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Chapter One




Ilooked at myself in the bathroom mirror. I thought I was holding up pretty well for my mid-thirties. Just a bit of thickness around my hips and a few soft stretch marks. But my breasts were fuller than when I was in my twenties. My long, dark hair flowed down over my shoulders, and the black bodysuit lingerie that I had spent a considerable amount of money on yesterday, complemented my pale skin.

Money was not a problem, of course, I could spend whatever I wanted. My husband was very highly paid in his role as a director of a global corporate retailer. We had more money than I could ever have imagined growing up. We were so comfortable that I didn’t need to work at all, although I had a part-time job at the city library, indulging my love of books, and at least getting me out of the house three days a week.

I adjusted the straps of my lingerie, giving my breasts a lift. They were still full and heavy, not at all sagging like some of my friends. As far as I was concerned, without any arrogance, I was in my sexual prime.

And yet, my husband, James, was confusingly uninterested in my body. While we got on fantastically as friends, he never complimented me and rarely touched me. And we hadn’t had sex for months. Before that, it had been sporadic, once a month at most. I was confused about what was going on, to say the least.

But tonight I had pulled out all the stops. I had my sexy new underwear. I had new, extremely expensive perfume endorsed by the most beautiful celebrity. I had been manicured and pedicured. I had trimmed my pubic hair into a cute, neat triangle. No red-blooded man would be able to resist.

I gave my nipples a rub, making them hard and pointed so they would show through the sheer fabric of the bodysuit. Taking a deep breath, I opened the door to the bedroom.

My husband was lying on the bed reading a book. He was topless, and I could see his strong chest muscles, covered in hair. He was a sexy man. Even in his late thirties, he was strong and fit, getting up early to go to the gym four days a week. Combined with his sharp suits and high-powered job, everyone thought he was a catch. And so did I… if only he’d fuck me.

Leaning against the bathroom door frame, I tried to exude as much sex appeal as I could. “Hey, babe,” I purred, running a hand down my thigh and stroking myself slowly.

He didn’t even glance up. “Ugh, not tonight, Lauren,” he muttered, flipping a page. “I’ve got an 8 a.m. breakfast meeting with the board. Honestly, you’re obsessed with sex. Why don’t you have a cold shower?”

His words hit me like a slap. Obsessed with sex? We hadn’t had sex in months. His words left me frozen in place, my hand still on my thigh. A cold wave of humiliation crept over me, starting in my chest and spreading outward. My throat tightened, and my cheeks burned with a mix of shame and anger.

I stared at him, willing him to look up, to see me, to realize how much effort I’d put in. But he just turned another page of his book, completely indifferent, as if I didn’t exist. My heart pounded, not with desire anymore but with frustration.

I wanted to scream at him, to demand to know why he didn’t want me anymore. Was it my body? My personality? Or was there someone else? The doubts came rushing in, fast and merciless. But I didn’t say a word.

Instead, I marched to the foot of the bed, yanking the blanket off with a sharp tug that made him glance up briefly, only to go straight back to his bloody book. Wrapping the blanket around me, I stormed out of the room, making no effort to be quiet as I slammed the door behind me.

Downstairs, the house felt cold and unwelcoming, matching the ache in my chest. I threw myself onto the sofa, pulling the blanket tighter around me as if it could shield me from the sharp sting of rejection. My heart pounded, not just from anger but from a deeper, gnawing sadness that I didn’t want to admit. It wasn’t just about sex; it was about feeling wanted, desired, seen. And right now, I felt more like an annoying roommate than a wife.

As I lay there trying to sleep on the uncomfortable sofa, my heart hardened. If he wouldn’t fuck me, then I’d find someone who would. I wasn’t going to keep begging for scraps of attention, hoping for a touch or a glance that never came. If he couldn’t see me, couldn’t want me, then I’d find someone who would.

The thought was one I’d had before, but it felt different this time. If he wasn’t interested, if he couldn’t be bothered, then fuck him. Other men out there would jump at the chance to have me. A small smile crept onto my lips as I curled up tighter under the blanket. I was going to cheat on him. The decision felt liberating, almost exhilarating.

I woke to the first light of dawn streaming through the living room windows, painting the room in a soft, golden glow. The clock on the wall read 6 a.m., and the world outside was still quiet, the calm before the day began. My neck ached from the awkward position I’d slept in, the sofa offering little comfort through the restless night. Groaning softly, I decided enough was enough and wrapped the blanket around me. Barefoot, I padded quietly up the stairs to the bedroom, the house eerily silent.

At the door, I paused with my hand on the knob. That was when I heard it: a faint, repetitive sound coming from inside. I frowned as I strained to listen. Then came a soft groan, low and unmistakable, and my stomach churned.

Confusion turned to disbelief, then anger. My pulse quickened as I pushed the door open in one swift motion. The sight inside stopped me dead in my tracks. There he was, sprawled out on the bed, his phone blasting out porn clutched in one hand, and his hard cock in the other. His body tensed as he looked up, startled, but it was too late.

I stood frozen as his climax hit, thick streams of cum spurting from his cock, running down the length and pooling on his stomach. Cum that I would have happily lapped up, licked from his shaft, and swallowed down, but now wasted on his pale skin.

He stared at me, wide-eyed. “Lauren…” he began, sounding ashamed.

I couldn’t even begin to process the flood of emotions crashing over me: anger, betrayal, humiliation, and, worst of all, the sharp sting of rejection all over again. I was no prude. He could watch porn and wank himself silly all day as far as I was concerned. I wasn’t above watching a bit of porn myself. But not if he wasn’t fucking me too.

Without a word, I strode past him, my face a mask of icy calm even as my insides churned with fury as I swept into the walk-in closet. Inside, I yanked open drawers and pulled out clothes with purposeful aggression, dressing quickly but deliberately. A fitted blouse, a short skirt that hugged my hips, far shorter than I would usually wear to work. If I was going to do this, I was going to look and feel fucking fantastic while I did. My reflection in the full-length mirror caught my eye, and I held my own gaze for a moment. I’m done waiting for him. He’d had his chance.

Downstairs, the kitchen felt cold, but I didn’t care. I grabbed a pan from the rack and set it on the hob, cracking eggs and slicing bread, all while my mind churned with plans. This was it. I was done begging, done hoping. Married for twelve years, but feeling unloved for the last five. I was going to fuck someone else, and I wasn’t going to wait another day to do it. Today, I was going to remind myself of what it felt like to be wanted.


Chapter Two




“Have a lovely day,” I said with a warm smile as the little old lady carefully slid her books into her bag and shuffled out of the library. The automatic doors swished shut behind her, leaving the space momentarily quiet.

I glanced at the clock. Two hours into my shift, and I still had no bloody idea how I was going to find someone to fuck. It wasn’t like I had a roadmap for this kind of thing; it had been twelve years since I’d flirted with anyone, let alone gone out specifically looking for casual sex. Dating apps? Forget it. I didn’t even know where to start, and the thought of setting up a profile felt ridiculous.

I scanned the library, my eyes lingering hopefully on the few patrons scattered across the reading tables. A retired couple sharing a crossword. An old man thumbing through a gardening book. A young mum reading to her toddler. Not a single sexy bloke in sight.

Unshowered from the night before, I could still feel the smooth fabric of my expensive lingerie clinging to my skin beneath my daringly short skirt. Daring by library standards, anyway. My blouse, on the other hand, was perfectly prim, though I couldn’t stop fidgeting with the top button. For the tenth time this morning, I fastened it up. Then, feeling overly proper, unfastened it again, letting a hint of cleavage show. Was it too much? Or not enough?

I reached up to adjust the high ponytail I’d tied my hair into earlier. Paired with my glasses, I’d been going for a “sexy librarian” look, but now I was second-guessing everything. Would I be more likely to meet someone with my hair down?

The sound of the library doors swishing open pulled me from my spiraling thoughts. I looked up, expecting another elderly patron or a bored student.

And then in he walked. Tall, broad-shouldered, and effortlessly confident. His graying hair was neatly trimmed, giving him that distinguished look. Dressed in a sharp polo neck, he looked both fit and intellectual. I recognized him immediately: Professor Adam Hartley from the university.

He made a beeline for the desk. Up close, I noticed the faintest hint of stubble on his jaw, and I couldn’t help but imagine how it would feel against my skin. He was older than me, probably in his early fifties, but he was still in his prime.

“Good morning,” he said, his voice deep. He gave me a polite smile, but there was a warmth behind it, an easy charm that made my pulse quicken. “Lauren isn’t it?” He’d remembered my name.

“Yes, good morning, professor,” I said nervously, hoping my voice didn’t betray how flustered I suddenly felt.

“I was wondering if I could book one of the reading rooms for a study workshop next week,” he said, resting his hands on the desk. His sleeves were rolled up just enough to reveal strong forearms. I swallowed hard and forced myself to focus on his words, not his large hands. He didn’t have a wedding ring, I noticed.

“Of course,” I said, clearing my throat. “What day were you thinking?”

“Tuesday afternoon, if it’s available,” he replied, leaning slightly closer as I opened the booking system on the computer. His scent reached me, a subtle aftershave, and I felt a rush of heat between my legs.

I typed in the details, my fingers moving automatically even as my brain fizzed with unprofessional thoughts. “Looks like it’s free all afternoon. What time works for you?”

“Perfect,” he said, flashing me another smile. “Can I book it from two until four, please?” His gaze lingered on me just a fraction longer than necessary, and for a brief, electrifying moment, I thought I saw something flicker in his eyes. Interest? Curiosity? Or was I imagining it?

“All done for you,” I said, my voice steady, though my stomach flipped nervously. I could already feel the moment slipping away. His business here was finished, and any second now, he’d thank me and walk out the door.

I couldn’t let that happen. My pulse quickened as I searched for an excuse, any excuse to keep him here a little longer. My eyes flicked to the desk, then to the computer screen, desperate for inspiration. “Actually,” I blurted, before I lost my nerve. “Have you ever seen our rare book room? It’s climate-controlled.”

I felt a flush creep up my neck. I was an idiot. What a ridiculous thing to suggest. He regarded me thoughtfully. “You know what, Lauren, I never have, but it sounds intriguing,” he said. The way he said my name made my heart pound in my chest.

“Would you like a quick tour?” I asked, my voice trembling slightly, betraying the nerves that tightened my chest.

“I would. Very much,” he said, a small smile playing at his lips.

“Rebecca?” I called over to my co-worker, who was sorting through a trolley of returns nearby. She looked up, her expression curious. “Could you mind the desk for a moment, please? Professor Hartley needs to see something in the rare book room.”

“Please,” he interjected, “call me Adam.”

Rebecca raised an eyebrow but nodded, wheeling the trolley towards the desk. “Sure,” she said, casting me a suspicious look. I ignored it, my focus solely on Adam as I led him towards the back of the library.

At the door, I hesitated for a second with my finger hovering over the keypad, my mind suddenly blank. But eventually I remembered the code and punched it in. I glanced at him over my shoulder, catching his amused gaze once again. There was something in the way he looked at me that sent a thrill coursing through me.

“This way,” I said, opening the door and stepping aside for him to enter first. My voice was steadier now, though my palms were still clammy as I let the door click shut behind us.

Inside, Adam took his time looking around, his gaze moving slowly over the rows of bookshelves that lined the room. His eyes lingered on the antique desk in the center. On the far side of the room, the most precious books were encased in perspex boxes, locked away in perfectly controlled humidity and temperature.

“Fascinating,” he murmured, stepping closer to one of the cases.

My mind was spinning wildly. He was here, just the two of us, the world outside completely shut out. The rare book room was quiet, its thick walls muting every sound but our breathing and the faint hum of the air conditioning. I wanted to make a move, but nerves had me frozen in place. How do you even begin something like this? What if I misread everything? What if I embarrass myself?

Adam turned to face me. “You must really love working here,” he said, his tone casual but his dark eyes studying me closely.

“I do,” I said. My heart pounded as I scrambled for something, anything, to say, but the words wouldn’t come.

Adam moved closer. “There’s a reason you asked me to come in here, isn’t there?” he said. His voice was smoother now, more seductive. I could feel my heart racing in my chest as if it would break free.

I nodded, unable to trust my voice. My throat felt tight, my breathing shallow, but I didn’t care. He was so close now I could feel the warmth radiating from his body.

His hand rose slowly, and when his fingers brushed my cheek, it was like fire igniting beneath my skin. His touch was soft but deliberate, his thumb tracing the line of my jaw. His other hand slid to the small of my back, firm and commanding, pulling me into him until our bodies were pressed together.

His lips met mine. The kiss was everything I hadn’t realized I was starving for, deep, warm, and consuming. His mouth moved against mine, our tongues meeting. I gasped, feeling a rush of heat between my legs and a shiver up my spine. The scent of his aftershave, the strength of his arms, the way his chest pressed against mine, it was overwhelming.

The solid edge of the desk pressed into the backs of my thighs as Adam guided me backward. The hand on my face moved lower, stroking my neck and then undoing the buttons on my blouse. He slid one shoulder of the blouse down, exposing the strap of my underwear. The cool air kissed my skin, making me shiver.

His fingers hooked beneath the strap, pulling it aside with the same unhurried confidence. His lips pressed harder against mine, hungry now, as his hand moved lower. He tugged the fabric of my bodysuit down, baring my breast, his hand slipping over the curve with a firm grip. I gasped softly into his mouth as his thumb brushed over my nipple, the touch sending a jolt of heat straight to my core.

As he pressed his body against me, I felt his cock, hard and insistent against my thigh, straining against the fabric of his trousers. The realization that my body had made him hard sent a rush of heat through me. This was what I had been craving. Someone wanting me. Not out of routine or obligation, but out of pure, unrestrained desire. The need in the way he touched me, the way his body moved against mine, was everything I hadn’t had in so long.

His hand moved lower, between my legs, touching my inner thigh and moving my legs apart slightly. He stroked his fingers up my thigh and under my skirt. My pussy was aching for him to touch it. When his palm cupped my mound, I couldn’t stop the moan that escaped my lips, a sound of relief, pleasure, and raw need all mixed together.

Then his fingers found my clit.

The first press of his fingers against the sensitive spot sent a jolt of pleasure coursing through me, making my knees weaken as my back arched instinctively. I clung to the edge of the desk for balance.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped into his mouth as the pleasure radiated out through my whole body..

