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Chapter One

Willow stared at the slow, rhythmic rotation of the bedroom ceiling fan, wishing it did a damn thing to cut through the suffocating summer humidity. It was late June, and the air inside the apartment felt as thick and heavy as wet wool. Her skin was slick with a fine layer of sweat, but unfortunately, it wasn't from the kind of exhausting physical activity she actually wanted.

She rolled onto her side, her thigh rubbing against the sheets, aching with a deep, throbbing restlessness that had been building for weeks. Every time she closed her eyes, her mind drifted right back to the Town Centre Mall--specifically, to the intense, overwhelming memories of her recent escapades. She missed the raw, heavy weight of Malachi’s hands from the BDSM workshop at Easter. She missed the thrilling, anonymous heat of the Christmas gloryhole box. Her body practically screamed for that kind of relentless, unapologetic attention, the kind that left her completely spent and shaking.

Instead, she had Greg.

Greg shifted beside her, the mattress groaning under his weight. He reached out, his hand sliding over her hip. His touch was familiar, predictable, and decidedly lacking the edge she was currently craving.

Still, it was better than nothing.

“You awake?” Greg murmured, his voice already carrying that distinct, breathless hitch that meant he was thinking about his favorite topic of late.

“Yeah,” Willow sighed, turning her head to look at him in the dim light. She didn’t want to be mean, but her patience was wearing incredibly thin. She was a Ferrari being kept in a garage, and when Greg did take her out for a spin, he never seemed to know how to shift out of first gear.

Greg pulled himself closer, pressing his chest against her back as he slid his hand down between her thighs. He was already hard, but Willow could tell he was hovering in that hesitant, fragile space he always occupied lately. He couldn't just fuck her anymore. He needed the mental fuel.

“Tell me about the community room again,” Greg whispered against her neck, his breath hot and eager. “Tell me what it felt like when they had you pinned down in that bunny suit.”

Willow suppressed an annoyed roll of her eyes. Usually, his constant prying irritated her, but tonight, the ache between her legs was too sharp to ignore. She decided to weaponize it. If she played along, if she really leaned into the dirty talk, maybe she could rev him up enough to give her the hard, deep pounding she desperately needed to cross the finish line.

“You know I wasn’t actually wearing a bunny suit,” she said. “I wasn’t wearing anything except for a leather mask with bunny ears.”

Greg groaned and pushed himself against her.

“Also, they didn’t just pin me down, Greg,” Willow said, her voice dropping into a low, smoky purr. She arched back slightly, pressing her ass against his crotch. “They completely took over. I just had to take whatever they gave me. There were so many of them, Greg. Just hands and heavy breathing everywhere.”

Greg let out another ragged groan. The sheer mention of her submission, of her being used by a crowd of strange men--and a woman--sent his heart hammering against her shoulder blades. He guided her onto her back, practically scrambling to position himself between her knees.

“Did they fill you up?” he gasped, his eyes wide and dark with voyeuristic thrill. He tugged at her panties, and she let him slide them off of her. She noticed he’d already ditched his boxers. “Tell me how much they gave you.”

“They gave me everything, Greg, inside and out,” Willow whispered, reaching down to guide him into her wet, aching core. She wrapped her legs tightly around his waist, urging him onward. “You remember, don’t you? Seeing my bunny mask, completely covered in cum. I begged them for more, and they just kept coming and coming and coming… and so did I.”

The dirty talk worked. In fact, it worked entirely too well.

Greg let out a sharp, choked cry. His eyes rolled back, his body going completely rigid. He managed two frantic, shallow thrusts before his chest heaved, and he collapsed on top of her, shuddering as he spent himself inside her.

It was over in less than thirty seconds.

Greg lay there for a long moment, panting heavily into the crook of her neck, completely satisfied by the mere fantasy of other men enjoying his wife. “God, Willow,” he breathed, his voice muffled against her skin. “You're so hot. That was... incredible.”

Willow didn't answer. She just stared blankly back up at the ceiling fan, her body still buzzing, her core throbbing with a massive, completely unfulfilled hunger. Greg rolled off her a minute later, murmuring a sleepy apology before immediately drifting into a peaceful, contented snore.

Willow pulled the damp sheet up to her chest, her jaw clenched in pure, unadulterated irritation. She was still soaking wet--and not mostly from her husband’s cum--completely miserable, and more sexually frustrated than she had ever been in her entire life. Greg was completely tapped out, but as she listened to the hum of the fan, Willow knew one thing for certain: she needed more than Greg, and even more than the Easter BDSM workshop or the Christmas gloryhole before it. One way or another, she was going to need an entire crowd of men to finish what her husband couldn't even start.


Chapter Two

The central atrium of the Town Centre Mall was a madhouse of artificial patriotic cheer. Red, white, and blue banners hung crookedly from the second-floor railings, doing absolutely nothing to cool the sweltering air drifting from the poorly air-conditioned main entrance. Willow hoisted a heavy aluminum backdrop stand onto her shoulder, wiping a bead of sweat from her forehead with her free hand.

Beside her, Greg was fumbling frantically with his Nikon camera, his polo shirt already stained with dark sweat circles under his arms.

“If the ambient lighting in this atrium stays this uneven, the military brass is going to tear me apart,” Greg muttered, his hands shaking slightly as he swapped out a lens.

Willow rolled her eyes, but then reconsidered her scorn. This wasn’t just another local mall gig, after all. Greg’s events company had somehow landed the promotional contract for a massive national marketing campaign for the armed services, and the campaign was kicking off this weekend--Fourth of July weekend. The entire advisory council for the campaign--fifty active-duty service personnel, one representing every single state in the union--was arriving tomorrow for a high-profile public relations shoot. And that was only the start of the days-long Independence Day event the mall was having.

