
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Low Morals

-4-

 


Elliot Silvestri

 


Smashwords Edition

 


This is a work of fiction. All of the
characters, organizations, and events portrayed in this work are
products of the author’s imagination. Any similarity to real
persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the
author.

 


Low Morals

-4-

 


An Erotic Novel of Swinging and Swapping

 


Copyright © 2024 Green Bush Publishing

 


Second Edition

 


All rights reserved. No part of this work may
be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or
mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage or retrieval system, without the written
permission of the publisher.

 


 


A Green Bush Publishing Book

 


 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.

 


Contains adult material that might not be
suitable for all audiences. This work is a fantasy, but in your own
life be sure to follow safer sex practices. All characters depicted
in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.







Contents

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

 


Preview

About the Author


Chapter 14


“He’ll be gone Saturday
night,” said Rowen. “Hell, he’ll be gone most of Saturday as well.
I want you to pound my pussy and leave me wet and sore.”

“How romantic.”

“Can you spend the night?”
Rowen all but begged him. She wasn’t going to admit that she had
fallen in love with Dylan. That was a step too far. It was fine to
just fuck him.

But she still wanted to wake up next
to him in bed. Her husband leaving for the night to pretend to go
fishing with his buddies but instead she knew they were just going
to get drunk around a campfire and lie to each other. But Rowen was
fine with that. She could fuck Dylan to her heart’s
content.

To her pussy’s content.

“I could,” Dylan hedged.
“But there’s no way I can. What will I say to Susanna, you know, my
wife, who will be home?”

“You’ll think of
something,” Rowen assured him, having already made the decision for
Dylan. “I’ve got something special planned for you.”

“It’ll probably be the
last time we ever fuck,” said Dylan. “End of next week, your
contract is up and you go off and start your new
business.”

“That’s why I have
something special planned for you.”

 


Stealing from Rowen’s husband seemed
to be in bad form, but it was the best that Dylan could
do.

“Really?” Susanna asked.
“A bachelor party for Brayden? I thought you hated him.”

“Dislike, really,” Dylan
lied. “But it’s going to be a big party
with…everything.”

“You can go ahead and just
say strippers. Or are there going to be whores there as
well?”

“Just strippers,” Dylan
promised, lying.

I’m here
Dylan texted when he pulled into Rowen’s
driveway.

Front door is open. I’m
waiting for you in the bedroom.

Dylan felt like a thief sneaking into
her house. He had never been there before and it was a nice house,
but he still felt like he was violating a private space. Sort of
like when he had been fucking Rowen’s pussy, violating a private
space where he didn’t belong.

It took him a minute to figure out the
house’s layout. When he happened upon the bedroom’s location, he
paused in the doorway, uncertain if he was being set up or
not.

Rowen was lounging on the bed in some
black lingerie that was insubstantial. It was also too small for
her. Her tits were exposed, but that was intentional, he realized.
She had a small chain that stretched between her nipples. Upon
closer inspection he saw that the chain had little clamps on each
end. It must have been hurting her nipples, but she gave him an
enthusiastic smile.

“Like what you
see?”

It took him a moment to see what else
she had done to herself. Both her hands were bound to the headboard
by some simple wrist cuffs. She couldn’t go
anywhere. 

“How…how did you manage
this?” he asked, unmoving in the doorway. He liked the stiffness
that was forming in his pants.

She gave him a little shrug, a motion
hampered by the bindings on her wrists. “I set up everything ahead
of time. I put the nipple clamps on when you texted me. Then I
slipped my hands into the cuffs.” She licked her lips. “Do you like
it?”

“Yes.”

“Want to fuck
me?”

“Yes.”

“Could you take off the
clamps first? They are really starting to hurt me”

“Can I take a picture
first?”

“Of course.” She rubbed
her thighs together. “Just make it quick.”

Dylan pulled out his cell phone and
took several pictures of her. Rowen did her best to pose, but it
was made difficult by the fact that she had bound herself to the
bed. 

Oddly, it made her feel sexy to be
objectified this way. She almost wanted to spread her legs for him
and be as vulgar as possible, but the nipple clamps were
distracting. 

Since Dylan had come to her house for
more than just taking a few dirty pictures of Rowen, after he had
taken the pictures and mentally filed them away for possible
blackmail material, he sat on the edge of the bed and idly rubbed
her leg, noting she had recently shaved and luxuriated in the
smooth skin.

“I didn’t know that you
were into nipple clamps,” he commented.

“I
ordered them off the internet,” she said, “when I bought these
cuffs.” She rattled her hands and the chains attached to them. “It
was on the ‘other customers also bought’ section. I thought I’d
give them a try.” She let out a shuddered breath. “I should have
tried them before
I tied myself up. These are fucking
intense.”

Dylan reached out and hooked his
finger over the chain. She looked down as he gently pulled the
chain. She moaned loudly as the chain started to stretch her
nipples. 

“No…don’t do that,” she
breathed. 

“Why not? You put them
on.”

“I thought this would be
sexy…”

“It is sexy.” He let go of
the chain and she exhaled in relief. 

“Please take them off,”
she begged.

“What if I want to leave
them on?”

“I can’t stand
it…”

“Can you cum from just
having your nipples played with?”

“No…”

“Want to try?”

“No!” Tears were forming
in her eyes. “This was a really bad idea…”

“What? Me coming over to
your house to fuck you?”

