slowly shoved it deep into his wife.
After he had taken a few strokes he instructed Steve to use his wife's mouth. With her husband's dick driving down her throat on every stroke and Officer Smith's dick doing the same to her pussy Pat found herself being bounced first one way and then the other. Her tits were like pendulums swaying back and forth the ropes biting in deeper by the minute. Her pussy lips were still sandwiched between the two ropes only now there was a large dick trying to spread them wider apart.
Pat found herself experiencing sensory overload. She tried to hold it back but her clit was so damn sensitive after the ropes and then the whipping that she came in just a few minutes. The pair of dicks pounding into her was exquisite and the release was a welcome one. Her warm cum juice sprayed out around the big cock buried in her love nest. Clearly the two men using here were highly stimulated because almost immediately she felt her husband shove his cock down her throat and begin pumping cum into her belly. Officer Smith was not far behind as he used his hands on her hips to bury his dick deep in her vagina and, like her husband, Officer Smith pumped his black baby making cum deep into her pussy.
It was a good thing that the two men stood there for a few moments with Pat impaled between them. If it were not for that she knew that she would simply collapse into a puddle of flesh.
Her husband was the first to pull his dick from her mouth. She was grateful for the extra air and then she felt the black snake slither from within her pussy.
Officer Smith quickly removed the hooks holding her wrists to her ankles allowing her to stand up. She immediately slumped and her husband took her weight. Officer Smith wiped cum from his cock on her ass and stepped away.
"I'm going to go make some coffee. You two clean yourselves up and head on home. I'll call you the next time I have some time free." With that he simply walked away.
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Why? What an interesting word. It's a word that young children learn to wield at an early age.
Why? It's the reason or reasons that stand behind everything that we do.
As I listened to my lovely wife Allie rummaging around in the motel room bathroom I contemplated why I did the things that I did.
I wondered why Allie willingly went along with my strange desires and what she really thought of me and our relationship.
Apparently finished in the bathroom Allie wandered into the room and looked at me sitting in the only comfortable chair in the room. Why did they rent rooms to two people and only provide one chair?
I looked at the woman that I thought was the most beautiful woman that I had ever seen. Her naturally wavy blond hair hung just below her shoulder and was complimented by her pale blemish free skin.
Why was I so lucky that she had chosen me from all of the other men that had been overcome by her natural girl next door good looks?
As lucky as I was why did I feel overcome with the desire to share her with other men?
Why didn't I want to keep her entirely to myself?
Why did it excite me to share my loving wife with other men and why was it so much more exhilarating when it was a black man or even black men?
Allie and I had been married for three years now. I made a good living which did entail some travel but luckily I earned enough that Allie did not have to work and I could afford to bring her with me when I did travel. The arrangement worked well for us and the regular stays at motels outside our city allowed us the opportunity to indulge our unusual sexual proclivities.
I may as well stop being coy and simply say that I enjoyed watching Allie having sex with strangers and recording the sessions on video. For her part Allie enjoyed making me happy and the added benefit of having a strange dick using her holes from time to time catered to her sluttish tendencies.
As Allie approached I had a chance to take a hard look at this lovely woman. She was dressed in some sort of loose blue cotton knit tube top that was supported by straps that were attached at the top middle and then went up and around her neck. As she came toward me her breasts jiggled and bounced with the movement. The tips of her nipples pushed the material out exposing her tight tummy where the top ended just above her tiny waist.
A very short white pleated skirt that was barely long enough to cover her lovely ass was fastened around her slim waist. The skirt flared out and outlined her full hips and well rounded ass. I knew from past experience that there would not be any underwear beneath the skirt.
Completing the package was the finest pair of legs I had ever seen. Full well rounded satiny thighs flowed smoothly from her hips framing her pussy in a "V" that never failed to draw my attention. Long slim calves completed the package.
As Allie came towards me my cell phone vibrated signaling an incoming text message. I pressed a key on my phone and the message "We're on the way up" appeared on the screen. It was from Raj, the young black man that we had encountered while out on our walk earlier. Whenever we were in the mood to play and indulge some of our more erotic pastimes we would find a stranger when we arrived in town and offer to pay him to find yet another stranger who would be given the privilege of using my wife for his sexual pleasure. The understanding was that I would be present at all times and that I would be making a video of the encounter.
A few moments later I began the video when there was a knock at the door. We always got a suite so that the room was big enough to place one camera, which was fitted with a wide angle lens, on a tripod so that the door, the large queen or king sized bed and a major portion of the room would be recorded. This method allowed me to move around the room using a second camera for close ups of the action.
Allie went to the door and opened it for the two black men standing outside. She spoke with them for a moment offering her hand and then invited them into the room.
"Jake you already know Raj from earlier and this is Trip." I rose and offered my hand to Trip. "It's good of you to come by to take part in our little film."
Trip looked at me like I was utterly crazy saying "I'm not sure that I really believe my man Raj. Is this really on the up and up? Raj says that you want to film some black guy using this lovely white lady. You must be crazy man. I ain't never fucked no white chick and sure not one as prime as this one. Why? What's the catch? I mean I hear the stories man. About how the white woman she wants some black meat but I don't believe that shit. Why in the hell would she want some black dick?"
I smiled because I had set the camera on a tripod far enough away that the wide angle lens and microphone were recording this whole conversation and all four of us would be in the frame. "Trip you don't have to take my word for it. Just look at my wife and tell me what you think."
Trip did as I suggested and looked Allie up and down from the skimpy top that barely covered her ample breasts to the short skirt that was constantly flirting with the bottom of her ass. As his eyes traveled back up to her face Allie gave him a big smile and then glanced down at the bulge in his crotch that was already registering his interest. "Well she sho looks choice and I know she heard what I done said and I have to admit that smile sho says that she done want some black meat and I can supply that. I just don't get it man. What's wrong wit chu?"
"I'm not sure that there is anything wrong with either of us. We have a healthy sex life on our own but we both seem to have other interests. For myself I have always been aroused when I think about sharing my wife with other men. Why remains the unanswered question. Am I somewhat masochistic and enjoy inflicting emotional pain on myself by sharing my wife? Am I a closet racist that enjoys seeing my wife degraded by having sex with a black man? Neither Allie nor I have the answers but we certainly have questions. The one that is on the table now is do you want to have sex with my lovely wife, which you certainly can do, as long as you are capable of performing with me and the camera in the room?"
"'Scuse me? What chu say'n? You say'n that I can't perform? I'll fuck this here white lady of yours like she nevah been fucked before."
By this time Raj had moved towards the door preparing to leave having fulfilled his part of our arrangement.
Deciding to end the talk Allie did as she so often does and took matters in hand so to speak. She turned to face Trip and tilted her head up towards him while placing her hand between his legs and beginning to rub his already hardened cock. Recognizing an invitation when he saw one Trip lowered his mouth to Allie's soft pink lips. He crushed their mouths together and you could see their tongues battling with each other.
As usual, the thrill of watching my wife kissing and fondling a black man surged straight to my groin causing my cock to respond. Before either Allie or I realized what was going on Raj had returned to Allie's other side and was reaching around her cupping her breasts. I expected Allie to stop immediately but instead I was surprised when I heard a moan escape her lips and watched as both men thrust a hand between her legs to play with my wife's naked pussy.
After a few moments she turned to Raj and began kissing him just as wantonly as she had been kissing Trip moments before. While I could not see what was actually happening between her legs it was clear by the sounds Allie was making that she was enjoying whatever they were doing.
While Allie had been kissing Raj I had moved in with the second camera to get a close up of them kissing. It was a tremendous turn on for me to watch as Raj thrust his tongue between my wife's lips dominating her.
While I had been focused on the violent tongue action Trip had taken a moment to free his big black cock from his pants. As I moved back I now noticed that Allie had one small soft white hand wrapped around Trip's large black shaft and was lovingly stroking it. Trip's cock was probably seven inches long but not very thick so Allie was able to get her hand around it comfortably. I took a moment to zoom in closely and focus on my wife's hand lovingly stroking back and forth on that dark black weapon.
When I zoomed back out I noticed that Allie had turned and was kissing Trip once again. Meanwhile Raj's hands had been busy with my wife's breasts. He had taken her top and bunched it between her breasts and pulled it down until the cloth ran under her breasts totally exposing them in a very enticing manner. Now I zoomed in to get a close up of his black hands fondling her breasts and pinching the nipples until they hardened. Seeing the contrast of those black hands on the soft white flesh of my wife's tits was so exciting that I felt my own cock harden even more.
Turning again to Raj Allie began to use both of her hands to release his cock from his pants so that she could enjoy two cocks at once. Finally successful at releasing his cock my wife turned to look straight at me and my camera. She stood proudly between these two black men and held a black cock in each hand for me to see. Raj had his hand between her legs working her pussy from in front and it was clear that Trip was doing the same from behind. Each of the men was busily fondling her exposed breasts at the same time. While I watched as Allie closed her eyes and threw her head back rotating her hips to try to get even more from the fingers that must be thrusting deeply into her pussy.
As Allie's husband I easily recognized the indications of her oncoming orgasm. Allie was not one of those women that ejaculated a lot of liquid but she was capable of multiple orgasms and she was well on her way to her first one now. As I paned downward you could see that her skirt was bunched at her waist and her pussy could be seen intermittently as the two men worked their fingers in and out as deeply as possible. Both men were doing everything that they could to be the one that pushed her over the edge. Panning upward I zoomed in slightly to frame her tits where Raj was busily sucking on a nipple. Not to be outdone, Trip was mauling the other breast squeezing and pinching the nipple.
Just as I panned upwards farther and focused on her face I was in time to see her big blue eyes roll up in her head. She threw her head back and let out a long low moan as she thrust her breasts and hips forward trying to gain as much from the moment as possible.
While Allie stood panting, trying to catch her breath, Trip stepped away and removed the rest of his clothes. Meanwhile Raj took advantage of having all of my wife's body to himself. While he continued to finger fuck her pussy and squeeze and maul one breast he fastened his lips on the other breast sucking greedily on the nipple. For her part, Allie, having been deprived of one cock was using both hands to stroke the one she had at her disposal.
Moments later Trip returned to the fray and Raj slipped away to undress himself. While he was undressing I focused on Trip who was once again kissing my wife, fondling her breasts and finger fucking her.
When both men had returned and she had a cock in each hand she sat on the edge of the bed between the two men and turned to Raj and closed her lips around his cock. As she moved her lips up and down on the dark shaft she continued bestowing her lavish attention on the other cock with her hand. Over the next few minutes she moved back and forth from one cock to the other.
As I moved in to get a close up of her sucking Raj's cock she sensed my approach and opened her eyes and looked directly into the camera as I filmed her pink lips tightly wrapped around Raj's black sausage. At one point she pulled back all the way. Then she used the tip of her tongue to tease the tip of his cock before engulfing it in her mouth once again. All the time I was filming she kept her eyes open and stared into the camera lens as she worked the shaft.
After a few moments she turned to Trip's cock and took it between her sweet soft lips. Then she did something that I had never seen her do before. She moved down on Trip's long skinny shaft until her nose was firmly pressed against his groin. She glanced over at the camera once again as she slowly pulled back exposing all seven inches of the cock that had, moments ago, been buried all the way down her throat. She continued to move back and forth a few more times taking the full length down her throat each time. I was amazed and somewhat stunned since Allie had never done this before. She only did it for a few moments before she had to stop because the sounds Trip was making clearly indicated that he was losing his control.
When Allie finally removed her lips from Trip's cock he could hardly stand. While he was regaining his equilibrium Allie sat down on the edge of the bed and scooted backwards into the center of the bed. As everyone in the room watched she leaned back on her elbows, lifted her knees slightly and spread her legs. As she did so I took the opportunity to get a good close up of her pussy. Her pussy lips were mostly concealed and her shaved pussy resembled that of a young girl.
Raj was the first to recognize the invitation for what it was and he gently but forcefully moved Trip aside and dove between her widespread legs. I was pleased to get a close up of him as he greedily licked her pussy from top to bottom and tried to fuck my wife with his tongue. After a few moments he fastened his lips on Allie's clit and gave his full attention to sucking and worrying the nub unmercifully.
The response from Allie was immediate as she let out a loud moan and began to mover her hips upward trying to increase contact with Raj's active lips. The moan caused Trip to realize that he did not have to just watch and he quickly moved onto the bed shoving his cock into Allis's face. I had started to pan upward from her pussy toward her head and I was in a perfect position to get a close up as she willingly parted her lips and gave his cock access to her warm moist mouth.
While I had been concentrating on the lovely image of Trip's black cock sliding in and out of my wife's mouth I hadn't noticed the bed juggling. When I finally turned to see what was happening I saw that Raj had stopped eating Allie's pussy and was now moving between her legs so he could fuck her.
I did not want to miss any of the ensuing action so I repositioned myself so that I could clearly see between Allie's wide spread legs. As I focused the camera it became clear that Raj was having trouble getting his act together. I suppose he was just excited at the prospect of fucking my lovely blond wife. He seemed to be having trouble getting lined up. Without even thinking I held the camera with one hand so I could continue to record the action and reached out with the other hand to take hold of Raj's black rod.
When I first grabbed his dick he jumped and began to pull back until I told him to hold still. When he stopped moving around I placed the head of his shaft between the lips of my wife's pussy. When he felt that he pushed forward a little and I continued to hold his cock as it slipped a few inches into her pussy. He pulled back and then moved forward a few more inches. As his cock became covered with my wife's juices he was able to slip his shaft even deeper into Allie's warm vagina. The next time that he pushed forward at least four inches entered her and I let go. He pulled back one more time and when he pushed forward all seven inches of hard black meat disappeared into the pink sheath of my wife's pussy. I watched with rapt attention as that long black tool moved back and forth in the sheath of my wife's pussy like a piston.
I pulled the camera back to take in the whole scene. My fair skinned blond wife was bouncing around on the bed as she was penetrated at both ends by stiff dark meat. Raj was slamming into her mound with each thrust and Allie would moan every time that shaft buried itself in her body. Trip was busy at the other end thrusting his cock down my wife's throat until his groin was pressed against her nose and chin. I marveled that she could make any sound at all with that shaft forced down her throat that way.
I stood back and enjoyed the scene for several minutes filled with love and admiration for my beautiful and totally erotic wife. Raj and Trip changed places a number of times over the next several minutes. It did not seem like Allie cared which cock was in her as long as someone was working her pussy.
Raj stopped fucking her mouth a few moments before Trip pulled himself out of her pussy and simply rolled over on his side. It seemed for a moment that everyone was going to take a break but Raj decided that he wanted to keep going. He laid down on his back with his feet to the camera and his dick standing up like a flagpole. Once he was comfortable he looked over at Allie and pointed his finger at her and then at his dick.
Now I'm honestly not sure if he wanted her to suck it or ride it but my wife made up her mind what she was going to do and it came as a surprise to Raj, Trip and I when she straddled his hips facing me filming at his feet. As if that wasn't enough I was surprised when I zoomed in to see that she had placed the head of his cock at the entrance of her puckered pink anus. To my knowledge my wife had never been fucked in the ass and I was a little bit disappointed that she had chosen to give this privilege to a black stranger.
She managed to rub the head of his cock in some of her pussy juice to provide some lubrication. With that accomplished she began to lower herself onto his shaft. There was a little jolt when the head passed the entrance to her anus and she let out a little yelp. It was at this point that I zoomed out and you could clearly see the smile on her face as she slowly impaled her lovely round white ass on that hard black pole.
Finally she reached full penetration and she simply stopped and rested there for a moment as her anus became accustomed to being stretched. Then she began to move up and down alternately rising up to slide his cock out of her ass and then dropping back down to impale herself yet again. The look on her face told the whole story. She was looking straight at me and into the camera with a slight smile of satisfaction.
Then she surprised me yet again. With her soft ass pressed tightly against Raj's groin a coquettish look came over her and she crooked her finger at Trip and then pointed to her available pussy. I was astonished. My wife had never given any indication that she was open to anal sex much less having her lovely body double penetrated and by two blacks at that.
Trip was not one to pass up an opportunity such as this and he quickly moved between her legs. As he seemed about to penetrate her he paused and looked at me and said "You do it".
"Do what?'
"I saw you put Raj's cock in her pussy earlier. I want you to take hold of my cock and to put it into your wife's pussy. Oh, and make sure that you get it on the video so that later you will know that it was you that placed a black man's cock into your lovely white wife's pussy."
So that's exactly what I did. I made sure that the video showed my hand as I took hold of Trip's cock and then placed the head between the lips of Allie's pussy and continued to guide as he slowly buried his shaft in her cunt.
Then I backed off to film the whole scene making sure to include the ecstatic expression on my wife's face as she felt herself buffeted between those two black cocks. They both continued to pound into my wife's vulnerable body for several minutes before I noticed a change in the tempo.
Trip had picked up speed and his cock was a blur as it rammed in and out of Allie's pussy. I was just about to remind Trip to be sure to pull out before he ejaculated when he slammed into her and held his cock thrust deeply into my wife's pussy and I watched his balls spasm pumping his cum into my wife. A moment later he pulled out and slammed his cock deep into her pussy again pumping more sperm into Allie.



I was mesmerized by the scene playing out before me. My wife's unprotected pussy was being filled with cum from a black stranger and all I could manage to do was record it. After a few moments he pulled out and the string of cum hanging from the tip of his dick to my wife's pussy was proof of what had happened.
Before I could recover Trip turned to me and said "Give me the camera."
I said "What?"
Trip repeated his order for me to give him the camera. I wasn't sure what he had in mind so I was reluctant to do so but the look on his face encouraged me to do as he asked.
He immediately turned the camera on me and continued recording. "Get over here white boy and clean my dick off now. I want to make sure that you remember this evening. You've never sucked a black dick have you?"
I had been momentarily struck speechless so I simply stared at him.
"Ever sucked any cock white boy?"
This time I managed to swivel my head indicating a clear "No!"
"Well this will be a new experience for you then. Get down on your knees and get over here."
As I was doing as I had been told I glanced over at Allie and watched her remove Raj's cock where it had been nestled in her ass. I watched as she got down on her back and pulled her knees up and spread her legs wide in invitation. I could see just a drop of cum peeking out between the lips of her pussy. In my mind I wondered how this had gotten so far out of control.
Just as Raj shoved his dick into her sweet pussy I felt a hand behind my head pulling me forward and something rubbed against my lips. Without looking I knew it was the first black cock that I would ever suck waiting for me to do as I had been instructed. I looked up at Trip and saw the camera staring back down at me waiting to record my degradation.
Trip shoved his cock against my lips a little harder signaling his impatience and I found my lips parting and for the first time I felt the head of a cock slid into my mouth. It tasted of what I thought must be cum and something else that I realized must be my wife's pussy juice. I didn't have any experience at this but I found that it was not totally offensive. I went to work as I had seen Allie do sliding my lips up and down the now limp shaft.
"You lucky I done shot my load into your wife white boy otherwise I would fuck your face real good. Now lick all up and down the shaft and get it good and clean."
Just as I finished cleaning his cock I heard my wife let out a loud moan of release as she finally reached a climax. Almost immediately after that I heard Raj groan as he slammed his cock as deeply into my wife as he could and held himself there. With a sense of helplessness I realized that my sweet wife had just received her second load of black seed. I hoped fervently that she was up to date on her pills.
Allie's knees remained pulled up to her giving us all a wide open view of her gaping vagina. Allie had been helping by holding her knees up in this position so as Raj pulled his cock from her grasping pussy dollop of creamy white cum was clearly visible as it oozed from between her pussy lips and slowly oozed down toward her now well used ass hole.
I noticed that Trip had moved close so that the camera would get a picture of my lovely wife, knees pulled up and black cock just coming out of her pussy followed by the dollop of cum.
I was jolted when Trip said "Get over her white boy. Hurry up!"
Thinking that he expected me to clean off Raj's cock I turned toward him without any question in my mind about whether I would do it but Trip had one more surprise in mind for us.
"No. No." he said. "Get over here and clean this cum out of your wife's pussy. You don't want her to get pregnant do you? I'm sure that you would not appreciate having to explain a black baby to your parents and friends so you better do a good job."
He was right and I was very worried about a black baby just as he said so I had plenty of incentive to do as he directed. Without hesitation I knelt between my wife's legs and began to lick at the cum oozing from her pussy. There seemed to be an awfully lot of it. I licked and sucked at her pussy until I had gotten all that I could. I was obsessed with the need to get all that cum out of my wife.
When I finally finished and looked up both men were gone. The camera was resting on the bed still pointed at Allie's pussy. I rose and turned both of the cameras off and took a look around the room expecting to find my wallet stolen. It was still there.
What I did find was a note one of them had written. Written on a piece of hotel stationary were two addresses along with the following. "We really want to thank you for an exceptional night. We have never had such a fine piece of ass as your wife. You now have our addresses and we are each expecting to receive a copy of the edited video. Don't leave anything out."
"Just in case you might consider not sending the video you should know that we each used our cell phones to record you eating the cum from your wife's pussy. We also took one of your business cards so we know where to send our video if you fail to send us a copy. We had a fantastic time using your wife and want the video to remind us of our good luck. Should you ever return to our city and wish to engage in a repeat evening we would be proud and pleased to satisfy your wife yet again and maybe bring some friends."
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It was a gorgeous Saturday afternoon. I had just finished a ham sandwich and was returning to my recliner to watch some college football when an idea hit me. It would be a great day for the beach and my wife Pat still had not worn the new bikini that we had bought a few weeks ago.
In my mind I could picture my lovely blond wife wearing the skimpy red bikini. The top barely contained her firm full breasts. What I had really liked about the top was that it was low enough to partially reveal the tattoos that were on her breasts. On the slope of her right breast just above the nipple was a tattoo of the word "Black". At the same location on the slope of her left breast was the work "Owned".
You could not easily read the words but if my wife stopped paying attention for even a moment the top would inevitably slip lower clearly revealing the text and telling the world that she had been and still was a whore for black cock.
The side straps of the bikini bottom arched up over her hips and then met and became a single narrow strip of cloth as they dipped between the cheeks of her ass. Passing between her legs the cloth widened again as it rose upward to embrace the lips of her shaved pussy and widened still more as it spread and rose up to cup her mound. At the top the cloth dipped deeply down in the front almost to the top of her pussy lips. In the process the red cloth made a beautiful frame for the "Queen of Spades" tattoo inked into her milk white flesh just above her pussy.
When I made her buy the bikini Pat had sworn that she would never be seen wearing it in public but I knew that secretly she enjoyed her status as a black whore and even though she would whine and moan she would eventually agree to wear the bikini. I could hardly wait.
I suppose that I am not what would be called a "normal" husband and clearly the husband wife relationship between Pat and I was not "traditional". We both had unusual sexual tastes but it was fortunate that our tastes meshed well. I enjoyed watching my wife having sex with other men. I am not a selfish or possessive person so sharing my most cherished possession seemed a natural thing. Watching other men enjoy it when my wife sucked their cock or seeing the joy on Pat's face as a strange cock was being pumped into her pussy or ass was a turn on for me. If watching my wife with one man was a turn on then seeing her servicing a group of men was like the winning the lottery.
Only one thing gave me more of a hard on and that was when the man or men were black. The darker the men were the better. The contrast between my wife's milk white skin and the black skin of her lovers would often be sufficient to cause me to cum. Watching as a long black cock slid between my wife's pink lips and plunged down her throat until her nose was firmly pressed against her lover's crotch drove me wild. In addition I really enjoyed helping a large black cock slip between the lips of her pussy and plunge deep into the warm welcoming grasp of her vagina. Her rosebud ass hole had entertained a number of different black cocks also and the ultimate turn on for both of us was when all of her holes were filled with black meat at the same time.
Walking past my recliner I went hunting for my wife. "Pat!" I yelled as I headed to the back of the house. I finally found her in the den working on the computer. "Sweetheart it is so pretty outside we should go out and get some sun."
She looked up at me and smiled saying "I think that would be nice. What did you have in mind?"
"I think that it would be a great day to head out to the beach. You could wear your new bikini." I watched as the smile slowly left her face to be replaced by a frown as she realized what I had in mind.
"Steve you know that I told you I would not wear that skimpy thing in public. For heaven's sake you know that my Queen of Spades tattoo is clearly visible and you can almost see the tattoos on my breasts. What in the world are you thinking about wanting your wife to go out like that?"
"Come on Pat. We're just going to the beach. Nothing is going to happen there in public."
"Steve you won't be the one on that beach broadcasting your availability for any black cock in the area."
"Sweetheart we both know that you are proud of that tattoo. You worked hard for it."
"You're damned right I did. I took a lot of black cock and cum in all my holes to earn that. I had three guys fucking me at once and then, after we put on a good show for the gang the Boss had the nerve to have his men hold me down while the tattoos that I never asked for were inked into my skin. Being proud of it does not mean that I want to broadcast my availability to any black guy in the area. You know that tattoo means that I am available for use by any black."
"Aw come on Pat. Nothing will happen and, even if it does, you know that it will be a turn on for both of us. Go get the suit on. It's getting late and we need to get going." She walked away from me grumbling but I noticed that she headed for the bedroom.
We both put on swim suits under our clothes and headed to the car. Conversation was pretty limited as we drove to the beach each of us wondering what the next few hours would bring.
It was a pretty short drive to the beach and when we arrived we retrieved a small cooler, some towels and a blanket from the trunk and headed down to the beach. You could hear the waves crashing on the shore as we walked through a series of dunes covered with some sort of beach grass. When we got to the beach there were quite a few people there but it wasn't too crowded since it was late in the summer.
We spread the blanket and Pat proceeded to lie down on her stomach and asked me to rub some lotion on her back and the back of her legs to keep her pale skin from burning. After completing my rather enjoyable task I reached into the cooler and pulled out a Coors and popped the top and got comfortable myself.
As I sat there a few people wandered past and enjoyed the view of my wife laying there with her legs slightly parted. For the most part the traffic was made up of couples and families. At one point two young men wandered past and slowed for a good look. They appeared to be eighteen or nineteen years old. I noted that one was white and one was black. A short time later they came back going in the other direction. Once again they paused to enjoy the view and then walked on and I thought no more of it.
It occurred to me that this might be a good opportunity to stir things up a bit. I told Pat, who remained unaware of the young men, that she was beginning to look a little pink despite the sun tan lotion and suggested that it would be a good time for her to turn over. By now she was already a little drowsy and relaxed so she readily complied and once again I lathered her sweet pale skin with lotion.
She was in a semi drowsy state so, when in the process of applying the lotion, I applied a little pressure between her legs she obligingly spread them wider. As she did so I manipulated the skimpy cloth covering her pussy to the side exposing her pussy lips.
I did much the same thing when I lathered her chest making sure to push the top lower completely exposing the "Black Owned" tattoo on her breasts.
Then I sat back to wait and see if the two young men came back. About fifteen minutes later I noticed a group of men walking up the beach. The two young men were returning and had brought two more black men with them. As they came closer I noticed that the two new men were considerably older than the two teens that I had been expecting.
As they reached us they all stopped to enjoy the view of my wife's exposed charms. Nothing was said but they clearly took note of the Queen of Spades tattoo so beautifully framed by the red bikini bottom. One of the newcomers even walked around Pat taking note of the "Black Owned" tattoos. Finally they wandered on down the shore animatedly chatting among themselves.
I could not tell if my wife was actually asleep or pretending to be asleep. She had on dark sunglasses and with the glare of the sun it was not even possible to tell if her eyes were open. Whether she was aware of it or not she had put on a tantalizing show for the four men.
It wasn't long before I was once again able to see the men returning down the beach. This time, when they reached us, they paused and the older gentleman smiled at me and said "Your wife is very lovely."
I returned his smile nodding and said "Yes she is. I am a very lucky man. My name is Steve and her name is Pat."
The older gentleman held out his hand and said "My name is Hiram, Steve." Motioning to the man next to him he said "This is my son Daryl, my grandson Jerome and our friend Clive."
I shook his proffered hand saying "It's nice to meet you all. What brings you to the beach today?
"We had just been sitting around the house when my wife decided that we should head for the beach since this might just be the last warm sunny day of the year. The ladies are just up the beach a ways doing their thing. My son and I were relaxing when my grandson and Clive decided to take a walk down the beach. Imagine our surprise when they returned after their walk and told us about this lovely blond lady sunning down the beach in a skimpy bikini. Being naturally inquisitive and a connoisseur of female flesh I just had to walk back with the boys to see this beauty for myself and I must admit that their description actually missed the mark. Your wife is even lovelier than they described."
"When we passed the first time I had to ask them why in the hell they had not told us of the tattoos that your wife has. It seems that they were just as surprised as we were because they told us that she had been sunning on her stomach when they came by earlier and they had no idea and had not seen the lovely tattoo work. I cannot help but ask Steve, does your wife sport those tattoos just for fun or are you aware of what they mean to a black man? When we see the Queen of Spades tattoo on a white woman it usually means that she is committed to black cock and is willing to be used as a receptacle for black cum at any time. The tattoos on her breasts would seem to confirm that assumption but I feel obligated to ask."
"Yes we are aware of what they mean. My wife has been used a number of times by black individuals and also in group encounters."
"Well that's really good to hear because the four of us are of a mind to fuck your wife right now. My son, grandson and I have never had the good fortune of using a white woman and it seems as if we have stumbled on the lottery grand prize."
Smiling at the turn of events I replied "I understand your interest but this seems a little more public than I'd like and I am sure that my wife would agree."
"Steve if you and your wife accept the terms of the "Queen of Spades" tattoo I am sure that you realize that we could insist on taking your wife right here and now."
This was the point when Pat finally decided to join the conversation. As she stood up Pat said "Look guys, I may not be able to decide who will do me but the when and where is at my discretion. We need someplace a little more secluded. I must admit that I am intrigued by enjoying cock from the men representing three generations of the same family at the same time."
Hiram looked my wife up and down and reaching forward proceeded to pull down her bikini top completely exposing her breasts. Pat simply stood there as her breasts were mauled by the four men.
Finally convinced that my wife would not resist them he took her hand and headed for the dunes pulling Pat along behind him. He looked over his shoulder and told his grandson to grab the blanket and towels as he disappeared among the dunes. I quickly grabbed the cooler and we all followed him up the beach.
When we reached a reasonably sheltered space Jerome spread the blanket on the ground. Meanwhile we all watched as his grandfather stood there kissing Pat using this tongue to probe between her pink lips.
Not to be outdone his son walked behind Pat and unfastened her bikini top allowing it to fall to the ground. He reached around to cup and fondle her milk white breasts. It took my breath away watching my lovely wife kissing one black man while black hands roamed all over her breasts pinching the nipples and kneading the soft white flesh.
Not to be outdone the grandson Jerome, proceeded to remove Pat's bikini bottom. His grandfather, still kissing Pat, moved aside just enough for Jerome to press his lips to her pussy. That was the point when I took out my cell phone and began snapping photos of my wife being pleasured by three generations of black men.
A few moments later Hiram took Pat's hand and guided her onto the blanket that Jerome had spread on the sand. Resting his hands on her shoulders he gently applied pressure until my wife sank to her knees. As he stepped in front of her Pat looked up at him and without being prompted she began to unzip his fly allowing her to reach in and remove his cock. Taking their cue from the family elder the son and grandson stepped up on either side of Hiram.
As the other two men moved to either side of Hiram my wife unzipped their flies and removed each cock. Now, with the grandson's cock in her left hand and the son's cock in her right Pat parted her lips and took the grandfather's cock between her lips. As his erection reached its maximum Pat moved forward forcing the head and part of the shaft all the way down her throat pushing her nose tight against his slightly rounded belly. She moved from cock to cock lavishing the same attention on each one. Believing that it could not get any better than this I made sure to record the action from all angles as my wife alternated cocks sucking and stroking each in turn.
Satisfied that she had the cocks as hard as they would get I watched with some envy as my wife lay down on the blanket and spread her legs wide in invitation and welcome. With little to no hesitation Hiram knelt between her legs and slipped his black cock between the pink lips of my wife's pussy. After using some of her cunt juice to lube the head of his cock I watched and took photographs as yet another black cock found its way into my wife's sex.
Hiram took up a steady rhythm first shoving his cock as deeply into Pat as possible then pulling back to reveal all but the head of that glistening shaft. Then he would shove it forward and begin the process again. His son and grandson, not to be totally left out had knelt at my wife's head where she was busily sucking first one cock and then the other.
I originally thought that Hiram was going to cum inside Pat's pussy but before he reached that point he pulled out and stepped aside motioning for his son to take his place between my wife's legs. Once again I took photos as a new black cock found its way deep into her pussy. The son Daryl, was much more vigorous as he slammed his cock in and out of my wife's well lubed pussy.
Finally the grandson Jerome got his chance and I watched as he knelt between Pat's widely splayed legs and I took pictures as she took her third black cock of the day.
Shortly the grandfather motioned for his grandson to get off my wife. I guess he had other plans and did not want Jerome to ruin them by ejaculating too soon.
Hiram motioned for Pat to get on her hands and knees. When she was in position he knelt behind her and slid his cock to the hilt into her pussy. Then he took his well lubed cock and placed the head against Pat's rosebud anus and began to push into her. I took several tries before that substantial black shaft was buried as far as it could go into her ass. Then he began the real assault as he rammed his cock into her ass repeatedly. Each time you could hear the slap as his groin met the soft cheeks of her ass. He surprised me by pulling his cock from her ass with a plop before he filled her with cum.
After Hiram had removed his cock my wife got her ass fucked by Hiram's son and grandson each stopping after a modest length of time. At this point all three men had enjoyed the pleasures of Pat's mouth, pussy and asshole.
Finally I think I began to see where Hiram was headed with this. He had admitted that he had never used a white woman and I assumed that his son and grandson had not done so either. Hiram was making sure that they had the opportunity to use my wife in every way possible. If I was correct then there was only one more thing left to do.
I watched as Hiram lay down on the blanket with his erection standing tall and waving in the sea breeze. Then he motioned for my wife to mount him by straddling his legs. At first Pat stepped over his body facing him but he indicated that he wanted her to turn facing his feet. This way she would be placed face up as she laid back on him and her legs would be spread to either side of his body.
As Pat straddled him and squatted down to receive his cock he looked at me and said "Steve get over here. Help me get my cock into your wife." Pat looked at me and I stepped forward to do what I was told. I grabbed his stiff shaft and steadied it as my wife lowered her ass until the head entered her anus. I continued to hold it for a while longer as Pat lowered herself on his shaft slowly forcing it into her asshole.
"Now Steve I want you to help my son. Guide his cock into her pussy. You know that's what you want to see isn't it. You want to see your lovely wife servicing two blacks with a cock in each hole don't you?" Delirious with joy and stimulated beyond belief I quickly nodded and reached to guide Daryl's large black shaft between the lips of my wife's oozing pussy.
Now with a cock buried in each hole, Pat began to moan low in her throat as she rocked back and forth as first one cock and then the other was buried in her body. Without waiting for instructions Jerome stepped up and Pat obediently took his cock all the way down her throat.
I was in heaven as I snapped photo after photo of the grandfather, son and grandson as they all buried their cocks in my wife. Who would have thought that this innocent trip to the beach would result in my wife being the object of a three man triple penetration that was all in the family?
As the pace quickened and Daryl drove his cock faster and faster into Pat's pussy his father said "Go ahead son. Fill that white pussy with cum and he did. He slammed into my wife and held his cock as far inside her as he could go and began to convulse. Pat moaned even louder as she felt that hot black baby semen being pumped into her sex.
When Daryl removed his limp cock from Pat's pussy a glob of cum followed and slowly slid down between the lips of her pussy. Hiram poked his grandson who was still busily shoving his cock down Pat's throat and said "Now boy. It's your turn. Fill that white pussy with black love juice. You may never have an opportunity like this in the rest of your life so take advantage.
Reluctantly Jerome pulled his engorged cock from between Pat's lips and moved between her legs. His cock was the largest of the three and Pat clearly felt a little discomfort as he forced it home. Slowly at first but then with more speed that large round shaft began to travel back and forth spreading the sleeve of my wife's vagina wider and wider until she was once again moaning with pleasure from the fullness.
The young buck did not have the staying power of his dad and it was just a few moments before he shuddered violently as the first spurt of cum was ejected into my wife's pussy. He shoved that battering ram of a cock as deeply as possible into Pat's grasping pussy and shuddered three or four times more pumping semen into her each time. This time when his limp and used cock was removed from Pat's pussy more cum flowed from inside her and made the trip down between the lips of her pussy on its way to her asshole where Nathan's hard cock still rested.



At Nathan's prompting Pat slowly raised her ass off of the hot black poker that had been filling her asshole while the father and son had used her pussy. Now it was grandpa's turn.
Nathan slid out from under my wife who lowered herself to the blanket once again with her ass resting in the puddle of cum that had continued to ooze from her pussy. Now Nathan knelt between her legs and easily slipped his cock deeply into her waiting pussy. Soon he was busily pumping his cock in and out of her pussy. In just a few moments his body convulsed and his balls contracted as he added even more cum to the pool of cum that must be filling her insides by now.
When Nathan had removed his cock and pulled on his pants he turned to me and offered his hand once again. As I took it he said "Thank you Steve for allowing an old black man the experience of using a white woman as his personal cum dump. Beyond that I thank you for allowing my son and grandson to enjoy the same experience. Your wife is lovely and easily the best fuck that I have ever had the pleasure to enjoy. With that he turned and walked away.
I looked down at my lovely wife laying there on the blanket. The puddle of cum under her ass had grown even more as she lay there with her legs thrown wide apart in utter abandon. It was then that I noticed Clive, the lone white boy looking from my wife to his three black friends walking away. I noticed the look of longing on his face as he gazed down at Pat.
Taking pity on him I smiled and said "Go ahead son. You may as well add your contribution. I don't think my wife will even notice and I'm sure that she is too far gone to care about one more load of cum in her pussy." As he quickly removed his pants and began to pump his cock into my wife I popped the top on a beer and stood there enjoying the sunshine. Yes! It had turned out to be a great day.
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Mrs January - Photo Shoot
It was a little after eleven on a Wednesday evening. Pat and I had decided to really relax and get into our night clothes before watching the late night news. Pat had already slipped into my favorite chemise. I had just put on my pajamas and was in the process of hanging up my clothes when I heard the door bell ring.
Pat and I looked at each other wondering who in the world that could possibly be. I took my robe off the hook behind the closet door and slipped it on as I headed out front to see who was at the door. When I looked through the peephole I was greeted by the smiling face of our favorite cop Officer Smith.
Reaching up to unlatch the door I turned and yelled back at Pat "It's alright sweetheart. It's Officer Smith."
I opened the door and Officer Smith strode in like he owned the place saying "Hey Steve. Where is your lovely wife Pat?" We went into the den where he sat on the couch. Before I could answer Pat came down the hall. She had not bothered to put on a robe since my wife was intimately acquainted with Officer Smith.
My wife is a lovely woman and I am an extremely lucky man. As she came down the darkened hall her exquisite body was silhouetted by the light from the bedroom. The light shined through her long blond hair and shimmered as it kissed the swell of her breasts cascading down her body to her slim waist and on to her flaring hips.
As she entered the den and the lights there lit her from the front the filmy transparency of the chemise that she was wearing hid nothing. The dark pointy nipples that capped her breasts were pressed firmly against the material leaving nothing to the imagination. I watched as Officer Smith's eyes traveled on down to the crack that was visible where her legs met. Shaved hairless, her pussy was clearly visible and the look on Officer Smith's face registered his approval.
Officer Smith stood offering his hand to my wife. He grasped her hand pulling her toward him. "Good evening Pat. Please sit with me."
As he sat back down on the couch my wife obediently moved to sit beside him. Reaching up and placing his hands on her waist as she moved past him he pulled her off balance forcing her to sit in his lap. As she did so the hem of the chemise rose up to mid thigh showing off a wide expanse of milky white skin that contrasted with his black fingers which he immediately began to move back and forth along her thigh pushing the hem of the chemise higher with each stroke.
I could only sit there and watch helplessly. Officer Smith had a great deal of leverage on us so we were somewhat obligated to allow him to take any liberties he wished. The fact is that, even though we did not have much say in the relationship, we were not totally unwilling participants.
Before Officer Smith came into our lives we had been used extensively by a black gang Boss. His gang members had used Pat and I semi willingly on a number of different occasions to put on porn shows and to even make movies and picture sets which he sold on the internet.
You may not know this but that is how Pat had received her tattoos. One night after both Pat and I had been used by a number of different blacks I was forced to hold my wife as a tattoo artist inked the word "Black" on her right breast just above the nipple. On the left breast he had inked the word "Owned" in a similar position. The flowing script font that he used was not overly large and heavy but it was large enough to be clearly readable.
Then as I held her arms two of the gang members held my wife's legs spread wide and the tattoo artist knelt between them to add tastefully stylized "Queen of Spades" symbol just above the crack of her pussy. This tattoo was about two inches square and was high enough to be visible it Pat ever wore another bikini. On that night she had been marked as a black whore.
The Boss had also been responsible for the heavy curved barbell jewelry that pierced her nipples.
Officer Smith was aware of all of this history and when the Boss had been arrested and sent to prison Officer Smith had moved in to take the Boss's place.
Now I watched as Officer Smith slid his hand farther up Pat's thigh and down between her legs. When she felt the pressure of his searching fingers she parted her legs giving him access to her pussy. She spread her legs even wider a few moments later as she felt first one and then two fingers slip between the lips of her pussy and slide into her sex. The look on her face made it clear that she was enjoying this erotic attention.
As he continued to finger fuck my wife he turned to me and said "Steve I have been trying to think of some kind of unusual merchandise that we could place for sale on the new web site that I have had developed. I've named it "Pat's Place" in honor of your wife. We are already offering the same pictures and videos of you and your wife servicing the Boss and his gang. Sales are brisk but we need to keep adding new and different merchandise to keep things fresh."
"Twenty-twenty has been an absolutely horrible year and I wanted to offer something that would give people a reason to look forward to next year. So I have decided that we are going to offer a calendar. When I was growing up my dad always had a pin up calendar in the garage with nude pictures of beautiful white women. The only problem was that back then all you were allowed to do was tease. No full frontal nudes or actual sexual acts."
"We are going to change that. I am planning to pose Pat with a number of different men in a variety of casual, erotic and hard porn poses. The men are all people that I know and with whom I have made arrangements. I have moved a bed and some other furniture into my basement to make it look like a bedroom. I already have all of the necessary lighting so everything is ready to go."
"Pat I'm sure that you will have a good time because you are the payment that I have offered each of these guys. After each shoot you are going to get fucked thoroughly. Steve I have plans for you to be in each photo also. We want to make it clear that Pat's husband is a willing participant in the festivities. Of course we will also video and photograph the entire shoot each time and all of the subsequent activities. Then we will make those photos and videos available for sale too. We should make a tidy profit when we are done."
By this time Pat was writhing on Officer Smith's lap as her continued to worry at her pussy with his talented fingers. So when he asked "Pat is this okay with you?" all she could do was moan and nod her head. When Officer Smith looked at me for my answer I think he decided that my answer was yes when he saw that I had removed my rigid cock from my pants and I was stroking it vigorously.
He removed his fingers from Pat's pussy and slowly urged her to stand up. Then he stood up and placed his hands on her shoulders and pushed her to her knees. "Do your magic Pat. Steve come over here so that you can use my cell phone to record this please. I don't have any recent video of your wife at work."
I used his cell phone to take a wide view as I watched Pat unzip his fly and struggle to remove his rigid black cock. She finally pulled it out and as she stroked it with her soft hand I zoomed in to get a close up. I widened the view slightly to get her lovely face and a few moments later she lifted his cock to her lips and took it deep into her mouth. I got good video of her soft pink lips as they slid up and down the length of his tool. I continued to video and soon her lips were pushed against the dark curly hair of his groin as she took the full length down her throat.
Widening the view a bit more I got good shots as he placed his hands behind her head and began to vigorously fuck her face. It was obvious that his cock could not keep up this pace for long so I assumed that he would cum in her throat. Surprisingly he pulled his cock from her mouth at the last moment and shot gooey strings of cum all over her face. One shot went across her lips and into her eye. I got every last delicious shot in the video.
As I looked up and handed him the cell phone he told my wife to stand up. Then, taking the phone, he resumed the video telling me to kiss my wife and to lick the cum off her face. It would not be the first time that I had tasted cum nor was it likely to be the last. I moved toward my wife and kissed her using a lot of tongue. Then I patiently licked every drop of cum from her lovely face.
When I was done Officer Smith said "Pat I want you to bend over now and pull up your chemise. I think that Steve needs to use your pussy."
He was certainly right about that and I eagerly moved behind my wife and shoved my cock into her waiting moist pussy. I was concentrating so hard on getting some relief for my swollen balls that I never noticed when Officer Smith quietly let himself out the front door. Moments later I was holding my wife's ass cheeks hard against my groin as I forced my cock as deeply into her as I could. My cock pulsed several times shooting cum into her vagina just as she climaxed bathing me in her warm juice. We slept well that evening.
Mrs January
Two evenings later Pat and I found ourselves knocking on Officer Smith's door. To our surprise it was answered by a heavily muscled white guy. Not what we were expecting. As Pat and I looked at each other wondering if we had knocked on the wrong door the guy said "You must be Steve and Pat. Come on in. Officer Smith is busy with some last minute camera adjustments and he asked me to let you all in."
We followed him downstairs into the basement where we found Officer Smith and yet another muscle bound man but this one was black.
As we came into the room we immediately noticed the changes that Officer Smith had told us about. He actually had a scene set up that looked exactly like a suburban bedroom. There was a bed, of course, night stands, lamps and an arm chair. On the tables were pictures and other things that you might expect to find in any bedroom.
There were a couple of cameras mounted on tripods which would probably be used to record video of the nights activities. It looked like Officer Smith had purchased some more lighting equipment eliminating the possibility of shadows ruining any shots.
When he finished what he was doing Officer Smith turned and motioned for us to join him. "This is Steve." he said indicating me "and this lovely lady is his wife Pat. Steve, Pat this ugly white boy is Alan and the handsome muscle bound black stud is Odell. These are two of my friends from the gym where I work out. They agreed to help us out tonight when I showed them a few pictures of Pat sucking my cock."
After making the introductions he took Pat's hand and pulled her to him wrapping her in an embrace kissing her deeply. His two friends simply gaped as they watched. After a few moments Officer Smith released my wife and said "Pat we need you to lose the clothes. You can put them on the table over there." From the look on Pat's face I expected her to say something about the lack of privacy as she undressed but then she just seemed to shrug her shoulders and walked across the room.
Officer Smith turned to me and his two friends and motioned for us to sit in some arm chairs that he had placed off set while he sat on a matching couch. It seemed that our eyes were drawn like magnets to the spectacle of my wife undressing. I would be willing to bet that she was fully aware of the show that she was about to put on for us and, knowing my wife, she would use it to every advantage.
We all watched as she unbuttoned her light blue satin blouse. She modestly turned her back to us as it slid off her shoulders. Then she proceeded to fold it neatly and place it on the table. Next she reached behind herself and unzipped the cream colored slacks that she was wearing. Eight pair of male eyes watched as she pulled the zipper down slowly making it last as long as possible.
When the zipper was finally down she gracefully lowered the slacks revealing her well rounded butt. Then she bent over slightly and held the slacks as low as she could and lifted her right foot from the slacks and then followed with the left one. Once again she took her time folding the slacks neatly before placing them with the blouse on the table.
This left my lovely blond wife naked except for the royal blue satin bra and matching panties. Still standing with her back to us she reached behind her back and unsnapped the bra hooks. The bra fell forward and she cupped her breasts with both hands and removed it placing it with the rest of her clothes. Finally she hooked her thumbs in the elastic waistband of her panties and slowly drew them down over her long well shaped thighs and calves. Once they were removed and placed on the pile with the rest of her clothes she turned and gave us all the full view.
No one looked at her face which was lovely or gazed into her deep blue eyes. Let's face it. We are men and although we all love a pretty face we were being offered something much more exquisite. All eyes fastened on her shaved pussy nestled between her rounded thighs. Once we had satisfied that need our eyes traveled upward expecting to feast on her lovely breasts but the two strangers could not get past the "Queen of Spades" tattoo just above the slit made by her pussy. They had not seen that before.
As smiles broke out on their faces they finally moved their gaze upward where they found her pointed nipples which stood proud and firm despite the weight of the heavy curved bar bells that pierced the tip of each nipple.
During the time that it had taken for each of the newcomers to take in the view Pat had begun walking towards us. As she came closer they were finally able to read the words "Black Owned" which had been tattooed just above each nipple.
When Pat approached we all had risen to our feet and, as he had done the other night at our house, Officer Smith took her hand and pulled her into his lap. I realized that much as he enjoyed fondling my wife's tits and fingering her pussy he was also doing this to establish himself as the alpha male in the group. He was calling the shots and he wanted the others to know this.
Casually fondling my wife's tits Officer Smith got down to business and told us what he wanted to do tonight.
Tonight was to be about setting the mood. It was to be a classy tease to start the year and a promise of things to come. "Pat I have a dark green satin house coat that I want you to wear once we begin to film. I want Steve to arrange it in a way that it is draped on your shoulders but wide open. Then we are going to turn your hips so that just a hint of the tattoo over your pussy is visible. Next we will have you turn even more at the waist so that a side view of your tit and the nipple with the piercing will be shown in silhouette."
"Steve you are going to use one of the extra cameras to take a number of stills from any angle that you chose. I want it clear that you are a participant. While you are doing that I want Odell to reach in to make minor adjustments to the robe. He will even take some pictures and I want you to include him in some of the shots. I want to play up the erotic aspects of the husband taking erotic pictures of his wife while allowing a black man to participate.
"Does anyone have any questions? No? Okay, give me a moment to start the video running."
"Okay Pat. Please stand over here at the end of the bed. Here is the robe. Just slip your arms into it and then place your hands in such a way that the robe is held open as we discussed. Okay now turn a little to your left. A little bit more. That's it! Hold it right there. That is exactly what I want. I can just see the Queen of Spades tattoo but I can't make out what it is."
"Now turn your shoulders a little more to the left. That's too far. Turn back a little. Great! Please try not to move. Your job in this scene is to remain still and look seductive. Just look back over your shoulder at me. Fantastic!"
"Okay Steve. You are the photographer and you have this amazing piece of female flesh that you want to share with everyone through your pictures. Show me what you can do. If some of the pictures come out good we may use them."
"Odell I need you go get started. Just reach into the scene every so often and adjust a fold of the robe or move it slightly. Then move about taking your own pictures but I want to make sure that you appear in Steve's pictures and that you get pictures of him also. One way to do that is to lean in and take a few shots of Pat's lovely tits and that fascinating nipple piercing."
We continued snapping pictures for fifteen to twenty minutes before Officer Smith called a halt. It's amazing how many pictures you can actually take in that length of time especially when you don't have to worry about running out of film.
Pat joined us leaving the robe untied. She was clearly enjoying the opportunity to show off her luscious body and I was proud watching her do so. We both knew that the main event would kick off after we finished the glass of wine that Officer Smith had provided.
Finally Officer Smith stepped up to Pat and reached between her legs cupping her pussy. "Pat, I know that you have a preference for black cock and that your husband, Steve, enjoys seeing you being used by blacks and encourages these activities. Is that correct?"
Pat shifted her stance so that she could spread her legs her legs wider giving him better access and replied "I have to admit that I enjoy the sex and seeing the contrast as a black cock penetrates my pussy is very exciting. You should not forget that Steve is white and I still enjoy having his cock pumping his cum into me."
"Well I was a little concerned when I invited Alan to join us tonight. In case you haven't noticed he's white. He tries to cover it up but it's pretty obvious and I was afraid that you might not welcome him the same way that you welcome the rest of us. Is that going to be a problem because if it is I am going to have to find some other way to pay for his help tonight?"
I watched as Pat smiled turning to Alan and stepping up to him and giving him a big sloppy kiss as she rubbed his crotch. "I don't think that's going to be any problem. He seems to have the necessary qualifications but I will know better after the employment test." With that declaration I watched my wife drop to her knees in front of Alan and work his zipper down. Once the zipper was out of the way she reached into his pants and pulled out his hardening cock. It wasn't huge but I knew from experience that my wife would find it acceptable.
Sliding back the skin on his uncut cock Pat placed a kiss on the head and then slid her lips down the shaft. Slowly she began working his cock more and more deeply into her into her mouth until I finally watched her engulf the entire thing pushing her nose against his groin.
Officer Smith, Odell and I watched in abject envy as my wife worked her magic on his manhood. For a few minutes she continued to force his cock down her throat until she sensed that he would not be able to himself back much longer and stopped.
Now, thoroughly enjoying the situation Pat turned to Odell and began to tug on the zipper to his pants. As soon as it was down her hand dove into his pants removing her favorite dessert, a big black cock. She repeated what she had done to Alan working Odell's black rod down her throat.
While Pat was busy with Odell's cock I turned to Officer Smith and asked if we should be filming or taking pictures. "Not to worry. The video cameras are rolling already. This whole scene is being recorded."
"How did you manage that?" He smiled holding up a remote.
Hearing a moan from Pat we turned to watch as Odell's cock was swallowed up yet again. She was clearly enjoying this little audition of the two newcomers.



"Pat I need you over here on your knees by the end of the bed. The cameras can't get a good look at what you are doing when you're over there. Now I want to see you giving your special brand of deep throat to one of the cocks while you while you work on another one with each hand."
My wife let Odell's stiff cock slide from between her lips and rose to do as Officer Smith suggested. "Pat I want you to suck your husband's cock and stroke the other two for a while so we can get some good shots of the action? I want to make it clear that Steve is involved in sharing you with other men."
Pat went to work on my cock but I had to stop her after only a few minutes because I was about to explode so I reluctantly pulled my cock from between her lips. Not the least bit daunted she immediately turned and began lavishing attention on Alan's cock. He only lasted a short time longer than I did before he had to step back also.
At that point Officer Smith called a halt. "You know I had something else in mind for this evening's video but I think we will limit this one to oral action. Odell it's your turn to enjoy the wonders of Pat's hot moist mouth. Only now I want you to let her bring you to climax. Just before you cum pull out and spray your cum on her face."
More than happy with this turn of events Odell stepped up and thrust his rigid rod into Pat's waiting mouth. She began to work immediately taking his black meat into her mouth and then all the way into her throat on the first thrust. I knew my wife pretty well and it was clear to me that she was trying to see how quickly she could make him cum. In a few short moments it was clear that he would not be able to resist much longer. Suddenly he pulled his cock out and with a grunt shot a stream of hot cum onto my wife's face. Before he could release the second load Pat grabbed his dick and guided it so that all of his cum hit the mark.
As soon as Odell was finished Alan's cock was shoved into her waiting mouth. Pat dealt with him in similar fashion and just moments later she was taking his load of cum onto her beautiful face.
Finally it was my turn. Pat looked up and smiled at me as I pushed my cock into her mouth. I'd like to say that I outlasted the other two but I didn't. Pat knows what buttons to push with me and in short order I was adding cum to what was already coating her face.
As I stepped back Officer Smith moved in with one of the cameras to get both video and stills of my wife's cum covered face. She smiled looking directly into the camera and posed for several shots.
Officer Smith handed me the camera and I filmed as he offered Pat a hand to help her stand up. Then he gently pushed her back until the backs of her knees hit the edge of the bed and she was forced to sit down. He motioned for her to lie back on the bed and spread her legs wide apart giving us all an unrestricted view of her pussy.
As he knelt between her widespread legs Pat leaned forward and took hold of his cock and guided it between the lips of her pussy. Clearly he had reserved the best part for himself and now he intended to exercise his right as alpha male.
We all watched as first the head and then the whole shaft of his rigid sex slid into my wife. When his dick was completely buried he rested for a moment and then began a rhythmic in and out motion pulling almost all the way out before sliding his cock back into the warm sheath of Pat's vagina.
After a few minutes the rhythm began to increase until he was thrusting in and out rapidly. It wasn't long until he shoved into her as far as he could and held his dick deep in her body. Then he pulled out and thrust into her again and again while holding his cock in her at the end of each thrust. It was clear to us all that he was filling my wife with his cum.
After his last spasm he rested and continued to hold his now softening cock in Pat's pussy. Finally, he slowly began to pull out. I moved in to get a nice tight shot as his limp dick finally slipped from between her pussy lips with a plop.
Following immediately after the head of his cock came a dribble of milky white cum that ran down between the lips of her pussy and over the rosebud of her ass hole before it fell onto the bed. I stayed focused recording the whole thing. After the last of drop of cum slid from her pussy I widened the view of my wife.
She lay there with her legs splayed wide apart. There was still cum dribbling out of her pussy and the drying cum on her face was clearly visible. The look on her face showed pure contentment and then she opened her eyes and smiled for the camera.
Officer Smith's limp dick clearly signaled that he was done for the night and that was confirmed as he shut off the rest of the cameras.
Turning to Odell and Alan he said "I know that I promised you the opportunity to fuck Pat tonight and I guess you feel short changed since things took a somewhat different direction. I can try to make it up to you another time if that works for you."
Odell and Alan looked at each other and turned to Officer Smith. Odell said "I think I speak for both of us when I say that I am not passing up the opportunity to have a go at that pussy tonight despite the fact that you left a mess behind. I'm not opposed to seconds or even thirds if it comes to that."
Officer Smith shook his head and smiled at me. "I guess these two young studs have more staying power than you and I Steve. Why don't we get ourselves a drink and sit and enjoy the show. I know that your wife can handle the extra attention."
I agreed and we both sat sipping our drinks and watched Odell and Alan as they used my wife for their pleasure. I won't go into details but suffice it to say that they showed all of Pat's holes some love and they even did a DP with her sitting on Alan's white cock while Odell buried his black one in her pussy where he finally left his load of cum. Alan rolled Pat onto her side and continued to use her ass thrusting deeply into her until he finally shot his load.
My best remembrance of the evening was near the end as my wife was once again spread eagle on the bed with cum dripping from her ass and pussy and a face covered from her earlier facial. It was a great night.
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Mrs February
It was around 2:30 PM a few days later and Pat and I were in the back seat of Officer Smith's private vehicle. Pat inquired, "You still haven't told us where we are going and what you have in mind."
"We are on the way to a construction site. A friend of mine has a crew on site and we are going to take some photos of you two and some of the crew for the February page of our calendar."
Just about then we left the paved road and entered a construction site where a large number of new apartments were being built. We drove up to the construction trailer. All around were partially completed buildings. The crew was building the exterior 2x4 walls.
Officer Smith knocked on the door of the beat up trailer. After a few moments the door was opened by a man who must have been the friend that Officer Smith was telling us about. "Hey Jim", he said leaning forward to shake hands. Jim was dark skinned and rugged looking from his time spent outdoors. "Jim this is the couple that I was telling you about. This is Steve and his beautiful wife Patricia or Pat."
"Hi Pat. Steve. It's nice to meet you. Officer Smith has told me some of what he has in mind. I actually find it somewhat hard to believe. He says that you two have willingly participated in a number of erotic, or to be more correct, pornographic escapades. He even gave me these pictures as examples" he said holding out several photos for Pat to look at.
The first photo showed Pat from our most recent photo shoot. She was wearing the green satin robe as she sat on an armchair. Both the robe and her legs were spread wide open and her Queen of Spades tattoo was clearly visible. The second photo showed my wife sitting on a black cock and leaning back as a second black cock was being buried deeply into her cunt. The rest of the photos were all of a similar nature.
Pat surprised him as she slowly looked through the complete stack looking at each one. Finally she looked up at Jim and handed the photos back to him saying "Yes these are clearly of me and a few of the men that I have had sex with. The photos look pretty good don't you think?"
Somewhat taken back Jim looked over at me asking "You're her husband! How in the world can you allow her to do this? I understand that you even participate. What does Officer Smith have on you two?"
"Jim you may not understand this. You may even not approve of this. Just the same I love my wife and I am proud of the fact that she loves me. She enjoys the attention of men in general. I enjoy watching her being used by all sorts of different men. Most men would not feel that way I guess but the situation works for us."
Apparently satisfied Jim looked at Officer Smith asking "What do you have in mind?"
"In general I was thinking of getting some of your crew together and seeing where things go from there. I am trying to get a certain look for the February portion of our calendar. That would entail some interaction between Pat and several or even all of your crew. You are welcome to participate also if you like. We need a somewhat secluded area so that we won't be interrupted but open where we can get some good light."
"Well I admit that I'm intrigued even if I am somewhat skeptical. I know of a place just down this way that I think you will find suitable. I'll take you down there now and then round up the crew. It won't take too long."
Jim showed us where he had in mind. Officer Smith agreed that it would work out just fine and while Jim went to round up his crew Officer Smith explained what he had in mind for Mrs February.
"Pat what I am going to do is pose you over by that pile of boards and power tools. I'll tell you what. Let's go on over there now and we can begin to set things up. I had you wear that tank top with the low scooped neckline for a reason. I want you to pull the front down and put it under your breasts so that we have a clear view of your tits and your piercing and tattoo. Go ahead and pull the front down please and let's have a look at the result."
Without hesitation Pat pulled down the neckline of the blouse hanging her tits over the front. As often as I have seen her tits I had to admit that the effect was very erotic. At that same moment I heard a sharp intake of breath and turned to see the first two men of Jim's crew staring open mouthed.
"Pat you really look good but I want to take the scenario just a little bit farther. I have a look that I am shooting for. Years ago I saw a movie with Sophia Loren where she was standing on a wharf wearing a skirt and blouse. Her skirt was bunched up at the waist and tucked in several times. Of course she was wearing something under it but you won't be."
By this time three or four more of Jim's crew had joined us and they too were avidly ogling my wife's exposed tits. Officer Smith continued "Steve please give your wife a hand getting that skirt tucked in. I want to get a clear view of her pussy and make sure that we can all see that Queen of Spades tattoo."
I hurried forward to do as Officer Smith wanted. It took Pat and me a little time to get the exact effect that Officer Smith wanted but when I finally stepped away Officer Smith and all of the crew had a clear view of all of my wife's womanly charms.
"Okay Pat I want you to stand over here in front of this pile of lumber with your legs spread and your hands knuckled on your hips. You remember how your mother would get when she was totally exasperated and really about to let loose on someone. Of course I want a seductive come hither look not an angry one. That's it! That's just the pose that I was looking for."
As Officer Smith turned to look at the crew I realized that we now had about fourteen men watching us avidly. Well I guess that I should really say that they were watching my wife avidly.
"Ok how many of you would like to participate?" All fourteen raised a hand. "If you decide to take part you will need to sign a model release so that we do not have any problems later." With that remark the hands of two of the Latin crew members went back down.
By my count we had four Latinos, one Asian, four blacks and three white guys. Most were young, in their twenties. One of the whites looked nineteen and one of the Latino men was a short gnarled older man who looked sixty or so. There was quite a variety of male flesh for Mrs February to sample.
"Alright, you two that are unable to participate can stay and watch but make sure to keep out of the way and do not get in any of the photos or video. The rest of you need to spread out behind Pat in among the tools. You don't need you to pose or anything I just want your attention on Pat."
With the men scattered to his liking Officer Smith turned on a few lights to illuminate Pat and the men behind her. This was necessary because the lighting coming through the 2x4 studs was brighter than the light inside and would make the image very dark without the extra lighting.
He stood there for a few moments shaking his head. "Something is missing" he mumbled. "I know what we need!" Steve I want you to come over here please. I want you to stand next to your wife with your arm possessively around her shoulder. Pull her towards you affectionately." Stepping back Officer Smith smiled clearly satisfied with the new arrangement.
Going back to his equipment Officer Smith picked up a camera and began to snap shots. Most were wide angle to get the image of my wife with all of the men behind her but several were close up clearly showing Pat's tits and pussy.
Once he had enough pictures Officer Smith gathered us all around. "I want to take a few minutes to tell what I have in mind. The final product that I am looking is a picture we just took of Pat and her husband in the center with a number of smaller images spaced around the outside edge. In each of the smaller images Pat will be bent at the waist sucking her husband's cock and one of you will be standing behind her fucking her."
"Each of you will be allowed to cum in her pussy so that means that she will take twelve loads of cum before we are done. The reason that the pose will be the same is to show that Steve is assisting his wife as she takes twelve different male cocks one after the other."
"Clearly things are going to be getting more than a little sloppy between her legs after the first few men so I am going to place twelve pieces of paper in my hat. Each one will be numbered from one to twelve. The number that you pull out of the hat will denote your place in line. After all of the numbers are drawn I want you to line up in order and we will begin."
"Okay Pat I want you to bend over in front of the lumber pile and make sure that your skirt is pulled up exposing your lovely ass. Steve it's time to pull that cock of yours out of your pants and put her mouth to good use. Don't let her make you cum. I need you to last until all of our guests have had the pleasure of dumping a load in your wife's pussy."
Steve sighed with pleasure as his cock was surrounded by Pat's warm moist mouth. At first he thought that she was going to deep throat him as she usually did. Fortunately she was also remembering the admonishment not to make him cum.
Pat was enjoying the sensation as Steve's warm rigid shaft slid in and out of her mouth between her lips. She was somewhat startled when she felt a strange dick probing her pussy lips. She knew that she was moist and ready to receive this strange cock and was not at all surprised when it slid right in to the hilt.
As her body was rocked by the thrusting cock she reached up and rested her hands on her husband's hips so she could hold herself steady. It was a strange sensation having an anonymous cock probing deeply into her body and she tried to see who was fucking her. Try as she might she was unable to see who it was because Steve's dick kept her from being able to turn her head.
In the meantime Steve and all of the rest of the crew were enjoying the show as they watched the oldest one of the Latino men driving into Pat's pussy like he had not had any sex in a long time. While everyone was enjoying the scene Officer Smith was busy taking photos for the calendar.
After a few minutes of steady pounding Pat felt the first gush of hot cum as it was pumped into her pussy. The cock was shoved into her as far as it would go and then held in place as more cum entered her pussy. After a few more thrusts Pat felt the softening cock slowly slide out between the lips of her pussy.
A moment later a second cock was busily working itself in and out of her sex as she continued to work on Steve's cock. This cock seemed bigger than the first. It was certainly longer as she felt it probe deeply into her vagina.
Unbeknownst to Pat she was now servicing the younger white guy. He fucked like there was no tomorrow or like he had never fucked a woman before. Steve watched this second cock being driven into his wife almost violently knowing that the young white guy would not be able to keep up this pace for long. Sure enough, after less than two minutes he was done. His load deposited along with the first in Pat's pussy.
Once again Pat felt the gush of hot cum and then the removal of a spent cock from her pussy. Almost immediately the third cock was shoved into her well lubed pussy. Now this one was definitely bigger than either of the others in all dimensions. This cock was thicker and longer for sure. Still wanting to know who was fucking her, Pat realized that she could see down between her legs. If she could see the feet of the man fucking she would have some idea who it might be. She managed to squirm around enough to get a look and was rewarded with a magnificent view of a pair of boots.
While she had been occupied with her attempt to determine who was actually fucking her she had received her third load of hot sperm. Now she could feel the sticky goo as it began to ooze from between her pussy lips and start its trip down her inner thigh. Then she lost her train of thought as a fourth cock nestled into her love nest.
She was vaguely aware of Officer Smith as he supervised his video cameras and took a multitude of pictures as all twelve men used her pussy as a depository for their cum. Black, white, Latino or Asian they all felt the same when they were buried between the lips of her pussy or when they pumped sperm into her body.
For that matter Steve was engaged in a struggle of his own. It became harder and harder for him to keep from shooting his load in Pat's mouth as he watched man after man using her pussy. She had a virtual smorgasbord of ethnic groups taking advantage of the free pussy Officer Smith had offered.
After all of the men had finished he told Pat to get on her knees. Then he joined her husband. They both stood beside Pat as she sucked their cocks until they both had unloaded on her face.
Officer Smith wanted more cum on Pat's face so he motioned for the two Latinos that had declined participating because they did not want their faces in the pictures or video. When they came over he told them "None of the video is running and I am not going to take any pictures but I need more cum on her face so I was wondering if you two would be interested in making a deposit? You get a free blow job in return and I can guarantee you the best deep throat that you have ever had. Are you interested?"
Both men nodded their heads vigorously and quickly lowered the zipper of their pants and offered their cocks to Pat who immediately went to work. In less than five minutes two more loads of cum were deposited on my wife's face joining the earlier deposits left by Officer Smith and myself.
That was when Officer Smith's friend Jim strode up and asked "You weren't planning on leaving me out of the fun were you?"
"No. I wondered where you had wandered off to."
Saying "Well I'm here now" Jim stepped forward and shoved his cock into my wife's mouth. At first he simply slid his hot met between her lips but soon he became more insistent. My wife was more than willing to accommodate him and you could hear him sigh as his whole rod slid down the warm sheath of my wife's throat. It was soon clear that he could not stand Pat's ministrations much longer and he jerked his dick from her throat with a groan and shot a huge gob of cum onto her face. Three more streams streaked onto Pat's face before he was done.
Finally satisfied Officer Smith said "Okay Pat I want you and your husband to resume the pose that you had together before the fun began. It will be a before and after picture."
The final pictures that Officer Smith took that afternoon were of me with my arm around my wife's shoulder holding her close. Her face was covered in cum and the insides of her thighs were sticky where cum had leaked from her flooded pussy and ran down her legs. She wore the same top and skirt along with a great big satisfied smile.
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In like a Lion
As usual March came in like a lion with raging rain storms full of lightning and thunder and swirling high winds. Today was no exception. Steve was busy with a project so I had gone to see my best friend who lived about a seven hour drive away from our home. Violet and I had been best friends in high school and remained so to this day.
After I arrived we spent a few glorious days together visiting old haunts and even meeting and spending time with some old friends. On the spur of the moment I asked Violet if she would like to come spend a week or two with Steve and I. Violet was excited at the prospect and readily agreed since her husband, who was in the Army, was currently deployed outside the country.
Violet and I had started out early the next morning since we wanted to get a jump on the long trip. Just a few hours later I found myself fighting to keep our SUV on the road in the midst of strong gusting winds and a torrential downpour.
For the past half hour we had been searching for a gas station as I watched the needle on the gas gauge creep slowly toward that big "E". Finally, I spotted what looked like a small country store with a couple of gas pumps out front.
I slowly pulled up next to the pumps as the rain continued to come down at a dreadful rate. We had not bothered to check the weather before we left so naturally I had not packed any rain gear and since the weather was unseasonably warm I had not even packed a jacket for the seven hour drive.
So we sat in the car hoping for the rain to stop or for someone to come out and with rain gear and pump the gas for us. No such luck. After about ten minutes it was clear that no one was going to come out and help us. Violet had not had any more foresight than I did and had come out without any type of jacket too.
I finally decided to bite the bullet and just go pump the gas. We had to get going and two things were clear. The rain was not going to stop any time soon and no one was going to come to our rescue.
Reluctantly I opened the car door and stepped out into utter chaos. I was immediately soaked to the skin, my hair whipping around wildly as I fumbled with the older gas pump. I lost precious time searching for the slot for my credit card before realizing that there was none.
I removed the gas cap and managed to pull the gas hose loose and insert it into the gas tank inlet. I squeezed the handle and nothing happened. No gas! Thankfully I remembered pumping gas for my dad when I was a kid and I vaguely recalled that there was a lever on the side of the pump to turn it on. After some more fumbling around I finally found the lever and flipped it up. This time when I squeezed the handle I was rewarded with the sound of gasoline gurgling down into the gas tank.
A few minutes later I replaced the hose nozzle and opened the car door. Dripping water everywhere I fumbled in my purse for my credit card while Violet simply watched me with her mouth hanging open speechless. Although I did not understand why she was looking me that way I had not time to stop and ask.
Slamming the car door I turned and headed for the front door of the store. When I glanced up I caught sight of a smiling face peering at me through the front glass window. I stomped into the store intending to wipe the smile off of that black face and immediately stopped in my tracks.
The store was just a small place with a glass topped counter with a selection of candy bars underneath. To my right against the wall was a rack holding a selection of chips and other bagged snacks. Behind the counter another rack was mounted on the wall holding a selection of cigarettes, cigars and snuff.
To my left was a small room with a small card table and a heater. Three men were seated there holding cards and staring at me. The fourth seat had apparently been occupied by the man with the smiling face who now stood behind the counter smiling and staring at me like the others. What was the matter with these people? Was it possible that they had never seen a woman who was soaking wet and madder than hell?
Slowly I turned to look at the three men at the table and it seemed like their smiles actually grew wider if that was possible. Shaking my head I stepped up to the counter to pay for my gas. This gave me an opportunity to look into a mirror that had been mounted on the wall between the racks of cigarettes that I had not noticed before.
I had expected to see a bedraggled blond with wet hair, running makeup and a soaking wet blouse. I was somewhat shocked by what I actually saw. I wasn't wearing a bra as usual so my thin tan blouse looked like a second skin. The real shock was that my blouse had turned almost transparent and it almost looked as if I were standing there topless.
Now I knew why Violet had looked at me the way she did and why the proprietor of the store continued to stare at me.
You could clearly see my dark pointy nipples with the heavy circular barbell nipple rings. But that wasn't the worst of it. With the material plastered to my body and nearly transparent anyone who looked at me could clearly make out the words "Black Owned" tattooed over my nipples.
Suddenly I realized what was causing that huge grin on the black proprietor and the other three men at the table. My day was about to get much more interesting whether I wanted it to or not because both my husband and I really took the meaning of those words seriously. In fact we were so serious about it that my husband Steve had been there and held me tightly in place when the words were tattooed into my skin.
I was jolted from my thoughts by the sound of the proprietor's voice as he said "Hello there Honey Pot. What can we do for you today?"
"I . . I need to pay for my gas so that I can get back on my way home" I said hoping to make a quick exit.
"Why Honey Pot you look chilled to the bone" he said reaching for my hand. "Why don't you come over here by the heater and take the chill off?"
He took my hand and led me over to a small heater. He looked me up and down one more time and then stepped behind me. I felt the warmth from the heater and then a different kind of heat as he reached around me and cupped my breasts.
I stood there as his hands caressed and massaged my breasts. My nipples had already been hard and puckered from the chill but his long black fingers made them rise to attention even more as he pinched and tweaked them pulling on them at the same time.
"You really shouldn't be doing that" I said. "I'm a married woman."
He just chuckled as those talented fingers began to unbutton my blouse. "Honey Pot if you are married I'm sure that your husband is well aware of what it means when a woman is tattooed as a Black Owned whore. I bet that he's watched you take a black cock before hasn't he?"
Unable to speak I simply nodded my head as he finished with the last button and pulled the tail of my blouse out of my skirt waist. I trembled as his big black hands wandered freely over the soft white flesh of my breasts.
"You feel pretty warm to me now Honey Pot" he said as he slowly turned me around until we were facing his friends at the table. He continued squeezing my breasts from behind as he held them up so that his friends could see my tattoo. "Boys we got us a little white wife who is a black cock whore."
"She weren't wearing no bra. I'm kinda wondering if she be wearing any panties. What do you say boys? Should we find out?"
The other three black guys simply nodded their heads as if they were afraid that the sound of their voices might break the spell.
I was pulled back against a rock hard chest as he reached down and began to work my skirt up my legs. I shuddered as my skirt began to rise because I knew the answer to his question. I wasn't wearing any panties. But that wasn't the only surprise they were about to get because when my skirt rose above my hips the Queen of Spades tattoo just over the crack of my pussy would be visible.
My skirt continued to slide up my thighs revealing more of my creamy white flesh. It was embarrassing and humiliating to be exposed to these strangers and I was powerless to do anything about it. Actually that was part of the turn on. Yet I knew that unless something unexpected happened I would soon find myself sucking strange black cock once again. In fact it was quite possible that I would return home to Steve with a pussy full of cum from these men.
The moment that my uncovered and shaved pussy mound came into view you could see the change in the look on the faces of the three men being treated to a show. That was nothing compared to the broad smiles that appeared when my skirt rose higher and they saw the Queen of Spades tattoo.
One of the men at the table stood and came over and said "Alonzo you better let me hold her so that you can come around here and get a good look."
With that he stepped behind me holding my arms back with one hand forcing my tits to jut out even more. With the other hand he reached around and grabbed hold of my skirt holding it waist high.
Alonzo stepped around in front of me and turned to get a good look. I don't think that he could believe his luck as he just stood there and stared. Finally he reached behind the counter and took out his cell phone. "Hold her just like that so I can get a few pictures. The boys will never believe this."
With that he proceeded to take several close ups of my tits and pussy along with a number of full figure shots. I shuddered knowing that it would not be long before those pictures would be circulating among his friends and then on the internet.
As his friend held me Alonzo completely removed my blouse and pulled my skirt down to remove it. I stepped out of the skirt and stood there completely naked except for my running shoes and socks.
Alonzo stepped up beside me and pressed his lips to mine. I did not resist when his tongue forced its way between my lips. Not being immune to the sexuality of the situation I have to admit that I was a semi willing participant.
A moment later he took my hand and placed it on his crotch. At first I did nothing and he proceeded to rub my hand over his cock and once again the whore in me won out and I grasped his man meat through his pants. He stepped back and took a good look at what fortune and a rainstorm had brought his way.
Alonzo motioned for one of the other guys to come over and take the camera. When his hands were free he quickly unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. He motioned for the guy holding my arms to release me and to stand on my other side.
"Take your cock out like I have" he told him. "We're going to get pictures of this beautiful blonde wife black cock whore as she strokes both of our cocks."
With a black cock in each hand I stood as the third man took a number of pictures. When he was done he asked "What about us?"
"Okay" Alonzo said. Give me the camera and you two get up here and I'll take some pictures of you too."
I immediately found two more strange cocks in my hands. They were both hard and yet soft and they were certainly hot.
Finally satisfied Alonzo put the phone down and turned to me. I was now standing totally naked surrounded by four black strangers. "On your knees" he said. I complied and immediately found his cock pressing against my lips.
As Alonzo continued to push forward I slowly parted my pink lips and allowed his black shaft to enter my warm moist mouth. "Suck it Honey Pot. Show us what you can do."
Without hesitation I began to move my pink lips back and forth along that big black shaft. Each time I took more and more of that cock into my mouth. Finally I looked up at Alonzo and, as he looked into my eyes, I took the whole thing down my throat.
I continued to work on his cock but before I was able to taste his cum the front door of the store opened and Violet walked in. With one quick glance she took in the scene of me naked on my knees with a black cock in my mouth surrounded by three other men with their cocks out waiting their turn.
"Pat what the hell is going on in here" she shrieked. "I was waiting and waiting for you outside and you never came out. Finally the rain stopped and I come in here and find you naked sucking cock. Are you crazy?"
Alonzo's cock pulled out from between my lips with an audible plop and he turned to Violet. "What do we have here? Honey Pot you didn't tell me that you had a friend. And she's such a cute redhead at that."
Pulling me to my feet and dragging me forward Alonzo quickly grabbed Violet's hand and made sure that she did not leave the store. "Come on in" he said. "Your friend Pat was just showing us how good she is at sucking cock. Maybe you could show us how you do it for comparison."
"Oh no!" Violet shrieked. I'm married and even if I wasn't I don't do blacks."
Still holding Violet, Alonzo pointed to my breasts and made sure that Violet saw the tattoos on my breasts. "And look at this" he said as he pulled up my skirt exposing the Queen of Spades tattoo just above the crack of my pussy.
Violet's eyes seemed to bulge out as she looked at me. "I don't have anything like that. I told you. I don't do black men. My husband would divorce me."
"Well now sweetheart I really want to believe you but you know that I'm going to have to take a look for myself."
"What? What do you mean you have to look for yourself? I'm no slut!" As the words came out of her mouth Violet realized her mistake and looked at me with an apology written all over her face.
"And neither is Pat. She is definitely not a slut. However, she is a whore. You see these tattoos clearly show that she prefers black meat and that she is available and agreeable to have sex with any black man who calls on her. So you see she is not a slut."
Alonzo motioned for one of the others to come over and had him pull Violet's arms behind her back thrusting her chest forward. With her restrained Alonzo slowly began the process of undoing the buttons on the front of her dress. When all the buttons were undone the dress was pulled back over her shoulders and it was allowed to slide to the ground and pooled at her feet.
Now Violet stood there in a bra and slip and panties. Alonzo made short work of the slip and then he reached around her to undo the clasp of her bra. But, before he did so, he placed both hands on either side of her face and kissed her deeply. At first Violet struggled but not for long or even too hard. As Alonzo's tongue pushed between Violet's lips Alonzo continued to struggle with her bra. Fortunately the bra was strapless and once undone it fell forward off her breasts.
As Alonzo stood back we were all treated to the sight of her lovely white breasts that were topped with beautiful pink nipples. Her chest rose and fell with her heavy breathing. The nipples were not pierced nor were there any tattoos as she had said.
Violet stared straight ahead as Alonzo pulled down her panties revealing a pussy that was sparsely covered with light red hair. Her pussy lips were full and pink too. She was lovely as she stood there naked.
Violet had not said a word during the whole process as her clothes were removed and her luscious body was exposed the lecherous looks of the four black strangers. Stepping back, Alonzo reached for his cell phone and took several pictures as Violet stood there and stared daggers at him.
At one point he said "Sweetheart I want you to spread your legs apart a little bit wider so that I can see your pussy lips better for the pictures."
"Fuck you!" Violet retorted violently.
Alonzo smiled. "Sweetheart I'm not planning to fuck you since you aren't marked and if we were to fuck you that would be rape. But since you told me the truth I'm going to give you a break. We won't fuck you. After all, we aren't animals."
Finally Violet found her voice. "Good! Then give me my clothes so I can get dressed. I'll wait outside while you finish your business."
"Oh sweetheart, you misunderstood me. When I said that we wouldn't fuck you I meant that we wouldn't fuck your pussy because that would be rape. However, we are going to get a few more pictures and then you are going to take over for Pat and we are going to fuck your face."
"After you take my cock you can suck my friend's cocks and watch as I give the pussy of our good little whore the kind of attention that it deserves.
Alonzo pulled Violet over next to me and stood between us. He draped an arm over each of our shoulders and placed one hand on my tit and the other on Violet's tit. Then he said "Honey Pot I want you to reach down and cup my balls. Be gentle now and don't get any ideas. Sweetheart I want you to grab my dick and stroke it while we get a little video."
We did as instructed and one of Alonzo's friends filmed as Violet stroked her small white hand along his long black shaft and I fondled his balls.
Alonzo, unwilling to leave his friends out, placed one on either side of Violet and one on either side of me. He filmed the six of us as Violet and I busily stroked a cock in each hand.
When he was satisfied he placed the cell phone back on the counter and then turned to Violet and told her to get on her knees. At first she resisted. "I'm not going to suck black cock."
"Sweetheart it is your choice. You can either suck our cocks or we will simply fuck you and fill you with black cum. Then you can explain the black baby to your husband."
"No! You can't do that. You wouldn't."
"Sweetheart I am going to fuck Pat here because she is a black owned whore. I will let you out of here without fucking you but you will suck these cocks and get them good and hard for Pat to enjoy or be fucked yourself. It's your choice."
I watched as my best friend slowly sank to her knees and began to suck her first black cock. I wasn't sure but it looked like she might be enjoying it just a little now that her reluctance had been overcome by Alonzo's demands. Maybe being forced allowed her to do something she really wanted to experience.
Alonzo took my hand and pulled me over to the counter where he forced me to lean over. I looked over my shoulder so that I could continue to watch Violet as she worked on her first black blow job. My observations were interrupted when I felt Alonzo shoving his cock up between my legs. He rubbed it all over my excited pussy getting the head covered with my juice and then he slipped the head between my pussy lips.
It was no surprise to me when his sausage smoothly entered the sheath of my vagina and was buried to the hilt on the first stroke. At first he simply paused and I enjoyed the feel of a strange cock inside me once again.
I turned and tried to check up on Violet and I was just able to see her really working hard on that black cock. I had to admit that she looked lovely. Her skin was pale and the black meat splitting her lips was almost jet black. The contrast was one of the things that I loved the most about having interracial sex.
Reminding me about the black meat buried inside me Alonzo pulled his cock almost all the way out and then he shoved it in again. I sagged against the top of the counter and my nipple rings played a tune on the glass counter top as my body was rocked back and forth with the rhythm.
It wasn't long before the pace began to increase as his cock split my cunt and his groin slammed into my soft round ass. Guessing that it would not be long now I prepared myself for what was coming just as Alonzo slammed his cock into me and held it buried in my pussy. He grunted and I felt the gush of his first load of cum as it was pumped into me. He pulled out and slammed into me three or four more times holding his cock deeply inside me as he pumped me full of his black baby seed.
A moment later his now limp dick slithered out of my pussy. It was soon followed by a string of hot cum that proceeded to hang from my pussy lips. Wasting no time at all Alonzo turned and shouted "Next."



Now that his weight had been removed from me I was able to turn and check up on Violet. I watched as the first cock was pulled from her mouth so the cock's owner could come over and slip it into my slit. As I watched Violet parted her lips and began to work on her second black cock. I think she was enjoying herself.
Not allowing me any more time to think the man Violet had just finished with pulled me from my position leaning over the counter. "Come over here to the table missy and lay down and spread them legs wide for me. I want to get a good look at you and I also want to be able to look down between your legs so I can watch my cock in your pussy and see that Queen of Spades tattoo at the same time. Alonzo get that camera over here and take some pictures for me as I fuck this whore.
I was laid back on the table which was low and long like a coffee table. I spread my legs wide and another string of cum leaked between my pussy lips. For a few moments he simply stood there enjoying the view which allowed me the time to take one more glance at Violet.
Alonzo was saying something to the man currently having his cock sucked by my friend Violet. As I watched he shoved his cock into her mouth a couple more times and then pulled out and shot a load of cum onto Violet's pretty face. He unloaded three more times with one actually streaming all the way across her face and into her red hair. The last two loads were dumped into her waiting mouth and I watched somewhat surprised as she swallowed the last two loads.
Meanwhile my new found friend was working to shove his cock into me. I looked down to see what the problem was and saw one of the largest dicks that I had ever seen. It was huge. It must have been six to seven inches around and seven to eight inches long. I could hardly wait to feel that thing inside me.
This bull was not as gentle as Alonzo had been and I heard him whisper in my ear "I ain't never had no white pussy before and I'm really going to enjoy this" and he meant it.
Slowly my pussy expanded to receive the bulbous black head and then the first inch. It felt like I was being split apart. Alonzo used his cell phone camera to record the action as inch after inch slowly worked its way into my cunt. Finally the whole thing was buried in me all the way. It felt like I was having a baby as he began to work that black monster dick in and out of my pussy.
Once he got it in it was a glorious feeling as he slammed that pile driver back and forth in my tight sheath. But it wasn't long before the erotic feelings about having his first white pussy drove him to explode inside me. A couple loads of cum were pumped between my legs and into my cunt. Then he pulled that monster out and shot a few more loads onto my pussy and belly.
As I lay there totally spent Alonzo brought Violet over and had her lay down beside me. I looked over at her and her face was covered in milky white cum. We both obeyed when Alonzo told us to spread our legs apart so the camera would have a good view. Then he proceeded to take several pictures. First he took pictures of us as we lay there spread wide open and well used. Then he placed his three friends behind us with their limp dicks and took some more pictures. Finally he took close ups of the cum on Violet's face and in her hair and several of my obscenely wide spread pussy lips with cum oozing out between them.
When he was done he carried our clothes over to us and told us to get out before he called more of his friends over. He shoved us out the door completely naked carrying our clothes. We both rushed to the car and got inside.
It took several minutes for us to clean all of the cum off ourselves and get dressed. During the whole time the silence between us dragged on. Finally just as I was about to insert the key in the ignition I turned to Violet and said "I'm so sorry" just as she blurted out "That was awesome"
We looked at each other in shock and surprise and then burst out laughing. Finally I got myself under control enough to say "We need to talk."
I started the SUV and headed down the road. Quiet had descended between us once again as we both processed our individual thoughts. A few moments later I noticed a small diner and pulled into the parking lot.
"Violet let's clean up and make ourselves presentable. Then we'll talk."
As we entered Violet headed directly for the ladies room to fix her makeup that had been ruined when they guys shot cum onto her face. I went to a booth in a back corner as far away from the kitchen as possible so that we could have some privacy. I needed to make a phone call.
The phone was answered after the third ring. "Hello. You've reached Officer Smith."
"Officer Smith this is Pat."
"Well hello there Pat. I know that we haven't had any fun lately and we still have a lot to do on the calendar but I did not expect you to call me."
"We've just come from an enjoyable but unsettling experience that I think you should look into."
"We? You and Steve?"
"No! My best friend from high school and I."
"Pat maybe you should expand on that. I seem to be missing something."
"Officer Smith we were on our way home and stopped for gas at this small station a few hours drive from home. When I went inside I was sexually used by four black men because of my tattoos. When they saw them they exercised their right to use my body and that is okay. But then my friend came in and even though they didn't fuck her she was forced to pose nude along with me and to suck two of them off."
At that moment Violet returned from the ladies room and slid into the booth. I held up my index finger letting her know that I would be with her in a moment.
"I'm thinking that you might want to pay them a visit and have a few words with a man named Alonzo. I don't have the names of the others. If you can get your hands on copies of the films and pictures you may be able to use them for the March page of the calendar."
"Okay Pat now I understand what you are suggesting. I'll use my police credentials to encourage their cooperation. I'll also discourage them from sharing them so that it won't mess up our sales. I'll let you know how things go. Where are you headed now?"
"My friend Violet and I are headed to my place. She will be staying with Steve and I for a week or two."
"Okay. I'll get back in touch and let you know how things go."
"All right Officer Smith. Thank you."
I ended the call and turned to Violet who was looking at me with a questioning look on her face. Before I could speak the waitress walked up. "Can I help you?"
"I'd like a cup of coffee" Violet said. Smiling, the waitress looked at me and said "Coffee for me also please. Do you have any pie?"
It seems that they did have pie. I ordered a piece of apple pie and Violet decided on banana cream pie.
As the waitress walked away I stood and headed for the bathroom leaving Violet to wonder about all of her questions for a while longer.
When I returned to the booth the waitress had been back with our pie and coffee. We dug in not realizing just how hungry we were.
Finally the pie was all gone and we were left with our coffee. The waitress had taken our empty pie plates away and refilled our cups and it was time for us to talk.
Before I could say a word Violet burst out with "That was the most intense sexual experience that I have ever had. Who would have thought that I would have been so turned on by a black man? Pat you really need to tell me what just happened and who the hell is Officer Smith."
"Violet it's a very long story. I'll fill in the details later but for now I will try to satisfy your curiosity by covering the broad strokes."
"Some time ago I did a stupid thing and, as a result, the Boss of a gang of black hoods forced Steve and I to participate in a number of sexual encounters all involving first a few and then a number of black men. Pictures and videos were made and even offered for sale."
"During one of those encounters the Boss had the words black owned tattooed on my tits and the Queen of Spades symbol was tattooed on me just above my pussy. Eventually the Boss got in trouble with the law and his gang has disbanded and he is in prison."
"Pat, that's an amazing story. It's almost unbelievable. Were you forced or what?"
Chuckling I said "Well that's where part of the problem comes into play. Steve really enjoys watching other men have sex with me and as far as I am concerned I am turned on at the prospect of being the center of attention when other men use me for sex. When its black men it is always better. So, even though we were sort of forced we were being forced to do something we subconsciously wanted to do."
At this point Violet said "I can really see the allure. To tell the truth I am a bit disappointed that I didn't get fucked. The thought of black cock in me was such a turn on. I can really understand how you were drawn in by it all."
"I'm sorry that you got involved in all of this. It may be hard to understand but if you wear the Queen of Spades tattoo it means that you are a willing whore to any black man that demands your service. I worked hard to earn that tattoo and I was used by so many black men that I lost count of how many different men have used my ass, mouth and pussy. They were often all used at the same time."
"Okay now I understand how you got caught up in all of this but you said that the Boss had gone to prison. Why are you still doing things like this and who is this Officer Smith?"
"Officer Smith had seen some of the pictures and video that the Boss had taken of Steve and I. Then he just happened to make a traffic stop on Steve and I and he recognized us. He contacted us that night and he took over where the Boss left off."
Right now he wants to make a calendar for next year. We have completed the first two months and I was thinking that the video and pictures Alonzo took of me would be good for the March page. March is known for coming in like a lion with storms just like yesterday."
"Wait a minute. You weren't the only one there. They took pictures and video of me too. They have me totally naked holding two black and then sucking two different men."
"I know Violet. I'll talk to Officer Smith and make sure that he doesn't use any of the stuff that has you in it if you are recognizable. How's that."
"Are you kidding Pat? That was easily the most erotic sex that I have ever had. Leave my pictures in. I'll be a porn star. Maybe I'll even qualify for a Queen of Spades tattoo of my own."
Taking a sip of her coffee Violet said "I actually envy you. Al and I love each other as much as we ever did but with the passage of time a little of the shine has worn off the sex. What happened in that store today just showed that I could use some strange meat."
While I walked to the counter to pay the bill Violet left a generous tip for the waitress. As we headed out the door to finish the drive to my home I smiled at Violet. "I think that we can arrange for a little diversion while you visit with us if you like."
A huge grin found a home on Violet's face and she said "Oh I like."
After dinner Steve, Violet and I were enjoying a glass of wine in the living room. The storms had let up earlier and we were doing some catching up when the phone rang.
Steve answered and a familiar voice said "Steve tell Pat that I made arrangements with Alonzo and got copies of everything he had. He agreed to not spread the pictures and videos around when I told him that I would be back if he did. It looks like this will work very well for the Mrs March page. I'll see to it that you get a copy of everything. I want to get my hands on that lovely red headed friend of Pats. Oh, he also asked me to remind Pat that she never paid for the gas that she got."
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Later that evening Pat, her friend Violet and I were settled down with a glass of wine. We had a fire going in the living room and were getting acquainted since I had never met Violet. Although I was still dressed in street clothes he ladies had both changed into lounging pajamas.
Knowing my wife pretty well I knew that she had nothing on underneath the satin material. I could not help but wonder if Violet was wearing anything underneath her pajamas. As I said this was the first time that I had met Violet and I had to admit that Pat had been correct when she had tried to tell me just how lovely Violet was.
Her hair was long, straight and silky. The color was what I would call strawberry blond since it was not really blond nor was it red. Her eyes were an awesome shade of emerald green with little flecks of gold. Often, women with this complexion have an over abundance of freckles but not Violet. She had a slight sprinkling of lightly colored freckles on her upper cheeks and dusted across the bridge of her nose. From what I could see her skin appeared to be a flawless pale white.
While it wasn't possible to tell much about her figure because of the pajamas it was clear that her tits were neither large nor were they small. The size of her breasts appeared to suit her petite compact frame quite well.
Naturally the conversation had turned into a discussion of the excitement the two ladies had experienced earlier in the day.
Violet was fascinated with much of what we had been doing with the Boss and Officer Smith. The three of us had watched a couple of videos of our sexual escapades. I soon found out that it was a mistake to let my wife pick the videos since she picked the one that I found the most embarrassing.
To my chagrin the first video that Pat had picked was one of the videos where my mouth and ass were used by the black men. To say that it was embarrassing to sit there as my wife's best friend watched me being used like a whore myself would be an understatement.
The second video, which I enjoyed much more, was of Pat being triple penetrated by the grandfather, father and son that we had met on the beach a short time ago. Violet seemed to be fascinated by this but I was unable to tell if it was the triple penetration or the family aspect that caught her interest.
After watching those two videos Violet asked "Do you have a video of the night when you got your tattoos Pat? I would really like to see when you were tattooed with "Black Owned" on your tits and the Queen of Spades just above the crack of your pussy. When Pat said that we did have a video Violet wanted to watch that one too.
The bottle of wine was in the kitchen so as the last video ended I got up to refill our wine glasses. While I was doing that the door bell rang and Pat yelled "I'll get it". Pat went to see who was at the the door as I finished filling the wine glasses.
I heard the door open and then shut. The next thing I heard as Pat and our guest returned to the living was a voice that I recognized. Before returning to the living room I took out and filled another glass with wine for Officer Smith.
When I walked into the living room Violet was shaking hands with Officer Smith. While I handed out the glasses Officer Smith said to Violet "That was quite an experience that you had today. After I returned from talking with Alonzo I took the time to look at the pictures that he took of the two of you and then I had to watch the videos."
"The video wasn't as good as the videos that the three of us make but they were good enough for me to get a great look at you Violet. You looked awesome in those videos."
Officer Smith's seemingly offhand compliment was clearly meant to let her know that he had seen her naked with cum on her face and her legs spread wide apart. I snuck a quick glance at Violet to see her response. Thanks to her lovely pale complexion it was clear that she was highly embarrassed when she realized that this stranger had seen her nude. She was totally unable to control the automatic response as her face began to turn a lovely pink.
Officer Smith continued saying, "I understand from Pat that you found the situation erotic and highly stimulating. She said that you had never been fucked by a black man before. I'm amazed because you would never know that you had no experience with blacks or strange men from the way that you were sucking those two cocks."
Once again I glanced at Violet and I was rewarded as I watched the pink in her cheeks go from a lovely pink to a fire engine red.
I sat down in my chair hoping that everyone would follow suit before the conversation became more than Violet could handle. Violet sat in the other chair while Officer Smith sat on the couch and motioned for Pat to sit beside him. When Pat sat beside him Officer Smith placed his arm over her shoulder and began to idly fondle my wife's breast.
Clearly Officer Smith was on a mission to assess the potential sexuality of this beautiful young wife whom we had unwittingly dropped into the mix. Knowing him as well as I did it soon became clear that he had set his sights on Violet and was going to do all that he could to get into her pants. I sat back to watch the show because I was hoping that if he got into her pants there might be room for me to.
"Violet I'd love to hear what you thought about what went on today. How do you feel about what happened? Did you like it?"
"It was a bit liberating to be compelled to do something that I might have thought about but would never do on my own. I've been faithful to my husband and I would never have cheated on him willingly. And, no offense meant, but if I were to cheat on my husband it would never have been with a black man. Still sucking those black cocks was highly erotic and a terrific turn on for me."
"I was raised by conservative parents and I was never a rebellious child. Still, you hear the stories at work and from your friends about how virile the black man is not to mention how well endowed they are. My husband seems to enjoy watching interracial porn."
"So in answer to your question I have to say that I am glad that it happened. I enjoyed watching Pat get taken by those two black buys and it was especially erotic to watch what was happening to her while I was busy sucking two black cocks of my own."
"It was even somehow liberating to have Alonzo take nude pictures of me with my legs spread wide and my sex there for all to see. My husband has wanted to take pictures like that and I would not hear of it. I was sure that once he had them he would feel like he had to show them to someone and I would be humiliated if he did that but today was different somehow."
"Now that you and Alonzo have both pictures and video either one or both of you will succumb to the temptation to post them on the internet no matter what I want. My husband might even see them since he looks at that kind of content on the internet himself. I know that I will have to tell him what happened but I'm not sure how to do it or how he will take it knowing that his wife was having sex with black strangers. I can claim that I was forced but I doubt that he will ever totally believe that."
Officer Smith said "You're telling me that your inhibitions are somehow lessened when you are told to do something? It's not you making the decision so you are off the hook is that it?"
"I guess so" Violet said smiling tentatively.
"I see! Violet I want you to stand in the middle of the room here in front of Steve and I. Do it right now."
Violet looked at Pat and then me not quite sure what she should do. I imagine that she was somewhat startled by the change in direction that this conversation had taken. I know that his order caught me off guard but I could easily see what he was doing.
Violet seemed reassured when Pat smiled at her and nodded. Standing, she tentatively stepped into the middle of the room facing Officer Smith. I watched and held my breath wondering what would come next. I was dying to see that body and it looked like I might just get my wish.
As Violet stood there Officer Smith instinctively knew that he would have to take control of the situation quickly or the opportunity might be lost forever. He said "Unbutton your top. I want to see your tits and those delicious pink nipples of yours. Go on. Do it."
Slowly Violet raised her hands and began to undo the first button. She moved like she was in a hypnotic trance but she did move. Slowly her hands moved from button to button until her top hung open. When she was done she dropped her hands to her sides and stood there waiting for further instructions. At this point you could see the valley between her breasts and her flat tummy but no more.
While this had been going on Officer Smith had worked a couple of the buttons on my wife's top undone and he now had one breast fully exposed. I'm sure he did this to show Violet that he was in control and that his control extended to my wife also. His black fingers contrasted with the pale white skin of Pats tit as he squeezed it and rubbed the sensitive nipples while he played with her nipple piercing.
Looking up at Violet he said "Violet it seems like we have come to a crossroads in this relationship. If you want to go forward I expect you to part your top letting us see those tits of yours as I instructed you to do. Then I want you to slip it off your shoulders and let it drop."
"When you have done that I want you to walk over to Steve and allow him to fondle your tits. After he has copped a good feel it will be my turn."
"It's now time to make your final choice. If you chose to follow my instructions then it will signify that you have agreed to follow my instructions in the future. You will become a part of our little family. I realize that you do not live here and that may be an inconvenience but you are also agreeing to come here and participate on some ongoing basis. Your husband is welcome if that is what you wish."
"You have your instructions. I have told you what I want you to do right now. You must decide. If you chose to go forward you must accept that there will be no turning back and you should also know that both Steve and I will fuck you tonight."
We all sat there breathlessly waiting for Violet's decision. I was holding my breath because I really wanted to watch as my cock slid into her mouth and pussy. I'm not sure what Pat was thinking and as far as what Officer Smith might be thinking, well I think that he knew what he was doing and had every intention of fucking her tonight.
It seemed to take forever but finally her hands moved to the collar of her top and pulled it apart and let it slide off her shoulders. Decision made she resolutely walked over to me and stood before me offering her tits to me as Officer Smith had instructed.
I could not believe my good fortune. For months now I had been the one giving my wife to others to be used as a whore and now, here was another man's wife offering me the opportunity to fondle her tits and hopefully much more.
With both hands I reached up and encircled her tits. I rubbed my thumbs over her hardening nipples pinching and pulling on them. At first she looked me in the eyes but then she looked up and, following her gaze, I saw what she had seen. Pat now had her top off also and was using my cell phone to record the action.
After a few moments the two women moved over to Officer Smith who smiled as he enjoyed worrying her nipples and squeezing her tits. Pat continued filming the whole time. It seemed like our little Violet was in the process of blooming as we all watched.
When Officer Smith removed his hands from Violet's breasts she remained standing there waiting for instructions. Officer Smith placed his hands on her waist and slowly began to slide the bottoms down over her hips. As more of her intoxicating flesh became visible I could see that our flower had a well sculpted round behind. I could only imagine the view that Officer Smith had from the other side.
Violet's pants slid down her legs forming a puddle at her ankles. Then Officer Smith reached around her body and grasped her waist pulling her forward so that he could bury his face between her legs. I could not see what Officer Smith was doing to her but she seemed to enjoy it as her body shuddered.
After a few moments Officer Smith pulled back and looked up at Violet. "You are lovely" he said, "and you taste good too. Now I want you to go stand in front of Steve." When she had done as instructed Officer Smith continued. "Turn around, bend over at the waist. Reach behind yourself and pull your ass cheeks apart. Make sure that he can see every detail of your lovely pussy. I know that you want to give Steve a good look at your little love nest don't you Violet?"
Turning her back to me Violet mumbled something. "What did you say? I didn't hear you Violet."
Louder this time Steve heard Violet say "It's humiliating to expect me to display myself like that. It's like you think that I'm just some cheap slut or whore that you picked up on the street."
Officer Smith just looked at her for a moment before he said "No Violet I do not think that you are some sort of slut or whore. What I think is that you are a well bred married woman who harbors a desire to be treated like a cheap slut or whore without the risks. With me Violet there are no risks. You know me and I can assure you that I will keep you safe."
"That's what you really want isn't it Violet?"
"Yes."
"Alright now that we have established our relationship I seem to remember that you wanted to tell Steve something. And I want to hear it loud and clear this time."
I want to show Steve my pussy."
"Is that all Violet? Do you want Steve to do anything else for you?"
"Oh God yes. I want Steve to lick my pussy. I want to feel his tongue between my pussy lips and I really want him to lick my ass hole." As she said this Violet bent over and parted her ass cheeks baring her innermost secrets to Steve's amazement and profound pleasure.
As Steve stared into the wonder that was Violet's pussy he heard Officer Smith's comment. "Now see Violet. That wasn't too hard was it? Steve, do you think that you can give Violet what she wants?"
"Oh yeah" I said. "I can do that with pleasure." Having said that I reverently kissed that amazing pussy using my tongue to probe it's depths as far as I could. Remembering what Violet had wanted I slowly moved up and licked the round rose bud of her anus. I even tried to penetrate it with my tongue.
Violet's body shuddered as I alternated between her pussy and her asshole. I sensed rather than saw my wife as she moved in with the cell phone to get good video of what I was doing. I could have continued what I was doing all night but all too soon I heard Officer Smith's voice telling my wife to bring him the camera and then telling her to lose her pajama bottoms too. Pat complied and at his invitation sat down beside him totally naked.
"Violet I think that you have had enough fun over there with Steve. I want you to come over her by Pat and I. I'm betting that you have never eaten a pussy before have you?"
"No I haven't and I'm not sure that I'd like that either."
"Violet I'm sorry about that but we have past the point where what you want matters. Remember I told you that earlier. Move your cute little body over here and kneel down between Pat's knees." As Violet hesitated Officer Smith barked "Now!"
As Violet approached Pat spread her legs wide baring her shaven pussy. At the same time Officer Smith handed me the cell phone since I could move around and get better video.
Violet knelt between my wife's knees and paused looking closely at another woman's pussy for the first time. Then she leaned forward placing her hands on Pat's legs and forced them apart more widely. She slowly lowered her lips to Pats vagina and planted a kiss on those lips. She stayed still for a moment and then her lips and tongue went to work nipping, sucking and thoroughly enjoying something that she had never done before and thought that she surely would find repugnant.
I recorded the action for what seemed like seconds but must have been several minutes. I had been so busy enjoying the scene thru the camera lens that I had not noticed how worked up Pat had become. Somewhere in the back of my brain I heard a small voice saying "Okay that's enough."
Finally I realized that it was Officer Smith. I guess that the girls were equally into the moment because Pat was moaning and Violet had her tongue buried deeply in Pat's pussy working at a furious rate. Raising his voice Officer Smith said "Enough." This time it registered and both girls stopped and looked at him.
"Now it's my turn Violet. I want my cock in your pussy so get over here. I want you to take my cock and put it in your pussy. I want it to be clear on the video that this is your doing. I want everyone to see you holding my black cock and guiding it to your pink pussy lips while I shove it in."
Violet moved over to straddle Officer Smith but he said "No. No. I want you to turn around and face my feet so that the video camera will have a good view of you as you lower your pussy onto my black cock."
Pat had the camera again and took a wide angle shot of Violet as she took hold of that big black shaft. Before Violet began to lower herself Pat zoomed in to get a good close up as the head entered her cunt. Slowly that black member parted the soft pink lips of her pussy and began the long slide into the sheath of her vagina. Each inch was recorded by the camera to be enjoyed again and again.
After just a few moments she rested and simply sat there impaled on that black shaft. Then she slowly began to raise and lower her body exposing and then hiding the cock as it traveled in and out of her sex. She was clearly savoring a sensation that she had never experienced before nor expected to experience.
Pat alternated between a wide view showing Violet as she straddled that wide black body and then raising up exposing the large black cock that had been probing her inners. Then Pat would zoom in on Violet's expressive face recording the emotions that she felt. Finally Pat would move in closer to show that black shaft splitting the pink lips of Violet's pussy.
After my wife had recorded several minutes of this erotic activity Officer Smith gently pulled Violet backwards until she was lying back on his body. Her legs were splayed obscenely wide and the black cock buried in her pussy was in stark contrast to her pale white body.
Once again Pat zoomed in to get great close ups of Violet's engorged pussy lips as they moved with the in and out motion of the black cock wedged securely between them.
"Violet: Officer Smith said. After a moan we all heard a soft whispered "Yes".
"Violet I want you to sit up and remove my cock from your pussy."
"No. I like your cock in my pussy. I've never felt a cock so deeply inside me. I want it in there for a while longer."
Officer Smith said "Violet I want my cock in your ass."
Hearing what Officer Smith wanted made Violet's eyes pop open wide. "I've never done that before with anyone."
"Violet I want to be the first man to have your ass. I want to be the first black man to fuck your ass. I want to feel your ass cheeks as I pound my cock into your ass."
"I've done everything that you told me to. I don't want to do this."
"Violet you are not only going to do this but you are going to experience your first DP too."
"DP? What's a DP?"
"Sweetheart most of the women that I know say it's what heaven must be like after they get used to it. With my cock in your ass Steve is going to put his cock in your pussy. Then we are both going to fuck you until you climax. After you climax I am going to fill your ass with my cum. Since I don't want you going home pregnant Steve's going to use your ass after I am done and I expect he will pump his cum in there with mine."



"Ohhh" Violet moaned. "This is all so nasty. I'm not a whore to be used any way that you want."
"Violet you are definitely not just any whore. You are my whore. Now I want you to put my cock in your ass and make sure to lean back and give a good show for the camera. Keep those legs spread wide so there is a clear view."
Moaning softly Violet reached between her legs and grasped the black cock laying there. She guided the head to her rosebud anus and began to lower herself. At first there was strong resistance. My wife leaned in and whispered "Relax as much as you can. It will hurt less when it goes in that way. Then just lower yourself a little bit at a time until it's all in. Then lean back and Steve will fill your pussy with his cock. Relax and let the men do the work."
While Pat had been speaking to Violet she had held the cell phone camera at arm's length so that you could see the two of them and hear everything that Pat said to Violet.
Pat resumed recording the action with the video as Violet began to insert Officer Smith's cock into her anus. Slowly she zoomed in and recorded the head of Officer Smith's cock as it popped into Violet's ass. Violet paused a moment to become accustomed to the new object wedged in her ass and then she lowered herself some more. After several repetitions Violet finally sighed as her ass was completely filled with hot black meat.
Violet paused before she finally leaned back as she had been instructed. Both Steve and the camera were presented with a clear view between Violet's wide spread legs. It was a beautiful view of her ass stuffed with black meat. The lips of her pussy were dripping with her own juice as Steve moved forward.
Violet started just a bit as she felt the head of Steve's cock push the lips of her pussy wide to make room for his cock. She moaned as Steve relentlessly moved forward forcing his cock into her until his shaft was as deeply buried in her pussy as the black one was in her ass. Violet was filled with man meet and just rested as Pat had told her to savoring the experience.
First Officer Smith began to move his cock in her ass and then Steve joined him. They developed a rhythm where first one cock was shoved in and then, as it was pulled out, the second one was shoved in. Violet could not help herself as a loud moan escaped her lips.
As promised, we continued to fuck her ass and pussy until she let out a loud sigh and shuddered as she climaxed. We both felt her hot pussy juice as it gushed around my cock and ran down the crack of her ass where Officer Smith felt it as well.
A few minutes later she felt Officer Smith tense and shove his cock as deeply into her asshole as he could. He held that position as Steve continued to pound into her pussy. She experienced a new sensation as she felt hot cum from the cock pumping into her ass.
It wasn't long before she felt Officer Smith lifting her off him so that he could remove his cock. She felt the loss as his black meat slipped out of her asshole. Steve turned her over with her knees resting on the sofa and her ass in the air. Hardly missing a beat I immediately buried my cock in her stretched asshole. I only lasted a few moments before adding more cum to what was already in her ass.
Moments later I was done and I removed my cock from the tight grip of her ass hole. Pat zoomed in with the camera to record all that cum as it began to ooze from her ass.
Violet simply collapsed on the couch as she struggled to bring her breathing and emotions under control. She couldn't help questioning the things that she had done? What have I become? I should be feeling bad about the last couple of days but somehow I feel right. I feel fulfilled as if I have finally become a woman.
When Pat offered her a hand she took it and allowed Pat to pull her to her feet. Once she was stable on her feet she turned to look at the two sated men collapsed on the couch and thought to herself, I did that. Those two men used me in all kinds of ways that should be objectionable. She thought she should be horrified by what she had done but had to admit that she didn't feel it. She was even more concerned knowing that she would do it again. Hell to be honest she couldn't wait to feel two cocks using her again. She felt liberated.
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In May Our Violet Blossoms
Wandering out of the bedroom the next morning Violet found Pat at the kitchen table sipping coffee. "Good morning Violet" Pat said. "You look perky this morning."
The smell of fresh brewed coffee and something baking in the oven assailed her senses as she entered the kitchen. "I'm feeling pretty good even if I am just a little sore" Violet laughed. "My asshole may never be the same again."
Tactfully changing the subject Violet continued, "That coffee smells delightful. Where do you keep the cups so I can get myself some? I'd probably kill for a cup of coffee right now and what is that luscious smell?"
"I've got blueberry muffins in the oven. They'll be out shortly. The cups are in the cupboard over there and the cream and sugar is on the table."
As they both settled into chairs at the table Violet began "Pat, about last night."
Before she could continue Pat interrupted. "Violet I am terribly sorry about what happened last night. I didn't know that Officer Smith was coming over and I'm pretty upset by the way that he took advantage of you. That was terribly unfair after the afternoon that we had with Alonzo. He's going to get a piece of my mind the next time that I talk to him."
"Why would you feel that way? I never expected what happened yesterday afternoon or last night for that matter. I certainly would never have considered extramarital sex with strangers much less blacks. Still, I've got to tell you that the experience was liberating. Even though I may have occasionally thought about it I never would have dared to have sex with a black man before yesterday but today I feel like a totally different woman. I never realized how much fun it could be to let your inhibitions free and behave like a slut."
"Yesterday I sucked black cocks for the first time and I had my first facial when they came on my face. I am totally unable to explain the feeling that came over me when that hot cum splattered all over my face. Up until then the most erotic thing that I had ever done had been to go skinny dipping when we were teenagers."
"And when Alonzo leaned me against that table and told me to spread my legs so that he could take pictures I willingly complied. There I was with cum on my face, three black men with limp cocks standing behind me, and I splayed my legs wide apart willingly for his camera. I guessed that those pictures would eventually find their way onto the internet and I simply did not care. I actually welcomed the idea of strange men looking between my legs. I guess I must have hidden slut tendencies that I was never aware of."
"I not sure how I accepted this situation so willingly. What was I becoming? The more I thought about it the more I realized that I hardly recognized myself. How could I behave like this? I'm a happily married woman with a husband that I love. I was shocked at my own behavior. I've got more questions than answers."
"Then Officer Smith showed up last night and taught me that in addition to being a slut I have submissive tendencies. When he told me to strip, I did it and I enjoyed it. I took my clothes off in front of yet another stranger without hesitation. And because he told me to I let your husband fondle me."
"The icing on the cake was when Officer Smith and your husband introduced me to the joy of having two cocks in me at once. I was amazed that I was capable of pleasing two men at the same time. I was so overcome by the feelings and the experience that it wasn't until this morning that it dawned on me that two men other than my husband fucked me last night and I did nothing to stop it. I welcomed the experience like the slut it seems I want to become."
"There are or soon will be pictures and possibly video of me naked with my legs spread and cum all over my face and the black men that put that cum there standing behind me with limp cocks. Officer Smith even has a video of me taking two cocks at once which you recorded for him. Adam could stumble across the pictures or video at any time on the internet. He visits internet sites where that stuff is available. He likes web sites where white wives are used by black men. That's why I think that it may be possible to convince him to let me explore this further."
"So you see Pat, that's why I can assure you that I most certainly am not the same woman that I was twenty-four hours ago. I can hardly wait to see what happens during the rest of our visit."
"I'm so relieved that you aren't upset with me. The afternoon with Alonzo was an accident and a total, if welcome, surprise to me. It bothers me that you were used by them because of me and the things that I've done with my life. Thankfully you don't have to tell Adam. He'd probably be appalled by the goings on yesterday."
At that moment Steve walked in. "What's this I hear about Adam? Have you told him already?"
"No I haven't told him and I'm not quite sure how to go about it either. If this is handled right I actually think that he might like the idea. We are still very much in love but our sex life has been a little stagnant lately. He's been visiting web sites that cater to white wives with black men."
Pat said "I'm so glad that isn't my problem. Steve and I got into this as a couple and all of the decisions were mutual."
Like a typical man Steve suggested attacking the problem head on. "You should just sit down with him and tell him that something happened on the way here that he needs to know about. Then show him the pictures that Alonzo took. While he may be upset at first it won't last for long. What happened wasn't your fault and I bet that when he sees you sucking black cock and then displaying your pussy for all to see that he will have a huge hard on. You can use that against him."
"Then depending on his response you can go on to explain our relationship with Officer Smith and even show him the video that we took last night. I'm sure that he'll be outraged at first watching other men fuck his wife but he'll get over it. Then you should fuck his brains out to reassure him of his position in your life."
Pat said "There's something else that you should think about."
"What's that?"
"You need to go see a doctor and get on the pill."
Violet chuckled. "Thankfully that's not a problem. I've been taking the pill for some time now. Adam and I aren't ready for children just yet."
"I think I'm just going to keep things to myself for now. I really need to do some serious thinking about how to tell Adam. If I play things right I think that it's possible he will come on board after the shock wears off."
For the next few days Pat and Violet spent time shopping and just enjoying each other's company. In the evenings Steve and the two ladies had opportunities to discuss a number of subjects but refrained from any further sexual activity.
Three days later Pat was walking down the hall when she heard the phone ringing in the living room. When she answered the phone she heard the voice of Officer Smith. "Hi Pat. May I speak to Violet please?"
Confused that he would be asking for Violet she replied "Well I guess so. Wait just a minute while I find her. I'll let her know that you're on the phone."
A few moments later Violet picked up the phone saying "He . . hello."
"Violet this is Officer Smith. I want to talk to you about tomorrow night."
"Tomorrow night? What about tomorrow night?"
"I'm having a retirement party at my house and I want you to be here to provide the entertainment. I'm expecting about ten guests. I want you to go out and get yourself a short skirt and a tight low cut top. I'll need you here around eight PM. You need to make arrangements for Steve and Pat to drive you over here. They know where I live and they're welcome to stay if they want."
"Wait a minute. What do you mean I'm the entertainment? I'm not sure that I understand."
"Violet I'm a reasonable type of man but I guess I need to remind you that we have already established our relationship. I tell you what I want and you do it. I always prefer to have a friendly arrangement but I can make it very uncomfortable for you if necessary. You just make sure to be here at eight. Goodnight."
Violet slowly hung up the phone. Her mind was completely in turmoil trying to decide if she really wanted to do this. Hell, she didn't even know what "this" was but she was pretty sure that it would involve more sex with the men at the party?
Still deeply in thought Violet was startled when Pat returned to the room asking "What did Officer Smith want?"
"I'm not sure exactly what is going on but he is expecting you and Steve to drive me over to his place tomorrow night at eight PM. He said something about guests and a retirement party. I'm supposed to be the entertainment. Oh and I have to go out and buy a new outfit for the party. A short skirt and tight low cut top."
"I don't know. I'm not sure that I'm ready for this. I haven't really digested all that has happened to me in the past few days. What does he think I am, some kind of whore?"
"I don't believe he thinks that you are a whore but I do think that both of you have discovered that you are a bit of a submissive with sluttish tendencies. You know yourself that you have enjoyed everything that has happened. Allowing Officer Smith to dictate what you do absolves you of the responsibility for your actions. It allows you to be a prim and proper married woman and still be a slut at other times. It sounds to me like the best of all worlds."
Violet nodded her head thoughtfully. "That's all true but it's all moving so fast. There's no doubt that I enjoyed being treated like a slut by Alonzo and his friends. I bet a lot of women would like to suck black cock but don't have the guts to just do it. Having it forced on me allowed me to remain comfortable in my own safe space while letting my sexual half free to do as it wished."
"I'm still feeling bad about what Adam will think when he finds out that your husband and Officer Smith have both fucked me. Not only that but I wouldn't be surprised to find out that when Officer Smith says that I am to be the entertainment and there are ten men present . . . well, you know."
Pat smiled. "Violet you might want to consider how Officer Smith will react if you don't show up. Steve and I will go even if you decide not to. They can use me for the entertainment. I'll try to cover for you. Maybe Officer Smith won't mind but he can become pretty intimidating when he's crossed. If you decide not to go it might be a good idea if you went home tomorrow morning. The only thing that I would be concerned about is the pictures and video that he and Alonzo already have of you. It would not surprise me if he decided to use them to get back at you."
"You're telling me that I have no choice."
"You have a choice just as Steve and I've always had a choice. It might mean that we would have to leave the area but we have a choice and so do you. Here's the thing. Why would you deny yourself the personal pleasure and enjoyment that you would derive by being a slut for Officer Smith? The only real problem that you have is Adam. How will he respond to the knowledge that his wife has suddenly become a sex toy for other men?"
Thinking furiously trying to figure out what would be the best way to handle things Violet suddenly had an inspiration. "Pat, what if I call Adam tonight and have him come here? We can all sit down and explain everything to him. I can either stay and attend Officer Smith's party and provide the entertainment or my husband and I can go home and try to deal with what has happened."
"How the hell can you do that? Didn't you tell me that Adam was overseas?"
"Oh I haven't told you. I just got an email from him and he's coming back home tomorrow. His battalion never left. The President has decided not to send any more troops overseas so his deployment has been cancelled. I was just finishing up with him when Officer Smith called. I was going to tell you that I'd be leaving tomorrow. What do you think? If I ask him to come over here would you and Steve be willing to help me explain?"
"Of course we would. Maybe that would be the best way to go. If your husband is here and the two of you decide not to attend Officer Smith's party it might be easier to convince Officer Smith to just forget about you and to leave you alone. Letting him know that your husband is in the military might help too."
A few hours later Violet found Pat in the back yard watering her plants. She looked comfortable in a halter top and shorts. Violet knew that Pat was seldom able to wear things like that because of the "Black Owned" tattooed on her breasts which was visible above the halter top. She just stood there for a while watching her. So much had happened in just a few days.
Moments later Pat looked up and saw her there in the doorway. "Violet, you look so pensive. What's on your mind?"
"I got in touch with Adam. He was already on the way home when I finally reached him. Since he was driving he just decided to come directly here. He'll be here about dinner time. I hope that's okay with you."
"Of course it's okay. We can just call out for some pizza or Chinese. Fortunately there is a double bed in your room so it won't be necessary to move anyone around. What are you planning to tell him?"
"I don't know. Pat I'm so frightened. What if I'm wrong and he doesn't understand or decides to leave me? I love him so much but I can't deny how excited it makes me feel to be used by these strangers. Is something wrong with me?"
"Violet if something is wrong with you what does that say about me? I've lost count of how many strange dicks I've entertained. There have probably been a hundred or more different men between my legs and I have enjoyed every minute of it. There are pictures and video of me being used all over the internet. I've had enough black cock to be labeled a Queen of Spades and there is a tattoo on my pussy that proclaims my status to anyone that sees it. And despite it all I have never felt so alive in my life. Despite it all I know with all my heart that my husband loves and cherishes me. We just have to make Adam understand."
"I suppose I don't have to tell him but that scares me even more. If I don't tell him then I'll have to worry about the possibility that he'll see my pictures or the video every day for the rest of my life. I don't think that I can stand that Pat."
"Well then I think that you have your answer. Steve and I will stand by you and even be there if you think that it would help."
"Oh Pat I do. Adam is not violent but I know he'll be very angry at first. With you and Steve there he'll be forced to go slow and listen to us. He'll have to take time to think. I very much want him to understand. I really think that we can do this and that our marriage can grow stronger because of it."
The tension in the house continued to build all day. By late afternoon it was almost palpable enough to cut it with a knife. Finally, around five-thirty the doorbell rang and Violet rushed to answer it. She hugged Adam and dragged him into the house where she found Steve and Pat in the living room.
After the introductions were complete Steve got drinks for all of them and they sat around companionably talking for about half an hour just passing the time of day. After some discussion everyone agreed that pizza sounded good so Pat ordered a pepperoni and a sausage pizza while Steve refreshed their drinks.
When the food arrived Pat and Violet excused themselves to get napkins and plates which they brought into the living room. It seemed more comfortable to just eat there so that's what they did. When everyone had finished Violet took Adam up to their room while Steve and Pat cleaned up the trash and put away the two remaining pieces of pizza.
Half an hour later Steve looked up as he heard Violet and Adam coming back down the stairs. It was clear at a glance that Adam was angry as they came into the room and sat down. It looked as if Violet had been crying too.
As soon as they sat down, Adam, no longer able to contain himself burst out, "What in the hell has been going on here? My wife tells me that since she has been here she has been involved in more than one sexual escapade. Furthermore she tells me that she has had sex with more than one black man and even with you Steve. I demand an explanation and I want it right now before someone gets hurt."
Steve stood and began pacing around the living room. "It's complicated but let me try to help make some sense of this. Some months ago Pat was placed in an awkward position and had to make a decision about posing for some photographs. One of the girls at her school was being forced to pose for nude pictures by some black gang members. Pat interrupted them and tried to get them to release the young girl. They agreed but only if Pat would take her place. If she did not agree they were going to resume taking the pictures of the young girl while Pat was forced to watch. So she agreed."
"She brought copies home and showed me. At first I was angry just like you are but Pat was quick to point out that my hardened dick seemed to be saying something else. We decided to just leave things alone and she fucked my brains out that night."
"But that wasn't the end. A few days later we were contacted by the Boss of the gang. I'm sure that you can figure out the rest. Either we posed for more photos and videos as a team or he would spread the pictures around town and where I worked. Pat and I discussed the options and decided that we could either go along with what the Boss had in mind or we could pack up and leave town. We finally decided to go along with what the Boss wanted but the reason might surprise you."
"We liked it. We found ourselves doing things that we had previously thought about but would never have done without the fear of exposure. Finally even the fear of exposure became inconsequential. You see the Boss was selling everything on the internet. We no longer had any secrets."
"Then the Boss was arrested and returned to prison for breaking his parole. At first we were happy because he would no longer be able to make us participate in his plans. But then reality set in and we had to admit that we missed the variety."
"You see Pat likes to behave like a slut. She likes the thrill of having sex with strange black men alone or in groups. As for me I find that I like sharing my lovely wife with others. It is incredibly erotic to see your wife sucking a black cock or being fucked by another man or a group of men. Our sex life is fantastic. It's never been better."
"One night they even made me help them to tattoo my wife.'
"What do you mean?
"I held Pat while they tattooed "Black Owned" on her breasts and they inked a Queen of Spades tattoo over the crack of her pussy."
"You must be kidding. I find that hard to believe."
Steve turned to his wife. "Pat I need you to show Adam that we are not kidding."
At her husband's request Pat stood up in front of Adam and slowly lifted her skirt. As usual she was not wearing any underwear. A look of utter astonishment came over Adam's face as the skirt slowly rose until it was held up near Pat's waist. There before his very eyes was a beautiful pussy with the promised Queen of Spades tattoo in black ink on that smooth milk white skin.
"Now do you believe me?"
"It's hard not to. You said that you have videos too. I want to see them."
For the next hour Steve played a selection of videos that showed his wife entertaining a variety of different black men. During the videos she sucked and fucked them one at a time and in groups of two or three where all of her holes were filled simultaneously.
Finally Adam said that he was ready to see the pictures of his wife with her legs spread and cum on her face. He also wanted to watch the video of his wife when she had been fucked by Steve and Officer Smith.