If Greg botched this, the contract would be rescinded, and their already shaky financial situation would suddenly become apocalyptic.

“You’re not the only one having a bad time,” a tired voice groaned from behind them.

Willow turned to see Dakota, the manager of the nearby Carolina Watch Company kiosk, walking up with his arms crossed. Right behind him was Joel, the overworked manager of Censored Gifts, looking equally miserable.

“Mall management has officially lost their minds,” Dakota said, shaking his head. “They're trying to squeeze a full-scale military display right in front of my kiosk, blocking half my foot traffic. They're trying to make this damn Fourth of July weekend as stressful as Christmas.”

Joel grinned cynically, leaning his shoulder against one of Greg’s light poles. “At least during Christmas, the heat works in this place. My store is a complete sauna right now. If the mall doesn't fix the HVAC by tomorrow, half of my plastic dildo inventory is going to melt right on the shelves.”

Greg barely even looked up from his viewfinder. “I can't deal with the mall’s logistics right now, guys. If this fifty-state panel photo shoot isn't absolutely perfect tomorrow, I'm completely ruined.”

Willow tried to tune out her husband’s nervous rambling. Hearing Joel mention the adult toys his store sold only made her core give a sharp, painful throb. She was still wound tighter than a drum from last night's thirty-second bedroom disappointment. Her body was practically screaming for relief, and helping Greg haul heavy metal equipment through a hot mall wasn't doing a damn thing to distract her.

“Afternoon, folks,” a deep voice rumbled.

Willow’s breath hitched slightly as Jeff, the mall’s pudgy but broad-shouldered head of security, strolled over. His crisp uniform stretched tight across his chest, and his utility belt jingled with a heavy, somehow masculine weight that instantly drew Willow's eyes.

While Greg kept complaining to Dakota and Joel about lighting ratios, Jeff stepped closer to Willow, ostensibly checking the perimeter of the photo zone. He locked eyes with her, his gaze dropping deliberately down to the low-cut tank top she’d worn to beat the heat, then slowly trailing down her tight denim shorts.

“Everything secure over here, Willow?” Jeff asked, his voice dropping into a low register that only she could hear.

“Not even close, Jeff,” Willow murmured, stepping just an inch closer, her eyes flashing with a dangerous, heavy heat. “I'm about to snap from the tension.”

Jeff let out a low whistle under his breath. He shifted his weight, his hand casually brushing against her hip as he reached down to adjust a loose extension cord on the floor. The brief, deliberate friction of his palm against her bare skin sent a jolt of pure electricity straight between her thighs. He leaned in slightly, his clean, spicy cologne cutting through the stuffy mall air. “You look like you need a serious distraction. Maybe we can go check the security feeds in the back room during my next break?”

Jeff had always looked at her with lecherous eyes, but Willow saw that he was a lot bolder now, after what happened at Christmas. After the glory hole gift box… after what she'd finally let him do to her…

She didn't find him especially attractive, but she had to admit his dad bod was growing on her. And his newfound confidence had its appeal. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Her mouth opened to say yes, right fucking now--

But before she could utter a single word, the radio clipped to Jeff’s shoulder cracked violently to life.

“Jeff, we’ve got reports of some teenagers fighting in the food court. Need eyes on it immediately before it becomes a brawl.”

Jeff cursed under his breath, stepping back and tapping his earpiece. “Copy that, I'm en route.” He gave Willow a tight, intensely frustrated look. “Duty calls. Duty always ruins the fun.”

Without another word, he turned and sprinted toward the food court, his broad back disappearing into the crowd.

Willow gripped the backdrop pole so hard her knuckles turned completely white. First Greg's pathetic failure, and now this. Her body was practically weeping with unfulfilled hunger, the empty ache inside her growing more ravenous by the second.

She turned her gaze back to Greg, who was still hyperventilating to Joel about camera filters. Tomorrow, fifty hot, disciplined, powerful military men and women were going to occupy this exact atrium. And looking at her completely oblivious husband, Willow realized she was going to have to find a way to make sure some of those soldiers gave her exactly what she was dying for.


Chapter Three

By nine the next morning, the Town Centre Mall atrium wasn't just warm--it was a literal furnace. The struggling HVAC system from the day before had completely packed up overnight, leaving the vast, glass-ceilinged space to trap the brutal summer heat like a greenhouse. Jeff had stopped by earlier and mentioned that the only place in the entire mall where the air conditioning was working was a vacant storefront that a small, local mattress company had used before going out of business.

Willow hadn’t cared about looking professional for her husband’s business for a while now, and today was certainly no exception. To survive the sweltering air, she had abandoned her usual only moderately sexy assistant attire for a pair of frayed, ultra-short jean shorts and a red-white-and-blue bikini top covered in stars. It was patriotic enough to pass for a holiday theme, but its main benefit was keeping her skin exposed to whatever pathetic breeze the floor fans could manage. Her skin was already slick with a fine sheen of sweat, her damp, dark hair pinned up off her neck.

“This is a catastrophe.” Greg was panicked, his fingers slipping on his camera controls as he tried to wipe his brow. “The glare off their skin is going to ruin every single shot. Willow, where are the blotting papers?

“In the equipment bag,” Willow muttered, barely listening.

Her attention was entirely arrested by the arrival of the military advisory panel. Fifty active-duty service members, representing every single state in the country, were filing into the atrium. And they were, almost without exception, an absolute feast for her starved eyes.

Because of the oppressive heat, the strict military discipline was already cracking. Several of the men had already unbuttoned the top collars of their uniforms, exposing thick, column-like necks and broad chests slick with perspiration. Willow’s eyes locked onto a towering Marine captain--she’d find out later he was from Texas--with a jawline sharp enough to cut glass and shoulders so wide he practically blocked out the stage lights. Right next to him stood an Army Ranger with thick, vascular forearms covered in dark hair, his knuckles white as he fanned himself with his uniform cap.

