
        
            
                
            
        

    
Banged By My Boss


First Time Threesome Wife Cheating Erotica
Cheating Librarian
Book 2


Cleo Carnell



First Edition. Copyright © 2024 Cleo Carnell.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. All characters in this work are over the age of 18 and fully consenting.


Contents


Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Epilogue
Also By Cleo Carnell



Chapter One




Ihad been soaking in the bath for an hour, and the bubbles had long since disappeared. I’d already gotten myself off three times and was considering using my waterproof vibrator to make it four. The pleasant ache from my afternoon with my affair partner, Professor Adam Hartley, was beginning to subside. He had really pounded me hard, leaving me satisfied, but sore.

I was certainly enjoying my affair. The only small problem was that Adam was just too popular with the ladies. Not that I minded as such, except that with all the married women, students, and colleagues at the university that he was regularly screwing, I was only getting access to his wonderful thick cock once a week at most. It wasn’t enough.

I sank down under the water for a moment, submerging myself completely in the huge bath. I was lucky to live in such a large and luxurious house, the only fly in the ointment was that my husband had stopped meeting my sexual needs. I held my breath as long as I could, until finally I burst back out of the water with a gasp, water streaming off my face.

I heard the front door slam shut. James was finally home, late from work again. Well, he could reheat his own dinner in the oven, but I was still enjoying my bath. After a few moments, the bathroom door opened, and James walked in.

He looked at me naked in the bath, his face impassive. I was in my mid-thirties, my breasts still full and firm, my hips curvy, and my pussy neatly trimmed. I was in my sexual prime. But did James take any notice of this? No, he did not. It was as if I were a fully clothed flatmate.

“Did you put the trash out this morning?” he asked.

“Yes,” I sighed.

“What’s for dinner?”

“It’s in the fridge, you’ll have to reheat it,” I replied, looking up at him and biting my lip seductively. Then, I began to stroke my nipples, making them hard, and let out a soft gasp.

James glanced at the dildo and vibrator lined up on the side of the bath. “Jesus, Lauren,” he sighed, rolling his eyes. “You’re acting like a horny teenager again.” He shook his head and walked off to find his dinner. What was wrong with him?

When I arrived at work the next morning, I saw that Rebecca was back from vacation. I felt myself turning red with embarrassment as I greeted her. We hadn’t worked together since she’d caught me fucking the professor in the rare books room on the CCTV.

Rebecca was in her twenties, tall and thin, with very short, cropped dark hair. Her large breasts sagged noticeably beneath her tight-fitting tops, which she didn’t seem to care about in the slightest. Her sharp cheekbones and nose piercing gave her a striking, rather than pretty look.

Rebecca gave me a wide grin as I approached the desk. “Well, look who it is,” she said with a teasing smirk. “Planning any guided tours of the rare books today?”

“Morning, Rebecca,” I mumbled, trying to act casual, even though my face was burning.

She leaned on the counter, her grin widening. “So… you and the sexy professor, huh? I wouldn’t mind getting a lesson from him either; he’s got quite a reputation.”

I couldn’t help but laugh nervously. “It’s not something I planned, you know.”

“Oh, please. No one plans to have an orgasm in the rare books room,” Rebecca said with a smirk. “But it does seem to happen a lot more than you might expect.”

“It does?” I said, surprised by her tone.

“You’re not the only one having fun around here. I’ve been seeing someone too.”

My eyebrows shot up. “What? Who?”

Rebecca grinned wickedly. “Just the boss.”

“Wait, what?” I gasped. “Mr Davis? You’re kidding. But he’s, like, a lay preacher. His wife is on the church committee.”

She laughed at my shock. “Not kidding. And trust me, the more conservative they are in public, the filthier they are behind closed doors.”

“But, don’t you have a boyfriend?” I said, still in shock.

“Don’t you have a husband?” she shot back, laughing.

I froze, unsure how to respond. Rebecca smirked, clearly enjoying my discomfort. “Relax, Lauren. I’m not judging you. We all need a bit of extra attention from time to time. Thick, hard, passionate attention.”

I covered my face with my hands, groaning. “God, this is so embarrassing.”

“Embarrassing?” Rebecca leaned closer, lowering her voice. “Lauren, you’ve got nothing to be embarrassed about. I was almost cheering you on from the desk.” She laughed. “I’ll tell you what, I’ll lure Mr Davis down to look at the rare books later, and you can watch us in return.”

