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Chapter 1

I was sprawled on the couch, laptop resting across my thighs, fingers tapping away as I slogged through the last few work emails of the day. My shoulders ached, bra was still on because I hadn’t even made it to the bedroom yet. Another brutal Tuesday. Another pitch meeting that went absolutely nowhere.

“Let’s pivot to something fresh,” they'd said, again. That line was starting to haunt me.

Matt was beside me, flipping through channels like he had a vendetta against the remote. Each click echoed through the living room louder than the last. I was barely listening to the mindless drone of TV chatter when he finally muted it and turned toward me.

“How was work, babe?”

I sighed hard, snapping the laptop shut and tossing it onto the coffee table. “Fucking chaos, as usual. More last-minute edits, more moving goalposts. And they stuck me with a new intern today. Oliver.”

He raised an eyebrow, lazily curious. “Oh yeah?”

"Yeah. Early twenties. Works out, looks like he’s stepped off a fitness magazine cover. All jawline and biceps." I laughed. "Poor kid’s got no idea what he’s in for."

Matt gave me that look. That slow, cheeky smirk. "You think he’s fit?"

I shrugged, playing it cool. "A bit. I mean, I'd have to be blind not to notice. But you know I’ve only got eyes for you."

He lowered his voice a bit. "Would you? If you could?"

I blinked at him. "What, are you serious?"

Matt leaned back, arms behind his head. "I dunno. Maybe I’d find it hot. You, with some younger guy, showing him how it’s done.”

My stomach did this weird, unexpected flip. Heat spread somewhere lower. “You’re such a fuckin’ perv,” I muttered, but my voice came out a bit too breathy, and I knew he caught it.

Matt grinned wider, sensing the shift. “Is that a no, then?”

I hesitated a beat too long. My brain ran through a dozen scenarios way too fast, things I shouldn’t be thinking about. I laughed it off, shaking my head. “You’re ridiculous.”

He didn’t let it drop. “I bet he’s got a massive cock.”

I snorted. “You’re awful.”

“Come on,” he grinned. “He’s young, ripped, and eager. Bet he’s swinging some serious weight.”

I rolled my eyes, trying to hide the blush blooming in my cheeks. “Actually… I heard that he does.”

Matt sat up a little straighter. “Who from?”

I bit my lip. “Amanda. One of the receptionists. Apparently, she’s already fucked him. I overheard her in the bathroom telling someone that he’s... well hung.”

Matt’s grin was wicked now. “Perfect, then.”

“She said it was the biggest one she’d ever seen. And that slut has seen a few, let me tell you.”

“Now you’re turning me on,” he smirked.

“Anyway, shut up about Oliver,” I laughed, grabbing a cushion and chucking it at him half-heartedly. “I’m not going to do anything with him, I’m married to you, you idiot.”

He caught the pillow, eyes gleaming. “Sure.”

“I’m not,” I insisted, even though the image of that boyish smile and those biceps tightening under a tight white shirt had been burned into my brain all afternoon.

Matt leaned in close. “Just saying, babe. If you ever wanted to... maybe I wouldn’t be against the idea.”

I stared at him for a long second, heartbeat a little too loud in my ears. I turned away first, pretending to focus on the muted television.

But the seed had been planted. And it was already taking root.

Later that night, we were tangled up in bed, the soft glow of the city lights bleeding through the blinds in long silver stripes. The sheets were warm, twisted around our legs, and the hum of traffic outside was a steady, distant rhythm that almost matched my pulse. I should’ve been asleep. God knows I needed it. But my mind wouldn’t shut off, still spinning with leftover tension from the day, and, if I was honest, with Matt’s filthy little fantasy too.

The room was quiet except for our breathing, until I felt his fingers move, slowly, deliberately, tracing the waistband of my panties.

“You’re not sleeping,” he murmured, his lips brushing my neck.

“Neither are you,” I muttered, sinking into his touch.

His hand slid over my hip, fingers sneaking under the hem of the fabric. I sighed, melting into him, my ass pressing back into his lap. He was already half-hard.

"You thinking about your new boy toy?" he murmured against my neck.

I let out a snort. "Fuck off."

But he could feel the truth, feel the way my body responded even as I tried to act dismissive. I was already wet, already aching, and he knew it. Matt’s fingers dipped into my panties, finding how soaking I was.

He laughed under his breath. "Yeah, you are."

I shoved him half-heartedly, but he just rolled me onto my back, settling between my thighs. His cock, heavy and hot, rubbed against me through his boxers.

"Tell me," he said, grinding his shaft over my clit and making me gasp. "Do you think Oliver would know what to do with a proper woman like you?"

I bit my lip. "He’s probably only ever fucked drunk sorority sluts. And receptionists."

Matt grinned, his eyes glinting. “You were a drunk sorority girl once. And you were still the best fuck I’ve ever had.” He dipped his head, kissing the slope of my breast. “Maybe he just needs a real woman to show him how it’s done.”

He tugged my panties aside and pushed two fingers inside me, easy as anything. I moaned, clutching his shoulders.

“You’d have to shave this hairy pussy,” he smirked. “I bet he’d prefer that.”

I whimpered, hips pushing back against his hand. I should’ve told him to shut the fuck up, but my body had other ideas. It was crazy, but what he was saying was driving me wild.

"I bet you’d let him fuck you bent over the desk at work," he growled. "My beautiful wife getting stuffed full of young cock. I bet his dick is even bigger than mine. Stretching you, slamming into you."

"Fuck," I gasped. I could hear how wet I was on his fingers.