But it wasn't just the men catching Willow's eye. Her gaze drifted to a female Air Force lieutenant standing near the back. The woman was statuesque, with her dark hair pinned tightly back, highlighting striking high cheekbones and a fierce, commanding gaze. The heat had caused her to discard her uniform jacket, leaving her in a tight tan undershirt that clung perfectly to a stunningly athletic, toned torso and a heavy chest that rose and fell with each shallow breath. Willow felt a sudden, sharp throb between her thighs. Her bisexual leanings hadn't been fed in months, and the sight of all these disciplined, physically flawless bodies getting hot and bothered was driving her wild.

The service members were growing visibly irritable. They were, for the most part, far from home and loved ones, being asked to participate in a silly marketing stunt, and being marched into a sweltering mall atrium was clearly testing their patience.

And then things got even worse.

A frantic mall marketing coordinator in a sweat-stained pantsuit came rushing up to Greg, her face pale.

“Greg, we have a massive problem,” she hissed, loud enough for Willow to overhear. “The special Fourth of July lunch buffet we booked for the panel is completely delayed. The catering truck broke down on the interstate. They're saying it might not arrive or be set up in time at all.”

Greg looked like he was about to faint. “No food? You're telling me I have to keep fifty overheating, angry soldiers waiting around in a hundred-degree atrium on empty stomachs?”

“Can’t we just get them food from the food court?” Willow asked.

The marketing coordinator narrowed her eyes as she looked at Willow’s bikini top. “Unfortunately not. We’ve asked, and none of the restaurants are willing to provide anywhere near the amount of food we’d need on such a short notice.”

“Guess they’re not very patriotic,” Willow said, as she watched the coordinator nod miserably and scurry away.

The stage was set for an absolute disaster. The air was thick with the heavy scent of sweat, rising tempers, and raw, undisciplined frustration. Fifty incredibly fit, powerful men and women were trapped, boiling hot, hungry, and looking for any excuse to blow off some serious steam.

As Greg began to hyperventilate beside her, pulling at his hair as he realized his career-making contract was on the verge of imploding, Willow leaned back against a speaker stack. She ran a slow, deliberate hand down the center of her bikini top, feeling the heavy, throbbing ache that Greg had failed to satisfy.

The military panel needed a distraction from the heat, and Greg needed a miracle to save his shoot. And she needed… well, she knew exactly what she needed. Looking out at the sea of beautiful, frustrated, sweaty faces staring back at her, Willow realized she was uniquely qualified to provide everything everyone needed.


Chapter Four

“Alright, listen up!” Greg’s voice cracked under the strain, echoing weakly across the stifling atrium. He wiped a hand across his slick forehead, looking utterly defeated. “We’re going to take a temporary twenty-minute recess. The heat is messing with the white balance, and I need to... I need to figure out what’s going on with the catering. Just sit tight.”

A collective, low groan rippled through the fifty service members. The Texas Marine captain crossed his massive arms, his uniform shirt stretching tight against his chest, while the athletic Air Force lieutenant simply shook her head, a bead of sweat tracing a slow path down her sculpted neck. They were hot, hungry, and thoroughly annoyed.

Willow knew a golden opportunity when she saw one. Her core gave a vicious, demanding throb against her tight denim shorts.

She stepped away from the equipment bags and walked straight up to the Marine captain and the Air Force lieutenant she'd been eyeing earlier, deliberately swaying her hips. Up close, the heavy scent of their warm sweat was intoxicating. She leaned in, her voice a low, suggestive purr that only the two of them could hear.

“You guys look like you're about to mutiny,” Willow murmured, looking up into the Marine’s intense eyes before shifting her gaze to the lieutenant’s fierce, commanding face. “It just so happens that a few doors down, the old mattress company store is completely empty. The mall management hasn't cleared out the leftover floor models yet, and the windows are totally blacked out with paper. It's nice and secluded. And there’s air conditioning.”

The Air Force lieutenant raised an eyebrow, her sharp eyes immediately dropping to Willow's exposed, star-spangled bikini top. She took in the heavy rise and fall of Willow's breasts and the flush on her skin. A dark, predatory smirk played on the officer's lips. “A mattress showroom, huh? Sounds like exactly what the advisory panel needs to… re-establish morale.”

The Texas captain let out a low, gruff chuckle, his chest swelling. “Outstanding. Lead the way, ma'am.”

The lieutenant turned back to the crowd, her voice snapping into an authoritative command that instantly quieted the grumbling troops. “Squad, fall in. We’re moving to a… staging area down the corridor. Single file, quiet, and keep it orderly.”

As the group began to move, Jeff the security guard materialized near the edge of the atrium, his eyes wide as he saw Willow leading an entire military unit toward the vacant storefront. Willow caught his eye and gave him a wicked, knowing smile.

“Jeff, honey,” she whispered as she passed him. “We're going into the old mattress store for some… military exercises. Do me a favor and secure the perimeter from the outside. Lock the doors behind us and keep the public out.” Her eyes flicked down his uniform before meeting his gaze again with a heavy blink. “If you're a good boy and keep us completely safe, maybe there'll be something left for you at the end of the line.”

Jeff’s throat bobbed hard. He gave her a tight, eager nod, his fingers twitching near his utility belt. “Consider it locked down, Willow. Take all the time you need.”

Just as they reached the entrance of the darkened store, the Texas captain noticed Greg trailing anxiously behind the group, clutching his Nikon like a security blanket. The Marine stopped, towering over Willow’s nervous husband.

“Hey, camera guy,” the captain rumbled, pointing a thick finger at Greg’s Nikon. “You better bring that inside. We should document this special holiday appreciation session, so we need the official photographer.”