“Fuck, you’re unbelievable,” I said, though I couldn’t help but smile. Was she joking? I felt my heart start to race at the very idea.

I found it hard to concentrate all morning; I couldn’t stop thinking about Rebecca and Mr Davis. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that he was actually a bit of a catch. He was in his early forties, with an understated handsomeness that came from his neat appearance and quiet confidence. He had graying hair, always neatly combed, that matched his kind gray eyes that crinkled when he smiled. His suits were conservative, but well-tailored, and they fit him well, hinting at a lean, athletic build underneath.

About eleven o’clock, Rebecca walked up to the desk where I was checking through the latest book order on the computer. She picked up the phone and pressed one of the buttons for an internal line. “Mr Davis?” she said with a wink at me. “There’s a problem with one of the humidifiers in the rare book room.”

She nodded and then hung up. “Don’t forget the CCTV,” she said to me with a dirty look in her eyes. Fuck, she wasn’t joking about me watching them.

Mr Davis came down the stairs from his office and went into the rare book room at the back of the library. Rebecca followed him. My heart thumping in my chest, I opened the CCTV application on the desk computer.

My pulse was pounding in my ears, and I could barely catch my breath as I watched the grainy footage. Rebecca was leaning against the big desk in the middle of the room, her short skirt hiked up to reveal her long, thin legs. Mr Davis stood in front of her, his jacket draped over the back of a chair, his tie loosened.

I couldn’t hear anything, but she was laughing softly, her fingers trailing along the buttons of his crisp white shirt. I watched, unable to move, as she leaned up, her lips brushing against his. The kiss deepened quickly, his hands moving to her hips, gripping them tightly. Her large breasts, barely concealed by the tight top she was wearing, pressed against him as his hands slid up her sides.

They broke apart. Rebecca reached up under her skirt and slipped her panties down to the floor. Then she stepped out of them, turned, and bent over the desk. Our boss lifted up her skirt, revealing her bare bottom. He placed one hand on it, then he pulled his hand back and struck her very hard on the ass.

I felt my stomach flip. What was I watching?

Even on the grainy CCTV footage, I could see her ass cheek was bright red. He moved round to the other side and gave her a firm slap on the other cheek. He was saying something to her, but I couldn’t hear what. He gave her another slap on each cheek, making her arch her back and look like she was crying out, but with pleasure rather than pain.

I felt a wet heat between my legs. I suddenly realized that my panties were soaked through. Under the desk, in the middle of the busy public library, I slowly ran a hand up my inner thigh and under my skirt. My concentration was solely on the footage in front of me, my fingers brushed against my clit through the thin fabric of my underwear, and I gasped.

On the screen, Mr Davis was undoing his belt. I watched in fascination as he dropped his trousers and underwear to the floor. I could see his firm ass. He moved behind Rebecca, bent over the table, and guided his cock into her pussy from behind. My finger gently circled my clit as I watched.

“Excuse me,” said a voice. I looked up to see that a little old lady had just put a book and her library card on the desk. “Can I borrow this, please, dear?” she said.

Hardly able to speak, I cleared my throat. One hand was still under the desk between my legs. “Are you able to use the automatic borrowing system, ma’am?” I asked.

“Oh, I don’t like to use any of those whizzy new-fangled things,” she said.

I nodded. “Of course,” I said. Using my free hand, I picked up the scanner and scanned her library card, and then the book. “There you go,” I said, my face bright red.

“Thank you, dear,” she said, taking her time putting the library card back in her purse and the book in her bag. Luckily, she couldn’t see the computer screen where Mr Davis’s ass was now pumping back and forth as he thoroughly fucked Rebecca from behind.

As the lady shuffled slowly towards the exit, I watched Mr Davis pull out, his cock glistening with wetness. He moved to sit down in a chair. Rebecca straddled him and started riding him enthusiastically. She pulled her enormous breasts out of her bra and shoved them in his face, smothering him as he rode her.

I slipped a finger in the side of my panties. My cunt was soaking, so I scooped up some of the wetness and massaged my clit again. Fuck, that feels so good. I was breathing heavily, but trying to look normal.

