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	‘Tell me Jon! Tell me how I look! Will I be the sexiest slut again tonight?’





	My lover’s freshly-showered, naked body crushes against me urgently. His hands slide over my shiny-black, PVC minisirted ass, lifting the crotch-high hem. 


	‘You’re a wet dream Jenny Love. Sexy-slutty looks, flashy-white smile, petite, sexy body, blonde shining hair. Your tits are bursting that white lycra crop-top, your tanned, muscled legs look gorgeous in those black PVC boots - you’ll have them creaming their pants again tonight.’ 


	Lightly, he pushes me back, hands weighing and fondling my tits, lightly pinching the hardening nipples... ‘Your teats poke through this lovely new top, RIGHT through it because it’s so thin, and your teats are so damn horny.’


	I groan, press against him, inhale the gorgeous smell of male flesh. His cock brushes my thigh, jacking slowly, soon it will gift my flesh with its wet and sticky kiss…


	‘This miniskirt is indecent,’ he whispers, sliding his loving hands over the whisper-thin plastic stretched tight on my ass.  ‘No other girl would dare wear skirts as short as you wear them. And this one feels so lovely, looks so sexy, so slutty on you. 


	‘Tell me about when I’m dancing,’ I whisper, tonguing his ear as his fingers raise the miniskirt the fraction it takes to lightly stroke my satin-white-thonged cunt beneath.


	‘It’s so short that when you’re dancing tonight you’ll be flashing this sexy-satin, shiny-white thong at all the men. Their cocks will be rock, drooling into their pants as you sexy-dance for them. Their eyes will pop at the sight of you thrashing and fucking to the music. They’ll see your shiny white thong winking at them, beckoning them on. They’ll watch your tight little ass jerk and screw under the shiny-black as you dance for them.’


	‘Mmmm, Lover and you love me to do that? You love them to stare,’ I whisper, my fingers lightly scratching the high, hard-muscled cheeks of his bare ass. ‘You like to watch me, and you like to watch them watching me, tell me more, my Lover. Tell me how my tits look when I dance?’ 


	‘They’ll watch your tits - these wonderful, lovely big tits, far too big for your size - they’ll watch them roll and bounce, jiggle and jump under this sexy white top. If they’re close enough (and they’ll get close, like before), they’ll even see your big browny teats poking through the white - your nipples sticking out hard, because you always get so horny when you dance for men.’


	‘Oh! Lover! You cock’s reached my cunt! Push Jon! I want to feel your hard cock poking my silky panties - my cunt! Mmmmm ... yes like that. THAT is so horny!


 


	It happened as he said, the men lusting after me - and more. Now, with the embers of the evening’s exhibitionism glowing within me, I await my lover to come.


	I sit - half lie - on the couch, bared tits pushed high, thighs slightly parted with mini-skirt taut across the very tops. The white satin ‘V’ of my thong will beckon when he comes into the room to fuck me. Beneath it my cunt rages, craving, hungry for my lover’s cock. I touch the heat and dampness brought on by my behaviour and the male contact in the disco and my finger dips gently, feeling the slickness that seeps from my very core.


	He’s here! I pant lightly as he stands quietly, looking at the wife he loves, the wife he adores and lusts after - the wife who’s body trembles with need for him. 


	He’s squeezing his cock through the sexy lycra shorts, the ones I love him to wear - the lovely ones that rustle lightly as I stroke and squeeze his hard-bulging cock and balls. He moves close, standing in front of me. 


	‘Jon, come here, please. Come kneel between my legs and lie on me. Put your head on my tits. I want to share something with you.’ 


	I lie back, snake my hands over my tits, then downward to gently feel once again the hot, throbbing wetness through the damp, hot silkiness.


	He kneels, rests his head on my tits. I rake my fingernails down his hard-muscled back, reaching as far as the waistband of his shorts. He shivers, squirms on me ... lovely. 


	‘Jon. It got me so horny to dance for them again,’ I whisper. ‘My tits were tingling, clitty was throbbing with the thought of them all excited over me. They were wern’t they? They all wanted me? Tell me Lover ... again...’


	He tells everything. He even shares that he saw the men grope me on my way back from the toilet! I shudder as I remember how I felt when those anonymous hands came in at me from the crowd as I pressed through, how they pawed at me, stealing their secret little ‘feels’. 


