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Chapter 1: The Desires Within

The sunlight filtering through the curtains cast a warm glow on the pristine white wedding dress that hung elegantly on the back of the hotel room door. It was an exquisite, strapless mermaid gown that hugged Claire's slender build and showcased her firm breasts and curve of her hips, leading to an ass that would be the envy of every woman.

The dress reached down to her knees before flaring out into a delightful hairpin of a train that brushed against the carpet as she walked. The bodice, adorned with delicate lace and intricate beading, enclosed her neck and bust in a shroud of unparalleled femininity. A gentle V-neckline allowed for ample cleavage and started above her navel, trailing down to reveal all the curves that set her apart from other women her age.

Claire stood before the mirror, staring at herself--avoided by nature and beloved by man---her long, cascading chestnut curls swept over her shoulders, complementing her porcelain skin and striking green eyes that became the focal point of her flawless face. Her perfect complexion only enhanced the sensation that she was a work of art, and her tall, lithe frame proved her dedication to maintaining a healthy lifestyle.

Her wedding was just hours away, and the anticipation filled her with an indescribable mix of joy and anxiety. In her mind, she wrestled with the age-old question: was she truly ready for this? Was she sacrifice her adventurous spirit and the possibility of exploring life's experiences with different partners, for the remainder of her days? She had never experienced the pleasure of another men's touch, and a receptor deep within her urged her to indulge in that which she had yet to discover.

Like a tidal wave, her thoughts crashed against the dam of innocence that she had built for herself, her desires seeping through the cracks. She imagined what it would be like to have a taste of the forbidden fruit --the deception of sinful lips and the thrill of unknown passions. This yearning, like an unrelenting flame, threatened to scorch her.

In this moment of desperation, Claire reached for her phone and dialed Jay's number. She had met him in college, and since then, they had remained close with an undercurrent of sexual tension that they both knew was there. She trusted him more than anyone else and knew he would provide the honesty and advice she needed at this critical juncture.

"Hey Jay," she said, finding her voice unsteady. "I don't know what to do. I'm sitting here trying on my wedding dress, and I'm having a crisis."

"Hey, Claire. What's going on?" Jay asked with concern, but she could detect a hint of amusement in his voice. "Is the dress not up to your liking?"

"It's perfect," she responded quickly. "It's just... I don't know if I can actually go through with this. If I'm missing out on something important, Jay, something that I might regret later in life."

Jay took a moment to pause, giving Claire the space she needed to breathe. "Well, let's think about this logically, Claire. You've always known that you're marrying a good man, and you do love him, right?"

"Yes, of course I love Nick. He's kind and caring, and he's been my rock for years."

"And do you think that maybe this uncertainty isn't just about the potential experiences you might miss out on, but also the fear of the unknown?" he asked with a knowing glint in his voice.

She pondered on the question for a moment. Yes, perhaps Jay was right. It was natural to fear the unknown, to fear the changes that would be brought upon by her marriage. But if she ultimately chose to go through with it, would she regret it?

"You know what, Jay? I think I need to take a leap of faith here. I need to experience what it feels like to be truly with someone else."

"Alright, then. Let me make you an offer," he said, and Claire could sense the wicked glee that dripped from his words. "What if I and some of my friends come over to your hotel room, just to give you a taste of what you've been craving? We can pretend like we're giving you a harem of sorts. No pressure, and you can decide how much you want to partake in."

Claire's breath caught in her throat. This was both thrilling and terrifying at the same time. She had never considered something like this before, but the prospect of exploring her desires with Jay and his friends was too tempting to resist.

A slow smile crept across her lips as she mustered the courage to accept. "Jay, okay, I think I'd... I'd like that."

"Okay, great," he said, sounding delighted. "We'll be there in about an hour. Don't go anywhere, and try not to get too excited."

As she hung up the phone and looked back at herself in the mirror, Claire could barely contain her excitement. Her heart raced with anticipation for what was to come. The question was, would she be able to handle what lay on the other side of that door?

Spurred on by her mounting excitement, Claire decided that she needed to indulge her lustful desires before her impending nuptials. She locked the door and began to explore the familiar terrain of her own body.

The silky smooth fabric of her wedding gown felt like a second skin as her fingers trailed down the curve of her hips and the swell of her breasts. The satisfying sensation of her tight clothes heightening her arousal made her gasp at her own reflections, a sly smile creeping across her lips as she complemented her own curves.

She found her way to the edge of the bathroom mirror, debating whether to remove her stockings, which seemed like an unnecessary barrier between her and the adventure she was about to have. The decision made, she peeled the sheer white nylon down her legs and discarded them, revealing her flawless and enticing legs, discover the sensitive skin of her inner thighs.

The sudden rush of cool air on her exposed skin sent a shiver down her spine, heightening her sensitivity. With one hand, she reached up to fondle the hardened tips of her nipples through the delicate lace of her gown.

Then, with her other hand, she entered the warm, inviting depths of her underwear-encased clitoris, gently rubbing the sensitive nub with heavy, undiluted need. Seeking further stimulation, Claire pressed her body against the cool, hard surface of the mirror, the delightful sensation intensifying her aching desire.

As the warm pleasure of her self-inflicted sensations washed over her, Claire's breath came in shallow, rapid gasps, and then, finally, with a shuddering sigh, she reached the crescendo of her desires. A barely audible moan escaped her lips as her body tensed, then released in a tidal wave of delight, leaving her weakened and trembling with the afterglow of her intense self-exploration.

The timeless silence that hung in the air between heartbeats was shattered by the unmistakable sound of a knock on the door. It was as if the persistent beat had been the signal she needed, to tear her away from her sensual reverie and return to the reality that awaited her.

Claire took a moment to compose herself, wiping away the vestiges of her passionate experience with a quiet determination that she was ready to greet her desires head-on. She slowly made her way to the door, her heart pounding with anticipation and curiosity, her hand reaching out to grasp the cold metal doorknob, poised to reveal the adventure that awaited her on the other side.


Chapter 2: The Seduction of Six

Moments later, Claire's door opened and six strong, attractive black men entered her hotel room. She had never seen Jay's friends in person before—only heard noting their impressive physiques and charming personalities. Now, she could see them for herself.

Jay towered over the group, a stunning visual with his smooth, dark skin and well-appointed musculature that showed through his fitted black t-shirt and jeans, the latter accentuating his firm buttocks. At the same time, his warm, genuine brown eyes exuded sincerity and playfulness, characterized by a mischievous glint suggesting he was always fun and games.

Beside him was Kevin, whose exterior revealed a physical specimen with broad shoulders and a powerful chest, attributes that spoke of his devotion to working out. His scruffy beard and short, spiky black hair framed his strong jawline that paved the path to a smoldering pair of lips.

The third man, Jason, was leaner than the other two, but no less fit. In his plain white t-shirt and blue jeans, his toned, defined torso appeared as though it had been crafted by a sculptor. His sharp features and the captivating intensity of his dark eyes set him apart as a man who could take charge.

With a casual air that hinted at a wild streak, Christian exuded sensuality in his black shirt, unbuttoned to reveal a muscular chest, and black jeans that barely contained his powerful thighs. The dark, curly locks that framed his face were a beautiful contrast against his warm, caramel skin.

Next to Christian was a man with a demeanor that commanded authority—Marcus, who was tall and imposing, like a linebacker on the football field. He wore a black leather jacket unzipped to reveal a solid, muscular chest and a pack of impressive abs, alluding to his commitment to discipline and fitness. Dark, short hair framed his face, revealing a strong jaw and full lips.

Lastly, there was Tyler, the youngest and most daring of the group. With tousled hair and a cheeky grin, he exuded a boyish charm that belied his well-built physique, evident in his fitted t-shirt and tight jeans that showed off his athletic calves.

Together, the six men emanated an aura of confidence and sensuality that made Claire's heart race and her breath catch in her throat.

