
        
            
                
            
        

    
Collection: Taboo Sex Erotica

ANAL VIRGIN

My Ass Went Trembling – His Tool Was Enormous

Series: Anal Pleasure a Taboo Family Secret Story 

By Marguerite de Lyon
Copyright © 2015 Marguerite de Lyon

All rights reserved 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced by any means, other than brief quotations embodied in other words in print, without prior permission of the author. For the contents of this book,

you should assume that this book is a sales copy to promote the services offered by the author as advertised in the contents.
ISBN-13: 978-1512246803 ISBN-10: 1512246808 

Contents

CHAPTER 1: Caught, Part 1 ......................................................... 1
CHAPTER 2: Anal Virgin............................................................. 3
CHAPTER 3: The Obsession Begins ............................................ 9
CHAPTER 4: The Call ................................................................ 13
CHAPTER 5: Sex Club ............................................................... 17
CHAPTER 6: Sister..................................................................... 23
CHAPTER 7: I’m Pregnant ......................................................... 31
CHAPTER 8: Voyeur .................................................................. 35
CHAPTER 9: A Day with James................................................. 39
CHAPTER 10: Hen Night ........................................................... 45
CHAPTER 11: James .................................................................. 51
CHAPTER 12: The Big Day ....................................................... 57
CHAPTER 13: Caught, Part 2 ..................................................... 61
CHAPTER 14: Aftermath............................................................ 63
Collection: Taboo Sex Erotica ...................................................... 65
The Author .................................................................................... 67

ANAL OBSESSION CHAPTER 1: Caught, Part 1

He took my hand as we dashed into the darkness, running through the woods, giggling as we tried not to stumble over the protruding tree roots and uneven ground. Small rays of moonlight shining through the high treetops provided us with some illumination, but not enough to prevent us from feeling the exhilaration of falling face first at any moment. Our feet crunched down on sticks and leaves as we ran deeper into the woods. I had no idea I could run this fast in high heels.

A few minutes later we both stopped running, panting heavily as our heavy breathing echoed through the desolate forest. In the distance I could hear the wedding band playing with guests laughing and talking. We both leaned against a massive tree.

"Do you think they noticed you slipped away?" I asked him, trying to catch my breath. 

He breathed heavily for a few more seconds, unable to speak. "I doubt it, they're all drunk already," he said, smiling broadly.

He lunged forward, wrapped his arms around my waist and planted his lips on mine. I returned the kiss and within seconds we were kissing passionately. I slipped my tongue into his mouth, tasting him as I felt his hands on my ass. I smelt his masculine aftershave as he moved his mouth to my neck, kissing and suckling me as the prickle of his beard tickled me. He moved his hands down and pulled my purple maid of honor dress up to my waist, exposing my legs completely. I was trembling in anticipation as the cool breeze sent a shiver up my spine.

"I'm so wet..." I whispered as he moved his hands up to grab my breasts.
He pushed his hips against mine. The erection in his black pants was bulging, pressing against the front of my moist white cotton panties. He pulled the top of my dress down causing my DD-cup MARGUERITE DE LYON 

breasts to spill out. I closed my eyes and moaned softly as I felt his warm, moist lips wrapped around my dark brown areolae. He sucked hard, causing my nipples to grow painfully erect. I moaned again as I felt his fingers against the front of my panties.

"Indeed you are..." he said softly. 

He rubbed the front of my panties. Feeling my swollen, wet lips through the thin material as I continued soaking it with my moisture. He pushed the material into my slit. I trembled, feeling him graze against my clitoris. It felt like I was going to explode, electricity coursing through my veins.

We never even heard the other person approaching us. Our insatiable lust made us oblivious to the rest of the world. That feeling would turn out to be short-lived.

"What the fuck is going on here?" the person shouted. 

We both jerked with fright, squinting in the darkness. We were caught. There was no escaping it. No explaining ourselves out of it. Life as we know it would never be the same again...

But let me start from the beginning, only a few weeks prior... 

CHAPTER 2: Anal Virgin

My name is Amy Jones. I’m your typical American housewife with a large house in an affluent area and an investment banker for a husband. Greg had always provided everything I needed in life. By all accounts, I was living the “American Dream”…

“That’s everybody gone,” Greg said as he shut the big white front door.
I glanced up at the clock – it was just after 2am. I could hardly see straight.
“I’m so drunk,” I giggled, holding onto the dining room chair to keep myself from falling over.
“Do you want to head upstairs?” Greg asked as he made his way to me and wrapped his arms around my waist.
“Of course I do,” I smiled, winking mischievously. 

Wine always made me insanely horny. The drunker I was, the more I craved sex. I couldn’t wait for our guests to leave – the dinner party was a great success but they all ended up staying longer than expected.

Greg followed me upstairs and into our luxuriously large bedroom.
“Do you want me to suck your cock?” I said, biting down on my bottom lip. 

I knew Greg liked it when I did that. It was one of his favorite things alongside me dressing up in various costumes. He liked the schoolgirl one the best.

“Definitely,” he smiled, unbuckling his belt. 

I went down onto my knees, almost stumbling as I positioned myself in front of him. I slipped my fingers into the sides of his black pants and jerked it down to his feet along with his designer underwear. His erection bounced out triumphantly, staring me right in the face. Greg had a longer and thicker than average cock. I wrapped my manicured fingers around his thick shaft. I moved my
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red lips over his purple mushroom head, tasting his lust in my mouth. He groaned softly as I moved my lips further over his cock, trying to shove his entire length into my mouth.

“That’s so good,” he whispered, grabbing a handful of my long, blonde hair. 

He steered my head as I sucked him off, feeling the bulging veins around his throbbing shaft as my lips moved back and forth. I could feel him sliding down my throat as I tried to get more of his length into my mouth. I gagged a little, feeling him slipping further down my throat with each subsequent thrust. Greg tightened his grip on my hair as he started ramming himself into my mouth. I sucked harder, tightening my lips around his cock as it slid in and out.

“Get up,” he commanded as he pulled himself out of my mouth. 

I held onto the post of the bed as I pulled myself up. He grabbed the bottom of my dress and pulled it over my head as my large breasts spilt out. I stood in front of him, topless and wearing only a tiny, black lacy thong.

“I love your big tits,” he said as he scooped up both my boobs in his hands, leaning down as he wrapped his hungry lips around my dark areolae.

He squeezed my boobs together as he suckled at my hard pink nipples. I moaned softly, closing my eyes as ripples of sexual energy flowed through my body. Greg stood upright and pushed me back onto the bed. I moved back on the bed and opened my legs as wide as I could. I ran my fingers up and down the front of my drenched panties, licking my lips as I teased Greg.

“Do you want to fuck my tight little cunt?” I asked, pouting mockingly.
“Turn around,” he said. 

I rolled over and propped my ass into the air. Greg loved fucking me from behind. The dominance was a great turn-on for him. It was the position in which I felt the most vulnerable too… “That’s more like it,” he said.ANAL VIRGIN

Greg slipped his hand into the top of my panties and pulled the thong out from where it was buried between my tight cheeks. He jerked it down to my knees and came up behind me. I could feel his rock-hard erection pressing against me. I could feel a trickle down my inner thigh. I was so wet I was literally dripping.

“Spread your legs more,” he said as I parted my knees. He held onto my ass and pressed forward. I could feel his cock sliding between my swollen lips.
“I’m so horny…” I whispered. 

I was aching to have him inside me. Greg tightened his grip on my thighs as he inched himself forward, breaching my tight pussy with his erection. I could feel his cock spreading my lips. It felt like he was splitting me in half as he pushed forward, his bulging cock forcing its way into my tight hole. Greg grunted loudly as he shoved himself forward. I gasped, gripping the pillows as he filled me with his throbbing cock. Greg pulled himself out of me. I could hear the wet sound of his cock sliding out of me before he grunted and shoved himself back into me.

“Shit…” I whispered. 

Greg started pounding me rhythmically, holding me steady as he started ramming my pussy hard from behind. With each powerful thrust I felt his bag slamming into my pussy from below, causing me even more arousal.

“Lift your upper body, I want to grab your tits,” he panted. 

I lifted my upper body slightly, feeling my breasts bouncing back and forth vigorously as he rammed me from behind. Greg reached around me and grabbed my hanging breasts, still shoving his cock into me as deep as he could.

“I want to try something,” he whispered.
I winced as I felt him running his finger around my ass. “Greg…” I said.
He knew I hated anal. I never had anal sex but the whole
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concept repulsed me. In the past Greg had begged and pleaded to stick it in my ass but every time I denied him access. It just wasn’t something I wanted to do.

“Just relax,” he said. 

The next thing I knew his nose was between my cheeks. I tried to pull away but he held onto my hips quite tightly. I gasped as I felt Greg swirling his tongue around my ass. I was horrified. I cringed, feeling him trying to shove his tongue into my ass. Suddenly the repulsion wore off and gave way to arousal. Was this really happening? Finally Greg pulled his face away.

I gasped as I felt him sticking his finger into my ass. I could feel my ass contracting hard, unhappy to have anything inserted into it. I tried to relax, feeling his finger sliding deeper into my ass. I moaned loudly. I found it to be inexplicably arousing… was it possible that I could actually enjoy anal? The mere thought had sickened me in the past but what Greg was doing to me was making me feel more aroused than I ever thought possible.