	Twice, hands had brushed between my thighs and groped my cunt. Thrice, hands had brushed my tits, stolen their squeeze, their silent admiration. They’re getting to know me now, at that club - they’re getting to know what I’m like.


	I groan as Jon’s mouth turns onto my tits, tongue flicking, mouth sucking. His crotch presses between my thighs, the hard bulge in his shorts gently squashing my cunt. 


	‘Jon,’ I ask quietly. ‘What would you do, Lover if I told you I wanted to fuck with strangers? Just once? To let men ... and women use me ... while you watch?’ 


	He groans... 


	‘Dangerous. Things could get carried away,’ he mutters, chewing gently at my teat.


	‘What about a swinger’s party?’ I ask. ‘You’ve read me those magazines about them? That swinging club?’ 


	His body stiffens. 


	He pulls me into a proper sitting position, pulls the waistband of his shorts under his balls. The wonderful smell of his horny cock blooms around me - the best aphrodisiac I could wish for...


	‘Suck my cock Jenny. Suck me and I’ll tell you what I think.’ 


	There is nothing in my world I enjoy more than hearing my lover say that....





The Club:





	We discussed it for hours. For weeks we fantasised as we masturbated after fucking. Now we’re here. A swingers club. As we enter, the smells hit me. 


	Smells of sweat, bodies, superheated sauna pinewood - and over it all - sex. I drink the erotic smells of others’ pleasures - their lusts and needs. Surely, this  is the venue of my fantasy and my lover has brought me! What bliss! My senses are aflame... 


 	A sexy-voiced, middle-aged female asks if we’d like to start with sunbed, sauna or massage. In the background, above a hubbub of talk I hear a young woman’s shrill voice pierce above the rest - ‘Max! Look at her! She’s gorgeous! Imagine initiating that!’ 


	I wonder if she’s talking about me - I think she is - I hope she is. “Initiating”? I shudder.


	We opt for the sauna and after showering Jon leads me to it.


	‘Don’t worry darling,’ he whispers, squeezing my hand. ‘I’ll look after you. If anything happens you don’t like, just tell me and we’re out of here.’ 


	Immediately after the click of the wooden door comes the rush of  heated air from the sauna cabin. Jon steps in, and quickly turns to me. ‘There’s a man in here Jenny,’ he whispers. ‘But it’s dark he can’t see.’ We step inside and Jon presses his body close, letting his towel fall to the floor. He releases mine and his cock rears between my thighs, nudges my bared cunt. I reach between us and squeeze its massive girth.


	‘Take the top bunk honey,’ he whispers, helping me up the ladder, kissing my ass as it passes. I pause, letting him lick me there between the cheeks, like a little puppy, then he pushes me on up. Already, every pore is  springing with sweat in the lung-searing heat. I lie on the slatted pine bunk and try to relax. On the bunk beneath mine, Jon’s breathing is hard. 


	A finger reaches through the slats and gently strokes my back through the gap. 


	‘That’s nice, Lover,’ I whisper. ‘Don’t stop.’


	My heart pounds as the finger trails my ass. I moan ... move slightly. It enters the crease, moving lightly, trailing slowly, probing gently. I press down and it moves lower, hooking into the soft entrance to my cunt. I not only feel that wonderful finger - I hear it, slicking in my juice. I groan, hoping the stranger hasn’t heard. 


	I turn onto my front, excited.


	My tits squash into the hot wooden slats. I move so that the nipples poke through. He’ll want to feel them, hard and ready. I press my cunt into the hard wood and almost cry out as his fingers find my teats straightway and pinch them, rolling them between finger and thumb. How did he find them so quickly in the dark? And why is the man on the opposite bunk breathing so erratically, surely he can’t see us - in the dark? 


	The thought that he just might be able to see us sends my exhibitionist lusts in a spiral. I wonder what he looks like - how old he is. Fingers leave my nipples to slide through the slats to my honey-blonde, honey-dewed cunt. One finger slides gently inside. I moan in quiet ecstasy, wishing I could do something for Jon. Two fingers - I’m unable to be still with the pleasure. I wriggle cunt and tits. I roll clitty against the hard wood and try to stifle the groan so that the other man won’t hear. Jon must know I’m close to coming. Now, as his fingers work in my cunt, he flicks my nipples rhythmically.


