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Chapter One




We pulled up in front of the church hall, and Drew killed the engine. There were already a couple of cars in the car park, and two Harley-Davidson motorbikes were parked near the door. A little old lady with grey hair climbed up the steps with the help of her walking stick and disappeared through the doors. It was about what I had expected for a book club, apart from the motorbikes.

“This is going to be so boring,” I said to Drew with a sigh. “Do we have to go?”

“Come on, you’ll love it when we get going,” he replied, taking his glasses off and polishing them with a cloth. “The therapist said we needed to do more things together, to get us out of this rut.”

“Yeah, but I was hoping she would tell us to have more exciting sex, not go to a book club,” I grumbled.

Drew turned and gave me a weak smile. “I know, honey, and we will, but let’s just take things one step at a time. I know our sex life is a bit… boring… at the moment. I’m trying okay, but I’m just not into kinky stuff like you want me to be. And I’m always tired after work.”

I returned his smile and squeezed his leg. “I know. I do love you… I just… need something exciting, and I’m not sure a book club is going to be the crazy experience I’m looking for.”

“Okay, but let’s give it a go, yeah?”

I checked my makeup in the mirror and brushed my long, black hair back with my fingers. It was slightly wavy, and always seemed to get messy five minutes after I brushed it. It would have to do.

I nodded. “Okay. Lead the way.”

We climbed out of the car and started towards the entrance. Another woman arrived at the same time, falling into step with us as we approached the church. She had blonde hair cut with a fringe, and was wearing a tight leopard print dress with a cardigan over the top. Her ample breasts were practically falling out, and I could see her pink lacy bra straps. She was giving off serious MILF energy, and I was instantly attracted to her.

It was a bit of a problem I was having lately; my frustrated sex drive and overactive imagination had me fantasising about being with a woman for the first time. I knew that it was impossible; I was married to Drew, but it didn’t stop me from thinking about it. A lot.

“Hello,” she purred. “What’s this, some fresh meat for the book club?”

I laughed at her phrasing. “You could say that. Hi, I’m Amy, and this is my husband Drew.”

“Please to meet you, I’m Laney,” she said, shaking Drew’s hand and then pulling me in for a bear hug. Her large breasts pressed up against mine. Her perfume was strong and intoxicating, and I felt a rush of arousal.

She pulled back and looked at me. “You don’t know what you’re getting yourself into,” she giggled, her eyes full of mischief. I wasn’t sure what she meant. This was only a book club, after all.

Inside the church hall, other book club members were milling about, chatting. One of them broke off and approached us. He was Black with dark eyes, tall and devastatingly handsome. He was wearing a checked shirt and jeans, but he had an academic vibe.

“Theo. I’m the facilitator. Welcome to the book club,” he said, offering a hand to me first, and then to Drew. I liked that; usually, men would greet my husband before me. I also felt my heartbeat increase a little at how hot he was. I was no cheater, but it didn’t hurt to look. And the lack of an exciting sex life had made me look even more than usual, lately.

“Come and sit down,” he continued. “We’re just about to start.”

Everyone sat in a circle. Theo introduced us to the group, and then went around the circle quickly. There was a short-haired woman called Nina. Then, there was Mavis, the old lady that I’d seen outside. I got the impression she was a bit senile as she was wearing a PornHub hoodie. She’d probably bought it at a charity shop without knowing what it was, bless her.

Next to her were the two bikers, Tom and Rick. They were dressed in leather jackets and had long beards, streaked with silver. Their thick arms were covered in tattoos of naked ladies. Then there was a man called Kai. He looked like a typical “gym bro”, with thighs as thick as tree trunks and no discernible neck. He was wearing a sleeveless vest, shorts, and sliders. He had his long hair up in a man bun and had earbuds in his ears. Not the sort of person I was expecting at a book club, although they were all an eclectic mix.

Laney had sat herself next to me, and on the other side of her was a woman called Erin, who seemed to be her friend. She had straight, blonde hair and the most enormous breasts. She wasn’t shy about sticking her chest out and letting them bulge out of her open cardigan. But other than that, she had a distinctly librarian look.

On the other side was a bohemian-looking woman called River. Her arms were covered in bangles, and her hair was threaded with braids. She had a long flowing skirt, bare feet, and a vest top without a bra that was so thin I could see her pierced nipples through it. She was sitting between two men, Cal and Jay, and I was trying to work out which one was her boyfriend; she seemed equally tactile with both of them.

“As usual, we’ll start by talking about last week’s featured book,” Theo began. “Amy and Drew, you won’t have read this obviously, so just relax and listen.” He held up a battered paperback that looked like an old-school romance novel. “What did everyone link of The Duchess Does Derbyshire?”

I frowned slightly at the name and glanced at Drew. It sounded a bit like a certain famous porn film, but I didn’t want to draw attention to that.

Laney let out a little sigh and fanned herself dramatically. “Oh, I loved it,” she said. “I thought the Duchess was such a strong, liberated woman. I mean, it takes a strong woman to take quite so many cocks at once, without losing her composure.”

Erin giggled. “Especially that scene in the orangery. I’ll never look at a cucumber the same way again.”

“Aye,” said Rick. “But, I wasn’t sure about the realism of the gangbang in the stables. Did they really have quite so many stablehands in those days? Over twenty, wasn’t it?”

“And they were all hung like horses,” laughed River. She put a hand on the thighs of the two men on either side of her. “Just like my boyfriends,” she smirked.

Everyone laughed, except Drew, who looked a little lost. He adjusted his glasses and whispered to me, “Is this… normal for book clubs?”

I shrugged. Just then, Mavis leaned forward and cleared her throat. “I had a gangbang with that many men once. 1955, it was. On the old American air base. Oh yes. The war was over, and the Air Force base had a lot of... excess energy, shall we say. I was a looker in those days, too. We didn't call it a gangbang, of course. We called it a Vicar's Tea Party.”

I realised that my mouth was hanging open in shock. I glanced at Drew, and he was the same.

“Thanks for sharing, Mavis,” said Theo. “That’s a lovely memory. But back to The Duchess Does Derbyshire. What did everyone think of the way it was written?”

Erin, still giggling, pointed at a specific passage in her worn copy. "I loved the Duchess's internal monologue about the Earl of Derbyshire’s penis. You know, where she describes it as, 'a monument to poor architecture.’"

"That's the best line in the whole book!" River laughed, leaning forward. "That's why these older books are so great! It's not just the explicit bits, it's the absolute poetic license they take with anatomy."

Kai sat up a little straighter. “It was fun,” he nodded. “But the double anal scene wasn’t as good as Backdoor Cheerleaders Three.”

The room erupted into laughter.

“Oh, Kai,” said Erin, “You do love Backdoor Cheerleaders Three, don’t you?”

“He only mentions it every fucking week,” growled Tom.

“There’s nothing wrong with having a favourite book,” said Kai, folding his arms defensively.

Drew slowly pushed his glasses up his nose. He took a deep, deliberate breath. "So... if the Duchess is, um, frequently engaging in these activities, does that not undermine her character's agency within the confines of Victorian sociality? Is the gangbang, in the narrative's context, an act of true sexual liberation, or is it simply used to titillate the reader and reinforce her subjugation to the patriarchy?"

Now my mouth was really hanging open as I stared at Drew in surprise. A heavy, pregnant silence fell over the group, broken only by the rattling of the sad little radiator in the corner.

“That’s a great question, Drew,” said Theo, pressing his fingertips together. “I think that the excessive number of cocks she takes fulfils two roles in the story. Firstly, it is actually a commentary on her subverting the patriarchy, and secondly… she just really likes cock.”

The conversation continued around me, but I couldn’t quite follow it. Were we really all talking so seriously about Victorian gangbang smut? Drew already seemed to be completely engaged in the discussion, and he hadn’t even read the book.

At the end of the session, Theo pulled out a box of books and started handing them out. “This week, we’re going to read something a bit different. It’s called Don't Talk With Your Mouth Full.

“Is that another sex book?” I muttered under my breath to Drew. “What is this book club?”

“Oh god,” purred River, as she took her copy. “I love oral sex.” She glanced at both her boyfriends with a hungry look in her eyes. I felt a pang of jealousy and an ache between my thighs at the thought of her with both of them. All the talk about sex was making me extra horny.

Theo handed Drew and me a copy of the book each, and we got up to leave. The cover had a close-up of a woman with a banana in her mouth.

I giggled and nudged Drew. “This is going to be interesting,” I said.

We climbed into the car, and Drew started the engine like nothing unusual had just happened.

“Well,” he said cheerfully, adjusting his glasses. “That was… surprisingly engaging.”

I blinked at him. “Engaging? They spent twenty minutes debating the thematic purpose of an anal gangbang.”

“Yes, but did you hear Theo’s point about power dynamics?” he said, eyes lighting up. “Fascinating stuff.

I slumped back in my seat, crossing my legs. “You’re impossible.”

He smiled, oblivious. “I think this book club could be really good for us. It’s stimulating.”

“Well, the discussion was tedious, but this book could be interesting,” I muttered, waving it at him and trying to ignore the pulse between my thighs.


Chapter Two




After dinner, Drew immediately retreated to his study and switched on his console. I leaned in the doorway, arms folded, trying not to roll my eyes.

“You know we’ve got a book about blowjobs to read?” I said, smirking to myself. “Why don’t you come and cuddle up in bed with me, and we’ll give it a go?”

He paused the game and gave me a wary look. “You’re actually going to read it?”

“Yes, Drew. It’s a book club. That’s what you do. And it was your idea, remember?”

He hesitated, frowning. “I don’t know… I’m kind of in the middle of…”

“No excuses,” I interrupted, wagging a finger. “Come on, we’ll just read a few pages. You might even enjoy the… literary discussion.” I gave him my most persuasive grin.

Finally, he sighed, switching off the console with a dramatic flourish. “Alright, alright. I’ll come up.”

We crawled into bed, the lamp casting a soft glow. We each picked up our copies of Don’t Talk With Your Mouth Full, and started reading.

The first chapter was not subtle. It was a no-holds-barred, detailed and filthy read. I was instantly and completely flustered. My face was flushed, and I had to start taking deep, audible breaths just to keep my lungs working. I found myself clenching my thighs together as my pussy began to physically ache. I knew I was getting wet. I wasn’t wearing any knickers under my pyjamas, and I worried about leaving a damp patch on them.

I risked a quick glance at Drew. He was reading with the same impassive, academic focus he always did. His glasses were squarely on his nose, his lips were pressed together, and his only movement was the smooth, methodical turning of the pages.

I turned back to the book. My breath caught as I read a very detailed description of the protagonist getting her pussy eaten in the kitchen of a restaurant during service. Oh my God, I thought, shocked. I lowered the book, needing a moment to process it. I looked at Drew again. Still impassive. Still reading. Fuck, I was horny. My pussy felt as wet as the woman’s in the book had been described.

I couldn't help it. I reached out a hand, slipping it quietly beneath the sheet. I let my fingers skim across the fine cotton of Drew’s pyjama bottoms, resting on his thigh. He didn't flinch or look up. I leaned into him, kissing the side of his neck. Then I moved my hand slightly and felt it…

He was hard. Rock hard. His cock strained against the fabric of his pyjamas, making a large tent in the front. That was one thing about Drew… I may not get to experience it as often as I wanted to, but he did have a genuinely enormous cock. I’m not even sure he realised it, but I’d watched enough porn to know that it would have held its own against the best in the industry.

I traced my fingers gently up his length, feeling it twitch. So, he was enjoying the book, too. Drew wasn’t wearing a top, and I pressed my body tighter up against him, feeling the warmth of his body. I kissed him again and squeezed his cock. This time, I was rewarded with a soft moan.

"It's getting really good, isn't it, Drew?" I murmured, deliberately running my thumb over the head of his dick.

He cleared his throat, not taking his eyes off the page. "The author is certainly able to stir up a strong emotional response,” he replied, his voice a little deeper than usual. "I’m finding it quite... engaging."

That made me giggle. I ducked under the covers and moved down, peppering his chest and stomach with kisses. When I reached his pyjamas, I hooked my fingers in the waistband and pulled them down. I could just make out his huge erection in the darkness under the duvet. I wrapped two hands around his beautiful dick and gave it several firm strokes. Fuck, but I did love his cock. And holding it in my hands was making me ache even more.

I stuck out my tongue and ran it all the way up his shaft from his balls to the tip. That made him moan even more. It was too hot under the covers, so I threw them off and looked up at him.

“Read it to me,” I purred.

“What?” he said, sounding surprised.

“Read the book to me,” I repeated. Then I took his cock into my mouth and wrapped my tongue around it.

“Mmm, fuck,” he gasped, his body tensing. “Okay…”

He started reading the filth on the page. He was ahead of me in the book, on a part where two women were giving a blowjob to the head chef, who had an enormous cock. I had an enormous cock to hold, too. I held it in both hands and tried to get as much as I could in my mouth. In all honesty, I wasn’t that experienced with blowjobs, and as soon as it got near the back of my throat, I gagged and had to pull back. But I kept trying, twisting my hands around his lower shaft and sucking on what I could.