He circled my clit through the fabric, his touch firm and confident, each stroke sending waves of pleasure that left me panting. My hand instinctively went to his cock, grasping it through his trousers and rubbing it firmly. He felt so hard. And big, bigger than my husband, I realized with a shock.

Finally breaking the kiss, he lifted my skirt up and pulled my bodysuit to the side, exposing my pussy. His hands returned to my hips, strong and commanding, as he hoisted me effortlessly onto the desk.

He knelt between my legs, his hands firm on my thighs as he spread them wide, leaving me completely exposed. My breath caught in my throat; fuck, he could see everything. My gaping cunt, glistening with arousal, was laid bare before him, and the heat of his gaze only made me wetter. I was desperate, aching for his touch, and I could feel how slick I was; I must be practically dripping onto the desk beneath me.

Then I felt his tongue against my pussy, exploring me, tasting me. I couldn’t even remember the last time someone had tasted me. It wasn’t something my husband was ever interested in, even in the early days. His tongue found my clit, and it was like a bolt of lightning through my whole body. I cried out and arched my back, my hands instinctively finding my breasts.

He focused on my clit, finding a rhythm and licking it firmly. I could feel the delicious pressure building in my core. He really knows what he’s doing, I thought. How many women has he done this to?

As he licked my sensitive, swollen clit, I pulled hard on my nipples, feeling another wave of pleasure rush through my whole body. The pressure inside me was almost unbearable now, and still building.

Suddenly, it was released. I let out a loud cry and dug my fingers hard into my breasts. My whole body squirmed and shook as a powerful climax consumed my whole body. He didn’t stop, guiding me through it and letting me ride it out, savoring every second.

Finally, the intensity ebbed, leaving me breathless and trembling. I collapsed back against the desk, my chest heaving as the aftershocks rippled through me. He stood up and smirked at me, desire in his eyes. He wiped his wet mouth with the back of his hand.

“You taste even better than I imagined,” he said. “Now get on your knees.” The order sent another flush of desire through my body.

I knelt on the carpet in front of him, still shaking. I watched as he slowly unhooked his belt and then undid the button on his trousers. He lowered the zipper and pulled his pants down. He was wearing black briefs, his erect cock straining at the fabric.

I reached up, my hands trembling slightly, and tugged his briefs down to his thighs. His cock sprang free; thick, hard, and intimidatingly large. It was so much bigger than my husband’s, and uncircumcised too. A surge of arousal flooded me all over again.

Wrapping my fingers around the shaft, I marveled at the contrast: the velvety softness of his skin against the unyielding steel beneath. He was rock hard, pulsing slightly in my grip. Slowly, I slid my hand up and down, savoring the weight and heat of him, feeling every inch of his impressive length.

But he was firmly in control. His hand found my ponytail, gripping it just enough to guide me closer to him, his dominance sending a thrill through me. I let him lead me, my lips parting as I took the head of his cock into my mouth, my tongue swirling around the head, my lips tight on his shaft. I started to suck, hollowing my cheeks and hearing his groan of pleasure in response.

With one hand on his shaft, I bobbed my head back and forth, taking him as deep as I dared without gagging. My other hand found its way between my own legs, my fingers curling up inside my swollen, soaking wet cunt.

Back in college, I had loved giving blowjobs, although I hadn’t had much practice lately. I loved the feeling of his hardness in my mouth, the taste of him on my tongue. I relished giving him pleasure, hearing him moan, and feeling him respond to me. He was so hard, literally throbbing in my mouth. He was already close to coming, I realized. I wanted him to come in my mouth. I increased my pace, stroking his long shaft and sucking as much as I could, making my lips tighter around him.

“I’m going to come,” he warned me in his deep voice. He probably wasn’t sure if I wanted it in my mouth.

I upped my pace again, and he let out a loud groan, his thighs tensing and his cock throbbing. He was right on the edge. I kept at it, and he groaned again. And then with a moan of relief, he released, his cock pulsing as load after load of cum filled my mouth. I swallowed hungrily, but there was so much it overflowed, running down my chin and onto my bare breasts.

When he finally finished, I licked his cock clean and swallowed the last drops. Then I stood up and looked at him. He smiled at me, his eyes glinting with satisfaction. He reached up and scooped up the cum running down my chin onto his fingers. Then he pushed them in my mouth, making me suck off every last drop. Even that simple action made my pussy ache for him.

Then he kissed me, his tongue in my mouth, tasting his own release on my lips. I sighed with pleasure as we held each other a moment longer.

But it couldn’t last forever. I suddenly felt a stab of fear at being caught. I was at work after all, in a public library. I hastily adjusted my clothing, tucking my tits away. Adam pulled up his underwear and pants, too.

“What time do you finish?” he asked. We both knew we needed to fuck, and as soon as possible.

“One o’clock,” I said. “My house will be empty all afternoon.”

“I have lectures until three,” he replied. “Then I’ll be straight over.”

We exchanged details, my heart still racing, and I took a steadying breath before opening the door back to the real world. As we stepped into the library, I was sure everyone would be able to tell what had happened. But no one looked our way; the world carried on, oblivious to the electric moment we’d just shared behind closed doors.

“Thanks for showing me the rare books,” he said, with a glint in his eye. “They were beautiful.”

“Any time,” I replied, shaking his hand formally.

He smirked again. “See you later.”

And then he was gone, leaving me standing there, trying to compose myself as I watched his broad shoulders disappear through the library doors. My legs were still shaky, my body still tingling from his touch, and I had no idea how I was supposed to return to normal after what had just happened.

When I returned to the desk, Rebecca was leaning against the counter, her arms crossed and a knowing grin plastered across her face. It was the kind of grin that immediately made my stomach flip with panic.

“You might want to delete the CCTV recording from the rare books room,” she said with a nod towards the computer. In a window in the corner, I could see the grainy footage of the room I had just left. “That was one hell of a fucking show.”


Chapter Three




When I got home, I took a long, hot shower, letting the water wash over me and clear my mind. I felt elated, a rush of satisfaction and excitement flooding through me. I had actually done it, I’d cheated on my husband, had an orgasm, and sucked a cock. It felt incredible, like I was finally alive in a way I hadn’t been for years.

Afterward, I spent the next hour trying on different outfits, scrutinizing myself in the mirror as I debated what would look sexy, but also that I hadn’t tried too hard. Eventually, I settled on a short summer dress. I paired it with simple white panties and decided I could just about get away with not wearing a bra, my breasts bouncing enticingly with every movement. The dress fit perfectly, hugging my curves and leaving just enough to the imagination.

I left my hair loose, letting it fall in dark waves over my shoulders, and applied just a hint of makeup to enhance my features. I was ready.

When the doorbell rang, I felt my heart race again with excitement. Adam had parked discreetly down the street, but I was past caring what the neighbors thought. If my husband couldn’t be bothered to meet my needs, then that was his own problem. I almost wanted to get caught.

“You look stunning,” he said, looking me up and down.

“Thank you,” I replied, glowing at the compliment. How long had it been since someone complimented my appearance?

As soon as the door clicked closed behind him, Adam pushed me up against the wall. His lips forced mine open, and our tongues entwined, wrestling in each other’s mouths. The suddenness of it took my breath away and sent a bolt of lightning between my legs. It felt good to be desired so fiercely that he couldn’t wait to get his hands on me.

He reached up, groping both my breasts roughly, hungrily. He pulled down the front of the dress, exposing me. Squeezing my naked breasts, he sucked hard on one nipple and then the other, making me moan with pleasure.

“Oh god, I need you,” I whimpered, “I need you to fuck me. Please.”

He guided me to the stairs, lowering me onto them. Reaching under my dress, he pulled my panties off and threw them aside. Urgently, he undid his trousers, all the while looking at me intensely. He was so desperate for me, I realized with a flush of happiness.

He slid his pants and underwear down in one movement, his cock hard and eager. Then he moved between my legs and, guiding himself with one hand, slid into me. I was already soaking wet and felt myself open up, stretching to accommodate his thick cock. He thrust inside me, deep and firm, filling me up in one smooth movement.

I cried out in pleasure, my aching cunt welcoming him, holding him, and gripping him tightly. He started to thrust into me, making me moan loudly each time. He fucked me, desperately and urgently, his hard cock sliding deep within me over and over again. The rawness, the intensity, was everything I had been dreaming of.

Suddenly, without warning, I was coming, my fingernails digging deep into his back as waves of energy rushed through my whole body. I felt my cunt spasming, clenching his dick as he fucked me through it. Wave after wave of pleasure consumed my whole body.

He paused, his cock throbbing inside me, letting me get my breath back after the intense climax. He slowly withdrew, and I could see his dick was soaked with my sticky, white release.

“Turn over,” he commanded.

I obeyed without hesitation, kneeling on the step and arching my back, sticking my ass out towards him. He held my cheeks firmly in his strong hands, spreading them and looking at my swollen cunt.

“Fuck, look at that. I love your wet cunt,” he said, making me ache for him even more. My husband had never said anything like that.

“Please, fuck me,” I begged.

His grip tightened, and then, with deliberate slowness, he slid his cock back inside me. The stretch was intense, the thickness of him filling me so completely that I couldn’t hold back the moan that escaped my lips. He was so much bigger than what I was used to. In this position, he touched areas I never knew I had, and the sensation was almost overwhelming.

He started moving, his thrusts hard and unrelenting, his hands gripping my hips to pull me back onto him with each stroke. The sound of our bodies slapping together echoed in the narrow stairwell, mingling with my cries of pleasure. Each thrust sent a jolt of sensation through me, making my tits sway and slap against each other, but I didn’t care. All that mattered was the way he was fucking me, hard and desperate.

I pressed my forehead to the step, my hands bracing against the edge as I surrendered to him entirely. I could already feel the familiar pressure building inside me again, this orgasm threatening to be even more powerful than the last.

His pace was relentless, his cock pounding into me, claiming me with every deep, deliberate stroke. God, he was taking me hard, screwing me only yards from the front door that he’d entered by a few moments before. I couldn’t believe how quickly we had got down to it. I thought again about how he must do this all the time, how he must fuck so many married women. The idea turned me on even more.

The pressure inside me built to an unbearable peak, and suddenly, I shattered. My whole body tensed and trembled as the orgasm tore through me, my cunt clenching hard around his cock. I cried out, my voice echoing through the stairwell, completely lost in the waves of pleasure crashing over me. My hands scrabbled at the step, nails digging into the wood as I let the intense, overwhelming sensation overtake me.

He didn’t stop, his pace steady and commanding as he fucked me through it, driving the climax higher and higher until I felt like I couldn’t take it anymore. My legs shook violently, my breath coming in ragged gasps. It was almost too much, but not quite.

As the last spasms faded, he finally slowed, pulling out of me. Before I could recover, he stood and scooped me up effortlessly into his arms. His strength made me feel small, powerless, and completely desired.

He carried me to the living room and laid me on the sofa. I quickly pulled the dress off over my head as he stripped naked too.

“Spread your legs,” he growled. I obeyed, lifting my knees and opening myself up to him.

He climbed between my legs and thrust into me again, this time with an urgency that left me breathless. The sofa creaked beneath us as he drove into me, his cock stretching and filling me in a way that made my toes curl. His hands were squeezing my breasts, his fingers digging into my skin as he pounded into me.

I threw my head back, moaning loudly as another orgasm began to build almost immediately. My hands found his arms, clutching at his muscles as he fucked me with an intensity that made me forget everything else.

When I came again, was it the third? I honestly couldn’t remember; I think I actually blacked out for a moment. The orgasm hit me like a freight train, a tidal wave of pure pleasure that surged through every fiber of my body, leaving me trembling and completely overwhelmed. My vision blurred, my mind blanked, and I felt myself slipping into a haze of blissful nothingness.

He lifted my legs higher, hooking them over his shoulders. The new angle made him feel impossibly deep, hitting a spot inside me that made me cry out. My overstimulated body was torn between wanting to beg for mercy and pleading for more.

“Oh fuck,” I whimpered, clutching desperately at the cushions beneath me. I couldn’t believe I still had anything left to give, but somehow he was pulling more out of me.

He slowed slightly now, thrusting right up inside me, slow, hard, and deep, his face close to mine. “How does it feel with my big cock in your slutty, married pussy.” he growled.

“So good,” I gasped, barely able to get the words out.

“Are you going to come for me again?” he said, his eyes locked with mine.

I nodded, still letting out a moan with every thrust. I felt the pressure building again as he fucked me. He grabbed my wrists, holding them down on the sofa above my head. The dominance turned me on even more. My moans merged into one long, loud moan as I teetered right on the edge.

“Come for me,” he whispered.

I let out a scream as the dam broke, my legs clamping around his body as I shuddered. He gripped me roughly, restricting my movements as I squirmed beneath him. I came so hard my mind switched off for a moment.

Adam pulled out, leaving me gaping and feeling empty. His cock throbbed, covered in my release. We were both sweating and breathing heavily from the effort, and my pubic hair was soaked and matted. He looked down at me, spreading my folds with his hands and opening me up further.

“Look at that needy, married cunt.” he said with a smirk. “Can it take any more?”

“Yes, please,” I panted.

He sat back on the sofa, and I straddled him. Reaching between my legs, I guided him to my opening and, with a sigh, sank gratefully down on his cock, feeling him stretch and fill me once more.

I started to ride him, his strong hands on my ass, guiding me. His mouth found a nipple, sucking hard and sending another wave of pleasure through me. I picked up the pace, rocking my hips to take him deep, and grinding my clit against his body.

“Fuck that feels good,” he whispered against my lips. “I’m going to come inside you.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Yes, please. Come in me.”

And then he kissed me, hard, demanding, claiming my mouth just as thoroughly as he was claiming my cunt. Our pace quickened, his control finally slipping as he chased his own release, and I could feel my own climax building yet again, inevitable and all-consuming.

We came together, his cock buried deep inside me as I clenched around him, my body spasming in perfect time with the throbbing release I felt from him. His groan was primal, and I echoed it with a scream of my own, unable to hold anything back. The intensity of it was overwhelming, his hands gripping my ass like he was holding on for dear life, his body shuddering against mine as he emptied himself inside me.

He stayed inside me for a moment longer, his cock softening but still filling me, as if neither of us wanted to break the connection. Finally, I lifted off, his cock gently sliding out of me with a wet sound. I felt his cum pour out of my pussy onto his body.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured, brushing a hand along my cheek as I settled next to him on the sofa.

“So are you,” I panted, still gasping for air.