He yanked his boxers down, freeing his cock, and without warning, he shoved it inside me hard enough to make me cry out. He pounded into me, rough and deep, his hands pinning mine above my head.

"Say it," he snarled. "Say you want him."

"I want him," I gasped, meeting every thrust. "I wanna fuck Oliver. Wanna feel his big cock inside me."

Matt groaned, his hips slamming harder, balls slapping against my ass.

"Such a filthy fucking wife," he panted. "My little slut."

I wrapped my legs around him, dragging him deeper, losing myself completely. In my head, it wasn't Matt’s cock I was fucking. It was Oliver’s. Young, hard, desperate to impress. The thought sent me right over the edge.

When I came, it wasn’t quiet. It rolled through me like a wave crashing against the rocks, loud and messy, my whole body clenching as I screamed into Matt’s shoulder. My cunt clenched and milked his cock. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over me as he fucked me through it.

But Matt didn’t stop. He shifted, pulling out just long enough to flip me onto my stomach, forcing my face into the sheets. I barely caught my breath before he was inside me again, his cock rubbing against my G-spot at this angle, fucking me flat, pinning me in place with his weight and his cock.

"Keep thinking of him," he growled, breath hot against my neck. "Touch yourself. I want you to come like a whore thinking of someone else."

His words lit something wicked in me. I slid a hand beneath my belly, fingers finding my clit, slick and swollen. I rubbed hard circles, feeling the pressure build again even as he drove into me with ruthless rhythm, his cock grinding against every perfect spot inside me.

"That’s it," Matt snarled, gripping my hips, pounding me so hard the bedframe knocked against the wall. "Come again.”

I moaned, desperate and soaked, lost in the thoughts of Oliver fucking me. My fingers worked faster, hips jerking back to meet every thrust. It hit me harder the second time. My whole body shook as I came with a strangled scream, thighs trembling, cunt spasming around him like it never wanted to let him go.

Only after I’d finished writhing under him did he let go. With one last hard thrust, he buried himself deep and came with a groan of relief, cock throbbing as he filled me. I could feel every load as his cum spilled, hot and thick, inside my still-quivering cunt.

We collapsed in a sweaty, sticky heap, breathless and filthy.

Afterward, we didn’t say anything. We just stayed there in a sweaty, tangled heap, hearts pounding, breath shallow.

But even as sleep started to pull at me, I knew something had changed. And there was no going back.


Chapter 2

The next morning, I stood in front of the mirror, towel wrapped around my body, staring at myself like I was someone else. I still looked young for thirty, my blue eyes and straight blonde hair tied up in a high ponytail.

I opened the towel, looking at my full tits, soft curves, slim waist. Skin still flushed from the hot shower. I looked exactly how people expected a Swedish girl to look, all innocent and bright, like I didn’t have a filthy mind. Like I wasn’t considering fucking another man.

And you know what? I had shaved in the shower. Completely. I knew nothing would probably happen with Oliver, but a part of me thought… just in case.

I smirked and turned away, rifling through my wardrobe. Normally, I'd grab something safe, a smart blouse, trousers, maybe a blazer. Something that said "serious marketing professional, no nonsense."

But today... I reached for a pencil skirt that I knew hugged my ass a little too well. A soft, clinging blouse that went almost sheer if you caught it in the right light. No jacket. I was sliding into my heels when Matt wandered into the bedroom, rubbing sleep out of his eyes, still shirtless. He stopped dead when he saw me.

"Well, fuck," he said, grinning. "Who’s that sexy bitch in my bedroom?"

I rolled my eyes, smoothing my skirt over my hips. "Just dressing for work."

He leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, looking me up and down. "Work, my ass. You dressing like that for Oliver?"

I paused, lipstick halfway to my mouth. I laughed it off, swiping on a quick coat of red, but my cheeks burned. I’d absolutely thought about Oliver seeing me. Seeing how tight this skirt clung to my ass, how the blouse showed off my tits.

Matt walked up behind me, his hand slipping over my hip.

"You want him to stare at you, don’t you?" he murmured against my neck. "Want him thinking about fucking you."

I met his gaze in the mirror. "Maybe," I whispered.

He grinned, planting a kiss just below my ear. "Good girl."

Work was the same as always, but I wasn’t the same. I was different. Every step I took in those heels, every sway of my hips, I felt it. The cling of my skirt against my ass, the way my blouse tightened across my tits when I reached for something. And it didn’t take long for Oliver to notice.

He was at his desk when I got in, looking like a gym advert in fitted trousers and a tight white shirt rolled up to his elbows. His hair was all messy in that way that wasn’t messy at all, and when he smiled, I could see the dimples. The little shit was stupidly handsome.

"Morning, Inna," he said, handing me a stack of glossy images. “These are the photos you wanted.”

"Thanks," I replied, pretending not to notice the way his eyes dipped, just for a second, to my chest. I sat down at the desk next to him, crossing my legs slowly, skirt riding up just enough. His jaw tightened. He noticed, alright.

I flicked through the photos, acting casual, but my heart hammered in my chest.

"Something happening today?" he asked. "You look extra… smart."

"No, this is what I always wear," I lied, clicking my pen. I picked out one of the photos, of a pretty, blonde woman. “What do you think of her?”

He glanced at it. “Really pretty. She looks a lot like you.”

I leaned back in my chair, letting my blouse stretch tighter across my tits. His eyes flicked back up, caught himself, and coughed. He thinks I’m pretty.

"You, uh... need something?" I asked, giving him a teasing smile.

"Not right now," he said, blushing and turning back to his computer.


