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CHAPTER 5

The door opened into what Heather could only describe as a dungeon.  Faux stone walls looked oddly fake in the large room.  Along the walls were various devices, some of which she recognized.  A large wooden “X” stood on a pedestal near the wall, and an assortment of machines, clamps and clips stood ready.  Most of the crowd followed them downstairs.  

“Let’s put her on the fucking machine while Stanley pierces her nipples,” Gabrielle said.  

“Oh, how droll,” said Roger, rolling his eyes.  “What about you, my pets, would you like to see that?”  

“Oh, yes, Master,” they chimed in.

Heather felt a thrill of fear.  What was a fucking machine?  The name suggested a possibility, but she’d never heard about anything like that.  

“Stanley?  Would that work?” Don asked.

“Sure.  Put her on the X, but tilt her to the side.  Spread the slut’s legs wide so people can watch.  We just need to tie her very thoroughly.  Don’t want the bitch wiggling around,” Stanley said.

“Then make it so,” said Don.

Heather looked to Master Mitchell, but he had a strange sort of smile, as if he were enjoying himself.  Gabrielle’s eyes had a strange glitter that she’d never seen before.  She felt Roger’s slaves grab her and place her against the big “X”.  First they clamped her wrists and ankles onto the arms of the device.  She noticed that Billy’s small cock was hard again.  Don walked around behind her, and suddenly she was being spread apart further, her legs nearly at a 180 degree angle.  He handed ropes to Roger’s slaves who began to tie her tightly to the wooden beams.

“Get the fucking machine,” Roger ordered to his own slave. The ropes pressed into Heather’s flesh with the rough fibers abrading her skin.  Ropes went around her arms, shoulders and midsection.  The tranny kept touching Heather’s breasts as she or he, Heather wasn’t sure what, exactly, wrapped ropes around her torso.  Heather felt herself getting wet, again, as she became totally helpless.  They could do anything to her, anything at all, and there was nothing she could do about it.  Knowing the audience’s eyes were on her naked pussy and her enlarged clitoris made her hot.  Maybe this time it would happen

Don’s slave returned wheeling an aluminum device with a long shaft on the front.  Don reached for three dildos on the top of it.  “Which one do we fuck her with?”

Gabrielle touched the largest one, a huge flesh-colored cock that even had veins on it.  “This slut needs the very biggest one,” she said, taking the huge dildo and screwing it onto the end of the shaft.

Heather felt hands on her pussy.  She looked down and saw the skinny slave spreading her lips apart.  The tranny pushed the machine forward until the dildo slid between her lips.  Don turned on the switch to the machine, and Heather felt the dildo push into her pussy.  Slowly it slid in, spreading her, splitting her and pushing against her G-spot.  She moaned as she looked down and saw the huge thing penetrating her.  Slowly, it moved out and then in, again.  The crowd cheered.

“Look at that slut gobble that whole thing up with her cunt!” Gabrielle said.  Several people in the crowd giggled.  Heather noticed that the tranny was sucking his or her master’s cock.  She looked into the crowd and saw the tall woman with the striking slave she’d seen before. He was watching intently.  The person in front of him moved, and she saw he had a hardon.  He had a beautiful cock, long and straight.  She felt she would be coming very soon unless that wall went up.  Heather felt the speed of the fucking machine increase.

“That’s good,” said Stanley.  “She’s tied securely.  Let’s pierce a nipple.”  Heather felt cold as the man swabbed her nipple with alcohol.  He grasped her right nipple with gloved hands and pinched it with his left hand.  With his right, he brought a large needle up to her nipple. A piece of clear tubing fit over the end of the needle behind the point.  In the other end, the tubing held an opened ring.  She watched fascinated as the needle first indented her nipple, then penetrated with a sharp, searing pain that she barely felt over the insistent fucking of her pussy by the machine.  And yet, she heard a small scream escape her lips as the needle penetrated all the way through.  She felt the wave starting to crest.  Stanley pushed the needle all the way through, and she felt the edge of the tubing penetrate.  The ring entered her nipple.  Stanley pulled off the tubing and closed the ring.  She now had a nipple ring and a small trail of blood dribbling down from the pierced nipple.  

“Quite a slut you have there, Mitch,” Don said, fondling Gabrielle’s nipple poking through her bra.  “She hardly flinched.”

“She’ll probably come when he penetrates the other one.”