As they formed a semi-circle around her, the conversation began. It was clear that each man had a different approach to life, but they all shared the purpose of helping Claire understand her desires and anonymous pleasures.

Jay spoke first, addressing Claire with his playful smirk, "So, Claire, use this opportunity to explore your desires. The only rule is to listen to your heart and your intuition."

The others nodded in agreement, the air between them interlaced with an palpable, charged energy, ready to ignite the fires of Claire's longing.

"Don't be afraid to ask for what you want, and never feel ashamed for taking your time," added Jason, dark eyes locked onto hers. "After all, your happiness and satisfaction are the only things that matter in this moment."

The group of six men closed in around Claire, their gazes locked onto her with varying degrees of intensity, and she could feel a tangible magical force in the air, as if her wildest fantasies were becoming reality. Each man was extraordinary in his own way—rightly so, considering the purpose of their visit—and the sheer magnitude of their presence threatened to overwhelm her in the most delightful fashion. It was as if they had been chosen to represent every aspect of male allure.

They stood around her, an intimidatingly powerful grandeur, paired with remarkable gentleness in their eyes. It was this juxtaposition that made Claire's heart flutter, her mind racing with the implications of this encounter, and the possibilities of endless pleasure looming before her.

As the men locked eyes with one another, an unspoken connection seemed to form, as if they could see the thoughts and desires that each man harbored. After a moment of silent, palpable tension, they all turned towards Claire with smoldering intensity, ready to embark on an adventure of pleasure and discovery.

With hearts pounding and spirits soaring, the room filled with a flurry of activity as Claire surrounded herself with her suave and handsome companions, giving in to her desires wholeheartedly. They knew that her heart ached for something more, something that lay beyond the reaches of her currents situation, and they intended to fulfill her every fantasy. Desires that had been silently locked away, yearning to be unleashed; that longing was now finally within reach. The air crackled with energy as expectations and desires mingled, coalescing into an intoxicating atmosphere of enchantment and surrender.

Together, the six men closed in on their willing participant, the anticipation building with every breath, and Claire knew without a doubt that she was about to embark on an adventure she would never forget. A day that would be etched in her memory forever, providing her with experiences that would become the foundation for a lifetime of passion and fulfillment.

Chapter 3: Let the Games Begin

As desire and lust surged through the room, the atmosphere was electric, every breath and movement charged with an intoxicating anticipation. Claire, who had been the center of attention in this exciting whirlwind of passion, found herself willingly and eagerly submitting to each of her delightful newcomers.

With each man possessing a unique and powerful build, Claire found herself in a delightful maze of strong arms and sturdy bodies, determined to provide them with an unforgettable experience as well. Their throbbing auras of masculinity pulsed in perfect rhythm, as they prepared to bring her to the peak of her desires.

The older, more experienced Jay initiated the orgy, taking Claire's mouth in a sensual and commanding kiss.

As Jay's lips locked on to Claire's, he expertly and lovingly undressed her, starting with the delicate lace of her bodice. His fingers traced the exquisite patterns, teasing her skin in the process, and gently pulled the bodice away from her, allowing it to pool on the floor.

He continued down to the hem of her skirt, which he slowly lifted, teasing her thighs and calves as he went, taking in the sight of her perfect legs. The train of her mermaid gown shimmered softly as it slid away, revealing her flawless physique in all its glory.

As Claire's wedding dress fell to the floor, the five other men took a moment to admire her perfect form. They watched with a mixture of awe and envy as Jay continued to caress her body, his strong hands tracing every curve and contour. He reached up to fondle her breasts, gently squeezing them in his hands as he continued to pepper her lips with tender kisses.

The sight of their newfound desire stirring the remains of their earlier inhibitions, igniting a firmer tickle of anticipation in the room. The air swirled and shimmered with desire, sweat, and the intoxicating scent of exposed skin.

Seeing Claire in her vulnerable state fueled Jay's desires even further, and he quickly led her to a kneeling position on the plush carpet. He positioned himself in front of her, the urge to have her taste him. He watched her take a deep breath, hesitating momentarily before wrapping her soft, approving lips around his swollen member.

Encircling her perfectly sculpted rear, Jay anchored his hands on the curve of her hips, directing her movements as he pressed his hardened length against her eager mouth. Encouraging her, he whispered, "Take all of me, Claire. I want to feel your lips on my skin."

Seeding her confidence with a gentle caress up her thigh, he watched as her mouth began to wrap tightly around him, embracing him with a desperation that matched his own. The electrifying sensations that stirred within her brightened her eyes.

As Jay reveled in the warmth and suction of Claire's attentive mouth, the other five men shed their clothes with haste, revealing their large, throbbing penises. Each one stood proud and turgid, a symbol of their desire to claim their place within Claire's unyielding submission.

Kevin, Jason, Christian, Marcus, and Tyler each brought their distinct masculine gifts to the forefront, ready to carve their impressions into the fading memories of her wedding day, transforming it into a day that would be seared into her soul for a lifetime. Their darkened gazes locked onto Claire, every tension and gesture a whisper of the rapturous storm that was soon to engulf them all.

As Claire gave Jay's swollen member her full attention, he grasped Claire's lustrous hips with one hand while his other hand stroked her hair, pulling it back into a makeshift ponytail. He guided her expertly, anecdoting the sweet symphony of their combined passions as their acts of intimacy intertwined. He stroked her hair as she continued to worship his length with the fervor of a devoted groupie.

As Jay reveled in Claire's mouth, Kevin moved behind her, eager to taste her other pursued domain. He slipped his fingers between her thighs and worked his way to her slick pussy. He stroke her with his tongue, making her purr like a hungry kitten.

"Please, Kevin, I need you inside," Claire pleaded, her eyes conveying her yearning desire. She barely kept focus on Jay's throbbing erection in her mouth as Kevin's fingers teased her, her resolve weakening with each passing second.

"Oh yeah... it feels so -oh god- good," moaned Claire as Kevin wasted no time, sliding himself deep into her wet, receptive core, fanning the flames of their shared passion. Meanwhile, Jay kept his powerful phallus buried in her mouth.

Pounding into Claire's pussy with long, deep strokes, Kevin made her scream with each forceful thrust. He leaned over her, gripping her waist and driving his hips into her with a relentless intensity, demonstrating his growing desire to dominate her inner fires. With every gasp, she drank in the unforgettable experience, completely enthralled by the raw power of her two assertive lovers.

As Kevin's cock pistoned in and out of her, Jay continued to face-fuck her with his own powerful organ, which only seemed to grow harder as he watched the younger man probe deep within her. Jay matched his intensity, seeking to establish his own claim over her tender face.

Barely able to keep up with the double assault, Claire cried out for more, her voice shaking in the midst of her pleasure. "Harder! Please, just fuck my face and pussy harder! I need it!" Her cries were like music to the men's sinful ears, spurring them on as they forged ahead, eager to fulfill her taboo cravings.

With each subsequent stroke, Kevin's and Jay's movements grew more forceful, a symphony of raw, powerful dynamics binding them all together in their primal quest to dominate the succumbing young woman. Feeling the powerful males closing in on her with their thick, hard cocks, Claire's mind was consumed by an intoxicating inferno of pleasure.

As the men continued their relentless conquest, a deep, guttural moan escaped Claire's lips, signaling the shaking foundations of her control. She trembled, surrendering to the brutal, wonderful onslaught, her body on the precipice of a tremendous, explosive euphoria, brought on by the waking storm of their combined passions. The orgasm rolled over her like a freight train, leading her body to convulse in shockwaves of pleasure.

Kevin, still behind Claire, began to pace his strokes, mimicking Jay's rhythm, ensuring they moved together in harmony, creating a powerful dance of uninhibited lust. He trailed a line of open-mouthed kisses down Claire's spine, savoring the soft curvature of her body under his eager hands.