	The other man gets up - to leave? No! His feet on the lower bunk! I lift my head and stifle a scream as his head lowers on my upturned face.


	‘It’s okay Jenny, relax,’ Jon says, gently stroking my hair and bending to kiss me. But the fingers are still in my cunt! Fingers still flick at my teats...


	‘Jon! How ... who....?’


	‘Shh, Jenny! It’s him. The man. He’s underneath. He’s got his fingers in your cunt and he’s feeling your tits. He’s enjoying you and you’re enjoying him aren’t you? So relax and enjoy ... it’s part of what you wanted ... a stranger’s fingers pleasuring your horny-gorgeous body...’


	My heart pounds as Jon presses his mouth hard on mine and slides his hand over my back and presses my ass down onto Stranger’s fingers. Jon’s middle finger prods, enters my ass. He skewers me down onto the other pleasure. I squeeze myself into the wood, squeeze my cunt harder onto the fingers of my stranger, accept a lovely drool of saliva around my lips and on my cheek. My Lover licks it, his tongue enters my mouth as my body enters orbit...





Later. 





	I am kneeling up, naked on a rubber-covered floor. All around me naked bodies rustle in kiss or caress. The smell of sex fills me - pervades my senses. A woman kneels in front in front of me and takes my hands, pressing them to her tits. A man stands behind me, his cock sticking rudely over my shoulder. His balls squash on my neck. Elixir drools from it onto my tits. The woman’s hands use it to make them slippery.


	‘You’re gorgeous Jenny,’ she whispers. ‘A gorgeous sexy girl out for pleasure. Enjoy us. Enjoy Initiation. We shall enjoy you.’


	A man pushes between us, cock horizontal. It brushes my lips. Between his legs my hands continue to pleasure the tits of the woman.


	‘Tell us Jenny,’ commands a gruff, masculine voice from above - the owner of the cock. ‘Tell us how you feel - exactly. And you must tell us if you don’t like anything we do. Don’t be afraid.’


	‘I’m not ... afraid,’ my voice cracks in lust. ‘I ... I feel so randy, so thrilled. I want you all ... I want this cock.’


I open my mouth wide like a baby bird for food. The food slides gently in, then out and I take my hands from the tits of the woman and slide them up the hairy thighs of the man. When I caress his balls with both hands he gasps. He likes me. I press forward, taking his cock into my throat.


	A head pushes up from the floor between my spread thighs but I concentrate on the cock. The wonderful taste of it pervades my mouth. Elixir leaks onto my tongue. I care not whether it’s a man or a woman’s tongue which is now lovingly tonguing my cunt. But it sounds like a woman’s gasp as her tongue opens me and a spring of cunt juice squirts into her mouth.


	All around me the sounds of quiet panting, the sound of flesh on flesh. I quiver, resisting the temptation to press down onto the expertly-probing tongue. If I did I would surely come and I don’t want to ... not just yet.


	I wanted the man to fuck my mouth. Instead, he holds his cock and runs it around my lips, oiling them with thick, slick juice. Is it shining there, on my lips as he does it? I hope so. I want his cock to cream on my face so that they can all see what a slut I am, that I’ll do anything ... that pleasing them is pleasing to me. I wank it, very slowly against my cheek as my mouth and tongue darts, pleasuring his gorgeous heavy-dangly balls, darting deeper under. He groans ... good, I have him.


	Fresh hands reach to feel my tits. They feel, grope, squeeze. These hands are rough, and from them rises the musk of  cunt.


	‘Jenny,’ my lover’s low, urgent voice. ‘Jenny. Tell them what you want. Do you still want ... that?’


	‘I want to taste the spunk of a cock,’ I answer deliberately. ‘I want to taste it, to feel it on my face. I want to be fucked. I want to have my tits and ass whipped. After that ... I still want .... yes. I still want that ... I want it all, tonight, in this place.’


	I draw the cockflesh back, skinning the head. My lips nibble, sliding in the thick fluid that had been hiding there. I touch it to my lips and feel the thick strands forming bridges between my lips. Its owner moans. I wank it, the head just inside my mouth. His hips jerk. I reach under to swipe between the hairy cheeks of his ass and feel for the asshole,  the cock twitches - jumps in my hand... 