When the video was finished Adam just sat there for a while. He had to admit that it was a turn on seeing his beautiful young wife servicing those black cocks and then receiving a DP from Steve and Officer Smith. His pants were bulging so badly that he was actually uncomfortable. He needed release and he knew how he was going to get it.
"There's just one more thing."
"What's that?
"You fucked my wife."
"I did.'
"Well now it's my turn to fuck your wife. I want her to suck my dick and then I am going to bend her over as you support her and I'm going to fuck her ass and pussy while you and my wife watch. I'm going to use your wife like the slut you have made my wife into."
After a moment's hesitation Steve said "That only seems fair to me. Pat you need to come over here and take care of Adam's hard cock."
And that was the end of the problem.
The next evening found the four of them at Officer Smith's door. When Officer Smith answered the door he took one look at Adam and demanded "Who's this?"
Stepping to the front Violet said "He's my husband."
Officer Smith took a long look at Adam and wanted to know "Is this going to be a problem?"
Adam replied "I don't know. We'll have to see how you treat my wife."
"If you come in you should realize that this is a retirement party for the man that mentored me as a rookie cop. A few of the others are also cops."
"Exactly what are you saying?"
"I'm saying that if you do not like what you see here it would not be wise to start trouble. If you do I assure you that you will thoroughly regret it. You can leave if you can't handle it. You can even take your wife with you if she wants to go but if you start something you will be in over your head. Even Steve won't be able to help you. I don't hurt my women but Violet will be thoroughly used before the night is over. Now it's up to you. In or out."
Adam took Violet's hand and stepped inside.
Officer Smith led them down to the basement where there were about ten men waiting. The group was about half black and half white. Most of the men were younger. A couple of the men were middle aged and one was obviously older. He was most likely the honoree.
"Okay gentlemen please take your seats. This beautiful young lady with the strawberry blond hair is Violet and the gentleman with her is her husband Adam. Accompanying them this evening is Steve and his lovely wife Pat. Pat has participated in several of my parties in the past. They aren't supposed to participate tonight so don't get your hopes up."
"Steve you and Pat just take a seat in the rear if you don't mind. Adam you can join them or you can join your wife up here in front it you want to participate. Violet come on over here and let these horny bastards get a good look at you."
"Gentlemen this is just a friendly reminder. You may take all of the video or pictures that you want of the proceedings. However do not ever include the face of one of our group. Since several of us are cops we do not want our faces in the photos or videos so when you are allowed to sample Violet's many delights you will need to be very careful what you are including in your photo. Remember there will be people in the background also. I warn you. If I catch anyone taking pictures that allow any of our group to be identified I will personally destroy your phone and throw you out on your ass. It will also be the last time that you will ever attend one of my parties. Violet let's get started."
Violet turned to Adam with a pleading look on her face as she started forward. She held out her hand to him and, after a moment, he took it following her to the front.
"Okay Adam the first thing we all want to do is to get your wife naked. I was going to have your wife disrobe for us. We are all anxious to get a good look at her but since you are here why don't you undress her for us yourself?"
As Adam started to unbutton his wife's blouse he had to wonder just exactly what the hell he was doing. This was his lovely wife Violet and he was calmly unbuttoning her blouse. Removing her clothes so that these men could freely view what had, up until recently, been his alone. Despite the doubts he had he was unable to overlook two things. The first was the raging hard on that desperately wanted to be released from his pants. The second was the look of rapture on his wife's face. It was obvious to him that she really wanted this and he would give her anything in the world, even if it meant giving her to other men.
Violet shuddered as her loving husband slowly worked at the row of buttons down the front of her blouse. She was blissfully happy that Adam had agreed to come up front to be the one to undress her. Soon, with her husband's blessing, she would be totally naked in front of a room full of naked lustful men. Her anticipation only climbed higher as she felt Adam pull the tail of her blouse from the confines of her skirt.
As Adam removed Violet's blouse from her shoulders and let it drop to her feet he stood back to look at his wife now standing there in her skirt and bra. She was so lovely and the look on her face convinced him that he was doing the right thing even though it tore at him to realize that he was giving up what had once been only his. He was actually proud of her as he unzipped her skirt and let it join her blouse at her feet. He watched as she gracefully stepped out of the skirt and kicked it to the side.
Soon! Soon she would be free from her clothes Violet thought. How will it feel to have all of these men gazing at her naked body? How would it feel seeing Adam standing there watching as her nakedness was enjoyed by strangers? Violet felt her husband lean into her body as he groped for the clasp of her bra. As he leaned in she was rewarded with the feeling of his hard cock pressing against her thigh. Now she knew for sure that things would be alright. It was at that moment that Adam finally found the combination to her bra clasp and removed her bra.
Adam stepped back with his wife's bra in his hands. He glanced at it and then looked up at Violet. She was calmly standing there wearing only her scanty underpants. Her breasts were free and on display to a room full of men he did not know. He could not describe the feeling. Embarrassment, awe, pride and many more feelings were at war within his head. His heart was beating faster than normal and he was breathing heavily. He finally admitted that this erotic act had excited him beyond belief. Not wishing to delay the inevitable any longer he stepped forward hooking his thumbs in the waistband of her panties and pulled them down to her ankles. His nose was almost in his wife's pussy when he squatted down to help remove the panties from her ankles. With the panties finally free he stood back and took a look at his lovely naked wife.
Violet felt an overwhelming sense of total freedom as Adam removed her panties. Finally free of all restraint she was able to experience the animal attraction exuding from the men staring at her naked body. Without even being told she stood with her chest arched forward and her legs slightly spread. The cool air caressing her pussy was felt excruciatingly erotic.
Officer Smith and his friends were almost in awe of the lovely vision of womanhood standing naked before them. Violet's lovely long strawberry blond hair was the most striking thing that first caught their attention. But this woman was a complete package. Her facial features were lovely. Not the chiseled sharp features that we have come to expect from a fashion model but the softened rounded attractive features of the girl next door.
She was a slim woman but well rounded in all of the right places. While her breasts were not large they were full and topped with medium sized pink nipples. Her chest tapered down to a small waist that gracefully flared out to her moderate hips. Her thighs were full and firm and her calves were smoothly muscled but not chiseled.
Even though he had seen Violet naked before and fucked her he was still in awe and very pleased that she had fallen into his hands. He finally roused himself and walked to the front of the room. As her husband stood there and watched he took hold of Violet's wrists and raised her hands over her head quickly securing them with a pair of hand cuffs that he always carried. Then he secured the cuffs to a hook hung from the ceiling with a piece of rope. The result was that Violet was able to move around. She was not suspended from her wrists they were just loosely held up.
Then Officer Smith bent down and fastened padded cuffs around each of Violet's shapely ankles. Finally he took a three foot long bar and took the hooks that were fastened to each end of the bar and snapped them to the ankle cuffs denying Violet the right to close her legs.
When Officer Smith stepped back to admire the effect Adam seized the opportunity to ask "What the hell are you doing?"
"This is my show! If you can't handle things then leave as I told you. If you stay then step back and enjoy the show yourself.'
"It may be your show but that's my wife you're displaying like a piece of meat."
"Tonight she is no longer your wife. She is our entertainment. Now either butt out or leave. Which will it be?"
The look on his wife's face told Adam that she was not in distress and Officer Smith had told him earlier that he did not hurt women. Then he took a look around the room and noticed that a couple of the larger men had risen from their chairs. Stepping back Adam muttered "I'll stay."
"Alright gentlemen first I want to offer Sergeant Johnson the opportunity to come up and inspect this lovely lady whose husband has so graciously presented her for our enjoyment. Sergeant Johnson if you please."
Adam watched as Sergeant Johnson left his seat and started forward. He was a sixtyish black man whose hair had turned a mottled steel gray. Like most sixty year old men he had turned a little soft and had a full round belly to complete the picture of someone's grandfather. When he arrived at the front of the room he just stood looking at Violet. Then he reached out and placed his hands on Violet's breasts.
When he touched his wife Adam almost lost it. He quickly retreated to the back of the room and sat next to Steve. To control himself he even put his hands under his legs hoping that it would help him to hold still.
As the older man approached Violet had noted his age and his paunch. She had always just assumed that the men who would touch her would be younger and more virile. She started just slightly as his hands touched her breasts and began to knead the soft flesh occasionally pausing to pinch her hardening nipples. Surprisingly the feeling was exquisite and no different than the feeling she had when her husband fondled her breasts. What was different was that the hands were black and that Violet knew that the hands belonged to a stranger. A man she did not know.
Sergeant Johnson reveled in the thought of it. I have never touched a white woman intimately nor did I ever expect to yet here I am fondling this lovely young white woman. Her skin is so soft and pale white. Her nipples feel exquisite between my thumb and forefinger. As he looked up at her she also looked up and it just felt natural to lean in and kiss her. He thought that she would pull back. He expected her to pull back but instead she leaned forward as much as she could and kissed him back. Her lips parted as his tongue sought hers.
As they kissed Violet was startled to feel his hand groping between her legs. First she felt him simply cupping her pussy and then his fingers probing for the opening between her lips. She sighed as she felt first one finger then two wiggling into her pussy probing and trying to get as deeply inside her sex as possible.
It was a struggle for Adam to remain seated as he watched the black man push his fingers into his wife's pussy. Still, he had to admit that she was a pretty sight standing there naked and stretched tight while those black hands wandered freely over her most intimate parts. Adam was startled out of his thoughts at the sound or Officer Smith's voice.
"Okay gentlemen. I think that the sergeant has had enough quality time with our guest. Get on up there and help Sergeant Johnson."
It was controlled pandemonium as ten healthy horny men all tried to be the first to get his hands on the helpless Violet. They scrambled around each other shoving and pushing good naturedly. Even though all the men knew that technically Violet and her husband had agreed to allow what they were doing the thought of her vulnerability and availability drove them to distraction. It was all the more exciting because her husband was in the room watching as the hands of ten strangers pawed and mauled his helpless wife.
As Violet watched the men advance she could not suppress a shudder of anticipation. Soon the men were all around her. Hands were everywhere. There were hands on her tits. She could not tell how many. At least two were trying to finger fuck her. Another had his finger buried in her asshole. Another of the men was kissing her. The sensations were overwhelming. Never had she known the feeling of being the center of attention in this way.
All Adam could think of was that there were so many hands. There were black and white hands all over his wife's body inspecting every nook, cranny and secret place. Hands were touching his wife where only his hands had been allowed to go before. To know that she was his and yet desirable to so many others inflated his ego. They wanted what he had and he was letting them have it.
The hands were driving Violet mad when she heard Officer Smith saying "Okay gentlemen move on back to your seats. Let's give Violet some air while I release her."
It just took a moment for Officer Smith to release the rope that was holding Violet's arms above her head. When her arms were down he produced a key and unlocked the handcuffs that had been securing her wrists. Rubbing her wrists Violet looked at Sergeant Johnson anxious to see what was in store for her next.
He placed a pillow on the floor and Violet was ordered to get down on her knees. Violet dropped to her knees immediately expecting to be ordered to suck Officer Smith's cock. He soon made it clear that he had something else in mind as he called Sergeant Johnson back to the front of the room.
Violet I want you to become intimately acquainted with my friends here tonight. What I want you to do is to suck each cock as it is presented to you. Lick it thoroughly with special attention to the balls. Then give each of them a blowjob including deep throat but do not let them cum. They will be allowed to dump their balls later this evening. I am also going to bring up two more of my friends for you to stroke. I'll keep a steady string of cocks ready for your attention until you have sucked each and every one.
I'm also going to be taking pictures of you as you work. They will all be close-ups so that your face is the only one in the image. I need a photo for the May page of our calendar and I would like to use one from this evening. I've decided that not all of the pages need be devoted to pictures of Pat.
Explanations complete he invited Sergeant Johnson to step up so that Violet could get to work.
As Adam watched his wife calmly reached up and began to work the zipper of Sergeant Johnson's fly open. It got stuck one time but finally it was all the way down and he watched as Violet's small hand reached into the opening. It took her a while to figure out how to get into the opening of his underwear but Adam could see that she had finally found the secret combination. His wife struggled at first to get that black shaft out because its size and the fact that it was rigid made things more than awkward.
Violet finally had the black man meat out in the open and she immediately kissed the head licking the drop of pre cum that dotted the very tip. It's not the largest cock she had ever seen, she thought, but it was more than adequate. Following her instructions she began to lick all along the shaft. It's so like hot velvet she thought as she worked her way down the shaft. After completing her first task she began on his balls successfully engulfing first one then the other between her soft pink lips but she was unable to engulf them both at the same time.
She could hardly believe how good it felt to service this stranger's engorged cock. She slowly slid her lips back and forth along his shaft. Just as she was getting ready to take him deep throat she hesitated as her hands were lifted and placed on two more cocks. She successfully swallowed the one invading her mouth and began to vigorously stroke the two new ones.
Adam felt his own cock stir and grow even larger as he watched the scene taking place just feet away. In awe of his wife he watched the black cock of Sergeant Johnson as it disappeared between his wife's lips. Three men! His wife was diligently working on the cocks of three different strangers and he found himself totally engrossed in the erotic sight.
Violet reveled at her new found freedom. It seemed as if the parade of men lasted forever but it really only lasted several minutes before she found herself sucking the last cock. What was next for her she wondered? Where was Adam? Was he enjoying watching as his wife was used over and over?
Adam was watching and much as he was appalled with his reaction the front of his pants gave a clear indication that he had enjoyed watching his wife sucking all those cocks. He watched now as she stood holding hands with Officer Smith facing the room. She was radiant. That was the only word that Adam could think of to describe the look on his wife's face.
As they stood there Officer Smith was saying, "Alright everyone. Let's get ready for the main event. If you guys want to enjoy spending some more time with our guest you need to get naked now." As he said that two of the men dragged a mattress into the room.
"Violet I want you to lie down on the mattress with your feet facing us and spread your legs wide. Sergeant Johnson in honor of your retirement you're going to be the first to sample Violet's pussy. Make sure that you fill her with your sperm. After you're done the rest of you will be allowed to come forward one at a time to use her too. When you are all done I want to see cum oozing from her pussy and running down between the cheeks of her ass. I've decided that a well and thoroughly used Violet will be the May calendar page. So come on Sergeant. Make us proud."
While Officer Smith had been talking to his buddies Violet got down on the mattress as she had been instructed. She did not imagine that even her husband could tell how excited and titillated she was. She wasn't even sure that she could believe it herself. Ten strange cocks were going to use her body as a receptacle for their male spunk.
Adam stood there mesmerized at the sight of his wife laying on the mattress with her legs spread and her cunt obscenely on display. Was she really going to take ten men in an interracial gang bang? He was wondering how he would be able to stand and simply watch as it happened when he heard Officer Smith calling his name.
"Adam you don't need to watch from back there. I want you to come up here so that you can help out. We all need to know that there are no hard feelings about what is fixing to happen. I've got a chair right up here in front for you so that you can clearly enjoy the show."
Mesmerized by the whole thing Adam found himself moving forward as requested. He reached the front of the room at about the same time the now naked Sergeant Johnson got there. Unable to help himself Adam looked down at his crotch and saw a rather large dark black cock standing at attention. As he watched the Sergeant knelt between his wife's legs. Unsure what to do Adam looked up at Officer Smith.



"Adam since this is a special occasion for you, your wife and Sergeant Johnson I think that you should give an old man some help. I want you to come over here so that you can hold his dick and get it started between the lips of your wife's pussy. That's it. Just like that. Now everyone hold still so that I can get some good shots. Violet I want you to raise your head up so that we can see your face. Sergeant Johnson you make sure to look the other way. What a great shot of a husband and wife team. Take it home Sergeant."
Adam was so engrossed with the sight of that black cock moving between the lips of a pussy that he knew so well that he forgot to let go and continued to guide the black shaft between the pink lips of his wife's pussy until he finally had to remove his hand.
Violet shuddered as she felt the rigid shaft being shoved deep into her vagina. Just as she felt the cock reach bottom she looked up to see her husband looking back at her. She smiled tentatively and grunted as the rod in her bottomed out. When she looked again she saw Adam smiling back at her and knew things would be okay.
Unable to believe what he had just done Adam sat back on the chair and watched avidly as his wife was impaled again and again on the magic black rod imbedded between her legs. He continued to watch as he saw Sergeant Johnson shove his cock in as far as possible grinding his groin against Violet's mound. When he saw that he knew that cum was being pumped into his wife. The Sergeant pulled out and rammed his dick into Violet two or three more times pausing each time as he ejaculated. Finally sated he sat back on his heels.
Violet was panting heavily and she had not done the work. After the fucking she had just received she was beginning to wonder if she would be able to take all ten men. It felt like a gallon of cum had been pumped into her pussy already.
Adam continued to watch a glob of cum leaked out of his wife's pussy and dripped down over her ass hole. And then he just sat there as a parade of men used his wife. Each one of them left a load in her pussy and when it was done there was a puddle on the mattress between her legs.
When the last man had finished Officer Smith had Violet lift her head again and smile as he stood between her legs to get a good shot of this exquisite wife that had just been thoroughly gang banged. Her pussy was flooded with cum and it dripped from her pussy lips as she managed a weak smile for the picture and then dropped her head back exhausted.
Officer Smith knew that he had his photo for May.
Slowly the men got dressed and left leaving Adam, Steve and Pat alone when Officer Smith walked them to the door.
As Adam sat there Steve and Pat came forward. Adam looked up at them and smiled. They both returned the smile and Steve said "Adam I hope that you will forgive me but I simply have to fuck your wife. I've got to fuck her so that I can cum before I explode.
Standing, Adam smiled at Steve. "After you" he said as they both removed their pants.
"Wait" Pat said as she too removed her pants. We may as well make the night complete" she said as she squatted over Violet lowering her dripping pussy to Violet's waiting lips.
Officer Smith paused to take a couple final pictures as he came back into the room in time to see Pat's pussy pressed hard against Violets lips and Steve's cock buried in her pussy while Adam stood patiently waiting for Steve to finish.
Stepping up behind Adam as he lowered his pants Officer Smith said "I'm after you."
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June -- A Snitch In Time
Officer Smith uses Pat to bribe a snitch
Officer Smith sighed deeply as he eased himself down into his worn office chair. He had been on the run all day and was grateful for the familiarity of his station house desk and chair. He tuned out the clattering typewriters, ringing phones and raised voices that were common fare in his workplace. He slowly closed his eyes and without conscious thought his mind filled with images of his most recent escapade with Pat and Violet.
A vivid picture popped into his mind of the two white wives kneeling before him worshiping his big black cock. His tired mind brought back the picture of his dick buried to the hilt in Violet's warm moist mouth as Pat licked his balls. He could even remember Pat's husband Steve using the video camera to record the scene as Violet's husband looked on.
Across town at almost the same moment Pat was thoroughly enjoying a hot bath. Suds floated on the water scenting the area with lilac. As she stirred the water washed gently across her nipples reminding her that it had been some time since her last sexual encounter with Officer Smith. She enjoyed sex with her husband Steve but it lacked the additional thrill that she felt when Officer Smith directed her to act like the slut she was.
Pat had given up trying to understand her behavior or the enjoyment she derived from having sex with strangers. Even more unfathomable was the jolt she received when the strangers were black like Officer Smith. She suddenly pushed the suds away from her breasts so that she could see the tattoos across the swell of her breasts. Over one was the word "Black" and across the top of the other breast the tattoo read "Owned".
As she contemplated the tattoo she decided that she really was not "Black Owned". It was more like "Black Addicted". She loved having sex with one or more black men. Oh white men were okay too but when the strangers were black her heart beat just a little faster.
That's probably why she felt that the Queen of Spades tattoo just above the crack of her pussy was totally appropriate. She simply loved the sensation of a black cock penetrating her anywhere and being used as a receptacle for cum. If that made her a slut then a slut she would be.
As long as she was rewarded with sexual satisfaction and her husband did not mind what was the harm? She knew for a fact that her husband Steve not only did not mind he encouraged her because he enjoyed seeing his lovely blonde wife having sex with strangers. And, like Pat, he enjoyed it more when the strangers were black. The more the merrier.
Pat lay back in the warm water and as she did so she allowed her legs to spread apart and felt the warmth caressing her inner thighs. It was almost as if she could feel her legs being spread by a man's body as a phantom lover sought to insert his rigid cock into her pussy. Her fantasy was interrupted by the sound of a lawn mower passing just outside the bathroom windos.
As Pat relaxed in the tub her husband Steve had finally beaten the lawn mower into submission. The damn lawnmower had been it's normal cantankerous self this afternoon when Steve had tried to start it. As he rode it round and round in ever smaller circles he smiled feeling pride in his accomplishment.
He allowed his mind to wander and, as usual, the first thing that came to his mind was his wife Pat. He was so lucky to have found such a beautiful woman whose likes and dislikes so closely mirrored his own. Even after several years he was unable to understand his need to watch his wife having sex with strangers. He still wondered about his strange feelings from time to time but he generally tried to just go with it.
Meanwhile, back in the precinct house, Officer Smith was struggling up out of his chair and had just mustered enough energy to go home when the damn phone on his desk decided to ring. Determined to ignore it he began to turn away when he paused to consider. In his line of work you never knew what to expect from a ringing phone. It could be a long lost friend, his boss or even one of his street snitches. Reluctantly he reached for the handset and gruffly answered "Third Precinct. Officer Smith. What do you want?"
For a moment there was mostly silence on the phone. Just as Officer Smith was about to hang up the phone a soft voice said "I've got a tip."
"What did you say? Who is this?"
A little stronger this time the voice said "This is Bennie and I've got a tip for you."
"Bennie you little weasel I haven't heard from you in some time. What kind of tip could you possibly have for me?"
"You know that guy you have been asking around about? I know where he has been crashing for the past day or so but I don't think that he will stay there much longer. He moves around a lot you know."
Officer Smith's heart began to beat just a little faster. He had been trying to get a handle on a new pusher that had moved into his area over the past month or so. This guy was a fast mover and he had established himself in no time at all. He thought to himself "I really want this SOB."
Still trying to sound nonchalant and almost disinterested he asked "What info do you have for me Bennie? I don't have all day. I was just fixing to go home so this better be worth my time."
Bennie chuckled to himself. He knew for a fact that Officer Smith wanted this guy bad. "Let's not play games. I have something that you want. Now I want to know what I can expect in return."
Thinking quickly Officer Smith ran through his options. Cash was always a good bet but Bennie ran a small pawn shop in a rundown rough and tumble neighborhood. He always seemed to have enough cash. Besides, from the sound of things Bennie was expecting something big for this precious little tidbit.
What could he possibly offer in trade that Bennie could not get for himself? He really wanted to nail this asshole and this was the best opportunity that had come his way. Then it hit him. If money would not work then the next best thing he could offer was sex and he knew just where to go to get Bennie some classy sex. He had a source for quality sex like Bennie had probably never seen before and might never see again. Pat!
"Bennie, I can get you a quickie piece of ass from the prettiest most well built blond white wife you will ever see but only if your information is top drawer."
"Would the address of his most recent crib be good enough? Last I hear he was still there."
"Bennie if your information is accurate I'd almost be willing to have sex with you myself."
"No thanks. I believe that I'll take the white woman instead. I ain't never had me no white meat. Do they fuck the same as a black girl?"
"You know that they do but there is something about a white woman that makes them different. I speak from experience with this one. Her husband encourages her to fuck black strangers and she is more than willing to do so. There's one thing though."
"What's that? Is she sixty-five years old or something like that?
"No she's choice but you have to let me film you when you use her. I'm collecting pictures for a calendar I plan to have printed. If the pictures turn out I'll use one for the June page. You'll be famous and all your friends will want to buy a copy. Just think. You'll have photographic record of the time that you got to fuck a beautiful white woman. So! Do we have a deal?"
"Yeah I guess so. Where and when?"
"Give me about an hour. We'll meet you at the picnic area just down the street from the high school."
When Bennie grunted his agreement and hung up the phone Officer Smith was already reaching for his notebook to find the number for Steve and Pat.
When Steve answered he blurted "I need Pat right away!"
"You need Pat? Who the hell is this?"
As Officer Smith settled back into his chair he made a major effort to get himself under control. "I'm sorry Steve. This is Officer Smith and I just had a major break in a case so I'm in a bit of a hurry."
"Wow! That's great but what does that have to do with Pat?"
"That's just it! I promised her to a snitch of mine in exchange for information."
"Wait! Just wait a damn minute. You promised my wife to a snitch of yours in exchange for information? Maybe you better take a moment and explain."
After Steve had heard Officer Smith's explanation of what had happened and why he needed Pat to help him out Steve remained silent for a moment before replying, "Okay. What you want sounds erotic as hell. I'll try to convince Pat to do it while you are on the way over here."
"All right, I'll tell her what she has to do when I pick you up but you need to start getting ready. I've got to go by the house to get the cameras. I'm hoping that I can get some pictures for the June page of the calendar. I'll be there in about forty-five minutes."
Pat rose from her bath and wrapped herself in a soft fluffy bath towel and walked into the bedroom. Almost immediately her husband came rushing in saying "Officer Smith will be here in about an hour. He wants you to wear a dress without any underwear. He's using your body to pay off a snitch."
Pat's jaw dropped and she simply stared at her husband as if he was the main attraction at some sort of freak show. "Does he now?" she finally replied. "Isn't this all just a little rushed? You might want to explain just what's going on dear."
As she listened to Steve's explanation Pat's excitement began to grow. It had been a couple of weeks since she had any strange cock and whatever Officer Smith had in mind usually turned out to be interesting.
When Steve finally left Pat turned to take a good look at her body in the full length mirror. Slowly she let the towel drop to the floor. She was proud of her body and she knew that she was pretty but could take little credit for either. She did take credit for working to keep her body in good shape and to use makeup to enhance her natural attributes.
She allowed her gaze to drop lower. Her breasts were still firm and were capped by pointed nipples that stood out proudly from her breasts. As usual, she was unable to ignore the tattoo just above each nipple. Over her right nipple the Boss had ordered his artist to pen the word "Black" and over the left nipple he had placed the word "Owned". The tattoos were not large but placed as they were Pat was unable to wear a bikini without them showing.
The Boss had also had her nipples pierced that same night. She noticed that despite the heavy curved barbells piercing each nipple her nipples took the weight and remained out thrust.
Letting her eyes drop even further she noted that there was not an ounce of fat on her tummy and her waist was almost as trim as it had been when she was a young teen. Her hips flared out nicely and were well rounded.
Lowering her eyes yet again the Queen of Spades tattoo placed just over the crack of her pussy came into view. Strangely enough she was proud of this tattoo the most. She loved black dick and certainly had allowed enough blacks to entertain themselves between her legs to deserve the accolade.
Pat had lost count of the number of men of all colors who had deposited their love juice deep in her pussy, mouth and even her ass. On many occasions she had entertained a cock in each hole at the same time enjoying what was called a "Triple Penetration".
Lower still she noted the sparse blond hair that grew in the "V" formed as her torso blended into her thighs. The lips of her labia were only partially revealed giving her pussy the look of a much younger female.
While she dressed and put on her makeup her mind wandered over the possibilities. Who would fuck her this time? What would he be like? Would it be just one man or a group? Only time would answer these questions but her juices began to flow with anticipation as she imagined a strange man between her legs forcing a new dick into her pussy. With that thought in mind she finished dressing and went in search of her husband.
"I'm ready to go" Pat told Steve as she walked into the living room where he was looking out the front window. "Where's Officer Smith?"
"I don't know. He should be here any time. He said that he wanted to stop by his place to get his cameras so he could take pictures. He still doesn't have anything for June on his calendar."
Just as she joined her husband they saw Officer Smith pull up in front of the house in an unmarked vehicle. When he saw them looking out the window he waved his arm motioning for them to come on outside.
He reached across the seat and opened the back door of the four door sedan. Once inside Steve was surprised to note that the door handles and locks were still operational from inside the vehicle. There wasn't even a mesh separating the front and back seats.
As he drove away he said "Pat you look ravishing as usual. Steve it's good to see you too. I want you to unbutton the front of Pat's dress and pull her tits out where everyone can see them."
"Right now" Steve questioned?
"Yes now. We won't have much time when we get there. This guy is skittish and I want to make it clear that we mean business. Exposing Pat's tits like that will make it clear that my offer of your wife is serious and on the up and up. Otherwise he might think she is just a cop that I brought along. This way he knows everything is legit because no cop would expose herself to make a collar."
Steve had quickly begun to loosen the buttons on his wife's dress. It only took a few moments before he was able to pull both flaps of cloth aside. He took his time working each breast out of the dress. He enjoyed pinching the nipples and pulling on the barbell piercing each nipple. He knew every erotic place on his wife's voluptuous body and took advantage of that knowledge. By the time he had both tits fully exposed and resting over the top of her dress front her nipples were all wrinkled and hard.
Just a few moments later they pulled up into a parking lot adjacent to a small park. The park was unoccupied and the neighborhood was pretty run down. As the three of them got out of the car Officer Smith noticed another car entering the same parking lot. They stopped and waited to see what the other car would do.
Officer Smith recognized Bennie in the passenger seat but was not happy to see that he had brought two other men with him. The three men got out of the car. Bennie was a medium sized black man. Maybe five feet eight inches tall and weighing about one hundred eighty pounds.
It was pretty clear that the other two were muscle. One was black like Bennie and the other was white. The build on both was stocky and muscular. By Officer Smith's estimation each would be around six one or two and well over two hundred pounds.
Bennie smiled and offered his hand to Officer Smith. They shook hands but Officer Smith was keeping his eye on the two goons Bennie had brought. They were clearly not a threat at the moment since both men were giving Pat's exposed tits their full attention.
"What's the idea with the muscle Bennie?"
"You don't have anything to worry about from them. They are here for my protection should anyone from the area get ideas. I see that you were not exaggerating one bit about this lovely lady" Bennie said as he took Pat's hand and held to his lips kissing the knuckles lightly.
"And this must be the husband you were telling me about." As he shook hands with Steve he said "You sir are a very lucky man. You are married to a most beautiful young woman and she allows you to share here to the benefit of us mere mortals who are not so fortunate. I thank you in advance for allowing me to fuck your wife and I look forward to it immensely. I have hopes that you and your wife will even consider allowing my two friends to partake of her charms also but you can be assured that decision is totally yours."
Bennie turned toward Pat once again. Smiling, he held his hands up and, pointedly looking at her tits asked "May I?"
Even though Pat was charmed by his courtesy she knew better than to answer him directly. She turned to her husband to get his approval.
Steve, in much the same position that his wife was in, looked to Officer Smith.
"Bennie you know that I said that you could fuck her not fondle her but I guess there's nothing wrong with a quick feel."
Before anyone could change their minds Bennie reached forward and cupped a breast in each hand hefting the weight and enjoying the soft resilience of them.
Pat trembled slightly as she felt the touch of another stranger's hands on her flesh. At first he just seemed to hold her breasts but then he began to squeeze and massage them. She sighed with enjoyment as he rubbed the nipples between his thumb and forefinger. Then she jumped as she felt the momentary pain when he pinched her nipples and gave them a hard twist. Then his hands dropped away leaving her nipples hard and tingling.
He turned to Officer Smith. "Okay. Let's get on with our business. I really want to fuck this beauty. I can hardly wait to watch my black cock slide between the lips of her little white pussy and then burry itself deep inside her so that I can fill this white bitch with my seed."
"Before we get to that Bennie I think you have something for me."
"I've written the address on this piece of paper for you. I hope that you catch this SOB because I really don't like drugs in my neighborhood. Now we need to go some place so I can collect my reward."
"Bennie we aren't going anywhere."
"Wait! What? Don't tell me that you are going to stiff me. We had a deal and I delivered. I want what's coming to me.'
"Bennie it's not that I don't trust you exactly but just the same I am responsible for Pat and her husband and I am not taking them anywhere that you want to go. I certainly don't want to be seen in any of my haunts while we complete this transaction so you are going to have to make do with where we are right now."
Officer Smith picked up a blanket that he had brought along and grabbed Pat by the hand. Towing her along behind him he headed for a picnic table under some trees on the edge of the park. It was fairly secluded.
He spread the blanket across the end of the table. Then he grabbed the hem of Pat's dress and lifted it to her waist and told Pat to lean back against the table and to spread he legs wide.
He quickly took a couple of pictures of her completely exposed to the three strangers. The Queen of Spades tattoo above her pussy stood out like a neon sign.
"Bennie you can either accept my terms and fuck Pat here and now or I will give you your slip of paper back. It's your choice but you need to decide right now."
"What kind of deal is that? You've already read the address. I saw you."
"Well there is that" Officer Smith chuckled. "I'll tell you what. I'll throw you a bone to sweeten the deal. I'll let your two friends fuck Pat too but that is the best that I can do. What's it going to be?"
Without another word Bennie stepped between Pat's widespread legs and dropped his pants and underwear. At sixty-eight years old Bennie's body had begun to let him down and betray his age but there was nothing wrong with his sex drive. His big black cock jumped to attention as soon as it was released from the confines of his clothing.
He spit on his hand and stroked his cock a couple of times to lube it a little. As he rubbed the head of his cock between Pat's pussy lips he was surprised at how wet she was already. The head slipped easily between her pussy lips and the shaft disappeared deep inside her.
Pat was unable to stifle a moan as she looked down at the large black weapon being pushed relentlessly into her pussy. She grunted as Bennie buried his shaft to the hilt inside her warm moist pussy. She sighed almost in regret as he pulled back and grunted once again as the shaft was thrust back into her.



After watching that cock disappearing into her cunt only to reappear and disappear yet again Pat was forced to simply lean back and enjoy the sensation. It had been too long since she had enjoyed the presence of a strange dick using her pussy.
It wasn't long before she felt Bennie pick up the pace. He was grunting with the effort as he thrust into here faster and faster as the two of them enjoyed a dance as old as time.
Pat felt him thrust into her and hold his dick deep within her sex and then she felt the sensation of warm cum pumped into her pussy. After a moment he pulled back and slammed into her yet again. Another load of black cum juice joined the first one deep in her pussy. After a few more thrusts she felt a feeling of emptiness as the now flaccid cock slipped from within her moist slick sheath.
As Bennie stepped back Pat dropped to her knees and took the now flaccid cock into her mouth and began to clean it off. Bennie shuddered at the touch of her tongue and lips as Pat tasted her own juices mingled with Bennie's cum. When she was done with Bennie's cock she stood back up, lifted her skirt to her waist again and leaned back against the picnic table ready for the next strange cock to be offered to her.
Meanwhile, as Bennie struggled to refasten his pants he noticed Officer Smith standing there with his camera. "What the hell do you think you're doing" he demanded.
"Taking pictures for my calendar. I told you that I was going to take pictures."
"I don't want no pictures of me floating around. Are you crazy?"
"Relax Bennie. I took all of the pictures from behind you. No one will see your face. The only thing that they will see is your skinny ass and your black dick buried in that white pussy. "Now it you'll get the hell out of the way I think Pat is ready for one of your friends."
As Bennie finally got his pants under control and moved to the side Officer Smith motioned Bennie's white friend forward. "You're up stud. Let's see what you're made of."
Stepping between Pats spread legs he did not bother to drop his pants but simply unzipped them and pulled his dick out. Pat watched as her second dick of the day came out into the light. It was uncut, long and slim.
Grasping his stiff cock he took time to rub the head in Bennie's cum that was still oozing from between the lips of her blonde pussy. When he was satisfied he moved forward shoving the full length in all the way on the first stroke. He rested there for a few moments and then began to rhythmically fuck her.
Pat noticed that this long cock felt different than Bennie's thicker and shorter cock did. While she definitely did not feel as full as she had the longer length was driving deeper and she could feel the difference.
As he picked up the pace a low moan escaped from her lips. It was like being impaled on a soft but well placed spear. Moments later she felt cum filling her pussy for the second time in a matter of minutes.
He held his cock buried deep inside her love canal until the last bit of cum had been released. Then she sighed as he stepped back allowing his snake to slide from her warm embrace. Once again Pat dropped to her knees and cleaned his dick.
When she resumed her position Officer Smith took a moment to move in and take a couple of close up shots of her distended pussy lips and the globs of creamy white cum slowly dripping from her pussy onto the ground.
When he was finished Officer Smith motioned for the third goon to take his turn using her pussy for his entertainment.
The third man stepped between her legs and unzipped his pants. He stopped there and made a motion indicating that Pat should finish removing his cock from his pants. Pat obligingly reached inside his pants and wrestled a huge black dick out of his fly. She was clearly impressed and it was obvious that he had wanted to make a statement.
Since he just stood there with his cock in Pat's hand and made no move to do anything it was clear that he expected her to do everything so she did. She rubbed the head of his dick on her pussy. Not satisfied with the result, Pat scooped up some cum that was still dripping from her pussy and rubbed it along the length of his dick.
Finally, when she placed the head between the lips of her pussy, he stepped forward forcing it into her part way. She tried to move back as the huge shaft moved into her pussy but was unable to do so with her butt pressed firmly against the edge of the picnic table.
Sensing her discomfort he paused a moment and then he resumed the pressure. Slowly the massive black shaft moved deeper and deeper into her pussy. After what seemed like a long time his groin was pressed firmly against her mound and the job was done.
He rested there for a moment and then withdrew all the way out allowing his dick to droop. Pat quickly grasped his shaft and replaced it at the entrance to her pussy. Once his cock was aligned he pressed forward and Pat watched as the whole thing was buried inside her once again. She had felt many a cock inside her but it had been a long time since she had enjoyed the sensation of being filled to the limit.
Pat grunted with each massive thrust. Her legs were spread as far apart as she could get them to open her pussy and still she felt every inch of his cock as it was forced into her. Her butt was getting sore from being slammed into the edge of the picnic table again and again. She leaned back as far as she could and just tried to hold on.
She felt her orgasm coming as if it started at her toes. Warm pussy juice flooded her insides and forced its way around the log between her legs. The warm fluid flowing around his cock must have driven her partner over the edge too. It seemed like a gallon of cum was dumped deep into her pussy. He drove into her one last time and held there until he was completely dry.
Pat, feeling well and truly used dropped to her knees. She was panting from the effort but she had to have that massive instrument of love in her mouth. She struggled and was finally able to get the first few inches between her lips and into her mouth. There was no way that she was going to deep throat this dick but that did not stop her from trying.
She finally released the cock from her mouth and resumed her position leaning against the table. She sincerely hoped that Officer Smith had gotten good photos and film. She wanted to watch this again herself.
Just then Officer Smith moved forward to take several pictures of her. As he focused the camera he thought she looks thoroughly used. Her dress was still bunched at her waist exposing her swollen sex. Her pussy lips were red and looked raw after being fucked by three men in a row. Her own pussy juice and cum from her three lovers had combined and was running down her inner thighs. The light covering of blond hair that covered her mound was matted. She looked lovely.
Officer Smith was reluctant to finish his transaction. To tell the truth he wanted to fuck her so badly he could almost taste it. But he had information about the pusher he wanted to nail and it would only be good for a short time. He had to get back to the office and make plans.
He walked over to Pat and gave her a hand and pulled her upright. He arranged her skirt as neatly as possible. He readjusted her top and buttoned the dress so that she would look reasonably proper. He thanked Bennie and hustled Pat and Steve into the car so that he could drop them off on the way to the precinct. He had work to do and bad guys to run down. He would make sure to get back to Pat shortly.
NOTE: I would like to thank everyone for the support. Trying to come up with twelve different story lines is proving harder than I expected. If you have an idea or suggestion for a story line please feel free to share it in the comments.
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Lisa's heels made a rapid ratta tat tat as she bustled down the hallway but she was totally unaware of the sound. Her mind was running in overdrive as she continued to try and comprehend the situation she found herself in.
It had just been a dumb party. Actually it was a bridal party for a friend of hers. No one had said anything about the male strippers that were going to be there. Sure she'd been drinking and maybe she even had too much to drink but if she had known about the strippers she would never have had so much alcohol.
All of the girls had been laughing and having a great time when the strippers entered the room. Oh they started dancing at first but the clothing didn't last long. In just a few minutes the two of them were prancing around shaking their cocks and trying to get the girls to stroke them.
Before too long one of the girls kissed one and then began to suck it. When the black guy came over to a girl by me I looked away at first but I was fascinated at seeing my first black cock. It seemed so much larger than the ones that I had known.
I guess the black guy noticed me looking his way because before I knew it he was standing in front of me bouncing his cock up and down. I couldn't look away. It was just mesmerizing. I was so fascinated that I didn't even flinch when the head of his cock actually bounced against my lips.
I looked up into his eyes and saw a question. He wanted me to suck his cock and I was surprised to realize that I wanted to taste that black shaft for myself. What could the harm be? Most of the other girls had done so and many of them were encouraging me to just let it happen. So I did.
As I looked into his eyes I parted my lips and he pushed forward until just the head had entered my mouth. I flicked my tongue over the head and had the satisfaction of seeing the lust come into his eyes. It seems that he wanted this as much as I did so when he pushed forward I willingly took four or five inches into my warm moist mouth.
Before I could get used to the sensation he pulled his cock from my mouth and then shoved it in again. Each time he shoved his cock into my welcoming mouth he managed to drive it in a little farther. I can only be thankful that his nine inch cock wasn't huge in girth because I didn't even try to stop him when he finally shoved his cock all the way in and down my throat. In moments I found my nose pressed tightly into his groin which was covered with black curly hair.
I had never been face fucked before nor had I deep throated any man but I desperately wanted to swallow his black tool. I did not understand my sudden compulsion but I wanted to taste his cum. I did not resist as he placed his hands behind my head and continued thrusting his cock down my throat. I had no idea where my sudden desire for black cock came from but it seemed like I had become completely submissive and allowed him to use my mouth any way he wanted.
In the back of my mind I could hear the girls egging us both on as he continued to fuck my face. I fully expected him to shove his cock down my throat and dump his cum so I was surprised when he pulled his cock out and sprayed several sticky streams of cum onto my face.
I had continued looking up at him the whole time so I had been unaware of the cameras all around me. When I finally looked around it seemed like every one of the girls had recorded what had happened on their cell phones. I soon forgot my embarrassment when the girls began to clap.
After the party we had all gone our own way and I had not given it any more thought until today when my cell phone pinged signaling a incoming text message. I did not recognize the name or number but I am a consultant and often get calls from people that have gotten my number from a business associate.
I was just a little perplexed at the message. It said simply "We need to talk."
"About what I texted back?"
A moment later an image appeared on the screen of my phone. I couldn't believe what I saw. It was a picture of my face covered in cum and I was licking a drop of cum off the one and only black cock I had ever sucked. My eyes were wide open as I looked up at the cock's owner with a look of pure satisfaction.
I was in a meeting and I immediately excused myself and headed down the hall to my office. Breathing heavily I closed and locked the door and collapsed into my office chair. What the hell was going on? I hadn't responded to the picture when it arrived.
Now I took a moment to look more closely and as I did so I felt shock and revulsion.
How had I been able to do such a thing? And then I remembered how much I had wanted it at the time. How good it had felt to submit to his wishes and take that black tool down my throat. I even remembered the thrill as I felt his hot sticky cum splashing on my face.
Even more came back to me as I remembered feeling like a completely wanton slut servicing that black cock. I was allowing a complete stranger to use my mouth sexually and even though I felt degraded the thrill and excitement of doing something so outrageous was sensual. It was a feeling of excitement and I felt a thrill at taking a risk by doing something that I had never felt before.
And now the owner of that cock had my phone number. When I found out which of the girls had given up my information I was going to give her a piece of my mind.
Completely absorbed in my thoughts I jumped as my cell phone rang with an incoming call this time. It was the same number. I held the phone at arm's length and looked it as if it were a snake. Slowly I raised it to my ear and said "Hello".
A strange voice answered "Hello Lisa. You have a nice voice. Despite our earlier intimacy we have never spoken before. Did you enjoy the picture?"
OMG he even knows my name. "What do you want?" I demanded.
"That's no way to talk to your new best friend. I just want to get to know you better. That's all."
"I'm a married woman. Where did you get that picture?"
"Sweet Lisa I'll never forget the feeling of my dick buried all the way down your throat. No woman has ever done that to me before."
"You've got to leave me alone. I'm not like that. I don't even know you."
"I'm sorry Lisa but I just can't do that. We have unfinished business. One of your girl friends told me that your husband is out of town for a few days so I want to see you tonight."
"Are you out of your mind? You must be absolutely crazy to think that I am going anywhere near you." Even as she said it Lisa knew that she really wanted to finish what she had started the other night at the party. She wanted to know what it would feel like to service a black man. To feel that cock buried between her legs. "What the hell is going on with me?" she thought.
"Lisa I really don't want to make this hard on you. We both know that you enjoyed sucking my dick the other night. I'm betting that you want to finish what we started just as much as I do so let's stop playing games. Where can we meet? How about the restaurant in the Hotel Greenleaf at nine tonight? We can have dinner and discuss the situation."
"I've already told you that I'm a married woman and I have no intention of conducting any unfinished business with you." Even as I said this I knew that I wanted to experience the excitement that I had felt the other night as that long black snake slipped back and forth between my lips and down my throat.
"Lisa I'm going to be waiting for you tonight at nine. Wear a nice dress with nothing under it. No underwear."
"Now I know your nuts. What makes you think that I would do such a thing?" As the words passed my lips I thought "OMG what am I going to do? I don't understand. It is almost as if I am under some compulsion but I really want to do this. I want to have the experience of being fucked by a black man at least one time in my life."
"Listen bitch. I've given you your instructions. If you're not there at nine I'll see that your husband gets a copy of these pictures. There are more than the one that you've seen. Or maybe they'll find their way to your office. Wouldn't that be interesting?"
"I'll expect you at nine sharp. We can discuss what else you can do for me over dinner." Then he disconnected.
Lisa sat at her desk in shock. She was still trying to process everything that had happened when the handle to her office door turned. When the door failed to open immediately she heard her boss call out asking "Lisa? Are you okay?"
The last thing she wanted was to talk to her boss right now. "I'm okay." she answered.
"Well you didn't look good when you rushed out of our meeting so I was concerned."
"I'm fine. Thanks." she called out. She listened until she heard him turn and walk slowly away.
Lisa didn't feel well at all. Her emotions were churning as she considered her situation. What would her husband do if he or her boss ever saw the pictures this stranger had of her?
She had to get out of here. Gathering her things, she left telling her associate that she didn't feel well and was going home. Her hands were trembling so bad that she could hardly punch the elevator call button. When she reached her car it took three tries to insert the ignition key and start the car.
As she drove home she was hardly aware of the traffic. It seemed like forever before she drove into her driveway. At least the stranger had been right about one thing. Her husband was out of town for a few days.
Bursting into the living room Lisa headed straight for the liquor cabinet. Grabbing the Famous Grouse she poured a shot and knocked it back. She poured the second and wandered over to the couch and flopped down. As the first shot hit bottom her nerves began to settle and she began to think more clearly.
It didn't look as she would be able to avoid meeting . . . .him. "I don't even know his name." she thought. "I sucked his cock and took his cum on my face and I don't even know his name."
Slowly she began to think "I can do this. Hell, I want to do this." It was almost as if she was unable to refuse to comply with this stranger's demands.
Once her mind became accustomed to the idea that she really was going to go and meet him she began to think of what to wear. She remembered his orders to wear a dress and no underwear.
"Okay." she thought. "What the hell. Let's do this up right. I know exactly what dress to wear."
On the way to her closet she continued to consider what else to wear. Then it dawned on her. I'll wear that short black cocktail dress that my husband loves so much. The one that shows a fair amount of cleavage with the hem that ends around mid thigh. That dress always looks good against my pale white skin.
Deciding to go all in Lisa took out a pair of sheer black stockings and a red lace garter belt. She had only worn this combination once and it had driven her husband mad. Of course, she had been wearing a bra and panties that time. Not tonight.
Suddenly she was overcome with trepidation and doubt. She had never been a slut or even wanted to dress like one yet here she was doing exactly that for a complete stranger. She started to put things back into the closet. "I'll just call him back and tell him that I am not going to be there tonight no matter how he threatens me."
Then the other side of her brain kicked in wanting to know when she would ever get a chance like this again? What harm could there be? It was only one night and her husband was out of town so he would never know.
Noticing that it was a little after eight o'clock she began to get undressed so she could take a shower.
It was a few minutes before nine when she walked into the dining room at the hotel and scanned the diners. At first she did not see him because he was sitting near the rear of the room with his back to her. He must have seen her in the mirror because he turned and waved his hand.
She hesitated knowing that this would probably be her last opportunity to back out. Shrugging her shoulders Lisa abandoned herself to her fate and walked toward his table. He did not even rise to greet her so she walked past him and turned to face him.
She stood there looking down at that handsome face that she had been looking at as she had sucked his cock the other night.
She started to sit down but was stopped by one word. "Wait!"
"It's good to see you here. I wasn't sure if you would come but I am glad that you did. However I need you to prove that you are here in good faith."
"What?" Lisa blurted out. "How the hell can I prove that I'm here in good faith?"
"I told you not to wear any underwear. There is only one way to prove that. I want you to raise your skirt up until I can see your bare pussy."
"You've got to be kidding. Everyone would see me."
"Raise your skirt and show me your bare pussy right now or the pictures go to your husband."
Finally she found more words but they were just as inane. "But there are people here. They will see me if I raise my skirt right here. Can't we go somewhere else?"
"If you don't raise that skirt right now I am out of here. Oh and don't drop it until I say that you can. Do you understand?"
Frustrated and not knowing what else to do Lisa reluctantly raised her skirt revealing her long legs and then the garter belt and finally the dining room light fell directly on her bare shaved pussy. Shamed and humiliated Lisa stood there for what seemed like a life time before he spoke.
"I like the garter belt. It's a nice touch even though I did not tell you to wear it. Be careful improvising in the future Lisa. You can lower your dress now. I think everyone has seen enough don't you?"
"Please sit down and join me."
As she sat Lisa knew that her face was red with humiliation. She looked at him and asked "Why did you make me do that?"
"I did it for two reasons. As I said, I wanted to make sure that you had followed my directions. I also wanted you to know that I can make you do things like that at any time and I will. When I tell you to do something from now on I expect you to do so. Our little meeting here has proven that you are submissive as I guessed the other night. It also proves that you are aware of the hold I hold over you and has shown us both just how far you will go to protect your relationship with your husband."
"I'm here." Lisa said. "Can't we just leave my husband out of this?"
"For now we can. Only time will tell how long that will last. It depends on your willingness to follow my directions. We are going to test that right now. I assume that you are not wearing a bra either are you?"
"No. You said that I wasn't supposed to wear any underwear so I didn't."
"That's good. I want you to shift your bodice to one side far enough to expose one of your nipples. The waiter will be here if a few moments and I want you to give him a thrill."
"Now wait just a minute!" Lisa exclaimed.
Before her words were completely out of her mouth her companion began to rise. "Okay. Okay." Lisa said.
"I can't believe that I am doing this" she said as much to herself as to her companion. She was still reaching into her bodice when the waiter walked up to take her order. Thoroughly embarrassed she quickly removed her hand and just as quickly her companion began to rise again.
Lisa knew what this meant and as the waiter stood there watching she finished shifting her dress around until the waiter had an unobstructed view of her nipple. A strange feeling ran through her as she looked up and saw him looking at her exposed nipple. What the hell was she doing? One stranger tells her to show another stranger her nipple in a public place and she does it? Good grief she had just pulled her dress up and showed her pussy to anyone who was looking.
What she had just done was humiliating and embarrassing. Hell it was degrading yet she had done it and felt empowered by doing so. One look at her companion and her face fell. What could be wrong now?
The waiter remained standing there enjoying the view as her companion said "Lisa I am disappointed in you. I told you to have your nipple out of your dress for my friend to see before he got here. Since you cannot seem to follow basic instructions it seems I must make you suffer more. Remove both of your breasts and get them out here for us to enjoy and you better do it quick."
I didn't even take time to think. I quickly shoved a hand down the front of my dress and managed to get both my breasts into full view. The pale white skin was accented by the dark dress and my hardened nipples gave proof to the fact that I was excited by what I was doing.
It was at this point that things got even worse as the dining room manager arrived at our table to see what was taking the waiter so long. As soon as he arrived he knew exactly why the waiter was still at our table.
I sat there shamefaced and exposed to these two strangers. I was so titillated that I almost did not hear my companion when he said "Lisa, my sweet, what would you like for diner?"
"I . . . . I don't care." I stammered. He said "We'll both have the New York Strip. I'd like mine medium. Lisa how would you like yours?" "Medium well." I said as I looked up at the two men who smiled and walked away.
As I started to pull my dress back over my tits I was stopped by an imperious "No! Leave them out until I tell you to cover yourself.
Resigned to my fate I was relieved and thought that things probably couldn't get any worse when I realized that our table was near the rest rooms. All through the ordeal of eating my steak a steady stream of men and women moved past our table. My exposed tits were almost impossible to miss. Be the time we had paid the bill and were ready to leave thirty diners must have enjoyed the spectacle that I made.
Even as we got up to leave I was denied the right to cover up. He grabbed my hand and led me out of the dining room and into the lobby. I was dragged up to the check in counter where a young man of twenty or so was treated to the sight of my exposed breasts as we secured the room key and headed for the elevator.
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As I was literally dragged into the waiting elevator I felt relieved that there was no one else inside. As soon as the door closed I was shoved back against the wall and my tits were roughly mauled. My nipples were pinched, pulled and twisted until they stood up proud and tall much to my embarrassment.
When the elevator door opened moments later he continued holding my wrist with his left hand while he used his right hand to insert the key into one of the hallway doors. I didn't even have time to see the room number before we were inside. Spinning me around my captor said "On your knees."
Still playing catch up I said "I don't really know what is going on but this has to stop." The amazing thing is that I said it while I obediently sank to my knees. "What the hell?" I thought.
As I knelt there looking up into those eyes that had seemed to mesmerize me the other night I found myself wavering once again. "You need to suck my cock right now." he said as he unzipped his fly. I had the chance to get up but I continued to kneel before him waiting to feel his cock in my mouth again. "But that's not where I want it." my mind screamed out.
"I want it between my legs." I thought to myself but to my surprise he looked down at me and said "What did you say?"
"Nothing! I didn't say anything" I said hurriedly hoping that I wouldn't be made to say it again out loud. It seems that my luck wasn't holding because he had gotten out his cell phone and was now recording me as I knelt before him.
"Say it again and this time look at me and say it loud and clear."
Even though I was quivering with shame I could not ignore his instructions and I looked directly into the camera and repeated myself clearly "I want it between my legs."
"What do you want between your legs?" he asked.
"Your cock!"
"My what?"
"I want your black cock between my legs."
A smile crossed his face as he said "You'll have to wait a while for that Lisa. For now I have three friends that are due to stop by in about half an hour. I told them what a good cocksucker you are and they were insistent on trying you out for themselves. I agreed."
"Three friends? I told you before that I am married. Tonight can only be between us and then that's it. I don't ever want to see you again."
"Oh sweet Lisa, how naïve you are. You are mine. You want to be mine and you know it. Just like every other submissive slave that I have ever met you want to live on the wild side. You want to experience things that only sluts get to experience but you don't want to take responsibility for it. You figure that if you are forced to indulge in trashy behavior then you are not responsible. I mean you were made to do it. Right?"
"No you don't understand. I just wanted to see what it would be like to feel a black cock sliding between my legs and pushing deeply into my cunt. All the women talk about how great sex is with a black man. I'm not really like what you just said."
"Is that so? I guess we had better answer this question for both of us right now. Lisa you are kneeling before me with your breasts exposed. Take a look at my big black cock. Now if you really believe what you just said all you have to do is stand up. Make yourself decent and leave. You'll never know the joy of servicing a black man or feel the ecstasy of being the able to command the attention of a group of black men. So here's your chance. What will it be? Suck my cock and begin the next phase of your service or leave and wonder for the rest of your life."
I said "Thank you for letting me go." in my mind as I parted my lips and took his dick between my lips and into my warm moist mouth. I flicked my tongue back and forth over the opening of his pee hole and was rewarded with the salty taste of his pre cum.
When he shoved forward I managed to swallow his cock down my throat as I had the other night. I found that I really liked feeling so full. As if his cock was reaching all the way down into my stomach.
Dimly I heard him say "Lisa my friends are really going to enjoy face fucking you. Your throat is so tight and you are so beautiful. Your blond hair and blue eyes make a striking contrast with my black cock."
Briefly I thought of my husband. I was becoming a woman that he would never recognize but I knew that he would certainly enjoy my new found deep throat skills. Then I sank into bliss as he pounded back and forth into me. At last I felt his cock spasm as it pumped hot cum down my throat and into my tummy.
When it was done I simply knelt there with my eyes closed and satisfied. Then I felt his dick pushing at my lips again. As I parted my lips I thought "How can he be ready to go so quickly?"
When I felt my hands lifted and placed on two more hot cocks I remembered the three men that I was told were coming by to sample my services. As my eyes popped open there was a flash and I saw my master taking a picture of me with a black strangers cock in my mouth and one in each hand.
"Master?" I thought. "Where the hell had that come from?"
I know that there were more pictures but I lost concentration as I used my lips and tongue to bring pleasure to myself and the owner of this new cock. It was frustrating because I wanted to take my time and savor the experience. It was also somehow satisfying knowing that I was willingly allowing my mouth to be used for sex by a black man that I didn't even know. At the same time I wanted to finish the first so that I could get on to the other two.
The three men alternated using my mouth making me feel joy from giving satisfaction to them. Each time they exchanged places they were closer and closer to a climax. Finally one of them shoved his dick down my throat and I felt his cock spasm as he shot loads of creamy cum into me.
The second and third ones pulled out and sprayed cum all over my face and into my hair. When it was done I opened my eyes to see that I was being filmed. They placed one cock in each of my hands and the third man with the largest dick stood behind me with his cock over my shoulder and resting against my cheek.
I couldn't help myself. As my new master filmed me I looked directly into the camera and smiled.
He asked "Did you enjoy sucking all that black cock Lisa?"
I answered with a nod.
He asked "What?"
"That was the most erotic thing that I have ever done."
Then I watched in surprise as the three men walked over to their clothes and fished out their wallets. Each of them handed a ten dollar bill to my new master. I was incensed. I had been used and sold like a common whore and given three strangers blow jobs for only ten dollars each and I didn't even get the money.
"Get over here by the bed." my master said.
I quickly moved over to the end of the bed where he was pointing.
"Now I want you to pull up your skirt and then sit on the edge of the bed. I want to get a good look at my new slut's pussy before I finally give you what you want. You said that you wanted to know what it would feel like as a black cock slipped in and out of your pussy. Well you're about to find out."
As I followed his instructions I continued to marvel that I seemed not to have the ability to resist. Was this what it meant to be submissive? My mind kept telling me that I should be ashamed for exposing myself and allowing myself to be used like the slut he had just called me yet I needed to do as I was told.
After I had raised my skirt and sat on the edge of the bed he came over and pushed me down on my back. I lay there with my feet on the floor and my ass on the edge of the bed. "Then he said spread your legs."
I shook my head no even as I slowly spread my legs allowing this man who was not my husband to view my exposed pussy. As I lay there I watched as he removed his cell phone and prepared to take more pictures of me.
"Wider!" he commanded and I obeyed spreading my legs as far apart as I could.
He took several pictures of me with cum all over my face, my tits hanging out of the top of my dress and my legs splayed wide apart. I prayed that he would ask no more of me but my prayer was not to be answered.
"Lift your legs and place your heels on the edge of the bed and spread those knees as wide as you can.'
The shame and embarrassment was almost more than I could stand. No one, not even my husband, had ever been allowed to look at me in this intimate a fashion. I was acting like a depraved woman and, much to my surprise, I loved it. The thrill of knowing that I was showing my most intimate sex to a black stranger was almost overpowering.
I looked on as he took several more pictures. As he stepped back I hoped that my humiliation was finally finished but there was more to come.
"Lisa I want you to reach between your legs and pull your pussy lips wide apart. I want to be able to see into your soul."
And I did it. As he stared between my legs and took even more pictures I obediently spread my sex wide open baring my soul to his view. I know that my cheeks flamed red with embarrassment but I did it. It was humiliating to say the very least but I felt empowered at the same time.
Then I heard the knock on the door. Realizing how exposed I was I immediately started to sit up. "Stay!" my master barked.
I didn't know what to do. How could he expect me to lay here like this when he was letting people come into the room. They would see my tits and pussy. Even my cum covered face. I had to get up yet I stayed where my master told me to stay.
The door opened and the same three black men whose cocks I had just sucked came back into the room.
I managed to blurt out "What's going on?" which seems sort of stupid considering my current position on the bed.
My master spoke with the three men but their voices were too soft for me to be able to hear what was being said. Several times one of them would glance over and look at me laying there on the bed displayed like an advertisement.
Finally they seemed to reach some agreement and once again each man took out his wallet and gave my master a twenty dollar bill.
My master turned to me and said "Lisa you said that you wanted to see what it felt like to have a black cock between your legs. You're about to get your wish. First I am going to fuck you hard and fast. Then, when I am finished, these three gentlemen are going to fuck you. When we are done with you your pussy will have been thoroughly fucked by black cock and you will no longer wonder what it feels like to have a black cock between your legs. You are about to be filled with cum and I will be sixty dollars richer."
My mind was spinning. Four men were going to fuck me? Was I now to become a black gang bang whore too? I said "Wait! You can't do this to me. What will my husband think?"
Just then my master moved between my legs and sank his long black shank into my pussy. Thankfully I was already fully moist and lubricated because it slid right in and suddenly I knew that this was what had been missing from my sex life for years. I needed to be used and I wanted black cock. Then my thoughts simply faded away as I was overtaken by the feeling of being well and truly fucked.
My thoughts resurfaced in a rush as I felt his cum filling my fertile womb. The thought that I might get pregnant ran through my mind as I lay there sweating and impaled on his cock. I began to struggle and squirm under him.
"Hold still. What the hell's the matter with you?"
"I'm not on the pill and you just came inside me. I might get pregnant. How could I possibly explain that to my husband?"
"Well that would certainly be an inconvenience Lisa but it's a little late to worry about it now. It's done and since it's done it won't make any difference when my three friends add their cum to mine will it?"
"No! You can't make me do this. I can't get pregnant. My whole life could be ruined."
"Now Lisa you don't need to get so upset. What's done can't be undone and the extra three loads of cum probably won't make things any worse than they already are. Now you just stay right here and enjoy yourself. The first one of my friends is ready for his turn in your pussy."
Before I could form a reply I looked down across my belly and watched as another black man stepped between my legs and rubbed the head of his cock between my pussy lips. Using my own juices as lubrication he pushed forward and his cock began to sink into my sheath.
He paused when he was fully buried and then began the slow rhythmic motion of sex as he drove himself into my welcoming pussy. It wasn't long before he began to increase the pace and then he moaned as he unloaded so much semen into me that it was forced around his shaft and ran down between my legs, over my asshole and dropped onto the floor.
It was then that I noticed my master using his cell phone camera to record my degradation. Before I even had time to think about that another cock was being shoved into my pussy. He repeated the process until he too pumped me full with cum once again.
As I lay there in full submission a third black man stepped between my legs. It was then that I felt the first stirrings of fear. Although I had recently sucked his cock it must not have registered just how large it was. I actually tried to pull back a little as I felt him rub his dick on my sex.
He got the head into me fairly easily and then he began to work on the shaft. Slowly he worked it deeper and deeper inside until I felt as if I might explode. I had never been fucked by such a large cock. My mind flashed back to the stories I had heard about the size of black cocks.
He rested when he finally shoved his groin against my mound and the whole thing was buried in me. Then he proceeded to give me the roughest fucking I had ever experienced. He had great stamina and it seemed like the abuse my pussy was taking might never end.
When it finally came the explosion felt like a fire hose was loose between my legs. I swear that it felt as if a cup of hot cum had been pumped into me. When he finally pulled his cock out it was like popping the cork on a champagne bottle. Cum gushed out of my pussy and ran down between my legs.
I lay there exhausted from my first gang bang. I was vaguely aware that the men were leaving and I knew that my master had filmed the whole thing. I am pretty sure that I heard him promise to give each of the men a copy to share with their friends.
I heard my master say "Get up slut."
Wearily I struggled to my feet. "I need to get cleaned up." I told him.
"Fuck that shit. You came in here and we used you like the whore that you have become. I made almost a hundred dollars off of you tonight and I'll make a lot more in the future."
I shook my head saying "No. This can't go on. I have a husband that I love."
"Well that's good slut. Since you love him so much I'm sure that you wouldn't want him to see this video would you? When I'm ready for you again Lisa I'll give you a call and you'll come running just like the submissive black slut you are. Do you understand?"
"Nooo. You can't do this to me."
"Ah but I can and I will. Lisa you and I are going to have good times together. I really enjoy using you myself almost as much as I enjoy making you submit to others. Now get out of here."
"But I've got dried cum on my face and I need to clean myself out so I won't get pregnant."
"That's true but you are going to have to wait until you get home to do that. Goodnight Lisa."
With that he shoved me out the door and into the hall.
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It was now a little over a week since the night that I had staggered home from my first interracial gangbang. In that time I had reviewed the experience over and over and was still unsure what had come over me.
I had almost felt obsessed to meet with a man that I did not know even now. For some unexplained reason it seems as if I was unable to resist his commands and at his instruction I had sucked his black cock and the cocks of three strangers. I had gone on to allow myself to have sex with each of the four men and take their cum into my fertile pussy. I still did not know if I was pregnant or not.
Even though I had no intention of repeating the experience I had made it my business to visit my gynecologist to get a prescription for birth control pills. I was hoping that, if I had been impregnated, the pills would undo the damage.
I had spent a lot of time trying to figure out how I had allowed myself to get into that situation in the first place. Under normal conditions I would never had allowed my body to be used as a cum dump by four black strangers and yet it had happened. I had a healthy curiosity about the mythical black man and his sexual prowess but I never would have expected to ever have sex with one much less four of them.
It seems like I have some latent submissive tendencies of which I had been unaware. One of the girls that had been at the party had told me that the man's name was Trey but I had unconsciously begun calling him master. When he told me to do something I felt compelled to do whatever he said.
I had absolutely no intention of repeating the experience. That is until he called me earlier this afternoon. I replayed the conversation in my mind for what must have been the third time in the last hour.
When the phone rang I had answered and heard this familiar voice saying "Hello Lisa. This is your black friend from last week. How are you?"
"I know who this is and I know that your name is Trey."
"I much prefer it when you call me master as you did last week. It has a nice sound to it don't you agree. You can call me Trey when we are conducting business but when we get together I expect you to call me master."
"Okay Trey. Much as I am willing to admit that I enjoyed our encounter last week it cannot continue. As I have already said, I am happily married and I really don't think that my husband would be thrilled to find out that his wife was being used as a sex object by a black man."
"Oh I'm sure you're right about that. The thing is that I have all of these incriminating photos and video of you. I don't think that your husband would be too thrilled to see them or to have them made available to his friends do you?"
"You wouldn't dare do that!"
"Lisa you seem like a nice person but what you don't understand is that I'm not a nice person and I like seeing you put through your paces. I'm also pretty sure that you actually do like the idea of being forced to have uncontrolled sex outside of your marriage."
"I think that you enjoy having your prurient interests satisfied without taking any responsibility for what happens. In your mind it becomes okay because you are not in control. Therefor you are not responsible for what you do. Someone else is making you do these things."
"You see, I'm okay with that and I intend to use that and your submissive tendencies to my advantage. I'm going to make you do things you would never do on your own and I'm fully confident that you're going to enjoy the experience."
"You don't understand. I can't just take off because you say so. My husband would figure out that something is going on."
"Lisa I'm not an unreasonable man nor am I stupid. I've done my research and I know that your husband has a good job and, because of that, you don't have to work. That means that you have all day to do anything you and I decide that you want to do. From the time your husband leaves for work around eight o'clock in the morning until he returns around six in the evening we are free to play."
"Tomorrow I want you to meet me at the Lakeside Motel out on highway fifteen. It's on the western outskirts of town. Are you familiar with it?"
"I know where it is."
"Good. It's about a half hour drive from your house so I'll expect you no later than nine. There are some good friends of mine, a married couple, that would like to meet you and spend some time getting to know you."
"I want you to wear something like you did the other day. No underwear! I think that you should wear a garter belt and stockings like you did last week. That was incredibly sexy."
"I don't know. It's awfully risky."
"Lisa you can believe me when I say that meeting me and my friends at the motel tomorrow morning is much less risky than what will surely happen if you fail to show up. We'll be in room 204. I'll see you then." And just like that he hung up.
For the rest of the day and half of the night my mind churned up the possibilities. The most disturbing thing Trey had said was that it was a married couple. I had never been with a woman before. I wasn't even sure how I would respond to a woman's touch.
Things were simply crazy this morning. I hope that my husband didn't notice any strange behavior. It seemed like he would never leave and I was trying so hard not to act out of the ordinary.
How can you feel opposite feelings about something? I knew that I was going to experience sex with a woman. I was certain that Trey would make me do that. The best way to describe my feelings is to say that I was looking forward to the experience with great trepidation. That's what I mean about opposite feelings.
I arrived about ten minutes early and simply sat there in the car arguing with myself. There was a tug of war going on inside my head. Go home! Go in! The tie was finally broken when I thought about my husband and his friends watching me being fucked by those black men. I couldn't let that happen so I went inside and up to room 204.
I knocked and Trey quickly opened the door. He was wearing a huge smile on his face which only got bigger when I said "Good morning master."
He stepped aside and I entered the room. On the bed was a black man and woman. Both were naked and the woman was busily sucking his cock. As soon as they noticed me they stopped what they were doing and both sat curiously on the edge of the bed.
I also noticed that Trey had been filming the action with a video camera mounted on a tripod. It looks like he had been using his cell phone too because he had it out.
"Lisa this is Bob and Sue. Not their real names of course. Bob, Sue this is Lisa. The young lady I have been telling you about." At this point they both stood and came toward me. Sue offered me her hand and after we shook her husband wrapped me in a huge hug. I must admit that being embraced by a naked stranger did seem somewhat strange.
"Lisa did you leave your underwear at home as I instructed you to?"
"Yes master."
"Show me."
I obediently raised my skirt to show my bare pussy covered only by a sprinkling of light blond hair.
Trey said "Very good."
"I'm going to be recording the proceedings tonight so all three of you should be prepared to follow my instructions. To begin I want the three of you to stand over by the bed while I get the scene in the camera composed properly and in focus."
The three of us moved over to the edge of the bed as Trey had instructed. After he made some adjustments to the camera he turned to us once again.
"I'm going to give you a series of instructions before you do anything. That way I will be able to cut out those sections and only have the action. Lisa I want you to stand between Bob and Sue. Lisa the first thing that I want you to do is to turn and kiss Bob. Sue you are free to amuse yourself any way that you wish then . . . . . " Trey continued to give us a series of instructions.
As I turned toward Bob he once again wrapped me in a huge embrace. I turned my head up and he kissed me deeply. I'm not sure what I really expected but the kiss was electric. It's true that he was just a man and I had been kissed before but this was the first time to be kissed by a black man. In my mind the difference was huge. I guess it's just that I was raised that this kind of behavior was taboo.
His lips covered mine and in moments I felt his tongue trying to part my lips. I relaxed just the slightest bit and he took immediate advantage of the opening and pried my lips apart shoving his tongue deep into my mouth.
In the meantime his hands wandered all over my body. At first he just rubbed them up and down my back pausing to squeeze the cheeks of my round ass.
It was then that I realized that another set of hands was at work on my body also. Not to be left out, Sue had closed the gap between us and had begun to massage and fondle my tits.
I felt my skirt rising and Bob worked to remove the barrier between his hot wandering hands and the bare skin of my ass. At the same time Sue had helped her husband pull up my skirt so that she could get her inquisitive fingers between my legs to part the lips of my pussy.
I froze momentarily when I felt first one and then two female fingers entering my sex. I was so mesmerized by the unusual female to female contact that I almost didn't notice it when Bob managed to get one finger inserted into my ass hole. My knees almost buckled as I experienced both my pussy and anus being penetrated at the same time.
As Bob removed his lips from mine I leaned forward in an attempt to maintain the stimulating contact. Denying me the contact he turned me so that I was facing Sue who immediately locked her lips to mine.
I was shocked by the unusual, for me, female to female contact. I had never had any sexual contact with a female in my life and here I found myself being kissed by a black woman and filmed at the same time. I did not have time to think about it long as Bob's fingers found my wet pussy and resumed the work that his wife had started. I let out a soft moan as two of his long fingers delved into my wet sex.
Just as I was beginning to get into the swing of things the two of them stopped. Raising my skirt they laid me back on the bed and spread my legs. Both Bob and Sue knelt between my legs and I shivered as the two of them began to eat my pussy. I could not tell which one was which and that was almost more erotic than it would have been if I had known.
I felt fingers working their way into my warm wet pussy. At first it was just a couple but I could tell that an effort was being made to get more inside me. Then I finally realized what was happening. One of them was going to try to fist me.
At first I squirmed a bit making a half hearted effort to avoid what was coming but the slut in me did not try too hard. I felt some lubricant being squirted onto my pussy and the pressure increased. I found that I wanted this to happen so I stopped fighting it and tried to relax.
Moments later I felt the increased pressure as the thumb joined the fingers in their onslaught. Then it happened. The whole hand slipped between the lips of my pussy and into my vagina. My body shuddered as my mind imagined the sight I must make for the camera with a black woman fisting my white pussy. I wondered how far she had been able to get her hand into me.
All too soon the hand was removed along with it the sense of being filled. I opened my eyes as I felt someone on the bed beside me and saw Sue. The first thing that she did was to release my tits from my dress top. I watched as she fondled them and then pinched and teased the nipples.
Then she rose up on her knees and I wondered what she was about to do. Even in my limited experience I soon realized what was to come as she placed a knee on either side of my head. All I could see now was the black of her pussy lips as she lowered her sex onto my face and placed her pussy directly on my mouth.
At first I did nothing as she rubbed herself on my lips. I thought that if I did nothing she would soon tire of this and stop. But then my inner slut asserted herself. I may never again have an opportunity to taste the sex of a black woman or any woman for that matter.
Tentatively I parted my lips and the tip of my tongue pushed out and touched her pussy lips. Intrigued by the unique sensation I probed farther and farther until I had my tongue rigid as Sue fucked herself with it.
Meanwhile Bob had been working on my pussy. His tongue and active lips had me thoroughly aroused and I squirmed with delicious pleasure.
Bob stopped what he had been doing and I felt him lay down beside me. I could not see anything with Sue's pussy pushing down on my face. My tongue was buried in her sex and my nose was pushing on her ass. Before I could figure out what was happening with Bob I felt Sue removing the pressure as she lifted herself from my face.
Bob lay next to me with his legs hanging off the edge of the bed much like I was. Sue helped me sit up and she helped me straddle Bob so that he could sink his black shaft into my pussy giving the camera a good view of the action.
I lowered myself onto Bob's cock and shuddered as it sank full length into me in one move. Then Sue helped me lay back on Bob with my legs splayed to the side and his marvelous shaft impaling me. Once I was comfortable Sue straddled my head once again and lowered herself to my waiting willing mouth.
I was somewhat immobilized when I felt something pressing at my pussy which was already filled with Bob's cock. When I realized what was happening I was grateful that Sue had fist fucked me earlier. I grunted as I felt Trey's cock join Bill's cock in my stretched pussy.
My body was rocked by sensations as I tried my best to force my tongue deeply into Sue's pussy while she did her best to push her pussy down onto my tongue and face as far as possible.
Bob wasn't able to do much from his position underneath me but Trey was pounding my pussy harder than I had ever been fucked before. Having Sue's fist inside my pussy was nothing like having two big black cocks inside there at the same time.
A few moments later Sue's movements increased in intensity and then I felt her warm cum as it flowed from her pussy onto my face and into my mouth. I avidly licked her sex and swallowed everything that I could.
As this was happening Trey reached his limits and pumped loads of hot sperm into my pussy forcing his dick as far inside me as possible with each thrust.
When he finished I realized that I still had a cock in me. I struggled to sit up so that I could fuck Bob's cock into me. I rode him reverse cowgirl giving the video camera a beautiful view of me slamming my pussy down on that rod. Suddenly I felt Bob grasp my waist and hold me immobile as he pumped more cum into me.
I remained mounted on him until he finished and moved slightly to the side allowing his spent and rapidly softening cock to slide from between the lips of my pussy. As the head left it's warm nest I felt the cum follow it out running between my legs and dripping onto the floor.
I sat there and watched as Trey turned off the video. My mind was still struggling to grasp what I had just done and what had just been done to me. I guess I should not have been surprised when Trey grasped one of my hands and pulled me to my feet leading me toward the door.
Once again I found myself standing in the hall of a motel. My tits were exposed. There was cum running down the inside of my thighs and Sue's cum was rapidly drying on my face. As I stood there still somewhat dazed two young men exited the elevator and walked by me. One quickly turned his cell camera on and took a video as they walked past.
I entered the elevator where I could get myself back together only to find it occupied by yet another young man. The elevator started up instead of down and I watched as he also pulled out the ever present cell phone to take pictures as I hurriedly tried to stuff my tits back inside my dress.
He got off on the next floor and the damn elevator finally started down. I hurried to my car without looking at another person hoping that no one would notice the dried cum on my face.
Never again I thought.
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As I left the kitchen I heard my cell phone ringing. The sound elicited a myriad of emotions all at the same time. Heading towards the living room where I had left the phone on the coffee table my mind was terribly conflicted.
To tell the truth I was apprehensive and worried that it might be the black man that I had recently met. He had coerced me into uncontrolled sex with him and others over the past few weeks and I was truly concerned that he was calling to force me to participate in even more humiliating sex acts as he and his friends used me. If the truth be known I was also worried that it might not be him.
In the few moments that it actually took me to reach my phone my mind involuntarily reviewed everything that had happened.
I first met him at a coworker's party. The alcohol was plentiful and the all female partygoers had gotten to the somewhat rowdy stage. I wasn't feeling too much pain myself I must admit.
That was when the black stripper appeared. At first I didn't think too much about it but when he began removing his clothes my interest picked up. I had been inquisitive about what it would be like to experience sex with a black man but my strict upbringing made that possibility a definite no no but since I was here what could be the harm in just looking?
Then his clothes came off and I got a look at my first black penis. I'm no prude so I had heard the stories about the sexual prowess of the black man and how all of their cocks were huge. Well I only had my husband for reference and I had to admit that this guy's cock was impressive.
I couldn't help watching as he pranced around the room offering his dick to several of the women. I was shocked and envious when two of them actually took hold of that rod and stroked it. When one woman slowly knelt in front of him and took him into her mouth I was shocked and consumed with envy at the same time. I realized that I wanted to feel that shaft between my lips in the worst way.
Sex was great between my husband and me but I cannot say that I was ever overcome by a need to suck his dick. What made this man so different? I was forced to admit that it was the dusky color of his skin. I could not help but wonder how it would look compared to my pale white skin. How would my blonde hair look spread across his groin as I sucked that cock deep into my mouth?
My own thoughts shocked me and when he approached me years of parochial training deserted me. He stood before me and placed his hands on my shoulders. With just the weight of his hands resting there I slowly dropped to my knees. I thought of my husband and knew that what I was fixing to do was wrong on a number of levels but I felt compelled to suck that dick.
Once I was on my knees I just remained there looking down. Then I felt him place his fingers under my chin and apply the slightest pressure urging me to look up at him. My eyes met his and he moved forward slightly. When he did I felt the head of his dick rub gently on my lips. He swung his hips from side to side causing the most scintillating feeling as his dick moved back and forth and I felt the pre cum oozing from him spread across my lips.
As I stared into his eyes he nodded his head slightly. I took that as encouragement to do what I wanted to do so much so I parted my lips slightly and felt additional pressure. Slowly I parted my lips even more and felt the whole head slip into the warm softness of my mouth. As he pushed forward I accepted more and more until it seemed that I would be unable to take any more.
Then something happened that never happened before. He pushed harder and I realized that I would not be happy until I had engulfed the whole thing. I swallowed and the head reached the back of my throat and then his cock pushed passed the last obstruction and slid down my throat until his curly haired groin was pressed hard against my face.
It was hard to breathe like that but I was able to catch a quick breath as he pulled his cock out. Then I felt his hands on either side of my head to steady me as he drove his cock all the way down my throat for the second time. I caught a breath every chance I had as he continued to fuck my mouth like a pussy.
I was unaware of anything around me. The world had been reduced to the two of us and my desire to satisfy this black man that I did not even know. At first I thought that he would shoot his cum down my throat but I was wrong. At the last moment he removed his cock and aimed his cum so that it would land in great white globs all over my face.
When he was done I slowly became aware of the cell phones all around me. It seemed like every one of my coworkers had managed to record my wanton humiliation. I had allowed myself to be used by a black man in front of almost everyone that I knew.
Suddenly I was embarrassed and rose trying to remember where the bathroom was. As I rushed off I remember the applause from my coworkers who had clearly enjoyed the show.
Fortunately my husband was out of town for a few days so I did not have to worry about explaining the stains made by cum that had been splattered on my blouse.
When I gave the situation some thought the next day I found that I had mixed emotions. I was absolutely appalled at what I had done despite the fact that I had thoroughly enjoyed acting like a complete slut and with a black man I did not even know at that. Well, I thought. It's over and done. Even though I had to admit to myself that I still wondered what it would be like to be fucked by a black man. But it was time to get on with my life. I'd had my wild fling.
When my cell phone rang the next day I was totally surprised to hear a strange male voice say "Hi Lisa." There was a pregnant pause as I tried to place the voice with little success. "We never spoke the other day but my dick certainly remembers the tightness of your throat as I fucked your face."
Shocked by the vulgarity of the statement I stammered "Wha . . . What did you say?"
"Surely you remember taking my whole cock down your throat yesterday as you looked into my eyes. I know I'll never forget those blue eyes looking at me as my cock slid between your soft pink lips. The sight of my black dick disappearing between your lips is something that I will not forget. Now I want to finish the job."
"I'm not sure what you mean by finish the job."
He went on to tell me that he knew my husband was out of town and that he expected to meet me in the dining room of a local hotel the next day. Needless to say I followed his instructions and met him. He instructed me to expose myself in both the dining room and the hotel lobby that day and like some sort of automaton I did what he told me to. Once he had me in the room and totally exposed he allowed four more black men into the room and I was ordered to suck them and then fuck them all.
That was the day that I discovered how much I enjoyed being submissive.
As I reached for my ringing cell phone thoughts of the last time that we had met tumbled through my mind.
That day I had followed his instructions and met him once again at a local hotel room. He had ordered me to have sex with a married black couple who liked white women. I had experienced several firsts that day. I experienced the taste of a female for the first time as I lay on my back on top of her husband with his dick buried in my willing pussy. She had straddled my face and I had lapped at her sex like a dog in heat.
Suddenly it felt like there was another cock between my legs. I immediately thought Trey was going to fuck my virgin ass hole but, to my surprise, he inserted his black cock alongside the first one in my pussy and I found myself with two dicks pounding between my pussy lips and deep inside me. It had felt like something large and alive was inside me.
Not only had I succumbed to my sexual inquisitiveness but I knew that he now had photos and even cell phone video of me being used by a number of different black men because he had threatened to show my husband his collection if I ever failed to comply with his wishes.
All of these thoughts had traveled through my mind as I walked from the kitchen. As I reached for the phone I recognized the phone number. It was him. My hand was shaking and my mind was racing as I answered.
"Hello!"
The all too familiar voice answered "Hi Lisa. Have you missed me?"
"Trey I've told you that I cannot keep meeting you. My husband will find out or someone that I know will see me. It was fun I'll admit but this has to stop. I want you to stop calling me."
"Oh sweet Lisa do you feel better now that you have that off your chest? We've had this little discussion before and I've told you that I will stop calling you when I'm through with you. I do so love how you protest and bluff but the look on your face when there is a black cock in you tells another story. You love being used. Your upbringing rebels but the inner slut in you is consumed by the need to do outrageous things. You're even turned on at the possibility of being discovered. Of having one of your friends or your husband's friends seeing the photos that I have."
"No! No one can ever see those pictures."
"Plenty of people are going to see your pictures when I finish my web page. I plan to sell them to others who like to see lovely blonde housewives like you who enjoy being used by blacks. But that won't happen for a while yet. I'm going to need to work with you quite a bit more and get a better selection of photos and even some video. We'll work on it. In fact I've got plans for us this afternoon. I'll be by your house around twelve to pick you up."
I was so startled by the thought of him coming to my home where I could be seen by my neighbors as I got into a car with a black man that I forgot to think of what he had said about photos and video on a web page. "You can't come here. What if my nosey neighbors see me getting into a car with a black man? Are you crazy?"
The laughter was evident in his voice. "See you at twelve Lisa! Be ready. Oh you don't need to wear anything special. We're going clothes shopping."
I stumbled through the rest of the morning trying to make sure that I completed my household chores before noon. The whole time my mind was a churning. I wasn't sure which was worse, my fear of being seen or the anticipation of another afternoon of degradation and humiliation. Why was I like this? Why was I doing this? Why did I enjoy this?
As soon as he pulled up I was out the door wanting to get away from my home as quickly as possible. It seemed like it took forever for him to finally pull away. Hopefully no one had seen us.
He glanced over at me as we drove away. "Lisa you look lovelier every time I see you. I can hardly wait to get you into some clothes that are more appropriate for a slut such as you."
"What do you mean slut clothes? Where are we going?"
"A couple friends of mine run a used clothing store that caters to the local community. I think we'll be able to find what I'm looking for there."
"Used clothes" I exclaimed.
"You'll like it. Some very special ladies trade their clothes there."
A few minutes later we ended up at a store in a rather run down area of town. As we got out of the car I noticed that there were a number of people standing around with nothing to do.
Trey opened the door and we entered the store. There were several men and women browsing the racks of clothing. Most of them looked up and went back to what they were doing. One lady, I guess she worked there yelled out "Trey! It's been a while man. What's happening?"
"Hey Yolanda! I want you to meet my friend Lisa. We're looking for a special outfit for her today. She's got some work to do for me."
"Trey this pretty lady is clearly not that kind of girl. Let's have the whole story."
"You're right. This isn't her normal gig but she really enjoys acting out and doing outrageous things to keep me happy. Isn't that right Lisa?"
"Um yeah, I guess" I mumbled distractedly. I was still sizing up the store and trying to figure out exactly what Trey had in mind. I was about to find out.
Yolanda asked Trey what he was looking for. I wasn't even paying any attention as he told her what he wanted so when he turned and asked "What bra size do you wear Lisa?" I automatically answered "36B".
We stood there for a few minutes and then Yolanda returned. Over her arm she had a plain white bra and a gauzy see through blouse. She handed the clothing to Trey and he turned to me. "Try them on."
The bra looked a little small to me so I took a look at the tag on it. Just as I suspected it was only a 34A. "Trey this bra is too small. I said that I wore a 36B."
"And I said "Try them on."
Shaking my head I looked around for a dressing room. When I didn't see one I turned to Yolanda and asked where the dressing room was.
"We don't have one honey."
I turned towards Trey to say something and was stopped by the look on his face. "I said try them on and I mean right here and right now."
I looked around and it seemed that all of the customers, especially the male customers, had noticed the commotion and were looking our way to see what was going on. He really can't expect me to undress right here in front of all of these people I thought. A shiver ran up my spine when it finally dawned on me that exposing myself while I changed clothes was exactly what Trey wanted.
As I slowly began to unbutton my blouse the men and even a few of the women customers moved closer to get a better view. To make matters worse, the ubiquitous cell phones appeared as I continued to slowly unbutton my blouse.
My hand shook as I undid the last button and pulled the blouse out of my skirt and slipped it from my shoulders. It was humiliating to be forced to do this. My cheeks must have been fire engine red with the embarrassment but I continued to remove my blouse and laid it on the counter.
I reached for the sheer blouse that Yolanda had brought me and Trey said "Don't forget the bra."
"But Trey it's too small. It will squash my tits and besides there isn't any place private to change in. Everyone will see me."
Trey just smiled at me and said "Take off the bra."
Out of options I slowly reached behind my back and undid the bra clasp. As the bra fell forward I squeezed my arms tightly to my side to keep from exposing my breasts. I knew that my nipples were already hard. Finally, with one last look at Trey's stern countenance I took the bra completely off exposing my breasts to five or six leering men and a couple of women. It seemed that they all were enjoying my degradation.
With my breasts completely exposed my only thought was to get the new bra on as quickly as possible. It was a struggle but I finally got it on and fastened. As I turned to get the blouse Trey simply said "Wait!"
When I turned to him he asked Yolanda "What do you think? I'm thinking that a 34B might work better. Lisa I want you to give Yolanda that bra so she can exchange it for the 34B."
Resigned to what was coming I stood there bare breasted as Yolanda strode off to find another bra with a huge smile on her face.
It seemed like I was standing there for five of ten minutes before Yolanda returned with another plain white bra.
As she started to hand it to me Trey reached out and took it. He asked Yolanda "Do you have a pair of scissors?"
Yolanda reached behind the counter and produced a pair of scissors which Trey used to neatly remove the tip of the bra cup creating an opening where my nipples would be. When he was finished he handed me the bra. "Let's see how that looks."
Once again I struggled to fasten the bra but I finally succeeded. When I was done my breasts were once again crushed but this time my nipples poked through the holes in the front of the bra.
As I stood before Trey he looked me over. It was clear that he did not like what he saw. He reached forward and placed his left hand on my shoulder to steady me and then pinched my nipple between his thumb and forefinger and pulled on my nipple. He squeezed hard enough to elicit a yelp as my nipple was forcefully pulled through the hole. When he released it my nipple stood out at least an inch from the front of the bra. Satisfied with the result he did the same to the other nipple.
"Turn around so your audience can appreciate all this hard work."
Blushing with humiliation but so turned on that my panties were wet I did as I was told making sure that every person had a good look at me.
"You can put the blouse on now" Trey said.
Happy to have even the minimal coverage that the gauzy see through blouse offered I quickly put it on and buttoned it. Looking down at myself it was clear that my pink nipples stood out against the white bra and that, instead of coverage the result was even more provocative than it had been without the blouse.
Trey took my hand and led me over to a little settee that stood about eighteen inches high. He held my hand to help steady as he told me to step up on the settee. Once I was on the settee I found that it was pretty stable with little chance that I would fall. I was also raised above the counters and racks so that everyone in the store could see me clearly. It was obvious that the number of customers had grown also.
As I stood there wondering what was next Trey told Yolanda to go get the skirt that he wanted me to wear. Now I knew what was coming next and a shiver of anticipation ran up my spine.
"Take off your pants Lisa" Trey said.
"Trey I . . . . "
"I said take off the pants and while you're at it take off your panties also."
Exposing my tits had been one thing but standing there on this settee without any pants or underwear was more than I had been expecting. Trey knew that I wanted to do it. He knew that I was submissive in nature and liked being dominated. He also knew that it was a turn on for me to be naked and exposed. I knew that also but knowing it did not make doing it any easier. And there were all those cell phones out there ready to record everything.
Knowing what I now had to do I slowly reached behind my back and unzipped the pants letting them fall immediately to my ankles. I was a little more reluctant about the panties but I finally pulled them down over my hips and ass and let them join the slacks at my ankles. Then I stepped out of them and stood there with my pussy exposed.
When I was done Trey walked in front of me. "Spread your legs a little for me slut. I want everyone to be able to see your pussy. Lisa, are you wet there between your legs?"
Oh I was wet all right but I didn't answer. That was my mistake. Maybe if I had answered Trey would have let things go but my silence gave him an opening and he would make me pay.
Pointing to a tall disheveled man standing on the other side of a rack Trey asked "Do you think she's wet?"
"I don't know mister" he replied.
"I want you to come over here and check it out. Let me know what you think."
The stranger came over and closely peered between my legs. I don't think I have ever been humiliated more in my life as I was standing there with my legs spread and a stranger closely examining my pussy.
"I can't rightly tell mister."
"I'll tell you what. Why don't you use your hand to check and see if she's wet? Be sure to stick your finger into her real deep to make sure."
Well I guess it was a little premature to say that having a stranger examine my pussy was the most humiliating thing that ever happened to me. I felt his had move between my legs as his finger probed my pussy lips looking for the opening to my honey hole. I stiffened as I felt his finger sink into me to the hilt. His thumb was rubbing on my clit. If he kept this up much longer he was going to find out just how wet I could get.
Finally I felt him remove his finger. Involuntarily I hunched forward to prolong the sensation as long as I possibly could. I must really be a slut when I was so turned on being fingered by a stranger in front of a store full of other strangers. It was even exciting knowing that the whole thing was being recorded on a number of cell phones. What was becoming of me?



I heard a noise and looked up just as Yolanda returned with a very short black skirt. Trey took it from her and tossed it up to me as I stood on the settee. "Put it on" was all he said.
I bent over to step into the skirt and realized that I was giving those who watched me from behind a full on view of my puckered ass hole and my pussy. I shivered in excitement.
It was a struggle but I finally managed to pull the extremely tight, extremely short skirt up as far as it would go. The damn thing was so short that almost any movement caused the hem to rise up exposing the rounded cheeks of my ass.
Apparently satisfied with the results of my new clothes Trey reached up and offered me his hand so that I could step down.
"I think these lovely people would like to see one of their own using you Lisa. It's not often, if ever, these men have the opportunity to enjoy someone as lovely as you. Wouldn't you like to share your pleasures with one of them?"
I should have expected as much. By this time I knew that Trey enjoyed making me do things that I would not normally do almost as much as he enjoyed using me himself. I was so deep in thought that I failed to answer Trey.
"Lisa! Wouldn't you like to give your body to one of these gentlemen?"
"Yes!"
"Yes what Lisa. We want to hear what you want to do."
"I want to give myself to one of these gentlemen."
"There now that wasn't so hard was it? Now these people know that you enjoy having sex with strangers. Exposing yourself like a slut. Does your husband mind that you fuck and suck strangers Lisa?"
"He doesn't know."
"He doesn't know? Oh my. I sure hope that he never sees any of the video of your escapades. Oh well. There is always a risk isn't there Lisa? But you still want to put on a little show for these fine people don't you?"
Knowing what was expected I said "Yes."
"Okay now who will be the lucky man?" Pointing to yet another scruffy man who looked to be in his sixties Trey said "You. Would you like to fuck the lovely Lisa? She'd be happy to service your cock."
The man that Trey had pointed quickly nodded yes not questioning his phenomenal good luck. He hadn't had sex in quite some time and never had he been fortunate enough to fuck a woman as fine as he was being offered.
As he came over to us Trey instructed me to bend over and place my hands on the counter. He had me spread my legs wide and then reach back and pull up my skirt giving the stranger complete access to my pussy which was already soaked.
The old man stepped up behind me and dropped his pants. I couldn't see how big his cock was. All I knew was that I needed it in me and soon. I felt him probing between my legs when Trey said "Help him Lisa."
I reached back between my legs and found his hard shaft. I held it and guided it into my pussy. The sigh that I uttered as it sank into me was heard all over the store. He immediately began to slam into me burying his cock in me to the hilt with each thrust.
I was unaware that Trey had decided that I should service two men at once to spice things up. The first thing I felt was when Trey removed my hands from the counter and turned my body. When I felt my hands being placed on a man's hips I opened my eyes expecting to see Trey's cock. The cock that I saw was black like Trey's but it was slim and long.
Without thinking I parted my lips as this new stranger pushed his cock against my lips giving him complete access to use my mouth. Now with a cock at each end both doing all that they could to meet in the middle I was rocked back and forth as first one and then the other was driven into me.
I let out a loud moan as my senses were driven into overdrive by this rough pounding. Just as the cock in my pussy began to pump me full of cum my own body responded with a massive climax. A mixture of my own juices and cum gushed from my pussy and ran down my inner thighs.
Before my own climax was complete I felt the first spurt of hot cum into my mouth. There was a second eruption of cum and then the cock was removed from my mouth and several more globs of warm sticky cum were shot onto my face.
As soon as the cum stopped splattering on my face I sucked his cock back into my mouth to clean off and enjoy any remaining cum that was there. Before I knew what was happening the cock that had enjoyed my pussy was in my face too. I greedily alternated sucking them until each was completely empty of warm sticky goo and was polished clean.
Trey was right. I was a slut and proud of it. I had finally come to grips with the realization that I would do whatever he told me to do.
As I stood up and turned to Trey he said "Let's go!"
"Go where? I've got cum all over my face. You need to give me time to clean myself up a bit first."
Grabbing my hand he pulled me towards the door. "Cum on your face if the best kind of advertising you can get."
"Advertising? What the hell are you talking about?"
"You owe me a hundred dollars for that outfit. To pay me back you're going to have to earn the money somehow. That's why we need advertising."
"I didn't ask for these clothes. They were your idea but if I need to pay for them let me get my purse. I'll use one of my credit cards."
Trey smiled. "So when your husband pays the bills what's he going to say about this little expenditure?"
I had to admit that Trey was right. My husband did look at the bills and he would surely ask me what I was doing buying clothes at a second hand store. It still had not dawned on me what Trey had in mind.
He pulled me around into an alley behind the store. "Go!" he said.
"Go where? I don't understand."
"Go find ten men and bring them back here to me. Tell them that they can fuck you for ten dollars but they have to come back here so that I can film it. Tell them you're a porn star if you want. Whatever it takes to get them all back here."
"When you have all ten men here I'm going to collect ten dollars each from them to fuck you. Then, all ten of them are going to fuck you one after the other and cum in that tight little pussy of yours. By the time they are done with you there will be a puddle on the ground between your legs."
"You want me to sell myself like a common whore for ten dollars a head? Even I know that I'm worth much more than that."
"Lovely Lisa you are worth much more that that but how much more degrading is it to be sold for pennies on the dollar? You will be providing the men of this neighborhood something that they could never afford. Think of it as a community service. Now get going. Ten men and make it snappy. Your husband will be home soon."
I can't begin to describe my feelings at this point. Embarrassment was high on the list. I mean I was walking out in the open with my nipples clearly poking out of my bra and cum on my face. I had no idea who might see me this way and I had no way to cover myself.
Degrading was there also. How was I supposed to approach ten men and tell them that I wanted to be fucked and was willing to let them fuck me for a lousy ten dollars?
I was clearly excited by the prospect of what I had to do. It played into my submissive tendencies to do something so outrageous because Trey had told me to do it. I felt something run down my leg and I honestly was not sure if it was because of the sex I had already had or in anticipation of the sex to come.
It would be humiliating to simply bend over and allow ten strangers to fuck me and cum in my pussy. I was becoming a cum dump.
On the brighter side at least I would have some choice in what ten men got to use me.
A moment later I found a man standing in an alcove smoking a cigarette. He was dark and swarthy. Not black or white. He was unshaven and his clothes were little more than rags. There was a strong odor emanating from the alcove and I guessed that it was him and not the garbage strewn in the doorway.
He looked at me listlessly and when he took good look you could see the moment when he recognized the cum on my face. A slow smile crossed his face. "Hello little lady. You look like you've been having a good time. Maybe you'd like to give me a little sample of what you've been obviously handing out."
I smiled sweetly at him. Normally I would have quickly turned away from someone like this but it looked like it might not be easy finding ten men quickly enough to allow me to get home before my husband got there.
"Actually I have an offer you might find interesting. If you'd like to fuck me for ten dollars you need to go over behind the second hand clothing store. A gentleman named Trey is out back and he will take your money."
I had hardly finished before he walked off quickly headed in Trey's direction. One down I thought.
I struck gold a few moments later when I found five men remodeling one of the stores on the street. I'm not sure where I found the nerve to walk up to the foreman and explain to him that I was selling sex for ten dollars a man. He was a burly white guy in his mid forties I'd guess. The crew was made up of two Latinos who looked to be around thirty and two young black men who looked like they were just out of high school. All five of them headed for Trey when they heard what was for sale.
My luck held. Next door was an automotive shop with five men inside. When I offered my body to them the owner declined. He said that he was married and took his vows seriously so, much as he was sure that he would enjoy fucking me, he would pass. He did offer to watch the place if the others wanted to take off for a few minutes for a quickie. They did.
Relieved that I had found my ten men I was forced to think of my husband after what the owner had said. I was not doing right by him but it seemed unlikely that I was going to be able to fight the compulsion to do these things.
I may never understand what is happening between Trey and myself. I know that things started with my healthy inquisitiveness about having sex with a black man but something else had come into being. I am doing much more than I ever imagined and my excuse is a simple one. Trey told me to. The only thing that I can see is that I enjoy what he is telling me to do and the fact that he told me to do it relieves me of responsibility.
I do believe that if I fail to do what he wants that he will send pictures and possibly even video to my husband. That is certainly a factor but I also realize that the more that I do the more photos and video he has to use to blackmail me. And now he says he is going to place photos and video of me on his new web site so I've come to the conclusion that it is becoming more and more likely that my husband will eventually see something. Yet I still comply with what Trey tells me to do. I'm afraid that it's just too complex for me to understand so I will continue to live in the moment.
Speaking of live in the moment, I'd better get back down the street.
As I walked up to Trey he was just about finished collecting the ten dollars from each of the men. Trey walked down the alley until we were almost to the intersecting street. There was a steady stream of cars on this road and he had decided that this was where I was to be used. A place where it might be likely that I would be seen and it was possible that I might even be recognized.
"Okay Lisa it's time to earn your keep. I want you to hike up your skirt, spread your legs and lean against this wall just like the whore you have become. Each of these men will fuck you. When you feel them step up behind you I want you to hold their cock and guide it into your pussy. I'll be filming everything nonstop as you willingly take cum from all ten of them one after the other."
You talk about embarrassing. I don't believe that it got much worse than leaning up against that wall in public, in broad daylight and exposing myself in preparation to service ten strangers. Was it erotic? Oh my yes. Was it humiliating? It was without a doubt humiliating but it was terribly erotic and exciting. I loved it.
The first one to step behind me was one of the young black men. I held his cock and guided it unerringly into my pussy. By this time I was so wet that his cock did not even slow down as it traveled down the sleeve of my vagina until it was buried. He shot his load after only five or ten strokes. As hot cum flooded my pussy I fervently hoped that one of the others would do a better job so that I could have at least one orgasm.
Each new cock drove me higher and higher until I exploded all over the fourth cock to use me. After that everything became a blur. There were large and small cocks, thin and thick ones and somewhere along the line one that I thought was going to split me in half and might have if I had not already been so stretched out.
Finally, when the last one shot his load of cum into me I simply collapsed to my knees into the puddle of cum there on the pavement.
Before I could catch my breath I felt a cock pressing against my lips. By this time I automatically opened my mouth before I opened my eyes. With the cock already pushing its way down my throat I finally forced my eyes open to see Trey's face contort as he pulled his cock from my mouth and shot hot sticky cum all over my face.
The two of us just rested there for a few moments each with our own thoughts. Then Trey asked "What time does your husband get home?"
"Oh shit. What time is it now?"
"It's just five thirty. We better get moving. We wouldn't want your husband to see you like this would we"
"Oh hell no!" I blurted out as we both slammed through the back door of the clothing shop. I hardly noticed the looks I got as I passed customers and they realized that I was covered in cum.
We jumped into Trey's car and he broke every speed limit we encountered on the way back to my house. As we sped down the road I realized what I was wearing and how I looked. "Wait!" I cried.
"What is it?"
"Where are my clothes?"
"Oh shit. I forgot them. They are still back there at the store. I'll go back so that you can get them."
Oh my God I thought. What am I going to do now? If we go back my husband might be home when we get there. If we don't go back then I will have to walk into the house in a see through blouse, an impossibly short skirt and cum on my face and running down my legs.
I quickly evaluated the options and realized that I would have to risk it. "Keep going" I said. I'd rather take my chances on being seen than risk letting my husband see me like this.
When we arrived at my home my worst fears were realized. My elderly next door neighbor was walking his dog and he was just passing in front of my house. I was running out of time and choices. Brazenly I stepped out of the car and turned to my neighbor and said "Good afternoon Carl" and calmly walked into the house.
My neighbor stood there slack jawed for a moment and then bent over and saw Trey just as he drove away. It was a couple of minutes before he regained his composure and resumed walking the dog.
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July roared into the city at full tilt bringing with it oppressive heat, bright sunshine and high humidity followed by thunderstorms that soon became the daily norm. I don't like summer! I much prefer the two milder seasons of spring and fall.
On the other hand, my wife Patricia enjoys the hot summer months since they give her a chance to work on her tan. Despite being a natural blonde she tans to a lovely honey nut bronze and she ends up with some impressive tan lines which I love. The bikinis that she wears are usually small so she can only wear them at home because of her tattoos.
The tops barely cover her generous breasts and rarely cover her tattoos. The Boss had had her tattooed one night after a fairly boisterous session where she had been used by a number of blacks. Just above the nipple on her right breast the word "Black" had been inked and in a similar location over her left breast the word "Owned" had been added.
I love the fact that my lovely wife has been marked so the whole world would know her sexual preference. But what I liked most was the Queen of Spades symbol that had been inked in just above the crack at the top of her pussy. Her bikini bottoms usually covered that little tidbit so in the summer time it stood out against the pale white of her skin just below the tan line. She is a sight to see.
To this day I remain unable to articulate what it is that makes me proud that my wife was used regularly by black cock. I figure it is something that is slightly out of whack in my head. It is possible that I just like the look of a black shaft as it is being pumped in and out of one of my wife's holes but I know that it really turns me on and fortunately it seems like Pat enjoys it also.
Pat and I were relaxing in lounge chairs on the patio and she was wearing her newest bikini when I decided that I wanted something cold to drink so I went into the kitchen to get both of us a glass of iced tea. I was holding the two chilled glasses as I headed back to the patio when the door bell rang.
Like an idiot I responded to the ringing doorbell like Pavlov's dog dumping the two glasses on a table and opening the door without checking to see who was outside. As soon as the door opened I was rudely shoved to the side as five black men rushed inside. "What the hell . . ." I began and then I noticed the prison garb. After a closer look I recognized the frenzy filled eyes of the Boss.
"Steve my man we've come for a visit. I'm sure that you'll understand that we're in somewhat of a rush. We need clothes and we need your wife."
"I've got a closet full of clothes. Feel free to help yourselves but Pat's not here right now."
Just as the Boss was about to respond we heard a scream from somewhere in the house. A few moments later two of the Boss's friends dragged a struggling Pat into the room. Her bikini top had been pulled down off of one breast during the struggle. Despite the situation Steve loved the raw sexiness that his wife exuded. All of the black men were clearly enjoying the view also. When she saw the Boss Pat stopped struggling and hissed "You!"
"Hello Pat. It's been a long time and I have truly missed the good times that we had together. I'm afraid that we don't have a lot of time to get reacquainted at the moment because we have to get moving. Steve let's see that closet full of clothes."
I headed for my bedroom and everyone followed. As two of the men rummaged through my closet the others turned their attention to Pat. Two men continued to hold her while the Boss reached for her tits. He gave each a hard squeeze noticing that the half round barbells he had given to her months ago when he had her nipples pierced were not in their usual place.
He stepped back to check her tattoos and seemed satisfied when he saw "Black" over one breast and "Owned" over the other. Slowly he let his gaze travel slowly down her lush body to her pussy. When he didn't see what he wanted he reached forward and snagged the top of her bikini bottoms pulling them down just enough to expose the QOS tattoo. He smiled broadly as did all the other men when they saw that the Queen of Spades tattoo still occupied the place of honor just over the crack of her pussy.
While the Boss had enjoying the view of my wife all of the men of the gang had gotten dressed. The Boss led them back to the living room where he said "Steve you and Pat are coming with us. We have a van outside. You and I will sit in the front so that you can drive. Pat will entertain the others in the back until we reach our destination."
Noticing the look of rebellion on Steve's face the Boss hurried on. "Look Steve. I don't want to hurt either of you but I will. This is too important. We need to get out of here and you are going to help us. Don't make me do something that I don't want to do."
Steve looked at his wife. She was a picture, still restrained by the two black hoods, both breasts exposed and her bottoms still low enough that part of the QOS tattoo was clearly visible. He looked into her eyes and he could already see that she was excited by the situation.
Months ago the Boss had forced them to participate in ever escalating sexual acts. Still, the Boss had never physically harmed either of them. In fact their relationship had been satisfying to everyone involved. As a result, both Pat and I felt that we would not come to harm as long as we played along with what the Boss wanted.
When I nodded my acceptance the whole group headed out the front door and piled into the van. I started the van and simply looked at the Boss for directions.
We drove for at least two hours while I listened to the sounds of sex and my wife's moans occasionally punctuated by a yelp.
Pat knew what to expect from a group of men who had just recently escaped prison and had been deprived of sex for a long period of time. In the back her fear was quickly overcome by her emotions as the four strangers with her explored and used her body. Hands were everywhere all at once. Questing fingers found and probed into my pussy and ass while other hands were busy mauling my tits. Tongues probed my mouth and wrestled with my tongue as I was roughly kissed.
It only took moments before the men's clothing, so important a few moments earlier, was being removed and scattered all over the floor of the van. I was roughly shoved down onto my back and a cock was stuffed between my spread legs and found a home deep inside my pussy. I shuddered at being taken so roughly but could not help but respond. I managed to raise my body to meet each incoming thrust.
My moans were muffled as another cock was shoved between my lips. With a cock pounding in and out of my pussy and another being buried to the hilt between my lips the will to resist faded and was replaced by a depraved desire to enjoy the situation to the fullest extent.
I thrust my hips forward to meet each thrust of the cock working its magic between my legs. Each time the cock in my mouth was pushed back between my lips I struggled to take it all the way down my throat. I was amazed and overcome by my own depravity and quickly abandoned my body allowing and encouraging the men to use me in any way to satisfy their most carnal needs.
I shuddered as the first orgasm shook me and the cock in my pussy responded by pumping black seed deep inside my sex. I felt immediate regret as the now limp cock was pulled out of my pussy but rejoiced when it was immediately replaced by another.
Moments later my mouth was filled with cum. I quickly swallowed the cock taking the rest of the hot sticky cum directly down my throat.
Without removing his cock from between her legs my current lover moved so that he lay on the floor of the van and I was able to ride his shaft cowgirl style. My need was so great that at one point I was surprised as I felt my head bounce off the roof of the van.
Moments later I noticed one of the men pushing on my shoulder urging me to lean forward. Engrossed in my own needs I continued to ride the cock buried between my legs. The pressure increased until I finally realized what he wanted. With great anticipation I slowed my movements and leaned forward.
Moments later I felt the cock probing between my ass cheeks trying to locate my puckered ass hole. I badly wanted to feel the second cock inside me so I leaned farther forward until I felt the head push past my anal defenses and bury itself in my ass. Almost immediately after the cock was buried to the hilt in my receptive ass I was rocked by a second orgasm.
I was being bounced back and forth between the men as both cocks thrust in and out burying themselves and then pulling back to thrust forward yet again and again.
Overcome by the feelings assailing my body I lost track of how long the four men continued to ravish my willing body. I finally regained my senses as the cock in my ass dumped a load of cum. Moments later I felt my third climax which came almost in unison with the cock in my pussy which seemed to pump a gallon of cum into me.
The men pulled away from me and left me slumped there in a puddle of sex juices as they scrambled around trying to find their clothes and getting dressed.
I was pretty oblivious myself but I was vaguely aware that something had been fastened around my neck, ankles and wrists. I was too sated to even care.
Back in the front the Boss instructed Steve to pull over in front of a seedy looking bar. The Boss motioned Steve out of the van and they both went around to the passenger side.
As the Boss and I stood there I heard a rumbling behind me and turned to look as the side door slid open. I watched as two of the men got out. One was holding something and he gave a slight tug on it. My eyes widened as I watched my naked wife stumble out of the van followed by the second two men.
My wife stood completely naked between the four men. She had a collar fastened around her neck. I realized now that the object the first man had pulled on was a leash which was fastened to my wife's collar. In addition I noted that padded cuffs had been attached to her wrists and ankles. She stood there the picture of a thoroughly used woman with cum just beginning to trickle from her pussy and down one of her thighs.
One of the men opened the door to the bar and the Boss entered. I followed and then the man who was leading my wife came behind me. The room was dimly lit but there was enough light to see that there were several men seated at booths and tables. They looked mostly like construction workers.
Our whole entourage continued into a back room. I paused long enough to watch as my naked and subdued wife was led across the room totally exposed to the leering looks from all of the men present.
The room that we entered seemed to be the office of the owner or manager of the bar. After speaking with the Boss we were led into another room. In the center of the room was a long narrow table. It was only about three feet wide by four feet long and stood at about waist height.
As I watched my wife was instructed to sit on one end of the table. Her ankles were fastened loosely to the table legs. This allowed her some range of motion because her ankles could move up and down but she could not close her legs.
Then she was forced to lie back on the table. As I expected, they tried to tie her wrists but it was not possible. After some discussion the bar manager left the room. When he returned he had some long leather straps. The straps were laid across Pat's chest above her breasts but below her armpits. In this fashion her pussy was available and since her head extended just past the edge of the table and could be tilted down there was easy access to her mouth too. In addition this arrangement left her arms and hands free for stroking cocks.
I had been paying close attention as they strapped my wife to the little table. I could only imagine what was in store for her next. It was pretty clear that they were not through with her yet.
A moment later the Boss motioned for me to come over to him. As I walked over I became aware that two of his henchmen had stepped up behind me and I felt strong hands close over my arms. The Boss smiled and said "Strip him."
Although I struggled a little it was useless and I knew it. The other two convicts made quick work or removing my clothes. While they were busy undressing me the bar owner came back into the room with another table like the one that Pat was tied to. I was beginning to get an idea of what was in store for me and I wasn't sure that I liked where things seemed to be headed.
I'm not gay and I'm not even sure that you could call me bi. That being said I had been used by some of the Bosses men in the past. Neither my ass nor my mouth remained virgin since both had been used to pleasure a number of black men over the past several months.
They bent me forward at the waist and placed my upper body on the table. I was situated so that the edge of the table was just above my cock allowing my cock and balls to hang down. My ankles were secured to the legs and my wrists were raised over my head and were secured to the other two legs.
Now I knew what was in store for me. In this position my ass and mouth were both available to be used for sex. I pulled back as much as I could as I felt someone take hold of my cock and balls. At first I could not tell what they were doing but I finally realized that they were wrapping some sort of rope around by cock and balls. When I felt a tug on the rope I quickly lowered myself back to the table to relieve the tension.
"Steve I know that you wouldn't give my friends any trouble but tying you down like this provides a little insurance to make sure that you behave. My boys and I are leaving you in the care of the bar manager. He will be supervising events for the rest of the evening. He will see that neither of you are abused but you will certainly be well used by morning. I've arranged for your release in the morning since we will be far away by then. There's just one more thing" he said as he dropped his pants.
The Boss stepped in front of me with his large cock hanging loose. I knew what I had to do as he moved forward and as his cock came forward I parted my lips and took the hot black shaft into my mouth. It had been a while since I had sucked a cock but it is not something that you forget.
As he pulled back I used my tongue to tease the head before he forced himself into me again. While I would not seek out cock to suck I had to admit that I had grown to enjoy the feel of a hard dick in my mouth. Just as I was reaching a rhythm the Boss pulled back.
I was somewhat puzzled until I heard and then felt him step up behind me. At first I tensed as I felt the head of his cock pushing against my ass hole. Then I remembered that my wife had told me that she had learned to relax and that it did not hurt as much as it did when you tried to fight. I did my best to relax and almost immediately I felt the Boss's shaft invade my rectum.
It appeared that he wanted to sample all the wares before he left us for what would probably be the final time because he pulled his cock from my ass after only eight or nine strokes.
What now I wondered? Then I knew as he walked around in front of my wife and aimed his cock that had been soiled in my as at my wife's mouth.
Patricia was pretty sure what was coming next. She had been able to turn her head and watch as the Boss first used her husband's mouth and then his ass. This was not something that she had ever done before. Oh she'd seen video of women sucking a man's cock after it had been shoved into someone's ass hole but she had not expected to do it herself. She'd been used and abused by the Boss and his men on numerous occasions but never this.
In moments her time to think would be over. What to do? If she refused to suck the dirty cock what would the Boss do to her or to Steve? With no more time to think she made her decision and parted her lips taking the soiled cock into her mouth and all the way down her throat.
"Clean it good Pat because if you don't then any shit left on it will be going into your pussy next. I wanted to do something special for you tonight. To give you something to remember" he said as he continued to pump his cock down my throat. I just gurgled and did my best not to think about it.
Finally satisfied, the Boss removed his cock from my mouth and stepped around behind me. His cock was wet and slick with my saliva and my pussy was full of cum from his men so his cock entered me easily. As he placed his hands on my hips and began a rhythmic in and out stroke I looked over and saw that one of the four hoods that had abducted us was using my husband's ass hole. I couldn't help wondering why he would prefer to ass fuck some guy after his time in prison rather than a woman.
I did not have long to think about it since he removed his cock from Steve's ass after only a few strokes and moved in front of me. Well shit (no pun intended) I thought. I've done it once so why make this a big deal. I parted my lips and tasted shit from my husband's ass hole for the second time. I was rocked back and forth with a cock in my mouth and another in my pussy.
I felt a climax coming on as the Boss pumped a load of cum into my pussy. As soon as the Boss slid his now limp cock from my pussy the guy in my mouth removed his cock and stepped between my legs. I couldn't help myself and moaned as a second cock was buried between my legs.
A third shitty cock slipped between my lips and I dutifully cleaned it off. If was no longer as offensive as it had been the first time. Once again I found my body rocked between two large cocks. I had no choice so I simply relaxed and enjoyed the sensations coursing through my body.
The process repeated itself until all four of the hoods that had accompanied the Boss had used both Steve and I.
"Thanks for the clothes and try to enjoy yourselves." the Boss said as he and his four henchmen left the room.
"Okay" the manager said. "You two are all mine for the rest of the evening. What's going to happen is that I am going to sell you to any and all comers. If they have the money you are going to get used. I've decided to sell you as a package deal. Each customer will pay for the amount of time that they want to use you. Prospective customers will be able to watch the proceedings while they decide."
"The Boss has made some arrangements for you in the morning. I'm not sure what they are but someone will be arriving to take you home. In the meantime enjoy!" With that last remark the bar manager left the room slamming the door behind him.
I turned my head to the side to look at my wife and saw her looking at me also. "Are you okay?" I asked.
I smiled back at my husband and nodded my head. How could I really explain that I truly was a slut and I was looking forward to being ravished by a lot of strange cock. I doubt if many other women could even understand how much I enjoyed having cock after cock using my pussy and leaving a deposit of love seed deep inside me.
Even though I was tied and not in control I felt a feeling of power over the men who would use me tonight. Few women would ever feel the joy and excitement of having sex with more than one man much less the thrill of having a string of different cocks plundering her holes.
A few moments later the door opened and the manager returned with five or six men. They milled around for a few moments and then I felt one step between my legs and it began. For the next four to five hours there was a steady stream of different men using my mouth or pussy. Some used both but all left satisfied after they had pumped their sperm into my willing body.
I'm afraid that my husband did not enjoy the situation as much as I did. I managed to look over at him at one point. He was being split by a cock in his ass and another in his mouth.