Chapter 3

It was late. The office was dead quiet except for the low hum of computers and the soft click of Oliver's keyboard next to me. Everyone else had gone home hours ago. I sat there pretending to finish a report, but really, I was watching him out of the corner of my eye. The way his broad shoulders flexed, how his fingers tapped the keys, and the little frown when he concentrated.

My phone buzzed on the desk. It was Matt. "Still at work?"

I bit my lip and typed back. "Yeah. It's just me and Oliver now. Do you think I should be a bad girl?"

The reply came back almost instantly. "Only if you tell me everything after."

My heart thumped so loudly it was a wonder Oliver didn’t hear it.

I stood up slowly, moving nearer to him like I wasn’t about to do something completely fucking reckless.

"Hey," I said, sitting on the edge of his desk. "Still working hard?"

He glanced up, smiling a little. "Trying to. You?"

I shrugged, pretending to look bored. "Thinking about knocking off for the night."

He nodded, running a hand through his messy hair. "Yeah. Should probably call it."

The tension stretched between us, thick and buzzing.

"You know," I said lightly, "I heard a rumor about you, from Amanda."

He blinked. "Uh... what?"

I moved my legs until they brushed his knees. “She was saying how you’re… you’ve got a big cock.”

I watched his throat bob as he swallowed. Then I knelt down between his legs without saying another word. His chair squeaked as he leaned back, wide-eyed and frozen, as I unbuckled his belt, popped the button, and pulled his zip down slowly. His cock sprang free. Amanda had been right, it was fucking massive. Thick, long, and still only semi-erect.

"Fuck," I whispered, wrapping my hand around it.

"Inna... what are you…"

I shut him up by taking him into my mouth.

He gasped, hands flying to the arms of the chair, gripping hard. His cock filled my mouth, heavy and hot on my tongue. It quickly grew and stiffened. I worked him slowly at first, letting him feel every inch of my mouth, the drag of my lips, the flick of my tongue. He groaned low, hips pushing up towards me despite himself.

"Jesus... fuck... Inna..."

I hollowed my cheeks, bobbing faster, feeling his cock swell even more. He was close already. I pulled off with a wet pop, stroking him lazily, my lipstick smeared across my mouth. His cock was truly magnificent, even in my wilder college days I’d never touched one so big.

“Amanda was right,” I smirked up at him.

His eyes were more confident now. “Amanda is a slut,” he bragged.

“You gonna fuck me like you fucked her?” I asked, still lazily stroking his enormous shaft.

"Fuck yes," he growled.

I stood, flipped my skirt up over my hips, and bent over his desk, spreading my legs wide enough that my soaked panties were on full display. He stood behind me, his hands following the curve of my ass, before he yanked down my underwear. I gasped at the cool air on my wet opening. My freshly shaved pussy gaped open even more as he spread me with his thumbs.

My heart pounded in my chest. The head of his cock pressed against my opening. He’s going to fuck me without a condom.

He slammed into me in one rough, desperate thrust. I cried out, gripping the edges of the desk as he bottomed out inside me. The way he stretched open my cunt was incredible, rubbing against every sensitive spot inside me, making my walls grip him tightly.

"Fucking hell," he groaned, pulling back and slamming in again, harder.

He fucked me like he was using my pussy to get off. Rough, messy, all pent-up frustration and pure, desperate lust. His hips slapped against my ass, hands digging into my waist where he gripped me. I pushed back against him, meeting every savage thrust, my cunt gripping him tight.

"That’s it, baby," I gasped. "Fuck me. Use me."

He did, grunting and panting, his balls slapping against me, cock hitting that perfect spot over and over. I came hard, clenching around him, crying out into the empty office. When he felt me coming, he grabbed my ponytail, pulling my head back and guiding me through it. He’s no innocent boy, he knows exactly what he’s doing.

When I’d finished climaxing, he grabbed my hips and pulled out of me. Then he turned me around to face him.

"I want to see your pretty face next time you come," he whispered, stroking my cheek with one hand.

I slipped my panties off over my ankles and perched my ass up on the desk. I opened my legs, aware of how wet and swollen my pussy was. His cock was twitching, wet with my arousal. Fuck, it’s so big, was it really all inside me?

He grabbed the front of my blouse, popping the buttons open one by one, slow and clumsy, like he couldn’t get his hands on me fast enough. He slipped the bra straps down over my shoulders and freed my tits.

"Fuck, you're perfect," he said, staring at my heavy breasts. My nipples were hard, aching for attention, the cool air and the filthy way he stared at me making them even tighter. He gave them a squeeze, teasing the nipples between his fingers and making me moan with pleasure.

He lined up again, hand wrapped around his thick cock, and shoved into me with a grunt, this time watching my face, and my bouncing tits, as he started to fuck me hard. Every thrust made my body jolt, my tits bouncing wildly. His hands grabbed my thighs, spreading me even wider, keeping me open for him, for his cock to slam deep inside, again and again.

I threw my head back, moaning shamelessly, letting him see all of it, my tits, my mouth open, the flushed, filthy look on my face, and my pussy stretched tight around his shaft. Oliver was fucking me hard now, really letting go, slamming into me so fast the desk creaked under us. My legs were wide open, hooked around his hips, heels digging into the backs of his thighs to drive him deeper. My breasts heaved with every brutal thrust, heavy and wild, nipples aching and flushed.

"Fuck, Inna," he panted. "You feel so fucking good... so tight..."

“You’re stretching me so good,” I gasped back. “So fucking big.”

I could feel how close he was, the way his cock twitched inside me, the way his grip on my thighs got rougher. But I realized he was desperately holding back.