“We should make this a regular thing,” he said.

“Yes, please,” I whispered.


Epilogue




By the time James came home, late from the office as usual, I had showered and tidied. There was no trace of my earlier adventure. Pretending to have forgiven him for our fight this morning, I prepared his dinner and got him a beer.

“Did you have a good day?” he asked me, already distracted by replying to emails on his phone.

“Not bad,” I replied, smiling to myself. “Got a few things done that I’ve been meaning to do for a while.”

For the first time in a long time, I had a warmth in my heart. Not for James, or for Adam, but for myself. Now that I had done it once and lived out my fantasy, I knew that I could do it again. And boy, did I want to do it again. I had decided that if James wouldn’t touch me, then I would be touched by as many men as I could find, fucked over and over again by strangers. I was going to make it my mission to be as slutty and horny as I’d always wanted to be in my deepest fantasy.

THE END
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Chapter One




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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” I sighed.

“What’s for dinner?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My eyebrows shot up. “What? Who?”

Rebecca grinned wickedly. “Just the boss.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I felt my stomach flip. What was I watching?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Were you watching?” she asked me.

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I swallowed nervously. “Yes,” I admitted.

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

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

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

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

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

“Take off your bra,” he said.

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

“Stand up,” he said.

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

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

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

“Yes, sir,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m coming,” I groaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three




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

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

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

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

I giggled, “Well, he banged me, yes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Epilogue




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

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

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

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

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

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

THE END


Claimed At The Conference


First Time Backdoor Wife Cheating Erotica



Chapter One




Itipped my box of vibrators onto the bed next to the open suitcase full of clothes. But which one to take to the conference? My husband, James, stood in the doorway, arms crossed, his expression a mix of disbelief and disapproval.

“Really, Lauren?” he said, shaking his head. “You’re seriously taking sex toys to a work conference?”

“Why not?” I replied, suddenly feeling pissed at him. “It’s not like you’re going to bang me before I go, is it?”

He shrugged, glancing away. “Maybe when you get back, we could find some time,” he offered half-heartedly, but we both knew it was an empty promise.

I didn’t understand why he hardly ever fucked me anymore. I was in my thirties, but still in my sexual prime, with a toned body, full breasts, and a high sex drive. I’d recently taken the plunge and started a couple of affairs, and I didn’t feel the least bit guilty. If he wouldn’t meet my needs, I’d find someone who would. First, I’d started an affair with a university professor, but he was often too busy to see me, so I’d now started fucking my boss at the library where I worked as well.

The affairs had re-awakened my sexuality, and if anything, I was more horny now than ever before. I was secretly hoping I’d find someone to have casual sex with at the conference. As I picked a thick, black rabbit vibrator and tucked it into the corner of my suitcase, James let out a sigh and left the room. I added a tub of lube with a smirk; even if I didn’t meet someone, I was going to have a good time.

The hotel lobby buzzed with activity as I stepped inside, dragging my suitcase behind me on its noisy plastic wheels. The hotel was sleek and modern, with polished floors, plush seating areas, and an impressive chandelier that glinted overhead. The conference banners by the entrance proudly announced: "Building Bridges: Libraries and Schools United."

I joined the line at the reception desk, checking the messages on my phone as I waited. Ahead of me, a man turned around, catching my eye. He was older than me, tall and broad-shouldered, his neatly trimmed beard framing a warm smile. His suit was just tight enough to hint at a gym habit.

"Long queue, huh?" he said, his voice rich and deep.

"Yeah, they weren’t kidding about full attendance," I replied, glancing at the line ahead of us.

He chuckled. "These conferences, they lure us in with promises of networking, but it's mostly just bad coffee and limp sandwiches."

I laughed, immediately warming to him. "Don’t forget the endless PowerPoint presentations."

"Right," he said, leaning in conspiratorially. "We’ll all be asleep by the second session." His gaze lingered on me for a second longer than necessary, and a spark of arousal crackled inside me.

"Are you with a school or a library?" I asked, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear that escaped from my ponytail.

"Neither. I’m a consultant; they brought me in to talk about integrating digital resources. I’ll be delivering my endless PowerPoint presentation this afternoon." His eyes scanned me briefly but appreciatively. "You?"

"Library," I said, smiling.

"Figures. You’ve got that librarian vibe," he teased. He was right, I was dressed for work in a smart blouse and skirt, with hair tied up in a ponytail and thick-rimmed glasses.

"And what vibe is that?" I asked, pretending to be a little offended.

"Smart. Clever. But secretly a little sexy and dangerous," he said, his voice dropping slightly, making my stomach do a little flip.

"Next!" called the receptionist, and he turned away to step up to the counter. Fuck, he’d been hitting on me, I realized.

As I watched him check in, I couldn’t help but notice how his tailored trousers clung to his firm ass. When he finished, he turned back, catching me staring. He gave me a wink and strode off towards the lifts, leaving me hot and flustered.

Once I’d checked in and made it to my room, I kicked off my heels and let out a sigh of relief. The room was cozy, with a queen-sized bed, a writing desk, and a view of the city skyline. The suitcase landed on the bed with a thud, and as I unzipped it, my hand brushed against the vibrator I’d packed.

My mind flickered back to the handsome man from the lobby. His teasing smile, the way he’d looked at me, had made something stir between my legs. I pulled the vibrator from the suitcase and sank onto the bed. My panties slipped off easily, and I opened my legs, feeling the chill of the air conditioning on my pussy.

I switched the vibrator on, the low hum vibrating through my hand as the main shaft began to rotate and the rabbit ears vibrated. I slid the shaft into my already soaking wet pussy, feeling the rotating head massaging my G-spot.

I pushed it in deeper, letting out a moan as the vibrating ears brush against my swollen and aching clit. I moaned again as I imagined his hands on me, his mouth following the curves of my body, his soft beard brushing against my skin.

My breaths came in short gasps as I pushed the vibrator deeper, my hips moving in time with the steady rhythm. Each rotation of the shaft sent a delicious pressure against my G-spot, while the rabbit ears pulsed insistently on my clit, making my body tremble.

The image of him, his strong hands pinning me to the bed, his lips trailing down my neck, flooded my mind. I could almost feel his weight pressing against me, his voice murmuring filthy things in my ear as his thick cock penetrated me.

I closed my eyes, letting the fantasy consume me. His hands would grip my hips, guiding me as he thrust into me. His cock would fill me completely, stretching me in a way that left me panting for more. The thought made me moan loudly, my free hand moving to my breast, pinching my nipple until the sharp pleasure mingled with the deep sensations between my legs.

The pressure built rapidly, my thighs quivering as the vibrator worked me closer and closer to the edge. I couldn’t stop myself from crying out, my body arching off the bed as my orgasm tore through me. It started as a pulse deep inside, then spread like wildfire, every nerve alight with pleasure.

I collapsed back onto the bed, my chest heaving as the aftershocks rippled through me. Slowly, I slid the vibrator out, its buzz fading into silence as I turned it off. My skin was flushed, my pussy leaking, and my body humming with satisfaction. As I lay there, catching my breath, I was filled with a sense of longing. Would I see him again? Would his flirtation lead to something more?


Chapter Two




The morning dragged on through a series of lectures and PowerPoint slides, none of which managed to hold my attention. My mind kept drifting back to the man from the lobby and the heated fantasy I’d indulged in. I scanned the rows of seats during each talk, hoping to spot him, but he was nowhere to be seen.

By the time the buffet lunch was announced, my stomach was rumbling, and my patience for professional small talk was wearing thin. I joined the line at the buffet table, eyeing up the trays of sandwiches, salads, and pastries.

Just as I was reaching for a pastry, I heard a low voice behind me. “Careful now, don’t take all the best ones.”

I turned my head sharply, and there he was. His eyes sparkled with mischief, and that same teasing smile played on his lips. He was even more handsome up close and I could smell his aftershave.

As we moved down the buffet line together, he leaned in slightly, his shoulder brushing mine. “So,” he said, “what’s a woman like you doing at a dry conference like this? You seem more fun than PowerPoint slides and budget talks.”

I smirked, picking up a mini quiche. “Maybe I’m just here for the buffet. Good food and... interesting company.”

“Interesting, am I?” he said, arching an eyebrow.

“How do you know I’m talking about you?” I replied, feeling a flush rise in my cheeks at the flirty tone.

He laughed. “Fair point. How about we eat lunch together and you can judge for yourself how interesting I am?”

I felt a tingle down my spine. “I’ll be a harsh critic.”

“I’ll take my chances,” he said with a smirk.

We found a small table near the window, and he introduced himself as Simon. As we ate, the banter flowed easily. He asked about my work, his questions thoughtful, but there was always a glint in his eye that hinted at something more. By the time we finished eating, my heart was racing and there was a throbbing ache between my legs. Did I dare do what I so desperately wanted to?

Simon looked at his watch. “We’ve got fifteen minutes before the next presentation. What shall we do with our time?”

Fuck it. Feeling bold, I grabbed his hand and led him out of the dining room and through the maze of corridors until we found a single-occupancy bathroom tucked away near the back of the hotel. I pulled him inside, locking the door behind us.

The second the lock clicked, his hands were on me, sliding down to my hips as he pushed me back against the sink. His lips crashed onto mine, hot and demanding, his tongue teasing mine as his hands roamed over my body.

“You’ve been on my mind all morning,” he murmured as he tugged at the buttons of my blouse.

“Funny,” I gasped as his lips trailed down my neck, “I’ve been thinking about you too.”

My blouse fell open, and he pulled my bra cups down, exposing my firm breasts. His mouth found my nipples, sucking and licking them in turn, making me gasp with pleasure.

He moved lower, dropping to his knees, his hands sliding up under my skirt and pulling my panties down.

“You’re soaked,” he said, his fingers stroking the trimmed hair on my pussy and parting my folds gently.

“Don’t make me wait,” I begged.

He spread my legs wider, his mouth immediately finding my clit. His tongue worked me expertly, flicking and circling until I was writhing against the sink. His mouth covered my swollen clit and he sucked on it. I came hard, my body trembling as the waves of pleasure coursed through me.

Before I could catch my breath, he stood, unzipping his trousers and freeing his cock. It was long, very thick and uncut. My eyes widened at the sight of it.

“Turn around,” he commanded.

I obeyed, bracing myself against the sink as he lifted my skirt and positioned himself behind me. The moment he slid inside me, I let out a low moan, the feeling of him stretching me completely erasing any coherent thought. He thrust hard and fast, his hands gripping my hips as the sound of our bodies colliding filled the small space.

I could see his face in the mirror, his jaw clenched and his eyes locked on mine. The intensity in his gaze sent another rush of arousal through me, and I reached between my legs to rub my clit. The sight of watching myself getting fucked in the mirror was driving me wild with desire.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he groaned, looking down at my lips stretched around his shaft as he fucked me. I felt his thumb against my asshole, rubbing the ring of muscles in a circular motion in time to his thrusts.

No-one had ever touched me there before, and the unexpected surge of pleasure made me come again, my walls clenching around his shaft as I cried out. My head dropped forward against the mirror as my legs almost gave way.

He pulled out and I turned to face him, panting hard. My lips met his in a deep kiss, our tongues urgently exploring each other’s mouths. He stepped back slightly and held his cock in one hand. It was coated in my essence; white and sticky. “Look at the mess you’ve made,” he grinned. “I think you should clean it.”

I gave him a dirty grin and sank to my knees, taking his dick deep into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the shaft and tasting my release on him. He held my ponytail, guiding me back and forth, working his cock deeper into my mouth with every thrust.

I reached my limit and gagged, saliva running down my chin and onto my exposed breasts. He pulled me up by my ponytail and pushed me back against the sink. My face was wet and my lipstick smudged. I sat up on the sink and opened my legs, my pussy gaping for him.

He stepped between my thighs and entered me in the same movement. He thrust deep up inside me, making me gasp at the intense feeling of being filled by his big cock. I wrapped my arms and legs around him, urging him to take me deeper.

I clung to him, my fingers digging into his shoulders. “Don’t stop,” I gasped, tilting my head back and letting the pleasure consume me.

One of his hands slid up my body, cupping my breast and pulling my nipple between his fingers. The combination of his cock pounding into me and the sensation on my nipple sent waves of pleasure through me. I could feel the knot building in my core, tightening with each thrust.

“Fuck,” I cried, feeling the dam break inside me again. My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, leaving me trembling and clenching around his cock as he continued to thrust through my release.

“God, you feel good,” he groaned, his pace quickening as he chased his own release.

I tightened my legs around him, pulling him even closer, and whispered, “Come in me.”

With a deep groan, he buried himself inside me one last time, his body tensing as he came. I felt his warmth filling me, his cock twitching as he released deep in my hungry cunt.

We stayed like that for a moment, both of us breathing heavily, the mirror behind me fogged from our breathing. He finally pulled out gently, grabbing a handful of paper towels and passing them to me as his cum poured out of me onto the tiled floor.

“What a gentleman,” I giggled.

“Only the best for my lady,” he replied with a grin.

I slid off the sink, my legs wobbly but my body humming with satisfaction. Catching my reflection in the mirror, I saw my smudged makeup and flushed cheeks. I grinned, smoothing down my skirt.

“That was... an unexpected lunch,” I said, meeting his gaze in the mirror.

Simon smirked, pulling up his trousers and zipping them up. “Best buffet I’ve ever been to.”


Chapter Three




The rest of the conference passed in a haze of monotony. Speaker after speaker took to the stage, droning on about funding proposals, collaboration strategies, and the importance of community engagement. All important, of course, but delivered with all the enthusiasm of a wet sponge.

I sat through session after session, struggling to keep my focus as one slide presentation bled into the next. Occasionally, I’d glance at my phone, fighting the urge to scroll through social media or, worse, text Simon.

Simon. Every now and then, I’d catch a glimpse of him across the room, sitting among his colleagues, his sharp beard and easy grin making him stand out like a beacon. When he wasn’t in the same session, I found myself scanning the crowd for him, wondering if he was bored out of his mind like I was, or if he was thinking about me.

Finally, in the mid-afternoon lull, Simon’s session began.

“Please welcome Simon Carter, head of the Library-School Digital Partnership Initiative,” announced the moderator.

There was a polite smattering of applause as Simon took to the stage. He looked impeccable, dressed in his tailored suit that fit his athletic frame perfectly. As he began to speak, his voice carried effortlessly across the room, drawing everyone in.