As Steve was rocked by the two cocks he got the chance to look over at his wife Pat she was always filled up. She seemed to be enjoying herself as I had expected she would.
On the other hand I had never been used by this many men at one time. You would think that they would want to fuck the lovely blonde beside me. Why the hell did so many men want to fuck my ass or mouth?
My jaw muscles ached from being forced wide open as cock after cock used my mouth for pleasure. I lost count of how many of them had shot their loads or warm gooey cum into my mouth and even onto my face.
My poor ass hole must be stretched all out of shape by now. I wondered if I would ever be able to shit normally again. I could feel cum dripping down my thighs.
At some point things began to slow down. I imagined that it was well into early morning by now and customers must be getting scarce.
Suddenly I heard a crashing noise and the door was pushed open violently. Two men came into the room. It was clear that one was dragging the other. What the hell was going on now I wondered?
Suddenly I heard a voice that I recognized say "Patricia you are looking especially erotic tonight. Sorry but I can't say the same for you Steve." It was Officer Smith.
It was clear that he was restraining the manager and preventing him from leaving.
Although my voice was little more than a croak I finally managed to ask "Have you come to get us out of here or to gloat?"
"Oh not to worry. I've come to get you out of here but I'm thinking that I'll have to gloat a little first. In fact, I think that I am going to get my camera. I've been trying to decide what picture to use for the July page of the calendar and I think this is it. I'll be right back."
"No wait . . " I said as the door slammed shut behind him.
The manager just stood there until Officer Smith returned a few minutes later. He continued to watch as my wife and I were photographed.
Finally Officer Smith told the manager to untie me. When I first tried to stand I almost collapsed from having been tied for so long. I turned on the manager with mayhem in my eyes but Officer Smith stepped between us.
"I want that little bastard arrested for false imprisonment." I demanded.
Officer Smith just laughed. "I can't do that. If I arrested him then the whole story would come out about you and Pat. That would lead back to me and I am not going there."
"Well then at least let me untie my wife."
"Not just yet. Come over here and take a look at her."
When I did the first thing that I noticed was the contented smile on her face. Then I realized that her face was covered in cum and her hair was clumped with it. I could not help but wonder how many men she had serviced.
Looking down her body I could just barely make out the Queen of Spades tattoo above her pussy. It was almost covered in cum. There was cum all the way up her body and onto her tits. Cum oozed from between her pussy lips and her thighs were slick with it. There must have been a cup of cum on the floor between her legs.
Officer Smith looked at me and smiled. "She looks great doesn't she?"
I had to admit that she certainly looked sated. But what a mess she was.
"We've got to untie her and clean her up."
"That we do Steve but not in that order. You need to get down on your knees and lick that mess off of her pussy first. I'm going to get some shots of you at work and I want her pussy clean. You and our manager friend here are going to make that pussy shine."
"I want some pictures of him so that he won't ever think of coming back against me." With that he shoved the manager forward.
We both knelt between my wife's spread thighs and began to clean up the mess. It seemed that cum kept reappearing as fast as we cleaned it up. Finally it stopped and we were able to finish the job.
Officer Smith pulled the manager to his feet and ordered him to take out his already hard dick. He shoved him forward again. "Get to work Steve. I want his dick hard and slick when he fucks your wife."
Wondering if this ordeal would ever end I remained kneeling between Pat's legs and began to suck yet one more cock this evening. Once it was good and hard I guided it into my wife's pussy.
As Officer Smith took video he began to plunge his hard black rod between the lips of Pat's pussy. Just before he came Officer Smith pulled him back and shoved him at me. I didn't even care at this point and opened my mouth to swallow his cock and his cum.
Finally Officer Smith allowed me to untie Pat and we both were able to wipe up most of the cum that was sticking to our bodies. We put on the clothes that Officer Smith had brought along and piled into his car for the ride home.
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August - October done -- Two months left
For those of you that may not know it my name is Pat. I believe that I am fairly attractive and I am blessed with reasonably good looks and a good body. I'm a natural blonde with pale white skin, shoulder length hair and blue eyes. The kind of white woman most men and especially black men would dearly love to fuck. My breasts are above average in size and capped with erect pointy pinkish brown nipples. I'm the exact opposite of my many and varied black lovers.
Both my husband and I find the contrast created by black and white flesh to be a huge turn on. My husband is not a jealous man and finds it enjoyable to watch and even assist as other men use me for their gratification. We both especially enjoy it when the man or men are black. I guess that makes me a slut in the eyes of some.
At first we limited our outings to one on one. Steve would find a suitable black man and bring him home to me. Later, when we would discuss our escapades we realized that photos and even video would make it easier to recapture the moment. Naturally my black partners wanted copies and I experienced the unique excitement and trepidation of knowing that strangers would now see me as I was used by my black lovers. We had never thought to cover our faces at first and now it seemed to be too late to worry about it.
This evening I once again found myself totally naked in a room full of men. Other than my husband Steve, all of the men were black. Officer Smith was with us along with nine or ten strangers that were totally unknown to me.
They had all watched me avidly as I slowly removed my clothing. Once I was completely undressed I had been laid on my back on the edge of a bed with my thighs spread wide opening my cleanly shaved pussy to view. My rump was at the end of the bed and my legs bent over the edge with my feet on the floor. This position provided me support while making my body totally available for the fucking that I was about to get.
I'm not sure how to describe the feelings I had as I lay there. I did not know any of the men and all of them were staring at me relishing the idea that soon my body would be available for their use. The idea that I could command the attention of all of these men was mind blowing. I was feeling a tingle all over my body but especially between my legs. It was as if my pussy knew what was about to happen.
I reached up over my head and adjusted the pillow so that it held my head higher. With my head raised I was able to look down my body at my breasts. Two soft white mounds rose from my chest and were topped with pink pointy nipples.
The moment that I looked down at my breasts I thought once again about the things that had happened to us over the course of the past few months. We have been coerced but not truly forced into relationships with two different dominant men.
The first was the BOSS who was the leader of a local black gang. He used threats to "make" us participate in numerous gang bangs and other sexual encounters which he filmed and photographed. He sold the video and photo sets to help support his gang. Hell he even sold me on more than one occasion.
During a several week period my husband and I had engaged in a variety of sexual encounters with a number of black men provided by the BOSS. On one of our evenings with the BOSS I had been held down by my husband while the BOSS had my puffy nipples pierced. Before the pain had passed a heavy gold semi circular barbell had been inserted through the tip of each nipple. The barbells now rested against my nipples.
Since I seldom chose to wear a bra the weight of the piercings continually tugged on my nipples as I walked. The rings created an unusual but thoroughly enjoyable sensation which kept my nipples at attention at all times.
A short time later, as my husband held me down once again, the BOSS's tattoo artist had inked the word "Black" in a gentle arc into the soft white flesh just over my right nipple. On my left breast the companion word "Owned" had been added. Since my breasts were quite firm I was able to see the tattoo as I gazed down over my body.
Originally I had been worried that these tattoos would be visible whenever I wore a halter or bikini top. Fortunately the words were not overly large and they had been placed close to my nipples so most of the time they remained out of sight. My worries had proven to be unfounded.
As my eyes continued to wander farther down my body I could just barely make out the Queen of Spades tattoo that had been inked into my cleanly shaven mound just above the crack of my pussy. After I had been fucked and used by numerous black men the BOSS felt that I had earned this badge of honor.
This tattoo had been more problematic since it was visible above the top of almost any bikini bottom that I owned. On more than one occasion I had been forced to appear on a public beach wearing a bikini that failed to cover the tattoo thus announcing my preference for black cock and my availability.
It had gotten me unexpectedly fucked on more than one occasion. You see when a woman allows herself to be identified as a Queen of Spades it means that she has agreed to make her body available to be used by any black man at any time.
I used the word "forced" earlier. It might be beneficial if I took a moment and explained myself. At first my husband Steve and I thought that he was dominant and I was submissive. Time has shown that I am indeed submissive but my husband can be both dominant and submissive depending on the circumstances. As a result, he has been used on a couple of occasions by blacks also.
It was during one of these encounters that my husband Steve was forced to suck a number of black cocks. Once he got the cocks hard the men would fuck me. On another occasion he was forced to service two blacks at once sucking one and taking the other in his ass.
One evening, sometime later, Steve admitted to me that he had a love hate relationship in this regard. He told me that he did enjoy being used in that manner from time to time but that he much preferred having sex with me or other women. He said that he was able to rationalize what he had done by convincing himself that he really didn't have a choice.
While he was marginally intimidating the truth was that the BOSS was only "forcing" us to do things we generally enjoyed and which we probably would never have done on our own.
Our arrangement with the BOSS came to an abrupt end when he was arrested and eventually sent to prison. I wasn't too unhappy about it because things had been escalating and both Steve and I had begun to feel some concern that things might spiral out of control.
We were left to our own devices for a few months when a chance encounter with Officer Smith occurred. He stopped us on a traffic violation and almost immediately recognized me from the photos and video that had been recovered when the BOSS was arrested. Once he had our names and addresses it was only a short time before he took the place of the BOSS.
For the past several weeks Officer Smith had been using us for his pet project. He wants to produce a glossy color porn calendar featuring my husband and me in all kinds of situations. That brings us to the reason that we were in the room today.
Officer Smith had brought us to a small bar in a black neighborhood. We were in a back room and, as I said earlier, I was on my back completely naked with my legs spread wide. Officer Smith had set up his video camera and had his usual still camera to take photos. My husband was there to assist. In addition there were several black men in the room enjoying my exposed pussy and tits. They seemed fascinated with the Queen of Spades tattoo nestled just above the crack of my pussy.
As I looked down the "V" formed by my widespread thighs my husband, who stood to the right, motioned for someone to come forward. My jaw fell open as the blackest man I had ever seen stepped forward and took a position between my obscenely spread thighs. I had been used by many black men over the past several weeks and I was well aware that they came in all colors from soft honey gold to dark chocolate. This man was even darker. I'd have to say that he was midnight black. The whites of his eyes and his perfectly aligned white teeth were in stark contrast to the black of his satin skin.
His chest was broad and tapered to a narrow waist. As I looked lower I uttered a gasp. His black cock was huge. When I say huge I mean in every way. Not only was it long but it was as large around as a beer bottle. I wasn't sure that I could take that gigantic tool but I was sure as hell going to try.
I watched as he stepped forward. I wasn't sure how it was possible for that weapon to stand out straight in front of him but there it was and it was aimed directly at my pussy. When he stopped just short of making contact my husband took his cock and rubbed the head between my pussy lips holding him in position to penetrate me. I couldn't help the sudden intake of breath as his cock touched me.
I took yet another deep breath when I felt the head push my lips aside. The large head lodged at the beginning of my passage. Steve wiggled the head around between the lips of my pussy entrance as the cock's owner pushed steadily forward. I couldn't help the groan that escaped my lips when the head finally pushed past the restriction and entered my soft welcoming sheath.
He rested there for a moment and then as he pushed forward even farther I grasped the edge of the bed to keep from being pushed farther up on the bed. I wanted that monster buried deep inside my sex as much as he did. I relaxed just a little as he pulled back allowing his shaft to be lubricated by my juices as I was lubricated by his.
Then the pressure returned and it felt as if I was being split in two as the shaft moved deeper into me. My thighs actually began to tremble in anticipation. This time he gained a couple of inches as the lubrication took effect and the muscles of my vagina relaxed in an effort to make room for this intruder.
One more time he pulled back and the pressure eased as his cock slid out. As the pressure returned I glanced up to his face. The look in his eyes told me that he was going to drive that monster home this time so I relaxed as much as I could as he shoved forward in earnest. With one mighty effort he managed to bury that coal black shaft all the way to the hilt in my vagina.
When he finally slammed that monster home I grunted and then let out a moan of pure pleasure. Never in my life had I been so filled by my lover's manhood. When I finally opened my eyes I noticed my husband watching me intently.
My moan turned into a sigh as the pressure eased once again. I grunted yet again when his groin slammed forward into my pelvis for the second time. This caused my husband to look at me even more closely.
When the third grunt escaped from my lips my husband leaned forward and spoke my name. When I did not respond immediately he said my name more forcefully. Finally my eyes opened focusing on my husband's face which was covered with concern.
So much was happening at once I had trouble concentrating. That damn huge black shaft began pounding into me stretching me wide and generating wonderful sensations between my legs. My husband was leaning close to me trying to make sure that I was alright. I even managed to notice that Officer Smith had positioned himself and his camera so that he could capture that damnable lovely black shaft as it slid into me while capturing my face and the look of concern on my husband's face as he watched.
Finally, instead of grunting, I managed to nod that I was okay. A big smile broke out on Steve's face as I closed my eyes and enjoyed my building climax. It was only moments later when my body exploded as my love juice burst out and forced its way around the fireplug pounding my pussy into submission.
When he felt my hot love juice flowing around his cock my lover redoubled his efforts thrusting his cock into me faster and faster. In moments my lover reached his own climax. He shoved that huge shaft into me as far as possible and held it as he pumped cum deep into my womb. At this point I am not even sure that I was worried about whether the birth control pills were working. I just wanted that black cock and the load of semen in those balls inside me.
I felt the first hot spurt of cum as he began to fill me. He continued pumping cum into me for several moments as I simply lay there totally spent. Finally his softening shaft went flaccid and slid out of my pussy. I actually felt the flood of cum that followed his retreating shaft as it dribbled down between the cheeks of my ass and dropped onto the bed below.
Before I had a chance to catch my breath a second cock was buried between my legs. I was rocked back and forth with the enthusiasm of my new lover. While his cock was not as large around it seemed to me as if it was longer.
Looking between my legs I saw a young black buck. He couldn't have been twenty years old. I doubt if he had ever had a white woman before. He was certainly taking advantage of the opportunity as he plowed his tool between my legs with a level of violence I had seldom experienced before.
His vigor was his downfall simply because no one could possibly keep up this pace. Moments later I felt his seed being pumped into me filling my vagina once again with warm sticky semen.
I lost track of how many cocks I serviced after the first two. I was vaguely aware of a continuing stream of cocks as they dumped their white gooey cum into my vagina. As each man stepped between my thighs my husband guided this new cock into position to penetrate me. Moments later a fresh stream of hot cum would join the others filling my pussy.
In a moment of lucidity it occurred to me that you could say that I was pulling a train of loaded coal cars. As I began to marvel at that idea the thought was completely driven from my mind as I grunted from the impact of yet another cock being buried to the hilt.
Later, after we had returned home, my husband told me that I had had sex with ten of the most well equipped blacks that he had ever seen. My sore pussy was a mute testament to the truth of his words.
The next evening Officer Smith came by the house for a while. He shared the photos and film that he had taken with us. It was an entirely different feeling watching as the woman in the pictures who looked a lot like me was being filled with huge black meat and white cum. I was able to relive the exquisite feelings again as I looked at each man with his weapon buried inside me.
Officer Smith showed us the photos that he planned to use for the calendar. The first one was a crisp color image of me on my back, legs spread. My head was raised as I watched my husband guiding that first black missile as it homed in on my pussy.
The second photo was of that same huge cock just after it was removed from my pussy. The lips of my pussy were engorged, distended and gaping wide open. A huge glob of cum was frozen in place by the shutter as it oozed from between my pussy lips. I had to admit that it was a turn on even to me. I could easily see how men would enjoy seeing proof that the lovely white woman in the first photo had actually serviced her black lover.
The final image was of me still spread wide open on the bed with a steady stream of cum running out of my pussy and a puddle of the sticky substance resting on the bed between my legs. Some of the men had actually pulled their cocks out of my pussy and shot strings of cum up onto my belly. With my eyes closed and my pussy gaping wide it was obvious that I was well sated and had been well used and put away wet.
Officer Smith said that he only needed a few more photos to compete his project. I had been wondering what else he could think of since I had been used in almost every way I could think of. I was more than a little surprised when he asked what I thought of bondage, water sports or pony girl activities.
Now I'm no dummy. I know what bondage is and I had some idea that water sports meant something other than swimming and I told him that the only thing about bondage that concerned me is a worry that it might get out of hand or that permanent marks might be left on my body.
I also said that my knowledge of what is involved in water sports was somewhat limited. I confessed that I had no idea what he meant by pony girl activities.
Rather than try to explain Officer Smith handed me a bunch of photos that he had brought along. They clearly showed what each is all about.
I slowly leafed through them. As I suspected, the water sports photos showed women in various positions as one or more men and even other women pissed on them. Some of the men were pissing on their faces and in the open mouths of the women. In others it almost looked like the women were being forced to swallow. I wasn't sure how I felt about this.
The pony girl photos were an entirely different situation. Here women were often in some form of bondage or restraint. In several the women wore straps and plumes. Some sported nipple clamps and several had tails which it turned out were attached to butt plugs.
The bondage photos showed, well, bondage. Women that had been tied in various humiliating positions designed to expose their private parts while they were creatively restrained. One showed a man dripping copious amounts of hot wax on the woman's nipples and pussy. Another showed a woman standing with her breasts tied tightly and the next one showed the same woman actually hoisted into the air by some sort of lifting device that was attached to the ropes around her breasts. The sight made me shudder but not in a bad way. I couldn't help but wonder what that would feel like.
I turned to Officer Smith and told him that I had never done any of these things. I had to admit that some of them look intimidating but, despite that, I conceded that I would not be against trying them out at least once as long as I felt comfortable and safe.
Officer Smith seemed to consider what I had said for a few moments and then a smile spread slowly over his face. He asked what I thought about inviting my friend Violet and her husband Adam back to join us? He wondered if they might be interested and whether their presence would make me more comfortable.
I thought about his idea and realized that I really would feel much more comfortable with them here. I would feel even better if they participated. I thought that they just might be interested and asked if I could keep the pictures. I wanted to scan them so that I could send copies to Adam and Violet to show them what they might be getting into.
Officer Smith readily agreed suggesting that I get in touch with them and see what they thought. While I contacted them he said that he would check with his contacts and see if all of the arrangements could be made. He felt that the bondage and water sports part of things would be easy but the Pony Girl portion would require someone with the equipment and knowledge. He wanted to check and be sure that he could find the right person to help us out.
A few weeks later I called Officer Smith to let him know that I had talked with Violet and Adam. He was pleased to hear that they were intrigued at the prospect of getting together. In fact they were interested in all three scenarios and were wondering why only one needed to be picked. I had been wondering the same thing myself and the only real problem I saw was having enough time.
As much as we enjoyed ourselves these little escapades were demanding on us ladies and we would need a little time between activities to recover. In addition Violet and Adam lived in another city and it was too far away for them to just pop over for the day. I told Officer Smith that Violet had mentioned the possibility of taking a week's vacation and wondered if that would be enough time.



Officer Smith seemed to feel that setting things up like that might be possible. I know that I was much more comfortable with the idea that Violet and Adam would be there too. I told Officer Smith that Violet and Adam were somewhat flexible on the dates so he should see what could be worked out and they would do what they could to match his dates.
On a Friday night a few weeks later Officer Smith, my husband Steve and I were in the living room waiting for the arrival of our friends Adam and his wife Violet. Steve was in his favorite chair watching Officer Smith and I. I had my hand wrapped around Officer Smith's cock stroking it while we kissed. Both of us were naked.
Finally there was a knock on the door. I jumped up and rushed to the door throwing it open to welcome our friends. Adam's eyes widened in surprise as the sight of my nude body registered. When I leaned forward for a kiss he threw his arms around me cupping my ass cheeks and pulling me against him for a proper greeting.
While we were involved Violet walked past us and down the hall to the living room. When Adam and I managed to get to the living room we found Violet wrapped in Officer Smith's arms. It was clear that she had taken my place and now had his cock firmly in hand as they French kissed each other deeply.
Steve handed Adam a beer and they both sat and watched as Violet undressed and she and I got to work on Officer Smith. Violet immediately knelt in front of Officer Smith and began trying to swallow his huge black cock.
Somewhat at a loss for something to do I astonished myself and our husbands as I quickly knelt behind Officer Smith and pulled his ass cheeks aside and placed a kiss on the rosebud of his ass hole. I had seen this done in a video and decided to try it out when I got a chance.
I admit that I was somewhat surprised that I had not found the experience offensive. I had truly wondered if I would be turned off by it. It turns out that I wasn't. Once I recovered from my own spontaneity I began to explore his puckered ass hole with my tongue. Soon I had his ass hole fully lubed and was earnestly trying to fuck him with my tongue.
A few moments later I felt a tap on my shoulder and looked up to see Violet motioning for me to exchange places. I stood up and watched as Violet immediately knelt down and pressed her mouth to that black ass hole. In just a moment she was licking his ass hole like it was candy.
I turned to find that big black cock and noticed that my husband had found our video camera and was recording the whole scene. Adam, Violet's husband, had our still camera and was kneeling close to his wife face snapping close-ups of his wife as she kissed and tongued that black ass hole with complete abandon.
With nothing left to do I returned to pleasuring myself on that marvelous black shaft. As I worked it grew longer and harder each time I slid my lips down that shaft. Finally I had enough lubrication to push my lips down to the base burying my nose in his pubic hair. I held that position for a moment and then began to work my mouth up and down his shaft in earnest. Each time I thrust forward I was met with a thrust from Officer Smith until his cock was being buried deep down my throat with every thrust.
I heard a moan and felt his hands grab my head and force his cock as far down my throat as possible. A moment later it began to spasm as load after load of black baby making cum was pumped directly down my throat. He finally relaxed and removed his cock. As it passed my parted lips a string of cum linked us momentarily as Adam snapped yet another photo. Officer Smith simply collapsed on the couch with a groan.
Deprived of our toys Violet and I stood facing each other at a loss for just a moment and then I stepped forward and kissed her deeply. Our tongues intertwined and I was not really surprised when she returned the kiss. After all, we had been through a great deal together and were actually more than sisters.
Soon I found myself sucking on one of her nipples while she did the same for me. I gently sank to the floor pulling her after me. I placed her on her back and spread her legs wide as I bent to her pussy and hungrily began to lick and suck on her womanhood. Almost immediately she began to thrash around and when she tried to remove my greedy mouth from her clit I knew what was about to happen.
Stubbornly I held my position and continued to work my tongue on her clit while I fastened my lips to her pussy sucking for all I was worth. My efforts were soon rewarded as I felt her spasm and the first gusher of her cum hit the back of my mouth. It had a musky salty taste but it was not offensive.
Although I had been expecting it I was somewhat surprised since eating out another woman was not something that I had done often. As a result I pulled back and the second jet of cum caught me full on the face. Deciding that I liked the feeling I waited until she was finished before I returned to my work.
By this time both Adam and Steve were more than ready to participate. I felt something fumbling between my legs and looked back to see Violet's husband kneeling behind me with his dick aimed at my cunt. I sighed as his hard shaft slid into my sex. He grabbed my hips and began to lustily fuck me. As I returned my attention to Violet's lovely pussy I saw that Officer Smith had taken over the videographer duties.
A moment later I glanced up and noticed that my husband was facing me and kneeling over Violet's face taking photos as I continued to sample Violet's charms. As he photographed me Violet began to work on his ass hole. She was also using both hands to stroke his cock. I watched as the end of my husband's cock erupted and a stream of cum shot out arching across Violet's body and almost reaching my face.
I pressed my lips tightly to the lips of her pussy and furiously worked my tongue over her clit. At almost the same moment I felt Adam thrust his cock deep into my pussy and begin to fill my vagina with his sperm.
Determined to bring Violet to at least one more orgasm I was surprised to feel my own orgasm build to a crescendo and then to climax as a gusher of my own forced itself out of my pussy flowing around Adam's dick and running down my inner thighs.
While I was floating on a high from my own orgasm I felt Violet's body spasm under the attention of my lips and tongue and she had her second orgasm sending warm sticky lubricant all over my face once again.
After that it seems like we all simply collapsed in a heap on the carpet thoroughly spent.
While the four of us recovered Officer Smith had raided the refrigerator and brought each of us a beer. We spent the rest of the evening laying out plans for the next week. We agreed that we would explore bondage, water sports and Pony Girl games allowing Officer Smith to finish his calendar project and exposing each of us to new activities that we had not previously experienced.
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Pony girls for a day - November - December
At first I thought the shrill noise I was hearing was part of a dream but suddenly I was jolted awake and recognized the incessant ringing of the phone. The damn thing was tucked away on the far side of the night stand beside the bed just out of reach. As I struggled to force my mind awake the bed shook and my husband Steve grumbled "Would you please answer that damn thing?"
Groping blindly for the receiver I noticed that the room was filled with daylight. A quick glance at the clock told me that it was almost nine in the morning which accounted for the sun streaming in through the windows. Steve and I had stayed up with Violet and her husband Adam for another hour or so after Officer Smith had left last night.
I finally managed to snag the receiver and irritably yanked it from the cradle. "Hello" I mumbled.
The disembodied voice on the other end of the line said "Pat? What the hell. Did I wake you up?"
"Who the hell is this? You better identify yourself immediately or I'm hanging up and pulling the plug on this damn thing."
"Whoa! You're just a little grumpy this morning. Don't hang up. This is Officer Smith. You should recognize my voice by now."
"Oh Lord. What the hell do you want and why are you calling at the butt crack of dawn? I was sound asleep and perfectly happy to stay that way."
Officer Smith chuckled. "Pat my dear it is hardly the butt crack of dawn. You all have to get up and get your asses in gear."
With my brain cells still only functioning at half capacity I desperately tried to remember if we had made plans for this first Saturday of Adam and Violet's visit. "No" I thought. We had not made plans for today. "What are you talking about? We didn't plan anything for today."
"Oh shit" Officer Smith exclaimed. "I'm sorry. After I left your house last night I had a call from Master Alex. He's the pony girl trainer in our area. I had spoken to him in hopes of persuading him to show all of us what this pony girl thing is all about. When he and I finally got off the phone it was too late to call you.
"I explained to him that you and Violet are not trainees but that you are curious and wanted to get a look at what was involved. At first he was unwilling and I finally had to agree that he would be allowed to dress you and Violet in pony girl regalia. Once you were all dressed up I would be able to get photos for the calendar.
"His place is about an hour drive from your house and we need to be there by twelve noon. The festivities start at one and the parade begins shortly thereafter."
All of this was new to me. The last time we had talked the pony girl stuff was scheduled for next Saturday. "I thought this was all to take place next Saturday and what is this parade you are talking about?"
"I didn't have any choice. The only way that I could get him to agree was if he could use you and Violet in the parade they are having this afternoon. Each of the pony girl owners in the area dress up their best girls and then parade them down the street in Kippsville. Then the pony girls are led onto a stage where they are judged. The crowd is allowed to take film and photos of the girls as they are displayed for judging. It would be quite a coup for Master Alex if he could win with two novice girls. It's really just like a game of dress up."
Even though I was still half asleep I was more than a little disoriented by this change in plans. I stammered "Well I don't . . . "
I was cut off by Officer Smith who said. "We don't have time to discuss this. I'm on my way to your house. I'll be there around eleven. If you decide not to do this then we'll have to forget any pony girl activities because I will be immediately blacklisted from any further events. I'll see you in a while."
I slowly replaced the receiver then unceremoniously pushed my husband out of the bed. "Getup you lazy lout!" I said as he landed on the floor.
"Damn woman! What the hell is the matter with you? Who was that on the phone?"
"That was Officer Smith. Come on. Get a move on. He'll be here around eleven. I'll go get Adam and Violet moving. When everyone is up we'll meet in the kitchen and I'll explain."
Fifteen minutes later the four of them met in the kitchen to share a cup of coffee and sort things out.
I explained what Officer Smith had told me. "So what do we want to do? Officer Smith said that we did not have to go since the plans had changed. I'm not so sure about the parade thing and allowing anyone at the event to photograph us like that."
I looked at Violet who said "I'm not too worried about being recognized since we don't live in the area. I suppose that it's always a possibility." Violet looked at her husband and saw a gleam in his eyes and knew what he thought but asked "Adam, how do you feel about all of this?"
"Do you really need to ask? I want video and photos of you dressed up as a pony girl but the thought of you exposed that way in public? Shit hot! I think that would be a fantastic turn on. Steve? What about you?"
"You know it's strange but I think it would humiliate and embarrass Pat more than anything else that she has ever done. There are pictures and video out there now showing her servicing blacks and others but that is all done in private. This would be different wouldn't it Pat?"
"Steve you already know it would. I can't explain it. I clearly enjoy being exposed, being filmed and photographed, yet dressing up like a pony girl and actually going out in public is just a little disturbing for some reason."
"I thought so." Steve looked at the others. "Well it looks to me like the vote is three to one so Pat, I guess you're simply going to have to go along or ruin it for the rest of us."
When the doorbell rang just before eleven everyone was almost ready to go. Steve opened the door and invited Officer Smith inside. "We're almost ready" Steve said.
"Thank goodness. I was afraid that you might have changed your mind. Pat didn't seem too enthused."
"You're right about that. She was reluctant when she heard about the parade. I'm not sure that I understand after all of the photos and video of her that is circulating but it disturbs her."
Officer Smith was clearly relieved. "I really want to see the ladies out in public like that."
Steve nodded. "So do I. It's going to be awesome watching them parade their prime asses in public. With all that we have done she has always been reluctant to appear in public. It tears her up to be humiliated like that. It's hard to understand why it bothers her so much but I'm really looking forward to it."
Since Officer Smith had brought his Cadillac Escalade that could accommodate nine passengers they all piled into it for the trip to meet Master Alex.
It was about a forty-five minute drive to Kippsville. When they arrived Officer Smith pulled up and parked beside what must have been an old garage on the edge of town. A large wooden door had been opened to expose an open bay.
As they got out of the car a man who must have been Master Alex walked up and shook hands with Officer Smith. They talked for a moment after which Officer Smith turned and introduced Pat and Violet as his pony girls for the day. Master Alex looked at the two women and motioned for each of them to turn around so that he could get a better look at them.
As I slowly turned for inspection I got the chance to get a good look at Master Alex. He was an older man. It seemed likely that he was in his fifties. He was tall and good looking with a moustache and a full head of hair.
"And who are these gentlemen?" Master Alex asked.
"This is Steve who it Patricia's husband and the second gentleman is Adam, Violet's husband." They all shook hands.
"Gentlemen I am going to display your wives nude and dressed up as pony girls in front of hundreds of people. Those people will not touch but they will be free to photograph or take video of the proceedings. I will not tolerate any interference from either of you. Your wives are my property until the event is over. Does either of you have a problem with that?"
Both men indicated their agreement. Master Alex then turned to Pat and Violet and asked "Do you ladies accept my terms?"
Violet nodded immediately but I started voice my concerns about the public exposure and the parade, "Well I . . . "
"Madam these terms are non-negotiable" Master Alex interrupted. "If you agree with my terms I want the two of you completely nude now. There isn't any time to debate the situation. What's it going to be?"
I looked around the room. Straw had been spread on the floor and there was a large variety of straps and other paraphernalia hanging on all of the walls. There were already several spectators standing around watching the proceedings. A steady stream of others walked past the door. Many of them paused to take in the scene and then moved on.
Uncertain still I turned to Violet and saw that she had already stepped out of her shoes and seemed more than willing to go along with the scenario.
I shuddered when I thought of going out in public essentially naked but it did not seem right to ruin things for everyone else. So I reluctantly reached up and began to unbutton my blouse. Violet immediately followed suit and the two of us began to disrobe standing in the middle of the room surrounded by onlookers.
As soon as he saw that his two new pony girls were going to comply with his orders Master Alex began to gather items and place them on a table located near the center of the room.
It only took a few moments for the two of us to disrobe. Violet and I stood waiting impatiently for Master Alex as we were ogled by the onlookers. They immediately surrounded us and were obviously enjoying our discomfort and nudity. As usual special attention was given to my tattoos.
As soon as he noticed what was going on Master Alex came forward and dispersed the group. "If you all want to be in here and watch that's fine but you need to keep your distance. I need room to work and if you continue to crowd me I'll have to ask you to leave and close the doors."
"Alright ladies come over here and bend over this table. Violet and I complied. As we rested our elbows on the table we looked at each other in confusion, not sure what was coming next.
Master Alex turned to the two husbands tossed something to Adam. Adam deftly caught the object and looked down to see that Master Alex had tossed him a bottle of lube. He looked up quizzically and Master Alex asked "Which one is your wife?"
Adam pointed to Violet. "Okay!" Master Alex said. "I want you to lube the ass of the other one and then fuck her in the ass. Make sure to cum inside her ass."
Turning to Steve he said "You fuck his wife the same way. Make sure to fill her with cum. They are both going to get butt plugs and it will be easier for them if you have loosened them up first. Besides, fucking another man's wife in the ass is always fun." He walked away chuckling.
I looked back as I felt the lube running down between the cheeks of my ass. I was startled when Adam liberally slathered his cock with lube and then stepped up guiding his stiff rod into my ass. This was not unwelcome but it wasn't what I had expected.
The crowd moved closer and I noticed several flashes going off as the onlookers crowded around for a better look and recorded the scene.
I had to laugh out loud as I looked over at Violet as her lips formed a round "O" when Steve's cock found a home in her ass hole. After that neither of us had a moment to think as each of us had a hard cock continually pounding our asses. I felt Adam increasing his pace which was quickly followed by the feeling of his cum filling my ass.
As soon as Adam pulled his cock from my now distended ass hole Master Alex shoved a large butt plug in. Attached to the base of the butt plug was a long pony tail. Moving smoothly over to Violet he filled her ass with a butt plug just as my husband pulled out. Violet's butt plug had hair of a slightly different color than the one in my ass.
Violet had started to stand up after the plug was inserted but Master Alex ordered her to "Stay where you are until I tell you to move."
As the two of us remained bent over the table with our legs slightly spread with a large butt plug inserted in our asses and a tail hanging down Master Alex motioned for the husbands to examine his work.
I felt completely humiliated as I remained bent over. After my husband had inspected the plug in my ass, actually tugging on it a few times, Master Alex invited the spectators over to take any photos or video that they wanted. While this was happening Master Alex said "Pat I want you to turn your head and look back over your shoulder. Violet I want you to do the same. Let's make sure that these gentlemen get good shots of your faces too."
Complying with my instructions I looked back over my shoulder into several lenses and the faces of the leering men. Violet saw much the same. There was much jockeying for position as each of the intrepid photographers tried to get the best picture of the obscenely displayed wide spread asses.
After a few moments Master Alex moved the men back. He guided me to a position next the table and motioned for Violet to stand next to me.
He selected what looked like some sort of belt and placed it around my waist fastening it in back. There were a number of metal loops around the belt to which, I assumed, a variety of things could be attached. After also fastening a similar belt on Violet he turned back to the table.
This time he went to Violet first. As I looked I saw that this new item was a belt too but an entirely different kind. There were two metal rings about three inches in diameter. These rings or hoops were fastened together be a short leather piece. Another longer leather strap was also attached to each hoop. There was a buckle on one of them and holes punched in the other.
I watched as Master Alex grasped one of Violet's breasts and began to work it through the hoop. Although the hoop was small there was enough room for Master Alex to pull her breast through the hoop. The result was almost like her breasts had been tied. When both of her breasts had been forced through the hoops the belts were fastened behind her.
After watching Master Alex with Violet I felt that I knew what to expect now but was surprised when Master Alex approached me with a device that was similar but significantly different. This one had the hoops and straps like the one that Violet wore but there was an additional and smaller hoop attached to each of the larger hoops.
At first I was a little bewildered but then I understood. I watched as Master Alex worked the first hoop down over my breast just like he had done with Violet but then he continued to feed my breast through the smaller hoop further constricting it. When he was done my breasts, which were already pert, stood up like soldiers at attention. He removed my nipple jewelry and handed it to Steve.
Next he brought out two longer leather straps which he attached to the belt around my waist about three inches apart. He drew each strap between my legs. He placed one strap between my thigh and my pussy lips on one side and one on the other side effectively pinching my pussy lips between the straps. Then he drew each strap up between the cheeks of my ass drew one up on either side of the butt plug and fastened them to the belt behind me.
I squirmed around a little bit as I tried to get the straps into a more comfortable position. Despite my best efforts the straps continued to rub on either side of my pussy. I was pretty sure that my discomfort was a planned effect. Failing in the effort to get comfortable I watched as Master Alex approached Violet with only one strap.
This time when he ran the strap between Violet's legs he took the time to part Violet's pussy lips and wedge the strap firmly against her clit. As the strap was tightened Violet began to wriggle around. I couldn't help but smile as I thought I was probably better off with my double straps than Violet was.
Violet and I watched as Master Alex turned again to the table. This time he selected a type of leather helmet that he placed on Violet's head. It had an elegant violet plume on top. For me he selected a similar one what had a red plume. I noticed that some of the helmets hid much of the pony girl's face but it seemed like he wanted us to be easily recognizable to the onlookers.
The next thing I knew Master Alex was asking "What size shoe do you wear? We can't have you running around on the street barefoot. I have a selection of black patent leather boots. I'll see if I have one in your size."
"I wear a size seven or a size seven and a half." Pat replied.
He returned a few moments later with the boots. "You're in luck. I had a pair in size eight. Please raise your foot and I'll help you on with them."
After getting the boots on me he turned to Violet. "And you?" he asked.
Violet's answer was "Six and a half."
"We're doing well today. I had your size too." He helped Violet get the boots on and then held up a pair of padded leather wrist cuffs. Each cuff had a small metal ring securely attached to it. Violet held out her arms and Master Alex placed one on each wrist.
When he was finished he continued to hold her right wrist and walked behind her. She heard a click as some sort of device was fastened to the ring. "Give me your other hand." Without thinking Violet moved her other hand behind her. She felt her wrists pulled together and something was used to connect them.
I watched as Master Alex selected some sort of leather sheath. When he returned to Violet he worked the sheath between her arms and her back. Then he pulled the two sides of the sheath together around her arms and clipped them together from top to bottom. As a result Violet's arms were pulled back and bound tightly together forcing her to stand straight and causing her tits to be thrust forward. Although it looked uncomfortable I had to admit that it enhanced Violets tits and made them look fabulous.
Turning to me Master Alex said now it's your turn. Without a murmur of complaint I held out my wrists for the cuffs. It only took moments before I found myself restrained just as Violet had been. When I looked down I could not help thinking "My tits look better."
"We're almost done" Master Alex said. He headed for the table and returned with two collars. Attached to each one was a leash. As he attached one around the neck of each girl he told them "Since you two are just playing at this I am not going to make you pull a cart. I'll simply use the leash. I expect you to walk on either side of me. We will walk down to the end of Main Street and there you will be placed on a stage for the judges to view.
"Of course any of the spectators will also be allowed to take photos and video throughout the whole process. I hope that you aren't shy. Then we will return to this end of Main Street and all of the entrants will be lined up for the awards.
"The parade has already begun so we have to move along. I have one more thing for each of you."
He stepped up to Violet and took a spring loaded clamp and attached it to one of her nipples. I watched intently as Violet flinched from the immediate pain. A small bell hung from the end of the clip and jingled as she moved trying to get used to the pain. He attached another one to her other nipple.
I had seen what he had done to Violet and was expecting the same thing. I was surprised when he took out a much different device. It was something that I had never seen before. It was made from one long wire that was curved in a series of circles that got smaller and farther away from the bottom with each turn. It was about an inch and a half long and an inch wide at the bottom.



It didn't take long to find out what it was as Master Alex placed it over my nipple and pulled the nipple through from the bottom to the top. When the tip of my nipple was pulled all the way through a device similar to a straight barbell was pushed through my piercing. Then the barbell was pulled until it could be seated in some sort of a cradle stretching my nipple outward.
"That's not so bad." I thought. But then Master Alex began to turn the device and as it was turned the barbell was forced farther and farther away from its original position pulling my nipple harder and harder. When he was satisfied with the amount of discomfort I was feeling he did the same thing to the other nipple.
Turning to her husband Steve Master Alex asked "What do you think?"
Steve was so impressed that he had to take some photos of me in my outfit but he gave special attention to my breasts. First each breast had been constrained by the two heavy loops forcing them to assume a conical shape. Then the same thing had been done in miniature to her nipples. He thought that they looked exquisite and said so.
Then Steve turned to me and said "I love the fact that the two straps around your pussy frame the Queen of Spades tattoo. That looks stupendous. I'm sure that everyone will love it."
OMG. I had not given the tattoo a moment's thought and now Steve was telling me that it looked great. I was going to be paraded in public with it highlighted for everyone to see! My face must have turned a deep red as the realization sank in.
"Okay! Then we need to go. Gentlemen I would appreciate it if you would walk with your ladies. It is tradition in this type of parade for the husband to accompany his pony girl wife to show his support and approval." With that final remark Master Alex led us and our husbands out into public view and the sunshine.
As Master Alex led us out into the sunshine I was temporarily blinded by the bright sun. When my eyes adjusted I was astonished at what I saw. The street was lined with hundreds of people and I couldn't help myself. I simply stopped cold. I hadn't bargained on being exposed like this. There were lots of men, of course, but I was surprised to see a number of women and families. There were even some families with small children. Male teens were in abundance too. They ogled us as we passed.
As I stood there, my indecision obvious, I felt a sharp sting on my ass. It startled me and I took a step forward. Master Alex moved forward and we moved down the street in front of all of those people. As we walked, much too slowly for my taste I realized that the sharp pain that I had felt was from a small whip that Master Alex carried. He had used it on my ass.
Master Alex stopped us from time to time as a zealous photographer jumped out in front of us to get a better photo.
On one occasion my worst fears came to fruition. The photographer standing in front of us taking photos was one of the older teachers from my old school. I tried to look away in hopes that he would not recognize me but it was not to be. "Hello Pat" he said as he stepped in to get a close up of my tits and face. At this range I knew that in addition to the pony girl paraphernalia his photo would also clearly show the "Black Owned" tattoo over my nipples.
As he snapped several photos he said "Pat I like you much better like this than dressed for school. I can't wait to show the guys back at school. Much as we fantasized about what you might look like nude none of us would have thought that you preferred blacks.
"Some said that they thought they had seen some pictures and even video of you servicing black men but we found it really hard to believe. By the way, I love the Queen of Spades tat. It will show up well on the other photos I took. Maybe you can come and pose for a photo shoot for the camera club some time. I'll be in touch."
As he stepped back into the crowd Master Alex moved forward. I don't remember too much detail about the rest of the afternoon. I do remember that it felt extremely strange when we were displayed on that stage standing there half naked for everyone to see. The teenage boys seemed to follow me around everywhere.
When we finally returned to the starting point Violet and I took our places among the rest of the pony girls. Master Alex was very pleased to have won second place with a couple of beginners. I remember that he told us that he would really like it if we decided to continue training. I cannot ever remember being so totally embarrassed by the whole thing. I could not tell you why but despite the embarrassment I found the event highly erotic.
Master Alex thanked Violet and I for helping him to win second place. Then he began to remove the pony girl straps and restraints carefully placing each one back in its assigned location on the wall. At one point I noticed that Steve was having a private conversation with Master Alex but I was unable to ask for the moment.
Violet had begun to reach for her clothes when Officer Smith said "Don't bother. I was thinking that we could stop for dinner on the way back to your house Steve. There are a couple of really nice restaurants on the way but they are a little beyond my budget. Before they get dressed can you or Adam think of anything we can do to get some extra cash. I mean there are all of these people here and we have two lovely young ladies."
Adam spoke up almost immediately saying "My wife sucks a great cock. I bet that we could find some men outside that would be interested in investing twenty dollars to have their shaft drained."
"Just a damn minute" Violet exclaimed. "I'm not so sure that I like the idea of you selling me like a whore to earn money for dinner."
"Aw come on now sweetheart. You know that parading yourself around naked all day has turned you on and I'm certain that it has had a similar effect on some of these gentlemen too. Besides you like the taste of strange cum and a little blow job would be like a stress reliever. What do you say?"
"Well since you put it that way I'll do it but only if Pat does it too."
"Hold on, hold on" I said. How the hell did I get involved in this?"
Steve joined the conversation saying "Personally I think that helping Violet out would be the only fair thing to do sweetheart. Can you honestly say that you aren't a little frustrated since you haven't had any sex today? If you don't want to suck a few cocks we could probably get a little more for your ass or pussy. And we could offer to take a picture for an extra five dollars. What do you say?"
"Okay, okay. I'll go along but I'm going to turn the tables on Violet. I'll do it if she does. Mouth, pussy or ass, anything goes. One hole and one hole only. Twenty lets you unload your cum where ever you want. Five more dollars buys you one photo.
"Our husbands don't get off easy either. They have to stand outside and find us customers. They each have to sell their own wives favors. Officer Smith how about making a sign for each of them? Just say something like 'Sexual Favors for twenty dollars'. You guys collect the money and send the men in to either Violet or myself one at a time. Officer Smith, if they want a photo it will be up to you to collect for that and to use their camera. Will that work for everyone?"
Violet said "It's alright with me. I've never been pimped out by my husband before or paid for my services like a whore. It's going to feel strange but I have a feeling that I'm going to like it."
Officer Smith chose that moment to return with two hastily made signs. "Here you go guys" he said as he handed one to Steve and the other to Adam. The two men headed for the door.
In only about five minutes Steve stepped back inside and said "I've got the first customer for Pat. He wants a blow job but insisted that he be allowed to shoot his cum onto your face. I made a management decision and told him that would be acceptable. I'll send him in."
A few moments the first customer stepped in the door. When I first saw him he seemed to look familiar. When he turned toward me after closing the door I recognized my associate from school. He was the one that had taken pictures of me earlier.
As he walked up to me he said "Hello Pat. I almost left after the parade was finished but I am certainly glad that I didn't. It was sheer luck that found me outside when these two men came outside carrying signs offering sexual favors for twenty dollars. When I enquired your husband told me that you would be happy to suck my cock for twenty bucks. At first I didn't believe it but it was worth the twenty to see if it was true and here I am."
I smiled and started to respond when Officer Smith walked up so I just stood there totally naked and more than a little embarrassed. Officer Smith told him that, if he had a camera, he would take one photo for him for an additional five dollars. A huge grin broke out on his face as he looked at me.
"Oh yes" he said. I want a picture. Will you take the way that I want it?"
Officer Smith replied "Sure. What do you want?"
As I stood there listening he told Officer Smith that he wanted a photo that included me from the breast up and went high enough to be sure that his face was in it. He also said that he wanted the photo to be taken after he had unloaded his cum on my face.
I cringed inside since I knew that this one photo would be circulated around the school. I placed a pillow that I had found on the floor and dropped to my knees. As my first customer stepped forward I unzipped his trousers and reached into his fly to remove his already hard cock.
While I was doing this I noticed that Violet also had her first customer. She was already bent over the table and her customer was busy driving his cock into her pussy. As I watched she turned her head towards me and smiled.
My customer's cock was circumcised and about medium length. A drop of pre cum had leaked out and I moved forward and sampled it with my tongue. It tasted mildly musky and a little bit salty. After I licked the head of his cock I parted my lips and engulfed the head sliding my lips down the whole length pf his shaft. I wanted this one over with as quickly as possible.
I placed my hands behind my back used my lips and tongue only. I knew that he was getting close when he began slamming his groin against my nose as his cock slid into my throat. I really tried to get him to cum in my mouth just to be ornery but it was not to be.
He pulled his pulsing cock from my mouth and sprayed an amazing amount of cum onto my face. It even went into my hair and some into my eye. Officer Smith stepped forward immediately to take the picture. He placed himself in a position so that he could see my face clearly and even asked me to turn toward him a little. Before he could snap the photo my customer said "Look up at me. I want it to be clear that you know whose cock you just emptied."
I obediently turned my cum covered face upwards and looked him straight in the eyes as Officer Smith took the photo.
After that it was a blur. Both Violet and I took cum in the mouth, ass and pussy. We were kept pretty busy for about half an hour when our husbands came inside and called a halt. We'd earned enough for dinner, desert and drinks.
After that we cleaned ourselves up and got dressed and headed out for dinner. I was starved and had the best Surf & Turf combo I ever had. When we got home we all agreed that we were exhausted and headed to bed.
From Writer6324:
Now that you have finished this chapter I would like to make a few comments/observations. This is the twentieth chapter that I have written for Steve and Pat. I have also written a few other stories. I am not a professional writer but a dirty old man who enjoys putting his fantasies down on paper in the hopes that others will enjoy the stories also.
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This chapter I have returned to a more interactive story format where each of the participants speaks their mind. I hope that I have been successful and done a better job with the word usage, syntax, etc.
Your comments are solicited. Even the negative ones when they are given in a constructive manner. Hateful comments will be deleted so please don't bother. The goal is to raise the quality of my storytelling so that readers can concentrate on the content and not be distracted by the mechanics.
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My mind wanders as I sit in the front row of my Psychology class listening to Professor Smalls drone on and on. He stands directly in front of me but he isn't looking at the class. He's looking directly at me and I know exactly what he wants. Without conscious thought I allow my legs to part exposing my pussy with its light dusting of blond hair. I'm wearing a short tight skirt and no panties as usual.
I smile as he stutters momentarily losing his train of thought. His eyes are riveted on the widening gap between my thighs. As my legs part farther my skirt slides up my thighs making it easier for me to reward him with an even better view. I repress a small chuckle realizing that I just secured an "A" for today at least.
For as long as I can remember I have felt an uncontrollable urge to expose my body to men. Mostly strangers that I do not know and will probably never see again. Sometimes, like today, I desire the excitement and thrill that I feel when I expose myself to men that I know and will, most certainly, see again. I've even exposed myself to some of my male family members.
I suppose it all started with my dad. I wanted his approval so much but it never seemed forthcoming. Yet my brother seemed to receive dad's approval almost effortlessly. Maybe it was a male thing. My dad was in the military and my brother wanted to follow in his footsteps. They seemed to have a bond that I would forever be denied.
Then my dad was killed while on a mission in Afghanistan. My whole world was disrupted and I was devastated. My mother was stressed to the limit and seemed unable to cope. My brother's solution was to join the military himself as soon as he graduated from high school. I began to act out by wearing clothing that allowed me to easily expose my ripening body in public.
I cannot explain the rationale. It simply felt good to be desired. I guess I just needed male approval. At the time I was much too young to be interested in getting fucked but knowing that I was desirable made me feel good about myself. I was comfortable and satisfied with the situation until I began dating Trevor.
I found Trevor easy to talk to and before too long I had revealed to him my need to expose myself in public. Rather than being appalled, as I had expected, Trevor embraced the situation and began to suggest additional ways that I could find gratification. After trying a few of his suggestions solo I finally invited him to watch and even take photos of my encounters.
It was only a short time before I realized that I felt more comfortable knowing that Trevor was nearby as my escapades became more and more risqué. That's when things began to go wrong or so I thought.
One time, rather than go out, Trevor had asked me to pose naked for him and to let him take some photos. By this time I had known him for a few weeks and had grown to trust him so I did not hesitate to agree. It would be the ultimate rush to allow myself to be photographed totally nude. I knew that there was a risk when I agreed to let him take photos but I trusted him.
There wasn't any sex involved but he took all the common photos that you would expect. After I was undressed he took several head shots that included my tits. Then there was the full body shot with me standing with one hip shot out and a seductive look on my face.
After that he had me lay down on the bed with my legs spread exposing my pussy. While there he had me pull my pussy lips wide apart which was actually the most humiliating of all the photos. Trevor also took photos of me with my knees pulled up, legs spread and feet flat on the edge of the bed. For the final shots I pulled my knees up to my chest, spread my thighs wide and, once again, pulled the lips of my pussy wide open. This was the most erotic shot since it showed my ass hole, pussy, tits and my smiling face.
Over the next few weeks I thought no more about the photos. That is until the letter arrived. It was in my mail box yesterday when I came home from school. I had no idea what it could be and assumed that it was just another of the advertisements that I always get.
Imagine my surprise when I opened it and found a glossy computer printed copy of the last photo Trevor had taken of me with my pussy lips pulled wide apart. The photo was sharp and my face was clearly recognizable. At the top of the photo just above my head someone had added "Free Pussy" in bold white letters. A white space had been added at the bottom and my full name, address and phone number had been added in black text.
I found a slip of paper in the envelope with a cell phone number and the words "Call me!" To be honest, I was frantic but rather than call the unknown number I called Trevor immediately instead. I only had one question. "How the hell did this person get a copy of my photo?" Well, maybe two questions. "Who the hell is it?"
Then Trevor dropped the bomb. His phone had been stolen and contained not only all of my photos but my contact information as well. Whoever had the phone must be someone that knew one of us or had seen us together and made the connection. It really would not have been too hard. We made arrangements to get together this afternoon before I make the call.
As soon as Trevor came in I jumped on him. "What the hell is going on? I didn't want to let you take those pictures but, like a dummy, I let you talk me into it."
"I never shared them with anyone. Damn it Gwen! It's not my fault that someone stole my phone."
"I trusted you and you let me down. What am I going to do now? Someone has nude photos of me and I'm afraid that they plan to use them against me. Look at what they sent me" I said as I thrust the photo at him.
I almost hit Trevor when he said "I don't know what you're complaining about. You look great in the picture. Besides, I thought you got off showing yourself to strangers."
"Clearly this isn't the same. He has my name, address and phone number and he is clearly threatening to give out these photos. What I don't know is what the cost will be to keep him from doing so. What does he expect? Meanwhile all you can say is that I look great?"
"Calm down Gwen. Let's do as he asks and give him a call. We could both go crazy trying to figure out what it is that he wants. Go ahead and call him. Put the phone on speaker so that I can hear too."
I picked up my phone and keyed in the number that came with the picture. After three rings a pleasant male voice said "Hello Gwen. I'm glad that you decided to call. I really didn't want to send out that picture before we had time to expand our relationship."
I hardly heard what he said. "Who is this?" I demanded.
His chuckle was maddening as he said "We'll get into that later Gwen. Is Trevor there with you?"
"Yes I am. How did you get my phone?"
"You were very careless Trevor. Do you remember having lunch at that little café on Center Street? I think the name was Lucy's Luncheonette wasn't it? Anyway you walked off and left your phone on the table. I just took advantage of your carelessness.
"The first thing I did was to look at the pictures. Wow! What a surprise to see the lovely Gwen laid out for my enjoyment in all her naked glory. Of course I did not know what her name was then but it really wasn't hard to find out. I knew your name and by asking around I found out who you hung out with. When I saw you with Gwen I only had to follow her home and once I had her address it was easy from there. People are really stupid about what they keep on their phones."
Gwen said "I've had enough of this useless chit chat. What is it you want from me? Haven't you already got enough? You have photos of me naked. Embarrassing as that is I can't imagine what else you could want."
"Gwen I'm sure that your imagination can do better than that. I've read a number of the texts that you and Trevor have shared. I know that you get it off exposing yourself. Well we are going to work together. The three of us are going to have a lot of fun. I'm going to make the rules and set the agenda and you and Trevor are going to do as you're told. You know what will happen if you don't cooperate."
"You've got my pictures. If I do anything else you'll only have more ammunition to use against me. That seems stupid to me. Why would I want to make things worse?"
"I'm not going to respond to that and try to insult your intelligence. You are absolutely correct but you are overlooking one thing."
"And what the hell might that be?" I said in the most sarcastic tone possible.
"It's simple. You like showing off that lovely body. Let's be honest. You are the complete package. You are a natural blonde with long blond hair and a light dusting of blond curls highlighting your lovely pussy. Your tits aren't huge but they are full and those puffy nipples of yours are to die for. You're not glamorous but you have a girl next door appeal and that light dusting of freckles across your cheeks and nose are adorable. There's just one problem."
"And what might that be?"
"You're not aggressive enough."
"What in the world are you talking about?"
"You enjoy exposing yourself but you are too conservative. Maybe you just aren't creative enough or possibly you're concerned about your safety. Well I can assure you that I will not be conservative with you. And you should feel safe because both Trevor and I will always be there to insure your safety. I really hope that you will enjoy yourself but you are going to do what I say or else I'll have men knocking on your door constantly. I hope you understand that it's nothing personal. You are just a tool that will allow me to enjoy myself. I hope that you will enjoy yourself at the same time but that is just incidental. Do you understand?"
"Yeah I understand. I can't say that I like it but I understand. So what's next? Do you fuck me or what?"
"My goodness are you that anxious to get laid?"
"No! I just don't like not knowing what you've got in mind."
"Well you're going to have to wait for a while longer. I've really got to give this some thought. Humiliation is the name of the game. There are a lot of tried and true things that I could force you to do but I want to try to come up with something that is a little more unusual. I'll have to give this some thought. I'll give you a call tomorrow or the next day and give you your instructions. Sleep well."
Trevor wanted to stay and discuss things further but I was too upset to think straight so I sent him home.
"Sleep well?" he says. "Was he out of his mind?" I hardly slept at all as my mind churned with the possibilities. I certainly did not want a reputation around school as some sort of easy mark or slut. If he spread those photos around school that is exactly what would happen. Still my inner exhibitionist was all aflutter with the possibilities. Isn't this exactly the kind of thing that I had been doing on my own for the past few years? Of course it was but I really doubted that I was going to feel comfortable with this stranger in charge.
I managed to struggle through the day but it was no easy task. As I walked down the hallway toward my apartment I noticed a box outside my door and wondered what that could be. I bent down and picked it up and immediately noticed that there wasn't any return address and I did not recognize the handwriting on the address label.
I sat the box on the table and hung my purse on the back of a chair. I started to go into the bedroom to get into something more comfortable but curiosity was burning bright and was not to be ignored. I reached for the box and pried it open.
The first thing I found was a note which I unfolded with some trepidation and began to read.
"Hello Gwen. Here are some things that you will need. I took the liberty of telling Trevor to be at your place at eight. I'll give you a call a little after eight and we'll have some fun. I'm really looking forward to an enjoyable evening and I hope that you are also."
I placed the note on the table and took a look at what was in the box. The first thing that came out was some sort of metal contraption. I didn't have the faintest idea what this was until I found the little instruction page. It was a tripod for holding a cell phone.
The next thing out of the box was a bra like I'd never seen before. It looked to be the right size or maybe a little small. It was a lovely black lace material but there were openings at the tip of each cup. It took a moment and then it dawned on me. The nipples of anyone wearing this bra would be pushed through the holes. The fact that the bra was a little smell meant that the effect would be accentuated. My puffy nipples would stand up tall and proud if I wore this bra.
Things became even clearer when I removed the sheer white button up blouse from the box. Holy shit! If I were to wear this bra and blouse combination my nipples would be plainly visible to anyone who looked at me. There was no way that I was wearing this.
The last item was a black "A-line" skirt. When I held it up to my waist it seemed like it might fit but it was short. I couldn't see behind me but I was pretty sure that it would barely cover my ass.
While I was still contemplating the skirt there was a knock on the door. The unexpected noise startled me. Being more cautious than usual I looked through the peephole to see Trevor fidgeting in the hall. I opened the door and he rushed past me saying "I didn't want to be late or miss anything."
We talked for a few moments and I showed him the contents of the box. He was most interested in the bra. Go figure.
My mind was in turmoil wondering exactly what I would be expected to do. Would I even be able to do whatever he told me to do? I was terribly excited and very reluctant to move forward with this but it certainly didn't look like I had many options.
At about five minutes after eight my cell phone rang. "Hello" I said.
"Gwen I'm so glad that you decided to take my call. I honestly wasn't sure that you would. Did you get the box?"
"I got it."
"Good. Good. Are you ready to get started?"
"I'm still not sure. I don't know what you have in mind although the things that you sent me give me a pretty good idea."
"Yes well, I want to go slow with you. I want you to be turned on and humiliated by what I'm going to have you doing because I'm pretty sure that it will play into your exhibitionist leanings but I want to move slowly and work our way into things."
"Well I'm here, Trevor's here and you're on the phone so what do you have in mind?"
"For tonight what I have in mind is for Trevor to show me every intimate part of your lovely body. Oh I won't really be there in the room but you'll know that your phone is recording everything and sending video to me to enjoy. Before the evening is over you'll know that you've been totally and completely exposed to a stranger.
"Trevor I want you to use the tripod that I sent you to set up your cell phone. Make sure to mount it sideways and not vertically. I'm going to have you stand behind Gwen as I have a good look at her fine body.
"Gwen I want you to go into your room and pick a nice set of underwear. I want my present to be tastefully wrapped."
"You don't want me to wear the bra that you sent?"
"No! That's for later. Wear one of your nicer blouses. One that buttons up the front and you can wear any skirt that you want but make sure that it's short. Come back when you are ready."
As Gwen left the room I said "Trevor we want to find some place in the room that well provide a nice background. I don't want some busy or cluttered place that will compete with the subject of our party. Where do you think would be best? Go ahead and set Gwen's phone to transmit an image to me and we will look together."
The view on the screen slowly rotated around the room. As Trevor rotated the first thing to come into view was the dining area which was clearly not a suitable background. The image continued to rotate past the front entry door and then past a couch and chair. I thought that the couch might work if I wanted them to be sitting or lying down.
As Trevor continued to turn the view swung past a wall with a fake fireplace and mantle and then continued on to show what appeared to be the door to Gwen's bedroom.
At that moment the door opened and Gwen entered the room. She had chosen a white blouse and a red and green plaid pleated skirt. It almost looked like a school uniform and Gwen was the image of a sexy school girl.
I immediately made up my mind. "Gwen I want you to stand in front of the fire place. Trevor I want you to attach the phone to the tripod and then we can move it into position. I want Gwen to fill the image from top to bottom and make sure that the image is focused on her.
"Okay that's good. Now turn on all the lights around the room. Since there aren't any behind her we can use the extra illumination to get great detail shots. That's fine.
"We are going to do this in scenes since there are only the two of you there. Maybe another time we'll have a real camera man to help out. For now just leave the phone recording. I'll be watching and I will give you instructions about what I want you to do. Feel free to talk as we go. The phone will record it all, including my verbal instructions, and then Gwen will send me the whole video. Gwen it will be your choice to give it to me and allow yourself to be viewed by others.
"Trevor for now I want you to take the phone off the tripod. Gwen is going to go back into the bedroom leaving the door open. Trevor I want you to record her as she enters the room and goes to stand in front of the fireplace. Record her as she walks into the room.
"Trev there's been a slight change of plans. Don't tell Gwen but I want you to set her phone to do a live stream rather than just recording. Let's do this!"
I watched as Trevor turned the camera towards Gwen's bedroom door just as she appeared and walked into the room. God she was hot!
"Okay Trevor now I want you to move forward until you get a good head and shoulders shot. Let's be sure to include the mantle with all the family photos."
Hastily Gwen turned to look at the photos on the mantle. There was a photo of her with her mom and dad along with a few shots of her as she had grown into the lovely example of sexiness that she was today. There was also one of her with a young man that I assumed was her brother.
She turned back to look into the camera with a look of horror on her face. "No! You can't show those pictures. That's my family. My mom, my dad and my brother are there. What if someone recognizes them?"
Her response was perfect. It was exactly what I had been hoping for. "You don't need to worry about that Gwen. The photos won't be in focus." I assured her. While technically true they would be in that tantalizing in between realm. Not clear and not exactly out of focus either. Anyone who knew who was in the photos was sure to recognize them. I was sure that Gwen would have more than a little anxiety over it and by the time she saw the completed video it would be too late.
"Trevor I want you to place the camera back on the tripod. That's good. Now, I want you to go stand behind Gwen and cup her tits."
The look on Trevor's face was priceless as he took the weight of Gwen's tits in his hands. He hefted them while massaging them gently and pinching her nipples.
"How does that feel Trevor?"
"They're full and so damn soft."
"How long have you been dating?"
"Three weeks."
"I bet she hasn't let you touch her tits before tonight has she?"
"No. She's flashed them a few times so I've gotten a glimpse here or there. I thought that I saw a nipple one time but I'm not sure. She told me that she's an exhibitionist."



"Really? Gwen is that correct? Are you an exhibitionist?" Although I already knew the answers to these questions I wanted her to say it in the video.
I watched the look on her face as she struggled with the excitement she felt from Trevor's efforts and the question?
Immediately Gwen realized that if she answered the question then everyone would know. Then it dawned on her that anyone seeing this video would know. Her juices began to flow with the realization. "Yes!" she whispered.
I wanted everyone to hear that admission. "What?" I barked.
Gwen jolted, startled by my voice. Opening her eyes and looking directly into the lens she said "Yes!" with much more conviction.
"Yes what?"
"I'm an exhibitionist. I like teasing men and letting them get a glance at my tits and pussy."
Meanwhile Trevor had remained busy with Gwen's tits. "Trevor I want you to constrain yourself for a few moments. Gwen's going to unbutton her blouse for us now. Aren't you Gwen?"
Giving me more than I could have asked for Gwen nodded her acquiescence and slowly raised her hands to the top button of her blouse. While she continued to look into the camera she slowly unbuttoned all of the buttons.
"That's really good Gwen. You're enjoying this aren't you?" Another nod was all I got.
"Gwen I do not want to have to tell you again. I want verbal answers so that everyone can hear your response. Don't make me tell you again."
"Yes!"
"Excuse me? I will receive proper answers and proper respect. Why don't you try that again?"
"Yes sir!" Gwen said in a stronger voice.
"What are you feeling? Tell us."
"I'm feeling embarrassed. No one has ever seen me like this or asked me questions like this. I'm humiliated by being used this way. By being made to do things."
"Things?" I asked. "What does that mean?"
"Things like exposing my body this way. It's not the same as when I decide to let someone see me while I'm out. This is different. It's not my decision what I do but yours. I'm so damned turned on by the possibilities I can hardly stand it. At the same time it's degrading to be used sexually by someone like you. But, but it's also stimulating. It's hard to explain."
"Okay that's good Gwen. Trevor let's get you back to work. It's a shame that you can't see the sexy black bra Gwen is wearing from behind her like that. Still, I think that you'll be compensated. I want you to reach around Gwen and pull each of her lovely tits out and over the top of her bra. Her soft pale skin will be so enticing in contrast with her black bra."
I watched as he reached into the first cup and struggled to pull her breast out. He was finally successful and immediately went to work on her other tit. With both breasts supported over the top of her bra Gwen made a lovely picture.
"Okay Gwen I want you to reach up and fondle yourself."
I watched in amazement as Gwen began to massage and lift her tits enjoying the feel of her own hands on her flesh. Without being told we all watched as she pinched and pulled on her nipples until they began to harden.
"Thank you Gwen. Now I want you to release the catches on your bra letting us see your tits in all their glory."
At first she hesitated and then with a shrug she reached back and undid the clasp shrugging her shoulders forward and letting the bra slide down her arms and onto the floor. Lowering her hands to her sides she stood there. Her tits entirely unfettered. Her puffy nipples were pointed directly at the camera begging for a man's touch.
"Okay Gwen I want you to give your tits to Trevor."
A puzzled look crossed her face as she struggled to understand what I wanted. "Excuse me?" she said.
I took a moment to explain and when she understood I watched as she reached behind her and took Trevor's hands and placed them on her tits. She used Trevor's hands to cup her tits and then dropped her hands to her side.
Trevor hefted them and then went to work.
As I watched the lucky Trevor fondling Gwen's tits I asked "How does that feel?"
"It feels absolutely delicious."
"Do you like that everyone is seeing your unencumbered tits and watching your face as you experience the sensations?"
"I don't mind."
"But do you like letting everyone see you like this? How does it feel knowing that everyone is going to watch as you suck Trevor's dick and then he fucks you?"
It was interesting watching her face as the import of my questions registered.
"Wait a minute. You never said anything about fucking and sucking and that bothers me. But what bothers me more is that you keep saying 'everyone'. There are only the three of us."
"Well that's not entirely true. You see while you were changing I had Trevor change the settings on your phone. Everything you are doing is being recorded for the future but I also had him enable the live stream function on your phone. It's all being sent out to the internet live. What do you think about that? Hundreds, maybe thousands of men are watching as Trevor plays with your tits."
The relaxed look on her face morphed from one of horror to concern and finally acceptance as I painted a picture of untold numbers of men watching as she was exposed and used.
The same words kept through Gwen's mind. Used, degrading, humiliating, embarrassing yet they were followed by excitement, astonishment and satisfaction.
"You never told me. You lied to me." Gwen said.
"No I never told you but that's not the same as lying to you. You know that exposing yourself is something you find exciting and that you enjoy. But for some time now you have limited yourself because of your fear. I've merely taken the decision out of your hands and placed you in a position to realize you're most stimulating and exciting dreams.
"So! Now it's up to you. Do we continue or do we stop? Are you going to deny all of these unknown men the satisfaction and sexual release from viewing the rest of your lovely body and watching as you suck and fuck Trevor? The men watching need satisfaction too.
"How exciting would it be for you knowing that an unknown number of strangers are stroking their cocks as they watch you take Trevor's shaft in your mouth and then deep into your pussy? Most of them will achieve sexual release from the show that you are putting on. Can you think of anything more satisfying?"
"No!" Gwen whispered.
"Speak up Gwen."
"No!" she said more firmly.
"So you want these men to see you naked and used?"
"Yes!"
"Yes what?"
"Yes damn you. I want to know that a bunch of strangers are watching as Trevor exposes me to them. I want to feel the unique range of emotions as my body is used by Trevor for his satisfaction and these strangers watch. Is that good enough for you?"
"That's quite good enough Gwen. Now it's clear that you want to do this and I am only providing the means so let's proceed. Unzip your skirt and drop it. Show us your lovely legs and the panties that match that lacy black bra."
In just a moment Gwen had dropped her skirt as instructed.
She truly did have lovely legs. They rose from her slim ankles up her well turned calves to her full sculpted thighs and finally ended in the "V" where her thighs joined her crotch which was discretely covered by the black lace panties.
"It's time Gwen. Let's give everyone what they want. Take your panties off for us now."
You could see the hesitation on her face. This was for all the marbles. Slowly resolve showed on her face and she raised her hands and hooked her thumbs in the elastic. Inch by agonizing inch the panties started their slow trip to the floor. The first thing to come into view was a tuft of her blond snatch. The next thing that came into view was the top of her slit and finally the rest of her pussy.
By their very nature any pussy was lovely but her pussy was exactly the type that I enjoyed. The lips of that warm soft opening barely peeked out from the vertical slit between her thighs. It was smooth and soft.
"Gwen I want you to spread your legs and lean back on Trevor. Let us get a good look between your legs."
At first I thought that she might balk at my direction but ever so slowly she spread her legs about two feet apart and leaned back on Trevor.
"What are you thinking Gwen? Are you enjoying yourself?"
"I can't believe what I'm doing. It's delicious realizing that I have no idea who might be watching this.
I'm really showing my pussy to the lecherous world. Young men, old men or even possibly my father might be watching. This is being broadcast under my name. You cannot realize how liberating it is to feel the release. To do what I have wanted to do for most of my life.'
As her words left her lips her mind finally caught up with what was happening and she exclaimed "OMG!" and immediately brought her legs together as her hands came up to cover her breasts.
"Relax Gwen. You know this is something that you have wanted to do for years isn't it?"
"Yes! Of course, I never thought that something like this would happen. I can't understand the mix of emotions that I'm feeling. How in the hell is it possible for me to feel embarrassed for showing off my body to strangers yet excited, stimulated and sexually aroused by the same act. I'm allowing myself to be degraded and exposed and truthfully I am excited and enjoying it."
"Okay Gwen we need a decision from you now. If you want to continue then you need to spread your legs wide and show us your pussy again. Take your hands down from your tits so that Trevor can pinch and pull on those nipples. I will count to ten. If you want to continue you know what to do. If you want to stop then remain covered and we will terminate this stream on the count of eleven."
I watched Gwen intently as the count slowly mounted. At eight she seemed to shudder and come to some decision. She had been standing with her eyes shut as if she could block out everything that way. When her eyes opened and she stared directly into the camera I knew that we were still in business.
Slowly her legs spread wide once again and her hands moved away from her breasts.
Before she had a chance to change her mind I said "Trevor I want you to pull her pussy lips wide apart. Let's get a good deep look at the heart of Gwen's love nest. Let us know if she is wet and see how many fingers you can get into her."
Anxious to follow my instructions Trevor happily reached between her legs and did as he was told. He pulled her pussy lips wide apart exposing the pink inner sheath of her pussy. At first he only tried to work one finger into her. After just a few strokes he looked up at the camera and commented, "She's so wet."
Our audience watched as two, three and then four fingers were thrusting in and out of that lovely pussy. Gwen's eyes were closed and she moved her legs wider apart allowing Trevor better access to her dripping pussy. I could only hope that I would get my hands on her in the very near future. If she didn't balk at letting us watch as she sucked Trevor's dick and then when he fucked her then I could be pretty sure that I would get my turn.
"Okay Gwen you've had enough fun. It's about time you returned the favor and gave Trevor a little excitement. What do you think Trevor? Would you enjoy having Gwen suck your cock?"
"Are you kidding? What healthy male wouldn't want to have a fantastic blond suck his cock? She is so hot."
Gwen jumped into the conversation. "I never said that I would do that. I think that this has gone far enough. You two have exposed me to an unknown number of strangers and now you think that I'm going to let you take a video of me sucking cock? Not. Besides, I've only sucked cock one time and I didn't like it."
"Gwen as I told you earlier you can chose to not do this. In fact you should think real hard before you decide. Just so you know I plan to watch as you suck Trevor's cock and then you're going to spread your legs and let him fuck you. You should also know that I am more than willing to share what you have done so far with your friends, family and school chums. Still, the choice is yours. What will it be?"
"I don't know."
"Damn it girl you know that letting others watch you being used has turned you on. It's something that you have dreamed of but never had the will power to do on your own. Now is your chance. What will it be?"
Still Gwen hesitated to respond.
"Okay I think that I understand. You are reluctant to say that you want to suck Trevor's dick. If that's the problem I have a suggestion. If you agree that you want us to watch as you suck cock then just get down on your knees facing the camera."
Almost in slow motion Gwen began to move finally kneeling as she had been instructed.
"That's great Gwen. Trevor I want you to stand with your back to the camera. That's it. Now move just a little to the side. I know you're excited but you have to remember that the rest of us want to see the action too. Okay that's good. Turn toward Gwen just a little. Gwen you need to remain facing the camera but just turn your head toward Trevor.
"Okay Gwen it is show time. Unzip Trevor's pants and let's take a look at what you have to work with."
We all watched breathlessly as Gwen struggled with the zipper. Finally she got it down and we all were overcome with envy as her soft white hand delved into his pants. It took a while for her to wrestle his stiff cock out of his pants but finally she knelt there staring at the rod that she was about to suck as an untold number of strangers watched.
"I must be crazy." Gwen thought as she struggled to get her prize out of its cloth prison. Finally it came free and I just knelt there for a moment contemplating what was about to happen. My emotions were rioting inside my head and the rest of my body had already begun to respond to the erotic situation. I could already feel the extra moisture between my legs. My nipples tingled and stood at attention.
"Just do it!" I thought. I leaned forward and with the tip of my tongue I sampled the drop of pre cum that had appeared. When my tongue made contact I felt Trevor quiver. Then all thought of propriety vanished from my brain. All of my prudish upbringing disappeared like a puff of smoke. Suddenly I wasn't nervous with anticipation. I was possessed by a desire to show anyone watching what a good job I could do.
I leaned forward and took the head of Trevor's cock between my lips and closed them over the hot soft head of his dick. I flicked my tongue against the opening and tasted more pre cum. Then I pulled back slowly and then moved forward again taking more of this splendid toy into my warm moist mouth. Finally I began slowly rocking back and forth. Each time I rocked forward I took his cock a little bit deeper.
His cock was substantial but not overwhelmingly huge. I guessed that it was six to seven inches long. Even so I was unable to take the whole thing into my mouth although I tried. At some point I realized someone was speaking.
The voice was giving instructions. "Trevor put your hands behind her head and when she's ready I want you to pull her towards you. Gwen when you feel his cock reach the back of your throat you need to try and swallow. I want you to deep throat him."
The next time I moved forward I tried to take the whole thing but it wouldn't go. Then, on the second effort everything worked. I swallowed, Trevor pushed and suddenly the whole thing slid down my throat. My nose was pressed against the zipper of his jeans and some of his pubic hair tickled my chin. I was astonished and amazed at the glorious feeling.
Trevor and I continued to work together trying to get his whole cock into me as he face fucked me. I felt like a total slut. It was joyous. I had seen a number of videos before and remembered that most of the women seemed frantic as they tried to give and receive pleasure from the act. Instead I maintained a slow and measured rhythm alternately pulling back and then plunging forward taking all that I could.
Despite my attempt to keep a measured pace I began to notice that Trevor was trying to increase the speed as he jammed his cock deep into my throat.
After only a few moments I heard that disembodied voice again. "Slow down Trevor. Save something for her pussy. That's enough for now. I need you to change the camera. Gwen I want you to go lay down on the couch. Wonderful! God you're gorgeous.
"Trevor I want you to take the camera over and give us a really good look at Gwen again so that everyone watching can be reminded just how lucky you are. Take a full length shot and then zoom in on her face so we can see just how flushed she is from sucking your cock. Look at how swollen and puffed up her lips are.
"Okay now just pan down her body. Be sure to stop on her tits. Her puffy nipples really stand at attention when she's excited don't they? Move on down and give us a good look between her parted legs. That way all of us watching will have some idea of the pleasure awaiting you.
"Trevor I want you to place the camera on the tripod. Adjust it so that we get a full length view of all the action but try to angle it so that we can see your cock as you fuck her. That's great!
"There's just one more thing to do. Gwen do you want Trevor to fuck you?"
"Damn you! You know I do."
"Do what? I need for you to speak the words. Tell us what you want."
"What I want, no what I need is to be fucked. I'm so damn hot I feel like I might explode any moment."
"What about the rest of us? Do you mind if the rest of us watch as Trevor fucks you?"
"I hate to admit it but I want and need to know that you're watching. It feels so good."
"Okay Trevor. You heard the lady. She wants to be fucked. What do you think?"
"I think she looks good enough to eat."
"That's not a bad idea Trevor."
"Do you think I could? Gwen what do you think?"
"I don't know. No one has ever done that to me before. I don't care just do something damn it."
Without any further prompting we watched as Trevor dove between her legs and went to work nibbling, sucking and licking Gwen's pussy.
For her part, Gwen began to squirm and moan which drove Trevor to work harder and harder.
Finally, unable to fight her soaring emotions, the damn burst and Gwen had her first orgasm. Trevor looked up at the camera and his mouth and lips were shiny from his efforts.
He moved his hips between her legs and Gwen greedily grabbed his cock and aimed it at her waiting pussy. She was so primed that his cock slid into her warm sheath and immediately plunged straight to the bottom.
With the well primed and ready, Trevor began to pump himself into her at a furious rate. Gwen grabbed his hips trying to force him in even farther. The two of them writhed around on the couch for several minutes and suddenly Trevor reared up pulling his cock out of Gwen and dumping a huge load of cum onto her lower belly and pussy.
When they had calmed somewhat I said "Trevor. Trevor." Finally he looked over at me as he continued to support his body over Gwen. Turning his head to look at me he said "What?"
"I need you to do one more thing. Get the camera and give us a good look at Gwen now that you've used her thoroughly. We want to see her flushed face. We especially want a good look at her cum covered pussy. When you've done that go ahead and shut off the camera.
"Tell Gwen that I'll be in touch to set up our next session."
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Alan Ludkeke was twenty-eight and a recent graduate from Hill City Culinary School. At the moment he was employed at Hi Thyme a trendy upscale restaurant located in the revitalized business district down town. He currently worked as the Sous-Chef but had hopes of one day owning his own restaurant. In the meantime he intended to do all that he could to learn the business.
His wife Irene had received a two year degree in Office Management and worked in the billing department of Wilson, Jones and Spencer which was a moderately successful law practice. She had worked there for several years and had been instrumental in helping Alan complete culinary school.
They had met while attending Standish High School when Irene's parents moved to Hill City in her senior year. She and Alan had become inseparable almost immediately. They had actually been the King and Queen of the Senior Prom when they graduated in 2011.
Irene was a cheer leader and Adam played tight end on the school football team. No one had been surprised when they became engaged right after graduation and a few months later announced their upcoming wedding.
Now, ten years later, tipping the scale at one hundred seventeen pounds Irene still retained much of her trim figure and good looks. She was never drop dead gorgeous but she embodied the girl next door attributes so many men found irresistible.
She was vivacious and men found her impossible to ignore. In addition, she was built on a 5' 4" frame which was well proportioned.
Even though her bust size was only 34" her breasts easily filled a "C" cup. She had a small waist that hovered around 23" and 35" hips. Her complexion was milk white and blemish free with the exception of a sprinkling of freckles that dusted across her cheeks and nose. The freckles were a gift from her Irish heritage as was her wavy and luxuriant chestnut red hair.
Fending off advances from a variety of men was a constant problem despite the wedding ring that adorned the ring finger of her left hand. The fact that she adored clothing that highlighted her body was probably also part of the problem. Although the clothing she chose to wear was often suggestive and even occasionally revealing everything she wore was tasteful.
She and Alan had a long standing discussion over the subject. During numerous discussions in the past several years Alan had made it clear that he adored her and was obsessed with her body. He loved the risqué clothing that she chose to wear. He claimed not to have a jealous bone in his body and on more than one occasion he had encouraged her to wear clothing that was quite revealing.
Tonight was one of the few occasions that Alan was off and they had plans to take in a movie. Irene had chosen to wear a leaf green blouse that buttoned up the front and a dark green tight skirt. Alan liked it when she dressed to accentuate her attributes and, to tell the truth, she got a buzz from it also.
Alan watched as she walked down the stairs. When she reached the bottom she struck a pose to get his response. The frown on his face gave away his dissatisfaction.
"What is it?" Irene asked. "What don't you like? We still have plenty of time so I can change."
"No I like what you're wearing but I wish that you would lose the bra."
"You want me to go out in public, to the movies, without a bra? Maybe I should just take off my panties too."
"That's a great idea Irene. Lose the bra and panties and then don't bother to button the top three buttons of your blouse. That way I can catch an occasional glimpse of your nipples."
"You and everyone else." I replied.
"So what's wrong with that? I love it when you show off your body to strangers and you know damn well that it turns you on too. Where's the problem?"
Sighing Irene replied "I'm just thinking that this may be a little farther than we have ever gone before. It will certainly be a new experience. What the hell, I'm already getting turned on so give me a minute."
Rushing back upstairs Irene took off her blouse and removed her bra. Then she put the blouse back on and tucked it into her skirt remembering to leave the top three buttons undone. The hell with it she thought and left the fourth button undone also.
Raising her skirt she slipped her panties over her rounded ass and down along her full thighs and trim calves. The coolness felt funny on her pussy. The curly red hair of her bush did nothing to deter the air moving over the lips of her pussy.
This time when she came down the stairs she was rewarded with a lustful look of anticipation and approval from her husband.
They had decided to attend one of the earlier shows so it was not too crowded. When they approached the concession counter Alan ordered her to turn so that the young man behind the counter would get a good look into her blouse. The startled look on his face was evidence enough that he had gotten an eyeful. Alan looked at her and smiled.
After getting popcorn and drinks they located suitable seats and waited for the movie to begin. The lights were low and Alan turned towards Irene as if to say something and slipped his hand inside her blouse. Even though it was light enough to see what he was doing he did not stop as another couple came down the row in front of them. When the wife saw Alan's hand inside Irene's blouse she quickly looked away but the man continued to stare until his wife said something sharply to him.
Alan just chuckled and removed his hand.
During the movie, with Irene's help, he managed to get his hand under her skirt and spent some time with his middle finger buried in her pussy. He kept flipping his finger over her clit and it was all that Irene could do to sit still. She could hardly wait for the movie to end. The diner that she had been promised after the movie no longer interested her. She wanted to go home and satisfy herself with a prolonged fuck session.
Irene couldn't even remember what the movie was about but it finally ended and they gathered up their trash. As they walked up the aisle she felt Alan's hand on her ass.
She was pretty sure what was coming next and felt her husband's hand slide down to the hem of her skirt and start to raise it higher. Irene glanced back over her shoulder to see who was behind her and saw two college boys watching her intently.
Slowly Alan raised the hem of her skirt until the cheeks of her ass peeked out. Assuming that he would stop there, she was surprised when he continued to raise the skirt hem until half of her milky white ass was revealed.
As I began to squirm Alan finally relented and dropped my skirt as I dumped the trash. I was able to sneak a look at the two students who were smiling broadly and talking animatedly about their great luck. I dug an elbow into Alan's ribs as I felt his hand on my ass again but when I looked it was one of the young men who had grabbed my ass as they passed. I glanced at Alan and he just smiled back at me.
The lights had been turned up in the lobby as those leaving mingled with the new people arriving for the next viewing. As we headed toward the door I heard someone calling out my name. OMG it was one of the attorneys from my office. I couldn't let him see me like this. As I turned toward my husband to hurry him along it was clear that I was already too late.
Hearing my name, Alan turned toward Stewart and waved as he grabbed my hand and drug me in that direction. I tried to resist without making it obvious but to no avail. A moment later we were standing facing Stewart Jones one of the principles in Wilson, Jones and Spencer where I worked. To make matters worse my husband maneuvered me into a position where Stewart had an unrestricted view of my breast through the gaping open top of my blouse.
Color rose on my face as I helplessly watched Stewart staring at my exposed breasts. At that moment my husband nudged me forcing me to bend forward allowing my nipple to come into view. I stood there helplessly as one of one of my bosses enjoyed an unfettered look at my breast and nipple.
When we finally got to our car I unloaded on my husband. "What the hell were you thinking back there?"
Alan glanced over at me and smiled. "Irene you know that you want to expose yourself. You love it."
"You idiot, that was one of my bosses."
"I know. That was the most erotic thing that you've ever done. The look on his face as he stared at your bare nipple was priceless. Now don't lie to me. You got off on it too didn't you?"
"I... well yes I guess so but I was so embarrassed and so damn turned on. My boss was staring at my exposed nipple. When I see him at work Monday it's really going to be interesting."
We decided to skip diner and head home. I was really revved up and I needed to get laid. Fortunately Alan was in the mood also. I wonder why.
Alan had always dreamed of watching as his wife was fucked by another man. Although some might question his motives he did not. What he knew was that it excited him tremendously to simply think of it. If he were completely honest he had to admit that he really didn't care who fucked Irene. He wasn't a jealous person he just wanted to be able to watch. With that thought in mind he began to seriously work on the problem.
Fate sometimes has a funny way of stepping in when it's least expected and most welcome.
Monday at work Irene was called into the boss's office. He told her that he was having a party for a select few of the employees at his home the following weekend. Irene and Alan were invited.
When Irene returned home Monday evening she found Alan sitting in his favorite chair in the living room with a drink and a book.
Walking over to the bar to fix her own drink Irene casually asked "How would you like to go to a party this weekend?"
"Who's giving a party?"
"My boss is having a small get together at his home Saturday and we've been invited. Are you interested?"
His mind immediately started to consider the possibilities as he casually told his wife "Sure. It sounds like fun."
Sensing that this might be a good opportunity to get his wife fucked as he watched Alan moved immediately into planning mode.
The first thing that he would need to do was decide how to convince his wife to go along. She had never been receptive to the idea before. It seemed that showing her body to other men was okay but actually having sex with them was taboo. He'd have to figure a way around that.
Would one of those date rape drugs work? Was there something that he could put into one of her drinks that would loosen her inhibitions and make her more receptive to the advances of other men? He'd read somewhere that these drugs even kept the victim from remembering what they had done. He really wanted her to remember so that she might be more willing in the future but you can't have everything.
By the end of the week Alan's preparations were almost complete. During the week one of his coworkers had supplied him with a small envelope of powder that was just what he was looking for. It would dissolve quickly and was tasteless. If it worked correctly, within a few minutes Irene would become very malleable and receptive to almost any sexual suggestion. She would become drowsy but still somewhat in control of her faculties.
"Irene, what are you planning to wear tonight?"
"Oh that's right! I didn't show you the new dress that I bought did I? It's an off the shoulder sheath that flares from the waist."
"What?"
"Well so much for trying to explain clothing to a man. Come upstairs and I'll show you."
As I trudged up the stairs to look at my wife's latest acquisition my mind was busily working on my last problem. How was I going to get her to wear something revealing.
When I walked into the room I quickly realized my problem was solved.
Irene held up a dark green dress that would contrast beautifully with her rich red hair and milky white complexion. What amazed me was how little of it there was. All I could say was "Wow!"
"I guess that means that you approve."
"Approve? You'll be stunning in that dress."
"Here's what I meant by off the shoulder. It's held up by these two little straps."
Ever the helpful husband I replied "It shows a lot of cleavage doesn't it?"
"I thought that you liked to show me off."
"You know that I do. It seems awfully short too. Will it even cover your ass?"
"Yes Alan, it will cover my ass but just barely! Do you have any other illuminating comments?"
I smiled. "I just have one other comment dear."
"And what might that be?"
"I don't want you to wear any underwear. No bra and no panties."
Suddenly the smug look on her face turned to one of alarm.
"Whoa now wait a minute. I bought this because I know that it's a turn on for you to show me off but.... but... that's just a little too much."
"Sweetheart you bought that dress because you like to show yourself off. I'm just making sure that you do an excellent job of it."
"Damn it Alan. If I don't wear any underwear anyone will be able to look down the front and see my tits and nipples if I bend over. For heaven's sake any man taller than I am will be able to see down the front of the dress. And that's only part of my problems. If I bend over at all they'll be able to see my ass cheeks. Sitting down without showing my crotch will be a nightmare. What the hell are you thinking?"
"I'm thinking about having a great time tonight. What are you thinking?"
"I'm thinking about wearing underwear."
"Well if you do you need to be thinking about staying home."
"We can't do that. I already accepted the invitation. How would it look if we didn't show up?"
"That would be your problem sweetheart."
"You know I can't back out now."
"Well then I guess you don't have a choice. No underwear and we go. Underwear and we stay home. What'll it be?"
"All right we go but I'm not happy about this."
We arrived at the party about 8:30 and were met at the door by Irene's boss and his wife. They seemed like nice people and welcomed us into their home.
It became clear that even Irene did not know all of these people. We aren't a clingy couple so we decided to split up and circulate. This was fine by me because I noticed that my wife had already drawn the attention of several of the men.
Since no one knew me it was easy for me to listen in to the conversations happening around the room. As I passed one group of four men I paused and heard one of them say "Did you get a look at Irene tonight? That damn dress is to die for."
Another commented "What there is of it. It barely covers her ass and I'm pretty sure that she isn't wearing a bra. I wonder if she has on any panties under there. I'd love to find out."
As I paused by another group I heard "Damn I don't know what's come over Irene but she is really hot tonight. I was at the buffet table when she came over. When she bent over the table to reach the shrimp cocktail I got a good look down the front of her dress. She's not wearing a bra and those tits of hers are magnificent."
Moments later I caught a look at my wife as she danced with one of the other guests. The back of her dress was nonexistent and he had his hand on her back slowly rubbing it up and down her soft smooth skin. Each time he slid his hand down it went lower. I waited patiently to see how low he would go and was rewarded as I watched his hand dip down and briefly cover the top of her ass. By the time the dance was over his hand was under my wife's dress resting on her bare ass which really surprised me. It seems Irene was really getting into the party.
While I was eavesdropping near yet another group I heard the music pick up the beat as a new song began. One of the men commented "I think that I'm going to ask Irene to dance. With this kind of a beat I can twirl her and maybe the rest of you will be able to tell me if she is wearing any panties. What do you think?"
One of the men urged him on saying "Go for it!" and the others all made similar comments.
Fortified by alcohol and the encouragement of his friends he crossed the room to Irene. I could see them talking for a few moments and then they took the floor. He was an excellent dancer and I knew that Irene was also. It soon became obvious that they were in the groove and the other dancers slowly opened room for them. Several dancers actually sat down to watch.
As if on cue he twirled my wife and the skirt rose up. Whoever designed the dress knew what they were doing because the skirt billowed out filling with air but refusing to flare out high enough to satisfy anyone's curiosity. A few moments later he tried again but this time he twirled her quickly in one direction and then back in the other.
The dressmaker's design was momentarily defeated as the skirt rose revealing about half of my wife's lovely ass. Then, to everyone's surprise, when she was twirled back in the opposite direction there was just a moment when we had a tantalizing glimpse of her pussy. Shortly after that the song ended and the man returned Irene to where she had been standing and then rejoined the group.
Breathlessly he said "Well? How about it? Is she wearing panties? I did my best."
One of his friends replied "You did quite well. No panties. We got a great view of her ass and I believe there was even a moment when you could see her pussy but I'm not sure."
"I am!" said another. "I saw enough of her pussy to know that I would certainly love to get a more up close and personal look. I wonder if we can. She is certainly not acting the way she does at work. We need to figure out a way to sample those goodies."
The third man commented "Is her husband here? He might have something to say about it even though he hasn't said anything so far and let her come here dressed like that."
As I moved on I checked my watch and noticed that it was almost eleven. It was time to put my plan into action.
I saw Irene on the other side of the room conversing with two men. She was turned toward the one that was making some point and the other guy was blatantly looking down the front of her dress. I'm not entirely sure but it looked to me like my wife was doing all she could to give him a good look.
As I approached from the side and rear I noticed that the second man was running his hand up and down her bare back as he spoke. Every now and then his hand would dip into the waist of Irene's dress and slide down onto her bare ass. I was actually sorry to break up their little party but I had bigger plans.
Walking up I said "Sweetheart I've been looking for you. We have hardly seen each other since we got here. Let's go get some food and a fresh drink and sit for a while."
"That sounds like a lovely idea Alan. Please excuse me gentlemen."
We each picked up a plate and began to fill them with mini sandwiches, shrimp, smoked fish and a variety of crackers and cheese. When we found a suitable place Irene sat with the plates while I went to the bar for drinks.
As we sampled the food I surveyed the crowd and noticed that more than one man was looking in our direction. "It must be the skirt" I thought. Sure enough when I looked her skirt had ridden up her thighs quite a ways. Irene had placed her plate in her lap as she ate. Being the exhibitionist that she was, she couldn't resist the opportunity and had spread her legs apart stretching the skirt to hold the plate.
When I looked up again I found myself looking at one of the men who had been considering how to get a better look at her goodies. He was getting his wish. It was almost as if he felt me looking at him because he tore his eyes away for a moment and looked directly at me. Something seemed to pass between us as I nodded my head and smiled. His gaze returned to the dark space between my wife's legs.
Moments later Irene excused herself to go to the restroom. Taking advantage of the opportunity I discretely emptied the contents of my little envelope into her drink. I thought I had been very careful but maybe I wasn't as smart as I thought.



When Irene returned I realized that I had better relieve myself also since I did not want to have a problem once the festivities began so I excused myself. I was only gone a few moments and when I came back I was pleased to see that Irene was enjoying her food and her drink.
About twenty minutes later Irene declared that she was ready to resume circulating. As she rose she seemed to stumble just a little. I quickly stood to steady her.
"Are you okay sweetheart?" I asked.
"I don't know. All of a sudden I felt very woozy. I didn't think that I had had that much to drink. I wonder if there is some place where I could lay down for a little while. This should pass."
Oh boy, I thought. It simply could not come together better than this.
"I was wandering down a hall a little while ago admiring the home and I discovered a couple of bedrooms. Do you want me to show you?"
"Yes please. It would be nice if I could lie down for a little while."
Taking my wife's hand I led her toward the hallway that I had found. As we crossed the room I glanced up to see the same man watching us intently.
What I had found was two adjoining bedrooms. I led my wife to the second one.
She immediately sat down on the edge of the bed and slipped her heels off. Then she slid into the center of the bed and reclined placing her head on the pillow. She smiled up at me and closed her eyes.
"I'll make you a little more comfortable." I said as I lifted her head and spread out her mane of glorious red hair. Then I adjusted her already short skirt by sliding it up her thighs until I had almost exposed her pussy.
I was surprised when she sighed and bent one leg parting her thighs just enough that I could catch a glimpse of the Promised Land. I waited a few moments and left the room leaving the door ajar just a little.
When I returned to the living room I immediately noticed that all of the men in the group I had overheard discussing Irene were looking my way. All but one looked away when my gaze fell on them. I remained by the entrance to the hallway and watched as two of the men broke away from the group moving in my direction.
Neither one looked directly at me as they passed heading down the hall.
It was clear that they knew that there was a bathroom down at the end of the hall. I watched as they pretended to be looking for it as they paused by each door opening them and gazing inside. When they came to the entrance to the room Irene was in they looked back and saw me watching. One of them reached for the door knob and opened the door.
I watched as they both took in the view and then pulled the door nearly closed again. They continued on down the hall and when they found the bathroom they both went in.
As soon as they were in the bathroom I quickly moved down the hall and stepped into the adjoining bedroom. I went to the door between the two rooms and opened it slightly. This afforded me a perfect view of my wife so that I would be able to enjoy all the action. I took out my cell phone and set it on record. I wanted a video of this for myself. I wasn't sure that I would ever show it to Irene but I knew that I would want to watch it over and over.
In a matter of moments I heard the door open again and watched as the two men entered the room closing the door behind them. I heard the lock click. They both simply stood there for a moment gazing at her. I imagined that they were somewhat stunned by her beauty and their good luck.
I continued watching as they both took out their cell phones and began to take pictures or video. I held my breath as one of them reached toward my wife's prone body and pulled her skirt higher finally revealing her crotch. With the one leg canted off to the side they could clearly see her pussy lips nestled between her legs covered with a sparse red bush.
They recorded her exposed pussy from several different positions. When they were satisfied they whispered together for a few moments and then each of them reached for the bows securing the thin straps that held the dress up. Slowly, so as not to wake her, they pulled down the top to her dress exposing her lovely tits.
Once again they stood back to thoroughly record the lovely female displayed before them. By this time they were pretty sure what was going on and they were more than willing to take full advantage of the opportunity.
One of the men reached down and lightly stroked Irene's nipple. He almost jumped out of his skin when she said "That's nice."
But when she didn't do or say anything else he returned his attention to her breast, cupping it while pinching and pulling on the nipple taking satisfaction as Irene's nipple hardened under his ministrations.
Not to be outdone the second man reached forward and touched Irene's pussy eliciting a soft moan. Encouraged he rubbed his middle finger between her pussy lips and discovered that she was already wet. Without hesitation he slid his middle finger deeply into her warm sheath. Almost immediately Irene spread her legs farther apart giving him better access and a second finger joined the first.
The first man couldn't stand it any longer. He put down his phone and grabbed her other tit. That was when things seemed to go all wrong.
"Honey, when did you grow an extra set of hands?" she blurted out. At the same time her eyes popped open and she saw the face of a strange man. She said "You're not my husband!"
Thinking that my wife might scream he did the first thing that came to mind and kissed her. Suddenly she was engulfed in a passionate tongue probing kiss.
I knew that something was wrong when she said "Oh that's nice." and began to return the kiss. She wasn't supposed to be this coherent. I decided that the drug must not have worked so I had to decide what to do. Should I put a stop to what was happening or not?
Since Irene didn't seem to mind too much I decided to let things go. To the best of my knowledge my wife had never been with two men at once.
When the two men were satisfied that there wasn't going to be any trouble they got to work in earnest. Not willing to go slow and risk getting caught the man she had been kissing stood up unzipping his pants and removing his cock.
My hand holding the cell phone must have trembled as I held my breath. My heart was pounding and I felt my own cock about to burst. This was the deciding moment. Would she do it?
I watched in fascination as he knelt back on the bed aiming his weapon directly at my wife's face. He slowly advanced and when the tip of his dick hit her lips I was awestruck to watch her soft ruby red lips part and accept his cock.
By this time the second man had dropped his pants to the floor and was moving forward intent on burying his dick in Irene's tight little pussy. He bent forward and rubbed the tip of his member lightly between the lips of her pussy coating the head with her juice.
All of us knew what was going to happen when she parted her legs even farther apart. Sensing the invitation, he shoved forward pushing about half his cock into her pussy, a pussy that had never known the feel of another man's cock.
He pushed forward yet again and more of his dick entered her vagina. Pulling out one more time he tried for a third time with success as his whole seven inch cock disappeared into my wife.
With my free hand I rubbed my crotch as I watched my wife take the cocks of two strangers. With the other hand I held my cell phone recording the action.
They both exploded within seconds of each other. My wife held her mouth open to catch what cum she could as the stranger fucking her face pulled out of her mouth and shot streaks of white cum into her mouth and onto her face.
Meanwhile the stranger between her legs buried his dick to the hilt in her love nest and shuddered as his cock spasmed again and again pumping hot cum into her body.
When they were done they quickly cleaned up and left the room. I opened the door and entered the room. I wanted to get pictures of my wife laying there with cum splattered all over her face and oozing from between the lips of her pussy.
Just as I took the first picture her eyes opened and she smiled at me through the cum on her face and said "Are you having a good time?"
After I recovered from my heart attack I simply started to laugh. "I'm having a wonderful time. How did you know?"
"I guess I was a little faster in the restroom than you expected because I saw you dumping something into my drink. Then, when you conveniently got up to relieve yourself, I got a new drink. I figured that I would go along and see what would happen. I can't say that I'm disappointed. I just had a really good fucking."
"And I got it all on video."
"Can I get up now?"
"No I think that there are probably at least two more of your co workers on the way back here just as soon as they hear about the escapades of the first two."
As I turned to get up the door opened and the second two men walked in. My wife's eyes widened just a little when she noticed that one of them was black.
"Oh shit! Excuse me." the black guy said as he turned to leave.
"Wait a moment. Come on in and close the door. I just watched your two friends. I'm okay with this. In fact I set my wife up for this. You can fuck her if you want but you have to agree to allow me to take video of everything."
The black guy said "Are you sure man? I mean your lady is a choice piece and I've never fucked a white woman much less one as beautiful as your wife but I don't need no trouble."
"There won't be any trouble I promise you." Turning to my wife I said "Irene your good with this aren't you?"
She sputtered and stammered a little bit. She had never had any kind of sexual relationship with a black man and was more than a little discomfited by the prospect. It seemed like tonight would be a night of firsts for her so why not a black man too. "I guess." she replied a little tentatively.
"There you go gentlemen. She's all yours." I said as I stepped back to record the proceedings.
The first thing that the black guy did was to take Irene's hand and stand her up at the end of the bed. He stood on one side and began to kiss her as I zoomed in for some close-ups of my wife kissing a black guy. At first she seemed to hold back as the strangeness struck her but after a few moments they were thoroughly involved using their tongues to probe each other.
The other co worker had three fingers diving in and out or Irene's cunt as he sucked and nibbled on one of her tits. Occasionally my wife would turn and kiss him too.
A few moments later she was gently forced to her knees. She hungrily turned and began to unzip the fly of the black man. Once committed to taking on a black man she was almost in a frenzy to make the most of this situation.
She finally pried his cock out of his pants and took the large black shaft into her small pale hands. She stroked it for a few moments and then leaned forward and planted a kiss on the tip. Emboldened she took the complete head in between her lips trapping it within her warm mouth.
She popped the head out and slowly licked that black shaft using her pink tongue to place a shine of saliva along the whole shaft. Once she was satisfied she parted her lips and slid about six of the eight inch length into her mouth.
She began to bob her head back and forth sliding the dick in and out between her compressed lips. I could tell that she was frustrated and it seemed like she wanted to consume the whole thing.
She kept sliding that shaft to the back of her mouth and then reaching her limits. I had the video running the whole time and caught the moment when the black guy held her head and shoved forward finally forcing his cock all the way into and down her throat.
Irene gagged and I really thought that she was going to throw up but she swallowed and took that massive tool into her mouth yet again. Once again he held her head as he shoved forward. This time things went easier and he held his dick buried in her throat. When he pulled back he immediately shoved forward burying himself in my wife's mouth again and again. He was actually fucking her face, deep throating her, and I had the whole thing on video.
The second guy finally lost his patience and turned Irene towards his neglected cock. While not as big as the black one was it was clear that he meant business also. His cock was standing rigid and immediately went into Irene's mouth and down her throat in one massive thrust. He started to work fucking her face with as much vigor as the black had done.
At this point the black guy was on the bed on his back with his cock standing rigid at attention. He pulled Irene on top of him having her turn so that she was facing me. I recorded the action as my wife reached between her legs and guided this black snake between the lips of her pussy settling lower and lower until she was completely impaled. She immediately began to ride up and down on him as a continuous series of low moans escaped her.
I was getting a beautiful video of my wife as she straddled her black co worker. His cock was buried between the lips of her pussy. He was reaching around from behind and his coal black hands were fondling her milk white breasts and pinching her pink nipples. Irene looked directly at me and the camera and smiled.
A few moments later I clearly heard him say "Put it in your ass."
Irene hesitated and for a moment and I thought she would balk at the suggestion. Not only had she never had sex with a black man but she had never taken a cock back there.
Too overcome by the moment, she paused for only an instant before placing the black head against the pink rosebud of her ass. I watched as she slowly began to lower herself. She met with resistance at first but then suddenly the head popped into her poop hole. She paused for a moment and then resumed lowering herself down until she had the whole thing buried. I was fascinated by the sight of my wife sitting on him with his black dick buried to the hilt in her ass.
She rested just a moment before she lifted her body allowing most of the cock to slide out. Lowering herself she forced it into her bowels once again. Soon she was bouncing up and down alternately shoving that black dick all the way up her ass and then pulling it almost all of the way out.
Just as before that commanding voice rang out "Fuck her."
I looked at the other guy and he looked at me. "What?" I asked.
"Fuck her." he said again.
"You are." I said feeling somewhat dumb.
"No I want the other guy to fuck her. I want her to feel him fucking her while I'm buried deep in her ass. I want you to see your wife impaled on two strange cocks at the same time while she willingly acts like a slut. It's what you want to see isn't it?"
"Oh hell yes!" I said.
Completely on board with the plan now the white guy knelt between my wife's wide spread legs and took aim at her pussy. I watched and recorded as my wife took her first double penetration with a black cock in her ass and a white one in her pussy.
Irene moaned as the second dick buried itself deep into her body. "I'm going to cum." she moaned. It was more like a flood as her juices pumped out around the cock in her pussy and flowed down the crack of her ass and over the black cock buried in her ass.
Not to be outdone the man fucking her pussy shot his load at almost the same moment. His love juice flooded her cunt as he held his cock buried to the hilt.
When he pulled his dick from inside her sheath I recorded the creamy white cum that dripped between her pussy lips. It too ran down lubricating that black shaft still buried in her ass.
Finally the black guy moved Irene gently to the side removing his shaft from within her ass hole. As she lay there he moved up to her head and pushed his cock against her lips. Irene was almost on automatic now and I watched as my wife took that black cock between her lips and down her throat. I was stunned since I knew that black cock had just been removed from her ass. He allowed her to clean it off for a few moments and then moved between her legs.
My wife had no trouble at all as he buried himself to the hilt in one stroke and began to pound her pretty white pussy. I took both full body shots and close-ups as she was thoroughly used. It seemed like only a few moments before he shoved deeply into her groaning. He pulled back and rammed his dick deeply a few more times until his balls were empty.
When his limp dick slid from between her distended pussy lips a lump of thick white cum followed and dropped to the bed. He quickly retrieved his clothing and dressed.
When he was dressed he took out his wallet. At first I thought that he was going to offer me money for allowing him to use my wife but I was wrong. He handed me a card containing his name and phone number. "If this pretty lady ever decides that she needs a refill from a black cock call me. I've got plenty of friends."
I just stood there stunned by everything that had just happened. While I had plans for my wife this evening this had far exceeded my wildest dreams. But it wasn't done yet.
The door opened and a lovely older woman entered. "I see that you've been having a good time. My husband was one of the first two to enjoy your wife's charms. He told me what was going on. Now it's my turn.'
She grabbed Irene's ankles and pulled her to the edge of the bed. Fully dressed she knelt between Irene's legs and began lapping up the leaking cum.
"What the hell." I thought and resumed taking video.
She worked diligently at Irene's pussy cleaning it thoroughly and even sucking everything that she could from within her. Finally she took the last mouthful of cum and moved forward to kiss my wife. I watched in awe as Irene took the mouthful of cum and swallowed.
It would be almost impossible to top this night but I was already working on it.
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Irene and Alan -- Trucker's Delight
It was a few days after their escapade at Irene's boss's house before Irene and her husband Alan had a chance to discuss what had happened. They were on the road headed to one of their favorite weekend getaways when Alan asked "How are things at work?"
In a somewhat puzzled voice Irene glanced over and said "What do you mean?"
Alan turned to look at his lovely wife and momentarily wondered about how lucky he was to have her. Turning his attention back to the road he continued "After last weekend I thought that things might have changed."
Irene laughed. "Well there have been one or two changes."
"Like what?" Alan shot back.
Sending a mischievous smile in Alan's direction she said "The black guy and one of the white guys approached me. The white guy was polite and just wanted to inquire about a replay. The black guy was a bit more aggressive. He waited until after work when I was preparing to leave for home. He walked into my office and before I knew what was happening he embraced me and gave me a huge sloppy kiss. All the while his hands were busy squeezing my tits and rubbing my ass. I have to admit that it was pretty arousing."
Alan almost ran the car off the road as he turned to look at his wife. "What else?"
Lost for the moment in the memory Irene smiled. "That was it. I told them both that what went on last weekend was a onetime deal. I said that I would let them know it I wanted a repeat performance."
Alan's attention was drawn back to his driving as he slowed to make room for a car that had swerved into his lane without signaling. The heavy traffic was a mix of autos and trucks which demanded most of his attention.
Despite trying to keep his concentration on the road Alan could not help but notice his wife. Irene acted like she was sitting on a lumpy cushion and kept moving her butt around trying to find a comfortable position. As she did so her skirt kept riding higher and higher exposing more and more thigh.
He was enjoying the show and soon he began to wonder if she was wearing any underwear under her skirt. He continued to check out his wife every chance he got as they drove on. Still he couldn't help wondering what her problem was. He was on the verge of asking her when the obvious answer dawned on him.
Truckers!
Finally things began to make sense. Irene was an exhibitionist at heart and she was showing off for the truckers. As Alan continued to split his attention between his driving and his wife's antics the pattern became clear. Every time one of those big trucks came along on the passenger side of the car she would begin to squirm. The truck driver would stay right beside them as long as he could before he was forced to move on. When he did Irene would momentarily cease her squirming.
Their escapade last week had proven that in addition to being an exhibitionist Irene was somewhat submissive. She would do things under his guidance that she would normally never consider.
Last weekend he had set her up to have sex with four different men at her boss's party. That was something that she would never do on her own but, knowing that her husband had arranged it, she allowed it to happen. It seemed as if she found it easy to forget her normal inhibitions under certain conditions.
As another trucker pulled up beside them Alan decided to see just how far his new found power over his wife extended. Irene had begun to squirm around in her seat again and the skirt had risen to new heights. "Unbutton your blouse!" he commanded.
Startled, Irene looked over at him. "What?" she said.
Alan repeated his command. "Unbutton your blouse!"
"Are you crazy?" Irene asked.
Seeing a break in the traffic, Alan turned to look at his wife. "For some time now I've watched you wiggling your ass around every time a trucker gets beside us. Each time your skirt rides up higher and higher on your thighs and I'm beginning to wonder just how far you are willing to go. Why play around? Unbutton your blouse and show them your lovely tits. I know you're not wearing a bra. Maybe we'll find out if you're wearing panties later but for now I want you to unbutton your blouse."
Irene thought how totally amazing this was. She absolutely loved to show her naked body to all sorts of strange men and now her loving husband was telling her to do exactly that. She looked over at Alan and asked "Are you sure?"
Shaking his head Alan said "Sweetheart, you get a thrill showing yourself off and I get a thrill watching you do it. I like looking at you myself so I know that other men do too. I like watching you show yourself and allowing others to look at you. I even like watching other men fuck you. I'm not the type to get jealous when you show off or have sex with others. I know that at the end of the day, you belong to me. The other men are simply getting a onetime use of something that I have every day. So, do what you love to do. Show them your body while I try to keep the car on the road."
A huge smile crossed Irene's pretty face as she reached for the first button on her blouse. She undid the first two buttons and turned to see if Alan approved. His grin and nodding head encouraged her to loosen yet another button.
As she turned in her seat to give the trucker a better look at her tits she heard her husband encouraging her to "Undo them all."
Following his instructions she slowly undid every button down the front of her blouse. When they were all undone she pulled her blouse from inside her skirt and spread it wide open. It was such a thrill to know that her tits were free and unbound. Proudly she turned toward the window giving the trucker driving beside then an unobstructed view.
She was rewarded with a blast of the trucker's horn as he reluctantly pulled away.
Unbeknownst to either of them the trucker had been on the CB radio making the rest of the trucking community aware of his good fortune. He had even managed to get a few good shots with his cell phone. They would come in handy later tonight when he was all alone.
In just moments another trucker was beside them trying to get a good look at Irene's tits.
Meanwhile, Alan was trying to keep an eye on the road and think about how much he was enjoying the situation. Let's see about those panties, he thought. "Pull your skirt up Irene. Show him your pussy."
Without a moment's hesitation Irene lifted her ass off the seat and pulled her skirt up to her waist.
Alan had been right. No panties. Totally caught up in what his wife was doing he directed her to "Spread your legs and finger yourself. Let's really give them a thrill."
More than willing to comply with her husband's instructions she spread her legs wide and inserted first one and then two fingers into her wet pussy. She looked to her right to see if the trucker was watching and saw his huge smile as he used his cell phone to take video as they drove down the road.
As the trucks kept vying for position Alan soon realized just how dangerous this had become. As he wondered what to do he caught sight of the next exit from the Interstate. Moving ahead of the truck on his right Alan turned on his signal and took the exit. Concentrating on leaving the highway safely he never noticed the string of trucks that followed right along behind him.
Just a little way down the narrow two lane road Alan spied a service station. He did not want to get lost on back roads and needed to turn around so that he could get back onto the Interstate. At the last minute he noticed that this gas station appeared to also be a truck stop. Simultaneously he looked into his rearview mirror before making the turn and spotted the trailing group of semi trucks.
While Alan was trying to get back on the interstate by turning around Irene had buttoned her blouse up and was wrestling with her skirt trying to pull it over her ass and down her shapely thighs.
Turning to his wife Allen said "I don't know if this is such a good idea sweetheart."
"What do you mean? What's wrong?" she asked.
Shaking his head Alan suggested that she take a look behind them.
Turning to look behind them Irene muttered a heartfelt "Oh my!"
Alan drove around to the back side of the parking lot trying to find an easy way back to the highway. He soon realized his mistake as a truck coming from the other direction pulled to a stop in front of their car. In a matter of moments their car was completely surrounded by big trucks.
"Alan!" Irene exclaimed. "What are we going to do now?"
"I'm not sure but I think that you are about to become the center of attention in this parking lot. I hope you're ready to get fucked because that may be our only way out of here." Alan said as he opened the door and stepped out
Almost immediately truck drivers began leaving their rigs as they coalesced around Alan at the front of their car. Soon they were surrounded by what looked to be five to ten men and there were more arriving by the minute.
Irene shuddered at the thought. She was new to allowing herself to be used by strangers. It had been a thrill last weekend but that had only been four men. She looked out the window at the gathering crowd and noted that there was quite a mix.
The men were mostly white but there were also a couple of blacks. While most were middle aged they ranged in age from their early twenties to a couple that seemed to be in their sixties. She knew that most of these men slept in their trucks so she was not too surprised to notice that while some seemed to be pretty clean there were a few that clearly had not seen the wet side of a shower in a few days or even more.
OMG she thought. What in the world have I gotten into? While she could not hear what the men were saying to Alan it was clear that they were animated and gesturing at him. What was she going to do? Then the answer dawned on her. Alan was her man and he was in control. He would work something out. All she had to do was to trust him and follow his lead. She had nothing to worry about. At least she hoped not.
Meanwhile Alan was frantically trying to decide the best way out of this situation himself. While none of the men had threatened him or Irene they had made it clear that they expected to see more of his wife. Alan decided that he would have his wife put on a little show for them.
Once he made his decision he walked around to the passenger side of the car and opened the door holding out his hand for his wife. Irene took his hand and stepped out of the car. As they moved to the front of the car they were both surprised by the spontaneous round of applause.
When they reached the front of the car Alan told Irene "I've discussed the situation with these gentlemen. They pointed out that you have been displaying yourself out there on the highway and now they want to get a better look. It only seems fair to me so I told them that you would be more than willing to give them an up close view."
Somewhat stunned all Irene could manage to stammer was "Wha.... what?"
In a commanding voice Alan said "Take off your blouse hon. Show them your tits. Most of them have seen them anyway. You've been showing them to anyone that wanted to look as we drove so they want a better look."
Although somewhat stunned by Alan's instructions Irene could not help but feel the excitement. Her husband wanted her to show her tits to all of these men and damned if she didn't want to do it too.
With a final glance at her husband she began to unbutton her blouse again. She had been unable to tuck it back into her skirt so when she reached the last button she simply dropped her hands to her side and let the blouse hang open.
Alan shook his head as he looked at her. "Sweetheart they want to see your tits. Take off the blouse and give them a good look. You know that you want to do it so let's get this show on the road."
Irene reached up pulling the open blouse wider bringing her tits into full view for everyone to see. She slowly slipped the blouse off of her shoulders and placed it on the hood of their car. Then she looked up at Alan and turned to face the crowd.
The first thing that she saw was the intensity of their gaze. Then she noticed all of the cell phones that were recording her humiliation. That's when she realized that standing here like this in front of all of these strangers was humiliating but it was oh so exciting.
Finally one of the older men stepped forward and said "I want a video."
Alan said "You've been taking video all along. I don't understand what you want."
Stepping even closer the man said "I want you to use my cell phone and take a video of me with your wife."
Without a word Alan reached out to take the man's cell phone and gestured for the man to stand next to his wife.
As he settled in beside Irene she felt him reach around behind her and place his left arm around her waist. She was looking into the camera and smiling when he reached around with his right hand, cupped her breast and lowered his lips to her breast taking her nipple into his mouth.
She was afraid to even move and continued looking into the camera wondering why Alan had not said anything. The look on Alan's face told her all she needed to know. He was as excited by what was happening as she was. After a few moments more the man allowed her nipple to slip from between his lips and looked up at her. On impulse she lowered her head and kissed him. He stepped away and Alan returned his phone to him.
Suddenly it was pandemonium. Every man in the group was waving a phone wanting to get in on the act. Irene was actually a little scared fearing that things might get out of hand. She could get hurt and or raped.
"Hold it!" she heard Alan's voice over the crowd noise. The men mostly quieted down.
Alan recognized the danger and moved quickly to resume control. He was concerned and while he knew that both he and his wife would enjoy the festivities he was responsible for her safety and determined to maintain that safety. He was also a man who enjoyed watching other men use his wife sexually. He had to find a way to do both.
"If you all continue like this someone will report us. When the cops arrive they'll break up the whole thing and you all lose. For all I know some of us might even get arrested. Now everyone will get a chance to pose with my wife but we need to keep this civilized so you all work it out among yourselves who will be next but we need to remain calm. My wife's safety is the most important thing to me. I don't mind if you see her naked, take pictures or video but I will not allow any violence and I don't think that any of you want that either. Now! Who's next?"
This time one of the younger black drivers held out his phone to Alan. As Alan took the phone the trucker stepped up but this guy stepped behind Irene. Not sure what to expect Irene jumped just a little when he reached around her and cupped her breasts and pinched one of her nipples as Alan took video.
Irene could not refrain from looking down at the black hands cupping her breasts. She felt him lean over her shoulder and when she turned to look he took the opportunity to kiss her. When she felt his tongue probing her lips she parted them and allowed the kiss to deepen. By this time her nipples had hardened perceptibly.
When the other men started to complain she reluctantly broke the kiss and the next man stepped up. After that the next couple of men were simply more of the same. Some kissed her. Most of the men wanted to fondle her tits. Irene enjoyed being the center of attention. Allowing all of the strangers to fondle her while all of the other men watched and most took video.
To Irene it seemed like the crowd had hardly diminished in size when one of the less clean men approached handing his phone to Alan. He was big, burly and dressed like a bum. As he approached Irene's intuition went on alert. Something bothered her but she couldn't put her finger on what was wrong about him. Maybe he just seemed more aggressive than the others.
As Alan took video the man approached, grabbed her and kissed her roughly. "I want more than a titty squeeze from you."
He quickly turned Irene around and forced her to bend over the hood of the car. Alan stepped forward and started to say something but one look from this guy made him step back and keep recording.
Irene felt her skirt being raised and a cool breeze caressed her pussy. Then she heard the sound of a zipper and a moment later felt a strange cock probing between the lips of her pussy. When the man found the entrance to her love nest he slid his cock deep into her. She couldn't control the moan that escaped from between her lips.
The man grabbed her hips and began shoving his rod into her roughly. Irene had never been used like this. At first she felt offended at the rough treatment but soon it began to excite her. She rocked forward with every thrust and it felt like he was driving his cock all the way through her. In just a matter of moments she felt his speed increase and then he buried his cock as deeply as possible and held her as he pumped her pussy full of sperm.
As his cock went flaccid Irene felt his dick slip out of her and cum ran down the inside of her leg. Just as she started to stand she felt another hand on her back holding her in place. Another cock slipped into her pussy. She looked over her shoulder to see one of the black truckers forcing his large shaft into her pussy.
When he pumped her pussy full of cum another cock was shoved into her. After that it was a steady stream of strange men using her to rut like animals. She had never had a better time. In no time at all she lost count of the men that had used her.
At some point they pulled her away from the car hood so that one man could use her pussy while another used her mouth. When the cock in her mouth began to pump cum she struggled to swallow every drop. She was also aware of cum dripping from her pussy and running down the inside of both of her thighs.
She didn't even have the strength to resist when she felt a new cock probing her ass hole. At first she thought her new lover must have missed her pussy but he persisted. With her attention divided between the cock probing her ass and the one plunging into her mouth she hardly noticed when the guy behind her was successful and slipped his dick deeply into her ass.
At first this new intrusion hurt but soon he was thrusting into her with gusto. It was almost more than she could handle as the cock in her mouth and the one in her ass erupted at almost the same moment. The sensations were too much for her and she felt her sides clench as she experienced the most intense orgasm she had ever had. She felt her own juices mix with cum flowing from her pussy which then began the trip down her thighs.
At last the final cock slid from Irene's thoroughly abused body. She slowly stood and her rumpled soggy skirt fell down covering her. She watched somewhat in a daze as Alan threw the last man's phone to him as he rushed over to her.