"Wanna see you come again," he groaned.

It pushed me closer, cunt squeezing and fluttering around him, the mess between my legs obscene and soaking the desk. I reached between my legs with a shaking hand, rubbing my clit fast and messy, the way I needed. It only took seconds.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck…" I gasped, and then I shattered again, another filthy, brutal orgasm ripping through me.

My cunt spasmed hard around his cock, milking him, clutching him so tight I felt him lose control.

"Fuck, Inna," he choked out, slamming into me deep and staying there. His cock throbbed inside me, and then I felt it, hot, thick spurts of cum flooding my cunt, jet after jet pouring into me, filling me up. It was so much, I could feel it leaking out around him, dripping down onto the desk, running over my ass and thighs.

He stayed buried deep, body shuddering with aftershocks, cock still twitching inside my soaked, stretched cunt. We were both panting, drenched in sweat, right in the middle of the office.

I slid my hand down between my legs, gathering some of the sticky mess leaking out of me. I licked it off my fingers, still half-dazed, cunt still clenching around the softening weight of him. Oliver pulled out slow, groaning as his cock slipped free.

I just sat there for a second, blouse wide open, tits out, skirt bunched around my hips, dripping his cum all over the fucking desk like a filthy little slut. I picked up my phone with shaky fingers and snapped a quick photo of the mess between my thighs, glistening and ruined. My pussy was a deep pink, swollen and leaking.

I sent it straight to Matt. "He filled me up."

The three dots appeared immediately.

Then: "Good girl. Get home. I’m going to wreck you."

I smiled, legs still spread, feeling the warm drip of cum sliding over my ass.


Chapter 4

The Uber ride home was a blur. I sat in the backseat, legs squeezed tight together, still leaking Oliver’s cum into my soaked panties. Every bump in the road made me whimper under my breath. I probably looked like someone who had just been seriously fucked, and I reeked of sex. God knows what the driver thought, but I didn’t give a fuck.

When I finally stumbled through the door, Matt was waiting. He didn’t say a word. Just grabbed me by the wrist, yanked me inside, and slammed the door shut behind me. His eyes were wild. Feral.

He shoved me back against the wall, hands yanking my blouse apart, buttons flying everywhere. He tugged down my bra and squeezed my tits roughly. He sucked hard on first one, and then the other.

He dropped to his knees right in front of me.

"Spread," he growled.

I did it without thinking, legs wide, skirt pushed up. My panties were a ruined, sticky mess, clinging to my folds. Matt hooked his fingers in them, yanking them down. And then he shocked me, burying his face between my thighs and licking a long, slow stripe up my soaked slit. I cried out, my fingers clawing at his hair. He licked filthy, deep, messy strokes, tongue fucking my cunt, dragging up every drop of cum.

"Jesus fuck," I gasped, hips grinding into his face.

He pressed his tongue flat against my clit and sucked, hard. My legs nearly gave out.

"You gonna tell me what he did to you, baby?" he said, voice rough against my dripping cunt. "Tell me how he used you?"

I whimpered. "He... he bent me over the desk... fucked me so hard from behind…”

Matt growled, his tongue plunging inside me again, tasting everything. His nose pressed against my clit, making me cry out.

“Is he big?”

“So big,” I panted, reliving it all over again. “He’s got a huge pornstar cock and he stretched me open with it.”

Matt increased the pace of his sucking and licking, making me moan even more wildly.

"You let him dump his cum inside you, didn’t you?" he murmured, between filthy, sloppy licks. "You let him fill you like a little cumslut."

"Y-yes," I gasped, head banging back against the wall. "Fuck, Matt... I let him... I let him fuck me raw… I let him fill me up..."

He stood up, unbuckling his jeans, his cock already thick and hard.

"Turn around," he ordered.

I did, face against the wall, hands flat, ass out.

Matt lined up and slammed into me without warning, one deep, brutal thrust that made me scream.

"Fuck, you're still sloppy with his cum," he groaned.

He started to fuck me rougher than he ever had before. Savage, fast strokes, skin slapping skin, the wet squelch of my messy cunt filling the narrow corridor.

"You love it," he snarled, pounding me harder. "You love being a used little slut."

"I do," I gasped, shamelessly. "Fucking love it. I’m a slut. Your slut."

He grabbed my hair, yanking my head back so he could growl into my ear.

"You’re mine," he said, fucking me harder, rougher. "No matter how many cocks stretch you open, how many men fill you with cum, you fucking belong to me."

"Yes," I cried out. "Yours. Always yours."

He slammed into me so deep I saw stars, and when he reached around to rub my clit, rough, fast circles, it was over. I shattered. A screaming, shaking, gasping mess, cunt clenching tight around his cock, squeezing and milking him.

Matt lost it with a roar, slamming deep one last time and flooding me with his cum, mixing it with Oliver’s in one filthy, messy cocktail.

He stayed buried inside me, panting against my back, his hands gripping my hips so hard I knew I'd have bruises tomorrow.

When he finally pulled out, cum poured down my thighs in thick, messy streaks, dripping onto the floor. We stood there for a moment, fucked-out, sweaty, filthy. He turned me around and kissed me, rough and dirty, tasting my wrecked mouth.

"I’m not done with you yet," he murmured against my lips.

He led me upstairs.


Chapter 5

The next morning, walking into the office felt... different. I wore a tight black dress that clung to my hips and a pair of heels that clicked sharply against the floor. No panties. I wanted to feel filthy and daring. I needed it.

Oliver was already at his desk when I came in. He glanced up, gave me a sheepish little smile, then dropped his eyes to his computer like he wasn’t sure he should be looking at me. Awkward.