Mr Davis had her on her back on the floor now, her legs wide open and sticking up in the air as he pumped his ass up and down between them. I could see his thick cock disappearing into her hairy pussy, and then reappearing again with every thrust. My god, it was hot in here.

Suddenly, his movements became erratic. His back arched, and he held himself deep inside her for a few moments. When he pulled out, a flood of cum ran out of her onto the floor. I quickly closed the application on the computer, taking a deep breath and removing my hand from my panties. I was equal parts embarrassed that I’d watched and turned on beyond all reason. I was going to have to fuck someone myself, and soon.

After ten minutes, the door to the rare books room opened and Mr Davis and Rebecca came out. Mr Davis was still straightening his tie as he headed upstairs to his office. Rebecca, looking flushed, walked over to the desk with a smirk.

“Were you watching?” she asked me.

“Yes,” I admitted, “Holy fuck, Rebecca, I’m so turned on now, but what if he finds out I watched?”

“Oh, don’t worry about that, I told him you were watching,” she said with a giggle.

“What!” I said, going red all over again. “Why?”

“Why not? And he said that if you want some of the same, you can go and see him in his office at the end of your shift.”


Chapter Two




When my shift ended at lunchtime, I took a deep breath and headed up the stairs to the offices. At the end of the corridor, I stood outside my boss’s door, my heart thumping in my chest. Was I really going to do this?

I lifted my hand, hesitated for a second, and then knocked.

“Come in,” came a deep voice from behind the door.

I walked in. Mr Davis looked up from his desk, his glasses perched on the bridge of his nose. He had that calm, authoritative air about him. Now that I looked at him properly, I realized just how sexy he was.

“Lauren,” he said, his voice hard to read. “What can I do for you?”

I stepped further into the office, closing the door behind me. “I... I just wanted to talk to you about something,” I said, my voice shaking slightly. My hands were clammy, and I was sure he could see the redness creeping up my neck.

He raised an eyebrow and gestured to the chair in front of his desk. “Take a seat.”

I sat down, smoothing my skirt over my legs, trying to gather my thoughts. My heart was pounding so hard I was sure he could hear it. “It’s about... earlier. Rebecca,” I blurted out, unable to think of a better way to start.

His expression didn’t change, but I saw the slightest flicker of amusement in his eyes. “What about Rebecca?” he asked, leaning back in his chair. Was he going to make me spell it out?

“I saw you,” I said, barely above a whisper. “With her. And she said…”

“That I would fuck you too?” he said simply.

I swallowed nervously. “Yes,” I admitted.

“Take your top off,” he said. My stomach flipped, and my heart started pounding even more than before.

My hands shaking, I unbuttoned my blouse, one button at a time, while Mr Davis, my boss, watched me impassively.

“You’re married, aren’t you?” he said.

“Yes, sir,” I said. “But my husband hasn’t… taken care of me… for three months.”

Mr Davis stood up and moved around to my side of the desk. My blouse undone, I slipped it off my shoulders and folded it carefully over the arm of the chair. He perched on the desk, close to me.

“Take off your bra,” he said.

I reached behind me, unhooking my bra and letting it drop to my lap as he watched me.

“Stand up,” he said.

My legs feeling weak, I stood up, my breasts fully exposed, and my nipples stiff with arousal.

“Now, take off your skirt,” he said. The way he was verbally stripping me, seemingly without emotion, was sending bolts of lightning to my cunt. I unzipped the side of my skirt and let it drop to the floor.

“Your panties are wet,” he pointed out. I glanced down. I was wearing plain blue underwear, and there was indeed a darker patch at the crotch.

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Bend over the desk,” he said. I felt my stomach flip again. My pussy was absolutely aching now. I needed to be fucked like I had never needed it before. I did as I was told, walking to the desk and bending over, feeling the hard, cold wood against my bare chest.

I couldn’t see him, but he moved behind me. His hand caressed the small of my back, making me shiver. Then it moved down over my ass, feeling the shape of my curves beneath my panties. I let out a little moan.

His hand continued its journey, sliding between my legs and brushing over my mound. “Ooh, fuck,” I said, my breath catching in my throat. My pussy was throbbing.

“You’re soaking,” he observed, stroking me between the legs and making me pant with desire.

“Are you going to fuck me, Mr Davis?” I asked.