He grabbed her arm. "Come on. Let's get out of here before any more truckers show up. Are you alright? I'm so sorry that I failed to protect you."
Irene looked at him and began to laugh. "Sorry? I've never felt so invigorated and gratified in my entire life. All of those men wanted me. I've never felt such a high." she said as she struggled to button up her gaping blouse.
As Alan pulled out of the parking lot he couldn't contain himself. "More than a dozen strangers just came in your mouth, pussy and ass. Sometimes you had a strange cock in your mouth and ass at the same time. Do you realize that those men all have video of you as we let them use you? Not only that but they have video of you being fucked by the other men too. How long do you think it will be before one or more of them decides to upload the video onto one of those internet sites that cater to wives that have indiscriminate sex with strangers? Or maybe one of the dogging sites. The only thing that they didn't do is make you air tight."
Irene looked at her husband. "Did you just say air tight? What is that?"
Shaking his head Alan told his wife "Air tight is when you have a cock in your ass, pussy and mouth all at the same time. When all of your holes are filled you are air tight."
Irene looked thoughtful for a moment and said "Why didn't we do that?"
More than just a little confused with the turn this conversation was taking Alan said "When a woman is air tight it's also called a TP for triple penetration. It's rather hard to do in a parking lot. Generally one man gets down on his back on a bed. The woman mounts him and takes his cock into her pussy or ass. The second man kneels behind the couple and fills the woman's unused hole. The third man fucks her face."
Lost in the possibilities Irene said "Wow! That's something I'll have to try. You know what honey. Now I'm beginning to understand when they say that a woman is a cum dump or a slut. I think my inner slut is struggling to get out. We really need to talk about this."
When we arrived at the motel Irene disappeared into the bathroom to have a good soak. I wandered around the room restless and unable to settle down. The afternoon's events kept running through my mind. Visions of the love of my life bent over in a parking lot having sex with strangers while more strangers watched and waited for their turn.
It was just so damned erotic. I'll never forget the look on Irene's face. It was amazing to watch the joy that shown in her eyes as man after man fucked her and shot cum into one of her holes. That scene had to be the sexiest thing that I had ever witnessed. Realizing that it was my own wife just amped it up to a higher level.
The best part was that she seemed to enjoy it. How lucky can a man get?
When Irene finally emerged from the bathroom Alan noted that she had been in there for over thirty minutes. She looked lovelier to me than she ever had. With her hair still wet and wearing a bathrobe she was still a turn on. "Feeling better?" Alan asked.
"Feeling famished!" Irene replied.
"You're hungry?" her amazed husband responded. "After all you've been through and you're hungry?"
"I'm starving!"she said. "Where can we go for dinner? I want to sit down and have a nice steak. Are you coming?"
After checking our phone we settled on a steakhouse that was only a few blocks away. Since it was a little late for lunch and a little early for diner they weren't crowded. We secured a booth in an out of the way corner and settled down to enjoy a meal.
The waitress took our drink order and returned a few moments later. Irene ordered a filet mignon with a baked potato and salad. I opted for the larger New York Strip steak with the same sides. Once the waitress left we settled back with our drinks.
For several minutes we simply sat there in a companionable silence. Each of us was content with our own thoughts. When I couldn't stand it any longer I looked up at my wife and said "Well?"
Irene looked up. "Well what?" she asked.
"Well for a start, how are you feeling after our little adventure?" I asked my wife.
A warm smile played over Irene's face when she responded. "I'm famished as I've already told you but we are taking steps to take care of that. I'm sore. My pussy is sore because some of those cocks were much larger than any that I have ever encountered. My asshole aches because I've never been fucked there before. My mind is reeling with a number of new revelations. Where do you want to start?"
Alan thought for a few moments before commenting. "I can readily understand why you are sore. Remember I filmed all of that action. I saw those cocks using you so sore I can understand. You said something after it was over that stands out in my mind."
"What was that?" Irene asked.
Alan remembered very clearly what his wife had said. "You said that your 'inner slut was struggling to get out'. I'm wondering if it was successful and what that might mean for us. Did you really enjoy yourself?"
"I surprised myself this afternoon." Irene said. "At first I was a little scared but then I realized that these men wanted to fuck me not hurt me. It was erotic when you first allowed them to fondle me and get photos one at a time. But when that one trucker spun me around and said he wanted to fuck me everything went up a notch.
"At first I didn't know what to make of it all. He slipped his dick into me and it actually took a few moments to comprehend the fact that I was half naked outside and being fucked by a complete stranger. Once I accepted that fact I was forced to think about the fact that he was only the first. There were so many more men watching and waiting their turn.
"When he finally pulled his dick out of me I felt a terrible emptiness. Then the second trucker shoved his dick into me and I knew that this was what I wanted. I felt great anticipation each time I took a load of cum and then felt another dick buried into me.
"When I felt the first dick probing my ass hole I damn near fainted with anticipation. You had wanted to do that to me several times and I had resisted. I'm sorry now that I did not agree and a stranger got my anal cherry instead of you. But I wanted that dick in my ass so bad. I wanted to be a slut and after watching all of those porn movies I knew that I had to do it. I just relaxed and it slipped right in. I promise not to stop you the next time you want to fuck my ass.
"After the first guy took my ass it seems like that was all the next several men wanted to do. Each dick felt different. I guess I was noticing the different size of each man's equipment.
"At some point one of them started fucking my face and I experienced the joy of being serviced by two men at one time. The dick in my mouth was a totally different experience. It was sort of in your face if you know what I mean. I could enjoy the experience visually as well as tactfully. At one point I even managed to swallow one down my throat. That's an experience that I want to try again.
"I really don't know how many different men used me. From the first look I got before things got hot and heavy I know that there were some black men there. Most of them were on the thin side but there were a couple men that were overweight. A couple of them looked old enough to have been my father.
"Alan I will always enjoy sex with you. You are my man and the love of my life but I truly hope that you will be okay and agree to have some sort of repeat performance. When I was a young girl I was taught that men were animals and I was a lady. Well today proved to me that ladies can be animals too and I have to warn you that my inner slut is now alive and well. I hope that you are prepared for the consequences."
I was surprised at how straight forward Irene had been when she described her feelings to me. "Sweet heart when I look at you I see the most beautiful and desirable woman that I have ever known. Knowing that all of those men found you desirable also is a total turn on for me.
"It's impossible to describe what I felt as I watched and took video as all of those different men used you for their pleasure. I was truly concerned that you might not feel the way that you do. I thought that you might actually feel dirty being used by them. You have no idea how much I have dreamed about something similar over the years and now it has happened.
"Will I let you have a repeat performance? Oh yeah! You can bet on it. We might want to give things just a little more thought beforehand than we did today though. I can't wait to see you in action where I can get better video.
"But speaking of video you do know that it is just a matter of time before one or more of those men share your video on the internet. If any of our friends see the video they will quickly recognize your face. We have to figure out how we are going to handle that and what we might want to do with any video that I take or that we allow others to take in the future."
It would be hard to describe the look on my wife's face when she said "I'm okay with the possibility of the video being shared and we can worry about what to do with any new video in the future. For now I've had my steak and I am no longer famished. You need to take your slut wife upstairs and let's see what we can do to satisfy another hunger that she has."
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It was almost two weeks since I had made the live video stream of Gwen and Trevor. The video made from that broadcast was still popular and was experiencing a healthy number of views daily. I received a small sum of money every time the video was viewed. The process was much like one of the other websites that hosted videos.
It had allowed me to make well over ten thousand dollars between the live stream and the subsequent views of the shared video. Thousands of men around the world had paid to watch as the lovely, and desirable Gwen had been exposed and used by her boyfriend Trevor. Now I had to decide how to entice Gwen to make another video.
Gwen was a significant attraction in her own right. She was a college student with long blond hair, that girl next door look and she had recently turned eighteen years old. Her figure was lovely with moderately large breasts that were topped with pink pointed nipples. Her waist was tiny and flared out to full lush hips. The inner lips of her pussy were almost completely covered by the outer lips giving her smoothly shaven pussy the look of a much younger girl.
Who wouldn't enjoy watching as her young, lithe body was used sexually? The fact that she was reluctant yet clearly enjoyed it when her body was shown off to an unknown audience had come through clearly in the previous video. As a result, it was obvious to me that I needed to find another angle if I wanted this video to be as successfully lucrative as the first video was.
I set out to learn more about her and while I was doing my research I stumbled on information that might be useful as an enticement to ensure her cooperation. I also found what I thought would be the key to a very erotic scenario that would excite and humiliate Gwen at the same time.
But before I could complete my plan, I needed to convince Gwen to allow me to stream the action as her boyfriend Trevor restrained her naked body. I was afraid that getting her to willingly allow Trevor to restrain her would probably be the biggest hurdle.
I sent a message to Gwen suggesting that the three of us talk tomorrow night. She said that she would ask Trevor over and that they would be looking for my call around eight o'clock. If they agreed to my plan I would send them some things that they would need by messenger the following day.
About eight o'clock the next evening Gwen answered a knock on the door and looked through the peephole. Seeing Trevor waiting, she opened the door and let him in. They had just sat down when the phone rang. It was precisely eight o'clock as Mr. X had promised. Answering the phone, Gwen said "Hello, this is Gwen. Who is this?"
The voice answered, "Hello Gwen. This is Mr. . . . . . . You almost got me. Let's just say that this is Mr. X. How about that?"
I could almost hear the smile in her voice as she responded, "Okay. Mr. X, it is. What's on your mind?"
"I wanted to discuss our next live stream."
"About that Mr. X. I'm not so sure that there will be another live stream. Just in case you have forgotten it's my face and my body you're putting out there on the internet. Your original threat was to release the photos you found on Trevor's cell phone. I have to tell you that that threat doesn't hold much fear for me now after you broadcast me on a live stream as I was exposed and fucked by Trevor. I have no idea who may have seen the video but eventually, it will be seen by someone who recognizes me so I've already been exposed."
"Gwen, I agree. Someone that you know has probably seen the video. It's even possible that a family member may have seen the video. That's part of what I wanted to talk to you about."
"The video has been getting a lot of action on the website where it was shared. In addition, I received money for the original live broadcast. It seems that you and Trevor are very popular since I've received over ten thousand dollars as of today."
"I know that you're in college and that it is very expensive. I also know that you are struggling to make ends meet. So, I was wondering if you would be interested in doing a new live stream and video for a share of the income."
That brought an almost immediate response from Gwen. "Exactly how much of the income?"
"I was thinking a 40/60 split would be fair," I replied.
She laughed. "I see! Why not a 50/50 split or even 60/40? After all, there are two of us and it's my body being exposed and used."
Enjoying the negotiations I said, "There is no doubt that your fine body is a large part of the attraction since you're a lovely young lady and you enjoy showing off. Still, I have expenses. We are going to need some better lighting, equipment, supplies, and possibly costumes. With that in mind, I think that a 50/50 split is workable and fair."
"If we can agree on the split is it safe to assume that you are willing to go forward with the next live stream and video?", I asked.
I heard some mumbling as Gwen and Trevor talked things over and then she replied, "We have two more questions."
"Okay but make it quick. I have a lot to do to set things up. I was thinking that we would do the live broadcast the day after tomorrow around eight o'clock. To maximize the income I need time to advertise our event."
"The first thing Trevor and I want to know is when will we get our half of the ten thousand dollars that you've already received? The second thing we want to know is what you're planning this time. No more surprises"
"Well, I hadn't planned on sharing the first payment but I guess it would be the fair thing to do. Okay, you'll be receiving some additional equipment and supplies tomorrow by courier. I'll make sure that you receive the check with that delivery."
"I agree that we should discuss what I have planned for the live stream. I think that we'll follow what worked last time to some degree. I'll speak to you over the cell phone and you will follow instructions. When you are finally naked I am going to have Trevor use the restraints that I'll provide to tie you spread against your bedroom door."
"Whoa. Just a minute." Gwen exploded. "Restrained? Do you mean as in 'tied up'? Just exactly what is supposed to happen after I'm 'restrained'?"
"Gwen one of the things that made our first video so unique was your reluctance to participate and your not knowing what was coming next. Even though it seemed like I was forcing you to do these things the truth is that I was not there and you enjoyed doing them. There must be some element of surprise so what happens to you after you are restrained will have to remain a secret."
Gwen said, "I'm not so sure that I like that."
Then, for the first time, I heard from Trevor as he said, "Okay, we'll have to go along with that then."
Reluctantly I heard Gwen respond, "Okay, I guess I'll agree too."
"That's great! I'll put the supplies you need together and have it all delivered to your apartment tomorrow."
After they hung up Trevor looked at Gwen. "What are you thinking?"
"I'm thinking that I don't like surprises but not knowing what he has in mind makes everything more erotic. He enjoys shocking, humiliating, and even embarrassing me. That's also what makes the video more real and attracts those who get it off watching someone doing something that they normally wouldn't do."
Trevor stood and paced around the small room. "I don't like not being in control either but whether we continue to move forward is up to you. It's your face going out over the internet and it's your body that is being used."
Gwen replied thoughtfully, "I'm not sure that I can explain it to you. It's almost like a compulsion. I know that he is using me. I know that he will want me to do things that I find uncomfortable and humiliating. Even so, I feel compelled to do what he demands. When he tells me to do something degrading it's as if I don't have any ability to deny him. I think, in reality, I want to do these naughty things that I know are wrong or degrading and when he tells me to do them I am absolved of all responsibility."
Trevor finally understood. Gwen was a submissive person. She felt a compulsion to do what others told her to do despite her personal feelings. With that understanding, Trevor saw their relationship in a new light. There was no time like the present to test his new theory. He turned to look at the desirable young blonde and said "Gwen get on your knees. I want you to suck my cock and I'm going to cum in your mouth."
I held my breath as Gwen turned to look at me with a strange expression on her face. She regarded me for a moment as I waited, sure that she would turn me down.
The expression on her face slowly relaxed into acceptance as she turned and knelt before me reaching up to undo my zipper. I watched intently as she reached inside my jeans searching for the opening in the front of my underwear. I sucked in a breath as her soft hand found my hardening cock and struggled to pull the stiffening shaft through the opening.
I watched, fascinated as Gwen leaned forward, parted her lips and, tenderly licked the precum from my dick before engulfing it. I groaned as she slowly moved her wondrously pliant lips back and forth caressing my hardened manhood.
Meanwhile, as Gwen and Trevor were exploring their newfound relationship I began gathering the materials I would need to send to Gwen's apartment.
In my mind, I had an image of her standing spreadeagle against her bedroom door. My collection of goodies contained exactly what I needed. There were four adjustable straps. On one end was a circle of leather that could be hooked over the corner of the door. On the other end, a clasp had been attached which could be hooked to a set of padded cuffs. The strap that connected the two ends could easily be adjusted so that the whole affair could be used on people of varying heights and pulled tight.
With these devices, Gwen's arms could be stretched to the upper corners of the door while her ankles would be held spread apart by hooking them to the bottom corners of the door. It was quite an ingenious device that I had found on the internet some time ago. They allowed people to participate in bondage and restraint games without adding obvious hooks anywhere in the house.
I rummaged around a little more in the box and found a set of padded cuffs for her wrists and one for her ankles. My mouth watered as I visualized her naked body stretched wide across the door. I could hardly wait. I knew that the lurkers on the website would enjoy watching her also.
As a last-minute thought, I threw in a length of rope and a video camera. You never knew when a length of rope would come in handy and the video captured with Gwen's cell phone simply was not good enough for my purposes. The video camera was a new one and was compatible with the internet and set to transmit to my streaming page whenever it was turned on. We would still use the cell phone for voice commands which would also be recorded by the video camera.
Finally, I included two led lights that could be used to illuminate the intimate details as all of the action that I envisioned took place. I had a surprise for Gwen which I was sure would agitate, humiliate, and arouse her.
Necessary instructions were included in the box and I sealed it up. I made a quick call to the courier company who assured me that the box would be picked up tomorrow morning and delivered in the afternoon.
Across town, Gwen was just swallowing the last of Trevor's cum. She looked up at him with a smile and asked, "Was it good?"
My reply pleased her. "Gwen you have got to have the softest lips and most talented tongue in town. I couldn't have lasted another moment and, believe me, I wanted the magic that you were working on my cock to last forever."
Licking her lips, she rose and went into the kitchen to get a soda. When she returned we sat on the sofa and once again she wondered, "I wish I knew what Mr. X has planned for me."
Trevor looked at her dreamily and smiled in anticipation. "I don't have any idea but I can tell you that I'm looking forward to seeing you restrained. There is something about a woman in ropes that is a turn-on for me."
Two nights later I called Gwen and Trevor at about seven-thirty. The stream was scheduled to go live at eight so I called a little early to make sure things were under control. I had Trevor activate all of the equipment so that I could take a look at what our viewers would see. I suggested that he move one light to a slightly different position. Other than that he had done a great job of setting things up.
I said, "Gwen are you ready for tonight? Maybe even a little excited?"
"It'll certainly be a new experience for me", she said. "I've never been tied up or restrained so I'm not sure how I'll feel. I think I'll enjoy it since it is just another form of giving up control which is part of being submissive."
She couldn't see me as I smiled at that admission. "Gwen I want you to go into your room and go ahead and undress before we start. Put on a robe or housecoat with nothing under it."
She looked up at the camera, "Why? You're changing the plans. Trevor was going to undress me."
"Yes he was", I said. "I just think it would have more impact if you were to just walk out in a robe and then remove it. I think that'll be more dramatic and have more effect on the audience. Just keep the robe on until I tell you to remove it."
Once she was gone I said, "Trevor when we call Gwen into the room I am going to have her stand there and watch as you place the restraints on her bedroom door. Then I will have her remove the robe and you can proceed to attach the cuffs to her wrists and ankles. Then place her against the door and attach the cuffs to the restraints. The last thing that you need to do is to tighten the straps so that she is held tightly spreadeagle against the door."
"As you know, she is expecting a surprise after she has been restrained but I doubt that she has any idea what it will be. You should know that, at some point, a visitor will knock on your door. Please let them in but don't say anything if you recognize them."
At eight o'clock I let the feed go live and we were streaming. There were already over seven hundred viewers waiting and I anticipated that there would be many more as others logged in and paid the fee to watch.
Assuming the role of the moderator I said, "Welcome everyone. Tonight we are going to explore a little bondage with the lovely Gwen. This will be a first for her so you have a rare opportunity to watch as a lovely young woman is introduced to bondage. We also have a surprise for her later in the program so stick around and enjoy the show."
I said, "Gwen come on out and join us. That way you can watch as Trevor sets up the restraints."
As Gwen opened the bedroom door and stepped into the room I said, "Notice the restraints that Trevor is placing over the corners of the door. These unusual restraints do not damage the door nor do they require the installation of any hooks, screws, or other fasteners. If you are interested I have made arrangements for you to receive a 15% discount when you order them using the code that I will show at the end of our stream."
During the few moments it took me to make my little speech, Trevor had placed all four restraints onto the door as Gwen and the audience looked on.
Next, I said, "Okay Gwen we are ready for you. Remove the robe so that Trevor can attach your cuffs. Hold your arms out away from your body and spread your legs."
Gwen did as I directed and we all watched as Trevor attached the padded cuffs to her wrists and ankles. Each cuff included a clip that would be used to fasten them to the restraints on the door.
"Gwen I want you back up against the door now. Trevor, you can attach her ankles first and get them good and tight."
We all watched as the ankle cuffs were attached to the restraints holding Gwen's shapely legs apart exposing the lips of her lovely cunt.
"Gwen lift your arms now so that Trevor can attach them too.", I said.
When her arms were firmly attached and the restraints fully tightened Trevor stepped back and we all admired the result. Now, in addition to her exposed pussy, her tits were lifted and thrust outward. The view was lovely.
"How does it feel Gwen", I asked.
We all watched as she squirmed a little testing the restraints and she said, "It feels strange in a good way. I like the helplessness and I love the fact that everyone can see me this way."
"Do you like being exposed and helpless then", I asked.
"It's a huge rush. I have no way of knowing who is seeing me like this. I don't think I can explain it. I'd never have had the nerve to do this on my own but I certainly find it to be strangely erotic to have no control over who sees me this way.", she responded.
Suddenly there was a knock on the door. "Trevor you need to answer that", I said.
With that Gwen suddenly began to squirm. "Wait, you can't let them in. For criminy sake, I'm tied up and naked. Who the hell is it? I didn't agree to do this. Being exposed on camera is not the same as letting someone see me this way in person. Trevor don't you dare let them in."
There was a second knock on the door and Trevor looked at Gwen then looked at the camera with a question on his face. "Let them in Trevor", I said.
Trevor went to the door and opened it. The look on Gwen's face was priceless as her older brother Mike walked into the room. I had run into Mike while I was trying to learn more about Gwen. He was the person who told me that she was struggling financially with her college expenses.
I did what I could to direct the conversation with Mike into more intimate areas and he told me that he admired his younger sister for her beauty and that he had always been attracted to her. That was when I concocted the idea to offer her money for college and to make her brother part of this stream.
I asked him if he liked porn and he assured me that he was a healthy young man and watched porn often. So I wrote the link to the first video and a password on the back of a business card and gave it to him. I suggested that he watch this video and told him that, if he liked it, he should give me a call.
He called me in less than two hours. Of course, he wanted to know how I had gotten the video of his little sister. "That's not important", I told him. "What I want to know is whether you would be interested in becoming a part of this project. Would you like to participate in our next video?"
His response was an immediate and enthusiastic "Yes", and that is how Mike knew to come to Gwen's apartment at this particular time. I had no idea where things were going to go from here but I decided that it would be worth it to roll the dice and see what transpired.
Since the camera was on a fixed tripod there was no way for either myself or the viewers to see Mike as he entered the room but we could hear the response when he saw his naked and restrained sister.
"Well, well Gwen. It looks like you finally bit off more than you can chew but I must admit you look fetching standing there naked like that." At that moment he stepped into the camera's view and walked up to his sister.
He continued, "I can't tell you how long I have wanted to catch a look at you naked and here you are, all trussed up and on camera too. Dad's going to love this."
Meanwhile, Gwen continued to squirm as if she were trying to cover herself up but of course, she couldn't. "Damnit Mike get out of here. You can't look at me like this. Trevor, you need to get him out of here. Mr. X shut down the feed this minute."
In seconds she managed to tell all three of us what to do. I was originally worried about her brother's reaction. He could have jumped to his sister's aid but I had read him right. He was a lecher at heart and was thoroughly enjoying his sister's predicament.



"Gwen I wanted to get a good look at you all those times that you paraded around the house in your bra and panties. You must have thought that I was made of steel or that I wouldn't notice. Dad and I even talked about it more than once and we wondered why mom didn't say something to you. In the long run, we decided that even if we never saw anything else seeing you in bra and panties was better than nothing."
"OMG", Gwen blurted out. "You talked to dad about it? How could you do that?"
Meanwhile, Trevor had just parked his behind on the sofa deciding to simply watch and not get into this brother-sister squabble.
"My goodness, Gwen just look at you. You have turned into a choice piece of ass. I'd love to get my hands on those tits of yours."
"Oh no", Gwen squealed. "Don't you dare touch me! You're my brother."
"I know sweetheart but you've got to let me touch you just this once. I'll probably never have another chance like this. And you can tell yourself that I took advantage and you had no choice."
Now over three thousand viewers, Trevor, and I watched as Mike advanced on his sister and took a breast in each hand. First, he just cupped them feeling the warm weight of her flesh. Then he began to pinch the nipples, rolling them between his thumb and forefinger."
Gwen thought, "I can't believe that this is happening. How had things gotten so out of hand? How is it that I can enjoy the feel of my brother's hands on my breast? This goes against everything I've been taught. I know that I'd been teasing both my brother and dad when I paraded around the house half-dressed but I never expected it to come to this."
Thoughts continued to tumble around in her mind. "How is it that his hands on my tits felt so damn good? I love my brother." Then I thought, "Why shouldn't I want to feel his intimate touch like this?" I realized that I did want his touch. All those years I had wanted more from my brother. I had wanted him to love me. I wanted his hands all over me.
My mind jumped yet again. "What is wrong with me? Why am I thinking these things? This is wrong", but I know that my body disagreed because my nipples had sprung to attention and hardened. I let out a moan just as I had my second epiphany. "I don't care if it is wrong."
Suddenly I realized that my brother's hands were no longer on my tits. Now they were running up and down my ribcage from my hips to my shoulders. I glanced at my brother to see him looking down at my exposed pussy. "Oh no", I thought. "Don't go there", but he did.
I watched in shock, anticipation, and even horror as he slowly bent his knees and lowered his body until he was looking straight at my pussy. My body spasmed as he leaned forward and I felt his warm breath, then his firm lips pressed against the lips of my throbbing pussy. I moaned as I felt his tongue probing into my heated sex and then caressing my clit.
Trevor sat on the couch transfixed by the scene unfolding before him. The paying viewers, now over five thousand strong, and I watched mesmerized as Mike ate his sister's pussy. Meanwhile, Gwen was thrashing around but it was impossible to tell if it was because she was excited, humiliated, or embarrassed.
However, it was clear that her brother was thoroughly enjoying this opportunity to eat his sister's pussy and he was going to make the most of it. In only a few moments Gwen reached her first climax. That only served to cause Mike to redouble his efforts. He ground his face into her pussy with a vengeance, licking, sucking, probing with his tongue, doing anything he could to make his sister climax yet again.
And success was his reward. Letting out an agonizing groan Gwen shot a stream of hot, salty cum onto her brother's face. He reveled in the experience lapping up everything that he could.
Suddenly, we were all shocked as Mike jumped to his feet just as Gwen completed her climax. He grabbed a towel from the nearby kitchen wiping his face and returned to stare at his sister now slumped against her restraints. Lovingly he reached up and released her from her restraints. He carried her over and lay her down on the couch placing her head in Trevor's lap.
"Take care of her", Mike said. "I've got to go. I need time to understand what just happened."
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I was startled when the rapid knock, knock, knock on my apartment door resounded through the apartment surprising both Trevor and me. We had been making out on the couch and I had no idea who might be at the door. We hastily rearranged our clothes and refastened buttons.
I rose and went to the door where a quick look through the peephole allowed me to see who was outside. "It's my dad and my brother Mike," I said as I threw a glance over my shoulder, looking at Trevor to make sure that he was decent. Then I pulled back the door bolt and opened the door.
"Daddy," I said standing aside as my daddy came through the door and into my apartment.
Although my nineteen-year-old daughter was a college junior I still worried about her living alone. After talking to my son about the videos my daughter had made, my worries seemed justified and I had insisted that Mike and I visit her immediately.
When she opened the door I entered the apartment saying, "Hi, sweetheart. I'm glad to see that you're keeping your door locked and using the peephole that I had installed. I worry about you living here all alone. Just look at you, you're... you're all flushed. What's the matter? Is everything okay," I asked, anxiously.
"I'm fine Daddy. Why are you and Mike here?" Gwen wanted to know.
"Why are we here? Since when do I need a reason to visit my lovely daughter," I asked as I smiled at her. "Truth be known Gwen, I'm concerned about what you've been up to sweetheart. I've been trying to figure things out ever since your brother Mike told me about the videos that you've been making."
Shock and disbelief registered on my daughter's face as she screamed, "MIKE! What have you done?"
From the hallway, Mike replied, "Relax Sis. Much as I enjoyed our last visit I was disturbed by what we did. Dad and I have discussed my attraction to you often over the past few years. He and I have always been able to talk about things that bother me so it was just natural for me to talk to him about what happened."
As that exchange took place, I watched my daughter's face. It had gone from the deep pink of embarrassment when she learned that I knew about the videos to an ashen shade of pale white when she was told that Mike and I had discussed the content of the videos. It was obvious that she was upset that I knew what she and her brother had done. "I need to know exactly what's been going on sweetheart," I said.
As I surveyed the room, I noticed that her friend Trevor seemed terrified, standing there like a deer in the headlights, almost frozen in place. Meanwhile, Gwen's jaw hung open in shock and she was still holding the door open. Her face was a mottled red from embarrassment, and Mike was still standing out in the hall. It was time to take charge.
"Mike would you get in here and find a chair so Gwen can shut the door. Gwen baby, close your mouth and the door please."
As I turned to look at Trevor he suddenly found his voice, "I'll just be leaving now sir since this seems like a family matter."
"Sit," I ordered. "It's certainly a family matter but I somehow think that you're involved in this up to your neck." He sat.
"Gwen, I want you to come over here, sit beside me and tell me everything from the beginning."
Obediently, my daughter came over and sat beside me on the couch. She wouldn't make eye contact with me as she said "I'm not sure I can talk to you about this Daddy."
Once Gwen got comfortable I said, "Baby girl, your brother Mike has already told me some of the story, but I need to hear it from you in your own words. I need to know what happened as well as how you feel about it so I can try to understand."
My daughter sighed loudly and seemed to deflate as she began to tell me what had been going on. She told me how Mr. X coerced Trevor and herself into making the first video. She explained that she had become excited while making that video and had acknowledged to herself that she was looking forward to making the second one.
She was adamant about not knowing that her brother was going to be injected into the second video. Still, she admitted that she had dreamt about having sex with her brother Mike more than once. Reluctantly, she conceded that having her pussy eaten by her brother was the most erotic thing that she had ever done.
By the time she was finished with her story, she had snuggled close to me as I sat there with my arm around her shoulders. I was keenly aware of her hand that now rested on my thigh.
Finally, she looked up at me saying, "Daddy, I don't want you to do anything crazy. No one was hurt by what we did. Mike was just caught up in the situation like any normal healthy male." As I said that I felt my father tense so I quickly went on. "Okay, he's my brother but Daddy, I liked it and so did Mike."
I said, "Baby girl I love you and don't want to see you used by anyone. I don't have any issues with Trevor as long as you want him around and he treats you well. From what I understand he is almost as innocent as you are. Mike is something else entirely."
"As for your brother, I have known for some time that he struggled with an attraction that he feels toward you. Of course, he loves you and you have grown to be a beautiful young woman. That has made it hard on both of us especially the way that you used to parade around the house half-naked. Your mother would have known what to say to you but she's gone, I could never find the right words so I just tried to ignore it."
"Now and then Mike and I would discuss his feelings for you. I've got to admit that I know where he is coming from. You had much the same effect on me then and you still do now. I'm as concerned about my response to you as I am about your brother's. Truth be known I'm more than a little jealous."
Gwen leaned forward so that she could look me in the eyes and said, "Exactly what does that mean Daddy?"
Now it was my turn to be embarrassed. Her penetrating blue eyes bore into my own as she waited for my response. I was flustered by the situation and the sudden change in positions. It seems that now my daughter was in charge.
How in the hell does a father tell his daughter that he has imagined himself having sex with her numerous times? How do I tell her that I have wanted to and even tried to see her naked on many occasions? How can I explain that, like her brother, I have a raging desire to possess her sexually?
"Finally I just admitted the truth, "Baby girl, I am as bad or possibly even worse than your brother because I enjoyed it every time he came to talk to me about his feelings toward you. Each time he explained what he felt for you I knew that I felt the same."
"Oh, Daddy do you mean that," Gwen asked.
The most I could do was nod.
It was as if a tremendous load had been lifted from my daughter's shoulders. She gave me one of her million-dollar smiles and leaned forward to plant a kiss right on my lips. "Finally," she exclaimed.
That was when I gave in. I pulled her towards me and hugged her tight savoring the feel of her fresh young body.
After a moment I released her and took a deep breath. "Wow," was all I could say at first. When I finally found my tongue I took in her lovely face as she studied me waiting to see what I would say. "I think we need to be very careful about what we do about this whole situation."
When I faced the truth it was obvious that I hardly had a coherent thought in my mind. If I just went with what I wanted to do the answer was easy but I still needed to come to grips with the realization that I wanted to fuck my daughter.
Finally, I said, "Honey I want to watch the two videos that you have made. Your brother told me about them but he would not show them to me. He said that had to be your decision."
Gwen looked at me. Her eyes sparkled with mischievousness and anticipation as she said, "I want you to see the videos Daddy. I think of you often too and I want to sit with you and enjoy your reaction as you watch them."
My reaction! My erection would be a much better term. I could not take my eyes off the screen as my lovely daughter's charms were revealed when Trevor undressed her. I almost shot my load into my pants as I watched her part her soft full lips and begin to suck his dick.
I was overcome with envy as I watched her spread her thighs wide and then guide his raging hard cock between the lips of her pussy. Trevor was enjoying what I had coveted for some time. As I watched Trevor push his dick into my daughter I was stunned to feel her hand move and come to rest on my cock which was hard as a rock.
Moments later, Trevor filled her womanhood with his cum. I raptly watched my daughter's pussy as it was filled with cock and cum and that was when I felt her squeeze my shaft. She squeezed it one time and then she squeezed it a second time. That was all it took to make me lose all control. My daughter held my cock as I ejaculated in my pants like an overstimulated and undersexed teenager.
Suddenly the video changed and I was enthralled as I watched my daughter being stretched spreadeagle on the door naked. Then my son entered the scene and enjoyed the thrill of pleasuring her by eating that lovely pussy. I couldn't believe it but my cock was hard once again. This time Gwen was actively stroking her hand up and down the length of it. It hardly mattered that she wasn't touching me because my cock was still in my pants. When she came on the video I almost lost it once again. I think that she did too.
With the two videos finally over I excused myself and went into the bathroom to clean up the mess in my pants before it soaked through and became obvious to everyone other than Gwen and me. When I returned I said, "Tell me about this Mr. X character. I think it's about time that we talked."
"Daddy I don't want you to hurt him either. He has been sharing the money that he earns from the live streams and purchases of the videos with me. I've been using it for my college expenses. It helps a lot and I'm afraid that if you hurt him he will stop sharing the money for what we have already done."
I looked at my daughter and her expression showed real concern. "Okay honey," I said. "I won't hurt him but I intend to find him and have a serious discussion. Give your brother all of the information that you have on him. Show him your phone and see if he can trace the phone he has been using back to him."
Gwen handed Mike the phone and told him, "He originally used Trevor's phone for the first video but he may have made a mistake and used his phone to call me once or twice. I don't know but maybe you can tell. You've always been the geek in the family."
"Thanks, sis," Mike replied as he took the phone from her, sat down, and began to work.
Meanwhile, my daughter came back over and sat beside me once again on the couch. "Daddy," Gwen said. "I know that some people might think that what we did isn't right but I need for you to understand that I found it a turn-on. It was so erotic when Mike ate my pussy. I doubt that I would have been able to allow him to do that if I had not been restrained but I haven't felt so excited in a long time. It just felt so good. I'm not sure that I want to give that up and I think that you should know that I feel the same about you."
It boggled my mind to think that my lovely daughter might be offering herself to me sexually. I'm human. Let's face it, I've looked at and lusted after her for ages but I never could have brought myself to take the first step and, yet, here was an opportunity I simply was not man enough to pass up.
"Sweetie," I said. "You must know that I love you dearly. You and your brother are the most important people in my life. With your mother gone, you two are all that I have left. Still, I'm not sure that I can take the next step. Lusting after you in my mind is not the same as placing my hands on you or touching you sexually. Separating the idea of sex with my daughter from your desirability as a woman and a sex object is not something I'm sure I can do. It's not something I'm sure that I want to do. Still, the sin of having sex with my daughter is such a big part of the eroticism of the act."
"Daddy it's a lot for me too so maybe it would be for the best if we take some time to consider the ramifications of any action that we take. I'll make it easy on you. When I'm ready I'll take the first step and then it will be your choice to continue or stop."
Just then Mike broke into our conversation shouting, "I found him! He lives over on Overholt Street. It's only ten blocks or so from here."
"That's it then. There's no time like the present," I said as I stood to leave. Trevor rose as if to join us and I said "Trevor you stay here. This is about family business now. Mike and I will give him a call. I'd appreciate it if you would take care of my girl."
"Yes sir," Trevor responded as Mike and I went down the hall to my car.
Meanwhile, with beer and chips in hand, Mr. X had just settled down to watch the ball game when the phone rang. He picked up his cell phone and immediately recognized Gwen's number. "Hi Gwen," he answered. "What's up?"
He was startled when Gwen said, "My father and brother are on the way to your place. They should be there in just a few minutes."
"Coming here," Mr. X stammered. "How could they be coming here? They don't know where I live. Wait! Wait! How did you get this number?"
On the other end, Gwen chuckled, "It turns out that my brother is pretty good with the geek stuff. He found your real number on my phone and traced you down. My father has seen the videos. He knows all about what we have been doing. We had a long talk and now he wants to talk to you."
"I've got to get out of here," was Mr. X's first response.
"No, you don't," Gwen said. "He's not going to hurt you. I told him that I enjoyed what you made me do. I even told him that I enjoyed it when you had my brother eat my pussy. Shit, it makes me hot just thinking about it. Anyway, I think he wants me as bad as my brother does, and that makes me just as randy as I can be. Besides, I don't think you have enough time to go anywhere. Just ride it out and see where things go. Bye!"
The beer, chips, and the game were all forgotten as Mr. X heard his doorbell chime. Talk about it being game time he thought. He just hoped that it wasn't more like a boxing match and he was the one that got knocked out or beat up.
Mr. X opened the door and saw two men standing in the hall. One was older, possibly in his early to mid-forties. He was slightly overweight and just a little paunchy but he had a stern and determined look on his face. This must be Gwen's father.
The second man was easily twenty years younger. This was the young man that had been in the second video, Gwen's brother Mike.
Gwen's dad said, "Hello Joe." Noting the startled look on Joe's face he smiled. "It's about time someone took advantage of you I think. To answer your unspoken question, yes we know your name, address, and even where you work. You may have just ceased being the manipulator and become the manipulated. After we've finished our conversation I will decide what to do with you."
Gwen's father noted that Joe was older than he was himself. Joe appeared to be in his late fifties or early sixties. He was slim with gray hair, a short gray beard, and green eyes. "Have a seat," I told him.
"You have this one chance to convince me not to turn you over to the police. Tell me how you became involved with my daughter Gwen and her boyfriend Trevor."
Reluctantly, Joe related how he had acquired Trevor's cell phone and found the nude photos of Gwen on the phone. He acknowledged being in awe of her beauty and the warm healthy girl next door glow. That was when he hatched the plan to ensnare them and record videos. He wanted to see more of the luscious Gwen.
Joe was single and took advantage of the porn that was readily available on the internet. He was also knowledgeable about how to record and share those recordings so it was an easy thing to set up the stream. He knew that it could be profitable and decided to share the proceeds with Gwen as an enticement to encourage her to continue making videos.
When he had finished his story I sat there for a while taking it all in. His apartment was nicely furnished and it was clear that Joe was not the type of person I had originally envisioned. I almost liked him and being single myself it was easy to relate to his sexual isolation.
"Here's my problem Joe. You have compromised my daughter with your videos. You coerced her into doing something that she would never have done willingly. Not only her nude body but her face is out there on the internet and it will be there forever. The money that you have given her is nice but it is not sufficient compensation for what you have done," I said.
"I want you at her place tomorrow night because we are going to make a video of you. You are going to be coerced, just like my daughter was, into making a video that you don't want to do. I want you to set up the same type of broadcast that you have been doing. It should go live around eight in the evening just as you have done with the last two live streams so you need to be there by seven-thirty. Do you understand?"
"I don't think so," Joe shot back. "What the hell makes you think that I would subject myself to such an indignity?"
Laughing out loud Gwen's daddy said, "Because, if you don't agree, what you have done will all be turned over to the police. We'll see how you might like being incarcerated for the rest of your life."
"You wouldn't do that," Joe responded. "That would expose your daughter and everything would come out in public."
"Well Joe, you may not know me but I am not the kind of man to bluff on something like this but there's only one way for you to find out. You have until tomorrow to make a decision. I'll expect you to be at Gwen's apartment by seven-thirty. If you're not there I'll call the police. The choice is yours."
Mike and I left the former Mr. X's, now Joe's apartment, and returned to Gwen's.
As soon as we arrived Gwen and Trevor demanded to know what had happened while we were at Joe's. I explained it all to her and finished saying, "I will need you both to be here by seven-thirty and ready for just about anything tomorrow evening."
Gwen said, "But daddy, what if Joe doesn't show up?"
Trevor joined in asking, "Did you mean it when you said that you would go to the police?"
"You all need to relax," I told them. "He'll show up and he'll cooperate." On that note, Mike and I left.
The next evening all the parties were at Gwen's apartment well before the appointed time of seven-thirty. Precisely at seven-thirty, there was a knock on the door. After checking the peephole Gwen opened the door for Joe.
Gwen's daddy said "Good evening Joe. I'm glad that you decided to join us."
The look I got from Joe made it clear that he was not glad to be here at all and his response confirmed my feelings. "I'm not so sure about this but you were right about one thing. I don't want to take the chance of going to jail."
I smiled, acknowledging his discomfort. "Whether you like or enjoy what is about to happen tonight is no concern of mine. My whole goal is to put you into the same compromising position in which you have placed my daughter. After that, you will have a clean slate as far as I am concerned."



Joe still looked pretty glum and unhappy which was just fine with me. Then he said, "Let's get on with whatever you have planned for me," he said.
I smiled once again and said, "Since you are the expert I want you to show me exactly how to set everything up. We have already gotten out all the equipment that you have been using and they are set up on tripods. After we fine-tune the equipment you'll need to show me how to set up the live feed. I expect you to share all the necessary passwords so that I have complete access and control."
Gwen was already aware of what I had planned since she was a major factor in our little play so when I told her to go get ready she knew exactly what needed to be done.
"It's almost eight," Joe said. "What's the plan?"
"Don't get impatient on me Joe. You'll find out what's on the agenda at the same time your watchers find out. It's almost eight. You need to stand over where we have set the stage."
At my instruction, Joe moved over and stood in the field of view of all the cameras. I turned on the lights and activated the cameras commencing the live stream. I was happy to note that eight hundred and seventy-two people were watching already.
From outside of the camera's view, I narrated the live stream. "Good evening ladies and gentlemen. I'm sure that you have already noticed that our subject tonight is not my lovely daughter, Gwen. Instead, this is Joe. Joe is the person who is responsible for the two previous live streams and he is the person that coerced my daughter into performing for you."
"Wait! Don't change the channel. If you're expecting to see more of Gwen I assure you that she will be with us shortly. However, there are a few things that we need to address first."
"Joe, you are responsible for the two live streams that many of these viewers have already seen, is that correct?"
"Yes!" Joe mumbled.
"Joe! I need you to speak up and look into the camera. What did you say?"
Joe was looking into the camera and his voice was much stronger when he said, "Yes!"
"My daughter, Gwen, only agreed to allow you to take video as she was used after you threatened to expose some explicit photos that you found on her boyfriend's cell phone. Is that correct?"
"Yes!" Joe responded.
"Okay, Joe. I'm a reasonable man. I don't want to see you prosecuted and locked up so I've set up tonight as payback. I want the viewers to know that you do not want to be here and that you have no idea of what is about to transpire. All you know is that I have arranged this live stream as a form of payback for what you have done. I am putting you into much the same position as you did to Gwen. Is that correct?"
His response came a little more reluctantly this time but eventually, he said "Yes."
"All right then. Let's get this retribution live stream started. Your viewers are waiting Joe. So the first thing that you need to do tonight is for you to lose the clothes," I said.
At first, I thought that he was going to rebel. You could see it in his eyes. You could also see the moment when he finally accepted his situation and moved to comply.
The first article of clothing to hit the floor was the tan golf-style pullover that he was wearing. As he stood up facing the camera I had to admit that he seemed to be in pretty good shape for a sixty-year-old man.
Next, he knelt and removed his dark brown loafers and his socks.
Standing once again, you could see the war going on in his mind as he decided whether to continue disrobing or to walk away and take his chances.
I sighed in relief as he finally made his decision and reached down to unbuckle his belt. The deep brown trousers quickly dropped to the floor and he stepped out of them and stood before us wearing only his jockey briefs.
He hesitated yet again and I prompted him. "Come on Joe. Lose the jockeys. Let's see the package."
After just a moment of further hesitation, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his jockey briefs and slid them down his legs. When he stood staring stoically into the camera I asked him, "How does it feel to be forced to expose yourself to your audience, Joe? Are you excited? You were lucky because Gwen has exhibitionist tendencies so she found it thrilling and even satisfying to be ordered to expose herself. How do you feel?"
Joe gave me a sullen look and replied, "It isn't exciting to stand exposed like this. It's humiliating."
"My point exactly, yet you did it to my daughter," I said.
Standing with his arms crossed Joe asked, "Are we done now?"
"We might be able to call it even if this was where you had stopped but you required Gwen to have sex on camera and so will you. Gwen, honey, come on out here," I said.
The door to Gwen's bedroom opened and my daughter walked into the room. She was deliciously nude except for the rather large strapon dildo that stood up between her legs. She walked up to Joe with a smile saying, "You had me fucked on camera so now it's my turn to fuck you. We were going to have one of the guys do it to humiliate you more but none of them were interested. It seems that my ass is fair game but not yours so we had to improvise. I think I'm going to like this," she smiled.
Joe looked over at me with what I would describe as a pleading look on his face. I felt no compassion. I didn't dislike Joe. I had to admit that it seemed like I might be able to enjoy a physical relationship with my daughter because of what he had done. Still, I felt that he needed to pay and it was time.
"Hand him the lube Gwen," I said.
He took the tube and looked at it with distaste. "You don't have to use it," I said. "However it will make what's going to happen to you a little easier but it's your choice."
We all watched as he resignedly squeezed a little out and reached around and rubbed it on his asshole.
"On your knees," I commanded. "Face the camera so we can all watch your expression as my daughter uses your ass for her payback."
When he had gotten on his knees I motioned for Gwen to give it to him.
With a huge smile on her face, she knelt behind him and began working the dildo into his virgin asshole.
The initial pain registered clearly on Joe's face as Gwen slowly moved forward inch by inch until the whole thing was buried and her groin rested against his ass.
The look on Joe's face relaxed a little as Gwen slowly pulled back but the relaxation was short-lived and he let out a grunt as she shoved the dildo back into his ass. Soon, she developed a rhythm as she began to pound his ass in earnest.
"Open your eyes, Joe. Look at me," I commanded.
Slowly he raised his head and looked at me. I asked, "Are you enjoying yourself yet?"
"No!" he grunted as Gwen slammed into his ass again.
After a few minutes, it became clear that Gwen was tiring out so I called a halt. For the last time, she pulled the dildo from Joe's ass and stood. Joe remained on his hands and knees.
"We're done, Joe. You can stand up too," I said.
As he stood beside Gwen his hard-on was obvious. He had a solid erection. "What's with the erection there Joe? You didn't enjoy being ass fucked by a beautiful young woman did you?"
"No I didn't enjoy it," Joe responded. "I can't help it that my mind and body seem to think that it was erotic."
Relaxing somewhat I said, "Well Joe I have to admit that you took your punishment like a man. It looks like over six thousand viewers enjoyed the show even though they came to watch Gwen rather than you. We can't leave them feeling cheated so Gwen why don't you see what you can do about that hard-on of Joe's?"
Without hesitation, Gwen dropped to her knees and took his cock deep into her mouth.
Joe groaned with pure joy as his dick was engulfed in that warm soft mouth and Gwen's agile tongue began flipping across the sensitive head of his member. He looked down with amazement as she slid back and forth igniting sensations in his body that he had not felt in years. His mind was overcome by the image of Gwen as she worked on his cock with the same abandon that she had fucked his ass.
In only a few moments he felt his balls begin to clench and he knew that he could not hold back for much longer. He fought the urge to cum for as long as he could until finally, he could hold back no longer.
Joe exploded and a stream of hot sticky cum burst from the end of his cock shooting directly into her waiting mouth. After the first shot, he pulled back quickly and watched as his cock pumped cum onto her lovely face. The first shot left a stream across her forehead as it landed in her soft blond hair. The second shot landed in her left eye.
Noticing Gwen's open mouth, Joe directed the last three spurts toward that target. The first one landed on her lips and the last two sort of dribbled onto her outstretched tongue.
Gwen had felt Joe's cock tensing and knew that he would soon lose the battle that he was waging with his body. A moment later she felt the first load of cum as it shot between her lips, hitting the roof of her mouth and dripping down into her throat. She felt the warm, sticky fluid and tasted it, finding that she wanted more. She was disappointed as she felt him remove his cock from her grasping lips.
She immediately felt the second string of creamy goo as it shot across her face and into her hair. It was immediately followed by another load that puddled in her left eye. Finally, he seemed to remember her open mouth and she was rewarded when she felt a third load shoot across her lips and then the last of his cum dripped onto her tongue. She reveled in the musky, salty taste of it as she swirled it around in her mouth and swallowed.
That's when she looked up at him and smiled.
When she looked up at him with her cum covered face, Joe was forced to admit that she was just about the loveliest and most desirable woman that he had ever seen.
Returning to reality Joe noticed that Gwen's father had picked up one of the cameras and had moved forward into a position that allowed him a clear view of his daughter's cum covered face and Joe's spent dick resting on her chin.
As Joe stepped away Gwen realized that her father had come forward with the camera for some close-up shots. She also saw that he had a terrific bulge in his pants. Without asking, and before he fully realized what was happening, she leaned forward, unzipped his pants reached inside for his cock.
At first, I was fascinated seeing my daughter's face covered with Joe's cum. With my focus on Gwen's face, I was unaware of what she was doing until I felt her hands working at the zipper of my pants. By the time I started to pull away she already had the zipper down and her hand wedged inside my pants.
It was a shock when she closed her hand around my dick. My mind immediately went to war with my body as I felt her remove my already hardened and erect dick from the confines of my pants. My mind kept insisting that this was wrong while my body kept telling me how erotic it was and how good her warm soft hand felt as it grasped my dick and began to stroke it.
As I watched through the viewfinder I saw my cock enter the picture. I marveled as I watched my daughter's soft pale hand stroking back and forth along the length of my dick. I held my breath as her head moved forward allowing her to surround the head with her full soft lips.
I groaned feeling the moist warmth of her mouth as she slid the whole length of my cock deep inside. With my eyes glued to the camera viewfinder, I watched my dick disappear into my daughter's mouth. My mind had lost the battle with my body. I had never felt such exquisite joy.
My hard cock slid back and forth between her lips as I began to fuck her face. I watched as she looked up at me with eyes filled with love and happiness and I lost it.
Since her mother had passed I had been forced to be satisfied with the ministrations of mother thumb and her four daughters. This was the first real sex I had participated in for a couple of years. Sensing my condition my daughter shoved forward until my cock slipped into her throat. The response was explosive as I unloaded my balls down her throat and directly into her stomach.
When I finished ejaculating, it was all that I could do to remain standing and I almost collapsed as my son Mike pushed me aside and encouraged Gwen to suck his dick. I watched and continued taking video as Mike shot his load onto her upturned face. Trevor followed immediately afterward.
I filmed throughout the whole thing and even managed to get close-ups as Gwen worked on her brother and her boyfriend. The final shots of her smiling through the cum that covered her face were what we closed the live stream with. The smile on her face was beautiful. It was the smile of a woman totally in control of herself and the men that serviced her. It was the smile of my lovely blond daughter.
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Lacy Ch 1: Exhibitionism, Abduction, Day One
The angry buzzing of my alarm intruded on my dream, dragging me from sleep into the new day. The dream had become almost a nightly occurrence now and it was clear that the urge was rising and would soon need to be satisfied. I lay still, unwilling to arise and face the new day, struggling to hold onto the dream.
Eventually I became aware of the sun, it's bright yellow rays streaming through my open window painting the room with color. In the oak tree outside a Mocking Bird was welcoming the fresh new day. The remnants of the dream persisted. Today would be the day. Today I would satisfy the demands placed on me by my subconscious.
The dream varied, but the theme was always the same. No matter how the dream began I always found some way to expose myself to strangers. Mostly men, but it didn't matter if they were male or female. The crux of the problem was my need to expose myself and when the dreams reached this intensity there was only one way to make them stop, at least for a while.
Today I would go out and display myself in public. How should I accomplish the task? I could wear a skirt without panties or expose my breasts in some way, it didn't matter. Dreams like this had been my companion for several years now and the only way to make them stop was to accede to their demands.
My name is Lacy and even now, at the ripe old age of twenty-two, I am still unable to understand what motivates me. I don't know why I feel the urge, no, the need to expose the private parts of my body to strangers. Like many people, I enjoy being in the spotlight, the center of attention. But unlike others, I wasn't interested in acting, singing, comedy or any other form of performance art.
Somewhere along the road of life, I discovered that I got my thrills by exhibiting my body to strangers. It was such a turn-on to allow random men I passed on the street, an intimate look at something that they could never possess. I do not consider myself a tease. But to see the desire on their faces turn to disappointment as I walked past, out of their lives, was always a thrill.
During breakfast and throughout the morning, I thought about what I would do that afternoon, to satisfy the need. Slowly, my plan began to take shape. The shopping area of town would be full of people shopping, running errands or just enjoying the lovely spring weather. It was Friday, the first day of a three-day holiday weekend. Perfect!
Just after lunch I began to prepare myself. I concentrated on my reflection in the mirror as I applied a light foundation to my cheeks and forehead. My fair, smooth skin didn't need much help, but I liked to use a thin layer of foundation to blend out the few imperfections that I could see. A touch of blush added color and highlighted my cheeks. Finally, I applied my current favorite lip gloss and everything was complete. Standing back from the mirror I smiled at the image looking back at me and was pleased with the overall effect.
The need dominated my thinking. That is why on this lovely Friday afternoon, the first day of a three-day weekend, I was brazenly strolling down the main street of our local shopping area. I smiled as I walked down the sidewalk. It was a warm sunny day in early spring with cool temperatures in the low 70s. The sidewalk was crowded with shoppers enjoying the weather.
The outfit that I had chosen to wear accentuated what some would call my elegant good looks. I elected to wear a blouse that was made from an extremely sheer material. I debated whether to go without a bra or wear one that I had recently purchased. This new bra was slightly small for me but, what made it extraordinary was the openings cut at the apex of each cup. When I wore this bra my conical nipples protruded through the holes. I had never worn the bra before but I was sure that this black bra would contrast nicely with my pale skin. I was convinced that my pink nipples protruding through the holes would be even more erotic than going braless. A quick look in the mirror and my choice was made. The new bra highlighted my nakedness and made my nipples look awesome.
A ponytail of lustrous jet black hair hung down the middle of my back, in stark contrast to my creamy skin and blue eyes. I have high cheekbones and what I have been told is a full sensuous mouth. My full lips tinted a lovely but subdued shade of red. As always, I used minimal makeup.
To say that my figure was voluptuous would be an overstatement, but I certainly didn't consider myself to be skinny. It was a blessing to have breasts that were a full and firm 36C, topped with nipples that were erect and cone-shaped. Below my breasts, my torso tapered down to a 24" waist. It was trim enough to enhance my figure and provide a pleasant contrast to my hips, which flared out to a well-rounded 35".
Most men appreciated a well-turned ass and mine fit the bill. It was well-rounded and tightly constrained by the black slacks that I wore. The glossy satin-like material of my slacks hugged my ass cheeks leaving little to the imagination. The slacks were so tight that they dipped between the cheeks of my ass in back. While in the front, I could feel the seam nestled snugly in the crevice, between the lips of my pussy, putting a delicious pressure on my clit. The crack of my pussy was outlined for anyone that took the time to look.
Below my crotch, the legs of the slacks caressed the contour of my skin for the first few inches, highlighting my strong well-turned thighs. The slacks then flared out reminiscent of the bell-bottomed slacks of years past. On my feet, I wore five-inch fuck me heels in black patent leather.
My complete ensemble was intended to get the attention of men. All men. Any men. I simply craved the attention and approval that I got from men.
The exhibitionist in me was exceptionally strong. However, my modesty and the fear of getting caught deprived me of the ability to act on those needs very often. This was not something that I did regularly, but over time the dreams would begin again. Then the pressure would build in my mind until it finally overcame my fears, as it had done today. When this happened, it was as if I became another person.
As I walked I noticed a good-looking man coming down the sidewalk toward me. The moment that he noticed me was apparent by the change in the expression on his face. At first, he had seemed relaxed but, as he got closer you could see him focus. He concentrated first on my breasts and then more intently on my visible nipples. As we continued toward each other I felt a tingle of excitement begin between my legs.
As our distance closed, I was passing in front of a dress shop when I noticed a cute dress in the shop window. The dress provided the perfect excuse for me to stop and gaze intently into the window, which would also allow me to see what he would do. He drifted to a stop next to me and stood admiring the dress too. It was obvious that he was admiring my reflection in the plate glass window and not the dress. Turning towards him I decided to give him a good frontal view as I said, "That's a lovely dress isn't it? I bet it would look great on your wife."
As he turned towards me, his eyes remained glued to my nipples. He acknowledged my question with a grunt. My gut tightened and I felt my nipples harden even further. It was as if his eyes were a laser that was locked onto my nipples. At the last moment he looked up at me and I looked directly into his eyes. Making eye contact, I allowed my smile to widen. Along with the tingle, I felt the first bit of moisture between my legs. "Your wife?" I said again.
"What? Oh yes. My wife. It would look good on her, now that you mention it." he mumbled as he turned to walk away, thoroughly embarrassed. Smiling to myself I thought, "Oh yes! This is just what I need."
Walking on, I continued down the street thoroughly enjoying myself now. Turning heads like that was always a thrill and it never got boring. The act of showing strange men something that they would desire, possibly even dream about, yet never possess was such a total turn-on. I kept moving along the sidewalk, enjoying the way that my breasts bounced with each step I took. The feel of my nipples rubbing against the textured silk blouse, kept them hard and in a state of arousal.
A little farther up the sidewalk, there was a group of five or six young men. They looked like they were probably college students from the nearby State College. As they approached I decided to engage them in conversation. For my part, I was quite sure that I would be turned on by their undivided attention. I was also pretty sure that they would enjoy the opportunity to get a better look at my exposed nipples.
"Excuse me," I said as the group approached. At first, not one of them looked at me. All eyes were focused on my chest, as the group formed a semi-circle in front of and around me. "Excuse me," I said again.
One of the men seemed a little older than the rest of the group, although it appeared that he was just as mesmerized by the sight of my nipples as the others. This older man was the one who finally gained some semblance of control, as he raised his eyes and looked at me directly. "Uh, hello," he said. "Please forgive my bad manners. I decided to take my Human Behavior class for a walk and here you are."
Somewhat surprised by his comment I took a little time to look him over more closely. It was true that he seemed to be somewhat older than the others. He was also dressed in a sports coat with his tie pulled down loosely around his neck, while the others in the group were dressed much more casually in shorts and hoodies.
"Human Behavior class?" I prodded.
"Yes. I'm an Assistant Professor at State College. I only teach part-time. I've got a Psychology practice over on Elm Street near the college."
I smiled and mimicked his original comment, "and here I am."
He had the decency to lower his eyes and even blush a little mumbling, "I guess that wasn't too tactful, was it?"
"Do you often say whatever comes into your mind or do you occasionally think about what to say first?" I wondered out loud.
His eyes had wandered down to study my exposed nipples again. I was enjoying watching his efforts to carry on an intelligent conversation with me, while struggling with his desire to get a better look at my nipples. This is one of the reasons that I expose myself as I do. It was liberating, knowing that just a tantalizing look at my nipples could take a sophisticated man and tie him into knots.
Suddenly he shook his head as if to clear it, looking up at me with an endearing smile, "Perhaps we should start again. Hello, my name's Stan. What's your name?"
"My name's Lacy," I replied.
"It's nice to meet you, Lacy. I've got to tell you that I think that your outfit is stunning. I especially like the blouse," he said as his eyes wandered back down to my nipples, which seem to have hardened even more from all of the attention.
"I was wondering... hello, Stan? Stan are you there?" I asked. It seemed like he was having trouble focusing on our conversation. "I was wondering if you could tell me where the Crystal Cup coffee shop is?"
"Oh, I'm sorry Lacy. Your uh, your blouse is so sheer," Stan managed to stammer out.
"I noticed that when I put it on. You don't think that it's too sheer do you?"
"No! No!" he mumbled. "It's just fine, it's..."
"It's what Stan? What's wrong with my blouse?" I asked, thoroughly enjoying his discomfort.
"Lacy there isn't anything wrong with your blouse. I like your blouse. It's, well it's your nipples to put a point on it." he said. Despite the coolness of the day and a pleasant breeze, Stan's brow had begun to sweat.
"My nipples?" I exclaimed. "What's wrong with my nipples?" I said in mock horror.
"You're probably not aware of this, but I can see them. All of the guys are looking at your nipples. Shit, everyone on the street can see your nipples." he exclaimed.
"Of course, I know. Do I look that dumb to you?" I asked.
"No, I don't think you're stupid. Your nipples are outstanding. I've heard of nipples like yours, but I've never seen any. I think that they call them puffy nipples. They're stunning."
"I'm glad that we were able to have this little conversation, but Stan, the reason I stopped was to ask if any of you knew where the Crystal Cup coffee shop is located?"
As Stan gave me directions to the coffee shop, I noticed another man watching us intently. He had an unsavory look to him. When I go out like this, I occasionally see someone that gives me the creeps. Most men look at me in a good way, like they would want to possess me, to make love to me. But they do not look like they wish to do me harm.
Every so often, I see someone watching me with what I would call malevolence. Make no mistake, it is clear that they want to possess me too, but not to make love to me. This guy gave me the creeps and I couldn't avoid a shiver as I turned to follow Stan's directions.
I was almost to the coffee shop, when a rather rambunctious family forced me over to the edge of the sidewalk near the street. It was then that I heard the whoosh of a van pulling up to the edge of the curb.
Turning to see what was going on I felt a moist cloth pressed over my mouth and nose while rough hands clamped down on my arms as I was yanked into the van. The hand covering my mouth prevented me from screaming and the rag smelled funny. The rag must have been soaked in something to knock me out, but I hazily remember seeing the malevolent-looking man. This time there was a smile on his face and then everything went black.
My eyes fluttered open, then shut again. My thoughts were all muddled as if I did not want to remember what had happened. A few moments later I gathered my strength and blinked my eyes again, finally forcing them to remain open.
I was in some sort of room lying on my back. As things in the room came into focus I could see that it seemed to be some sort of bedroom. There was a chair, a dressing table, and a chest of drawers. The walls were a light color. Not cream, more like a tan.
Suddenly I jolted wide awake and remembered what had happened on the street. Completely awake now, I realized that my arms were held behind my back because my wrists were fastened together. I assumed they were held together by the same sort of cuffs that I could see had been used on my ankles. There were padded leather cuffs were around both ankles and the cuffs were secured to each other with some sort of clip or fastener. My shoes were gone and I was barefoot.
My breath came in short, choppy gasps as I began to panic, but struggling did nothing to loosen my bonds. Now I was terrified and began to scream incoherently. I must have made quite a bit of noise, because a short time later a woman entered the room. "I see that you finally woke up," she said.
"Who are you? Where am I? Let me go." I fired off in rapid succession.
Shaking her head, she smiled as if we were good friends and said, "Honey that's just not going to happen. You're our guest for the weekend. If you're a good girl and do what you are told, we'll let you go sometime Sunday evening, near where we found you."
"Good girl? I don't understand. What do you want from me? Why am I here? What are you going to do to me?" I stammered. This didn't make any sense to me. Oh, God! I thought. I'm probably going to die.
Once again I got the soothing smile. "Sweetheart you may as well relax. You aren't the first young woman to spend the weekend with us nor will you be the last. Most end up enjoying themselves and some have even returned for another visit. Every weekend we put on a show for some very discerning clients and this weekend you have been selected to be the headliner."
The woman came and sat down on the bed beside me and began to answer my questions. "Every week we host a live stream on the internet. Our audience pays a lot of money to watch what happens to our unwilling guests. At the same time, we take video from several cameras. The best shots from each camera will be edited together into a video, that we offer for sale on our website. It is amazing how many men and some women enjoy watching an unwilling subject."
My first thought burst from my lips. "You're going to sell me into sexual slavery aren't you? You abduct young women who just disappear. I've read all about it. You can't do this to me."
She began to chuckle at my outburst. "I must say that you have an active imagination. You are wrong, of course, but, at the same time you are surprisingly accurate."
I was even more frightened and confused than before but I felt like I was beginning to get the picture. I was going to be the unwilling subject and my mind was running wild as I considered the possibilities. I'm not sure that I wanted to know the answer, but I had to ask. Getting myself a little more under control I mumbled, "What's that supposed to mean?"
Once again I got that friendly smile, "Are you sure that you want to know?" she asked.
Tearfully, I nodded my head. "Yes! I want to know!" I exclaimed.
"We have three days and you will have a busy schedule. For instance, we have your time blocked off so that those in our audience who enjoy bondage and whipping, will know what time to sign in. There is cock sucking, golden showers, anal sex, double and even triple penetrations, gangbangs. I hardly know where to start. I mean the list is almost endless."
I'm no virgin, but I had never even had sex with more than one man at a time, much less done the things she was talking about. I began to shake again, as the gravity of my situation was laid out in front of me. I'm not naïve, so I had some idea of the kinds of things she was talking about. I lay there shaking uncontrollably in fright. It was clear that I was not only going to be raped by strangers all weekend, but everything was being to be streamed live and recorded to be sold to even more strangers.
"Nooo. You can't do this to me." I moaned.
"Honey I know that it's frightening, but I assure you that by the time the weekend is over you will feel differently. It's quite a thrill to be used by so many different men and to know that you gave them satisfaction. Isn't it similar to the reasons that you go about dressed as you are? Only this time the men that you tease, won't have to settle for dreams."
"Even if you don't enjoy yourself at some point, I can assure you that it is going to happen. The more that you protest, the more our audience will enjoy the live stream and the more they will pay for the video. It's up to you, but by the end of this weekend, you will have been thoroughly used for almost every kind of sex that you can imagine. Hundreds, if not thousands of men will have seen you used and abused on the live stream. Thousands of other men will enjoy you on the video."
Reaching over she unsnapped the clip holding my ankles together. "Come on now. It's time to get started. Your bondage session is due to start. We do that first so that our guests will learn the importance of obedience. Being restrained and then whipped tends to make our guests more pliable." she said.
"Nooooo.. " I moaned as I struggled to pull away from the woman. How could this be happening? It must be some sort of deranged dream. If so, I hoped that I would wake up soon.
As I continued to resist the woman grabbed hold of my wrist and lifted pulling my arms upward and almost dislocating my shoulders. "Stop it!" she commanded. "You can act up all you want when the cameras are on. Our audience will love it but when you are with me you will comply immediately. Do you understand?" she said, as she wrenched my arms upward once again to accentuate her point.



"Yes," I stammered.
"You will address me as Mistress this weekend. Should you be required to speak to any man, you will refer to him as Master. Now! What did you say? Be sure to speak up girl. Your responses will be recorded and our audience needs to hear the desperation in your voice."
"Yes, Mistress." I managed to spit out as I was half-dragged from the room. We walked down the hall toward another door. When Mistress opened the door, I was surprised by how bright it was inside this new room.
While she turned to close the door, I had a chance to look around. In the center of the room there was a slightly raised circular stage. I couldn't tell for sure but it appeared to be rotating. A man dressed in a suit and tie stood on the stage. He seemed to be wearing a lapel microphone, which was confirmed when he spoke to Mistress saying, "Bring her up here please." When he turned and smiled I recognized him immediately. It was the man with the malevolent smile. I immediately labeled him the "Announcer".
There were several lights and cameras placed all around the stage. On the walls, there were big-screen televisions that seemed to be linked to the cameras. All of the cameras appeared to be focused on the center of the stage.
As my eyes adjusted to the brightness, I realized that there was a single row of seats that circled the stage. Each chair was occupied by a man and I noted that there was a number painted on the floor in front of each seat. Mistress was pulling me up a small aisle toward the stage. I noted that a large numeral one, was painted on the floor in front of the chair to the right of the aisle. Thirty was painted in front of the chair on the other side of the aisle. My mind struggled to process the knowledge, that thirty strangers were about to watch whatever was going to happen tonight.
Gesturing in my direction the Announcer said, "Well here is our guest for the weekend. Isn't she lovely? We found her walking in the shopping district of a town, many miles from here. She was dressed just as you see her. Her tits were on display for all to see. Her goal was to tease men and make them desire her, while she fed off of their frustration."
"In just a few minutes, she's going to show you what all of those men wanted to see. Gentlemen I present to you, Lacy. Our guest is twenty-two and single. Our purpose here tonight, is to teach Lacy the importance of immediate and unquestioning obedience."
"Mistress, you may remove the cuffs from her wrists and ankles. That will make it easier for her to remove her clothes for us. Lacy isn't going anywhere are you Lacy?"
I refused to answer him as Mistress got busy removing the cuffs. When I was finally released from my restraints, I turned to look at the room more closely. My original assessment had been pretty accurate, so I turned my attention on the man I had labeled "the Announcer."
"Okay Lacy, it's time to get started. We all want to get a better look at those tits you've been teasing everyone with. I want you to remove your blouse for us, so that we can get a better look."
Although I had been expecting something like this, I was still stunned and outraged. "How dare you? Just who the hell do you think you are? I'm done with this. You need to release me immediately."
Quick as a snake, his hand reached out. I felt a sudden intense pain as his thumb and forefinger pinched my nipple. I bent forward trying to pull away from him, but the pain just got worse. I gasped, my breath coming in short bursts. I was unable to dislodge my nipple from his grasp. Just as I felt that I would faint from the pain, he released his grip.
"I believe that Mistress had a discussion with you about tonight. Didn't she warn you that this evening's festivities were about teaching you obedience? You've just had your first lesson. I hope that you've learned something, so let's try again. I want you to take off your blouse."
This time my response was different. I quickly raised my hands to my neck and began to unbutton my blouse. I had no interest in a repeat performance, like the one that had just happened. My mind was still trying to think of a way out of this situation, as I slowly undid button after button.
When the final button was undone I pulled the blouse from the waist of my slacks. I hesitated for just a moment and then I pulled it wide open letting the blouse slide off my shoulders. The exhibitionist living within me shivered just a little as I stood there, blouse on the floor and my nipples protruding from the black bra.
"As erotic as that black bra is I must ask you to remove it for us Lacy", The Announcer said.
Each time that I acquiesced to the Announcer's demands made it easier to obey the next one. Without question I reached behind my back and unsnapped the bra. I slipped it off my shoulders and dropped it to join the blouse on the floor.
Now, with my breasts completely exposed, I had a feeling like none that I had ever experienced during my previous excursions into exhibitionism. Tonight, hundreds, maybe thousands of strangers, men and women were looking at my exposed breasts.
As I stood there, my embarrassment mixed with excitement. The Announcer turned to the audience. "Well, what do you think? Aren't those just the most magnificent tits that you have ever seen? Just look at those nipples. Nipples like that should be pierced, don't you agree?"
With that, the audience broke out in applause and I broke out in a sweat. Would they do that?
The Announcer continued. "Lacy we like to leave all of our guests with something to remind them of the time that they have spent with us. Just think of it. Those nipples of yours would look even better with some jewelry."
Was he mad, I wondered. Probably! I wasn't getting my nipples pierced, I thought as he spoke again. "Lacy it's time to get rid of those slacks. We need to see what you've been hiding, nestled there between your legs."
Even though I may have understood my situation intellectually, I'm pretty sure that the rest of my mind had yet to catch up. Because once again, I hesitated and that hand lashed out again. This time he slapped the side of my breast sharply enough to cause me to jump backward in shock. I looked down in time to see a red handprint begin to form on the side of my breast.
Without any additional encouragement, I unfastened my slacks and allowed them to slip down my thighs. Just like that, I stood in the presence of thirty strangers wearing just my skimpy hip hugger panties. I had been so happy this morning when I had slipped on my lovely panties. Classy underwear was one of my few extravagancies, but now I wished for a plain cotton pair of panties.
I felt my face redden to match the handprint on my breast, as the stage slowly turned, giving everyone in the room a good look at my mostly naked body. Embarrassed as I was, I had to look at the televisions. Some showed me from head to toe, a couple had been zoomed in and focused onto my breasts and I noticed that one or two were showing a closeup of my lightly covered crotch. I have no idea why I felt pleased knowing that I had shaved my pussy just that morning.
As the Announcer approached me he spoke to the audience. "It is customary for the guest to be expected to remove their panties, but I am going to make an exception today. Today I am going to do the honors."
I couldn't help the shudder that went through my body as he approached and knelt in front of me. I wanted to run away, to escape in some way, but it was not possible. This was going to happen whether I liked it or not. Had it been some other stranger my feelings may have been different, but I would always remember the look that the Announcer had given me there on the street.
I felt his hands rest on my hips just above the flimsy cloth of my panties. Then he hooked the elastic waistband and slowly began to pull them down over my hips. Looking at one of the monitors, I saw that at least one camera was zoomed in on my pussy. The moment my pussy came into view the audience let out a sigh. Now I could feel the Announcer's warm breath, as he leaned forward to pull my panties down to my ankles. He hesitated there and finally, I raised each foot allowing him to finish the job.
"Spread your legs Lacy, so that we can all get a good view of your womanhood. That's what we're all here for." he said. When I hesitated he said, "You know what's going to happen if you continue to try me. You should know that I would like nothing better than to spend some quality time with you, but I'm not sure that you want me to go there. Which will it be Lacy? Will you willingly comply or must I make you?"
The undisguised threat was enough to motivate me and I slowly spread my legs about six inches apart.
"Wider!" he demanded.
I was thoroughly embarrassed and acutely aware of the man kneeling in front of me just inches from my pussy, but the threat was sufficient to overcome my reticence. I moved my legs about eighteen inches apart. Then I watched with great misgivings, as the Announcer moved forward and planted a kiss on my pussy lips.
The contact of his lips on my bare skin caused shock waves to rampage up and down my spine. My nipples betrayed me and immediately began to harden. As my heart began to pound, the blood flow to my sensitive parts began to increase, causing my pussy lips to swell slightly. I fervently hoped that no one had caught these betrayals.
When his tongue slid between my pussy lips, a jolt caused me to jump yet again. His warm moist tongue felt divine, as it moved up and down my crack, until his lips finally settled on my clit. I felt his tongue flitting across my clit, driving me higher by the moment until I was forced to let out a low moan.
Seemingly satisfied he rose to his feet. His lips were moist with my juice as he smiled at me. "Excellent!" he exclaimed. "But we must get on to other matters."
I watched carefully as he moved over to a small cart that I had not noticed before. He rummaged around in it for a few moments, selecting one thing and then another, until he seemed to finally make a decision. The blood drained from my face and I almost fainted but managed to catch myself as he lifted the item from the cart. I took a step back and the Announcer barked, "Stay!"
I stopped where I was and simply stared at the whip that he now carried toward me. I was unable to imagine how it might feel to be to have those strips of rawhide landing on my tender flesh. There were nine or ten strips of leather or rawhide, similar in diameter to a shoelace and about eighteen inches long. They were held together at one end by a round six-inch-long handle. He swung the whip through the air, letting the strips of leather hit the upraised palm of his left hand. They made a resounding splat as they struck his palm.
I quivered in abject fear as he approached. "You are right to be afraid Lacy. I'm going to use this on you. I'm going to use it on those fascinating nipples of yours and that lovely pussy. Now, this can go down two ways. You can either stand there unbound and take the punishment or I can tie you down. However, I must warn you that if you do not obey my commands and try to cover up I will strap you down anyway. Then the punishment will be much worse."
"So you see, I'm offering you some margin of control. If you agree to follow my commands and wish to stay unbound, then you must raise your hands and lock your fingers behind your head. If you keep your hands there and do not interfere while I administer your punishment, then I promise that it will go easier on you. If I am forced to have you restrained, then your punishment will last longer."
"What's your decision?"
I stood there for a few moments contemplating my situation. I didn't like either option that the Announcer had offered me. I was just short of collapsing in abject terror, but I refused to give in. After a lengthy pause, I slowly raised my arms and locked my fingers behind my head as I had been ordered, accepting what seemed to be the lesser punishment.
"Excellent!" the Announcer said. "Now hold your head back, thrust your breasts forward and prepare yourself. The first few blows will hurt the most because you don't know what to expect. After that, they will become more bearable."
Despite my quaking body, I stood there holding eye contact with the Announcer as I thrust my breasts forward. I was made of stern stuff and I was out to prove that I could take whatever he chose to dish out. At least I hoped so.
I almost lost it as the first blow landed viciously on the nipple of my left tit. That blow was followed almost immediately by a similar strike to my right nipple. I had never felt such pain before. In my entire life, no one had ever raised a hand to me or caused me to experience pain of any kind. I tasted blood as I bit my lip in anticipation of the next blows.
The Announcer whipped my tits from every angle you can imagine. He always seemed to pay special attention to my nipples. Finally, he stopped and smiled at me. "I'm impressed," he said. "You must be feeling proud of yourself."
In a way I guess I was proud of myself. I had taken the blows that had rained down on my tits and nipples without whimpering. What scared me was that the whipping seemed to increase the intensity of the situation and had made me more excited than fearful. I took a moment to look down at my burning breasts, sure that they would be covered with bruises and abrasions, but they weren't. My breasts and especially my nipples were an angry red color but, other than that there wasn't a mark on me. How could he do that, I wondered.
When he said "Let's see how you handle this. Spread your legs." I looked up suddenly.
Immediately fear coursed through my whole body yet again. Not my pussy! He couldn't be planning to use that whip on my pussy, could he? But I knew that he was planning to do exactly that. I stood there in shock. I had just endured having my breasts whipped mercilessly and now he was going to whip my pussy.
It's funny. This was about the time that I realized, that a perverse part of me had enjoyed having my tits abused like this. Hadn't I just told myself that I could take whatever he could dish out? It was then I knew that I was going to prove to myself that I could take it and I spread my legs. Once again I defiantly looked him in the eyes as he swung the whip.
An explosion of pain coursed through my sensitive pussy lips and radiated throughout my body. My thighs began to quiver, yet I stood my ground. Tears ran down my face as additional blows landed between my legs. I lost count after the first ten strikes, but I don't think that it went on for much longer.
When he finally stopped, I managed to look at one of the monitors that had been showing a closeup of my pussy lips as they were abused. They were swollen and beet red but, to my astonishment, there wasn't any blood or broken skin. Even with my vision blurred from the tears, I could see the moisture glistening between my pussy lips. Once again my body was betraying me. I was amazed to realize that I was stimulated by the erotic beating.
As the Announcer moved towards me, I still stood in the middle of the stage with my fingers locked behind my head. I had bent but I hadn't broken. The Announcer caressed my reddened tits and then fingered my swollen pussy. "Do you think that you've learned your lesson, Lacy? Will you follow my commands for the rest of the weekend without hesitation?"
Staring him straight in the eyes with the most defiant look I could muster, I nodded my head. I could get through this and when it was all done, I would be stronger for having endured.
"On your knees!" The order took me by surprise, but not for long. Still keeping my hands behind my head I slowly lowered myself to my knees and found myself staring at his crotch. "Take my cock out and suck it."
On autopilot now, I removed my hands from behind my head and fumbled with his zipper. After a few moments, I managed to get his zipper down. I reached inside his pants and searched for the opening to his underwear. At last, I found what I needed and drew his cock out into the open.
All thought of resistance gone now, I parted my lips and took his cock into my mouth. I wasn't an expert at this, but I think that most women know the process instinctively. I began to methodically slide his cock in and out of my mouth, running my lips along the shaft. It wasn't an especially large cock, but it was enough to fill my mouth.
It wasn't long before his hands came around behind my head and he began to fuck my mouth in earnest. I thought that he was going to cum in my mouth, another first for me, but he stopped before I could finish the job.
"Stand up!" he commanded. When I did so he told me to "Turn around and bend over. Now, I'm going to use your pussy."
As soon as I was bent over I felt his cock probing between the lips of my pussy. There was an abundance of my lubricant down there so he had no problem sliding his cock into me to the hilt. He held my hips with his hands and began to slam into me with a vengeance. I had never been fucked this violently before, but I soon found myself responding to his thrusts. Pushing my ass back against his groin, I was meeting his thrusts with my own.
I had been so aroused by the beating administered to my tits and pussy, that it only took moments for me to reach a peak, resulting in the most explosive climax I have ever experienced. Immediately after that, I felt his cock pumping cum into my pussy. I was so aroused that all thoughts of pregnancy were dismissed. I wanted that cum in me. I had been reduced to a completely sexual animal.
When his flaccid cock slipped out of my pussy I stood up, but quickly bent down again placing my hands on my knees. I was so weak, it was all I could do to remain upright.
When he finally caught his breath the Announcer said, "That concludes our performance for this evening. We hope that you have enjoyed yourselves. I certainly have. Don't forget to tell the clerk at the door, if you would like to purchase a video copy of tonight's performance. Goodnight. "
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I struggled to keep my balance, stumbling as Mistress drug me down the hall toward the room where this ordeal had begun. My breasts throbbed from their recent whipping and my nipples were still red and tender. Cum and pussy juice leaked from between my engorged and outraged pussy lips running down my leg to splatter on the floor as I staggered along.
The sting of hot water as it struck my tender nipples jolted my system enough to dispel my stupor. I was so disoriented that I hadn't even noticed when Mistress shoved me into the shower. My nipples throbbed as the jets of hot water struck flesh still tender from the whipping that I had received. A whipping that I had stood there and accepted without complaint.
Lost in thought, I wondered how I had done that. I found it confusing that the abuse of my tits and pussy had stimulated a part of my mind that had remained inactive until today. The pain had awakened something in me that I didn't know existed. Something that I would have to give more thought to after I got back home. I grudgingly had to admit that, somewhere deep in my soul, I had enjoyed the pain and stimulation.
Slowly, the hot water that pulsed from the showerhead began to soothe my aches and pains, washing away the cum that was matted in my hair and elsewhere. I began to relax and it occurred to me that a normal person would find it hard to believe what had just happened to me.
The day had begun with bright yellow sun's rays streaming into my bedroom and a Mocking Bird singing outside my window. I awoke excited and happy, looking forward to an adventure exposing myself to strangers as I had in the past, but everything had gone wrong.
Instead, I had been abducted and there was no way to know where I had been taken. These people had promised to release me a few days from now but they might be saying that simply to get my willing compliance as they used my body for their sexual gratification.
Crazy as it might seem, their plan appeared to be working. Hadn't I just stood there obediently and allowed their leader to use his whip on my tits and pussy? As my hands idly wandered up to cup my tender breasts and rub my nipples, I was immediately reminded of the exquisite pain I had experienced each time the whip struck.
Both my nipples and pussy lips were an angry shade of red and they were puffy and swollen but that was the only evidence of the abuse. It was amazing that there was no broken skin, no bruises or marks other than the angry red color where the whip had been applied.
Never, in my wildest dreams would I have considered allowing such a thing to happen to me. Yet I had allowed it. But that wasn't all. After being whipped, I had obediently sucked the leader's cock and been thoroughly fucked by the same man, allowing him to fill my pussy with his cum. A complete and total stranger whom I had decided to call the "Announcer".
It was amazing to me how the pain inflicted on my body had ignited my senses pushing my emotions higher and higher. I had been primmed and ready when his cock had split the tender flesh of my pussy. At that moment it wouldn't have mattered whose cock was driving into my sex. Any cock would have been welcome and able to push me over the precipice. As a result, my body had exploded and I had experienced the strongest climax of my life.
The intensity of my response to his rough fucking was amazing. I should have been appalled that anyone would want to use a whip on me yet, on some level, it seems as if a part of me enjoyed it or was titillated by the whipping. As a result, my response was more intense than normal. It was something that I would certainly need to look into if I ever got out of this predicament.
Maybe I enjoyed it because of the audience of strangers who watched the whole thing, both in the same room and on a live video feed? Or maybe it was because I knew that every intimate part of my body and, every erotic moment of my humiliation had been recorded to make a video that would be sold on the internet to an untold number of strangers. Wouldn't that be the ultimate exhibitionist experience?
My speculation was interrupted and I was jolted back to reality when the water finally began to run cold. With a yelp, I turned off the shower and opened the shower stall door. I dried myself with a towel that I found hanging on the back of the bathroom door. Wrapping the towel around myself, I walked across the room with all of these questions and more thrashing about in my mind. Confusion reigned supreme as I tried to make sense of everything that had just happened. When I reached the bed I just gave in to my exhaustion, dropping the damp towel onto the floor as I lay down and struggled to reign in my conflicting emotions.
I had just begun to doze off when I felt someone move my legs apart, fastening their lips on my tender, well-used pussy. Struggling back from the edge of sleep, I looked down to see Mistress busy between my legs.
I had never had a sexual experience with another woman. At first, I was put off by the idea but, my surprise, horror, and disgust quickly evaporated. Her talented lips and tongue soon changed my mind.
Fascinated, I watched as she pulled two fingers out of my pussy with a big blob of milky white cum on them. She immediately placed the fingers to her lips and began to lick them clean. It was fascinating to watch as she ate the Announcer's cum from my pussy. I felt her fingers continue dipping between my pussy lips to drag out even more cum.
It seems like my body had not yet recovered from the earth-shattering climax I had experienced at the hands of the Announcer and his whip because, in only a few moments, I was moaning and thrashing around on the bed. Before I could fully comprehend what was happening, Mistress reversed positions, placing my head between her knees. After doing so she immediately dipped her head between my thighs and resumed pleasuring my pussy. Suddenly, I found myself looking up at her gaping pussy as she lowered her sex down onto my face.
There was no time to consider what was happening or what I should do about it. Without thinking, I parted my lips and began lapping at her pussy like a cat with a bowl of milk. The taste was strange, not offensive, but one that I had not experienced before.
Despite my lack of experience, I automatically knew what to do. I pressed my mouth firmly over her slit and began to worry her clit with the tip of my tongue. It wasn't long before the two of us had resumed thrashing around like wild animals. That's when it happened. Her movements became more rigid and jerky as she stiffened. Understanding blasted through my consciousness as Mistress bathed my face with her cum causing me to erupt with my second massive orgasm of the day. I closed my eyes and parted my lips struggling to catch some of the precious fluid.
When it was over, Mistress collapsed on me and we both just lay there exhausted. After she caught her breath, Mistress rose and walked to the other side of the room. I continued to lay there with my eyes closed, legs splayed wide apart, totally spent physically and emotionally. I was completely overcome by the new sensations I had recently experienced.
I felt the bed sag as Mistress sat down beside me. She used a warm wet cloth to clean the cum from my body. When I smelled something that reminded me of lavender, I opened my eyes and watched as Mistress rubbed her hands together. Then she began to gently apply a lotion to my breasts and nipples which were still sporting a few red spots and remained quite tender.
I looked at her questioningly and she said, "This will help relieve the pain. I'll put some between your legs too and by tomorrow you won't have any pain."
"Thank you," I said. "Who are you? Why are you here? I can understand what the men want but why are you involved?"
Mistress paused as if recalling good memories and said, "I was once like you. They abducted me and brought me here. I was used and abused for a weekend and then released. After I managed to make my way back home I did a lot of thinking."
"Once I had recovered from the shock of what had happened I began to look more closely at my sex life. It was either a disaster or non-existent. As time passed, I began to realize that I had felt more alive on that weekend when I had been taken than I ever had before. That's when I remembered the slip of paper that they had given me just as they released me."
"I don't know why I had kept it. Maybe subconsciously I knew that I might want to contact them again. It contained an email address that could be used to contact them. I thought long and hard about it but finally, I accepted the inevitable and sent them an email."
"I'm not sure what I expected to happen. It was two days before I heard from them wanting to know why I was contacting them. I told them that I wanted to come back again."
"Two days later, on a Wednesday, I received another email instructing me to be at the corner of Evans and Sycamore in my town at six PM on the coming Friday. I was told that a van would arrive and that, if I was serious, I would be expected to step into the van of my own accord when the side door opened. They would not abduct me again because it was just too dangerous. This time my participation would have to be a result of my own choice."
"After that weekend I went back two more times. At the end of my fourth weekend, they offered me an opportunity to become part of the group. My specific duties would be to help the abductees through their experiences. I have a regular job during the week and on special weekends I come here. Occasionally they still use me when something goes wrong with their plans for a specific abductee."
"Now you need to rest. You have two sessions scheduled for tomorrow and another scheduled for Sunday before you are released." With that statement, Mistress turned and left the room.
I had no idea what time it was when I awoke. Mistress had covered me with a sheet and a light blanket. I took this opportunity to look around and observe my surroundings. In addition to the bed that I had slept in I noticed a small desk and chair against one wall. There were a couple erotic paintings on the wall. As I lay there looking around the room I noticed a second door that I had not seen previously. It must lead to the bathroom where I had taken a shower earlier.
Deciding to wash my face and relieve myself I opened the door. Happy to find that my guess had been correct, I entered the bathroom and sat down to pee. As relief coursed through my body I looked around and noticed a couple of video cameras in strategic locations. It seems my captors wanted to keep an eye on me even when I wasn't on stage. Since my body held no secrets from them at this point I decided to simply ignore them.
When I returned to the bedroom I found Mistress sitting on the bed. She watched me as I entered finally asking how I was feeling.
For some reason, her question destroyed my mood and I snapped back saying, "I feel just lovely. Where are my clothes? Can I go now?"
The smile on Mistress's face vanished with my sharp words. "I'm sorry that you're still angry. I thought that you might feel differently about me after our time together last night."
"What is wrong with you?", I exploded. "I've been abducted and displayed naked in front of a room full of strangers. I've been forced to suck a strange man's cock and subsequently fucked by that man while the whole time I was filmed so that you can sell a video and you want me to be in a good mood?"
The look on Mistress's face hardened as she stood and looked at me saying, "I had hoped that you might realize the inevitability of your situation. Accepting what is happening to you would make it much more enjoyable. You have another two shows scheduled for today. I'll get you some food. Your first show is scheduled to begin in about an hour." With that, she left the room closing the door sharply.
An hour later I was led from the room by Mistress. This time I followed along docilely resigned to my fate and unaffected by my nudity. I had given a lot of thought to what had happened last night. While it probably wasn't something that I would seek to do again I had to admit that it had been the most stimulating sexual experience I had ever had.
Mistress led me to the same room where I had been recorded last night. As before, the bright lights were on and the cameras and televisions around the room were present. The thirty chairs were all occupied but I couldn't tell if these were the same men from last night or a new group.
Mistress led me to the center of the stage where I stood naked. The Announcer was present and he greeted me with a smile saying, "Good afternoon Lacy. I hope that you're looking forward to this afternoon's activities."
"Not really," I replied. "I don't know what you have planned but you need to let me go."
"You know that we aren't going to do that. At least not until we've finished with you. That would be disappointing to all of these gentlemen who have paid a hefty sum to be here today," he said.
My false show of bravado was somewhat shaken when he said, "This afternoon you are going to service all thirty of these men so you see, they have a vested interest."
"Wha... what do you mean 'Service' them?"
"Lacy do you know what the word 'bukakke' means?"
At a total loss for words, I simply shook my head, no.
"It's a Japanese term. Years ago a loose woman would be humiliated when all of the men of the village would ejaculate onto her face. In those days the woman would be restrained but you're going to agree to do this willingly aren't you?" the Announcer asked. "I'm expecting you to suck each man's cock and then let him cum on your face."
I was shocked. What did he think I was, a whore? "Are you out of your mind?" I exploded. "I'm not a slut!"
"Ahhh, Lacy. That's exactly the point. You're not a whore or a slut. You're a wholesome, clean-cut young woman who likes to show off her body and that is precisely why men will pay dearly for a video of you doing something that you would not normally do."
I guess he thought I was going to do this. "Well I'm not going to provide any more entertainment for you or profits for you either," I bellowed. "You can't make me."
"Lacy you are so wrong about that but never fear. It's not my intent to physically force you to do this. Instead, I'll offer you a choice. You can choose to be the subject of our bukakke video voluntarily or I will have you restrained and you'll be the subject in an anal video where each of these men will be allowed to cum in your ass. The decision is yours."
The Announcer had my full attention now. I had never had anal sex and didn't think that I wanted to start now. Certainly not with thirty lusty men so, as I saw it, there was no choice to make. Realizing that the Announcer could and would make good on his threat I immediately capitulated. "Okay," I said.
"Okay what?" he asked. "Speak loud and be concise. Exactly what are you agreeing to do?"
"I don't like it but I would much rather suck thirty cocks than have those same thirty cocks shoved up my ass."
"And.. '"
"And I'll suck them and allow them to cum on my face. There! Is that good enough?" I exclaimed.
"I thought that you'd come to your senses and volunteer. Now get on your knees. Here comes your first donor."
Reluctantly, I knelt as the first man approached and stood before me. He was still dressed and I was unsure what I should do so I looked at the Announcer for guidance.
"Damn woman!" he exclaimed. "Do I have to explain everything to you? Unzip his fly and take his damn cock out and get to work."
Reluctantly, I did as I was instructed. After a minor struggle with the zipper of his fly, I was able to release his hardened shaft from the confines of his pants. As I told myself that I would get through this somehow, I grasped his dick with both hands and took the head into my mouth.
I was startled when the Announcer shouted, "No hands. Once his cock is out place your hands behind your back. Your customer will be allowed to hold your head and fuck your face any way they want. You are simply a receptacle to be used."
I thought that I had been thoroughly humiliated before but the Announcer's declaration served to emphasize my helplessness. I placed my hands behind my back as instructed fearful of what the consequences might be if I failed to comply. When I looked, I noticed that about half of the cameras were focused directly on my face and the other half were showing a full body shot of me which cut off the man without showing his face.
This stranger seemed to be about forty years old and I realized that he was old enough to be my father. As I looked straight ahead I could see that his cock was hard but not extremely large, about average. He grabbed my head in both hands and pulled me towards him. When I felt the head of his shaft touch me I hesitated a moment and then parted my lips giving him access to my warm moist mouth.
He immediately began to rock my head back and forth shoving his cock in as far as possible with each thrust. For my part, I had decided to do everything that I could to speed up the process. Knowing that my efforts would add to the enjoyment of the man using me was a price that I was willing to pay to bring this ordeal to a swift end.
As he shoved his cock back and forth between my lips I used my tongue to tease his cock to make him ejaculate as quickly as possible. A few minutes later he pulled his shaft from between my lips and I felt hot sticky liquid begin to splatter on my face. Before he pulled back completely he rubbed the last bits of cum off his cock into my hair.
When he had completely moved out of the way I glanced at one of the televisions and saw a closeup of my face, splattered with cum, eyes staring into the camera. As I watched I could see the second man as he stepped in front of me.
I was surprised to realize that I had completely capitulated, moving from being defiant to becoming complicit so easily. I parted my lips for cock after cock. Each one added to the sticky mess coating my face.
At one point I even serviced my first black cock. When I saw that black shaft approaching I realized that my humiliation had risen to even greater heights. Having sex with a black man was simply not something that I would have done under normal circumstances. Still, it was erotic as I thought of that black tool parting my lips and then adding its cum to that already covering my face. When he finally pulled his cock from between my lips I couldn't resist taking a look at one of the televisions. I saw myself staring into the camera. My face was covered in cum and the black cock was still in the picture. I felt a shiver shake my whole body.
The next man approached and, as I had done with each of the other men, I looked up at the man now approaching me. The first thing that I noticed about him was the satisfied grin on his face. I couldn't understand why until it suddenly dawned on me. I knew this man. Standing before me with the bulging crotch was an old high school acquaintance.
Leroy Sampson had wanted to date me and had asked me to go out with him on numerous occasions. He wasn't the type of boy that cheerleaders like me would date. He would never be a part of my social circle and I had been none too kind as I refused his advances.
With the realization came hesitation. How could I possibly suck Leroy's cock? My continued hesitation caught the attention of the Announcer. "Lacy, do we have a problem here?"
I glanced over at the Announcer as he walked toward me. Remembering his threat to let every man here fuck my ass, I quickly came to my senses and turned back towards Leroy, promptly reaching up to undo his zipper but it was too late.
The Announcer said, "What's the problem, Lacy?"



"There's no problem," I said, as I fumbled for Leroy's stiff cock. I looked up again as my hand grasped his cock and began to pull it out of his pants.
Looking over to the Announcer, Leroy said, "There's no problem. Lacy and I are old high school friends."
"How lucky for you Lacy," the Announcer replied. "It must be nice to be able to reunite with an old high school friend like this. Be sure to do a good job." I felt a rush of embarrassment turning my face crimson as I struggled with Leroy's cock.
I finally got his cock out of his pants as the Announcer turned away. Just as I got Leroy's cock into my mouth the Announcer turned back and said, "Lacy I just gave you an instruction. Have you forgotten something?"
I pulled back, allowing Leroy's cock to fall from between my lips so that I could look at the Announcer. Then I remembered what Mistress had said about how I should respond to any of the men that spoke to me. I quickly said, "Yes Master". Thankfully that was what the Announcer had wanted. Just as I took Leroy's cock back into my mouth I glanced up to see an even larger smirk on Leroy's face than before.
That was the last thing that I saw as the head of his cock passed between my parted lips. I felt his hands on the back of my head pulling me forward slowly sliding his larger-than-average dick deeper into my mouth. I knew what was coming as he continued to force his cock into my mouth until I finally had to swallow and the rest of his cock slid down my throat.
He held my face pressed against his groin until I thought that I would pass out. It seemed like minutes before he finally released the pressure and let his cock slide out of my throat. Tears came to my eyes as I gasped for breath and then he shoved his whole shaft down my throat again. He continued fucking my face until I finally felt him stiffen. I relaxed expecting him to remove his cock and cum on my face like the others but instead, he held his cock in place and pumped his cum down my throat.
When he was finished he slowly removed his softening cock. As it slipped between my lips he leaned down and looked me in the eyes and said, "Thanks Lacy, that was better than any date."
Unfortunately, the Announcer heard this exchange. When I said nothing he prodded me. "We're waiting for your response Lacy."
I knew what he wanted and I knew that Leroy was paying me back. It was one of the hardest things that I ever had to do when I looked up at Leroy and said, "You're welcome Master."
As he zipped up his pants he turned to the Announcer and told him to be sure to put his name at the top of the list for a copy of the video and stepped back. His replacement stepped forward and I unzipped yet another pair of pants and reached in for a new cock.
Finally, I thought, it's all done. I looked at one of the televisions to see what I looked like. I marveled at my image as I knelt there. My face was a mass of white sticky cum. One eye was completely covered. A string of cum hung from my nose and another one hung from one of my nipples. My breasts were splattered and more cum had dripped down onto my thighs.
The Announcer stepped up and began to take photos of my cum covered face and body from every possible angle. When he instructed me to pose in a certain way I complied.
When he was satisfied he put the camera down and stepped in front of me. I knew what was expected so, without being told, I unzipped his fly and took out his rigid cock. I leaned forward and licked the head of his shaft, stunned to find out that I enjoyed the taste of the precum that had gathered there. Parting my lips, I slid my mouth down the length of his shaft a few times.
I wasn't surprised when he placed his hands on my head and held it in place as he began to shove even more of his shaft into my mouth. His cock was larger than most of the others so when his cock hit the back of my mouth I expected him to stop but he didn't. Now I began to struggle as the pressure continued to build. He kept pulling my head down onto his cock and moving my head around.
Finally, he found what he wanted and I gagged as, with one mighty shove, his cock was forced down my throat. I continued to struggle as he held me in place. When he relented and pulled his shaft back I gasped for air only to feel his cock being driven down my throat yet again.
After a while, I began to sense a rhythm and things got better as he fucked my face. I had heard of "deep throat" or face fucking before but I never imagined that it was something that I would do and tonight I had done it twice.
I sensed what was coming just before he stuffed his shaft down my throat as far as possible and held it there, unloading his cum down my throat and directly into my stomach. When he pulled his cock out of my mouth I sagged back on my knees completely exhausted.
The Announcer turned away from me and addressed the crowd. "Gentlemen this concludes our show. A few tickets remain for tonight's show if you are interested. You can also sign up to receive a copy of the video of this performance when it is complete. Tonight's show will also be an audience participation event so make sure that you are capable of a repeat performance if you decide to attend."
While the Announcer had been talking Mistress had come forward and helped me to my feet. As she led me from the stage I was surprised when one of the men began to clap his hands. Soon all of the men had stood to join him, clapping as I was led from the stage.
I was probably more surprised than they were when I raised my hand in a wave of acknowledgment and smiled. Maybe it was defiance or, maybe it wasn't.
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Sam's Fantasy Comes True
It was a warm afternoon and Sam had just completed mowing the lawn and putting the lawnmower into the garage. It had been brutally hot outside even though summer was not yet in full swing. In need of something cold to drink, he went into the kitchen through the door in the garage and headed straight for the fridge. Grabbing the last Coors Lite from the fridge, he settled on the couch to finish his beer and thought of his wife, Darlene.
Earlier this morning they had talked about his burning desire to see her with a black man or men but, once again she had resisted the suggestion adamantly. He wanted to see her used and even abused but he didn't believe that it would ever happen. Feeling more relaxed after finishing the beer he laid down on the couch and dreamed..... there she was, his wife Darlene being mauled and fucked by a couple of black guys.
Tony was home from college and was staying with his older brother Lloyd who lived just down the street from the Jamisons. As he stood looking out the window he watched that pushy bitch, Mrs. Jamison. Both his brother and Sam Jamison worked down at the furniture plant and just last week he attended a picnic and met Sam and Darlene Jamison. She had pretended to be his friend and tried to pump him for information about his college work and family life.
As he watched her get into her car he had to admit that she looked pretty damn fine for a woman that had to be in her fifties. She had long brown hair, large brown eyes, and a fairly trim figure. And tits. Good lord, she had a set of tits. The damn things had to be well over forty inches and so full they threatened to burst from the tight low-cut blouse that she was wearing. She was still quite attractive for her age and he thought that her full lips would look and feel fantastic wrapped around his hard black cock.
Being home from college gave him a lot of free time. His brother didn't make any demands on him so he was free to do whatever he wanted with his time. Following an impulse, he decided to follow her to see where she was going. He could hardly contain his surprise when he watched the sexy senior citizen pull into the parking lot of the local porn store.
Tony turned his car around as quickly as he could and parked across the street rushing inside to make sure that he hadn't been seeing things. Looking around the small sales area he quickly spotted her looking at some of the restraints hanging from the wall across the room. He thought that it might be possible that his luck might just be taking a turn for the better.
The woman sure liked to show it off. She was wearing a tight skirt that was pretty damn short, barely covering her shapely ass. When she turned to look at something else that caught her attention he was rewarded with a glimpse of her fantastic cleavage. He continued to watch as she took a quick look around the room before heading back to the video booths.
Fortunately, he always had his cell phone ready and it came in handy now. He had automatically taken photos of her car in the porn store lot and even got a shot of her as she entered the store. Once inside he'd managed to slip down an aisle and get a clear shot of her face as she looked at the various paraphernalia and one more shot as she entered the room with the video booths.
He watched as she went into booth "D" and closed the door. Having been here before, Tony knew that there was a glory hole between booth "C" and booth "D". Although it was darker here than in the store he was able to surreptitiously snap another picture as a man entered booth "C". A few moments later he heard a moan come from behind the door of booth "C", and shortly after that, the man emerged still zipping up his fly. He took another picture.
He watched and took photos as two more men entered booth "C" and emerged with satisfied smiles. "My turn," he thought and entered booth "C". A pale white hand complete with a wedding ring appeared in the glory hole. He smiled and took a quick photo using a flash this time since the wedding ring would identify her. Then he placed his black dick in the waiting hand and snapped yet another flash photo. He especially wanted a good shot of that.
He stumbled forward as his cock was pulled up to the glory hole. That's when he felt warm breath on his cock and snapped yet another flash photo as Mrs. Jamison's full soft lips engulfed his hard black member. Their neighbor turned out to be a very talented woman. In no time at all, he felt my balls begin to contract as they prepared to pump his cum into her mouth. Rather than let that happen he pulled his spasming cock from her mouth and shot a load of cum onto her face.
He smiled happily when he heard her squawk of protest the moment she realized what was happening. As soon as he finished spraying cum onto her face he quickly zipped up his pants and left the room rushing outside the store. He fervently hoped that Mrs. Jamison would be so shocked by what had happened that she would rush out of the store before she had completely cleaned herself up. He wanted to get a shot of her with his cum on her face and he was in luck. She came out the door and was startled to see her young neighbor Tony standing there with his cell phone in hand.
"Tony!", she exclaimed. "Wha, what are you doing here? Why are you taking a picture of me?"
He smiled at the older lady. "Hello, Mrs. Jamison. What have you been up to in there? I bet I know because you missed a spot of cum on your cheek and there is more on your cleavage." Before she could respond he reached forward and used his finger to wipe the cum from the upper part of her full tits.
In full indignation mode now she huffed "How dare you touch me, Tony!"
"Oh Mrs. Jamison, Darlene, I dare. I dare a lot. You just sucked my black cock in there and that's my cum on your face and tits. I wonder what you're going to tell your husband when he sees the photos. Think about that for a while. I'll be in touch." With that, he turned and walked away.
Startled by the slamming car door, Sam nearly tumbled off the couch as he snapped awake just in time to hear the front door open and slam shut. His wife roared into the living room like a rhinoceros charging a lion. He didn't know what she was talking about as she marched across the living room but she mumbled something about Tony that made him wonder who the hell Tony was and what he had done to make his wife so angry.
Before he could get a question out of his mouth, she stormed past him and went straight to their bedroom slamming the door behind her.
Darlene thought about the pictures that Tony had taken and she was in a horrible mood all week long. She'd fussed and fumed at everything and everyone but couldn't discuss what was bothering her with anyone. She was worried about Tony and wondered what he would do and when he would do it. She knew that he wouldn't let it rest but she couldn't figure out what it was that he might do. She was most afraid that he would tell her husband Sam.
It was ironic because Sam had been badgering her for some time to allow him to bring home a black man to make love to. She didn't understand why he seemed so obsessed with the idea and had refused repeatedly.
And then, in a weak moment, she visited a porn store where she had sucked several cocks shoved through a hole in the wall. The most shocking thing was that the last one had been black and she had wanted it more than the others. Her mind had been traveling down strange paths of late and she did not understand it at all.
Who would have thought the dark man meat would belong to that damn Tony and, to make things worse, he had gotten photo proof of her little escapade? Tony was a wise-ass punk and she knew damn well that he would eventually try to use those photos against her but she would have none of it.
It was at that moment that the doorbell rang and when she opened the door there he was. Standing on her front porch, hands on his hips and a smirk on his face.
"What the hell are you doing here?" she demanded belligerently.
"Now, now Darlene. Is that any way to treat a friend?" he said as he slipped past her and went into the living room.
"You can't just walk into my home. I'll call the police", she threatened.
"Okay, Darlene. Why don't you do that? Then when they arrive I'll just explain how you met me at the local porn store and invited me back to your house."
"I did no such thing and you know it!"
"Oh I do, I do, but when I show the police the photos I took of you at the porn store the other day and especially the photo of you holding my dick in your hand with your wedding rings visible which one of us do you think they will believe?"
He could see the capitulation in her face and then she contritely said, "What is it that you want?"
He walked over and sat down in what he imagined was her husband's chair and looked up at her standing there." I have a long list of wants Darlene but for now I want to see those humongous tits of yours. You keep flaunting them around teasing everyone. I want to see them and I want to see them now."
"Are you crazy?" she fumed. "I'm not showing you my tits and if you touch me I'll scream and have the cops throw you in jail in a heartbeat."
"Darlene we've already had the conversation about the cops. You're free to call them if you want. Now let's quit dancing around and get down to business. I want your blouse and bra off now."
"Tony, I've already told you that you aren't seeing my tits. That's final. You need to leave."
"I'm sorry that you feel that way, Darlene. Let me make one quick phone call and I'll be on my way," he said as he began to make a phone call on his cell phone.
"Just get out of here. Make your phone call after you leave."
"Oh, it will only take a moment. I'll leave just as soon as I send these photos to your husband."
"No, wait! You can't show my husband those photos. What the hell are you thinking?"
"Darlene, I'm thinking that if you don't show me those tits of yours, that's exactly what I'm going to do."
"No, wait. Okay, okay. You win but you can only look", she said as she reached up and undid the first button of her blouse.
As Tony settled back in Sam's chair to watch this lovely white wife remove her blouse he thought that this was going to be interesting. He was dying to see those tits.
Darlene was moving as slowly as possible taking her time with each button while she desperately tried to think of a way out of this. Unable to think of an escape plan she pulled the shirttail out of her skirt. Trembling slightly, she leaned her shoulders back and let the blouse fall to the floor. It was humiliating to be forced to expose herself to this black thug.
Meanwhile, Tony silently urged her to hurry up, breaking into a huge grin as the blouse finally fell to the floor. Holy shit those tits were big. Just the bra was left and Tony watched Darlene reach behind her back to undo the bra clasp.
As Darlene fumbled with the clasp it was clear that once it was released her tits would be free and she wouldn't be able to delay longer. As she worked at the clasp she realized that despite the humiliation she felt exposing herself to this black guy she was also excited. Slowly she leaned forward and let the straps of her bra slip off her shoulders and down her arms. The cups fell forward and she felt the touch of cool fresh air on her rapidly hardening nipples.
Tony leaned forward in anticipation, hardly able to control himself as the bra fell free. Once the bra dropped to the floor he was rewarded with the erotic sight of Darlene's large breasts with silver dollar-sized nipples that were crinkly with excitement. Excellent, Tony thought.
A few moments later Darlene was startled by the chime of the front doorbell. She immediately moved to cover herself by reaching down and grabbing her blouse from where it had fallen on the floor.
She was startled when Tony exclaimed, "No!"
Eyes wide with surprise and shock, Darlene clutched the blouse to her chest and looked at Tony aghast.
"Darlene, you need to understand. I give the orders and you do what you're told. Drop the blouse and go answer the door."
"But I can't answer the door with my tits exposed. I don't even know who it might be. Please, Tony. I can't do this."
"You can and you will. Drop the blouse and answer the damn door. I don't want to have to tell you again."
Tony watched as Darlene slowly lowered the blouse. As she stood before him, there was resignation written all over her face. When she finally dropped the blouse to the floor Tony simply pointed and she headed to the door.
The doorbell rang again more insistently this time. Tony held his breath as he watched Darlene reach to unlatch the door. He still wasn't sure that she would do it but she did. Sort of. She only pulled the door slightly open but it was enough. My brother Lloyd pushed past her and he was quickly followed by her husband, Sam.
Now, completely flustered, Darlene gesticulated wildly as she tried to explain to her husband why he had walked in on her as she brazenly displayed her tits to a black man.
Meanwhile, Tony and Lloyd enjoyed watching Darlene's big tits as they jounced and bounced swaying back and forth. It seems like she had completely forgotten her nudity.
"Wait a minute," Sam said. It was as if he hadn't even spoken as Darlene continued to explain and gesticulate wildly.
"WAIT A MINUTE," Sam said much more forcefully.
Darlene finally stuttered and wound down dropping her arms to her side in frustration. Sam continued, "You're telling me that Tony forced his way into our house and then threatened you if you did not do what he told you to?"
"Oh Sam," Darlene whined. "Tony is one of those ruthless black thugs that you read about. They can't be trusted and they are always trying to have sex with white married women. You won't let him touch me will you?"
"Well sweetheart, I wouldn't want anyone to hurt you but I don't think that it's up to me. After all, there are two of them and I don't think that I could stop them even if I wanted to."
Darlene roared back into full-blown fury mode once again. "Sam, you bastard. You've been hounding me for a long time to have sex with a black man so that you could watch. You think that this is your opportunity, don't you? Did you set this up?"
"No honey I didn't set this up. You did."
"What do you mean I did?" Darlene shouted.
Sam smiled benignly. "You went to that porn store. You went into the booth with the glory hole. You sucked off three strangers and then finished your visit by sucking a black dick. You let all four of those men cum in your mouth, something you never let me do. I would appreciate it if you would explain to me exactly how this is my fault?"
"What do you mean? I never did any such thing. Tony did this to me," Darlene mumbled.
"I saw the pictures, Darlene."
She turned on Tony. "You liar."
Tony was just about to defend himself when she continued, "You said that you wouldn't show the pictures to my husband."
Sam smiled. "He didn't show them to me. Lloyd showed them to me after Tony sent them to him. No one lied to you. Lloyd told me that Tony was coming over here this morning and that's why we took the day off."
Darlene looked at her husband in amazement. "You knew that Tony was going to come over here and use those pictures to make me expose myself to him? Sam, how could you do this to me? I'm your wife."
Seeing the befuddled look on his wife's face made Sam chuckle. "Sweetheart you are my wife and if you would just relax for a moment you'd probably remember my favorite fantasy. You know. The one where you get used by a couple of black men. You have continued to refuse for some time now but your little escapade to the porn store tells me that you've been holding back. Besides, you've already sucked a black cock so I think that it's time for you to take the next step."
"What better opportunity? Here you are with two viral young, black, bucks and your beautiful huge tits hanging out for us all to admire. And believe me, both of them have been admiring those tits of yours. So, Tony, I'd appreciate it if you'd get the hell out of my chair because I intend to sit there and enjoy the show."
"Noooo," Darlene moaned. "You can't mean this."
"Oh but I can and I do. Tony, Lloyd, she's all yours." Sam said as he reclaimed his chair.
Darlene had been so intent on arguing with Tony and her husband that she didn't realize that Lloyd had moved behind her so she was startled when she felt him step in close behind her and cup her tits. Of course, she responded by jerking backward which only made her situation worse because, as she jerked back Lloyd tightened his grip, pulling her back against him. That's when Darlene felt his rigid cock thrusting against her behind.
"Stop that!" she shouted. "Get your hands off me." She was unable to move pinned against Lloyd as she was. His hands continued to massage her breasts and pinch her nipples. She was completely embarrassed and humiliated having this black thug manhandling her like he was. Darlene looked over to Sam for help and knew that she was lost. The look of rapture on his face as he watched her being fondled by a stranger and a black stranger at that sealed her fate. He was in a state of bliss.
Sam finally tore his eyes away from his wife's tits and realized that she was looking at him, pleading with her eyes. "Damn, Darlene. Your tits always look great but I love the contrast of Lloyds black hands as they fondle your milk-white tits. I can't help but wonder how it would look with Lloyd and Tony each sucking on a nipple. Wait a minute. I've got to get my phone so that I can video this to watch again later."
Darlene moaned as she listened to her husband. It was clear that he was enjoying watching his fantasy come to life too much to stop them. She was going to get well and truly fucked by these two blacks and she knew it. Once she accepted the situation she discovered that she was able to relax a little.
As suggested by Darlene's husband, Tony had joined Lloyd, and Darlene now had the men's greedy lips attached to each nipple. Despite fighting the feelings that had begun to flow in her she could not help the soft moan that escaped from her lips at the sheer joy she was feeling as both tits were pleasured at the same time.
Sam was in heaven as he took video of his wife and her two new black friends. His mind was running several steps ahead because he knew that his wife might never let this happen again. They said that once you've gone black you never go back but Sam wasn't willing to take that chance. Besides, that was a question that could be answered another time. For now, he needed to get everything he could on video.
Sam took the initiative suggesting, "Why don't the two of you take your cocks out of your pants. That way she can hold one in each hand and stroke them while you enjoy those tits of hers." As if by magic, zippers were lowered and two large black cocks appeared. While Sam continued to take video he watched as his wife reached for and grasped a cock in each hand without encouragement from anyone.
On a roll now, Sam suggested, "I think that she would look great on her knees. What do you guys think? She's got full soft lips and we already know that those lips of hers look great engulfing a black cock."