Drew continued to read as I sucked him, the dirty words turning us both on even more. He said something about one of the women massaging the chef’s balls, so I slipped one hand down to cup his in one hand. The other hand was still working his shaft. I took a break from trying to force it into my throat and started licking up and down the sides.

“Oh, fuck, that’s… god, that’s good,” he moaned, and then went back to reading out loud.

My pussy was so soaked and aching now that I was literally squirming on the bed, clenching my thighs and desperate to get any sort of pressure on my clit. But I kept my focus on Drew. His shaft was slick with my saliva as I worshipped his cock. I realised I was moaning, too, with the real pleasure of sucking his dick.

In the story, one of the women put her finger up the guy’s ass, and he came all over their faces. I’d never done that before, but now I couldn’t resist. I put my finger in my mouth, making it as wet as I could, then I pressed it against the tight muscles around his asshole.

“Fuck… Amy…” Drew gasped, realising what I was about to do. But he didn’t stop me. He threw the book onto the bed and looked down at me. I met his eyes with mine and smiled a filthy smile. I’d never let anyone come in my mouth before. The thought of it had always tempered how much effort I’d put into blowjobs, because I didn’t want to push them over the edge. But now I wanted it. I was so turned on that I needed his cum in my mouth.

I took his cock into my mouth again, deeper this time, suppressing my gag reflex and feeling the fat head press against the back of my throat. At the same time, I pushed my finger deep into his ass.

“Fuck,” he groaned. His cock throbbed in my mouth, and I felt a huge load of cum explode across my tongue. His ass tightened around my finger, and a second load followed the first. It was salty, but not unpleasant. I wasn’t sure what to do, and it overflowed my mouth, running down his shaft and over my hand. His cock throbbed again and again, unloading more cum that dripped down my chin.

I took his cock out of my mouth, still dribbling cum, and watched it flow down his shaft. I tried swallowing a bit. It was a weird texture, but the very filthy act of swallowing it made my pussy ache with arousal even more. I started licking it off his shaft, and he groaned with even more pleasure, his body shaking with the aftershocks from his climax.

Finally, he was done coming, and I set about licking up every last drop, sucking it off my fingers while I looked him in the eyes.

“Fuck, Amy, that was incredible,” he panted.

I was so desperate to climax myself, now, that I couldn’t wait a second longer. I pulled off my top and slipped out of my pyjama bottoms. I lay back next to him, fully naked, my skin burning with arousal. I picked up my copy of the book.

“I’ll read to you, now,” I said. My meaning was clear, and he grinned.

I pulled my knees up and let my legs fall open. My pussy was so tender and swollen, it felt electric just to let the air touch it.

I held the book open, directly above my body, while Drew leaned over and lowered his head into the V of my open legs. His fingers brushed through my trimmed bush, admiring me and spreading me open.

The second his tongue hit my swollen, soaking pussy, I gasped and started reading. The words came out peppered with sighs and moans as he massaged my aching clit with the tip of his tongue.

“She could feel the… heat of the pizza oven nearby, the clamour of the busy… oh, yes… restaurant kitchen, but all the noise in the world was… blocked out by the sensation of his mouth on her cunt… oh god,” I gasped. Drew plunged his tongue deep into my hot cunt, exploring my depths and getting my arousal all over his face as he looked up my body at me. The words from the page were making the reality of his mouth on me even hotter.

Drew started to move his head in a wide, slow orbit, his tongue tracing my outer folds, pulling me wide open with his fingers, then diving back in.

“He tasted her… fuck… desperation, her sweet, salty release, and demanded… more,” I whispered, my voice breaking. The book was shaking in my hands. I knew I couldn’t hold on much longer. “‘Come for me,’ he ordered... ‘Yes, chef,’ she replied.”

Drew’s mouth covered my clit, and he sucked on it. I threw the book to the side, and the tension inside me snapped. I came hard, bucking and squirming on the bed, his mouth still locked around my cunt. My legs tightened around his head, my back arching as the most intense, desperate orgasm of my life flooded through me. I convulsed around his mouth, the waves rolling and breaking, until I was a breathless, dripping mess.

But Drew wasn’t finished with me yet. He flipped me over onto my front, dragging my hips up so I was kneeling on the bed, my pussy spread in front of him. I knew I was gaping for him, my cunt literally dripping with arousal.

“Keep reading,” he growled.

I grabbed the book again, propping myself up on my elbows and turning the page. My body was shaking, still tender and tingling from the intensity of the climax. I found the place and forced myself to focus on the words, my own voice now strained with arousal.

“The chef’s hands left her slick, swollen folds, only to grasp her hips, spinning her around and shoving her against the industrial refrigerator,” I read. “He didn’t wait for permission. He drove one finger deep inside her, two, then three, stretching her hole while he...”

It was as if I were giving instructions to Drew. His fingers plunged into my own cunt, echoing the words on the page and stretching my desperate cunt wide around them as his thumb pressed down hard on my clit.

“But the chef was… oh god… not satisfied with just her sweet, dripping cunt,” I continued, my voice barely a whisper now. “He lifted… her ass and plunged… his tongue into the tight, velvet seam of her asshole.”

The words made my stomach flip. There was no way Drew would do that… But the instant the words left my mouth, Drew’s warm tongue pressed against my rear entrance. Oh my God. He was licking my ass.

I slammed the book down and pressed my face into the pillow, an embarrassed, utterly uncontrollable moan tearing from my throat. He worked the sensitive perimeter first, before plunging into the centre. The sensations were new, but incredible, making me squirm against the sheets and cry out into the pillow. His fingers were still stretching my cunt wide open, pushing as deep inside me as he could.

I stopped trying to contain the sound; it was useless. I arched my back up off the bed, a long, high wail of pleasure finally escaping the pillow. My muscles were tightening, clenching around his fingers, and my pussy was dripping out thick, hot arousal onto his hand. My cunt was spread wide, but so was my asshole, his tongue buried in it.

“Drew!” I screamed and came again. I was crying out, a continuous stream of noise, as the orgasm hit. I could feel the muscles of my cunt spasm tight, gripping his fingers as wave after wave of pleasure flooded my body.

Finally, he pulled his fingers out, leaving me slick and gaping. He lifted his head, his face smeared with my arousal and still breathing heavily. I looked back at him over my shoulder and saw his big cock was fully erect again.

“Fuck me,” I begged.

He didn’t need to be asked twice. He gripped his cock and slid it all the way into my cunt, right to the base. God, he was so big, stretching me all the way, inch by inch, until I could hardly breathe. Then he started thrusting, fucking me with a passion that we hadn’t had in a long time. It was like he couldn’t get enough of my pussy, he just had to fill me over and over again.

I pushed back against him, meeting his rhythm, his thick shaft grinding against my G-spot with every deep plunge. He slammed into me again, driving the air from my lungs.

“You like this, Amy? You like being fucked hard?”

“Yes! Don’t stop!” I screamed.

I could feel the orgasm rushing at me, faster and harder than the others. I was shaking, right on the edge. He pulled back one last time, holding his cock just outside me, before burying it back to the hilt. The final, powerful thrust sent me over the edge for the third time. I came even harder than before, at the same moment as his cock throbbed and he flooded my insides with thick, warm cum.

He collapsed onto my back, heavy and slick with sweat, his heart hammering against my skin. We stayed like that, fused together, panting for air. Finally, he pulled out, cum following and running down my thighs.

“Fuck, Drew, that was… amazing,” I panted, lying back and closing my eyes. Coming three times in quick succession had exhausted me, but I was full of a deep satisfaction that I hadn’t felt in ages.

Drew cuddled up to me, his cock starting to soften against my leg. “I agree. We should do this more often,” he murmured. He sounded sleepy, too.


Chapter Three




It took us all week to finish the book. Every night we’d crawl into bed with it, pretending we were just being good little book club members. But somehow, we never managed more than a few pages before we ended up fucking. I was in absolute heaven, even though my muscles ached and my pussy was sore. Every time I looked at him, I felt like we were newlyweds again.

By the end, the books were dog-eared and slightly bent from being thrown on the floor so many times. I ran my fingers along the battered cover and laughed softly. “Well,” I said, “that was a very educational read.”

Drew pushed his glasses up his nose and smiled. “I told you the book club could be good for us.”

I rolled onto my side, propping my head on my hand. “You were right. Although I don’t think this is what the therapist had in mind. What do you think they’ll have us read this week?”

“No idea, but I can’t wait to find out,” he smirked.

We were so keen to get to the book club that we were the first ones there. Or so I thought. The hall was empty, with the circle of chairs already set up.

“I’m just going to use the loo,” I told Drew. “You go and sit down.”

As I approached the toilets, I realised that there were people here already. As I pushed open the door, I could hear the murmur of voices and what sounded like soft moans. To my surprise, I saw Laney had Erin pinned up against the sinks, and they were kissing passionately. I froze, a sudden rush of heat blooming between my legs.

The door clicked shut behind me, and they broke apart slightly as they both turned. That’s when I saw that Erin’s dress was lifted up at the front, and Laney had her hand down the front of Erin’s knickers. But that wasn’t all. As she turned, I saw that one of Laney’s breasts was out of the front of her leopard-print top, her nipple swollen and hard where Erin had been teasing it.

“S… Sorry,” I stammered. “I didn’t know anyone was in here.”

“Don’t worry,” giggled Laney, waving her free hand and making her exposed breast bounce around. Her other hand was still down the front of Erin’s knickers. “We were just killing time before the book club starts.”

“Laney was about to demonstrate something from Don’t Talk With Your Mouth Full,” smirked Erin, a filthy look in her eyes. “Do you want to stay and watch?”

Surely she was joking? My heart was pounding in my chest so hard I thought they must be able to hear it. “I just need to pee,” I said.

“Don’t mind us then,” said Laney, and turned back to Erin, her tongue pushing its way into Erin’s mouth. Erin closed her eyes and moaned with pleasure.

I dived into one of the cubicles and closed the door. I unbuttoned my jeans and dropped them to my knees along with my knickers. Fuck, I was so turned on thinking about the two of them making out. I sat down and did my business. I could hear them outside the cubicle; wet, sloppy noises, interspersed with soft moans and groans.

When I’d finished, I stood up and pulled my knickers and jeans up. My clit was swollen and aching now. I flushed and was just about to do up the button on my jeans when I heard a louder moan.

“Oh god,” murmured Erin, through the door. “Just there,”

There were more muffled wet slurping sounds. Fuck, was Laney really going down on Erin? That’s what it sounded like. I couldn’t resist slipping a hand into my knickers, rubbing against my sensitive clit. I closed my eyes, leaning against the door as I touched myself.

“Fuck, I’m going to come,” I heard Erin groan outside. The slurping noises increase in volume. Erin moaned again.

I was desperate to see what was happening, but I was torn. They had said I could watch, assuming that wasn’t a joke. But also… would that be cheating on Drew? Erin moaned again like she was right on the edge of climaxing. I couldn’t resist, and I decided that just a quick glance would be okay. I unlocked the door and opened it a crack.

Erin was sitting on the edge of the sink, her dress hiked right up and her knickers around one ankle, her legs wide apart. In between her thighs, Laney was kneeling, her face buried in Erin’s hairy pussy, and her mouth latched around Erin’s clit. As Erin shuddered with pleasure, her huge breasts bounced up and down, nearly bursting out of the dress.

Laney seemed to increase her pace again. Erin’s fingers grabbed fistfuls of Laney’s hair and pulled painfully as her eyes rolled back in her head and she came violently, her body shaking uncontrollably as her climax washed over her. Laney guided her through it with her tongue, until she was panting and sagging against the sink.

“Mmm, you’re so good at eating pussy, Laney,” she whispered.

Laney stood up and wiped her face with her hand. She spotted me watching with my hand in my pants. Embarrassed, I took it out and did up my button. My fingers were glistening with arousal. I hid them behind my back.

“Sorry,” I said, turning bright red. “I didn’t mean to intrude.”

“Oh, that’s okay, honey,” purred Laney, giving me a look that sent another rush of heat to my pussy. “We love to have an audience.”

I rushed to the sink and hurriedly washed my hands. “I didn’t know you two were a couple,” I muttered.

Erin laughed. “We’re not a couple. Laney is my neighbour, and I’m married. My husband just doesn’t like book clubs.”

“He doesn’t mind the book club socials, though,” smirked Laney.

Erin saw the shocked look on my face. “Oh, I’m not cheating on him. We’ve got an open relationship,” she said. “All because of the book club, actually.”

I wasn’t sure what to make of that. All the time we were talking, Erin was still sitting on the edge of the sink with her swollen, pink pussy gaping open. I tried not to look as I dried my hands.

“See you in a minute,” I managed to say, before diving out the door.


Chapter Four




Most of the other book club members had arrived now. Some were sitting, others were standing around chatting. Drew had struck up a conversation with Rick about motorbikes. I went and sat down next to him, still bright red. He gave me a quizzical look.

Laney and Erin came out of the toilets, looking as if nothing had happened. Laney gave me a wink as she sat down next to me, and I blushed all over again.

Theo clapped his hands. “Okay, let’s start then, everyone.”

The chatter died down, and everyone took their seats.