Despite his earlier comments, he didn’t rely on dry slides or bullet points. Instead, he wove a story about how data could help transform communities. Simon’s enthusiasm was infectious. He paced the stage with confidence and without a script, his gestures animated, his tone light yet passionate. He even cracked a few jokes, earning genuine laughs from the audience, a rarity at this event so far. The more I watched him, the more I felt my desire for him build between my legs. When he finished, the room erupted into applause as he stepped down. I couldn’t help but clap a little harder than the others.

I caught up with him at the coffee station during the mid-session break. “Impressive,” I said, falling into step beside him. “You really know how to work a crowd.”

He smirked, his eyes glinting with amusement. “You’re just saying that because I made you come in the bathroom.”

I laughed, shoving him lightly. “I’m serious. You were brilliant up there.”

“Thanks,” he said. “It means a lot coming from you.” He paused. “Look, do you want to have dinner with me later? We could skip the official event and find a nice restaurant?”

“That would be lovely,” I said, feeling my heart swell with happiness. “Anything to miss the after-dinner speeches?”

Dinner with Simon was perfect. We found a cozy little Italian restaurant a few blocks from the hotel, far away from the buzz of the conference. The food was incredible, fresh pasta, red wine, and decadent desserts, but it was the company that made it special. We talked about everything: books we loved, places we wanted to visit, and I even opened up to him about my marriage and affairs.

It turned out Simon was in the same situation; his wife had lost interest in sex, and he had to get his needs met with a series of girlfriends. Soon, he was telling me about some of his sexual adventures on his work travels. He didn’t brag and had a self-deprecating humor as he told the stories that made me warm to him even more. And just thinking about him having sex with all those women was starting to make me incredibly horny.

By the time we returned to the hotel, I was so desperate I would have fucked him right there in the lobby. “Back to my room?” I suggested, my hand brushing against his ass as we headed for the lifts.

As soon as the lift doors slid shut, Simon pressed me against the cool mirrored wall, his mouth claiming mine in a fierce, hungry kiss. His hands roamed my body, sliding over my waist and down to my hips, pulling me closer to him. I could feel the hard bulge in his trousers pressing against me.

“God, I’ve wanted to touch you all evening,” he murmured against my lips as the lift started to move.

Before I could reply, his hand slipped beneath the hem of my dress, sliding up my thigh and pushing my panties to the side. His fingers found my slick folds, and I gasped, gripping his shoulders as he teased me, sliding a finger into my soaked cunt.

I bit my lip to muffle a moan. Simon smirked, adding another finger and curling them inside me. His thumb brushed my swollen clit in slow, deliberate circles, making my legs tremble. My back arched, my head falling back against the wall as he sent waves of ecstasy through my body.

I’d never come so quickly. My nails dug into his arms as my orgasm hit me, waves of pleasure crashing through my body. My legs shook, and I clung to him to keep myself upright. The lift dinged as it reached our floor.

He withdrew his hand slowly, grinning as he held his fingers to my lips. “Taste yourself,” he ordered softly. He pushed his fingers into my mouth just as the doors opened.

There was a hotel worker standing there waiting with a trolley full of dirty plates. He looked at us with his mouth open. Simon and I giggled and hurried out of the lift, down the corridor to my room.

As soon as the door to my room clicked shut, Simon’s hands were on me again, unzipping my dress and letting it fall to the floor. He stepped back for a moment, his eyes sweeping over my body hungrily as I stood there in just my heels and lacy underwear.

“Fucking gorgeous,” he said.

He closed the distance between us and unclasped my bra, letting it slip from my shoulders. He pushed me back onto the bed and his mouth descended on my breasts, his lips hot and eager as he sucked my nipples, pulling them into his mouth one at a time. I moaned, running my fingers through his hair.

Simon trailed kisses down my body, pausing to press soft, wet kisses across my stomach. Then he slid my panties down slowly, his hands grazing my thighs as he pulled them off and tossed them aside. He kissed the inside of my thighs, moving closer to the heat of my pussy. His tongue darted out, teasing my clit before he latched on, sucking and licking me with an intensity that made my knees weak.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped, gripping the edge of the bed for support. His tongue delved into my folds, licking and swirling as his hands gripped my hips.

Just as I thought I was about to come, Simon surprised me by shifting lower. He lifted one of my legs over his shoulder, opening me up further. His tongue licked a long, slow line from my pussy to my ass, and I froze, my breath catching in my throat.

“No one’s ever…” I began, but my words turned into a moan as he kissed my most intimate spot, his tongue circling and teasing the sensitive skin.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice muffled. “Trust me. You’ll love it.”

And he was right. His tongue was hot and soft, and the sensation sent jolts of pleasure through my body. He pressed deeper, licking and swirling at the tight ring of muscles, his hands caressing my thighs as he lapped at me with skill and confidence.

“Oh, God, Simon,” I moaned, my head falling back as my body melted into the overwhelming pleasure. I’d never felt anything like it before, but it was incredible, and I couldn’t get enough. My legs trembled, and I clutched at his shoulders, teetering on the edge of another orgasm as his tongue worked its magic.

When his thumb joined in, rubbing firm, rhythmic circles over my aching clit, I couldn’t hold back the gasp that escaped my lips. The combination of sensations, his thumb teasing my pussy while his tongue lapped at my rear entrance, set my nerves on fire.

“Oh, fuck, Simon,” I whimpered, my voice shaking. My legs were trembling, and I was barely able to hold them up as his pace quickened.

When my climax hit, it was like an explosion. My entire body shook as waves of pure, intense pleasure radiated from my core. My cries echoed in the room, a long, low groan as my head fell back, as I surrendered completely to the overwhelming ecstasy. Simon didn’t let up, his tongue and thumb working together to prolong the moment, wringing every last shiver and gasp from me until I was utterly spent, my body quivering and weak against the bed.

Finally, he eased his touch, planting soft kisses on my thighs as he looked up at me with a smug grin. “Told you you’d love it,” he said, as he moved up to kiss me.

“It’s my turn,” I purred, trailing my fingers down his chest, over the toned muscles beneath his shirt. I pushed it up, kissing along his skin as I revealed him inch by inch. His breathing quickened as I undid his belt and slid his trousers down, his impressive cock springing free, already hard and eager.

I wrapped my hand around the base, marveling at the thickness, and gave him a slow, teasing stroke. He propped himself up on his elbows, watching me. My tongue brushed over his tip, swirling around the head and making him gasp. Then I took him in my mouth.

I took him deeper, inch by inch, my tongue pressing against the underside as I slid down his length. The heat of him filled my mouth, and I could feel his cock twitching with every movement.

His hand found its way to my hair, fingers tangling gently as I began to move, setting a slow, deliberate pace.

“Fuck, Lauren,” he murmured, “You’re so good at that.”

The praise only spurred me on. I hollowed my cheeks, bobbing my head in a rhythm that made his hips rise involuntarily. My hands worked in tandem with my mouth, one of them twisting at the base and the other cupping his balls, gently massaging them.

But before long, I couldn’t wait to feel him inside me. I climbed up on top of him and guided his cock between my folds. I sank down slowly, feeling the thick head of his cock stretch me open as it slid inside. We both let out a gasp as he filled me completely, my walls clenching around him, savoring the delicious pressure.

“Fuck, Lauren,” Simon groaned, his hands gripping my hips, guiding me as I began to move.

I started slowly, rocking my hips in a steady rhythm, savoring every inch of him as he pulsed inside me. My hands rested on his chest for balance, feeling the heat of his skin under my palms.

“God, you feel so good,” I whispered, biting my lip as I moved faster.

Simon’s hands roamed up my sides, caressing my waist, my breasts, his touch igniting sparks across my skin. He thrust upward to meet my movements, the angle sending a wave of pleasure through me that made me cry out.

I rode him, grinding down on him, taking him as deep as I could, my own pleasure building with every stroke. Simon sat up, his arms wrapping around me, pulling me tight against him. The new angle sent a jolt of ecstasy through me as his cock hit just the right spot. I clung to him, burying my face in his neck, my moans muffled as I moved faster, chasing my climax.

“Simon, I’m…”

But the words didn’t come out before the orgasm hit, crashing over me like a tidal wave. My whole body shuddered, and I cried out, clutching him as the pleasure consumed me.

Simon held me tight, his own movements growing erratic as he thrust deeper, harder. I felt him tense, his breath hitching before he groaned, his release spilling inside me, warm and thick.

We stayed like that, tangled together, our bodies slick with sweat, both of us trying to catch our breath.

“Wow,” I finally said.

Simon laughed softly, pressing a kiss to my shoulder. “Wow, indeed.”

As we lay there naked on the bed, Simon’s hand lazily traced circles on my breasts. I nestled against him, my heart still racing from everything we’d just done.

“I have to say,” I said, planting a little kiss on his neck, “I never thought I’d enjoy... You know, your tongue... back there.”

Simon grinned, his fingers pausing for a moment before continuing their soothing motion. “You mean when I licked your ass?” he teased.

I laughed, hiding my face against him. “Yes, that. I’ve never had anyone do that before.”

“Well, you seemed to enjoy it.”

“I really did,” I admitted, feeling a flush creep up my neck. “It’s not something I ever thought I’d be into. I guess... I’ve just never done anything like that.”

Simon shifted slightly, propping himself up on one elbow to look at me. “Never?”

I shook my head, biting my lip. “No. I guess James isn’t exactly adventurous.”

“Well, if you liked that, maybe you’d like to try more?”

I looked up at him, my stomach flipping at the suggestion. “You mean... anal sex?”

He nodded. “Only if you want to. I promise I’ll go slow, and we’ll stop if it’s too much. But I think you’d love it.”

“Okay,” I said softly. “I want to try.”

I remembered the lube in my suitcase and went to fetch it.

“You even came prepared,” he laughed.

I ran my hand down his body to his semi-erect cock, still glistening with my wetness. I gave it a gentle stroke and felt it twitch with interest. I wrapped my hand around it, and soon he was rock hard again.

Simon guided me onto my hands and knees, kissing the curve of my back and hips as he applied the lube to his fingers.

“Just relax,” he whispered.

I took a deep breath as his finger circled my entrance, the sensation unfamiliar but not unpleasant. Slowly, he pushed a single finger inside, pausing to let me adjust.

“You okay?” he asked, his other hand rubbing my lower back.

“Yeah,” I replied, surprised by how nice it felt.

He worked his finger in and out, gradually adding a second. The fullness was strange but exciting, and I found myself wanting more.

“You’re doing so well,” he reassured me.

“Mmm, I love how it feels,” I purred, moving my hips back slightly against his fingers, urging him to explore me deeper.

“Are you ready for me?” he asked, kissing one of my ass cheeks.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m ready.”

Simon positioned himself behind me, his cock slick with lube. He pressed the tip against me, applying gentle pressure. I felt myself relax and open up for him.

Suddenly, it slipped inside. “Oh, yes…” I breathed, feeling a delicious stretch and fullness.

“Tell me if you need me to stop,” he said softly.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered, pushing back against him and feeling him go deeper.

He thrust slowly, each time getting deeper and deeper, until he was fully inside me. The fullness was intense, but the pleasure was undeniable, a deep, throbbing sensation I’d never experienced before.

“You’re so tight,” Simon groaned, his hands gripping my hips

“That’s because you’re so big,” I moaned, barely able to get the words out.

Each slow thrust sent a jolt of pleasure through me, the sensation building with every stroke. I moaned, burying my face in the pillow as he picked up the pace, his movements careful but firm. But gradually he picked up the pace, and I felt the unstoppable pressure of my orgasm building deep inside me.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“Yes,” I managed to gasp. “Don’t stop... please don’t stop.”

He groaned in response, his pace increasing slightly as he found a rhythm that made me arch my back and cry out. The pressure inside me grew unbearable.

Simon leaned forward, his chest pressing against my back, his lips brushing against my ear as he whispered, “Come for me, Lauren.”

His words, his voice, his body; it all pushed me over the edge. The orgasm hit me hard, a powerful wave of pleasure that crashed through me and left me shuddering. My moans turned into screams as my walls clenched tightly around him, the intensity almost too much to bear. I felt a dam burst in my pussy too, and a flood of liquid squirted out of me, soaking the sheets below.

“Oh, fuck,” Simon groaned, his thrusts faltering. His hands gripped me firmly, holding me in place as he thrust deeply one final time.

I felt him throb inside me, his release hot and thick as he buried himself fully. His groans of pleasure mixed with my gasps. He stayed there for a moment, both of us catching our breath, before slowly pulling out. Cum poured out of me, running down my thighs onto the bed.

I collapsed onto the bed, my legs trembling, my heart still racing. Simon lay beside me, his arm slipping around my waist to pull me close.

“You’re incredible,” he said.

I turned to face him, a lazy smile on my lips. “That was... intense.”

“It was perfect,” Simon replied, pressing a soft kiss to my forehead.

“Well,” I said after a moment, my voice playful. “I can’t believe I waited this long to try that.”

Simon laughed. “I’m just glad I got to be the one to show you how amazing it can be.”


Epilogue




In the morning, we showered together. The hot water cascaded over our bodies, steam filling the bathroom as Simon's hands roamed over my wet skin. He pulled me closer, his mouth claiming mine in a deep, sensual kiss. I felt his hardness pressing against my stomach, and I couldn’t resist him. His hands gripped my thighs, lifting me effortlessly as I wrapped my legs around his waist.

He pressed my back against the cool, tiled wall. The contrast between the chill of the tiles and the heat of the water made me shiver, but then Simon entered me in one slow, deliberate thrust, and all I could do was moan.

I clung to him, his cock filling me completely as he began to move, his thrusts deep and powerful. The sound of water splashing and our moans echoed in the small space. My fingers dug into his back as he took me, my body arching against his with every thrust.

“You feel so good,” he groaned.

The pressure built quickly, the angle of his movements hitting just the right spot inside me. I cried out, my nails raking down his back as my orgasm tore through me, leaving me trembling in his arms.

But Simon wasn’t done. He gently lowered me to the floor, turning me to face the shower screen. My hands pressed against the glass for support as he positioned himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips. He slid inside me again, and I gasped, the sensation still intense as he began to thrust.

His pace quickened, the sound of his hips meeting mine filling the air. One hand slid around to stroke my clit, sending jolts of pleasure through me and bringing me closer to the edge again. My second orgasm hit me hard, my body shuddering as waves of pleasure rippled through me.