Marcus moved closer, drawing the attention of the group towards him as he approached the throne of passion, Claire, in all her raw beauty. Her eyes flashed up at him, sparking with the excitement of what was to come, and he hesitated only momentarily before sliding his own rigid erection between Claire's fingers. He was met with the familiar wet warmth, a sight that stirred something primal within him, igniting the spark that began to engulf him.

Claire, entranced by the dominant males that filled her life now, opened herself up further to their touches. Her lips glistening, her breath hitched in the air, her body swayed gently to the rhythm of her heart and their combined auras.

“Claire”, murmured Marcus, “Open your mouth and take me in.” Without a moment’s hesitation, Claire obliged, wrapping her lips around Marcus’ impressive cock, while stroking Jay’s dick, wet from her saliva, at the same time.

With three delicious cocks filling her hands, mouth and pussy, Claire felt herself spiraling deeper into ecstasy.

Marcus gripped her head as he pushed himself deeper, loving the feel of her silky tongue lapping at his pulsing member.

Christian moved in to take his place beside Marcus, grasping Claire’s face in his strong hands, guiding her gaze towards him as he directed his shaft directly at her lips.

As Christian’s heady, arousing essence invaded Claire’s senses, her lips eagerly enveloped his girth. Now stroking both Marcus’ and Jay’s dicks while sucking Christian’s cock, Kevin was still busy taking her pussy relentlessly from behind.

Claire’s tongue swirled around Christian’s tip, savoring the mix of salty pre-cum and her lip gloss. As he groaned, she devoured him with increasing hunger, maintaining a steady pace on Jay’s and Marcus’ lengths.

Christian grabbed the back of Claire's head, guiding her to swallow him deeper. "You love that cock in your mouth, don't you?" he asked. She responded with a low moan, encouraging him.

Jay watched with pride as Marcus and Christian now took turns pounding Claire's perfect mouth, driving their stiff erections between her soft pink lips with abandon.

With three eager men taking her mouth in turn, Kevin's hand snaked down to find Claire's clit and pinch it firmly, making her scream into Christian's cock.

As Marcus claimed Claire's mouth once again, her eyes rolled back in ecstasy from Kevin's deft manipulations of her clit.

Claire felt her walls begin to quiver, ready to collapse beneath the dual assault of Kevin's cock and his finger on her pulsating clit. Her body exploded in orgasm, her cries muffled by Marcus' thickness in her mouth. Waves of pleasure rippled through her, making her buck wildly against Kevin.

Marcus and Christian withdrew, allowing Kevin and Jay to lift Claire to the middle of the bed in the center of the suite.

Atop the luxurious mattress, Claire sprawled languidly as she felt the softness enclose her naked form. Her chest heaved slightly, catching her breath after her recent orgasm.

The short pause in the action allowed Claire a chance to ponder on the experience. It still felt wrong, in a way, to give herself to these pleasures on her wedding day, but in no way did she regret having invited the guys over. It was what she had needed, she understood that now.

As Claire lay basking in the afterglow of her powerful orgasm, Tyler and Jason, the last remaining gentlemen of the party, exchanged heated looks before approaching her like predators stalking their prey.

Tyler, the youngest and most daredevil of the bunch, drew close to Claire and knelt beside her on the bed. She reached for his cock and took it into her mouth, while Jason moved in between her legs, placing his throbbing boner at the entrance of her salivating pussy.

Jason gazed into Claire's eyes, meeting her stare as he eased his massive cockhead past her tender opening. He gradually inched forward until he was balls-deep within Claire, relishing the tight, slick grip her yearning channel held on him.

With a grunt, Jason withdrew almost entirely before ramming his engorged flesh home once again. Claire gasped, tightening around him and halting Tyler's blissful blowjob. Jason set a relentless pace, his hips snapping forward, driving his massive tool into her soaked cunt.

Tyler, sensing Claire's temporary distraction, pushed her head back down onto his length, encouraging her to continue pleasing him. "Faster," Claire moaned around his shaft, burying her nails into Jason's taut muscles as he thrust deeper into her.

"You want more?", taunted Tyler. "We can give you more, you little slut..." As he uttered those words, a wave of lust surged through Claire's body, heightening her hunger for what was to come. She had never engaged in dirty talk much, but being degraded verbally like this turned her on.

Tyler gave a hand signal to Jason, and the other man instinctively understood. Momentarily leaving her cunt, he flipped Claire around onto Tyler, who buried his cock in her oozing slit, which Jason had just vacated. Claire gasped in surprise as she felt Tyler's thick cock fill her with a single, fluid motion.

Jason, lubing up his stiff cock with pre-cum from her soaking cunt, positioned himself behind Claire. Claire was overcome with the shocking intrusion of Jason's fat cock probing at her most sacred hole, her asshole. "Relax babe," Jason cooed, as he probed her anus with his tip, "let it happen."

As Claire tensed and relaxed, allowing Jason entry into her tight, virgin ass, a wave of pain mingled with pleasure coursed through her body. Her body stretched wide to accommodate him, and he felt the tight ring of muscle resisting his invasion. Claire whimpered but wriggled her ass back, hungry to feel all of him inside her.

"Push against me, baby. Just like that," he encouraged her, coaxing her sphincter to relax and allow him access. With a final thrust, his entire length disappeared inside her ass.

As Jason gripped Claire's luscious hips, plunging his cock deeper into her untouched asshole, she could feel Tyler, buried to the hilt in her slick vagina, groaning with delight beneath her. It was the first time ever she had felt two cocks inside her and after the first wave of pain had passed, she began to thoroughly enjoy the experience.

Claire, sandwiched between Tyler and Jason, felt as if she was melting from the inside out, consumed by their dual penetration.


Chapter 4: Filled to the Max

Claire's cries of ecstasy echoed throughout the lavish room, driving the other men into a frenzy. They could not wait to join the delectable feast that unfolded before them.

"Grab her wrists!" Kevin ordered, snapping the men out of their mesmerized stupor. Jay and Marcus swiftly obliged, binding Claire's arms behind her back with her own stockings.

Kevin seized Claire's long, chestnut locks in his fist and yanked her head backwards, causing her to emit a piercing cry. He paused briefly, letting the sting register in Claire's head before pushing himself into her eager mouth. Claire's cry of discomfort morphed into a guttural moan as Kevin drove deep into her mouth, using his hold on her hair to guide her bobbing head.

With her arms secured behind her back, Claire struggled to maintain balance. The sensation of being restrained while taking multiple men simultaneously thrilled and disoriented her.

Kevin, driven by his savage urges, increased the speed and intensity of his thrusts. His fierce fucking buried his cock so deeply in her throat that she gagged, tears streaming down her face.

As Jason and Tyler's relentless rhythm began to ebb, the other four men sensed that it was their turn to claim Claire's newly awakened desires.

Christian and Marcus moved in, taking Jason's and Tyler's spots respectively. They flipped Claire around in the process, so that she was now riding Christian with her ass, while Marcus was plowing into her cunt from above.

Kevin was standing with his throbbing cock above her now, stroking it as he watched his two friends fuck her. Claire looked up at him with an eager expression, enough to make him reach climax. He groaned softly as his cum splashed all over her pretty face. As the hot seed coated her face, Claire licked her lips greedily, catching remnants of his cum.

"Don't you dare clean that off", growled Kevin as he retreated, as Jason took over his spot. "Come on, bitch, taste your ass", he commanded, pushing his rod into her mouth. He grunted with pleasure as he watched his thick dick slip past her pink lips. "Good girl," he praised, running a thumb over her cum-smeared cheek.

Meanwhile, Christian picked up where Jason left off, pumping his giant rod in and out of Claire's tight asshole while Marcus hammered her sore cunt. Claire, with her face covered in a mask of hot cum, arched her back as Marcus' powerful thrusts rammed his thick cock against her G-spot. Her moans turned into screams, echoing off the opulent walls.