Greg froze, looking like a deer caught in headlights. He looked at the massive Marine, then at the sea of powerful, sweaty service members filtering into the dimly lit showroom, and finally at his wife. Willow could see the instant, hard ridge forming in Greg’s trousers. His cuckold kink was hitting him like a freight train.

“I... I don't know if that's professional…” Greg stammered, though his hands were already adjusting the camera settings.

“Bring it in, Greg,” Willow commanded softly, her voice leaving no room for argument. She gave him a dark, dirty look that promised him front-row entry to his ultimate fantasy. “Set up your tripod in the corner. As long as I get to keep some of the pictures, you can watch every single second.”

Greg swallowed hard, a breathless, eager nod escaping him as he scurried into the shadows of the store to find the perfect angle.

Inside, the vacant store was cool and shadowed, the large front windows completely sealed off from the public mall by thick black wrapping paper. Scattered across the carpeted floor were a dozen massive, plush floor models--thick mattresses, mostly queen but a couple king-size, left behind by the bankrupt company.

The heavy double doors clicked shut behind them as Jeff locked them in. The fifty service members formed a quiet, disciplined circle around the largest mattress in the center of the room. The air was thick with anticipation.

Willow kicked off her shoes and stepped onto the center of the mattress, the soft fabric sinking beneath her bare feet. She reached behind her back, her fingers deftly unknotting the straps of her red-white-and-blue bikini top. With a slow, deliberate movement, she let the fabric drop to the mattress, exposing her heavy, full breasts to the room. Her pink nipples were already hard, tightening in the cool air.

She bit her lower lip as she took in the collective gasp from the crowd of fifty who, apparently, liked very much what they saw. When she unbuttoned her jean shorts and let them slide down off her legs, the entire crowd went wild with cheers. Willow’s eyes scanned the assembled group and could see, even through uniform pants, that most of the men’s little soldiers were already standing at attention.

“Alright,” the Air Force lieutenant barked softly, stepping to the mattress first. Her commanding presence filled the space as she stood over Willow, her athletic, toned frame radiating absolute dominance. “Let's begin the uniform inspection.”

The lieutenant reached out, her strong, calloused hands gripping Willow’s shoulders and pushing her back onto the mattress. Willow let out a soft gasp as the female officer crawled over her, pinning her chest down with the heavy weight of her forearm. The lieutenant's other hand cupped Willow's left breast, squeezing firmly before her thumb and forefinger ruthlessly pinched the sensitive, throbbing peak.

“Look at you,” the lieutenant whispered forcefully, leaning down so her hot breath brushed Willow's lips. "You’re really going to do this, aren’t you? Fuck all fifty of us? While that camera guy watches?”

“Yes,” Willow whined, her head rolling back as a wave of intense pleasure shot straight to her wet slit. “And that camera guy is my husband.”

That elicited a laugh from the lieutenant, as she quickly stripped off her uniform. Willow’s eyes darted between the lieutenant’s athletic body and the Marine captain, who was also losing his outfit.

All around them, the other forty-eight service members stood patiently, watching the unfolding spectacle on the mattress and waiting for their turn with Willow.

The train was officially at the station, and Willow was finally going to get exactly what she deserved.


Chapter Five

Willow gasped as the Air Force lieutenant, now nude, again shoved her down onto the thick mattress with undeniable strength. The cool air of the abandoned store kissed her overheated skin, a blessed relief from the sweltering atrium, but it did nothing to quench the raging fire between her legs. Finally. After weeks of frustration, after Greg’s pathetic thirty-second fumbles and the endless teasing buildup, she was about to get exactly what her greedy body had been screaming for.

The lieutenant--tall, athletic, with that fierce commanding presence--straddled Willow’s chest, and Willow was treated to a close-up view of the other woman’s firm, heavy tits and hard nipples. She grabbed a fistful of Willow’s dark hair and yanked her head back, forcing eye contact. “You wanted this, didn’t you, slut? Fifty of us. One from every state in the union. Starting right here with me and the Texan.” Her voice was low and authoritative, dripping with dominance.

“Yes,” Willow gasped, her pussy clenching hard at the words. She could feel Greg in the corner, the frantic click of his camera shutter still going wild. The thought of him watching--rock-hard and helpless while these superior men and women took her--sent a fresh gush of wetness down her thighs. But she didn’t look at him. She didn’t need to. The knowledge that he was witnessing every filthy second was fuel enough.

The Texas Marine captain dropped to his knees between her spread legs, his massive hands gripping her thighs and wrenching them obscenely wide. He was built like a fucking tank--broad shoulders, thick chest, and a jaw clenched with raw hunger. Willow barely had time to moan before he buried his face in her dripping cunt, his hot tongue dragging a rough, heavy stripe up her soaked slit. He sucked hard on her swollen clit, growling against her flesh as he devoured her like a starving man.

“Fuck!” Willow cried out, her hips bucking wildly. The captain’s tongue was relentless, thick and demanding, plunging into her hole and lapping up every drop of her slick arousal. He ate her pussy with zero shame, messy and loud. Spit and her juices coated his chin.

The lieutenant shifted forward, swinging one powerful leg over Willow’s face. “My turn, whore. Eat my cunt while he wrecks yours.” She lowered herself without warning, smothering Willow’s mouth and nose with her hot, shaved pussy. The lieutenant was already soaked, her musky, tangy flavor flooding Willow’s tongue as she ground down hard.

Willow moaned desperately into the lieutenant’s slick folds, her tongue darting out to lick and suck with frantic need. The woman tasted strong and feminine, and Willow lapped at her like a woman possessed--sucking her clit, thrusting her tongue deep into her tight hole, drowning in the overwhelming sensation of being used. The lieutenant rode her face ruthlessly, grinding her hips in tight circles, smearing her juices all over Willow’s cheeks and chin.