I smirked to myself. Poor guy didn’t know whether to look at me, apologize, or bend me over the nearest filing cabinet again. I pretended not to notice him squirming, walking past slowly to my desk, making sure he caught the way my dress hugged my ass. I sat down and turned on my computer.

He took a deep breath. “Er… Inna,” he said.

“Yes?”

He lowered his voice so no one would hear. “Last night… I… shouldn’t have taken advantage. You’re married… I’m sorry.”

I giggled. “Oh, Oliver,” I said, “My husband loved it. He fucked me like he never has before just thinking about us together.”

His eyebrows went up. “Really?”

“Really.” I typed in my password to log in. “He does have one request for next time, though.”

“Next time?” he swallowed.

“Next time he wants us to film it,” I grinned, opening up a spreadsheet and starting to type.

The morning dragged. Meetings, emails, bullshit. But every time I caught Oliver’s eye, the tension ratcheted tighter. Like a taut wire ready to snap. By lunchtime, I couldn't fucking stand it anymore. I got up, walked past his desk, and brushed my hand across his shoulder as I passed.

“Accessible bathroom, third floor,” I whispered.

I took the lift to the vacant third floor and entered the bathroom, leaving the door unlocked. It was one of those big single-occupancy ones. A couple of minutes later, Oliver entered. I locked the door behind him.

We stood there for a second, breathing hard, staring at each other like we were about to do something filthy. I pulled my phone out of my bag and propped it up against the sink, camera facing the room.

"You’re gonna fuck me," I said, quietly. "And then I’m going to send the video to my husband."

Oliver’s eyes widened. But he didn’t argue. He grabbed me by the waist, shoved my dress up, and lifted me onto the counter with a grunt. My bare cunt was already dripping.

"Fuck, Inna," he growled. “You’re not wearing any panties.”

He was already yanking his belt open, shoving his pants down to his thighs. His cock sprang free, thick, massive and hard.

He lined up, rubbing the head of his cock up and down my soaking slit and around my clit. I glanced over at my phone, checking that it was recording everything. He slid inside me in one smooth, deep thrust. That thick cock stretching me open all over again. We both moaned loudly, echoing in the tiny bathroom.

Oliver gripped my hips, fucking into me hard and fast, the mirror behind him giving me the perfect view of his firm, muscular ass, pumping back and forward. I knew the camera was catching everything, the wet, filthy sounds of his cock pounding into me, the way my tits bounced in the tight dress, my open mouth as I moaned with every thrust.

I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him closer, kissing him for the first time, grinding against him. He pulled down the front of my dress, popping my tits out over the top of my bra.

"Harder," I gasped. "Fuck me harder. Make Matt jealous of your huge dick."

Oliver growled and obeyed, slamming into me so hard the counter shook under us. The stretch was perfect, my walls clenched tightly around his shaft, filling me completely. I could feel my orgasm building fast, cunt gripping him, body twitching.

And then I went over the edge, throwing my head back as waves of pleasure consumed me. My thighs shook and I cried out, one long moan of ecstasy.

Oliver picked me up, still on his cock, and carried me to the wooden bench against the wall. He sat down, with me on top of him, his dick still splitting me open. I grinded against him, feeling him even deeper in this position, my clit rubbing against his body. I wrapped my arms around him, giving him a long, dirty kiss, even as his cock stretched my pussy.

The camera was behind us. I rode him slowly, knowing that I was stretched tight around his shaft and that it would see everything. I leaned forward, and Oliver’s hands grabbed my ass, spreading me even wider. His fingers were close to where he penetrated me, close to my asshole. I was feeling so slutty, so horny for him, I wanted even more.

“Put your fingers in my ass,” I whispered in his ear.

He groaned and thrust back at me harder while I rode him. But he did as he was told. His fingers were wet with my release, running down his shaft. They circled my rear entrance, sending waves of sensation through me. Matt and I had done anal, a few times, on special occasions, but it wasn’t a regular thing. It was my dirty secret, how much I liked being touched back there.

His fingertips circled my rim, slow at first, just teasing the sensitive skin, while his cock throbbed inside my clenching cunt. I whimpered against his mouth, kissing him sloppily, panting into him as he pushed a little harder.

One finger slipped inside. I gasped, nails digging into his shoulders, grinding harder down onto his cock. The pressure, the stretch, it was fucking perfect, being stuffed in both holes, full and filthy and completely owned.

He pushed a second finger in, stretching my asshole wider, and I could feel my cunt gripping him even tighter from the sensation. I rode him harder, faster, slamming down onto his cock, the slap of skin-on-skin echoing off the tiled walls of the office bathroom. My tits bounced wildly against him, the nipples hard and aching.

"Fuck, Oliver, fuck," I cried out, grinding my clit desperately against him, chasing another orgasm.

His fingers worked my ass, pushing deeper, stretching me while his cock battered my cunt from below. I came again, screaming into his neck, my body clenching around him, both holes spasming wildly. I felt the gush of wetness spill down over his cock, soaking his balls, drenching his thighs.

I could feel him starting to lose it, the way his cock twitched and throbbed inside my soaked cunt. But just when I thought he was about to spill inside me, he pushed me off.

“I’m going to come on your face,” he said. The filthy words sent a rush of arousal straight through me.

I slid off him without hesitation, dropping down to my knees on the hard floor. I tilted my face up to him, mouth open, tongue out, a filthy little offering. He stroked himself hard, fast, his huge cock glistening with my wetness.

"Fuck..." he panted, staring down at me like he couldn’t believe how dirty I was.