“Can I go first?” asked River.

Theo nodded. River launched into a passionate speech about how Don’t Talk With Your Mouth Full promoted a positive view of oral sex and the communication required to do it successfully. It sounded like she’d spent the week recreating every sex act with her two boyfriends, in much the same way Drew and I had.

“The only criticism I had,” said Kai, “Was that there wasn’t enough anal. In Backdoor Cheerleaders…” Everyone groaned as he brought up that book again.

“What did you think of the scene at the end when they all came on her face?” asked Theo to the group.

Mavis leaned forward. “Reminded me of a bukkake party I went to at the Conservative Party Headquarters in 1986,” she said, her voice croaky as if she’d spent a lifetime smoking and drinking bourbon. “Those bastards knew how to throw a sex party in those days. I had oral sex with three ministers!”

“And what about you two?” Theo said, gesturing at me and Drew.

I felt my cheeks flush instantly. “It… definitely got us talking,” I said, then added quickly, “and reading, of course.”

Drew nodded earnestly. “It was quite a stimulating exploration of oral sex,” he said in his usual matter-of-fact tone, as if he were simply giving a book report rather than talking about the week we’d spent licking and sucking each other silly. “The author’s emphasis on rhythm, coordination, and mutual feedback was particularly informative. I wanted to make some notes at one point, but we were combining it with a practical exercise at the time.”

The others smirked, and Erin covered her smile with her hand.

“That’s great, Drew,” said Theo encouragingly. “I’m glad the book was able to help you as well as entertain you.”

The conversation continued until it was time for Theo to hand out the next assignment. This was what I had been waiting for. He reached under his seat and pulled a book out of the box there. It had a picture of a naked woman on the front. She was kneeling down with a leash around her neck.

“This week, we’ll be reading How To Train Your Unicorn,” said Theo.

“Unicorn?” said Drew, frowning.

“Yes, in the sense of a woman who joins a couple in a threesome,” explained Theo.

I felt my heart start to race. The idea of a woman joining Drew and me in bed was deeply arousing. We’d never do it, of course. But the idea was hot. For some reason, I couldn’t stop glancing at Laney. She was a little older than us, but I couldn’t help imagining her knelt between my legs, like she had been with Erin. She caught me looking and smiled at me, and I blushed again.

As everyone stood up and helped stack the chairs, Laney came over to me and Drew.

“Hey, guys,” she said. “It would be nice to get to know you a bit, outside of the book club. Would you and Drew like to come over for dinner on Friday?”

Drew looked up, surprised. “Dinner? That’d be lovely,” he said brightly, before I could even respond.

Laney smiled. “Great. I’ll cook something. Anything you don’t eat?”

Why did that make me think of eating pussy? “No,” I said, shaking my head.

“Perfect.” As she gave her address to Drew and he put it in her phone, I glanced around the room. I spotted Erin pressed up against Theo as she chatted to him, her hand on his ass. He seemed perfectly comfortable with it. What was wrong with these people?

That night, Drew and I couldn’t wait to get into bed and read the book. It was about a couple that went looking for a unicorn to join them. We took it in turns to read a few pages, but it wasn’t long until we couldn’t keep our hands off each other.

I climbed on top of Drew, feeling my cunt open up around his thick shaft. I rode him until I came, bucking and screaming on top of him. But I couldn’t get the idea of him fucking someone else out of my mind.

With his cock still inside me, I reached over and grabbed my leggings that had been discarded on the bed. I stretched them between my hands and then placed them over his eyes like a blindfold so that he couldn’t see. I rocked my hips, feeling him press deeper into my pussy.

“Imagine I’m someone else,” I purred. “A slutty stranger riding your cock, while your naughty wife, Amy, watches and touches herself.”

Drew smiled, his hands moving to my hips.

I leaned over so my breasts rubbed against his chest as I moved on top of him. “Amy wants you to fuck that little slut… fuck her hard with your big dick.”

He growled, and suddenly, he flipped me over onto my back, his dick still deep in my pussy. Then he grabbed the leggings from me and held them over my eyes, pinning me to the bed.

“While you’re watching me fuck some slutty stranger, maybe you’re getting fucked, too,” he said, slamming into me so hard it took my breath away.

I lifted my legs up to take him even deeper. “Oh, god,” I moaned, already on the edge again. “Look at me, getting fucked by some huge dick. And I don’t even know your name.”

He started to fuck me harder than he ever had before, thrusting so deep inside me I could barely breathe. He was pounding me relentlessly, blindfolded and held down. In my mind, it was no longer Drew fucking me… it was the mysterious, anonymous stranger; someone I’d only just met, with a huge cock and a lust for me that couldn’t be controlled. My hips bucked automatically, desperate to meet his every thrust.

“You dirty slutty stranger,” he groaned, fucking me even harder.

My hands flew up to grip his back, my nails scratching him as I clung to him. The pressure built quickly until I couldn’t take it any longer.

“Don’t stop! You can’t stop! Give it to me!” I screamed.

He drove his entire length home, hitting the absolute limit of my stretched cunt with a force that made me see stars. My muscles clenched, my toes curled, and I came around him at the exact moment he filled me with his warm cum. Wave after wave of intense, desperate pleasure washed through me, forcing a torrent of slickness from my pussy and a shaking tremor through my core.

He slowly, gently, removed the leggings from my eyes. The room came back into focus: the soft glow of the lamp and the discarded books. Drew gave me a long, deep kiss.

“That was…” I began.

“New kink unlocked?” he grinned.

“God… yeah. I mean… I know we’d never do it for real, but it was amazing to pretend.”


Chapter Five




Laney’s house wasn’t exactly what I expected. Although small, it was glamorously decorated, with thick wallpaper, fake chandeliers and deep-pile white carpet that made me scared I was going to spill my red wine on it. It was immaculately clean and smelled of wine and vanilla candles. The lights were low, and soft music was playing from hidden speakers.

She looked incredible, of course, her blonde hair loose, a silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to show her deep cleavage, and tight jeans that made it impossible not to notice her curves. I’d dressed up more than I’d meant to, wearing a short black dress and boots, trying to look casual but failing. Drew had gone for his usual look: neat shirt, sleeves rolled up, glasses slightly askew, looking like he’d accidentally wandered in from a board game night.

Dinner was really lovely. Laney could cook, and she made it all look effortless. The conversation floated between films, books, and increasingly cheeky jokes about the “assigned reading.”

After we’d eaten, she led us to the sofa. Laney patted the cushion beside her, and I sat down. Drew took the armchair opposite, clutching his wine glass like he wasn’t quite sure what to do with his hands.

Laney leaned a little closer to me, her perfume strong and sweet. “So,” she said softly, “how are you two finding How to Train Your Unicorn?”

Drew perked up. “It’s quite interesting,” he said. “I’d never really thought about polyamorous or open relationships before, and it’s interesting how society doesn’t value them as equal to monogamous or traditional relationships. It’s actually quite a fascinating social dynamic, isn’t it? Introducing a third person into an existing relationship…”

I felt like I had to interrupt him before he bored us all to sleep. “It’s very sexy,” I said.

Laney smirked. “Yeah?”

“Yes,” I said, feeling like I could open up to Laney. “It’s actually meant that we’ve been having a lot more sex than we used to, and… we’ve started incorporating fantasies.”

“Amy!” said Drew, scolding me for talking about our private life. But I could tell he only half meant it.

“Fantasies like what?” asked Laney quietly.

I blushed. “You know… the usual. Like, threesomes and things.”

“So, you two have been fantasising about having a threesome with another woman?”

I nodded and squeezed my thighs together to try to damp down my rising arousal. Laney put her hand on my arm. Her touch sent sparks of electricity through my whole body. Drew cleared his throat. Laney didn’t take her eyes off me. She smiled a little wider, a little more knowing. She was enjoying this, I realised.

“Can I ask you something, Amy?” she said.

I hesitated. “Sure.”

“Have you ever kissed a woman?”

I blinked. “Um… no. Not really.”

“Not really?” she said, teasing.

“Well, not unless you count a stupid truth-or-dare thing at uni,” I said quickly.

Laney smiled. “Those are often the best kind of kisses. You know, the way you clench your thighs when you get turned on… I bet you’d be a very intense kisser.”

My entire body flushed. I could actually feel the heat rising up my neck and into my cheeks. The idea that she’d noticed that subtle body language made me feel completely exposed. I couldn’t stop looking at her mouth, a mouth that had been exploring Erin’s pussy a couple of days ago. Laney moved even closer, her warm body pressed up against mine on the sofa.

“Sometimes,” she continued. “The best way to understand what a book is trying to teach us is to experience it.” Laney turned to Drew. “How would you feel if I kissed your wife?”

Drew’s eyes widened behind his glasses. “For the sake of literary exploration? Hmm. Perhaps a practical demonstration is the most academically honest way to proceed.”

"Amy?" she purred, raising an eyebrow.

I looked at Drew, then at Laney, feeling my heart pound against my ribs. My throat was dry, but my knickers were getting increasingly wet.

I nodded. She leaned in, her eyes never leaving mine, and closed the final, agonising inch of space. Her mouth was soft, tasting of red wine. It was a gentle pressure at first, a warm, questioning touch as we pressed our lips together. The initial softness gave way to something deeper. Laney parted her lips, her tongue grazing mine, and a low, involuntary moan escaped my throat.

My hands, which had been clutching the sofa cushion, instantly went to her back, bunching up the silk of her blouse. My fingers explored the smooth, warm skin beneath, pulling her tighter against me. Her hands slid up my sides, brushing over my breasts. She broke the kiss, pulling back just enough for her eyes to meet mine.

Her hand slipped behind her back and unfastened the thin straps of her silk blouse. The fabric instantly peeled away from her shoulders, slipping down her arms and pooling at her waist. Then she flicked the clasp on her bra, and suddenly her heavy breasts were bare, gleaming in the soft chandelier light.

I gasped, staring at the perfect, tight peaks of her nipples. I glanced at Drew and saw he was sitting frozen with his mouth open and his eyes fixed on her tits. Laney took my hands in hers and moved them to her breasts. I squeezed then, feeling their weight. They were quite a bit bigger than mine, hanging heavily towards her stomach, with a few light stretch marks running down towards her large, plump nipples. I brushed my fingers over the pink buds, and they stiffened further.

She kissed me again, much harder this time, and I moaned into her mouth. Laney’s hands went to my shoulders and slipped my dress and bra straps down over my arms. Then she peeled down the front of my bra, exposing me too. She was practically on top of me now, her breasts pressing hard against mine as she kissed me with increasing passion.

She moved between my legs, my dress riding up high. I was so turned on, I could feel how soaking wet my knickers were. Her mouth broke from mine, kissing down my neck until she reached one of my hard nipples. It was aching, and when she sucked on it, a flood of relief washed over me. She switched to the other one and teased the first with her fingers.

She pressed harder against me, her knee between my legs and brushing against my pussy. I pushed back, desperate for some kind of touch on my clit. She lifted herself above me, her large breasts hanging down right in my face. I grabbed one in my hand and pulled the nipple into my mouth, sucking hungrily on it.

“Look, Drew,” Laney purred. “Your wife is sucking on my tits. What do you think about that?”

Drew groaned, and I realised for the first time that he was just as turned on as I was. I glanced over and saw he had placed a cushion over what I imagined was a large erection in his trousers.

“It’s even better than the book,” he said, his voice sounding hoarse.

“Shall I make Amy come?” Laney asked. My stomach flipped with desire.

“Yes,” he whispered.

Laney moved down between my thighs. Her fingers hooked into the little black panties I was wearing, and she peeled them down a little.

“Fuuuck,” she whispered. My slick had soaked the inside of the underwear, making it shiny in the low light. Little strands of arousal ran back to my swollen slit.

"Drew," Laney purred, her eyes flicking across at him, "You see this? She's soaking. And you’re hard, aren’t you? No need to be shy, you can get it out.”

Laney turned back to me, tugged my knickers the rest of the way off, and threw them on the floor. She spread me wider with her hands on my thighs. Her fingers traced my soaking wet slit. When they brushed over my clit I let out a loud moan. She brought her fingers to her mouth and tasted me, her eyes locked with mine. Then she put her fingers back between my legs and pushed the middle two fingers deep into my aching cunt.

The sudden depth of her penetration was shocking, but it was exactly what I needed. I cried out, my head snapping back against the sofa. Laney started fucking my pussy with a confident, hard rhythm, her eyes fixed on my spread open and dripping pussy where my lips gripped her fingers.

"Oh, Drew," Laney breathed. "Her cunt is so perfect. So wet and tight."

The feeling of her fingers stretching and filling me was wonderful; an agonising, beautiful pressure that made my toes curl. My hands clutched at the sofa, my hips bucking and squirming. Then she added a third finger, stretching me even more.

Laney's free hand, the one not inside me, pressed against my clit. She bore down on the hard, swollen bud, adding an unbearable, grinding friction to the deep thrusting.

"Come on, Amy," Laney ordered, her eyes still fixed on my throbbing cunt. “Come for me while your husband watches.”