Willow didn’t have a lot of experience with this--the lieutenant’s was only the second pussy Willow had ever tasted--but if the frantic cries from above her were any indication, she was doing just fine.

“That’s it…fuck yes, just like that. Deeper, you eager little slut.”

The Marine captain extracted his face from between Willow’s legs, leaving her feeling empty. The feeling was only momentary, however, as a moment later, he rubbed what felt like a massive cock head up and down Willow’s drenched slit. He teased her with it for another few seconds before slamming it into her with one brutal thrust.

Willow screamed into the lieutenant’s pussy, the sound muffled as her walls stretched painfully, wonderfully around the captain’s huge cock. He didn’t give her time to adjust. He gripped her hips with bruising force and started pounding her with deep, powerful strokes that slammed against her cervix with every thrust. The wet, obscene slap of his heavy balls against her ass filled the room, mixing with the lieutenant’s moans and the constant click of Greg’s camera.

“Goddamn, she’s tight,” the captain grunted, his voice rough as he railed her harder. “This married slut’s cunt is sucking me in like a fucking vacuum.” He reached down and pinched her clit roughly, sending shockwaves through her body while he fucked her senseless.

Willow’s first orgasm hit her like a freight train. Her whole body convulsed, thighs shaking violently around the captain’s waist as her pussy gushed around his pistoning cock. She wailed into the lieutenant’s cunt, tongue working feverishly even as stars exploded behind her eyes. The lieutenant laughed darkly and ground down harder, chasing her own pleasure on Willow’s face. “Look at her go. She’s coming already. Pathetic little hotwife whore.”

They didn’t stop. Working as a team, as if they’d tag-teamed a needy little slut before, the lieutenant pulled herself off of Willow’s face seconds before the captain flipped her onto all fours. Willow almost didn’t even notice the few seconds the captain’s cock was missing from her pussy because he’d reinserted it so quickly after the maneuver.

The captain’s thick cock speared her even deeper in this position, battering her G-spot with every savage stroke. The lieutenant knelt in front of her, grabbing Willow’s hair and forcing her face back between her thighs. This was an even more awkward position than before, but Willow licked and sucked greedily, her nose buried in the other woman’s slick heat while the captain fucked her raw from behind.

“Godddamn, wish we had sluts like you in Montana,” the lieutenant said.

Sweat poured off all three of them. The captain’s heavy balls slapped rhythmically against her clit. He spanked her ass hard, leaving red handprints as he growled filthy praise. “Take that dick, you greedy bitch. This is what you needed, isn’t it? Not that limp-dicked husband of yours.”

Willow’s mind melted with every foul word out of the captain’s mouth. And the overwhelming fullness, the taste of the lieutenant’s pussy, the knowledge that Greg was capturing every degrading, glorious second while dozens more waited for their turn with her… it pushed her straight into her second orgasm.

This one was even stronger. Her cunt clamped down like a vice around the captain’s cock, squirting messily down her thighs as she screamed into the lieutenant’s folds. Her whole body shook uncontrollably, tears of overwhelming pleasure leaking from the corners of her eyes.

The lieutenant came next with a sharp, commanding cry, flooding Willow’s mouth with her juices. She held Willow’s head in place, riding out the spasms until she was spent. Willow thought she might pass out from lack of oxygen, but finally the other woman let her go, leaving her gasping and drenched.

The captain gave a few final, punishing thrusts before pulling out and stroking his massive cock. Thick ropes of hot cum erupted across Willow’s back and ass, marking her as the lieutenant watched with a satisfied smirk.

Willow collapsed, panting. She rolled onto her back, smearing the Marine captain’s cum onto the mattress beneath her. Her body buzzed with satisfaction for the first time in weeks, but it wasn’t nearly enough.

Around her, the other forty-eight service members had lost all patience. They crowded closer, a wall of muscular, sweaty bodies--mostly men, but several fit, hungry women among them too. Uniform shirts were coming off, belts unbuckling, cocks being stroked openly. Low laughter and crude comments filled the air.

“Fuck, look at her. Already covered in cum and still dripping for more.”

“What a total slut. Taking those two like a pro while her husband filmed it.”

“Her pussy will be ruined after we’re done with her.”

Willow laughed at that last comment. Her pussy would be just fine.

One of the female soldiers, a toned Navy petty officer who Willow would later find out was from Rhode Island, openly fingered herself while staring at Willow’s cum-streaked body. “Well, let’s get started, boys. I want my turn on this train too.”

Willow lifted her head, chest heaving, a wicked, exhausted smile spreading across her flushed face. The real fireworks were just beginning.


Interlude: Greg

Greg had had a hotwife kink for most of his adult life. He could never explain it to anyone--hell, he couldn’t explain it to himself--but something about the thought of seeing his wife with another man really got him going.

Seeing her with this many men--and women--though? It was almost too much for him to handle. His cock throbbed painfully in his pants, the front of his underwear already soaked with a steady leak of precum as he watched his beautiful wife get absolutely destroyed.

Sure, he knew Willow must have fucked and sucked several men during her gloryhole gift box adventure at Christmas, and he knew about the group of Dominants who’d had their way with her during Easter. But he’d only seen her with one other man that first time, and didn’t get to witness any of her debauchery during her second outing.

After the threesome with the female Air Force lieutenant and the Marine captain, Greg felt like his dick was going to explode and his head was going to spin right off of his neck. As the other forty-eight moved in for their turn, he thought he might pass out.

Still, he kept taking pictures.

He took pictures as the bald guy with an American flag tattoo on his bicep fell onto Willow. Willow asked him where he was from.

“Alaska, ma’am,” the bald guy replied.