A second later, he exploded.

The first thick load of cum hit my cheek, hot and heavy. The next splattered across my lips, my tongue, dripping down my chin. More followed, messy, obscene, streaking across my face and tits as I knelt there and took it like the filthy little whore I was.

I stayed perfectly still, letting him paint me, letting the camera behind us capture every fucking second. When he was finally done, cock twitching in his hard, chest heaving, I leaned in and gave his slick tip one slow, filthy lick, tasting both him and myself. Cum dripped down my chin and between my cleavage.

"Fuck," he groaned, sagging back against the wall.

Without wiping myself off, I walked to the sink and grabbed my phone, holding it up close to my messy face.

"Look what your good little slut did for you," I said to the camera, and then stopped the recording.


Chapter 6

I didn’t send the video. Not yet. I wanted to see Matt’s face when he watched it.

The day crawled. I was soaked half the time, my cunt aching every time I thought about the mess Oliver had made all over my face. By the time I got home, I was ready to tear my clothes off and beg Matt to take me right there in the hallway.

But I didn’t.

I kept it together, walking into the living room like it was just another normal night. Matt was already sprawled on the sofa, beer in hand, TV flickering with some boring sports highlights.

"Have fun today?" he asked, all casual, but like he knew what I’d been up to.

I smiled sweetly and held up my phone. "Want to see?"

His eyes widened.

I grabbed the remote and cast my phone to the big screen. Then I sank down onto the sofa next to him, my heart racing. On the TV, I heard myself say "You’re gonna fuck me. And then I’m going to send the video to my husband."

Soon, the room filled with the wet, filthy sounds of Oliver fucking me in the bathroom. Matt sat forward, beer forgotten, hand on my thigh. He watched as Oliver slammed into me, watched my tits bounce, watched me grind and moan and ride him like a desperate whore. It was the hottest porno either of us had ever watched. Because I was in it.

And then he saw me, dropping to my knees, tongue out, taking thick loads of cum all over my flushed, sweaty face. I watched him while he watched me. I saw the way his cock bulged hard against his jeans. I saw the way his chest rose and fell faster with every second.

When the video ended, my ruined, smiling face frozen on the screen, the room was silent except for our breathing.

Matt turned to me slowly. “I can’t believe what a slut you are,” he said. But his eyes were shining like he was proud of me.

He grabbed me by the hair, pulling me down onto the sofa, the weight of his body on top of me. He crushed his mouth against mine, kissing me filthy and hard. His hands were rough, lifting up my dress.

“Fuck. No panties,” he groaned.

He flipped me onto my stomach and yanked my hips up until I was arched perfectly for him, dripping, desperate, and ready. He shoved his jeans down enough to free his cock, then lined up and slammed into me in one hard thrust. I screamed into the cushions, cunt clenching around him instantly.

He took me hard, pounding into me like he needed to use me. The sofa rocked under us, his hands gripping my hips tightly, slamming into me so deep it almost hurt.

"You loved it, didn’t you?" he snarled, fucking me harder. "Loved being covered with his cum.”

"Yes," I gasped, meeting every thrust with a needy push of my hips. "I loved it, I loved it so much…"

He grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanked my head back, forced me to look up at the frozen screen, at my cum-soaked face grinning wickedly down at us.

“Tomorrow, you’re going to invite this guy over, and he’s going to fuck you right in front of me.”

“Yes… fuck…” I panted.

"Now, you gonna come for me, slut?”

"Yes.. fuck, yes…"

I shattered around him, cunt clenching tight, milking his cock as I screamed into the cushions.

Matt slammed into me a few more times before groaning loudly and emptying inside me, his cum spilling deep into my already wrecked cunt. We collapsed in a tangled, sweaty heap, both of us panting like animals.


Chapter 7

I caught him by the coffee machine, late morning, when the office was quiet. The overhead lights buzzed softly, and the faint hum of the copier down the hall was the only sound.

Oliver straightened up when he saw me, a bit too fast, nearly knocking his cup over. The poor boy was still flustered from yesterday. When we were fucking, he was confident, bold, cocky even, like he knew exactly what he was doing. But now? Out in the real world, with the fluorescent lights and cubicle chatter? He was sweet. Nervous. Almost shy.

He cleared his throat, eyes flicking up to meet mine for barely a second before darting away. I stepped in closer, slow and deliberate, letting my blouse gape just enough that he could see the lace edge of my bra. His gaze dropped involuntarily, then snapped back up like he was ashamed to have looked.

"Hey. Got plans tonight?" I asked, my voice light, almost teasing, like this was just casual flirtation and not a promise of something dark and filthy.

He blinked. His mouth opened, then closed again, like his brain was trying to reboot. "Uh… no? Not really."

I leaned in a little, my voice dropping to a whisper. "My husband wants to watch this time. In person."

Oliver’s eyes widened. “Wait, are you serious? Sending him a video is one thing, but…”

“The thought of you fucking me right in front of him…” I exhaled a slow, deliberate breath. “It’s making me wet right now.”

Oliver ran a hand through his messy hair, eyes flicking around like he thought someone might hear. He swallowed hard, and his eyes flicked around, like he expected someone to round the corner and catch us in the act of being so blatantly inappropriate.

“I mean…” he muttered, voice hoarse. “Jesus. I don’t know, I’ve never done anything like that before…”

He licked his lips, visibly trying to calm himself down, one hand flexing by his side like he needed to hold on to something solid.

“I’ll let you do anything you want to me,” I whispered. My hand trailed down between us, using his body to shield us from anyone coming into the break room. My fingers traced the outline of his cock in his pants. It was already hard.