Christian grabbed her waist firmly from below and he plunged his dick in and out of her tight sphincter. As Claire rode his enormous shaft, the pounding of her lower half by both Marcus and Christian was driving her insane. She wanted more, needed more, craved more.

"Cum for us, slut," Marcus demanded, thrusting in rhythm with Christian, both men using Claire's holes mercilessly. Tears streamed down her face, unable to suppress her moans any longer.

With a final, low roar of pleasure, Claire found her release yet again, her holes clenching around Christian's and Marcus' cock. With her violent orgasm, both were unable to hold back anymore. Marcus and Christian grunted deeply as they exploded inside of her holes, their cock jerking violently, pouring streams of hot cum into her.

As Marcus and Christian emptied themselves inside her, they slowly withdrew their twitching members from Claire's gaping holes. Cum trickled down her legs as she collapsed onto her back, panting heavily.

Both moved towards her head, gesturing her to clean off their cocks, gleaming with the sticky leftover of their loads. Claire momentarily paused sucking Jason and obediently licked all the residue off of their giant members.

Tyler, who had not cum yet, came back for a second round as soon as her holes had freed up again. He grabbed both of her magnificent legs by the ankles and pushed them back. Her pussy and butthole shimmered in the sunlight that came across the large windows of the hotel room, glazed in the two loads she had just received. Without hesitation, Tyler plunged into her gaping ass, holding her legs firmly and he buried his entire length inside of her.

As Tyler thrust into her once vacant ass, Claire began to bite her lip, gasping loudly, as she pleasured Jason's dick with her hands. "That's right, you filthy little whore. Scream for my big cock!", bellowed Tyler and he rammed into her over and over again.

Tyler's relentless pounding of her violated ass propelled Claire into yet another thunderous orgasm. Her hands became viselike around Jason's lengthy shaft, milking his load like a viper with venomous intent.

Jason's pleasure rose as Claire stroked and sucked him vigorously, driving him to uncontrollable heights. His fingers entwined in her hair, he let out a loud grunt. "Oh fuck, yes, you are such a good little slut!"

He roared as Claire's fierce grip triggered his orgasm. Thick ropes of pearlescent semen spurted from his cock, painting her chest and neck in hot, sticky streaks.

Tyler, fueled by her orgasm, pounded her faster, harder. He could feel his climax rising, ready to erupt. He wrapped his strong hands around her slim waist and squeezed, lifting her slightly off the bed.

"Oh fuck, take it, bitch! Take my cum!" Tyler roared, embedding himself fully in Claire's ass. He didn't care about anything else but his eruption. And when it finally happened, his cock pulsed inside her ass, sending waves of blistering heat that filled her insides and seeped out of her abused hole.

Tyler, spent from his intense orgasm, stumbled backwards, catching a hold of himself on a chair and sat down, heaving from the action.

While Tyler sat panting, Jay stepped forward, taking hold of Claire's legs and raising them high, exposing her raw, gaping holes. This was what Claire had been waiting for the most. Ever since they first met in college, there had been a sexual tension between Jay and her, but they never acted on it since she had always been with Nick.

As Jay stood before her, nude and magnificent, the dark shade of his cock contrasting sharply against her pale skin, she was filled with a burning urge. To feel him, to be owned by him.

With a dominating strength that radiated from his sinewy figure, Jay positioned himself between her legs, drinking in the view of her open and glistening holes that desperately waited for him. "Look at you," Jay growled, his gaze honed in on the thick stream of cum that still bubbled from Claire's gaping asshole.

Claire shuddered under the weight of Jay's heavy stare, feeling a chill run down her spine despite the scorching heat that emanated from their bodies.

"God, look at you," Jay breathed, his thick, veiny shaft hardening and throbbing under the relentless luster of her hopelessly entangled gaze. "Spread wider, Claire," Jay rasped, his voice thick with desire. "Show me all of you."

Claire's legs trembled in anticipation, her heart pounding as she spread herself even wider for him, her heart pounding in anticipation. Jay's erect member jutted out, pointing straight at her glistening pussy.

With her legs spread obscenely wide, Claire could feel the pulsing heat radiating from Jay's engorged shaft mere inches away from her yearning pussy.

"Jay, please. Give me all of you," she gasped, straining her legs further to open her body completely to him. He reached down to her silken folds and dragged his forefinger along her slit.

Jay, spellbound by the revelation of Claire's deepest wishes, moved closer. "Do you know how many times I've fantasized about this?" he murmured huskily, taking in her exposed, weeping flesh. "Tell me Claire, tell me how you want to be fucked," Jay demanded in a low rumble.

Claire locked her eyes onto his, still spread wide and wet for him. "Jay, I want you to claim every inch of me. Use me as your slut." Those words tore a growl from Jay's chest. "Take me, own me, violate me, my king", she continued, as Jay leaned down, positioning himself between Claire's legs, his hard manhood hovering over her.

Holding her ankles with a firm grip, Jay thrust his enormous length deep into Claire's spasming pussy. She cried out loudly, feeling the long-awaited invasion stretch her inner walls. "Your King? I'll show you my reign," Jay roared as he began pumping in and out of her with all his pent-up lust. Claire screamed, the sensations overwhelming her, filling her completely.

His punishing pace brought forth a voracious appetite for more. Jay, drunk on the exhilaration of finally claiming his prize, fucked Claire like a madman. He snatched her by the throat, cutting off her cries. Claire's eyes widened as she felt the constriction around her windpipe, her breath coming in short gasps as Jay held her captive.

"You can take me, Claire. Isn't that what you said?" He tilted his hips upwards, curving his thick rod. "Y-yes," Claire stammered, sensation threatening to consume her. Jay's other hand grasped her breast, squeezing it roughly, pinching her nipple until it grew into a hard pebble. Claire looked up at him, trapped by his hungry gaze and the power of his hand around her throat.

As Jay pinned Claire against the bed, he slowed his hips to a torturous grind. "You're my whore now," he stated firmly, watching her shake under his grasp. Jay tightened his grip on her throat, lifting Claire off the bed by her neck, bringing her to him as he continued his relentless tempo. "Say it," he growled. "Say you belong to me."

"I-I belong to you," Claire whimpered, feeling her senses overwhelmed with lust and pleasure. With a nod, Jay increased his pace again, drilling deep into her convulsing pussy. "Louder," he demanded. "You own me!", Claire screamed from the top of her lungs, leading their spectators to let out approving cheers.

As Claire's entreaty reverberated through the bedroom, Jay's pace quickened. She yelped as he gripped her thighs and folded them back towards her head, folding her almost in half. With her legs forced back and bent that much, Claire's new position allowed Jay to delve even deeper into her welcoming cunt.

Jay's face contorted as he focused on the rigorous pummeling of her snug pussy. "Damn, baby. This feels so good," he moaned, increasing his momentum with each harsh thrust. The rhythmic slapping of Jay's hips against Claire's met the squelching sounds of her sopping pussy as he railed her mercilessly. Her body shook uncontrollably, her voice lost in screams of pure ecstasy.

With renewed vigor, Jay plowed into Claire's weeping cunt, her nectar dripping down the crack of her perfect ass. As Jay relentlessly pounded Claire's throbbing pussy, he sensed her pending orgasm in the clench of her inner walls. "Cum for me, my dirty little bride," he snarled, his pace quickening.

Claire threw her head back, crying out in ecstasy as her pussy convulsed around Jay's drilled. Jay grunted in approval, driving into her harder. As Claire's climax faded, Jay withdrew from her, flipped her around and threw her back onto the bed, slipping easily inside her ass.

"Fuck! Oh fuck!" Claire screamed as Jay's massive cock impaled her tight, defiled asshole. She felt him slide home deep within her, stretching and splitting her ass in ways she had only dreamed of.