“No, no. That was a good
idea. Putting on these fucking clamps was a terrible
idea…”

He pushed her legs apart. The panties
Rowen was wearing hid her pussy, but he could smell her desire and
see her wetness seeping through the material. She didn’t resist as
he gently rubbed her pussy and clit through the panties.

She moaned a little.

“You like
that?”

“Uh-huh.”

“I’m going to make you cum
and then I’ll take off the clamps,” he promised.

“Okay…” She slid down
lower on the bed and brought her legs together. “Take off my
panties…”

“No,” he said firmly and
pushed her legs back open. “No fucking. No oral. I’m just going to
rub your little clit through your panties until you
cum.”

“Please…” she begged as he
rubbed. And then she moaned. It felt good. It felt so
good.

He could see the outline of her lips
against the material. They were completely soaking wet now. Her
breathing had changed and maybe she wasn’t right on the edge but
she was getting close.

“Does your husband know
you’re such a slut?” asked Dylan, changing his position and kissing
her.

“No. No, he
doesn’t.”

“You should tell him,”
Dylan teased her. “He might fuck you more then. He might want you
more than me.”

“I’m a slut,” she said
sulkily. “But he doesn’t need to know that.”

“You like keeping this
secret from him, don’t you?” Dylan continued to rub and play with
her pussy through the silky material. The gusset was soaking wet
now. He could clearly feel the outline of her swollen lips and
clit.

“Yeah…I’m a bad girl. I’m
a slut. You like fucking a slut, don’t you?”

“I do. I want to fuck you
and leave your pussy full of my cum for him to find. I want you to
be a cheater for me. Is that what you want, to be a whore to your
husband?”

She nodded. Her mouth was gasping. The
pain in her nipples was intense but she wanted it to be stronger.
Her pussy was to the point of needing just a little more to cum and
then she’d be free. 

“I’m a whore. A slut. A
tart. A tramp. I want Shane to know exactly what a terrible woman I
am and I want him to fuck me after you’ve fucked me and
oh!”

She was cut off in her rambling dirty
talk as Dylan pinched her clit through her panties. It was that
sweet spot between pain and orgasm. He held her like that, her
entire body tense and her limbs trembling. The moment seemed to
drag out forever.

The room was silent.

And then she came. She came loudly,
almost screaming. Her back arched. Her pussy grew incredibly hot.
Though her panties were already soaked, they got wetter. It was
like a stream was flowing from her pussy. Her body shook and then
she fell back onto the bed, panting, sobbing softly, and savoring
how electrified her body felt.

Dylan gently kissed her
lips. 

“You’re beautiful,” he
told her.

“Uh-huh.” She wasn’t able
to think straight yet.

“I love you.”

Rowen’s eyes snapped open.

“What?”

“I love you,” he repeated
and immediately knew he fucked up.

Rowen shook her head, her hair making
a tangled mess on the pillow. “No, no, no, no, no. You can’t say
that. You can say you love fucking me. You can say you love my
pussy, my tits, and my ass. But you can’t say you love
me.”

Dylan stiffened his spine. “Why not?
It’s true and I’m going to say it. I love you.”

Rowen struggled against the bindings.
“Take these off me! Take off the fucking nipple clamps! This has
gone too far!”

“If that’s what you want,”
he agreed and reached for the clamps on her nipples. How they
worked was obvious. He just had to squeeze the levers and the
pressure would be released. He wasn’t an idiot. He knew that once
they were off it would be incredibly painful and intense for
Rowen. 

He made sure to get a good grip on
each clamp at the same time. 

“Wait!” she begged,
suddenly realizing what he intended.

He ignored her and opened the
clamps.

She screamed and thrashed about as the
blood rushed back into her nipples. They were purple, partly from
the lack of blood flow and partly from the bruising the clamps had
caused. It was like having two painful needles driven into her
tits.

It fucking hurt.

She fucking loved it at the same
time.

After her scream abated and she
managed to get control of herself, Rowen took a deep breath and
said to Dylan, “I just came again.”

His eyes went wide. “From having the
clamps taken off?”

“Yes. Holy shit. I’m never
doing that again.”

“Your tits look good,” he
complimented her. 

She looked down and didn’t like the
dark purple color her normally bright pink nipples had taken on.
She shook her hands, emphasizing the bands around her
wrists.

“Take these off me
now.”

Dylan shook his head and reached for
her panties, pulling them down her hips and legs and she struggled
to resist. “No. I want to fuck you while you’re tied
up.”

“That’s not what I want!”
she insisted.

“You should have thought
about that before you put yourself in this position.”

Dylan left on the upper half of her
lingerie. It was an overly complicated and strappy bra cut low
enough to expose her nipples. He also left on her stockings because
those were just plain sexy. Bounding off the bed he shucked his
shirt and dropped his jeans and underwear, showing off his
impressive erection.

Despite the pain in her tits and the
exhausting orgasms she just had plus the soaked bed sheets under
from the amrita and sweat she had produced, Rowen still licked her
lips at the reveal of Dylan’s cock.

He got back on the bed, placed his
knees on either side of her body, and thrust his cock toward her
face.

Rowen didn’t need to be told twice.
She opened her mouth and sucked his cock. It was a bit of
unnecessary foreplay, but it cemented him in a
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