The dual pressure of her fingers deep inside me and the frantic rubbing on my clit was too much. I felt the orgasm rush at me, a hot, tidal wave that started in my pussy and detonated outward. My body seized up, my back arching violently as my pussy muscles spasmed and convulsed around her fingers. The pleasure was so intense I couldn’t think of anything else as it washed over me.

Laney continued to guide me right through the tremors, teasing out my orgasm as long as possible. Finally, the pleasure began to recede. She pulled her hand out with a final, wet sound and sat back, her chest heaving, her beautiful tits still gleaming in the low light. She looked at Drew, then at her fingers, covered in my slick, before slowly, deliberately licking them clean again.

Then she froze as she saw his cock. He’d done as she had suggested and pulled it out of the front of his trousers. It stood proudly upwards, rock hard, with his hand around the shaft.

“Holy fuck,” she gasped. “Amy, you didn’t mention that your husband has a giant cock!”

“It’s not the sort of thing you just tell people,” I laughed.

“What do you mean?” said Drew, looking confused.

I rolled my eyes.

Laney had a predatory look in her eyes now. She crawled on her hands and knees across the floor towards Drew, her huge breasts swinging underneath her.

“I’m going to need some help with this, Amy,” she purred.

I joined her in front of Drew, and we both wrapped our hands around his thick cock. His eyes were wide, peering at us through his glasses, a stunned look on his face that made me want to burst out laughing. I suddenly realised that here we were, having a fucking threesome, just like in the book. And it felt so wonderfully fun and natural.

We stroked Drew’s cock together, making him groan.

“Mmm, such a beautiful big cock,” Laney murmured. “You’re a lucky bitch, Amy.”

“I know,” I grinned.

Laney licked him, all the way up from the base to the head, and I copied her on the other side. Drew let out a little whimper. Then we did it again at the same time, meeting at the top and kissing each other with his cock in between.

Drew groaned again. “Jesus, ladies,” he muttered. “That feels amazing.”

Laney looked up at him, opened her mouth wide, and swallowed his cock all the way down. I gasped. It was like some sort of sword swallowing act at the circus. Deeper and deeper she took it into her throat without gagging. Her eyes bulged as she held his gaze until every inch was in her throat, and her lips were pressed up against his body.

“Laney,” I gasped. “How the fuck?”

She slowly lifted back up, saliva dripping down her chin, and down his shaft. Then she grinned.

“Practice. Although that’s the first time I’ve managed it on one that big.”

“What do you mean, big?” said Drew.

“Oh, Drew,” I sighed. “Have you never watched porn? You’ve got a massive cock.”

He looked surprised, but his expression soon turned to pleasure as Laney started bobbing her head up and down and fucking her own throat with his cock.

While she was taking care of Drew, I decided it was time to explore. I’d never licked another woman’s pussy before, or even been that close to one. But it was what I wanted more than anything now. I reached under her and unbuttoned her jeans. Then I moved behind and tugged them down. It was hard to get them over her hips at first, but she wiggled her ass for me, and eventually they came down along with her knickers.

When they were down to her thighs, I spread her cheeks with my hands and admired her. She was nearly completely shaved, bare and smooth down each side, except for a tiny strip of blond hair in the middle of her mound. Her labia were large, dark pink and swollen with arousal. Above, I could see her tight, puckered asshole. The sight sent another rush of arousal through me.

I bent down, licking at her glistening slit and tasting her. I took her labia into my mouth and sucked on them, then licked all the way up her slit. Using my fingers, I gaped her open, and then thrust my tongue into her hot, pink cunt. My first thought was a rush of pure, exhilarating shock: this is what it feels like to lick someone out.

I moved my tongue to her swollen clit. Laney let out a raw, involuntary cry, pushing her hips into my face and moaning around Drew’s cock. I instinctively sucked harder, pulling her thick labia deep into my mouth. The sensation of her hot, wet slick against my face was driving me wild. She was so wet, I was practically drinking her arousal.

I didn't stop until she climaxed, licking and sucking her through it as she squealed and fucked her mouth on Drew’s dick even harder. She finally rolled away, panting manically.

“Fuck, Amy. Was that really your first time?”

I nodded proudly, wiping her arousal off my face. I looked over at Drew, still sitting there with a massive, throbbing erection. It was wet with her saliva all the way to the base.

“Do you want to fuck him?” I asked.

She smiled. “Fuck, yes. Are you sure you two are ready for that?”

“I want to watch you ride his cock more than anything,” I said. And I meant it.

She scrambled to her knees on the deep-pile carpet, stripping off her remaining clothes. Now, she was naked, her beautiful, heavy breasts bouncing freely as she moved. She straddled his lap, reaching between her legs to grasp his shaft and guide it to her pussy.

It wasn’t easy. Drew’s cock was wonderfully thick, and she had to work to get it inside. She let out a groan of pleasure as the thick head stretched her wide open.

"God, you're big. It feels so good," she gasped, her voice full of pleasure. She paused, leaning her head back, her thick blonde hair falling over her shoulders. I could see the muscles in her neck straining as she took him inch by inch. Finally, she had him fully inside, her lips wrapped tightly around the base of his shaft. Her face was flushed, her mouth parted in a breathless smile. It made her look even more beautiful.

She started slow, a deep, grinding rotation that pressed his entire length against her deepest point. Drew let out a low, continuous groan, his hands gripping her hips. Laney’s pace quickened, turning the slow grind into a hard, energetic bounce. Her large breasts swung wildly with the motion, and she moaned with every bounce.

I crawled over to the armchair and held Laney as she fucked my husband. Our lips met, and we kissed passionately. Watching them enjoying each other wasn't just exciting; it was driving me wild with arousal. With every powerful rock of her hips, her heavy, soft breasts rubbed against mine. I reached up and gripped them, squeezing the soft flesh and teasing the nipples while Laney sucked my tongue into her mouth.

She pulled back and looked at me with glazed eyes. “I’m going to come so hard,” she whispered, grinding his cock deep inside her. I couldn’t resist any longer. I slipped a hand between my legs, frantically rubbing my clit.

Her eyes closed, and she let out a loud cry of pleasure as an intense orgasm washed over her. I held her through it as her body shook, and I continued to masturbate furiously. Her face contorted as she climaxed, and her chest flushed deep red.

Drew’s eyes were squeezed shut, his face slick with sweat. He was right on the edge, his muscles tensed and shaking. He threw his head back against the cushion, his hands squeezing her hips hard as he shot his load deep inside her. She held him inside, taking every drop of his thick cum.

Finally, I went over the edge, too. I came so hard that I forgot to breathe, waves of pleasure rushing through my body and making my vision go black.

When I returned to my senses, I was still kneeling beside them, stroking Laney's tits while my eyes swept over the magnificent aftermath of our shared climax.

Eventually, Laney let out a deep, shuddering sigh and slowly eased herself off Drew’s dick. The sound was loud and wet, and she shivered as his huge, thick cock flopped out of her. Cum poured after it, dripping out of her cunt onto his body.

“Fuck,” Drew said, looking at me. “What just happened? I’m not sure a threesome was what the therapist meant when she said we should spend more time together.”

I managed a breathless laugh and collapsed backwards onto the sofa cushion. I was sticky, swollen, and wonderfully exhausted.

“I… I loved watching you,” I admitted. “Honestly, Laney, watching you ride him like that… it was the most insane turn-on.”

“And you weren’t jealous?” she asked.

“Not one bit.”

Drew took my hand in his. “And watching you with Laney… I loved it, too.”

Laney sat up, looking for her clothes. “You two were adorable; next time, I’d love to watch you two fuck. And, Amy, that was your first threesome, and your first time with a woman, and you were phenomenal.”

“God, what is the book club going to teach us next?” mused Drew.

“I guess we’ll have to wait to see what the next book is,” smirked Laney.


Chapter Six




By the time we pulled into the church car park, my stomach was doing somersaults. Some fairy lights twinkling along the hall windows made it all look almost innocent, which made what I was about to do feel even more naughty.

I turned down the stereo and glanced at Drew. “So… am I really doing this?”

He looked over at me, calm as ever, pushing his glasses up his nose. “You said you wanted to ask him. I’m fine with it.”

“Fine?” I said, laughing nervously. “You sound like we’re talking about trying a new takeaway.”

He shrugged. “Well, I had sex with Laney. I don’t have a problem with you propositioning Theo.” Drew reached over and took my hand. “It’s okay, Amy. We said we’d be honest. You fancy him, I get it. He’s got that whole ‘hot professor’ vibe going on. And we agreed to try the open relationship thing.”

I smiled, nerves twisting with excitement. “And you’re really okay with that?”

He gave me that slightly awkward grin of his. “Honestly? Kind of turns me on.”

That made my cheeks flush. I squeezed his hand, took a deep breath, and looked toward the glowing doors of the hall. “Alright then. Let’s go to book club.”

I stepped out of the car and shivered. I’d worn a casual long-sleeved dress, with thick, wool leggings underneath and a scarf around my neck, but it was still cold.

Inside, the church hall looked slightly festive. Someone had clearly made a half-hearted attempt to decorate it for Christmas. Twinkling fairy lights looped along the beams, a slightly lopsided plastic tree stood in the corner covered in mismatched baubles, and there was a faint smell of mulled wine and mince pies in the air. A bit of tinsel hung off one side of the radiator like it had given up halfway through trying to be merry.

Laney gave me a sly grin as we walked in, and I immediately felt my cheeks burn. Drew, oblivious as ever, waved cheerfully at everyone.

Theo clapped his hands together. “Right, everyone. I think it’s time we discussed How to Train Your Unicorn.”

Kai raised his hand immediately. “Can I just say,” he began, “I thought the threesome scenes were top-tier. Bit tame compared to Backdoor Cheerleaders, but still quality stuff.”

Everyone groaned.

“For the love of god, Kai,” said Erin, rolling her eyes. “Do you even read anything that doesn’t involve cheerleaders doing anal?”

“Why would I?” he said with total sincerity.

Theo laughed and turned to the group. “So, who wants to start us off? Thoughts on the book’s portrayal of open relationships?” God, he was so sexy. I couldn’t believe Drew was letting me ask him for sex. Laney had assured me he’d fucked nearly all the women there, but I was still nervous he would turn me down.

River raised her hand, looking radiant and smug as always. “As someone in an open relationship, I loved it,” she said. “I know unicorn hunting is frowned upon by some poly people, but I think it’s perfectly valid.”

Laney leaned forward, crossing her legs. “I thought it was… enlightening,” she said, her tone rich with amusement. “It’s not often you read something that encourages a couple to actually be honest about what they want.” Her eyes flicked to me when she said it, and my stomach flipped.

Theo nodded thoughtfully. “Excellent point, Laney. And Amy, Drew… you two always have such interesting takes. What did you think?”

I nearly dropped my book. “Oh, um…”

Drew adjusted his glasses. “I thought it was a surprisingly nuanced examination of boundaries and desire within a modern relationship structure.”

“Oh, for god sake, Drew.” I turned to the rest of them. “Yes, Drew and I had our first threesome with a unicorn because of the book!” I felt my cheeks start to burn.

The others gave us a round of applause and a few cheers. Nina, next to me, gave me a slap on the back. “Well done,” she said.

Theo beamed. “Well! That’s marvellous news. Always lovely when literature inspires personal growth.”

Kai whistled. “Fucking hell, I didn’t think anyone actually did the homework.”

“Speak for yourself,” muttered River, exchanging a secretive smile with her two boyfriends.

Laney, of course, looked delighted. “Good for you, Amy,” she said sweetly. “You’ve truly embraced the spirit of the book. Tell us, did you find your unicorn easy to… train?”

Everyone sniggered.

“I think it was the unicorn training us,” I admitted, meeting her eyes.

Theo had to raise his voice over the laughter. “Alright, alright, let’s focus, people. The book, please.”

“Back in my day, they weren’t called unicorns,” interrupted Mavis from the other side of the circle. She was knitting something that looked suspiciously like a penis. “We just said we were ‘helping a friend with her marriage’ and everyone knew what that meant.”

Tom leaned forward, squinting at her knitting. “Mavis, is that meant to be a scarf, or…?”

“It’s a penis warmer,” she said innocently, holding it up. It was at least a foot long. “For one of my boyfriends. He does tend to feel the cold, the poor love. And winter is coming.”

“It’s got a bell on the end,” said Rick.

“Yes, well,” Mavis said primly, “it’s festive.”

The rest of the session flew by. And then it was time to find out what the new book was going to be. Theo pulled out a thin, glossy paperback with a cheerleader doing a high kick on the cover. She wasn’t wearing any knickers.

“Backdoor Cheerleaders Four: The Final Entry,” he announced.

Kai actually punched the air. “Fucking yes! I knew he’d do a fourth one!”

Erin groaned. “Oh, for god’s sake. Haven’t we suffered enough?”

“Excuse me,” said Kai indignantly, “this is literary history. You don’t just end a trilogy on a cliffhanger!”

River rolled her eyes. “The only cliffhanger in those books is whether or not the cheerleader takes it up the ass. And the answer is always yes.”

Theo was trying not to laugh. “I thought it might be a controversial choice, but come on… how could we not read it? Anyway, fuck off, the lot of you. Same time next week.”