Alaska wasn’t much for foreplay, and a second later his thick, veiny cock was buried deep in Greg’s wife. Willow moaned like a whore in heat and wrapped her legs around the other man’s waist, pulling him even deeper as her soaked pussy made obscene squelching sounds with every thrust. At one point, Willow looked right into Greg’s camera and blew him a kiss. Then, her eyes widened at the same time Alaska grunted and Greg knew the bald man had just filled up his wife’s pussy.

Sure enough, a thick, creamy stream of jizz drained out of Willow’s stretched cunt after Alaska pulled out of her. Willow squirmed on the mattress, making the other man’s cum ooze out a little faster. Her puffy lower lips glistened with the messy creampie.

A half-hour ago, Greg had been completely consumed by corporate panic. He had been worrying about the broken-down catering truck, the uneven ambient lighting of the atrium, and the catastrophic threat of losing his military contract. But now, enveloped by the shadowed, air-conditioned isolation of the abandoned mattress store, all of those professional anxieties completely melted away. They were replaced by a heavy, primal, hypnotic trance. The sheer, intoxicating power of his hotwife kink had taken total dominion over his mind. He was rock-hard, his trousers straining painfully against his crotch as he stood captive behind his own camera lens, reduced to nothing more than a voyeuristic recording device for his wife’s seemingly bottomless debauchery.

Before Alaska could even fully step off the bed, another figure stepped up to take his place. It was a striking, athletic female service member with a toned, muscular torso.

Willow lifted her head from the pillows, her chest heaving as she swallowed great gulps of air. “Where... where are you from?” she gasped out. It seemed like, although Willow wasn’t concerned with the actual names of those fucking her, she wanted to make sure she was marking states off her checklist.

“Ohio,” the woman replied.

Just like Alaska before her, Ohio didn't wait for an invitation. She crawled onto the mattress, straddling Willow’s hip with a commanding presence. Greg adjusted his lens, zooming in close as Ohio leaned down, capturing his wife’s mouth in a deep, wet, unyielding kiss. At the same time, Ohio’s strong hand slid down between Willow’s thighs, her fingers ruthlessly diving into the slick, cum-streaked heat of Willow’s well-fucked pussy. Willow moaned into the kiss, grinding her hips up against the invading fingers as Ohio finger-fucked her messily, stirring the load Alaska had left behind.

Greg felt a sudden, electric spike of pure lust hit his gut. He had always known his hotwife kink was triggered by the thought of seeing Willow claimed by powerful, alpha men. But watching her now, completely overwhelmed and shivering under the dominant focus of another woman, drove him just as wildly insane. His heart pounded as he clicked the camera’s shutter, realizing that his submission to her slutty nature wasn’t bound by gender--it was the pure, unadulterated reality of her being thoroughly used while he stood helpless in the corner. His cock throbbed so hard it hurt.

When Ohio finally extracted herself, leaving Willow panting and completely flushed, a towering, Black man with broad shoulders immediately stepped into the light. His massive, heavy cock was already dripping with an intense amount of precum.

Willow looked up blindly, her eyes dark with a ravenous hunger. “What state has cocks that big?” she whispered.

"Michigan," the man grunted, laughing. He didn't immediately touch her, though. Instead, his intense eyes flicked over to the corner of the room, locking directly onto Greg standing behind the tripod. A slow, mocking sneer spread across Michigan's face.

“Hey, camera boy,” Michigan taunted, his voice booming in the quiet showroom. “Get your ass over here. Move that tripod closer to the edge of the bed. I want you to get a close-up of exactly how a real man stretches out your wife's throat.”

Greg’s own throat bobbed hard. On completely weak, trembling legs, he picked up the tripod and shuffled forward, bringing the lens mere inches from the mattress. His hands were sweating against the camera casing as he adjusted the focus right up to Willow's face.

Willow looked straight into the camera lens with pure, filthy enthusiasm. She reached out, wrapping her slender fingers around Michigan’s massive, throbbing black cock and slowly licked from his heavy balls all the way up the thick shaft, treating it like the most delicious treat she’d ever tasted. Her pink tongue swirled around the fat head, lapping up his precum with hungry moans while she maintained eye contact with Greg through the lens. She worshipped every veiny inch, kissing and sucking sloppily before opening wide.

“Take it, slut,” Michigan commanded, and a second later, he slammed his thick, girthy length deep into Willow’s mouth. Greg watched in absolute, agonizing rapture as Willow gagged reflexively but then eagerly pushed forward, taking him even deeper. Her throat bulged obscenely around the massive intrusion as Michigan throat-fucked her relentlessly right in front of the lens. Willow’s eyes watered but stayed locked on the camera, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked hard, drool and spit pouring down her chin in messy strings while she actively bobbed and slurped like the eager cock-hungry wife she was. The whole time, Michigan muttered crude comments about what a pathetic, limp-dicked cuckold Greg was for filming all of this. Greg just kept pressing the shutter button over and over, entirely under the spell of his own degradation.

Willow’s body looked so fucking perfect like this—her heavy tits bouncing slightly with each thrust into her throat, her nipples rock-hard, her cum-covered pussy still visibly twitching and leaking from the previous loads. Greg drank in every depraved detail: the way her throat expanded around Michigan’s cock, the wet gagging sounds, the tears of overwhelming pleasure streaming down her flushed cheeks. He loved her more than anything, yet seeing her reduced to this filthy, enthusiastic cocksleeve made his own inadequate dick leak even more pathetically.

Michigan finished by pulling out and unloading a heavy, thick burst of spunk right across Willow's face. Greg zoomed in for a close-up, holding his breath as the other man waved his dick around, coating most of Willow’s face and hair.

The train wasn’t stopping. Michigan barely made it off the mattress before two more service members stepped up together. One was a pale, heavily tattooed man, and the other was a short, stocky powerhouse.

Willow, her face still completely drenched by Michigan, blinked up at the duo, her voice a cracked whimper. “Where... are you two from?”