“All in good time, Lauren,” he replied, unhurriedly. How could he be so calm?

“Please, sir,” I gasped, closing my eyes.

I felt his fingers on my underwear, and then he pulled them down to my ankles, the cool air hitting my exposed pussy.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. “Spread yourself,” he ordered.

I reached behind and put my hands on my ass, spreading my cheeks. He can see inside my gaping pussy. I thought.

“What a beautiful pussy and asshole,” he said, and I heard the click of the camera on his phone as he took some photos of my most intimate areas. “Your husband doesn’t seem to know what he’s missing.”

“Please, sir,” I panted, so aroused I could barely speak. “Can you fuck me now?”

“As you asked so nicely, Lauren,” he said. I could hear the grin in his voice and the sound of him unfastening his belt. I couldn’t see him, but I felt the warmth of his body as he moved behind me. The head of his cock nestled between my wet folds as I held myself open for him.

And then he slid slowly inside me in one smooth movement. He was very thick and quite long. He stretched me open and then thrust deliciously deep into my cunt. I let out a loud moan, as much in relief as in pleasure.

When I thought he couldn’t go any deeper, he pulled out and then thrust inside me again. He began to fuck me hard, the sound of his skin slapping against mine filling the small office. My hands were still on my ass cheeks, holding myself open, and with every thrust, I let out a loud moan of pleasure.

“Oh god, fuck me,” I tried to say, but it just came out as one long moan.

As he took me, I felt the pressure building quickly inside me. My fingers dug into my cheeks as I felt my orgasm arriving with unstoppable force. I closed my eyes, letting the pleasure overwhelm me, and suddenly I came so hard that it filled every cell of my body, making me shake uncontrollably as he fucked me through it.

My climax subsided, leaving me breathless and trembling, but Mr Davis didn’t slow down. If anything, he pounded into me harder, gripping my hips firmly to keep me in place. The overstimulation made me gasp and cry out, my pussy still pulsing around his thick cock.

“Fuck, Lauren,” he growled. “You feel so good. So tight. Tighter than that slut Rebecca.” His hands roamed over my body, one sliding up my back and gripping my ponytail, pulling it gently. The other gripped my hip, steadying me as his thrusts grew faster.

The sound of our fucking was loud and lewd, echoing in the small office; the wet, rhythmic slapping of skin on skin and my moans of ecstasy mingling with his grunts of exertion.

“Touch yourself,” he commanded. I obeyed immediately, moving one hand beneath me to my swollen clit. The moment my fingers made contact, the pleasure surged back with shocking intensity. My second orgasm built up fast, so close to the surface it was almost unbearable.

“I’m coming,” I groaned.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his grip on my hip tightening. “Come on my cock, Lauren.”

His words sent me over the edge. My entire body convulsed as another orgasm ripped through me, my pussy clenching around him like a vice. I cried out, my voice high-pitched and desperate, every nerve ending in my body alight with pleasure.

He let out a loud moan, his rhythm faltering. With a few final, powerful thrusts, he drove himself deep inside me and came, his cock pulsing as he filled me. I could feel the warmth spreading inside me as he groaned low in his throat, his fingers digging into my flesh.

For a moment, the only sound was our ragged breathing. My legs were trembling as he slowly withdrew from me, leaving me feeling deliciously empty and sore. I stood shakily, turning to face him as he tucked himself back into his trousers and his cum ran down my thighs in thick streams.

I found my clothes and dressed quickly, worried that someone might come in. When I pulled up my panties, more cum leaked from my cunt, making them even wetter. It was going to be an uncomfortable drive home.

“Come and see me tomorrow,” he said, opening the door to the office and dismissing me, even as I was doing up the last button on my blouse. “And bring Rebecca with you next time.”


Chapter Three




The next day, I was on the afternoon shift at the library. Rebecca sidled over to me as soon as I arrived. She was looking particularly sexy today, her dark red lipstick complementing the black eyeliner and her cropped black hair. She was wearing a tight, high-neck top that emphasized the curves of her large, heavy breasts.

“How did it go?” she said with a wink.

“What do you mean?” I said, teasing her.

“You know… Mr Davis,” she lowered her voice. “Did you bang him?”

I giggled, “Well, he banged me, yes.”