“Wait here,” Greg said as he climbed off the bed. 

He returned a few seconds later. I heard him click something open. Then the sound of something being squeezed out of a bottle. Was he doing what I think he was doing?

“You’re going to love this, Amy,” Greg said as he positioned himself behind me again. 

I could feel him parting my ass cheeks.
“What are you doing?” I mumbled.
I could feel his erection pressing against my ass.
“Just relax,” he said again.

I was in two minds: I wanted to roll over and storm out for him not respecting my wishes… but then again what he did earlier caused me great arousal. It might be worth seeing how this played out.
Greg pressed forward. I could feel his bulging cock breaching 
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my ass as he forced his purple head into my tight hole. I cried out loudly, it was painful but felt so good. 

“You’re so damn tight,” he said through gritted teeth, digging his fingers into my thighs as he tried to get himself into my incredibly tight ass.

I bit down on the white pillow as I tried to prevent myself from screaming again. It felt like he was ripping my ass apart as he kept inching his massive manhood into me. A few seconds later he was inside me completely. I felt filled… uncomfortably so. Was this what all first time anal experiences were like?

“Man that feels good,” Greg panted as he started fucking me from behind, slowly pulling his cock out of my ass before ramming I back in.

A few moments later I could no longer control myself. My eyes rolled back in my head as I felt myself shaking uncontrollably. I steadied myself as my entire body started convulsing. I shouted out loudly, feeling my ass contracting hard around Greg’s cock. Electricity pulsed through my body as I exploded into one of the most intense orgasms I have ever experienced. I felt myself squirting, nectar running down my legs and drenching the bed as Greg rammed me frantically from behind.

The next moment he grunted out loudly, digging his fingers into my thighs as he erupted in my ass, shooting streams of hot cum into me. He continued ramming my frantically, shooting every last bit of semen deep into my ass.

A few minutes later he pulled himself from my ravaged ass and rolled over, breathing heavily. I rolled onto my back, I could hardly speak. I opened my legs slowly. Through my reflection in the full-length mirror I could see his semen overflow running out of my ass and onto the bed. My legs and the bedding was soaked. I had never squirted before. I always thought it was fiction, created by the adult industry to create a new niche. But I was wrong. Anal sex was mind-blowing, so much so that it caused me to have my first squirting orgasm…
“Did you enjoy that?” he asked, breathing heavily.
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“Do you want to taste your pussy on my cock?” Greg asked, wrapping his fingers around his semi-erect shaft.
“You’re pushing your luck now,” I laughed, tossing a pillow at him.
“I’m going to jump in the shower quick,” he said.
“I’ll join you,” I responded, my legs feeling like jelly as I jogged after him into the spacious bathroom. 

CHAPTER 3: The Obsession Begins

I kept replaying the previous night in my head. My initial horror as Greg pushed his tongue into my ass… and how I ended up feeling after he rammed my ass afterwards. It unlocked something inside of me. A deep desire I’ve never had before. I fell asleep quite quickly but awoke a few hours later as an intense feeling of sexual arousal consumed me. I couldn’t explain it. It was like my body lusted for more. I ended up slipping into the guest bedroom to masturbate, absolutely soaking my panties in the process.

“Is Franco coming?” Greg asked, fixing his tie in the full-length mirror.
“Yeah, he’ll probably be here in a few minutes,” I said, slipping into my tight yoga leggings.
“Why don’t you ever wear panties with those?” Greg asked as I pulled my yoga vest over my busty chest.
“They’re too uncomfortable. Besides, I hate panty lines and I can’t exactly wear a thong…” I smiled.
“Franco better keep his hands to himself,” Greg said as he leaned in to give me a goodbye kiss.
“You’ve known him for years, Greg. Plus, he has a boyfriend, remember?” I said.
“True. I’m not worried then,” Greg smiled as he headed downstairs.
“See you later, honey!” I called after him. 

I jogged downstairs and lay my yoga matt on the patio out back. I stretched my arms and legs. Yoga allowed me to unwind. The suppleness that came with it only benefitted Greg too. Heaven knows I had some pent-up sexual energy I had to release. Masturbating the night before provided some temporary relief but as soon as I stepped into the shower again this morning my nipples grew rock-hard with arousal.

“Amy?” MARGUERITE DE LYON
It was Franco. 

“Here!” I waved from the patio.
He walked through the large French doors.

“Namaste, Amy,” Franco said, placing his hands together and bowing slightly.
“Namaste, Franco,” I said, mirroring his gesture.
“The weather is lovely today,” Franco said, rolling his yoga matt out next to mine. 

I couldn’t help but notice the bulge in his yoga pants… it aroused me straight away. I had no idea why, I had never felt sexual attraction towards Franco before. I had never even noticed his bulge. But for some reason it’s all I noticed today. I started regretting not wearing any panties under my yoga pants.

“Right, let’s start off with the downward facing dog,” Franco said, moving into the pose on his matt. 

I bent over and positioned my body into the pose. My head was spinning, I was getting more aroused by the second. I could feel moisture building between my legs… it was only a matter of time before nectar would start trickling from my swollen lips…

“You need to make a sharper angle,” Franco said, getting up and moving behind me. 

He placed his hands on my hips and pulled my waist higher into the air. I could feel his bulge pressing against my ass. It was unintentional but the feeling almost sent me over the edge. I could feel my nipples becoming more erect by the second.

“Franco,” I said, standing upright abruptly.
“Everything okay, Amy?” he asked.

“I’m not feeling too well today. Can we reschedule to next week rather?”
“Not a problem at all. Are you sure you’re okay?”
He was genuinely concerned. I just wanted him to leave. The
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intense feelings of arousal were driving me insane.
“Yes, just a little dizzy. Think I might be getting the flu,” I smiled.
“I will see you next week then. Take care of yourself, Amy,” Franco said, rolling up his matt. 

Within a few minutes he was out the front door. I jogged upstairs, opened my drawer and grabbed my big, pink vibrator. I hadn’t used it in weeks. I barely had to, Greg was always more than happy to quench my thirst for sex. But the big, pink rubbery toy was my focus today. The makeshift veins around the thick shaft would make for extra stimulation, not that I needed it.

“What is wrong with me,” I whispered to myself as I climbed onto the bed and lay back, spreading my legs. 

I placed my hand between my thighs – my yoga pants were drenched already. I could feel my swollen, tingling lips through the thin material. I really hoped that Franco didn’t notice. I lifted my legs into the air as I peeled the pants off my legs. I lowered my legs again and spread them wide. My nipples were painfully erect, I needed release…

I switched the vibrator on. It made a soft, whirring sound. Holding it with both hands I placed it between my legs. I moaned softly, feeling the vibrations tingling me as I pushed the toy between my folds. I pushed the head against my clitoris, gasping as it stimulated my erect nub. My entire body trembled. I lifted the vibrator and tried to inch it into my tight, wet pussy. It slipped downwards, sliding past my ass. My arousal intensified as a realization struck me: was my body secretly after anal stimulation again? Is that what set me off earlier with Franco?

I held on tight to the vibrator, moving it around the outside of my ass. I closed my eyes and arched my back. I pushed it between my cheeks, feeling the head of the toy breaching my ass, opening it wide…

“Fuck,” I gasped, my eyes rolling back into my head. I felt the same insane intensity as the night before when Greg
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fucked me from behind. I squeezed the vibrator further into my ass, feeling it stretch me wider. Tears formed in the corners of my eyes as I forced the big toy deeper. The toy was thicker than Greg, causing me even more discomfort than he did the night before… but the feeling of my ass being filled was unbelievable. I pushed the toy further until it filled me completely. I was gasping, my mouth wide open. I pulled it out slowly, feeling my ass close as the toy slipped out. I shoved it back in, gasping at the intense feeling that consumed my entire body.

A few minutes later I was fucking myself with the vibrator. I cranked it up to the highest vibration setting and rammed myself with the toy. Within seconds my body convulsed into an intense orgasm. I trembled and shook, feeling the liquid pour out of my pussy as I squirted all over the bed. I clenched my legs together, screaming as the euphoria ripped through every fiber of my body.

Finally I pulled the toy from my ass. Apart from my heavy panting, everything in the house was dead quiet. I couldn’t move. At least, for the moment, my intense lust was gone. Unfortunately, this release wouldn’t last long.

CHAPTER 4: The Call

“How was work?” I asked Greg later that evening as I placed the plate of food in front of him. 

“Not bad, just busy as per usual,” he said.
The next moment the phone rang.

“I’ll get it,” Greg said, leaning over to grab the cordless phone from the kitchen counter. 

I jogged upstairs and slipped into the bedroom. I had to replace the duvet I soaked earlier. I didn’t want Greg to ask any questions
– I felt a little embarrassed. Almost like I was some sex-crazed nymphomaniac. I was already highly aroused. I’m sure he’d be more than happy to please me anally again tonight.

I returned to the kitchen a few minutes later. Greg was pale and his food was untouched.
“Who was on the phone?” I asked.
“It was James. He and Lucy are getting married at the country house in a few days.”
“Wow, that’s wonderful!” I said.
Somehow it didn’t look like Greg felt the same. James was his younger brother. They lived a few hours away. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked.
He was staring blankly into space.
“Greg?”