In fact, Heather was about to come again, or so she felt.  She was so excited!  She had never been this hot, before.  The thought of that fucking machine penetrating her helpless pussy entirely impersonally but remorselessly was terribly exciting.  Don snapped his fingers at his slave.  “Suck his cock!” he ordered, pointing to Master Mitchell.  The slave undid the flap on the front of Master Mitchell’s leather pants and took out his hardened cock.  She took it into her mouth greedily, sucking wetly.  The machine kept fucking Heather, pushing deep inside her, and then sliding out, again. 

She looked at Master Mitchell and Gabrielle.  Master Mitchell was moaning as the slave sucked his cock.  Gabrielle was sitting on the arm of a couch, and as Heather watched, she slowly reached for the big ring on her zipper and unzipped her leather shorts.  Don reached inside her now split pants, and Gabrielle moaned as her thighs opened wider to receive his hand.

Stanley grabbed Heather’s other nipple and swabbed it with the cold alcohol.  Heather moaned in anticipation as she felt her orgasm building.  The sharp needle poked her tender flesh and then penetrated.  She cried out as Don cranked up the speed another notch.  The burning pain in her nipples and the thrusting dildo fucking in and out relentlessly sent her to the very edge, and then, she was 11 again.  The memory she’d pushed down not long ago crept in from the dark recesses of her mind.  Her mother had caught her masturbating and had punished her, telling her how disappointed she was in her daughter and that good girls simply did not do such things. And then, just as she was teetering on the edge, the wall went up.  “Nooooo!” she screamed, trying desperately to hump the dildo and force it to fuck her over the edge.  “Ahhhhh!” she cried in frustration.

Master Mitchell was fucking Don’s slave’s mouth.  “Just look at that slut,” he panted.  “Did you see her come?”

Gabrielle was riding Don’s hand, Heather could see.  Her zipper was open, and he was sliding his finger up and down her slit and into her, where he stroked her G-spot.  Heather wanted that.  She desperately wanted to come.  She was totally depraved, and she couldn’t come.  

 “You’re going to have to stop that dildo if you want me to pierce her pussy lips,” Stanley announced.

Don snapped his fingers at his naked slave.  “Move the damned thing!”

“Yes, Master,” the woman replied, leaving Master Mitchell’s cock.  Heather felt the huge dildo slip out of her vagina with regret.  Her last chance at a climax was slipping away.

“Wow, look at her pussy gape!” someone said.

“Look at how swollen her clit is!” a female voice stated.

“That one is a real slut!” someone else added. The doe-eyed slave said nothing, but Heather could see he was still hard.

She felt Stanley’s hands on her pussy, fondling her gaping pussy.  She was helpless to do anything about it.  He could do whatever he wanted, she realized.  She felt completely open and sluttish as she realized she wanted him to do anything at all.

“Nice sized clit,” he said, rubbing it with her fingertip.  She moaned and gasped.  “Sensitive, too!” he added.  She realized Master Mitchell had thought she’d come, and maybe that would take the heat off her.

Stanley spanked her pussy hard several times with his hand.  She was spread wide, and his hand found the most sensitive parts.  The sting sent familiar heat all through her crotch.

She watched as he felt her labia with his fingers, then swabbed then with alcohol.  He took the needle in his hands and placed it against her flesh.  Fascinated, she watched the needle penetrate and then push out the flesh on the inside before popping through.  She cried out from the pain, and also from the pleasure.  She realized in her highly sexually charged state, there was no difference.  The tubing pushed through, bringing another brief tweak of pain, and then he clicked in the ring.  It was a silver ring that hung down from her lip.  The other one went in easily, too, and now she had slave rings in her pussy and through her nipples.  She knew that Master Mitchell would take good advantage.  Her imagination began to go wild, thinking of wearing weights, or having the rings pulling her labia apart and exposing her clit for anyone to touch or suck.  

“Does your slave ever come?” Don asked Gabrielle as he rubbed her clit.

“What do you mean?” asked Master Mitchell.  She came just a few minutes ago.

“No, she didn’t.  I think you’ve failed in your training, Mitch.  There was something else going on.”  He turned to Gabrielle.  “Let’s show Mitch how to do this,” he said with a deceptively benevolent smile.

Heather’s heart was racing.  They were going to make her come.  Maybe she could do it, just maybe.  She prayed it would happen.  She was so excited, her thighs were quivering.

Don reached for a vibrator, one with a large rotating knob on the end.  Gabrielle re-inserted the huge dildo.  “You’re going to come, slut, for everyone to see, aren’t you?”