Reluctantly, Tony and Lloyd released Darlene's breasts and placed a hand on each of her shoulders while they slowly pushed downward. At first, she resisted but she finally gave in and slowly dropped to her knees where she found herself at eye level with two pieces of black sex meat. She still had a hand around each cock and was stroking them gently.
The three men in the room held their breath as they waited to see what she would do. If she took any action on her own they knew that they would be in for a good time but, if she resisted the next obvious step things would become much harder.
Darlene looked at one and then turned her head to look at the other one. She couldn't decide which one was larger. She was mesmerized by the way that they looked as she tried vainly to wrap her lily-white hands around their girth.
Continuing to record everything, Sam sighed as he watched his wife lean forward and lick a drop of precum from the head of Lloyd's dick. Come on, he silently urged. Suck it!
At last, Darlene succumbed to the lust that was building in her body. Unable to resist the urge any longer she parted her soft full red lips and took the head of Lloyds cock into her mouth. Unsure of herself she quickly backed off as Sam moved in to get a closeup. Her mind made up and, yielding to her building emotions, she parted her lips once again and took almost all of that eight-inch shaft into her mouth.
Sam couldn't believe his great good fortune. It was finally happening. His fondest desire had been to see his wife make love to one or more black men and, not only was it happening but, he was watching and recording the whole thing too.
Lloyd moaned as he felt his dick sliding in and out of Darlene's soft warm moist mouth. He wrapped his fingers in her hair and guided her forward and back as her lips continued to slide back and forth on the length of his shaft.
The next time that she moved forward on his cock he held her in place applying pressure to the back of her head as he pushed forward with his hips. He felt the head of his cock as it lodged at the far depths of her mouth. He moved her head back one more time and this time when the head of his cock reached the back of her mouth he continued the pressure until finally with a grunt, Darlene relaxed and swallowed that black shaft allowing Lloyd to bury his cock deep down her throat.
Lloyd let out a sigh as he felt his cock sink into Darlene's throat and grunted when his groin bumped against her nose.
Darlene couldn't believe what she had just done. She had never deep-throated any man, including her husband, Sam.
Meanwhile, Sam's jaw dropped as he watched and recorded what had just happened. He continued to record as that black cock slid in and out of his wife's mouth and her nose slammed into Lloyd's groin with each thrust.
Finally tired of waiting and wanting his turn, Tony tapped his brother on the shoulder to get his attention and waited until Lloyd pulled his cock from Darlene's lips.
Darlene felt a strong sense of loss when Lloyd removed his cock from her mouth and she tried desperately to keep sucking it. She didn't even notice when another cock was thrust into her mouth. She just resumed what she had been doing and began taking the new shaft down her throat as she had the first one. She felt like she couldn't get enough of that black sex meat inside her.
While Darlene didn't fully understand what was happening, she admitted that she had never felt emotions like this. The situation had awakened something in her. Never in her life, before or during her marriage to Sam had she allowed herself to become so totally out of control.
Tony's cock had been ravaging her mouth for several minutes when he shoved his cock all the way home and held her head firmly against his groin and released a load of hot creamy cum down her throat. Tony moaned with pure pleasure when his limp member finally slid out of her mouth.
Then she smiled as she felt Lloyd's still raging stiff cock pressed against her lips. As if they had a mind of their own, her lips parted and she accepted this new toy as Lloyd began pistoning into her mouth. Not to be outdone by his younger brother, Lloyd fucked Darlene's face vigorously until he too pumped a load of cum down her throat.
After thoroughly satisfying the two young black men Darlene leaned back on her heels and looked at her husband. "I hope you're satisfied now."
Sam smiled at his wife. She had never looked more beautiful as far as he was concerned. He continued to take video as he leaned forward and wiped a string of cum from her lips and offered it to her. She leaned forward and took his finger into her mouth sucking the cum off of it.
"Sweetheart that was the most fantastic thing that I have ever seen but you've got two more holes that I intend to see used before this day is over. Of course, that is assuming that these two can get it back up again."
Lloyd smiled saying, "I don't think that you have to worry about that," he said glancing down at his already stiffening dick.
Tony chimed in, "I can go another round and I want to see what else your lady has to offer. My cock wants to inspect her pussy and her asshole."
The two of them came over and sat on the couch and looked at Darlene who was still kneeling on the floor recovering from the first bout of sex.
Sam was thankful for the long-life battery that he had in his phone because he certainly did not want to miss any of the show. "Darlene, these gentlemen want to see the rest of your charms. Why don't you stand up and get rid of the rest of your clothes and let them see what else you've got to offer?"
At the sound of Sam's voice, Darlene was jolted back into the present. The magnitude of what she had just done was just settling in and she began to tremble. "My God," she thought, "I just sucked the cocks of those two black guys sitting on the couch and my husband encouraged me and took video of the whole thing." But the most unsettling thing was that, at some level, she had to admit that she had enjoyed it, had wanted to do it.
Now her husband wanted her to let these men see her nude but she knew that wouldn't be the end. Sam had this fantasy about watching her getting fucked by other men, especially black men. She didn't have any idea if she could do that. While she had been with other men before she married Sam she had only recently felt the need that had driven her to the porn store the other day. Something was stirring in her and it was clear that she didn't understand it.
"Come on Darlene. Let's get that body out of those slacks so we can see what else we have to play with," Tony ordered.
Resigned to her fate, and not regretting it, Darlene stood and reached behind her waist to release the fastener and zipper holding up her slacks. With the catch released she used both hands to slowly lower her slacks until they had passed over her hips.
With a sigh for the inevitability of the situation, she released the slacks and allowed them to slide down over her thighs and calves to puddle at her ankles. She stood there with only her panties covering her pussy. A thin piece of rayon was all that protected her remaining modesty and soon, even that would be gone.
Unable to resist the finality she quickly hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and lowered them over her hips letting them join the puddle of her slacks at her ankles. She stepped to the side and reached down to pick up all of her clothes, tossing them to her husband saying, "Here Sam. This is what you wanted. I hope it's all you thought it would be because there's no going back now."
With that parting shot aimed at her husband, Darlene proudly stood up, thrust her chest forward, and spread her legs slightly apart. "Let them look she thought. I'm in damn good shape for my age."
The three men took in her nakedness and, after a few moments, Tony said "Spread 'em."
Darlene didn't understand what he meant at first and then she realized what he wanted. "What the hell," she thought. "I might as well give them the whole treatment. If they are going to treat me like a slut I may as well act like one." With that thought in mind, she sat down on the floor, laid down, and spread her legs wide.
The men sat there and gaped at her display. Her pussy was cleanly shaven and a bead of moisture was visible between her slightly distended pussy lips. She continued to lay there as Sam moved forward to get a close-up view of her pussy for his video.
Darlene flinched slightly when Tony moved off the couch and she felt his fingers exploring her pussy. Despite her resolve, it was still humiliating to lay here like this while a stranger fingered her sex and another stranger and her husband watched. A moment later Tony's brother Lloyd moved down between her legs also and she now felt two strangers playing with her sex.
She couldn't hold still so it was obvious that she was feeling something from the manual stimulation. Looking down between her legs she saw two black strangers enjoying this opportunity to stimulate and humiliate this white wife. Off to the side, she saw her husband still recording her degradation. The most humiliating thing was that her body was betraying her and her resolve to remain aloof was crumbling. Ther emotions were climbing and her heavy breathing wasn't the only outward sign of her stimulation. She knew that her nipples were all contracted and the finger or fingers that were playing hot and loose with her clit was pushing her even higher. If they didn't stop soon she was going to make a mess all over the floor.
Sam continued recording for a while and then it occurred to him that he needed to move things along. He stopped recording and put down his cell phone and started trying to move the coffee table that normally sat in front of the couch. He couldn't quite handle it himself. He was finally able to pry Lloyd from between his wife's legs so that the two of them could move the table. Once that was done Sam and Lloyd, despite protests from both Tony and Darlene, took Darlene by the arms and helped her up resettling her with her ass on the edge of the couch.
As soon as she sat down and leaned back she felt the jolt of Tony's mouth as he fastened himself to the honey pot between her legs. Darlene looked down and watched his head bobbing between her legs as he ate her pussy. His tongue was busy on her clit and his lips were fastened firmly over her pussy. She let out a long moan as her first orgasm overtook her. She exploded, bathing Tony's face in pussy juice.
Not to be ignored, Lloyd had stepped up on the couch and was pushing his dick against her lips. Mindless with stimulation, Darlene parted her lips and the black shaft slid down her throat once again. Sam was right there to record the amazing sight of that large black shaft invading his wife's mouth.
Sam knew what would be coming next so he stepped back so that he could get a full view as he watched Tony remove his mouth from Darlene's pussy. He moved between her legs and rubbed the head of his dick between the lips of Darlene's pussy.
Sam zoomed in just in time to catch the action as Tony moved his hips forward shoving his black cock between the lips of his wife's pussy and continued until he had buried the complete length of his shaft between her legs.
Darlene let out a sigh of satisfaction as she felt her insides being filled. She stopped sucking Lloyd's cock long enough to look between her legs and watch as that black spear was thrust into her repeatedly. She marveled at the contrast but had to stop looking so that she could respond to Lloyd who kept insistently trying to get his cock back into her mouth.
Darlene marveled at feelings that she had never experienced before. For the first time in her life, she was being used to service two cocks. Black cocks at that! She couldn't think of anything more erotic. After today she would never know why she had resisted Sam for so long. It was a joy being stimulated by one man while giving joy to yet another.
Lloyd pulled his cock from Darlene's mouth and stepped down off the couch. He tapped his brother on the shoulder and said, "My turn. Turn her over."
Tony stepped from between Darlene's legs and they turned her so that she was facing the couch. Then they placed her knees on the floor, spread her legs, and bent her over the couch so that her backside was presented for use.
Lloyd knelt on the floor and guided his dick straight into her pussy. She was so wet his cock met no resistance at all as it slid home.
Darlene let out another groan as she felt her second black cock bury itself deep into her sex but she wasn't ready for what happened next. Lloyd pulled his now well-lubed cock from her pussy and began pressing the head of his shaft against the rosebud of her virgin asshole.
While Lloyd was trying to enter her ass Tony had moved onto the couch and pressed his cock against her lips. Without even thinking, Darlene parted her lips and, for the first time tasted her pussy juice. It was at this point that Lloyd finally managed to force the head of his cock past her sphincter.
With the head of his cock inside her rectum he began to push forward. Despite the pain, Darlene was overcome by the sexual emotions and she wanted to be a slut. She wanted that cock in her ass almost as much as Lloyd did.
As the full length of his shaft entered her backside, Darlene parted her lips to moan but was cut off by Tony's cock as it sank into her throat. Now she was impaled at both ends by the two black bucks.
Meanwhile, Sam was busy recording everything. He was going to keep this video to watch over and over. If Darlene never took another black cock he would at least have this one time fully recorded.
The two men set up a rhythm rocking her body back and forth as they pounded her holes. Never in her life had she imagined that she would feel such ecstasy. In her most private moments, she had wondered what it might feel like to act like a slut and now she knew. More importantly, she knew that she liked it and would want to feel this way again and again.
Tony pulled his dick from Darlene's grasping lips and said, "I want some of that asshole for myself brother."
Obligingly, Lloyd slid his cock from her ass and moved so that his brother could get between her legs. Although Tony's cock was slightly larger than Lloyds's, he had no problem burying it in her ass. Darlene moaned with pleasure as she felt her ass full of cock once more. She never even gave it a thought when Lloyd presented his cock for servicing. Her lips parted automatically and the cock that had so recently resided in her ass slid between her lips and down her throat.
Despite Darlene's lack of awareness, Sam was acutely aware of where that cock had so recently been. He had a video of it being removed from her ass and then taken into her mouth. He wondered if he would ever feel right kissing his wife again and smiled.
Once again Darlene felt the pleasure of two cocks filling her holes and rocking her back and forth between them.
Sam, on the other hand, figured that these two black bucks couldn't hold out forever and he had no idea how much longer his battery would last either. He wanted to see his wife double penetrated. She'd been taking two cocks at one time but to get a real DP she needed to take one in the pussy and one in the ass.
Sam motioned to Lloyd who reluctantly stopped what he was doing and came over to where Sam was recording. Sam explained what he wanted and Lloyd agreed.
Lloyd finally managed to get Tony to stop fucking Darlene's ass so that he could explain what they were going to do next.
Lloyd laid down on the couch and Tony guided Darlene over him so that she was facing his feet. Then he helped her lower herself so that his cock filled her ass once again. Tony pushed Darlene back onto his brother and Sam got in close to get a video that showed his wife smiling, legs spread and ass filled with black cock. Then Tony moved between their outspread legs and slipped his cock into her pussy and it was done. Sam's wildest fantasy was complete. His lovely wife lay there with one black cock deep in her ass and another one driving back and forth into her pussy. Sam was able to position himself so that the camera could see both cocks in her and her blissful face.
Unable to resist any longer, Sam unzipped his pants and stood beside his wife, and pulled her head to the side feeding his cock into her mouth. He panned the camera to show his wife taking a triple penetration. He had been occupied recording everything for his future enjoyment and didn't realize just how excited he had become. It was just a matter of a few moments before he pulled his cock out and took video as he pumped cum onto his wife's face.
A moment later he heard Lloyd exclaim, "I'm cumming," as he pumped Darlene's ass full of cum. Almost in unison, Darlene came, gushing all over the couch.
Tony had been planning to pull out since he had no idea if Darlene was fertile or not but the hot wash of her cum down the length of his cock was more than he could stand and he lost all control slamming deep into Darlene's pussy and depositing what had to be the most cum ever into her sheath.
Sam wanted one more thing. He paused recording long enough to run into the main bathroom and grab a tube of his wife's lipstick. Returning to the room he found all three of them collapsed on the floor. After he resumed his video he used the lipstick to write "Cum" on her right tit and "Slut" on the left tit. Then across her abdomen, he added: "for BBC". Finally, just above her pussy he drew an outline of the playing card symbol for a Spade and included a capital "Q" inside it signifying that she was a "Queen of Spades".
The last thing that he did was to have all three of them stand up with Darlene in the middle. She looked lovely as she held their black cocks and smiled for the camera. Her face was still covered with my cum and there was cum running down the inside of her legs where it was leaking from her ass and pussy.
Just as he reached to turn off the camera the image died on its own. He smiled. It was a fitting end to a fantastic day.
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Lacy Ch 3: Leroy's Revenge
When Mistress and I arrived back at what I now thought of as "My Room", I headed straight for the shower. I was grateful for the abundance of hot water as I stood there under the invigorating spray and tried to organize my thoughts. Things had changed, I had changed. I can't say that I understood exactly what had changed or why, but I knew that it was true.
So much had happened in just over twenty-four hours. I told myself that I should be outraged by what had been done to me but, strangely enough, I wasn't. Unbelievably, I had found myself receiving satisfaction from the humiliation and degradation. This was certainly a revelation to me.
I took a moment to review everything that had happened in just two unbelievable days.
After being abducted on Friday afternoon I had been transported to an unknown location. Later that night I had been made the unwilling subject of a sex show. Under threat of a merciless whipping, I had reluctantly consented to allow the Announcer to use his whip on my tits and pussy in a more subdued manner.
Oh, you can be sure that I hadn't agreed to this willingly. At first, I'd adamantly refused but then the Announcer had told me that if I didn't agree he would have me restrained and whip me much more severely anyway. Some choice.
The sting of the whip as it caressed my sensitive nipples was fresh in my memory even now. At first, I had been outraged that any man would dare to whip me this way despite my reluctant agreement. The Announcer wasn't whipping me with all of his strength but he was applying enough vigor to the whip to leave red stripes across my nipples and breasts. After the first few strokes, it became clear that the pain was acting as a stimulant.
When he told me to lean back and spread my legs I cringed at the thought of what was about to happen. It was terrifying to think about having that whip applied to the trembling, moist lips of my pussy. Despite my fear, I decided that I wanted to know what it would feel like when that whip landed. After overcoming the shock of having my nipples whipped a wanted to know how it would feel to be pussy whipped.
On the first stroke, I flinched but held my position as the whip started forward on a trajectory that I knew would end when it solidly connected with the most intimate parts of my body. I can't say whether I heard the slap of the whip contacting my tender flesh or if I felt the pain first. Maybe both sensations arrived simultaneously.
What I do remember is that the pain was exquisite and I almost collapsed when the whip landed. The Announcer's aim was good and with unerring accuracy, the whip landed right between my legs and squarely on my pussy lips.
I remained upright and even kept my legs spread wide apart. It was a struggle as my mind was awhirl with thoughts and my body was quivering in response to the unusual pain and stimulation. I remember feeling humiliated by the knowledge that I was standing naked in front of an audience of strangers while yet another stranger used a whip on me. There was physical pain each time the whip landed, but that wasn't all, it was exhilarating. The erotic situation was driving my emotions ever more upward as my body responded to the unusual stimulation.
After the Announcer decided that I had been whipped enough he fucked me in front of everyone present. I still remember the shiver that passed over my body as his large cock moved between my stinging pussy lips and then slid into me as deeply as possible. He held me like that for a few moments, his groin pressed firmly against the cheeks of my ass as he took me doggie style.
As I stood there, bent over, impaled on his cock, I again felt resentment at being used in this manner. Then I realized that a good fucking was exactly what my body demanded so I pushed back against him to get his cock into me just a little deeper. When he withdrew I whimpered at the loss but it wasn't more than a moment before I felt that hard hot shaft invading me again. This time, I welcomed it.
He continued pounding his cock into me, slapping his groin against my ass cheeks each time he thrust into me. In only a few minutes I felt an orgasm building as I was driven higher and higher. Finally, I yelled, "I'm going to cum". In response, he pounded me even harder. Finally, I could hold back no longer and I experienced the strongest orgasm that I have ever felt. Moments later I felt him shove his cock home one more time only this time he held himself deep within my welcoming honey hole and pumped me full of his creamy white cum.
There had been a second session that had taken place on Saturday morning. Just hours ago.
Once again, there had been thirty strangers seated in a circle surrounding the little stage. Although I had no idea what awaited me this morning I couldn't imagine it being worse than what had happened last night, or could it?
The Announcer said that I was going to have to "service" each of the thirty men around the circle. My first thought was that he was planning to allow each of them to fuck me. Being fucked one after the other by thirty men didn't sound very appealing but what he had in mind was, as far as I was concerned, even worse. He expected me to suck each man's cock and then allow him to cum on my face. I don't think that I could have thought of anything more humiliating than that but I was soon to find out that things could get even worse.
I was instructed to kneel in front of each man, remove his cock from within his pants and then suck his cock. The whole time that I sucked this strange cock I was to keep my hands behind my back using my mouth only.
After the first few loads of cum landed on my face I decided that the best way to get through this ordeal was to make each man cum as quickly as possible. The first problem arose when I found myself kneeling in front of a black man looking directly at his dusky member. I had never seen a black man naked much less sucked a black cock. Naturally, I hesitated until I was able to tell myself that this was just another cock. Still, it felt seriously decadent as I wrapped my pink lips around that black shaft and then felt his cum joining all the rest coating my face.
I had only one more problem as I worked my way around the circle. One of the men looked familiar to me as I knelt in front of him. As I pulled his cock from within the confines of his trousers I realized that the cock I now held belonged to an old high school classmate. Not only that but he was a classmate that I had an unpleasant relationship with. I didn't have any idea what to do but unconsciously I knew that it was likely that this would not end well.
Needless to say, my hesitation had been noticed by the Announcer who humiliated me further by making me address my obnoxious classmate as sir. Leroy, the classmate from hell, did not pull his cock from my mouth when he came. Instead, he shoved it down my throat and forced me to take his cum directly into my gut. It's a wonder that I didn't bite his dick off.
As I moved from man to man around the circle I occupied my mind by thinking about my situation. I decided that it would be a lie to try to convince myself that the whipping that I received earlier had not hurt. I can't say what would be the proper reaction to having my tits and pussy whipped but I'm pretty sure that feeling stimulated and enjoying the hard fucking that I had taken from the Announcer was not normal.
Then there had been all of those men who shoved their cocks into my mouth, down my throat, and finally shot cum on my face. For heaven's sake, there were thirty of them. Most women wouldn't suck thirty different cocks in a lifetime and certainly not thirty strangers in one night.
Well, truth be told, it was twenty-nine strangers and one old high school acquaintance. I was more humiliated by having to service Leroy than I was giving head to the other twenty-nine strangers. While we had not been friends we did go to school together. I wouldn't have anything to do with him in school yet I knelt before him, took his cock between my lips, and obediently allowed him to pump his cum down my throat. I guess it was because I had known him previously but, despite the humiliation, I was strangely turned on as I had knelt there feeling his cock sliding in and out of my mouth and down my throat.
As the water began to run cold I shut off the shower and dried myself off. I still didn't have any clothes to wear so I wrapped myself in a towel. In the other room, I found that Mistress had returned with a tray of food and some iced tea. It came as a surprise to find that I was pretty hungry and quite thirsty.
When I walked across the room Mistress grabbed the towel and tore it from my grasp. As I looked at her in shock, she simply said "No clothing".
Remembering the cameras situated around the room I realized that not only was I being recorded for additional footage for the videos but this was a form of intimidation. An effort to break my will and make me much more cooperative.
By now I was well aware of the inevitability of my situation. Rather than make a scene, as I was sure they wanted, I sat at the table and devoured the food. I was surprised to find that the food was quite tasty. There was a tuna fish sandwich with lettuce, a hard-boiled egg, and a pitcher of ice-cold sweet tea, along with a slice of chocolate cake with cream cheese icing.
Just as I finished the last bite of cake Mistress said, "You should probably rest while you can. You've got another hour or so before your evening session begins. I'll just clean up this mess and then leave you alone until then." With that pronouncement, she gathered up the dishes and left the room.
With little else to do, I relaxed on the bed and slowly drifted off to sleep wondering what surprises I would be faced with this evening.
It seemed like only moments before Mistress returned and woke me. She brought the makeup that I had in my purse insisting that I had to look good for the proceedings this evening. When Mistress was finally satisfied she led me down the hall to what I called the studio.
She paused as we entered the room and I had a chance to look around. Things were much as they were the last two times I had been there. All thirty of the chairs surrounding the circular stage were occupied by strange men. The Announcer stood in the middle of the stage looking our way as Mistress led me up to him.
As he held out his hand I slowly placed my hand in his. I was naked as a jaybird as he twirled me around in front of the audience and I discovered that I was feeling the power of my body and sexuality.
Then the Announcer said, "Gentlemen I'd like you to meet the lovely Lacy. We just met Lacy a day ago but she has become one of our favorite performers. Her videos are outperforming any video that we have produced before."
"Tonight you are in for a special treat. We have decided to offer a complete set of photos of Lacy on our website. To make sure that the photos are of the highest quality we have one of our photographer friends here tonight."
As the Announcer addressed the group of men I considered what he had planned. While I wasn't sure what type of photos he had in mind it was pretty easy to imagine that they would feature me naked and probably in embarrassing and compromising poses. It was the best and worst kind of situation for an exhibitionist. I craved exposing myself to strangers but I had always had the shield of anonymity in the past. Now people would see me, all of me, and they would know who I was. This was much more than what I had bargained for yet there was nothing I could do.
I came back to myself just in time to hear the Announcer. "Tonight is going to be special in a couple of ways. In addition to our first photoshoot, we have a special guest. At an earlier session, our Lacy had the privilege of servicing an old high school friend. I'm happy to announce that he will be returning this evening. Since Lacy seemed to enjoy giving him pleasure we have brought him back. He will assist the photographer by suggesting poses and participating in the photoshoot. Please welcome Lacy's high school classmate Leroy."
I looked on in shock as Leroy entered the room and walked up to me with a smug look on his face. My jaw dropped and I just stood there with my mouth hanging open while I desperately thought of ways to wipe that sneer off his face. It was a lost cause and I knew it. I hadn't wanted anything to do with Leroy in high school, last night and, especially not now. While I had no idea what was really on the agenda tonight, it was clear that I would be expected to suffer the complete humiliation of being used by a man that I truly did not like.
When Leroy reached us he shook the Announcer's hand warmly. Then, without warning, he turned to me and reached to shake my hand. I ignored him but he immediately established his dominance by continuing to reach forward and grabbing my nipple. The pain was intense as he pinched my tender nipple hard and twisted it.
My face was scrunched up in pain as I tried to wait him out but I didn't pull away. With one last hard twist, he said, "We're going to have a good time tonight aren't we Lacy?"
I just stared at him in complete defiance and then the whip connected with my ass. While I had been occupied by Leroy the Announcer had picked up his favorite whip and when I failed to answer Leroy, he had used it smartly on my ass as a reminder of my subservient role in this little show.
When I turned on him he smiled. "Lacy, the same rules apply tonight as they did last night. You will address all men as Sir and you will address Leroy as Master Is that clear?"
Oh, it was clear alright. I didn't like it but I was in no mood to be whipped tonight so I grudgingly turned to Leroy and said, "Yes Master."
"Yes Master, what?", the Announcer asked, steel in his voice.
I can't tell you how it felt to be forced to address someone that I held in contempt as master. It was derogatory and degrading but, I did it. "Yes Master, we will have a good time tonight."
Leroy's smile was predatory and unsettling. I couldn't help but wonder at the way fate had placed me into a position of subservience to my old high school nemesis. Lost in thought, I was startled when he barked, "On your knees bitch."
My response was not quick enough to satisfy the Announcer and, once again, I felt the sting of his whip on the bare skin of my ass. Before he could hit me again, I dropped to my knees in front of Leroy blushing a beet red with shame.
I guess Leroy felt that he could relax a little after he had established his dominance because his voice was like liquid honey as he ordered me to look at him.
He was smiling once again as I obediently looked up at him. "Now, I want you to show me what a good cock sucker you are. Unzip my pants, remove my dick and, make me smile with pleasure. I want to feel the warmth of your mouth with your lips tightly grasping my dick as you slide it in and out. I don't want to have to tell you to take my dick down your throat. I want to feel your nose pressed into my groin. I want you to remember the way you treated me in class as you make love to my dick."
It was payback time. Leroy hadn't been able to get his hands on me in high school but he had me at his mercy tonight and he was planning to take full advantage of the opportunity. I just hoped that this would be the end of it. Fortunately, I knew that we were not in the same town where the Announcer had abducted me. Hopefully, Leroy would never be able to find me after tonight. Just the thought of having to deal with Leroy after tonight set me to shivering.
I could only hope that Leroy would not be able to find me after this was over. He would have his revenge by humiliating me. After tonight he would be able to purchase photos and a video of me being used for his sexual gratification. Hopefully, that would be enough and he would not try to locate me in the future. Hopefully.
The flash of the photographer's camera light reminded me of the photoshoot. He snapped a picture of me kneeling nude in front of Leroy as I unzipped his pants. Then he snapped a string of photos as I fished around in Leroy's pants trying to get hold of his cock and pull it out into the light of day. The flash went off again as I held Leroy's cock and then the photographer moved in close to record me licking the precum from the head of Leroy's cock and again as I parted my lips and moved forward engulfing the head of his hard shaft.
I knew that there was a video being taken but these were still shots that the Announcer planned to package and offer for sale. The photographer backed away a bit and got a good headshot as my lips slid back and forth moistening Leroy's stiff shaft. More photos were taken as I took a deep breath and pushed the hot shaft down my throat until my nose was buried in the hair of Leroy's groin.
I was vaguely aware of the photographer as he moved in for close-ups and then farther away to record the whole scene of me deep-throating Leroy's dick as everyone around the room watched and enjoyed my degradation. At one point the photographer instructed me to look into the camera. He snapped several photos as Leroy's cock appeared and then disappeared down my throat with my eyes fastened on the camera lens. He even managed to get a closeup of me with Leroy's shaft down my throat, my nose buried in his curly crotch hair, and my eyes looking into the camera. The shame that I felt was much worse because it was Leroy. I don't think that it would have been so embarrassing if it had been a stranger.
Still, I felt something stir. It seemed like I was learning a lot about what I could do, what could be done to me, and what stimulated me erotically this weekend. I knew that I would never be the same.
I was beginning to wonder just how long Leroy could keep from cumming. I was been doing everything I could to make him cum and he had thwarted me at every attempt. After what seemed like forever, he pulled his cock from between my grasping lips and looked down at me saying, "Turn around and bend over bitch."
Not wanting to feel the Announcer's whip another time I quickly turned and bent over presenting my ass and pussy for use. Emotions warred back and forth in my mind. Being ordered to subjugate myself to Leroy's orders was having a strange effect on me.
Then I was rocked again by the Announcer's whip. "You were spoken to Lacy. I didn't hear any response. Stand up and face Leroy and show him the proper respect."
It seemed like I simply couldn't get a break but I knew better than to hesitate. I quickly stood, turned to face Leroy, and said "Yes Master."
There was that sneer, still visible under the pasted-on smile. "Turn around and bend over bitch. This time I want you to spread your cheeks wide. I want a good view of your ass hole and your spread pussy lips."
To avoid another conversation with the whip, I replied "Yes Master," and quickly turned and bent over. With my legs spread slightly for balance, I grasped my ass cheeks and pulled them wide apart. I knew that my face must be flaming red with embarrassment as I exposed my most prized possession to Leroy and the photographer who had snapped photos of me bent over and then zoomed in close to get a good shot of my pussy.



My emotions were at war. Damnit, I wasn't a whore and yet, here I was acting like one. My helplessness only heightened my emotions and I was rocked by my thoughts and feelings. I had to admit that a part of me was enjoying being in this position and being used. My pussy tingled in anticipation as I finally admitted that I wanted Leroy's cock in my hole. Any hole.
I could hear the rustling of his clothes as he removed them and if I looked between my spread legs I could see the growing pile of clothing. At last, I saw his underwear drop onto the pile and I knew it would only be moments before this man whom I had disliked as a boy was going to drive his hard cock into me and use me as he wished.
A moment later I started as I felt the head of his cock being rubbed between the lips of my pussy. I stayed rigid as he slowly pushed forward. When he pulled back I almost let out a groan but I was determined not to let my emotions be seen. Then the head was back and this time he pushed more insistently slipping another few inches inside me.
Once again he pulled his cock out of my pussy. I was surprised to find out that I regretted the loss of fullness as he retreated. Maybe I was some sort of slut because I wanted that cock inside me all the way. Leroy did not disappoint me as he entered me once again only this time he shoved his whole length into me and I failed to stifle the groan of satisfaction as his groin slapped against my ass.
He immediately pulled out and slammed forward roughly, quickly establishing a rhythm. He drove his hard hot shaft into me mercilessly time and time again until I thought I would pass out from the ecstasy. Each time he slammed forward I let out a yelp of joy and pushed back against him trying desperately to get more of that cock inside my pussy.
I wondered if he was going to fill me with his cum but, after a while, he began to slow down. I did everything that I could to get him to pick up the pace and I experienced acute disappointment as he slowed and finally removed his cock from my pussy. I heard myself moan as the shaft finally slipped out.
It should have been obvious that he would not let me off that easy. The head of his cock quickly returned but this time I felt it bumping against the rosebud of my ass hole. My yelps of excitement turned into a moan of dread as I tried to pull away from him. He clamped one hand onto my hips and forced me to hold steady as he used his other hand to guide himself unerringly into my ass.
I groaned because it hurt as the head popped into my rectum. He only let it rest there for a moment before he began to shove it deeper into my butt hole. It felt like he was shoving a baseball bat into me as more and more of his man meat made its way into my ass. Leroy pulled his cock out and shoved it back in several more times. Each time I took more and more of that shaft into my ass until I finally felt him bump up against my soft round ass and I knew I had the whole thing inside me.
Then he began to fuck me in earnest. I can't say that it was as enjoyable as having him pounding my pussy but it was erotic and soon I was again yelping every time he slammed into me. After a while, I noticed that it no longer hurt and I welcomed his sex tool into my ass by shoving back against him as I had when he had been fucking my cunt.
My breasts swung back and forth with the violence of his reaming cock in my ass. At one point he reached forward and grabbed one in each hand and gripped them tightly using them as leverage to fuck my ass even harder. I thought, any time now he's going to pump my ass full of cum but, once again I was disappointed.
He slowed and, like before, pulled his hard glistening shaft out of my ass. As it plopped out, my rectum let loose with a little fart as air escaped. Before I realized what was happening he said, "Turn around bitch and get on your knees."
This time, without even thinking I uttered the correct response. "Yes Master," as I turned and dropped to my knees in front of him a terrible thought was beginning to take form in my already overburdened mind but I was unwilling to accept the possibility.
"Did you enjoy having your ass fucked slut?" he demanded.
"Yes Master," I quickly replied.
"Where has my cock been?"
"In my ass Master."
His next command confirmed my worst fears. "Suck it!", he ordered.
Unable to respond I looked at him with pleading eyes hoping that he would not make me do that. Unfortunately, my lack of response caught the attention of the Announcer, and once again his whip landed smartly on my ass. Reluctantly, I glanced over to the Announcer and, finding no solace there, I returned my gaze to Leroy and said, "Yes Master."
A moment later Leroy's cock which had just recently resided in the depths of my rectum was pushed between my lips and into my mouth. The taste was subtly different but surprisingly, not offensive. I moved my lips up and down along the shaft tasting my ass juice. I felt his hands behind my head and relaxed knowing what was coming. Sure enough, he shoved his hips forward and that long slippery shaft went down my throat.
Since Leroy had been using all my holes for the past twenty minutes, it did not take long before he began to cum. In one final act of humiliation, he pulled his cock from my mouth and emptied his balls all over my face. Finally spent, he backed away from me with that sneering smile on his face. "I've waited a long time to have you, Lacy. In school, I wanted to get to know you but you brushed me off. Now, the one thing that I do know about you is that you're a good piece of ass. It's been a pleasure."
The Announcer came over to us. "Leroy what happens next is up to you. Part of our deal was that you would call the shots tonight. Since you're done I was wondering about the others here?"
Leroy surveyed the room and turned to look at the Announcer and said. "There are thirty horny men here. I think that they should use her like the slut that she is. I think that they should fuck her in every hole, one, two, or three at a time. Fuck her face, ass, or her pussy. Cum in her or on her. Whatever they want. After all, she's a slut and whore for hire now."
And pandemonium broke out. I watched with real concern for my safety as those thirty men began to lose their clothes. In moments there were hands all over my body, pinching my nipples, and fingering my pussy and ass.
My hands were wrapped around cocks and cocks began to use my holes. At one point I was forced to sit on a cock that was shoved up my ass. Then my legs were splayed wide to make room for another cock that was buried in my pussy. A third cock was busy fucking my face and I stroked a cock with each hand. I was being used by five different men at the same time.
I lost track of how many times I was fucked. It may have been as little as thirty but I'd be willing to bet that several of them had more than one go. My nipples were sucked on, bitten, pinched, and pulled. At one point I think they managed to get two cocks into my pussy at the same time.
Several of the men had decided to cum on me instead of in me. By the time everyone was worn out I was coated in cum from head to foot and cum was oozing out of my pussy and my ass.
Throughout the whole ordeal, I was vaguely aware that Leroy was directing some of the action and making sure that the photographer documented me in all my depravity. I must have cum five or six times. I couldn't get enough cocks into me. I was totally out of control. A complete sexual machine.
After a while, there simply were not any more cocks and I just lay there a quivering mass of female flesh with cum splattered all over my body. To say that I had never experienced such a situation would be an understatement. I wondered if any woman had ever had an experience such as the one that I just had. There was no way that I could even think about it.
As my emotions slowly wound down I realized that not everyone had left. Slowly, I opened my eyes and saw Leroy standing over me. The sneer was gone and he seemed to be smiling at me and showing some compassion. "I'll remember this day for the rest of my life, Lacy."
He reached down and offered me his hand, which I took as he helped me up. I was unstable on my legs and my muscles felt like jelly but I managed to stand and face him. The cum that had not already dried immediately began running down my body and my legs. Some of the cum on my face ran down my cheeks, over my lips, and dripped onto my breasts. From there it continued its trip to the tips of my nipples where it hung in long strings fighting gravity before it finally dropped to the floor.
Unbeknownst to me, the photographer had remained behind to see what would happen between Leroy and me and to record the final act in a play that had begun over four years ago in high school.
As Leroy turned to leave he said, "As far as I am concerned, I think that we can consider the scales even. More than even probably because my adult self regretfully reverted to my teenage self once I found you under my control. I like to think that I've grown up at least a bit but it seems like I hadn't completely gotten over my grudge against you. If we should meet again I assure you that things will be different. Take care, Lacy, and thank you for a memorable evening."
When he released my hand I managed a wan smile in return and said, "Goodbye Leroy."
Mistress immediately appeared by my side and helped me back to my room. I certainly had a lot to think about and digest but even my brain was worn out. Staggering from the stage the only thing that I could think about was how much I wanted a shower.
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My Wife - A Black Gang Toy Ch. 21
Sister Act -- Sandi finds out
Some days you wake up and everything seems to be unusually crisp, sharply in focus and the colors seem more vibrant than normal. This morning felt that way to me.
Steve and I sat on the deck and enjoyed our second cup of coffee. In the trees, birds were hopping from branch to branch doing whatever birds do in the early fall. The leaves had just begun to change color and there was a slight nip in the air. As we sipped our coffee I wondered what surprises this day would bring.
Turning to look at my husband I couldn't help but admire his strong good looks. Life had been good to us and fortunately, we were financially stable and could take time to enjoy all the pleasures that came our way.
Having decided to spend some time in the gym this morning I wondered what my husband had planned. I thought maybe he'd like to join me and work out a little himself. "Steve, I'm going to do a little workout in the gym this morning. Why don't you join me? Then we can do something together afterward."
For a moment I thought he was going to agree but he said, "I don't think so Pat. I've got some errands to run this morning. If it looks like I'm going to get done sooner than expected I'll give you a call. Maybe we can do something then."
After downing the last of his coffee, he got up and took the cup into the kitchen. I sat there a few moments longer by myself just enjoying the lovely morning. Finally, I reconciled myself to exercising alone and headed for the gym.
A few moments later I was in the gym watching an exercise video and limbering up. I was in a grove this morning and I had managed to work up a light sweat. The cotton sports bra and skin-tight spandex shorts were not what I normally would wear if I were going out but I had a right to be comfortable in my own home.
My full firm breasts filled the bra which highlighted my nipples and the shorts clung to my form and dipped dangerously into the crack between my legs and up my ass. I wasn't concerned since no one was around to see me.
I was just getting into a routine when I was interrupted by the chiming of the doorbell. Before the chime had stopped someone began to pound rapidly on the door. As I scrambled to turn off the exercise video, the doorbell began to ring again. The pounding resumed once again and, if anything, the knocking seemed more insistent than it had previously.
"Who the hell could that be?", I thought as I hastily walked over to the intercom to give someone a piece of my mind for pounding on my door. The tiny screen revealed my extremely agitated sister Sandi. "What in the world does she want?", I asked myself as I hurried to answer the door and put a stop to the racket.
Before I was able to fully open the door, Sandi pushed her way past me rushing into the foyer where she turned on me and blurted out, "What the hell is going on here?"
Used to my younger sister's emotional outbursts I took it all in stride. "Hi, Sandi. It's good to see you. How have you been?", I replied forcing a smile onto my face.
Unfazed, Sandi repeated her original question, "I want to know what the hell is going on here?"
I was becoming annoyed but I managed to remain calm and said, "Well I did the breakfast dishes earlier. Then I decided that I would put on my exercise clothes and watch a video. That's what I was doing when you burst on the scene damn near beating down my door. Maybe it would help if you took a deep breath and then explained exactly what's bothering you."
I watched as my sister gathered her wits about her. Seeming to calm down a little, she took a large envelope she had been holding and shook it in my face.
"This!" Sandi exclaimed. "I want to know about this." With that dramatic gesture, she held the envelope out for my inspection.
With a feeling of trepidation, I accepted the already opened envelope. I immediately noticed that it was addressed to Sandi's husband Tony. Even as I slowly removed the contents I was pretty sure I would find. My suspicions were confirmed a moment later as the object inside slid out into my hands.
It was the calendar that Officer Smith had finally completed and printed. I had no idea how my sister had found it or how my sister's husband had come into possession of a copy but there it was. I quickly flipped through the pages as Sandi watched.
When I was finished I looked up at my sister. "What do you want me to say, Sandi? These are photos of Steve and me with a variety of men. I suppose I could tell you that I was forced into this and, to some degree I was in the beginning. But then I discovered that I love being used by strange men. I also found out that my husband gets off watching me and occasionally participating."
"But most of them are black!", Sandi blurted out.
"I'm truly sorry if what you see here destroys any image that you had of your big sister. I'm not a perfect person but I've always tried to be someone that you can turn to when you're in need. I have always supported you and I hope you'll try to understand that this doesn't make me a bad person. I can't explain my feelings to you or even to myself. I like black dick and I find it erotic and stimulating to be used by black men. It's a mystery to me too."
Embarrassed and shamed in front of my little sister I was too distraught to look at her. When I finally did look up at her again I was so startled at what I saw that I did a double take. Sandi had a broad smile on her face and did not look the least bit disappointed. "What are you smiling about?", I asked.
"I'm not ashamed of you sis. I'm jealous and even a little bit annoyed. Here you've been keeping all of this amazing black dick to yourself. You never thought to share with your little sister? I want some too."
My jaw dropped open and I gaped at my baby sister. Where had all of this come from? "Wait a minute", I said. "You mean you want me to provide you with some black dick? "
Sandi's smile widened even more. "Exactly!", she exclaimed.
Still somewhat overwhelmed by my sister's demands, I asked, "And just when do you expect me to work this minor miracle?"
"Now would be excellent. Tony is at work and Steve isn't home. Besides, I think I need to do this before I change my mind."
Shaking my head, I asked, "Have you thought about how Tony is going to feel about this? What's he going to say about you fucking another man, much less a black man?"
"Tony and I have had other sexual partners from time to time. I think that it's a turn-on for him to watch as another man uses me. I'm not so sure how he will feel about me having sex with another man when he isn't there. He probably won't like it but I need to know how I feel after having a black cock. What if I don't like it? What if I don't like it and Tony does and then he wants me to do it again? I have to know how I feel. Then I'll deal with Tony."
"I'm not sure if I can do what you want. I don't have a stable of black studs available to call on a moment's notice. I might be able to call one person but I would rather wait a few days to see if you still feel the same. How about that?"
"No!", Sandi exclaimed. "I have to do it now. If you can't get someone over here then I'll just have to wait but I want to do it now. Will you help me or was it just empty words when you said that you were someone that I could turn to when I needed help?"
After some more back and forth, I acquiesced. "All right. Come into the living room and sit down. Let me make a phone call."
While Pat went in search of her cell phone Sandi helped herself to a good stiff drink from the bar. Even though she had acted as if she were completely in control of herself and the situation as she spoke to Pat she knew that it was a charade. Inside she was in complete turmoil.
She reviewed everything that had happened since she had first seen the calendar. Tony said that he had ordered it off the internet. That was when she first realized that he too was intrigued by black men using white wives as sex toys.
He told her that he hadn't originally recognized the woman pictured on the calendar, he was just turned on by her blond hair and complexion which was so similar to his wife's. He was also excited by the number of different men this woman seemed to be having sex with on the pages. Twelve months' worth of action photos was more than he could resist so he had placed an order.
Sandi knew that her husband had made sure that he was alone in his home office when he finally opened the envelope and slid his prize out. When he saw the January photo he immediately recognized his sister-in-law, Pat. He had looked at each month and, just as promised on the web page, saw new photos of his sister-in-law having sex with many different men, most of whom were black.
When his wife, Sandi barged in, she caught him with his cock in hand as he looked at the detailed and explicit photos.
She remembered exclaiming, "Tony! What are you doing?"
Her husband had slowly stood up allowing himself time to slip his now limp dick back into his pants in hopes that Sandi had not noticed. He sheepishly handed her the calendar. "I was looking at this. It just came in the mail."
Sandi had snatched the calendar from him, took one look, and could not believe what she saw. There were twelve different pictures of her older sister being used by a lot of different men, most of which were black. Sandi had never told anyone that she secretly harbored a desire to enjoy the experience of being fucked by a black man and here was proof that her older sister, Pat, had the same desires. Sandi also noticed that the black dicks were much larger than her husband's dick.
For the rest of the evening, Sandi had avoided her husband and hadn't spoken to him. By the time he had finally headed off to work the next morning, she knew what she was going to do. She had driven straight over to Pat's house.
Sandi's reverie ended as quickly as it had begun when she heard Pat complete the call. She watched as Pat came down the hall and waited patiently as her sister poured herself a drink too.
Drink in hand, Pat turned to Sandi and said. "It's all arranged. Officer Smith is not working this afternoon and said that he would be happy to introduce another married white woman to interracial sex. He'll be here soon. Are you sure you still want to do this?"
"I'm sure. Do you know this man well?"
"We do. He's the person responsible for the calendar and he set up all of the photo shoots."
Sandi Looked at Pat. There was something that she wanted to ask Pat and she figured that now was as good a time as any. "Are your tattoos real and permanent? Can I see them?"
Although the tattoos had been applied without my consent, I had grown proud of them and knew that they had been earned many times over. Even so, those tattoos were not something I had ever intended to show my little sister. Still, I figured Officer Smith would want to fuck both of us when he finally arrived so why not? Sandi was going to see them anyway.
As Sandi watched, I pulled the sports bra over my head revealing my firm full breasts and exposing their tattoos. On my right breast, the word "Black" had been tattooed in an arc over my pointed nipple. Over my left nipple the word "Owned" had been inked in a similar arc.
As I stood there Sandi stepped forward to look at the tattoos more closely. She found it hard to believe that her sister had allowed her body to be marked in this manner. Sandi stepped back and waited impatiently as Pat removed her skin-tight shorts.
And there it was, just above the crack of her sister's pussy, dominating her pubic mound. Just like Sandi had first seen in the photos. Pat had a black tattoo in the shape of a spade with a large "Q" in the middle. Just as she leaned down to look more closely, the doorbell rang.
I glanced at the monitor and, recognizing Officer Smith, walked to the door even though I was completely nude. I opened the door and Officer Smith stepped inside. I gave him a big hug and then led him into the living room.
Sandi and Officer Smith both took the opportunity to do a quick evaluation of each other.
What Sandi saw was a muscular black man who must have been over six feet tall. His skin was coal black and he had dark penetrating eyes. She felt his gaze undressing her and shivered at the thought. His manner was of total control and domination.
Officer Smith was pleased with this unexpected opportunity. He had been using Pat for months now and here was a younger version with all the difference that age implied. Sandi was a little shorter and a little thinner than Pat but she still had long blond hair and was certainly lovely to look at.
Without being asked, Officer Smith sat on the couch and Pat sat beside him. Since Sandi felt very unsure of herself, she just remained standing, waiting to see what would happen.
Officer Smith finally broke the silence asking Sandi, "I hear that you saw the calendar I had printed of your sister. What did you think?"
"I was shocked", Sandi replied. "It's not often that you see your older sister, a sister that you have looked up to all your life, spread out naked on a calendar and being used by more black men than I even know."
Officer Smith chuckled. "I'm proud of that myself. Your sister is awesome and we made sure to take good care of her. I was surprised to get her call this morning. She seems to feel that you might enjoy experiencing your first black dick. Is that true?"
Sandi took note of Officer Smith's hand which had begun stroking her sister's thigh. Knowing that Sandi was watching, Officer Smith purposely moved his hand between Pat's thighs, and Pat, without any seeming thought, parted her legs to give him full access to her pussy.
Sandi could hardly believe what she was seeing so she was surprised when Officer Smith quickly stood up and said, "Let's get on with this. If you are serious Sandi I want you to step over here to me."
Sandi hesitated for a moment and then stepped in front of this imposing black man and looked him in the eyes. She flinched slightly when she felt his index finger under her chin tilting her head up even farther. She watched as he slowly leaned forward and placed his lips on hers. Sandi immediately noted that his full lips were soft and warm. When she felt his tongue probing between her lips she didn't resist, parting her lips immediately giving him access to her warm moist mouth.
They continued to lock lips for a few moments longer and then he stepped back and said, "On your knees bitch."
The sudden change in his demeanor caught Sandi by surprise and before she knew what she was doing she lowered herself to her knees in front of him. It was then that she realized that her face was even with his crotch and she could easily make out the outline of his hard cock which seemed to be about to burst from within his pants. Slowly she tilted her head up and looked at him. She saw that Pat had stood beside him and they were both looking down at her.
Sandi noticed that Officer Smith had his arm draped over her sister's shoulder. He was idly fondling her breast, squeezing and pinching the nipple. Her sister smiled her encouragement.
As Sandi knelt in front of this black giant her mind was in complete turmoil. She wondered, "Should I do this? Will I regret it? What if Tony gets mad when I tell him?"
She finally reached a decision and she knew what had to be done. Without any encouragement from Officer Smith or her sister, Sandi reached up and unzipped his fly. In the process, it was impossible not to rub her hand over the log that was contained within his pants.
With her left hand resting on his thigh, she watched as if in a trance as her right hand slowly pulled the zipper of his pants down. Once the zipper was down she did not pause to think. There was no time for that now.
She quickly reached inside the opening and discovered warm flesh instead of underwear as she had expected. She heard Officer Smith release a sigh as she wrapped her small white hand around that log and struggled to bring it into the light of day. She wanted to see it now.
As she wrestled with his cock, trying to get it out of his pants she smiled thinking, "I'm sure glad that he doesn't have a hard-on." Then it would be almost impossible to get his dick out and she desperately wanted it out now.
Finally, the monster snake was out where she could see it. She held it with both hands and marveled at the size wondering how she would ever be able to take it inside her. Especially once it was fully hard. She smiled when her thoughts moved from wondering how she would get it into her pussy to wondering what it would feel like to wrap her lips around it.
Once again, lost in her internal musings, she was startled when Officer Smith said, "Well!", in his deep voice.
Sandi looked up and smiled broadly, "It's so large".
Pat joined in saying, "I've had larger but it will certainly do and I guarantee that it will fill you nicely."
"So suck it!", that deep voice commanded from above.
More than willing to comply, Sandi leaned forward and placed a kiss on the head of his cock. She noticed a drop of precum and used her tongue to lick it off. Before she could change her mind, she parted her lips and took the head into her mouth. From watching her share of porn, Sandi knew that some women would only take the head of a cock into their mouths when giving head.
Not her! She wanted as much of a cock as she could handle in her mouth. She immediately got to work trying to open her mouth wide enough to get the whole thing inside. It wasn't long before she realized that it just wasn't happening. Oh, she could get her mouth around the monster but it was too damn long and the head was soon bumping against the back of her throat.
Accepting her limitations, she went to work on as much of the shaft as she could manage. She held it tightly with her lips as she slid his dick in and out of her mouth. Sandi didn't suck on it like a vacuum cleaner as many women did. She allowed the delicious friction of her soft lips to do the work as they slid back and forth along that glorious black shaft.
Even though she was thoroughly involved in her present task she continued to wonder what she could do better. Then she remembered that her husband had often asked her to do deep throat, to allow the head of his cock to pass beyond her throat muscles and plunge deeply into her insides.
She had always refused because she did not know if she could do it and didn't want to fail and disappoint her husband. Her present situation allowed her an opportunity to try where failure would not impact her sexual relationship with her husband. She knew that if she could manage Officer Smith's pole she would surely be able to handle her husband's smaller equipment.
Her mind made up she took the cock as deeply as possible but this time, when she felt the cock reach the back of her throat she continued to apply pressure. She backed off immediately as she broke off in a coughing spasm.
She looked up to see both Officer Smith and her sister smiling their encouragement.
More determined than ever she tried again with much the same result. On the third attempt, his cock was as far into her mouth as possible when she felt a little spurt of precum hit her throat. Her response was immediate and instinctive. She swallowed. Before she knew what had happened she felt his shaft slip down her throat and found her nose buried in his kinky crotch hair and pressed firmly against his pubic mound.



At first, she had trouble breathing but then she discovered that she could get what air she needed through her nose. With that problem solved she was able to rest and marvel at her accomplishment and the feeling. Since this had been a complete accident she wondered if she could do it again.
Slowly she backed up allowing his cock to leave her throat and, once again rest in her mouth. Gathering her nerve she tried to swallow his cock once again. To her surprise, it worked and she buried it as deeply as she could.
She began to repeat the process again and again soon discovering that, once her throat muscles became accustomed to the intrusion she no longer needed to swallow each time. In no time she was burying his cock down her throat with each thrust.
Suddenly, Officer Smith pulled back removing his shaft from her mouth completely. "You've got to stop," he gasped. "If you don't stop all of my cum will end up in your belly instead of your pussy."
She felt a moment's panic when she realized that he intended to cum in her pussy. Then she relaxed, remembering that she had begun using contraceptives when she and Tony first began to experiment.
As she knelt there resolving her internal reservations she noticed that Officer Smith had resumed his seat on the couch. Her sister sat next to him once again and his hand was back at work between Pat's legs. Her sister was leisurely stroking his shrinking cock.
Officer Smith said, "Sandi that was exquisite. You have to be one of the best cock suckers I have ever known. While I catch my breath I want to get a better look at you. Stand up and move back a little. Now, I want you to raise the hem of your skirt above your waist. Let's see if you're wearing panties."
Sandi smiled at the praise from Officer Smith. Without any hesitation at all, she raised the hem of her skirt revealing that she was wearing a very skimpy teal-colored thong. Before Officer Smith could fully appreciate the view she gave him she turned and presented her lovely ass to him.
Unable to control himself, Officer Smith leaned forward and cupped her firm ass cheeks. Then he delivered a resounding slap with his right hand leaving an immediate hand imprint on her pale white skin.
After letting out a sharp yelp, Sandi whirled to face him and protect her ass from any more love pats.
Ignoring the glare he was getting from Sandi, Officer Smith simply smiled and said, "Lose the dress, Sandi. Let's see the whole package."
The moment of truth had arrived. If she went forward Sandi was about to bare her body to a stranger. A black stranger. A new tingle started between her legs as she visualized herself standing completely naked in front of this strong black man.
The thrill was exquisite and she couldn't wait to offer herself to him for his use. She grabbed the hem of her dress and swiftly pulled it off over her head. She stood there in her thong and bra for just a moment as she wrestled with indecision.
Steeling her resolve to follow through with this she reached behind her back and undid the clasp of her bra immediately feeling the cool air as it flowed around her breasts which now hung free. Before she could think any further she quickly pulled down the thong and stepped out of it. She stood before him, buck naked, and proudly looked directly at Officer Smith.
His smile told her all she needed and she flushed with pleasure at the look of approval she received.
Officer Smith could hardly believe that this lovely white wife had fallen into his hands. He wanted to bury his cock in her but knew that he would wait and drag the process out a bit longer just to increase the eventual enjoyment. He wanted to see just how badly she wanted his black pole.
At that moment they all heard the front door open and slam closed. Sandi knew that it could only be her sister's husband Steve. All at once, she remembered that she was standing here completely naked. She immediately started to reach down to grab her dress hoping to make herself decent before Steve could walk back here.
She was startled and jerked to a stop when Offices Smith bellowed, "No!" in his most authoritative voice. Sandi hesitated and then began to reach for her dress again.
Officer Smith spoke again. "If you cover up now then all bets are off. You wanted a black cock and now you're going to get two cocks for your trouble. Of course, one is white but you shouldn't mind getting fucked by your sister's husband. Pat, you don't mind if Steve fucks your sister do you?"
Now it was my turn to act like a deer caught in the headlights. If I said that I did mind then I knew that Officer Smith would walk away and Sandi wouldn't get her dose of black cock. If I said that I didn't mind then that meant Sandi would have to fuck my husband and I'm not sure that she had bargained for that.
Although I only took a moment to consider my options it was long enough for things to become moot as Steve walked into the room. What he saw must have been a shock but I have to give him credit for a quick recovery.
"Well, what do we have here?", he said as he quickly took in the tableau. He couldn't believe his eyes. His wife was naked and sat next to Officer Smith. She had been playing with his cock but now it seemed like she had a stranglehold on it.
Officer Smith, normally the calm and collected one was looking like a kid that had been caught with his hand in the cookie jar.
And then there was his highly desirable sister-in-law. She had been bending down reaching for something. It looked like her dress. As he watched she slowly stood up and let him enjoy the full view. She was almost as lovely and desirable as his wife Pat. He had wanted to get a look at her for some time and now, here she was, standing nude in his living room.
The three of them stood transfixed waiting to see what his response would be. They did not have to wait long to find out.
He quickly entered the room and went to his wife. He leaned down to kiss her. As he stood he said, "Pat you might want to stop squeezing Officer Smith's cock so hard. You may be cutting off the circulation."
Then he leaned forward, offering his hand to Officer Smith. After they shook and exchanged pleasantries he turned to Sandi who still stood a few feet away.
He smiled and said, "Sandi. You are looking well. To tell the truth, you look better than you ever have before. Please don't let me interrupt. Feel free to continue with whatever it was that you were doing."
And then he stepped back to the couch and sat down beside me. I was still stunned as I looked at him and then at Officer Smith. Without thinking I reached between my husband's legs and began rubbing his cock as I continued stroking Officer Smith's cock with my right hand.
Finally, back in control, Officer Smith said, "Steve, Sandi was just going to show me how badly she wanted me to fuck her. It seems that she has seen the calendar and now she wants some black cock for herself. Isn't that right Sandi?"
Still stunned by the sudden turn of events, Sandi could only stammer, "Ya, ya, yes."
Steve had figured out that much for himself but he was enjoying Sandi's embarrassment. "Is that so?", he asked. "Is that what you want then, Sandi?"
This time Sandi's answer was a little stronger. "Yes!", she said.
"Yes?", Steve asked. "Yes, what? What do you want?"
As embarrassing as it was to say it out loud Sandi knew what he wanted to hear so her reply was firm and to the point. "I want to be fucked with a big black cock." Feeling more confident all the time she continued, "I want to watch that big black tool as it is driven between my legs and into me. I want to feel his cum shooting into my pussy."
"Holy shit!", Sandi thought. "I can't believe I just said that."
"Alright! Enough talk. Let's get on with this. Steve, I want you to get your phone out and record all of this. Sandi is going to show us what she has to trade and then we'll give her what she wants."
As Steve stood to do as Officer Smith asked he saw Sandi stagger and almost buckle. Her face had gone white as a sheet. "Nooooo.", she wailed. "You can't take pictures or video. I would be embarrassed if my husband or anyone else saw them."
Officer Smith calmly said, "Sandi, I assure you that no one but those of us here will ever see anything recorded about what goes on today. I can also assure you that I always record every new white conquest that I make and the proceedings will most surely be recorded if I stay. The final decision is up to you."
Sandi managed to get herself somewhat under control. "If I have to fuck you both all of you must promise to never show the pictures or video to anyone else?"
Almost in unison Pat, Steve, and Officer Smith responded with, "I promise."
Without even being told, Steve took out his phone and took a series of photos of his luscious sister-in-law. He could hardly wait to get his hands on her and his dick into her.
Now Officer Smith began to issue a series of instructions. "Cup your tits for us. Hold them up so we can get a good look at your nipples."
Then, "Spread your legs apart so we can enjoy that pussy of yours. Now pull your pussy lips apart. I want to see deeply into you."
Sandi's face was burning with humiliation as she did as she was told. The hardest was when she was told to turn around, bend over, and spread her ass cheeks wide apart. That seemed to her to be the most obscene thing she was told to do but she complied.
The whole time, Steve was in constant motion, recording each degrading pose his sister-in-law was told to assume. He could not believe his good luck. He had only decided to come home at the last minute. If he had not come home when he did he would have completely missed out on everything.
Sandi was bent over at the waist with her back towards Officer Smith and her legs spread. She watched as Steve walked around taking pictures of her degradation from every possible angle. She was so absorbed watching Steve that she had not noticed Officer Smith as he dropped his pants.
Sandi felt a moment of panic when she realized that Officer Smith had stepped up behind her. Her body jolted when she felt the head of his cock pressing against her moist crack. Looking between her legs, she watched raptly as that black cock slowly pushed the lips of her pussy apart and began to enter her.
In moments, it was all she could do to remain on her feet as Officer Smith held her by her hips and drove his cock deeply into her slamming his pelvis into her ass with a loud slapping sound.
Steve continued to record as he watched his sister-in-law roughly used by her first black cock. She was doing everything that she could to meet each thrust by Officer Smith with one of her own. He was afraid that he wouldn't get a chance to sample Sandi's pussy for himself so he was relieved when Officer Smith finally pulled his cock out and told Sandi to sit on the couch with her ass on the edge and her legs spread.
Steve took several photos and then resumed the video as Officer Smith knelt between her spread legs and sent the full length of his cock into her yet again. Sandi began to moan each time that black pole was driven inside her.
In just a few moments Officer Smith slammed his dick home and held it as his cum began to flood this new white housewife's honey hole. He slammed into her a few more times grunting with the effort.
Sandi's mind was in turmoil as she felt the first spurt of hot spunk deep in her pussy. She looked down between her legs at the dark shaft buried there as she felt the second load of cum pumped into her. She sighed as she realized that it had been even better than she had imagined.
When she felt Officer Smith's cock expand and send yet a third stream of cum into her she could not hold it any longer. She moaned loudly as she was rocked by a strong ejaculation of her own. Warm fluid gushed from her pussy and around Officer Smith's cock.
Steve moved in close as Officer Smith slowly removed his black rod from its warm, moist sheath. As the head of it finally came out Steve got a good shot of the cum that followed, slowly oozing out from between her pussy lips and running down to cover the rosebud of her ass hole.
He turned to Steve and held out his hand for the camera. When Steve handed Officer Smith the camera, Officer Smith said, "I want you and Pat to clean her up. Get down between her thighs and lick that pussy clean. Make sure to get all the cum out of her."
Startled by how quickly he had gone from spectator to participant Steve looked over at his wife Pat. When he saw that she was already moving to comply Steve joined her as they both knelt between Sandi's legs.
The two of them took turns cleaning all the cum from Sandi's cunt. Her blond snatch was matted with love juice and cum from both Sandi and Officer Smith.
When they were done they both stood up and looked at Officer Smith. He said, "Pat I want you to get on the couch and straddle her face so that she can lick your pussy. Steve, now you can fuck her."
Sandi couldn't quite believe what was happening. She could have gotten up but she seemed paralyzed as she watched her brother-in-law move between her wide-spread legs. While Steve's cock was not as large as Officer Smith's it certainly felt good as it began to slide in and out of her well-used and moist sheath.
She didn't have much time to think about it though. Just a moment later she tasted another woman's pussy for the first time as her sister, Pat, lowered her crotch onto her face. Remembering what Steve and Pat had just done to her she knew what was expected. Her tongue went to work tasting and exploring her sister's pussy and even wandering to brush over her puckered ass hole a few times.
It was almost too much stimulation for Sandi to handle. Steve's hard cock was pounding her pussy like a ramrod and the taste of Pat's pungent pussy was erotic. She felt Steve ram his dick home and hold it inside her as he pumped a load of cum into her. At almost the same moment, she tasted her sister's ejaculate as warm fluid bathed her face and filled her mouth. She swallowed greedily.
Officer Smith smiled as he recorded it all. The debasement of Sandi had started and, if he had anything to do with it, it would continue. His grin widened as he thought, "So many white wives. So little time."
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Megan Does Daddy
She's forbidden fruit but oh so sweet
It was a cool Friday evening just after nine PM as I drove down the tree-lined road toward my house.
I was on the way home after playing baseball with my local league team. Like myself, most of the players were middle-aged men so the league had a rule that ended a game after six innings when one team was ten runs ahead of the challenger. Tonight's ball game had been a rout and, because of this rule, I found myself heading home early.
It seemed that lately, all I ever thought about was my relationship with my daughter. I had been doing mental gymnastics as I struggled to reevaluate my relationship with Megan. Things had been on shaky ground ever since her mother passed away almost a year ago from an aggressive form of cancer. Although my daughter had recently turned eighteen, she had started school late and was still a senior in high school.
Her acts of defiance were not that unusual for a teen on the cusp of womanhood but she seemed to be taking issue with any restrictions that I attempted to enforce. The only thing keeping her in check was the commitment that she made to her mother to finish high school.
She had recently been dating a young man that I found objectionable. It was a subject that we found ourselves discussing more and more often. Like any father, I was probably being overly protective of my daughter. Especially after losing her mother.
My daughter would argue, and with some validity, that she was a grown woman at eighteen and should be allowed to make her own choices. I was left with only one argument and I used it ruthlessly. As long as she lived in my home she would have to abide by my rules. I didn't think that I would be able to hold the line on that position much longer.
Since our team had won I was in a pretty good mood, humming along with the radio as I headed home. That is until I spotted the car that my daughter's boyfriend drove. Even though I had yet to meet Darius, I had seen his car when he picked her up for dates. He never came to the door like we did when I was dating her mother.
His car was tucked in between two other cars in front of a house just down the street from the modest two-bedroom home that I rented for my daughter and me.
Despite not having met Darius, I was finding that I did not appreciate the influence that he seemed to be exerting on Megan. Now it looked like we were going to have that talk sooner than later.
As if that wasn't enough, I had one more problem that was even bigger than all the others combined. My daughter was the spitting image of her mother. Every time I looked at her I saw her mom and, to my shame, I wanted her and felt the same arousal that I had for her mother. Not good. Not good at all.
She was in full bloom racing to womanhood with long straight blonde hair that fell to the middle of her back. She had modest breasts that I knew were 36C. You're probably surprised that a father would know such intimate information. It's no big deal. When her mother passed I took over all the parental duties and that included doing the wash. I mean, come on, the bra size is right there on the tag.
You couldn't say that she was long-legged since she was only 5'6" tall but she had legs to die for. All too often, she insisted on wearing very short cut-off jeans. Some of them were so short that sometimes, you could catch the bottom of her ass peeking out and it was quite a nice ass.
Back to her legs. Her thighs were firm, full, and well-rounded. My baby didn't have skinny legs. Her calves weren't skinny either but were also nicely shaped. All-in-all she was a real package. Unfortunately, she was a package that was becoming harder and harder for me to ignore and I kept having to remind myself that this was my daughter, not my wife.
Sorry. I guess I got sidetracked. Where was I? Oh yes. I was driving down my street when I saw my daughter's boyfriend's car parked a few doors down. My daughter knew that she was not supposed to have company in the house and certainly not this person nor this late at night.
After I parked the car I opened the front door to the house as quietly as I could. I admit it. I intended to spy on them. That's what any good father would do, right? Of course, it is.
As soon as I locked the door I heard it. At first, I wasn't sure I had even heard anything at all but a moment later I heard it again. It was a low moaning and it was becoming louder and more often. I knew that sound. It seems that my daughter not only looks like her mother but made the same noises when she was having sex.
I should have been mad and gone raging down the hall to confront the little bastard that was defiling my lovely daughter. Instead, I proceeded as quietly as possible down the hall toward my daughter's room.
By this time I knew exactly what was going on. Someone was fucking my daughter and that somebody was about to get seriously messed up. Still, I restrained myself long enough to quietly approach the bedroom door which was slightly ajar. Let's face it. I could tell you that I just wanted to make sure I was right about what was happening, but I'd be lying.
That was certainly part of my reason for looking into the room but my prurient interests were what was driving me forward. I wanted to get a look at my lovely daughter au naturel even if it meant watching her being fucked in the process.
I looked into the room and it was as if the floor had dropped out from under me. My daughter was being fucked all right. Her glorious blonde hair was spread on the bed and her pale white naked body was being rocked back and forth as she was used by the male between her legs. That was shocking enough but what I saw as I looked into the room froze me in place. I had never met her new boyfriend and I was not prepared for the sight of a black man between my daughter Megan's wide-spread thighs.
The shock of seeing my lovely daughter impaled on that black cock made me hesitate. I watched in awe as he pulled it out and then slid it smoothly between the distended lips of her pussy again.
I know that I should have rushed into the room and pulled him from on top of my daughter. That's what any self-respecting father would do, isn't it? But I didn't. I stood there mesmerized, listening to my daughter moaning and begging for him to fuck her harder and, heaven help me, he did and I continued to watch.
Before I realized what I was doing I had my phone in my hands and began to record my daughter's defilement. Subconsciously, I knew that I would want to see this again and again. As he shoved his long black pole deeply into my daughter I listened in surprise as she begged him to shove it in even deeper.
I was so mesmerized by what I was seeing that I was unaware of the man who had walked up behind me until he tapped me on the shoulder. I jumped and swung around to see yet another black guy holding one of the beers that I had in the refrigerator.
He simply smiled at me and asked if I was enjoying the show. What could I say? I was so engrossed in what was happening on my daughter's bed that I simply nodded and turned back and continued taking video.
A few moments later the pace quickened and I gasped when I realized that my daughter's pussy was being filled with cum from this black guy as I captured the moment on video.
When he finished, I watched as his limp dick slid from between the lips of my daughter's pussy pumping one last spurt of cum onto her puckered ass hole.
Before I realized what was happening, the guy behind me reached around me and pushed the door open, shoving me into the room.
The guy who had been fucking my daughter turned toward the commotion as I was forced into the room. He looked at his friend and demanded an explanation.,Zhar, who the hell is this?"
"I don't know," Zahar replied. "I went into the kitchen to find something to drink while you took care of business with Meg. When I came back he was using his phone to take a video of the two of you."
While they were having this debate I couldn't help enjoying the view of my daughter laying there on the bed, her legs still spread obscenely and a drop of cum nestled between the lips of her pussy.
The question of my identity was answered moments later when My daughter's eyes fluttered open as she came out of her sexually induced stupor. She looked at me and came crashing back to earth in a rush as she squealed, "Daddy!"
The two young black punks turned to me and the two of them said, "Daddy?" in unison. Then the one I assumed was Darius began to smile. "So," he said. "You were taking a video? Why would you do that Daddy? Why were you watching me fuck your daughter and even taking a video instead of rushing in to save your daughter from the big bad black guy?"
I tore my attention from devouring Megan as she lay there and looked at the two black guys. My mouth opened and closed as I unsuccessfully tried to talk. I didn't have a good answer to his question and he knew it.
I looked at Megan and back at them again and I still was unable to articulate an answer.
"I think I know why Daddy. You've got a thing for our sweet little Megan don't you?"
I finally found my voice. "Now look here," I said.
Before I could continue he said, "No! You look here. I'm sure that you've figured out that I'm Darius. This here's my homie Zahar. And guess what Daddy? We aren't through with your daughter just yet."
"You're quite through," I bellowed. "I want the two of you out of here right now. I'm going to talk to Megan while I decide whether to call the cops. I'm sure you know that she's eighteen but if she didn't agree to this little sexual tryst then you've just committed rape."
Darius bellowed right back at me. "You're quite done Mr... what's your name anyway?"
"Dailey! My last name's Dailey."
"Okay, Mr. Dailey. Here is what's going to happen. Since you have started with a video we will keep on using your phone to record the rest of the action. When we are done with Megan we'll make a copy of the video for Zahar and me and we will leave one for you and Megan to enjoy."
My jaw dropped. "Are you crazy? Do you honestly think that I'm going to just make a video while you continue to fuck my daughter?"
"Mr, Dailey, it's quite simple. Both Zahar and I are going to use this sweet white morsel quite thoroughly. You don't have anything to say about it. I guess you could call the cops and have us trespassed from the property but that won't stop us from having fun with Meg until the police arrive. Then, when they do arrive they will have the pleasure of seeing your baby naked and covered in black man's cum. Do you want that to happen? Is that what you want?"
I looked over at Meg. She was still laying there legs splayed wide. It was hard to tell what she was thinking. I wanted her so bad and I realized that I might never have another chance like this. No! What was I thinking?
"No. I don't want to embarrass or humiliate my daughter," I replied.
"That's good Mr. Dailey. There's one more problem. We need to make sure that you can't use the video that you took against us."
"I promise that I wouldn't do that," I said. "It would humiliate Megan if I were to show this video anywhere. You have my word."
"Yeah, right." Zahar chimed in. "Like we gonna take your word on anything."
Darius smiled and looked over at Megan. "She is a choice piece of ass. Here's what we're going to do Daddy. You're going to participate in our little video. That way you would be humiliating yourself as much as you would humiliate Megan if you were to show it to anyone."
"Oh no. I'm not going to help you use my daughter," I said.
Darius got that sneering smile on his face and said, "I think you will. Let's face it. I know that you lost your wife about a year ago. Have you gotten laid since then? I think not. But you must think that I am a fool not to have noticed how you look at your daughter. You have lust painted all over your face."
"And let's face it," he said. "this way you can tell yourself that you were forced to participate even though we'll all know the truth."
"You can't expect me to fuck my daughter!," I exclaimed.
"Of course not," Darius purred. "I want you to get down on your knees and lick her cunt clean. You don't want her to have a black baby, do you? So get down there and use your tongue to get all of that nasty black man's cum out of that pristine white pussy." With that final statement, he pushed me towards my daughter.
I stumbled over to the end of the bed and looked at the cum still nestled between the lips of her pussy. Darius was right. I wanted Megan so badly but in my heart, I knew it was wrong. What if I refused to do what they said?
Looking back at Darius, I saw that Zahar now held my cell phone and was taking a video. As much as I willed my knees not to bend I suddenly found myself looking directly at Megan's pussy. I couldn't let her get pregnant could I?
Cursing my weakness I slowly lowered my head between my daughter's thighs and placed my lips on her red swollen pussy. My reluctance dissipated when Megan jerked at my touch and then I heard her hiss "Yessssss."
I stuck out my tongue and ran it slowly up and down in the slit formed by her distended pussy lips. It was a lovely pussy, I thought, covered as it was with a mat of almost invisible blonde hair. It was then that I tasted Darius' cum on the tip of my tongue. It was a completely new and unusual taste but not objectionable.
I sucked his cum into my mouth and then drove my tongue into my daughter's pussy as far as I could. I plastered my lips to her pussy lips and did my best to suck all of that cum from inside her. As I did so, I felt Megan squeezing her vagina which forced even more cum into my vacuuming mouth.
A movement to my left caught my eye and I turned to see what it was and found myself looking into the cell phone lens. The last cum Megan had forced from her pussy was still on my lips as my degradation was recorded.
Finally, it was done and I felt someone pulling me away from that delicious pussy. Reluctantly, I backed away and stood up. When I did I noticed that my baby was smiling at me.
"I'm glad that's over," I said.
Darius chuckled. "It's not over. I was just getting my second wind. Now Zahar and I are going to teach our little Megan what it means to have a DP."
"Wait," I blurted. "You mean that you are Zahar and both going to fuck her at the same time?"
"That's exactly what I mean Daddy, and you are going to record it all, but first, I want you to get out of those clothes."
"What for?," I demanded. "I'm not going to fuck my daughter as much as I might want to." It was out before I realized what I had said. I looked at Megan hoping that she hadn't heard me but the smile on her face said all that I needed to know.
"Daddy I want you out of those clothes because you are going to show the world the tremendous hard-on that you are going to have as you record the ravishment of your daughter."
"I thought you said that I was going to record it all. How can I do both things?"
"Not to worry. I've got it all worked out. We are going to set up the camera on this little tripod for a wide shot that will show all of the action. You are going to hold my cock and guide it into Megan's tight little ass hole. Then you are going to hold Zahar's cock as he pushes it into your daughter's pussy."
"Then, while we both fuck her you can get up and use the cell phone to record some close-up views of our black cocks violating both of your baby's holes."
"At some point, I may have you place the camera back on the tripod and enter the frame yourself to show that you were there all the time. If you feel the need you're welcome to stroke your cock if what you see turns you on."
"Finally you'll need to retrieve the camera to take some close-up shots as we fill your baby with black seed. Do you understand?"
I didn't like it but I understood so I nodded my head. Reluctantly, I removed my clothing and, for the first time all four of us were naked.
Darius took over the job of the director as he went and helped Megan to stand up, He took her place as he lay down on the bed his cock standing at attention.
He instructed me to sit beside him and then told my daughter to stand on the bed straddling him.
As Megan stood over him I held his cock and I watched my daughter lower herself toward him. As he had instructed, I guided his cock between Megan's pussy lips at first to coat it with some lubrication. Then Megan raised herself again and I placed the head of his cock at the entrance to her brown puckered ass. I continued to hold his cock and watch as it disappeared into her ass until finally, she settled down onto him and his cock was buried to the hilt.
I watched as Megan slowly leaned back until she was laying on top of Darius and we all had a clear view of his black cock in her ass hole. I can assure you that I already had a raging hard-on that would be obvious to anyone watching the video.
Then Zahar stepped forward and knelt on the bed between their outspread legs. I took hold of his cock as he eased forward until I had guided the head of his dick between Megan's pussy lips. Slowly he pushed forward until his shaft disappeared into her vagina.
Megan began to rock up and down and back and forth as the two men alternately rammed their black shafts into her pale white body. I got up to get the cell phone and became acutely aware of the painful hard-on that I had developed.
Damnit! Darius was right. The whole scene was so erotic that I was unable to ignore it despite, or maybe because it was my daughter being used so completely.
Using the phone I took a close-up video of each of them and then of the two black cocks pounding my daughter in both her holes.
I was startled when Darius yelled out, "Hey Daddy. You got a hard-on yet?"
"Yes damn it! I've got a hard-on."
"Good! I want you to put the camera back on the tripod and come over here beside me. Let's see if your daughter wants to suck her Daddy's cock. If she does we'll have her airtight."
I had started to put the camera on the tripod when what he had said sunk in. He wanted to get a video of my baby Megan sucking my cock. Of course, I knew that I shouldn't do it but I was so turned on that I had lost all my will to resist.
I knelt on the bed beside Darius' head without saying a word. At least I would not encourage Megan to suck my cock. Despite the pounding that she was taking in her two holes, she must have felt the bed sag as I knelt beside them.
She turned her head toward me and I watched as my dick slid into her mouth. It is impossible to describe the feeling of doing something that is forbidden and yet felt so exquisite. I watched as she moved her lips up and down my shaft.
She probably had not taken me in more than two or three times before I felt my balls contract as they pumped a huge shot of hot milky cum into her mouth. Bless her, she swallowed it all and every drop that followed.
Before I could fully comprehend what had happened and enjoy the experience Darius was telling me to get the camera because he couldn't hold on much longer.
I stumbled across the room just as Darius let out a loud moan. I got there just in time to see his cock slide out of my daughter's ass. A dribble of cum followed shortly thereafter.
Immediately after that Zahar slammed his cock deep into Megan's pussy and unloaded most of his cum deep inside her pussy. As he pulled his softening dick from inside her a last shot of cum spurted out and landed in her blonde snatch.



Zahar stepped away and Megan rolled off of Darius. She lay there on her belly breathing heavily with her legs still spread. I couldn't help myself as I zoomed in for a close-up. Her ass hole was wide open after being stretched by the cock that had just recently forced its way into her anus. Her pussy lips were swollen and red and cum was leaking from her pussy.
I stood there numbly still trying to process all that had just happened. Darius and Zahar got dressed and turned to me. Darius said, "I'm taking the phone with me so that I can make a copy of this video. That was the hottest sex that I've ever had. Either Zahar or I will bring it back in the morning. Your copy will still be there."
With that said they turned and walked out.
I heard the sheets rustle and turned to look at my baby. She was and always would be my baby but there was no doubt that she was a grown woman now. She had rolled over onto her back again and as I watched she spread her legs even wider apart and held out her arms in obvious invitation. Then she said, "Daddy, I need you."
What do you want from me? When all is said and done, I'm just a man. I knelt between my daughter's thighs and she held my cock and guided it home. I fucked my daughter that day like a man possessed.
After I had emptied myself into her I laid down beside her and just held her. We fell asleep like that. Tomorrow was another day. We'd figure it all out then.
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Pat and Steve: The early days
Actors:
• Pat - Steve's wife is a twenty-four-year-old, five-foot-eight-inch bundle of energy weighing around one hundred twenty-five pounds. She is shapely with a small waist, rounded hips, and an ass to die for. Her magnificent tits are thirty-six inches and a full "C" cup. Her thighs are full and well curved with calves that are nicely shaped. Her hair is blonde and her eyes are blue. Maybe the sexiest thing about her is her pussy which is covered with a thin blond bush. Pat is a teacher at a local junior college.
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• Levon -- A black stranger that Steve and Pat pick up on the street.
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Steve watched the close-up on the television intently as the large cock slipped between the moist distended lips of the pussy. He was vaguely aware of the moans coming from the television speakers as he watched what had become his fantasy.
He was fascinated with the contrast between the black cock and the white pussy. In his mind, he visualized himself in the scene watching. The woman in the scene had a shaved pussy but Steve's mind had added a soft blond covering of hair much like his wife's.
To his surprise, when the view zoomed out and showed the woman being skewered by the black cock he saw his wife, Pat. Subconsciously he knew it wasn't Pat but this was a fantasy after all.
Mesmerized by the view on the screen and his imagination, he was hardly aware of what he was doing as he reached down, unzipped his pants, and pulled out his erect cock. He began to stroke his manhood, matching the tempo with that of the couple on the small screen.
Meanwhile, Pat, thankful for the weekend, had finally completed the grocery shopping necessary to stock the empty cabinets in her new kitchen. Parking in the driveway, she opened the back door of the car and took out a loaded bag.
After struggling with the front door of the house, she pushed into the foyer yelling, "Steve." No answer. She was drawn by the sounds of sex coming from the living room. As she came into the room, the first thing that she noticed was the action taking place on the television. A lovely blond had her legs spread wide to accommodate the muscular black man who was busily fucking her silly.
Then she saw her husband lying back in the recliner intently stroking his cock and immersed in the activities on the television.
"Steve," she shouted causing him to jump guiltily. "I swear," she thought, "He looks just like a teenager whose mom just walked into the room."
Much to her surprise, he never even missed a stroke. "Hi honey," he said. "I sure could use your help here."
"Yeah, right. I'll just drop everything so that I can service you. Can't you see that I have an armful of groceries and there is more in the car? Get your ass up and help me."
"I can't right now Sweetheart. I'm just a little busy here. Put the damn bag down and help me with my problem. If you help me out I'll bring in all the groceries and even put them away. Please."
"Oh all right," Pat said as she dumped her purse and the bag of groceries on a chair.
Dropping to her knees between Steve's legs she took hold of his slippery cock. After stroking it a few times she bent forward and took the head and most of the shaft into her warm, moist mouth. She began a rhythmic motion, moving her lips up and down the shaft.
With the problem between his legs finally under control Steve's eyes returned to the action playing out on the screen. Now the blond was straddling her lover while facing the camera. Her legs were splayed wide with the black shaft sliding in and out of her pussy as she rode him.
Meanwhile, Pat had managed to take the head and part of Steve's shaft deeply into her throat. She moved her lips up and down and each time she paused when the head of his cock reached the back of her throat and then she continued, forcing it down her throat. She knew that Steve loved it when she did this.
Steve watched fascinated as the blonde removed the black shaft from between her legs and quickly knelt and took him into her mouth. In a moment the man on the screen moaned and shot his load into the blond's mouth.
At almost the same moment Steve moaned and looked down as his lovely wife took his full load into her mouth and swallowed. She continued to suck his cock for a few moments more and then allowed it to slip from between her lips. One last spurt of his cum dribbled across her full lips as she looked up at him.
She smiled and then barked, "Alright, now you've had your fun. Get those damn groceries in the house before the milk goes bad. You can put them away too."
As Steve went outside to begin bringing in the groceries, Pat sat in his recliner and watched the video. She was forced to admit that the size of the black man's cock was impressive. It was mesmerizing.
She couldn't help but wonder what a cock that large would feel like as it invaded her sex. Intrigued by the black-on-white contrast, she began to consider whether to allow a black man to fuck her.
She and Steve had an active and varied sex life but it had been a long time ago when she had considered the implications presented by having sex with a black man. Maybe it was something that she and Steve should talk about later. Times were changing and she was a full-grown woman now.
As she considered the idea, she was distracted by a string of harsh invective emanating from the kitchen which was punctuated by the slamming of cabinet doors. It didn't sound like putting away groceries was her husband's strong suit. Smiling, she turned off the television and went to rescue Steve from the taxing job of putting away the groceries.
Later didn't come until the next Friday night as she and Steve sat together in their den sipping a nightcap.
Pat began, "You know I've been thinking about that interracial video that you were watching last week when I came in. Is our sex life so unfulfilling that you have to resort to porn videos or was it a fascination with interracial sex?"
Steve gazed into his drink for several moments before answering. "It's the interracial component that interests me. Our sex life is outstanding thanks to you."
Her curiosity peaked Pat asked, "Exactly what is it about the interracial part of it that you like? We've included other men in our lovemaking before. That's a turn-on for us both but you seem to feel that this would be different."
Once again Steve paused before answering. "I'm not sure how to say this because I don't want to hurt your feelings."
"Out with it Sweetheart! We've always had a healthy, open sexual dialogue. Why should this time be any different?" It was obvious that Steve was uncomfortable with something. Pat decided that she would just have to keep working on him until he spilled his guts. "Come on honey. Don't do this to me. The suspense is killing me" she chuckled.
Unable to resist Pat's insistent pressure Steve finally looked up saying, "It isn't just one thing that fascinates me about it."
Pat simply sat there and waited quietly. She knew her husband would get it out if she simply went with the silent treatment and waited.
Hesitantly, Steve began, "I don't like to think of myself as fitting any of the labels that we seem to see in such common usage today. Even so, I am a product of my upbringing and the society in which I was raised. In that society, it was frowned upon for a white woman to have a relationship with a black man."
"It may be ass-backward but because of that taboo, I find it erotic and exciting to watch a black man having sex with a white woman. Things that we are told we shouldn't do always seem to be what we want to do to find out what it's all about. If it's a married woman it seems to be even more erotic. I guess that I'm just weird."
Pat paused before speaking. "If that makes you weird I wonder what it means for me?"
Steve looked up sharply. "What? I never knew that you'd even thought of interracial sex. I know that you had an active sex life before we were married. Have you ever had a black man?"
Pat shook her head saying, "No. But I'm a product of that same society you were mentioning and I feel the same taboo yet I can't help but wonder. For heaven's sake! You've seen the videos. It looks like every black man in the world has a huge dick."
"Yeah, okay. I get that," Steve said. "I probably shouldn't ask this but, if you haven't already fucked a black man, have you ever considered having sex with a black man?"
A distant look came into her eyes as she considered his question. "What the hell," she thought. "We're married and I shouldn't have to hide my innermost thoughts or my past from my husband. Besides that, we've been having sex with a few of our closest friends so Steve has seen me having sex with other men. I guess I should tell him."
"Yes, I have. When I was in high school there was this guy. Of course, he was the quarterback of the football team and I lusted after him. He was older than I was and didn't have the time to spare me a look. That was his loss because I was ripe for the picking. My hormones were working overtime and I wanted his black dick to be the one to take my cherry. It wasn't meant to be. My dad was in the service and like clockwork, we moved that summer."
"I've wondered ever since what it would be like to look between my legs and watch a black cock pushing into me. Would it feel different just because it was black? I mean a dick is a dick, right? Still, somehow, I think that taboo of our childhood would make it different, maybe more erotic. I'm pretty sure that it would feel different even if it was only different in my mind. I think that being used sexually by a black man would be a terrific turn-on."
Steve sat there stunned. His mind was churning furiously. He had imagined a black man between his wife's thighs many times. Every time he watched an interracial video he would see his wife's lovely face on the woman in the video.
Steve lapsed into an introspective silence as he sat sipping his martini. With all this new information about his wife thrashing around in his mind, he kept coming back to one dominant thought. How could he get his wife naked and horizontal with a black man so that he could watch?
"We need to do something to rectify this situation," he mumbled to himself.
"What did you just say?" Pat asked.
Steve looked up sheepishly. "Hunh?"
"What did you just say? It sounded like you were saying something about rectifying the situation. What are you thinking? This ought to be interesting. Come on give."
"I wasn't thinking of anything particular at all Pat. It just occurred to me that I would love to see you with a black man and since you seem inclined to want the same thing we should be able to work something out."
Pat looked at her husband who was agitated and excited. "Have you ever fantasized about me having sex with a black man?"
"Sweetheart, I may be making a mistake to admit it but, I have indeed fantasized about you being used by black men. Yep. That's plural."
Now it was Pat's turn to look surprised. Since Steve had admitted his fascination with interracial sex she had no problem knowing that he had fantasized about her but she had not expected the multiple men part. "Would you care to explain that?"
"Honey you already know that I have a very active imagination. I can easily visualize you being airtight with black cock or even being the object of a gang bang."
"Woah! Hold on there big guy," Pat exclaimed. "Aren't you getting just a little ahead of yourself?"
Steve broke into a big smile. "Well, you did ask what I had fantasized about and you know that I have a very active imagination."
"Point taken," Pat said. "Let's assume that I would be willing to consider some sort of encounter with a black man. How would you go about it?"
Steve returned her gaze pensively. "I don't know. I don't know any black men outside of work and I don't think that would be a good idea. I suppose that we could advertise for a suitable person. What about you? Do you have any ideas?"
Pat rose and began to pace around the room. "While your ideas are probably safer you know that I'm pretty short on patience. If we decide to do this I don't want to wait. I've already waited years for this opportunity. We need to find a way to make it happen."
Concerned about his wife, Steve stood and enveloped her in a huge hug of support. "Sit back down sweetheart while I make us another drink. We'll figure something out."
Steve returned a moment later and handed his wife a fresh martini. "There are a few black nightclubs around town. I've read about couples who frequent them, letting the wife dance with the men there, and flirting with them. We could choose one of them and then go to a motel room if we found someone."
Pat shook her head negatively. "That's a scene where things could get out of hand quite easily. You could be overwhelmed and I could find myself trying to fend off a bar full of horny black men. I'm not so sure that I'd be comfortable with that possibility. I'd like to think of something else where we have more control."
She thought a moment longer and then said, "What about just going downtown and driving around until we find someone on the street that looks good? I'm not sure exactly how you would approach a stranger on the street without being picked up by the cops though."
"Oh great," Steve exclaimed. "That's just what we need. Wait a minute. I've got an idea. We'd still have to be careful but there are areas where black men wander around. We could approach someone other than a young punk, an older man. Maybe someone living on the street. That would be safer and I know how to get their attention."
"I can hardly wait to hear this," Pat said.
Now Steve had a feral grin on his face as he looked at his wife. "You could wear a skirt and one of those tube tops of yours. When we find someone to consider you could pull down the top exposing your bare breasts. Then I'll drive up beside him and one of us can call him over to the window. If things get out of hand we can just drive away and try again. I know you like showing off those luscious tits of yours. How about that?"
"You're saying that you would be willing to let your wife's tits be mauled by strange black men that we found on the street?"
"If I'm willing to let one of those strange black men fuck you why should it bother me if a few of them copped a feel of your tits while we search for Mister Right."
"All right Buster. You're on! When do you want to do this? I don't want to think about it any longer. I want my hands on a black dick and I want to see what it's like to feel one inside me."
Steve was all in now. "Well if you're in such a rush why don't do it tomorrow night? Do you want to bring our selection back here or go to a motel?"
"I think that it would be much wiser to go to a motel. That way if it doesn't work out or I don't want to do something like this again we won't have to worry about any repercussions."
With the decision finally made, Pat went over to Steve and sat in his lap. "I may be realizing a long-time fantasy but tonight I want you to make love to me handsome. Let's go to bed and make some memories." She rose holding his hand and pulling him out of the chair.
Out on the street the next night it was obvious that we were both a little nervous. We cruised around trying to find a single older man. We weren't interested in the groups or even a single young punk. They just looked like trouble so we avoided them.
We finally found a single man leaning up against a mailbox. It wasn't a bad neighborhood and we looked things over the best that we could. Everything seemed safe enough so we decided to stop and give it a shot.
While I found a place to turn around Pat pulled down her top letting her breasts free in the night air. The top was dark and Pat's milky white breasts contrasted nicely.
When we stopped beside the curb I quickly found that I couldn't see the man through Pat's window. I watched and listened but I was unable to hear what Pat asked him. He casually stepped up to the window and placed his hands on the window jamb. I was still unable to see him.
A moment later I watched as one of those black hands reached into the car and grasped Pat's tit. I heard Pat's sharp intake of breath as he rolled the nipple between his thumb and forefinger and pinched.
I had a good start on an erection as I watched him fondle my wife. My erection snapped to attention as I watched him reach into the car with his other hand. It was mesmerizing to watch that hand slide up between my wife's thighs and disappear between her legs. She spread her legs apart to give him more room between her legs and let out a long slow moan.
Things went downhill quickly after that. Pat let out a yelp as the man pinched her nipple a little too aggressively. At just about the same time he leaned down and looked in the window. He looked to be well over sixty with gray hair which was not necessarily bad. What I did not like was the look in his eyes when he looked at Pat. It was like a wild animal.
I did the only thing that I could do and pulled away from the curb before he could do anything else. Pat slumped back in the seat breathing heavily. I wasn't sure if that was because she was excited or because she was frightened.
We drove around for a while longer while she caught her breath. Finally, I asked "Why didn't you warn me? We never should have let him get his hands on you."
"I didn't know. I never actually saw his face until he leaned over and looked into the car. I was spending too much time looking at the contrast his hands made as he fondled my breast when I should have been looking at him. It was such a turn-on finally knowing that a black man was touching me that I got lost in the moment. Then he put his other hand between my legs."
"Believe me, I noticed," Steve replied. "You opened wide and gave him complete access. It's a good thing you were wearing panties. It must have slowed him down a little."
Pat laughed. "I'm not wearing panties. I yelped when you pulled away because he had his finger buried in me when you drove off."
"Oh shit, sweetheart. Are you all right?"
"I've never been so turned on in my life," Pat replied.
Steve looked over at his wife and smiled, "Me neither. I've still got a raging hard-on from watching his hands on you. What should we do now? Maybe we should just go home and think this through a little more."
"Hell no!" Pat exclaimed. "I still haven't had a black cock and we are so close now I don't want to give up. Let's try at least one more time. Maybe in a better neighborhood."
Steve had noticed a little café in a better part of town and suggested that they go there for a cup of coffee. Pat agreed and, as they drove up they noticed another black man walking down the sidewalk towards the same café.
Pat quickly pulled down her top again letting those twin cannons loose just as Steve stopped beside the man. This time Steve heard her ask, "Excuse me. Do you know if that café is open?"



As the man stepped up to the car he could not help but notice Pat's exposed tits. This man was different from the first one as he squatted beside the car and looked in at Pat and Steve. He glanced down at her tits and smiled wistfully. "Those are gorgeous lady but if you keep showing them off like that in this area you're liable to get into more trouble than you can handle. Are you ready for that?"
Steve liked the look and style of this man so he spoke up and said, "Well, we are looking for someone to spend some time with. What would you suggest?"
The stranger forcefully pulled his gaze away from Pat's hardening nipples and looked Steve in the eye. "If you're serious why don't you park over in the café lot and we'll go inside for a cup of coffee. Sit in the booth farthest back. I'll be along in a moment." With that, he turned and walked farther up the street and stopped where he could watch them.
Pat turned to Steve. "What do you think? I like his style and his restraint. He wanted his hands on me but he kept them to himself. I think that we should have a cup of coffee."
Steve nodded his agreement and turned into the small lot and parked. After pulling her top back up, the two of them went into the little café. It was easy to see that there were no other customers as they walked to the back booth.
Steve sat with his back to the wall so that he could watch the door and Pat sat across from him. When the waitress arrived Steve told her that they were expecting another and ordered three cups of coffee.
Moments later she returned with the three cups of coffee and a little tray with cream and sugar. As she turned away from the table the front door opened and the black man walked in. It was obvious that he came here regularly when he walked by the waitress and addressed her by name.
He came and stood at the booth for a moment and noticed that the third cup of coffee was placed in the center of the table. Making his decision, he sat down next to Pat and pulled the cup in front of him. "My name's Levon. It's nice to meet you."
Steve reached across the table and offered his hand. "My name's Steve and this is my wife Pat. It's nice to meet you also."
They sat companionably sipping their coffee for a few moments when Levon finally looked up. Turning to Pat he asked, "How about telling me why you would show your tits, which are lovely I must admit, to a stranger on the street, and specifically a black stranger."
"To be blunt about it, I've got an itch and I want it scratched," Pat said.
Levon smiled. "It seems that a lot of white women have that same itch of late." Turning to Steve he asked, "And you?"
"I have a fantasy where my wife is used by a black man. I am not a jealous man and I have been blessed by having a very lovely wife. I like to see her happy and I try to give her what she wants. It's a very easy thing to do when what she wants is something that I want also. The hard part is finding the right participant."
"And you think that I might be the right participant?"
At a nod from Steve, Levon continued. "I'd be a fool if I didn't want to help you put your lady through her paces because she is a very desirable woman. I can also assure you that I am not against promiscuous sex but I prefer to know a little bit about the people I'm having sex with. Now don't get me wrong. I am not interested in your pedigree or any extremely confidential personal information. A little more background would be nice though."
As the conversation progressed, Levon learned a little more about Steve and Pat. They, in turn, learned that Levon was older than they were, a Vietnam veteran, and homeless. It had been several weeks since he had been with a woman. Despite his dire straits, his clothing was reasonably clean as was he. He had been visiting the local YMCA regularly while he tried to find work and get his life together.
As they sat there, talking and getting comfortable with each other Pat felt Levon rest his hand on her thigh. At first, he seemed uncertain so Pat parted her legs in invitation.
Steve was nobody's fool and well attuned to his wife. He quickly caught the motion and activity taking place under the table. It was killing him to not be able to see what was happening.
Meanwhile, Pat felt Levon's hand as it slipped between her thighs and began to move, softly rubbing back and forth between her legs. Each movement brought him closer and closer to the magic junction where her pussy tingled with anticipation.
At first, Levon had wondered if this could all be true. It all sounded great and the woman sitting beside him in the booth was a beauty. He was beginning to feel comfortable with the couple but still did not believe that they were serious.
That's when he decided to conduct a test by placing his hand on Pat's thigh. If she didn't stop him and her husband didn't intervene he would have his answer. If his advance was rebuffed it would be easy to disentangle himself from the situation and move on.
Levon was pleased when Pat didn't shake his hand off her thigh and surprised when he felt her legs part. This seemed almost too good to be true, he thought, as he continued to slide his fingers along the smooth flesh of her inner thigh, moving closer and closer to her pussy each time.
By watching Pat and Levon, Steve had figured out what must be going on under the table. Levon probably had his hand between his wife's legs and would soon find out that she wasn't wearing any underwear. Steve watched as Pat squirmed just a little and her eyes opened even wider. Levon had discovered the treasure pot.
Pat wondered just how far Levon would go as they sat here in the café. Her questions were soon answered as she felt him rest his palm on her mound so that his fingers could better search for the opening between her pussy lips. She almost sighed out loud as first one, and then two fingers found the opening and slipped inside her warm moist pussy.
Unable to believe his good luck, Levon reveled in the feeling as his fingers probed the pussy of this lovely blond white woman. As he tried to find her clit he jumped when he felt her hand on his crotch. She fumbled around for a few moments but quickly found his hard cock and grasped it through his jeans.
At this point, Steve made a decision. Enough was enough. While he didn't mind sharing Pat, she was getting all the benefits of this exchange. It was his thing to watch and all he could see was their faces and while that told him plenty it wasn't enough.
"Uh, hello'" Steve said. No response. "Excuse me," he said a little louder. Still no response.
At that moment the waitress walked up and offered to refill their cups. When Levon and Pat both jumped the waitress looked down where she could see Pat's hand as it withdrew from his crotch. "I'm sorry. I hope I didn't interrupt anything," she said, smiling broadly.
As Pat blushed furiously, Steve spoke to cover the ominous silence. "We're fine. If you'd just leave the check we'll pay on the way out."
When the waitress departed Steve looked at his wife and Levon. They were both a little flushed. "I think it might be a good idea to move this elsewhere. Levon do you have any ideas since you are more familiar with the area."
Regaining his composure somewhat Levon suggested a small but clean motel about two blocks away on Center street. It was agreed that Steve and Pat would rent a room there while Levon waited outside. He would join them as they entered the room.
The motel was a single-story drive-up affair that had been popular back in the 80s. As the three of them entered the room, Steve made sure that the door was locked and all of the drapes were closed. Then he made himself comfortable in the room's only armchair leaving his wife and Levon standing there wondering what to do next.
Taking control of the situation, Levon stepped up behind Pat and put his arms around her. He turned her so that she was facing Steve as his hands wandered up and down her torso, first cupping her breasts, then pausing to probe between her legs. Pat let out a low moan as he nuzzled her neck.
"Is this what you want?", he whispered into her ear.
"Oh yes," she hissed.
Looking at her husband, Levon asked Steve the same question. "Is this what you want?"
Steve's hand was already between his legs as he nodded. "More," he said. He watched intently as Levon slid his hands under Pat's tube top and over her tits. His wife arched her back as if to bring her breasts into closer contact with those magical hands.
Levon reveled in the feel of those soft yet firm breasts. He pinched the pointy nipples and rolled them between his thumb and forefinger eliciting yet another moan from Pat. He slowly lifted his wrists until he finally managed to fully expose her tits.
Pat looked down and marveled at the contrast Levon's hands made on her milk-white tits. Between kneading her breasts and worrying her nipples he had managed to excite her with just his touch.
As Steve watched, his wife turned in Levon's arms, wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing him deeply. Steve could hardly believe what he was seeing. He watched intently as Levon reached down and raised Pat's skirt and began fondling the round orbs of her nearly perfect ass.
Unable to deny herself any longer, Pat broke the kiss providing enough room between her bodies for her to reach between Levon's legs and capture his manhood. She slid her hand along the stiff member while she squeezed in.
Levon started at Pat's initial touch. He had not known what to expect but this white wife was exceeding all his expectations. He wasn't surprised but was very pleased when she dropped to her knees and began to fumble with the zipper of his pants.
Meanwhile, Steve was busy unzipping his pants and fumbling his cock out into the open. He stroked himself as he watched a very substantial black instrument of female pleasure come into view only to be wrapped in his wife's contrasting hands.
When he saw his wife part her lips and take the head of that black instrument into her mouth he groaned in unison with Levon. Unable to stand it any longer Steve rose and walked over to stand next to Levon hoping for some attention from his wife also.
To Steve's relief, Pat quickly wrapped his cock with one hand and stroked it. Meanwhile, he continued to enjoy the sight of that black shaft disappearing into his wife's mouth.
Levon was disappointed when Pat backed off of his shaft to pay some attention to her husband's dick. She quickly returned to the fascinating black shaft. She knew that she could enjoy her husband's dick any time.
Pat suspected that Levon's long sexual drought might shorten his ability to resist the ministrations of her lips and tongue. She was certainly working hard and wanted her reward.
Steve watched as Pat continued to jackhammer her head back and forth, enjoying her taste of black meat. He wondered just how long Levon could resist all of that attention. He smiled when he realized that the magic moment had come.
Levon convulsed, shoving his cock so deep into Pat's mouth that her nose flattened against his pelvis. With a loud groan, he pulled his cock back and then buried it to the hilt once again. He had shot the first two monstrous loads down Pat's throat, but he wasn't finished.
The next time he pulled back far enough to shoot cum onto Pat's face and into her pretty blond hair. Three more times he unloaded more cum onto her face. She smiled at him through the milky white goo and then turned and took her husband's cock between her lips.
Pat loved the feel of hot spunk as it hit her face. One shot had gotten into her eye and things were a little blurry but she had no problem getting Steve's cock between her lips. She suspected that he would be an easy conquest after watching Levon's black shaft unload its cum into her mouth and onto her face. She was right.
Steve exploded after just two strokes from his wife's talented mouth. He spasmed and shot several loads onto her face to mix with the cum already there.
When it was done Pat simply knelt there and looked up smiling at the two men she had just satisfied. One black and one white. One was her husband, and the other was almost a stranger. Damn, life was good.
Almost as one, the two men held out a hand to help her up. When she was standing she turned toward her husband and kissed him warmly cum and all. "Thank you," she said to him. Then she turned to Levon and kissed him just as thoroughly. "And, thank you also," she said. The lips of both men shone from the cum that had just recently been on her lips.
Steve collapsed back into his chair. "Dayam!," he said. "I don't think that I've cum that hard for a long time. Sweetheart, you have no idea how erotic it was to watch you sucking Levon's long black shaft. I thought that I wasn't going to be able to hold it when he exploded in your mouth and then sprayed your face."
As Pat stood there, cum dripping from her chin and nose. "It was just as erotic for me as it was for you. I'm guessing that Levon had saved his cum for a long time. I didn't think he was ever going to finish shooting cum onto my face. I can't say that I regret sucking him dry but I'm going to regret not having him inside me."
Levon exclaimed, "Pat, I can't thank you enough but I don't know where you got the idea that I wouldn't be up to fucking you tonight. Just give me a few moments to catch my breath and I'd be happy to show you what it's like to be thoroughly ravaged by a horny black man. It's been several months since I have had any sexual action and I don't think that I've ever enjoyed a blow job that much. I'll be ready to go again in a little while."
"Well, while you gentlemen recover, I'll just get more comfortable."
Both men watched raptly as Pat pulled the tube top off over her head and then loosened her skirt and stepped out of it. Now totally naked she laid back on the bed and spread her legs and waited.
Levon stirred to life almost immediately. He rose and stood at the end of the bed and looked down at the lovely woman laying there unabashedly displaying her most intimate charms. He felt the first stirring of a new erection between his legs. His cock knew where it wanted to be, but first Levon wanted a taste of that pussy. He leaned forward and pressed his lips firmly on Pat's pussy and immediately began to worry her clit with his tongue.
Pat jerked with the first contact and spread her legs even farther apart to make sure that Levon had full access. She looked down between her legs and watched as his expert tongue and lips stoked her arousal.
Steve simply sat there and shook his head. "Where the hell is he getting all that energy?" he wondered. He had a perfect view of Levon as he worked on his wife. The look on his wife's face was priceless. It was obvious that she was enjoying the attention that Levon was giving her pussy. Steve loved seeing his wife pleasured by another man and it was especially rewarding since this was the first time that he had watched a black man with his wife.
This wasn't the first time that Pat had ever had her pussy eaten but it seemed so much more erotic because of the inherent taboo of black on white. His lips and tongue were working wonders between her legs but she wanted more.
As if sensing her thoughts, Levon stopped eating her pussy and stepped between her legs, aiming his cock at the opening between the distended lips of her pussy. He rubbed the head of his cock between those lips and moved forward, sliding his shaft deftly into her vagina.
Pat felt the head of Levon's cock as it split her pussy lips and slipped inside. "Oh, oh," she moaned. It felt so damn good as more and more of his shaft slipped into her love nest. When the full length of it was firmly buried in her pussy she reveled in the fullness. Then the full realization hit her, "I've got a black cock inside me."
It had been something that she had dreamed about for years and now it was a reality. She was fucking a black man. Her reverie was interrupted when she thought about his unprotected manhood. "God, I hope he doesn't cum in me," she thought.
Steve watched intently as Levon began rhythmically thrusting his shaft deep into his wife, shoving it to the hilt and slamming against her mound with each thrust. Steve could easily imagine what Levon must be feeling and he began to slowly stroke his cock with the same rhythm.
Pat contracted the muscles of her vagina each time Levon drove his manhood into her. She didn't want this to ever end but she was rising higher and higher with each stroke. Finally, she felt a release as she came and her hot juices bathed her pussy and the shaft within.
Levon had already been on edge when he felt the warmth of cum flowing from Pat's pussy. He had never intended to deposit his cum inside this beautiful white woman but it was a close thing.
He just managed to pull his cock from its warm cocoon when he shot his first load into the blond bush just above the crack of her pussy. He proceeded to unload four or five times more. One time he almost shot cum onto her breasts. Each succeeding load was weaker than the last which resulted in a line of cum trailing down from her breasts to her bush.
As he shot his last load he looked up to see Pat smiling at him. "Thank you," she said. "That was great."
Levon smiled back at her. "I'm the lucky one. It has been a long time since I've been laid and I don't think that I have ever had such a lovely woman. The fact that you are a white man's wife just makes the whole thing even more erotic."
Steve finally found the energy necessary to rise and approach his wife. Looking down at the cum splattered across her pale body he smiled at her and then at Levon. "She is lovely, isn't she? Few men could be as blessed as I am. She pleases me in every way possible."
With the smile still on his face, he knelt on the bed between his wife's still-spread legs. In one smooth motion, he drove his cock into her until he bottomed out. He leaned forward and kissed her as he continued to pound her pussy.
Pat moaned at this newfound pleasure as her husband's continued thrusting drove her toward another climax. It was just moments later when her orgasm second burst over her and her juices spurted from her bathing her husband's cock in its warm slipperiness.
Steve felt his wife bucking under him and knew that she was about to cum. Almost out of control himself, he thrust his dick into Pat's pussy faster until he couldn't hold himself back any longer. With a groan he reared back, removing his dick from its warm sheath and shooting more creamy white cum onto his wife. His first load reached her breast, coating the nipple.
Out of steam, he collapsed on Pat mixing his cum with Levon's.
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Pat and Steve: More early days
Primary Players:
• Pat - Steve's wife is a twenty-four-year-old, five-foot-eight-inch bundle of energy weighing around one hundred twenty-five pounds. She is shapely with a small waist, rounded hips, and an ass to die for. Her magnificent tits are thirty-six inches and a full "C" cup. Her thighs are full and well curved with calves that are nicely shaped. Her hair is blonde and her eyes are blue. Maybe the sexiest thing about her is her pussy which is covered with a thin blond bush. Pat is a teacher at a local junior college.
• Steve - Pat's twenty-six-year-old husband, Steve, is a Civil Engineer employed by the local county Planning Department. Checking in at five feet eleven inches with brown hair and blue eyes, Steve is considered attractive. He weighs in at a neat one hundred ninety pounds.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Steve was watching a college football game when Pat came into the room with the mail. He could see right away that she was excited about something. "What's up honey?", he inquired.
"It finally came!", she exclaimed.
Shaking his head in exasperation he smiled at his wife and innocently inquired, "Exactly what came sweetheart?"
"Oh Steve," she fussed. "You know that I've been looking for an invitation to the President's house for his party. Not everyone on the faculty gets invited. I'm just a new associate so I didn't expect to be invited."
"I never had any doubts, honey," Steve said. "You are the most desirable female on the entire faculty and the President is a dirty old man. Of course, he's going to invite you. Did I get an invitation too?"
"Of course. It's a couple's event. Now I'm going to have to get a new dress this week because the party is Saturday night."
"New dress!", Steve exclaimed. "We're new here in the city. No one has seen any of the dresses that you have and you've got a closet full. I don't see why you can't wear one of the dresses that you have."
"Honey I just wouldn't feel right in one of my old dresses. Besides, it's early yet today. You could take me to the mall after lunch couldn't you?", she said giving him her most winning smile.
Knowing when to agree with your wife is a sign of a good husband, so Steve nodded his assent with a smile.
At the mall, sometime later, "Come on honey. We must have been to every store in the place by now. Can't we just go home? I'm sure that you can find something in your closet. For criminy sake. It's just dinner at the President's house."
"Just? Did you say just? I've never met the man who is my ultimate boss and I've only been on the job for a few months. Don't you want me to make a good impression?"
"Of course I want you to make a good impression. You're beautiful and smart. How could he possibly not be impressed?"
"Oh look. Here's a new store. We haven't ever been in here. Come on Steve, work with me here."
"Okay, okay. but remember, you promised to make it worth my while to come down here with you, " Steve said while giving Pat his most leering smile.
The third dress Pat found was a black sheath. It fit her like a glove. The front of the dress dipped down to a point almost in the middle of her chest. Black lace spanned the deep vee and held the sides of the dress together. She knew that she would have to wear the dress without a bra because the "V" dipped so deep that if she wore a bra you would be able to see it.
Pat looked at herself in the mirror and liked what she saw. This dress would do nicely and it looked as if it was made for her. She was so satisfied that she decided to show it to Steve. If he approved she might even give him his payoff here. Looking around, she decided that there was plenty of room for both of them in the dressing room.
Pulling the dressing room curtain aside, Pat motioned for Steve to join her.
Steve immediately noticed the generous amount of cleavage exposed by the deep "V" in the front of the dress. The top of the dress was supported by two spaghetti string straps and clung to her figure before it flared out at the waist and dropped to about mid-thigh showing off her well-shaped legs. Looking at his wife, Steve said, "Well that dress ought to capture everyone's attention. I know you want to impress your new boss but are you sure you won't be giving off the wrong vibes? It certainly doesn't leave much to the imagination."
When he reached forward to pull the price tag out where he could see it he gasped. "Holy shit! Couldn't you find something more expensive?"
"Sweetheart," Pat cooed. "I look good in this dress and first impressions are so important. I said that I'd make it worth your while," she said, dropping to her knees in front of her husband.
Steve looked down at his lovely wife as she reached for the zipper. He watched as she slowly lowered the zipper continuing to smile up at him the whole time.
With the zipper down, she reached into his pants searching for his rapidly hardening dick. "Ohhh." She said. "You went commando this morning. How convenient." She grasped his dick firmly and pulled it out into the open.
Steve sighed as he watched his wife's soft red lips engulf the head and then slide down the length of his shaft, taking him deeply into her mouth. He let out a moan as indescribable sensations rocked his senses. The situation was so erotic that he knew it would only be a moment before he came.
He was shocked back into reality as the curtain to the changing room jerked back violently. His eyes popped open wide to see a male sales clerk staring down at Pat's head as it bobbed back and forth on his dick.
"What are you doing?." the startled salesman blurted out. "Oh my. I've got to call security."
Before the man could pull back Steve's hand shot out grabbing the front of his shirt and tie. Without thinking, Steve pulled the man into the changing room with them as Pat continued to work her magic on his dick. "You can't call security," he gasped as he shot his load into Pat's warm moist mouth.
The startled salesman began to struggle and then he suddenly stood stock still as he felt the zipper of his pants sliding down. "Oh shit," he said as he turned to reach back to slide the curtain of the dressing room closed.
Now it was even more cramped in the dressing room than it had been with only the two of them. Once Steve realized that the man was no longer going to bolt, he reached down to replace his now flaccid dick into his trousers and zip up. With that little detail taken care of, he looked down and watched as Pat's talented mouth slid back and forth along the shaft of the now immobilized salesman's dick.
Steve always enjoyed watching his wife working on another man's dick but this time he wished Pat would hurry up before they got caught. In answer to his prayer, the man in front of him began to convulse as he shot his load into Pat's hungry mouth.
The man looked at Steve, panic on his face. He said, "You've got to get out of here," as he struggled to stuff his dick back into his pants and zip up.
Feeling some sense of urgency himself, Steve pulled the price tag off of the dress and handed it to the man. "Let's go ring this up while my wife changes clothes."
Later, as they drove home. Steve told Pat, "I've never bought clothes that way before. When he pulled that curtain aside all I could think of to do was to pull him inside with us. I'm surprised I was even able to think of that since I was just starting to cum in your mouth."
Pat couldn't help herself as she let out a chuckle. "Well, you delayed him long enough for me to get his fly open and once I had his cock out he wasn't going anywhere. It was quite a turn-on sucking a strange cock with you standing right there like that."
"When I found you had gone commando it made me think about the President's Party."
"The party? How in the hell did that make you think about the party?"
Steve was speechless when she said, "I think I'll go to the party that way"
"What way?"
"Commando! Sans underwear. You never know what might happen? I can't wear a bra because it would show through in front and back so I may as well leave my panties home too," she said with a huge smile.
Saturday evening Steve and Pat arrived at the President's home a little after eight P.M. Not early and only slightly fashionably late.
The door was answered by a svelte woman who looked to be in her mid-fifties who immediately invited them inside. Once inside, Pat introduced herself to the lady who turned out to be the President's wife, Ellen.
Ellen took their coats and then led them into the graciously furnished living area of the home where a bar and buffet had been set up. After making sure that they had drinks she apologized for leaving them on their own as she hustled to answer the door again.
Steve and Pat took their drinks over to the buffet and sampled a few of the items there and then they began to circulate. Steve was introduced to the faculty members that Pat knew and in the process, they were introduced to others.
About an hour later they found themselves being led over to where the President was holding court sitting in a deep leather armchair. When Steve was introduced he was forced to lean over to shake the proferred hand.
Pat watched what was happening and quickly realized that the old goat was going to be able to get a pretty decent look down the front of her dress when she shook his hand. "What the hell?'" she thought. "Why not?" When she was offered his hand she leaned forward a bit farther than necessary. At the same time, she scrunched her shoulders together giving him a completely unobstructed look at her braless tits.
He surprised her by pulling her even closer and speaking directly into her ear so no one else could hear what he was saying. "It's so good to meet you, Pat. I apologize for not making sure that we met sooner. Based on what I see it looks like you have a promising future here on our team. I'm hoping that we will have a chance for a more intimate conversation later." With that, he released her hand and resumed his conversation with the person sitting next to him.
As they walked away Steve looked at his wife quizzically. "What was that all about?"
Pat shook her head, "I'm not sure. It sounded like he was propositioning me. He was looking down the front of my dress and I know he could see my tits. He said that he liked what he saw and hoped that we could have a more intimate conversation later."
About half an hour later Pat was beginning to feel the effect of the alcohol on both her libido and her bladder. She and Steve found Ellen and inquired about a bathroom. Following Ellen's instructions they found a rather large bathroom down the hall on the left exactly where Ellen said it would be.
Pat went in, closing the door behind her. She never even gave locking the door a second thought since she knew that Steve would prevent anyone from entering.
A few moments later Steve noticed the President coming his way down the hall. "Where's your lovely wife?" he asked.
"She just went into the restroom," Steve answered. She should be out in just a moment."
Steve was shocked when the President reached for the doorknob saying, "I've got to go and besides, I wanted to talk to her privately. Please make sure that no one interrupts us."
Steve simply stared speechless at the man's back as he entered the bathroom and closed the door. Steve heard the snap of the lock. He knew that his wife could take care of herself and did not want to take the chance of messing things up at her new job so he decided to do as he had been instructed.
Pat had just finished peeing when she turned to see the President coming into the room behind her. She stepped to the mirror and touched up her lipstick, turning towards him with a smile. "I was just finishing up. I'll just get out of your way sir." She turned toward the door but he remained there blocking her way.
She stood her ground as he stepped forward and placed his hands on her hips. "I don't think you should be doing that," she said.
He smiled and pulled her crotch firmly against his and wrapped his arms around her in an intimate hug. She could already feel his hardening cock as it pressed against her. Before she had time to even think he pressed his lips to hers and forced his tongue between her lips. His hands ran up and down her back until he was finally cupping her ass as he began grinding his cock against her body.
He finally removed his mouth from hers and smiled. "When you let me see your tits I just knew that we were going to get along famously. As long as you're willing to work with me you could have a very rewarding tenure here."
Pat contemplated for a few moments and then, looking him directly in the eyes asked, "Do I have a choice?"
His response was immediate and to the point. "Of course, you have a choice. I don't believe that it would be proper for me to force myself on you. Unfortunately, it would then be necessary for me to terminate you within the week but the choice is yours," he said as he stepped back from her. He looked at her for a few moments longer and when she didn't reply he reached forward and placed his hands on her breasts.
When Pat made no move to stop him he knew that he had won. At first, he just felt her tits and then he cupped them as if weighing each one. Finally, he found her nipples and began to rub and pinch them between his thumb and forefinger. "We're going to have a really good time together. You are such a lovely woman and I can't wait to see those tits.
Pat remained still as he reached up and removed the strap of her dress from her left shoulder. The front of the dress fell forward but not far enough to let him see anything. Then he removed the other strap. Now the front of her dress was being held in place by her pointy nipples and she knew that they would be completely exposed in just another moment.
With great anticipation, he pulled the front of her dress down and stood transfixed as Pat stood there and let him look. He thought out loud, "I'm an older man and I have seen my share of tits but these have to be the most gorgeous tits that I have ever seen."
Her breasts were full but firm, there wasn't any sag at all. Her skin was milky white and free of blemishes. The top of her breasts sloped down and were topped with dark brown nipples. Although he had heard the term "puffy" used to describe a woman's nipples he had never seen any before. Pat's nipples certainly met that criterion because they stood out like a cone, clear of her breasts as if they had been applied as an afterthought. Her nipples stood proud of her breasts and were almost two inches long.
Pat watched as he reached for her once again. She almost moaned when his hands closed over her breasts pinching and twisting her nipples. The feeling was exquisite and only magnified knowing that she was standing in the bathroom at her employer's home and allowing him to fondle her.
Finally, he released her now somewhat sore nipples and stepped back. "Well, now it's good to see that we have reached an understanding Pat. As long as you continue to work with me you can expect to receive glowing employee reports and generous raises. But you need to know that it's not going to be limited to my coping a feel once in a while."
"Now that I know that you came to my party braless I'm wondering if you're wearing panties and I intend to find out only this time you are going to do the work. If you agree to my terms and conditions I want you to lift your skirt and show me whether you're wearing panties or not and be quick about it before someone other than your husband notices that we are missing."
Pat only took a moment to consider and then she reached down and grasped her skirt. Completely enjoying herself now she raised it as slowly as she could. It didn't take long since the skirt only reached down to mid-thigh anyway.
He watched with hungry eyes as more and more of those creamy white thighs came into view. Amazed by his good luck this evening he drank it all in as the bottom of the dress approached her crotch. Slowly her pussy lips came into view and he realized that she was unshaven yet he could see through her thin blond snatch easily.
Finally, when the bottom of the dress rose to her waist she simply stood there as his eyes ate her alive. "Beautiful," he exclaimed. Reaching into his pocket he took out his cell phone and smiled. "I hope you don't mind. I don't want to have to rely on my memory later and besides, this will provide a little insurance for me should you change your mind and try to blame me."
Pat hadn't anticipated this development but she was too far in to back out now so she smiled and let him take his photos. Although she was a little shocked by his next demand she followed his instructions and spread her legs apart and then pulled her pussy lips wide open for his pictures.
Pat knew what was coming next when he told her to turn around and bend over the toilet with her legs spread and her skirt at her waist. She sensed him taking more photos of her completely exposed privates and then she heard the zipper being lowered.
A moment later she felt his cock being pushed between the lips of her pussy. She knew that her sex was ready and already wet and he took advantage of that rubbing the head of his cock in her juices. First, she felt the head enter her and then she couldn't help the grunt that escaped her lips as he shoved himself the rest of the way into her with one thrust.
She knew that he wouldn't be able to last long as he began pounding his dick into her at a furious rate. It was only a moment later when he slammed into her and held his dick buried deep inside her sex. An instant later she felt the first burst of his hot creamy cum as it was pumped into her. He pulled back and slammed into her a few more times, each time shooting another load into her, and then he almost collapsed.
As she felt his now limp cock slither from between the lips of her pussy she started to rise but quickly felt his hand on her back holding her in place. "You need to stay like that for a while longer. I have some friends of mine that I want to have a chance to welcome you also. I'm not sure how many it might be. Your husband is waiting outside so I'll have the last man let him know that we're done when he leaves."
"Oh by the way. I want you to stay here because there isn't a mirror above the toilet like there is above the vanity. This way you won't know which of your co-workers have sampled your lovely body and you'll always be left wondering. Have fun."
She heard the door open and close and resisted the urge to stand up and get out of there.
In the hall, Steve was leaning against the wall as the President came out of the restroom and walked up to him saying, "Your wife and I are done for the moment but I think that it would be in her best interests if a few of my colleagues had a few moments with her to go through some details of her employment. I'm sure that you understand."
"Don't let anyone in unless they indicate that I have sent them."
Steve just stood there dumbfounded as he watched the man walk down the hall. He wasn't sure but it seemed as if there was a bounce in his gait that hadn't been there before.
In a few minutes, Steve looked up as a thin young man who appeared to be in his mid-thirties came down the hall. His hair was disheveled and he wore frameless spectacles. He didn't look too sure of himself as he came down the hall and walked up to Steve. He looked around furtively and then quietly said, "The President sent me."
When Steve said nothing the man turned and opened the bathroom door. Before the door closed Steve looked inside and caught a glimpse of his wife's bare ass as she leaned over the toilet. He was pretty sure that she was enjoying herself.