“Florida,” the tattooed one grunted, already dropping to his knees to wrench her legs wide apart.

“Nevada,” the stocky one replied, looking down on her face from above. “We’re best friends.”

“And we share everything,” Florida added.

Willow laughed at that, but her laughter was cut short when Florida roughly turned her over and pulled her ass upward. He mounted her from behind with a brutal, punishing thrust that set the entire mattress bouncing, while his best buddy Nevada took absolute dominion over her upper half, forcing his hard cock into her waiting mouth. Willow moaned around Nevada’s cock, sucking greedily as Florida pounded her cum-filled cunt, their bodies slapping wetly together in a filthy rhythm.

Greg stood right at the edge of the bed, the frantic, mechanical click-click-click of his camera filling the room, completely synchronized with the wet, obscene slap of the men’s bodies against his wife. He watched Willow wail into the darkness of the store, her body bucking wildly, her head rolling back in an expression of pure, raw, shattered ecstasy.

As he captured every filthy second, a crushing weight of realization hit Greg square in the chest. He looked at the effortless endurance of the service members, and then he thought about his own pathetic, thirty-second bedroom fumbles from the other night. He looked at the glowing radiance on Willow's face: a look of total, deep sexual satisfaction that she had never, not once, displayed with him during their entire marriage.

A dark, sinking question began to echo in the back of his mind, completely separate from the thrilling heat in his pants. As he watched his wife get thoroughly dismantled by the fifty-state panel, Greg couldn't help but wonder if he was ever going to be able to satisfy her again after this weekend. Or worse... if he ever truly had in the first place.


Chapter Six

Willow lay flat on her back on the plush mattress, her chest heaving as she stared blindly up at the shadowed ceiling of the vacant storefront. Her body was completely buzzing, coated in a thick, sticky glaze of sweat and the spent fluids of forty-nine different states. Every single muscle fiber ached with an absolute, profound exhaustion. She had lost track of her orgasms somewhere around the Midwest, her brain nice and fried by the relentless onslaught of cocks, fingers, and mouths.

Around the room, the crowd had thinned out significantly. Most of the service members were already quietly getting back into uniform and filtering out into the mall. Only a handful remained, watching the final remnants of the marathon session, along with Greg, who stood frozen behind his tripod. His face was pale and his hands trembled as he continued to adjust his focus ring.

The final state was, appropriately, Hawaii. He’d been so worked up by the time it was his turn that he came about as quickly as Greg always did. In her exhausted state, Willow didn’t know whether to be disappointed or relieved.

She closed her eyes, wondering if she even had the strength to stand up. She was seriously contemplating whether she would need someone to physically carry her out of the building. Suddenly, the heavy double doors clicked open, breaking the quiet murmur of the room. Jeff the security guard stepped inside, but he wasn’t alone. Behind his broad shoulders, a fresh, late-arriving contingent of six service members marched into the cool showroom. Willow could barely see them through the blurriness caused by her fatigue and the drying cum on her face, but she was pretty sure they weren’t ones she’d already serviced today.

“Sorry to interrupt, Willow,” Jeff said with a massive, knowing smirk, “but we've got a late-arriving unit. These folks are from the US territories and Washington, D.C., and they just informed me that they're demanding equal representation on this train.”

Willow opened her eyes and blinked through her daze at the six newcomers. Five were men, and one was a woman. Like all the others, they were a stunningly fit, physically flawless group. Jeff introduced them, not with names but with their place of origin. The representative from American Samoa was a massive Polynesian man with golden-brown skin and muscles so thick they practically threatened to burst the seams of his uniform shirt. Next to him was the man from Guam, an athletic Pacific Islander with smooth bronze skin and an easy, confident posture. The soldier from the Northern Mariana Islands was lean and sharp-featured, his dark eyes taking in the cum-splattered scene with immediate hunger. The man from the US Virgin Islands was a tall, strikingly handsome Afro-Caribbean man with exceptionally broad shoulders, while the Puerto Rican representative was a fiercely handsome man with smooth olive skin and deep, intense dark eyes. Standing slightly behind them all was a female officer representing Washington, D.C.--a petite, lovely African American woman with soft, delicate features, looking incredibly small and nervous in her pristine uniform.

“Well,” Willow croaked, her voice dry, but a sudden, wicked spark of greed flared back to life in her gut. “We can't leave the territories out.”

American Samoa and Guam stepped up onto the mattress together, discarding their clothes in smooth, disciplined movements. Willow barely had time to brace herself before the massive Samoan man crawled between her legs, his thick length already fully hard and dripping with precum. He guided his girthy cock straight into her slick opening with a firm, deep thrust, forcing a loud, ragged gasp from her lips.

“Best Fourth of July ever,” he growled as he bottomed out.

Simultaneously, the handsome man from Guam dropped to his knees by her head. He didn't say a word, simply pressing his hard, bronze rod against her lips. Willow opened wide, engulfing him hungrily. Her throat bulged as the two men dual-penetrated her upper and lower halves, creating a wet, rhythmic, and incredibly intense pace that threatened to deplete what little energy she had left.

The moment they finished and coated her with a fresh release--thick loads painting her insides and face--the next two men moved in without a second's delay. The lean representative from the Northern Mariana Islands and the tall, dark man from the US Virgin Islands turned the encounter into a quick, chaotic blitz of pure sensory overload. They flipped her onto her side, one relentlessly throat-fucking her while the other pummeled her pussy from behind, switching positions rapidly, their hard, sweaty bodies working her raw as the few remaining onlookers let out low chuckles and crude words of encouragement. Willow’s mind was spinning, completely overwhelmed by the rapid-fire friction, her body nothing but a collection of dripping, well-used orifices.

