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Part Two


Chapter Seven

 


Vickie looked at Bread-N-Redd’s blog. She had added a
bunch of new pictures, all of herself, but this time with less
makeup. Some were just pictures of her body, her tits really. Each
one made Vickie jealous, even the ones with the bruises and bright
red lines and splotches where she had had her boyfriend abuse her
boobs.

Without thinking about it she sent a message. God
you have beautiful boobs. After she sent it, she thought it
sounded like a pathetic compliment from a boy who didn’t know how
to approach girls to talk to them. Still, she didn’t delete it.

A reply came back in a relatively short span.
Thanks. It took me a long time to be proud of them. I wish you’d
put some more pics of your tits up.

I’m too embarrassed. And then she added, I
had my husband pinch my nipples during sex. It hurt but it made me
cum. Vickie looked at the message she had written a long time
before she finally sent it. It was a soul-baring confession, but
she was also certain that Bread-N-Redd would actually
understand.

It seemed like an eternity before another reply came
back. So now you understand why I let my boyfriend do it to
me.

I think so. Vickie thought it was time to get
more information from her new online friend. What’s your real
name? It was a bold, forthright question, but it bothered
Vickie that she didn’t know who this other woman was.

I’ll tell you when you put some more pictures up on
your site.

Vickie’s pussy quivered when she read the response.
But she knew what she was going to do.

 


“You sure?”

“Uh-huh.” Vickie didn’t trust herself enough to
actually answer yes. It would come out sounding too much like
“no.”

And so Rob proceeded to take another series of photos
of his wife. He liked the change in her. She had always been
sexually open, but lately she had been more aggressive than ever.
It extended to the bed and to displaying herself. She had started
wearing shirts that displayed a touch of cleavage, even when she
went to work. It might have been that her boobs were getting
bigger, but that was probably just his perception.

Before taking this latest round of pictures Vickie
had gone so far as to carefully apply makeup and style her hair.
She had obviously planned out the entire event from her outfit to
her poses to the routine she went through of stripping off he
clothes. This time she had Rob use her phone; she didn’t want to
bother with the annoyance of transferring pictures between phones
before she could post to her blog. Any step that separated her from
posting was another opportunity to chicken out.

Rob enjoyed taking the pictures of his wife. The
photo shoot was supposed to tell a little story of a woman coming
home from work, slowly stripping off her clothes, and then laying
down on her bed. Vickie pretended Rob wasn’t there. It was easier
that way. She didn’t mind him focusing on her breasts or the way
she dropped the bra from her body or the way she casually disrobed,
but when she lay down on the bed and slipped her fingers into the
waistband of her panties, she paused.

“Stop.”

“Why?” he asked. He was practically between her knees
photographing the one article of clothing still on her body.

“I don’t want to go any further.” In truth, she
wanted to, but she was afraid of the consequences.

“Take off your panties,” he encouraged her. “Cover
your pussy with your hand.”

She did as he asked. She knew he snuck in a few
pictures of her cunt but she said nothing. They were on her phone
and she could just delete them. She finally stopped with her hand
over her pussy, hiding her sex from view.

“Don’t stop,” he said.

“I’m not going to give you the full gyno,” she flatly
informed him.

“Masturbate,” he said. “Jill off for me.”

That would be easy. She was worked up and already
wet. But she was afraid.

“Don’t take any pictures,” she begged him even as her
finger was circling her clit while her other hand was pinching a
nipple.

“No,” he shook his head and continued to click away,
recording her actions.

She didn’t mind. She knew she could delete the
pictures. It was all a game for her husband.

Rob continued to record her every action. Her fingers
busy in her cunt and pinching her nipples. The way her back arched
when she was close to the edge and the effort in her face when her
orgasm finally washed over her body and she collapsed into a
sobbing and happy heap.

“That was incredible,” Rob told her with a kiss. To
Vickie’s ears he was either lying or exaggerating. He had seen her
masturbate before so this couldn’t have been that different
for him. Still, since she was riding on the orgasmic high, her
hands reached out for him, fumbling around his waist. There was no
denying to him or her what she needed. Masturbation was nice, but a
firm cock was so much better.

In the blink of an eye Rob was out of his clothes and
plowing into Vickie who encouraged him along with her little mewls
of pleasure. Their conversation had ended and what remained was
pure, raw sexual energy that could only be relieved in one way.