He swallowed again. “Okay. I’ll do it.”

I gave him a wicked smile and reached out to gently fix the collar of his shirt, my fingers lingering just a moment too long.

“Good boy,” I whispered.

Then I turned and walked away, hips swaying with every step, knowing he was watching, knowing he was hard and aching for me.

That evening, while Matt was tidying the living room ready for our guest, I sneaked upstairs and got changed. I chose black lace lingerie; sheer bra, see-through panties, suspenders, and heels that made my ass look amazing. That was it. No dress, no other clothes.

When I came back down, Matt had just finished lighting a candle on the side table, the flickering glow catching in his eyes when he turned to see me. His gaze raked over me, slow and deliberate, taking in every inch.

“Fuck, Inna, you look incredible,” he said.

“You ready for this?” I asked.

“I’m hard already, thinking about it.” He wasn’t lying, I saw the outline through his jeans, thick and straining.

Then came the knock.

I opened the door and let Oliver in. He stepped inside like he wasn’t sure if he should be here, but his eyes locked on me and widened when he took in what I was wearing. I stepped closer and pulled him in by the collar.

“Nervous?” I whispered.

He nodded.

“Don’t be,” I whispered, brushing my lips against his.

I kissed him softly at first, just teasing, but when he leaned into it, I deepened it, opening his mouth with mine, tasting the tension and lust on his tongue. He kissed me back like he was starving, hands starting to rise before he caught himself, unsure of where to touch.

I pulled back just enough to meet his eyes.

“You’re a bull now.” I reached between us and placed his hand directly on my mound, letting him feel me through the thin fabric. “You’re in control.”

I took Oliver by the hand, lacing my fingers through his, and led him into the living room. His palm was slightly clammy, his grip tentative, but he followed without resistance, his eyes darting from me to Matt and back again like he couldn’t quite believe this was real.

Matt stood as we entered. His gaze flicked to me for a beat, then back to our guest as he extended a hand.

“Glad you made it,” Matt said, his voice calm.

Oliver took his hand and gave it a firm shake, though I saw the flicker of uncertainty behind his polite smile. Then Matt sat back down in the armchair, legs spread wide, beer in one hand, cock already tenting the front of his jeans.

It was time. I sank to my knees in front of Oliver, unbuckling his belt, freeing his cock. He was semi-hard, his massive cock thick and heavy. I licked a slow stripe up the length of him, then wrapped my lips around the tip, sucking gently as I stared over at Matt. I felt his cock stiffen in my mouth, forcing my jaw wider and making it hard for me to fit him in.

Oliver moaned. “Fuck, I forgot how good your mouth is…”

I pulled off with a pop, grinning. “Then let me remind you.”

I took him deeper, wet and messy, letting spit trail down my chin. I forced it as deep as I could, hitting the back of my throat. My hands worked what my mouth couldn’t reach, my eyes flicking back and forth between Oliver’s flushed face and Matt’s dark, hungry stare.

When my eyes were streaming and I started coughing, I took him out, giving him long, firm strokes with both hands. Then I crawled to the sofa, ass in the air.

“Go on,” I said, glancing over my shoulder. “Fuck me. Just like last time. Only this time with my husband watching.”

Oliver knelt behind me, tugging down my panties to my knees. He spread me with his hands, admiring my smooth, wet pussy. I felt his cock rubbing between my soaked folds. And then he was inside me, hot, thick, and stretching me deep. I gasped. He started to fuck me.

I heard a groan from Matt and glanced over. He had his cock out, stroking it in time to Oliver’s thrusts. He fucked me slowly at first, slow and deep, really making me feel the stretch of his fat cock. But I needed more.

“Harder,” I begged. “He wants to see it. Don’t hold back.”

Oliver slammed into me harder, each thrust sending shockwaves through my body. My tits bounced free of my bra, my voice crying out with broken whimpers and moans.

“You’re so tight,” Oliver groaned. “You feel so good.”

Matt answered. “She’s a filthy little slut, that’s what she is.”

That sent me spiraling. The words, the eyes on me, the cock pounding into me, it was too much. I shattered, cunt clenching hard around Oliver, my cry high and wild as my eyes rolled back in my head.

I was still twitching when Oliver pulled out, my cunt throbbing and leaking arousal down my thighs. Before I could catch my breath, he grabbed me by the hips and flipped me over, laying me flat on my back on the sofa. His hands slid under my thighs, folding my legs up high, pinning them against my shoulders. I gasped, body exposed, everything spread open.

Oliver pushed back inside, slower this time, but even deeper. I could feel every inch of him. His cock stretched me wide, and I knew Matt could see everything: my swollen, wet lips hugging tight around Oliver’s shaft, my creamy arousal coating his cock and making a mess between my thighs.

Matt moved closer, stroking himself openly. He perched on the sofa, his eyes locked on my stretched, dripping cunt, watching it swallow Oliver with every thrust.

“Show him,” I breathed. “Show him how hard and deep you can fuck me.”

Oliver growled and picked up the pace, slamming into me again and again, the slap of skin on skin echoing through the room. My legs shook in his grip, but he didn’t let up. My back arched, pinned open, every nerve lit up and on fire.

“Look at you,” Matt said, voice rough. “All filled up and still begging for more.”

“She’s so fucking wet,” Oliver panted. “It’s leaking everywhere.”

“Because she’s a greedy little slut,” Matt said. “A cum-hungry whore who likes to be watched.”

I loved the dirty words. I cried out, another orgasm building fast. The humiliation, the intensity, the way my body was completely at their mercy, it was too much.