But we both knew what we wanted next. “Fuck me in the ass,” I begged him.

He pressed against me, his cock pressing against my rear entrance, and I felt a rush of excitement.

“Relax,” he said, his voice soothing as he pushed gently, easing himself inside. The pressure was intense, but the pleasure followed quickly, my body accommodating him as he moved deeper.

I moaned, my head resting against the shower screen as he began to thrust. Each movement was slow and deliberate, sending shockwaves of sensation through me. His hands gripped my hips firmly, holding me steady as he claimed me completely.

The fullness threatened to overwhelm me as another orgasm built within me.

“Simon,” I gasped, my voice trembling.

“Come for me, Lauren,” he whispered in my ear.

And I did, crying out as the pleasure consumed me. My legs nearly buckled under me, but Simon held me up as the ecstasy washed through my entire body. I felt myself squirting again, the warm liquid mixing with the water from the shower as it poured down my thighs.

Moments later, Simon groaned, his body tensing as he released inside me, his hands tightening on my hips before he finally stopped moving.

We stayed like that for a moment, the water washing over us as our breathing slowed. Then he pulled out gently, turning me to face him.

“Good morning,” he said with a grin, brushing a wet strand of hair from my face.

I laughed, leaning into him. “Very good morning.”

THE END
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Chapter One




James was leaving for yet another business trip, and that meant a couple of nights away. I was climbing the walls with frustration. I’d spent the whole morning practically dripping with how horny I was, and using my vibrator in the shower had only made things worse.

Yes, I was having a couple of affairs; one with a professor at the university and one with my boss at the city library. But they were both busy men, and I wasn’t their only affair partner. I wasn’t getting to see them as often as I needed. The affairs had woken something in me, something raw and insatiable. Instead of satisfying me, they’d just made me hungrier.

James was leaving in two hours for the airport, and I knew he was mostly packed. I pulled on a silk slip, deep red, short, and clingy in all the right places. My full, pert tits looked incredible, and the lace just barely skimmed the tops of my thighs. I slipped my panties off so he’d be able to see just a hint of my trimmed bush. I ran a hand over my stomach, down between my legs, feeling the heat already building.

It had been weeks since we’d been intimate, but hopefully my husband would give me one last fuck before he went. God, I needed this.

I sauntered into the kitchen, my hips swaying and my pussy peeking out of the bottom of the slip. “Hey,” I said, my voice low and teasing.

He barely looked up. “Hey,” he muttered, checking the charge on his phone that was plugged into the outlet.

I stepped closer, touching his back. “You’ve got a couple of hours before you leave,” I said, pressing myself against him. “Why don’t we make the most of that time?”

He sighed, turning to face me. His eyes flicked over my body, lingering for half a second on my exposed bush, before he shook his head. “Lauren, I’ve got to finish packing, and I’ve still got some work to do. Can we not do this now?”

I stared at him. “You’re leaving for two nights. You can’t even spare fifteen minutes to fuck me before you go?”

“Lauren,” he said, rubbing his temple like I was a headache. “It’s not the right time. It’s ten a.m. on a Tuesday, we’re not horny students anymore.”

I laughed bitterly, stepping back. “It’s never the right time, is it?”

“Come on, don’t be like this,” he said, brushing past me like I wasn’t standing there practically begging for him to take me.

I watched him walk out of the room. I wasn’t just horny now; I was furious. I was going to be working this afternoon at the library, and I was determined to fuck the first hot guy that came through the doors.

Unfortunately, the afternoon turned out to be one of the quietest I’d ever seen at the library. The only visitors were little old ladies browsing for Mills & Boon novels and a group of new mums more interested in chatting with each other than borrowing books.

Rebecca and I were so bored that we resorted to tidying the shelves, meticulously aligning every book with the edge. Rebecca, my younger colleague, was tall and slender, with cropped dark hair that emphasized her sharp cheekbones and edgy nose piercing. Her large breasts sagged noticeably under her braless tight tops, but she didn’t seem to care. She wasn’t conventionally pretty, but there was something striking about her, an unpolished sexiness that made her captivating in her own way.

We’d had a threesome with the boss once, a memory that occasionally popped into my mind at inconvenient moments. It had been wild and utterly unlike anything I’d done before. Sometimes I caught her giving me a knowing smirk, as if she was remembering it too.

“God, it’s dead in here,” Rebecca groaned, leaning back against the desk and stretching, her top riding up just enough to show a sliver of pale skin. “Do you think anyone would notice if we just went home?”

I smirked, leaning on the counter. “The old ladies might riot if they can’t get their steamy romance novels.”

Rebecca laughed. “Speaking of steamy…” She raised an eyebrow. “Any more adventures you care to share? The last thing I heard was that you’d hooked up with someone at the conference, but that was weeks ago.”

I glanced around the empty library and sighed. “Not really,” I complained. “Not even with James. He’s off on another business trip, and I practically threw myself at him this morning. He wouldn’t even look at me.”

Rebecca rolled her eyes. “What is wrong with that man? You’re hot, Lauren. If he won’t fuck you, it’s his loss.”

I reached up to adjust my ponytail, making sure everything was straight, and looked at Rebecca through my thick-rimmed glasses.

“Maybe,” I said. “But I’m not sitting around feeling sorry for myself. If James won’t fuck me, I’ll find someone who will.”

Rebecca’s face broke into a wicked grin. “That’s the spirit.”


Chapter Two




Just then, the door to the library swung open. Two young men walked in, pausing just inside to glance around as if they’d never been here before. They looked like students from the university, dressed in casual clothes, their backpacks slung over broad, muscular shoulders.

I noticed the taller one first, his thick, wavy hair framing a chiseled jaw. His arms were practically bursting out of his fitted t-shirt. His friend wasn’t far behind in the looks department, with short dark hair and a roguish grin. They both had the kind of confident and slightly arrogant swagger that made me instantly interested.

“Hello, boys,” Rebecca murmured under her breath, clearly noticing them too.

I could feel the heat rising in my body. My palms were damp, and my thighs pressed together almost instinctively. I was probably at least a decade older than them, but I was very attracted to them.

“Go chat them up,” Rebecca urged, nudging me with her elbow.

I swallowed hard, suddenly nervous. “What? No.”

“Why not?” Rebecca asked, grinning. “You’re horny, they’re hot, and they clearly don’t know where they are. Go be helpful. Offer them a little… guidance.”

I couldn’t stop staring at them. The taller one turned his head and caught my eye. He flicked me a beautiful smile, dimples appearing on his cheeks. My stomach flipped.

“Fine,” I muttered, trying to play it cool as I stepped out from behind the desk, but I could feel sweat starting to build under my arms. My heels clicked against the floor as I walked towards them, forcing myself to exude confidence I wasn’t entirely feeling. I smoothed my skirt down, trying to keep the hem from riding up. I’d started wearing shorter and sluttier skirts to work, hoping James would notice, but he never had.

“Hi there,” I said, smiling warmly. “You two look a bit lost. Can I help you with anything?”

They turned to me, and I saw their eyes scanning me from head to toe. I felt a shiver run through me under their gaze.

“Yeah, we’re looking for the sports autobiographies,” the taller one said. His voice was deep and smooth. I felt another rush of heat between my legs. Behind me, I could feel Rebecca watching, her silent encouragement making my heart race even more.

“Follow me,” I said, turning on my heel and leading them up the spiral staircase to the second floor. I was acutely aware of their presence behind me. My skirt was shorter even than usual today, and as I climbed the stairs, I couldn’t help but think that surely they must have a clear view of my panties. The thought sent a thrill through me, making my cheeks flush.

At the top of the stairs, I glanced back to find them looking at my ass. I led them through the shelves to an annex at the back. Autobiographies weren’t very popular, so we kept them in this quieter area.

“The autobiographies are just here,” I said, my voice a touch breathless.

The taller one leaned closer, his arm brushing against mine. “Thanks for helping us out,” he said, flashing me that same teasing smile, but making no move to actually look at the books.

“Of course,” I replied, my voice breaking slightly. “That’s what I’m here for.” Why was I so sweaty? It wasn’t even that warm in the library.

“You must really love books to work in a place like this,” the shorter one said.

“I do,” I said, smiling. “But some days are definitely more exciting than others.”

The taller one turned to me fully now, his eyes locking with mine. “And is today one of the exciting ones?”

I felt my pulse quickening. “It’s starting to feel like it might be,” I said, surprising myself with my boldness.

“I’m Jack,” said the tall one, reaching out to shake my hand. “This is Ben.”

“I’m Lauren,” I replied, taking his hand. His grip was firm but warm, and the way his fingers lingered just a second too long sent another shiver up my spine. I turned to Ben, who gave me a grin as his hand slid into mine. His touch was softer, but his eyes held the same intensity as Jack’s.

“So, Lauren,” Jack said, “what’s the most exciting thing that’s happened to you in this library?”

I flushed as I remembered the times I’d had sex in the library. “A lady never tells,” I said.

Ben smirked, stepping just a little closer. “Interesting.”

“Well, you’re definitely making today interesting,” I said.

The sexual tension had climbed to an almost unbearable level. I could feel the heat radiating off these two muscular, younger men, and my panties felt like they were soaking wet.

“Interesting isn’t good enough,” Jack murmured, stepping closer. “We’re aiming for unforgettable.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but before I could, Jack leaned in, his mouth finding mine. I gasped as his tongue entered my mouth, and I melted in his arms. The kiss was soft at first, but then his hand came up to cup the back of my neck, pulling me closer, deepening it.

Behind me, I felt Ben step closer. His hand lightly touched my waist, his fingers tracing slow circles that sent tingles down my spine. The feeling of both of them holding me in their strong arms sent a rush of heat between my legs, my pussy physically aching with desire.

As Jack’s mouth left mine, Ben turned my face towards him, his lips capturing mine with a firm, hungry kiss. His hand slid from my waist to the small of my back, pulling me tightly against him. I could feel his hard cock pressed against my leg. I moaned softly into his mouth, my body buzzing with the attention of both men.

While I was lost in Ben’s kiss, Jack’s hands worked quickly on the buttons of my blouse. The cool air hit my skin as the fabric parted, and I shivered from the thrill of being undressed by a stranger in the middle of the library. His fingers slipped into my bra, finding my nipple and teasing it until it hardened under his touch.

I pulled back from Ben, gasping for air, my lips tingling. Jack’s mouth found my neck, his kisses soft and wet, as his fingers continued their torturous play. I turned back to Jack, capturing his lips in a heated kiss while Ben’s hand slid up my thigh, pushing my skirt higher.

His fingers brushed against the damp fabric of my panties, and I let out a low moan against Jack’s mouth.

Ben’s fingers pressed more firmly, teasing my clit through the fabric. “She’s absolutely soaked,” he smirked. “Who knew librarians were so slutty?”

The touch, the intensity, the risk of being caught; it was overwhelming. My head tilted back as Jack trailed kisses down my throat, his hands still toying with my breasts, while Ben’s fingers slid beneath my panties, finding my slick folds.

“Oh god,” I murmured softly as his finger slid inside my wet opening. My hands instinctively moved to their cocks, grasping them through the fabric of their pants. I realized they were both big and very hard.

Ben’s fingers worked me slowly, his touch confident and deliberate as he slid another finger inside me, curling them just enough to hit that perfect spot. My hips moved instinctively, grinding against his hand as soft moans escaped my lips. Jack’s mouth was still on my neck, sucking and licking, while his hands popped my breasts out of my bra, allowing him to tease my nipples even more.

“You’re so fucking wet,” Ben whispered against my ear. I turned my head towards Ben, capturing his lips in a desperate, heated kiss. His tongue explored my mouth, his fingers never stopping their rhythmic movement inside me. My knees trembled, and I clung to him for balance.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned, my voice barely above a whisper. My body was on fire, the pressure building rapidly inside me. I was helpless, caught in the overwhelming sensations. My body tightened, every muscle coiling as their fingers brought me closer and closer to the edge. Finally, the tension broke, and I came hard. I put my hand over my own mouth to muffle my cry as waves of ecstasy pulsed through.

They didn’t stop until I was trembling and gasping for air. My legs were weak, and they held me upright as I fought to steady my breath, my heart racing like I’d run a marathon.

“Get on your knees,” commanded Jack.

I hesitated, glancing around. But the room was still empty, and we were obscured from the doorway by the bookcases. Nervously, I obeyed, the carpet rough against my bare skin.

Jack and Ben stood before me, their hard cocks straining against their pants. They both unfastened them and pulled them down to their thighs. Jack’s cock was very long, thick, and pulsing, the tip already glistening, and Ben’s was almost as impressive.

“Good girl,” Jack murmured, his hand brushing through my hair, gripping it lightly.

I started with Jack, my lips parting as I took him into my mouth. His groan of approval sent a thrill through me, and I began to move, my tongue swirling around his tip before sliding him deeper. He guided my head with his hand, setting the pace. I wrapped one hand around the base of his shaft and the other around Ben’s cock.

“Fuck, that’s it,” he growled. After a few moments, Jack eased his grip on my head, letting his cock slip from my lips.

I turned to Ben, my hands wrapping around his base as I licked the tip, tasting him. His breath hitched, and I took him into my mouth, moving slowly at first, then faster as his moans encouraged me. His fingers found my hair, pulling it gently as he thrust into my mouth. Jack stood watching, wanking his own cock with a smirk on his face.

As I switched between them, their groans and praises spurred me on, the thrill of their pleasure making me wetter by the second. I worked them deeper, until I was taking them deep in my throat, my lips pressing against their bodies.

“Fuck, Lauren,” Ben groaned suddenly, pulling back abruptly. He gripped his cock and stroked it furiously, the tension in his body unmistakable.

I tilted my face up and opened my mouth slightly, waiting for him. “Oh yeah, I’m going to come on your face,” he panted. With a groan, he came, hot streams of cum streaking across my lips and cheeks, covering my glasses. It was thick and warm on my skin.

Before I could wipe myself clean, Jack stepped forward, guiding his cock to my lips. I licked him, swirling my tongue over his tip before taking him back into my mouth. His hands gripped the sides of my face as he thrust deeply, his eyes fixed on mine through the half-covered lens of my glasses. He fucked my throat, and I knew he was close.

It didn’t take long before he pulled out and, without even touching his cock, his release followed, load after load, warm and wet, painting my skin and dripping onto my chest. My glasses were so covered that I could barely see through them.