Kai was already leafing through the first few pages, grinning.


Chapter Seven




As people started to leave, I hung around, trying not to look suspicious. Drew just stood by the door, playing a game on his phone. I watched Theo stack the chairs, his strong forearms visible below his rolled-up shirt sleeve.

“Here, let me help,” I said, grabbing a few mugs from the table.

“Thanks,” he said, flashing me that easy, confident smile of his.

We carried the mugs through to the little church kitchen. The hum of the old fridge was the only sound for a moment. I set the mugs down on the counter and turned to find him closer than I expected… not too close, but close enough that I could smell the faint hint of aftershave.

I tried to speak, but my throat was dry. “Theo…” I started, then stopped. My heart was pounding.

He tilted his head, curious. “Everything alright?”

“I just…” I glanced towards the door, then back at him. “There’s something I wanted to talk to you about. Something… personal.”

He leaned against the counter, still smiling but with a slightly sharper look in his eyes that made him seem like he knew more than he let on. “Go on,” he said softly.

I hesitated, words tangling in my mouth. My pulse was hammering so hard I thought he must be able to hear it. “I… It’s about… what we were talking about in the group tonight. Boundaries, and… um, exploring.”

He raised an eyebrow, amusement flickering across his face. “Exploring?” he repeated.

“You know, I mentioned that we had a threesome? Well, Drew and I agreed… to try an open relationship,” I said, my words coming out quickly.

“And you want to know if I’ll fuck you?” he said, bluntly.

“What? Er… yes… yes, that’s exactly it,” I said. I was sweating and bright red. “Um… will you?”

Theo stepped closer, and I felt my breath catch. He lifted a hand, brushing a stray lock of hair from my face. The touch sent shivers down my spine, and I realised how fast my pulse was racing. My knees felt weak. My fingers fidgeted with the edge of the counter. His hand slid down from my cheek, trailing across my collarbone, the tips of his fingers brushing against the edge of my dress.

He reached down and cupped my ass, pulling my body firmly against his. His lips met mine, and I melted into him. He took control, pushing his tongue into my mouth and kissing me more forcefully than I had ever been kissed before.

He pulled away slightly, his face still close to mine. “I’m going to fuck you right here. Is that what you want?”

It wasn’t what I was expecting, but it was what I wanted now that he had suggested it. “Yes, please,” I whispered, breathlessly.

He lifted up my dress and yanked down my leggings and knickers in one go, just as far as my knees. Then his hand went between my legs. His firm touch on my clit sent a bolt of lightning through my whole body. He pressed me back against the counter, his tongue in my mouth and his fingers pressing against my most sensitive spot with a confidence that had me weak at the knees.

The pressure built higher and higher until I was right on the edge. I was just about to come when he stopped, making me whimper with frustration. He lifted me up onto the counter by my hips and tugged my leggings down to my ankles. Then he parted my knees and bent down to bury his face in my pussy.

I threw my head back, the waves of pleasure returning even stronger. My fingers tangled in his hair, holding him between my thighs as he licked and sucked at my swollen clit. He pushed two fingers into my cunt, curling them up and making me practically lift off the counter it felt so good.

“Theo,” I gasped. And then I came so hard I saw stars. My cunt clenched around his fingers, and I let out a loud cry, completely forgetting I was in a church hall kitchen. I shook as the waves of pleasure flooded through me, my fingers pulling his hair painfully.

Finally, I could breathe again, and he stood up, a filthy smirk on his face. He pulled me down from the counter and moved me to the small wooden table in the centre of the room.

“Bend over,” he ordered.

I did as I was told, leaning face down over the table. My ass and pussy were exposed to him, my knickers and leggings still around my ankles. I heard the sound of him undoing his belt and lowering his trousers. His hands spread me open from behind, and I looked up at the door.

Drew was standing in the doorway. His eyes were burning with lust, and he had a huge bulge in his trousers where his cock strained at the fabric. Theo didn’t say anything; he just slid his cock deep into my cunt. My eyes rolled up in my head, and my mouth opened as he stretched me open and filled me all the way to my limits. His cock felt as thick and long as Drew’s, but it was… different. It felt so dirty getting penetrated by someone other than my husband, especially with him watching.

Theo started slamming into me hard, making me moan with every deep thrust.

“Hey, Drew. Don’t let her mouth go to waste,” Theo said, not breaking rhythm.

Drew smiled and stepped forward, already tugging his trousers down just enough to free his big cock. My mouth was already open from being fucked from behind, and Drew wasted no time sliding his cock into it. I could feel the heat and weight of it on my tongue. He started to fuck my mouth, gradually working his cock deeper while Theo pounded me from behind.

The feeling of being fucked from both ends over the table was sending me spinning towards another orgasm. The small kitchen was filled with the sounds of my moans and the slap of skin against skin. Then I felt Theo’s thumb against my tight rear entrance.

“Do you ever use her tight little ass, Drew?” Theo asked. “Tell me you haven’t wasted that, too?”

“Not yet,” he replied. I was still slobbering all over his cock. “But we’ll see what happens after reading the new book.”

Theo applied a bit more pressure, and his thumb breached the tight ring of muscles around my asshole, opening me up slightly. I moaned even louder around Drew’s cock, already right on the edge again.

“Fuck, it’s so tight,” Theo grunted, still filling my cunt with every hard thrust. “She’ll need a bit of training, first.”

My body was humming, completely overloaded. The relentless pounding from behind, the constant, deep-throating assault from the front, and the talk about fucking my tight little ass had me squirming between them. I felt the orgasm rush me, faster and stronger than the one before. My cunt seized, clenching around Theo's shaft. My back arched, and a choked scream of climax tore past Drew’s cock and echoed around the kitchen. Theo didn't slow down. He slammed into my climax, his own groan erupting as he finally pumped his entire load deep inside my contracting pussy. I could feel him throbbing inside me as he filled me.

Theo let out a final, shuddering sigh and pulled out. The wet sound of his big cock leaving my cunt was loud and instantly followed by a flood of cum. My pussy was gaping and dripping onto the floor as the aftershocks of my climax still washed over me.

Theo looked at Drew. “Now you can reclaim her,” he said.

Drew moved behind me and hesitated. At first, I thought he was going to be put off by the cum leaking out of me, but he was just admiring the sight. He held his cock and guided it to my swollen pussy. He stretched me open all over again. This time, his thrusts sounded wetter as he fucked my cum-filled cunt.

“Fuck, Amy,” he muttered. “You’re so full of cum.”

He started fucking me harder, but I knew he wasn’t going to last long. With a loud groan of his own, he held his cock deep inside me and gave me my second load. I stayed where I was, bent over the little table with my knickers around my ankles. I’d never felt so filthy, and yet so sexually satisfied. I was beginning to really enjoy this newfound lifestyle.

Theo, who had been watching, gave a soft, amused laugh. “We'd better get going before the cleaners get here. Next week I want to hear all about her anal training, and how much you enjoyed Backdoor Cheerleaders.”

When we walked to the car, I held Drew’s hand. Cum was pooling uncomfortably in my knickers, but I’d never felt happier.

That night, we only managed one chapter of the book before I was riding his cock again. While I bounced up and down on him, his hands went to my ass, spreading my cheeks and playing with my tight rear entrance, but not going any further.

The added sensations and the memory of the head cheerleader in the book getting fingered in the ass made me come quickly. But we were exhausted, and as soon as Drew finished, we fell fast asleep.


Chapter Eight




The next day, I made a trip to the pharmacy for some supplies. I was just going to get lube, but between the perfume gift sets and novelty bath bombs, I spotted a few surprisingly adventurous items. It seemed even my local chemist sold sex toys these days. I selected the biggest butt-plug they had, feeling my cheeks heat up as I walked to the till.

At the till, the cashier was a bored-looking student with a nose piercing and the energy of someone who’d seen everything and just didn’t care. Still, I felt my face burning as I placed my basket down: lube, vitamins, toothpaste, and the very obvious item in question sitting proudly on top like the world’s most embarrassing cherry.

She scanned everything without comment until she got to that. Her mouth curled into the smallest of smirks.

“Lovely day, isn’t it?” I said quickly, pretending to study the impulse-buy chocolate bars.

“Uh-huh.” Beep. She dropped it into the bag.

“Just… uh, for a friend,” I blurted out.

She didn’t even look up. “Course it is.”

I couldn’t help grinning to myself as I walked down the street with my discreet brown paper bag, feeling like I’d just committed a small, delicious crime.

About half an hour before Drew was due home, I went to the bedroom to freshen up and get changed. I had big plans. After a quick shower, I put on a bra, a cute top, and a knee-length skirt. Then sat on the bed and opened the butt-plug. It was bright pink and seemed bigger than I had thought when I held it in my hands.

The base was wide and solid, but the shaft was a thick, smooth, intimidating wedge of silicone. My heart was pounding, a nervous, exciting flutter against my ribs. I grabbed the bottle of lube from the paper bag. My fingers were shaking slightly as I squirted a generous dollop of the thick, clear gel onto my palm. It felt cold and slick. I spread the lube liberally over the thick, bulbous tip of the plug, making sure the entire surface was glistening.

I took a deep breath, kicked my legs out, and positioned myself on the edge of the bed. I reached between my thighs, my fingers finding the tight, sensitive ring of muscle. I hesitated, the plug hovering at my entrance. My mind flashed back to Theo’s words about needing training. The challenge made me push through the nervousness.

I placed the smooth, heavily lubed tip against the puckered, tight opening and applied gentle pressure. My muscles instantly seized up in protective resistance. I relaxed my jaw, trying to relax. I pushed again, slowly, inching the plug forward. The head was the widest part, and it felt weird as it opened me up. You can do it, Amy.

With a final, agonising push and a loud, wet sound, the head of the plug popped past the barrier. A moan tore from my throat; a mix of relief and an intense feeling of pleasure. The shaft was now inside me, warm and thick, completely filling the space and pressing thrillingly against my most sensitive nerves.

I sat there for a long moment, breathing hard, feeling it inside me. My pussy, already swollen from arousal, felt the pressure instantly. I brushed my fingers over my clit, and a fresh wave of pleasure flooded through me. I reached back, touching the wide, flat base of the bright pink plug protruding from my ass. It was firmly seated and not coming out easily.

I had a strong urge to masturbate and get myself off, but just then I heard the front door. Drew was home a little early. I hastily pulled on some knickers and went down to greet him. Just walking down the stairs sent wild bolts of electricity from my ass straight to my brain. My pussy was so aroused that it was throbbing.

“Hey, you’re home early,” I said, leaning against the doorway and trying my best to look casual. My heart was still hammering.

Drew smiled, loosening his tie. “Traffic was light. You look… nice.”

“Thanks.” I walked over, kissed him on the cheek, and took his bag. “Beer?”

“God, yes.” He dropped onto the sofa with a sigh.

I fetched him one from the fridge, handed it over, and tucked my legs under me as I sat beside him. The whole time, the secret nestled inside me pulsed softly with every movement.

“Thought we could read a bit now,” I said, holding up the book. “We seem to get carried away at bedtime.”

He gave me a smile. “Sure.”

I passed it to him. “You read first,” I said.

He started reading the next chapter to me. The cheerleaders had all decided to gatecrash the football team’s shower after the game. Soon they were all soaped up and getting taken in their tight asses against the tiled wall. Drew was reading it in his usual impassive voice, as if it wasn’t turning him on at all, but I could see from the bulge in his trousers that it was.

And as for me… I was squirming in my seat, clenching my thighs and feeling every movement deep in my ass. Soon, I was panting so obviously that Drew kept glancing at me.

“Are you okay?” he said.

I didn’t answer him, I just reached down and slipped my knickers off from under my skirt. Then I leaned back on the sofa and opened my legs. He looked down at my soaking pussy, and then his eyes moved lower…

“Oh,” he said, and a smile started to spread across his face.

“Don’t stop reading,” I said, relaxing back and stroking my inner thigh with one hand.

He adjusted his glasses on his nose and started reading aloud again. The shower scene had turned into a full-on orgy, with the head cheerleader taking several cocks at once. As he spoke, my fingers moved to my clit. I started to circle it, moaning slightly as I worked it.

I dipped a couple of fingers into my wet cunt, scooping out some arousal and sucking it off my fingers. Drew tried to continue reading, but he kept glancing over at what I was doing. I went back to massaging my clit, my moans getting louder. With the other hand, I grasped the base of the butt-plug. I started to push it deeper and then out a little, all with the head still buried inside me. My ass gripped the thin part of the shaft tightly, and every little movement sent rushes of ecstasy through me.

Drew reached the climax of the chapter, where our heroine started taking loads of cum in her ass. I was close to my climax, too. I started fucking myself harder with the butt-plug, almost pulling it out and stretching my ass as wide as it would go, before plunging it back in. My other hand was furiously rubbing back and forth across my clit.

Suddenly, I was coming. My ass clenched around the plug, and my pussy throbbed as an intense orgasm consumed me.

“Oh, fuuuuuck,” I screamed, my back lifting off the sofa. My legs were shaking like I was having a fit. I closed my eyes and let it all wash over me.