“Ah, nothing. James asked if they could stay here while they sorted the country house out for the wedding. I told him it was fine, I hope that’s okay,” Greg said.

“That’s more than fine, we haven’t seen them in months,” I said.
I would be a nice change to have some people in the house.
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“It’s quite sudden. Did James give you any indication that he even planned to propose?” I asked. 

“No, it seems like it was a sudden decision. Amy, I’m not feeling too hungry at the moment. I think I’ll have a shower and jump into bed. Early morning tomorrow again,” Greg said, excusing himself from the table.

Greg’s behavior following the call was very strange. He’d bumped heads with his brother in the past but they always managed to sort it out. When we went to Bora Bora a few months ago it seemed like they got on really well. James introduced us to Lucy for the first time and we had a great time together.

After I cleared the table and loaded the dishwasher I found myself being consumed by feelings of lust again. The feeling was so intense that I could literally feel the moisture building up between my legs. There was no doubt about it: I needed Greg to wear me out tonight. I needed him to exhaust me so much that I would sleep right through to the next morning without the need for nocturnal masturbation sessions.

I unbuttoned my shirt and tossed it on the kitchen floor before stepping out of my skirt. Dressed in only my bra and a pair of panties, I headed upstairs to surprise Greg. I was sure he’d appreciate how wet I was already. He was already in bed. I slipped in behind him, moving my hand over his hips so I could grab his cock through his underwear.

“Do you want to put it in my ass again?” I whispered seductively, rubbing my hand back and forth over the front of his underwear.

For some reason his wasn’t becoming erect.
“Not tonight, Amy. I’m just really tired,” he said, moving further to the other side of the bed.
I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I offered anal sex and he flat-out declined? Are you kidding me? I decided to try again. “You can make me gag on your cock again, I know how you like that…” I said.ANAL VIRGIN 

No response. There was no way I was getting anything from Greg tonight. There was also no way I could go to sleep without having my ass rammed. I climbed out of the bed and headed into the guest bedroom. My hands were shaking. My panties were absolutely soaked again. I grabbed my phone and immediately performed a search:

Sex clubs
I was craving it too badly… I had to get it. Even if it wasn’t from Greg… 

CHAPTER 5: Sex Club

An hour later I parked my car under a flickering streetlight. The street was quiet this time of the night. I felt a little nervous, but the adrenaline and insatiable lust pumping through my veins forced me ahead. I walked down a dark alley, the stench of large rubbish bins causing me to gag. I reached an unassuming alley door. A red light was situated right above it, shining dimly in the darkness. Situated next to it was something that looked like a camera. CCTV maybe? Probably a way to vet who was coming in.

As per the instructions on the website, I knocked three times, paused, and then knocked one more time. A few seconds later a large, overweight guy opened the door.

“Password?” he boomed.
“Hungry rabbit,” I stuttered.
He lifted his paws and checked something on his tablet. “Name?” he asked.
“Caroline,” I lied.
It was the fake name I used on the website.
“Cash up front,” he said.

I dug into my pocket and brought out the exact amount. He counted it briefly.
“Come in, Cassandra will lead the way,” he said, stepping inside so I could enter.
The area was dark, with a few dim fluorescent lights lining the long, narrow corridor.
“Welcome, Caroline. Please, follow me,” Cassandra smiled. 

She was ridiculously hot: long, black hair and piercing blue eyes with dark makeup. She wore thigh-high stocking and a lacy pair of black panties. Her nipples atop her large, firm tits were covered by tassels. If I were a lesbian I’d probably cream myself even before she had a chance to stick her tongue up my pussy. My
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feet crunched on the cement floors.
“Almost there,” she said naughtily.

I followed her along the corridor and through another door that was guarded by a large bouncer. My heart was pounding in my chest. I wondered whether I made the right decision coming here. What if it was some weird cult and I ended up being sacrificed? My imagination was running away with me.

“All instructions will be in the room and are tailored based on the experience you selected on the website,” Cassandra said. 

The second corridor was lined with doors and looked totally different to the previous corridor. The cement floors had now turned into luxurious red carpet and dingy fluorescent lights were replaced with expensive-looking antique wall lamps, creating soft yellow glows over the beautiful wood-paneled walls. It was like I stepped into a five-star hotel.

I could hear grunting and moaning. It was clear they were having a busy night. One door was open so I peeked in. A girl was facing the door, her mouth gagged and her hands tied as a big guy rammed her from behind. She winked at me.

“They like being watched,” Cassandra said, noticing my surprise.
“Really?” 

“There are probably eight more people in that room, just watching them fucking. We cater to all tastes here,” Cassandra said.

The thought of being watched… aroused me a little too. “Here’s your room, enjoy,” Cassandra said, leaning in to give me a kiss. 

I was quite taken aback, feeling her tongue slip into my mouth. I could taste her cherry lipstick all over my mouth as her soft lips pressed against mine. Her sweet perfume wafted around her like an angelic glow as her hands moved over my ass. A few seconds later she pulled back, winked at me and returned to the first corridor. My panties were already wet…ANAL VIRGIN

I stepped into the room and closed the door. It had a large bed in the corner with snow-white bedding. Against the wall was a large cabinet containing various sexual items: lube, condoms and vibrators. The other wall had a railing lined with various role-play costumes – all in my size. Greg would love this.

I grabbed the instructions on the bed and immediately noticed the three holes in the wall about waist-high with handles alongside each hole. I asked for anonymous sex without emotion… the holes in the wall provided exactly that. A place for them to stick their cock through while I enjoyed it this side. I walked over to the wall and pressed the small button below the left hole. A few seconds later, a thick, meaty, erect cock appeared. It was so long and thick it almost looked unnatural. I felt my panties becoming wetter by the second as I admired the bulging phallus. It had a condom on.

The rules were that a condom had to be worm by the male participant at all times, even for blowjobs. I didn’t care. I wanted the full experience. Even if I risked being thrown out the club. I reached down and tugged at the condom. I tossed it onto the floor and stared at his cock, waiting for him to pull it back and report me… but he didn’t.

I went down on my knees in front of the wall. I wrapped my hand around the shaft. I couldn’t even wrap my fingers around it completely. I leaned forward, wrapping my red lips around the top of his purple, hard mushroom-shaped head. The delicious taste of cock in my mouth caused my nipples to harden instantly. I pushed my face closer, feeling his cock pushing to the back of my mouth. I gagged as his head started sliding down my throat.

I pulled my face back and stood upright. I removed my jacket and shirt before unclipping my bra. I unbuttoned my jeans and pulled it down along with my soaked panties. I tossed my clothes onto the bed before I went down onto my knees again, totally naked this time. I wrapped my lips around his cock again as I reached down and touched myself, rubbing my wet, swollen lips vigorously as I caused myself to choke on his cock again. I moved my middle fingers between my hot, wet folds, feeling 
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my clitoris hardening. My erect, sensitive nub was aching, burning with lustful arousal. I moved my finger further down, touching the outside of my ass, feeling the soft external grooves. I bobbed my head back and forth, sucking off the gigantic cock that protruded from the wall. I inched my middle finger into my tight ass, feeling the muscle contracting hard around it, trying to stop me. I pushed harder, feeling my finger sliding into my ass. I gasped with the cock still in my mouth. A trickle ran down my leg. My arousal was beyond belief. I needed this cock in my ass.

I pulled my face back as his wet cock slipped from my mouth with a liquid popping sound. I stood up, running my fingers over my painfully erect nipples as I walked towards the shelf with the lube. I grabbed a bottle and headed back to the wall. I squirted lube all over the throbbing cock, moving my hand back and forth as I covered the entire shaft in lube. My hands were shaking in anticipation. I felt like a drug addict waiting for their next fix. My head was spinning uncontrollably. I needed release.

I stood up and turned around. Parting my legs, I positioned my ass by his cock. I moved back slowly, feeling his cock pressing hard against my ass, trying to breach my tight entrance. I grabbed onto the handles as I moved my body back more, gritting my teeth as his tip finally breached my ass. I moaned loudly, forcing my body over his large cock.

“Fuck!” I shouted, feeling his cock sliding deeper into my ass. 

It felt like he was ripping me apart. It felt twice the side inside my ass. Finally I shoved my hips back as his entire erection entered me completely. I gasped. The painful pleasure was mindblowing. I grabbed tightly onto the handles and placed my ass flat against the wall.

“Fuck me!” I shouted. 

I dug my heels into the ground and held on tightly on the handles as the guy started ramming me from behind, fucking me harder than I’ve ever been fucked before. I could feel his veiny cock forcing its way into my ass, over and over. A few seconds later my head started spinning again. I closed my eyes as I felt my body convulse into an intense orgasm. I trembled and shook,
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struggling to hold onto the handles as he kept pounding me from behind at a relentless pace. My ass contracted hard around his cock. A loud grunting from beyond the wall was followed by a feeling of hotness inside of me as he erupted inside me, filling me with what felt like an enormous amount of semen. The cum overflow ran down my leg as I convulsed again, this time squirting my nectar all over my legs and the floor as I gasped and shouted out in ecstasy.