	Then spurts in my mouth. Then on my face for I hold it and close my eyes, aiming the heavy, lovely, jerking-spurting thing so that it shoots its dirty ropes to my mouth, my cheeks, my hair. My finger shoves up his asshole.


	When the jets subside I lick and suck wildly, stealing even the last, precious, seepage from his flesh.


	Hands help me up. 


	I stand, panting with anticipation, hands at my sides, waiting to be used again. Tits brush mine, softly, nipple to nipple, then press on mine as the woman kisses me - a sweet, lover’s kiss. She pushes my hands down to a belt around her waist. A latex double-ended dildo is strapped there, one end deep in her, the other rearing up her belly, ten inches huge. It feels so lovely.


	‘Meet Maisie, Jenny,’ she whispers, her voice low, growling in my ear. ‘They want to watch me fuck you with Maisie.’ 


	It is a question not a statement.  


	I nod and I am led and laid back on the cool leather of a gym workout bench. Flat on my back with my feet planted firmly on the floor either side I lay for them, opened for them.


	Their willing slave - their initiate.


	My thighs are spread, and I feel the dildo push at my cunt. I gasp as the huge thing forces me wide and pushes. Another, woman’s soft lips brush my face, the tip of her tongue lapping like a kitten at the remnants of spunk clinging there.


	The other woman fucks me with the dildo. She is not gentle. Her hands hold my tits to keep me firm, preventing my body from sawing up and down on the leather as she fucks me. My excitement is wonderful but I don’t want to cum. I want to save that for when they spank me, and for when the men fuck me - use me. I hold back, thankful that clitty is neglected.


	My hands are taken and placed on cocks, one at either side. The woman kisses me hard. The other one fucks me. I wank the cocks, stopping to feel their balls - to grope under - to invade both men’s hot, hairy assholes. All around me are the smells of sex, and the sounds of lust. Men and women groan, pant - murmur obscenities - as they couple and fuck, watching me at the same time.


	I am lost in a sea of lust. Swept by a tide of spiralling pleasure.


	‘Jenny ... Jenny ... Jenny,’ my lovers cracked voice stutters as spunk spurts onto my hand and wrist. I knew that my right hand was servicing the cock of my lover. At the same time the woman lifts her head from mine and climbs astride me, her cunt taking the place of her lips. 


	I prefer the cunt. 


	I want to be used by the two women - for the men’s pleasure. 


	The cunt has been used. It brushes first my forehead, then my nose, then finally kisses my lips, leaving a lewd decor of spunk and juice where it has trailed. My tits are being shared now by mens’ hands as well as the woman’s who still fucks me with the dildo.


	‘Suck Paula’s cunt, Jenny. My horny-bitch wife loves a woman to suck her cunt.’ It is a growl of a voice from the dim background. I rudely push out my tongue for use. The cunt lowers onto it, the woman rising and falling, fucking herself on the tip of my tongue. I drag my hand from a cock and let it join the others on my tits. It mingles. Jon’s spunk on them slides. It is used by the hands which move so deliciously upon me. I feel a hairy body press in from the side. The hands are quickly removed from my tits and more spunk spurts onto them, adding to the mess already there. The hands return, using it.


	Sounds are magnified and I know that I must come soon or I will burst. Sounds of the dildo slicking and sucking, sounds of sticky hands on my tits, sounds of heavy breathing, panting even. Groaning, moaning sounds and the suckie sound of my mouth on the woman’s used cunt, the taste of the spunk sliding from it, the feel of the stuff in my mouth...


	I can’t help it.


	I whimper in defeat, fuck my loins to  meet the thrusting plastic and almost choke as a cock is rudely shoved to the back of my mouth and tries to fuck my throat, my come is inevitable.





	‘Sure Jenny?,’ Jon whispers, as they help me off the horse. ‘Sure?’


	‘Yes Jon. I want them to spank me. I want them to watch the slut be spanked. I want to cum off on being spanked. Then I want to be fucked. It’s still okay isn’t it?’ Jon groans. ‘Fuck, yes, honey! I’ve never seen you look so wonderfully glowing!’


	I stand for them proudly with hands behind my back, tits and cunt thrust forward. I imagine how I look standing there meekly waiting, with their sex juices shining wet on my face, tits and thighs.