“I’ll try, Mistress,” she whimpered.

The machine was fucking her, and with each stroke it hit her G-spot.  Don took the vibrator and forced it against her clit.  The sensation almost overwhelmed her.  Waves of pleasure radiated everywhere from between her legs.  She glanced down and saw Gabrielle had Don’s big cock in her mouth, sucking.  She looked over at Master Mitchell, who was staring at Gabrielle with a strange look on his face.  Through nearly closed eyes she saw the tall woman with the beautiful slave.  She dropped the leash attached to his now erect penis and thrust her tiny breasts with very erect nipples into Master Mitchell’s mouth.  She lowered herself onto his cock, sighing as it slid in.  Master Mitchell would not complain any more.

Heather was back to the edge.  Desperately she wanted to tip over, to just let it happen!  But, again, there were her parents, looking disapprovingly at her for not being the perfect child.  Why did she even care?

“Oh, God, not again!” she cried, despair filling her as the wall went up.  Totally restrained, she could barely move an inch, but she tried to hump the vibrator, to force it to drive her over.  She could feel the pit of her orgasm beckoning just beyond.  She had to force herself through that wall.  She barely heard herself screaming and crying and the sounds of the appreciative crowd.

Don must somehow have sensed the change, for he turned up the speed of the fucking machine.  “Come you little bitch, come!” he ordered.

Heather felt herself push into the wall just the slightest bit.  The force of Don’s will and her need to please got her just the slightest bit farther, but no farther.  She heard herself crying and screaming even louder.  “Oh, God, please!” she cried, but there, in the shadows they stood with their puritanical and evil religious cant telling her how corrupt she was.  And she was.  Here she was, tied with her legs apart, a machine fucking her, and the crowd applauding.  She had to get around them, somehow.  She needed their permission.

“Come, damn it, come!” he ordered.  Heather blocked out all sense of her surroundings.  There was only the dildo in her pussy and Don’s rotating vibrator on her clit.  And, yet, she still was held back.

“For the love of God, you worthless slut, come!” Don shouted.

The wall crumbled.  She felt herself going over the edge.  Waves of pure intense ecstasy washed over her.  She felt her fluids spewing everywhere, all over Don’s sex toy and his hand.  As the wave crested, she came again, and then again.  All the years of repression spewed forth from her as the intense waves swept her along, tumbling her everywhere. She heard a scream, a long, loud keening, and she realized it was she who screamed.  Then the whole world almost went black, fading to just a small circle.  She hung limply from the ropes holding her to the cross.

Don began to untie her.  As he did, he whispered in her ear, carefully so that Master Mitchell wouldn’t see.  Of course he was still fucking the tall woman and probably couldn’t hear, but Heather in her state of ecstasy nonetheless noticed.  “Listen to me slut.  I made you come, and I give you permission to come so long as you are in this house.  When you go home with Mitch, whatever is keeping you from coming will still be there.  But here, in my house, you are free to come when I tell you so.  Do you understand, slut?”

“Yes, Master,” she said in a weak voice.  Her limbs tingled as the circulation returned.  

“Good.  I will probably take you deep into perversion, but you’re a depraved slut, aren’t you?  That’s the way you will come.”

“Yes, Master,” she whispered, feeling the blessed relief that follows an intense orgasm and happy that she had pleased the obvious Master of all here.  As the last rope came free, she almost fell, she was so shaky.  

Don immediately turned his attentions back to Gabrielle.  “And now, we will make Miss Gabby come.”

Heather noticed that Gabrielle smiled as she opened her legs and welcomed his cock between them.  She noticed how easily it slid in, and the look of ecstasy on her face as he drove it in to the hilt and Gabrielle wrapped her legs around him and drove it in further.  She looked at Master Mitchell and saw he was watching Don and Gabrielle even as the slender woman was riding his cock, pumping herself up and down on it.  Her tiny breasts with the large nipples jiggled.  Master Mitchell groaned as she clamped her muscles on his cock, showing her washboard abs in the process.  

Heather felt a blessed relief she had never felt before.  When the wave of her orgasm had washed over her, it had swept away the tensions of years.  The built-up knots had dissolved in the flood of her juices that dripped down the insides of her thighs.  And, yet, underneath it all was more tension, begging for release.  The heat between her legs burned, and she tingled, wanting more.  She knew there would be more.  Don had said there would be.  For the moment, she had permission.  She didn’t understand that, but it was so. She had permission to be less than the ideal of perfection. The pleasure she had felt also offered her hope that a new world might one day open to her.