Without slowing, Jay brutally and expertly pounded into her needy ass, his fat cock tearing through her. The sound of their wet fucking combined with Claire's throaty moans and Jay's feral grunts. Without slowing, Jay brutally and expertly pounded into her needy ass, his fat cock tearing through her.

His pistoning thrusts so fast and hard, the slap of his balls against her ass sounded like gunshots echoing in the grand hotel suite. "Oh my god, you're so big. You fill me up so perfectly," Claire panted as Jay's mammoth cock speared into her tight ass. Her eyes rolled back and she bit her lip to stop from screaming.

Jay grabbed her hair, forming a makeshift ponytail in his fist and pulled her head backwards, driving deeper into her willing tushy. The cum dripping out of her cunt mixed with her own juices, running down her thighs as he thrust in and out of her.

This was exactly what she had been craving. Nick had never, and she knew now, would never, be able to satisfy her the same way. What that meant for her imminent wedding, Claire did not have the brain capacity to contemplate at this moment.

All she knew was that Jay and his friends were giving her just what she wanted. She would do anything for them if only they would continue giving her their thick black cocks.

Jay retreated from her ass for a moment and flipped her over on the mattress again, Claire now lying flat on her back, her legs up in the air, as he pushed his gigantic member back into her dripping pussy.

Her body was no longer hers. It belonged to Jay, and he knew it. He lifted his open right hand and slammed in down hard, slapping against her left cheek vigorously. Just a few moments later, Claire’s other cheek got a similar smack.

“Who does this pussy belong to?”, he challenged her. “It’s all yours, sir”, Claire whimpered, bearing the extraordinary feeling courageously of his cock hitting her cervix over and over again. “That’s right!”, Jay growled, putting his hand back on her neck, squeezing the air out of her.

The other five men had managed to catch their breath and began circling around the scene, stroking their members back to their respective impressive sizes. Claire looked around, begging silently with desperate need in her eyes.

They each took position around her body, glistening from a mixture of sweat and cum, ready to unload on her again. It was Jay’s signal they were waiting for, Claire understood.

Jay grunted heavily, and finally cried out: “I am going to fill you up, my little slut!” This was what the other guys had been waiting for. Marcus grabbed her by the hair, pulled her head in place and ordered: “Open up, bitch!”

Willingly, Claire opened her mouth wide and Marcus released his second load of the day into it, just as she could feel Jay’s dick convulsing inside her, shooting his semen inside her cunt, filling her up to the brim.

One after another, the other four black men emptied their balls into her mouth, not allowing her to spit it out or swallow until the last one was done. Finally, as Jay slowly removed his cock from her drenched pussy, she gulped down the massive load of cum.

Claire felt exhausted. Never in her life had she been fucked anything close to like this. As the six men in turn used the bathroom to clean themselves off, she laid spread-eagled on the bed. Semen was oozing out of her holes and shimmered like glaze on her pretty face and her perfectly shaped C-cup tits. Slowly, she drifted off to sleep. When the guys quietly left her room, she was passed out and did not even notice anymore.


Chapter 5: A Knock on the Door

When Claire woke up again, the sun was hanging a lot lower in the sky than she remembered. Her body ached in all sorts of places. Both her pussy and asshole were still raw from the vigorous fucking they had received, her cheeks and neck were red, and there was cum everywhere. Her makeup, which she had already put on for the wedding, was smeared all across her face.

Claire rolled over on the bed slightly, glancing at the digital alarm clock on the nightstand. At was already 5 pm! With a jolt, Claire sat up on the bed. It was a mere two hours until she had to be at the town villa where the ceremony would take place. Her best friend, Nina, would be here in no later than half an hour to pick her up. And Claire was nowhere close to being ready!

Her sexual adventure had released the stress from earlier, but Claire realized that instead of giving her an answer to her question, whether to go ahead with marriage or not, it had rather compounded her trouble.

The experience had been amazing, life-altering even. Claire finally understood what she had been missing out on for so many years. Could she turn her back on more adventures like this? Would she ever be able to be a good wife to Nick if these cravings kept lingering inside of her? And most importantly, how was she supposed to make this difficult decision in such a short time span now?

There were more immediate issues to deal with as well. For one, Claire was filthy, covered in sweat and cum all over her body. No matter what she decided, she would have to get cleaned up. On top of that, she realized that she felt famished. A gangbang, not surprisingly, was quite the exercise and if she wanted to survive the rest of the day, she would have to eat.

Claire decided to tackle the latter problem first and called the kitchen to order a sandwich to her room. When the lady on the other end notified her that she would have to pay cash, since the electronic billing system was offline, Claire did not think twice and confirmed.

In a haste, Claire rushed into the bathroom and entered the shower. As she stood under the warm water pouring over her body, she took a moment to contemplate her situation further. Calling off the wedding at this stage was impossible. Even though they had only invited a small circle of family and friends with them to New York on their get-away wedding, they would not accept being told this late that the ceremony was not taking place.

That left Claire with only one option if she did not want to go through with it: make a run for it. She would need to leave Nick standing alone at the altar, wondering where his bride-to-be was.

Claire’s shoulders dropped as she rinsed the last of the cum from her perfect figure. It would not do. She could never look her family and friends back in the eye if she were not to turn up at the wedding. In reality, she did not have any options, it became clear to her now, she would have to go through with it.

But this realization led to another problem: Claire would need to get ready in time, and there was not much time left. As she stepped out of the shower and reached for the hairdryer, there was a knock on her door.

“Shit, it’s Nina already!”, Claire thought, panicking. She did not know what to do. The room was still filled with the odor of love-making, she had not even gotten around to opening the windows yet. Claire looked around, frozen to the spot like a deer in a headlight. What to take care of first?

Just in that moment, a voice rang out from the other side of the door: “Room service! Are you in there?” Claire breathed a sigh of relief. It was not Nina after all! In her rush, she had completely forgotten about the food. Quickly, Claire threw over the hotel bathrobe and went to the door.

As she opened the door, she found herself across from a pimple-faced young man, around 18 or 19 years old by her estimation, his sweaty palms gripping the rail of a trolley on which her sandwich stood.

Claire moved to the side to allow the man inside. He pushed the cart to the center of the room, looking around with a curious expression, no doubt wondering what the smell was and why the bed looked like a grenade had exploded on it.

Sheepishly he turned around, obviously intimidated by her beauty and the fact that she was only wearing a bathrobe and nothing else. “Tha- that will be 13… 13 dollars 20, miss”, he stuttered.

“That’s alright, please charge it on my room”, she said, while reaching for her purse to find some change for a tip.

The young man nervously shuffled his feet, looking down to the floor, as if he did not dare to speak the words. “I am sorry, miss”, he finally said, “but probably the kitchen told you, our digital charging system is broken at the moment, I can only accept cash.”

Claire suddenly remembered having agreed to that on the phone. She opened her purse, found her wallet, and glanced inside. To her utter shock, she found no cash inside. The horrible realization came over her: not assuming that she would need any cash on her during her wedding, she had not brought any.

She looked up from her wallet to the young man from room service, then back down at the utter emptiness in front of her. Her heart sank. What was she supposed to do now?

Her mind was racing. She could not afford to deal with this right now, there was no time to figure the situation out at the reception. Claire needed a fix, and quickly. She looked up again at the nervous staffer, who equally did not seem to know what to do.

“Fuck it”, she thought, “there is only one quick way out of this that I can think of.” And since she had already disgraced her marriage today before it had even begun, what difference did it make?

Claire composed herself and changed tune. Turning on her charm, she switched into a seductive stance, her fingers running down the hem of her bathrobe, opening it slightly to reveal her cleavage.

Room service guy was getting noticeably more nervous now. Claire could see sweat forming on his forehead as she moved in closer.

Only one foot away from him, she put her hand on his arm, leaned in and whispered into his ear: “I don’t seem to have cash on me right now… maybe… we can take care of the charge some other way?”