When I opened them again, Drew was kneeling between my legs, already shoving down his trousers and pulling his rock-hard cock out.

“You want me to fuck you in the ass, don’t you?” he said.

“More than anything,” I replied. I reached across for my bag and pulled out the lube. “You’ll need this.”

He lubed up his cock, and then slowly pulled out the plug. As the widest part came out, it made me groan with bliss. Then his dick was pressed up against my entrance.

“Slowly,” I whispered.

He applied a bit of pressure. The plug had done its job, and I opened up easily for him. He stretched me and began to fill me inch by inch. The sensation was eclectic; intense pleasure, but also the feeling of doing something forbidden and filthy.

“Oh, god,” I purred. “That feels good.”

“It sure does,” he groaned. He has only halfway in, but I felt completely full, like never before. He started to thrust in and out, gradually getting deeper and deeper. I lifted my legs up higher, giving him better access. My cunt was gaping open, arousal pooling inside. I pushed two fingers inside and started to finger-fuck myself in time to his thrusts in my ass.

“You want to get fucked by two dicks at the same time, don’t you?” Drew grinned. His cock was so deep inside me now, I could hardly breathe. I whimpered and nodded in reply. I added another finger, and then another. Now I was fucking myself with four fingers while he took me in the ass. Everything was so deliciously stretched that it was almost overwhelming.

The pressure built higher and higher until suddenly, the dam broke. I came, screaming, and at the same time I squirted. The clear liquid sprayed wildly, covering my hand as I fucked myself with it, and drenching Drew’s belly and cock.

“Jesus Christ,” groaned Drew. But he kept fucking me through it, as I bucked and wriggled. Every thrust deep into my ass made me squirt again, until we were both soaked in it.

“Can I…?” he began.

“Yes, come in my ass,” I gasped, my body still buzzing with the climax.

He groaned with relief, and I felt his warm release as he came in me, flooding my insides.

He pulled out, both of us shaking, and we collapsed together on the wet sofa.

“Fucking hell,” I panted.

“I know,” he grinned, pulling me close to him. “How are we ever going to get to the end of the book?”


Chapter Nine




Next week at the book club, Kai was practically bouncing in his seat, waiting for it to begin.

“Right,” said Theo, “tonight we’re discussing Backdoor Cheerleaders Four.”

Kai grinned like a proud parent. “Best one yet. The character development, the choreography… absolute art.”

Erin groaned. “You mean absolute anal.”

“Well, yeah,” he said. “But also the teamwork.”

A lively discussion about the book followed. Despite mocking Kai for being such a fan, it seemed that everyone had enjoyed it. Especially Drew and me. We were having so much fun that the session went past in no time.

“Before I hand out the new book,” Theo said. “A quick announcement. There’s a second-hand romance book fair in Cambridge this weekend. A chance to find some rare smut books. I think we should make a group trip of it.”

There was a general murmur of approval. Kai pumped a fist. “Do they sell Backdoor Cheerleaders merch?”

Theo ignored him. “So, who’s in?”

Almost every hand went up. Except Mavis, who said she was already going to a wedding at a swingers' club.

“That sounds brilliant,” said River. “The only problem is, our camper van’s still being fixed. Any chance someone could give me and the boys a lift?”

Before I could even open my mouth, Drew said, “We can!” a little too enthusiastically. “Plenty of room in our Range Rover.”

River smiled sweetly. “That would be amazing, thanks!”

I shot him a look… did he fancy River? He was fiddling with his glasses, trying to act casual.

Theo clapped his hands together. “Perfect. I’ll text everyone the details.”

As everyone began packing up, Theo clapped his hands again. “Oh, I almost forgot. Before you all vanish, your next bit of reading.” He reached into his usual box and started handing out a fresh batch of paperbacks.

Kai’s face lit up. “Please tell me it’s Backdoor Cheerleaders Five.”

Theo grinned. “Not quite. This one’s called “DP in the ER.”

“Ooh, I love a medical drama,” said Nina.

As we left the hall, I slipped my arm through Drew’s. “You seem awfully keen to give River a lift,” I said lightly.

He blinked at me, confused. “What? I was just being nice.”

“Mm-hmm,” I said, smiling sweetly. “I’m sure. She is really hot, though, isn’t she?”

Drew took his glasses off and started cleaning them. “I hadn’t noticed,” he murmured.

It was about an hour to Cambridge. As Drew pulled onto the motorway, I relaxed into the luxurious back seat of the Range Rover. River sat next to me in the back, looking more like she was going to Woodstock than a book fair on a rainy December Saturday.

She wore a floaty skirt in swirling purples and golds that stopped just above her bangle-covered ankles, and a tiny crocheted vest top that threatened to expose her pert breasts at any moment. Every time she moved, her bracelets clinked and her necklaces jingled. Even her hair looked carefree; a messy blonde knot held together with what looked like an actual chopstick.

Cal was on her other side, half-asleep with his head against the window, while Jay sat up front with Drew, fiddling with the radio.

“So,” River said, turning to me with a grin. “Excited for the book fair? I heard there’s a whole stall just for erotic fantasy merch.”

“I can’t wait,” I said. “Maybe I’ll be able to get an I Love Hentai T-shirt for Drew’s Christmas present.”

Drew shot me a glare in the rear-view mirror.

River moved so she was practically snuggled up against my arm, her thigh brushing mine every time the car went over a bump. Her skirt was so thin I could feel the warmth of her skin through the fabric. She smelled of incense and sex. I felt myself getting turned on just by her presence.

She leaned in close. “You’re really pretty, you know, Amy?”

“Er, thanks. So are you,” I said, feeling myself blush.

She smiled, resting her head lightly against my shoulder as if we were old friends. Cal stirred beside her but didn’t seem to mind that his girlfriend was cuddling me instead of him.

“I get so bored on long car journeys,” she continued. “Unless I have some friends to kiss.”

I laughed nervously, not sure if she was teasing. “You must have very interesting car journeys.”

River grinned, eyes glinting. “Only when the company’s good.” She tucked a stray curl behind her ear and looked at me.

From the front seat, Drew said, “Everyone alright back there?”

“Perfectly alright,” River said sweetly, squeezing my arm. “Amy’s keeping me entertained.” She lowered her voice and practically purred at me. “Shall we do some kissing to pass the time?”

My breath caught. For a second, I wasn’t sure if she was joking or daring me, but I could feel the familiar ache between my legs at the thought.

“Oh, Amy, don’t be shy,” River whispered, turned to face me. Her face was inches from mine, and her lips were slightly parted. Then she closed the final gap.

Her kiss was soft at first, a warm, searching exploration, but it quickly grew intense. Her tongue pushed past my lips into my mouth, and I let out a little moan. I leaned into it, wrapping my arms around her waist and putting my hand on her hip. Even that almost-innocent touch had my pussy throbbing.

River broke the kiss, a sound of pleasure escaping her throat. She didn't let go of me, though. Her hand moved to my thigh, sliding up my jeans until it rested dangerously close to my intimate area.

“God, you are such a good kisser,” she whispered, “I could do this all the way to Cambridge.”

She leaned in again, and our kiss was even more passionate this time. We kissed for at least another ten minutes. As things got even more heated, her hand, covered in jangling bracelets, pushed my knee wider apart, and then she cupped my pussy over my jeans. I whimpered into her mouth. I knew I was leaking arousal into my knickers now.

My own hands seemed to have a mind of their own. As we kissed, I moved them up her sides, lifting the loose top higher. There was a tiny bit of resistance from the weight of her breasts, and then they dropped out of the bottom of the vest top. They were full and pert, with large, dark, pierced nipples. My fingers traced around both of them at the time, making them stiffen. Every time I brushed against the metal bar through them, she moaned into my mouth.

River had managed to find my clit through the thick denim fabric and was grinding her fingers against it hard. I squirmed in my seat, waves of pleasure radiating out from my core. My knickers felt soaked through against my skin now.

I glanced towards the front of the car and met Drew’s eyes in the mirror. He’d been watching me play with River’s nipples.

“Watch the road,” I told him, but my voice was hoarse.

River pulled my face back towards hers and forced her tongue in my mouth again. Then she started to unbutton my jeans. When she had enough of the buttons undone, she slipped her hand into my knickers.

“Oh, god,” I gasped. Her hand slid over my damp bush and between my folds. She started to massage my clit, and my brain just turned off. I was so wet and so desperate to come that I was just grinding myself against her hand, squirming on the car seat and kissing her even harder. I climaxed quickly, crying out in the confined space. Everyone was watching me, even Drew, but I didn’t care. When the pleasure began to fade, she didn’t give me a second to recover; she just kept rubbing my clit.

I grabbed her skirt and lifted it up over her knees. I put my hand between her legs and instantly touched the thickest, furriest bush imaginable. She wasn’t wearing any knickers. Still moaning from my own pleasure, I explored through her wild hair until I found her opening. I plunged two fingers up inside her wet cunt and was rewarded by her groaning into my mouth.

We continued to finger each other while we kissed. The kissing was frenzied now, our mouths smashing together, tasting our combined arousal and excitement. My hand was buried deep in her thick, untamed bush, my fingers slick and busy inside her cunt.

I could feel River’s body convulse as she began to climax. She let out a high-pitched, breathless whimper into my mouth. Her hips bucked hard against my hand, forcing my fingers deeper inside her as her whole body tightened in a continuous, ecstatic tremor.

"Amy! Oh, fuck!" she cried out.

I kept my fingers inside her, enjoying the delicious sensation of her muscles spasming around them. But she didn't stop working on me. Even as she climaxed, her fingers ground my clit with frantic energy. My back arched, my hips slammed down onto the leather seat, and another powerful, shaking climax ripped through me, my cries mixing with hers. Pleasure rushed through me, consuming me completely.

When the tremors finally faded, we were both gasping, slick with sweat and arousal. The sexual tension from the others in the car was off the charts.

Drew cleared his throat in the front seat. “We’re here,” he said.


Chapter Ten




The book fair was being held in one of the ancient college quads, the kind that looked like it hadn’t changed in centuries. The stone walls rose high on all sides, weathered to a soft honey colour, with ivy creeping up between the windows and the occasional gargoyle leering down from the roof.

Rows of tables stretched from one end to the other, piled high with glossy covers featuring far too many shirtless men in kilts, and women in gowns being dramatically ravished on castle steps. River immediately dragged Cal and Jay towards the LGBTQ+ section.

Theo and Laney were already there. Laney held up a book titled The Suburban Slut. “This one is practically a memoir,” she laughed.

Drew, of course, homed in on the sexual studies section and started leafing through a reference book from the Kinsey Institute. Kai appeared a moment later, clutching Backdoor Cheerleaders: The Prequel. “Didn’t think it could get any better,” he announced proudly. I rolled my eyes, but couldn’t help laughing.

I found Erin browsing a table labelled “Erotic Classics Reimagined”. She nudged me, grinning. “Look, Amy… Pride and Prejudice and Pegging. This sounds fun.”

By the time we’d all regrouped, everyone had bought something. Tom and Rick, the bikers, surprised me by choosing some soppy, smut-free romances. Nina had a whole set of books, each one starting Gangbanged By The… and ending in a variety of jobs such as Vicars, Traffic Wardens, and Telephone Sanitisers.

And me? I’d chosen a period drama called Double Stuffed At Christmas. I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about the assigned book this week, DP in the ER. Drew and I were halfway through, and my daydreams were filled with one idea and one idea only… being double penetrated by two cocks at once.

We found a little café tucked down a cobbled lane just off the quad. It was packed with students and locals escaping the cold, and we just about managed to squeeze two small tables together near the back. We ordered food and coffee, and dumped our filthy books casually on the tabletops, attracting wide-eyed glances from some of the locals.

River had picked up a copy of The Vegan Vicar’s Secret Orgy, and she kept flicking through it while giggling and showing the others the illustrations. We laughed and talked far too loudly for such a small café. Every time the waitress walked past, I could see her trying not to look at the stack of filthy books in front of us.

After lunch, we bundled back out into the cold, everyone rosy-cheeked and cheerful. We said our goodbyes to the others as they headed to their cars, and I followed Drew to where we’d parked.

This time, River rode up front with Drew. I ended up between Cal and Jay on the back seat, two very large, very warm men pressed close on either side of me. As we pulled back onto the motorway, I started reading Double Stuffed At Christmas.

That turned out to be a mistake. By the time the first character in the book had been double penetrated by two stablehands on the floor of the stable, my knickers were a wet mess. It didn’t help that I was sandwiched between River’s two boyfriends, both of them with strong forearms covered in tattoos. I kept glancing at their crotches, trying to make out the bulge of their dicks.

“How’s the book?” asked River, half turning around and looking back at me.

“Fine…” I said, my voice cracking. I cleared my throat. “Fine, actually. Very well written. Very… descriptive.”

River smirked, as if she knew what I meant by that. “You look a little flushed,” she said.

“It’s quite hot back here,” I replied. “Maybe Drew could turn the heating down a bit?”

Drew reached out to the console to adjust a few settings.

“So, River…” I said nervously. “You’ve got… two boyfriends. Do you ever… erm?”