She squealed and clapped her hands together, clearly excited for me. “Check us out,” she said, “Both of us fucking the boss.”

That made me laugh. “There’s one other thing…” I said. “He told me to bring you next time I come to see him.”

Rebecca’s eyes widened. “Wait, he wants to bang us both together?”

I nodded, a smile on my lips. I hadn’t been able to think about anything else all night. Lying next to James in bed, as soon as I heard his soft snores, my hand had slipped down between my legs and into my pajamas.

Rebecca was looking flushed. “I’ve always wanted to have a threesome,” she said, biting her lip.

“I’m up for it if you are,” I replied. If James wasn’t going to meet my needs, I was going to take any sexual adventure I could.

We waited until closing time. As the last elderly couple shuffled out through the doors, I set them to lock and pressed the button to lower the shutters. The library was a beautiful, welcoming space. It had an elegant, almost grand feel to it, with its vaulted ceilings and high arched windows that let in plenty of natural light during the day.

In the middle of the main library, there was a comfortable seating area with low tables and sofas. When I turned around, I saw Rebecca reclining on one of the sofas, her long legs crossed seductively. Her hand was already on her thigh, as if she couldn’t resist touching herself. “Why don’t you page Mr Davis to come down?” she purred.

My eyes widened. “Here?” I said, shocked. “Do you really think we should do it right in the middle of the library?”

Rebecca stroked the leather sofa with the palm of her hand. “Mr Davis has banged me on this sofa more times than you can imagine,” she smirked.

Heart pounding, I went to the desk, picked up the phone, and pressed the button for his office. “Mr Davis?” I said when he answered. “Rebecca and I would like to see you in the main library.”

I hung up and went to sit next to Rebecca. “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I murmured. The thought of what we were about to do had me equal parts nervous and wildly aroused. I glanced over at Rebecca, who was already looking completely at ease.

We watched as Mr Davis descended the spiral staircase and approached us. “Ladies,” he said calmly. “What can I do for you?”

Rebecca moved away from me on the sofa and patted the space that opened up in between. “Lauren and I were just talking, and… well, we thought you might enjoy some company. Would you like to join us?”

With a grin, he came and sat between us, so close that my leg was pressed up against his. He turned first to Rebecca, his hand grazing her cheek as he pulled her in for a sensual, open-mouth kiss.

Then he turned to me. I realized that when he’d fucked me before, we hadn’t even kissed. I felt his warm hand on my leg as we leaned together. Our lips touched, and then our mouths opened. Our tongues met, and I melted into the kiss. It was soft at first, his lips moving against mine with deliberate slowness, but then it deepened. His hand slid further up my thigh, his fingers pressing firmly against my bare skin, sending shivers down my spine.

I felt Rebecca shifting beside me. She slid gracefully off the sofa and onto her knees between his legs. My heart raced as I peeked down, catching a glimpse of her hands deftly undoing his belt and unzipping his trousers.

Still kissing him, I felt his body responding to Rebecca’s touch as she pulled his hard cock free. Without hesitation, she bent forward, her lips parting to take him into her warm mouth. He groaned softly, the kiss deepening further.

After a few more moments, I decided I wanted the feeling of his hard cock in my mouth too, so I slid off the sofa and knelt beside Rebecca. She looked at me, a wicked grin on her lips as she lifted her mouth from him, a string of saliva connecting her to his slick shaft.

Holding his shaft in one hand, she angled his cock towards me. “Your turn,” she smirked.

I leaned forward, my heart pounding as I brought my lips to the tip of his cock. I slid my tongue over the head, then down the length, savoring the silky skin stretched over his hardness. Beside me, Rebecca watched for a moment before joining in again, her lips kissing along the base as I took more of him into my mouth.

We worked together, my lips and tongue caressing him while Rebecca focused on licking and sucking his balls. His groans grew louder, his hands tangling in our hair, guiding us as we pleasured him.

Rebecca pulled back slightly, her hand wrapping around the base of his cock to hold him steady. “How deep can you take him?” she whispered to me, her eyes daring. I opened my mouth wide and slid down, taking him as far as I could.

Mr Davis moaned deeply, his hips shifting forward slightly as I bobbed my head, Rebecca’s hand stroking the part I couldn’t reach. When I finally came up for air, panting and flushed, she leaned in to replace me, her lips sealing over him again. She sank her head down, and I gasped in amazement as her lips touched his body, the full length of his cock in her throat.