Finally I pulled myself from his cock, stumbled and collapsed on the bed. I was worn out, breathing heavily, unable to make a sound. Involuntary trembles still rippled through my body. I lay on the soft bedding, staring around the room, listening to the muffled sounds of people fucking elsewhere. The place was filled with intense sexual energy. I could already feel my arousal returning. The more I engaged anally, the less time my body required to recover. It was frightening how consumed I was with anal lust.

I rolled off the bed and stood up, almost stumbling. My legs felt weak. I could feel the semen running out of my ass as I walked back to the wall. I leaned down and pressed all three buttons. Within a minutes three big cocks poked through the holes. They were all covered in condoms. Once again, I jerked the sheaths off their shafts. All three guys remained. They were more than happy to go bareback…

I grabbed the bottle of lube on the floor and covered all three cocks. I positioned myself by the first hole, pushing my ass back as his cock slipped right in. I was still stretched open from the previous session. I held onto the handles as the guy rammed me from behind. A few minutes later I switched to the second hole before switching over to the third hole. After twenty minutes the guys from the first and second holes both came deep inside my ass, filling me with streams of hot semen. The white, sticky liquid ran down my legs as I moved to the third hole.

I felt exhausted, barely able to keep my body upright. My ass was throbbing. I leaned back against the third hole. By accident, his cock slipped right into my drenched pussy. I didn’t care, I didn’t have the energy to switch. I held onto the handles as I felt his thick, veiny cock slide in between my tight, warm, moist pussy
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folds. His bulging head stimulated my clitoris as he rammed me from behind. I shouted out loudly, gasping and quivering with orgasmic ecstasy. I was exhausted. A few minutes later I exploded into my fifth orgasm that night, feeling my pussy contracting hard around his cock as he shot hit load deep into my womb.

This was the night the realization hit me: I was addicted, obsessed even, and it was starting to ruin my life. 

CHAPTER 6: Sister

I returned a few hours later, slipping into my dark house trying to be as quiet as I could. I jumped into the guest shower. I didn't want to wake Greg and have to explain where I was. I washed myself thoroughly, still feeling semen running out of me. I felt like a complete whore. Even thought I had felt tempted before, tonight was the first time I actually cheated on Greg. After years of happy marriage, I allowed another man, multiple men, to fuck me and ejaculate inside of me. I had broken our sacred bond and the guilt was starting to eat me up inside. My obsession had reached the point of no return.

I washed between my legs, slipping my fingers between my wet lips, trying to get every last drop of cum out of me. Unfortunately this caused me to become aroused again. I could feel my nipples growing rock-hard, turning dark pink and puffy as they grew under the hot shower water. Tears of frustration started rolling down my face. I pinched my puffy nipples hard and slapped my pussy with my hand, water splashing off my shaven lips. I was hoping the pain would make the feelings of arousal dissipate... but it didn’t make a difference at all. If anything, it probably caused me even more arousal.

I was dead tired and I knew I would fall asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow. Aroused or not, I would be dead to the world until the next morning. I had finally thought of a plan. It was the only possibility of ending my addiction and getting my marriage back on track. It was a long shot, but at this point I was so desperate I was willing to do anything.

*****
"How did you sleep?" I asked Greg, handing him his coffee the next morning. 

Lack of sleep had caused me a splitting headache but I tried to keep it together in front of Greg. It was a cloudy day outside, mirroring Greg’s mood.
"Fine," he responded.MARGUERITE DE LYON

He was lost in thought, barely making eye contact with me. Greg was still very moody. Whatever was said on that phone call had affected him deeply. It frustrated me that he couldn’t tell me what it was. I didn’t want to pry, I had my own issues to sort out.

"James and Lucy should be arriving late this afternoon. Do you mind getting the guest bedroom ready for them?" he asked. "No problem, honey. Are you okay?" I asked.
"Yeah, just some work stress," he said absentmindedly, sipping his coffee. 

He was lying. I knew how he acted when work was stressing him out. This was something totally different. Something much worse.

"I'm going to visit my sister today," I said.
Greg looked at me with surprise.
"Really?"

I hadn't seen my sister in years. She never came to our wedding. She accused me of marrying Greg only for his money. I told her it was true love and that the big house and fancy cars were just a bonus. It simply looked like she was jealous. A few weeks later she asked to borrow a large sum of money. She didn't want to tell me what it was for so I told her I couldn't help her. She accused me of deserting her only living family and that she would have given me the money no problem if she were rich. After that fight we never spoke again. I tried to contact her but all my messages and calls went unanswered.

"Does she even want to see you after all these years?" Greg asked.
"I have no idea. I just need to see her. I found her address online. She lives in a trailer park a few hours from here," I said. “Good luck,” Greg said.
He stood up, gave me a hug and half-hearted kiss before he left.
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***** 

Three hours later I pulled into the trailer park, wheels crunching on the gravel road. It was surrounded by tall trees. It would have made the ideal location for an upmarket forest retreat. Most of the trailers were run-down and the people walking around looked disheveled. I parked in an open space and climbed out, adjusting my short skirt as I flung my designer bag over my shoulder. I struggled to walk on the gravel with my high heels. In hindsight, it probably wasn’t the best choice of shoe for an excursion to a trailer park.

“Hello?” I said to a girl hanging washing on a makeshift clothesline that spanned from the tip of the trailer to a pole that was dug into the ground a few feet away.

She looked up at me with a tired look on her face. She couldn't have been older than sixteen.
"Do you know where I can find a woman by the name of Kelly?" I asked.
"You look a little out of place here," the girl said, smiling wryly as she stared at my handbag
"I'm looking for Kelly, it's really important," I continued. 

"She’s up in number sixty. Just make sureher door is open. If it's closed it means she's with a client and she doesn't like to be disturbed," the girl said as she returned to her laundry duties.

"Make yourself useful and bring me a beer!" a drunk male voice shouted from inside the rusted trailer.
"I need to go," the girl said, walking back into the trailer and shutting the door before I had a chance to say anything else. 

Clients? It was pretty obvious was Kelly was doing. A sudden pang of guilt struck me. What could I have done? Greg was not going to give me money to give to her if she didn't want to explain what it was for. She made her own bed...
I walked further into the lot. Music was blaring from one trailer
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while another had two people going at it, shouting and screaming as their argument turned physical. I felt a profound sense of gratitude that I never had to grow up or live in these circumstances.

Two guys with dirty white vests sat outside another trailer, downing cheap beer and tossing the cans into the road. It all played out like a bad cliché.

"Hey babe, want some of this?" one of the guys shouted, grabbing the crotch part of his dirty jeans. 

"We'll do a two for one deal. He'll take your asshole and I'll stick it up your tight little cunt. Looking at that skirt, you definitely have a nice, tight pussy," the other one said.

"No thanks," I said as I continued walking to number sixty. 

"Think you’re better than us, don't you? Come sit on my face you stuck-up whore!" the first guy shouted, tossing an empty can past me.

I ignored them. For a moment I actually considered it, having those two dirty guys pull me into their trailer as they made me their sex slave... I had to snap out of it! It just had to speak to Kelly.

"Can I help you? You seem lost?" a young girl said as she walked up to me.
She held a broken doll in her hand.
"Is this number sixty?" I asked, pointing at the trailer a few feet ahead.
"Yeah, that's Kelly. She's busy so you'll have to wait your turn," the girl said.
"Thank you, honey," I said as I walked up to the run-down trailer. 

The door was shut with a ‘Do not disturb’ sign outside. Was she really so brazen?The next moment the door opened and a man walked out. He ran his hands through his hair.

"Good job as always," he said, waving goodbye as he walked down the road.
“See you next month, Carlos!” a girl said as she emerged from
the trailer. ANAL VIRGIN 

In her hands she carried a pair of scissors and a comb. Kelly was a hairdresser?! She looked really good, much better than I expected. Her long brunette hair was pulled back into a ponytail and her busty chest pushed at the top of her apron. We were both really gifted in that department. No wonder she was busy…

“Kelly?” I said, walking up to her slowly.
“Amy?” she said with surprise, trying to remember who I was. “It’s me,” Amy said, smiling broadly.
“Come in!” Kelly said excitedly.
I was confused. She looked happy to see me, excited even? “How have you been?” I said as I stepped into the trailer.

She had turned part of it into a salon, complete with basin, chair, hair dryer and a shelf of equipment. 

“I’ve been getting by,” she said, switching on the kettle. “I tried to contact you numerous times,” I said.

“Really? You might have been trying my old phone. I was mugged quite some time ago and had everything stolen,” Kelly said.

“I’m still really sorry about the money years ago…” I said. I wanted everything out in the open. It would be great to have my sister back again. 

“Don’t worry about it. I was young and naïve. To tell you the truth I was really jealous. You were marrying a handsome, rich guy and I was still stuck in a one-bedroom apartment with no real future. That’s when I saw an open retail space and thought I could finally start the salon I was always dreaming of,” Kelly continued.

“Is that what you wanted the money for?!” I exclaimed. “Yeah…” she said shyly.
“Why didn’t you tell me when I asked you? Greg would have
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had no problem investing in a business like that!”
I couldn’t believe what she was telling me.

“Because if I failed I didn’t want you to know. You had everything and I didn’t want to look like a failure if things didn’t work out,” she said.