	A thin dildo is pushed into my cunt, a greased plug into my ass. Wood caresses my tits. Butter pats! Small, thin rectangular butter pats! And they pat my tits. Then they hit them, gradually increasing in force until my tits are bouncing at each attack. Blood pounds in my head and a man’s big hand slaps my ass, softly first, then increasing in tempo and force. I grasp the dildo in my cunt and gently fuck myself with it.


	‘Hit my tits harder ... please. Hit them hard. It makes me come.’


	‘Hit the bitch’s tits, Mark! Fucking give her it, let’s see those fucking beauts bouncing!’ the man behind me is talking, while he unplugs my asshole and tries to put his cock up me. He can’t. He is far too big, but the drool from his cock feels lovely on my hot flesh.  


	My body is abused for their pleasure, and mine. The sound of the slaps on my flesh seem magnified a thousand times. My lust - impossibly - continues to spiral. My tits are aflame. The wood now smacks them straight on, right on my teats.


	I shift my thighs apart, push out my ass and wait. I cannot believe how they keep such silence but the panting gives them away. They are all so horny. And they are that way because of me. It is my lust, my excitement, my wanton, flaunted nakedness and greed that makes them so horny. And their excitement is the reason for mine.


	Then, as my tits continue to be hit, my ass is thrashed with a whip.


	Three strokes, then it strays to saw between my thighs. I slip out the dildo and it pushes gently between the lips of my cunt. My tits and ass sting, sending messages of pleasure-pain to my core - my cunt. I burn with desire - with desperation to orgasm. 


	I want cock now, I need it now, I want to be fucked properly, while they all watch me. While they cluster around me ... and shout their lewd encouragement...


	‘Fuck me. Please fuck me with your cocks...’


	Words from my mouth but they do not seem my words. They are the words of my inner being, a part of me locked away until now, in my fantasies and dreams.


	They push me down to kneel, to take it from behind. I am glad because that is the way I like to be fucked best. Like a dog. I’m a  dog-bitch in heat for cock - with the smell of my cunt, my wanton  demeanour, driving these cocks brutal with wild but natural lust.


	I get two. 


	One slides easily, balls-deep, embedded in my slimy cunt. 


	Long, hard and thick it fucks me slowly - deliciously - with full, even strokes. All must see it as it pulls right out after every stroke with a gorgeous sucking sound, all must see it coated with the slippery slickness pouring from me.  


	Another fucks my mouth. 


	It didn’t ask to do it - it simply thrust right in there and started doing it. 


	I adore it.


	I imagine how I look being used by these two men - on all fours with their cocks sliding slowly in and out of my holes. My mind plays the picture of me kneeling for them, being used by them, over and over. 


	My blood pounds. I am bursting. 


	Incredibly - I have not come again with this new assault. It is as if I am being saved for one almighty orgasm. Maybe I will die from the bliss as so much pent-up delirium is released? It must be released soon, I am almost exhausting mentally even now...


	Without warning the mouth-cock spews. I didn’t want it to - not hidden in my mouth. There, it is for mine and his pleasure only, not the rest of them also. So I wait until it is withdrawn and then share its gift. I open my mouth and put out my tongue. I hear sharp intakes of breath as I let them see the spunk on the slut’s tongue and then let it roll off, dropping in strands to my tits to join the drying and crusty residues of the previous. 


	The cunt-cock still thrusts. Its owner must surely be the provider of some of the spunk already clinging to my body, he has sustained this fuck for so long? But only a few deep stabs later comes the groan, the obscenity...	The cock withdraws quickly, showering ass and lower back. Hands use it, of course. 


	I feel barren without cock.


	Alone.


	‘What now Jenny. What do you want now?’ That big, deep voice again. He must be the leader.	


	The voice - again - seems not my own. It comes from afar...


	‘I want ... you to do dirty things ... disgusting things... Do what you want with me...


	 Fist-fuck my cunt. Whip me again - even harder. Piss on me if you want to.’


	The sharp intakes of breath excite me. I have shocked them - or - perhaps - now they know for certain that they have found one as depraved as they?


	I am led back to the table. I feels strands of thick cum hanging from my cunt, sticking to my thighs.


	Jon has fisted me many times, and while doing it verbally shared what it would be like to do it with many men present. This is his fantasy too.


	But it is not Jon’s fingers that push at my cunt. This hand is almost brutal, as if it wants to rape not pleasure me.