The young man gulped. His voice was shaking when he replied. “I wouldn’t know how, I cannot not charge you for it, miss…”

“But you can take over the charge for me, can’t you?” She looked him straight into the eyes. “If… I help you out a bit in return?”

The staffer was speechless, glued to the spot. It was absolutely apparent that he had never been with a woman, let alone one as gorgeous as Claire.

She ran her hand down his vest and between his legs, where she could feel a bulge growing in his crotch. “It does appear that you are interested”, she purred. “Do we have a deal?”

Claire could see the uncertainty on the young man’s face, but finally, he pulled himself together and with as much assurance as he could muster, answered: “Yes, ma’am.”

“Always so polite”, remarked Claire, as she slid off her bathrobe. Seeing her in all her breathtaking nakedness had an immediate effect, the stranger’s cock grew significantly inside his pants.

Claire dropped down to her knees, opened his fly and the button of his shorts. She carefully took out his rock-hard cock and, brushing away all the hesitation left in her, took it into her mouth.

His tip reached the back of her throat as she began to swallow. Her heart raced as his shaft swelled with every bob of her head. His grip tightened on her hair, thrusting deeper into her warm mouth.

He groaned, his grip tighter around her wet locks, guiding her rhythm. "That feels so fuckin' good," he murmured. Droplets of precum slipped down her throat; she gulped them eagerly. Her own hand began to wander south, cupping her perky mound. Her clit throbbed beneath her fingertips. Her other hand moved to massage his balls, eliciting another guttural moan.

His hips moved in a slow circle, inching himself further inside her, a lustful grin spreading across his face. "Fuck yeah." He grunted. "Take my whole dick..."

His cock was nowhere near as big as any of the ones she had serviced earlier in the day, but that was alright. At least this way, she could easily take his whole length inside her, as he pushed his dick into her throat.

She continued to explore his length with her tongue, reveling in the sensation of it filling her mouth. Each time she slid him deeper, he let out another satisfying moan. His hands tangled further in her hair, pushing her down harder onto his rigid flesh. A small whimper escaped her lips as her mouth stretched wide, accommodating him completely.

Claire knew she did not have much time, she would have to finish him off quickly in order to get dressed and put her makeup on. His cock throbbed deep within her throat as she looked up at him, noticing the fiery desire burning in his eyes. She picked up the pace, sucking greedily, eager to taste his salty seed.

"Don't stop," he pleaded, feeling the heat rising within. "I'm almost there..." Claire hummed lightly, relishing the tension building in his thighs as she sucked him with renewed vigor. His head snapped back, eyes rolled upwards as his body went rigid. With a desperate gasp, he announced his impending release. "Gonna cum... gonna cum hard..."

She gagged slightly as his hot seed burst forth, filling her mouth and sliding down her throat. He held her head in place as he pumped load after load of cum into her willing orifice. His cock twitched and jerked inside her mouth, pulsing as ropes of his thick cum filled her throat. She could hardly believe how much he released before finally slowing to a halt.

She swallowed every last drop of his seed, licking her lips clean before gently releasing his cock from her grasp. He looked down at her with hazy admiration as she stood up and smiled broadly at him.

“I hope we are even now?”, Claire asked and all he could muster was a nod. The young man quickly tucked himself away and hurried out of the room, probably eager to tell his friends all about the experience.

Claire closed the door behind him, her breath still coming in short gasps. She leaned against the cool wood, a wicked smile playing on her lips. That was certainly unexpected. She shook her head, dispelling the lingering haze of lust. Time was running out. She needed to get ready for her reception.

As she walked through the room, she noticed the service cart, sitting there untouched. She peeled back the lid of the plate, revealing a perfectly toasted ham and cheese sandwich cut diagonally, accompanied by a side of sweet potato fries dusted with cinnamon sugar. Her stomach rumbled softly, reminding her that she had not eaten since breakfast.

Claire picked up half of the sandwich, taking a large bite. The crust gave way under her teeth. She ate with one hand while holding her robe closed with the other, trying to keep herself covered as she devoured the meal. The sandwich was delicious, hitting the spot perfectly after such an exhausting day.

As Claire finished eating, she felt a renewed sense of energy coursing through her veins. She set aside the remaining half of the sandwich and turned towards the bed, where her dress lay folded beside her lingerie. With a soft sigh, she let her robe fall to the floor, standing naked in front of the full-length mirror attached to the closet door.

Her reflection caught her eye, and she paused for a moment to admire her body. Her breast were pert and round, nipples hardening slightly as the cool air hit them. Her waist nipped in before flaring out to generous hips, and her legs seemed to go on forever. She ran her hands over her curves, shivering at the touch.

Turning her attention back to the task at hand, she picked up the dress and held it up against herself. Claire stepped into the gown, pulling it up over her hips before slipping her arms through the sleeves. She turned around, searching for the zipper hidden among the layers of fabric.

Her fingers found the small tab, and she pulled it upward, sealing herself into the elegant confines of the dress. The material clung to her body like a second skin, accentuating every curve and contour. She turned back to the mirror, admiring how the lace hugged her breasts and skimmed over her hips. The bodice cinched tightly around her waist, emphasizing her hourglass figure.

With a satisfied smile, Claire smoothed her hands over the lace, marveling at how the intricate pattern seemed to dance and shimmer in the light. She turned to the bed and lifted the white garter belt, hooking it securely around her tight. Next, she picked up the stockings, rolling them up her legs slowly, ensuring they were smooth and wrinkle-free. As she fastened the top of each stocking to the garter belt, she felt a familiar warmth between her legs, remembering the events of the past few hours.

There was a sudden knock on the door. “Hey, babe, it’s me”, yelled a familiar voice from outside. It was Nina, Claire’s best friend, coming to pick her up for the reception. Claire hurried towards the door to open it and exchanged a quick hug, before turning towards the bathroom to get her makeup ready.

“Claire! We need to go right now!”, Nina called out impatiently. “Everyone’s waiting for you!”

“I know, I know”, Claire replied, rummaging through her makeup bag, “Just give me a minute.”

“You better hurry up,” Nina warned. “Your father is already on his third whiskey sour, and your mother is threatening to send out a search party!”

Claire rolled her eyes but did not respond, focusing on applying her foundation.

Nina paced back and forth, checking her phone every few seconds. “We’re going to be late”, she muttered under her breath. Suddenly, Claire emerged from the bathroom, looking radiant. Her makeup was flawless, with smoky eyes that sparkled against her pale skin and dark lashes. She wore a bright red lipstick that made her lips look full and inviting.

Nina’s jaw dropped as she took in the sight of her friend. “Holy shit, Claire”, she breathed. “You look amazing!” Claire smile modestly, turning to check herself out in the full-length mirror one last time. “Thanks, Nina”, she said. “I figured my wedding day deserved something special.” She winked at her friend, who was oblivious to just how special the day had been.

Nina grabbed her and headed for the door. “Let’s go, Cinderella”, she said, linking arms with Claire. “Let’s get you married!”

They rushed down to the lobby and hailed a cab, climbing into the backseat together. “Where to, ladies?”, the driver asked, glancing at them in the rearview mirror. Claire took one last deep breath. “To the beginning of the rest of my life”, she said.


Chapter 6: Stepping Into a New Life

As the taxi pulled up to the grand entrance of the country club, Claire could feel her heart racing with excitement. The sun was beginning to set, casting an orange and pink glow over the sky. Guests milled about outside, sipping champagne and chatting amongst themselves. Nina paid the driver, and the two women stepped out of the car, drawing several admiring glances from nearby patrons. “Ready to make an entrance?”, Nina whispered in Claire’s ear.

Claire took a deep breath and reached for Nina’s hand, squeezing it tightly. “As ready as I’ll ever be”, she said with a nervous laugh. Together, they ascended the marble steps leading up to the clubhouse doors, heads held high. All conversation ceased momentarily as everyone turned to watch their approach. Whispers rippled through the crowd like wildfire, punctuated occasionally by audible gasps.