Kelly handed me the cup of coffee.
“So why are you here?”
I looked down.

“I’ve been having a hard time lately and wanted to ask you about Mom,” I said.
“What about her?” Kelly asked. 

“Can you remember what she said happened years ago when she became addicted to gambling and drugs? How she was able to recover?” I asked.

“She met Dad. She always called him her ‘savior’ – for some reason as soon as they met, she was never tempted to gamble or take drugs. When he died, she spiraled out of control. Within weeks she died of an overdose in an alley behind a club…”

Would I ever be fortunate enough to meet my own ‘savior’? It clearly wasn’t Greg – I became addicted while with him. If anything, he kick-started my addiction the night he fucked me in the ass…

“What are you struggling with?” Kelly asked.
“It’s something really personal,” I said.

“Whatever is it, make sure you keep it under control. Our family has a history of addiction. Drugs, gambling… sex…” she said.

“I really want us to hang out more. Maybe I can speak to Greg about a spot for your salon closer to the city?” I suggested. “I actually like it here, the people around the park are like my family. But I will come visit…” Kelly said.
“I need to run: Greg’s brother and his fiancé are coming to stay
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with us. They’re getting married and I need to get the guest bedroom ready. Give me a call when you’re free. Maybe then I can convince you to move closer,” I said.

“Maybe,” she smiled. 

I leaned in and gave her a hug. It was great to have Kelly back. There was no doubt about it: I was going to get her to move closer. I needed my sister more than I ever though.

CHAPTER 7: I’m Pregnant

I arrived back at the house later that afternoon, minutes before Lucy and James arrived. At least I had enough time to get their bedroom ready. I placed fresh towels in the guest bathroom just as I heard a car pulling up outside. I rushed to the front door to welcome them.

"Welcome to our home!" I smiled, holding my arms out as James and Lucy emerged from the large SUV.
"Hey, Amy, how are you doing?" Lucy said as she walked towards me and gave me a hug. 

"I'm great, hope you guys had a good drive?"
"Yeah, not bad," Lucy responded.

Lucy looked even more beautiful than last time with her long, straight black hair and her piercing hazel eyes. She had a big chest
– not even close to my firmness, but large nonetheless. I could see why James fell for her.He was unashamedly a ‘boob man’.

"Are you okay back there?" I laughed, watching as James struggled to get the oversized suitcases from the car.
"I'll survive," he panted, dragging the bags to the front door. 

James was ridiculously good-looking with his sandy blonde hair and blue eyes. He looked like somebody you would see on an underwear ad. I remember his muscly body from our trip to Bora Bora. I felt really guilty for seeing him in that light, but I simply can’t help but appreciate a handsome, well-built man. That fact that he was Greg’s brother did make it a little awkward, though.

"Is Greg home?" Lucy asked.
"Not yet, he'll be here any minute, though," I responded as Lucy followed me into the house.
"Your bedroom is upstairs next to ours. If you want you can
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He smiled helplessly as he dragged the suitcases upstairs anyway.
"I'll start supper while you guys settle in. Feel free to make yourselves at home," I said to Lucy before I headed to the kitchen. 

An hour later Greg was home and we all sat around our large dining room table. There was an awkward silence ever since Greg returned from work. I wondered if it had anything to do with the call. Why was he so weird about the wedding?

"More wine, anybody?" I said.
"Please," Greg said, almost sounding relieved that somebody spoke up.
Anhour and a number of glasses of wine later, conversation seemed to flow more easily as Greg loosened up.
"You didn't leave much time to plan for the wedding, did you?" I said. 

"Tell me about it, it's been a whirlwind since James proposed. But I've been loving every second of it. I’m going for the dress fitting tomorrow," Lucy said as she finished her fourth glass of wine.

“Do you guys remember that photographer on the island that was absolutely taken by Amy?” James said. 

He was referring to our Bora Bora trip. A photographer was doing a shoot for a well-known men’s magazine on one of the beaches when we all walked by. He walked over to me and immediately tried to convince me to pose for a few shots. I declined, of course. It was good to know I had a backup job if I ever needed one! Plus it was extremely flattering too.

“He was convinced Amy could be an underwear model,” Greg said proudly.
“I don’t blame him,” James said.
“Stop it, you guys,” I said, feeling my face heating up.
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I stood up, stacking the dirty plates. Lucy didn’t seem pleased with James’ comment and I wanted to remove myself before things became awkward again.

"Let me help you clear the table," Lucy offered. 

"We're going to talk some business in the study. We'll see you girls soon," Greg said as he got up and made his way to the study, James following him.

"I'll bring you guys some coffee later," I said.
"So, are you excited?" I asked Lucy as we carried the dishes to the kitchen and loaded the dishwasher.
"Kind of. This whole spur-of-the-moment wedding isn’t actually as romantic as you might think," Lucy said. 

"What do you mean?"
"Well... I’m actually pregnant," Lucy said.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. James never seemed like the person to be so irresponsible.
“Wow, I didn’t know,” I said.
“It took us both by surprise. It doesn’t really matter, though. We love each other and that’s all that matters,” Lucy said. 

“Amy, I wanted to ask you a massive favor…” Lucy continued. I looked at her. For some reason I felt really nervous. “Yes?”
“I want you to be my maid of honor,” Lucy said.

“Wow, I’d be honored to be your maid of honor!” I said, laughing as I embraced her.
“I don’t have any family. You, James and Greg are my only family,” she said.
“This is so exciting. I can’t wait to organize your hen night!” I exclaimed.
“Amy, you really don’t have to do that. I’m not sure if we’ll even have time,” she insisted.MARGUERITE DE LYON
“Too bad, I’m going to organize one anyway. Even if it’s just me and you on a night out,” I said.
“You’re the best,” Lucy smiled as she grabbed some coffee cups. 

CHAPTER 8: Voyeur

I looked at the clock later that evening: it was after 11pm. I was sitting in Greg’s study, browsing online and looking for some hen night ideas. I found a club close by that catered for hen nights. They even have male strippers that strip down all the way!

I closed the laptop and made my way through the dark house, walking up the stairs as quietly as I could. Before I reached the bedroom I could hear voices from James and Lucy’sopen bedroom. I stood outside the doorway and listened.

“I’ve been naughty, sir,” I heard Lucy say.
I felt butterflies in my stomach. Role-play. It had been ages since Greg was in the mood for role-play.
“You flunked your test, Amy. You’ll need to be punished for this,” James said. 

I tried not to giggle. Did Greg and I also sound so corny? Suddenly an idea struck me. I jogged downstairs quietly and opened the laptop again. I immediately opened the security camera application and switched to James and Lucy’s room. Greg had security cameras installed all over the house when there was a break-in attempt a few years ago. Now it provided me with a front row seat to James and Lucy’s role-play show. I felt dirty… but curiosity was always my weak spot.

“You’re going to need to suck my cock,” James said. 

Lucy was wearing a red tartan skirt and a skimpy white top that barely contained her large breasts. Her hair was tied into two pigtails.

“Do I really have to, sir?” she said.
“Stop being a whiny bitch and get to it,” James said.

Lucy went down onto her knees in front of James and pulled his pajama pants to the ground. I gasped as his massive cock bounced out. It was massive!
“Now suck it like a dirty little whore,” James said.
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It was really strange to see him in this setting… and very arousing too. I felt my nipples hardening as Lucy wrapped her lips around his cock. James grabbed her pigtails and started ramming himself into her mouth. I watched as she gagged multiple times as James tried to get his cock down her throat.

“Get up,” he said, pulling her head off his throbbing erection. 

Lucy obeyed and stood upright in front of him. James grabbed the front of her white shirt and ripped it open as her massive breasts spilt out. They were even larger than I thought, drooping a little. James grabbed one of her boobs, running his fingers across her large, dark areola. Lucy closed her eyes and moaned softly.

“You have big tits for a high school girl,” he said.
“Yes, sir,” she responded.
“Turn around and touch the floor,” James said.

Lucy turned around and bent over, her breasts hanging down as her skirt rode high up her thighs, exposing her sexy ass. She was wearing a red thong. It buried nicely between her firm cheeks. James lifted his hand and brought it down hard on her ass. It made a loud slapping sound as Lucy winced in pain.

“You’ve been a dirty whore,” James said, slapping her again. 

He grabbed the back of her thong and pulled it all the way down to her feet. James positioned himself behind her and thrust forward. Lucy shouted out as he entered her.

I couldn’t stand it any longer. I slipped my hand into the front of my pajamas: my panties were absolutely soaked again. I rubbed my erect nub, watching James fucking the daylight out of Lucy from behind. My lips were wet and swollen, my nipples burning with arousal.

“I’m going to impregnate you,” James said through gritted teeth, grabbing onto her hips as he rammed her harder and harder. I closed my eyes for a few seconds, consumed with mindnumbing lust.
“I’m going to cum deep into your womb,” James said.
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The next moment he grunted loudly, fucking Lucy frantically as he climaxed hard. Lucy shook uncontrollably as she convulsed into orgasmic glee at the same time.

I slipped a finger into myself, feeling my warm, moist lips contracting hard around my finger. I was so aroused I wanted to faint.

“How was that?” James asked as he pulled himself from Lucy. 