“Ever what?” she said. The amused look in her eyes made it seem like she knew what I was asking but was determined to tease me.

“Ever… have both of them at the same time. Like… completely at the same time.”

“Do I get DPed by my boyfriends?” she said, still teasing me.

I nodded, bright red, now.

“Of course, all the fucking time,” she laughed. “That’s the best thing about having two boyfriends. Otherwise, it’s just washing twice as many socks and never getting what I want on TV.”

“Hey,” laughed Cal, pretending to take offence.

River turned further around until she was looking at Jay. “Jay… what do you think of Amy, here?”

“Pretty,” he said. “And she looks like she’s on heat.”

River looked at Cal. “What do you think of her?”

“Fucking hot,” replied Cal, “I bet she’s got perfect tits, too.”

“So, you’d both fuck her?”

They nodded.

“There you go then,” said River. “You can get DPed by my boyfriends, if you want. Then you’ll know what it’s like and you can stop obsessing about it.”

“I wasn’t obsessing,” I lied.

“Uh-huh.”

My heart was pounding. Cal and Jay were both pressed a bit closer to me now. I put my hands on their thighs and looked at one and then the other. River was still half-turned in her seat, watching me with a lazy, satisfied grin.

Jay was the first to move. He found the hem of my knit jumper and lifted it off over my head. “It’s too hot in here for this,” he said.

Cal did the same with my T-shirt, leaving me exposed in a sensible bra. He pulled me in for a kiss, and I melted into him, the tension finally breaking. While we were kissing, Jay unhooked my bra, and my breasts fell free.

Call broke away from kissing me and admired them. “Fuck, they are perfect,” he grinned.

Jay turned my face to his and kissed me, his tongue playing with mine. Kissing one, then the other, was driving me crazy; I was practically squirming in my seat, my pussy aching. Cal squeezed one of my breasts and then bent down to suck on my nipple. A rush of pleasure ran through me, and I moaned loudly. Jay pulled away and then started sucking on my other nipple.

The sensation of having both nipples sucked was wild. They’d always been sensitive, but now it felt like the pleasure radiating out from them reached every nerve in my body. I closed my eyes and moaned with happiness.

“That’s it, boys,” purred River. “Show her how it’s done.”

“Fuck, I wish I could watch,” complained Drew. “I’m going to have to find somewhere to stop.”

I couldn’t bear it any longer; I had to get out of these jeans. I fumbled with the buttons and lifted my ass off the seat enough to get them down over my hips. I struggled out of them and then whipped off my knickers. I was completely naked in the back seat, with two gorgeous men sucking and licking at my nipples.

I went to touch my clit, but Jay pushed my fingers away and took over, circling it firmly with two fingers. Meanwhile, Cal slid a couple of fingers up inside me. I was so wet, I could actually hear him fingering me. They worked me with fingers and tongues, holding me firmly between them as I bucked and moaned in ecstasy.

It didn’t take long before I came hard, almost screaming. When I finally recovered, I opened my eyes to find River watching me with one hand touching herself, and the other one on Drew’s cock while he was driving. I saw that we were on the slip road, leaving the motorway for a service station.

I reached out to either side, squeezing Jay and Cal’s cocks through their jeans. I tried to fumble with their belts, but they took over, unbuckling and tugging them down. Their cocks sprang free, and I wrapped a hand around each one, wanking them both in unison while they continued to play with my pussy. Neither of them was as big as Drew, but they were a decent size, and lovely and thick.

To my surprise, Jay leaned over me and started kissing Cal while I stroked their cocks. Seeing these two strong, bearded men kiss each other almost made me come again. Then they pulled me into their kiss, making a delicious, three-way mess of tongues. I’d never even imagined how good that would be.

The car jolted to a stop. I saw that Drew had parked us right at the back of the lorry park against some trees and far from anyone else.

“Fuck me,” I managed to whisper. “Fuck me. Please.”

We all popped out our seat belts. Cal turned so he was in the corner of the seat, and pulled me on top of him. His rock-hard dick brushed against my thigh and then pressed against my mound. I whimpered in anticipation.

Jay reached between my legs and grasped Cal’s cock, angling it upwards towards my opening. I sank down on top of him and felt his girth stretch me open and slide inside.

“Fuck…” I gasped.

Drew was watching me from the front seat, but River was bent over him, tugging down his trousers.

“Holy, shit,” she said as she pulled out his cock. “Laney said he was hung, but I wasn’t expecting it to be this big.”

“Mmm,” was all I could say. I was seated fully on Cal’s cock now, his full length throbbing inside me, filling me completely. I leaned over him, and he pulled one of my nipples into his mouth.

I started to rock my hips, grinding Cal’s cock against every perfect spot inside me. I was aware of Jay behind me. When I looked down between my legs, I saw that he was massaging Cal’s balls.

“River, do you still have that lube in your bag?” Jay asked.

“Mmm-mmm-mmm,” said River, and I realised her mouth was full of Drew’s cock. She lifted off and glanced back at us, saliva dripping down her chin. “I never go anywhere without lube. It’s in the footwell next to you.”

While I bounced some more on Cal’s cock, Jay grabbed the lube and covered his cock in it. Then he knelt behind me and pressed the head of his dick up against my tight rear entrance. I slowed in my movements and tensed.

“Relax, baby,” Jay muttered behind me. I felt his fingers rubbing the ring of muscles and easing them open. Then he replaced them with his cock again and pushed inside.

I moaned with pleasure as I felt him stretch me open. Drew and I had been doing plenty of anal this last week, but this was different. With Cal’s shaft stretching my cunt, the stretch in my ass was even more intense. I could feel the friction between their cocks as they both started thrusting inside me. They were slightly out of phase with each other, and the sensations started sending me higher and higher.

“How’s that ass feel?” asked Cal, still thrusting up from below.

“Fucking amazing,” groaned Jay. “So fucking tight.”

River sat up again from sucking Drew’s cock. “Hey, are you saying my ass isn’t tight enough?” she joked, making the rest of us laugh. The act of laughing with a cock stretching both my holes sent more waves of intense pleasure through me.

River didn’t go back to sucking Drew. Instead, she hiked up her dress and climbed on top of him in the front seat. She reached between her legs and then sank down onto his dick.

“Holy, fuck,” she groaned as he filled her. “So, fucking big.”

She wrapped her arms around Drew and kissed him passionately, knocking his glasses half off. Then she started fucking him, bouncing hard on his dick and moaning with every movement. Cal and Jay were still fucking me, and I was absolutely loving finally getting DPed. The car rocked on its suspension even more now that we were all at it.

“I’m going to come,” I gasped, suddenly right on the edge.

I gripped Cal’s shoulders and felt it hit me. I almost blacked out, my whole body shaking as my cunt and ass clenched around their shafts. I felt myself squirting, a sudden release of pressure that soaked Cal beneath me. From the sounds in the front seat, River was climaxing at the same time. They kept fucking me through it, making me squirt again and again, until I couldn’t take it any more.

They both pulled out, leaving me feeling empty, my cunt still throbbing and contracting.

“Let’s swap then,” said Cal. “I want to get in that ass.”

“Sure,” replied Jay, pulling some wipes out of River’s back and giving his cock a quick clean. Then he sat back on the other corner of the back seat, and I climbed on top of him while Cal lubed up. River was still riding Drew, and she climaxed again while we were preparing.

Soon, I had both dicks inside me again. This time, I was riding Jay while Cal was fucking me in the ass from behind.

River came a third time and then climbed off Drew. She knelt on the passenger seat and presented her ass to him.

“Time to see if you can get that massive cock up my ass,” she grinned.

Call tossed her the lube without even missing a beat, still pounding into my ass. Drew knelt behind her, and in no time, he was fucking her in the rear entrance, too.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “That stretch hurts, but it feels so good. Amy, you’re the anal princess if you’ve been taking this dick up your bum all week.”

“Mmm,” I moaned, my eyes rolling in my head as the two dicks continued to fill me completely.

Suddenly, I was coming again, and squirting even more than the first time. The orgasm started deep in my core and spread to every part of my body until my arms and legs were shaking.

“Fuck… gonna come,” gasped Cal, and then I felt his hot cum flood my ass.

Jay thrust up into me even harder, and he groaned as he spilled inside my cunt. The feeling of them both twitching and releasing inside me was wonderful, and I spiralled straight into another climax that made my brain reboot.

When I came to my senses, we were all sprawled on the back seat, sweaty and panting. The leather seat was covered in my squirt, and cum dripped out of both holes to join it. It seemed that Drew had come in River’s ass, too; they were both collapsed back in their seats, with satisfied grins on their faces.

“How was your first DP?” asked River.

“So… fucking… good…” I managed to murmur. “But next time… I think it would be more… comfortable in a bed.”


Chapter Eleven




The church hall looked extra cosy that evening for the last book club before Christmas. There was even the hint of snow in the air. Theo had brought mince pies for everyone, and Mavid had knitted nipple warmers for the women and penis warmers for the men.

We had a lively discussion until it was time to leave. Theo clapped his hands for attention. “Alright, everyone, it was lovely to hear all about the books you got at the book fair. But before you go home, a reminder.”

The room went quiet, except for the clacking of Mavis’s knitting needles.

“This Saturday, as you know, is the big Christmas do. All the romance book clubs in the city are getting together. Black tie dinner in a proper hotel with posh food and dancing. You’re all invited.”

Kai whooped. “Remember that cute poly couple from the Stratford club that I met last year? Hope those slutty lesbians are going this time, too. They made the backdoor cheerleaders look shy.”

I felt a little spark of excitement; a proper night out, all dressed up, with the book club lot? It sounded fun. And dangerous.

Theo reached into his box and pulled out a stack of bright red paperbacks. “And since it’s our last book of the year…” He paused dramatically, letting the covers catch the light. “…I thought we’d finish with something festive.”

He handed them out one by one. The cover showed a muscled Santa in nothing but boots and a hat, holding a candy cane suggestively. The title was Santa and the hundred elves. A harem story.

“Wow, that’s a lot,” laughed Nina.

“Only a hundred?” croaked Mavis. “I could tell you some stories...”

But she didn’t have a chance; everyone was already collecting their things and heading out the door.

The hotel was one of those grand old London places that looked like it had a long history of scandal. The kind of place with a grand piano in the bar, and a man to help you press the buttons in the lift.

Drew and I pulled up in a rented limo, his idea, and I couldn’t help feeling excited. Things between us had been amazing since we’d started going to the book club. No more arguments. No more frustration, and lots and lots of sex. I’d even given him a blowjob in the limo. That never would have happened a few months ago. He looked especially handsome in his black tux and bow tie. He even had his hair brushed properly for once

I’d gone full glam: a long emerald green dress that clung in all the right places, with a slit that felt just naughty enough. My hair was loose, soft curls falling over one shoulder, and I’d actually worn lipstick bold enough to make me nervous. As we stepped out, the cold air bit at my bare arms, and I instantly wished I’d brought a coat.

Inside, the ballroom buzzed with laughter, chatter, and clinking glasses. Fairy lights were strung along the walls, and a massive Christmas tree stood near the dance floor, covered in gold ribbons and baubles. The band was warming up in the corner, and waiters drifted between tables with trays of champagne flutes.

Our table was near the front, already packed with familiar faces. Laney waved us over, her dress so low-cut around the neck that I worried her breasts would escape. Theo stood to greet us, looking good in a black suit that fit just right. River was there too, sitting between her two boyfriends like always. She was wearing a dress that was just smart enough, but still with a hippy vibe. I could tell that she wasn’t wearing a bra, and I guessed she had changed the habit of a lifetime and put on any knickers, either.

“Look at us,” Kai said, raising his glass. He looked a little uncomfortable now that he wasn’t wearing his usual shorts and gym vest. His massive thighs and shoulders looked like they would split his suit open like the Incredible Hulk.

Just as we got settled, a couple of women appeared by his side. They were both blonde, thin, athletic, with massive breasts and wearing dresses so short that I kept getting a flash of their knickers. As it happened, they had the look of a classic American cheerleader.

“Kai!” squealed one.

“Oh, my god,” giggled the other one, as they both threw their arms around him and started kissing him on the neck and face. One of them worked her way around to the front and shoved her tongue into his mouth.

“Hey, give me a go,” complained the other one, and pushed her out of the way. She started snogging Kai so sloppily that his face was soon wet with her saliva.

“Girls,” grinned Kai, when he was finally allowed to breathe. “I hoped you’d be here again this year. Everyone… this is Mandy and Sandy. The poly couple I was telling you about.”

They both gave us little waves and turned straight back to Kai. Sandy glanced at her elegant watch. “The food isn’t for half an hour, come and fuck us in the cloakroom.”

“Oh, yes,” giggled Mandy. “Please. I want your hard cock so bad.”

“And I packed my cheerleader costume for later, just in case you were here,” added Sandy. “We’ve got a room in the hotel. Please say you’ll spend the night with us.”

The rest of us were watching all this with open mouths. I mean, I suppose Kai was good-looking, just not really my type. But I hadn’t expected him to provoke a response like this from a couple of attractive women.