I sat back on my heels, panting, my face and chest a sticky mess. “Goddamn, that was incredible,” Jack said. He pulled out his phone and snapped a couple of photos before reaching down to help me to my feet.

Ben had a pack of tissues, and I cleaned myself up as best I could, but I knew I’d still have to walk through the library to the bathroom with cum in my hair.

“I need to be fucked,” I told them, feeling bold now in my desperation. “Can I meet you for sex when I finish work?”

“Definitely,” grinned Jack. “Have you got somewhere we can go? If we go to our student house, it could be… awkward… with our girlfriends.”

“My husband’s away,” I said, suddenly realizing. “Let me give you the details.”

I made my way back to the desk, still flustered, my hair damp from a rushed rinse in the bathroom sink. Rebecca was leaning on the counter, flipping through a magazine, her bored expression shifting to one of amusement as I approached.

“God, Lauren,” she said, raising an eyebrow. “What the hell happened to you? You look... freshly ravished.”

“Shut up,” I grinned, unable to stop the blush spreading across my cheeks.

“Which one was it?” she asked. Then, when I didn’t answer, her eyes widened. “Both of them?”

“Yes,” I admitted, feeling oddly proud of myself.

“Wow. So, are you seeing them again?” she smirked.

I hesitated before nodding. “Tonight. At my place.”

Rebecca let out a laugh. “Of course. Just promise me you’ll give me all the dirty details tomorrow, you lucky bitch.”


Chapter Three




When I got home, I shut the door behind me, leaning against it for a moment to steady myself. My heart was racing, and the tingling between my legs had only grown since I’d left work. James was miles away, and for tonight, the house was all mine. The thought of what was about to happen sent a delicious shiver through me.

I headed upstairs, already peeling off my clothes as I went. By the time I reached the bathroom, I was down to my underwear. I caught sight of myself in the mirror; flushed cheeks and messy hair.

The shower steamed up quickly as I stepped under the hot spray. As I soaped myself, my hands lingered, sliding over my curves with a deliberate slowness. My breasts felt sensitive under my touch, my nipples hardening as I squeezed them between my fingers.

It didn’t take long before I reached for my trusty vibrator, always kept close to hand, much to James’s annoyance. I leaned against the cool tiles, spreading my legs slightly, and pressed the buzzing toy against my swollen clit. A gasp escaped me as I turned it on, the vibrations making me tremble.

I let my mind wander, picturing Jack and Ben, their strong hands, their eager mouths, the way they’d looked at me in the library. My hips rocked against the toy. My free hand moved to my breast, pinching and pulling at my nipple as I increased the speed of the vibrations.

“Oh, god…” I moaned, my voice echoing in the bathroom. It didn’t take long; my body was too worked up. My climax hit hard, leaving me shaking against the tiles, my legs barely able to hold me up.

I wrapped a towel around me and moved to the bedroom. Now came the fun part: what to wear? This wasn’t a night for subtlety. I wanted them to walk through the door and know exactly what was on my mind. I threw open my wardrobe, my heart pounding with excitement, and started rifling through the options.

I decided on a dark red corset bra, the rich satin clinging to my skin and pushing my breasts up to make them look bigger. The matching panties were just as daring: high-cut, with delicate lace that allowed my trimmed pubic hair to show through. I’d worn this set for James, and he hadn’t even noticed.

I pulled on a tight black dress over the top that hugged my figure and slipped into some black heels. I caught sight of myself in the mirror and grinned. To add the finishing touch, I left my hair down, dark waves falling around my shoulders, and painted my lips with a deep red lipstick to match the lingerie.

There was a knock on the door, and I felt my stomach flip. I pulled the door open, and there they were: Jack and Ben, both looking more handsome than ever. Their eyes roamed over me immediately, lingering on my legs and the curve of my hips.

“Wow,” Jack said with a cocky grin. “You look… incredible.”

“Absolutely stunning,” Ben added, his eyes sparkling with admiration.

“Come in,” I said, stepping aside to let them enter. “Can I get you both a drink?”

“Let’s skip that part,” said Jack. “I think we all know why we’re here.”

Ben nodded, his grin widening. “We’ve been thinking about this all day.”

“Well,” I said, my heart pounding in my chest. “The bedroom’s this way.” I turned towards the stairs. Jack stepped closer, landing a playful slap on my ass. The sound echoed in the hallway, and I gasped softly, biting my lip to hide my smile.

We reached the bedroom, and I pushed the door open, the soft lighting casting a warm glow across the room. Jack and Ben exchanged a glance, then both turned their attention to me, their gazes roaming over my body like they were undressing me with their eyes.

“Take off the dress,” Jack said quietly but confidently.

I hesitated for a fraction of a second before reaching for the zipper at the side of my dress. I slid it down slowly, savoring the way their eyes followed my movements. The fabric slipped down my body, pooling at my feet, leaving me in the dark red corset bra and matching panties. I stood there for a moment, letting them drink me in.

“Jesus,” Ben muttered, his eyes fixed on me. “You’re fucking gorgeous.”

Jack stepped closer, his hand brushing over my waist as he leaned in, his lips grazing my ear. “Stunning,” he whispered.

He led me to the bed, sitting down and pulling me onto his lap. His mouth found mine, and I melted into the kiss, his lips moving with a hunger that made my entire body ache for him. His hands roamed over my body, sliding up my back, then down to cup my ass, pulling me closer against him. The hard length of his cock pressed against me, and it sent a thrill racing through me.

While I kissed Jack, Ben knelt at my feet. I felt his hands wrap around my ankles, slowly slipping off my heels one by one. His fingers brushed over the arch of my foot, his touch light and teasing. Then, to my surprise, I felt his lips press against the top of my foot, trailing soft kisses along the length. He took my toes into his mouth, one at a time, his tongue flicking and teasing in a way that sent jolts of pleasure up my legs.

While I continued to kiss Jack, Ben’s lips continued their journey, kissing up my calves, then along the sensitive skin of my inner thighs. Each touch of his mouth sent sparks through my body, and I could feel the heat building between my legs. He reached the edge of my panties and paused.

He slid the panties down my legs, his hands brushing against my skin as he did. As soon as they were off, his mouth was on me, his tongue parting my folds and finding my clit. I gasped, clutching at Jack’s shoulders as Ben’s tongue worked its magic. He licked and sucked, alternating between slow, teasing strokes and firm, deliberate pressure. My hips moved involuntarily towards him, the pleasure building rapidly.

Meanwhile, Jack had unhooked my bra, and it fell away, exposing my hard, pink nipples. His thumbs brushed over them, making me moan even louder. The combination of Ben’s mouth between my legs and Jack’s hands on my breasts was making me wild with pleasure.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned, my head falling back. Jack leaned in, kissing along my neck and nibbling at the sensitive spot just below my ear. Ben’s tongue flicked against my clit, then he slid a finger inside me, curling it in just the right way to make me cry out.

I couldn’t hold back anymore. My entire body tensed, a wave of ecstasy crashing over me as I came hard. My cries filled the room, and I clung to Jack, my nails digging into his shoulders. Ben didn’t stop, his tongue and fingers drawing out every last shudder of pleasure until I was a trembling, panting mess.

“God,” I murmured, struggling to catch my breath.

Jack gently laid me back on the bed, his strong hands steadying me. He turned to his friend. “Ben,” he said, “Why don’t you fuck our horny little milf?”

My pulse raced as Ben stood, already unbuttoning his jeans. He pulled them down along with his boxers in one smooth motion, his cock springing free, thick and hard. I bit my lip at the sight of him, a fresh wave of arousal coursing through me. He stroked himself for a moment, his eyes never leaving mine, and then he climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between my legs.

Jack leaned over me, brushing a strand of hair from my face, his lips meeting mine as Ben nudged the head of his cock against my slick entrance. Ben paused, teasing me for a moment, before pushing in slowly, his cock stretching me in a way that was so deliciously perfect. I gasped, my back arching off the bed as he filled me completely. “Oh, fuck,” I moaned into Jack’s mouth, clutching at the sheets as he began to move.

From the first thrust, he set a relentless, pounding rhythm, his hips slamming against me as his cock slid in and out with ease. The force of it made my breasts bounce, and Jack wasted no time taking advantage of it. He leaned down, capturing one nipple in his mouth while his hand squeezed the other. His tongue flicked and swirled, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core.

I wrapped my legs around Ben’s waist, pulling him deeper, the angle making every thrust hit just right. “Fuck, you feel so good,” Ben groaned as he drove into me harder and faster.

“Come for us, Lauren,” Jack murmured. “We want to feel you come.”

The combination of Ben’s hard, deep thrusts and Jack’s mouth and fingers was overwhelming. My body tensed, the pleasure building to a crescendo until it finally exploded. I cried out, my pussy clenching around Ben’s cock as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me. My whole body shook, my thighs trembling as Ben kept pounding into me, riding me through the climax.

“Fuck, that’s so hot,” Ben groaned, his pace never faltering. Jack kissed me deeply, swallowing my gasps as my body slowly came down from the high, my heart racing and my skin flushed.

I felt Ben start to slow, his eyes meeting Jack’s. “Your turn,” he said with a grin, pulling out of me and leaving me gaping and aching for more. Jack shifted over, his cock thick and throbbing as he positioned himself between my legs. His hands were firm yet gentle, steadying my hips as he lined himself up. I was still trembling from my last orgasm, my body hypersensitive and craving more.

He pushed into me in one slow, smooth thrust, his big cock stretching me open. The fullness was overwhelming, and I let out a moan, my hands gripping his ass as he entered me. He paused for a moment before he began to move. His thrusts were slow at first, deep, deliberate, and hard, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me.

I turned to find Ben’s cock near my face. I wrapped a hand around it, guiding it to my mouth and taking it deep inside. Ben began to thrust his hips, fucking my mouth while Jack fucked my cunt.

The dual sensations were amazing. Jack’s cock slammed into me, his pace now relentless, his strong arms supporting himself above me. I could feel my orgasm building again, the pressure mounting, and a cry leaving my lips with every stroke.

“You’re so fucking tight, Lauren. I can feel you getting close,” panted Jack.

The words sent me over the edge. My body tensed, my back arching again as the orgasm hit me like a tidal wave. I moaned around Ben’s cock, my cries muffled as I came hard, my pussy clenching tightly around Jack, milking him with every spasm.

Jack pulled out of me, leaving me breathless and trembling on the bed. His hard cock stood upright, covered in my sticky white essence.

"My turn," Ben announced. He helped me turn over onto my hands and knees, his hands sliding over my hips to position me just how he wanted: face down and ass in the air.

Jack moved to stand by the bed, his cock glistening with my wetness and inches from my face. “Clean off the mess you’ve made,” he smirked at me.

I ran my tongue up the length of his cock, tasting my release on him. At the same moment, Ben slid into my swollen cunt from behind. The stretch felt wonderful, his cock filling me in a way that made my head spin. Then, his hands on my hips, he began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, gradually picking up speed as he found his rhythm. The sound of his hips slapping against my ass filled the room, mingling with the moans spilling from my lips as I sucked Jack’s cock.

Behind me, Ben groaned, his thrusts growing harder, more urgent. His hands spread my cheeks apart, and I gasped as I felt the wet heat of his spit land on my ass. His thumb rubbed over the tight ring of muscle, applying gentle pressure. The sensation was new and thrilling, adding a whole new level of intensity.

“Relax,” Ben murmured as his thumb pressed into my ass. The stretch was different, a little uncomfortable at first, but the way his cock moved inside me, combined with the fullness from his thumb, quickly turned it into something incredibly pleasurable.

Jack’s grip on my hair tightened, and he began to thrust gently into my mouth, his cock sliding deeper with every movement. “You’re so fucking good at this,” he said. The praise made my pussy clench around Ben.

I was completely lost in the sensation, my body caught between the two of them, the pleasure building to an almost unbearable level. I could feel another orgasm coiling in my core, ready to explode at any moment. Ben’s cock slammed into me, his thumb deep in my ass.

Jack pulled out of my mouth briefly, letting me gasp for air. “Look at you,” he said. “Taking us both like the perfect little slut you are.”

Ben pulled out of my pussy, leaving me feeling momentarily empty and gaping. Then he removed his thumb. I glanced over my shoulder, trying to see what he was up to, but before I could speak, I felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against my tight rear entrance.

“Oh my god,” I whispered.

“Relax,” Ben murmured. “You’re going to love this.”

With that, he pushed forward, his cock slowly stretching my ass open. The sensation was intense, an overwhelming fullness that stole the breath from my lungs. “Fuck!” I cried, my voice breathless as he sank deeper inside me.

“Good girl,” Jack said. “You’re taking it so well.”

Ben paused once he was fully inside, giving me a moment to adjust. The initial sting began to fade, replaced by an intense, almost indescribable pleasure.

“You feel so fucking tight,” Ben groaned. Slowly, he began to move, his thrusts shallow and careful at first, then gradually deeper as I relaxed around him. The fullness was overwhelming, and every movement sent a jolt of pleasure radiating through my body. It was too intense for me to suck Jack now; all I could do was hold onto his cock for dear life.

My body was on fire, every nerve ending alive with sensation. Ben’s hands gripped me tighter, pulling me back onto his cock with every thrust, while Jack’s praises spurred me on. The pressure inside me built rapidly, my body teetering on the edge. My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, my body convulsing as I cried out in bliss.

I collapsed onto the bed, panting heavily, every inch of my body tingling with the aftershocks of pleasure. Jack got me some water, and I looked at him gratefully as they gave me a few moments to rest. But they weren’t finished with me yet.

“Do you think you can take us both at the same time?” asked Jack with a smirk.

I nodded, my heart already pounding in my chest again. “I’ll try,” I said. “I’ve… never done anything like that before.”

“Just relax,” he said. “You’ll do great. Now get on top of Ben.”

Ben was already lying back on the bed, his cock hard and waiting. I climbed onto his lap, feeling his cock brushing against my soaked folds. I lowered myself slowly, moaning softly as he slid inside me. The stretch was delicious, and I took a moment to adjust, placing my hands on his chest for support. His hands settled on my hips, guiding my movements as I began to rock gently.

“Good girl,” Jack said, his voice sending a fresh wave of heat through me. He moved behind me, his hands running over my back and down to my ass.

I felt Jack’s fingers at my rear entrance, spreading me open as he rubbed lube onto my sensitive skin. He worked me slowly, sliding one, then two fingers inside to prepare me. The sensation was intense as he stretched me further, his other hand rubbing my lower back soothingly.