She looked at Master Mitchell.  The tall woman with no breasts was sliding up and down on his hard cock, her naked cunt driving up and down on his hard cock.  Her tiny breasts jiggled with each thrust up and down of her long legs, and her swollen nipples told Heather that the woman was excited.  Master Mitchell was watching Gabrielle, who was moaning with lust as Donald drove his hard cock in and out of her.  Her legs were wrapped around him with her heels on his back pulling him into her.  Gabrielle came explosively, the flush on her breasts flaming a passionate red.  She pushed Don away, then turned around so that her bottom faced him.  His cock glistened with her juices, and he drove into her mercilessly.

“Suck me, slut!” Garielle ordered Heather.  Obediently, Heather crawled under Gabrielle.  Her lips hung down as Donald’s huge cock drove in and out.  Gabrielle was dripping with her juices, and her swollen clit beckoned to Heather, who reached out her tongue to lick.  Heather tasted the slightly salty, slightly bitter taste of Gabrielle and smelled her musky excitement as she licked, rubbing her tongue all over Gabrielle’s swollen clit.  Donald’s balls slapped against her chin as he fucked Gabrielle fiercely.  She imagined him coming, and then licking up his cum as it dripped out of Gabrielle, or if she was lucky he would pull out his cock at the moment of his climax and pumping his semen into her greedy mouth.  She imagined sucking on the head of his cock as his hot, salty cum pumped into her greedy mouth.

She peeked out from under Gabrielle to see what Master Mitchell was doing.  His eyes were on Gabrielle and Don, but he clearly was about to come.  Smoothly, the long-legged woman slipped off him.  She snapped her fingers, and the doe-eyed slave clamped his lips over Master Mitchell’s cock.  She was surprised that he was gay because he’d gotten hard watching her.  The woman jacked off Master Mitchell while the slave sucked on the tip of his cock.  Heather could see from the hollowness of his cheeks that the slave was sucking hard.  Master Mitchell was groaning and humping.  Heather had never seen two men like that.  Then Master Mitchell came, and the slave took his load greedily into his own mouth.  The woman laughed as she stroked Master Mitchell’s cock with her hand, draining the last of his cum into her slave’s mouth.  

The woman dropped herself onto the nearby leather couch and splayed her long legs wide, revealing a swollen, wet pussy. “Eat me, Mitch!” she said.  “Eat me and make me come again and again and again!”  Master Mitchell buried his face between her slender thighs, forgetting Gabrielle for the moment.  Her slave sat docilely at her feet.

Then Heather’s wish came true as Donald came in Gabrielle.  He pumped his hot semen into her, thrusting hard.  Gabrielle came at least once, screaming loudly.  Don  pulled out his cock and Heather began licking Gabrielle clean, sucking the salty semen out of her vagina and greedily cleaning her with her mouth. She wanted to suck and lick Gabrielle, to make her come, even to taste Gabrielle’s own squirting juices.

She reached between her own thighs and touched herself, astounded at how wet she was.  Her hand on her sensitive clit sent a surge of electricity through her, and she began to rub herself, hard, hoping to have that blessed relief once again.  Gabrielle pushed her away roughly, causing her to lose her balance and sprawl on the floor.  “Enough, slut!  I’m cleaned up.  And stop masturbating, you disgusting, depraved slut!  Nobody gave you permission to do so.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Heather replied, hoping perhaps she would be punished while everyone watched.  

“Don, she needs to be punished!  The slut is entirely too willful.”

Master Donald looked toward Master Mitchell, unwilling to discipline his slave without his permission, but Master Mitchell was still licking and sucking the tall woman.  Heather looked to Mistress Gabrielle to see what she would do, but she simply said, “Mitch and I are co-owners of this slut, and he’s busy.”  Heather noticed that the tall woman smiled as she watched the interchange.

Without a word, Master Donald grabbed Heather by the hair and dragged her over to the big “X” along one wall of the dungeon.  Heather’s entire body tingled as he buckled the fur-lined straps to her wrists and ankles.  She had never felt this way before in her life.  She was aflame, burning everywhere, and even a simple touch on the arm bore sexual overtones.  She wanted to be exposed and to have everyone noticing her nakedness.  