“Please, excuse me,” said Kai, formally, standing up and leaving in the direction of the cloakroom with one of the women on each arm.

I was sitting next to Nina. She leaned over and put her hand on my arm. “I’m so glad you two joined,” she said. “Until then, they wouldn’t stop calling me the new girl.”

“Oh, did you join recently, too?” I asked.

“A few months before you guys. It’s… changed my life.”

“Ours too!” I agreed.

Kai returned about fifteen minutes later, still tucking in his shirt and with a massive grin on his face. Dinner was even better than I had hoped. Perfectly cooked salmon, buttery potatoes, and a chocolate dessert so rich it made me close my eyes for a moment just to savour it. Soon, everyone was glowing. Mavis told a few ridiculous stories, everyone was flirting with the waiters, and Laney laughed so loudly that the table next to us kept turning to stare.

After pudding, the band struck up a slow number, and Drew stood, holding out his hand to me. I followed him to the dance floor, the lights soft and golden, reflections from the chandeliers scattering across the polished wood.

He pulled me close, one hand on the small of my back, and for a while, we just moved together, quiet among the crowd. I rested my head against his shoulder and breathed him in.

“I love you,” I murmured.

He smiled against my hair. “I love you too.”

For a moment, everything else faded. It was just us. I felt his heart beating against mine and realised how much stronger we’d become as a couple.

“I like… seeing you happy,” I said softly. “Even when it’s not just me making you happy. Watching you with other people really turns me on.”

He drew back just enough to look into my eyes. “Same here,” he said. “When you were between Cal and Jay, I think that’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Laney suddenly appeared at our side and touched me on the arm. “Come on,” she said urgently. “They’re opening the playroom.”

“The playroom?” said Drew, confused.

“Yes,” she replied, as if he were stupid. “The playroom. Now, come on.”

She dragged us off the dancefloor and down a corridor. At the end was a door guarded by a bouncer.

“Underwear and Christmas hats only,” he said, gruffly.

“We have to take our clothes off?” I gasped in shock. I’d finally realised what the playroom was, and my heart began to race.

“You can leave them here,” the bouncer said, gesturing to a hatch in the side of the corridor. It opened into a small cloakroom with a bored-looking woman sitting on a stool in front of racks of dresses and suits.

The three of us exchanged looks. Laney shrugged first. “Fair enough,” she said. She turned around to face away from me. “Can you get my zip, please?”

I pulled down the zip on her dress, and she slipped out of it. Drew was already undoing his bow tie. Well, if they could do it, then so could I. We all stripped off in the corridor until Drew was just in his underpants and Laney and I were in our bras and panties.

Laney’s were completely sheer, her nipples and the little strip of hair between her legs clearly visible. Mine were sexy, but more covering, lace with rose patterns. Drew’s underwear was like little shorts and light grey. His soft dick curved obviously down one leg, looking bigger than most men’s when they were erect.

“Have you got a license for that?” joked the bouncer.

While we undressed, more guests appeared behind us and started to strip off, too. River, Cal and Jay appeared.

“This should be fun,” giggled River. “I’m not wearing any underwear, as usual.”

She slipped her dress off without hesitation and stood there completely naked. Her wild bush was dark and curly, spreading to her thighs. Under her arms, she had unashamed thick patches of hair. I noticed that the bars through her nipples were candy cane-shaped.

“Here. For modestly,” grinned Cal, handing her a strip of tinsel. She wrapped it around her neck and let it hang down so it barely covered her breasts.

“Perfect,” she said.

We handed our clothes to the woman in the cloakroom. Then, taking a deep breath, I pushed open the door and entered the playroom.


Chapter Twelve




The room was one of the elegant hotel bars. A soft red glow bathed everything, making the air feel thick and secret. The music was low and slow, more of a pulse than a tune. Circular booths lined the walls, deep and padded in dark leather. Between them, small tables glimmered with candlelight, reflecting off half-drunk glasses of wine.

People in lingerie lounged in the booths and along the bar, talking in low voices. Some were completely naked, like River, others were just wearing knickers paired with stockings and suspenders. The men were in their underwear, but many had kept their bow ties on, making them look like strippers.

At the closest booth, I spotted Kai. He now had three topless, blonde cheerleader-types cuddled up to him, stroking his chest and kissing his neck.

“They’re multiplying,” I whispered to Drew. Kai gave us a cheerful wave, but then one of the blondes dragged his face back to hers for a deep kiss.

We ordered drinks at the bar and watched as the room gradually filled up. Soon, all our friends were there. Mavis walked past with a tall, Black gentleman on each arm. She was naked, her breasts sagging, and her bush completely grey. She gave us a wink as the two men escorted her to an alcove at the back.

Erin had more or less attached herself to Drew at the bar. She was pressed up against his side, her enormous breasts rubbing against him every time she laughed at one of his jokes. He was looking a little bit scared, but I could see his cock twitching in his pants.

A booth became free, and everyone from our book club piled in. Erin made sure she was next to Drew and draped herself over him. He looked at me, silently asking for permission, and I gave him an enthusiastic nod.

Now we were seated in semi-privacy, things started to escalate quickly. Erin started to kiss Drew like she was trying to eat him. She unhooked her bra and let those massive tits hang free, but she had to guide his hands to them. Once he got going, though, he didn’t hesitate any longer, kneading and squeezing them and pulling on her big nipples. I smiled to myself to see him enjoying them.

River had dragged in a man I hadn’t recognised. It wasn’t long before she had her hand in his pants. His hand slid between her legs, and he started fingering her while they kissed.

I was next to Theo. “Since that first time, we haven’t had much chance to… chat,” he said.

“Chat?” I replied. With everyone getting it on all around, I was suddenly desperately horny. “Do you mean fuck?”

“Yeah,” he smirked.

“How about right now?” I said, putting my hand on his thigh and sliding it up over the bulge in his underwear. His lovely big cock twitched under my hand and started to grow.

“Theo!” said a voice, interrupting us just as we were about to kiss.

“Max, how are you?” said Theo, standing briefly to shake the newcomer’s hand and giving me a face full of bulge. “Why don’t you join us?”

Max sat down next to me. He was Black like Theo, but a bit older, with a trimmed, slightly greying beard. I was instantly attracted to him; he had a confident, wealthy vibe.

“Max is the facilitator for the Chelsea book club,” Theo said to me, and then turned to Max. “This is Amy, our newest member.”

“Pleased to meet you,” said Max, leaning in to kiss me on the cheek. “I hope you don’t mind me saying, but you are stunning.” He looked me up and down, his eyes lingering on my bra.

I was far too horny to let this interruption get in the way of getting laid, and my hand was still on Theo’s stiffening cock. I decided I wanted both of them. I put my hand on Max’s bulge, too. His cock was lovely and long, and I felt it instantly harden.

“I’m all yours,” I said to them, looking from one to the other. “You can do whatever you want with me.”

They both grinned and moved in, stripping me completely naked in seconds. People all over the room were fucking now, some on the seats, some over the tables. One woman wearing a Santa hat and nothing else was being taken from behind against the bar. River was riding her guy, and Drew was between Erin’s legs, looking like he was about to penetrate her any moment.

Max pulled me on top of him, and I rubbed my clit up and down the length of his big, black cock. Theo was to the side, squeezing my breast and kissing my neck. Max’s hands went to my ass cheeks and spread me open, so that I gaped over his cock. Then I guided him to my opening and sank down, letting him fill me completely.

I reached out and grabbed Theo’s hard dick, and then started to fuck myself on Max. God, it felt so good having both of them there. Theo’s fingers slipped between my legs, stroking my clit while Max’s shaft split me open. All around us, I could hear the soft sounds of fucking; moans, slapping skin and cries of pleasure.

Theo moved behind me, and I thought he’d fuck me in the ass. But instead, he pressed his cock up against Max’s. Each time I moved back onto Max’s dick, he pushed a bit more at my opening. Suddenly, he was inside me, stretching my cunt wider than I’d ever had it stretched before. It was uncomfortable for a couple of seconds, and then the waves of filthy pleasure hit me.

Theo grabbed my arms, pulling them behind my back and holding my wrists together in a rough grip just above my ass. I was pinned between them, unable to move, and being fucked like I’d never been fucked before. They both increased their rhythm, slamming into me harder and deeper.

“Oh, my god,” I moaned, trying to lean forward against Max, but Theo had me fixed in position. Two big, black cocks were filling my cunt, thrusting inside me together, deeper and deeper until I could hardly breathe. But it felt incredible.

“You’re such a slut, Amy,” Theo whispered in my ear. “Getting fucked by two cocks in your tight, wet cunt. What are you?”

“A slut,” I whimpered. The pressure was building unbearably inside me as they fucked me.

“Are you going to come for us, slut?” Theo grunted.

“Yes,” I groaned. “Oh god, yes.”

I came hard, my cunt contracting around their cocks and squirting over Max. They didn’t even slow in their thrusting. Theo still had my arms pinned behind my back with one hand on my wrists. With the other hand, he grabbed my hair and pulled my head back, making me arch my back. I came again, only a few seconds after I’d finished the first climax, squirting even more this time.

Waves of pleasure consumed me, and I couldn’t think of anything except their cocks stretching me open and the way I was held in place, unable to do anything except come over and over again. I came a third time, and a fourth in quick succession, practically screaming each time.

Finally, they set me free, letting me collapse back on the leather seat, my arms aching from being pinned back. My legs were open, and I put my hand between my thighs. My thighs and bush were soaking from sweat and squirting. My pussy was so sensitive; swollen, gaping and still pulsing from aftershocks.

Theo and Max smirked at the state I was in as they stood over me. A naked Asian woman walking by paused and looked at Max’s rock-hard cock, still wet from my pussy. He didn’t hesitate to turn her around, bend her over the table and take her from behind. Laney was already dragging Theo away to push him onto the seat and climbing on top of him.

Everywhere, people were swapping partners and fucking whoever they happened to be near. I saw Kai with the three blondes. They were kneeling on a sofa in a line, sticking their asses out for him. He was using every ounce of his gym fitness, pounding one of them at an incredible pace, his firm ass clenching as he fucked her from behind. As soon as she climaxed, he pulled out and moved to the next one in the line, taking her just as ferociously. The third one stroked her own shaved pussy as she waited for her turn.

Erin was on her hands and knees on the seat next to me. Drew was taking her from behind with slow, hard strokes. Each time he thrust into her, her huge, hanging breasts swayed like crazy, rubbing her nipples against the leather. She looked up at me, her eyes glazed with ecstasy.

“Your husband’s fucking my ass,” she giggled. I put my tongue in her mouth and kissed her. She came, and I could feel her orgasm run straight through her body.

A new man approached, his cock short, but hard and curved. He looked at me questioningly, and I nodded. He knelt between my legs and entered me. But that was only the beginning. It turned into a mammoth, hedonistic orgy. I lost count of how many orgasms I had. It was intense and filthy, and so much fun.

Finally, I found myself next to Drew. He was looking exhausted. He’d come in Laney’s ass, but I had noticed that he’d stayed hard and fucked several other women after. His cock was still rock-hard now. I never knew my handsome, geeky husband had it in him. There were fewer people going at it now, as the party started to wind down.

“Have you had enough?” I asked him.

“Almost,” he replied. “There’s just one last chapter I want to read tonight, Amy.”

“Oh, who?” I said, trying to sound innocent.

“The hottest, filthiest woman here.”

I looked around, pretending to check the naked bodies around us.

“You, you idiot,” he laughed.

I climbed on top of him and put my arms over his shoulders, leaning in to give him a long, sloppy kiss.

“I love you,” I whispered into his mouth.

“I love you, too.”

“I don’t think we need the therapist any more,” I grinned, licking his ear.

“We don’t. But she was right about the book club,” he laughed.

I shifted my hips, and his cock found my opening. I sank down onto him, feeling him stretch me in that familiar way. After all the sex, it felt good to have my husband inside me again. I rocked my hips, taking him as deep as I could.

“I want to come in you,” he murmured.

“Not yet,” I whispered, kissing him again. I reached between my legs, rubbing my clit. It was sore and sensitive, but I knew I had one more climax in me. “I want you really deep. Can you fuck me really deep? That’s it, fuck. Just hold it there, deep inside me.”

He thrust up into me, holding my hips and filling me so deep I could feel every inch of his cock clenched by my cunt. I rubbed my clit, harder and faster.

“Fuck, that’s it, you’re so deep inside me,” I moaned. And then suddenly I went over the edge and came hard around him. It was a final release, finishing me off with everything I had left. I bucked and squirmed on his cock as the waves of pleasure washed over me.

Drew groaned. “Can I come?”

“Yes, fuck, come inside me,” I panted, my aftershocks of orgasm still washing over me.

He grabbed my ass and thrust up inside me a couple of times. He must have been right on the edge, because his cock throbbed, and I felt him unload his warm cum into my cunt. He buried his face in my shoulder and groaned with relief.

We stayed like that for a few minutes, until I felt his dick soften inside me.

“Come on,” I said. “Let’s go home.”

When we left, Kai was still fucking the three blonde girls, but they didn't notice us go. Drew and I walked out hand-in-hand, tired, sticky, and completely happy.

THE END
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