“Show off,” I giggled, as she tried to push even deeper, and a wet sound came from her throat. Suddenly, she couldn’t take it any longer, gagging as she lifted off, gasping for breath. His cock was coated in her thick saliva.

“Right then, ladies,” said Mr Davis, taking control. “Why don’t you take each other’s clothes off?”

We moved to the sofa opposite him. Rebecca was already unbuttoning my blouse, and I quickly shrugged it off my shoulders. I lifted up her top in return, revealing her small, firm stomach. It was a struggle to lift the tight top over her heavy breasts, and when I succeeded, her tits dropped down, heavy and sagging in an unsupportive bra. I could see her dark nipples through the sheer fabric.

The sight sent a rush of heat through my pussy. I had admired other women before, but I’d never felt so sexually aroused by them as I was now. I was surprised to find I was yearning to taste her nipples and suck on them.

As she lifted her top the rest of the way over her head, I was presented with another pleasant surprise; her underarms were completely unshaven, with a thick patch of soft, dark hair. For some reason, this unashamed rawness sent a rush of pleasure between my legs, and I felt myself leaking wetness into my panties.

I reached behind my back and unhooked my bra, letting it fall away and exposing my breasts. Rebecca did the same with her bra. My breasts were full and firm, but in contrast, Rebecca’s were much larger and heavier. They sagged down to her stomach, marked with beautiful stretch lines that traced their way down her chest.

Without hesitation, we moved into each other’s arms, our breasts pressing together as our lips met in a fierce, hungry kiss. It was my first time kissing a woman, and I was immediately intoxicated by her soft lips and the warmth of her wet tongue. The kiss was raw, intense, and sloppy, our faces quickly damp as we explored each other with an urgency I hadn’t expected. My pussy throbbed and ached, desperate to be touched.

Mr Davis watched us with a satisfied grin, his hand stroking his thick, hard cock. But my focus was entirely on Rebecca. Her hand moved to my breast, squeezing and kneading it, her fingers tugging at my nipple until I moaned softly.

Lifting one of her heavy breasts, I guided her large, dark nipple into my mouth, flicking my tongue over it before taking it fully in. As I sucked, I felt it stiffen and harden against my tongue, and Rebecca let out a low, throaty moan, threading her fingers into my hair and pulling me closer. The sound of her pleasure, mixed with the steady rhythm of Mr Davis’s hand on his cock, only made my own need grow stronger.

Rebecca pulled my face back up to hers, kissing me deeply, her tongue sliding over mine. Her hand slipped between my legs, pressing against the soaked fabric of my panties. I gasped into her mouth, arching into her touch as she teased me with her fingers.

Mr Davis moved to my side, squeezing and sucking on my tits as Rebecca moved between my legs. I lifted my ass to allow her to pull my panties off and then let out a loud howl of pleasure as I felt her wet mouth around my clit.

Her tongue flicked out, making me squirm and moan. Mr Davis held me, still sucking on my tits as I came hard, my legs shaking and my whole body vibrating with pleasure as wave after wave of intense sensations rushed through me.

Even as I came down from the high, the two of them were laying me back on the sofa. Mr Davis moved between my legs, his thick cock stretching me open as he slid between my soaking folds.

I gasped, my back arching off the sofa as he filled me completely. His hands tightened on my hips, holding me in place as he began to move, his cock sliding in and out of my slick, swollen cunt. Each thrust was deep and hard, hitting spots that made me cry out with pleasure.

Above me, Rebecca stood and slowly slid her panties down her legs. Her dark eyes locked on mine as she stepped out of them and climbed onto the sofa. She straddled my face, her thick, curly pubic hair visible above me. And between her folds, a glistening pink opening.

She lowered herself onto me. I opened my mouth, my tongue darting out to meet her. She was warm and wet, and I couldn’t help but moan as I tasted her. I licked eagerly, my hands coming up to grip her hips and hold her steady as I worked my tongue against her clit. Rebecca gasped and rocked against my face. It was my first taste of pussy, and I loved it.

Mr Davis pounded into me harder, his cock driving deeper with every thrust. I was overwhelmed by the sensation, the heat, and the pressure building inside me again. My muffled moans vibrated against Rebecca’s pussy, making her shudder and cry out.