When Pat heard the door open she struggled to resist the urge to turn and look at who was entering the bathroom. She remembered what the President had said about being terminated if she didn't comply, so she stayed where she was. She knew that the man behind her was watching as she felt some cum leak from her pussy and run down her inner thigh.
She didn't have long to wait before she heard the sound of a zipper sliding down. A moment later she felt the head of this new cock rubbing between her lips. She had no idea who it might be as she felt his instrument sink into her to the hilt.
This one is quite a bit larger she realized. She would have been surprised at that if she had been able to see the skinny owner of the rather large and long cock now working its way in and out of her pussy. Unlike the President, this man took his time relishing his good luck.
Lover number two enjoyed the look of his large tool as it pushed the lips of this lovely pussy aside to make way for its entry. He quickly removed his cell phone and began to film the action as his cock slid in and out. This was the last thing that he ever expected to happen when he had been invited to the President's party.
Never one to question good luck he had responded enthusiastically when the President had asked if he would like to fuck the new employee. Of course, he wanted to fuck her but he was worried about her well-built husband especially when he found out that the husband in question was standing outside the bathroom door to prevent unwanted visitors. What kind of a man would allow his wife to be used by strangers like that?
Despite his doubts, he had accepted the offer and headed down the hall and, sure enough, there was her husband outside the bathroom door. He had almost turned around but now was glad that he had not chickened out as he continued to video his cock sliding in and out of this cunt.
As he felt himself building to a climax he wondered if the woman bent over in front of him was getting any joy from this. She had not said a word the whole time he had been fucking her. His question was answered as he felt her push back against his groin forcing his cock as far into her as possible. She let out a moan and he felt his cock bathed in her hot pussy juice as her cum rushed around his cock.
Unable to control himself any longer his cock spasmed as he shot load after load of cum into her willing receptacle. He continued to take video as he pulled his cock from its nest and shot the last spurt of cum directly onto her engorged pussy lips.
He wiped the head of his cock on her luscious ass and stepped back. Ending the video, he put the phone into his pocket, shoved his dick back into his pants, and pulled the zipper up. As he turned to leave he heard her say. "Thanks," as he left the room.
When he stepped into the hall Pat's husband looked at him and asked, "Are you the last?"
He found that he was unable to speak to this man whose wife he had just fucked. He shook his head and walked away as quickly as he could.
A few moments later, Steve looked up and watched intently as a young man came sauntering down the hall. Steve thought, "This guy can't be part of the party. He's too damn young." He was wearing jeans and a university sweatshirt.
He walked up to Steve like he owned the place and said, "Is she in there?"
"Pardon me," Steve replied.
"The broad. My dad said that some guy's wife was in our restroom and that she was letting anyone fuck her. Can you believe that? I had to come and see for myself but I bet she's either ugly or old, and her husband must be a real jerk. This I've got to see for myself." With that, he yanked the bathroom door open and stepped inside.
The last thing Steve heard was his surprised exclamation. "Holy shit!"
Pat heard the door open and smiled when she heard the comment. She knew that she was being used like a whore. The funny thing was that her boss had no idea that she enjoyed being used by strangers. He thought he was using her when instead, he was feeding her need. It had been far too long since she had been the subject of a good gang bang.
She knew that her boss was hoping to leave her wondering which men had had the good fortune to use her pussy. That's why she looked down between her legs at the shoes of the man that had stepped up behind her now. She was shocked to see a plain black pair of high topped sneakers and she immediately knew who they belonged to. This had to be her boss's college-age son.
Following the familiar sound of a zipper being lowered, she watched the feet as they shuffled forward as he prepared to enter her. A shiver shook her body as she felt this man-child's dick pushing its way into her. While he certainly wasn't as large as the last dick this dick was much longer. Just as his crotch ground against hers, she felt the head of his dick bottom out.
Hands held her hips as he began sliding back and forth in her sheath using a motion as old as time itself. He began slow but soon accelerated until he was driving into her like a piston on an old steam locomotive.
Just as Pat thought, "He can't keep this up for long," he let out a long groan and shoved himself even more deeply into her and released jet after jet of hot sperm deep within her.
It all happened so quickly that Pat never had a chance to cum herself. Almost as if he were embarrassed, he pulled his cock out and zipped up his pants. He turned and left.
As she remained bent over the toilet, Pat again felt cum oozing from between the lips of her pussy and dropping to the bathroom tile. "Please don't leave me like this," she thought. "Send me at least one more so I can get some satisfaction."
Steve jumped as the young man came barreling out of the bathroom as if shot from a cannon and quickly walked away mumbling, "I don't believe it. I just don't believe it."
Steve wondered if that had been the last one. The President had said that the last man would tell him so but the kid had been so disturbed he may have forgotten. He decided to wait a while longer.
Moments later mister cool entered the hall as if he had been waiting his turn. This guy looked to be in his mid-thirties. He was well groomed and wore what looked like a Brooks Brothers suit. It certainly wasn't an off-the-rack suit from Walmart® or even Men's Warehouse®.
As he walked up he removed his suit coat and handed it to Steve. "Hold this for me. I don't want to get it stained. I've been wanting to get my hands on our newest addition to the faculty ever since she came to work here. Isn't fate funny? I almost decided not to come tonight but, at the last minute, I changed my mind. Now I have the opportunity to get my hands on the best-looking piece of meat that has been around here in a long time."
"I hear that her husband is at the party tonight too so I better hurry up before he catches on to what is going on. I'm not sure how you got stuck guarding the door to the playroom but I guess someone had to do it."
"Oh, before I forget, the President told me to tell you that I'm the last one for tonight. Well, I guess I'm next to last since I imagine you'll want to take your turn, or maybe not. By the time I'm done, you'll be getting sloppy thirds or fourths. Of course, that's better than nothing."
Steve shook his head as he watched him go into the bathroom. He thought, "What he doesn't know is that I can have her anytime I want to but, I think that I will take sloppy fifths."
Pat thought, "Penny Loafers." I'll remember them when I see them again. She didn't have long to contemplate the shoes and her fourth dick of the evening was roughly shoved into her. He took two strokes and then pulled his cock out.
The newcomer thought, "She's already had three cocks in there. Let's try something new." With that thought, he aimed for Pat's puckered anus and began trying to shove his dick into her nether hole.
Pat hadn't been expecting the assault on her asshole. At first, it hurt as the man behind her tried, with some success, to force his dick into her butt. As soon as the surprise passed, Pat loosened her sphincter and moaned as his shaft penetrated deeply into her bowels. She was unable to hold back a second moan of pleasure at this new sensation.
Once he began stroking into her asshole with a steady rhythm Pat felt herself rising higher. "This was what I needed," she thought, as the cock continued to pound her backside.
The man was so mesmerized by the sight of his cock disappearing up the ass of the new employee he failed to realize just how close he was to releasing his load. It was at that moment that Pat chose to reach her climax and her juices spurted freely out and splashed all over his suit pants.
Filled with horror at the thought of the stains on his new suit he pulled back in a reflex action. As his cock left the warm confines of her anal sheath it chose that moment to ejaculate. Streams of hot sticky cum shot between the cheeks of her ass and even up onto her exposed back. Horrified at his lack of self-control, he stumbled backward and landed on his ass on the bathroom floor.
It was all that Pat could do to stifle the laughter that was threatening to bubble out. Now she knew for sure who it was that had just fucked her. He was the literature professor and one of the most arrogant and prissy men at the school.
Although she was unable to look she could tell what was happening just by the noises. He got to his feet so quickly that he almost lost his balance a second time as he struggled to stuff his now limp cock into his pants. Finally, she heard the zipper closing and the door opened.
Steve was astonished as the once-dapper dandy stumbled out of the bathroom. He was completely in disarray as he grabbed his coat from Steve and stomped down the hallway. Steve couldn't wait to find out what had just happened but that would have to wait because he had more important things to take care of now.
Opening the door to the bathroom he stepped inside and took an appraising look at his wife. He took out his cell phone and snapped a couple of quick shots. What he saw was simply too lovely not to record it.
She was bent over the toilet with her skirt pulled up and rumpled above her waist. The lips of her pussy were distended and it was clear that her pussy had recently been used. Cum oozed from between the lips of her pussy and left a long string of white goo as it made its way to the floor.
He noticed that her anus was no longer puckered and there was cum there as well as along her back. "One of her guests had a good time back there," he thought. He was trying to make up his mind about which hole he wanted to use when he realized he wanted a clean hole.
He unzipped his pants and removed his cock. "Turn around," he said.
"I can't Pat," Pat said. Even as she said that she thought she recognized the voice.
"Turn around," Steve said again.
When Pat recognized the voice she stood up and turned to face her husband. When she stood her skirt dropped back down covering the oozing mess of her two holes.
Steve liked the look of her as she stood before him. She was disheveled but satisfied. Her dress had been pulled down by the President and her lovely boobs stood out proudly. "On your knees slut," he said. "I want to fuck your face."
Obediently Pat knelt and took his cock into her hands, stroking it gently. She leaned forward, parting her lips and engulfing him. She held the head of his cock between her lips and stroked it with her tongue. Slowly, she took his whole shaft all the way into her mouth.
At that moment the door opened and the President's wife stepped inside.
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Primary Players:
• Summer -- A young woman in her mid-twenties with two young daughters to support. There is no man in Summer's life and making a living is hard. She met Enrique after she hit his car causing a rear-end accident. Summer is no one's fool and fully realizes that Enrique manipulated her into posing for him, and much more, to avoid having to pay for the damage. Still, she had to admit that, under Enriques tutelage, she had allowed herself to be used in ways she had only imagined before. And, in the end, Enrique kept his word and had not tried to blackmail her into a continuing relationship.
• Enrique -- An enterprising, and surprisingly, somewhat ethical photographer. His main business is legit but he is not beyond manipulating a situation and taking advantage when the opportunity arises. Summer is not the first young lady that he has taken advantage of nor will she be the last. His sideline is porn and he specializes in finding new young ladies to spin into his web.
• Rosa -- Enrique's assistant. A brown-skinned Latin stunner with whom Summer's pale complexion and blond hair created an exquisite contrast. Rosa is also the first female that Summer has ever had sex with.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Summer watched her two babies playing in the backyard and realized just how lucky she was to have a place to live where there was a fenced yard and she was able to let the girls outside to explore. Her uncle used to live here but had moved to Florida after his wife had passed. While he wasn't rich, he was comfortable enough to be able to allow Summer to live here as long as she was able to pay the mortgage payment which was significantly lower than rent would have been for similar accommodations.
Despite her uncle's largess, Summer continued to have a hard time making ends meet. She worked as a waitress at one of the upscale restaurants in the area and she made more from tips than she would have been able to clear working in some other service industry.
Still, there never seemed to be enough money. Each month she just barely managed to meet expenses and there was nothing left over. She was constantly having to buy new clothes and shoes for her growing girls. She couldn't remember the last time that she had bought something for herself.
That was what had prompted her to call Enrique. He was one unusual dude. The man had a thriving portrait studio but he also produced porn on the side. Despite the shady nature of that business, she felt that he had treated her fairly in the past. There was no doubt in her mind that he had coerced her into doing things that she had only imagined, but that was the rub. She had imagined doing erotic things like what she had done under his direction but was reluctant to admit it.
In her opinion, their one-time relationship had been quite unusual. She had always had a choice about anything she did. Well, sort of. When she was honest with herself, she was forced to admit that what she had done under his guidance she probably never would have done normally. It had been an immense turn on and, despite her initial hesitance, she had ultimately enjoyed being used sexually.
She had often wondered about interracial sex and multiple partners, including strangers but she never thought she would become the focus of such activities. It made her feel powerful somehow and the realization that she had done things most other women would never do made her feel as if she was better than the average woman.
On her own, all she had ever had the nerve to do was expose herself to strangers occasionally. Exhibitionism was erotic as hell and even though she always wanted to do more she simply couldn't bring herself to act on the urges independently.
Enrique had changed all of that and now she was ready to expand the boundaries. At least that was what she kept telling herself. Honestly, she needed the cash that she hoped he would pay her.
So she had left her girls with a babysitter and was on her way to Enrique's studio. When she had called him she had simply asked if she could come and talk. She had not given him the reason behind her request and he had agreed to meet her today after his last studio appointment.
Rosa met Summer at the door and embraced her with a strong hug and a kiss on the cheek. "Summer," she exclaimed. "It's been months since we last saw you. I hope that things are going well for you. How are your girls?"
Summer embraced Rosa fondly. "The girls are fine thank you. In all honesty Rosa, I never expected to be back here again. Money seems to be tighter than ever."
Both women heard Enrique from inside the studio, "Ladies, can we move the hen party inside?"
The two women smiled tolerantly at each other and stepped inside.
As Summer entered the main studio she realized that very little had changed. Surprisingly, she felt comfortable here and then Enrique was embracing her. Holding her at arm's length he exclaimed, "Summer, you're still lovely and as innocent looking as I remember you. That was one of the best things that you had going for you. You looked like someone's daughter or the girl next door. All soft and cuddly. Everyone that saw your photos or video envied the men that you were with."
"But, I'm sure that you didn't ask to come by to reminisce over old times. What's on your mind?"
"Where're your manners Enrique," Rosa demanded. "Go on and sit down Summer. Would you like something to drink? We have coffee, soda, and some wine that I picked up the other day."
As she sat on the sofa where she had first experienced lesbian sex Summer smiled up at Rosa. "I'd appreciate a glass of wine please."
"You make yourself comfortable while I get us both some wine. Enrique, do you want something too?"
"I'll have a glass of wine too please Rosa," he said as he turned towards Summer. "Now, what....," he started but was immediately cut off by Rosa.
"Enrique, leave the girl alone until I get back with the wine."
Rosa returned just moments later with three glasses of wine. Finally taking a chair herself, she turned to Summer and asked, "What's on your mind, Summer? What could you possibly want from this scumbag," she said as she turned and smiled at Enrique who frowned at her.
Summer began, "I don't know where to start. This isn't easy for me."
"I need to earn some quick cash. I just can't seem to keep up much less get ahead."
"You're not in trouble are you," Enrique asked.
"Not in any specific way. I'm just tired of living from hand to mouth. Each month I barely cover my bills and I'm never able to put anything away for emergencies. I need a second job."
Enrique felt pretty sure that he knew where this conversation was headed but he wasn't about to make it easy. He had made good money on the pictures and video of Summer and he surely wouldn't mind making more. Hell, he wanted to get back into her pants himself but, he needed the request to come from her.
"Summer, I operate a small business here. The studio just produces enough income to cover expenses and pay a salary to Rosa and me. I couldn't afford another assistant even if I needed one."
Summer frowned. This wasn't going the way that she had expected. What could she say? "I don't need another hourly job. I have one of those already. I need a second job that has flexible hours and pays good money."
Smiling, Enrique continued to play along. "Well, I'd be happy to see what I could do about getting you some modeling jobs but they aren't very reliable and the pay is not going to make you rich."
Frustration was clear on Summer's face. "What about the other stuff that you do," Summer asked.
Seemingly puzzled, Enrique responded, "Other stuff?"
Finally fed up Summer blurted out, "You know what I mean. What about the porn?"
As if he was surprised by the thought, Enrique mused thoughtfully, "Well I guess I could see if any of my contacts were interested. We'd have to shoot some new content to show them. You said that you needed some cash so I could give you a hundred dollars for the evening. I know it's not much but it would be out of my pocket on pure speculation if that would help. I've only got an hour or so but I'd be happy to work with you right now if you thought it would help."
"I was hoping for more," Summer said sadly.
"I'm sorry but that's all that I can afford on speculation. If any of my clients are interested I should be able to put a package together sometime next week. If they agree I'm sure that the pay would be a good bit higher."
Enrique tried to close the deal, "You won't need to sign any model releases or anything like that since I already have them on file."
Summer quickly did the math. He was offering her a hundred dollars for an hour of work. If the photos and video that he shot tonight got her some other work it might turn out to be well worth it. "Okay, what do you want to do?"
"You and Rosa just sit right there and finish your wine while I set up the lights and cameras."
Enrique got busy and after a few moments, he announced that he was ready. "I've got a new little toy that I want to try out. These are tiny, almost invisible earphones. They wirelessly connect to this small microphone and they allow me to give you instructions that won't be picked up by the camera microphones. You just need one so put it in your ear and we'll test them out."
The tiny speakers were flesh-colored and slid easily into the ear. The women's hair rendered them practically invisible.
When Enrique said, "Can you hear me," each woman nodded. "Okay, let's get started."
"The video is running. Now I want each of you to get up and slowly disrobe. Be sure to look into the camera lens as if it was your lover from time to time. It's okay for each of you to occasionally glance at the other."
As she slowly disrobed, Summer felt her whole body begin to vibrate. Enrique had seen her naked before and much more but no one knew who would be looking at the video that was being recorded. She pulled her top over her head and removed her bra, exposing her small but firm breasts. She glanced down for just a moment and confirmed that her nipples were scrunched up and wrinkled in excitement.
Looking over at Rosa, she was once again amazed by the contrast. Where she was pale and slim, Rosa was dark and voluptuous. She had small firm tits and Rosa had brown pendulous breasts.
She had a figure that she was proud of although it was tiny. Still, the differences between the two women were enormous.
She glanced over at the camera and smiled as she slowly removed her jeans, letting them slide down her legs and off into a puddle on the floor. All that was left was her panties. She noticed that Rosa was already completely naked and giving her a thorough once over.
Summer jumped when the voice came into her ear. "Leave the panties on. Rosa, I want you to show us how you would make love to her."
With a broad smile on her face, Rosa turned toward Summer and leaned in to kiss her. The kiss was intimate and erotic and the whole time Rosa's hands roamed up and down Summer's quivering body.
Slowly, Rosa eased Summer back into a sitting position on the couch. Pulling Summer's panties down from the waistband, Rosa slowly peeled the plain cotton panties down Summer's shapely legs and dropped them on the floor.
Summer looked up into the camera lens as Enrique moved in for a close-up as Rosa slowly parted Summer's legs finally revealing her young pussy for the camera.
Summer had never been able to understand nor explain the feelings that she experienced at times such as this. Her most intimate charms were brazenly on display for anyone that had access to the video that was being recorded. She knew that it was unlikely that she would ever meet anyone that had seen her on display like this but the thought, the chance that it could happen was always such a turn-on.
Summer looked down between her thighs as Rosa pulled her pussy lips apart and the camera zoomed in even more. She watched as the tip of Rosa's tongue sought out, and found her clit flicking across the sensitive nub. She couldn't help the moan that escaped her lips when Rosa moved forward placing her mouth tightly onto her pussy and thrusting her tongue into her as deeply as possible.
Rosa loved Summer's pussy. It resembled the pussy of a much younger girl with the inner lips held within. She could gauge the state of Summer's arousal simply by looking at her pussy. As her excitement rose, the outer lips parted and the engorged inner lips began to appear much like a flower in bloom. Rosa enjoyed this part of making love with Summer the best as she sensed Summer's imminent explosion.
Summer had succumbed to the lips working so diligently between her legs. She had risen the ladder towards her climax which suddenly reached the top and burst over her. She shuddered, moaned loudly, and began to thrash around trying to increase the contact between her throbbing pussy and Rosa's talented lips.
Unable to stall the inevitable any longer, Summer shook one last time and exploded. Jets of warm female nectar shot from her pussy and splattered all over Rosa's face and lips.
Rosa had anticipated the coming explosion and was prepared. Not every woman would ejaculate when they reached a climax but she had been hoping that Summer was one of them. The first shot bathed her face in warm goo but she was prepared for the next one with her lips parted wide. She swallowed the next two streams and then planted her lips firmly on Summer's pussy again hoping to catch even more.
"Holy shit," Summer thought. She was sure that the tongue flicking rapidly over the nub of her clit was going to kill her but, much to her surprise, Rosa's talented tongue caused her to climax yet again.
Rosa accepted her just reward and lapped everything that she could from the quivering pussy that was the focus of her attention. Her total concentration was broken by the voice in her ear.
"Fist her," Emrizue instructed.
Both women heard the instruction at the same moment and each had a somewhat different response.
Rosa smiled in anticipation. It would be fun to bury her fist in the lovely young pussy before her. It was distended and wide open for just that type of invasion. She turned and smiled showing her approval of Enrique's instruction.
For a moment Summer's world seemed to stop. She understood the instruction that Enrique had given and was somewhat intrigued by the idea. No one had ever done that to her before. Sure, she had used vibrators and other unconventional instruments to satisfy her sex drive and her curiosity in the past but, fisting?
Summer didn't have any time to consider anything further as she felt Rosa dipping two fingers into her sloppy wet hole. She watched intently as two and then four fingers began dipping in and out.
She concentrated even more intently as she watched Rosa add her thumb to the mix. And then, Summer saw Rosa's whole hand disappear between her widespread thighs. She felt it when Rosa made a fist inside her. The feeling was incredible while she watched and felt Rosa's fist moving back and forth inside her pussy.
Summer even managed to look up and smile at the camera as Enrique moved in closer to record the action taking place between her legs. She had never felt so full and marveled at how far Rosa was able to thrust her fist inside her.
Meanwhile, unbeknownst to either woman, Enrique had placed his camera on a tripod and removed his clothing.
Once again the two women heard the disembodied voice as Enrique said, "Move Rosa. I want to fuck her ass."
Summer felt an acute loss as Rosa relaxed her fist and slowly removed her hand from inside her pussy. Almost as quickly she was aware of yet another sensation as Enrique placed the head of his cock against the rosebud of her ass and pressed forward.
Summer had learned her lesson the last time that she had her ass fucked. She had resisted, trying in vain to hold the sphincter of her ass closed, and was rewarded with the pain that entailed. Summer felt that this was a form of domination to which she must submit. She wasn't a fan of having her ass fucked but she knew that it was going to happen and that it would be less painful if she relaxed her muscles. She did so just as the head of Enrique's cocked popped into her and was quickly followed by the length of his shaft.
Enrique pulled the lovely blond's legs up and placed her feet over his shoulders which allowed him to bury himself into her as far as possible. He watched the lips of her thoroughly used pussy move as he shoved his cock in and out of her tight and shapely ass.
He was too aroused by what he had watched to last very long. As he felt his climax approach he decided to see if Summer would allow him to degrade her further. He pulled his cock from within her ass with a plop and quickly moved to kneel beside her head. This would give the camera a wonderful view of what was about to take place.
He wasn't sure what would happen but he wanted to be sure that it was all recorded. He hoped that she would part her lips and allow him to put his dick, which had so recently been in her ass, into her mouth. If not, he would have to be satisfied by cumming on her face. Either conclusion would make a satisfying end to this video.
He leaned in and rubbed his moist slippery tool across her lips waiting for her response. She remained motionless for a moment as if in thought, then she smiled, turned her head to the side, and parted her lips allowing him to slip most of his cock deep into her mouth. Her lips embraced his shaft as he moved to slide the length of his cock in and out between her lips cleaning his entire shaft.
Finally, he shoved forward and began to pump his seed into her mouth. At the last moment, he removed his cock shooting the last stream across her lips, over her nose, and onto her cheek stopping just short of her left eye.
That was the moment that Enrique noticed that Rosa, his intrepid assistant had removed the camera from the tripod where he had placed it and managed to get the full ass-to-mouth action on the video complete with close-ups. There simply wasn't anything better than a good assistant. Especially one who enjoyed sex and being in the videos with her boss and his models.
Summer had begun to worry. It had been almost a week since Enrique had filmed her and she had expected him to call much sooner. As if by magic the phone rang. She hurried over to the kitchen table and snatched her cell phone up, afraid that she might miss the call.
"Hello," she answered, and then sighed when she recognized Enrique's voice.
"Hi Summer. I'm sorry not to have called sooner but it took longer than I had expected to put things together and then decide exactly what type of video we should make. I think that we have a good plan now but I need to check on a few things."
"Didn't you tell me once that you enjoyed exhibitionism?"
Summer had gone through a stage where she had enjoyed showing herself off by going braless or wearing short shorts, etc. "Yes, Enrique. I think I told you about that before."
"Ahhh, good" he responded. "I've been talking to my sponsors and we thought that an exhibitionist video would sell well. Do you own a pair of low-top cowgirl boots? You know, the kind young women wear dancing sometimes."
"Yes, I do."
"Fantastic! You've certainly got the legs for them. We want to do this on a weekend afternoon. Can you arrange a sitter for your girls this Saturday?"
Summer thought a moment before replying, "I don't think that will be a problem. I can give you a call tomorrow to let you know for sure. I hope you want me to wear something other than cowgirl boots."
Enrique couldn't help but laugh at the picture his mind painted of Summer wearing nothing but cowgirl boots, walking down the streets downtown. Enrique shook his head in an attempt to remove the image and got down to business. "I want you to wear a button-up blouse with long enough tails that will allow you to tie them together above your waist. And wear an old pair of jeans. Can you do that?"



"Summer thought for a moment, "Okay. I think I can manage that. What time do you want to get together and where?"
"Come on down to my studio around ten in the morning. Rosa is going with us so we can all go in my car."
"Okay. I'll be there then and Enrique, thanks."
On Saturday morning, just a little before ten Summer was about to press the bell at Enrique's when the door burst open and Rosa rushed out. "Oh, Summer. I'm so excited. Enrique told me about our plans for today. I can hardly wait."
A broad smile transformed Summer's features. You could not help but enjoy Rosa's enthusiasm. "I'm glad to hear that you're excited. I still don't know what we're doing or where we're going."
Holding the door for Summer, Rosa said, "Come on in then and let's get this show on the road. I can hardly wait."
Once inside, Enrique gave Summer's outfit a once over. "You've got the basics down but we're going to have to make a few changes. First, you need to get out of those jeans so that Rosa can fix them."
By now Summer was well used to Enrique's brusque mannerisms. Without question, she removed the jeans and then watched as Rosa took a pair of shears to the legs, cutting them off very short.
When Rosa handed the butchered jeans back to her she held them out and looked at Enrique who gestured for her to hold them up for his inspection. Still not satisfied, he gestured for Rosa to make them even shorter.
Rosa proceeded to cut off all of the material from the crotch down. It would now be almost impossible for Summer to even walk without her pussy peeking out in the front and the cheeks of her ass halfway uncovered. She then handed the jeans back to Summer.
At first, Summer just looked at the jeans picturing herself wearing them out in public. She finally figured, "What the hell," and put them on.
Before she could even step into them Enrique piped up. "Lose the panties," he said.
Surprised by the order Summer stood there for a moment visualizing how she would look wearing the scandalously short jeans. Deciding that the look stroked her exhibitionist self, she slipped the panties off and pulled on the jeans.
Enrique liked the look. Summer was on display like never before. He had her walk and sit on the couch. No matter how she moved you could see a good chunk of her lovely ass and when she sat down you could see her pussy unless she kept her knees tightly together. The shorts hardly covered anything.
"Damn, Summer you look hot," Enrique remarked. "Now let's do something about your shirt. The first thing we have to do is lose the bra."
"Enrique, where the hell are you planning to take me dressed like this," Summer asked somewhat rebelliously.
"We're going to start at the Mall and see how that goes. I haven't decided if we'll go anywhere else after that. You're not going to be alone. Rosa is going to walk with you and I am going to act like a stranger taking advantage of the situation and filming you. Both of you will wear the little earpiece that we used the other day. That way, I can give you directions and no one will know it. I've also added a tiny microphone for each of you so that we can have two-way communication."
"Our benefactors have authorized me to give you one thousand dollars upfront for the day's work. I thought that was just a little cheap so I got them to agree to pay you another five hundred dollars if they liked the movie so we've got to step up our game if you want the additional bucks."
"So, what's it going to be Summer? Are you going to lose the bra or not?"
"Damn it, Enrique. You know I need the cash. Alright, I'll lose the bra."
Enrique watched, smiling as Summer removed her shirt and then the bra. When she had the shirt back on Rosa helped to get it tied so that there was plenty of midriff showing between the top of her so-called shorts and the bottom of her shirt.
Liking what he saw, Enrique still felt that a little more could be done. He stepped forward and undid all of the buttons on her shirt. Then he stood back to admire the results.
Summer looked at the result in the mirror and exclaimed, "Damn, Enrique. Why not just go out nude?"
"Summer, you would look oh so fetching wearing only the boots but I'm afraid that you'd get arrested. This way, you're wearing clothes so the police will be much more likely to leave you alone. Besides, it's usually more erotic to have the essentials partially covered."
"Let me get some photos before we leave." Enrique had her assume several poses for his still camera. In most, her half-covered bottom was featured but he also had her sit or assume several poses that highlighted her from the front with her pussy peeking out beneath the shorts. Coming or going she painted an erotic picture. He was sure that the men who saw her would be captivated.
As they walked across the parking lot towards the mall, Enrique watched the two women walking in front of him for a while. Then he began to focus on the men that they encountered as they walked. He shook his head in amazement when he realized how many of them overlooked Summer. It seemed like most of them were lost in their little world either looking straight ahead or down at the ground, totally unaware of the display of female pulchritude crossing their path.
Before they entered the mall the three of them sat on a bench outside. Enrique gave both of the women the tiny earpiece and helped them hook up the microphones. Then Enrique moved some distance away and spoke to them. "Is this working okay? Summer, can you hear me?"
Summer's reply came back loud and clear. "I can hear you."
Rosa quickly replied, "I can hear you too."
"Okay. The way that I have the microphone set up you don't have to speak very loud for me to hear you. So keep your voice low and no one will know what you are doing. Act like your just two friends out for a day at the mall. I'll follow at some distance. If you speak to anyone the microphone will pick up your voice and that of the person speaking to you. I have it set up to record all of the audio so we can match it to the video if we want. Let's go and just see what happens."
As the two girls wandered along window shopping, Enrique held back trying to be as unobtrusive as possible. He used the zoom feature of his camera to gather close-ups as the two girls talked animatedly about what they saw in the store windows. "Summer, when you find a men's store with a window that allows you to see inside I think it would be great if you two went inside and browsed. I'll try to stay outside and film from there as long as you stay where I can see you."
Summer nodded her understanding and stopped at the next men's store to admire the well-dressed mannequins in the window. When she looked over at Enrique as if to question the choice he quickly nodded his approval.
Although she was not able to look around too much, she was acutely aware of the men ogling her exposed ass. Once she entered the store, it would be more confined and the men would be able to move close to try to get a glimpse of her barely covered tits.
Summer felt an exhilarating feeling as she brazenly walked into the store. Too many times to count she had wanted to do something such as this but had refrained in fear. Now, with Rosa by her side and Enrique nearby and in immediate communication she felt the greatest thrill of her life.
While Summer attempted to act nonchalant, Rosa kept up a chatter about the effect that she was having on the men. Rosa had moved away from Summer a bit to give the men in the store more opportunity to get close and one of them quickly moved in Summer's direction.
Enrique could not have placed Summer in a better position if he had set things up himself. She was standing in an aisle and he had a great view as the first man approached.
Summer sensed the man approaching down the cramped aisle and looked up and smiled at him. He returned her smile and continued working his way down the aisle as he pretended to be shopping.
Thankfully, Summer had been warned of his approach otherwise, she would have jumped as the hand brushed her bare ass. It was removed almost immediately but returned when the man realized that Summer had not responded to his touch.
Enrique had it all on video as the man slowly moved his hand toward Summer's exposed ass cheek. He laid his hand gently on her skin, and when she did not complain, he began to move his hand savoring his good luck.
Enjoying the feel of this stranger's hand feeling her ass, Summer had an idea. Slowly she turned toward the man slightly. She wanted to see if he would become frightened and move his hand. When he did not she turned more toward him.
Enrique couldn't believe what he was getting on video. He had zoomed the camera in for a closeup as Summer continued to turn until her crotch was under the stranger's hand.
Enrique zoomed out in time to see the startled look on the man's face as he realized that the prize being offered to him was no longer the ass of this enticing young blond. It was her pussy and the cutoff shorts that she was wearing gave him full access.
Quickly, Enrique zoomed back in and caught a great closeup as the man took complete advantage and pushed a finger under the shorts.
Summer felt the man fumbling at her crotch and shivered when his finger finally entered her pussy. "Holy shit," she thought. "I can hardly believe that this is happening and that it's exciting as hell."
Enrique caught it on video when Summer whispered to the man, "More. I need more." Luckily, Enrique had the camera zoomed out and you could visibly see the startled look on his face when he heard Summer's demand.
Summer was standing stock still, her legs spread allowing the stranger as much access to her pussy as possible. She felt the difference when his second finger joined the first. The man was trying to be as inconspicuous as possible as he struggled to meet the demands of the young blond dancing around on his stiff fingers.
Summer felt her body shudder as she reached a mild climax. When her body stopped shaking she stepped back forcing the man to remove his fingers from within her pussy. She looked up at him with a smile and said, "Thank you." With that, she turned and walked down the aisle.
Enrique continued to video the man as he watched Summer walk away and out of the store. He slowly looked down at his hand as if in disbelief. He raised his hand to his nose and sniffed, then he placed his fingers into his mouth and sucked them clean.
Enrique, Summer, and Rosa quickly walked away to another part of the mall. They found a group of benches arranged so that they could easily converse.
Summer was still breathing heavily as a result of her recent activity. Both Rosa and Enrique felt the excitement as well. None of them had ever thought that they would have been able to video what had just happened.
Enrique, like every photographer, was constantly looking for a new photo or angle. For his next clip, he began to video the approaching mallgoers over Summer's right shoulder. That way he could focus on the people approaching from behind her with a splash of her blond hair in the lower right of the image.
He finally found what he wanted when he spotted several men that were walking along in a group having an animated conversation. As they approached he changed the view to gradually include more and more of Summer, finally zooming in on her partially exposed pussy lips peeking out from the crotch of her shorts.
As they approached, Enrique stood up and moved behind Summer quickly telling her, "Summer I want you to say 'Hey' loudly at those men, and then, when they look back this way I want you to spread your legs apart and flash them a good view of your pussy.
By this time, Summer was used to following Enrique's instructions so she complied immediately. "Hey," she said. As the men turned, almost in unison, she smiled and spread her legs just as Enrique had instructed her. The feeling she felt when they turned and were rewarded with a good look at her pussy was indescribable. She had never felt as feminine and desirable as she did at that moment when five strange men looked directly between her legs at her exposed pussy lips.
They stared as long as possible despite being slowly swept away by the crowd pressing them onward down the mall.
Enrique broke out into a huge grin as he exclaimed, "Perfect."
"Did you see the looks on their faces," Rosa questioned.
Summer sat there as the enormity of what she had just done sank in and her face slowly colored a deep red. She felt immediate embarrassment, excitement, pleasure, and so many other feelings she couldn't describe. "Oh wow," was all she could manage.
The three of them were on such a huge emotional high that it was hard to imagine anything that could compare. Grabbing Summer's hand, Enrique pulled her to her feet saying, "Let's get away from here before they decide to come back. We'll go get something to drink in the ice cream shop over in the other wing."
During the whole walk to the ice cream shop Summer and Rosa had been chattering away about how awesome that had been. Meanwhile, Enrique's mind had been working overtime on what they could do next. This was turning out to be beyond his original expectations and he had no intention of letting the fires cool.
The three of them got drinks and then sat at a small round table with four small seats. You know the kind you always find in soda and ice cream shops.
While they sat there Enrique had been debating how bright the light might be under the table. He moved the camera down under the table and took a few moments of video with the camera aimed at Summer. Then he took a look at the resulting video and made some small adjustments.
When he was finally satisfied he tried to interrupt the ongoing conversation. "Ladies. Ladies! We have work to do. Rosa, you're going to have a part in this too so listen up."
"Summer I see that you are sitting on one of your legs which is fine. Please stay that way for a moment. I'm going to put the camera under the table and video as you uncross your legs. Then I want you to open your legs and reach between them. Arrange the crotch seam so that your pussy lips protrude on either side."
"Rosa, when she's done and her hands are back above the table I want you to reach down and lay your hand on her leg and begin to slide your hand back and forth. Summer, when she does that I want you to spread your legs as far as apart as you can giving her full access."
"When she does that Rosa, I want you to do your very best to see if you can get her off.'
"What," Summer exclaimed. Are you crazy? You know that she can make me climax. What the hell are you thinking? First, the crotch of my shorts will get wet and second I'll make a mess on the floor."
Enrique had to smile at the looks that he got from the two women when he said, "So what's the problem? We're here to make a video. We're here to do the unexpected. We're here to make some money. Let's get it on," he said as he lowered the camera below the table and aimed it at Summer's crotch.
The camera was set up to broadcast what it filmed via Blue Tooth to his cell phone so Enrique could see what the camera was seeing. He watched intently as Rosa's hand moved to Summer's pussy and began to probe. In a matter of moments, she was driving two fingers into Summer's pussy.
Summer let out a hiss as Rosa's talented fingers worked their magic on her sex. Through clenched lips, she asked Enrique, "Are you sure you want to do this because when I climax there is going to be a mess and we had better be ready to get out of here."
Enrique looked down at his cell phone and watched the action under the table. Summer had begun to shake as her emotions ran away with her.
"Oh, oh," Summer gasped. "I can't hold it any longer. Here it comes, "she exclaimed in a voice loud enough to turn heads at nearby tables. A veritable gusher of feminine ejaculate burst from her pussy and shot out so far that Enrique felt it land on his hand and some even ended up on the camera lens which he thought was a great effect.
Rosa pulled her drenched hand from under the table and began searching for napkins to use to wipe up the mess. While Summer sat there trying to recover her composure, Rosa pretended to accidentally spill her Sprite under the table and Enrique cleaned off the camera lens and gathered everything up.
Summer was in complete shock at what she had just done. She had never been so aroused or participated in a more erotic act. She looked around at the other patrons. Many were staring at them openly, not sure exactly what they had witnessed. Suddenly Summer realized that her legs were still spread wide under the table and her engorged sex was on full display for those that wanted to look.
She snapped her legs together and stood. Without waiting for Rosa or Enrique she hurriedly walked out of the café so that she could get her emotions under control. Moments later she became aware of Rosa and Enrique as they joined her.
Enrique was the first one to recover his voice. "Do you have any idea just how erotic that was? This video is going to be some of my best work. Summer, you were amazing, and Rosa, your talented fingers had her shooting her load in record time. I can't wait to get back to the studio so that I can edit this. This video is going to be epic."
"Come on," he said. "I've got another idea."
Rosa smiled and Summer shook her head. "I'm not sure that I can survive another one of your ideas." She tried to sound disgruntled but she willingly joined them as they headed to yet another area of the mall.
A few moments later, Enrique stopped in front of a new men's clothing store. He quickly told Summer what he wanted her to do. I've got to tell you that I was shocked at what he expected me to do and so damn excited that I could hardly wait.
Rosa and I went into the store as we had before. Enrique had told me to engage one of the older salesmen and ask for their help. Rosa was just supposed to stay close by in case things got out of hand.
Believe me, it wasn't hard at all to get a salesman's attention dressed as I was. I had to turn down the first two men who offered to help me. Despite that, they both got a good look down my wide-open shirt and it wasn't easy to get them to leave but Rosa was a big help.
Finally, I saw a gentleman that looked to be about sixty years old. As I approached it was easy to get his attention and it was clear that his age had not diminished his radar. His eyes quickly found the opening to my shirt and I made sure that he got a good look as I asked him to help me find a new shirt similar to the one that I had on.
We browsed the aisles for a few moments and I finally selected a couple of shirts. When I told him that I wanted to try them on he led me to a changing booth. Before entering the booth, I looked to make sure that Enrique had a good line of sight. When he nodded, I took one of the shirts with me and stepped into the booth asking the salesman to hold the second shirt for me. That way I knew that he would hang around.
I faced the back wall but did not pull the curtain closed. With the salesman watching, I unbuttoned my shirt and put on the new one. While I was getting the new shirt on I made sure to adjust my position so that he would be able to see my bare tits in the mirror that was on the back wall.
I left the buttons undone and turned to face him and asked if he would mind tying the shirt tails together for me. He was hesitant at first and mumbled something about it not being proper but, when I smiled and said, "Please," he stepped forward.
Once he decided to help there was no hesitation. Taking full advantage of the situation. He took hold of the shirt tails but, instead of tying them together, he pulled them out and away from my body affording himself a clear and unobstructed view of my young tits.



Finally, he tied the tails together and I turned to look at myself in the mirror.
I shook my head and said, "I think that I might like the other one better. Would you hand it to me please?"
When he had agreed to tie the tails together he had deposited the second shirt outside on a counter. As he turned to pick up the second shirt I quickly slipped off the shirt that I was wearing. As I stood there, totally naked from the waist up, Enrique had a good view as the salesman turned. I waited until he had just had time to catch a glimpse of my barred tits before turning to face the mirror once again.
He looked into my eyes in the mirror and I mouthed, "Would you like to touch them?"
He had been holding the shirt open for me to slip my arms into so he stepped up behind me and said, "What?"
Looking back over my shoulder I asked out loud, "Would you like to touch them?"
This time it was clear that he understood my meaning as he slipped his hands under my arms and around me taking one breast in each hand. We both watched in the mirror as he pinched my nipples and massaged my breasts.
After allowing this intimacy for a few moments I shrugged to indicate that playtime was over. He, once again, held the shirt allowing me to slip it on. He remained standing behind me as I tied the shirt tails together. I dropped my hands to my sides and turned a few times to get a better look finally saying, "I'll take this one."
At the same moment, I reached behind myself and squeezed his already erect cock. "Thank you," I said as I slipped past him and approached the register. Rosa came forward to pay the salesman as Enrique filmed the transaction.
The three of us left the mall giggling like teenagers. What an experience.
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Scratching an Itch
This story is about Tom and Elise who are what you would probably call a 'typical' young married couple just starting their lives together.
Elise is a recent college graduate with a degree in journalism. She stands about five feet seven inches tall with blonde hair and blue eyes. She is somewhat slim with small breasts which have large aureola that extend into pointy nipples. She carries herself on trim calves that flare into nicely rounded thighs. Her small waist and full, well-rounded ass are probably her best features, although the whole package is well worth looking at.
Tom is also a recent college graduate, having received his degree in accounting. He's about average height, standing about five feet eleven inches tall and slim with dark hair and eyes.
Let's join them as Elise tells us the story of the day that she dropped a bomb that threatened to change the course of their marriage forever.
--------------------------------------------------------------
Elise
Hi. You probably don't know me so let me tell you just a little bit about myself. My name is Elise. I'm twenty-three years old and married to my childhood sweetheart, Tom. You know the story. High school quarterback meets and marries the captain of the cheerleading squad. Nope! Not even close.
Actually, I was the Editor of the school yearbook, and Tom, who was an amateur photographer, took the majority of the photos. Exciting hunh?
When we finished high school we both decided to attend a small college in North Carolina, where we dated exclusively. I don't know about other couples but I only had eyes for Tom so neither of us dated anyone else. After we graduated, we returned home where we were married in a traditional small-town ceremony with lots of family and friends.
Most of our high school classmates moved to the big city but we both wanted to live in our hometown of Founder's Creek.
We've been married for just over two years now and although we've known each other longer than the average newlyweds, we still have a lot to learn as we work to create a strong foundation for our budding family.
When you first go out on your own, it is amazing how much time and attention must be invested in establishing yourself in your chosen career. I planned to be a working mother so, even though there aren't any children planned for our little family in the immediate future, we both wanted to structure our working lives around that eventuality.
A small trust fund that my grandfather set up for me allowed us to acquire a modest frame home on the outskirts of town. It's not large but there is sufficient room for our family for the foreseeable future. Besides, there's a huge oak tree in the front yard that's just begging for a rope tire swing.
Despite appearances, everything wasn't perfect at our little home in Founder's Creek. The oak tree out front is great, and the flowers lining the sidewalk are blooming, but the lady of the house is feeling restless.
I bet I know what you're thinking. 'What in the hell does she have to be restless about?'
I get it but over the past several months I have begun to wonder if there shouldn't be more to our relationship. What have I been missing by only knowing Tom? That sounds pretty self-centered, doesn't it? Most women my age would be thrilled to be in my position with a loving husband, strong career potential, and a lovely home. I guess I'm not like most women.
Since Tom and I began our relationship in high school, continued it through college, and went straight into marriage after graduation, you've probably guessed that our sexual education has been somewhat limited. You'd be right about that! As I've said, Tom's the only man that I have ever slept with and, I think, or at least I hope, that I'm the only woman he has ever known in a carnal way.
You might think that's something that I regret. Honestly, most days I'm quite content with the choices that I've made, but there are days when my imagination strays off on its own and I wonder what it would feel like to have another man between my legs.
So, I've got an itch that I'd like to see scratched. I can't keep fooling myself any longer. My problem is that earlier statement, 'we dated exclusively', or 'Tom's the only man that I have ever slept with'. Our obsession with each other has deprived me of the opportunity to sew my wild oats.
Isn't that what they say about guys who lack experience and want to correct that particular shortcoming? So, in this age of equality, it shouldn't be a surprise that this applies to us ladies also.
What I'm a little more reluctant to admit is that I have occasionally wondered what it might be like to have a black man between my legs. I've never told Tom about these feelings of mine. At least, not until tonight! It seems like my itch has been bothering me quite a lot lately.
I'm not sure what that says about me. Despite my limited sexual education, I'm no goody two shoes, but I do wonder why I have this desire to give myself to a black man. Oh, I know about the stories they tell about the size of a black man's cock and, although that would certainly be a bonus, I'm pretty sure it's not the main or the only reason.
Maybe it's just the nature of black-and-white relationships, the taboos placed on those relationships by society. My parents didn't raise me to be a bigot and I got along with the black kids in my high school and college. I'm not sure what's going on here.
I think maybe it's just me. If I'm going to rebel, then why only go part way? I love the sex that my husband and I have but I've always had this desire to get raunchy. To be used, even dominated. In school, I looked down on the girls that the guys thought were easy, but I envied them. I often wondered how many different men could they have in a lifetime.
Some girls dated black men in college and I, like so many others, looked down on them. I thought that they were degrading themselves by giving their bodies to black men and sucking black cock. But, like the easy girls, I envied them also.
One way that Tom and I balance the demands our lifestyle places on us is to have time set aside during the week for relaxing activities that we do together. We both occasionally enjoy watching porn and tonight was one of those nights. Usually, Tom decides what we'll watch but this time, I decided to make that decision.
So I have an itch and it's an itch that's been bothering me for some time. Tonight might be the right time to see if I can finally scratch it.
When I selected tonight's movie I decided to lightly scratch that itch and see what Tom would think. Accordingly, I selected a movie depicting a white wife that was having sex with three black men. If the description was honest, this was an amateur video with a real husband and wife. I was fascinated by the thought of watching this married woman as she was used by these black men. I couldn't help wondering if she would feel that being used by several black men was degrading or just exciting, or maybe it wouldn't have made any difference to her at all.
I wondered what I would feel if I were in her place. Would I feel degraded, probably, or excited, very likely, or would it just be the most erotic thing that I had ever done? Yes!
While I finished cleaning up the dinner dishes, Tom had gone into the living room to relax and wait for me. I stopped in the doorway to watch my husband. He had started the video without me and was now staring at the screen with his mouth hanging open. I could see that he had gotten to the point where the black men first entered the scene.
Stepping into the room I said, "I see that you decided to start without me."
I think he jumped six inches off the couch as he turned to look at me guiltily. "Uh, I was just killing time. This looks like a rather unusual movie for us."
He immediately got up to restart the video as I settled onto the couch. Well, we call it a couch but it is an extra wide recliner that can easily seat two. It's especially comfortable for two people that wanted to be in intimate contact with each other. We enjoy snuggling together and tonight I had a need to be cuddled.
I must say that I certainly wasn't prepared for what happened in the movie. Saying that I am unsophisticated in the ways of those who engage in casual sex would not be an understatement. Still, I was thoroughly captivated by the idea of a stranger, a black stranger fucking this white wife, but I had never considered the thought of her being used by three men at the same time. I'd have to say that what I saw tonight was not only educational and disturbing but highly erotic.
When the movie began, the action was devoted to setting the stage. I was pretty sure that the man and woman in the scene were man and wife. At first, they were the only two people in the motel room but soon there was a loud knocking on the door. As the wife watched, her husband answered the door. After a moment he held the door open and three black men entered.
In the story, one of the blacks worked at the same manufacturing plant as the wife's husband. When the husband introduced his co-worker, his wife stepped forward and embraced the man kissing him on the lips as he hugged her and ran his hands up and down her back and over her ass.
I felt Tom stiffen as their lips touched and he began to squirm as he watched the wife's ass being fondled. I was enthralled, and my eyes were riveted on the screen while the other two men received much the same welcome when they were introduced.
After some rather inane conversation, the husband strode over to his wife, kissed her, and began to unbutton her blouse. He slipped the unbuttoned blouse off her shoulders, dropping it to the floor. Then he reached for her bra and I felt my nipples harden when he removed it, and her full pale white breasts were revealed to the three blacks whose eyes were focused like a laser on those soft white tits.
My breathing quickened as I watched the three black men gather around her jostling for position as all three tried to grope her breasts. One of them kissed her deeply, thrusting his tongue between her lips, and running his hand down between her legs, lifting her skirt to cup her mound. Each of the other two men fastened their lips on her breasts and began sucking and nipping her nipples.
I was squirming on the couch, and it was clear that she was becoming aroused as was I. Tom and I watched raptly as her nipples began to harden and her hand sought out a nearby crotch, grasping the cock she found there even though the men were still wearing their pants.
By this time, I had found a cock of my own which I was rubbing through my husband's pants, and Tom was absently squeezing my breasts and worrying my nipple as we both continued to watch the movie.
Finally, one of the black men pushed the wife to her knees where she knelt and watched intently as each of the men dropped pants and underwear exposing their rigid black rods. I was about to learn that at least some of what you hear about black men and their large cocks was true.
Tom whispered, "Oh my," and he squeezed my breast almost painfully as her lips closed over the head of one cock, and she used her hands on the other two.
The rest of the movie progressed much as you would expect with two exceptions.
The first shock happened when they pulled up her skirt and removed her panties. Her pussy was clean-shaven, just like mine, and just above the crack of her pussy was a tattoo. When the camera zoomed in for a close up you could see what appeared to be the outline of a black spade symbol similar to the ones that you see on playing cards. Within the outline of the spade was a large and ornate letter 'Q'.
When that tattoo came into view I heard Tom suck in his breath as his breathing quickened even more. I didn't know what it meant so I asked him. He told me that it meant that she was a 'Queen of Spades'. When he realized that I still didn't understand he said that it means that she is willing to fuck any black man, any time and, any place.
I turned back to the movie with a renewed appreciation for this woman.
The second shock occurred when all three men used her. She lay on her back on top of one of the black men who had his cock buried in her ass hole. Another of the men had moved between her legs and slowly pushed his huge black pole into her pussy.
The look of rapture on the wife's face was priceless and I will never forget it. This was when the third black man approached her and she took his black cock between her lips. I barely heard my husband as he murmured, 'Airtight.'
Her body seemed to be thrust in every direction at once as all three of those large cocks pounded into her every orifice. If there had been any doubt before it was clear now that she truly was a 'Queen of Spades'.
The movie ended with a closeup of the now exhausted woman as she lay there with her legs spread obscenely wide clearly showing the cum that slowly oozed from between her pussy lips and out of her puckered asshole. The camera zoomed in on her cum covered face and I could hardly imagine how she must feel. I was immediately jealous of this unknown but thoroughly satisfied wife.
When the movie ended, Tom and I lay there, each lost in our thoughts for a few moments. I noted the contemplative look on his face and the rigid pole tenting his pants, but I wasn't prepared for what he asked me.
"What were you thinking when you picked that movie for us to watch tonight?"
As I said earlier, Tom and I have been together for a long time, and we have been exclusive to each other all of our lives. I was worried about how he would take it when he found out that I wanted to play the part of the complete slut at least one time in my life but I knew that I was going to have to try to explain it to him or it would surely become a problem between us.
A dozen different possibilities ran through my mind as I struggled to find the right way to say what I felt. Finally, before I could control myself I blurted out, "I want to be the woman in the video!"
The first expression I saw on my husband's face was pure shock as I imagined him painting a mental picture in his mind where I was the wife in the movie. It was probably inevitable that surprise soon followed when he realized that I wanted the same treatment. Finally, his features settled into what I would call unadulterated lust as he began to consider the possibilities.
I'm not sure which of us was more stunned by my revelation. I had wanted to ease into a conversation about the possibilities rather than what I had just done. We both needed time to think and consider what had just happened. He abruptly boosted me out of the way, stood up, and headed for the kitchen saying, "I need a drink."
He needed a drink? What about me? I pretended to sit there calmly as I awaited his return, but who the hell was I kidding? My heart was pounding a mile a minute.
Moments later, Tom came back carrying two glasses. It looked like he had gotten wine for me and I'm pretty sure that he had hard liquor for himself.
Tom held out the glass of wine and, as I took it he asked, "What the hell just happened? I feel like the earth just moved under my feet. I've always felt that we knew each other pretty well but what you just said wasn't anything that I ever expected to hear from your mouth."
Tom sat and stared at me while I stared at my shaking hand as I slowly took a sip of my wine. I was doing my best to appear calm and completely under control but I'm pretty sure that I wasn't doing a good job of it. I looked at my loving husband and tried desperately to decide what to say. It was my fault that the subject was on the table and I either had to walk it back, never being able to scratch that itch or proceed into completely unexplored territory.
I'm normally not a risk-taker by nature but this was something that had a hold on me that I could not deny. I wasn't dissatisfied with my husband or our sex life. I was quite happy but damn it, I had an itch, and it was demanding to be scratched.
I took a deep breath and began. "Sweetheart, I'm not sure that I can explain myself but, if you will be patient with me, I'll give it a try."
I smiled at my husband, expecting some sort of encouragement. Instead, he just sat there with an expectant look on his face. Oh boy, this is going to be an uphill battle. I had been planning to use the sympathy tactic but the look on his face said that I might want to shore up his confidence first.
"Sweetheart, I'm sure what I said came as a complete surprise to you. It's certainly nothing that we've ever discussed before, but I've been having these desires for some time now, and only recently have I accepted my need to be used, to be treated like a slut. I guess it was always there, but I didn't understand it and certainly couldn't put a label on it.
"I want you to know that I am not unhappy with our marriage or our sex life. You are the love of my life and have provided our marriage with a sound and firm basis on which to base our future. I am completely committed to you and our marriage. This is not about you nor is it an indication of any shortcomings of yours. It's about me and my growth as a woman. I hope that you can understand.
"Let me try this. Haven't you ever thought that you would like to do something outrageous but refrained from acting on that desire because of what I or others might think of you?"
I stared at my shaking hand as I raised my glass to my lips and took another sip of wine, watching my husband over the lip of the glass. I was feeling pretty insecure right now and wasn't at all sure that I could get myself out of this situation without damaging the man that I loved and possibly ruining our marriage. As I willed him to respond I could hear the grandfather clock in the living room ticking away the seconds. Time passed very slowly and I waited for his response, any response.
I held my breath.
At last, he said, "Well, there was one thing."
Finally, I exhaled, willing to grasp at anything, I eagerly asked, "What?"
"There was the time with Susie Johnston," he said.
"Susie Johnston!" I exploded. "What about Susie Johnston? That was our freshman year in college, and she flunked out the first semester. She was the dumbest girl in school."
"I know, but what tits she had! I wanted to get my hands on those magnificent tits of hers in the worst way."
"Let me get this straight. You are equating your desire to fondle Susie Johnston's tits with three black men fucking your wife?"
"No, no Sweetheart. In my wildest dreams, I've never thought about a black man fucking you."
Feeling more confident now I pushed ahead, "So, you've never thought about watching me being fucked by a black man? Is that what you are saying?"
"Never! Not once have I ever thought about watching a black man having sex with you."
"Okay, I believe you. You've never thought about watching a black man between my legs ramming his big black cock into me. I get that.
"Can you honestly tell me that you have never thought about other men using me while you watched?"
I could tell from the look on Tom's face that I had hit the nail on the head. "So, watching another man fuck me isn't such a big shock, is it? You're just upset about the thought of watching a black man using me." It was priceless when he realized that I had maneuvered him into a trap.
"Well... " he stammered, seemingly at a loss for words.
"Come on. Let's hear the truth. We're at an important crossroads in our relationship and this is no time for anything less than the truth. Have you imagined your wife, me, having sex with another man or not?"
I don't know if I was more afraid that he wasn't going to answer or of what his answer might be.
Shoulders sagging, he let out a sigh and almost inaudibly said, "Yes, I've often thought of watching you as another man slid his dick into you. I guess that makes me some kind of pervert. I mean, what kind of man would even think of such a thing?"



Now we're getting somewhere. "I don't know what kind of man it makes you, but isn't it convenient that you're married to a woman who also wants to have a man, not her husband, bury his cock into her? The kind of a woman who wants to not only be fucked but used by three black men at the same time."
He just stared at me as I held out my hand and said, "Come with me."
As he rose from the couch, Tom took my hand in his and asked, "Where are we going?"
"To bed, silly, where I think that we're about to have the best fuck that we've ever had. Then we have a lot to talk about. While we're there, you can explain to me how it is that you know what a 'Queen of Spades' is and just where you picked up the term 'airtight'."
And talk about it we did. For the next couple of weeks, we discussed my desire to be the focal point and the sex toy used by three black strangers. We discovered that Tom had some kinks too. He freely admitted that he would love to watch while I was being used.
Fearing that we might be deviants of some sort we also did a little research. We discovered that Tom wasn't the only husband who subconsciously wanted his wife to fuck other men and I wasn't the only woman that wanted to be ravished by a group of men, black men.
Once we had come to understand and accept each other's feelings we began to discuss how we could safely make this happen. It was clear that there would be some risk and we talked about ways to minimize that risk. We talked and talked and talked.
--------------------------------------------------------------
As you can appreciate, Elise took a major risk telling Tom about her most secret craving and fortunately, Tom took it well. To say that things have been tense in the house since Elise revealed her latent desire to be used would be an understatement. Both Elise and Tom discussed the changed dynamic between them almost constantly throughout the weekend. On Monday, they each went off to work where they would try to be productive while the internal conflict raged just under the surface.
--------------------------------------------------------------
Tom
My mind has been in a state of turmoil all weekend long. The only thing that I've been able to think of was my beautiful wife, naked on our bed, with a black man between her wide-spread thighs thrusting his long black shaft into her pussy. I carried those thoughts with me on the way to work on Monday and struggled all day long to disengage my mind so that I could get some work done.
No matter what I did or how hard I tried, I had serious trouble keeping my mind on my job as I wondered how to make this tantalizing fantasy into a reality. By Wednesday my best friends, James and Andy, had both cornered me, trying to find out what was wrong.
By Friday, after a stress-filled week, I felt like I had reached a viable solution. I was worried about Elise and me being alone with three black strangers. If I could get my two best friends to stand by while Elise fucked those black men that she wanted so badly, I would feel much more comfortable with the situation. The problem would be getting both of them and Elise to agree.
All day Friday I worried over, considered, and rejected solutions to the problem. What would I do and how would I feel if James or Andy asked me to help protect their wives in a similar situation? When the final solution hit me, I dismissed it out of hand, hoping that there might be another way. Try as I might, I was unable to come up with another alternative. The only enticement I could think of was to offer them the chance to fuck Elise before she had her tryst with the blacks.
If I were being honest, I knew that I would find the offer appealing if the situation were reversed and tomorrow night would be the ideal opportunity to approach them.
Elise and I were attending a party tomorrow, Saturday night, and James, Andy, and their wives would be there too. I would talk to them then and, if they agreed, I would have to find some way to convince Elise. The hard-on tenting my pants was all the proof I needed to confirm that this was something I wanted to happen. That's what made it the perfect solution. If you are going to share your wife, what could be better than sharing her with your friends?
When we arrived at the party on Saturday night, things were already going full force. At first Elise and I walked around as a couple, greeting the people that we knew and meeting new acquaintances and potential friends. After about an hour or so, we split up and began to seek out our special friends.
There must have been thirty or more people here tonight. I was sure that this was the perfect time to corner James and Andy with my proposition. I still hadn't decided exactly how to broach the subject. I mean what's the right way to tell your best friends that your wife wanted to fuck three black guys and that you wanted them to stand in as bodyguards. Oh, and by the way, if you agree, I'll let you fuck my wife too.
I felt that tonight would be the perfect time to take action since it might be some time before a better opportunity came along. Once my mind was made up, I looked around trying to find my friends. I finally located them across the room, talking to someone that I didn't know, and headed their way. When I joined the three of them, it seemed to take forever before the other guy left so that I could get James and Andy alone.
At first, the three of us just stood there as the awkward silence grew. They were still upset that I had not shared with them what it was that had been bothering me all week. Little did they know that they were about to find out and it was a doozy. I don't remember which one broke the silence but finally one of them asked me if I was in a better mood than I had been all week. All I could manage was a nod.
Andy was the first one to let his frustration get the better of him and he called me on it saying, "I don't know what your problem is but you have been a shit pretty much all week. Frankly, it doesn't seem like things have improved much tonight either."
I let out a deep sigh. "You're right. Something has been bothering me. I've got to ask you a favor and I don't know how to start. It involves Elise."
James had always had an eye for my wife and he jumped right into the conversation at that point. "Hell man, your wife is a subject we're always willing to talk about. Now don't get me wrong, my wife's a doll and I love her to death, but Elise is a cut above. She is one hot lady. I can't see what your problem could be with her."
Still at a loss for a good way to broach the subject, I just went for it. "Elise and I have only known each other sexually. She says that she is feeling a little constrained by that and wants to experiment a little."
I shouldn't have been surprised by the response from Andy. "No offense man, but Elise can experiment with me any time."
Ignoring his generous, if self-serving offer, I pressed on. "Look guys, I don't know of any graceful way to say this so I'm just going to spit it out. Elise wants to have a one-night fling."
James had a funny look on his face when he said, "A fling? One night? What does she mean by a fling?"
Okay. At least it was finally on the table. I either had to go forward or back off and think of another option. But there wasn't another option that I could think of. "She wants to have a one-night fling with three black men." There, I said it! Now all I could do was wait to see what their response would be.
James' jaw dropped, "Are you for real?" he exploded.
A moment later Andy followed with, "Shit hot! Damn man, I wish my wife would do that so I could watch. You lucky bastard."
James and I turned and looked at Andy. I'm not sure but our mouths must have been hanging open as we both watched his face flush red hot once he realized what he had just said.
For the past week, there had been a picture lodged in my mind of Elise and her three blacks. That image was suddenly pushed aside by an image of Andy's lovely, petite Asian wife Miko being used by three blacks. My mind kept jumping back and forth between the two until I think my eyes might have crossed.
Finally, I broke the silence and declared, "I need a drink."
"Sounds like a great idea to me," James piped up.
"Make it a strong one," Andy replied. "And then we need to do some serious talking."
Once we all had a drink, we found a secluded corner where we could talk without being overheard. It was also out of the traffic pattern so we would probably be left alone which wasn't a bad thing either.
Andy could hardly contain himself when we finally settled in. "Is she asking your permission? Are you going to let her do it? Shit, I'd pay good money to watch something like that."
It was pretty clear that Andy wouldn't be a problem but James had been quiet since I dropped my bomb. "James, we haven't heard anything from you," I said.
James took a sip of his drink and then leaned back against the wall. "How the hell do you expect me to carry on a coherent conversation when all I can see is Elise fucking three black men. I'm pretty sure that what you think about it is more important than what I think."
Suddenly the music seemed louder and I was pretty sure that I was developing a headache.
I stood there contemplating what James had just said, trying to formulate an answer. I certainly didn't want to offend either of my best friends. Of course, it didn't seem like Andy was going to be a problem at all.
"James, I think it's fair to say that it was a pretty big surprise when Elise first brought it up. I was just a little shocked and even hurt, but she quickly made it clear that it wasn't about me or our sex life. It was about her and something she felt that she had missed out on because she's only known me.
"That isn't all. She finally forced me to admit that I had often dreamt of her having sex with another man, but a black man? Hell, three black men? She wants to have a black cock in her pussy, ass, and mouth at the same time. She says that she wants to know what it feels like to be used and treated like a slut. I'm not sure that I get it, but I can tell you this. The idea is the most erotic thing that I have ever thought about doing and I'm on board."
"Holy shit!" Andy exclaimed. "Tom, you've got to take pictures. I know that I have no right to ask but I'd love to see them. Interracial sex is a huge turn-on for Miko and me. I've never watched anyone having interracial sex. I've never known anyone that has had interracial sex. I'll pay you for the pictures, just name your price or tell me what you want from me."
At that point, I laughed, breaking the tension. "Andy, you're too easy. I wouldn't bet on pictures, but I need the help of both of you. I don't feel like I can keep control of the situation if just Elise and I are there with three blacks that we don't know. I'd like both of you to be there to help me keep Elise safe. You may not get pictures Andy, but that way you would at least get to watch."
"Are you kidding?" Andy exclaimed jubilantly.
"No, I'm not kidding, but I'm not sure how things would turn out if that was the first time we got together. You two are my besties but, you tell me. Do you think that you could control yourself after watching my wife fucked by three blacks? Would you be able to just go home without getting some of that for yourself?"
They both had the good grace to act a little chagrined. Still, James had questions. "Excuse me. I'm not sure that I'm following you here."
I looked at my two best friends and smiled. Oh, what the fuck, I thought. Spit it out. "I'm offering both of you the chance to fuck Elise before that night so that your attention will be on keeping things under control instead or trying to figure out how to get into her pants yourself. Besides that, she'll get the chance to be used by our friends first, instead of strangers, and may want to change her mind before moving on to the blacks. I also look at it as payment for helping me out."
As expected, James was the more reluctant of the two. "I'm not sure how that would even be possible, no matter how much I might enjoy taking you up on the offer. Andy and I both have families and jobs. I can just see us trying to explain to our wives that we needed to go out with you some Saturday nightso that we could fuck your wife."
"Fortunately for you, I've given it a great deal of thought," I said. "Nothing is going to happen at night. I've been doing some work remodeling the den. You two can tell your wives that you are going to come over one Saturday afternoon to help me. Elise will be there so you can get to know each other better if you know what I mean."
"Then, a couple of weeks later, you can come over to watch a football game and help me finish up. Only this time there will be three black guys there to help us."
"Okay, that might work," Andy said. "Elise is good with this, right?"
Damn! I had been hoping to avoid that question. "Well, no. I haven't told her my idea for you two yet."
Now it seemed like a damn tag team event as James now joined the conversation. "That's just great. What did you have in mind, Tom? We just show up and then you turn to Elise and say 'Look, honey. James and Andy are here to fuck you. Isn't that nice?'"
"No," I assured him. "I'll talk to Elise and make sure that she understands that this is necessary for her safety. Everything will be all right. Besides, once you've fucked Elise it would be nice if you returned the favor."
Now it was Andy again. "I'm good with that. I figured it was some elaborate scheme so that you could get into Miko's pants. I've seen the way that you look at her. It seems like a fair trade to me, but I'm not quite sure how Miko might feel about it. I guess we'll cross that bridge when we get to it. Go talk to Elise and let us know when you want to have this party."
I looked at James. "What about you? Are you in or do I need to find someone else to help?"
"Since you put it that way," James said. "I can't guarantee how my wife might feel about this, but I'll work on her. I sure as hell don't want to give up an opportunity to fuck Elise."
Tom thought to himself, 'Now all I have to do is convince Elise. Oh goodie.'
--------------------------------------------------------------
You can easily imagine that the image of Tom's wife, Elise being thoroughly fucked by three black guys was now firmly lodged in the minds of both Andy and James. Of course, James and Andy were also digesting the thought that they might get a chance to stick their cocks into the lovely Elise too. Both men fervently wished for Tom's ultimate success when he confronted Elise.
It was just a few days later when Elise first heard of her husband's brilliant idea. She was just a little surprised by his suggestion.
--------------------------------------------------------------
Elise
I could not believe what I had just heard. Tom had suggested that it might be safer if we had others there when I fucked the three blacks in case things got out of hand. 'Others,' I thought. Surprised, I wondered why we just didn't do it in a stadium with a marching band.
What the shit? My husband wanted others to watch me being used. At first shocked, I was soon thinking about how delicious it would be to display myself so decadently. What the hell was going on with me? I'd never had thoughts like these. It seems that the dam had broken and all sorts of things had come tumbling out.
When I pushed him to elaborate, Tom suggested that things might be more controllable and safer if there were a couple of other people that we knew there also.
I was floored. "Wait just a minute," I said. I'm assuming that you have a couple of our male friends in mind, right?"
"Do you have a better idea?" he asked.
I thought about that for a moment. Unable to offer another suggestion I said, "No I don't. Are you telling me that you expect two of our male friends to just show up and then watch as I get naked and fucked by three black strangers?"
"Not exactly," Tom replied.
"Not exactly?" I questioned.
"Well, it wouldn't be realistic to expect them to show up, see you naked for the first time, and then watch while you are taken by the three black men we have yet to find, and then just leave."
"Okay. Then what would be realistic Sweetheart?" I asked my husband with a cherubic smile on my face.
"Since you've never been with anyone other than me, I was thinking that maybe it would be a good thing if you experimented a little before you got together with the black guys. You might find out that you don't want to be with anyone but me. If that happened, you could change your mind."
"Oh, I see. You want to give me to two of your friends so that I can decide if I want to have sex with three black guys. Is that what you're saying? I've already said that I wanted the three blacks. If you remember, that is what started this whole thing."
"Sweetheart, we're both concerned about things getting out of hand when you have your little tryst. Let's face it, those three black guys could decide that they want to do something we don't like and I couldn't stop them. What if they decided to call in a bunch of their friends or even abduct you? This way we have help there to make sure that nothing happens unless you and I agree. I'm just trying to keep you safe. As you said, this was your idea."
"Of course, it was my idea but whose idea was it to share me with your two best friends? I can see where your suggestion makes sense, but it wasn't what I had in mind. Even so, I have to admit that I don't have a better idea. How do you plan to make this happen?"
"That won't be a problem," Tom said. "When I talked to James and Andy, they both were excited and very willing to help out."
"What?" I exploded. "You've already talked to them without asking me first. Exactly what the hell did you tell them?"
"Well, first I kinda asked them what they thought of you. I wasn't surprised to learn that they both thought that you were hot. Then I asked them what they would think if I told them that there was a possibility that you could be available for them to fuck. Neither of them believed me at first.
"Gee! What a surprise," I responded, sarcastically.
"That's when I began to explain that you wanted to have sex with three black strangers and that we needed them to be there to make sure that things didn't get out of hand. They were both very interested in the idea and said that they would be willing to help out."
After a few moments something occurred to me and I replied, "I'm sure they were. What about their wives?"
A look of shock crossed Tom's face and he sputtered, "Their wives? We're not talking about their wives!"
"Come on Tom. You're a schemer. I love you dearly, but I know you better than anyone else. You're not one to allow your friends to fuck your wife without getting something in return. Do you get to fuck Miko and Laura?"
Still not totally in control after being called out Tom stammered, "Well, umm. I don't know. Neither of them has ever had sex with anyone else while being married, but both James and Andy feel just like I do and they would like to get their wives to agree to fuck me."
"So, there is a quid pro quo. Now things begin to make more sense. When did you have this enlightening conversation with your two friends?"
Tom relaxed a little with the change in the conversation. "We talked at the party we went to last week."
I smiled, "Well, that explains it then."
Tom looked confused again. "Explains what?"
"The two of them kept looking at me and whispering to each other. They were probably wondering when they would get to sample my wares."
--------------------------------------------------------------
Things pretty much returned to normal for the next week or so. It was now Thursday afternoon, almost two weeks later and Elise was in the kitchen preparing the evening meal.



--------------------------------------------------------------
Elise
We have what I would call a 'pretty' kitchen. It was functional and I enjoyed cooking there. This evening I was stirring a spaghetti sauce that I had made from scratch when I heard Tom coming in the front door. I looked up smiling as my husband bustled into the kitchen carrying a package and wearing a huge smile.
"It's on!" he exclaimed.
"That's nice honey," I said. "What's on?"
"I just heard from James. He and Andy are planning to be here Saturday afternoon for your tryst."
I put down the spoon and asked, "Saturday afternoon? Isn't that a little strange? Don't these things usually take place at night at a motel?"
Tom shook his head and smiled. "I imagine they do, but this is more than just a little different."
Laughing, I said, "That's a fact, but I still don't see why it has to take place on a Saturday afternoon and at our home."
"As far as Miko and Laura know the guys are going fishing. You know James and Andy are both married and have full-time jobs. During the week they work and in the evenings, they spend time with their families. They occasionally go fishing on the weekends and both of them managed to convince their wives to let them go fishing this Saturday -- so we're on for Saturday afternoon. I decided that it would work best to do it here. Both of them know where we live so that's not a problem."
"If you say so," I said. "I guess that makes sense. What's in the package?"
"It's something for you to wear. I picked it up, especially for this Saturday. I hope you'll like it," he said as he handed the package to me.
When I opened it, the first thing that I found was a white button-up blouse. I looked up wondering what in the world was going on. Not finding any forthcoming explanation from Tom I reached into the package again. This time, I pulled out a black skirt, which, on closer examination, turned out to be very tight and very short. Now I was getting the picture.
"There's one more thing," Tom said.
I reached into the bag and came up with a thick white dog collar. Frowning at my husband I asked, "What's with this?"
"Oh, it's just a little something I picked up. I thought that it would go well with the outfit," Tom said.
More than a little skeptical I said, "Yeah. This is just great but you must have been smoking something if you think that I'm wearing that thing. I am absolutely not wearing a dog collar in front of your friends."
Tom's reply was instant and forceful, which startled me just a little. "Do this for me, please. We're about to do something that we have never done before. I am going to stand by and watch my two best friends have sex with my wife. The woman that I love. When that happens, you will be completely naked except for our wedding rings and this collar. Look at the nameplate. It says, 'Tom's Property'.
"Your wedding rings and this collar will be a constant reminder to those two that you are mine and mine alone. You're only on loan to them for a short while, but you're mine forever."
I'm not sure that I agreed with his somewhat circular logic but, in a way, it was touching that he wanted to 'mark his territory'. I finally smiled, nodding my head in acceptance. "Okay," I said.
--------------------------------------------------------------
It had been a couple of days since Tom had come home and told Elise that James and Andy would be over this Saturday afternoon to fuck her. To Elise, the time had flown by and she was still wrestling with the magnitude of what she had agreed to do.
She had been reasonably comfortable with the decision to fuck the three black guys because that had been her idea, but this was different. The decision to fuck Tom's two best friends, men that she would see often, had not been her decision and she was still adjusting to the reality that it was about to happen.
She was even surprised by the change that had come over her husband. He seemed more dominant and demanding, now that she had agreed to go along with his suggestion that she fuck their friends before she could fuck the three black guys. She worried that things might spiral out of control.
--------------------------------------------------------------
Tom
Saturday had finally arrived and I was as twitchy as a teenage boy just about to go out on his first date. I had hardly slept last night and had tossed and turned so much that I would have kept Elise awake if she hadn't been as restless as I was.
The guys weren't expected to be here until about noon and I was already frantic by nine o'clock. Elise had given up on trying to settle me down.
What was about to happen this afternoon was not something I could have ever anticipated. I didn't like to admit it but, I was stoked. I'm not sure when I first realized that I was one of those men who liked to share their wives. The desire must have resided in the depths of my mind for some time until it was finally triggered when Elise told me she wanted to be used by three black men.
Once I accepted what she had told me I was finally able to come to terms with my feelings and recognize and share my desires. This afternoon, in just a few hours, I was going to watch as my two best friends fucked my wife. How cool was that?
--------------------------------------------------------------
Elise
After I finished putting on my makeup I put on the skirt and blouse that Tom had bought me along with some four-inch strappy black heels that I already had. Tom had gone downstairs after helping me get the collar fastened. James and Andy should be arriving almost any time now, and with Tom downstairs I was finally alone with my inner thoughts.
I looked at my image in the full-length bedroom mirror and contemplated what I saw. No, I didn't look like a slut, but I certainly didn't look like a member of the church choir, either.
I was wearing a half-cup push-up bra that left my nipples peeking over the top. The white blouse was a little too small and gaped where it was buttoned, allowing glimpses of my milky white tits.
When I had first seen the skirt, I thought it was a little short. Now, I knew that it was a lot short. It was so short in the back that one wrong move and you would be able to see the cheeks of my ass. It would be impossible for me to sit without giving everyone an unrestricted view of my crotch.
Speaking of my crotch, it was covered with a tiny patch of cloth. The thong that Tom had made me wear, split the cheeks of my ass in the back. In my whole life, I had never dressed in such a revealing manner even in complete privacy, and shortly I would be revealing myself to our two friends.
A shiver ran up my spine as I heard the doorbell ring. They were here! Once again, I asked myself if I wanted to do this. I must say that I was somewhat surprised by the answer. I can't say that I was scared, despite my trembling. Scared isn't the right word. Shit! I might as well admit it, I was excited!
Tom and I had agreed that it would be easier on me if he was the one to give the instructions and I would follow his directions. It seemed to be easier for me since it would relieve me of that responsibility. If I wavered in my resolve, I knew that all I would have to do would be to follow his commands. That way reduced the risk that I might do something that Tom might not want me to do.
Lost in thought, I was startled when I heard Tom calling for me to come down. Decision time. I either went downstairs to my fate or I backed out and called things off before they went too far, but I was already committed and moving toward the stairs.
Tom
I had gotten drinks for James, Andy, and myself and we were all seated on the couch watching the stairs, wondering if Elise would go through with our plans. We didn't have long to wait as she appeared at the top of the steps.
I had been holding my breath in anticipation and apprehension. When my wife appeared at the top of the stairs I was stunned, and I knew that both Andy and James felt much the same.
I doubt if Elise realized it, but the show began the moment she stepped onto the landing. The skirt was so short that we were easily able to see her crotch which was only covered by a thin piece of silk. As she descended the stairs, the material moved enticingly from side to side, always threatening to reveal more but never actually doing so.
As she moved lower on the stairs, we were deprived of the view of her crotch so, being men, we moved our gaze to her tits. From this distance, you really couldn't see much but the flashes of flesh were there and the three of us watched raptly.
As Elise reached the bottom of the stairs the three of us rose. I stepped forward and hugged her to reassure us both that things were all right. Then I pulled back to kiss her and fondled one of her breasts as my friends watched. I was so turned on that I thought my cock was going to break free of my pants.
I directed my wife to a chair facing the couch and helped her to sit down knowing that her crotch was in view again. "Would you like a drink, Sweetheart?" I asked.
She simply nodded her head, so I headed for the kitchen to get her a glass of wine. When I returned, I noticed that Elise had pulled her chair closer to the couch and was brazenly sitting with her knees spread more than a foot apart giving my friends a view of her pussy which was barely covered.
Elise
While Tom was in the kitchen getting my drink, I managed to scoot my chair closer to Andy and James on the pretense that I was having trouble hearing them as we talked. I wasn't completely over my jitters but, I was beginning to enjoy the attention of the two men. To further draw their gaze, I spread my knees apart encouraging them to look between my legs. I was beginning to behave like the slut I wanted to be.
Things took a huge step forward after Tom returned with my wine. He sat back down on the couch and seemed to be enjoying the show himself, so I was startled when he said, "I want you to undo one of the buttons of your blouse. Nah, that's not enough. Undo two buttons for us, Elise."
A shiver ran down my spine as I thought, 'Now it's time to fish or cut bait.' My hands shook as I slowly reached up and undid the first two buttons of my blouse, exposing my cleavage a little more, as we continued to talk about abstract things.
I was almost trembling with anticipation as I waited for the next instruction from my husband. Meanwhile, Andy and James seemed to alternately look between my legs or at my cleavage.
Once again, my husband's voice cut through me as he said, "Okay Sweetheart, let's get this show moving. After all, James and Andy don't have all afternoon, so I want you to get rid of the blouse and bra. Let's give my friends an unfettered view of your tits."
My hands remained unsteady as my fingers fumbled with the buttons of my blouse as I moved to obey my husband's orders. I noticed that James and Andy both slid forward to the edge of the couch as I finished unbuttoning my blouse and pulled the tails from inside my skirt waistband.
I was too embarrassed to look at our friends as I pulled the blouse off my shoulders. I closed my eyes as I reached behind my back and undid the clasp of my bra, letting it fall forward into my lap. I felt the cool breeze caress my bare tits and knew that, for the first time, men other than my husband were looking at my breasts.
It seemed like a lifetime before I finally gathered my strength and slowly opened my eyes. What I saw was the two men with their mouths hanging open, almost drooling. A strange feeling surged through me as I realized that I was feeling pride and power. I was proud that I was able to have that effect on two men other than my husband. I had never felt this way before and a warm feeling transfused through my whole body.
I was jerked back to reality when I felt the flash of light as my husband used his cell phone to take a photo of me sitting there, bare-breasted, in front of his two friends. That hadn't been part of the bargain, and I started to say something but, before I could Tom said, "Well, what do you guys think? I told you she had beautiful tits, didn't I?"
My nakedness finally registered, and I began to blush when I heard Andy say, "Elise, I think your tits are even more exceptional than we were told. Tom, I have to touch them if you don't mind."
It's funny. One part of me wanted to hear my husband tell Andy 'No' in an outraged voice, but the other part of me quivered in anticipation of feeling his hands on my body. Andy was already leaning towards me, hands out, reaching for my tits when I heard my husband saying, "Go ahead, Andy. You too, James. Get yourself a good feel." For the first time, I felt hands on my body that did not belong to my husband. I shivered in anticipation and shame.
I pulled back reflexively when the first hand closed around my breast. Looking down, I saw that the hand was Andy's. I continued watching as James took my other breast and gently rubbed the nipple between his thumb and forefinger. In just moments I found myself leaning into them, pressing my sensitive nipples into their hands.
My mind foundered at the thought of what I was doing. Goose bumps rose on my arms and the hair on the back of my neck stood on end as I struggled to process the feelings that were surging throughout my body. I felt my juices begin to lubricate my pussy in anticipation of what would come soon.
I looked around for my husband and found him standing behind the two men using his cell phone camera to take my picture as I laid my head back in pure pleasure. I almost spoke out in frustration when, moments later, I felt my husband's hands as they slipped under my arms from behind and lifted me slowly to my feet.
James and Andy rose seamlessly and fastened their lips onto my nipples and began to nibble and suck. As I looked down, I could see their lips fastened on my nipples like babies nursing. But these weren't babies nursing. They were two grown men. Two men that my husband and I saw socially. We spent time with their wives. God, I felt so depraved, and I reveled in the feeling.
One man sucking on a nipple was exciting but, having both nipples suckled by two different men that really should not be doing this was just so erotic.
Tom
When I told Elise to unbutton her blouse and remove her bra, I thought the game would end, but it didn't. I watched in disbelief as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse and reached around to undo her bra. I wondered, 'Would she do it?'
It was clear that both Andy and James were turned on. They kept shifting where they sat, trying to relieve the growing pressure between their legs. Fortunately, I wasn't sitting and had less of a problem. My erection had room to stand tall and proud and could be seen thrusting against my pants, as my cock sought release from its cloth prison.
I took several photos as her bra dropped to her lap and she sat there with her lovely breasts fully exposed to my friends. I captured the look on her face as they fastened their lips on her breasts sucking and nibbling on her distended nipples.
This was the most erotic moment of my life and the look of rapture on my wife's face was confirmation that this had been the right decision, but it was time to move on.
Each step we took covered new ground, and I was never sure if Elise would continue to move forward. She looked up as I called her name. When she looked at me, I said, "Elise, I want you to kneel in front of my friends." With just a moment's hesitation, she complied. She was lovely, kneeling there in front of my two best friends but I wanted more.
"James, Andy, you both know what she's down there for. Get them out. Let's see what you've got. Who's going to be first?"
You would have thought that I had lit a fire in their britches. Both men struggled, racing to see who would be the first to get their cock out and into my wife's mouth.
Elise
Complying with my husband's instructions, I dropped to my knees and stared straight ahead. I didn't know what I should do at this point, but I almost laughed when I heard Tom telling Andy and James to get their cocks out, and that the first one out would be the first one that I would suck.
The tension in the room was almost palpable as I kneeled there, watching the two of them fumbling with the zipper on the front of their pants. Andy had generally been the most aggressive and I expected his cock to be the first one in my mouth, but his haste was his undoing. I watched as he ripped his zipper down and got it stuck, allowing James to release his cock first.
James thrust his cock toward me and, much to my surprise, I wrapped my hand around it and began to stroke it. Andy finally got his recalcitrant zipper under control and released his cock. I grasped it with my other hand and marveled at the silky softness of their hardening shafts. They were both about six inches long, which was probably about normal.
For moments I simply watched as my hands worked their way back and forth down the length of these two strange cocks. I never thought I would find myself acting so completely outrageous and out of character.
Just as I decided to take the leap and suck one, I noticed my husband once again taking photos. He zoomed in as I pressed my lips to the head of James's cock and licked the precum that had gathered there. Then I parted my lips and slid them down the length of his cock. It wasn't long enough to enter my throat, but my mouth was certainly full.
I heard James moan as I slid back and forth along the shaft of his baby maker. Meanwhile, I continued to stroke Andy's rigid member.
After a few moments, I removed one cock from my mouth and began to suck my second strange cock of the night. It's hard to say how I felt. I was acting like a slut, and I knew it. The funny thing is that I loved it. Ecstatic at the idea of what I was doing on the one hand, I was still conflicted because of my upbringing. What I did know was that I had no intention of backing down or giving up those two cocks.
Tom
I watched, mesmerized, as my wife's lips slipped back and forth along the length of James' turgid shaft and then, shifted smoothly to Andy's cock, continuing to stroke the spare cock alternately. I could hardly believe what I was seeing, but I knew it was time to change things up.
I had been surprised when Elise had gone along with my plan to allow my friends to fuck her. Now was time to see if she would go all the way.
"Okay Elise, I need you to stand up so we can get you out of that skirt and thong. Andy, you and James need to sit back down, please. Thanks.
"Elise, ditch the skirt let's get down to business. You're looking good, Sweetheart. Now, let's go for the prize. Take off the thong and show our friends what you've got."
I held my breath. If my wife took off the thong then she was about to experience some strange cock for the first time as a married woman. I watched as she slowly bent over and slid her thong down her trim legs. As she stood up we were treated to an unobstructed view of her clean-shaven pussy.
"Spread your legs," I ordered, and Elise complied, giving us an even better view of her pussy. I think that she has a lovely pussy. Clean-shaven as she was, her outer lips almost completely covered the inner lips, which could just barely be seen peeking out.
Elise
Holy shit! My body was vibrating at the thought of what I was doing. 'I just sucked two strange cocks', I thought. Things were moving forward so quickly.
I'm so glad that we decided that Tom would tell me what he wanted me to do. It made it so much easier when the responsibility for my actions rested with my husband. Now, he was telling me to take off my skirt and thong.
My emotions were bouncing all over as my actions smashed down walls that had dictated my behavior for all of my life. Chastity, modesty, humility, and so many other concepts that had guided me fell to the wayside.



I was exposing myself to men other than my husband. This was something that I had dreamt about for years. Even as a teen I had entertained thoughts that would have labeled me as a slut if I had acted on them and, here I was, married and indulging in many of those off-limits activities.
A part of my mind chastised me and told me to stop, but the other part reveled in the freedom and the debauchery of what we were doing.
Following my husband's instructions, I let my skirt slide down my legs and drop to the floor. Next, I hooked my thumbs in the thin band circling my waist and slid it down over my hips. As soon as it passed that final obstacle I let it drop. My thong stopped falling at my crotch, restrained by my soft inner thighs.
Knowing what would happen, I spread my legs apart and felt my thong break free of its restraints and resume its slide to join my skirt on the floor. I stepped aside and looked into the eyes of my husband and his two friends as all three men reveled in an unfettered view of my moist pussy.
Tom
'Absolutely beautiful,' I thought, as my wife stood before us naked and waiting.
For several moments I was unable to do anything other than marvel at what was happening and the sight of my lovely wife standing, totally exposed and waiting for my next command.
Once I recovered my equilibrium I said, "Elise, I want you to come over and stand in front of James so that he can see more clearly. That's a good girl. Now I want you to turn around, spread your legs, and bend over. Give him a good look at your sweet little pussy. Let him see where he's going to bury his cock shortly. Spread your ass cheeks apart. You said that you wanted to be treated like a slut so here's your chance."
After a few moments, I had Elise move over in front of Andy and told her to give him the same good look at her pussy.
"Sweetheart your big moment is just about here but, I want to be sure that you want this. I'm giving you your last chance to change your mind. If we go forward in just a few minutes you will be well and truly fucked by my best friends, so I want to be sure. Is this what you want?"
Moments passed and there wasn't any response from Elise. I waited, praying that she hadn't changed her mind. She stood there, like a naked goddess, and looked at the three of us. She was so beautiful, but I needed to hear the words.
Finally! Finally, I heard her whisper, "Yes."
"Elise, did you say yes?"
My wife looked directly at me and said, "Yes," in a firm voice.
I needed to push her just a little bit farther so I asked again, "Yes, you want Andy and James to fuck you. Is that what you're saying?"
This time she snarled at me, "Yes, damn you. I want Andy and James to fuck me right here and right now. Is that good enough?"
I smiled as I walked over to her and wrapped my arms around her naked body and held her tightly saying, "I'm so very proud of you. Our marriage will be changed forever after tonight but it will be changed for the better. I love you."
Taking my wife's hand I had her turn around to face the couch. I told her to kneel on the edge of the seat cushion and face the back of the couch. Then I had her bend over, resting her shoulders on the back of the couch. Once I had her placed where I wanted her I turned to Andy and James and suggested that they better ditch the clothes if they wanted to have fun with my wife.
While they were removing their clothes I started recording with my cell phone again. I wanted to be sure that the first strange cock to use my wife's pussy was recorded for posterity. I wasn't sure that there would ever be more.
Once the guys were undressed, with their cocks standing at attention I said, "Go ahead James, she's yours. I moved in close to get a good shot as James placed the head of his dick at the opening of my wife's pussy. I recorded him as he rubbed his cock along the slit of her pussy to lubricate himself. I was amazed at how wet she was already.
As James pressed forward, I noticed that Elise was pushing back against him. She was surely ready for what was about to happen. First, the head of his dick popped in and, then slowly more and more of his shaft slid into my wife until the whole thing was planted firmly inside her.
Elise
I jolted forward as I felt the head of James's dick come into contact with my pussy. For a few moments, he moved it around as he searched for the opening of my warm, slick, vaginal sheath. Then I felt the pressure as he pushed forward and his cock slid into my vagina, slowly advancing until I felt his crotch bump softly against my ass.
'I've done it', I thought. There is a dick in my pussy that doesn't belong to my husband. That's when I realized that the physical sensation wasn't very different from when my husband fucked me. The thrill and erotic sensations were all mental.
My mind knew what I was doing and while the stimulation was physical, the erotic feelings that had me flying were mental. My emotions were over the moon. I wondered what my husband was thinking. Did he like watching a strange dick pushing my labia aside as it slid deep into my sex? Would he still feel the same about me after I became a slut?
I lost all sense of right and wrong as I felt James place his hands on my hips and shove his cock into me again and again. I was so engrossed that I never even saw my husband taking pictures of me as one of his friends used me as his whore.
James
I looked down and marveled at my great good fortune as I watched my cock sliding in and out of the vagina of my best friend's wife.
When Tom first came to Andy and me I thought that he must be kidding. I never thought that he would let me fuck his wife even though I had played that fantasy through my mind on numerous occasions.
Talking with Tom and Andy made me finally admit to myself that I had also dreamed about watching my wife, Laura in a similar situation. Did all men think of their wives being fucked by other men?
Just as I looked up I noticed that James was stepping to the other side of the couch and Tom was busy taking pictures and video. No one would ever believe this unless I could get my hands on some of those photos.
Tom
Andy and I watched as James began to thrust in and out developing a steady rhythm.
That's when I motioned for Andy to go around behind the couch so that he would have access to my wife's mouth. I'm assuming that Elise had her eyes closed because it appeared that she was enjoying the sensations she felt as James' cock was thrust in and out between her legs.
Her eyes popped open the moment she felt the head of Andy's cock touch her lips. A moment passed and I saw her slide her eyes to the side to look at me as she parted her lips and gave Andy full access to her mouth. When we would watch the video later this would be one of my favorite parts.
Elise
I was rocking back and forth as James alternately pulled his cock almost out of my pussy and then jammed it back in again, sinking in until his crotch bumped up against my soft ass. My mind was aflame with the combined shame and joy at being used the way that I was. I was acting like a slut and enjoying every minute of it.
That was when I felt something touching my lips. 'What the hell.' I thought as my eyes popped open to stare down at Andy's stiff member.
I wasn't too sure that my husband had expected both men to use me as their fuck toy so I looked to the side and directly into Tom's smiling face as he held his cell phone to record the act. I smiled, mouthing 'I love you,' and then parted my lips allowing Andy to bury his hard shaft between my lips.
For the first time in my life, I felt two cocks pounding into me. I knew that the look on my face must have been similar to the look that I had seen on the wife's face in the movie. As that thought passed through my consciousness, I felt my body shudder as I came all over James's dick moaning loudly as my orgasm overtook my tingling body.
Tom
I continued to video my wife as she was rocked back and forth by the two strange cocks, each one trying to bury itself as deep as possible. After a while, the men agreed to change positions and Andy commandeered my wife's pussy while James filled her mouth.
Since neither man was wearing a condom I kept a close eye on Andy as his thrusts started to become more and more rapid. At that point, I stopped them. My wife was unhappy with that development.
"Elise I want you to lay down on your back on the floor. Andy and James are going to kneel by your head and cum on your face while I finish the job between your legs.
I resumed filming as James and Andy knelt over her face. Elise opened her mouth expectantly as she awaited her reward. I knelt between her legs and slid my dick into her well-used pussy and began to pump as I tried to film too.
It was almost a dead heat as cum spurted from both cocks aimed at my wife's face at almost the same moment. I think that Andy was first, firing a stream of warm sticky goo across my wife's face and onto her forehead. After the first shot, there was no telling whose cum was where but, when I zoomed the camera in close you could see that there was a good portion of cum in my wife's mouth as she lay there.
She must have sensed her climax because, with the camera still recording, she opened her eyes and looked directly into the lens, and swallowed. And then she came harder than I have ever seen before.
That was all it took to drive me over the edge and I shot my load deep into my wife. All of us collapsed in a satisfied tangle of arms and legs.
Elise
I closed my eyes in anticipation of the stream of cum headed my way. The warm, sticky goo landed just under my eye and left a string across my cheek while the bulk of it crossed my lips and landed in my mouth. As I felt several more loads of cum landing all over my face and in my mouth, I was rocked as my husband thrust continually in and out of my pussy.
The total eroticism of what we had done and were doing hit my mind and emotions hard, having a huge impact. I felt my vagina clench, a sure indication that I was going to cum any moment. The next time Tom shoved his cock home my system let go and I experienced the most violent orgasm I had ever experienced.
When Tom drove his cock into me the next time, I felt it explode as hot cum coated my insides. I don't remember much for the next few moments. When I finally regained my senses, everyone was sprawled on the living room floor and, it was obvious that all of us were exhausted and supremely pleased.
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It's now the morning after and Elise and Tom have yet to discuss the activities of the previous day when Tom's two best friends, James and Andy, had the pleasure of having sex with Tom's wife, Elise.
------------------------------------
Elise
Sunday morning dawned cool and bright as I rolled over in bed and realized that Tom wasn't there. Looking across the room I saw sunbeams slanting through the blinds and tiny motes of dust dancing in the shafts of radiance. There was the sound of a neighbor's dog barking in the distance.
'I can't remember when I've slept so soundly,' I thought as my mind struggled to embrace the new day. Slowly, I began to remember snatches of what we had done the day before. Images blossomed in my mind, images of me sucking the cocks of both James and Andy and then, following my husband's instructions, letting them fuck me.
Suddenly, my mind snapped back into reality like a thunderclap from a nearby lightning strike. 'Holy shit! I did it! I had sex with Andy and James yesterday while Tom watched.' Mental pictures and emotions flooded my mind.
Just as quickly I began to wonder about Tom! Where is he?
When I threw the blanket aside, I was shocked at my nakedness. I normally sleep in pajamas but, not last night. Then I remembered that Tom and I had engaged in mad, passionate sex before bed. Sensing an unusual tenderness between my legs, I glanced down and saw the matted, dried cum coating my pubic area. 'I guess that's what happens when you fuck three men in a row,' I thought.
Despite my nakedness, I had to find Tom. so I shoved my feet into slippers and rushed into the bathroom, wrapping my robe around myself as I went. Without stopping to look at my hair or give a second thought to my appearance, I hurried downstairs. 'Where was my husband?'
I was worried that Tom might be having second thoughts about what we had done. I had to find him to make sure that everything was still okay.
As I stumbled down the stairs I felt the unusual sensation of cool air drifting under my robe and caressing my bare pussy. Reaching the bottom of the stairs, I turned toward the kitchen and felt a little better when the aroma of freshly brewed coffee slipped past my panic and registered in my brain.
Despite this reassurance, my panic reared its ugly head once again when I realized that he wasn't in the kitchen where I had expected him to be. When I finally saw him he was on the back porch, sitting back in a lounge chair with a cup of coffee, enjoying the combination of the warm morning sun and the fresh cool breeze that had blown in with a cold front while we slept last night.
Finally, I was able to relax enough to reach into the cupboard and grab a cup, despite my shaking hands which made the process of filling that cup with some of the remaining coffee a real challenge. Emotional support cup of coffee in hand, I slid the patio door open and joined him.
------------------------------------
Tom
'Here she is at last,' I thought. I was surprised at how relieved I was when Elise finally joined me. It seemed as if I had been sitting here forever waiting for her to come down. I had awakened about an hour ago and had been reliving yesterday afternoon. We had not talked about what happened after James and Andy left yesterday.
When James and Andy left, we were both tired and a little stressed out so we had showered together. At first, I was simply being a good husband as I soaped her back. I was still in awe of what we had just done and my hands just naturally followed their instincts as I reached around and cupped her breasts. Strangely enough, my right hand seemed to have a mind of its own as it wandered downward and cupped her pussy, slowly thrusting two fingers into the warm moist place so recently visited by the cocks of my two best friends.
Not surprisingly, I felt Elise reaching back to corral my rigid member that was insistently poking at her ass. It wasn't long before it became apparent that neither of us was as tired as we had first thought.
We quickly dried off and adjourned to our bed where we fucked like bunnies. I pounded into my wife with more vigor than usual and she met me thrust for thrust. I pulled out just before I ejaculated and shot all of my cum onto her pussy.
After that, we stretched out on the bed, talked about inane things, read a little, and finally drifted off to sleep.
This morning I awoke early and decided that it would be a good time to give things some additional thought. After I dressed, I went downstairs into the kitchen and made some coffee. When the coffee was done I had taken a cup outside where the sun was shining brightly and there was an invigorating chill in the air. Perfect weather for some serious thought.
I thought about the day when Elise had confided in me, telling me about her desire to be used like some sort of sex toy by three black men. I had found myself way out of my depth. This was new territory and I had responded like a typical horny male.
You might think it was strange that sharing my wife with three black men was not my primary concern. I'm not a jealous person so the thought of allowing my wife to participate in something so erotic was a huge turn-on to me.
My concern was about us entering into a situation that found Elise and me alone with three black men that we didn't know and my ability to keep my wife safe under those circumstances. It didn't seem likely that there was a way that I could ensure her safety alone so I decided that the best that I could do was to have a couple of my friends go along with us.
My logic might be questionable but, I concluded that the only way to ensure the cooperation of my friends was to offer them an opportunity to sample the same goody package that the three black men were going to get. Eventually, I convinced my wife that this was a necessity and she agreed to my condition.
Yesterday we sealed the deal and the three of us had fucked my wife. Now, insecurity had set in. I was scared. I had no idea how she would feel this morning and, honestly, I was afraid to find out.
------------------------------------
Elise
As I slipped into the chair next to Tom I parted my legs revealing my nudity and said, "Good morning."
His eyes widened as he glimpsed my bare pussy momentarily. After the view changed when I relaxed back into the recliner, he gave me a sickly smile in return and mumbled, "Morning."
I was reveling in my newfound freedom.
His less-than-enthusiastic response was somewhat annoying, pulling me down from my own personal high, I decided to face things up front and address the elephant in the room. "What the hell's wrong with you this morning? Not having second thoughts are you?"
He jerked in his chair as if I had hit him with a stick. "Letting James and Andy fuck me was your idea. Don't tell me that you're having second thoughts now."
"Me!," he exclaimed. "I'm not having second thoughts. Yesterday was the most erotic day of my life. I'm worried that you may have changed your mind."
We both laughed at the incongruity of the situation. Suddenly, I was able to relax. "I expected that there might be a little buyer's remorse," I chuckled. "Let's set the record straight. I had the time of my life yesterday. When James and Andy fucked me something in my mind simply clicked. I knew that this was how our lives were meant to be."
The relief that Tom felt when he heard my words was written all across his face as he reached across to me, held my hand, and pulled me toward him for a kiss. The kiss was somewhat suspect as I watched his eyes flick lower where the top of my robe had parted.
After settling back into my chair I taunted him by leaving the robe open allowing him occasional glimpses of my tits. Taking a sip of my now lukewarm coffee, I told Tom, "We do need to talk and make sure that we are both good and that what we did changes nothing concerning how we each feel about the other."
------------------------------------
They spent the rest of the day talking about their experience. Elise told Tom how it had felt when she was fucked by someone other than her husband and Tom told her how excited he had been as he watched her suck and then fuck his two friends.
They even spent some time looking at the video Tom had taken as Elise had been used, after which they had gone upstairs and fucked like they had last night.
------------------------------------
Tom
It was Tuesday before I was finally able to corner Andy and James to discuss Saturday's happenings. I also wanted to know if they had told their wives and what their response had been.
"What the hell do you mean, you can't go through with it," I exclaimed. You've had my wife so now you want to back out? Wasn't Elise good enough for you?"
James rushed to explain, "Woah, let's not get crazy Tom. We didn't lie to you, it's just that our wives are going to kill us as it is when they find out about the afternoon we spent working on Elise instead of working on your den, where we were supposed to be working."
"If we compound the situation by not telling our wives until after Elise gets her three blacks things will be even worse," Andy elaborated. "That's why we need to find some way to tell them now, otherwise we may not be able to be there for you."
The three of us put our heads together and, despite our best effort, we were unable to come up with a workable plan. In the end, it was totally out of our hands.
------------------------------------
Elise
It was very hard to get anything done on Monday with my mind wandering back to all of the unusual sensations that I had experienced on Saturday. Every time I thought of what had been done to me, and how I had behaved I got goosebumps.
Tuesday began a little better than Monday and I had gotten an early jump on my work. I was finally able to concentrate on the job at hand, so I was a little startled when the phone on my desk rang.
I almost knocked over my cup of lukewarm coffee as I reached for the phone. Finally getting the coffee under control, I raised the handset to my ear and said, "Hello, this is Elise. How can I help you?"
For a moment there was silence on the other end and then a somewhat familiar voice replied, "Elise, this is Miko, Andy's wife."
"Oh hi, Miko. It's good to hear from you. How have you been?" Something told me that this might not be just a friendly social call.
"I've been doing well, thanks. Elise, Laura is with me and we were wondering if we could get together for lunch today."
"Today?" I glanced over at the clock noting that it was just after eleven. "Sure. I don't see why not. Where and what time?"
"Laura and I were thinking that Guido's Italian Restaurant would be a nice change. It's a little upscale so the lunch crowd should be much more manageable and we can have some privacy. Would twelve fifteen give you enough time?"
"That would be perfect. I'll see you then."
As I settled back in my chair I wondered what was going on. While we had all been friends for some time Laura and Miko had never called and asked me to lunch before. I began to get just a touch nauseous as my internal alarms began going off.
By the time I left the office, I was a nervous wreck. Had Andy and James said something to their wives? Were they going to confront me and, if so, what would their reaction be? 'Only one way to find out', I thought as I headed to Guido's.
When I entered the restaurant I noticed that it wasn't too crowded, so I looked around the room and failing to see my friends, I wondered if I had arrived first. Then, way back in the very back booth, I saw Laura waving a hand at me.
As I joined them the waitress approached our table and we all ordered drinks. I was pretty sure that I was going to need some fortification. 'Were they looking at me accusingly?' I really couldn't tell.
The waitress returned with our drinks and we all ordered. I had a blackened chicken salad, Miko ordered the Chef's Salad and, Laura ordered a half tuna salad sandwich with a cup of tomato soup.
As we waited for our food, we exchanged pleasantries. I couldn't stand the suspense any longer and I finally asked, "What's up? As long as we have been friends we've never had lunch together during the week like this so something must be on your minds."
Just as I expected, Laura was the one to get the ball rolling by asking how things had gone Saturday when the boys had worked on the den.
Instantly, my worst fears were confirmed. They knew! Still, I tried to bluff my way through by praising the help that their husbands had given Tom but I knew that it was a wasted effort.
I watched as Laura reached into her purse and removed her cell phone. It was clear that this ambush had been well planned and coordinated because Miko pulled out her phone at almost the same time. Laura said, "Maybe you can explain the pictures that I stumbled across on my husband's phone and when I called Miko it seems that the same pictures were on her phone also."
Both of my friends laid down their phones and turned them toward me so that I could easily see what was on the screen. Although I had never seen the photos before I instantly knew what I was looking at.
On Laura's phone was a picture of me, naked, on my knees with her husband's cock between my lips while I stroked the cock of Miko's husband. I didn't want to look at the photo on Miko's phone but I knew that I had to. This photo showed me bent over the couch while Miko's husband had his cock buried in my pussy and I was busy sucking the cock of Laura's husband.
The two phones lay there, proof of my infidelity, evidence of the breach of trust I had with these two women. Of course, that's when the waitress walked up with our lunch. I sat there, completely embarrassed as she placed my salad in front of me. Then she moved both of the phones toward me to make room for the other dishes.
As she placed the final dish down she paused and looked at both pictures. Then she looked at me and said, "Nice. I'm jealous." Then she turned and walked away.
Laura and Miko continued to stare, waiting for some response from me. What could I say? I sat there, my face reddening with embarrassment as I looked down in shame. Finally, I mumbled, "I'm so sorry that I betrayed you but I'm not sorry for what happened. This was the first time anything like this ever happened to me and it was glorious. Please forgive me."
Laura reached for her spoon and tasted her soup. "Tell us about it. We want to hear everything and then, maybe we'll forgive you."
And that's what I did.
------------------------------------
Tom
'You did what?", Tom exploded.
"I told them everything. I told them all about my itch and why I had been fucking their husbands. I told them that it was your fault that their husbands got involved because you were a wimp."
'Did my wife just call me a wimp?' I found it hard to believe that my wife was not only calling me a wimp but that she was even blaming me for the current situation. All I had tried to do was to keep her safe, hadn't I? Well... truth be told, that wasn't all I had tried to do. I did try to manipulate things so that I could have a little fun with Miko and Laura.
"Well, It's kinda the truth isn't it?", Elise said as she smiled at me.
I had to be careful. Elise was pushing my buttons and the last thing that I wanted to do was to miss my opportunity. "That's what I get for trying to keep you safe while you scratch your itch. What did they say after you told them?"
"Look, they had me cornered and ganged up on me. What the hell should I have done? They had the pictures. By the way, I was wondering just exactly how they got the pictures. Did you give them to James and Andy?"
"Uhm, well, ah, actually I did. I emailed them all of the video and photos that I took. They wanted them and I was so proud of you and wanted to share them."
"So you decided to share the photos of your wife having sex with your two best friends. Brilliant move Eienstein. Now Laura and Miko have seen the photos. I don't suppose that it occurred to you that James and Andy will also be proud of themselves and more than willing to share the photos with their friends too? Possibly people that you work with. It seems like I've married an idiot."
"Come on Elise. That's just not fair. What else did they say?"
Elise told me that Laura and Miko were planning to come over on Saturday afternoon but they weren't planning to help me work on the den. It seems that they had some plan to 'use me' the same way that their husbands had used her.
'Hot damn,' I thought. 'I'm going to get some quality time with the wives of my two best friends.' "Elise, if that's a threat, it's not a very good one. Is that supposed to scare me?"
I hate to admit that what the girls had said had created a little concern that I might be losing control of the situation. When Elise told me that they wanted to 'make me their slut', I became even more concerned but I was in too deep to back out now.
Then she told me that it was all in my hands. If I agreed to be their slut, they would be here Saturday. If I didn't agree then James and Andy would not be there to back me up on Elise's special night. What the hell should I do now?
I was more than a little bit agitated about the turn of events. I'd be the idiot my wife accused me of being if I didn't take advantage of the opportunity to spend quality time with the delicious honey-brown Miko and the tantalizing Gypsy-like Laura. Still, I wasn't so sure that I liked the idea of allowing myself to become their slut. What exactly did that mean anyway?
I told Elise, "You know I want to fuck both Laura and Miko but doesn't it depend on what their husbands have to say about it?"
Her response was immediate and firm, "Nope. Not any longer. They are being told right about now exactly how this will all go down. James and Andy no longer have a say in the matter. The only decision is yours."
Elise told me that Laura was pretty savvy about cell phones, and the internet. She had a way to allow Elise to film what was happening and then send the live video to her computer at home where James and Andy would be watching. That way their husbands would be able to observe the proceedings but, since the sound pickup on their end would be disabled, they would not be able to say anything.
Neither of the girls was happy about what had happened between my wife and their husbands and they were only holding us guys responsible. It seems that Elise was going to get a free pass. Not only that but, Elise was going to be in charge of the show just as I had been.
As far as the girls were concerned, after Saturday night we would all be back on an even keel, and any decisions to go forward and how to proceed would be made by all of us.
Lost in thought, I almost didn't hear Elise when she asked, "So, do you agree?"
Being male, I thought, 'What could go wrong,' and replied, "Yes, of course. So what are the plans?"
Elise smiled saying, "You'll just have to wait and see."
------------------------------------
Elise
It was Saturday afternoon and the girls were due to get here in less than an hour. Tom was in the den watching some sports event just like so many men do on a Saturday afternoon. I couldn't help the wicked smile that spread across my face as I thought about what was planned for him.
Now don't go thinking poorly of me. I love my husband terribly but, I also know him. I'll even grant you that I'm somewhat responsible for the situation because I finally decided that I wanted to be slut at least one time in my life, and I have complete respect for his intention to keep me safe while I scratched my itch.
Even so, Tom was the one who decided to rope his two best friends into the situation and now their wives were involved. That wasn't bad by itself but, I know Tom and he decided all on his own to attempt to manipulate the situation so that he could fuck Miko and Laura. Let's face it. He's a man.



Anyway, Miko, Laura, and I had discussed what they wanted to do and the three of us had come up with a plan to use Tom as our toy. He'd enjoy himself, I'm sure, but we were going to make him uncomfortable knowing that his friends were watching.
I had just finished tidying up the kitchen after lunch when I heard the doorbell ring. That had to be Laura and Miko, I thought. As I started toward the door I hesitated when I heard Tom climb off the sofa and knew that he would beat me to it, so I walked into the den to await his return with the girls.
In just a few moments I heard them coming down the hall. I knew that Tom had been nervous after hearing that the three of us ladies had plans for him. It was driving him crazy having to wait.
My husband was acting like a big shot as usual as he came into the room with a lovely woman on each arm and a huge smile on his face. Well, we'd wipe that smile off his face soon enough. Tom was going to get his wish and enjoy the sexual favors of the wives of his two best friends but we fully intended to make him sweat for it.
I stepped forward, air-kissing both ladies and smiling warmly welcoming them into our home. I suggested that Tom make drinks for us all while Miko, Laura, and I found seats around the room.
We carried on a very mundane conversation while we consumed the first drink and were well into the second drink when I decided to get the show on the road.
"Tom, I just want to clear the air and make sure that we are all on the same page here. You have said that what happened was my fault because I wanted to be a slut for a day. While that is partially true, you were the one that involved Andy and James and decided to allow them to fuck me to get their cooperation.
"That was the point when Laura and Miko became involved, discovering the pictures and video that you took and then provided to their husbands. Both Laura and Miko have made it clear that they hold you responsible. They are not here to make your day.
"They are here to even the score with their husbands for what they did and you facilitated. Since you are the only man available, other than their husbands, who is involved in this scenario, you become the beneficiary of their retribution but a price will be extracted from you also.
"Here are the rules. You will be required to do whatever any one of us tells you to do. I will make a video of the activities just as you did last week with one difference. Laura will set up the camera so that the video is seen live on her husband's computer which both Andy and James will be able to watch. They will be able to hear anything said on this end but they will not be able to talk to us or to interfere in any way. They will be forced to watch as their wives have sex with another man.
"That's the deal. If you accept we'll get started. If you don't agree everyone goes home and this grand experiment will be over and you'll have to live with the knowledge that your wife was fucked by your two best friends and you got nothing. Do you agree?"
I was honestly surprised that he took a moment to contemplate the situation before answering, "Yes."
"Great. We need you to go into the other room and wait while we get the video linkup all set up. We'll call you when we want you back."
Tom rose and sauntered into the living room. The three of us ladies looked at each other and smiled, then we got to work.
------------------------------------
Tom
I left the three women alone and sat down attempting to rekindle my interest in the ball game I had been watching, but it was a wasted effort. How the hell could I concentrate when my mind was spinning wildly out of control?
It seemed like an eternity had passed before I was finally called back into the den. I'm not sure what I expected but I was surprised to see Laura and Miko sitting on the couch and my wife standing on the other side of the room with the camera. I'll admit that I was a little uneasy about the camera.
I headed to one of the chairs but I was stopped in my tracks when Laura snapped, "Don't bother to sit down. Just stand over there," she said pointing to a place across the room.
'Okay,' I thought. 'It looks like Laura was going to be the one in charge.'
I almost missed it when Miko said, "Let's see it," in her soft voice.
Not sure that I had heard her correctly I asked, "Miko, did you say something?"
Laura jumped right in, "She said, 'Let's see it.' Get your dick out and let us see what you've got. Maybe we'll change our minds."
I smiled thinking, 'I can handle this,' as I reached up to unbutton my shirt.
"No, no," Laura exclaimed. "Just unzip your pants and get the damn thing out."
"Damn woman. Andy and James are watching. I'm not going to just pull my dick out. It's embarrassing."
"Gee Tom. I feel so bad about that. Miko, tell Tom that you feel bad about his being embarrassed."
Miko smiled sweetly and I thought she would be on my side until she said, "We don't give a damn if you feel embarrassed just like you didn't care how Laura and I felt when we saw the pictures and video of our husbands fucking your wife. So, rather than make you feel embarrassed Tom, maybe Laura and I should just leave."
I watched, dumbfounded as they both stood preparing to leave. Shit! I couldn't let that happen. I worked too hard to set this up.
"Okay, okay," I said. "I'll do whatever you want."
When the two ladies sat back down I slowly reached down and unzipped my trousers. I fumbled inside trying to open the fly of my jockeys. When I finally pulled my dick out of my pants it just hung there limp as a noodle. I could just imagine James and Andy laughing their asses off.
I was jolted back into the moment by Laura's snicker. She turned to look at my wife, "Elise you have my sympathies. That thing is pathetic. I thought you said his dick was larger than my husband's."
I looked over at my wife who was enjoying my predicament. Laughing she said, "Well I must admit that it looks pretty sad in its current state. It usually stands up all by itself. You must have intimidated my husband."
Then the lovely Miko, she of the soft voice and few words said, "Stroke it."
I looked from my wife to Miko and then Laura. They were all smiling and waiting.
Reluctantly I reached down and took my cock in my hand. Lethargicly I began to stroke it. Try as I might, I couldn't get into it and my cock refused to respond. 'What the hell is wrong with me,' I thought.
Laura and Miko giggled as my wife filmed my fruitless efforts. Finally, Elise came to my rescue when she said, "Perhaps it would help if you two gave him some encouragement."
------------------------------------
Husband Cam
James and Andy couldn't help but laugh at Tom's inability to get it up even though they both agreed that they might have had the same problem if the roles were reversed.
When they heard Elise's suggestion that it might help Tom get it up if the girls helped him out they became laser-focused on the screen.
They watched intently as Laura turned and grasped the bottom of Miko's tank top and pulled it up leaving her sitting there in her bra. Miko returned the favor, unbuttoning Laura's blouse and removing it.
As the men watched, both women reached behind their backs and released the clasp of their bras letting them fall into their laps exposing their breasts to Tom.
With their eyes glued to the monitor, they watched as Laura bent forward and fastened her lips over Miko's small taught nipple. Laura's pale white hand rose and cupped the other nut-brown breast, groping for the nipple which she proceeded to pinch and twist much to Miko's obvious delight.
"Hot damn," Andy exclaimed. "That is shit hot. I've never actually seen two women together."
"Neither have I," said James. "I never realized that Laura had a thing for women. Miko sure seems to be enjoying herself."
Andy chuckled. "She's not the only one. I think Tom finally got a response from his limp dick."
James tore his eyes away from the intoxicating sight of his wife sucking Miko's tit and looked at Tom who was now stroking a very stiff love stick.
------------------------------------
Elise
When I suggested that the girls provide my husband with some encouragement I didn't have anything special in mind but, when Laura and Miko had taken off their blouses and bras, I nodded in approval figuring that would be sufficient to get Tom's mind back in the game and stiffen his dick.
I moved in with the camera for a closeup of Laura as she suckled one nipple and pinched the other. Miko's head was thrown back as she experienced a woman's lips sucking her tits for the first time. I was jealous.
Remembering my job I stepped back and swiveled over to see what effect this was having on my husband. As I had expected, he was vigorously stroking himself and had a huge hard-on. I was worried that he would ruin everything by shooting his load right now if the girls didn't stop soon.
The two girls parted almost as if they had heard my thoughts. They leaned back on the couch breathing heavily unconcerned with their nudity.
I glanced over at Tom and noticed that he had slackened the pace of his masturbation once the girls had parted.
------------------------------------
Tom
My lower brain had begun to stiffen as soon as it realized that both Laura and Miko were going to take off their tops. I wanted to see those tits very badly because I was pretty sure that if they went that far it was a good bet that I was going to get laid this afternoon. I had almost forgotten that James and Andy were watching me wank off.
I was beginning to use a little more vigor on my swollen member as I watched Larua's lips close over Miko's small brown breast and then begin to use her teeth to nip and pull on her large upright nipple.
I nearly lost it altogether as I watched Laura's small pale hand close over Miko's other breast. Oh, how I envied her.
Finally, they broke apart and leaned back against the back of the sofa. Both women were breathing heavily, their chests rising and falling with each breath. I looked hungrily at their exposed tits and wondered when I might get my hands on them myself.
Without allowing them much time to catch their breath Elise said, "Laura, I want you and Miko to come stand beside Tom. I want to get a good closeup of Tom's dick with each of you holding it. I'm sure that your husbands will both enjoy the pose."
I stopped stroking my cock as the two of them came and stood, one on either side of me. A shock ran through my whole body as I felt Miko's small hand grasp my dick and begin to stroke back and forth. My emotions were approaching a state of nirvana as Miko continued to stroke my rigid cock.
I knew that I had to be experiencing a version of heaven on earth when I looked down and watched as Laura's hand joined Miko's. Both women squeezed and stroked my cock and Elise was right there sending the image to their husbands.
------------------------------------
Husband Cam
James watched as Miko tried to wrap her small hand around Tom's cock. When she began to work his cock back and forth he looked over at his friend to see how he was taking it and quickly saw the frown. "What's the matter? Can't take seeing your wife holding another man's cock?"
The growl I received only served to spur me on. "Miko has lovely hands, doesn't she? They look so soft and graceful stroking Tom's cock that way. I wouldn't mind getting that kind of treatment from her myself."
That was the moment that Laura's hand joined Miko's and both women began to work on Tom's cock.
Andy smiled, "Oh look. Someone else has entered the scene," he said.
With the shoe on the other foot, James had to agree, "It is disturbing to watch your wife jacking another man's cock, isn't it?"
"I'm not sure that disturbing is the description I would use," Andy replied as he reached between his legs to ease the discomfort he was feeling as his rapidly hardening cock quickly consumed all of the extra space in his underwear. "My hard-on is saying it's more like erotic as hell. I think it's much harder being here and only able to watch."
"Shit," Andy said, squirming in his chair. "If I'm having this strong a reaction watching Miko jacking Tom off I'm not sure I'll be able to watch if she lets him fuck her."
------------------------------------
Elise
I decided that we needed to get on with the program. "Ladies, are you done or do you want to continue? I think that we've waited long enough."
"Hell yes," Laura quickly replied. "Go for it!"
I barely heard Miko when she added her thoughts. "I want to see the whole package. Get his clothes off."
I smiled, that girl might be quiet but she knew her mind. I turned the camera on Tom and told him, "Ditch the clothes. The ladies want to see what you've got."
At first, I thought that Tom was going to resist but, he slowly began to unbutton his shirt. Oh, he tried to drag it out but finally, he stood there totally naked as the girls got a good look at my husband. I must admit, I thought that he looked pretty good.
"All right ladies. It's time to either fish or cut bait. If we're going forward then it's your turn to get out of those clothes.."
------------------------------------
Tom
I felt pretty stupid standing there in the buff. I didn't mind Laure and Miko looking at me so much but it was a bit humiliating knowing that their husbands were watching even if they weren't there in person.
Now it was my turn to watch as Laura and Miko both stood up and began to remove their slacks and underwear.
Miko held a personal fascination for me as you can probably tell by now. Her complexion was perfect and her nut-brown skin was flawless. She had small tits with large nipples and I was anxious to see the rest.
As she slipped her slacks off more of her luscious figure came into view. She was a short woman but there was a lot packed into that small package. Her body slimmed down to a small waist and then her hips quickly flared out and immediately began to taper down to her well-shaped thighs and calves.
For just a moment she paused to look at me as she reached to remove her royal blue panties. I watched in fascination as her pussy was revealed. The inner lips of her pussy just peeked out of the slit between her legs. Her pubic mound was pronounced and covered with a sprinkling of dark black curly hair. I was immediately in love.
A moment later I realized that I had been so engrossed as I watched Miko that Laura was now completely naked also. Laura was tan and had a trim figure. She was almost as brown as Miko was but there was a difference. There were two small white triangles on her breasts where her bikini had covered her medium-sized dark brown nipples.
There was another white patch that started just above her pubic mound, stretched down between her thighs, and then disappeared between her legs to reappear as it covered part of her lovely well-rounded ass. She was clean-shaven and begging for attention.
I stood admiring the two lovely naked ladies that stood before me. The wives of my two best friends and both of my brains, the one between my ears and the one between my legs had only one thought. 'I need to get between those legs.'
------------------------------------
Husband Cam
"I'm going to have to kill him,' Andy growled. "Look at that bastard drooling over my wife's nakedness.'
"Hey asshole," snapped James. "What makes you think he's only looking at your wife? My wife looks pretty damn good to me. Besides, I didn't hear you complaining last week when you fucked his wife. You were all right with it then."
"I'm all right with it now," Andy chuckled. "I'm just jealous that he's there and we're stuck here with this dumb computer for company. Now that I think of it though, I wouldn't mind slipping my meat into Laura. I love those tan lines."
Now it was James who grumbled, "You aren't getting anywhere near Laura unless you agree to let me use Miko for a little fun. I've never fucked an Oriental and she does look pretty luscious."
"Yeah, well unfortunately for both of us, it's Tom that's going to be slipping his meat into our wives this afternoon," Andy replied. I plan to make up for it tonight though when my little lady gets home. It looks like he's going to get to fuck them now. This is hot."
------------------------------------
Elise
"Okay Tom, it's time for you to earn your keep. Get down there between Laura's legs and see if you can make her cum."
The girls were laying side by side with their asses barely on the edge of the couch. I watched as my husband walked forward and stepped between Laura's wide stretched thighs and tried to kneel between her legs thinking that he was going to fuck her but I had yet another surprise for him. He was their toy, not the other way around.
"No, no Tom. You're not going to fuck her. Get on your knees. You're going to eat her snatch until you manage to make her cum. Then you'll have to do the same for Miko."
------------------------------------
Tom
Laura was lovely and I liked the look of the tan lines highlighting her breasts and crotch but, Miko was the one I wanted most. After I moved between Laura's legs I found myself unable to get into a decent position to fuck her with the two of them laying on the edge of the couch.
Then Elise solved my problem, telling me that I had to eat both women while their husbands watched. I'm not sure which would be worse, watching as another man fucked my wife or ate her pussy. 'Oh well, it's not my problem,' I thought.
I knelt between Laura's legs and gazed at the banquet presented to me. She lifted her legs and draped them over my shoulders giving me even better access to the warm moist love nest staring me in the face.
The lips of her slit were slightly parted and moist, topped with the nubbin of her clit. 'Where to begin,' I wondered. That clit was just too inviting so I decided to start there.
I moved forward flicking the tip of my tongue over that sensitive little button and was very proud of myself when I heard Laura gasp and twitch with enjoyment. After that, I dove in, pressing my lips against her pussy lips and working my tongue as deeply into her love canal as I possibly could.
It was just a matter of a few moments before I had Laura moaning and writhing on the bed, thrusting her pelvis against my mouth as hard as she possibly could. Finally, she thrust one last time, let out a shriek, and began to shake uncontrollably. Seconds later she covered my face with a gusher as she came more violently than any woman I had ever seen before.
Before I even had time to think about what had just happened Miko kicked me and demanded my attention.
More than willing I moved over between Miko's lovely thighs and looked at what awaited me. The lips of Miko's pussy were different than Laura's which had been swollen and protruded. Miko's pussy reminded me of the pussy of a young girl. Her lips were barely visible in her slit and she had a very sparse covering of silky dark hair on her mound.
As I enjoyed the view, Miko reached down and took my hand in hers. She placed her other hand behind my head and urged me forward, but I wasn't about to be rushed. When I moved forward I simply kissed this lovely treasure that I was about to enjoy.
As my lips brushed against her she trembled and tightened her grip on my hand. I moved forward and ran my tongue along the slit and kissed her sex. Finally, unable to resist any longer, I inserted my tongue between her lips and began to devour her.
Despite my best efforts, I was unable to get her pussy to blossom like I had Laura's pussy and I had yet to find her clit. Finally, I placed my hands on either side of her slit and forced her pussy open and there it was, right where it should be. My lips closed over the nub and I used my tongue to stroke it. The response was immediate. Miko squealed when my lips closed over her clit and she began to thrash around as my tongue went to work.