“Not too bad. Next time I want you to be harder on me. Slap me, call me names. I want you to make me feel like a cheap whore while you impregnate me,” Lucy said as she stood upright and slipped into a pair of panties.

“You know I don’t really like this domination stuff,” James said. 

I pulled my fingers from my drenched pussy, listening to their conversation. It turns out James wasn’t this weird fetishist I thought he was. It was all Lucy.

“Just try a little harder next time,” Lucy said.
I closed the laptop. It was after midnight when I slipped back upstairs. 

“Are you awake?” I whispered as I climbed into bed. “Yeah, haven’t been able to fall asleep yet,” Greg responded. “Do you hear Lucy and Greg going at it?” I giggled. Greg wasn’t impressed.

“They’re just really disrespectful. Why go on so loudly? Especially leaving the door wide open?” he whispered angrily. 

“Do you know Lucy is pregnant?” I said.
There was silence for a few seconds.

“Yeah, James told me about it this evening in the study,” Greg finally responded.
I was still burning with desire. I pulled my pajamas and wet
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panties down to my feet. I unbuttoned my top and tossed it onto the floor. There was no way Greg would say no to this. Surely James and Lucy fucking next door aroused him as much as it did me?

“Hey you,” I said, lifting the covers slightly as I moved my naked body onto Greg.
“What are you doing?” he said in an annoyed tone.
“What do you think,” I said, grabbing his hand and placing it on my breast. 

“Not tonight, Amy,” he said, pushing me off.
“Are you fucking kidding me?” I said.

I was getting pissed off at being rejected every night, especially since it was a daily struggle to keep my insatiable lust at bay. “Just go to bed. I’m not going to be as inconsiderate as James and Lucy tonight,” Greg said.
“What is your problem? What did they say to you on the phone that night? You’ve been in a fucking bad mood ever since,” I said. My blood was boiling. I was tired of the secrets and passive aggression.
“You don’t know what you’re talking about. Go to sleep,” Greg said as he turned his back towards me.
I pulled the duvet off myself in anger. I would have to take care of things myself in the bathroom again… 

CHAPTER 9: A Day with James

Greg was gone by the time I woke up the next morning. "Greg said he had to shoot off for an early meeting," James said as I walked downstairs. 

"What time did you get up?" I asked, yawning.
"I was up really early, probably around five," James said. "How did you and Lucy sleep?" I asked.

After their raucous fucking I didn't expect them to have any difficulty falling asleep.
"Really well actually," James said.
"I hope we didn't keep you up," Lucy smiled as she walked in from the back patio. 

I didn't know if she was just being polite, or whether she wanted to rub it in that she and James had crazy sex the night before. I'm not sure why she felt so threatened, James' comment about the photographer the night before was totally innocent.

"Aren't you having the cake tasting today?" I asked as I poured myself a steaming cup of coffee. 

"Shit, I have the dress fitting today. The designer lives an hour away so I don't think I'll be able to make the tasting. Plus, I don't really feel like cake. I need to watch my figure..." Lucy smiled.

"You're pregnant, remember?" James said.
"I can still be sexy and pregnant," Lucy protested.
"I can drive you, James," I offered.

"Thanks, Lucy. That might be the best idea. We'll report back tonight," James said. 

"I suppose there is no other way, I need to have the dress fitted again now that I've started to show so there's no getting out of that," Lucy said.
"I'm going to get dressed. Can we leave in about an hour?" I
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"Perfect," he responded. *****

Two hours later we were sitting in the reception area, waiting to see the baker. She was very popular, I was surprised Lucy was able to place an order at such short notice.

"Please come through," the assistant said.
We followed her into another room. There was a large table with about a dozen different selections of cake.
"Wow, we are spoilt for choice," I joked.
"Welcome," an elderly woman said as she watched us admiring the cakes. 

"Are you the baker? These look amazing," I said.
"I am Anna. Nice to meet the lovely couple," she smiled.

"Uh, I'm just here to help with the tasting. His wife had to go for a fitting," I said, blushing slightly. 

"Oh," Anna said.
She seemed unconvinced.
"Let's get started," she said.

We took a bite of every single cake. Every slice was even more delicious than the previous one.
"I think we're definitely going for this one," James said, pointing at the chocolate slice
"I prefer this one, though," I said.
I knew it wasn't my decision to make but it looked like James needed some help.
"Great choice," Anna said.
"Well, it's settled then," James laughed.
After the cake tasting we went for lunch at one of my favorite spots in town.ANAL VIRGIN
"I must admit, I never thought you would be a dad before Greg," I said, sipping on a glass of wine.
"Trust me, I didn't either. It came as quite a surprise," he responded, taking a bite from his bruschetta.
"I have no doubt you'll be an awesome dad," I said, placing my hand on his. 

Even though it felt like the most natural thing in the world, I jerked it away, staring down with embarrassment. He either didn't notice or tried to brush it off, seeing how red I was going.

"I still don't know how she got pregnant," he said softly, staring off into the distance. 

"I think I know," I said jokingly.
"You know what I mean, though."
He was dead serious.

"We used a condom every single time. I have always been paranoid about that kind of thing. I checked it every time afterwards and it never broke..."

I nodded my head.
"Sorry, this is probably too much info," he smiled.
"Not at all," I responded.
At that moment the waiter brought our main course. "I heard you're having Lucy’s hen party tonight?" James said.

"Yeah, I managed to book a place. It was too short notice for all of the girls to come so it will probably only be a small group of us," I said.

"Keep an eye on her, she becomes very loose when drunk," he laughed.
"Don't worry, it's going to be pretty tame," I said.
"Let's dig in, Lucy is probably wondering where we are." *****
"Did the cake tasting take that long?" Lucy asked we walked
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"We went for a quick lunch afterwards. There is this brilliant Italian restaurant close to the cake place. I have to take you," James said as he leaned in to give Lucy a kiss.

"Why do you look so angry?" I asked. 

"The fucking woman who does my dress wasn't there. When I phoned her she said she thought it was tomorrow so I have to go back there tomorrow for her to do her thing," Lucy said.

She was fuming.
"What about the caterers? I have no idea what you want..." James said. 

"I’ll have to give you a list. I tried to reschedule with the seamstress but she was full of excuses. Hopefully Amy can just help you out if you get stuck," Lucy said.

James turned to me. He looked like adeer in headlights. "I don't mind," I smiled.

"You'd swear you were the bride," Lucy quipped as she headed upstairs. 

"Don't mind her. It's her pregnancy hormones,“James said. "I heard that!" Lucy shouted from upstairs
"She has superhuman hearing too!" James whispered jokingly.

Later that evening I slipped into a hot shower. Greg was working late again. I stared up at the shower head as a strange feeling of calm rolled over me. It was the best I'd felt for weeks... I couldn't put my finger on it...

"Anybody in there!" James called, knocking on the door. "Just me, I'll be out soon!" I shouted back.

My mind started spinning as a shocking realization dawned upon me: it was James. Ever since he moved in my urges had become less frequent and intense. I didn't even have a single urge today. That explained why I felt so calm, so relaxed. James had the same effect on me as my Dad had on my Mom when they first met. 

ANAL VIRGIN
It suddenly became crystal clear. James was my savior. 

CHAPTER 10: Hen Night

"Where are we going?" Lucy asked from the passenger seat as I blindfolded her.
"It's a surprise," I said.
"I hope it's nothing too bad, James gets quite jealous when other guys are involved..." she said.
"Don't worry, he already told me to take it easy with you," I laughed. 

"Oh," Lucy responded surprised.
Was that a hint of disappointment?
"Enjoy the night!" James called from the front door. "Bye!" I waved before I drove down the driveway.
"I really appreciate this, you know," Lucy said.
"It's not a problem at all. We'll be sisters-in-law soon," I said.

A few minutes later I slowed down. Two more girls jumped into the back of the car.
"Hey, bitches! Are you sluts ready to get shit-faced tonight?" Amber shouted. 

Amber was the youngest of our group. Even though she was married, she simply didn't want to let go of her party years. Almost every story she ever told included some sort of reference to her college years. The parties, the drunken sex, the experimentation with other girls...

"Stop being such a teenager," Kate said. 

Kate was one of my other friends. Even though she worked full time, she managed to run her entire household of a husband and three kids like it was the easiest thing in the world.

"Stop being such a boring cunt," Amber quipped.
She clearly already had a few drinks to start off the night.
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"Hey, babe, I hope you're ready to pass out tonight. This is supposed to be the last wild party of your unmarried life so get ready for an unforgettable...or rather, totally forgettable night!" Amber shouted.

"No funny business tonight, Lucy is taken," I warned. "I won't tell if you won't," Amber said, doing an exaggerated wink. 

"The place must have cost a pretty penny. I have a friend who had a private partythere once and she said it cost afortune," Kate said.

"Only the best for our Lucy," I said.
"Fuck, yeah!" Amber exclaimed.

She reached around the passenger’s seat and grabbed a handful of Lucy's cleavage.
"Who was that?" she exclaimed. 

"Nice pair of tits you have there, Luce. I'm having mine done in a month. I finally got Eric to agree to the surgery... and by getting to agree I mean I sucked him off almost every night for the last three months."