“Fuck… don’t stop…” I managed to gasp.

I came hard, body writhing beneath Oliver, mouth open in a silent scream. My cunt pulsed around him and my whole body shook and quivered.

Oliver let me free, giving me a break. He was panting, cock wet and twitching. I pushed him back against the cushions, straddling his lap in one fluid motion, still trembling but hungry for more.

His hands found my hips, but I grabbed his wrists and pinned them back.

“My turn,” I said. “Just lay back and let me use your cock.”

I reached down and guided him inside me again, slowly, groaning as I sank down onto him inch by inch. My pussy stretched tight around him, every nerve alight. When I was fully seated, I rolled my hips in a slow circle, dragging a moan out of both of us.

I leaned forward, one hand braced on his chest, riding him with deep, grinding strokes. My ass bounced with every movement, slick sounds filling the room, louder now that I was soaked and stretched around him.

I looked over, locking eyes with Matt. “Give me that cock,” I said.

Matt moved nearer. I reached out with one hand, still bouncing on Oliver’s cock, and wrapped my fingers around Matt’s shaft. He hissed through his teeth as I stroked him once, then guided him closer, letting the head brush my lips. I opened my mouth and took him in, wet and eager.

I moaned around him as I sucked him deep, his cock pressing against my tongue, and the contrast made my whole body clench. I was full in both holes now, stretched around Oliver’s thick cock, mouth full of Matt, and the sensation sent sparks through me.

Matt groaned above me, one hand resting lightly on the back of my head, not pushing, just steadying himself.

I pulled back slightly and swirled my tongue around the tip before sinking down again, taking him deeper while I rocked harder on Oliver’s lap. Every movement made my clit grind against his pelvis, and pleasure started building fast and tight in my core.

Oliver groaned beneath me, hands moving to my ass, and I moaned again, muffled by Matt’s cock, loving the way both men were watching, both hands on me, one thrusting up into me, the other gently tugging my hair as I sucked and rode in perfect rhythm.

The hands on my ass gripped tighter, spreading me wide. I felt the air hit the tight ring of muscle there, exposed now, flushed, wet. I looked up, locking eyes with Matt, his dick deep in my throat. I pulled it out, leaving it wet and dripping with saliva.

“Fuck me in the ass,” I breathed, voice daring. “I want both of you.”

The filthiest grin I’d ever seen spread over Matt’s face. “You fucking slut.”

He moved behind me, one hand guiding himself as he pressed the head of his cock right up against my rear entrance. I gasped at the pressure, at the weight of both of them about to claim me.

Oliver groaned beneath me, looking up at me.

Matt spat in his hand, rubbed it over the tip, then pushed forward, slow and steady. My breath caught, body clenching, the stretch intense and delicious. Inch by inch, he pressed in behind me, until I was full, so full I could barely breathe.

“Fuck,” I whimpered, trembling between them.

“I can feel his cock inside you,” murmured Matt.

I started to move, grinding down on Oliver, pushing back against Matt. The stretch, the friction, the pressure, it was overwhelming, perfect. Their cocks filled me completely, every movement making my whole body quake.

I was out of control now. Hair sticking to my face, nails clawing at Oliver’s chest, thighs shaking as I bounced between them. Every thrust sent bolts of lightning through me.

Oliver was close, his eyes squeezed shut, hands trembling on my ass. “I’m gonna… fuck… I’m gonna cum…”

“Do it,” Matt snarled, slamming into me harder. “Fill her up while I fuck her ass.”

Oliver shouted, hips jerking up as he came hard inside me, his cock pulsing, flooding me with warm cum. I cried out with him, the orgasm crashing through me like a wave, everything clenching tight around both of them. I saw stars, my vision going black as I almost passed out. And then the ecstasy flooded my body, rushing through every cell.

Matt slammed into me one more time, releasing into my ass. He held himself there, cock throbbing with every load.

A few moments passed, with us frozen in that filthy position. Then Matt slowly pulled out, his cock sliding free with a wet, obscene sound. I whimpered at the loss, my ass aching, leaking warmth. A second later, Oliver slipped out of me too, his cock coated in a creamy ring that slid down over his balls and pooled beneath him.

I collapsed sideways, barely able to hold myself up. My legs were jelly, trembling, and useless. I was soaked, flushed, covered in sweat and cum, ruined in the best way. Matt moved next to me, holding me. Oliver shifted closer on the other side, one hand resting on my thigh. His touch was gentle now.

The three of us lay there tangled, sticky, breathing together in the quiet aftermath as cum leaked out both my holes.

“You were perfect,” Matt murmured, kissing my temple. “Absolutely perfect.”

Oliver shifted closer on the other side, one hand resting on my thigh.

“Was that… okay?” he asked.

I smiled at him. “You did more than okay,” I whispered. “For your first time as a bull? I think this could be your calling.”

Matt’s fingers traced lazy patterns across my skin. “So… how do you feel?”

“Like this is just the beginning.”

His eyes darkened, pleased. Proud of me.

“You still want more?”

I nodded slowly. “I want everything. The teasing. The watching. The fucking. The stretch of a stranger’s cock inside me while you watch me. I want more cocks, four or five at once.”

Matt groaned softly. “Stop it, you’ll make me hard again.”

I looked between them: Matt, my husband, cock already twitching again. He’d watched me get fucked. And Oliver, the sweet boy who’d just been broken in as my first bull. The air between us buzzed with something new. Something dangerous. Something free.

“Let’s go upstairs for round two,” I smirked.

My hotwife journey had officially begun.

THE END
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