In a moment, she was humping me so hard that it was all I could do to hang on. I thought, 'Riding a bucking bronco couldn't be this hard,' but I hung on and wouldn't be thrown. When Miko came there was no gusher, just a little extra moisture dribbled from between her lips but the bucking increased exponentially.
As she lay there gasping for breath, I leaned back and just enjoyed the view of her pussy wet with my slobber and her juices. Looking up, the nipples of her small tits stood at attention and she was panting like a runaway freight train. That was one of the prettiest sights I think I have ever seen.
Without thinking, and before anyone could stop me, I stood, lifting her body higher onto the couch so that I could kneel between her legs, filling her pussy with my throbbing cock. I thrust in until my crotch bounced against her vulva. I immediately pulled out and slammed into her again.
I was mesmerized by her beauty as I ravaged her small, well-rounded body. I grabbed her tits and used them for leverage to pull myself forward into her again and again. Fortunately, I came to my senses and pulled out just in time to spray cum all over her pussy and stomach. I think Andy would have been displeased if I had cum in his wife.
I was kneeling there, proud of myself, and admiring my handiwork when I got a strong kick in the ribs from Laura. "What about me you jackass? You dumped your whole load on Miko and didn't bother to save anything for me," she exclaimed.
------------------------------------
Elise
I couldn't help it. I burst out laughing as I surveyed the scene in front of me. Tom was on his knees, still between Miko's legs, and looking at Laura with a dumbass expression.
Meanwhile, Laura's face was flushed with righteous indignation, and it looked as if she might be contemplating doing physical harm to my husband.
All this time, Miko was laying there panting like a racehorse that had been ridden hard and put away wet. Her pussy was covered in cum and a series of milky white puddles marched up her chest toward her tits. Speaking of her tits, they were red from the rough handling they had received as Tom had used them like a horse's reins while he fucked her like a stallion.
For myself, I was jealous. It had been some time since Tom had given me as thorough a fucking as I had just watched him give to Miko.
Startled by my laughing, Laura turned her ire on me. "What's so damn funny," she demanded.
Struggling to get my humor under control I smiled at Laura, "Don't worry. Tom's got pretty good stamina. I'll bet that you'll get some action from that limp dick of his if you can get him to stand up so that you can give him a proper blow job."
------------------------------------
Husband Cam
James turned to Andy, "Did you see that? Your wife took everything Tom had and kept coming back for more. I thought he was going to lose it and cum in her. That would have been something."
Andy was still staring at his wife laying there wantonly like a whore with another man's cum all over her. "Yeah, if he'd cum in her I would have to either return the favor with Elise or kill him. As it is, I'm just going to have to beat the shit out of him."
James looked at Andy, afraid that he might be serious. He was reassured by his friend's smile.
At the quizzical look on Jame's face, Andy expanded on what he was talking about. "After being fucked like that, Miko is going to expect me to live up to her expectations all the time. Just look at Elise, I bet that she's thinking the same thing. Maybe I won't have to kick his ass. Elise will probably do it for me."
Both men chuckled and turned back to the screen. This was turning out to be a very entertaining and erotic porn show. It's not often that you got to watch your wife acting like a whore in a porn movie and, with the video that Elise was taking he would be able to watch this as often as he wanted.
"Now it was Andy's turn to needle James. Oh my. Would you look at your wife trying to swallow his whole dick?"
"Yeah, I see it," James replied. "It looks like Laura and I will need to have a little talk too."
------------------------------------
Tom
My wife is the love of my life and nothing about that has changed but I have lusted after Miko ever since we met her and Andy. I've kept it under control as a matter of respect for my wife, my best friend, and Miko.
Despite that, I certainly wasn't prepared for the explosion that had just occurred and now, Laura was working her magic on my cock. I've had deep throat before but not like this woman. It probably hadn't been too hard for her when my cock was only half hard but, now that the life was coming back into my tubular brain, she was still taking me down her throat with each thrust.
Knowing that we had to stop now or I would lose it again I placed my hands on her shoulders to restrain her slightly. I almost lost it when she looked up at me with her lips firmly grasping me. Fortunately, she understood the problem and let my rigid rod slide from her lips.
I started to lift her back onto the couch so that I could fuck her, but she turned me around instead and pushed me back onto the bed. "I'm going to be in control this time," she declared as she climbed up onto the couch straddling me. She placed one hand on my hips and with her other hand, guided my cock between the well-lubed lips of her pussy and grounded her crotch on mine.
She immediately began to ride me like she would a horse.
------------------------------------
Elise
I watched as Laura took charge, making sure to get close-ups of the action for the husbands. As I zoomed out the screen filled with an image of Laura riding Tom's cock. When I zoomed out even further, I saw Miko leaning up on her elbow watching and I knew that something was missing.
"Miko," I said, and when she looked at me I told her to sit on Tom's face. At first, she didn't seem to understand but a moment later what I was suggesting registered.
I focused on Miko and the guys and I watched as she straddled Tom facing Laura. I zoomed in so that we would get a good image of her cum covered pussy as she lowered it to my husband's lips. She moved lower until his lips came into contact with her pussy lips. At first, nothing happened but then, we all watched as his tongue slid into her distended pussy and begin to fuck her.
She lowered her full weight onto his face and we could see him working and the look on her face confirmed her enjoyment.
I zoomed the image out until I had all three of them on the screen and that was when something I had not anticipated occurred.
Laura leaned forward and began to massage Miko's small breasts, pinching and twisting her nipples. Miko's eyes had been closed in ecstasy but they popped open when she felt her breasts being worked over for the second time today. Not one to be outdone, she reached for Laura's larger breasts and returned the favor.
Laura continued to ride up and down on my husband's cock at a faster and faster clip. That was when I noticed Tom as he began to struggle under her. At first, I didn't understand but I soon realized that he was about to cum and was struggling to get his cock out of her.
I didn't think that she realized what was happening but it was clear that my doubts were unfounded as, moments later I watched Tom stiffen and thrust upward and hold himself rigid just as she pushed her pussy down as hard as she could against his last thrust. She knew.
None of us could see it but we all knew that Tom was pumping his cum into his best friend's wife. 'Oh shit!,' was all I could think of. 'What's James going to have to say about that?'
Almost as an afterthought, Miko moaned and came all over Tom's face."
------------------------------------
Husband Cam
"That's it, James exclaimed. I'm going over there. That S.O.B. just shot his load into my wife. I didn't sign up for this."
Anyd piped up, "Woah woah, wait a minute champ. If you're going to be mad at anyone shouldn't you be mad at Laura?"
"What the hell's the matter with you? He came in my wife. He was unprotected", James raged.
Andy shook his head. "Well stud, you're right about that. He came in your wife and he wasn't protected, but I saw him trying very hard to get out from under her. She wasn't having any of it. She was straddling him and using her thighs to keep him where she wanted him. It wasn't his fault. Give him a break man. You know that you can only hold out for so long."
James flopped back in his chair totally deflated. Andy was right and he knew it. "Why would she do something like that? What if she gets pregnant?"
Smiling at his friend's distress Andy said, "She's on the pill isn't she?"
Slowly a smile crossed James's face. "Yeah. She is. I forgot about that."
"So it's not likely that she'll get pregnant is it." Andy prompted. "In my opinion, you just got paid back in spades for your little dalliance with Elise last week. Laura doesn't strike me as a vindictive person but I'll bet she places a lot of value on paybacks. Doesn't she?"
------------------------------------
Elise
I panned the camera over the screen before me. Both women had collapsed to either side of Tom who lay there with his spent dick at half mast. His face was covered in Miko's love juice and some of his cum puddled at the base of his cock.
Miko's mound was shiny with her juices and Tom's slobber and there was still evidence of Tom's cum that had been shot up onto her body.
Laura lay on Tom's other side with her legs splayed wide apart, a small dollop of cum nestled between her pussy lips.
I made sure to get good closeups of each of them for the husbands that might still be watching. Finally, I turned the camera on myself and waved just as I shut it off ending the transmission.
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Elise-------------------------------
With my hands immersed in warm sudsy water as I washed the dishes, I took time to enjoy the panoramic view of our backyard through the new bow window we had recently installed. The sun poured in through the window lending a healthy glow to my skin along with its warmth.
There were several pots of herbs on the shelf at the bottom of the window which I had watered earlier in the day. As I glanced down at them, I was reminded that it had been warm today and I needed to remember to do the same for the plants outside. I made a mental note to take care of them tomorrow.
My view was drawn back outside by the red, purple, blue, and white hollyhocks standing tall against the fence at the back of the yard.
Tom and I had gone for a different theme along the left side of the fence where the edge of the grass had been cut in a meandering line that wandered leisurely toward the back. This left a bed along the fence that contained several randomly placed rocks and a variety of low-growing greenery and flowers.
It was a nice backyard. Tom and I had done all of the design and work ourselves. There was more to do, I smiled, wasn't there always more to do? We wanted to start a vegetable garden in the right rear corner but that would have wait until we had time to do a bit more study.
Despite the warm sun, the rapidly cooling dishwater brought my thoughts back inside. The memory of our adventures during the past weekend scrolled across my mind one more time.
The girls, as I thought of them, were my friends Laura and Miko who had used my husband as their personal sex toy while their husbands had been forced to watch on the computer screen at Laura's house. It had been their way of paying back their husbands for not telling them about having sex with me. Now, it was time to move forward and scratch the persistent itch that I had to be a complete and utter slut for at least one time in my life.
If you haven't been following along, you may not know that I want to be sexually used by three strangers at the same time. I don't just want to fuck three men, I want to be 'airtight' with cocks in all my holes. But even being fucked 'airtight' by three strangers wasn't enough for me. I wanted those strangers to be black men.
I'm sure that there are sluttier things that a woman can do but, to me, it would be the ultimate submission to allow three black strangers to penetrate all of my holes and use my body for their pleasure. I don't believe that there is anything that a white woman could do that would shout out 'slut', more than that would.
The only problem remaining was to figure out where we were going to get my black lovers and how we could pull this off safely. Fortunately, I now had the encouragement of my husband Tom, his two friends James and Andy, and their wives Laura and Miko. 'We can do this,' I thought.
Miko & Laura-------------------------------
Around lunchtime, Miko and Laura were on the other side of town, at a café known as Julio's. It was small and intimate, having been converted from a private residence into a restaurant. As a result, rather than a large dining room, there were several small, private rooms; each room had a slightly different décor.
Laura was looking around trying to decide what the theme was for this room and noticed Miko frown slightly. Wondering what was bothering my friend, I asked, "What?"
Miko took a sip of her wine, and after placing the glass down softly on the table said, "My tits are so sore that I'm not wearing a bra. Tom was more than a little rough with them the other day and they still hurt."
Laura remembered watching as Tom ruthlessly fucked Miko and used her tits as handles to help as he thrust his cock into her like a pile driver. At the time I remember wishing that I could change places with Miko. "I'm sorry he hurt you, sweetie. We can think of some way to make him pay the next time we see him."
Miko looked up in shock. "Are you crazy? I'd let him fuck me like that any time he wants to. My husband should take lessons. I haven't been fucked like that one time in my whole life. I'm not lamenting my sore tits; I'm trying to figure out how to get him to do it again. You should try it. I've never cum as hard as I did with Tom!"
Laura simply couldn't resist the urge to laugh out loud, receiving a funny look from the waitress who had just arrived with their lunches.
As they ate, the conversation kept drifting back to the activities of the weekend. The next step was the wild time Elise wanted to experience with her three black guys. Both girls' husbands were supposed to be on hand to act as bodyguards.
"I don't know about you Miko, but I plan to be there. I may even try to get some attention from one or more of those black cocks for myself. James will probably be shocked, but he wouldn't dare complain."
Miko nodded her agreement enthusiastically. "Oh yes! That sounds decadent and fun. I bet Andy will shit when he sees me with a big black cock. Of course, that doesn't put us any closer to finding our three black men. I hope the guys can think of some way to find them."
Tom, Andy & James-------------------------------
At almost the same time that the ladies had been sipping wine, the three husbands were conspiring in Tom's office. The afternoon had been slow, and James and Andy had gravitated to Tom's office to discuss what was foremost on everyone's mind. It was almost foreordained that the conversation would turn toward their recent sexual exploits and the as-yet unfulfilled desire of Tom's wife, Elise.
Tom looked at his two friends and voiced the unspoken question, "Where the hell are we going to get three black guys? I don't have any black friends and I don't know any of the guys that work out in the warehouse. What about either of you? We've got to make this happen soon or Elise might change her mind."
James shook his head, "I doubt that Elise will change her mind but the guys in the warehouse might just be a little too close to home. Don't forget that they know all three of us and even though Elise will be the one getting fucked both of our wives will probably expect to be there too."
"Oh yeah," Andy exclaimed. "I know that Miko has every intention of being there. There's no way that I want the guys in the warehouse to get wind of this. The next thing you know one of them will be hitting on our women. We've got to find a better source. Maybe we could go to a bar, you know, one of the ones on the other side of town."
Tom didn't think that would be such a good idea. "Have you ever been in one of those bars? I have and I don't think I'd feel safe there alone and I certainly don't think I would feel good about our ability to keep the ladies safe either."
Andy looked thoughtfully at his two friends and said, "What about looking on the internet?"
Shocked at the simplicity of the suggestion, the three of them huddled around Tom's laptop as they began their search. It took a while and more than a little creativity but eventually, they found what they were looking for. A website devoted to black men who enjoyed fucking white women, specifically white wives.
Tom-------------------------------
Later that evening, when Elise and I had settled down in the living room, I told Elise about our discovery.
At first, Elise thought that I was making a joke. "Yeah right. Next thing you're going to tell me is that they list their height and weight along with the length of their cock."
She was shocked when I burst out laughing. Once I regained control I sputtered, "Actually sweetheart, they do. Most of them post photos of themselves naked so you can see that they're telling the truth."
Now it was Elise's turn to be amused. "I don't believe this. You're going to have to show me. Go get your laptop. This I have to see for myself."
A few moments later, I returned with my laptop and sat down on the couch making room for Elise to sit down beside me. Elise watched as I booted the computer and made the necessary selections. In no time at all, I had the website up and Elise was treated to photos of more than twenty different men, each one proclaiming that he was the best one to satisfy a white wife's needs.
"Oh my, look at the cock on that one," Elise gushed. "I'm not even sure that I could take that inside me, but wouldn't it be fun to try? What do you think honey?"
Her husband chuckled, agreeing, "It's certainly impressive. Heaven knows it would be a complete turn-on to watch you try. If you think this will work, why don't we pick out three men and fill out the form so that they can contact us?"
After much study and discussion, we decided to select the man with the huge cock and two others who were almost as well equipped. We checked out the form which did not solicit personal information but did require electronic contact information. At the bottom of the form, there was a requirement for the applicant to provide nude photos for the men to review.
"Oh boy," Elise said. "I don't feel comfortable about that. Photos that get on the internet almost always manage to get shared. That's not something I'm prepared for."
I agreed, but after some thought I suggested, "We can get around that. I've got a photo that I took a few months ago. Do you remember the night you let me take those pictures? Remember the one where you were lying on the bed naked with your legs slightly spread? I could blur out the face so that they could only see your body. I also have a photo of you from the other night. The one where you were bent over the couch sucking a cock and getting fucked. Your hair was hanging down and your face was obscured. Those two should get us a good response."
After considering the options, we both agreed, and I uploaded the two photos. Now all we had to do was wait.
Elise, Miko & Laura-------------------------------
Elise listened to the rumbling thunder and hoped that it wasn't a portent of the way the day was going to go. It had taken a few days but, eventually, all three men had contacted them.
Just a few moments ago, Miko and Laura, along with their husbands, Andy and James, had arrived, and a short time later, the three guys had left to rendezvous with the three black men. Elise shivered knowing that very soon, three black strangers would be offered her body for their use and enjoyment.
Looking at her two friends, Elise smiled. "I suppose we ought to head for the hotel room. There's no telling how long it might take for our men to decide if they're comfortable with these guys."
Laura immediately agreed saying, "Yep! We're looking forward to getting some action ourselves."
Elise frowned, "What do you mean? You're just coming along to help monitor the situation. I'm the one going to get fucked by these guys."
In her soft voice, Miko added, "Come on Elise. We may never get a chance like this again either. If you think that we're going to stand by and just watch you fuck three black guys and do nothing ourselves you're nuts. We'll help get them hard and keep them hard. The triple penetration is your fantasy, but we may fuck one or two of them just to see what it's like. You wouldn't want to deny us that would you? Not after all that we and our husbands have done and are doing to help you?"
Elise thought about that for a moment and then said, "No, I guess not. To be honest I was concentrating so hard on getting what I wanted that I never considered the possibility that either or both of you might want to get in on the fun. I'm glad we talked about this. Come on. We better get going."
Tom, Andy & James-------------------------------
Just as the ladies were heading out, their husbands were arriving at the Sideline, a sports bar where they had agreed to meet the three men. They stood just inside the entrance, allowing their eyes to adjust to the lower light levels. After a moment, they noticed someone waving at them from a table over in the corner.
There were only two guys at the table and both men rose as the three husbands approached. No one was sure how to proceed until Tom held out his hand and said, "You must be Jamal."
The large, well-muscled black man took his hand and smiled. "Wrong," he said, laughing. I'm Abdul," and indicating the other man said, "That's Jamal. Now let me guess, you're Tom, right?"
Tom smiled, "Clearly, you're better at guessing than I am."
They all sat down, and Abdul said, "I had an advantage. It makes sense that the man who is giving up his wife to black strangers would take the lead. Now, I want a beer. What about you three?"
As they all settled into the booth, a waitress appeared, and they each ordered a beer.
Tom observed, "We were expecting three of you. Do you have any idea where the missing party might be?"
Abdul, a tall, thin, coal-black man spoke for the first time. "We were just wondering that ourselves. Jamal and I haven't met before and neither of us knows the other man so we've no idea what might be holding him up."
As the five men got acquainted, the three ladies arrived at the hotel. Elise and Tom had dropped by earlier and checked in, so they did not have to stop at the desk, but went straight to the suite.
Elise, Miko & Laura-------------------------------
Elise used the key card, and the girls entered the suite and began to look around. The suite was well-appointed and consisted of a large room with a couch, a couple of chairs, a wall-mounted television, a minibar, and a separate bedroom.
"Wow," was all Miko had to say.
Laura looked all around the sitting room and then walked into the bedroom. On the king-size bed was a soft white comforter. The headboard, footboard, nightstands, and credenza had a warm wood finish. One wall was covered in a white, textured wallpaper while the other walls were painted white.
Laura's only comment was, "Dayam. All that black manhood is going to stand out against all this white."
Elise smiled in anticipation, "Yep! That's what Tom and I thought. How about a drink?"
Tom, Andy & James-------------------------------
As the girls relaxed, sipped their drinks, and discussed their plan of action, their husbands had just ordered a second round. By now, it appeared that the third man was missing in action. Since they couldn't wait much longer, they discussed whether to call everything off or to proceed with just two black men.
Naturally, both Jamal and Abdul were looking forward to sinking their dicks in Tom's wife, so they were concerned about losing the opportunity for a little married white ass. Trying to be helpful, Jamal suggested, "There are five of us. We could still accommodate your wife's desire to experience a triple penetration. One of you three could substitute."
Tom shook his head, "You miss the point. Yes, my wife wants to be triple penetrated, but she wants it to be by three black men. I've fucked her and so have my friends but, she wants three black men. I doubt she would be willing to accept anything less."
Abdul joined the conversation saying, "I can get you a third man in just a few moments."
"Now how the hell do you plan to do that?" Tom asked. "It took us a week to contact you two and set things up."
Abdul chuckled, "There must be ten men living on the street that I could find in just a few minutes. I admit, they might not be the cleanest black men you will ever meet but they'd probably give their soul for the opportunity to fuck a lovely piece of white meat like your wife. Your wife wants black men, let's give her a black man. Besides, I don't want to miss my opportunity either. I've never sunk my dick in a married white woman, and I've been looking forward to enjoying that experience for some time."
Tom looked at Andy and James. "I don't know guys. What do you think?"
Andy chipped in, "Elise is expecting to get thoroughly fucked today and I, for one, do not want to be the one to tell her that we called things off, but it's your call, Tom."
Tom thought about it and finally said, "I don't want to be the one to tell Elise no either. I guess we don't have anything to lose if we take a look. Let's see what you can come up with Abdul."
The guys were almost finished with their drinks and were getting a little restless when Abdul finally came back into the bar followed by an older black man with gray hair and a gray beard. His clothes were fairly clean but, saying that they were well worn and that he was well washed, would be a kindness.
As Abdul and his friend came closer, Tom began to notice a less-than-subtle odor coming from his unwashed body and clothes. He wasn't too sure exactly how his wife would react to this newcomer but, she did want to be used by three black men didn't she? And she had said that she wanted to be a slut numerous times hadn't she?
As Abdul approached the table he introduced the new man, "This here is Leo. He says that he's never fucked a white cunt and his balls are loaded with cum and ready to go."
Tom noticed that Leo's grip was firm, and despite his unwashed condition, he seemed like a nice fellow. 'Why not?' Tom thought.
Having made his decision, Tom looked at everyone and said, "I'm going to call the ladies to let them know that we're on the way, so we need to get going."
Tom-------------------------------
When the six men arrived at the hotel, they found the ladies all enjoying a drink as they chatted in the sitting room. Tom introduced the three black men to all of the women, and everyone settled down to get acquainted.
After a while, I decided that it was time to get started. "Ladies, I want the three of you to stand over here in front of the couch."
"I've set up everything and I have a couple of cameras that will record the complete scene. I'll do the close-ups as we go."
Miko promptly objected. "No one mentioned video and photos. I'm not comfortable with that idea at all. What if someone else saw the video?"
"Miko," Tom soothed, "No one will see the video but the six of us. Still, if you feel uncomfortable you don't have to stay. I don't know how the rest of you feel but something like this may never happen again and I intend to have video to look at whenever I want."
Miko's husband Andy gave his wife a hug of support. "Sweetheart, you don't need to do anything that you don't want to do. I've got to tell you though; I feel the same way that Tom does. If you're going to participate, I want a video."
Finally, Miko sighed, "Okay. I want in on some of that black cock too, so I guess I don't have much choice."
Quickly, before anyone else had time for second thoughts, Tom repeated his instructions. "Okay ladies, I want the three of you to stand over here in front of the couch."
When all three wives had done as he asked, he realized that the coffee table was in the way, so he pulled it forward, providing more room between it and the couch.
"Okay, guys. Pick a lady and stand behind her, please. There's no need to push and shove if you don't get the lady you want. We'll make sure that each of you has a chance to sample all three of them before we're done."
After everyone was settled, Tom said, "I want each of you gentlemen to reach around and play with your partner's body, fondling her tits and crotch.
Tom took time to get a video of each of the ladies as their black partners thoroughly explored every part of the women's bodies. Every man started with his partner's tits but eventually, they all ended with one hand squeezing a breast and the other between their legs.
"Let's get serious guys. Get those tops off so we can see their tits." All three men went to work.
Elise's tits were the first to see the light of day. She was only wearing a tank top without a bra, so all Jamal had to do was raise the top over her head, exposing her tits. Jamal immediately cupped her soft white orbs. As Tom moved in close, Elise leaned her head back, clearly enjoying the attention Jamal was giving to her nipples, as he pinched and pulled on them.



Tom was surprised to see that Miko had not been wearing a bra either. Leo unbuttoned her blouse in record time exposing her small, firm tits. As Tom moved closer, Leo's huge black hands covered Miko's tits massaging them. Tom noticed that Miko flinched as Leo continued to massage and squeeze her tits.
Abdul had been unlucky in the clothing department, having to first unbutton Laura's blouse and then contend with her bra. Even so, he was amply rewarded when he released Laura's large full breasts. When Tom moved in closer to record the action, he almost envied Jamal as he watched him squeeze and cup those large pillows.
Tom's original plan had been to let the girls undress the men and film the whole process. He was afraid that would have seemed staged, so he was glad when Abdul took things into his own hands and quickly removed his jeans, shirt, and underwear. Not to be outdone, Leo and Abdul immediately followed suit and, before long, all of the men were undressed.
Almost in unison, the three black men put their arms around our white wives and began hugging them, rubbing their sex against soft white bellies. Miko continued to be the wild card, surprising us all by reaching up and pulling Leo's head down for a kiss. Tom watched through the video lens as their lips met and saw Jamal thrust his tongue between her lips.
"Okay ladies, now it's time to get serious. I want you all to turn sideways facing your partner. Elise, Laura, Miko, on your knees. That's it."
When Tom moved in for a close-up of his wife she looked at him, straight into the camera, and smiled. She was doing her best to wrap her hand around a cock that didn't appear to be overly long but, clearly made up for its lack of length with its girth.
As Tom moved sideways to get a good close up of Laura, he bumped into James. "You need to move out of my way so that I can get this all on video," he said.
James backed up reluctantly but moved in close to watch his wife again just as soon as Tom moved down to get a close up of the lovely Miko.
Having noticed the interplay between Tom and James, Andy quickly made room for Tom. 'Hell,' Andy thought, 'I want to get this all on video too.'
As Tom focused the camera on Miko, he couldn't help but smile. It was clear that their older street bum was easily the most well-equipped man here. Miko was struggling to corral what was clearly a raging hard-on of momentous proportions with both hands. For just a moment, she glanced into the camera with a look of shock and awe.
Tom was torn between getting a video of Miko or his wife first but, I finally decided that recording my wife would be the smart thing to do. As he moved in for a close-up, he couldn't help wondering what his wife was thinking.
Elise-------------------------------
As I stared at the large black male shaft in front of me, I thought, 'I have so wanted to do this for a long time.' Slowly, I moved forward to taste his precum with the tip of my tongue. When I did, I realized that it had a slightly salty taste.
My mind was churning with thoughts like, 'I'm not sure if I can get that whole thing in my mouth but I sure as hell am going to try.' Moving forward, I touched the head of his shaft with my full, red lips. As my lips made contact I was startled by a sudden intake of breath. At first, I thought it was my new black friend but, when I turned my head, I realized that I had heard my husband's sharp intake of breath.
I slowly parted my lips and took the head into my mouth. I wanted to savor every moment of this new and unique experience. As I felt the head of his cock between my lips, I began to tease his sensitive pee hole with my tongue. I continued to move forward slowly, sliding my lips along the shaft, taking as much of it as possible into my warm, moist mouth.
Once I had as much of the thick black shaft as I could get in my mouth, I turned my head to look at my husband. I noticed that he had figured out how to manipulate the camera with one hand while his other hand was busy manipulating the throbbing hard-on that was threatening to burst from the confines of his pants.
I slowly pulled my head back allowing the shaft to almost slide out from between my lips. I thought, 'It's a good thing his dick isn't any larger. My lips are stretched tight and I don't think I could handle anything bigger.'
I stared into the camera as I continued to work my mouth back and forth along that glorious shaft. Watching Tom, I saw him turn and look at the others. He must be wondering how things were going with Laura and Miko but, to his credit, he remained focused on me.
James & Laura-------------------------------
James and Andy quickly noticed that Tom was devoting all of his time to recording his wife sucking black cock and they both realized that they should do the same for their wives. Grabbing their cell phones, they concentrated on memorializing the event themselves.
James thought, 'I didn't think my wife would go this far. After all, this was Elise's fantasy, wasn't it?' So, it was with no small amount of surprise that he watched his wife pounce on her piece of black love meat.
Laura had gotten the long thin black dong and James remembered that she had always been reluctant to do deep throat with him, but that wasn't the case now. As he watched, his wife's red lips slid down that black shaft until about five inches of meat was in her mouth.
When she paused, James was sure that she had taken all that she could handle, but he was soon surprised when, with a little extra effort, she managed to swallow the remaining three inches and bury her nose against the kinky black hair of his crotch.
Totally in awe at what he was seeing, James kept recording as his wife slid most of the shaft out of her mouth and then plunged it down her throat once again. After that, she began a rhythmic back-and-forth movement that buried the complete length of his shaft in her throat with each forward thrust.
Laura felt as if she were having an out-of-body experience. Could it be possible that she had this black stranger's cock buried down her throat? She felt as if she had been released from all of the restrictions that had held her back sexually all of her life.
'This feels good,' she thought. 'I love the feel of his cock sliding down my throat and when I bury my nose in the kinky hair of his crotch, I can't deny the fact that I'm sucking the cock of a black stranger. Someone I didn't know just a short time ago.'
She couldn't get enough and wished that his cock was bigger. She thought, 'I can handle more but, for now, this is what I've got and I'm going to enjoy it as much as I can.' She renewed her effort to enjoy her lover and to provide him as good as she got.
James loved watching that black shaft disappear into his wife but he became almost ecstatic when he realized that now she would have to provide him the same service. That was when he lost it and felt his warm, sticky cum as it burst from his cock and into his underwear.
Andy & Miko-------------------------------
Meanwhile, Andy was using his phone to record his lovely wife Miko as she encountered her first black cock. Like James, Andy wasn't sure just how far she would go with this. He was amazed that she had allowed it to go this far and expected her to call a halt at any moment, especially since she had drawn the older homeless man.
Miko was a clean freak, so Andy wasn't surprised when she moved forward toward her prize, halting once she got a whiff of his unwashed privates. She turned to look at her husband when she realized that he was recording her.
Miko recoiled at the unpleasant smell emanating from Leo's crotch but, realizing that she may never have the chance to experience a black man again, she was determined to enjoy it as much as possible.
Ignoring the odor, she took his large black shaft between her lips and looked up at him to see the look of sheer delight on his face when he felt his cock slide into her mouth. Once she had taken as much of his hard black shaft as possible, she commenced to work on it with a single-minded devotion.
Andy was stunned as he watched that black dick disappearing in and out of his wife's mouth. 'I don't believe that this is happening,' he thought. 'Hell, I have to admit that I've wondered what it would be like to watch my Asian beauty with another man but, never in my wildest dreams had I ever considered her having sex with a black man.' The sight of that black love meat sliding between his wife's full lips was almost more than he could stand.
Tom-------------------------------
Tom had been thinking about changing things up when he heard a commotion at the end of the line and turned the camera on Leo and Miko just in time to catch the action.
Leo suddenly pulled his cock from between Miko's lips. Stepping back, he exclaimed, "Holy shit, woman. You ought to be required to have a license for that thing. Your mouth is a lethal weapon. I can't take any more. If you don't stop, I'm going to shoot my load in your mouth and then I won't have anything for Elise. Please, have mercy on an old man!"
His outburst effectively stopped all action as everyone burst out laughing.
Tom smiled saying, "It was time to change things up anyway. Any suggestions?"
For a moment no one said anything, then Laura surprised everyone when she said, "I want to get fucked," just as she pulled off her slacks and undies.
Miko chimed in, "Me too," as she quickly shucked her shorts and panties.
James showed his perverted side when he said, "I don't mind if Laura gets fucked but I want to be able to get a good video of her with her black lover. I want to be able to watch this whenever I feel the urge, since it may never happen again."
Andy was usually the quiet one like his wife Miko, but in this case, he was all for it. "I agree with James. I may never see this again, so I want to make sure that there isn't any doubt that my Miko is taking that black cock.
While the discussion had been taking place, Elise, not to be outdone by the others, had quietly slipped out of her slacks and thong.
Tom took charge again saying, "I think that Abdul, Jamal, and Leo, should sit with their asses on the edge of the couch and their legs stretched out in front of them. Then each of the women should straddle them and ride those black cocks reverse cowgirl style. Then James, Andy, and I, will be able to see those black shafts buried between our wife's legs."
"Here's what we'll do. Elise, since this is your party, you get first choice. However, you can't pick Jamal this time since you just sucked his cock. So do you want Abdul or Leo?"
Elise was smiling as she looked over her choices. "I want Abdul. I want to feel that long thin snake of his and see how far inside me he can get it."
"Okay," Tom said. Miko, that means that you get Jamal because you just sucked Leo's cock and Laura, you get Leo. Does that suit everyone?"
When everyone nodded, Tom continued, "All right then, let's get this show on the road. Gentlemen assume the position. Let's see those cocks standing tall and proud."
The three men decided that, since Abdul was the one fucking Elise, he should be in the middle, so Jamal and Leo assumed a position on either side of him.
Tom picked up the camera and resumed recording as he said, "Elise why don't you go first? I think you ladies should mount your assigned cock one at a time so that we can get a good recording as each of you take your first black shaft into your pussy."
Everyone watched as Elise moved between the three black men and straddled Abdul's outstretched legs. She reached down and grasped his cock as she began to lower herself onto his shaft.
Tom zoomed in close with the video and got a lovely shot as his wife guided the head of Abdul's cock toward the lips of her cunt. She slowly rubbed the head back and forth between her pussy lips to moisten it and then she lowered herself down. Tom almost came in his pants as he recorded his wife slowly lowering herself onto that black shaft until the whole thing had disappeared into her.
When Abdul's shaft was completely buried in his wife, he backed up to take a full body shot. Her legs were splayed wide and Jamal's black cock looked amazing nestled between the lips of her pussy.
He panned up to his wife's face and zoomed in, recording the slight smile that was playing across her lips. The recording caught the soft moan that escaped from her as she settled down with a black cock buried deep in her cunt.
As Tom zoomed back out, he had an idea. "Elise, I want you to grab hold of the other cocks and stroke them as you begin to move up and down on Abdul." As it would turn out, the photo he took from the video was to be his all-time favorite. His wife was impaled on a black cock while she held another black cock in each of her hands. She looked directly into the camera and gave him a huge smile.
Elise-------------------------------
Elise had felt that something was missing while she was sucking Jamal's huge thick cock. Oh, she felt naughty all right, but she didn't feel like a slut. Still, she had worked his black shaft with her mouth and tongue to the best of her ability, but she still just wasn't there.
But now, as she felt her first black cock slowly enter her pussy and slide along her warm moist sheath, she felt the first little bit like a slut. The feeling intensified as she felt the head of his shaft bottom out as it pushed against her cervix. That was what had caused the little smile Tom had caught on the video.
When Tom had suggested that she stroke the other two black shafts the feeling had intensified. How many women would have the good fortune to have three black dicks in their control? And she knew the feeling would only get stronger when she was impaled by all three of them at one time. That anticipation was the source of the larger smile she gave the camera.
Tom-------------------------------
I looked at my wife and could easily read the joy and fulfillment so clearly evident by the look on her face. She had wanted to get used by black men for a long time it seems, even though she had only recently confided her desire to me.
It's a possibility that I might never understand her need to be used in this way, but it was clear that she was enjoying it. Just the same, I know that her feelings are real, and I am benefiting from them.
She had looked me straight in the eyes as she guided a long black cock between the lips of her pussy and then slowly slid her body down the shaft until she was resting on him. I watched in awe as his cock slid into a pussy that had been exclusively mine until just recently.
My cock stood at attention within the confines of my pants. I watched as my wife slowly rode up and down on the shaft in her pussy. As she did so she tugged on the cocks she held in each of her hands. I realized that she was already providing sexual gratification to three black guys but she wanted to be penetrated by all three at once.
I didn't want to stop the video just yet, so I panned the room. Miko and Laura were intently watching the action. I don't think I was imagining the looks of jealousy I saw on their faces. Their husbands stood behind them casually fondling their breasts as they also enjoyed the sight of my wife riding that stiff black shaft.
Realizing that it was time to move on, I said, "Hey Elise, don't you think you should let those two cocks go so that Laura and Miko can have something to ride?"
I heard something that sounded like 'Mm.' 'What the hell, I thought.' "Elise! Let go of those two cocks. The girls need them."
Finally, Elise responded. "But they feel so good."
"Damnit Elise. You won't fall over. Give 'em up"
We all watched as Elise reluctantly released her grip on the two cocks. Quickly, before she could change her mind and reclaim them, Laura and Miko straddled the two black men and aimed those rigid shafts at the opening of their pussies.
All three husbands watched intently and recorded all of the action as the two wives slowly lowered themselves down, allowing the cocks to fully penetrate the two pussies that had never experienced black cock before.
Now, all three women began to ride up and down, heads thrown back as they experienced something that they had never expected, each one striving to force the black shaft as deeply into their bodies as possible.
I had just returned to filming my wife when Abdul reached up, pinning her arms to her side and pulling her backward down onto his chest. I was just beginning to enjoy the new view that this presented when Abdul turned to Jamal who was laying next to him saying, "Hey bro, this white bitch wants to be used so why don't you fuck her?"
A mischievous smile covered Jamal's face. "If I get your vibe, you mean you actually want me to fuck her?"
Abdul just smiled and nodded as he used his legs to spread Elise's legs as far apart as he could.
Although I didn't know what they had in mind I didn't sense any danger, so I continued to record the activities.
Gently, Jamal slid his cock out of Miko and set her to the side so that he could move between my wife's legs.
Elise-------------------------------
When I felt Abdul capture my legs with his and spread them wide, I originally thought that he was just giving my husband a better look at the black cock splitting my pussy, but I became a little concerned when I felt him pull me back so that I was lying on him and when he took hold of my wrists and held my arms out to my side I became a little concerned.
It's hard to explain my feelings at that moment. I wanted to be used and dominated by these black men. That had been a dream of mine ever since I saw my first interracial video way back in college.
Still, I felt fear. I trusted my husband and I desperately wanted to believe that he would stop anything bad from happening to me but... these men were so much larger and stronger. Could he do it? Would he do it?
My fear ratcheted up another notch when I heard Abdul say, "Hey bro, this white bitch wants to be used so why don't you fuck her?" Who was he talking to? It had to be one of his friends, but I was still unable to put it all together even after I heard Jamal's response, "If I get your vibe, you mean you actually want me to fuck her," I still did not know what was about to happen.
I desperately tried to understand what they meant. I wanted them to triple penetrate me but surely, you couldn't do it in this position and clearly, Abdul was not making any effort to change positions. What in the hell was going on? That's when I began to panic.
Up to this point, I had been calling the shots in many ways. It was my idea. It was my husband that set things up. I was the one that decided what I wanted to do. But suddenly, things no longer appeared to be under my control.
I felt the couch sag as someone placed their weight on it. To see what was happening, I lifted my head as far as possible and saw Jamal kneeling between my legs. In a flash it all became clear. The two of them were going to double fuck my pussy. I already had the largest cock I had ever taken wedged deep in my love canal. No way was I going to be able to take another huge cock.
I tensed up and began to squirm. Just as I was about to speak out to my husband, I heard Abdul talking softly in my ear. "What's the matter, girl? I thought you wanted to be treated like a slut. That pussy of yours can birth a baby, so it can surely handle two big black dicks. Come on slut; let's see what you're made of."
The effect on me was profound. While Abdul's tone of voice was gentle and soothing the words were erotic and exciting. It was time to put up or shut up. I wanted to be a slut and I was about to learn what it was like to be one. I glanced up and saw that Tom had started toward me but the look of acceptance on my face gave him pause and when I smiled at him, he relaxed.



I was returned to the present when I felt Jamal rubbing the head of his cock at the entrance to my pussy, the entrance that was currently filled to overflowing with Abdul's black meat. I wondered how in the world Jamal was ever going to get his equally large instrument inside me too.
I soon found out. Persistence and desire. He pushed and prodded and slowly, ever so slowly, he managed to force the head of his cock into me and then it popped out. That was when I heard Abdul's soft mellow voice again. "Relax," and that's exactly what I did.
When I relaxed the muscles of my vagina and stopped fighting the invasion taking place between my legs, things began to progress. I felt the head of Jamal's cock slip into me for the second time and it was soon followed by an inch or so of his shaft.
I lifted my head in encouragement as I felt him begin to press forward again. Slowly my pussy expanded to accept the additional intrusion. Before too long both black dicks were inside me as far as they could go.
My prim and proper mind shuddered at the obscenity. I was appalled that I had allowed this to happen. Meanwhile, my slut mind was turning back flips. Both of my minds were interrupted by the sensation of something pressing against my lips. I hadn't realized that my eyes were closed and, when I opened them, I was greeted with the sight of Leo's gray-haired crotch. His cock was what had been pressing against my lips.
The clear solution was to part my lips and take his long black shaft into my mouth and down my throat. 'Now that's what a slut would do,' I thought. It wasn't the way that I had planned but I was getting a triple penetration.
Tom-------------------------------
I watched, utterly astounded, as Jamal worked the head, and finally his whole shaft into my wife's pussy alongside Abdul's shaft. I moved closer to get a good shot. A moment later I sensed the couch move and raised the camera just in time to see my wife's eyes pop open and her lips part allowing Leo to thrust his cock between her lips and down her throat.
Not airtight but certainly a triple penetration.
With Elise resting on top of him, Abdul couldn't move much but both Jamal and Leo made up for it. I continued to video for a while as I watched Leo fucking my wife's mouth with a vengeance. Since Elise didn't seem to mind, I moved down to the action between her legs.
Jamal was driving in and out of my wife's cunt like a pile driver. There was no resistance as his cock slid in and out of her bounded on three sides by her vagina and on the fourth by Abdul's cock.
Everyone was so transfixed by the scene playing out in front of us that no one registered the passage of time until I heard Jamal let out a huge groan and I knew at that moment that it was too late. He was pumping my wife's pussy full of his black man's seed.
Too late to stop anything, I continued to take video as Jamal let his quickly softening dick slide out of my wife's pussy followed by a blob of gooey white cum. Abdul had begun thrusting into my wife's pussy from below as soon as Jamal pulled out.
Moments later, Elise moaned and climaxed, spraying her juice around Abdul's cock and onto the floor. That was too much for Abdul as he stiffened and shoved his cock as deeply as possible into Elise and added his load of cum to the cum already dripping from between her pussy lips. When he pulled out, another blob of white cum spilled out.
Leo's moan followed closely after the others, and I managed to raise the camera to see him pull back and shoot a stream of cum into my wife's gaping mouth. He immediately shoved his cock back down her throat and dumped the rest of his load directly into her stomach.
Elise-------------------------------
Suddenly, realization struck, and a catfight erupted in my mind. My slutty self reveled in the joy and excitement. I wondered how many of the wives I knew had had sex with a black man, much less had two black cocks erupt inside their pussy at almost the same time filling them with black baby-maker cum.
My proper self was appalled and immediately became worried about the possibility of becoming pregnant with a black baby, striking back quickly, my moral self recoiled at the enormity of what I had just done. Baby maker? OMG, I might get pregnant with a black baby.
Slutty me responded again with the label 'Slut!' Wouldn't it be something to take your mixed-race baby out to show your friends and family what a slut you are.
Moral me trembled at the thought. How could I have done this?
As my two halves fought it out, I simply relaxed back on Jamal and caught my breath. A moment later Miko and Laura took my hands and pulled me to my feet. As they did so, a river of cum drained from between my legs, running down my inner thigh and dripping onto the floor.
It was Miko who said, "Come on, sweetie. We need to take you into the bathroom and see about cleaning you up. We'll do what we can to get the cum out of you before it's too late. You are on the pill, aren't you?"
As we walked toward the bathroom I nodded. My moral self sighed in relief while, for once my slutty self kept kept her opinion to herself.
Tom-------------------------------
I was still in shock. I can't begin to explain my feelings as I watched first one, then a second black cock pump my wife's pussy full of cum. When I saw my wife lying on top of a black man with his cum dripping from between her pussy lips, I truly didn't know what to think.
My cock was so hard that it was aching painfully in my pants. There wasn't any denying the erotic nature of what I had just watched. Still, I couldn't help worrying about the possibility that my lovely wife might end up carrying a black baby because of what had just happened.
That was why I just assumed that our activities for the day were over. Abdul, Jamal, and Leo were all still naked sitting on the couch. Andy and James were standing over by the bar sipping a drink. I don't even remember when they got them.
When I finally found my voice, it was hoarse when I said, "Well, that didn't quite turn out the way we planned. I'm not at all sure that I appreciate what you three just did and I'm concerned about what Elise is feeling right now."
Elise-------------------------------
I was completely out of it as Laura and Miko led me into the bathroom and sat me down on the toilet. I heard Miko's soft voice as she told me to "Push as much of it out as you can sweetie. That's about all we can do for now. Then we'll get you cleaned up as best we can."
I finally began to get myself under control when I felt something warm between my legs and looked down to see Laura using a warm washcloth to clean the sex juices from my pussy and legs.
As I began to return to my senses, I realized that, although I had been triple penetrated, it hadn't been the way that I wanted. Damnit! I wasn't about to be cheated after all of this. Even if they came inside me again, I still wanted to finish this. If I didn't get this out of my system now, I might have to live with that itch for the rest of my life.
Looking up at my friends I said in a firm voice, "I still want to get my triple penetration. I wanted a black cock in my ass, pussy, and mouth at the same time and that isn't what I got."
Her mind made up, Elise yanked the bathroom door open and stormed into the sitting room to confront the men. Stunned by what I saw, I stopped so suddenly that her two friends, unable to stop in time, actually ran into her.
The three husbands were standing by the bar. Each one of them was sipping from a tumbler of brown liquid, which she assumed was liquor. The three black men, the ones that had used her without giving her what she wanted, were sprawled all over the furniture as if they had just completed running a marathon. They were still naked, with a drink in their hands and their limp dicks at half-mast.
"You bastards," she exclaimed. "You took what you wanted and now it's time for me to get what I want."
"We were just talking about that honey," Tom said. "They're all pretty exhausted and I doubt that they'll be able to do any more right now. Maybe we ought to call it quits for today."
"You shut up. Just shut up. This isn't over. They're going to get their dicks up one way or the other."
Miko -------------------------------
Once again it was mild little Miko who stepped up to fill the void. "I've got an idea. Elise, why don't you and Laura come with me into the bedroom, and I'll explain."
Elise wasn't too happy, but she finally acquiesced and followed Miko and Laura into the bedroom, closing the door behind them.
Several minutes later, Laura opened the door and told the men to come into the bedroom. As they entered the room, they saw that Elise had been laid out on the bed. Her ass rested on the edge of the mattress, her legs were splayed wide, and her ankles were almost touching the floor and tied to the bed legs with towels that had been cut into strips. Her arms were raised over her head, her wrists were tied together, and then tied to the head of the bed.
When everyone was in the room Miko told them what was going to happen. "We've decided to help you get hard again so our friend can get what she wants. One of you is going to eat her pussy while Laura and I suck the other two dicks. Every few minutes you will trade off.
"The goal is to bring our friend to an orgasm. When that happens, and you are all hard again you are going to give her a proper triple penetration and fuck her until she can't walk. You will not allow yourself to cum until she reaches another orgasm with all three of your cocks making her airtight. After that you are free to dump your load, if you have anything left.
"Does anyone have any questions?" When there were none, she said, "Then get to work."
Elise -------------------------------
I hadn't been too enthusiastic when Miko first told us what her idea was but Laura had immediately jumped on the bandwagon and convinced me to go along.
The waiting was the most nerve-wracking part. Tied down onto the bed as I was it was hard to know what was going on. Finally, it seemed as if someone was moving between my legs. Struggling to hold my head up, the first thing that I saw was Miko and Laura, on either side of my widespread legs busily sucking a black cock.
A moment later I saw Leo's head pop up between my legs with a huge smile on his face as he used his hands to spread my lips wide. After just a moment I felt his tongue flicking back and forth over my sensitive clit. That sensation did not last long as he simply gave up with the finesse and dove in plastering his lips on my sex.
His tongue drove as deeply into me as he possibly could. As he continued to give my pussy his undivided attention, I felt a new stirring deep inside my body. Suddenly, just a moment later, the sensations stopped.
Once again, I forced my head up to see what was happening. I was surprised to see that the three men were changing places. Now Abdul knelt between my legs. His technique was different as he began to rain down kisses along the inside of my thighs. Although it was driving me crazy because I wanted his attention focused on my pussy. The anticipation grew as his kisses became closer to the target.
Finally, I shuddered when his mouth engulfed my whole pussy, and his talented tongue went to work on my clit. When he began to suck on my clit exclusively, I thought I had died and gone to heaven.
My body began to thrash around on the bed. Being tied down like I was made the sensations even more exquisite and then, just like before, the sensations stopped. They must be changing places yet again.
I raised my head to see Jamal take Abdul's place between my legs. I had no idea what his technique might be, but I truly doubted that it could be any more stimulating than having my clit sucked. Boy was I wrong.
Jamal began to run his tongue up and down my slit over and over. As he began, he concentrated on my pussy but slowly he increased his movements until he was licking from my asshole up to my clit. I had never had my asshole licked before and, at first, I felt a little put off by it, but my body wasn't as reluctant as my mind was.
In moments I was once again thrashing on the bed as far as my restraints would allow me. Then, from deep inside my body I felt an orgasm begin building. It felt like nothing I had experienced before as I let out a powerful moan and bathed his face in my juices.
Undaunted, Jamal continued to lap up my juice, still running his tongue up my slit from my ass to my clit. He continued until I finally collapsed back onto the bed.
Tom-------------------------------
"Holy shit," I exclaimed. "I've seen Elise have orgasms before, but I've never seen her have that strong a response."
As I panned the camera around the room it was clear that everyone was looking at Elise in awe. I also noticed that all of the men, including myself, had a huge and rigid hard-on.
"Well ladies, it looks like your efforts have been successful, judging by the erections that I see. It seems to me that Jamal has earned the first choice, so Jamal, which hole do you want to use?"
Jamal looked at my wife and then at me, "I've had her mouth and her pussy. I want her ass."
"Okay my man, her ass is yours. Miko, why don't you and Laura continue stroking or sucking those other two cocks to keep them standing at attention? Meanwhile Andy and James can release Elise from her restraints?"
After untying Elise, James, and Andy helped her to stand while Jamal took her place and lay back on the bed. His erection stood proud and ready to take its rightful place in her ass.
Andy and James continued to steady Elise as she straddled Jamal's black pole. While I continued to take the video, I soon realized that there was no one available to guide Jamal's cock into my wife's ass so I stepped forward to do the honors. I held the video recorder at an angle to allow me to catch all of the action as I felt myself grasp another man's cock for the first time. Elise continued to shift around, and I slowly moved Jamal's cock around until I felt it seat itself in the sweet spot at the entrance of her ass.
I watched as she began to lower herself onto his shaft and in a moment the head disappeared inside her. As fascinated as I was, I wanted a wider shot, so I moved back to record my wife as she continued to lower herself taking more and more of his cock into her anus. She didn't need any lubrication since she was covered with juices from her monumental orgasm.
Finally, I heard her emit a soft moan as all seven inches of his cock found a new home in her ass. I continued to video as Elise rode up and down on that black shaft a few times to seat it completely inside her. Then we all watched as she lay back on Jamal's chest.
Then Jamal began to move and, with her legs spread wide I had a beautiful view of his black shaft as it slid in and out of her ass.
When he finally stopped, I motioned for Leo to move between her legs and give Elise the second part of her three-part penetration.
Leo's cock was not only the largest at almost eight inches, but it was thick too. I wondered how my wife would be able to take them both, but we would surely find out.
I continued to take video as Leo knelt between my wife's legs and rubbed the head of his cock back and forth between the lips of her pussy. When he had lubed it sufficiently, he began to shove it in. There was little resistance as the head first entered her vaginal tract, but things got much tighter as he began to force more of his black shaft into her.
I watched as she wiggled around a little and assumed that she was trying to adjust herself to take the massive double intrusion. Slowly, inch after inch, his cock was swallowed up by her pussy. Finally, I moved to the side just enough to make sure that the video captured the look on her face while I could still record the sight of her ass and pussy full of black cock.
After a moment, Leo began to stroke his cock in and out, and Jamal joined him as best he could while bearing the full weight of my wife. I watched in amazement as those two black shafts stroked in and out of my wife's ass and pussy.
Unable to wait any longer, Abdul stepped onto the bed and lay down beside my wife with his crotch next to my wife's face. Sensing his presence, I watched as Elise opened her eyes and then parted her lips allowing him to sink the third black shaft into my wife.
Now, with a black cock in her ass, another in her pussy, and a third in her mouth, Elise finally was able to scratch her itch. To be sure, she had help as all three of those cocks began to stroke in and out.
Elise moaned loudly as she experienced yet another orgasm. With three cocks pounding into her, she soon began to thrash wildly under the triple assault.
The first one to succumb to the sensations racking their bodies was Leo who thrust forward with one final effort and shot a load of cum into my wife's pussy.
It was clear that Abdul was going to be next as Elise's talented mouth had worked him into a frenzy but, I was surprised at what he did next. I had expected him to empty his load of cum into my wife's mouth or onto her face but that isn't what he did.
He pulled out of her mouth and dove between her legs shoving his throbbing cock into her pussy and proceeded to add his load of cum to Leo's, filling my wife's pussy with even more cum.
Not to be outdone by his friends, Jamal gently rolled Elise off of him, sliding his black shaft out of her ass. He knelt between her legs and shoved his dick into her pussy too. After just a few strokes he moaned, shoved his dick as far into her as possible, and dumped the third load of black baby-making cum into my wife's pussy.
I continued to video, mesmerized by what had just happened but it wasn't over. I watched through the video camera as my friend Andy moved between my wife's legs and sunk his cock into her. He began pumping in and out of her pussy, overcome by the frenzy and what he had just witnessed. In just a few moments he shot the fourth load of cum into Elise.
At this point, she didn't seem to care what happened and I wasn't sure that I did either because I simply continued to take video as my other friend James moved between my wife's legs and proceeded to add his contribution to the cum that was overflowing my wife's cunt and spilling out onto the bed.
I didn't even hesitate when Andy reached for the camera and said, "Your turn."
I knelt between my wife's legs and watched as globs of cum oozed out of her pussy and around my cock as I shoved it home. I'm not sure that I even managed two strokes before I felt myself sending the sixth fountain of cum into my wife.
After a moment's rest, I slowly backed away, allowing my flaccid cock to slip from her pussy followed by several blobs of milky white cum.
As I stood up and stepped away, I took the camera back from Andy and watched as both Miko and Laura knelt between my wife's thighs and began to lick her pussy sucking up the cum that continued to ooze from between her pussy lips for several minutes.
It seemed like forever as we all just sat or lay where we were. Finally the three ladies managed to rouse themselves and they all piled into the shower.
The six of us guys quietly searched the room for our clothes and got dressed. After I was dressed I poured us all a drink and we sat companionably for some time, enjoying a camaraderie that came from experiencing something unusual that few would ever know of, much less enjoy.
Abdul and Jamal gave us their phone numbers and volunteered to be available in the future if any or all of us should decide to engage in some more sex fun.
Andy, James, and I sat for a while, each of us lost in our own thoughts. Finally, it dawned on me that we were actually at a hotel which had room service. I called down for a couple of bottles of champagne and a tray of hors d'œuvres. I was hungry so I figured that everyone else might be also.



We'd scratched Elise's itch in a big way and a celebration seemed in order.
The food and drink arrived and, just moments later, our women came out of the bathroom. All I could think of was how lovely they all looked. The look of complete satisfaction on their faces was a bonus.
Everyone sat as I poured champagne all around and, then I proposed a toast. "To my lovely wife Elise and her well scratched itch."
Her face broke into a glorious smile that said it all.
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Scratching an Itch Ch 4 Miko's Gangbang
NOTE: This story takes place in a fantasy world where there are no STIs or unwanted pregnancies. The characters and experiences herein are a complete work of fiction.
My name is Miko. I'm of Asian descent, small in stature but packed into a curvy brown body. My tits are a modest but firm 34B with pointy nipples. My waist is a trim 24 inches and my hips flare out to 35 inches. My husband says that my round and firm ass is my best attribute. I have long black wavy hair and, like most Asians, I have very little body hair. My pussy, which was once covered with long curly black hair is now clean-shaven.
The story that I am sharing is about the first time that I was gangbanged by a group of total strangers with my husband's approval. I hope that you find my ruminations enjoyable.
My body rocked violently from the thrusts of the stranger rutting between my legs as he drove his cock into me, only stopping when his pelvis slammed against mine. My face, tits, and belly were covered in cum from the numerous other men that had used me this evening. My pussy had been used so much that I could feel the cum from my earlier lovers ooze out around the dick currently being rammed into me.
It's embarrassing to admit but, I have no idea how many strange cocks have invaded my pussy tonight. I gave up trying to keep track after the first ten or so strangers fucked me. I had wanted to experience this and, so far, being used this way has lived up to my expectations.
You're probably wondering why a young, vibrant married woman such as myself would need to be degraded by offering her body to a group of strangers for their sexual gratification. I'm afraid that I don't have a good answer to that. Maybe some wires got crossed in my head or, possibly something happened as a youngster that messed me up. The only thing that I really know is that I wanted to be sexually used at least one time in my life, and that need was finally being satisfied tonight.
The knowledge that a stranger's dick was buried in my pussy, preparing to release his load of cum into me was exquisitely erotic, and that was a major part of the satisfaction I was feeling. I was completely aroused and my inner slut was reveling in my lascivious behavior.
My body rocked even more violently as my current sex partner prepared to cum. His body rose to the heights and, just before his ejaculation, I felt my response rising in unison as I climbed the ladder of my emotions.
With one final monstrous shove, he jammed his shaft into me to the hilt. My body rocked backward and then responded at almost the same moment by clamping down on his dick, holding it inside me as I answered with an ejaculation of my own.
For the moment, thoroughly spent, I collapsed back onto the table as his penis slithered from its warm, moist cocoon and dropped back between his legs. Before I had a chance to recover, another dick was shoved into me and the whole process began again.
I didn't climax with every man that shoved his cock into me, and for that I'm grateful. I shudder to think how exhausted I might have been if I had reached a climax every time I was used.
I'm sure that what I was experiencing was pretty unique. I was being fucked by more men in one night than most women would experience in a lifetime and, I'm pretty sure that most women would never experience a gangbang.
Surrendering my body to the use of these strangers was like the icing on the cake. To be honest, being used by strangers simply had to be more exciting than being used by friends, didn't it? And there appeared to be an unlimited supply of men willing to fuck me.
Being gangbanged by a group of men that you do not know and have not selected is a liberating experience. All decision-making on my part has been removed. All I have to do is to be present. The only expectation of me is that I am here and my legs are spread for easy access. I have been relieved from all of the restraints and expectations placed on sex by society.
Exciting? OMG! All of these men see me as the focal point of their universe. I am there for one purpose and that is to allow them to use my body to satisfy their most carnal needs. Feeling all of the different cocks as they use me is something most women will never know and it's a terrific turn-on, believe me.
Even after so many men had already used me, it was still a thrill to feel yet another unknown man's penis as it swelled up and pumped another load of cum inside me. I had wanted to be the object of a gang bang and, oh Lordy, was I being gang banged.
I momentarily returned to reality as the man between my legs grunted and, shot his load of hot sperm into my tight little Asian body. Having gotten what he wanted, he backed away and I felt his now flaccid dick slip between the grasping lips of my pussy.
In the moment before another stranger stepped between my legs and shoved his dick into my pussy, I had time to consider how this had all come about. 'Elise and her damned itch,' I thought, thankfully. If it hadn't been for her I would never have had the determination to go through with this.
Before I could follow up on that thought, yet another man stepped between my spread legs and began to slide his cock into my pussy. As the head of this new prick began to spread my pussy lips, I knew that this one was different. Looking down between my legs I saw a huge black man holding the largest cock I had ever seen. My eyes must have shown my surprise at the sheer size of his instrument because, when he saw the look on my face, he simply grinned back at me and pushed forward.
'The damn thing is huge,' I thought as he tried to get the head into my well-used and, well-lubricated honey hole. With a determined shove, he managed to get the first few inches inside me. He pulled back and shoved forward again, wedging another few inches inside my straining vagina.
I held on to the edge of the table to keep from sliding off from the force of his thrust as he pulled out one more time. I uttered a loud 'Oomph' as he slammed his long, thick shaft into my love canal until it bottomed out. I thought, 'He has to have the largest piece of meat that I've ever had stretching my pussy.'
All sorts of emotions coursed through my body as that huge black telephone pole probed the depths of my body and my being. For the second time this evening, I felt my own emotions rising as I climbed toward a climax, impaled on a huge black dick that was stretching me to my limits.
He continued to slam into me faster and faster but I beat him to a climax. I moaned and arched my back as wave after wave of emotion washed over me. Then he responded by shooting his load of cum deeply into my grasping vagina. Moments later, I collapsed back, totally spent.
There must have been something special about some of the men I fucked that night. Maybe it was the size of the last man to use me, or maybe he employed some special technique. Even though I didn't experience total release with every man I fucked, there were enough of them to make the night even more memorable.
Before I could fully recover, another cock was shoved into me, causing me to begin the emotional trip to the top of the mountain once again. As this new stranger began to rhythmically thrust into me I resumed thinking about how I got here. This was all the fault of my friend Elise. Well, we hadn't been friends when it all began but, we had become friends soon after. Elise had liked to say that she had an itch that needed to be scratched.
Elise had wanted to be fucked airtight by three unknown black men. To make this happen, her husband had decided that he would need the help of my husband, and the husband of another friend to ensure Elise's safety since the black men would be strangers.
I was betrayed by my own emotions during that little escapade, and I had allowed myself to be fucked by each of the black men figuring that I might never have a chance to go that route again. That was the first time that I admitted my desire to be used as a whore. I know, go figure. What was a demure little Asian girl like myself doing with thoughts like that?
Let me tell you what happened. No, I'm not going to bore you with the details of that evening or how it all came about. I'm going to tell you about the events following that night, leading up to the present, and how I currently found myself naked, on my back, legs spread wide around a huge black man who was busily thrusting his monstrous shaft into me.
Andy, my husband, and I had led a pretty normal sex life until we found ourselves involved in Elise's fantasy. Up to that point I had been satisfied with our sex life and had never entertained thoughts of sexual promiscuity of any kind. Our involvement with Elise had gotten me thinking and made me realize that I had some repressed desires I had not recognized.
In just a few weeks I had gone from only having had sex with my husband, to having sex with Elise's husband Tom, and then with three black strangers. You heard me correctly. In case you didn't hear me the first time I said it, I had let the three black men that Elise had used for her fantasy fuck me too.
Needless to say, the hard turn in our sex life generated a lot of very lively conversations between my husband and me. We had become fascinated with interracial porn. It seems that both my husband and I found the sight of black and white flesh locked in erotic sex to be a huge turn-on.
This evening, my husband Andy brought home a video of a woman who was purported to be a housewife that was getting gangbanged by numerous black men. My husband must have been reading my mind because this was something that I had been thinking about incessantly.
We settled together on the couch to watch the movie. In the video, there wasn't any attempt at a plot so the video opened with a roomful of black men, all of whom were naked. It shouldn't come as a surprise that all of them were well-endowed.
A moment later, a door opened and a young woman who looked to be in her mid-twenties was led into the room. She was naked with her hands tied in front of her. The person making the video made sure that everyone saw the rings on her ring finger. She looked to be a natural blonde with hair midway down her back and a pale white complexion.
The only piece of furniture in the room was what looked like a dining room table. There was a pillow on the edge of the table and nothing else. As the cameraman panned the room we saw other stationary cameras that apparently would be used to provide additional views of the proceedings.
She was led to the table and bent over at the waist with her tummy resting on the pillow. Her hands were untied and a new rope was tied around each wrist. Then her arms were pulled across the table top and each one was tied to a leg at the corner of the table. Finally, ropes were tied around her ankles and her legs were stretched wide when the ropes were tied to the table legs.
This arrangement left her spread eagle, face down across the table, with her pussy open and available.
The camera focused on the door again, and when it opened, a white man, supposedly her husband, was shoved into the room. He was told to stand between two huge black men and then forced to watch as one of the black men approached his wife, stepped up behind her, and shoved his cock into her already wet pussy.
Andy and I watched in complete fascination as a parade of different black men fucked her, one after the other, each one depositing his cum in her pussy. Before long, cum was leaking from between her cunt lips and running down her legs to pool on the floor, and still, they fucked her.
We watched as, one after another, fifteen different men used her pussy for their satisfaction. As the last one stepped away, the door opened and another white woman entered the room carrying a bowl of liquid with a washcloth.
She stood beside the restrained woman as one of the black men shoved the husband forward. Following instructions, her husband used the wet cloth to lovingly wipe his wife's pussy clean. It took several tries because each time he would get her cleaned up more cum would leak from her pussy.
Once the cum stopped leaking from her cunt, her husband was told to return to his position between the two bodyguards and the woman with the bowl left.
Just as the door started to close it was shoved open and another black man entered the room. He was rather thin but it wasn't his physique that caught everyone's eye. It was the monstrous cock that hung between his legs.
Coal black and easily nine inches long at rest his dick swayed back and forth as he stood there. Not only was it long but it must have been six inches or more in girth, about the size of a beer can.
The camera panned across the room just in time to catch the husband's expression. His eyes were wide and his mouth hung open as he stared at the skinny black man approaching his wife who had no idea what was about to happen.
Andy and I watched as the hugely hung skinny black man stepped up behind the unsuspecting wife. As the man approached his wife, her husband started to step forward to either stop the action or warn her of what was about to happen, but he was restrained by the men standing on either side of him.
The wife's body gave a slight twitch as she felt the newest invader rubbing between the lips of her pussy. That twitch was followed by a groan when the huge head on the end of that black pole suddenly entered her cunt, popping between the distended lips of her pussy.
She immediately began to wiggle her ass around in an attempt to dislodge her tormenter but to no avail. With a strong forward thrust, an inch of that large cock was forced into her sheath. That advance was followed by another forceful thrust and we heard her grunt as another two inches entered her pussy.
We all knew what was coming as the black man pulled back just a little and then pushed with all the might his skinny little body had, forcing the remainder of his cock in until his pelvis slammed against her. This time her moan seemed to go on forever as her lovely ass quivered in response to the intrusion.
The little man rested for a few moments and then, slowly pulled his cock out of its warm home. We all tensed as he, just as slowly, pushed his telephone pole of a dick into the helpless white wife for a second time. This time, rather than a moan, she made a noise more like a sigh of contentment as the black love meat invaded her pussy again.
He slowly increased his rhythm until he was pounding her pussy like a pile driver. The wife couldn't stand it and in just a few moments, she reached her first climax, spraying her love juices all over his hardened cock.
Andy and I watched the scene taking place on the screen in awe. After each thrust there was a grunt but, it was hard to tell if it came from the owner of that huge black weapon or, the immobilized white wife who was being driven higher and higher by the constant pounding.
Finally, she erupted for a second time, and that drove her lover into a renewed frenzy as he fucked her as hard as he could. Driving his dick into her one last time, his balls began to pulse as his cum was pumped into the wife's waiting receptacle.
Time seemed to stand still as we watched his cock soften within her vagina but, even then it didn't come out until the skinny black man forcefully backed away, dragging it from within the hapless wife's pussy.
As the well-used wife lay there exhausted, the credits began to scroll up the screen. When the final credit scrolled off the screen, cum still dripped from between her pussy lips as the screen faded to black.
My husband and I simply looked at each other. Our slack jaws gave just some indication of how completely awed we were by what we had just seen.
My husband, Andy, recovered his senses more quickly than I did. "Did you see that? That had to be the most erotic thing I have ever seen but I can't understand why any woman, much less a married woman would do something like that."
He seemed to be incensed and noted that "She was being used as a cum dump by the men. She was just an object, a receptacle for their cum. It's hard to believe that any woman would subject herself to such degradation."
I was amazed at his insensitivity and wondered how he could be so blind. I blew up, calling him a cretin and several other highly descriptive, but uncomplimentary names.
When he just sat there with a dumbstruck look on his face I realized that I was going to have to spell it out for him.
I spoke slowly using small words to make sure that he understood what I was saying. "I want to know what it would feel like to allow a large group of strangers to use my body as a sexual object just like she did. I want them to fuck me and cum in me. In other words, I want to be treated like a whore and slut. Is that clear enough for you dear?"
It worried me when his expression seemed to become one of dismay and even anger. His first response was, "Oh my." Now I'm thinking, 'What? That's all you can say? Your loving wife has just told you that she wants to be used mercilessly by a group of strange men and that's your best response.'
But, as I watched, the fierce look on his face softened and turned thoughtful. His next question caught me off guard when he said, "You would do that?"
"Willingly!" I exclaimed.
He looked thoughtful, and followed up with, "What would that say about your husband? What would you think of a man who would go along with something like that? How could you respect and love him?"
I can't say that my husband was known for introspective thinking, but that was a truly important question and one that I had never considered. To me, this would be a one-shot deal so I wasn't thinking about a change in our lifestyle, but I had never taken the time to think about how my submission to other men might affect his self-esteem or our relationship, and suddenly, I was afraid that I may have just placed our marriage in jeopardy.
As I mulled over my response he went on, "We've tried to build our marriage on honesty so why is this the first time I've heard about you wanting to fuck other men?"
"Elise!" I said, blurting out the first thing that came to mind.
"Oh please," Andy said, scornfully. "How in the hell can you blame this on Elise?"
Gathering my wits, I was finally able to respond, "When we helped Elise to scratch her itch you didn't seem to mind the fact that those black men fucked me too. I hadn't ever considered doing such a thing but, I was so overcome by the completely erotic sensations coursing through my body that I allowed those men to fuck me and I liked it. I also think that you were turned on watching me being used by those black men.
"This is all new to me. Even though I never told you, I struggled to understand what had come over me. Knowing that I liked those strange cocks using me made me wonder if I had emotional problems.
"You know that I was raised in a Christian environment where a degrading activity like that would be frowned on. Despite that, just the thought of allowing a group of strangers access to my body starts my juices flowing. Any concern I may have about the potential damage my erotic desire may cause to our marriage hasn't stopped my pussy from responding.
"Unfortunately, I've been so focused on what I wanted that I haven't given any thought to what you might feel as you watched your wife used for cheap sex over and over again. To me, it would be the most erotic sex act possible, but I admit, I don't know what it would mean to you.
"I admit not having thought about the impact this might have on you because I was more concerned about myself still, I don't honestly see where doing something like this would change my feelings for you. If anything, it would make me respect you even more, knowing that you would allow me to indulge myself and continue to love me."



Realizing that I had run on for some time without allowing my husband an opportunity to respond I finally fell silent and waited to hear the verdict.
"Miko," my husband said. "This whole idea is more than just a little overwhelming but I too have a confession. Ever since we helped Elise to scratch her itch the image that keeps running through my mind is not Elise with three men fucking all her holes but you. The image of you sitting on another man's dick and looking at me with a smile on your face is burned into the back of my retinas.
"What you did that day was so damn erotic that I have a hard time not seeing that vision every time I look at you. The thought of watching as other men use you for sex is so damn erotic that I have had to use the bathroom to relieve myself on more than one occasion. If that is what you want to do then I'm all for it. I can't wait."
I went to him and wrapped my arms around his neck. "I know where there's one dick that I can use right now," I said, as I reached between his legs and squeezed his stiffening shaft.
Later that night we began to discuss what we could do to facilitate our plans. We talked about who might be able to help us set this up. Of course, we immediately thought of Elise and her husband. Maybe they knew someone. We agreed that it would be best if I approached Elise myself.
It took me a few days to arrange to meet Elise for lunch at a little hole-in-the-wall restaurant that usually didn't have a large lunch crowd. After the waitress delivered our drinks and took our order, I explained everything to her.
We laughed as I quickly explained to her that this was all her fault. If it hadn't been for our involvement with her "itch", I doubt that my husband and I would ever have discovered our somewhat unusual sexual proclivities. I told her about the video that we had watched which had caused my husband and I to talk about it, and finally discover that we were both turned on by the same fantasy.
Elise surprised me. She listened until I was finished, and never made fun of me or even asked a question until I was done. I was so relieved when her response was to ask what she could do to help.
By the time that lunch was finished, she had agreed to talk to her husband to see if he had any ideas.
It was almost a week later when I heard from Elise. Her husband had contacted one of the three black men who had helped to scratch her itch. She gave me a phone number to call. She said that we should ask for Jake.
Later that evening Andy called the number. When Jake came on the line Andy explained that Elise had given us this number. Jake asked what we were calling about and listened patiently as Andy stumbled through the conversation trying to explain how he wanted to make arrangements for a group of strangers to fuck his wife.
I can't say what I expected but, I was confused when Andy abruptly hung up the phone.
"What did he say?" I exclaimed. "Did he agree?"
Andy had a pensive look on his face as he turned to me. "He said he'd call back tomorrow evening."
"That's it?"
"Miko, that's all he said. I guess we'll have to just wait for his call. Are you sure you still want to do this?"
"Of course, I want to do this. What's the matter? Why are you hesitating now?"
Andy walked over to the couch and sat down. Looking over at me, he smiled, "It's just that we don't know these people. How can we be sure that everything will be alright?"
'Okay,' I thought. Not only is it normal for Andy to be concerned because of the circumstances but his protective juices were flowing because he was delivering his wife into the hands of people we didn't know. I get it.
"Do you have any other ideas? I certainly don't. Why don't you call Elise and see if she knows anything else about these guys?"
"Excellent idea," he said as he jumped up and headed for the phone.
After about ten minutes of conversation, Andy came back and sat down beside me. "What did she say?," I asked.
"She said that the man that she hooked up with was one of the men who helped her scratch her itch. The only thing she could offer was that he had acted in an upstanding and straightforward manner in their relationship. I guess we're on our own. What do you think?"
I'll admit to being a little bit conflicted but I wanted this to happen. As far as I was concerned, this was a make-or-break decision. We either decided to take advantage of this opportunity or face the possibility that I would never get another chance.
"Andy, honey, I love you and I appreciate your concern but I want to do this. I think we should at least listen to what he has to say when or if he calls back tomorrow. Even if we agree we can still change our minds right up until the last moment."
I'd made my best argument. Now I had to wait while my husband mulled over the options. The look on his face made it clear that he was conflicted about what to do. Finally, he looked at me and nodded his head saying, "Okay. It's your decision and as long as we keep our options open I'll go along."
I jumped forward, hugging him tightly. "Thank you, sweetheart. I'm so excited."
The next day seemed to drag on endlessly, but finally, the sun began to set as evening approached. Andy and I were sitting on the couch watching a rerun of 'Friends' when the phone finally rang. We looked at each other as Andy rose to answer the phone.
"Hello"
A gruff voice said, "Tomorrow night. Be ready to leave at seven. A car will pick you up. Have your wife wear a tube top, no bra, and a short skirt without any underwear."
"Okay, but...," Andy began.
"No questions. I need a yes or no answer right now. The terms are not open for discussion. What's your answer?"
I had listened to my husband's very limited responses so, I was surprised when he simply said "Yes," and hung up.
"Well, that was short," I said, trying to make light of the situation. Since you told him yes I suppose you agreed to whatever he said.
My husband looked somewhat stunned as he turned and related the brief conversation to me.
"Tomorrow night," I exclaimed. "How the hell can we possibly check anything out in that short time?"
"We can't," was his abrupt response. "He said that the terms were non-negotiable. It seems that they already know our address. If we decide not to do this it would probably be smart not to be home tomorrow night."
My mind was whirling, and I'll admit to even being a bit scared but, I was overcome with the thought of finally getting my chance to behave like a submissive whore.
"Let's do it," I decided.
Andy looked at me dubiously but he finally nodded his head in acceptance. "I said that it was your decision and I'll stand by that."
I hardly slept all night. My mind was whirling with the possibilities. I had so much to do.
Since I did not normally wear tube tops and short skirts I had to go shopping. After looking in several of the stores where I normally shop I realized that I was going to have to rethink my shopping plans.
As I wandered the mall pondering my problem I noticed a store that seemed to cater to a younger group of women. Entering the store I quickly became confident that I would be able to find suitable clothing here.
In no time at all I had found a bright red tube top that seemed to be determined to slip lower than I wanted it to. Perfect! The selection of skirts was more than adequate and I found a pleated black skirt that barely covered my ass. I added a pair of black patent three-inch heels to complete the ensemble. I thought that the red and black combination would make me look like the whore I was about to become.
Hurrying home with my purchases, I was anxious to show them to Andy. I knew I had done well when I showed everything to my husband, and his response was "Holy shit."
After a quick lunch, I retired to the bedroom to do female things. The first thing I did was to run a nice hot bath. Sinking into the fragrant bubbles, I began to envision how the evening might go. Before I knew it, my hand had wandered between my legs, and first one and then two fingers found their way into my pussy. Damn, I was primed for tonight.
When the water cooled, I toweled off and used a razor to touch up my shaved pussy. I carefully shaved my pubic mound, and, even more carefully around my pussy lips and between the cheeks of my ass.
I looked at my pussy in the mirror. I'm not sure how to best describe it. I've seen a lot of pussies where the inner lips were visible and some where they appeared to be flapping in the wind. I've heard of belly buttons described as "innies" and "outies" so, on that basis, my pussy was an "innie". It reminded me of the pussy of a young girl just before she began to mature. The inner lips were almost completely concealed until I began to get aroused. Anyway, I liked the look, especially when it was shaved.
I didn't want any stubble on my legs so I applied a liberal amount of hair remover to my calves and thighs. While I waited for the cream to work its magic, I carefully plucked my eyebrows, then I wiped off the hair remover. Now my legs were smooth and, when I covered my body with lotion my skin felt soft as a baby's ass.
My shiny black hair was long enough to fall between my shoulder blades. I considered whether to wear it down or up in a bun. When all was said and done, I decided to wear it in a simple ponytail since anything else would probably be destroyed in no time and I felt that a ponytail would make me look even younger.
It was too early to do my makeup so I donned my bathrobe and went down to check on my husband. He was back in his favorite chair, watching television and killing time. He looked up when I stepped in front of the TV. When I had his full attention I slipped the bathrobe off my shoulders and slowly turned, giving him the full view.
When I faced him again he reached for me. I backed out of reach, waving my index finger back and forth. "This isn't for you. Not tonight anyway. Tonight it's your job to give your wife away to a bunch of strangers."
He groaned, "Do I have to?"
"For tonight, yes. Tomorrow is another day assuming you'll still want me."
"I'll always want you, Miko. You are my dream woman. Just make sure that you don't let them wear out your pussy tonight."
"God, how I hope they try real hard," I said. "No matter how much they use it tonight, tomorrow it will be yours again."
When I went back upstairs, I began to put on my makeup. I don't wear much, but tonight I took time to use a light blue shadow on my eyelids. I used an eyelash enhancer to darken and extend my lashes and added just a little blush to my cheeks. Finally, I used a strong red lipstick to complete the look.
It was strange to get dressed without wearing any underwear but, I had to admit that it made me feel more like the slut I wanted to be tonight. First I slipped on the little pleated black skirt. While I stood looking in the mirror, wearing only the skirt, I knew that my ass was covered. I also realized that it wouldn't take much to change the situation.
The red tube top completed the look. I struggled to pull it up as far as possible, but when I pulled it up high enough to cover my nipples I promptly exposed a band of flesh between the bottom of the tube top and the skirt. When I pulled it down to cover my midriff my nipples were barely covered and I was afraid just moving would allow it to slip down. Then I realized it was probably a moot point since I wouldn't be spending much of the evening dressed anyway.
Giving up, I went downstairs to wait with my husband.
At exactly seven the doorbell rang. When Andy opened the door a large black man shoved his way into the house. "Are you ready?" he barked.
Without answering I stepped forward and he nodded. He removed his cell phone and told Andy to stand behind me. When Andy had done as instructed, the man spoke again.
"It's my job to be your escort tonight. I will take you to the venue and return you home when we are done. But first, I have been ordered to make sure that you followed instructions. I don't know your names nor do I need to know them," he said.
Pointing at me he barked, "Pull down your top and cup your tits." Too stunned to do anything else I lowered my top exposing my tits. Slowly I cupped them as if presenting them for inspection.
"Spread your legs," he said and, once again I did as I was told.
Pointing at Andy he said, "Pull up her skirt. I need to see her pussy."
I felt my husband reach around my body and lift my skirt exposing my bare pussy. When I looked up, our escort snapped several photos.
"Just a minute while I send these to Jake. If he approves, we'll be on our way." We watched as he manipulated his phone to transmit the photos. Moments later he got a text message. Looking up at us, he smiled, "Let's go."
We went outside to the car and the three of us climbed into the back seat. As the driver started the car our escort took out two blindfolds. "I'm going to have to insist that you wear these. We don't want you to know where we're going."
We both reluctantly submitted to this further indignity as we continued on our ride. I don't have any idea where we were taken. Although we drove for a while it was impossible to tell where we had gone. When we finally arrived at our destination we were told to keep the blindfolds on as we were led into a building and through a door.
When the blindfolds were removed and our eyes had time to adjust we were able to see that we were in a well-lit room. The only piece of furniture was a rectangular table with some sort of mat or pad on it. The room looked suspiciously like the one that we had seen in the video. There were two cameras on tripods which were focused on the table. There were five men in the room and one of them held what looked like a professional camera that was aimed at us.
A glance at my husband told me that he was surprised by the presence of the cameras also. He stepped in front of me as if to protect me. "No cameras," he said. "We agreed that there would not be any photos or video."
The largest of the three men, who turned out to be Jake, stepped forward and got right into my husband's face. He said, "Listen up stud. You are not in charge. You aren't even needed here." He said smiling at me, "You already brought us what we need, so you're in no position to give orders or even bargain."
It pained me to see my husband back down so quickly but, he did try one more time. Andy stood up to the intimidation but his response was the beginning of his complete capitulation. "Well, I guess it would be alright as long as you promise to keep them for your personal use."
We both jumped as Jake let forth a deep belly laugh. "Are you for real? How the hell do you think I can afford all this equipment? I can get men to fuck your wife for nothing but, I have to pay for everything else. I just know that the video of your lovely little Asian wife servicing every man we can find is going to make me a bundle. If she's as popular as I think she'll be we may even have her back for a sequel."
Andy surprised me yet again when he said, "No. Just this one time."
I guess he pushed too hard because Jake laughed once again and then pushed my husband toward two of his compatriots. "Put him in that chair and tie him to it. Gag him if he won't keep quiet. We're going to use your wife and let you watch. I hope you enjoy yourself."
I watched helplessly as my husband was shoved toward the chair. Just as they were about to tie him Jake spoke again. "Strip him first. I want his pretty lady to see his hard-on as we use her. I want her to know that he's turned on watching his wife fucking other men."
In just a few moments Andy was stripped and tied to the chair. His hands and arms were fastened to the arms of the chair with rope. The same rope was wrapped around his ankles and they were tied to the front legs of the chair. His complete humiliation was obvious by the look on his face.
I didn't have long to think about my husband's problems as Jake stepped up to me and wrapped his hand around the back of my head. He pulled my face to his and kissed me roughly. "We're going to have a great time tonight sweetheart."
With that thought tumbling around in my head I felt him take hold of the front of my top and pull it down exposing my tits. "On your knees bitch. We're going to warm you up a little by letting you show us what a good little cock sucker you are."
I watched the camera focus on me as I dropped to my knees. 'How had things gotten so out of control?' I wondered.
The cameraman moved toward me for a closeup as Jake stepped up placing his crotch in front of my face. "Well," he bellowed. "Unzip my pants and get my cock out. We don't have all night to wait. I've got a whole busload of men on the way to use your pussy. You've been bought and paid for but I intend to have some fun first."
Startled into action, I reached up with shaking hands and pulled down the zipper to his pants. I reached into his pants searching for the opening to his underwear. I finally found it and reached in wrapping my small hand around his cock. I held the fly of his pants open with my left hand as I struggled with my right hand to release his dick. Fortunately, it was still a little flaccid otherwise I might never have been able to get it out.
Once into the open air, the damn thing began to grow even larger. I stroked it a few times and then leaned forward placing a kiss on the head of his shaft and tasting his precum. I parted my lips and slowly slid my lips down the length of his shaft taking as much of his stiffening member as I could into my warm, moist mouth. The groan I heard told me that Jake liked what I was doing. I began stroking my hand up and down along his shaft as my greedy mouth moved back and forth.
I was just beginning to enjoy myself when he suddenly pulled his dick from between my lips which made a moist popping sound as the contact was broken. "Damn woman," he said. You've got a vacuum cleaner for a mouth. You'd have gotten a mouthful of cum if I'd let you keep going."
"Go suck their dicks while I check on something," he said, pointing to the rest of his men. Before I had a chance to respond another shaft was shoved between my parted lips. This time I was allowed to finish the job. I felt the thrill of this stranger's cum flooding my mouth as I willingly swallowed it all.
When the first flaccid shaft slipped from between my lips, it was quickly replaced by another, even larger dick. In just moments I was rewarded with my second mouthful of the night, just as Jake returned.
"Okay sweetheart, get out of the clothes. Lose the top, skirt, and shoes, and then climb up on the table."
As I did what I was told I was able to sneak a quick look at my husband. I couldn't tell much from the look on his face but Jake had been right. My husband's cock stood at attention. He had been aroused as he watched me sucking the cum out of those cocks, and now, Jake had removed his clothes and was advancing toward me.
"Spread 'em wide," he said. I looked down between my legs and gave thanks. His penis was large but not overly so. This was going to be a long night and I preferred to start with a reasonably sized dick. I slowly spread my legs, preparing to welcome the first man of the evening.
I will say that the night began with a bang. Jake fucked my little pussy like a man possessed, driving into me fast and hard, rocking my little body back and forth on the table. I can't say why, maybe my senses were heightened in anticipation of my first gangbang, but Jake drove me crazy and, before I knew it, I felt my juices flooding around our joined sex, and still he fucked me.
I immediately began to rise to another climax but, I fought to hold on with all of my being. I focused on not allowing this man to dominate my emotions completely, so I fought to hold my next climax until he couldn't hold back any longer. I felt success and the return of a little control as I when his cum began flooding my insides.



Finally, I allowed myself to release my pent-up emotions. I arched my back to meet his thrusts and moaned just as my juices flowed freely once again. To my way of thinking, I had won this small battle of wills.
After Jake shot the first load of cum into me, he was followed by a steady stream of replacement dicks. As soon as one shaft would deposit its load in my pussy or on me another would take its place. I don't know where they all came from but they came in all sizes and colors. Black, brown, white, young, old, and street bums.
I heard someone say that the first group was bussed over from the neighborhood YMCA. At one point there was a pause and I watched and listened while Jake negotiated with a young black street hood. I wasn't sure what that was all about but it gave me time to look over at my husband again. His dick was standing at attention and he was squirming trying to find some relief.
I guess Jake noticed the same thing because they untied my husband so that he could stroke himself. They even allowed him to come over to me so that he could cum on my face.
At first, I tried to keep count of how many men I serviced, but it wasn't possible. Some were gentle and even reverent while others were more forceful, almost as if they were taking out their frustrations on my body. I welcomed them all.
The young black man returned a while later and he and Jake walked over to my husband who was once again sitting in his assigned chair. "This here's Malcom," Jake said. "He's been out on the street recruiting more men for your wife's enjoyment.
"We thought that you might like to know that he has been out selling your wife's charms to anyone that he could find that had ten dollars and wanted a piece of this lovely Asian pussy. Times are really hard on the street. Things are so hard out there that we had to lower the price to five dollars to get the next ten men."
I had almost forgotten about the cameras that had been relentlessly recording my degradation but I was reminded of their presence as one of them moved in to record the exchange and the humiliation of my husband.
Jake motioned the young black hood forward who held out his hand holding the money that he had collected. When Andy just looked at him Jake said, "Take it! I don't want you to think that I'm a greedy man so I want you to have this fifty dollars."
When Andy held his hand out the hood gave him the fifty dollars. When he continued to just stare, Jake said, "Tell the man thank you. You wanted a whore for a wife and now you have one."
With little choice left, my husband said, "Thank you."
"Now, as a proper pimp with a proper whore, you have to repay this young man for his services. There was one other problem on the street and we had to sweeten the deal but I'm sure you and your whore won't mind. You see, our friend here says that he has had the opportunity to sample white pussy before so, tonight he wants to fuck her ass.
"I told him that I didn't think you would mind but he would have to ask you."
The young hood smiled, "I want to fuck your lady in the ass. Is that okay with you?"
Like before, my poor husband just looked at the hood blankly without responding.
"Well?" Jake asked.
Startled, Andy murmured, "It's okay."
"What's okay? I want a better answer than that," Jake demanded.
"It's okay for you to fuck my wife in the ass," my husband said.
"There now," Jake said. "That wasn't so hard, was it? Still, since you took so long to answer I think that we should let all ten of Malcom's friends use her ass too, don't you agree?"
Stunned but, fully aware of the futility of the situation, my husband nodded his head saying, "Okay. Your ten friends can use my wife's ass too."
Having heard the complete conversation, I steeled myself for what was to come. Andy had fucked my ass a few times but I wasn't fond of it so my experience was limited. It looks like that was about to change.
Malcom dropped his pants and underwear and stepped between my legs. I recoiled a little when I felt the head of his dick brush my anus briefly. I was glad for the amount of cum oozing from my pussy since it would provide much-needed lubrication.
I felt the head of his cock as it returned to the rosebud of my anus and began to apply pressure. To limit the pain I tried to relax my sphincter as much as possible and groaned as the head pushed past that initial barrier.
Of course, the cameraman moved in closer to document this new degradation. I hoped that these videos would not prove to be a problem later on, but I had more important things to worry about at the moment.
My sphincter had endured the original invasion and was now stretched open allowing the invading shaft complete access to my bowels. It felt like his dick must be twelve inches long as he continued to slide it deeply into me.
Finally, the whole thing was buried in my ass and his pubes were pressed tightly against my butt. I felt a moment of relaxation as the stiff shaft was removed which passed quickly as my ass was filled once again with his forward thrust.
After a few minutes, things got better as my anus began to become more comfortable with the continued intrusion. His pace began to pick up and I knew what was about to happen. A short time later, his pile driver thrusts slowed, and he jammed his dick as far as possible into my bowels and I felt hot cum filling my ass for the first time.
After that, my ass took a battering. Ten street hoods took turns with my butt and, when they were done cum was draining from my ass as well as from my pussy. In the end, I have to admit that it was almost as exciting as normal sex. It's safe to say that I won't be turning Andy away if he wants to use my ass in the future.
When the line finally diminished and there weren't any more cocks for me to service. I sat up and cum dripped from my chin and my nipples. A glob oozed from between the lips of my pussy and began a torturous trip down my inner thigh. A string of cum looped from my nose to my chin.
Throughout it all, the cameras had been rolling. Recording my trip into depravity and my complete degradation. I loved it and smiled as the camera zoomed in to record it all.
At Jake's direction, my husband walked over to stand next to me. He was still nude and his dick now hung limply between his legs.
Jake looked at me and asked, "Do you have any idea how many men fucked you?"
"No," I admitted.
"Could it have been twenty-five?"
"Certainly."
"How about fifty?"
"That seems like an awful lot."
"Is it possible that the number was over one hundred?"
"Absolutely not," I exclaimed.
"Well, we kept count. The actual count was fifty-six different men fucked you. We've done this three times before and the most any of our previous guests could handle was thirty-two, so you beat that by twenty-four. You are our new record holder."
"You've done this before haven't you?" I asked. "Andy and I watched a video the other day of a housewife that was tied to a table just like the one I was on," I said.
Jake smiled proudly. "Allison was our first. We had to tie her down because she wanted to change her mind after all of the arrangements had been made. Her husband was all for it though."
"Your video will be our fourth one and, I'm guessing that it will be a hit. All of our guests have been attractive but, you are by far the most exotic and, since you wanted this to happen I didn't feel that it was necessary to restrain you. It'll take a couple of weeks to clean up all of the footage and cut it together into one video. We like to do quality work. After it is done, we'll make it available on the internet with our others. I'll be sure to send you a copy."
I had heard Jake say that a video of my complete humiliation and degradation would be available on the internet but my mind had frozen in complete shock at the number of men that I had serviced. It's impossible to believe that fifty-six different men had shoved their cocks into my little pussy and ass. I signed up for a gangbang, but the number was staggering and much higher than I had ever anticipated.
I could tell from the look on my husband's face that he was in shock. We might not have considered doing this if we knew the number of men that would be allowed to use me. As the enormity of it began to sink in a smile began to cross my face. I was exhausted and my legs ached from being held wide apart for so long. My mound was raw and red from being pounded by so many men and my ass sphincter was loose enough to still allow cum to drip out. Life was grand.
I probably should have felt regret or been embarrassed, but I was thrilled. I might never get the chance to do this again but, at least this one time, I truly knew what it felt like to be a slut, a whore, money had changed hands after all, and a porn star all in one night.
Jake said, "Before we take you home I need to get just a few more photos." Neither Andy nor I had the strength to object.
At first, I sat on the edge of the table with my legs spread wide. A light was pushed forward to remove all shadows and provide a clear view. I sat there with cum oozing from my pussy and ass. There was cum splattered all over my body. It dripped from my nose and chin. One eye was reddened from a shot that had made a lucky hit. My hair was laced with cum. I felt amazing.
After taking close-ups of my face and pussy, Andy was directed to stand beside me. He still held the fifty dollars those ten black hoods had paid to fuck my ass. I was instructed to hold my husband's shaft which hardened once again.
When the photographer had finished, Jake motioned to one of his assistants who stepped forward to place blindfolds over our eyes once again.
As soon as my husband saw what was happening he asked, "What about our clothes? My wife is covered in cum. Let her take a shower or, at least, give her a towel to clean up with."
Jake replied, "Your escort will have your clothes and will return them to you at the proper time."
We drove around for a while and when the car finally stopped, our escort instructed us to remove our blindfolds. Once our eyes adjusted to the light, we realized that we were once again in front of our home.
Our escort, the same large black man who had picked us up, stepped out of the car and held the door for us as we got out of the car. He held out his hand to help me out of the car.
'Woah.' I thought. 'I'm still naked and covered in cum.' "Give us our clothes."
"I'll give you the bag when we reach the front door. Until then, you stay as you are. Maybe your neighbors won't see you walking to your front door with a black man, naked and, covered in cum."
Meekly, Andy and I followed him to the front door. When we got there he dropped the bag, turned, and went back to the car. As I watched him I noticed that the driver had filmed this final degradation.
Meanwhile, Andy had reached for the doorknob to open the door and found it locked. He bent down and opened the bag hoping to find the key to the front door still in his pants. Thankfully it was there and he quickly let us inside.
All I wanted to do was get into the shower but just as I headed that way my husband grabbed my arm and spun me around and kissed me forcefully.
I was stunned and as he released me I said, "Thank you but, what was that for?"
He had this strange, almost depraved look in his eye. After staring at me for a moment he said, "I've got to fuck you. I just watched my wife used by fifty-six strangers. It is obvious that you enjoyed yourself and after that many loads of cum one more load from your husband shouldn't be a burden."
Sensing a coming explosion that I hadn't anticipated I moved to avert the problem. Covered in the cum from those men he mentioned, I dropped to my knees in front of him and took his limp penis in my hand. I stroked it lovingly a few times. Then I looked up into his eyes, smiled, and took his stiffening shaft into my mouth.
I looked up at him occasionally and noted that the somewhat deranged look on his face was slowly dissolving as he became more and more aroused. I stopped before he could cum in my mouth and laid back on the carpet in our living room. Spreading my legs in invitation I said, "Fuck me, Andy. Cum in me. Receiving my husband's cum will make my evening complete."
He hesitated at first but, slowly he lowered himself between my legs and, to my surprise, slid his shaft into my ass. There was nothing gentle or loving about his attack. He shoved his dick into me, thrusting forward powerfully. His assault found something deep inside of me and, just as the fifty-seventh man, my husband, shot his load into me I came one more time adding my juice to his.
When we were finished, we lay there in each other's arms for a while before he finally stirred. He raised his weight off of me and, looking me straight in the eyes he said, "You are quite a woman and I'm so lucky to have you for my wife. Let's go get that shower together."
In his way, my husband was telling me that everything was okay.
A few weeks later we received an email from Jake. Attached was the finished video along with a link where it was being made available on the internet. We sat on the couch together as Andy used the laptop to navigate to the website.
They had used one of the last photos to advertise the video, settling on the photo of Andy and I standing beside each other. Andy held the fifty dollars and I had my hand wrapped possessively around his limp dick. They had used a close-up of my pussy dripping cum and even included a picture showing my thoroughly used cunt, my tits covered in cum, and my face with cum dripping from my nose and chin. I looked like the happy, well-used woman I had been.
Andy and I looked at each other. The same thought was probably running rampant in our brains. If you are thinking that we were worrying about how long it might be until someone that we knew saw the advertisement, you would be wrong.
We were resigned to the thought that someone that we knew would see it. What worried us more was who that person might be and what kind of fallout might result. Only time would answer that question.
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My head rocked back and forth each time my husband shoved his dick between my already bruised lips. Cupping the back of my head with his hands, he held me in place as he deepened each thrust until I felt the head of his cock pass the last obstruction and enter my throat.
With my hands tied behind my back, there was little that I could do but ride the roller coaster of my emotions. Feeling helpless and under the control of another was an exquisite sensation, increasing the heat of our lovemaking.
The clamps my husband had tightened onto my nipples added yet another layer to the exhilarating experience of having my face fucked. Every time he slammed his shaft into my mouth, my breasts shuddered, causing my nipples to tingle, reminding me of the presence of those clamps which resulted in yet another sensation threatening to overload my system.
In our day-to-day life, I'm not submissive at all but, when it comes to sex, the sensations I feel when I surrender complete control to my husband are invigorating, alluring me into submission. Fortunately for me, my husband enjoys it when I place myself into his hands, allowing him to restrain me, inflict mild pain, and then use me. It's a win-win situation.
After a few more thrusts, James shoved his crotch against my nose, forcing his dick down my throat one final time. In a moment I felt the surge of his hot cum as it traveled the length of his dick and burst into my mouth and down my throat.
Not to be outdone, I felt my muscles contract as I experienced an orgasm myself. I don't always have an orgasm when he face fucks me but, the nipple clamps had added just enough extra sensation to drive me over the edge. I was glad that I had placed a towel under me. I hate having to clean up a mess.
As I struggled to catch my breath, my husband pulled his softening dick from between my lips. The pain in my abused nipples intensified briefly when he removed the clamps as the blood returned to the tortured flesh. I watched as my flattened nipples slowly resumed their normal shape and pinkish blush.
Rolling on my side allowed my husband to untie my wrists. As soon as my hands were free, I collapsed on the bed, still breathing heavily. The mattress sagged as my husband plopped down next to me.
"Damn, that was good," he said. "I hope I wasn't too hard on you."
"No sweetheart, you weren't too hard on me. You know that restraining me always ramps up the enjoyment, and the nipple clamps added a nice touch but, I still have that feeling that something was missing."
When my husband looked at me, I said, "Don't look so surprised. I think that we've gotten to a point where I want something more."
'Okay," he said in a hesitant tone of voice. "Exactly what do you mean by something more?"
"I don't know. That's part of the problem, isn't it? I mean the sex is great, and I've never loved you more but, after our little escapade with Elise and Tom I've been restless and feeling like we need to make a change in our sex life."
Before I continue, this might be a good time to review a little history in case you are unaware of the larger picture.
My name is Laura and my husband's name is James. We've been married for just over four years and have been very happy. We're compatible in both our personal lives and as lovers.
A few weeks ago, we were drawn into a fantasy that my friend Elise had. For whatever reason, she had a desire to give herself sexually to three black strangers. I think she called it "airtight" - a dick in all holes.
I'm sure some of you will quickly decide that she must be a racist, but you'd be wrong. Elise had heard the same stories almost all white women hear at some time in their lives. You know the one I mean, the story that all black men have huge cocks. Anyway, she wanted to experience being airtight and decided that black men would have the largest cocks she could find.
Surprisingly, her husband Tom was willing to go along with his wife's desires, but he became concerned about their vulnerability when meeting with three men that they didn't know so, he recruited my husband and the husband of another friend to be there just in case things got out of control.
In the ways of men, he decided that everything would turn out better if he made arrangements for our husbands to fuck Elise beforehand. The idea was that, if they had already had her, they would be able to watch her ravishment without wanting to jump in and take part themselves, which would negate the reason Tom wanted them there in the first place.
Tom's logic and the willingness of our husbands to go along with it so that they would get to fuck Elise didn't quite work out the way they expected. When Miko and I found out what our husbands had done, we insisted that either we be allowed to participate, or we would make our husbands miserable for the rest of their lives.
To pay back our husbands, both Miko and I made it appear that we had been overcome by the erotic sensations we felt that night, allowing ourselves to be fucked by the three black guys. During the buildup to the big event, we sucked ourselves some black dick and even allowed ourselves to experience our first black cock.
While the original goal had been to satisfy the "itch" Elise had, it seems that the rash spread and now I had an itch of my own to cure.
That concludes the history lesson and brings us up to date so, let me resume the story.
Once James and I acknowledged that I felt something was missing for me, we began to experiment to try to identify what it might take to soothe my rash.
While I was at work one day, and unbeknownst to me, James had installed a sturdy hook in one of the rafters in our garage. After dinner that evening, he told me that he had a surprise, but he wouldn't tell me what it was. To find out I would have to allow him to place padded leather cuffs on my wrists.
When the cuffs were secured on my wrists, James pulled them together and fastened my wrists together in front of me. Then he led me out into the garage.
As we entered the garage, I could see that he had installed additional lighting and had mounted our camera on a tripod facing the center of the garage. I also noticed some type of small, rectangular platform in the center of the garage which was puzzling until I looked up and saw the hook dangling above the platform.
A light went off in my brain and I realized that he meant to hang me from that hook. Full comprehension came when I realized that the platform could be raised and lowered. I think I may have shivered in anticipation.
James had me kick off my shoes as he led me to the platform. When he urged me to step up on it, I was reluctant because it didn't look too sturdy. After a little more urging, I stepped up on it and found it to be fairly stable.
As I stood there, James engaged some sort of motor that raised the platform about eight inches. Fortunately, that seemed to be high enough for whatever my husband had in mind because he stopped and walked over to the workbench and got a length of rope.
He attached the rope to a clip on my wrist cuffs, tossed it over the hook, and took up the slack, as he began to forcefully pull my arms up over my head. He pulled on the rope to raise my arms as high as possible and then tied off the rope securely. This process only served to stretch my body out, but my feet were still flat on the platform.
As James stepped back, I heard a whirring sound and felt the platform begin to lower. As the rope got tighter and tighter, I was lifted until I was left standing on the balls of my feet.
That was when he removed the camera from the tripod and zoomed in to get a close-up of me. He panned from the hook in the rafter, down to my feet. When he was satisfied, he replaced the camera on the tripod and walked back over to me.
Looking me in the eye, he said, "Now I am going to strip you naked and then do things to you that I have never done before. I'm going to take a video and snapshots of the whole process. Do you want me to proceed?"
Unable to speak, I nodded my head.
"That's not good enough," he said. "The video is running, and I need to hear you verbalize your agreement."
"Yes, oh yes," I said, as I struggled to get my excitement under control.
Just as my husband reached to unbutton my blouse, the doorbell rang. James looked at me smiling, "I'd better get that."
"Wait! What? You can't leave me like this. What if it's someone we know?"
"There's only one way to find out," he said, as he walked from the garage into the kitchen and left me dangling there.
I strained, trying to hear what was going on as he answered the door. Although I was unable to hear everything being said, I did hear one thing that gave me chills. The caller was George, our next-door neighbor. James had told me that George thought that I was hot.
George and his wife have lived next door for a few years now. George isn't what you might consider a manly man. He's more the bookish type, small in stature, he's studious and wears glasses. He teaches English Lit at the local community college. He doesn't act or look like any sort of pervert but let's just say that he wouldn't normally be my choice in a lover.
One afternoon, as James and I were sitting on the back porch, George came out of his back door. When he saw us, he waved and then began to do some gardening.
Although I hadn't had much to do with the next-door neighbors, my husband had helped him with some household repairs one day. When James came back home, he said that he and George had discussed me, among other subjects. The gist of the conversation had been that George thought that I was pretty hot.
They continued to talk for a while and then I finally heard the front door close and the sound of my husband coming closer as he returned to me, but something didn't sound right. I thought, 'Could he be bringing George back here? No way! He wouldn't dare!'
I began to panic when I heard them talking as they walked back to the garage. I twisted and turned, squirming every way I could in an effort to free myself. I even tried yanking on the rope, but it was fastened too tightly.
There was no way that I wanted our next-door neighbor to see me helpless like this. Embarrassing as it was, that's how they found me. Squirming at the end of the rope like a fish on the end of a line, just recently pulled from the water.
When I finally realized that I was getting nowhere and stopped squirming I took a good look at the two of them staring at me with a sly grin on their faces. I scowled back at them demanding, "What?"
George chose that moment to walk around me, giving me a thorough once over. "I dare say, Laura, you look really good like that. The only thing I can think of that would make this a prettier picture is if you were naked." Turning to my husband, he said, "I've always wondered what your lady would look like naked. Some women look hot when they are dressed but not so much nude. How about it, James? Does she look this tasty naked too?"
"No damn way you're ever going to find out, you lecherous pervert!" I yelled. "Tell him, James."
With a mischievous smile, my husband walked up to me, cupped one of my breasts, and said, "Laura you know I think that you are gorgeous dressed or naked." As a satisfied smirk began to cross my face, he continued, "But that is just my opinion. Other men, like George, might think differently."
As I hung there, I watched helplessly as our next-door neighbor reached out and cupped my other breast. I felt a tingle between my legs as each of them found a nipple through my bra and began to pinch and roll the nipple between their fingers. My nipples contracted and hardened just as my sex moistened. I couldn't help myself.
As I said earlier, James and I had talked endlessly in an attempt to discover what it would take to bring the excitement back between us. It looks like my husband had decided that the missing ingredient was another man, a stranger. Well, not exactly a stranger but certainly someone that had never seen me naked or who had never fucked me.
Judging from the response of my body as I stood there, stretched out and vulnerable, he might be right. My head fell back between my arms as I arched my chest forward giving my breasts to them.
I was jolted back to reality when I heard George tell my husband, "This is going to make a great video. I certainly hope that you'll let me have a copy."
"No!" I exclaimed as I began twisting more violently than before.
"I think that can be arranged," I heard my husband say. "Just think Laura. George won't have to wonder what you look like naked when he sees you outside. He'll know exactly what you look like in all your natural splendor and, he'll be able to refresh his memory any time."
Stepping behind me, my husband grabbed my waist saying, "Come on George. Let's get this show on the road. I'll hold her steady while you unbutton her blouse."
Denied my ability to squirm, I could only look down as I watched George begin to unbutton my blouse. My husband had undressed me many times, but it was much more erotic when it was our next-door neighbor. I knew that I would get a tingle between my legs every time I saw him and would remember this day for the rest of my life.
Once my blouse was unbuttoned, George attempted to slip it off my shoulders. His frustration lit a little spark of satisfaction in my soul when he realized that they wouldn't be able to remove my blouse and bra with my hands tied.
I was wrong. I watched in astonishment as my husband went over to his tool bench and picked up a pair of shears he kept there. 'At least this is an old blouse,' I thought as he deftly slit the sleeves, allowing the blouse to drop to my feet.
Without any pause, he unsnapped my bra. When I realized that he would have to destroy the bra too, I cringed. I had just gotten that bra after shopping around to try to save some money. As I heard him snip the straps I told him, "That's going to cost you big time, Buster. I just bought that bra, and its replacement is going to be the best and most expensive one I can find."
I'd been so concerned about the ruined bra that I had forgotten about George, who was, even now, reaching for my bare tits. My head spun around as I felt his hands close around my smallish breasts. As I stood there with our next-door neighbor kneading the soft flesh of my tits, and pinching my nipples he said, "Don't worry about the bra James. I'll be happy to pay for it. Getting my hands on your wife's tits is well worth the cost."
James stepped closer and shoved George's hand off one of my tits and I felt a warm moist sensation as he fastened his lips on my nipple. Not to be outdone, George followed suit and it wasn't long before a soft moan escaped my lips as I hung from the rope writhing back and forth, a soft, warm mouth attached to each nipple. While George used his teeth to tease and nibble, my husband preferred to latch on and then use his tongue to flip my nipple back and forth.
Unable to contain my rising emotions any longer, my body convulsed and trembled as a string of spasms shook me to the core. My body took a little time to relax, and when it did, I realized that I was now hanging from my wrists. Standing upright, I removed the weight from my wrists in time to watch George and my husband exchange a high-five. Men!
"Damn, that was fun!" George enthused. "What's next?"
Once again, my husband walked over to his workbench to retrieve something. I was unable to see what he had picked up until he got closer and then I saw the nipple clamps. I couldn't believe that he was going to put those clamps on me with George watching and I was right.
He gave them to George to put on me while he watched. "These nipple clamps turn her on, George. She likes a little pain so go ahead and tighten them down a bit."
"Are you kidding?" George said excitedly. "I've never used nipple clamps on my wife. Show me how they work."
Once again, my ever-helpful husband jumped into the gap. "This little knurled knob opens and closes the gap between the arms. Just place her nipple between the arms and turn the knob. It's easy. Be sure to tighten them enough to cause her a little pain. Remember, she likes it."
What was about to happen was inevitable, so I watched as George fumbled. First, he pinched my nipple and then placed it between the clamps. Slowly, he began to turn the knob and I watched as the clamps began to close more and more tightly. Unable to stand there quietly any longer, I gasped at the sudden pain as George gave the knob one last twist.
When both clamps were in place, James asked George, "Do you have your phone with you?"
Reaching into his pocket, George produced his phone asking, "Why?"
"I thought you might want a photo as a memento that you can carry with you. I'm going to give you a copy of the video but a photo you can look at any time."
Without needing any additional encouragement, George handed the phone to my husband. I expected my husband to just take a picture of me standing there but George had a different idea. While James brought up the camera app on the phone, George walked behind me, reaching around to cup a breast in each hand.
Emotions surged through me in rapid succession. First, I thought, 'I'm going to think of something painful to pay my husband back for humiliating me like this.'
Then I thought, how much I loved him for enabling me this way. I don't know how I could feel two opposite emotions at the same time but there you are.
As George stood behind me cupping my breasts with a huge, satisfied grin on his face, my husband zoomed in for a shot from the waist up. I've seen the photo, and it was obvious that I was tightly wound up and enjoying myself as I stood there with my next-door neighbor cupping my tits.
When my husband handed back George's phone, George looked at the image and grinned. Thanking James he asked, "What's next?"
My husband, continuing to be helpful, responded, "Well, we've unwrapped the top half."
Looking at me he said, "Sweetheart, our friend George has been so helpful I think we may as well enlist his help finishing the job. I know you've gotten off one time already, but I bet there's more there, and getting you out of your pants and panties would probably help us do the deed."
"No! You never told me that you were going to invite George over. As it is, I'll never be able to look him in the eyes without remembering that he's seen and fondled my tits. That's enough!"
George piped up, "Laura that wouldn't be fair. How the hell can you expect James to throw me out now that you and I have become such great friends?"
With a mischievous twinkle in his eyes, my husband responded, "He's got a point dear. He wants to see the rest of your charms and I want to see how you react. You might decide that you like showing yourself to George. Maybe you'll decide you want him to come back and visit more often."
As the two men reached for me, I began to squirm, kicking my legs violently. "James, you bastard. Just remember, you're dealing with the Queen of paybacks, and I will get you when you least expect it. You're going to pay dearly if you do this."



I would soon be nude in front of our neighbor, George. Still, I didn't intend to make it easy for them even though I knew it wouldn't take them long to thwart my efforts. Deep down inside me was a realization that I was enjoying the mini-conflict going on in my head. Worse than that, I was excited about being nude in front of George. The fact that I was being forcibly exposed was a cover for my inner desires.
The beginning of the end came quickly when I kicked out at my husband, and he grabbed my ankle. "Get the other leg, George," he shouted. In a moment, it was all over. I found myself hanging from my wrists while my husband controlled both of my legs.
"Come on, George. Get a move on and get those pants loose before she decides to start kicking again."
I felt George's hands at my waist as he fumbled with the button and zipper of my jeans. Suddenly, the pressure at my waist was released and my pants came loose. George fumbled as he wrestled my tight jeans down from my waist and over my tight round little ass.
Once my pants cleared my ass my husband began to slide them down my legs toward my ankles. One at a time, he loosened his grip on each ankle and slid my jeans off, dropping them on the floor.
At this point, I hung there dressed only in the red bikini panties I had put on that morning after my shower.
Part of me hoped that my husband would call a halt to my humiliation, and part of me also knew that I would never forgive him if he did. My original resistance was a thing of the past. Now I desperately wanted to see how it would feel as my neighbor George, got a look at my most private parts.
My introspection was interrupted when James piped up. "Come on George. We've come this far. You're not going to wimp out on me now, are you?"
For the first time, George faltered. "I don't know, James. Maybe we shouldn't. I mean, I want to. Hell, who wouldn't want a look between your wife's legs but..."
'George you bastard,' I thought. 'If you quit now, I'll break both of your legs myself.' I was well and truly caught up in what was happening. I can't tell you how much I wanted to watch George as he caught a look between my legs. I knew that he'd see my wet crotch and, damn it, I needed to be exposed. I hoped that he'd do more than that; I was hot.
Once again, my husband broke into my thoughts. "George, get those panties off of her. Let's get a look at what you came for."
When I heard that, I knew that I'd been set up. George knocking at our door hadn't been an accident. It had all been arranged. I almost laughed. My husband had known what our sex needed, and what was missing for me. I owed him one.
I jumped when I felt George's fingers slip between the smooth skin of my hips and the elastic of my panties. In moments the little red bikini panties had joined my jeans on the floor.
Now that I was naked, I wondered what else James had in mind. By this time, I was ready for anything.
"Come here George," my husband ordered.
I watched George as he walked down to stand beside my husband. His eyes never left me. When he got there, my husband gave him one of my ankles saying, "Okay George. This is the moment you came for. Let's really spread 'em. We'll open her wide and enjoy the view.
I stared at George as the two men slowly levered my legs wide apart, widening the gap at my crotch until I felt the cool air touching my pussy lips. They pulled my legs wider still until I felt the lips of my pussy spread revealing all.
The look on George's face was pure rapture as he gazed between my legs and into the soul of my being.
It's hard to express the range of feelings that rushed through my mind. Of course, I felt humiliated. What woman wouldn't find it humiliating to be shamelessly displayed in this manner?
I felt degraded too. That's right, it was degrading to be looked on as a piece of meat, a sex object, but damn, women were sex objects, and it was exhilarating to be viewed as one.
My feelings of humiliation and degradation were just a small part of the turmoil boiling through my mind. It felt like there was a furnace between my legs, and I wanted George to look. If I was honest, I wanted to sample George's dick and I realized that I would be seriously pissed off if things ended this way. As the two of them stood there staring I took note of their bulging crotches and felt good about my immediate future. After all of this, I needed to be fucked.
I watched as my husband looked at George. "Well? What do you think?" he asked.
Acting like he'd never seen a pussy before George responded, "I think it's beautiful. My wife doesn't shave hers. I love how the inner lips are just barely peeking out. She's beautiful."
I'm not sure what my husband thought about George's comments but, he certainly stroked my ego just a little.
When James saw what George was up to, he took my ankles and spread my legs as wide as possible, giving George access to my pussy. I quivered as I felt George's hand moving higher until he found the prize between my legs.
My body jumped when I felt him intimately probing my sex. This man whom I hardly knew, was fondling my most prized possession causing a chill to run up my spine. As I looked down, I watched as his head disappeared, ducking down under my legs. A moment later, his head rose up between my legs and he clamped his lips onto my pussy. I shuddered when his tongue shoved into my cunt as far as he could possibly get it.
A moment later he pulled back and began to use that amazing tongue to lap at my slit. For just a moment I felt his tongue at the base of my pussy and then it slid all the way up my crack. Over and over, he lapped at my sex, driving me higher and higher.
Finally, he pulled back and I felt him resume his digital manipulation of my sex. His gently exploring fingers deftly pulled my pussy lips apart and he inserted first one, then two fingers into my heated sex. He kept probing until he was able to get four fingers inside me.
While he worked on me, he kept looking back at my husband, as if he was seeking his approval for what he was doing. I wasn't sure what was going on, but when I heard my husband say, "Go ahead," I knew. George was going to try to fist me. No one had ever done that to me before.
I had seen it done in videos, so I knew what was about to happen, but my emotions were just a bit conflicted. I didn't think that being fisted was something most women experienced. Like so many things that I seemed to be doing lately, this also created conflicting emotions. One side of me wanted to experience this new sensation, but the modern woman in me rebelled at being used. Eroticism; excitement; degradation; stimulation and humiliation; my emotions were a jumble.
And suddenly, it just didn't matter anymore as I felt his whole hand enter my vagina. I could feel it when he closed his fist and began to push it back and forth within my body. It felt like nothing I had ever experienced before. I was grateful that George was a little below average for a man with correspondingly small hands. Still, the sensation of being filled as he moved his fist back and forth was overwhelming.
When he finally removed his hand, I felt a terrible emptiness and then I felt the cool air as it entered my gaping pussy. It's impossible to explain my feelings, words just don't do justice to the emotions in my mind, and the stimulation between my legs.
I thought, 'Bless you dear,' when my husband said, "Want to fuck her?"
You could have knocked George over with a feather. "What? You'd let me fuck her? What if she doesn't want me to fuck her?"
I bet you thought my husband was going to give his approval, didn't you? Well, he didn't, bless him. His comment was short and to the point: "Ask her."
George's jaw dropped as he turned to me, the words on the end of his tongue, but I was honestly afraid that he wouldn't be able to get them out. "Laura, could I; can I; I mean, would you let me fuck you?"
'Oh George, if you only knew how much I needed someone, anyone to fuck me right now,' I thought.
"George, I'm going to explode if one of you doesn't put your dick into me soon. I can fuck my old man any time so why don't you do the honors?"
George recovered his sanity pretty quickly and realized that he needed to get it in gear, or he might miss his chance. He looked at James saying, "Her hands are tied."
"So, they are and they're going to stay that way. This is all about her being used by a strange cock. Get your dick out and I'll give her legs to you. You can hold her up and fuck her as she hangs here."
Without wasting any more time George unzipped his fly and took his manhood out. Once released from its confinement it stood up proud. His cock wasn't as thick as my husband's, but it was pretty long. Maybe nine inches or so. It wouldn't stretch me but, I had no doubt that it would tickle the deepest recesses of my love canal.
Stepping forward, he wrapped his arms under and around my knees. From that position, he had complete control and he moved in quickly to establish his dominance. I felt the head of his cock brush my pussy and groaned in frustration when it pulled away.
He shifted me around and, found his target once again and, this time he pushed, forcing the head between my pussy lips. Without pausing he shoved his long tool all the way into my already well-lubed pussy.
The man was an animal, pounding into me like a jackhammer. Time and time again, he slammed into my mound forcing me to grunt from the impact. Everything they had done to me already had me flying high and in just a few moments I felt a response growing in my guts.
A couple more strokes were all it took to drive me over the edge, and I erupted like a volcano, releasing a torrent of woman juice coating his cock and the front of his pants.
Not to be outdone, he slammed into me one final time and proceeded to spasm over and over again, pumping his hot sticky cum into my belly. When he was done, he continued to rest with his shaft buried deep inside me until it finally began to shrink, and he pulled back. Gently he released his hold on me and helped me to stand as if he thought I might fall over.
His thoughtfulness was on point because I surely would have collapsed if my hands hadn't still been tied over my head. It was just as well because my legs simply weren't up to carrying the load and I just sagged there, completely spent.
That was when my husband came to me and lifted me, tenderly holding me upright until I could support myself. Then he gently unfastened my wrists and lowered me to a standing position as I stepped off the platform where I had been the whole time.
George was doubled over and still breathing heavily. "I've never experienced anything like that in my life. James, I don't know how to thank you. Laura, you'll always occupy a special place in my heart. I'll never forget what we just did."
"George, I think that you'll need to stick around for a while longer," James said, glancing down at the front of George's pants. We all looked at the same time, noticing the damp stain on the front of his pants from my gargantuan explosion earlier.
"While we wait, I'm going to use my lady to get some satisfaction for myself." As James said that he reclined on an old blanket he had found in a back corner of the garage. "Come on Laura, climb aboard and show us what kind of moves you've got."
I was more than willing to indulge my husband. Even though I still wasn't fully recovered from the fucking that I had just received, I wanted more.
I straddled my husband's hips and lowered myself toward him, guiding his rigid tool toward my waiting pussy. As I felt the head of his dick spread my lips, I continued to lower myself until I was resting against his crotch, completely impaled on his manhood.
At first, I just raised and lowered my body, sliding my slit along that wondrous member. Remembering my husband's admonition to "show us what kind of moves you have," I lowered myself as far down as possible and began to move back and forth.
When I heard my husband groan, I knew that my strategy was getting to him. That's when I improvised and began to incorporate a circular motion into the mix.
I was feeling pretty proud of myself when he reached up, placed his hands behind my neck, and pulled my head down for a kiss. 'How romantic,' I thought. My romantic thoughts evaporated when I felt his legs lift and slide over mine. Just as he used the strength in his legs to pull my legs apart, he tightened his grip on my head, immobilizing me.
I stiffened and began to thrash around when I heard him call out to George.
"Hey, George, if you're interested, her ass is wide open and waiting for a dick. Shuck your clothes and let's give her a good workout."
As I struggled, trying to break my husband's hold on me I heard George gasp, "Oh shit." The next thing I heard was the sound of his clothes hitting the floor at my feet.
Suddenly, I found my voice. "Damnit, George, don't you dare. No one has ever had my ass except James and I want to keep it that way. Besides that, I've never been double penetrated before either."
George hesitated and I could hear the uncertainty in his voice as he said, "James?"
"Sweetheart, you should've just gone along for the ride. George, you're going to need to lube up and I don't have anything available out here but wheel bearing grease. While that might work, I don't think it would be a good idea.
"Anyway, she's well lubed with pussy juice, George so just put your cock into her pussy with mine and we'll double fuck her that way first."
I felt George kneel between our entwined legs forcing them farther apart.
"James, you bastard, I can't take both of your cocks in my pussy at the same time. What the hell is the matter with you?"
"Laura, you just had George's fist in your pussy, and women have babies all the time. I can assure you; both George's fist and a baby are much larger than our two cocks. You like a strange dick. Now you'll experience a strange fuck. Just relax and let it happen. You'll like it."
How I hate it when a man is right. It took George a little effort, but soon I was treated to the unique sensation of two different cocks as they sawed back and forth within my pussy. I have never done anything so erotically degrading. My inner slut was now fully in control.
They continued to fuck me like that for several minutes when I felt the sensation building deep in my being. Suddenly, a gusher erupted from within my depths, bathing all three of us in warm slippery fluid.
I barely heard my husband as he instructed George to fuck my ass but hear him I did, so I did my best to relax my anal muscles as I felt the head of George's long slim cock slide past my sphincter. He continued to add pressure until finally, his whole nine-inch cock was buried in my ass.
The sensation was different. Having two dicks in my pussy had given me a similar feeling of fullness but, all of the other sensations had been focused on my pussy. Being double penetrated with a cock in my pussy and a second one in my ass added new sensations that were decidedly not the same.
My husband's movement was somewhat limited since he was carrying all of my weight but, he managed to move his shaft in my pussy a little. George felt no such restriction as he began to shove his cock up my ass like a battering ram.
"George," I grunted. "I haven't any idea about your normal sexual prowess but, you better be man enough to cum in my ass if you ever want to visit here again in this lifetime."
He responded between gasps, "Not to worry, Laura. You're just about to get all I have," he said, as I felt hot cream pumping into my ass.
"Me too," shouted James from under me.
"And that makes three," I said as I came for the second time in just a few minutes, and then I collapsed.
George did his best to keep his weight off of us as we all lay there gasping, trying to comprehend what had just happened. Finally, I felt George back away, as his softening dick slid from the tight confines of my ass.
A few moments later, James released my neck and kissed me warmly. When he untwined his legs from mine, I rose to my knees and then stood. Still somewhat shaken, I felt the cum dripping from my pussy and my ass as it began to dribble down my inner thighs.
James rose and we all stood there looking at each other. As if on cue, we all three began to smile. George reached for his phone and took several photos of me as I stood there, legs slightly parted, cum sliding down my inner thighs, and a huge Cheshire cat smile on my face. Completely satisfied - emotionally, erotically and physically.
Always a braggart, James just couldn't help himself. "That's not Laura's only talent. She's a hell of a cocksucker. She can drain the cum from a dick faster than any other woman I have known. I'd get her to show you, but I don't think that even she could drain more from either of us now."
George was the first to catch his breath when he blurted out, "Holy shit! Is she always this submissive? Does she do whatever you tell her to?"
My husband chuckled. "Hell no." Still laughing he said, "She hardly ever does what I tell her to. I think she's just being grateful to me for getting her fucked. She claims that something has been missing from our lovemaking. We get it on often enough and both of us are usually satisfied at the end of the day.
"We've been trying to figure out exactly what it is that she feels is missing. So far, she has been unable to put her finger on the problem, so I decided an experiment was in order. You were it. I think that she gets off on being used by the strange dick of a man that she hasn't had sex with before."
When I heard what James said, I realized that he was exactly right. This is what had been missing. I didn't just want to be fucked or just experience a variety of different lovers on a repeating basis. I wanted new and strange meat regularly.
"Since you had made it clear that you found my wife desirable, it seemed like an experiment with you was in order. Laura didn't know what I had planned so it came as a surprise to her. I think the front of your pants is a clear indication that my plan worked."
George frowned at this saying, "How can you accept being cuckolded by your wife?"
I turned to George to address him directly. "I don't cuckold my husband."
George smiled, "Really?"
I confronted him directly, "Look George, I don't fuck around on my husband. Do we include other men in our lovemaking? Yes, so I guess it depends on how fine a line you want to place on the definition of cuckold.
"You may see it differently. If I were to see you individually and fuck you, I believe that would make James a cuckold. When James and I decide to include you in a sexual tryst we don't feel that meets the qualifications."
My husband jumped into the conversation saying, "What's important to me is that I don't feel like I'm being cuckolded. Laura doesn't have sex with other men outside our relationship. I'm not placed in a subservient position or humiliated in any way. We are equal partners with the other men in all that we do. I don't get my rocks off by just watching my wife being used, although it is as erotic as hell. I am an active, willing participant."
"I guess it is all a matter of opinion and the opinion shared by Laura and I is the only one that matters. To answer your question, yes, you may be invited back but both Laura and I will agree, or you won't be invited back. Just remember that she gets much more turned on by a new cock, not so much with one that she's had before.
"Hey guys, I didn't mean any disrespect. I guess I should have asked how you can share your wife with other men and not get jealous."
My husband answered, "That's a fair question, George. It's not one that I can readily answer. I'm just not a jealous person. I receive gratification when my wife is sexually happy, and if that involves her having sex with other men from time to time, I'm good with that."