Claire’s smile began to waver as doubts crept into her mind. Was she doing the right thing? Could she truly commit to one person for the rest of her life after everything that had happened today? She loved Nick dearly, but could she resist temptation when faced with countless opportunities to indulge in her fantasies? Nina noticed Claire’s change in demeanor and squeezed her hand reassuringly.

Steeling herself with resolve, Claire took a deep breath. She could do this. This was her night and she intended to enjoy every minute of it. She pasted a brilliant smile on her face and swept into the reception hall arm in arm with Nina, leaving a trail of stunned silence behind them.

The chandeliers cast a warm glow over the elegantly decorated space, but all she could focus on was Nick standing at the end of the aisle. Her fiancé looked handsome in his tailored suit, his blue eyes locked onto hers with an intensity that made her heart flutter.

Claire’s lips curved into a radiant smile as she met Nick’s gaze. She felt a wave of emotion wash over her – love, happiness, and a hint of nerves. Their eyes locked, and the world around them faded away. It was just the two of them in that moment, and that reassured Claire’s nerves.

She approached Nick at the end of the aisle, her heels clicking softly on the polished wooden floor. He took both her hands in his and looked deeply into her eyes, his grip strong and reassuring. The officiant, a kindly older woman with silver hair, smiled warmly at the couple before beginning the ceremony.

“Dearly beloved,” the officiant began, her voice steady and clear, “we are gathered here today to witness the union of Claire and Nick in holy matrimony.” Claire’s hands trembled slightly in Nick’s grasp, but his soft squeeze helped calm her nerves. “Nick and Claire have prepared vows to exchange with one another. Please, Claire, share yours with us.”

Claire got out a small piece of scented paper that she had prepared days earlier. As she read the loving words she had written for her future husband, she paused just slightly as she professed ever-lasting faithfulness to him. Nick did the same as he read out his vows.

Finally, it was time. “I, Nick, take you, Claire, to be my lawfully wedded wife,” Nick began. When it was all over, Claire felt that it had all passed in a haze. They were finally husband and wife, but there was still a sense of foreboding in the back of her mind as she began to mingle in between the guests and well-wishers.

At the reception, Claire made sure to always have a glass of champagne ready. The alcohol helped her to stay calm, but after a while, she noticed that she had gotten quite tipsy.

Eventually, it was time for them to retreat for their wedding night. At around 11 pm, Nick led Claire through the crowded reception hall, their bodies pressed close together as they navigated the sea of well-wishers. The music pulsed around them, a lively beat that seemed to echo the rapid rhythm of Claire’s heartbeat. Every step brought her closer to the inevitable consummation of their marriage. Not that it was the first time, but it felt special after what had happened over the course of the day.

They hailed a cab back to the hotel. As they got underway, Claire had the horrible realization that they would return to the very same hotel room that she had spent the previous night and today in. Would Nick be able to notice the signs of the unspeakable deeds that had taken place there?

As they entered the hotel elevator, Claire could feel Nick’s eyes on her, hungry and intense. He pinned her against the wall with his body, pressing his growing erection against her hip. “I’ve been waiting all night to get you alone,” he growled in her ear, his breath hot on her neck. Claire shivered, her own arousal dampening in her thighs.

At the same time, she was still worried about what they would find when they got to their room. As they reached their floor, Nick grabbed Claire’s hand and practically dragged her down the hallway to their suite. Once inside, he kicked the door shut behind them and pushed her up against it, claiming her mouth in a fierce kiss.

Looking over his shoulder, Claire was relieved to find that the hotel staff had changed the bed sheets, erasing the signs of her gangbang earlier. However, a distinct smell of cum and sweat still lingered in the air, but in his excitement, Nick did not seem to notice.

Nick trailed kisses down Claire’s neck, his hands roaming over her lacy dress. He gripped the hem and slowly raised it, exposing her creamy thighs inch by inch. When he reached the apex of her legs, he found her soaked through, her panties clinging to her folds. “Fuck, baby,” he groaned, pressing his thumb against her sensitive bud through the thin fabric.

Claire gasped as Nick’s fingers traced the outline of her throbbing clit, sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through her body. She arched her back, pressing herself more firmly against his touch. Her hands grasped at his broad shoulders, nails digging into the fabric of his jacket as she struggled to maintain control.

Nick hooked his fingers into the waistband of Claire’s panties and tugged them down, revealing her glistening pussy. He knelt before her, hitching one of her legs over his shoulder to give himself better access. Leaning in, he inhaled her musky scent, already dizzy with lust. He flicked his tongue out, tasting her sweet nectar for the first time as a married man.

He licked up the length of her slit, lapping at her juices like a starving man. Claire cried out, her head falling back against the door with a thud. He slid two fingers into her wet heat, curling them expertly to hit that magical spot inside while his tongue circled her clit. Her moans grew louder, more insistent, as he fucked her with his fingers, bringing her closer and closer to the edge.

Nick looked up at Claire, his eyes burning with desire as he continued to devour her pussy. “Come on, baby,” he urged, his voice muffled by her folds. “Give me what I want.” He doubled down on his efforts, sucking hard on her clit while pumping his fingers in and out of her soaking wet hole. Claire’s body tensed, her muscles coiling tight as she teetered on the precipice of orgasm.

Claire’s climax hit her suddenly, a wave of pure ecstasy crashing over her body. She screamed out Nick’s name, her hips buckling wildly as he continued to lap at her swollen clit. Her pussy clenched around his fingers, milking them greedily as she rode out the waves of pleasure. Once Claire came from her high, she looked at Nick with a wicked grin.

Nick unzipped his pants, freeing his rock-hard cock. Pre-cum already glistened at the tip, evidence of his urgent need. Claire took in the sight of his thick shaft, pulsing with anticipation. She dropped to her knees, her heart pounding wildly in her chest. Wrapping her fingers around the base, she stroked him gently, feeling his velvety softness give way to the steel-like hardness beneath.

Claire leaned in, her breath hot on the sensitive head of Nick’s cock. She swirled her tongue around it, tasting the salty pre-cum that beaded at the tip. Nick groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him deeper into her mouth. Her lips stretched wide to accommodate his girth, and she relaxed her throat to take him even further. She bobbed her head up and down, her cheeks hollowing with the suction she applied.

As she was going down on him, Claire’s thoughts drifted off again, back to hours earlier when, just a few steps away from here, she had done the same thing to a random stranger. The thought of her naughtiness made her even wetter than she already was. What had gotten into her that even when she was intimate with the man she loved, who she had just married, she could not focus on him alone?

There was little time to think however. Nick’s hips bucked involuntarily, pushing his cock deeper into Claire’s throat. She gagged slightly but did not pull away, taking him even farther until her nose brushed against his pelvis. Nick let out a low groan, his body trembling with the effort it took not to come undone so soon. Claire pulled back, gasping for air as she stroked him firmly with one hand.

Nick pulled Claire to her feet, his breathing ragged and his eyes darkened with lust. He spun her around and bent her over the edge of the bed, her ass presented to him enticingly. With one swift motion, he flipped up the skirt of her dress, baring her round globes completely. He admired the view for a moment before landing a sharp smack on her right cheek. Claire yelped in surprise, jumping slightly at the sting.

The sound of flesh meeting flesh echoed through the room as Nick delivered another stinging slap to Claire’s other cheek. She moaned, wriggling her hips seductively, clearly enjoying the sensation. Her ass was marked with two bright red handprints. standing out starkly against her porcelain skin.

Nick rubbed his hand over the heated flesh of Claire’s buttocks, savoring the smooth texture of her skin. He positioned himself behind her, guiding the head of his cock to her slick entrance. He thrust forward, impaling her deeply in one swift movement. Claire cried out, her knuckles white as she gripped the comforter tightly. Nick grunted, pulling back slightly before slamming into her again, harder this time.