“My turn,” the Puerto Rican representative rumbled, his deep voice slicing through her daze. He was fully nude, his olive skin slick with sweat, and in his hand, he held a large bottle of water-based lubricant. He didn't ask questions. He roughly grabbed Willow by her hips and pulled her to the very edge of the mattress, forcing her onto all fours, her ass thrust high into the air.

“Time to plant my flag in this star-spangled ass,” he said with a filthy grin. He poured a generous amount of the cool lube over his thick, veiny cock and smeared the rest directly across her puckering, aching anus.

Willow braced herself, her fingers digging deep into the mattress fabric. She was surprised none of the other fifty or so men before him had tried out her back door, and, in general, anal was one of the least-performed sex acts of her life. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Greg adjusting his camera, stepping forward to zoom in for a tight, detailed close-up of her backside, his camera clicking frantically as he captured the raw visibility of the act. His face was flushed, trousers tented obscenely as he watched his wife offer up her last untouched hole of the day.

Puerto Rico pressed the bulbous head of his cock against her tight rear door and, with a slow, unyielding pressure, slid the entire length inside her ass.

Willow let out a sharp, muffled scream, her eyes watering as her body stretched impossibly wide around the massive intrusion. The burning stretch was agonizing at first, but as he began to fuck her ass with deep, heavy, methodical thrusts--his pelvis slamming hard against her cheeks with loud, wet slaps--pain melted into an incredibly intense, taboo pleasure. Every stroke sent a wave of filthy ecstasy through her exhausted body, her clit throbbing untouched as her well-used cunt dripped semen onto the mattress.

Channeling her inner pornstar, she gasped, “Fuck, yes… wreck my American ass!” between moans, her greedy horniness fully reignited despite the fatigue.

Puerto Rico pounded her relentlessly, the lube making obscene squelching sounds until he let out a harsh groan and filled her rectum with a hot, heavy gush of his seed.

He pulled out and stepped away, leaving Willow collapsed face-down on the pillows, her breath coming in ragged, shallow gasps as Puerto Rico’s cum flooded out of her gaping asshole, mixing with the pools of cum already on the mattress. He and the remaining male service members collected their uniforms and left the showroom. Only the female officer from Washington, D.C., remained, standing awkwardly by the edge of the bed.

She looked incredibly small, her hands trembling as she stared down at Willow’s ruined, cum-streaked body. Her face was completely flushed with a mix of shyness and arousal.

Willow lifted her head, her physical exhaustion absolute, but her mind was completely wired. Seeing the girl's hesitation, a sudden surge of demanding, raw dominance washed over her. She didn't want to play the submissive role anymore; she was too tired to be pounded, but she desperately needed to eke out one final, explosive orgasm to wrap up this entire crazy experience.

“Get over here, D.C.,” Willow commanded, her voice dropping into a harsh, authoritative rasp that made the small woman jump. “Strip that uniform off. Right now.”

D.C.'s throat bobbed hard. Trembling, she quickly unbuttoned her shirt and slid her skirt down, revealing a petite, soft, and breathtakingly lovely body, her small breasts tight and her smooth pussy already visibly glistening with wetness.

“Get on the bed,” Willow ordered fiercely, rolling over onto her back and widening her knees. “Get between my legs and use that mouth. I want you to lick me until I scream, and don't you dare stop until I tell you to.”

The shy woman scrambled onto the mattress, completely submissive to Willow's demanding tone. She dropped between Willow's thighs, her soft hands gripping Willow's hips for balance. She buried her face straight into Willow’s swollen, cum-slick heat, her soft tongue immediately finding her highly sensitive clit. D.C. licked her with a frantic, desperate eagerness, swirling her tongue around the throbbing peak while her soft lips sucked on the engorged flesh. The contrast of the woman's gentle, soft mouth against the raw, heavy attention Willow had been subjected to all day was the ultimate catalyst for another climax. Her exhaustion melted into pure, concentrated ecstasy. Willow gripped D.C.'s dark hair with both hands, pulling her face hard against her crotch and grinding her sloppy, cum-filled pussy against the eager tongue.

Her hips bucked as another powerful orgasm built rapidly, and Greg’s camera clicked furiously nearby, capturing every depraved second.

Suddenly, Willow screamed out into the near-empty showroom, her body convulsing in a massive, earth-shattering climax that finally drained the last of her energy.

D.C. pulled back, panting, a sweet, demure smile on her lovely face. She gathered her clothes and slipped out of the room, locking the double doors behind her to leave Willow alone with her husband. Willow was almost disappointed that D.C. didn’t stay to get her own orgasm, but she was too tired to argue.

The room was completely quiet now, save for the hum of the air conditioning. Willow lay flat on her back, utterly ruined, sticky, and blissfully empty. She turned her head slightly to look at Greg, who was still standing by his tripod, his trousers bulging obscenely, looking at her with a mixture of lust, worship, and absolute submission.

Willow let out a weak, raspy giggle. “Well, Greg... you want a turn?”

Greg swallowed hard, stepping away from the camera. “Are... are you sure, honey? You look completely beyond exhausted.”

“Just get over here and do it,” she murmured.

Greg scrambled over to the side of the bed, his hands shaking frantically as he unzipped his pants and freed his cock. But the mere sight of his thoroughly claimed, cum-covered wife was too much for his voyeuristic overdrive to handle. The exact second his penis cleared his fly, before he could even take a single step toward the mattress, Greg let out a sharp, pathetic gasp. His body went rigid, and he instantly shot his entire load right onto the carpeted floor, completely spending himself without ever touching her.

Willow stared at him for a second, and then a loud, booming laugh escaped her chest.

“Unbelievable,” she said, her voice full of wicked amusement. “Go see if Jeff is still at the door. I owe him a treat, and I bet he’ll at least wait until he’s fucking me to come.”

---

Want more Willow? Find her and the rest of the Town Centre Tramps right here!
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