“That’s it,” Jack murmured. “You’re doing so well.”

Ben’s hands tightened on my hips as he thrust up into me, the movement making me gasp. I felt Jack’s cock pressing against my ass, and I tensed for a moment before forcing myself to relax. Slowly, he pushed in, the stretch almost overwhelming as he entered me inch by inch.

“Fuck,” I breathed, my head falling forward against Ben’s chest.

“Are you okay?” Jack asked, pausing to give me a moment to adjust.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Don’t stop.”

Jack began to move, slow and steady, his cock filling me completely. The sensation of being taken by both of them at once was indescribable, every thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. I’d never felt so full before, and I loved it.

Ben matched Jack’s rhythm as they drove me closer and closer to the edge. The room was filled with the sound of our moans and the slap of skin against skin. My body felt like it was on fire, every nerve ending alive with sensation. Jack leaned over me, his hands sliding up my sides to cup my breasts, teasing my nipples as he thrust harder. Ben’s hands roamed my hips and thighs, pulling me down onto him with every stroke.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Jack growled.

I couldn’t hold back any longer. The pressure built until it burst, my orgasm tearing through me with a force that left me shaking and crying out. I felt so lightheaded I almost passed out. My muscles clenched around both of them, drawing groans from their lips as they continued to fuck me through the waves of pleasure.

Jack’s thrusts grew erratic as he reached his limit. I felt him spilling his cum deep inside my ass with a deep groan. Ben wasn’t far behind, his body tensing as he came, filling my cunt with his release. They held me between them, their hands gentle now, stroking my back and hips as we all caught our breath.

When they finally pulled away, I collapsed onto the bed, completely spent but utterly satisfied. Cum poured from my ass and pussy, running down my thighs onto the bed. Jack lay beside me on one side, brushing a strand of hair from my face. Ben lay on the other side, his hands stroking me gently.

We lay there for a few moments, the three of us tangled in a sweaty mess of limbs and spent desire. Eventually, I knew they’d have to leave, and reality would come crashing back. But for now, I let myself enjoy the moment, their warmth beside me, the faint scent of sex in the air, and the knowledge that I’d just done something I’d never forget.

THE END
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Chapter One




“Do we really have to go to this barbecue?” I asked James with a sigh. I squashed my full breasts into the cups of my bra and fastened it behind my back. I looked at myself in the full-length mirror. Not bad for mid-thirties, I thought, as I ran my fingers over my stomach, only a little bit more of a bulge than I had ten years ago.

“What’s wrong with the Warners?” replied James, watching me impassively from the bed. “And you know we have to go, Chad’s a senior partner in my firm, we can’t just turn the offer down.”

I turned to James, still in my underwear and feeling sexy. “They’re probably boring like the rest of your colleagues,” I said. “There are a lot more fun things I’d rather be doing.”

I padded over to the bed. James was already dressed and ready to go in a smart polo neck and trousers. He was fit and strong, and I still fancied him, even after all these years of marriage. The only problem was that he worked too much and seemed to have no interest in me sexually anymore.

I jumped on top of him, straddling his lap and grinding my pussy against his crotch. I started to stroke my body, running my hands over my curves and then slipping one hand into my panties. I let out a moan as I touched my clit, my head going back and my long hair flowing. God, I felt sexy.

James pushed me off, “Not now, Lauren,” he sighed, standing up. “Hurry up and put some clothes on, we’re going to be late.”

I lay back on the bed, letting out a frustrated groan. Why wouldn’t he fuck me? I’d had to resort to fucking other people. The fire that burned within me had driven me to have encounters with several men now, and even a threesome with another woman. Only last week I’d seduced two fit college boys I’d met in the library and had them both at the same time. I didn’t feel guilty. If James wouldn’t meet my needs, then I had no option but to find other people who would.

“Come on, Lauren, hurry up,” said James again, throwing my dress at me.

The summer sun blazed down as we arrived at the Warners’ sprawling garden. At least a hundred people milled around, balancing plates of food and glasses of wine. The smoky scent of grilled meat wafted through the air, and I could hear the clinking of glasses and bursts of polite laughter. I wasn’t thrilled about being here, but I plastered on a smile and followed James to find our hosts.

We spotted Chad at the barbecue, flipping steaks with the air of a man who took grilling far too seriously. His face was flushed from the heat, and his laughter boomed over the chatter as he joked with a few nearby guests. James steered us toward him, but before we got close, a voice stopped us.

“Oh, you must be James and Lauren!”

I turned and was met with Dani, Chad’s wife. She was a stunning woman with masses of bleach-blonde hair, ten years younger than Chad. She was wearing a slinky sundress that clung to every curve, the neckline plunging so daringly low that I was surprised not to see a hint of nipple. Her tanned skin glowed, and she gave us a huge, warm smile. She had an air of effortless confidence, the kind of woman who could disarm you with a single glance.

“Welcome! I’m Dani,” she said, reaching out to take the bottle of wine James had brought. “Oh, how lovely! My favourite.” Her tone was warm, but her eyes were fixed on me.

“Thanks for having us,” James said, his attention already drifting back towards Chad at the grill.

“Chad didn’t tell me that your wife was so beautiful,” she told James.

“Mmm,” replied James, not exactly agreeing and making me scowl at him.

She moved closer and kissed me on both cheeks. I could feel her breasts pressed up against mine for just a second longer than was strictly necessary. I had a strange feeling she was flirting with me, and I couldn’t help but feel a flush creep up my neck.

“We’re happy to be here,” I said, suddenly feeling like it might actually be true.

“Well, I hope you’ll find it worth your while,” she said with a wink. Her voice dropped slightly, just for me. “You really do look stunning, by the way. That dress is incredible.”

I laughed nervously, smoothing the fabric over my hips. “Oh, thank you. You look amazing yourself.”

Her smile widened, and she leaned in as if sharing a secret. “You’re sweet. But let’s be honest, I dressed for a little attention today.” She hefted her generous breasts in both hands to emphasize the point. “If you need anything, anything at all, don’t hesitate to ask. And I want to have a nice long chat with you later.”

Before I could respond, Chad’s booming voice called out, “Dani, love! We’re short on plates over here!”

She rolled her eyes dramatically but grinned. “Duty calls,” she said, and sauntered off to the house, her hips swaying as she walked.

James clapped Chad on the shoulder as we approached the grill. Chad turned, a spatula in one hand and a beer in the other, his face lighting up.

“James, good to see you!” Chad boomed. “And you must be Lauren. Welcome to our little shindig!” He flashed me a broad grin before turning back to the sizzling steaks.

“Thanks for having us,” James said. “Looks like you’ve got quite the setup here.”

They dove straight into shop talk. James asked about a recent project at work, and Chad launched into a lengthy explanation about something involving margins and client portfolios as he waved the spatula around. I smiled politely, nodding occasionally, but my mind started to drift.

Chad was quite a handsome man, thicker set than James, his strong neck muscles giving the impression that he didn’t have much of a neck. But his arms bulged so much that his t-shirt was stretched tight around them, looking like it would burst at any moment. He was a bit older than us, but the fact that he had such a young and sexy wife made me imagine that he must be great in bed. I decided I really fancied him.

Luckily, Dani reappeared with a glass of champagne for me and a beer for James. Dani handed me the champagne with a dazzling smile. “Here you go, Lauren,” she said warmly, her eyes lingering on mine for just a second too long.

“Thank you,” I said, taking a sip.

“Oh, Chad, I forgot the plates again,” Dani laughed, rolling her eyes, then turned back to me. “Lauren, would you mind giving me a hand? It’s chaos here.”

“Of course,” I said, a little too eagerly. Anything to escape the endless talk of client accounts. I shot James a glance, but he was already nodding at Chad’s latest point, thoroughly absorbed.

Dani led the way, her hips swaying in her short skirt, and I couldn’t help but admire her figure as I followed her across the garden. Once inside the cool, stylish kitchen, she let out an exaggerated sigh of relief. A few other people were milling around there.

“Men and their business talk,” she said, setting her empty glass on the counter. “I swear, if I have to hear one more word about quarterly projections, I’ll scream.”

I laughed. “I know exactly what you mean. James can go on for hours.”

She leaned against the counter, crossing her arms under her chest, which only emphasized her full, round breasts and made me worried they were actually going to fall out of her dress. “Well, I’m glad I rescued you. It can be much more fun in here anyway.”

I felt my cheeks flush. “I bet,” I replied.

She grinned, stepping closer to a cupboard and pulling out a stack of plates. She turned to a young woman nearby. “Patty, can you take these out to Chad, please?” she said, passing her the plates. Patty didn’t look thrilled, but nodded and headed out through the patio doors.

“Anyway, you must come and see what we’ve done to the master bedroom,” said Dani, taking my hand. “The workmen only just finished in time for the party.”


Chapter Two




Dani led me into the master bedroom, and I couldn’t help but marvel at the space. It was vast, with clean lines and modern decor. But what caught my attention immediately was the bed, a massive king-size, with crisp white linens and a scattering of plush pillows.

“Wow, what a big bed,” I said.

Dani turned back to me, grinning. “Oh yes,” she said. “It’s useful when we have… guests.”

Her words hung in the air, charged with suggestion. My heart thudded in my chest, and I swallowed hard, not quite sure how to respond. Was she flirting? Testing the waters? Or was my imagination running wild again?

I didn’t have to wonder for long. Dani strode confidently to a door on the far side of the room. “Come and see what they did to the ensuite,” she said, disappearing inside without waiting for me to reply.

I followed her, acutely aware of the tension simmering between us. The bathroom was stunning. A huge walk-in shower dominated one wall. In the corner, a hot tub sat invitingly, its smooth edges catching the soft light from the oversized mirror. The entire room was tiled floor-to-ceiling in marble, the cool grey veins running through the white stone giving it a feeling of an expensive hotel.

I tried to ignore the long line of vibrators and dildos arrayed along the top of a dresser by the door.

“Wow,” I breathed, running my fingers along the cool countertop. “This is incredible.”

“Isn’t it?” Dani said, stepping closer to me. “It’s my favorite part of the house.”

I glanced at her, and she was watching me, her expression unreadable but intense. She closed the space between us.

Her voice was softer now, almost a whisper. “You know, Lauren, I noticed you as soon as you arrived. You’re so… beautiful.”

My cheeks flushed. “Dani, I…”

Before I could finish, she leaned in, her hands lightly resting on my waist. Her soft lips brushed against mine, sending a jolt of electricity through me. I froze for a moment, stunned, but then my body responded. I kissed her back, my lips parting as hers pressed more firmly against mine.

Her hands reached up to touch my face as the kiss deepened. I felt her warm body press against mine, her huge breasts squashing against mine. My knees went weak. When she pulled back slightly, her eyes searched mine. “I hope I didn’t misread the signals,” she said softly.

“No,” I whispered. “You didn’t.”

Dani’s eyes darkened with lust, her smirk widening as she dropped gracefully to her knees in front of me. The sight alone sent a fresh wave of heat through me, and I had to reach out to steady myself against the cool marble counter. Her hands slid slowly up my thighs, her touch firm and confident as she nudged the hem of my dress higher.

She gripped my panties and pulled them down until they dropped to the floor. I was panting with desire and soaking wet. She gently lifted one leg, moving underneath and kissing my mound. I gasped, aching with arousal.

She found my clit with a flick of her tongue, circling it with just the right amount of pressure, and I cried out, my hands flying to her blonde hair. It was silky beneath my fingers, and I clutched it instinctively, urging her closer. I couldn’t stop the moans spilling from my lips, the pleasure so intense it felt almost unbearable. She slipped a finger inside me, curling it perfectly to hit that spot that made my toes curl. I arched against her mouth, completely lost in the sensation.

Dani glanced up at me, her eyes locking with mine as she added a second finger, pumping them in and out while her tongue worked on my pussy. My breath came in short, sharp gasps, my body climbing higher and higher until…

“Oh, fuck!” I cried as the orgasm hit me, shuddering through every inch of my body. My thighs clamped around her head as wave after wave of ecstasy rolled over me, leaving me trembling and weak.

Dani pulled back slowly, her lips glistening with my essence as she rose to her feet. She grinned at me, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “You taste even better than I imagined,” she said.

Dani grabbed my hand and led me back to the bedroom. As we crossed the plush carpet, she reached beneath her dress and slid her panties down, stepping out of them effortlessly as she walked.

When she reached the bed, she climbed onto it, dropping to all fours. She arched her back, her head resting on the soft duvet, while her ass was raised high in the air. The sight took my breath away. Her completely shaved pussy was on full display, wet and inviting, and her tight, perfect asshole peeked out just above it. She gave a playful wiggle of her hips, her laughter light and teasing.

“It’s your turn to eat me,” she giggled, glancing over her shoulder with a mischievous smirk.

I joined her on the bed, my hands caressing the smooth, round curves of her ass. I spread her cheeks apart gently, and her pussy gaped open, glistening, wet, and pink inside. Lowering myself between her legs, I pressed a soft kiss to the delicate skin of her inner thigh, just teasing her for a moment. Dani groaned in frustration.

I leaned in, my tongue flicking out to taste her. She was warm and slick, her flavor intoxicating. I started slowly, trailing my tongue along her folds, savoring every reaction. I pushed my tongue as deep inside her cunt as I could, tasting and exploring her. Her body quivered under my touch, and she let out a soft moan, her head pressing further into the duvet.

I licked her again, this time focusing on her clit, circling it with gentle pressure before sucking it lightly between my lips. Dani cried out, her hips jerking against me. Her hands gripped the sheets tightly, and she pushed back, grinding herself into my face.

Encouraged, I slipped a finger inside her, feeling her heat and how wet she was. I moved it slowly at first, then added a second, curling them to find that perfect spot. Her moans grew louder, her breaths shorter, as her body tightened around my fingers.

Her ass looked so inviting, I couldn’t resist burying my tongue between her cheeks and licking her as I finger-fucked her. She let out a surprised gasp, and then a deep moan of pleasure. Her hips began to move erratically, her cries filling the room as she approached her climax. I didn’t let up, exploring the tight muscles around her rear entrance while I thrust my fingers deep inside her.

Suddenly, she tensed beneath me, her whole body shaking as her orgasm ripped through her. She screamed into the duvet, her thighs trembling against my face as I licked her through every wave of pleasure.