 


The next day, when Vickie was going through the many
pictures that Rob had taken of her, she was surprised—and
happy—with the raw sexuality she displayed. Some she took out, not
because they showed too much or were too risqué—she didn’t think
that was possible—but because they were out of focus, she was
blurred because of a quick motion, or the framing was terrible. In
the end she decided to post almost all of them—except the last few
where she was obviously masturbating. Oddly, she wasn’t put off by
the occasional display of her pussy in those final few pictures.
They were raw and erotic and sensual. No, she was saving them for
something else.

Vickie opted to post them on her blog spaced out over
the next few days. She sent one of her masturbation photos attached
to a message to Bread-N-Redd. It was her favorite photo. Both of
her hands were between her legs, busily manipulating her pussy. Her
upper arms framed her breasts, pushing them upwards, making them
look bigger than normal. There was a look of pure lust on her face.
It was one of the last pictures in the set and must have been taken
right before she climaxed.

Is this good enough to earn your name? It was
a short and direct request. The first few pictures were already
appearing on her blog. Bread-N-Redd was sure to see them.

A few hours later a Vickie checked her phone and saw
there was a response.

Brenda.

Vickie went to sleep happy.

 


The next morning she sent her next question. Why
do you use the blog name Bread-N-Redd?

Brenda’s reply didn’t arrive until late in the
afternoon. Bread is a transliteration of Brenda, obviously. Redd
because I have red hair. What’s your name and why “Innocent
Vixen”?

Vickie didn’t hesitate at all this time. Vickie.
My nickname growing up was Vix. So, Vixen, obviously. And Innocent
because I’m not.

Makes sense. You never answered my question about
living in the Capital District. Are you far from Albany?

The truth was that Vickie had ducked the question
before. But now she felt that Brenda was worthy of some of her
trust.

Not far. Less than an hour away. What about you?

I live in the city. We should meet up sometime.

Vickie wasn’t sure if that was too much. She didn’t
reply right away.

 


Jason had pushed her up against the wall after laying
the cane into her tits. She looked down and saw six beautiful red
stripes across her chest spanning both breasts, one perfectly
bisecting both nipples. Down further Jason’s face was buried
between her legs and his tongue sought out her clit. Her body was
on fire with desire. This was how she loved to live. Not like how
she had been forced to grow up.

It didn’t take long under the direct attention of
Jason’s tongue for her legs to go weak. When that happened he
picked her up and brought her over to the bed, laying her down so
that he could strip off his clothes.

“You shaved before I got home,” he said as he
undressed.

“For you,” Brenda told him as she ran her fingers
along her bare labia. She knew what was going to happen. Being in
charge and important at work was fine, but at home she needed to
not be in charge.

When Jason got on the bed next to her he pulled her
face down to his crotch. Having a familiar routine was nice, so
Brenda knew she was expected to suck his cock which she did so with
enthusiasm. As usual after he had abused her tits his cock was
ready to be used. He wasn’t hard but just a little bit of
encouragement from Brenda’s warm mouth was enough to get him ready.
A minute later she was pushed back down to the mattress and Jason
was on top of her, pushing inside her pussy.

It was almost a marvel to Brenda how natural it felt
to open up her legs and let him use her. As a girl she had
constantly been told and reminded to sit primly with her knees
together like a lady. A real lady, she later realized, knew that
keeping her legs open and accessible made for a pleasurable life,
the complete opposite life of what the shriveled up prunes who told
her to keep her knees together were living. There was nothing wrong
with getting fucked and being used by a strong man—as long as she
wanted it. And she wanted it. She loved to be fucked good and
hard.

His weight on her felt good. While it wasn’t exactly
enjoyable to feel his skin rubbing against her new welts, it was a
good feeling knowing that he put them there and wasn’t afraid to
use her body as he saw fit. The sudden spurts of cum from Jason,
pooling inside her pussy, pushed her up over the peak and she
climaxed.

“I’m going to meet that girl from the blog tomorrow,”
she told him as they were drifting off to sleep.

“The one who wants bigger tits?” he asked
sleepily.

“Yeah. That’s the one.”

“Invite her home so I can whip her tits while you
watch,” he said right before he drifted off to sleep.

As much as she wanted to do just that, Brenda knew
that she wouldn’t.

 


Vickie’s left leg wouldn’t stop bouncing up and down
unless she focused exclusively on it. On the table in front of her
she had spread out some papers from work and pretended to be
reading them. She had worn her bright red jacket as planned, but
Brenda was late. Being stood up was a strange feeling for Vickie;
it had never really happened to her before. Not that she had dated
so much before she got married that getting stood up would have
been a common occurrence. The mere fact that it was happening gave
Vickie an unsettled feeling; she wasn’t sure if she was upset
because she was being stood up, being stood up by a woman, or being
stood up because she was planning something that was outside the
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