Master Donald picked a flogger from the wall and swished it through the air.  Heather thrust her breasts forward in anticipation, and Master Donald didn’t disappoint her.  The leather stung as he hit her naked and tender breasts.  She gasped, but she wanted more.  The fire still burned.  She knew that if he whipped her on her pussy that she would climax.  

Master Donald must have known it, too, for he only whipped her breasts.  The pain was excruciating.  She could hear someone moaning and knew she was hearing herself.  Master Donald stopped and turned to the crowd that had gathered and said,  “Gabrielle’s slave was masturbating herself, and she wasn’t given permission to do so.  Would anyone like to take over the discipline?” he asked.

An older man stepped forward.  His white hair flowed in a still-thick mane down his neck, and bushy white eyebrows topped his craggy face.  “B’lieve I’ll take a hand at this one,” he said, running his hands up and down Heather’s naked body.  She felt the electric thrill of his touch on her overstimulated skin.  The man wore a black leather vest and shorts with a flap that unsnapped in the front.  

An older woman wearing a black bustier that pushed up her old breasts stepped forward with him.  She wore long, black stockings but no panties.  Heather could see that her old cunt was excited.  “Oh, good, you old pervert,” she said to the man.  “Then you’ll get hard and I can suck it!”

“Ah, my dearest Annalise, that is my intention,” he said, smiling and tenderly touching the side of her wrinkled face.

The man was named Master Edward, and he was an old pervert who always attended with his wife.  The wife, Annalise, was a few years younger than he, but not that many.  He loved whips and whipping.  He was a connoisseur of whips and even carried his own with him in a treasured black, leather satchel that folded out to display each in its own little niche.  Although he and his wife never owned any slaves of their own, they were in considerable demand by other members for specialized training at the hand of an acknowledged master.  Annalise was an exhibitionist, which was a bit of a problem for her now that nobody really cared to look.  Annalise loved to suck her beloved Edward’s cock where everyone could see while she strapped a big vibrator into herself.  She could often cum a couple of dozen times before he came.  The others called her “The Old Firecracker.”  Most of the men in the group who hadn’t known her years ago wished they’d known her as a younger woman and that she hadn’t been so devoted to Edward.

“I knew we could count on you,” Master Donald said.  “The Old Master!”

Master Edward chuckled and unzipped the sides of his travel-worn black leather case.  Heather stared fascinated as three rows of floggers, straps and crops appeared, each one held in its own little spot.  He contemplated them while Annalise began unsnapping the front of his shorts.

“Yes, I think that kangaroo would be perfect for this young lady,” he said, removing a brown flogger.  Heather felt her nipples harden at the thought.  She felt totally exposed and helpless, but so completely alive that she knew she would cum during this whipping.  She looked into Edward’s eyes and saw a feral glitter, there.  She knew she could expect no mercy, so she looked away, not really wanting any.  Behind Edward, Mitch was still licking the tall woman, but Heather’s eye caught that of her slave, the gentle-looking young man who had taken Master Mitchell’s load into his mouth.  He was watching Heather with wide eyed appreciation.  Annalise spread herself and inserted a large vibrator that she strapped in so she wouldn’t force it out.  She knelt before Master Edward and finished unsnapping his shorts.  As his cock flopped out, she took it into her mouth and began sucking.

Master Edward eyed Heather and touched her flesh.  She felt the charge of his touch and gasped as he tweaked her nipple.  “Yes,” he said.  “The slut is in sensory overload.  We should cut to the chase, here.”  

Master Edward turned to Gabrielle.  “Would you use those cunt rings in your slut to open her up, please.  I want her totally and completely exposed.”

Gabrielle grinned and took some string, looped it through each ring and tied them to the insides of Heather’s thighs.  Her tenderest parts were exposed.

With that, he swung the flogger.  The 40 strands of supple leather exploded on her right breast, pain blossoming everywhere.  Heather gasped, but she was ready for more.  And more is what she received.  Lash after lash crossed her tender breasts.  The pain was so intense she dissociated, and, yet, she edged closer and closer to orgasm.  She knew it, she knew it would happen, and she knew it would be explosive.  She closed her eyes, thinking about the slave and wishing he weren’t gay and that he would tenderly take her.  Her mother’s voice came through the fog of pain telling her she was not fit for love, that she was a disappointment to her. She was now where she needed to be. 

“What the fuck is going on, here?”  Heather’s eyes jerked open.  An angry Master Mitchell had left the tall woman.  “Why is my slave being punished without my permission?”