Amber certainly had no boundaries. She always became worse the more she drank.
"Are you serious? How big are you going?" Kate asked. 

"Well, I'm a C now. I need to go at least DD to make it worthwhile. If I can, I'll push to E. Lucy, does James like your rack? Most men like a big pair of tits," Amber said.

"Yeah, he does," Lucy responded.
"What are you? C? D? You're not really that firm so I couldn't tell," Amber said.
"We're almost there," I said, trying to change the subject. Amber could become really personal. I didn't want her scaring off Lucy even before we arrived.ANAL VIRGIN
"Eric likes holding my tits when he fucks me from behind, he say it-" 

"Can we change the subject please?" Kate said.
"You're just jealous you're not getting any," Amber pouted. "I get plenty, thank you very much," Kate responded.

I watched Lucy smiling behind her blindfold. She was loving the banter. 

"Finally," I said, pulling into the club parking lot.
We all jumped out. I opened Lucy's door and guided her out.

"Watch your step," I said as we made our way to the club's back entrance. 

A large bouncer glared at us as we walked towards the door. "Booking for Amy," I said.
"Step right in," he boomed.

We walked into the dark corridor and ascended a tall flight of stairs.
"Welcome, my name is Vicky," a pretty girl in a cocktail dress said as we arrived in the private lounge. 

It was luxurious - the walls were adorned with movie paraphernalia and posters. The red carpets were thick and lush, leading up to a black leather lounge area with glass tables laden with snacks and drinks. Large, floor-to-ceiling glass panels spanned the length of the wall, giving us a perfect view of the packed dance floor below.

"It's one-way only. Nobody can see in," Vicky assured us. "If you need anything, just ask. The entertainment will be arriving soon," she said.
"Can we take my blindfold off now?!" Lucy said.
"Oh yes, I almost forgot!" I laughed, pulling it right off. "Holy shit this place is amazing!" she said, looking around in 
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The thumping bass from the club down below was barely audible through the sound-proof walls.
"Let's starts with some tequilas, bitches!" Amber said, gesturing to Vicky.
Vicky turned the music up before she brought the drinks over. "To Lucy!" Amber said as she lifted her glass and downed the shot.
"Excuse me, ladies, we had just had a 911 call. Apparently somebody is so hot... it's illegal!" a voice boomed from the door. 

We all turned around and noticed two policemen filling the doorway. They were absolutely gigantic with thick, muscly arms. Based on their clichéd one-liners, they were obviously the entertainment.

"She's guilty!" Amber said, pointing at Lucy. 

The rest of the evening became very blurry very quickly. I remember laughing and stumbling around as the male strippers removed all their clothes. Their underwear barely covered their monstrous cocks as they gyrated their crotches in Lucy's face. She was enjoying every minute of it, and so was Amber. Vicky ended up turning off all the lights before she activated the laser lights and strobe. It was like we were in the middle of a pumping club.

"Take it off!" Amber shouted with drunken laughter as she grabbed onto one guy’s package. 

Even Kate was cheering him on. The tequilas were clearly too much for her to handle. I lay back on the couch, closing my eyes for a second. It felt like the world was spinning faster and faster. I felt ridiculously nauseous. The next moment everything went black.

I awoke what felt like hours later. I felt dizzy and confused. I stared over at the other couch. Kate was passed out, snoring loudly. How long was I out for?I heard a noise over the loud music coming from the door behind the bar. I stood upright, balancing myself as I stumbled to the door. I leaned on the door frame and
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peeked my head around. I couldn't believe what I was seeing: Amber was on her hands and feet, totally nude. One of the strippers was behind her, ramming the daylights out of her. Eric would be devastated. Has she cheated on him before?

I decided to ignore them. I had to find Lucy. I would talk to Amber in the morning. I walked back into the lounge area and noticed Kate was awake.

"What time is it?" she mumbled.
"No idea, but Amber is having sex with one of the strippers," I said angrily.
"Shit..." Kate said softly.
"I need to find Lucy, do you have any idea where she is?" I asked.
Kate shook her head. I headed to the bathroom. That's where I found Lucy, on her knees, sucking off the other stripper. "Lucy, what the fuck!?" I exclaimed.
She jerked her head around in shock. Semen was dribbling down her face.
"Amy, this..." she stuttered. 

Lucy was drunk out of her mind. The stripper slipped out of the bathroom without a word. Lucy held onto the wall as she pulled herself up.

"Lucy, what about James? What would he say?" I said. I was shocked. It felt like a nightmare.

"Please, Amy. You can't tell him. It would break him... I don't even know what I'm doing myself," Lucy said as she tried to walk towards me before collapsing onto the floor.

"I'm going to calla cab," I said.
"This night is over." 

CHAPTER 11: James

The next morning was quite awkward. I decided to ignore Amber for a few days: I was still horrified at what I saw the night before. It was absolutely disgusting and I couldn't even speak to her. Lucy also totally avoided me the next morning.

"Where is everybody?" I asked James as I walked down the stairs, dressed and ready to head off to the country house. "Greg left early again and Lucy has been out running since early this morning," James responded.
"I've barely spoken to Greg," I said. 

"He seems stressed. Do you want some coffee? Looks like you girls had a rough night. Lucy got sick quite a few times last night," James said.

Serves her right.
"I'll take my coffee in a to-go cup. We better head to the country house, the planner is meeting us there in an hour," I said. 

James nodded his head as he poured my coffee and headed out to the car. I noticed him staring at my legs as I jumped in. My short summer dressed slid up revealing my thighs. I quickly pulled it down.

After a relatively silent drive we arrived, driving up the long driveway to the double-story house. The place was absolutely beautiful. It belonged to their father and would be left to James and Greg once he passes away.

"I forgot how stunning this place was," I said as I stared at the tall trees that surrounded the massive property. 

I drove up to the large fountain that stood proudly at the entrance. There were people everywhere. Some were arranging flowers, trimming the multitude of hedges and generally getting the place ready for the ceremony and the reception.
"Finally!" a woman shouted as she stormed towards us.
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She was pretty, in her late forties and wore a pair of spectacles. With her white blouse and black pencil skirt she looked like a naughty teacher from one of Greg's pornos.

"Sorry, Maxine, we were running late and Lucy had to run off to the seamstress this morning," James said.
"Don't worry, we're still on track...kind of," she said. She seemed flustered and all over the place. The life of a wedding planner...
"What do you need?" he asked.
"Just sign these deliveries, checks and contracts," she said, handing him a wad of papers.
"I'll do the rest," she continued.
I watched as James signed the papers, not even reading what he was singing.
"All done," he said a few minutes later, handing the stack back to Maxine. 

She smiled and scurried off.
"Let's take a walk, I want to show you something," James said.

I followed him past the house into the grove of trees that ran behind it. 

"Where are we going?" I asked, struggling to walk in my heels. "You might want to take those off," he chuckled.

There was that calm I'd been feeling since James arrived. It was unmistakable. Even though I tried to deny it, there was something there. I felt like a hypocrite for scowling at Amber when it felt like I was doing the same thing... I pulled my heels off and followed James through the trees.

"Here you go," he said, pointing at a small stream.
It was beautiful. The sunlight glistened on the trickling water. "Wow, I never knew this even existed," I said.

"I always came here as a teenager to think. The water always calmed me," James said softly.ANAL VIRGIN 

He turned and looked at me. I could feel my heart beating in my chest. Before I knew it my arms were around his neck. I stared into his deep blue eyes for a second before I leaned in for a passionate kiss. I slipped my tongue into his mouth, feeling desire flaring up between my legs. He picked me up and lay me back on the thick, green grass. My short dress slipped up to my waist as he lay on top of me, moving his body between my legs as he continued kissing me furiously.

James moved his hand to my breast, squeezing it through my thin dress. I moaned softly as my nipples grew harder, bulging against the thin material. I felt so guilty, what if Greg found out? I was being no better than Amber the night before.

"You're so fucking hot," James whispered as he unbuttoned the front of my dress. 

He pulled it open as my big tits bounced out. He wrapped his lips around my areolae, suckling hard on my puffy nipples as they grew harder in his hot, moist mouth. I could feel the wetness building up inside my panties. I was aching for James to fuck me, to ram me like he did Amber that night...

"Are you sure you want to do this?" James said as he lifted his head from my busty chest. 

I nodded, pulling him closer to me. He reached down and ran his fingers over the front of my panties, feeling the moisture seeping through as he rubbed my swollen lips through the cotton. I unbuttoned his jeans and pulled it down. His massive erection bounced out. His veiny cock was absolutely throbbing. I couldn't stand it any longer. I wanted him inside me. I wanted him to make me his.

"You can't marry Lucy..." I whispered. 

He had to know. She was not right for him. I was. I needed him. It was the only way I would cope and not spiral out of control the way my mother did.

"Shhh," he said, jerking my drenched panties down to my feet. He climbed back on top of me. I could feel his bulging cock as
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it slipped between my wet folds. I moaned loudly.
"Fuck me, James," I begged, hardly able to speak.

I felt like a whore. A lying, cheating whore. But somehow, it just felt right. Meant to be. 