When she finally collapsed forward, panting, I sat back on my heels, my face flushed and my own arousal throbbing between my legs. Dani turned her head to look at me, her expression dazed. “God, you’re good at that,” she panted. “I’m going to have to introduce you properly to Chad.”

I stood up, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “So you and Chad… swing?” I asked.

“Oh yes, and we just love seducing naughty married women together,” she said with a smirk, looking for her panties. “But we'd better get back to the party before we’re missed.”


Chapter Three




After a few hours and more than a few glasses of wine, I found myself actually starting to enjoy the party. Dani’s friends weren’t what I’d expected; they were loud, brash, and full of cheeky energy that was infectious. They told dirty jokes, teased each other mercilessly, and seemed to have no filter when it came to discussing their sex lives. I hadn’t laughed so much in ages.

Dani was the life of the party, flitting between groups with her bright laugh and quick wit. She made everyone feel welcome, and it was easy to see why her friends adored her. Now and then, she’d stop by my side, brushing her hand lightly on my arm.

When the barbecue was finished, Chad worked the party well as the perfect host. He worked the crowd effortlessly, making sure everyone had a drink in hand and was enjoying themselves. His deep laugh boomed across the garden as he swapped stories with the other men and flirted with the women.

James, of course, was nowhere to be found. He’d been sucked into a corner of the garden with his colleagues, their heads bent together in what looked like a serious discussion about work. It was typical of him; always so focused on his job, even at a party. I glanced over at him a few times, hoping he might join me, but he barely looked up. I felt a pang of frustration but pushed it aside, determined not to let it ruin my fun.

As the sun began to dip below the horizon and the fairy lights strung around the garden cast a soft glow, Chad appeared out of nowhere, holding a fresh glass of wine for me. “You looked like you could use a top-up,” he said, handing it over with a grin.

“Thanks,” I said, taking the glass and raising it to my lips. “You’re a very attentive host.”

“I try,” he replied, pulling a chair closer to mine and sitting down. Up close, his presence was even more imposing. “You’re having a good time, I hope?”

“Actually, I am,” I admitted, swirling the wine in my glass. “Dani’s friends are... lively.”

He laughed. “That’s one way to put it.”

Chad tilted his head, studying me. “From what I hear, you’re the kind of woman who knows how to have a good time, too.”

I froze, my stomach flipping. Had she told him? My cheeks burned as my heart hammered in my chest. “Oh?” I managed, keeping my tone light, though my voice wavered slightly.

“Dani mentioned you two had a little... chat earlier,” he smirked.

“She told you?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

“She tells me everything.”

I couldn’t stop thinking about what she’d told me about them swinging together. I imagined Chad fucking some women on a bed filled with other couples, and I knew my panties were getting wet again. I looked around; there was no one within earshot.

“Would you like a little chat with me, too?” I asked. My heart was pounding so much I wondered if it would burst out of my chest.

Chad grinned, as if he had been expecting that all along. “Meet you in the master bedroom in five minutes.” Then he moved off, engaging another small group of people in conversation and making them laugh.

I headed back into the house and went to the bathroom, touching up my makeup and looking at myself in the mirror. This would be my most daring affair yet, hooking up with James’s colleague while James was in the garden. Just the idea was making me so turned on I could hardly think straight.

I made my way through the dark part of the house to the master bedroom, which was empty. I sat on the end of the bed. Suddenly, I changed my mind. This was stupid, too risky. I stood up to leave, and Chad was in the doorway. God, he was sexy. His huge shoulders and arms pushed any thoughts of leaving out of my head.

He swept me up in his strong arms, his mouth on mine, gentle yet commanding. He kissed me, his tongue in my mouth and his rough stubble brushing against my face. I melted for him, my cunt absolutely aching to be touched.

He lay me on the bed, one hand reaching up under my dress and pulling down my panties. His gaze locked with mine as his hand moved between my legs, running over the hair on my mound and then parting my folds. His touch was electric, igniting every nerve ending as his fingers found my wetness. He groaned softly, a sound that sent shivers down my spine. “God, you’re wet,” he whispered.

“I need you to fuck me,” I replied, already panting with desire.

I gasped as his fingers slipped inside me, slow and deliberate, curling to find that spot that made my toes curl. His thumb brushed my clit in firm, teasing circles, sending bolts of pleasure coursing through me. My head fell back against the pillows, a moan escaping my lips as his touch built me higher and higher.

Chad’s free hand gripped my wrists, lifting my hands above my head and holding them down firmly against the bed. His fingers curled inside me, pressing against my G-spot and sending bursts of pleasure through my whole body. I surrendered to him as he coaxed me higher and higher, unable to move as he pinned me to the bed, except to squirm my hips.

It didn’t take long until I came, a loud cry escaping my lips as my body shook, powerful waves of pleasure rushing through me. And then it happened, an unstoppable flood as I squirted, soaking my thighs, the sheets, and Chad’s hand.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his tone thick with arousal as he pulled his fingers away and licked them.

“Fuck me,” I begged again, my body trembling.

Chad knelt up, quickly unbuckling his belt and pulling his pants down just enough to free his cock. It sprang out, hard and proud. Fuck he was big, with a pronounced upward curve. He gave it a couple of strokes as he admired my gaping pussy, the hair around my entrance wet and matted.

With one smooth motion, Chad lifted my legs, pinning them back against my shoulders. The angle left me completely exposed to him, and his cock teased my entrance, sliding through my slick folds before pressing against my opening. He pushed inside, slow at first, letting me feel every inch as he stretched me open. The delicious stretch gave way to fullness as he sank deeper, the curve of his cock pressing perfectly against every sensitive spot inside me. I gasped, my hands gripping the sheets above my head as he filled me completely.

Chad’s thrusts began firm and steady, each one sending jolts of pleasure coursing through me. His hips moved with purpose, his balls slapping against my ass with every deep, deliberate stroke. My legs pinned back against my shoulders gave him the perfect angle to hit spots I didn’t even know existed, and the pressure built rapidly, a tight coil in my core threatening to snap.

“Fuck, Chad,” I moaned, my voice breaking as he quickened his pace, the bed creaking beneath us. His strong hands gripped my thighs, holding me exactly where he wanted me, his dominance making my arousal spiral out of control.

He growled, his thrusts growing harder, deeper, each one pushing me closer to another release. My body arched beneath him, every nerve alight as I surrendered completely to him. I could feel another orgasm building, the tension almost unbearable. Chad leaned down, pressing my legs even further back as his cock drove into me with relentless force, his grunts and groans spurring me on.

“Chad, I’m gonna… fuck!” I cried out as the coil inside me snapped, another powerful orgasm ripping through me. My cunt clenched around him, pulling him deeper, my entire body shaking as the pleasure consumed me.

Suddenly, he pulled out, and his cock exploded with cum all over my pussy, thick load after load, covering my mound and running down my folds. I reached out, stroking his throbbing cock and teasing out every last drop. Finally, he collapsed next to me on the bed, breathing hard.

“What the fuck is going on here!” came a voice from the doorway.

My stomach dropped, panic gripping me for a split second until I saw Dani leaning against the frame, a huge smirk on her face. Relief flooded me as I sank back onto the bed.

She sauntered over to the bed. “Look at the mess you’ve made on her,” she giggled, dipping a finger in his cum and scooping it up. She looked at it on her finger before putting her finger in her mouth and licking it off.

Dani reached down to the hem of her dress and pulled it off over her head. Then she unhooked her bra and dropped her panties to the floor. Completely naked, she crawled onto the bed and wrapped her hand around Chad’s cock. He was still hard. She licked all the way up his shaft, licking up the cum that was still dripping down it.

She turned to me, “Are you going to take your clothes off and help me, or not?” she asked.

I laughed, “I didn’t know there would be another round,” I said, struggling out of my dress and taking off my bra. I joined her at Chad’s cock. He lay back and closed his eyes as the two of us sucked and licked him all over, giving him the full treatment.

Chad groaned, his hands gripping the sheets tightly. “Fuck, this is incredible,” he muttered, groaning with pleasure. Chad’s breathing grew heavier, his groans louder. “Fuck, you two are going to kill me,” he said, his head falling back against the pillows.

Dani giggled, climbing onto him and positioning his cock between her folds. “Oh, we’re just getting started.” She sank down onto him, her lips stretched tight around his thick shaft. She started to ride him, rocking her hips back and forth. Her large breasts bounced and swayed, slapping together as she fucked herself on him. She threw her head back, letting out a loud moan with every thrust.

I moved to her, one hand stroking the curve of her ass and feeling her move on him, the other going between her legs to her shaved mound. I found her clit and started to circle it, making her moan even louder. It didn’t take long before she came completely undone, an intense orgasm making her chest and neck flush and her whole body shake.

Dani collapsed onto the bed. “Your turn,” she told me.

I climbed onto Chad in her place, gripping his cock and guiding it between my legs. It was still slick from Dani, her essence mixing with mine as I sank down onto him. The stretch was delicious, his thick shaft filling me completely, hitting all the right spots as I settled into a rhythm. I started to ride him, my hips grinding down and then lifting, over and over, my full breasts bouncing wildly with every movement.

Dani watched for a bit, her eyes shining, but soon she straddled Chad’s face. She reached down, spreading herself open before grinding her dripping pussy down onto his eager mouth. I could see Chad’s tongue darting out between her folds, lapping at her clit with an intensity that made Dani gasp and grab hold of my shoulders for support. Her hips rocked against his face, her moans mingling with my own as I rode him harder, feeling his cock hit deeper with every thrust.

The room was filled with the sounds of our pleasure: the wet noises of his tongue working her, the rhythmic slap of my ass against his thighs, and our shared cries and moans. I felt so sexy, the air thick with the scent of sex.

We all fucked like that for a while, the room full of our moaning and groaning. Dani’s head tipped back, her hands gripping me tightly as her orgasm overtook her. “Oh fuck, yes!” she cried out, grinding down hard against Chad’s face as she came, her thighs trembling on either side of his head.

Her release pushed me over the edge, too. My movements became erratic as I felt the climax surge through me. “Oh god, I’m coming!” I gasped, my cunt tightening and clenching around Chad’s rock-hard cock, milking him as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me.

Dani slid off his face, collapsing beside us on the bed, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. But I wasn’t done yet. I leaned forward, placing my hands on Chad’s chest for leverage, and started to move again. His hands gripped my hips, helping me ride him faster, deeper.

But he wanted control back. He suddenly flipped me over onto my back and started pounding me even harder than before. The bed creaked beneath us as he fucked me relentlessly, his weight pressing me into the mattress in the most delicious way. Looking up, I could see us in the mirror on the ceiling, Chad’s large, muscled back and his firm ass pumping up and down as he fucked me.

But then my view was obscured as Dani straddled my face. I could feel the heat from her swollen and wet cunt as she lowered it onto me. My tongue flicked out, exploring her. I traced circles around her clit, savoring the way she gasped and bucked her hips against my face.

Her hands gripped the headboard as she ground herself onto me, her breathy moans urging me on. Meanwhile, Chad thrust into me with unrelenting force, his cock hitting all the right spots and driving me closer to the edge again.

I reached up, gripping Dani’s thighs as I buried my face deeper between her legs, sucking and licking her clit with more intensity. Her moans grew louder, her movements more frantic as her pleasure built. Suddenly, she was coming on my face, moaning and squirming as her cunt contracted.

At the same moment, Chad let out a loud groan. His pounding stopped, and he held himself deep inside my cunt. I felt his cock throb and then a delicious wet feeling as he released inside me, flooding my insides with his cum.

When he finally pulled out, there was a loud wet sound, and I felt cum pour out of me and run down my ass. Dani moved between my thighs, eagerly licking it up, her tongue caressing my tight asshole as she did so. I moaned with pleasure at the sensation, and that encouraged Dani to continue licking me there. I lifted my legs up to give her better access, and soon she was enthusiastically eating my ass.

She looked up at me, replacing her tongue with two fingers. Applying a bit of pressure, she penetrated me with them, stretching me open as I relaxed.

“Have you got another one in you?” she asked Chad. “It looks like our new friend likes it up the ass.”

Chad grinned, sitting up and stroking his cock. Incredibly, he was still hard. “I’m always hard for a bit of anal,” he smirked.

Moving between my legs, he pressed his cock against my tight rear entrance, still slick from his cum. Dani held my legs back and cheeks apart, opening me up for him as much as possible. Slowly, he applied pressure and slipped inside. His thick cock stretched me open more than I was expecting, and my ass gripped him tightly.

He started to thrust gently, building up gradually until he was all the way inside. I let out a loud moan with every thrust, feeling the incredible fullness and knowing it wouldn’t be long before I came again. He started fucking me harder, and Dani began to rub my clit. I came almost instantly, my ass clenching tightly around his shaft.

But he didn’t relent, he just kept fucking me, gradually building up his pace and depth. But when I came a second time, he couldn’t hold back any longer. With one last thrust, he buried himself deep in my ass and let out a loud groan, throwing his head back in relief as he came. I felt his cum flooding my ass, even as I still leaked his last load from my cunt.


Epilogue




Back at the party, I felt like a completely different person. Surely everyone must be able to tell how incredibly thoroughly I’d just been fucked, how my legs still trembled slightly, how my cheeks were flushed with the heat of what had happened, and how my cunt and ass were leaking cum into my panties. But outwardly, I knew I looked the same, calm and composed.

I spotted James standing by the drinks table, engrossed in conversation with one of his colleagues. His hands moved animatedly as he explained something, his face lighting up with enthusiasm. For a moment, I watched him, thinking how oblivious he was to what had just happened upstairs.

Taking a steadying breath, I walked over and slid my hand onto his arm. “Hi, honey,” I said sweetly.

“Hello Lauren,” he said. “Where have you been?”

“Oh,” I replied casually, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “Dani was showing me the house. She’s been such a great host, really friendly.”

“That’s great,” James said, looking pleased. “I’m glad you’ve had someone to talk to. I know these work events can be a bit dull for you.”

I smirked to myself, biting back a laugh. “They can be a little boring,” I admitted with an innocent shrug. “But I don’t mind. Dani’s been good company. Actually, she’s invited me to go to the gym with her sometime.”

“That’s nice,” James replied. “It’s good for you to have a friend.”

“Oh, I think she and I are going to get along very well,” I said as I sipped my wine.

I caught sight of Dani across the garden. She was laughing with a group of her friends, her eyes meeting mine for the briefest of moments. She shot me a knowing smile before she turned back to her conversation as though nothing had happened.

THE END
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