Gabrielle stepped in front of Master Mitchell, her back ramrod straight.  “She was masturbating without permission, and, besides, she’s as much my slave as yours, Mitch.  I can tell when the slut needs disciplining, and I take care of it as needed!”  Master Mitchell stared at her for a moment, but Heather could see Gabrielle wasn’t going to back down.  “Besides,” she said, her fingers tracing the wetness on Master Mitchell’s face, “You were eating Mistress Rhonda for all she was worth, and I didn’t think you wanted to be disturbed.”

Heather bet that Master Mitchell would back down rather than appear the fool, and that is what he did.  “Well, then, yes, you did the right thing,” he said.  “Lay on, Edward.  The slut badly needs it!”

Over Master Mitchell’s shoulder, Heather could see that Mistress Rhonda was smiling.

Master Edward smiled and began whipping her, again.  Heather looked down and saw his cock was hardening, and that Annalise was sucking hard.  As Heather watched, it seemed that the woman climaxed.  

Now the whip was moving downward from her breasts.  Heather felt her thighs quiver in anticipation.  In her mind, her parents waited with anticipation for her punishment.  The strands were now an inch away from her pubic regions, whipping her belly, and then moving to her more tender inner thighs.  She felt the tension building and knew that she would cum when the lashes touched her pussy.  Restrained as she was, she tried to open herself wider, to admit and embrace the pain that enveloped her.  

Now just a half inch from her cunt, the strands of the flogger lashed each thigh in turn.  Heather felt herself screaming, and then the strands struck her exposed clit.  It was like a jolt of electricity that jerked her in her restraints.  She screamed in agony and ecstasy.  She felt herself cumming, and as she did, she felt herself squirting, spewing, even.  

Dimly, through the pain, she heard cheers and applause, then there were no more blows.  Master Edward was cumming in his wife’s mouth, and she was jerking spasmodically as the vibrator brought her off.

Heather hung limp and spent, but she wasn’t through for the evening. Master Mitch apparently felt some need to show his control because he announced to the crowd, “My slave is a cum drinking slut. Anyone who wants her to jerk him off into her mouth or have it done to their slaves, she is available.”

Her first customer was a middle-aged man who was brought forward by his wife. “I love to watch things happen to my husband,” she said, opening the flap in the front of his leather shorts. His large, shaved cock fell free. Heather eyed it and realized she would be in complete control of his cock and his orgasm. She felt her pussy tingle in anticipation. She took the man’s cock in her hand and slid it up and down. It was still soft, so she took it in her mouth, sucking the head and wetting it thoroughly with her mouth. Then she began stroking it again. The man moaned in pleasure. “Yes!” the woman said, “Make him hard and make him cum, slut!”

The man’s penis was gradually stiffening, and as it did, she kept it lubricated with her saliva, taking the head into her mouth and licking. The woman was watching intently. Heather kept stroking, and the man’s penis stiffened into a rigid rod. She torqued the head and stroked the shaft, which caused the man to moan with pleasure. “Oh, Master, I want your cum,” Heather said. She opened her mouth. “When you cum, I will take your cock in my mouth and suck it dry.”

The man was thrusting his hips forward and backward as her insistent hand stroked his cock. She could tell he was getting very close to spurting, so wickedly she slowed her hand. He tried to hump her fist harder. He was right on the edge, and she intended to keep him there. She loved the sense of control she had. She felt the anticipation herself of knowing that whenever she wanted, she could take that cock in her mouth, suck on the head and feel his hot semen spurt into her mouth. 

“Oh, God!” the man cried, “I’m going to cum!” Heather slowed even more, just providing enough stimulation to keep him from going backwards. His legs were quivering as he thrust forward, moaning.

“Yes!” his wife said, watching very closely. “Yes, make him cum!”

The man was whimpering, moaning, almost crazy with lust right on the edge. Heather decided to push him over. She leaned forward and took his cock in her mouth, her finger and thumb forming a ring that she slid up and down the shaft. She let her teeth bite gently at the rim of his cock head as she stroked his long shaft harder.

“Ahhhhh! Unnhhhh!” the man cried, suddenly spurting and pumping his semen into her mouth. It was salty and hot, and she sucked hard on the head, draining him as he pumped five even six times.

“Oh, yes!” said his wife, taking his hand and leading him to a couch where she lay on it, splayed her legs and pushed his head between them.