During our conversation, George had been getting dressed, preparing to return home when James asked, "Since this may well be your last opportunity to enjoy my wife would you like another picture to remember our little tryst by?"
"Hell yes," was the immediate response.
"Okay. You two stand together. Laura, get his dick back out and hold onto it like you own it. That's it. George that's hot as hell what with you being dressed and her standing next to you nude and holding your cock like that. You can even see the cum between her legs and your pants are still damp.
"Smile."
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WARNING: This story contains scenes including reluctance and interracial sex. If these subjects offend you then you should find another story to read.
NOTE 1: This story takes place in a fantasy world, a world where there are no STIs or unwanted pregnancies. The characters and experiences herein are a complete work of fiction.
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INTRODUCTION: This story is a continuation of the saga of Pat and her husband Steve, an adventurous middle-class couple who find black-on-white sex extremely erotic. Pat is an attractive, well-proportioned blonde and her husband Steve is a handsome man with a muscular physique.
Pat’s Exhausting Shopping Day
Steve wasn’t up yet allowing me to enjoy these few precious moments alone. The fresh coffee tasted wonderful as I mentally reviewed my plans for the day. From time to time I need to get out of the house on my own and today was going to be one of those days.
Steve and I had been invited to a party this weekend which gave me the perfect excuse to take a trip to town to look for a new dress. Smiling, I added new shoes that matched the dress to my list. A new dress and shoes were my priority for the day but, after that, I wasn’t the least bit averse to checking out any store that I found interesting.
It was likely that I would still be out around lunchtime so I anticipated stopping somewhere for lunch. There were a couple of new restaurants that I was considering but, I would wait until later to make my choice. My lunch plans would be dictated by where I was when the urge to eat overwhelmed my shopping desires. All in all, I was looking forward to a fun, relaxing day.
My husband Steve walked into the kitchen just as I finished my second cup of coffee. I love the way he looks in the morning. His hair was disheveled and he was wearing just his pajama bottoms. His bare feet slapped on the floor as he stepped up to the kitchen counter and poured himself a cup of coffee.
As he raised his cup to his lips, he looked over the rim and gave me a thorough once-over. “What are you all dressed up for?”
A hint of frustration entered my voice as I responded, “Steve, I told you last night that I was going shopping today. I need a new dress and shoes for the party on Saturday. I don’t know why I bother telling you things since you never listen to what I say.”
“I heard you. I’m just not convinced that you need a new dress. Have you looked in your closet lately? You don’t need to go shopping. You look beautiful, sexy, and desirable no matter what you’re wearing. Hell, you don’t even need clothes to look good, so why in the world do you need more? Your closet is full now.”
Steve had a ritual and we had to go through it every time I wanted to buy a new outfit. My husband felt obligated to object every time, so I simply smiled and let him vent. We both knew that I was going shopping no matter what he said but he felt the need to rant a little so I continued to smile and humor him.
“Have you bothered to take a look in the mirror? You’re going shopping wearing a strapless red dress I’ve never seen before. I bet this is the first time you’ve ever worn that dress. Why in the world do you need another dress? You could wear that little number this weekend and all the women would be jealous and the men would be tripping over their tongues.”
“Of course you’re right sweetheart. You usually are, but I know you want me to outshine all those other women. Besides, I could use a little time to myself. Pretend that I’m going golfing like you do. My new dress and shoes probably won’t cost as much as the fees you pay when you and the guys take off for the day.”
“Well, since you put it that way.” he said, “Maybe I’ll call one of my friends and see if we can get a tee time at the new golf club.” He leaned in and kissed my cheek he said, “Have fun.”
Heading for the door before he could change his mind, I smiled back at him, “I should be home before dinner.”
I was thankful that this wasn’t a school day which meant that most soccer moms would stay close to home. As a result, I didn’t have much trouble finding a parking spot near where I wanted to shop.
My first stop was a little dress shop I had frequented several times before. A salesperson greeted me as I walked in the door and offered to assist me. I declined her help, preferring to search the racks myself. I only found one dress that interested me but when I tried it on it didn’t make me feel special so I reluctantly left it with the lady in charge of the changing room.
I enjoyed the walk to the next store. It was a lovely day today, the sun was shining and the temperature was mild and pleasant.
My second stop was more encouraging. I found three dresses that I liked but only one that I thought looked good on me. My spirits lifted knowing I could be happy with this dress, but I decided to go to a new shop that I had heard about but never visited. If I didn’t find anything better I would return and get this dress. The salesperson was very helpful and agreed to hold the dress for the rest of the day.
I almost changed my mind when I saw the third shop. A friend had suggested the store but it didn’t look too promising. I considered leaving but, I trusted my friend so, I put my first impressions aside and entered the store.
The store was unlike any store I had ever patronized before. It was small and cramped, with so many racks of clothing stuffed inside that you could hardly move around. In a word, it was “wonderful”.
I must have wandered those cramped aisles for an hour before I saw what I had been looking for. I’d never owned a dress that shade of blue before but, when I put it on it made me glow. It fit perfectly and I knew it was exactly what I had been looking for.
I was so pleased with the new dress that I floated out of the store on a cloud of expectations knowing that I would be successful in my hunt for the perfect pair of shoes. How could I fail?
Feeling the first pangs of hunger, I began to look for a place to eat.
This morning it had been cool when I left the house, but now the bright sun had warmed things up considerably. Thankfully, the store where I bought my lovely blue dress was willing to deliver it so I wasn’t forced to carry any bags with me as I looked for a place to eat.
A few minutes later I stumbled across a new restaurant that had just opened. On a high because of my successful hunt for a new dress, I was more than willing to take a chance. The dark cool atmosphere inside was a pleasant change from the rising temperature outside. A young lady met me just inside the door and guided me to a seat at a small table for two.
It took a few moments for my eyes to adjust to the cool shadows inside. While I waited, I perused the menu. After finding something that I liked, I took time to look around. It was a small place with only five small two and four-seat tables and three booths along one wall next to a waitress station.
It only took a few moments to examine the small space. Soon afterward, the waitress arrived and asked what I wanted to drink. While she was there I gave her my complete order for an unsweetened iced tea, half a ham sandwich, and a cup of cream of potato soup.
I resumed looking around the restaurant now that I had more time and wondered if I might have made a bad decision to come here. It was just after noon and there were only a few other customers. The place certainly wasn’t alive with activity. There were only two customers, a couple across the room and a single black man sitting just a few tables away from mine.
As I waited for my food to be prepared I realized that the black man was staring at me. His attention had already made me a little uncomfortable, and I became more concerned when I watched him arise and walk toward my table. As he approached my table, he stared intently down at me and asked, “Don’t I know you?”
When I looked up, I took a moment to study him. I noticed that he was handsome and muscular, but not overdone. Judging from his looming presence, I assumed he must be over six feet tall. The overall effect was quite pleasing.
“I don’t think so,” I replied.
“I’m almost sure I’ve seen you someplace before.”
“I don’t mean to seem rude, but I’m pretty sure I would remember if I had met you before.” He was making me nervous.
Shaking his head, he turned towards his table, but stopped, turned back to me, and said, “It’ll come to me.”
A moment later my waitress arrived with my meal. The food was good but I wasn’t enjoying it because of my encounter with the stranger who continued to glance at me. I was relieved when he finally rose, paid his bill, and left without looking my way.
With the disturbing stranger gone, I relaxed and enjoyed the rest of my meal. Even so, something about him had set my nerves on edge.
If you don’t already know, I am one of those white women who get aroused at the thought of having sex with black men, but I much prefer a more controlled situation. Meeting them on the street when I am alone or away from home generally makes me very nervous, and this was no exception.
The soup and sandwich had been surprisingly good and now, feeling more relaxed, I paid my bill and left a generous tip for the waitress. Slinging my purse over my left shoulder, I abandoned the cool comfort of the restaurant to return to a day that had turned even warmer.
As I searched my mind to decide where to shop next I remembered that just down the street there was a boutique I hadn’t visited recently. It was just a short distance away, so I set out to find my shoes. With my mind occupied, thinking about what shoes I might like, I walked past an alleyway without paying attention. Suddenly, a hand grabbed my arm, quickly pulling me into the dark, dank opening.
I was so shocked that I never thought to scream as I found myself relentlessly dragged deeper into the alleyway and behind a dumpster. As I tried to process what was happening, I was surprised to realize that the first thing I noticed was the horrible smell. It must have been rotting food from the restaurant.
If you’re thinking it was odd that the odor was the first thing I noticed while being dragged deeper into the alley, you’d be right. Despite the gloom and darkness, I finally got a good look at my attacker and was surprised to see the black man from the restaurant staring back at me intently. Although his actions had been aggressive he did not look as if he intended to do me any harm now.
“What the hell do you think you are doing” I demanded. “Let me go,” I exclaimed jerking my arm free of his grasp. I started to storm past him but froze when I heard him say, “I know who you are, Pat.”
Suddenly things became clear. For those who don’t know my history, now would be a good time to fill you in.
Several months ago my husband and I got involved with a gang of black thugs. I was forced to submit to the sexual desires of the whole gang. Mind you, neither my husband nor I was totally against what happened, but there were things that I was forced to do that I would not have done under other circumstances.
The Boss and his gang of thugs had forced me to perform in several videos and photo sessions. Every time I was shown being used by numerous black men for their sexual gratification. Over several weeks, both my husband and I had been videotaped performing all kinds of kinky sexual acts involving The Boss and most, if not all of his gang members. The Boss had sold these tapes and photos and used the money to fill his pockets.
One night, after being used by several black men, The Boss forced my husband to hold me down as my nipples were pierced. When that was done, a tattoo artist had been instructed to tattoo “Black” just over the nipple of my right breast and “Owned” over the left nipple. Under normal circumstances, a regular bra covered the tattoos but if I wore a pushup bra or a halter top, it was possible to see the words tattooed on my breasts.
As if that hadn’t been humiliating enough, the artist had added the spade playing card symbol with a “Q” inside it, signifying that I was a “Queen of Spades”, on the mound of my shaved pussy just over the top of my crack. The Queen of Spades tattoo made it impossible for me to wear a low-cut bikini.
Although I enjoyed having sex with black men the symbol carried a further obligation. It signified that I was available to be used by any black man who demanded my services. I would not normally have agreed to such an arrangement, but I understood that there would be consequences if I failed to comply and, so far, I had been unwilling to discover what those consequences might be.
When The Boss finally got arrested and his gang dispersed, the arresting officer, Officer Smith found the damning video evidence of my husband and me, then he used it to force us to continue with my degradation. Hell, there was even a calendar out there with twelve months of me being used by mostly black strangers.
Since this stranger knew who I was, it was obvious that he must have seen either a video or photos of my interracial escapades.
This man could have seen the materials available in hard copy or on the internet. From there it would have been pretty easy to have learned my name since little to no effort had been made to hide my identity.
“What are you talking about? What do you want,” I sputtered.
“I’ve seen your videos, and I know what you do. You fuck black men. You’re a Queen of Spades, available to all black men. Do you deny it?”
Still at a loss for words, I just stared at him, desperately trying to find a way out of the situation and the alley but he had me cornered behind this dumpster. As I looked around for some way out he continued talking.
“I hope you realize that I have no intention of hurting you but, if I am correct, I have every intention of using your lovely body for my enjoyment and filling your cunt with my seed, so here’s the deal.
“I’m going to have a look and see if you have the Queen of Spades tat on your pussy. You can fight me or you can make it easy. It’s up to you but, either way, I’m going to get a look at your pussy.
“If I’m wrong, you’ll still have a choice. I can walk away and we will both forget that this ever occurred. I’m not a rapist and I have no plans to take advantage of an innocent woman. Or you could start to scream and cause a commotion but I’ll probably be long gone before anyone arrives and what will you tell them? That a strange black man told you to expose your pussy, which you did, but he did nothing else.
They’ll want you to show them your pussy, and when you do, they’ll see your Queen of Spades tat and laugh at you and forget about the whole thing so you will have embarrassed yourself for nothing.
“What’s it going to be?”
The thought of being used sexually by this unknown man was morally abhorrent to me yet it was so damn erotic at the same time that I felt my nipples harden just thinking about it.
As I stood there I thought about how pathetic I was. I don’t seek out these situations but somehow, they just seem to happen, and when they do, I’m always disturbed by my involuntary reaction. I shouldn’t like being used by any damn black man that comes along but, I couldn’t ignore the thrill I got when it happened.
I could already feel the blood flowing into my pussy lips and my juices beginning to flow as I contemplated feeling a new, strange cock sliding into me.
I looked down at my dress and then up at him. Capitulating, I slowly grasped my skirt and began to raise the hem. Grasping the cloth in each hand, I slowly gathered my skirt at my waist. I felt the cool air brush my thighs as the hem of my skirt passed over my knees and started up my thighs. Once again, I questioned my decision not to wear underwear this morning.
I watched the man watching me and saw his eyes widen as my skirt rose, exposing my thighs. He seemed to be holding his breath in anticipation. I could see a clear and very pronounced bulge in his pants.
Finally, I crushed the hem of my skirt at my waist and stood there, my shaved pussy exposed showing my mark of ownership to the black man. The spade-shaped tattoo outlined in black with a capital “Q” inside proclaimed for all to see that I was a Queen of Spades, a white woman, a slut who fucks black men on demand.
“Beautiful,” was the only word out of his mouth for several moments. It was as if we were both suspended in time. Then he said, “I guess that proves I was right doesn’t it, Pat? Nice of you not to wear any underwear.”
He finally tore his eyes away from my exposed womanhood and smiled. He was in control and knew it. “Drop the skirt,” he said. “I want to get a first-hand look at those fabulous tits of yours.”
Doing as I was told, I released my skirt, allowing it to fall. “I’m glad that dress is strapless,” he said as he reached for my bodice. He tugged my dress down, releasing my full tits.
I shivered as the cool breeze caressed my full breasts and, as I stood there, exposed to this man, I felt my nipples harden. I felt shame having been exposed this way. I didn’t know this man and yet, I had shown him my pussy and now his eyes were focused hungrily on my tits.
On numerous occasions I had wondered what kind of woman I was, or had become, to find it liberating to expose myself to strangers. More importantly, what drove me to prefer black men? The contrast of black hands on my body or watching a black man as he stepped between my legs, and then feeling his hard cock as it slid into my pussy, was the most erotic thing that I could imagine doing. I often wondered what had made me this way.
When he had my tits free, he stared at them noting the pierced nipples but, I knew he was more interested in the tattoos. Over my right nipple the word “Black” was tattooed and “Owned” was tattooed over my left nipple. Any doubt that I would allow him to fuck me, had been erased by what he had just seen.
“Can I go now,” I asked, hopefully.
“Oh no. Not on your life. We’re going to have some fun first. On your knees, Pat,” he barked.
I reached for the bodice of my dress to pull it up but was stopped by his command.
“No! I like looking at your tits. Especially the “Black Owned” part. Leave them out while you do your work on my cock.”
I started to ask what he meant by “work on my cock,” but decided to just get it over with. I knew what he wanted and I also knew that a part of me wanted to suck his dick.
So I did his bidding and knelt there in the dirt and debris of this alley, behind a trash dumpster like some kind of common street whore. It’s strange. Knowing that I was an upper-middle-class married white woman made what I was about to do more titillating than if I had been a whore.
I looked at the bulge of his crotch and tried to imagine what I would find there. Unzipping his pants, I reached inside and grasped his hard shaft. It took some effort to release his stiff rod since it was awkward to remove in its hardened state. Finally successful, I released his black shaft into the light of day and found myself staring down the barrel of a one-eyed monster.
I wrapped my hand around his rigid rod and felt it stiffen even more. I noted the pulsing veins that ran the length of his instrument of love, ending in a bulbous head that was a dark purple. Almost like magic, a small drop of precum formed at the eye of the monster, causing me to flick my tongue out to taste him. Mmm, I thought. Salty and musky. Not bad.
As I parted my lips and moved forward, I felt the head pass my lips and enter my warm moist mouth. I enjoyed the feeling of fullness as I continued to move forward until I had all I could handle in my mouth. With his manhood well seated between my lips, I looked up to see his response. I was pleased to see the closed eyes and the half smile of satisfaction, and then his eyes opened and the smile widened.



As I backed up, sliding my lips along that wondrous tool, I used my tongue to probe the one-eyed monster, now blinded in the lightless cave of my mouth. I stopped just before he popped out of my mouth and reversed direction, sliding down his cock’s silky length. I continued this process for several minutes, making oral love to his rod.
I enjoy giving head and I enjoy doing deep throat but I had not intended to share that pleasure with this man who was taking me unwillingly. Okay, I didn’t intend to but I’m weak-willed.
The next time I slid my lips along the length of his cock I paused when I felt the head bump into the back of my throat, then I continued to push forward while I tried to swallow. The combination allowed his shaft to move into my throat, letting him slide his cock into my mouth until I felt my nose crush itself against his groin, his kinky black hair tickling my lips and nose.
A few moments later he held my head between his hands. At first, I thought that he was going to force me to keep his cock buried to the hilt, but I was wrong. Instead, he held my head as he removed his stiff shaft from between my lips releasing a sigh as he did so. ‘Damnit,’ I thought. I had been trying to get him to cum so that we could end this thing. No such luck.
As he pulled back, he exclaimed, “Shit! I was just about to shoot my load. At first, all I wanted was a blow job, but while you did your magic on my dick, I realized that I wanted to add my name to the list of blacks that you’ve fucked. Get up off your knees, turn around, and bend over.”
When I stood, I started to pull my top up to cover my breasts. When he saw what I was doing he ordered me to stop. “Leave them out. I love the way they hang.”
With a resigned sigh, I turned and bent over at the waist. As soon as I did so I felt my skirt being thrown up over my waist exposing me from the waist down.
Placing one hand on my hips to steady me, he stepped forward until he found the entrance to my cunt with the head of his dick. I felt the head of his cock, which had so recently been between my lips, slip between my other lips.
My pussy was already wet so there wasn’t any problem accepting this new invasion. There wasn’t any gentleness involved as I felt the head of the one-eyed monster enter me. Without any pause, the rest of his shaft was forced deeply into my sex eliciting a grunt from me as he bottomed out. I was so wet that there was hardly any resistance at all. I couldn’t help it, I sighed as his manhood filled me.
After the first thrust, he rested a moment, and then he began to pound his meat into me in a repetitive fashion reminiscent of a jackhammer. The pounding taking place in my pussy bounced my body around making my head appear as if I was on one of those bobblehead dolls.
Despite that, I continued to do my best to see if anyone else came into the alley. I certainly didn’t have any desire to get arrested for prostitution or any other form of lascivious crime, so I took notice when I saw another man enter the alley and watched as he stopped and looked at us. It wasn’t long before he figured out what we were doing and headed our way. When I realized that he was coming straight towards us, I tried to squirm loose but I was pinned in place by two strong hands holding my hips and the cock buried in my pussy.
The newcomer, clearly a vagrant, was on us in a moment. “What’s going on here? What the hell, you’re fucking her. Man, I haven’t fucked a woman in months. Can I fuck her too?”
His questions flew out in a rush, almost as if he couldn’t wait to ask the next one. Meanwhile, the man behind me kept on pounding my pussy as he replied, “Of course, you can’t fuck her. You do remember noticing that I am currently fucking her don’t you?”
“Well, shit,” the vagrant pouted. “You don’t need to be so greedy. I was just asking.”
“I’m not greedy, I’m just busy. For crimminy sake. Are you blind? Her mouth is available isn’t it?”
“You’d let me do that? I ain’t had a good blow job in weeks either. She looks like she could give a good blow job.”
Unable to do anything else, I prepared for what was coming. I’ll admit that I enjoyed being used by blacks, I’m not sure what that says about me, but I can’t argue with reality. On the other hand, I won’t pretend that I was looking forward to having to suck this vagrant’s cock.
It wasn’t easy to keep an eye on the vagrant. First, it was a strain to just hold my head up and when you added in the pounding I was getting from behind it became almost impossible. I had allowed my head to drop down for just a moment. When I looked up I came face-to-face with a short fat cock.
As soon as I looked up he began to push the head against my lips. As I had expected, an unpleasant odor wafted out from it as he waved it under my nose. At first, I intended to fight the situation but soon realized the futility of resisting what was inevitable.
My inner slut took over, I gave in and parted my lips. When he felt my lips part, giving him access, he shoved his dick into my mouth as far as it would go. I guess he thought I might change my mind. Now I bounced back and forth, alternately filled first by the cock in my pussy and then by the one in my mouth.
Impaled from both ends as I was, my own emotions began to rise. I couldn’t ignore the sensations caused by the dueling dicks. Each one vied for attention, but each demanded my attention differently, and neither one was willing to allow the other dominance.
Finally, I felt my original tormentor tense as he began to shoot his sperm into my waiting sex. I felt each ejaculation, as the warm sticky fluid left his body and entered mine in a dance as old as time.
‘At last,’ I thought. ‘One down and one to go. Now if I can quickly finish this vagrant I can get out of here.’
Ha, ha, boy was I wrong. I was still bent over at the waist, with a cock in my mouth and I was unaware of what had happened behind me. It seems that a waiting line had formed. As soon as the first limp shaft was removed from my pussy I felt new hands grasp my hips and pull me back onto another dick.
This new dick wasn’t as thick as the first but I knew that it was longer when I felt it bottom out against my womb. I marveled at the sensation. It had been a very long time since I had been fucked by a dick as long as this one was.
Moments later the vagrant shoved his rod down my throat and sent streams of hot cum into my belly. When he finally released my head his softening shaft slid from between my lips and shot one final stream of cum onto my face. I felt the sticky liquid run down my cheek and hang from my chin momentarily, finally falling to the ground.
Once again, I anticipated escaping from this smelly alley as I prepared to quickly deal with the dick sliding in and out of my pussy. I turned to look at the man behind me and was shocked to see at least five more men in line. I watched as one of them stepped out of line and approached me as he unzipped his pants. I wasn’t getting out of here any time soon.
My body bounced as the man between my legs shoved his rigid dick deeply into my sex. I continued to watch the elderly man approaching me as he unzipped his pants, removed his hardened rod, and shoved it against my lips. Realizing that I had little choice and little desire to resist, I parted my swollen lips and welcomed this new shaft into my warm, moist mouth.
My body continued to be rocked back and forth as a cock was shoved into my pussy and then one was forced down my throat. They were just reaching a rhythm when I felt the man behind me stiffen and shove his dick as deeply into me as possible slamming his groin against my sex with unexpected force. He groaned loudly and I felt his hot cum spurting into my love canal.
When he finished, he stepped back, his now limp rod slid out of me and I felt cum dripping down my thighs. New hands grasped my hips and yet another cock assaulted my pussy. This new dick wasn’t very long but made up for its lack of length with its girth. My pussy lips stretched wider and wider as this new shaft was forced into me.
When the whole length was finally sheathed within my body I couldn’t contain the satisfied moan that passed my lips. I guess that was enough to trigger the dick that I was sucking because my mouth was suddenly filled with a gusher of cum. I struggled to swallow to keep from drowning as the cum seemed to go on forever. I was unable to handle the volume and some escaped between his shaft and around my lips and dribbled down my chin.
As I struggled to catch my breath, a new dick was jammed against my lips. On automatic now, I parted my lips and felt it slide into my mouth. I opened my eyes and looked up to see a large black man smiling down as he watched his cock disappear between my grasping lips.
I could go on, describing every dick that fucked my pussy or my mouth but that would simply be redundant. I can’t tell you how many men I serviced in that alley.
I know that when there were no more men, I managed to stand up. I was a mess. Cum covered my face and laced itself through my hair. So much cum had leaked out of my pussy and down my legs that I could feel it drying on my legs.
I used my pretty red dress to wipe some of it off but soon realized that I would never get it all and I was just spreading it on the dress I would still have to wear home. Finally, I discovered some foul-smelling rags lying against the wall and used them to clean up what I could from my legs.
I refastened the top of my dress and walked out of the alley. Unable to completely remove the evidence of what I had been doing I decided to make the best of the situation and walked to my car with my head held high. Whenever anyone had the nerve to stare at me I stared right back and they usually looked away.
It seemed to take forever to get back to my car. Once inside I just sat there and tried to recover a little from my experience. I knew Steve had been thinking about heading to the golf club and sincerely hoped he had found a partner and wasn’t home. I didn’t relish walking in and being seen as I looked at the moment. I wanted a chance to throw this dress away and shower the cum off my body and then follow the shower with a long hot soak in the tub.
Now that I was out of that alley and before I went home, I had a chance to think about what had happened. I often come out of these experiences embarrassed and humiliated about what I had done.
As usual, I experienced a range of emotions each time. At first, I would feel shame at being used but that feeling generally didn’t last long. In most cases, it was followed by enjoyment knowing that I was the sexual focus of the men using me. I found pleasure when I was used and degraded, being turned into a whore and a slut raised me onto an emotional high that lasted until we finished.
Then I would be appalled and even amazed at the things I had been willingly complicit in. The range of emotions I felt because of my behavior never ceased to amaze me. I often swore that I would not allow anything like this to happen again yet when it did, I became a willing partner in my degradation.
I finally realized that my circular argument was getting me nowhere and the longer I sat here the more likely Steve would be home when I got there. I started the car and headed home.
Finally, things seem to be going my way. Steve was still out with his friends. If luck remained with me, I would have enough time to shower the cum off and then enjoy a long soak in a hot bath. My pretty red dress hit the trash can and the shoes to match my new blue dress were completely forgotten.
I headed straight for the shower and stripped off the rest of my clothing while the water heated up. With the heat up as hot as I could stand it, I simply stood under the rejuvenating the flow of hot water.
After luxuriating in the cleansing warmth for several minutes I gave my hair complete and thorough washing to remove all traces of cum. As I began to lather of my body I thought I heard the sound of a door closing and moments later Steve stepped into the bathroom.
“How can you stand it in that shower,” he exclaimed. “The fog in here is so thick you could cut it with a knife.”
I laughed and asked him, “how was your golf game?”
“It was great. We went to the new golf club and the greens there are superb. How was your day?”
I smiled, replying, “Pretty boring. I did manage to find a new dress but I wasn’t able to find a new shoes to go with it. Other than that, not much happened. Care to join me,” I asked?
Before I had finished issuing my invitation, the shower curtain was pulled aside and my naked husband stepped into the shower with me. As he stepped up behind me I turned to look over my shoulder and kissed him. His arms went around my body to cup my breasts and finger my well used pussy. I could feel his rock hard penis as it probed the crack of my ass.
In just a moment the head of his cock had found the button of my anus and I felt him begin to push forward. In seconds the bulbous head of his Dick had breached my defenses and began working its way deeper and deeper into my backside.
When his crotch rested tightly against my ass he stopped for just a moment before beginning rhythmically ramming his hard shaft in and out of my defenseless ass hole. I sighed as I the fullness as his rod entered me followed quickly by the emptyness is as he pulled out.
Maybe it had something to do with the new golf course, I’ll never know, but he pounded my ass as if there was no tomorrow. In moments he buried his shaft inside me as deeply as possible and I felt his hot cum pumping into my bowels.
Under other circumstances I might have complained about his lack of concern for my satisfaction, but today, I was happy to escape without him questioning my day any further. Maybe we would talk about it another time.
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Naughty Summer -- The Slut Emerges
WARNING: This story contains scenes including anal penetration, gangbang, interracial sex, and double penetration. If these subjects offend you then you should find another story to read.
NOTE 1: This story takes place in a fantasy world, a world where there are no STIs or unwanted pregnancies. The characters and experiences herein are a complete work of fiction.
NOTE 2: I want to give a huge "Thank You" to Phil Anderer. His expertise as an editor uncovered several things that I had overlooked. The changes and additions that he suggested have resulted in a more cohesive story. Thanks, Phil.
Primary Players:
• Summer -- A young woman in her mid-twenties with two young daughters to support. There is no man in Summer's life and making a living is hard. She met Enrique after she hit his car causing a rear-end accident. Summer is no one's fool and fully realizes that Enrique manipulated her into posing for him, and much more, to avoid having to pay for the damage. Still, she had to admit that, under Enrique's tutelage, she had allowed herself to be used in ways she had only imagined before. And, in the end, Enrique kept his word and had not tried to blackmail her into a continuing relationship.
• Enrique -- An enterprising, and surprisingly, somewhat ethical photographer. His main business is legit, but he is not beyond manipulating a situation and taking advantage when the opportunity arises. Summer is not the first young lady that he has taken advantage of, nor will she be the last. His sideline is porn and he specializes in finding new young ladies to spin into his web.
• Rosa -- Enrique's assistant is a coffee-skinned Latin stunner whose complexion is in stark contrast with Summer's blond hair and pale skin. Rosa is also the first female Summer has ever had sex with.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
I can assure you that my job as a Librarian's Assistant at our local library doesn't include erotic sexual encounters with a roomful of strangers but, the story that I am about to relate begins there a few days ago....
Glancing up at the big clock on the library wall, I mumbled to myself. This day seemed interminable and I'd been ready to go home before I clocked in. Just as I was about to look at the clock again, I was startled by a thunderous crash. Looking for the source of the noise, I noticed two teenagers silently giggling as they hurried out the library doors.
Heading toward the crashing sound, I almost collided with another assistant librarian who was also rushing toward the noise. Looking down the aisle, we could see a pile of books and other reading materials littered all over the floor. I moaned in frustration, recognizing the scattered remains of a display I had just finished assembling this morning.
As I muttered curses at the two youngsters whom I suspected had caused this mayhem, the two of us bent down and began to pick up the debris. With the display restored, I ventured a look at the clock dreading what I would see.
Rebuilding the display had taken longer than I expected and I was now on overtime. It wasn't the extra time that worried me. I needed to get home because my two young daughters would be arriving home from school and there wasn't anyone there to meet them at the bus.
I rushed to the information desk fumbling underneath the counter for my purse. Hastening out the door, I searched inside for my car keys, pushing aside various items until I found them. Fortunately, my clunker of a car started on the first try and I hurridly drove out of the parking lot and headed home.
Today was Wednesday and traffic wasn't as bad as it might have been if it was Friday or a weekend. I was usually a careful driver and I resolved to continue that habit today as I dodged around an elderly man who was driving well below the speed limit. I told myself it wouldn't do my daughters any good if I got stopped for a ticket or even had an accident on the way home.
As luck would have it, I pulled into the driveway of our small rental home just as the bus arrived. A huge grin wiped the worry off my face as I watched my two daughters tumble out the door of the bus. They were talking furiously and only stopped for a moment to wave goodbye to their friends as they turned and broke into a run when they saw me waiting.
The girls almost knocked me over as they rushed up, each one trying to outdo the other as they vied for my attention. I knelt for my customary hug and wondered what in the world had them so excited. They were both babbling and talking over each other so much that it was impossible to understand what they were saying.
We held hands as we walked towards our small two-bedroom house, only pausing long enough for me to find my keys and unlock the front door. Courteous as usual, the girls shoved past me, rushing to get inside while I headed to the kitchen. I wanted a cold glass of tea before I tried to understand what had them so excited.
The two of them followed along behind me dragging their backpacks into the kitchen. Their chatter had died down substantially as I reached into the freezer, dropping ice cubes into a glass and pouring the tea. Glass in hand, I turned to look at them and was rewarded with the vision of two angels, smiling innocently, each one holding out a sheet of paper for me.
A sense of dread began to build as I took a swallow of tea, put the glass down, and reached to take the proffered papers. This time every year, the school tried to take the kids on a day-long outing that usually included one or two educational attractions which always entailed a fee.
I had often wondered if the school officials had any idea how much stress these outings placed on single mothers. Even more importantly, single mothers who were struggling to make ends meet on their own with more than one child and no contributing ex. Silence fell as the girls watched me for any reaction.
I took the papers and read slowly. Just as I thought, the school had plans for next week and, of course, there was a fee involved. Frantically, I did a mental review of my finances and didn't like the results.
One field trip was scheduled for Tuesday and the other was set for Thursday. I wasn't concerned about where they were supposed to be going nearly as much as I was worried about how much it would cost.
Last year the school had done something similar and the girls and I ate a lot of cereal and hot dogs to cut corners but, this was now and everything seemed to cost twice as much as it did last year.
When I saw the amount, I raised my hand to my mouth and fell into a kitchen chair. No way, I thought. I can't afford to send both girls, and it wasn't acceptable to allow one girl to go and deny her sister. Besides, how could I possibly decide which one would be allowed to go, and which one would have to remain at school?
It didn't take long to run through all of the possibilities. As I realized there wasn't any way that I could do this, a little voice in my mind reminded me that there was one way.
Enrique!
My emotions ran hot and cold when I thought of my last experience with Enrique. He was a photographer who ran a small portrait studio in an office park a few miles away. You might say that Enrique and I met by accident. Literally.
While driving my beat up car to a job interview I let my mind wander, allowing myself to follow the car in front of me too closely. Suddenly, brake lights flashed, and the inevitable crash occurred.
While we waited for the police to arrive, Enrique and I exchanged information, and I confessed that I hadn't had sufficient money to renew my auto insurance. While the damage to his car wasn't massive, I was afraid that any repair costs would be out of reach with my limited budget.
As we made small talk, Enrique managed to get me to admit that money was always a problem for a single mother, raising two young daughters. My salary as an Assistant Librarian didn't cover my expenses very well and I had been driving without insurance. Knowing that I was about to get ticketed for causing the accident, Enrique suggested that I could earn some extra money by modeling and, in turn, I could use that money to reimburse him for the repairs.
It had seemed like the answer to a prayer at the time. Later, I found out that I had been set up but, by then it was too late.
The first session was what you might call traditional. Headshots, swimsuit shots, things like that. But, as you might guess, each session became a little more risqué until, finally, I had to admit, we were making porn.
I guess I should consider myself lucky, since Enrique stood by his side of the agreement and released me from my obligation once the repairs were fully paid. I laughed later, realizing that I may have found the only honest and honorable photographer in a dishonest and dishonorable business.
That's probably why I found it easy to contact Enrique the next time that I incurred a financial disaster. Once again, I did what was required and walked away at the end. Each time I walked away, I assured myself that this time would be the last time I would allow myself to be used this way.
That is, until today. Allowing myself to be used as the female object of yet another porn video was the only way I could earn enough money to send both of my girls on their field trip, so I made the call.
After talking to Enrique, I had to admit that I was looking forward to the gang bang I had agreed to do. I'm in my mid-twenties and my relationship opportunities are excruciatingly limited. Besides that, I hadn't had sex with anyone since I made the last video a few months ago. My honest nature forced me to admit that I wanted this for me too. Being the focal point of all that maleness made me feel powerful, and more in control than I was in my daily life.
The next few days passed slowly, allowing me time to review my life choices. I was raised with a religious background and was taught all of the sexual dos and don'ts that are expected of a good girl. The "slut" I portrayed in the videos, is similar to an alter ego. Sensing the unrestrained lust of the men that desired me and knowing that I would be the focal point of all that pent-up emotion provides an unbelievable sexual and emotional high that I find myself unable to resist.
Despite the heady feeling brought on knowing I would be the lust object of a group of strange men, a different part of my mind does feel the degradation and humiliation as a result of what I am doing. In my normal daily life, I find it easy to overcome the desire to be used in this manner, but when my sexual, or in this case financial needs surface, the flames become more than I can bear, and it becomes impossible to ignore my pent up emotions.
Every time that I have allowed my body to be used, I have experienced emotional turmoil because I know that what I am doing is wrong according to the standards set by society. Having sex with a group of strangers is certainly outside the norm. Still, the erotic excitement I feel when I allow myself to be sexually used like this is addictive. For a while, I am able to cast aside those societal restrictions and embrace my "slut" persona.
It's confusing to know that what I intend to do is degrading and humiliating while being erotic and supremely exciting at the same time, yet I can assure you that I feel all of those emotions at once and more.
Moving to the present...
It was after six on a cool fall evening as I headed for the studio. I had just dropped off my precious girls with Mrs. Gibson, a neighbor from down the street. She was a sweet, older woman who adored the girls and welcomed any opportunity to spoil them.
As far as she knew, I had a hot date, so she had agreed to keep the girls overnight. They were thrilled with the sleepover idea. Chuckling to myself, I wondered what she would think if she knew that I was on my way to a gangbang. Nope! Better not to think about that at all.
Instead of thinking about how I had deceived my neighbor, I thought about Enrique and how he had become both the bane and the salvation of my precarious existence.
It was almost dark when I arrived at the studio. As I climbed the steps to Enrique's office, I was surprised when Rosa threw open the door exclaiming, "Summer! It's been so long since I've seen you. We were supposed to get together for lunch and never did." We chatted more as we walked back to the dressing room where Rosa told me to get undressed while she set up my costume for the evening.
What Enrique called a 'dressing room' wasn't much larger than a closet but I managed to get out of my clothes without bumping into Rosa too often. I wondered just what kind of costume a woman who was about to be ravished by numerous men could wear. Once I was naked, I folded my clothes and set them on the only piece of furniture in the room, a metal folding chair.
When I finished and turned to Rosa, I was surprised to see her holding a dog collar and leash. The collar was black and there was a polished gold plate attached to it. Etched into the metal with large letters was the word "SLUT".
"What's that?" I wanted to know.
Rosa grinned at me, "Not much of a costume is it?"
Looking back, I'm not sure why the sight of the collar and leash made me feel so uneasy. Maybe it made me feel more like an object than a woman. The only thing that I can say for sure is that it made me very uncomfortable as Rosa fastened the collar around my neck and clipped the leash to it.
"Let's go," Rosa said as she opened the door and, using the leash, pulled me down the hallway toward the front door of the studio.
Now I was confused. I thought the photo shoot would be here as always. "Where are we going?" I wanted to know.
Rosa was all business now and ignored my question. I shivered as we stepped out into the cooling night air. Fortunately, it was completely dark now so the neighbors would never know that a nude young woman, wearing a "SLUT" collar, and led by a leash had been there.
Leading me to her car, Rosa opened the front passenger door and motioned for me to get in. Confused, and more than a little disturbed by these events, I did as I was told. When Rosa was ensconced in the driver's seat, she started the car. Just before we drove off, she turned to me, smiled, and patted my bare thigh, "You're going to have a great time tonight."
It was just a little strange driving through town as I sat there completely nude. Once again, the early fall darkness shielded me from exposure. The drive was short and soon we pulled up and parked in the well-lit parking lot of a locally notorious sports bar.
Rosa came around and opened my door. Grasping the leash, she urged me to step out into the open. We passed several arriving patrons as we walked across the parking lot. One customer who had been about to leave turned and followed us back inside when he caught sight of me.
The bar was filled with raucous men, several of which were playing pool. Most of them were either at the bar or sitting at one of the numerous tables watching sports on the televisions that were scattered around the room. The place was so full that many of the customers were standing in groups waiting for seating.
Rosa seemed to choose the most circuitous path possible as we headed for a door at the back of the room. As she led me toward the door, she made sure that we passed through or near almost every group of men, pausing often along the way. It seemed like every one of the men managed to get a handful of my tits or slip fingers between my legs. By this time my juices were flowing on overdrive and those who managed to get their hands between my legs found that out quickly enough.
I was almost shivering in anticipation when we finally reached the door. Rosa opened the door, and we stepped into the bar's back room. It was a fairly large room, dingy with painted walls, and linoleum floors.
The first thing I noticed was Enrique, his video camera was up and already focused on me. He had placed other cameras around the room to record what was about to happen from all angles.
The only piece of furniture I could see was a small table in the center of the room. Two burly black men were standing next to the table. The only other items in the room were some lengths of rope and a small pillow on the table.
As Rosa led me over to the table, a number of the men who had been in the bar poured through the door and into the room, filling the space. When we reached the table, Rosa forced me against the edge facing the table. Then she placed the pillow where my hips met the edge and said, "Bend over."
As I bent over, she placed the pillow under me at the edge of the table. She handed the leash to one of the men who pulled the leash down, forcing me to bend all the way over the table. Then he fastened the leash on something under the table, holding me in that position.
Next, each of the men placed padded cuffs on my wrists and then tied one end of a rope to the cuff. The rope was pulled down and firmly tied to a table leg. The table was narrow enough that my head hung over the edge. The chain clipped to my collar was loose enough to allow me to lift my head, but my tied arms limited my further movement.
As I lay there, the two men stepped behind me and repeated the process with my legs. Padded cuffs were placed around my ankles and my spread legs were firmly tied to the remaining two table legs. I was unable to move to any degree and any man standing behind me had a perfect view of my damp womanhood, making my pussy an easy target.
As I lay there, wondering when the action would commence, I had a few moments to myself, and my mind began to wander. I know that Enrique sells my photos and videos on the internet. I can't say that I'm proud of what I'm doing and have done. Even so, I'm not sure what else I can do since I live so close to the edge and my situation often leaves me short of cash. When that happens, if I want to take care of my girls, it's clear that the only valuable commodity I have to sell is my body.
I've always found it hard to lie to myself, so I was forced to admit that I would also receive great satisfaction from what I was about to do. I'd be willing to bet that there are a lot of women who fantasize about being used by a group of men. Almost all of them would settle for the dream. I was living the reality.
I raised my head to look around the room as much as I could. What I saw was a varied group of men and, it was titillating to realize that every one of them wanted to fuck me. If things went well, I was sure that's exactly what Enrique intended to let happen.
From my limited vantage point, I could see that Enrique had gathered an eclectic group. It was mostly made up of middle-aged men but I could see a couple of young college kids and a few older men. There were white men, black men, Hispanic men, and even one Oriental.
Suddenly, the waiting was over. My body shuddered in exquisite pleasure as I sensed movement between my legs and I quivered in anticipation when I felt the head of a cock probing my sex, seeking the entrance to my womanhood. Restrained as I was, I was shaken by the sexually erotic feelings caused by this unknown man and his cock. I uttered a rapturous sigh when he found his target, creating waves of emotion that washed over me when I felt him thrust his rigid shaft deeply into my already well-lubricated and welcoming sex.
I was immediately reminded of the first time that I allowed Enrique to use me for his video porn. I had been surprised to discover that I enjoyed being used and degraded for the sexual satisfaction of the strangers that I serviced. I even derived erotic pleasure knowing that my photos and videos were being used by more strangers as they reached sexual gratification in private.



These thoughts ran through my mind as my first partner of the evening continued to pound his cock between my legs and deeply into my willing sex, forcing me forward into the edge of the table. With a particularly vigorous last thrust, I felt his hot seed as it was pumped into my body.
He groaned as the last of his cum was deposited into my pussy. I felt him pull back slowly, almost as if he was reluctant to give up the exquisite feeling of his dick sandwiched tightly between my cunt lips. I could sympathize completely because I wasn't in a rush to release his softening member either. I squeezed my muscles tightly, trying to hold on a little longer as it slowly slid from my body and was quickly followed by a rush of cum that made a plopping sound as it flowed from between my swollen pussy lips and dropped to the floor.
I had an advantage though because I knew that there would be many more men to follow in his path, and I was right.
Before my next partner stepped between my legs, I had an opportunity to look around the room and check out the men waiting to use me. Most of them had removed their pants, throwing them on the floor or against the wall as they stood there stroking their cocks. Some of them kept their shirts on and a few had simply unzipped their pants and pulled their dicks out.
I was thankful to note that none of them was drinking. Enrique was pretty strict about that and, true to form; he had not allowed any booze or drunks.
I hadn't been paying any attention when my next partner stepped between my legs and began trying to force his cock into my warm and welcoming sex. This cock seemed somewhat larger as it tried to enter into my warm, waiting sheath.
My body resisted the intrusion as I felt the head of a larger-than-usual cock slip into my pussy. I looked around to see who owned this instrument and saw a large black man smiling back at me as he continued to attempt to shove his dick inside me. When I drew my gaze away from his face and looked down, I watched in awe as he removed the head of his dick from my pussy and held up the whole massive instrument of rapture for my inspection.
I shuddered at the size of it. How one man could be blessed with such a large dick was something to wonder about another time. I noticed that he wasn't able to get it rigid as so many men with less impressive tools could. Just the same, it was clear that he could get it hard enough to have his way with any average woman and he was currently standing between my legs grinning like a Cheshire cat.
The problem was that I wasn't what you would consider average. I was just a little over five feet tall and my weight hovered around one hundred and twenty pounds. Small, petite, and a natural blonde, I was the complete opposite of this two-hundred-and-fifty-pound mountain of a man with a baseball bat posing as a cock.
Panic hit me in an instant. I began to writhe around to avoid what was about to happen. Even as I dreaded the thought of being impaled on that black cock another part of me wanted to prove that I could take it in the worst way.
Conflicting emotions seem to be the bane of my existence. I was sure that he could never get that thing into me, and I was frightened that if he did it might damage me. No sooner had that thought entered my mind than it was pushed aside by my desire to experience the feeling of having his dick buried deeply inside my pulsating sex. My slut side had just arrived on the stage and taken charge of the situation.
Still smiling, he stepped forward once again and worked the head between the lips of my pussy. As he increased the pressure, pushing against my resistance, I raised my hips as far as I could. To this day I'm not sure if I did that to avoid him for as long as possible or to provide a better angle for his assault.
I groaned as I felt the first inch of love meat shoved inside me. It was quickly followed by a second inch making me feel like I was being stretched wider than ever before. A shudder passed over me as he managed to insert the third inch between my vaginal lips and into my waiting sleeve. I was pleased at the thought of taking three inches until I remembered that the cock I had seen was probably eight inches long.
No way, I thought. He'll never get his dick into me without hurting me. I was concerned about how tightly he was stretching my vaginal opening and then I felt another inch of dick make its way into me. Now I realized that the diameter of his shaft wasn't going to be the problem. After all, he already had four inches inside of me and his shaft wasn't likely to get much larger.
That's when I began to worry about the length. I'd taken eight-inch dicks in the past but never one that was this big around. I figured he would probably be lucky to get five inches of that monster into me. Just as that thought occurred to me, another two inches slid in between my pussy lips and into my waiting sex.
That's it, I thought. He'll have to be satisfied with six inches. The remaining two inches would never make it. Still, I thought how glorious it would feel to have that whole instrument plugged into me as far as it would go. Like an idiot, that's when I began shoving back against him.
I glanced back and was greeted by all of those white teeth in that ebony face as he realized that he had won. I was on his side now and he knew that I wanted his dick in me as much as he wanted to put it there. Damn, I'm a slut.
With both of us working to accomplish the same goal, another inch of black meat entered me. Then, as if we were communicating with each other, he gave a mighty shove forward just as I pushed my hips back as far as the ropes would allow me and it happened. I screamed in joy as the last inch of his dick slid inside me.
We both rested from the exertion but, only for a moment since both of us wanted to experience the feeling as he began to slowly fuck me.
The first time he only pulled back an inch or so before shoving his dick home again. It was almost as if he was afraid that his shaft might pop out, wasting all of our work. Slowly he pulled back a second and then a third time. Each time he pulled out just a little farther until he was almost pulling his whole cock out before slowly pushing forward, reseating his dick in my sheath.
I'd never been fucked this way before. No, I'm not talking about the size of his sex although that was awesome. I'm talking about slow and easy, allowing us both to enjoy each trip his shaft made in and out of my body. I was enjoying the unusual sensations so much that I wasn't ready when his dick suddenly erupted, and cum gushed into my pussy.
He went still, his dick deeply buried inside of me as it emptied itself of his baby seed. When I felt him begin to pull out, I turned back to look at him once again and, when he saw me, I said, "Thank you," out loud, surprising us both. Almost impossibly, his smile widened, and he nodded his head as his shaft slid from between my legs and he stepped away.
His place was taken immediately, and I felt another dick slip into me. Just as my new partner began to reach a rhythm, I felt someone grab a handful of my hair and lift my head off the table. I looked up to see a skinny old man standing there with his small, and somewhat smelly cock staring at me. He must be homeless, I thought, as he pushed his dick against my lips.
I knew what was expected of me but the smell emanating from his unwashed sex was pretty potent. He was determined and continued to hold my head in place. I was having more than a little trouble thinking about that filthy cock being in my mouth when the man behind me slapped my ass so hard that my mouth opened and, before I could release the scream that was attempting to erupt from deep inside me, that putrid shaft was between my lips. I gagged in response to the original intrusion, and he shoved his stiff dick the rest of the way into my mouth and down my throat. Before I knew it, my nose was pressed firmly against his unwashed groin.
With his dick in my mouth, it seemed useless to continue to resist so I capitulated. As he pulled his cock backward, removing it from my throat, I managed to take a breath. I held it tightly between my lips and used my tongue in an attempt to remove as much of the bad taste as possible so that I could finish the job.
He moaned, clearly enjoying my ministrations just as the cock in my pussy bottomed out and began to spew more cum into my vagina. It must have been some time since my smelly friend had sex because, after only those two strokes, he shoved the head of his dick back into my throat and I had the exquisite pleasure of feeling hot cum pumped into me at both ends at the same time.
The next half hour was a parade of men using me at both ends, pumping cum into my mouth, down my throat, and into my pussy.
When I finally had a break, I took another look around the room. The number of men remaining had been reduced to about ten. That made me happy because I was becoming pretty worn out. When we were done, I wanted to remember to ask Enrique exactly how many men had used my body for their gratification.
Suddenly, I became aware of the head of a cock pressing against my virgin ass hole. Enrique understood that my ass was off limits but, this guy decided he didn't care. I began to scream, yelling for Enrique to stop him. With me screaming and Enrique headed our way, the pressure on my anus disappeared as my tormentor changed paths and shoved his dick into my sopping wet pussy.
Enrique and I both assumed that it had just been a misunderstanding. Everyone relaxed but, as Enrique was walking away, my tormentor pulled his dick from my pussy and, with his dick fully lubed with my juices, plunged it into my ass. I yelped at the intrusion, but he didn't stop and continued shoving his rod deeply in and out as he ravaged my virgin ass.
By the time Enrique came back and began hassling this guy, my ass had already become used to this new intrusion. While there wasn't any chance that I was about to let that big black guy near my ass, I decided that this wasn't so bad.
Bending down so he could look me in the eye, Enrique asked, "Do you want me to make him stop?"
I was being pounded so hard it was awkward to talk but, I managed to mumble, "It's alright."
Other than the original shock when he had first entered me, the feelings had been almost enjoyable. Having a cock in my ass was certainly different than having one in my pussy but it seemed that most of my fears had been unwarranted.
I told Enrique, "Leave him alone." I could tell by the look on his face that he was surprised by my response.
He asked again, "Are you sure?"
Before I had a chance to answer my introduction to sodomy was over. This stranger's shaft was already beginning to soften and soon the unusual fullness slid from my newly initiated ass and my sphincter closed with a plop.
Something like this had never happened while Enrique was making a video and he seemed pretty shaken up by it. I was surprised to hear him announce, "I'm going to call this off right now."
There was an immediate uproar as the remaining men all began to complain at the same time. "You can't do that!" one exclaimed.
Another blurted out, "You said we could fuck her."
Everyone looked at me as a more sensible voice suggested, "Let the girl decide."
I watched out of the side of my eyes as Enrique stepped in front of me, knelt down and asked, "What do you want to do Summer? I just assumed that you would rather stop since things have gotten a little out of hand."
Enrique had always been fair with me but the depth of his concern touched me deeply and made me question my motives for behaving like a slut. Obviously, I was here for the money so that I could provide for my girls but, I knew it was more than that. Being honest, I had to admit that I was here to get ravished. I wanted to be fucked and used and that was exactly what was happening.
As I looked at Enrique a smile crossed my face as I said, "I'm fine. Let's keep going."
His concerned look eased a little but, I could tell that he still wasn't sure. "Summer, you know that if you continue some of these guys are going to want to fuck you in the ass. I won't be able to stop them."
I knew what he was asking. He wasn't asking about the condition of my ass. He wanted to know if I was willing to take any more cocks back there. I think my answer in the affirmative was as much a shock to him as it was to me. At that point, I wasn't entirely sure what I might be letting myself in for. There were at least ten more men who hadn't used me yet. What if they all wanted to sodomize me?
I didn't even try to hold back my smile. "I know."
When the next man stepped between my legs, I was a little disappointed when I felt his penis slide into my pussy with one stroke. I looked back and saw that he was one of the older men and I guessed that fucking my ass was a little too risqué for him.
I could hardly wait for him to finish so that I could see if the next man would decide to use my ass as his fuck hole. I wasn't disappointed. I looked back and, to my surprise, saw Enrique stepping between my legs. He always liked to sample the merchandise, and I instinctively knew that he would choose my ass.
My confidence was rewarded when I felt the familiar head of his cock pushing between my ass cheeks, probing for my anus. In moments, he found what he was looking for and I did what I could to relax and allow him an unrestricted entry. The head of his dick forced my sphincter open as it plopped inside. He continued to apply pressure as the length of his shaft found its way deeply into my bowels.
I had never anticipated my response to this intrusion nor the exquisite feelings I would experience as he slid his shaft slowly in and out of my ass. At moments like this, being a slut was glorious.
His thrusts began to pick up speed as he moved toward a climax. I held my breath, anticipating the second load of cum in my ass. When the explosion finally occurred and the hot cum began to pulse into my ass, I climaxed too. It was the first time that I could remember having climaxed during one of these sessions.
Panting with the exertion, Enrique ground his groin against my ass, forcing his cock as deeply into me as possible while he shot his cum into my bowels. Then it was over, and I felt him back away, removing his spent member from my warm, tight ass.
Next was another of the black men that had been sprinkled throughout the group. His dick headed straight for my ass, and he was soon pumping into me as fast as he could. I was surprised when he stopped, and I looked back to see a second black man talking quietly to him.
I was unsure what was about to happen when he removed his cock from my ass. I watched without comprehension as he maneuvered himself onto the table so that he could lie on my body as he shoved his cock back into my ass.
It was puzzling to me until I saw the second black man step between both of our legs. At first, I thought he was going to fuck the first man in the ass, but everything became clear when I felt the head of his shaft as he searched for the entrance to my pussy.
The realization that I was about to experience a double penetration set my heart to beating so fast I thought it might burst. Could I handle these two, I wondered? I didn't have much choice about doing this because I was still tied in place and, as if that wasn't enough, the weight of the first black man had me thoroughly pinned.
It was obvious that this position wasn't the best but, the two men had the opportunity and fully intended to make it work. After some additional adjustments in our relative positions, I felt the thrill of that second phallus as it slid into my pussy.
Slowly, the two men tried to fuck me, but it was just too hard the way we were sandwiched together.
For the second time I found myself face to face with Enrique. "Are you okay with this Summer? I didn't anticipate this at all."
I think the huge grin I was wearing told him all he needed to know. "Oh yes. I can hardly wait but this isn't working out too well."
Enrique couldn't believe his good luck. "This is going to make one hot video, Hold on for a few minutes while we get you untied. We can do a whole lot better. I've got a great idea."
I didn't know what he had in mind but what I did know was that I wanted those two cocks in me at the same time.
While Enrique had the two men untie the ropes that had held me in place, he sent Rosa to get a blanket that he spread on the floor. Then he directed one of the black men to lie down on the blanket.
Taking my hand, he led me over to the blanket. "If you really want to do this you're going to have to take the initiative. Give me a few moments to get back to the camera and then I want you to take the initiative and lower yourself onto that huge black shaft, taking it all the way up your ass. Then, I'm going to have the other man get between your legs and fuck your pussy." With that, Enrique stepped back and left the final decision up to me.
With cum dripping from my pussy, I stood there, torn with indecision. My mind was whirling, alive with the enormity of what I was doing. What would my family think if they ever saw the video? I chuckled at that thought. It was just a little late to worry about that now. My decision was made when my pussy began to tingle with anticipation and my thighs began to quiver. "Let's do this Enrique."
I stepped over that rigid shaft but, before I could lower myself onto it, Enrique turned me around so that I was facing the man's feet. When I looked at him, a question clearly on my face, he told me,"This way I can get a better camera angle."
This way, that way, it made no difference to me. By this time, I just wanted to feel those two dicks inside me. Following Enrique's instructions, I straddled the black man's hips and slowly lowered myself until I felt the head of his cock pushing against my anus. Ever so slowly I began to allow my body to sink lower and shuddered when the head finally popped through my anus. As I lowered myself, I felt more and more of that wonderous phallus as it slid inside me, filling me like never before. I mentally chastised myself for waiting so long to experience anal sex.
Following Enrique's instructions, I spread my knees wide and leaned back allowing him to get what must have been a great shot of that black shaft buried in my ass, my pussy lips spread wide from the fucking that I had previously received. I smiled as he zoomed in to get a closeup.
As he stepped back, the second black man stepped between our wide-spread legs. Kneeling, he rubbed the head of his cock between the lips of my pussy to get some lube and then I felt the second shaft slide into my overheated sex.
Never in my short life had I felt so filled. I'd had big cocks before, but nothing had ever filled me like this. I was so ecstatic that I came just as my partner finished his first trip into the depths of my pussy.
I was shoved back against the man underneath me as the man on top of me grabbed both of my tits and used them for leverage as he thrust his cock in and out of my dripping cunt. The guy below me did his best to shove his dick in and out of my ass but with all the weight that rested on him it was hard for him to move. It didn't matter much. His cock filled me in a way that I had never experienced and that was good enough.
My body rocked and shuddered with the force of the two cocks vying for supremacy within me. Eventually, they began to work together and developed a rhythm. One would thrust into me as the other withdrew.
It's not possible to record the feelings that I felt. It was sheer bliss. Those two cocks were driving me crazy, and I began a meteoric emotional rise until, finely, I wasn't able to hold back any longer and the dam burst as I squirted my juice all over the cock filling my pussy.



The next thing that happened seemed miraculous. Moments after I came, I felt both men stiffen, each one thrusting their cock into me and letting loose with a flood of hot cum into my ass and pussy at almost the same moment.
I lay there with those two instruments of love slowly shrinking within me. My body continued to be rocked back and forth but this time it wasn't because of their forceful thrusts. It was because the three of us were panting and our breathing sounded like a freight train climbing a hill with a full consist of freight.
As our breathing began to return to normal, the man atop me slowly removed his softening erection and moved away. I continued to lie there, still in awe of what had just happened. I had never had sex like that and, I doubted I ever would again.
The man under me slowly rolled onto his side and removed his flaccid cock from within the confines of my ass. As he did so, I rolled onto my back, my eyes closed, and my breathing almost normal.
That's when I felt the first splash of hot cum as it landed on one of my breasts. Several more spurts landed on my chest, and one even landed on one cheek and across my nose. I opened my eyes to see all of the remaining men standing over me stroking their dicks. One by one the men reached a climax and shot their hot seed onto my exhausted body.
Most of the men tried to cover my face in cum, but some aimed for my tits and pussy. When the last one finished, I felt him kneel beside me and I opened my eyes as he wiped the last drop of cum onto my lips, stood, and walked away.
I seemed like it had all been a dream as I continued to lie there until I felt Rosa begin to wipe the sticky, white cream off my face. Gently, she used a damp washcloth to remove most of the cum from my skin and then she helped me stand and wrapped a towel around my quivering body.
My legs were like liquid and could hardly support me when I first tried to stand. My mind reeled at the realization that I had just had the role of leading lady in the most erotic movie that I could ever have imagined. I asked myself if I would ever do anything like that again and was surprised by a resounding yes. I was hooked. I knew that, in the future, I would be a willing participant in any movie that Enrique asked me to make. I was truly a slut.
The last thing I remember was asking Enrique how many men had fucked me. I fainted when he told me thirty-seven.
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WARNING: This story is about incest between a father and daughter. If this subject offends you, please consider reading an alternative story.
NOTE: This story takes place in a fantasy world without STIs or unwanted pregnancies. This story is a complete work of fiction.
NOTE: To clarify a change in the Point-of-View, I have used the following convention to indicate the change. "John----->" indicates that John is now the lead.
Introduction:
Elly Simpson is a nineteen-year-old college student who, for the past two semesters, has attended State College and living in a dormitory. Having done well in high school, it was a surprise that her college experience was less than stellar.
She and her father have been living together since her mother left them. Elly values her relationship with her father and tries to compensate for the damage done when her mother left.
John Simpson is Elly's adoring father. When his wife abandoned them, Elly became the focus of his entire being. He was devastated by the breakup with Elly's mother and transferred all his love to his daughter.
--------------------------------------------------
The birds were singing, and the sun shone warmly in a cerulean, blue sky. It was early summer and the end of the school year. Most of the students had already departed for home or some other destination. Elly was the last one to leave her dormitory. College has not turned out the way she expected, and her grades, which had been quite good throughout high school, have suffered.
--------------------------------------------------
Elly----->
I walked outside to my car with the last box of my possessions. After rearranging things in the trunk to make room, I closed the trunk lid. Pausing, I looked up at the dorm that had been my home for several months.
The dorm building was old and had been converted from its original purpose years ago. Ivy grew almost halfway up the front of the building. It was what you might call a stereotypical college dormitory.  The building had a certain charm, but its appearance wasn't remarkable. Nevertheless, the mental image I captured that day will remain permanently etched in my memory.
Reluctantly, I forced myself to go back inside one final time. Pushing the double wooden doors open, I entered the cool hallway and walked toward the room that had been my private refuge for the last two semesters.
It was eerily quiet in the dormitory, since all the other students had already left for the summer. I had already said my goodbyes to everyone. I was the last to leave.
The door to my dorm room stood wide open, an unremarkable gash in an otherwise uniform hallway. Entering the room, I checked to be sure I hadn't left anything behind.
The room, once filled with laughter and the chatter of friends, now stood silent and empty. It was no longer mine. The memories of late-night study sessions and spontaneous gatherings echoed in my mind as I took a last look around. The bed, stripped of its linens, looked forlorn, a mere shadow of the comfort it had provided during countless nights.
I glanced at the desk where I had spent grueling hours poring over textbooks and assignments. The chair, pushed neatly under it, seemed to invite me to sit down one last time, but this was no time for sentimentality. The moment had come to close this chapter of my life.
As I turned to leave, I hesitated at the door, and took a final, lingering look at the room that had been my sanctuary for the last two semesters. The sense of finality was overwhelming, yet I knew it was time to move forward.
Finally, I closed the door, turned, and walked out, leaving my college career behind. The used Toyota Corolla Daddy had bought for me started on the first try. As I pulled out of the parking lot, I took a lingering look at the campus of State College.
When I visited State College almost a year ago, I had been enamored with the peacefulness and beauty of the grounds. I still felt that way.
The various buildings were separated by an inviting green space dotted with old oak trees. Sidewalks crisscrossed the "Commons," connecting the various buildings which seem to have been randomly placed around the edge.
The peacefulness pulled you in, inviting students to linger and chat with friends, or spread a blanket to study, or just relax. There were large oak trees, numerous shrubs, and flower beds, each one added to the ambiance. The scene was subdued now, but the tempo would change in spring when classes resumed, and students bustled from class to class, meeting with friends, taking a break, or just relaxing on the lush green grass.
I drove slowly, thoughtfully absorbing the experience and storing all the memories I could. Immediately outside the campus, the area became a mixture of older residences, predominantly dedicated to faculty and administrative personnel. Several larger structures had been repurposed into fraternity and sorority housing.
Beyond that, the neighborhood evolved into a more commercial urban sprawl, characterized by strip malls, gas stations, and food stores. This section of town did not appeal to me. It appeared somewhat rundown and had always caused me to feel uneasy.
Within an hour, the landscape transformed once again. Now I traveled on a rural two-lane road surrounded by ripening fields of corn and soybeans, occasionally interrupted by pastures sparsely populated with cattle or horses.
Farmhouses dotted the landscape, often with children playing in the yards or chasing the family dog. The scene was pastoral and relaxing, and I allowed my mind to wander.
Because my high school grades had been excellent, I had thought college would be equally easy. This assumption proved to be a crucial error on my part.
College was vastly different from high school, where subjects were broad and varied, and standards lax. In college, you need a clear plan and goal. Unfortunately, I was unsure of my future path and assumed clarity would come in the first year.
I was wrong. Attending college had created problems without solving anything. I was forced to admit that my time as a college student had been a huge mistake.
My reason for attending college had been all wrong. I hadn't been searching for a career, as I told Daddy. I had been becoming concerned about my relationship with Daddy as my body finally began to show signs of my impending womanhood. Truth be told, I was having feelings for my Daddy that I didn't know how to handle.
The situation hadn't gotten better when I got to school. It would have been nice if my time at college had helped me make plans for my future. Instead, I soon found out that I really didn't want to be there. I wanted to be home with Daddy.
My lack of interest in the subjects I was required to take resulted in poor grades. Consequently, I failed one class and did poorly in others. This had never happened in high school. The failure was a sobering wake-up call.
I missed my Daddy. He was everything to me, and I wanted to make him happy, yet here I was, returning home feeling like a failure. I had hoped that attending college would help me sort out my feelings for Daddy.
There had been other changes since I left home. Throughout my high school years, I had remained slim. My body had refused to acknowledge its inevitable march toward womanhood. All of that changed over the past several months. It seems like my body had become determined to make up for lost time. Nature won! I would be returning home as a grown woman with a body to match. Something Daddy didn't yet realize.
Because of the changes, I needed new clothes. Rather than ask Daddy to send money for clothes, I had worked part-time as a waitress at a local restaurant.
I'm pretty sure my first boyfriend had been a replacement for Daddy. He was a sous' chef at the restaurant where I worked part-time. He was almost ten years older than I was and taught me a lot about the varied world of sex. Now I can see that he took advantage of my innocence, but I'm not going to complain. I had a lot more to learn, but he gave me a good start on my sexual education. I can assure you, I didn't make any low grades where sex was concerned.
In addition to taking my cherry, he introduced me to fellatio, deep-throat-cocksucking, and anal sex. But when he wanted me to have sex with him and another of our co-workers, he crossed a line I wasn't willing to cross yet, and I decided to end our relationship.
I had a few sexual encounters with other students, but their efforts seemed clumsy by comparison to my sous' chef. After learning from him, the thoughts I had tried to repress about my Daddy resurfaced. I began to wonder what it might be like to spend some quality time with my Daddy. What could he teach me?
I don't know how it is in other households, but before my mom left, we had been fairly open about our bodies. It wasn't unusual for me to see my Mom or Daddy naked. They never had sex in front of me or anything like that, and I was never included in any of their private activities, so don't even go there.
Although I was never encouraged to follow their example, I wasn't discouraged either. Nothing was said to me if I chose to walk around partially, or even completely nude, and I did so routinely.
After mom left, and I entered my teenage years, I became a little more private and slowly stopped the practice. I believe I was embarrassed about my continued lack of femininity more than anything else.
After my Mom left, Daddy and I were forced to rely on each other to an unusual degree. A decade had elapsed since she left, and my Daddy and I had only grown closer with the passage of time.
Although I had been too young to comprehend the complexities of my parents' relationship, I was keenly aware of the profound impact Mom's desertion had on my father. Sometimes I found myself wondering what it might be like to take her place.
Over the last ten years, my father and I formed a very close relationship, and we relied on each other. As time passed, I sought to fill the vacuum left by my mother's departure. Although it wasn't my fault that she left, I felt a strong need to support my father in any way I could.
It had been almost a year since I left home for college, determined to make Daddy proud. Today, I was returning home, lost in the knowledge that I would soon face the most important person in my life, forced to admit that I had failed.
As I drove through the rural landscape, I lowered the car window, allowing the cool breeze to pass through my long, blonde hair, relaxing me. I unconsciously started to hum my favorite song.
Although my heart was heavy with failure, it was filled with joy as I headed home to my Daddy!
--------------------------------------------------
John reluctantly supported his daughter's choice to attend college, although he knew he would miss her terribly. He had grown very close to her after his wife had walked out on them. He enjoyed Elly's company and had come to depend on her.
When Elly left for school, John experienced many of the feelings of depression and abandonment he had felt when his wife left. Although Elly's performance at school this past year had been disappointing, he could not deny his excitement at her imminent return home.
--------------------------------------------------
John----->
At almost the same time that Elly was leaving State College, I exited our two-bedroom home and locked the door behind me. This was the residence we had shared until Elly departed for college. Recalling the day she left still brought a tear to my eye.
When my wife departed, leaving me and Elly, I experienced considerable distress. I was uncertain about the reaction my friends and neighbors would have because of my wife's abandonment. That's why I decided to resign from my employment, sell the home where we had lived since Elly's birth, and relocate.
Leaving the past behind may not have been the most practical decision I ever made, but the outcome was more favorable than anticipated.
My daughter and I relocated to a new town, where I promptly secured employment at a local manufacturing facility. Elly established friendships quickly at her new school and had acclimated effectively, despite her mother's absence. I made every effort to compensate for the lack of a mother in the house.
As a family of two, we developed a routine for sharing household duties. Both of us enjoyed cooking, so culinary responsibilities were rarely an issue. Deciding who would wash the dishes, clean the house, or do the laundry presented more challenges. Despite these minor disagreements, we collaborated to resolve them, and gradually our bond strengthened.
I had always been firmly rooted in the here and now, seldom looking forward. Consequently, I had been genuinely surprised several months ago when Elly informed me of her decision to enroll at State College.
With her announcement about attending college, I found myself struggling with some extremely intense emotions. It became evident that my assumptions regarding our circumstances after Elly's high school graduation had been misguided. I had foolishly expected things to continue without any major change. 
It had been a bolt out of the blue when Elly informed me of her intention to attend college. I experienced feelings reminiscent of the abandonment I felt when my wife left.
It was certainly unfair, but it seemed like my daughter was abandoning me, just as my wife had done. After my wife departed, I focused all my attention on Elly, and now she was leaving me too.
Despite my significant efforts to persuade her otherwise, Elly remained resolute in her decision. So, almost a year ago, on a cool autumn day, I watched as my daughter loaded the second-hand Toyota Corolla I had purchased for her and departed for college.
The past several months had been a nightmare, but today things were going to change, my Elly was coming home. Despite the reason for her return, I wasn't upset. Yes, my emotions were conflicted; I wanted her back desperately, even though I hadn't wished for her to fail.
When she left, I remember thinking how she looked as she climbed into her car and drove away. I laugh when I think about that now, remembering how small, slender, and frail she had been. My daughter, the late bloomer, had just begun the process of turning into a young woman.
Once she was in college, all my excess income had been diverted to school expenses. Rent, books, meals, all required a steady flow of funds. As a result, we were financially unable to take advantage of school breaks. Elly had spent those breaks working at extra jobs instead of visiting. What would she look like after almost a year's absence, I wondered?
I reminded myself that it was time to get going if I wanted to complete my shopping before my baby arrived home. I planned to make tacos the way she preferred them, and I needed some hamburger meat and a few other essentials.
--------------------------------------------------
John was about to experience something he hadn't expected. During her year at school, Elly had fully blossomed into a voluptuous young woman. The small, slender, and frail girl who left home last autumn had burst out of her chrysalis and, like a caterpillar, had morphed into a lovely young woman.
--------------------------------------------------
Elly----->
As I neared the outskirts of town, I decided to get some gas and call Daddy to let him know I'd be home in about an hour. I couldn't wait to see him. I was bubbling over with excitement. He was going to be surprised at the changes in my appearance.
His cell phone rang briefly, and then a warm, familiar voice answered, "Hello."
I almost squealed in delight. "Daddy! I'm almost home. I'm so excited."
"Where are you, baby? How long before I get to hold you in my arms?"
"I should be home in about an hour, Daddy. I had to stop to fill the gas tank. Will you be looking for me?"
"Of course! I'll be waiting on the porch. I can't wait for you to get here. Drive safely and hurry home. "
"I will, Daddy. See you soon. Bye."
With my journey nearing completion, I was filled with excitement. The anticipation of our reunion grew stronger with every mile until, at last, the familiar street with the house at the end of the block came into view. Pulling into the driveway, I smiled broadly at the sight of my Daddy waiting on the porch. Without a second thought, I abandoned the car, rushing across the yard and straight into a long-awaited embrace.
John----->
I braced myself as my daughter ran to me and leapt into my arms. After a so long apart, it felt wonderful to hold her again. The warmth of the hug brought with it a sense of well-being that had been missing from my life. My baby was back home.
"It feels so good to hold you again. I know it's only been a few months since you left, but it seems like years. Please, promise you won't ever leave me again."
"I won't, Daddy," Elly said, hugging her father tightly. "I've missed you so much."
As I embraced my daughter, it was apparent that she was more of an armful than she had been when she left. My mind was slow to fully comprehend the changes, but my body registered the changes immediately.
My daughter, Elly, was no longer the slim, sharp-edged girl who had left for college but had transformed into a woman during the past year. Her softer, more rounded figure was instantly noticeable and was causing me to experience confusion and discomfort as I struggled to process the transformation. What was even more surprising and disturbing was my body's involuntary response to the physical changes that had taken place.
Since my wife, Elly's mother, left us, my love life had been severely limited while I struggled to raise my daughter as a single father. Consequently, it had been a while since I had sex. Despite the lack of sex in my life, or possibly because of it, my body had not forgotten the experience and was involuntarily responding to the young woman in my arms. It was rapidly becoming impossible to ignore the discomfort growing between my legs.
As if struck by lightning, my body jolted once my mind grasped the full implication of what was happening between my legs. In that instant, my feelings immediately shifted from pure joy to bewilderment as I struggled to understand the long dormant emotions now being reignited as a result of our embrace. 
I tried, but it was impossible to ignore the warm softness of her breasts as they drilled matching holes into my chest. With her hair brushing against my chin and her soft breasts crushed against my chest, I...
Suddenly, everything became abundantly clear. This edition of Elly was much different from the one that had left for school almost a year earlier.
That was it! Everything about my daughter had changed. I held her out at arm's length and surveyed my new and improved daughter. Her facial features were more defined, and she had enhanced the changes with a subtle application of makeup.
When had she started wearing makeup, I wondered?
Her breasts still weren't large, but they were fuller than they had been. Holy shit! She has hips, I marveled. As my eyes traveled down the rest of her body, I noted how the shorts she was wearing accented her full thighs and shapely calves.
While my mind struggled to process the changes, my body wasn't laboring under the same constraints. My body recognized the changes, accepted them, and prepared for what might come next. Much to my embarrassment, what began as a slight discomfort between my legs had grown into a massive hard on that would have been obvious to someone a block away. My face flushed with embarrassment as I fervently hoped Elly wouldn't look down.
My mind erupted with alarm bells, reminding me that this was my daughter, and admonishing me to get myself under control.


My body kept ignoring my mind, insisting that I held a beautiful example of a fully-fledged female of the species. A woman that was lovely, and in my arms.
This is all wrong! my mind exclaimed. This is your daughter. What you are thinking about is incest. What will society think?
Society doesn't have to know, my body countered.
Everything came crashing down when I looked up to see my baby girl staring down at the tent in the front of my pants being held up by an erection that was beginning to become painful.
Elly----->
It felt wonderful to have my Daddy's loving arms wrapped around me again. It had been too long since I had been able to surrender to his loving embrace.
The warmth of the moment engulfed me, but just as I was thinking, this is where I belong, I felt Daddy tense up. He grabbed my arms and held me away from him as he looked at me strangely.
A look of distress and discomfort contorted his face, his response confusing me and shattering the intimate moment. Wasn't he happy to see me, I thought? Was he angry at me for dropping out of college and coming home? Didn't he love me anymore?
He looked stricken, his face flushed as he stepped back and looked down. Something had upset him, and it was obvious he didn't want to make eye contact.
"Daddy? What's wrong? I thought you would be happy to see me."
"I am," he mumbled as he continued to stare at the ground.
"I don't understand. Why won't you look at me?" When no answer was forthcoming, I followed his gaze and looked down, hoping to see what was causing him such discomfort.
As my gaze traveled downward, the reason for his embarrassment became immediately obvious. There was an erection growing between his legs. As I watched, the tent pole continued to grow, pushing the tent to even greater heights.
I was surprised to see Daddy standing there sporting an enormous hard-on. Even more amazing was the realization that I was the cause of his sexual arousal. With a shudder, I felt a guilty thrill course through my body, and wondered if it was really possible that I had given my Daddy a hard-on?
I hadn't expected this, but it was the first step in what I had subconsciously wanted for some time. It seemed like forever since I had admitted to myself that I wanted my Daddy to want me sexually as he had wanted my mom. I was fully aware of the impropriety of such a relationship and had not pursued it, but when faced with the actual possibility, my worries quickly faded.
At first, I was startled to think that I had caused my Daddy's erection. Even so, a part of me enjoyed knowing that I had been able to arouse him with a simple hug. I felt a new sense of power growing in my mind.
John----->
I stood there stunned, looking like a deer caught in the headlights, without the faintest idea of what to do. I screamed at myself, dammit! How could I have experienced such a strong sexual arousal by the simple act of hugging my daughter?
Still trying to process what had happened, I looked up and realized that my baby was staring at my erection. There, for everyone to see, was the proof of my perversion. My cock was standing at attention, saluting my daughter. It was embarrassing. I must be some kind of pervert, I thought.
It was clear that my gangly teenage daughter had gone away to school and had come home as a blossoming young woman. Her body had filled out in all the right places, and, without my permission, my body was responding to the stimulus.
I slowly turned away from my baby, trying to hide my embarrassment. I walked stiffly over to her car. "We ought to take your things inside."
It was obvious that Elly was deep in thought. I could only guess what she must be thinking about her Daddy now. I sincerely hoped she wouldn't regret coming home to me.
Elly opened the trunk, and we began the laborious process of hauling her belongings into the house, allowing my mind a break from my lecherous thoughts. Her room was as it had been when she left, so it was easy to put everything back where it had been just a few months ago.
The rest of the afternoon passed slowly, and an uneasy silence set in. Elly stayed in her room, and I suddenly found projects in the garage that needed my immediate attention.
As dinner time approached, Elly came out to the garage to ask what I wanted to do, suddenly reminding me of the tacos that I had been planning to make.
Still feeling uncomfortable, we went into the kitchen to make dinner. Despite the earlier tension, we soon resumed our old routine and worked together as we had before.
After dinner, Elly offered to clean up. I agreed and went back to my projects in the garage. 
It was impossible to concentrate on my work, because I couldn't stop thinking about what had happened. I had been aroused by hugging my daughter, and Elly knew it. I was worried about what she must be thinking of her perverted father now.
Unbidden thoughts started to take shape in my mind, and I began to wonder what the new Elly would look like naked. Just as quickly, I tried to reject the unbidden image. She's my daughter, I thought.
How in the world could I be having such improper thoughts. Fathers were not supposed to have thoughts like I was having.
Unable to fake any interest in my projects any longer, I walked into the kitchen and took a beer from the refrigerator. Wandering into the living room, I noticed that the door to Elly's room was closed. That's just as well, I thought. I still wasn't ready to deal with our new reality. Without anything else to occupy my mind, I sat on the sofa and tried to watch television.
Elly----->
After I finished the dishes, I went back to my room and lay down on the bed.
My mind was in turmoil over what had happened when Daddy hugged me. I still found it hard to believe that I had caused him to have an erection. As much as I wanted it, nothing like that had never happened before, and I was struggling in an effort to sort out my feelings.
Part of me was appalled and shocked that Daddy might see me as a sex object. Another part was equally proud that he might indeed see me as a sex object, and I was excited by the possibilities. I wasn't a virgin, but I kept asking myself if I really wanted to have sex with Daddy?
This wasn't a new thought, or one that I had never previously entertained. Still, it took time to process, but slowly, I came to a decision. I wanted to push the situation. I loved my Daddy, and in my mind, having sex with him would be a natural expression of that love.
My prudent and conservative side quickly responded with a resounding no!
Despite my reservations, my inquisitive side wanted to experience the feel of my Daddy's hands as they roamed my body. It may be wrong, but I wanted to feel Daddy between my legs as he thrust deeply inside me. My inquisitive side quickly vetoed my conservative side and overruled the no, causing me to wonder what I could do to fulfill my desires.
John----->
Even with the television on, it had been impossible to forget my embarrassment this afternoon. As I relived the feeling of the soft fullness of El's body, I felt a new erection arising between my legs. My reaction this afternoon, had been disturbing, to say the least, but just the memory was sufficient to arouse me again.
I had to do something to address the situation and relieve the tension. My decision made, it was with great trepidation that I rose and walked toward her room. When I reached the door, I knocked softly, calling out her name. "Elly."
No response. I tried again. This time a little louder, "Elly."
I heard her soft reply. "What?"
"May I come in?"
"No!" came the troubled response.
"Please, sweetheart. We need to talk," I wheedled.
"About what?" she replied.
"About what I'm feeling. I don't understand it. I know it's not right, but I need to talk to you. Please."
"Okay."
I opened the door and saw my baby lying face down on the bed. Her blonde hair was spread across the pillow, but that wasn't what caught my eye. I couldn't help admiring her lovely, rounded ass. It was degrading to realize that I had so little control over my sexual needs, and I was once again betrayed by my emotions.
I moved close to the head of the bed and asked, "Can I sit down?"
The response was a muffled, "I guess so."
I sat next to her and gently laid my hand on her back. There was a slight flinch at the contact, but she relaxed as I began to rub her back in a circular motion as I had done to soothe her ever since she was a child.
After a few moments, she rolled over on her back to face me. Damn me, but I couldn't help but feel an excruciating jolt of excitement when I realized how close her face was to my crotch.
"What do you want to talk about?" she asked, as she innocently looked up at me.
"Baby, there is something going on between us that we need to discuss. You're my daughter, but I shouldn't be attracted to you the way I am. It's wrong for me to look at you sexually, to be excited by the sight of your body. That doesn't make me a very good father, does it?"
"Daddy, you're the best father a girl could ever hope for. I know you haven't been happy since Mom left. When you're not happy it hurts me. It makes me want to hold you, to show you how much I love you. To make things right."
She looked into my eyes and laid her hand on my thigh, only inches from my throbbing hard shaft. Like a sex-crazed maniac, my dick immediately began to harden and grow once again. It was so bad that I almost dropped a load in my pants right then. I clenched every muscle in my body as I fought the urge. It took every ounce of resolve I had, but I finally felt able to resume our conversation after a few excruciating moments.
The look she gave me left no doubt about what she wanted, but I realized that I just couldn't do it! OMG, the desire was there for sure. But, everything I had been taught and felt over the years as a father was screaming at me to control myself.
Unable to stand the strain any longer, I jumped to my feet, shocked at the implications of what I had been thinking. As I did so, her hand brushed against my engorged cock, and I felt an electric shock shoot straight from my dick to my overwhelmed brain where it proceeded to bounce around, lighting off nerve endings everywhere.
Thankfully, I had already begun to turn away when my body finally gave in to my emotions. Elly didn't see the wet spot blossom on my pants leg as I ejaculated from that fleeting touch.
I had to get out of here now! If I stayed any longer, I wouldn't be able to control my urges. I paused at the door, turning slightly, I said, "We'll have to talk later."
The stunned look on my daughter's face burned into my retina as I closed the door, heading straight to the bathroom to clean myself up and take a much-needed shower.
Elly----->
I watched as Daddy left my room. When he closed the door, it seemed so final. Completely confused, I rolled over and tried to get some sleep. I was afraid that my opportunity had been lost.
The next morning, the tension between us had returned, and neither of us knew how to act. When we had to talk, we mumbled our responses in short, choppy sentences, but it seemed easiest to avoid contact as much as possible.
After a couple of days, I knew that I would have to push things off dead center if anything was ever going to happen. My Daddy was much too old-fashioned to take the initiative. I would have to find a way to overcome his fears. It would be up to me to make him want me so badly that his prurient desires would overcome his strict upbringing and the mores of society.
That evening, I was reclining on my bed, trying to read a book when a possible solution came to me.
I waited until I heard Daddy watching television. I knew he would be sitting in his chair, as usual. That was when I would put my plan into action.
Still dressed in the T-shirt and shorts I had been wearing all day, I left my room and walked into the living room, and stood between Daddy and the television.
For a few moments, he continued to stare straight ahead. When he finally looked up at me, I simply said, "I love you, Daddy."
His features softened, and he said, "I know you do honey."
As I dropped to my knees and reached for the zipper of his pants, I said, "Thank you, Daddy, but to make sure you realize how much I love you, I'm going to show you what that means to me."
John----->
Even though I wasn't looking at her, I was acutely aware of Elly, as she came out of her room and stood before me. When she stopped between me and the television, I didn't have any idea what she was up to when she said she planned to show me how much she loved me. I soon found out. Thunderstruck, I watched her drop to her knees in front of me.
Alarm bells were going off in my brain as I watched in fascination as she reached for my zipper, and deftly began to lower it.
I've got to stop her, I thought, as I watched the opening in the front of my pants widen.
Holy shit, is she really going to do what I think, I wondered.
My perverted mind shouted even more loudly, I certainly hope so.
One-by-one, the alarm bells were slowly being silenced as I watched her small hand reach inside my pants. They were being silenced by lust because I wanted to feel her soft hand wrapped around my cock more than anything.
The conservative father in me made one last valiant effort, saying, you've got to stop her. You can't allow your daughter to do this?
What fool would want to stop her? my evil half challenged.
No longer in control of my own emotions, I watched in fascination as the zipper reached the bottom, and my daughter's hand slid into the opening, searching for the prize that lurked within.
The first contact sent an electric shock through my system. All thoughts of stopping her fled as her slim fingers wrapped around my shaft, struggling to bring it into the light.
A moan escaped my lips when I saw and felt her dainty hand grasp my raging erection. I thought I would never experience greater pleasure as she grasped my dick with both hands and began to slide them up and down the shaft.
In a matter of moments, I was forced to admit that the pleasure I felt when she first grasped my dick was just the prelude to what came next.
The exquisite sensations caused by her talented hands escalated when I watched her lean forward, flicking her tongue out to sample the drop of precum that had formed at the opening of my manhood.
Then she leaned forward, taking the sensitive head of my cock between her soft lips. I shuddered when I felt her tongue as it probed for more precum. Then she began rhythmically stroking me, sliding her soft hands, and her lips back and forth along the length of my shaft.
That was when she did something I had never experienced before. She removed her hands from my penis, and holding it only with her lips, slid down my shaft, engulfing it inch by inch.
When I felt the head of my penis collide with the back of her throat, a few inches of man meat still remained. That's when she did something I had only seen in porn movies. 
Somehow, she managed to open the entrance to her throat, and the remainder of my cock slid between her lips and down her throat until her nose rested against my belly, nestled in my pubic hair. 
I had never experienced such an erotic sensation in my life. All too soon, she pulled back, sliding along my shaft until just the head remained captured between those soft, luscious lips. Then she repeated the process, sliding my whole cock back into her mouth and down her throat.
I shivered each time I felt my dick slide down her throat, but it soon became clear that I would not be able to hold out for long. My daughter's expert ministrations, and the total eroticism of what we were doing was having a profound effect, and I was about to explode.
Elly sensed my predicament, and allowed my cock to slide out of her mouth just as I released my pent-up emotions and shot my first load of cum. At first, I was disappointed when she let my dick fall out of her mouth, but I shouldn't have been. The sight of that first stream of hot creamy cum as it traced a path across her lovely face, landing just below her eye and dribbling down across her nose was extremely erotic.
Spurred on to even greater effort, my original ejaculation was immediately followed by an even larger one. I watched in awe as my girl grasped my cock and aimed it at her gaping mouth.
This time my cum passed between her parted lips and entered her warm, moist mouth, landing on her tongue. I watched as she swallowed, and then aimed the rest of my sticky, white cum onto her face and lips.
As I looked down, my lovely daughter smiled at me, her face covered with cum I had been saving for a long time. Both of her hands remained wrapped around my now shrinking dick. The sight was something I wanted to remember forever, so I reached for my phone on the table next to me and took a couple of pictures.
Before I could recover from the experience or even thank her, she rose, walked into the bedroom, and closed the door.
I sat there, stunned by what had just happened and wondered, how many times have I dreamed of something like this?
My now limp cock lay outside my pants where a last dribble of cum had landed. As I sat there, spent, I had to finally admit that I had wanted to enjoy sex with my daughter for some time. This new, improved version of Elly had finally pushed things from fantasy into reality, and I wasn't disappointed
'I wondered what I was going to do now?
Elly----->
As I knelt before Daddy, I could feel my heart doing a stutter step in my chest. I risked destroying our relationship if I misjudged how Daddy would react to what I planned to do. I believed that he would be won over if I could just get past his initial shock. That's why I moved quickly forward, intending to get his zipper down and my hands on his cock as fast as possible.
As soon as I got the zipper of his pants down, I reached inside searching for his dick. His whole body shuddered as my fingers made contact with the soft, smooth flesh of his penis. Without conscious thought, I quickly grasped his hot shaft and began the arduous task of removing it from his pants. His dick was larger than I expected, and it took some fancy maneuvering to finally get it outside and into the open air.
For a moment, I just stared, marveling at the prize I now held. Daddy's penis was larger than I had expected, a surprise I welcomed wholeheartedly. I was happy to see that it was circumcised, something I had thought didn't matter, but now found to be my preference.
Allowing just a moment for these thoughts to register, I moved quickly, not wanting to surrender the momentum that was now in my favor. When I got his dick out and wrapped both my hands around it, I knew the battle was over, but the war had just begun.
This was my opportunity to show Daddy my skills, and I was going to give him the best blow job he had ever had. While this was just a prelude to what I wanted, I had to convince him that our relationship could be much more rewarding. My goal was to feel his shaft buried between my legs, that was the final prize, and today was just the first step along that path.
I didn't believe it would be possible for him to stop me now. I looked up at him as I stroked up and down on that beautiful member. His body was almost rigid and his eyes were closed. His lips were parted, and he had already begun to breathe heavily.
Looking down at that glorious rod, I noticed a drop of precum oozing from the tip, and the urge to taste him overwhelmed me. When my tongue touched the end of his sex, his eyes popped open, and I felt him tremble as he watched me use my tongue to pull the small droplet into my mouth. I liked the taste of it, and I closed my lips over the bulbous head anticipating the taste of his cum that would soon be mine.


It's almost impossible to describe what I felt as I parted my lips and slid them over and around the bulbous heart-shaped head. The smooth skin felt hot as my soft lips engulfed him. The barely audible moan that escaped from his lips only emphasized his complete capitulation. Knowing that this was Daddy that I was servicing, that I was in uncharted waters, and would be shunned by society only added an eroticism to the act that increased my enjoyment exponentially.
His member felt soft and smooth, causing my body to tingle with new sensations while I used my tongue to caress and tease him. Despite my initial success, I knew I wouldn't be satisfied until I had plunged his whole shaft into my warm, encompassing mouth.
I slid my lips down that marvelously silky shaft until I was unable to take any more of it into my mouth. Then I used the skill learned from my sous' chef, and allowed the head to pass into my throat, moving forward until my nose was pressed against his crotch and my lips encircled the base of his shaft.
I felt an ecstasy such as I have never felt before. I had every inch of Daddy's dick inside my mouth. The knowledge that I might soon feel the ultimate joy as this same cock slid between my legs spurred me on. It was gratifying to know that I was giving Daddy pleasure, and I'll admit to experiencing an almost overpowering sense of accomplishment, but there was more yet to come.
Pulling back slowly, I allowed all but the head of Daddy's dick to slide from between my lips. After a short pause, I moved forward again, burying his shaft in my throat for the second time. My heart soared with joy as I felt Daddy tense up when the head of his dick slid down my throat once again.
I could already feel the tension building in Daddy's body and wondered how long he would be able to resist my loving ministrations. The answer came quickly, and after a few additional thrusts, I felt his cock begin to swell, and I knew that he would be shooting his load at any moment.
A feeling of wonder and joy warmed my body at the thought of accepting Daddy's hot, sticky offering directly down my throat, but I had another idea. Pulling back, I allowed his dick to slip out of my mouth, then I grasped his shaft with both hands and attempted to take aim at my open mouth. My intense desire to taste Daddy's cum was staggering, but I wanted Daddy to see the results.
When I pulled back, I could see the look of exquisite pleasure fade from his face almost instantly when he felt my lips leave his dick. His face filled with disappointment and his eyes popped open when he felt my lips release his dick.
His displeasure turned to utter surprise as he watched his first ejaculation of sperm cross the short space between us and land on my face. My aim was a little wide, and the first shot just missed my eye, landing on my cheek and dribbling across my nose. My aim was better with the second shot, and I reveled at the feel of his hot, sticky, cum as it landed in my welcoming mouth. After that, I just stroked his cock letting Daddy's creamy cum fall randomly on my face.
After the last spurt, I opened my eyes and smiled at Daddy. He was looking at me intently, and I tried to imagine what my face must look like, covered with his cum. I moved forward, resting the head of his spent member on my tongue so that I was able to enjoy every last drop of his baby juice.
As I moved forward, I watched as he reached over and picked up his phone from the table next to his chair and snapped a couple of photos. I would get copies for myself later, because I wanted to see what I looked like with Daddy's cum all over my face too.
Before he could say anything, I stood up, turned, and went into my room closing the door behind me. I had given Daddy something to think about. Now I would have to wait and see how he handled it.
John----->
My mind reeled in disbelief as I watched my daughter, face covered in my cum, stand, smile at me, and walk into her room and close the door. I wondered how I could have allowed this to happen? How could I look at myself in the mirror without admitting that I had enjoyed what Elly, my lovely daughter, had just done?
It is disconcerting to admit that I had dreamed of something like this more than once. I loved my daughter fiercely, but my love wasn't pure like the love of a father should be. I desired her physically, and wanted her as I would a woman. Still, despite my imperfections as a man or father, there wasn't any doubt how much I loved my Elly.
I slowly regained control of myself and reached down to zip up the fly of my pants, standing unsteadily. As I looked down, my gaze fell on the photo of my daughter's face, covered in my cum, and smiling back at me.
Elly----->
I went into my bathroom and looked at my face in the mirror. Some of Daddy's cum had started to dry and developed small cracks when I smiled. I was reluctant to wash it off, but I finally got busy washing my face and brushing my teeth.
I wondered if Daddy would pick up the ball now and carry it forward, or would he leave it up to me? I hoped he would take the initiative but, now that I recognized the power I had, I started to consider what I could do to reach the final prize. Furthermore, I wanted to provide pleasure to Daddy, and I wanted to experience the feel of his dick as he thrust it into me with complete abandon.
I decided to let some time pass, to see if Daddy would make a move. If he didn't, then I would.
John----->
I was still trying to forget what had happened between Elly and me a few days later, but I just couldn't do it. I couldn't stop looking at the photo of my lovely daughter smiling at me, her face covered with my cum. My mind knew it would be wrong, but I ached for a repeat performance. Repeat performance? Who was I kidding? Hell, I wanted it all, but I couldn't overcome the societal admonitions regarding incest that kept bouncing around in my mind. It went against everything I had been taught and believed all my life.
Still, I knew that Elly and I would have to talk about the situation and make some rules if we were going to continue to live together, and now seemed to be as good a time as any. Gathering my wits about myself, I finally found enough nerve to knock on her door. The door to Elly's bedroom opened before I could muster the nerve to take action.
Elly----->
I wasn't willing to wait any longer. The suspense was driving me crazy. What the hell was the matter with Daddy? What I had done a few days ago should have made it clear that I wanted him and would welcome his advances.
I began to think about what else could I do? A number of different ideas ran through my mind, but I rejected each one. After a great deal of thought, I finally decided on a course of action. Once again, I would take the initiative. I needed to know that Daddy wanted me, that he accepted me as a sexual partner. I decided to tempt him into action by flaunting my body, offering him a clear invitation.
Rising from my bed, I began to undress, pulling my T-shirt over my head. Reaching behind my back, I unclasped my bra, letting it fall to the floor, releasing my young breasts. The fresh air passed over my sensitive nipples, causing them to tingle and contract as I stepped over to the full-length mirror to take a look at what I was going to offer Daddy.
While I had been away at school, my breasts had grown quite a bit. At first, I had been concerned about how they looked. As the hormones flowed throughout my body my nipples had grown larger and become more prominent as they protruded from my body.
Unconcerned at first, I had expected my breasts to fill out like those of the other girls I had seen in gym class, but that had not happened. Instead, my breasts had only gotten slightly more full as they continued to grow. In the end my breasts had become long and tubular, topped with pink, pointy nipples.
Realizing that my breasts were different from those of the other girls I became concerned, worrying how others might see them. I eventually realized that there was nothing to worry about because all of my sex partners had been fascinated by their unusual shape. My breasts were different, but not different in a bad way. In fact, the boys at school were fascinated by my breasts, and loved to suck on them. 
One of the boys had called them "tube tits".
I gazed at myself, raising my hands up to cup each breast. I pulled one up, lowering my head until I was able to take the nipple into my mouth and suck on it. When I released my nipple, it stood out proudly on my chest, undeniable proof of my womanhood. I worried at the other nipple, teasing it with my tongue, and nipping it with my teeth, until it too stood erect.
When the boys at college discovered my unusual tits, it seemed as if they couldn't get enough of them. They loved fondling them, and sucking on them. Most tried to get my whole breast into their mouth, and some even succeeded. I couldn't help wondering if Daddy would like them.
Watching in the mirror, I unbuttoned my jeans, lowering the zipper and allowing them to fall to my ankles. I admired my trim waist and flaring hips. Looking at my legs, I decided that they were neither heavy nor skinny. My thighs were full and nicely curved, topped by, what I thought of as, a nicely rounded ass. While my calves were more full than those of most of the girls they were not muscular, instead, they were sleek, and well-rounded.
When I lowered my cotton panties, and stepped out of both garments, I left them where they fell on the floor. There was nothing fancy here, just plain utility, but what was beneath the thin cotton layer was special.
Most of the girls at college had shaved their pussy, but I didn't. It wouldn't have made much difference. I was a light-skinned natural blonde, and instead of being covered in dark curly hair, my pussy was brushed with a sparse sprinkling of blonde hair. You had to look hard to see it.
I liked how my pussy looked. It looked almost as it had when I was a little girl. The outer lips completely covered the inner lips. You could only see the inner lips when I held my pussy lips apart, or after I'd had a good fucking.
Satisfied with what I saw, I walked over to my dresser to get out something I thought Daddy would like. I had a pair of very sheer baby-doll pajamas. If these pajamas didn't break the ice, nothing would. I thought about wearing a diaphanous negligee, but I liked the little-girl look of the baby-doll pajamas better. After all, wasn't I Daddy's little girl?
I sat on the edge of the bed and pulled up the pajama bottoms. They easily slid up my smoothly shaven legs. If you looked very closely, it was possible to see my pussy through the thin material. I hoped the top would be more revealing.
I slid the top over my head and down my arms. When I looked into the mirror, I was pleased with the result. My tits held the thin material out from my body, and it was as if my nipples weren't covered at all by the almost non-existent material.
I had kicked off my shoes earlier and decided to remain barefoot. I was going for an innocent look that said I was prepared for bed. One final look in the mirror told me that I had nailed it.
All that remained was to put my plan into action.
John----->
I had been preparing myself mentally for a confrontation with Elly when I heard her door open. I kept watching television until she approached and stopped in front of me just like she had just a few evenings before. As I looked up, I was astounded by my daughter's appearance. She stood before me, wearing some sort of sheer nighty that left very little to the imagination.
Despite my initial shock, I was unable to refrain from allowing my eyes to feast on the bounty that stood before me. As my eyes traveled slowly up her long, bare legs, I was greeted with strong calves and full, well-shaped thighs. When my gaze fell on her crotch, I noticed that the lips of her pussy were slightly hidden, enticing, making me want to discover more.
After pausing at her crotch, my eyes exercised a will of their own as they continued to travel upwards, past her slim waist, and upward toward her breasts. As my eyes devoured her breasts, I marveled at what I saw. Elly's breasts were unlike any I had seen before, not full but elongated and topped with a pointy pink nipple clearly visible through the diaphanous material. Oh, how I longed to reach out and explore those unique breasts, but I knew I shouldn't.
Then I remembered that this was my baby, my lovely daughter, displaying herself like a... I couldn't say if.
I looked at her smiling face, twinkling blue eyes, and long blonde hair cascading below her shoulders, and lost it!
"El, what the hell are you doing?" I snapped. "You shouldn't be parading around like that in front of me."
Her reaction was instantaneous, but not at all what I expected.
"Daddy, I love you!" she exclaimed. "There wasn't anything wrong with walking around nude when I was younger. I wanted to do something special for you."
Turning away from me, she burst into tears and ran into her room, slamming the door behind her.
I was shaking and thoroughly confused. My physical response had been immediate, as my cock had sprung to attention without any direction from me. And why not? My almost-nude daughter had just paraded herself in front of me, making an offer of something precious, yet abhorrent to society.
The hunger I felt was wrong. I know that. Still, I'm human, and she was a sight to see. Those tits of hers weren't like any I had ever seen before. I couldn't ignore the fact that I wanted to see more. I needed to see more. Not only that, but I wanted to hold them, suckle them. It was perverted but...
My mind roiled with inner turmoil. It had been a few years since I had enjoyed a woman's body, and here was my nubile young daughter all but throwing herself at me. My physical reaction was a result of repressed hormones. I told myself, fathers are not supposed to lust after their young daughters.
I could rationalize it all I wanted, but it was impossible to reconcile the conflict. My body was in full lust mode, but my mind was in complete denial. This conflict had to be resolved, and I knew that I had to talk to Elly. We couldn't live together with this tension between us.
It was imperative that I set the tone and reestablish the father-daughter relationship. It was my responsibility to set, and enforce, some parameters. Restraining myself, being the adult in the room was going to be pure torture, but it had to be done.
Elly----->
Throwing myself down on my bed, I sobbed uncontrollably. I wanted Daddy something awful, but it seemed like nothing I did was right.
I was still sniffling when I heard Daddy knock on my door.
John----->
"Elly, can I come in? We need to talk."
Her muffled reply came faintly through the door, "I'm ready for bed."
"Sweetheart, we need to talk. Please let me in."
I heard her sigh, as if in frustration. Then the bed springs squeaked, and she said, "Okay. Come on in."
Like the other day, my baby was lying on the bed with her back to me. Remembering last week, I took a close look at her softly rounded ass and was surprised. What was she wearing?, I wondered.
Then I recognized the baby-doll pajamas she had recently purchased. You could see through the gauzy material, and the crack of her luscious ass was clearly visible. Oh, how I wanted to touch it, to feel those firm, yet soft orbs.
Totally thrown off by the view of that luscious ass, I stammered, "B-Baby."
"Yes, Daddy?"
Without asking, I sat down next to her at the head of the bed. Instinctively, I placed my hand on her back, rubbing gently as I had many times before.
I didn't know how to react when she suddenly rolled over, causing me to jerk my hand back awkwardly. For a moment I sat there, my hand hanging in mid-air, trying to decide what to do. Finally, lacking other choices, I put my hand back down, but this time in it rested on her smooth belly, midway between her breasts and her crotch. Any sudden movement could easily get me into trouble.
"What do we need to talk about?" she asked innocently, glancing down at my hand.
"What happened a few days ago and just now. It's wrong," I said.
Elly looked at me with those vivid blue eyes. "Oh, Daddy, don't you understand? I don't like it when you're not happy, and I want to do what I can to fix that. I love you! How could wanting you be wrong? Don't you love me anymore?"
"Of course I love you, sweetheart. You're my baby, and I love you more than life itself."
I didn't mean to make it sound like an invitation, but Elly must have taken it that way. Just like last week, she placed her hand on my leg, close to my throbbing erection. I looked down at her small hand, almost touching my dick and thought, I don't think I can stand much more of this.
Elly----->
Elly thought to herself, this isn't wrong, it's what I want, and I think Daddy needs this as much as I do.
My mind made up, I slid my hand up Daddy's leg until it was resting directly on his erection, slowly closing my hand around his cock, marveling at the feel of it, once again. His warm, hard cock felt wonderful despite the intervening layer of clothing.
Daddy immediately stiffened, but he didn't make any effort to remove my hand. Since he appeared to accept my advances, I began to move my hand slowly, back and forth along the complete length of his rock hard shaft. A quick intake of breath was his only visible response, as we both wrestled with the rapidly changing situation. I reveled in the solid feel of Daddy's sex.
John----->
As I felt my baby's hand close around my shaft, those damnable alarm bells began ringing in my mind again. It was different this time than it was before. This time I ignored them and gave in to the exquisite knowledge that my daughter was stroking my dick, and I loved it.
Just as I thought things could not get any better, I was hit by a feeling of total loss when she abandoned her efforts and removed her hand. I soon found out that another shock was on its way.
I watched in complete awe as she grasped my hand, sliding it up her chest and placing it on her breast. It seemed as if my hand had a mind of its own when I grasped her soft, pliable breast. My thumb immediately began to rub her distended nipple. My mind was inundated with feelings and sensations like I had never known before.
Elly----->
I held my breath and waited to see what else Daddy might do. After a few moments, it became clear that he was fully occupied discovering the secrets of my unusual breasts. I, on the other hand wanted more, much more.
However, I was willing to start small. I couldn't control my rapidly beating heart as I unzipped Daddy's pants, and reached into the opening. I wasn't sure what kind of response my brazenness would receive, but I was thrilled when he didn't stop me.
As I searched for his manhood I continued to enjoy the attention he was giving to my breast. Finally, I found what I was looking for, and wrapped my fingers around his penis. It was amazing to me that his dick could feel so soft and warm, and be so hard and rigid at the same time. It was a struggle to remove his rigid shaft from his pants, but finally I was rewarded for my efforts as its full length emerged into the light.
This was the second time that I had held my Daddy's rigid rod in my hand. After last week, I had wanted to do this again, but I had almost given up any hope since Daddy had not done anything to expand our relationship.
Now, when I gazed into Daddy's eyes, it was clear that the look on his face radiated pure joy. Despite that, he seemed almost afraid to move, It was as if he feared that any movement would break the spell that had woven itself around us, but something was.


I was slightly offended when I realized that Daddy wasn't playing with my breast any longer. He must have forgotten what he was doing when I wrapped my hand around his cock.
John----->
I should have stopped Elly before this went any farther, but I was mesmerized as she deftly unzipped my trousers, sliding the zipper down, and opening my fly. My muscles tensed involuntarily as I watched and felt her hand enter the opening and grasp my rigid cock, struggling to remove it from its confines.
I held my breath as Elly fumbled with her hand inside my fly, searching for my cock. It couldn't be that hard to find, I thought, but I never had an erection like this in my entire life. It felt like my cock might burst from my pants unassisted if my daughter took any longer to release it.
After what seemed to be a lifetime, I gasped as I felt her soft, warm fingers wrap around my shaft as she continued to work on the awkward task of removing my member from its snug cocoon. When she finally succeeded, I was rewarded with the sight of my daughter's hand stroking up and down my shaft. I had guiltily dreamed of something just like this since last week, but I had never expected to see it again.
I was so absorbed with the wondrous sight that I had forgotten about those two breasts waiting for my attention. Elly reminded me to take care of her, by taking my hand and guiding it back to her chest.
My fascination with her tubular tits was understandable, but her hand stroking my cock was in danger of bringing on a climax much too soon. I needed to do something to avoid making a mess in her hand, which would probably bring an untimely end to our mutual exploration.
Reluctantly, I pulled away from her ministrations, standing and moving to the foot of the bed. I reached down and grasped her ankles, pulling her into a prone position on the bed. She was so enticing as she lay there, naked except for the diaphanous pajama bottoms.
I would need to do something about those pajama bottoms but first, I moved forward, straddling her body and leaned in to kiss my daughter. Oh, I had kissed her before, in a fatherly way but this was nothing like that. I was kissing a woman I intended to make love to.
Contact with her soft lips sent a jolt through my body as I processed the implications of what we were doing. When her lips parted, giving free access to my probing tongue, I deepened the kiss. Our tongues touched tentatively, and then entered into a wrestling match, darting rapidly around, searching, possessing.
With our passion rising toward the boiling point, I forced myself to break the contact. At first Elly resisted but quickly relaxed as I bent down to place a loving kiss on one of her breasts while I fondled the other.
Their shape was amazing, and as I began to suckle, I realized that I was able to pull her complete breast into my mouth. With her breast filling my mouth, I used my tongue to tease her turgid nipple, much like she had done when she sucked my dick.
Her sensuous moan was all the encouragement I needed, and I immediately transferred my attention to her other breast. I was so engrossed pleasuring myself with her tits that it was a moment before I felt the pressure on my head. That was when I realized that El had both her hands on my head and was insistently urging me to move lower. 
Elly----->
Finally, Daddy took the hint, releasing my breasts, he moved down my body. My skin twitched as he kissed and licked his way down my chest and tummy. None of my previous lovers had ever been so attentive or exciting. Knowing that it was my Daddy fueling these sensations only increased the guilty pleasure brought on by our incestuous behavior.
There was a short pause when he encountered the waist of my pajama bottoms. His indecision was short-lived, as he grasped the waist of my pajama bottoms and pulled them down my legs.
I was anxious to help, so I lifted my ass, pulling my knees up, so Daddy could easily remove my last piece of clothing. When Daddy finally tossed the impediment aside, I parted my legs, lowering them to either side of his body, offering him complete and unfettered access to my womanhood. To make sure he got the message, I reached between my legs and pulled my pussy lips aside, offering myself in utter surrender.
He responded to the invitation by placing his mouth over my pussy and forcing his tongue inside me as deeply as possible. I couldn't help the moan that escaped my lips. Meanwhile, his lips sealed the connection with my pussy, and his tongue immediately got busy, probing my sex, driving me crazy. 
My pussy had been eaten out before, but those lovers had been mere boys, and this was a man, but not just any man, this was my Daddy. The sensations rippled up and down my body as I writhed in response, moving involuntarily while still trying to maximize the erotic contact.
My eyes popped open when I felt the additional pleasure of his hands, as they began to fondle my breasts again. I looked down between my breasts and was further titillated by the vision of my Daddy busily licking, sucking, and nibbling on the lips of my pussy and my clit.
Those glorious sensations drove me higher than ever before. My body shuddered, and I began to writhe about, shaking the bed, and almost dislodging Daddy's mouth. Fortunately, he grabbed my buttocks, and fastened his mouth to my sex like a leach, hanging on despite my gyrations.
My sexual experience had been limited, and I had never experienced an orgasm before, but I instinctively knew one was on the way. My pussy began to twitch each time Daddy's tongue flicked over my sensitive clit.
Suddenly, my whole world exploded. My body was no longer under my control. My back arched, seeking even greater contact with that deliciously enticing tongue. A lightning bolt energized every nerve in my body, causing my vagina to spasm uncontrollably.
The sensations caused by that lightning bolt surged, traveling through my body, coalescing at the center of my being. A piercing moan escaped my lips as my vagina released a flood of my juice.
As the sensation passed, I lay there, limp as a wet dishrag. I had just experienced the most powerful sexual release possible, and now my body was almost overcome by a pervasive feeling of warmth and well-being.
My Daddy had just shown me what it felt like to be a woman who had been thoroughly loved by her lover. With a jolt, I came back to reality and looked between my legs to see Daddy, his face covered in my cum, a smug smile on his face.
As I watched, Daddy looked down at my widespread legs and moist cunt. I thought I knew what was on his mind, but I wasn't ready for things to end yet. I had other mountains I wanted to climb.
Still a bit weak from my wild ride, I disentangled myself and stood beside the bed, reveling in my new-found wantonness. I reached down and pulled him to his feet beside me. He gave me a questioning look, and then he smiled as understanding lit his face when I knelt before him. 
John----->
I watched in awe and anticipation as my baby knelt before me and looked up into my eyes. Keeping her hands at her side, she leaned forward and placed a kiss on the head of my rigid shaft, causing it to jump in response. Her tongue flicked out to taste the drop of precum leaking from my penis.
She looked up at me again, smiling, and then she moved forward, parting her lips and engulfing my cock in her warm, moist mouth. I watched in awe as she moved her head back and forth, her firm lips wrapped around my member, sliding from end to end and back again.
El might not have been the most accomplished cocksucker in the world, but she made up for any lack of finesse with her enthusiasm. The incestuous nature of what we were doing added an extra, indescribable emotion to the act. She commenced moving back and forth on my dick so fast I thought she might scramble her brains.
At one point, she pushed herself down on my cock until the head entered her throat. She quickly pulled back to take a breath, having choked slightly.
In a moment she took me into her mouth again. I placed my hands on her head as she began to move forward, maintaining a light pressure on her head as the head of my cock reached the back of her throat. That was when she opened her eyes and looked up at me. The first word spoken since this wild ride had begun was when I asked, "More?"
She gave me a slight nod of acquiescence, and I increased the pressure. Slowly, the head of my cock passed the obstruction, and the last few inches slid down her throat.
After a moment, I pulled back, and when she looked up at me, I asked, "Again?"
Her nod was all the encouragement I needed. No woman had ever deep-throated me before Elly, and my baby girl loved me so much she was willing to let me do it again.
I watched her cheeks puff out and deflate as I thrust my throbbing cock down her throat repeatedly. In just a few moments, I knew I had to stop this, or it would be too late, and I desperately wanted the final prize.
My mind kept telling me that this was wrong, but a haze now clouded those objections, and my inhibitions no longer mattered. Right or wrong, I wanted to fuck my daughter, and unless she stopped me, I was going to taste the forbidden fruit. Thoughts of impropriety had long since fled my consciousness.
Elly----->
As I knelt in front of Daddy, I marveled at the cock staring back at me. I had dreamed many times about having sex with my Daddy, but I never believed it would happen, and here I was, about to take his manhood into my mouth for the second time. This was the stuff dreams were made of.
I moved forward, placing a kiss on the head and licking up a tiny drop of precum. Then I took a deep breath, parted my lips, and took his turgid shaft into my mouth. The feeling of that shaft parting my lips and filling my mouth was something I had longed for. I was so excited that I began moving back and forth along that shaft as rapidly as I could.
I can't describe what I felt as I bobbed up and down on Daddy's dick, but I can say that the feeling was exquisite until I went too far and almost choked. Surprised, I backed off just a bit, but then I felt Daddy's hands urging me forward. Daddy didn't know it, but I had only done deep throat with my sous' chef once, and I still had a lot to learn.
I tried to force my muscles to relax and allow it to happen. When the head of his dick touched the back of my throat, I almost choked like the first time, but then I discovered something. In my panic, I had involuntarily tried to swallow. Miraculously, this allowed the head to enter my throat without any choking feelings.
Once the head of his cock got past that obstruction, I no longer felt like choking. It became easier each time he thrust into me, and he began to stroke in and out of my mouth, forcing his cock down my throat with each thrust.
I was thrilled to be doing this for Daddy. Ever since Mom had abandoned us, I had visualized myself taking her place in the bedroom, and it was finally happening.
John----->
It was with great reluctance that I finally removed my dick from Elly's accommodating mouth. I had to finish this, and I wanted to be in her pussy in the worst way, so I pulled her to her feet and motioned for her to lie back down on the bed.
She knew what was coming and was quick to return to the bed. At first, I enjoyed the view as my daughter lay naked on the bed, her legs spread wide, awaiting what was to come. It was a beautiful sight and will remain etched in my memory. I hoped to enjoy this sight many more times, but that was for the future, and this was about now.
It was at this moment that reality reared its ugly head. Was my daughter still a virgin? Despite my arousal, I'm not sure that I was prepared to take her virginity, so I had to ask. "Elly, you're not still a virgin, are you?"
She refused to look at me for a moment, and I imagined the worst, but she finally looked up and shook her head in a silent, "No," obviously embarrassed by the admission.
Letting out a sigh of relief, I knelt between her legs. As I moved forward, El took hold of my rigid shaft and guided it to her waiting sex.
It is impossible to describe my feelings as my penis slid slowly into her waiting, well-prepared pussy. The warm slipperiness was welcoming and embraced me tightly.
Slowly, I pressed forward, and my dick slid farther into her pussy until I finally ground against her mound. The thought that my penis was fully sheathed within my daughter's pussy was almost enough to cause me to lose it right then. I fought the urge and was successful, at least for the moment.
I rested for a second to regain my composure. Then I slowly withdrew until I almost pulled out of her sheath. Her hands cupping my ass cheeks restrained me from going any farther.
I began a slow, rhythmic thrusting, wanting to enjoy the sensations coursing through my body. Instinctively, I knew that I would not be able to hold myself back for long this first time. I fervently hoped there would be a next time, so I could do a better job and love my daughter as no man ever had before.
It was just moments later that I felt my semen rising, threatening to explode inside my baby. That was not something I could let happen.
I quickly removed my dick from her pussy because I certainly didn't want to risk making her pregnant. As I ejaculated, my cum shot onto her mound, covering the private entrance to her being.
As the last drop dripped from my softening cock, I moved forward, Elly lifted her head and licked the tip of my dick. Then she took my cock into her mouth, cleaning her juices off it. Finally, she released it and smiled at me.
Just as before, I grabbed my cell phone to record the sight as she lay there, legs spread, pussy lips swollen, and covered in my cum. I took several photos. If this never happened again, I would have memories that would last a lifetime. 
Elly----->
'Oh my, he's going to do it,' I thought. I watched as Daddy knelt between my legs. That was when I realized that I wanted to do the honors and reached between my legs to take hold of his cock myself.
I grabbed Daddy's shaft and guided it to the opening of my waiting pussy. The bulbous head rubbed between my distended lips, and suddenly it slipped in. Daddy pushed forward, forcing the full length of his dick into me until he was tightly pressed against my mound.
I moaned from the exquisite pleasure, knowing that I had finally taken Mom's place.
Daddy didn't fuck me like my earlier lovers had. His strokes were long and slow, allowing me to enjoy the experience fully. All too soon, his pace began to increase, and I knew the end was approaching.
At the last minute, he pulled out so he wouldn't cum inside me. I watched as he aimed his throbbing penis at the open lips of my pussy. Moments later, the first stream of hot, sticky cum landed on my mound. It was followed by several more, as my Daddy emptied his balls onto me.
I was amazed at the amount of cum Daddy unloaded. To my surprise, he grabbed his cell phone and took several photos of me as I lay there, legs spread, pussy lips engorged and swollen, covered in cum.
Suddenly, everything became awkward. I'm not sure about Daddy, but I was going to need some time to process and understand the implications of what had just passed between us. Was this going to be a one-time event, or would we want to repeat it?
John----->
As my emotions began to subside, I struggled to comprehend the full impact of what we had just done. I had just had sex with my loving daughter. Having sex with Elly was something I had imagined on numerous occasions, but I never believed it would happen. Now that it had happened, I had to figure out where I wanted things to go from here and see how Elly felt about it.
I mumbled something to Elly about taking a shower, grabbed my cell phone, and made a getaway.
The next morning, I was relaxing at the kitchen table, enjoying a cup of coffee and reliving the events of the previous evening. I looked at the photos on my phone as a reminder that what I remembered from last night had been real. I was still a little distressed about the morality of what we had done. Despite my reservations, I already knew that I would welcome a repeat performance every chance I got, as long as my daughter allowed the continued intimacy.
I was unsure how to broach the subject when Elly walked into the kitchen naked. I couldn't help looking between her legs and there was my cum, dried and caked on her pussy. She hadn't cleaned herself up after our love-making.
She padded across the room, reached for a cup, and poured herself a cup of coffee. She smiled and sat down in my lap and said, "Good morning, Daddy."
I guess I had my answer.
Elly----->
I wasn't sure how Daddy would feel after he had time to consider what we had done. I was afraid that he would be embarrassed and reluctant to participate in a repeat performance.
I knew what I wanted, which was to continue to have sex with my Daddy. I loved him and needed a way to show him that I would welcome a continuing relationship that included sex.
I had fallen asleep last night right where he left me. This morning, I threw aside the sheets and walked to the mirror over the dresser. I glowed with satisfaction, and that was when I decided that the best way to show Daddy how I felt was to greet him naked with his cum still caked on my pussy.
After brushing my teeth, I applied just a touch of makeup and walked out of my room wearing nothing but a smile and Daddy's cum.
I found Daddy sitting at the kitchen table, drinking coffee. Continuing to wear only a smile, I enjoye