“Fuck, Lauren,” Rebecca panted. She pressed herself harder against my tongue, her thighs trembling around my head. I could feel her nearing her climax, and the thought of her coming on my face only pushed me closer to my own edge.

“Oh, fuck, Lauren!” she cried out again, her thighs clenching around my head as she came. Her wetness coated my mouth and chin as her body spasmed above me. I moaned against her, still licking her clit gently, drawing out her orgasm until she collapsed forward, her chest heaving.

Rebecca slid off my face and slumped beside me on the sofa, her hand trailing down to cup one of my breasts. Mr Davis hadn’t slowed down. His hands gripped my hips tighter, pulling me against him as he drove into me with an intensity that left me breathless.

My entire body was alight with sensation, and I could feel the pressure building rapidly again. Mr Davis shifted his angle, hitting that perfect spot inside me, and I cried out, my hands clutching at the sofa cushions.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Come for me, Lauren.”

With a final, deep thrust, I shattered. My orgasm tore through me, my pussy clenching tightly around his cock as I screamed. My body arched off the sofa, my nails digging into the cushions as waves of pleasure wracked me.

“Good girl,” Mr Davis murmured, still thrusting into me as I came.

When my heart had slowed slightly, Mr Davis withdrew, his cock slick with my release. “Is it my turn, Mr Davis?” asked Rebecca sweetly. She knelt on the sofa, wiggling her ass at him.

Mr Davis moved behind her. Keen to see everything, I joined them, using my hands to open Rebecca up and make her pussy gape for him. I watched closely as his thick cock thrust deep inside her in one smooth movement. The sight of her pink lips stretched tight around his shaft sent another rush of arousal between my legs.

Rebecca moaned loudly as Mr Davis began pounding into her from behind, his hands gripping her hips firmly. Her back arched beautifully, and I couldn’t help but run my fingers along her spine, feeling the heat radiating off her skin. “Fuck, yes!” Rebecca gasped, her voice raw with pleasure.

I moved closer to Rebecca’s head, holding her in my hands and giving her a long kiss. I reached up to knead her heavy breasts, pinching her nipples between my fingers. Mr Davis was unrelenting, banging her hard from behind.

Rebecca’s climax hit her like a storm, her whole body shaking as she screamed her release into my mouth. I kept kissing her, holding her up as she threatened to collapse onto the sofa.

But Mr Davis wasn’t finished with us yet. He stood, his cock still slick and throbbing. “Your turn,” he said, looking directly at me with a commanding gaze. I nodded eagerly, and I knelt on the sofa before him, taking him deep inside me once more. We switched like that a few times, Mr Davis taking us both hard in turn.

Finally, he couldn’t hold off his climax any longer. “Get on your knees,” he ordered us.

We both knelt on the library carpet, and he stood over us, stroking himself. When he came, thick streams of cum erupted from his cock, coating our faces as he unloaded on us over and over again. I was still wearing my glasses, so at least it didn’t go in my eyes, but Rebecca had to screw her eyes up tight as it pooled in her eye sockets.

We stayed there, looking up at him, covered in cum as he pulled out his phone and took a couple of photos of us. I turned to Rebecca, licking the cum off her face and tasting it on her lips.


Epilogue




When I arrived home, I was uncharacteristically late. To my surprise, James was actually home before me. He sat at the kitchen table, looking mildly annoyed.

"Where have you been?" he asked, his tone a little put out that his dinner wasn’t waiting for him as usual.

"I had to stay late at the library," I said quickly. "Rebecca needed some… help with a task the boss had given her." It sounded like a flimsy excuse, but James wasn’t even really listening.

“Shall we go out for dinner?” he suggested.

That sounded good. Even though our current problems, I still loved him and wanted to spend time with him. But I was also aware that I was sweaty and had dried cum in my hair.

“That would be nice,” I said, trying to sound as casual as possible. I kissed him on the cheek, then added, “I’ll just have a quick shower and get changed.”

THE END
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Amanda is a conservative, stay-at-home wife, but she has a secret. Over the years, she has built up a group chat of men she has had affairs with. Not just any men, only the alpha ones that bring their A-game; well-hung, muscled types that know exactly what they’re doing and how to give her multiple orgasms.
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