He began to pound her relentlessly, his balls slapping against her clit with each forceful thrust. The room filled with the sounds of their passion, the wet slap of flesh on flesh, Claire’s cries of pleasure, and Nick’s guttural groans. Claire pushed back against him, matching his frenzied pace as they chased the ultimate release together.

The sensation of Nick filling her, stretching her, sent waves of pleasure coursing through Claire’s body. But as much as she enjoyed the physical connection, it was the mental image that truly ignited her desire. She closed her eyes, remembering the events of earlier that day.

Her mind flashed back to the morning, when she was spread eagle on this very bed, surrounded by those eager black men. Their hands exploring every inch of her body. She remembered the overwhelming sensation of fullness as they took turns burying their cocks deep inside her. The sound of their grunts and groans filled her ears, drowning out Nick’s heavy breathing behind her.

Her nipples hardened as she recalled the sensation of being penetrated by multiple men at once, their cocks rubbing against each other inside her. She could almost feel their hot cum coating her walls, dripping out of her and onto the sheets below. A whimper escaped her lips as she imagined the dirty, depraved scene playing out before her eyes.

Nick sensed the shift in Claire’s demeanor, her body tensing and then melting around him. Her moans deepened, taking on a huskier quality that drove him wild. He picked up the pace, his hips slapping against her ass with increasing urgency. The sound of skin meeting filled the room, punctuated by their ragged breaths. Claire’s inner muscles clamped down on Nick’s cock, milking him with each powerful stroke.

Claire’s thought spiraled back to the moment when she was sandwiched between two men, one pounding into her pussy while the other took her ass. She felt the phantom sensation of those two cocks sliding in and out of her, the sheer filthiness of it making her juices flow even more freely. Her mind raced with images of the men surrounding her, each taking their turn to ravage her body.

The bed creaked and groaned under the force of their movements, threatening to collapse between them as Nick pounded into her with unrelenting vigour.

Finally, they both reached their climax at the same time. As Claire felt wave after wave of pleasure roll over her body, she knew that her orgasm had come from a different place than Nick’s.

And it was in that moment, as she was lying flat on her stomach on the bed, her husband’s cum leaking out of her pussy, that she knew her promises of faithfulness would not last…

To be continued…
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Preview Chapter of “Jenny Gets Corrupted – Part 4”

When Jenny woke up on Friday morning, her head was still spinning from the week she had had thus far. It was difficult to fathom that it had only been Monday when she was called into the office of Mr. Emerson, the managing partner of the law firm she was interning at. Jenny had started the position only a couple of weeks earlier, in order to earn some money before going off to college after graduating. 

It had therefore been of great interest to her when Mr. Emerson had offered her the position as his personal assistant. Most of all, because it came with a huge pay rise. But also, and Jenny had to admit that this was of no little significance, she was had definitely been attracted to the mature, middle-aged Mr. Emerson from the very beginning. 

However, there was nothing that could have prepared her for what would commence after she had signed under the dotted line. Just a mere seconds later, Mr. Emerson had bent her over his desk and spanked her, teasing her, using her sexually. While he had made clear that as his personal assistant, she would have to follow his orders, Jenny had not expected that. 

At the same time though, the fact that this successful man, who she admired so much, had chosen her to become what turned out to be more of a personal little fuck doll rather than an assistant, was incredibly exciting and arousing to her. 

It certainly had not stopped at the spanking she had received that Monday. The very next day, Jenny had first pleasured her new master orally underneath the desk while he was in a video call with a client, before he had fucked her for the first time right after, leading Jenny to several orgasms. 

At Mr. Emerson’s behest, Jenny had worn increasingly skimpy outfits to school as well, teasing her history teacher in the process, who had abused the fact to solicit a blowjob from her. Learning of this digression, Mr. Emerson had felt forced to teach Jenny a lesson, spanking her and then taking her in the ass that same Wednesday afternoon before leaving her bruised and covered in cum in his cupboard. 

And yet, with all he had put her through, Jenny began to embrace her position more and more. He had chosen her specifically to please him, to be his plaything, above everybody else. Mr. Emerson made her feel special in a way she had never experienced before in her life. 

It was therefore with very little hesitation that the day before, on Thursday, she had accompanied him to a visit with a potential client outside the city, planning to seduce him in order to make him sign with Mr. Emerson’s firm. Not only had the ploy worked perfectly, but as it turned out, the client was none other than the famous record producer Dread, a muscular, tall, handsome and above all hung black man. Jenny had thoroughly enjoyed being used by him and later by both men at the same time. As it turned out, she was not just good at being a slut, she practically savoured the opportunity to prove herself in this way. 

When they had left Dread’s mansion the previous evening, Mr. Emerson had revealed that the producer had invited both of them to a meeting of powerful people in the music industry the following weekend. Jenny could not have been more excited. Partly because she would be allowed to spend a weekend at the beach and be paid handsomely for it, but also by the prospect of being of use for her master. Maybe, just maybe, she would be able to help sign one or more new wealthy clients by applying her new-found talents… 

With all of this happening in such a short time frame, it might be no surprise that lying in bed that Friday morning, Jenny took a moment to reflect. Never in her life had she felt so exhausted, but at the same time, neither had she felt as alive, attractive, like every new day would be filled with new adventures. 

With the business trip over the weekend, Mr. Emerson had given her Friday off from work, meaning all she would need to do was go to school. Slowly, she peeled out of her blanket, swinging her gorgeous long legs over the edge of the bed. Getting up, she took a look in her full-body mirror. Even after a short night of sleep, Jenny still looked absolutely radiant. Her wavy brunette hair fell down a bit over shoulder length, covering her slightly dark Latina skin. She was wearing nothing but a pink thong and a white crop top to sleep, with her semi-erect nipples piercing through the cloth. 

Jenny yawned. At some point, she would need to catch up on sleep. But today was not the day, she had school to attend. Even though her final year of high school was almost over, the exams were approaching fast, and Jenny could not afford to miss classes and risk her graduation. 

She went into the bathroom and took a hot shower, before returning back to her room wrapped in a thick wool towel. It was time to choose her outfit for today. Jenny paused for a moment to contemplate her options. Mr. Emerson had not given her any new outfit nor any directions on what to wear, so she assumed that today she would be allowed to throw on whatever she wanted, even if it was not overly revealing. 

She grabbed a pair of jeans shorts and a red top and laid them out before her on the bed. She had worn a simple outfit such as this countless times to school. And considering the shorts complimented her perky butt well, Jenny had also received plenty of approving looks from boys in them. However, after the experiences of this week, the outfit seemed too boring for her. 

The prospect of not meeting her master today laid heavily on her mind. Even though she had been fucked so much over the last couple of days, she could feel her body aching for more. 

Jenny knew that Mr. Emerson had given her permission to fool around in school, be it with fellow students or teachers. Given of course that she would need to report to him right afterwards and not keep any sexual encounters from him. 

Taking this into consideration, Jenny decided to dress up a bit more for today. Maybe she would be able to find a situation in which a more revealing choice of clothing would prove useful to fulfilling her craving for cock. 

Throwing the shorts and top into a corner of her room, she bent down into the lowest drawer of her cupboard. After some rummaging around, she found what she was looking for: it was a tartan mini skirt, as schoolgirls in England would wear them, just a lot shorter. Jenny had once purchased it as a Halloween costume, but it would fit for today nicely. To finish off the look, she threw on a white button-down shirt, completing the schoolgirl appearance. 

Jenny spun around in front of the mirror, leading the skirt to twirl up into the air and reveal her bare buttocks. For a short moment, she contemplated wearing underwear, but decided against it. No bra or panties would be needed on this nice summer day. 

“Oh my god, what a slut I have already become…”, Jenny thought to herself as she descended down the stairs for breakfast. 
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