James was definitely bigger than Greg. He lifted his hips, allowing me to marvel at his manhood. The veins bulged around his thick, meaty erection. The tip of his mushroom-shaped head was purple and strained. I noticed a drop of clear liquid dripping out of it. His pre-ejaculation was already making an appearance. He inched forward slowly, stretching my tight pussy wide as the tip of his rock-hard cock breached my tight wetness. I could feel my wet folds opening wide, spread apart by his girth. I thought he was going to split me in half.

"Fuck..." I whispered as James thrust himself forward, forcing his bulging shaft deep into me. 

I closed my eyes and arched my back, moaning loudly as he started ramming me harder and deeper. I could my big tits bouncing up and down as he fucked me hard into the soft grass. It felt like his cock went in all the way to my womb.

"Do you want me to suck your balls?" I asked a few minutes later, panting heavily. 

He seemed surprised. Greg never asked me to do it, but the way James' balls slammed into me with each powerful thrust gave me the idea.

"Are you sure?" he said, breathing heavily. 

I nodded my head. James moved his body over me until his cock rested across my face. I opened my mouth wide as he squeezed his balls between my red lips.

"Holy shit that's good," he said, closing his eyes as he gyrated over my face while I sucked hard on his bag. 

Afew minutes later he lifted himself as his balls plopped out of my mouth. Without saying a word I rolled over onto my hands and knees and propped my ass into the air.
"Do you want to put it in my ass?" I asked.ANAL VIRGIN

James didn't hesitate. He positioned himself behind me and immediately started inching his cock into my tight hole. 

"It's so tight," he whispered.
"Force it in," I demanded.

James dug his fingers into my hips, slowly pushing forward. I could feel him stretching my ass wide as he struggled to get his thick cock into my ass. I leaned my face on the grass and reached around, pulling my ass cheeks apart as wide as I could.

"Shove it in..." I said. 

James shoved himself forward as he finally managed to insert himself all the way. I could have sworn his cock reached all the way into my stomach. It felt like he was ripping me apart but the pain gave way to insatiable lust as he started ramming my ass harder and harder. I grabbed my breasts to prevent them from swinging too vigorously as James had his way with me from behind. He found my sweet spot. I was seconds away...

"Shit!" I cried out loudly. 

My entire body convulsed into an intense climax. I gasped and shook as wave after wave of intense orgasmic energy coursed through my veins. I spiraled into a world of orgasmic bliss, everything went white around me, dreamlike. It was the longest most intense orgasm I had ever experienced. The trembling continued as I heard James grunting loudly as he erupted inside of me. I could feel the hot cum inside me as he fucked me frantically, pounding me like a madman as he unloaded streams of hot cum into me. My reverie lasted for a few more seconds until I finally returned to my conscious self.

"Wow," James said as he pulled his cock from my ravaged ass. 

I could feel the semen running down my legs as I turned around and tried to stand up. I immediately stumbled and fell over. I couldn't even walk. My legs felt like noodles.

"Are you okay?" he smiled.
We were both still panting uncontrollably. I nodded. I was more okay than he could ever imagine.MARGUERITE DE LYON 

CHAPTER 12: The Big Day

The big day arrived quicker than I thought. Things changed considerably after our encounter at the stream. Every chance we got we stole a kiss, sometimes James was brazen enough to slip his hand into my panties when Greg and Lucy weren’t looking. Even supper time was exciting: I would wear a short skirt with no underwear to the table. James would "drop" his knife to sneak a peek. Teasing him was so easy!

"I'm freaking out!" Lucy shouted as she scrambled around the bedroom at the country house. 

The ceremony was only a few minutes away from starting. "Just calm down," I said.

I secretly wanted her to run. To get cold feet and disappear. That way James would be mine. I wondered whether he received my note. I scribbled a note earlier and slipped it under his door. I wanted him to change his mind...but I wanted it to be his own choice, not because I forced him or told him about Lucy's indiscretion at the club.

"Don't tell me to fucking calm down, you're not the one getting married!" Lucy shouted.
I decided to remove myself from the situation before I snapped back. 

"I'll be right back," I mumbled.
I walked down the hall as James came out the room. "James..." I said, standing still and staring at him.
I wanted to cry.

"Amy...I can't do what you're asking me. I have to marry Lucy, she's the mother of my child..." he said.
He turned around and walked towards the hall. I could see he
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longed to be with me. Lucy would never make him as happy as I would. They simply didn't share that deep connection. 

The next hour felt like a blur. I remember standing by Lucy as they said their vows. The hall was packed with family and friends, mostly James'.

"Therefore if any man can shew any just cause, why they may not lawfully be joined together, let him now speak or else hereafter forever hold his peace..."

A long, dramatic pause. I felt like speaking up. I wanted to scream that Lucy was a cheating whore...but I was no better. I opened my mouth as James looked at me. I didn’t know whether he wanted me to speak up or shut up. I decided to do the latter. It might very well be the worst mistake of my life.

"I do," James said. 

It felt like a dagger was shoved into my chest and twisted. I watched as James and Lucy kissed passionately. I felt like bursting into tears, screaming in frustration. Somehow I kept my composure as we all walked out, heading to the reception hall for drinks as we waited for the happy couple to arrive after a few photos in the gardens.

"Another double vodka," I said to the barman.
He nodded his head. It was like he empathized with me, somehow knowing what my situation was.
"Tough wedding?" he asked.
"The worst," I said, downing my third glass before I walked outside an hour later. 

The air was cool and crisp. The guests in the reception hall were laughing and shouting with excitement. The band was playing loudly. It sounded like a carnival.

"Amy?!" I heard a voice say from behind one of the hedges. "James? What the hell?" I said as he emerged from the darkness.
"I changed my mind, I have to be with you," James said as he lunged forward and kissed me.ANAL VIRGIN
"What about Lucy?" I said as I pulled back.
"I'll get an annulment. I made a mistake. I need you, Amy," he said. 

I looked around. I could hear people speaking close by. "Not here," I said.

He took my hand as we dashed into the surrounding woods behind the house. 

CHAPTER 13: Caught, Part 2

"I said what the fuck is going on here?" Lucy shouted. 

I pulled my dress back over my bulging tits before I pulled the bottom back down. There was no explaining myself out of this one.

"Lucy, it just happened..." I said.
There was no hiding it. No use even trying.

"Lucy, you fucking whore. And James, how could you do this to me? We just got married for fuck sakes!" she shouted. "Don't even start with that, Lucy, you know very well what happened at the club that night," I retaliated.
There was no way I was standing down. I’d had enough of her. "So what? I sucked another guy off. Big deal. It's not like I fucked him!" Lucy said. 

"You sucked another guy off?" James said.
He looked very surprised. Hurt, even.
"I hope you two love happily ever fucking after," Lucy said.

"I'll still be there to help with the baby... financially," James said.
Lucy started laughing uncontrollably. It almost sounded malicious.
"You two are so fucking clueless. Newsflash, James. The baby isn't even yours," Lucy said. 

"What?" he said.
We were both taken by surprise.
"The baby's father is..." Lucy said, pausing dramatically. "Are you fucking with us?" I asked.
"It's Greg, you fucking idiot!" Lucy shouted.
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My mind was reeling. Suddenly everything came back to me: the trip to Bora Bora...the night when Greg and Lucy came to the hotel later, saying they met old friends at the bar...the phone call before Lucy and James came over. The fucking phone call. It made sense now: Lucy must have told James she was pregnant with his child. I couldn't even think straight. Greg always said that he didn’t want to have kids while he was young, he wanted to work on his career. Now he’s having one with Lucy.

"I need to leave..." I said as I started walking back to the house. 

Lucy and James shouted after me but I didn't hear a word. It all faded away into darkness. The betrayal...although I probably had no room to speak, at least I didn’t let another guy impregnate me. I couldn't believe Greg did this to me. What an asshole. I just had to be on my own now.

CHAPTER 14: Aftermath

It was two weeks after my confrontation with Lucy and James. I was sitting back in a brand new salon chair, my feet resting comfortably on the chrome footrest.

“I still can’t believe I finally have my own place after all this time,” Kelly said as she ran the comb through my wet hair. “You deserve it,” I said. 

Shortly after that night I filed for divorce. It was a devastating decision but Greg agreed shortly afterwards, leaving me with half of all his money. I finally decided to what I should have done years ago: invest in my sister. I moved into my own place and my sister moved in with me temporarily until we could find a place for her close to work.

“When’s the big day?” she asked.
James proposed the night before. Even though the last two weeks were hard, James was there every step of the way. 

“Only in six months. We’re not rushing it,” I responded. “Have you heard from Greg or Lucy?” Kelly asked cautiously.

“Greg, from what I can tell, has thrown himself completely into work. He wants nothing to do with Lucy but said he’d provide for their child. He’s still really bitter about the whole situation. He said she told him she was on the pill but she lied.”

Kelly shook her head. It sounded like something off a soap opera.
“James is my savior, Kelly,” I said. 

Things were back on track again. My destructive urges had not returned since James was with me. I obviously still love anal sex but I no longer have an obsessive need for it.

“Just be careful, Amy. Dad was Mom’s savior, but after he was gone she spiraled out of control,” Kelly said.
She was right. As long as James was with me I’d be fine, but if
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“You need to find something else to keep you sane,” she said. Kelly was right. But for now, all I wanted was to enjoy life with James.
THE END 
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