	Good. 


	That is the way I had imagined it. 


	Hard. Thorough. 	To have my cunt used. Abused. Raped for others’ pleasure. 


	‘Go on. Do it. Shove your whole fucking arm into my cunt. Rape me with it.’ 


	Again the intake of breath. They like my dirty-talk. Naked bodies close in on me, I smell cock, and cunt and  over it the smell of spunk, rising in the heat from my body. My nostrils flare with the sexual scent - my mind flares too, loosing my tongue. 


	‘Oooooh, SHIT! FUCKING SHIT! YESSS! PUSH! PUSH YOUR FUCKIN’ HAND UP MY CUNT YOU BASTARD!’ I hear myself screaming as I splay my thighs painfully apart and buck my cunt on the pushing hand.


	‘Shut the bitch up, someone give her something to suck,’ growls the man. I know they don’t want me to shut up though, so I don’t.


	Especially not now that the anonymous hand has reached the crucial point. My head is bursting with the blood of excitement coursing through my body as I struggle to accommodate the bunched fist.


	It pushes a final inch. It’s there. In me. His whole hand is in my cunt. I scream.


	No. I wail. A wail turned gurgle. He begins to punch me with his fist, then relaxes and feels around inside me. I sense them all staring, groping each other as they watch me writhe.


	‘Piss on me someone ... please? Piss on my tits?’


	I hold them, push them upward, pleading... My body jerking with the fisting. 


	A man kneels on the table over me. He faces down my body and squats his asshole to my mouth. His cock drips slime onto my neck. 	


	I lick his asshole. It tastes of apples.


	‘Piss on my tits,’ I whisper,’ reaching to feel his slimy, flaccid cock that is fattening slowly. 


	A dribble onto my tits. His asshole opens on my mouth as he does it. I hold his cock and aim the stream over my tits and belly. It is hot. Hot and lovely and coursing over my body. 


	I hope they still like me...





	Now, kneeling, on all-fours my hands tied with leather thongs to wooden wall-bars. 


	This at Jon’s request for he knows my fantasies. 


	I am to be tied like that and fucked by many men, only able to imagine what they look like. 


	One enters me. Short and stubby it is not long in contenting itself. After a few strokes it slips out and I feel the splashes and squirts high up my back; then on my ass.


	Another replaces it, this one long, thin. This one pounds me, the man’s thighs slapping mine, the balls swinging wildly, smacking my clit. I moan, pulling at my tethers. The man holds my tits, muttering under his breath in time to his thrusting. He doesn’t share his spunk as the other had done. His spunk is selfishly given, deep within.


	Now it is Jon’s cock. The familiar feel of the cock of my friend, my lover, my husband who has loved me, cherished me so dearly through six wonderful years. Six years of happiness which could easily have been six years of misery...


	I squeeze my cunt on his cock as he thrusts. His hands smooth other men’s cum into my flesh. He plugs my ass with his thumb as he fucks me. He knows what I like. He fucks my cunt with his cock, my ass with his thumb. He swears and comes, lunging into me with lust-powered force.


	My body is bursting. My blood pounding as if I had run for miles. At the final lunge my forehead crashes the wooden wall-bars. 


	Blissfull orgasm accompanies a blinding flash of pain.


	And light! 	





	  


	I’ve made a fool of myself.  Crying like this. 


	Jon pushes me through the little crowd. I try to make an apologetic smile but I just need out, away from people to be alone with my Lover at this magic moment in my life. I just want to gaze into his face - to see him at last, when the tears have cleared. I feel sad that they are blaming themselves for my trauma but I can’t help it, I have to get away...


	Jon opens a fire escape door and leads me out onto a balcony. I see the wonderful sight of dancing street lights through the mist of tears. Behind me, Jon is trying to explain to them. But they can’t understand.  Who can blame them!


	‘It’s okay damn you!’ he shouts. ‘It’s nothing you’ve done! She can SEE dammit! She was blind, she hit her head, for the first time in six years my Jenny can SEE!	


	‘You ... damn liar!’ I sobbed, seeing him for the first time in my life….





	Seeing for the first time the man who had married a blind girl and given her six years of happiness and caring love... 


	‘You liar! I knew you were a handsome sod!’


�











 





 





�PAGE  �7�














