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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				I was early as usual. I liked to be early. The church hall echoed with my footsteps as I walked inside. It was chilly out of the sun, and I pulled my sensible cardigan around me. There was a circle of chairs already laid out, only one of them occupied. The guy sitting there looked too big for the small, upright chair. He looked more like he should be pumping iron than reading romance books. He had thighs like tree trunks, a neck to match, and his hair was in a little man-bun. He wasn’t what I was expecting as a book club member, at all. 
			

			
				“Is this the room for the book club?” I asked nervously.
			

			
				He ignored me, staring down at his lap. I moved a little closer and saw that he had earbuds in. He hadn’t heard me. I stepped into his line of sight and gave him a nervous little wave.
			

			
				He looked startled and pulled out one of his earbuds. “Hello,” he said. “Sorry, I didn’t see you there.”
			

			
				“I’m Nina,” I said, holding out my hand.
			

			
				“Kai,” he replied, shaking my hand. I was only just over five feet tall, late forties, and skinny besides. His hand was twice the size of mine and practically crushed it with his strength. “Just listening to an audiobook. I hate reading.”
			

			
				I tried not to scowl. How could you be at a book club if you hate reading? “What’s the book?” I asked.
			

			
				“Backdoor Cheerleaders Three - The Human Pyramid,” he replied with a straight face. I felt myself turning red at his crude joke.
			

			
				Luckily, I was saved by someone else arriving. “Ooh, a new member!” she cooed enthusiastically. “Hi, I’m Erin.”
			

			
				Erin was quite stunning, with a huge pair of breasts that she made no effort to hide in a low-cut top and completely inadequate bra. They were such an obvious feature that I was sure that if anyone ever needed to clarify which Erin you were talking about, you’d definitely say “Erin with the big tits.”
			

			
				I went to shake her hand, but she gave me a bear hug instead, wrapping her arms around me and squeezing me so much that I felt every inch of her enormous chest pressed up against me.
			

			
				“It’s so lovely to get a new member,” she giggled. “Look at you, and you’re just gorgeous.”
			

			
				I flushed at the compliment, even though I knew she couldn’t mean it. Calling me plain would have been a more accurate description. I was dressed modestly in a cardigan, button-up shirt and loose trousers. Thin, boyish, and in my mid-forties, I didn’t have any hips or breasts. After my divorce, I’d cut my hair short, thinking it would make me look younger. Only afterwards had I noticed that every woman approaching fifty had done exactly the same thing, and now I actually looked older. The thick glasses I needed to see with didn’t help my look either.
			

			
				Erin looked down at the book in my hands. “You’ve brought a book. Wuthering Heights. That’s an… interesting choice.”
			

			
				I thought it was a fairly obvious choice, so I just shrugged. “I love a good romance,” I said.
			

			
				“Oh yes,” she beamed, “so do I. As long as there’s loads of big cocks in it.”
			

			
				I laughed awkwardly, unsure how to respond. Surely she was joking. Wasn’t she?
			

			
				“Oh, sorry,” Erin said, eyes twinkling. “I sometimes forget new people don’t always know what kind of book club this is. I was exactly the same when I joined. It’s been quite a journey.”
			

			
				Kai, still slouched in his chair, grinned at me. “You’ll get used to it.”
			

			
				I glanced again at the circle of chairs, hoping for some kind of normality to walk through the door next. Maybe a kind-faced older woman with knitting needles. Someone named Mabel, who smelled of lavender.
			

			
				Instead, in walked a barefoot woman in a wrap skirt. She wore a tight crop top without a bra that left nothing to the imagination. I could tell exactly what sort of nipple piercings she had. Her face was friendly rather than classically pretty, and covered in freckles.
			

			
				“A newbie!” she cried, crossing the room with arms open. “I’m River.”
			

			
				Before I could even respond, I was in another hug, softer, but no less intense. I could actually feel her nipple piercings against my chest.
			

			
				“I’m Nina,” I squeaked.
			

			
				“You’re adorable,” she whispered like it was a secret between us. “Welcome to the filth.”
			

			
				“Sorry?” I said, blinking.
			

			
				River seemed to have arrived with two men. One was lean and wiry, the other broader with a thick beard. They both had tattoos covering their whole arms. They looked far too cool for a book club.
			

			
				“Jay and Cal,” she said cheerfully. “My boyfriends.”
			

			
				Boyfriends, plural?
			

			
				River dropped down into a chair, and her boyfriends sat on either side, like security guards. 
			

			
				“Come on, sit with me,” said Erin, guiding me over to the other side of the circle.
			

			
				I followed, still clutching Wuthering Heights like it might protect me.
			

			
				“Don’t worry,” Erin said sweetly. “As it’s the first meeting after the summer break, there isn’t a book to discuss. You haven’t missed anything.”
			

			
				I looked around helplessly. More people were arriving now, and still not the sort of people I had been expecting. There were a couple of bikers in their fifties with long, silver beards. There was a woman called Laney who had a blonde fringe and a short leopard-print skirt that made her look like a slutty housewife.
			

			
				Finally, an old lady arrived, but not quite the one I’d been hoping for.
			

			
				She shuffled in through the open doors wearing oversized sunglasses and a rhinestone-studded “Pornhub Premium” hoodie. Her white curls were piled into a messy bun.
			

			
				“Ah, fucking fuck, I’m late,” she said, her voice deep and rasping like she’d spent most of her life smoking cigars. “Did I miss the nun gangbang discussion?”
			

			
				“We’re still waiting for Theo,” replied one of the bikers.
			

			
				She looked over at me and cackled. “Ohhh, fresh meat.”
			

			
				“I’m Nina,” I said, my voice cracking. “I’m new.”
			

			
				“Well, you’re adorable,” the old woman declared. “I’m Mavis. Everyone’s afraid I’ll drop dead during an orgasm, but honestly, what better way to go?”
			

			
				Mavis collapsed, wheezing into a folding chair, “Back in my day, we didn’t read the filth. We lived it. Back in 1969, I even got double-fisted in the back of a jazz club, while a man played the saxophone two feet away. And he let me have a go on his saxophone after… if you know what I mean.”
			

			
				I made a sort of high-pitched whimpering sound and looked around for exits.
			

			
				That’s when Theo arrived.
			

			
				He was tall, dark skinned, and devastatingly sexy. He wore a black wool coat over a tight, charcoal T-shirt that clung to his chest in ways that made my mouth go dry. A leather messenger bag was slung across one shoulder, and in his hand was a battered paperback that looked somehow both academic and very, very rude. He was like a sexy professor. His jeans were so tight I imagined I could see the outline of his cock. I felt my pussy get wet for the first time in years.
			

			
				“Evening, sinners,” he said, flashing a slow grin that made Erin immediately start fanning herself.
			

			
				“Hi, Sir,” River said with a wink.
			

			
				He didn’t flinch at that, just nodded like she’d greeted him with a normal “hello.” Then his eyes landed on me. I tried to sit up straighter, which only resulted in my chair creaking and my cardigan unbuttoning itself at the top.
			

			
				“And you must be Nina,” he said.
			

			
				I nodded. My throat had sealed itself shut.
			

			
				He walked over, hand extended. “Theo. We spoke on the phone. I run the group. Sort of. I prefer to think of myself as a facilitator.”
			

			
				I shook his hand. His palm was hot. My brain short-circuited. I hadn’t felt like this since… forever. My marriage had been largely sexless; we’d been more like flatmates than lovers. There hadn’t even been any romance, not like I enjoyed reading about anyway. I didn’t even believe in orgasms; I thought they were some sort of fictional plot point. But now, the aching between my thighs was making me wonder just what it would be like to be held by someone like Theo. Not that he’d ever look twice at someone like me.
			

			
				My face was burning so much that my glasses fogged up. Theo pretended not to notice.
			

			
				“Alright, everyone,” he said, addressing the group. “First week back after the summer break, so there was no assigned reading. Instead, why don’t we all go round the circle, and we can each talk about a book we enjoyed over the summer.”
			

			
				“Nina’s brought Wuthering Heights,” Erin said.
			

			
				Theo looked intrigued. “Ah. Heathcliff… Brooding. Possessive. Maybe the original dom?”
			

			
				River snorted. “Heathcliff isn’t a dom. There’s no healthy or negotiated dominant/submissive dynamic, just possessiveness, toxic passion, and co-dependency. BDSM involves active consent.”
			

			
				There followed a heated discussion that quickly strayed into subjects I didn’t understand. But I felt a small swell of pride that they were discussing my book so enthusiastically.
			

			
				After that, each person spoke about their own books. Kai told us what he enjoyed about the Backdoor Cheerleader trilogy, which seemed to be just that the cheerleaders engaged in a surprising amount of anal sex.
			

			
				Laney’s book sounded even ruder. Gangbanged By The Binmen, she told us, was a clever metaphor for class warfare, coupled with some, quite literally, dirty sex for the protagonist.
			

			
				The two bikers, who turned out to be called Rick and Tom, had both read a gay, dark romance. This sounded much more like my sort of book until Tom casually mentioned the triple penetration scene.
			

			
				“The tenderness brought a tear to my eye,” said Rick, flicking through his sticky-note annotated copy.
			

			
				“Beautiful stuff,” Tom added, nodding solemnly.
			

			
				Erin leaned over and whispered, “I’ve read this one before. It’s actually a very touching scene.”
			

			
				“Why don’t you read us a bit?” suggested Theo.
			

			
				Rick opened the book and cleared his throat. “This is the bit where Matteo begs Lukas to spit in his asshole.”
			

			
				“This is poetic…” said Tom.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I muttered, but no one heard me.
			

			
				As Rick read, Tom stared dreamily into space like he was reliving the moment. The rest of the group nodded thoughtfully, like this was a TED Talk on intimacy.
			

			
				Each book sounded more filthy than the last. I clutched my dog-eared Wuthering Heights. What is wrong with these people? 
			

			
				River finished up with a review of Alien Egg Breeders: Hatch and Squirt. “It was so sweet,” she said. “The aliens raised the hatchlings together. And I loved the tentacle lactation scene.”
			

			
				“Guys,” I said, clearing my throat. “Maybe I should go… I think there’s been some mistake. I thought this was a romance book club. You know, like Pride and Prejudice. Rebecca. That sort of thing.”
			

			
				“Oh, sweetie,” River said, beaming, “we are all about romance. Just… the kind where the gardener comes in her hedge.”
			

			
				Erin howled with laughter. “That was a great scene. Soaked By His Hosepipe. Orgy At The Garden Centre. It was my first book when I joined the book club.” 
			

			
				She took my hand and looked at me kindly. “Nina. Listen to me. I was exactly the same as you when I joined the book club. But it’s the best thing that I ever did. It’s opened my eyes to a lot more than books.”
			

			
				“It’s time to stop now anyway,” added Theo. “Nina, why don’t you try the book this week, and if you feel like it’s not for you, then there’s no pressure to come back next week.”
			

			
				I nodded, somewhat relieved. “Okay,” I whispered.
			

			
				Theo pulled out a box of thin paperbacks from under his seat and started handing them around. “It’s called Fingers In The Filing Cabinet, it’s a… sort of office rom-com.”
			

			
				“Sounds interesting,” said Erin, taking her copy.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				My house was dark and quiet when I got home. It felt a little lonely. I switched on the hall light, kicked off my shoes, and tried not to think about Rick saying “triple penetration” like it was a spiritual experience.
			

			
				A familiar, judgmental meow echoed from the kitchen.
			

			
				“Smokey! There you are,” I said, walking in to find my cat standing by the food bowl, glaring at me as if I’d broken curfew.
			

			
				“I know, I’m late,” I muttered. “You wouldn’t believe what the book club was like.”
			

			
				He flicked his tail, unimpressed, and watched while I opened a fresh pouch of food. His one good eye narrowed suspiciously as I set it down like a peace offering.
			

			
				“Don’t look at me like that,” I told him. “You’ve never had to listen to someone use the phrase ‘tentacle lactation’ before.”
			

			
				He ignored me and started eating, so I padded into the bathroom and ran a bath. I turned the hot tap on full and dropped in a bath bomb. I undressed slowly, unbuttoning my shirt and carefully folding my trousers. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror: short hair slightly mussed, no make-up, and my glasses foggy with steam. I didn’t look like a woman who belonged at that club. I looked like someone who crocheted bookmarks and watched documentaries about the golden age of steam.
			

			
				Still, I couldn’t help but remember the way Theo had looked at me. Not to mention the outline of his penis in his trousers. My chest fluttered at the thought, and I shook my head. Ridiculous.
			

			
				I slipped off my sensible Marks and Spencer bra and knickers and slid into the bath with a soft moan of relief, letting the water rise up around me. For a moment, I just lay there in the quiet, breathing in the vanilla scent from the bath bomb and trying not to think about Kai’s thighs.
			

			
				After a while, I reached for the paperback that had been tucked into my bag: Fingers in the Filing Cabinet. I examined the cover; an illustration of a woman bent over a desk while a man in a suit reached for her bottom with one hand, holding a set of files in the other. It didn’t look too bad. Comically smutty.
			

			
				I opened it. The first page was harmless enough. A woman named Charlotte had just started her new job at a legal firm. There were jokes about spreadsheets and a suspiciously attractive colleague called Blake. The writing wasn’t bad, actually, if a little goofy.
			

			
				Then I turned the page.
			

			
				 
			

			
				“You left your briefs in the copy room,” he said. His voice sounded dark and hungry.
			

			
				“They were legal briefs,” Charlotte whispered, but Blake was already dropping to his knees behind her.
			

			
				“Then let me cross-examine your cunt,” he growled, peeling down her panties and spreading her gaping hole with his hands.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I nearly dropped the book into the bath. There was a throb between my legs I hadn’t felt in years. Something stirred deep inside me, something warm and electric and shameful. I hadn’t even realised how tightly my thighs were pressed together.
			

			
				 
			

			
				“I’m going to file you under ‘W,’” Blake murmured.
			

			
				“W for what?”
			

			
				“Wet,” he said and thrust his tongue into her soaking pussy.
			

			
				 
			

			
				My hand slid under the water before I could stop it, hesitating over my mound. I hadn’t shaved in months, hadn’t really touched myself in… God. I couldn’t remember when. It had always seemed like a waste of time. Nothing ever really happened. My ex-husband used to try sometimes, more out of obligation than desire, but I always ended up faking it and then asking if he wanted a cup of tea instead.
			

			
				But now… my pussy felt like it was on fire. My labia were swollen and pink, my clit hard and erect. I brushed the pad of my finger between my lips and gasped.
			

			
				Oh. This was different.
			

			
				I kept reading, my hand moving in slow, curious circles under the water. When Blake slid his “giant, throbbing cock” into Charlotte, I came. I arched my back against the tub, water sloshing over the sides, my mouth open in a silent cry as pleasure rushed through me like a bolt of lightning. So that’s what an orgasm is like.
			

			
				It passed too quickly, leaving me desperate for more. I sank back, panting, the book resting on my chest, soggy and triumphant.
			

			
				“Holy shit,” I whispered.
			

			
				Maybe I would go back next week.
			

			
				I hurried to get out of the bath and dry myself. My legs were weak and shaking. I flopped naked on my bed and picked up Fingers in the Filing Cabinet again. The book was water-damaged, curling at the corners, and smelled like a bath bomb.
			

			
				I continued reading from where I’d left off. The next chapter had Charlotte in a board meeting with Blake.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Blake ripped open her blouse with such force that buttons flew into the air like startled birds.
			

			
				“You’ve been very, very bad,” he said.
			

			
				“I know. I double-booked the conference room,” she whispered.
			

			
				“Then prepare for a back-to-back session,” he snarled, “with no coffee break.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				I pressed two fingers into my soaking wet cunt. This was insane. Outrageous. But I loved it. A bead of arousal dripped out of my entrance and trickled down between my cheeks.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Blake used one hand to press the fat head of his cock against her tight asshole while making a business call with the other.
			

			
				“Keep quiet,” he mouthed, sliding his dick inside her. “This is an important call.”
			

			
				Charlotte bit down on her arm to keep herself from moaning as he stretched her open.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I moved my wet fingers to my clit, pressing firmly and moving them back and forth. Pleasure rushed through me, and I moaned loudly. My whole body was tingling, a slow buildup of heat and tension in my pussy.
			

			
				When I reached the end of the chapter, I came again, louder this time, screaming into the empty bedroom. My toes curled, and my legs kicked out. I felt my whole body seize up and then melt into bliss.
			

			
				“Oh… oh God…” I gasped, blinking up at the ceiling. 
			

			
				I lay there for a moment, dazed and buzzing, before turning the page. When Blake coated Charlotte’s face with cum, I had the third orgasm of my life.
			

			
				 
			

			
				By the time I closed the book, I was limp, smiling and sweaty enough that I’d need another bath. I stared at the ceiling. I felt… alive. My skin was tingling. My body was sore in places I hadn’t felt in years. My pussy ached in a good way.
			

			
				I would definitely be going back to the book club next week. I’d thought that sex was over for me now, something that I’d never be interested in again. I thought I was too old for all that nonsense. Suddenly, I wasn’t so sure.
			

			
				And I was going to finish this book.
			

			
				Maybe twice.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was a long wait for the next book club. I spent most of it with my hand in my knickers. You could say I was making up for lost time.
			

			
				When the day finally came, I left the house early. Too early, probably, but I couldn’t help it. I was flushed with anticipation, my pussy aching with arousal. I decided to walk.
			

			
				I was getting close to the church hall when a car pulled up next to me. It was Theo.
			

			
				He wound down the window. “Hey, Nina. Do you need a lift?”
			

			
				“That’s nice of you, Theo,” I replied, trying not to adjust my hair. “But it’s not far. I’m enjoying the walk. Thank you, though.”
			

			
				“Fair enough. See you at book club. Should be a good one, right, Laney?”
			

			
				I looked confused. Laney wasn’t in the car. “Laney?” I repeated, confused. “She’s not…”
			

			
				There was a rustle, and a wet sort of noise, and from the passenger side, Laney sat up. Her blonde fringe was messy. Her lipstick was smeared, and her lips looked swollen. 
			

			
				She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “Hi, Nina,” she said brightly, as if she hadn’t just emerged like a blowjob-themed jack-in-the-box. “You look cute!”
			

			
				I stared. 
			

			
				“I… um… hi,” I managed.
			

			
				Theo gave a little wave, then the window rolled back up, and the car glided away.
			

			
				I stood there on the pavement for a moment, stunned. Had she been…? My pussy throbbed with a confusing cocktail of arousal and jealousy.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When I reached the church hall, I took a deep breath before walking in. I’d somehow still managed to arrive earlier than anyone else. Even Theo and Laney were nowhere to be seen. The main hall was dark and quiet. I flicked the lights on. The circle of chairs hadn’t been set up yet, and the chairs were still stacked against the wall.
			

			
				And then I heard it. A muffled sound. A… thump. I froze. Another noise followed; a rhythmic one. Slap… slap… slap. The noise was coming from the ladies' toilets. I moved closer and pushed the door open. The sounds were coming from the far cubicle.
			

			
				“Fuck, Theo,” I heard Laney moan.
			

			
				Slap slap slap.
			

			
				“Oh my god, yes… harder… fuck, your cock feels so good…”
			

			
				My legs wobbled. I stood frozen in place, wide-eyed, heart pounding in my ears. And yet… I couldn’t leave. Instead, I moved softly inside and let the door close quietly behind me. They were going at it with absolutely no shame. The partition between us may as well have been made of paper. I could hear every wet noise. Every thrust. Every gasp.
			

			
				“You like that? You like getting fucked in a church toilet like a filthy little slut?”
			

			
				“Yes! Yes, Sir… fuck me!”
			

			
				Slap slap slap.
			

			
				My knees buckled slightly, and I had to brace myself against the sink. But my hand was already under my skirt. My knickers were soaked. I slipped my fingers inside, feeling the warmth and wetness of my slit. I circled my clit, desperately trying not to moan. I pictured it: Theo, with his hand tangled in Laney’s hair, pinning her against the cubicle wall. Her breasts bouncing with every thrust, his cock buried so deep she could barely breathe.
			

			
				Slap slap slap.
			

			
				“Cum for me,” Theo growled from the stall.
			

			
				Laney screamed. Loud enough to echo off the tiles. Biting down on my cardigan sleeve, I came harder than I had all week. My legs trembled. My breath caught. I came with my forehead pressed against the mirror, panting, staring into my own wild, flushed reflection.
			

			
				Slap slap slap.
			

			
				Theo’s voice sounded on the edge. “I’m going to come.”
			

			
				“Yes, come in me,” Laney panted.
			

			
				The slapping stopped. He growled with relief, and I fled the bathroom, my legs shaking. My pussy was throbbing, and my knickers were sticking to me. 
			

			
				I made it to the chairs and started putting them out into a circle. After a minute or so, I heard the bathroom door open. “Nina!” Theo said. “Thanks for helping set up.”
			

			
				I tried to act innocent. “No worries. I’ve only just got here.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Soon, the circle of chairs was full. Theo took his usual place at the head and smiled around the group.
			

			
				“Well,” he said. “Welcome back. I hope you’ve all read this week’s book. Fingers in the Filing Cabinet. Let’s start with overall impressions.”
			

			
				“Loved it,” Laney said brightly. “Blake is the dom we all need.”
			

			
				Theo smirked. “What did you think of the office dynamic?”
			

			
				“Oh, deliciously unethical,” River purred.
			

			
				Mavis snorted. “That man used a fax machine as a sex toy. It reminds me of working for Rolling Stone in 1974. The things we’d get up to on our lunch break…”
			

			
				Theo turned to me. “Nina? What did you think?”
			

			
				I jolted upright. “Oh. Um.”
			

			
				All eyes turned to me.
			

			
				I cleared my throat, clutching my copy in my hands. The pages were still a little wrinkled from the bathwater.
			

			
				“I thought it was… surprisingly compelling,” I said carefully.
			

			
				They all stared at me. 
			

			
				“Okay! I had the first orgasm of my life. And then the next twenty.” I said, my face flushing bright red. Why did I admit that?
			

			
				“Really?” asked Laney.
			

			
				“Really.” I was shaking. Then I let it all out; my non-sexual marriage, how I’d thought about giving up on sex altogether, how I was now discovering things about myself that I never imagined.
			

			
				When I finished, there was a moment of silence.
			

			
				Then Erin took my hand gently. “Nina,” she said, “that’s the most beautiful thing I’ve heard all year. I told you the book club would change your life.”
			

			
				Theo’s gaze lingered on me. “That’s what this club’s for,” he said. “Not just to get off, though that’s a bonus. Not just to appreciate the fine literature…” He waved his copy of Fingers In The Filing Cabinet, “...but to push your boundaries. To discover yourself.”
			

			
				There were murmurs of agreement around the room. 
			

			
				“Do you want to read your favourite bit?” River asked.
			

			
				I blinked. “Um. Aloud?”
			

			
				“It’s a rite of passage,” Erin whispered, grinning. “You’ve been initiated. You’re one of us now.”
			

			
				“I… okay.” My fingers shook slightly as I flipped through the book, the pages still crinkled from their bathtime adventure. I stopped halfway.
			

			
				“Alright,” I said, clearing my throat.
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Charlotte reached for the stapler, but Blake was faster. He pinned her wrists above her head with one hand and stapled her sleeves to the wall. With his other hand, he lifted her skirt up and yanked down her knickers…”
			

			
				 
			

			
				River sighed dreamily. My face was burning, and I was fighting the urge to masturbate right there in front of everyone. I pressed on.
			

			
				 
			

			
				‘“You’re not leaving this office,” he growled, “until your pussy’s been filled out like a tax form.”’
			

			
				 
			

			
				All too soon, it was the end of the session.
			

			
				“Alright,” Theo said. “Time to announce next week’s book. I’ve got some sci-fi smut for you here.”
			

			
				There was a rustle of excitement, and everyone moved eagerly to the edge of their seats. Theo reached into the box under his chair and pulled out a paperback. On the cover was a scantily clad heroine with a dildo shaped ray gun. It was called They Came from Uranus: Invasion of the 12-Inch Pleasure Probes.
			

			
				As we shuffled out, I heard Mavis telling someone about the time she worked in a factory making dildos cast from pornstars.
			

			
				Erin put her hand on my arm. “Nina,” she said. “Speaking of pleasure probes, do you own a vibrator?”
			

			
				I shook my head.
			

			
				“Then I suggest you get one as soon as possible,” she smirked.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The second I got home, I went online and started browsing. There was a dizzying array of vibrators. Some looked like lipstick tubes. Some looked like space rockets. Some had ears. One was shaped like a little penguin wearing a bow tie.
			

			
				I clicked on one called The Rapid Rabbit 9000. It had twelve settings, a rotating end, rabbit ears and a function called hyperspeed pulse. The reviews were mostly just screaming emojis and comments like “RIP to my soul” and “I saw God.”
			

			
				I added it to my cart. I paid extra for overnight shipping. As I confirmed the order, my heart raced. This was happening. I was buying my very first sex toy. It felt strangely rebellious.
			

			
				Smokey watched from the windowsill, blinking in silent judgment.
			

			
				“You don’t understand,” I told him. “This is research for the book.”
			

			
				He didn’t believe me.
			

			
				I went to bed with the copy of They Came from Uranus beside me. I opened it. My pussy was soaked before I’d even finished the first chapter.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next day at work was a blur. I sat through meetings nodding politely while my brain played a weird loop of Theo and Laney having sex on a spaceship.
			

			
				When I got home, I saw the discreet brown package on my doorstep. It was here. As soon as I got inside, I tore it open, heart pounding. Inside was a sleek, hot pink monster of a machine. It looked cheerful. Too cheerful. Like it knew what it was about to do to me.
			

			
				I was in too much of a hurry to go to the bedroom. I fed Smokey and shut him in the kitchen so he couldn’t judge me. Then I sank into the sofa and opened the book.
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Please,” she moaned, her knees pressed against the starship control panel. “They’re going to hear us in the communications bay.”
			

			
				“Let them,” growled Commander Xing, his two cocks already hard. “I want every crew member to know what a filthy little Earth whore you are.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				I picked up the vibrator with trembling hands and pressed the button. It came instantly to life. The main shaft started to rotate and the rabbit ears buzzed like crazy. I lifted my skirt, spread my legs wide, and pulled my knickers to the side. My pussy was soaked and already gaping open. I slid the rotating shaft inside me, feeling my walls clench around it. Every time it pressed against my G-spot, I felt a rush of pleasure. Inch by inch, I pushed it deeper. And then the rabbit ears touched my clit.
			

			
				“Holy fuck,” I gasped, jerking so hard I kicked a glass of water off of the coffee table.
			

			
				The book was forgotten, cast aside on the living room floor. The feelings between my legs were all-consuming. When I came, I saw stars. The room swam. I kept the vibrator buried inside me. I came again, faster this time, nearly sobbing, hips grinding up against the air.
			

			
				By the time I was finished, I was limp, sweaty, and had somehow ended up on the floor without even realising it.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				The problem with orgasms, I discovered, is that once you start having them… It’s very difficult to stop. I’d gone from zero to sixty in a matter of days. Two weeks ago, I was nervously clutching Wuthering Heights like a Victorian lady. Now, my bed looked like a test site for sex toys.
			

			
				That’s right, I had expanded my sex toy collection. A large, realistic dildo. A discreet bullet vibe. The most recent one was called a clit sucker, which frankly sounded terrifying. And thrilling. I had it overnighted again.
			

			
				When it arrived, I discovered it was smaller than the rabbit; sleek, soft and oddly elegant. I lay down, heart hammering, and turned it on. The first touch nearly made me pass out.
			

			
				“Oh fuck,” I gasped, clutching the sheets. “Oh holy shit…”
			

			
				My legs jerked. My eyes rolled. I came in thirty seconds flat and then just lay there, dazed and shaking. After the fifth time, I lay there in the dark, panting and sweaty, a little bit broken and a lot overwhelmed.
			

			
				And that’s when I realised… I needed to be fucked.
			

			
				I needed to be fucked by a strong man with a big cock.
			

			
				And let’s face it, there was only one candidate. 
			

			
				Theo.
			

			
				I grabbed my phone.
			

			
				Typed his name.
			

			
				Deleted it.
			

			
				Typed it again.
			

			
				Paced.
			

			
				Had a glass of wine.
			

			
				Then, before I could overthink it into oblivion, I tapped Call.
			

			
				It rang once. Twice.
			

			
				“Nina,” Theo said, his voice so sexy that I felt another rush of heat between my legs. “This is a nice surprise.”
			

			
				My mouth went dry.
			

			
				“Hi,” I croaked. “I was wondering if you had a moment to… facilitate something.”
			

			
				There was a pause.
			

			
				Then, soft and amused, he said, “Tell me what you need, Nina.”
			

			
				I took a deep breath.
			

			
				“I think,” I whispered, “I need someone to turn me off and back on again.”
			

			
				He laughed. “Where do you live?”
			

			
				I gave him my address.
			

			
				He was on his way before I could panic.
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Oh god,” I whispered, checking my breath for the sixth time. “What am I doing? I don’t do this. I don’t have sex.”
			

			
				There was a knock at the door. There was Theo. Tall and confident.
			

			
				“Hi,” I squeaked.
			

			
				He stepped inside. He didn’t speak, he just pulled me towards him, wrapping his strong arms around me and giving me a kiss like I had never experienced before. Strong, insistent, and like he wanted to fuck me. I felt every nerve in my body tingle.
			

			
				When we broke apart, he looked me in the eyes. “Do you want to go to the bedroom?”
			

			
				“Yes, please,” I whispered.
			

			
				On the bed, we kissed again. His fingers slipped under the straps on my dress and slipped them down over my shoulders. I wasn’t wearing a bra; my breasts were so small that I didn’t usually wear one. He exposed my nipples to the cool air, and I felt them harden. He kissed down my neck, over my collarbone, and then flicked out his tongue, teasing my erect bud. I let out an involuntary moan. Then he sucked on it, and a rush of pleasure flooded me. I gripped him tighter, throwing my leg over him and shamelessly grinding my pussy against his thigh.
			

			
				His mouth moved to my other nipple, and I gasped as he dragged his teeth lightly over it before sucking it into his mouth, slow and deep. I pressed against him, everything trembling, grinding harder into the firm muscle of his leg. The friction was delicious.
			

			
				“I’ve been thinking about this since you joined the club,” he murmured, pulling back just enough to meet my eyes. “How horny you looked, trying to act like you didn’t belong. You do belong, Nina.”
			

			
				He kissed me again, deeper this time, hungrier, and I felt his hand slide down between us. He cupped my mound through my soaked knickers, pressing just enough to make me squirm.
			

			
				“You’re so wet,” he whispered.
			

			
				I nodded.
			

			
				He pushed the damp fabric aside and slid his fingers through my folds, groaning softly. “Fuck, Nina…” I could feel his hard cock against my leg.
			

			
				The first stroke of his finger over my clit made me cry out. My hips thrusting towards him, desperate for more.
			

			
				“So sensitive,” he murmured. “Is this what happens when you spend a week fucking yourself senseless with your new toys?”
			

			
				How did he know about that? And then I realised they were all spread across the dressing table, the packaging freshly ripped open and cast aside.
			

			
				I blushed hard but nodded again. His fingers circled my clit, applying firm pressure, making me squirm. I was already close.
			

			
				“I want to watch you come,” he said, his eyes scanning my face.
			

			
				No one had ever seen me come before. It felt intimate. Exciting. I let myself go. My orgasm hit like a wave, deep and pulsing, spreading through my whole body. I moaned loudly, throwing my head back, my whole body shaking. His fingers guided me through it.
			

			
				As I came down, panting and dazed, Theo kissed me again and whispered, “And now I’m going to fuck you.”
			

			
				He stood up from the bed, eyes never leaving mine, and pulled his shirt over his head in one smooth motion. My breath caught. God, he was beautiful. Lean and muscled, his body was everything I’d fantasised about and then some. His belt came undone with a soft clink, and then his jeans dropped. He stepped out of them, cock already hard, straining against his boxers.
			

			
				I couldn’t look away as he peeled off his underwear. Fuck. His cock was huge. It was dark, veiny, and so fucking hard. Twice as long as my ex-husband’s, and much thicker.
			

			
				“Your turn,” he said.
			

			
				I sat up, still trembling, and slipped my dress over my head. My nipples were tight, wet from his mouth. My chest was still flushed red from my orgasm. He watched me, his gaze drinking me in.
			

			
				I pushed down my knickers and let them fall to the floor, heart pounding. I was naked. I was suddenly conscious that my pussy was wild and untrimmed. Maybe I should have prepared. What if he’s disgusted by it?
			

			
				But he wasn’t. “You’re so fucking sexy,” he said, stepping closer. He gently guided my legs open, staring down at my wet and matted hair. “Fuck, that’s beautiful, I love the natural look.”
			

			
				He climbed between my thighs, guiding himself to my entrance, and rubbed the head of his big cock slowly through my folds. My whole body arched up to meet him. And then… he pushed in. I gasped, the stretch shocking but delicious. He was big, but I was soaked and open. Inch by inch, he filled me, groaning as he sank all the way in.
			

			
				“Fuck,” he whispered. “You feel incredible.”
			

			
				I couldn’t speak. I could only feel every hot, thick inch of him stretching me perfectly.
			

			
				He started to move, slow at first, rolling his hips, grinding against my clit with every thrust. My hands clutched his back, my legs wrapping around him, and holding him close.
			

			
				“You’re so tight,” he growled, picking up the pace. “I could fuck you all night.”
			

			
				“Yes,” I gasped, nails digging into his shoulders. “Please.”
			

			
				Our bodies moved together, hard and frantic. His cock hit just right with every thrust, and my whole body lit up. I could feel another orgasm building, impossible to stop.
			

			
				“Theo,” I moaned. “I’m gonna…”
			

			
				“Do it,” he growled, pounding into me harder. “Come on my cock. Let me feel you.”
			

			
				I shattered. My pussy clenched hard around him as I came again, crying out, thighs trembling, and my toes curling. I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. He didn’t stop, fucking me through it until every last aftershock had passed.
			

			
				Still thick and hard inside me, Theo slowed just enough to look me in the eye. “I want you on top,” he growled. “I want to watch you fuck me.”
			

			
				My breath caught. No one had ever said that to me before. No one had wanted to watch me. I’d always been the woman who lay still and hoped for the best; sex had been something that happened to me, not something I took control of. But Theo looked at me now like… like I was a goddess.
			

			
				He rolled onto his back, cock glistening and rock-hard, and held out a hand to help me straddle him. I climbed onto him, awkward at first, self-conscious of my stomach, my thighs, the way my breasts were so small.
			

			
				I reached between us, guided him to my entrance, and sank down slowly, gasping as his cock filled me again.
			

			
				“Fuck, Nina,” he groaned, gripping my hips. “You look so fucking good like this.”
			

			
				I started to move. Tentatively at first, rocking my hips back and forth. Then with more confidence. More need. My hands pressed into his chest, fingers digging into the hard muscle as I rode him. He watched every second, his eyes scanning my body, making me feel beautiful. Every time I sank down, I felt the stretch, the fullness of his cock inside me.
			

			
				“You’re incredible,” he gasped. “So fucking sexy. Look at you, Nina.” His hand went to my inner thigh, and his thumb rubbed over my clit. I moaned, tossing my head back, riding him harder now, my skin slapping against his as I ground down onto his cock. His other hand found my breast, pinching my nipple, sending shocks of pleasure straight through me.
			

			
				“I want you to come again,” he said. “One more time. Ride my cock and come for me.”
			

			
				And I did. I clenched around him, screaming as the pleasure tore through me, wild and consuming, my whole body shaking as I came for the third time. Theo groaned beneath me, and I felt his cock throb inside me. And then a delicious wetness as he flooded my cunt with his cum.
			

			
				I collapsed against his chest, soaked in sweat, barely able to speak. My pussy was still stretched tight around his shaft.
			

			
				He kissed the side of my head. “Take a quick break. I’m not done with you yet,” he murmured.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				When I arrived at the next book club, I felt like a new woman. More confident, even a little bit sexy. I’d put on some makeup and trimmed my bush. I’d even bought some slightly nicer clothes, a daringly short summer dress. Well, daring for me… it was just below my knees. I was also on time rather than embarrassingly early. I felt like a rebel.
			

			
				When I took a chair on the opposite side of the circle to Theo, he winked at me. My cheeks flushed, but I held his gaze for just a second longer than I normally would have, and gave him the smallest, knowing smile.
			

			
				River noticed immediately. She leaned over to Cal and whispered, “Someone’s been properly probed.”
			

			
				“River!” I hissed, half-horrified, half-giggling.
			

			
				Before I could respond, Theo cleared his throat and welcomed the group, holding up this week’s literary masterpiece: They Came from Uranus: Invasion of the 12-Inch Pleasure Probes.
			

			
				“I think we can all agree,” he said, with a faint smirk, “this one stretched the genre.”
			

			
				The discussion that followed was somehow more unhinged than usual. Erin declared that the scene where the protagonist got double-penetrated by the alien captain’s two dicks to be a stroke of genius. Kai offered a surprisingly thoughtful critique of the worldbuilding, although he didn’t think it was as good as Backdoor Cheerleaders.
			

			
				I even joined in. “I actually thought the way she got over her hang-ups and grew as a person was very satisfying,” I said. Theo gave me a knowing look.
			

			
				The discussion eventually dissolved, as it always did, into laughter, innuendo, and several side arguments about whether one of the alien's vibrating tentacles should be classed as a sex organ or not. But eventually, it was time for Theo to announce the next book.
			

			
				He stood up. “Next week’s book,” he said, “is something a little different. Fewer tentacles. More tongue.”
			

			
				It was called Licked By A Lady: A Sensual, Sapphic Romance. On the cover was an illustration of a lady in period costume with her undergarments around her ankles and another lady kneeling between her legs.
			

			
				“That reminds me of when I was a burlesque dancer,” said Mavis. “After a show, the changing rooms were one big lesbian orgy.”
			

			
				People began to drift out. Erin and I stayed last to help stack the chairs.
			

			
				“So,” she said, casually, placing another chair on the pile. “Ever done anything with a woman?”
			

			
				I coughed. “What?”
			

			
				“Just wondering if you swing both ways, like I do,” she said, pushing the stack against the wall. She crossed her arms under her enormous cleavage.
			

			
				“No,” I said. I hesitated. “I mean… not really.”
			

			
				She raised an eyebrow. “Not really?”
			

			
				I glanced around. The hall was empty now, except for the two of us.
			

			
				“I had a crush once,” I admitted quietly. “Back in uni. There was this girl, Amelia. She played bass in a band. I used to pretend I liked ska just to be near her. I can’t fucking stand ska.”
			

			
				She looked at me a little coyly. “Do you want to meet up for coffee tomorrow?” she asked.
			

			
				I felt my stomach flip. Was she asking about more than coffee? “That would be lovely,” I replied.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I decided to get the bus home. The top deck was almost empty, so I curled up next to the window and opened Licked By A Lady. I told myself I was just curious, just having a quick peek before I read it properly at home. But, I was fucked from the first page. Every sentence oozed filth. The descriptions were too good. Slippery tongues, dripping pussies, fingers… everywhere.
			

			
				By the third chapter, my cunt was throbbing. I shifted in my seat, trying not to squirm. The vibrations of the bus didn’t help; every bump in the road sent a jolt between my legs. I was soaking through my knickers. I crossed one leg tightly over the other and clenched, trying to ease the ache, but it just made it worse. My cheeks flushed, my breath shallow.
			

			
				The only other passenger on the top deck got up and left. I was all alone. 
			

			
				Fuck it.
			

			
				Keeping my face neutral, I parted my legs slightly and ran my fingers up my inner thigh. I pulled my knickers to the side, finding myself already soaked. Two fingers slid in easily, and I tried not to moan. My fingers moved slowly at first, testing how far I could go without giving myself away, though there was no one to see. The thrill of it only made me wetter. I pressed deeper, curling my fingers inside me as the bus rattled and groaned beneath me.
			

			
				Every motion of the engine was like a helping hand, rocking my cunt against my fingers just right. My thumb found my clit, slick and swollen, and the moment I brushed it, my legs jerked. I glanced around, heart racing. I couldn’t stop thinking about the lesbian scenes in the book. I thought about what it would be like to lick a pussy, to thrust my tongue inside.
			

			
				I imagined myself like the character in the story, petticoats lifted up, bent over a chaise longue as the Lady of the house licked my asshole. I bit my lip to stop the moan that almost escaped. My thighs trembled. My fingers were soaked. I rubbed faster, hips rocking against my hand, so close I could feel the orgasm right there.
			

			
				Then the bus jolted to a stop. I froze, heart thudding. Fuck. It was my stop. I clenched hard, cunt pulsing and aching for release.
			

			
				I practically ran the rest of the way home, my knickers still damp between my legs. I got the door open with shaking hands, dropped everything in the hall, and just knelt on the stairs. I yanked down my knickers and plunged two fingers straight in. The other hand went to my clit, and I came in seconds, back arched, thighs twitching and screaming with relief.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next day, I met Erin for coffee as planned. She slid into the booth across from me, sunglasses perched on her head, looking effortlessly gorgeous in activewear, like she was on her way to the gym. The sports bra squashed her large breasts across her chest, somehow making them look even bigger.
			

			
				"Hey," she said with a grin. "You look… flushed."
			

			
				“I walked fast,” I lied, taking a sip of my coffee. The truth was, I had been thinking about sucking on her huge tits.
			

			
				Erin tilted her head. “Mm. Or maybe you’ve been rereading Licked By A Lady.”
			

			
				My cheeks burned even more.
			

			
				She smirked. “Oh my God. You have, haven’t you?”
			

			
				“Twice,” I admitted.
			

			
				“What did you think of the scene in the stables where she gets fisted by the stable girls?”
			

			
				“Erin…” I hissed, looking round to see if anyone could hear, but also squirming in my seat.
			

			
				She leaned in a little. “It got you off, didn’t it?”
			

			
				I met her eyes, and something about the way she said it made me swallow hard. I nodded. “I can’t stop thinking about… women,” I admitted.
			

			
				Erin leaned forward, eyes scanning my face. “Kiss me.”
			

			
				“What?” I said, heart pounding.
			

			
				Erin leaned even closer, then she cupped my cheek and kissed me across the table. Her lips were softer than Theo’s, playful and slow. I melted into it, sighing as our tongues entwined. The heat that surged through my pussy was unmistakable.
			

			
				When we pulled apart, her eyes were twinkling. “Well?” she whispered.
			

			
				I stared at her, breathless.
			

			
				“I think I’m more bisexual than I thought,” I said.
			

			
				She stood up. “I need the toilet. Want to come?”
			

			
				 
			

			
				In the cafe toilet, Erin locked the door and then pressed me up against it. She gently took my hand and moved it between her legs. She was wearing tight gym shorts, and I could feel the heat of her mound through the thin fabric. My fingers traced her slit until I found the hard nub of her clitoris.  She gasped as I brushed over it, her own hand finding its way under my skirt.
			

			
				And then her hand was inside my knickers. I was soaking wet already, and she pushed two fingers firmly into my cunt. I had to feel her too, so I mirrored her actions, sliding my hand into her underwear.
			

			
				She was wet and just as hairy as I was. I found her opening and put a finger in her. The sensation of her cunt walls gripping my finger sent my arousal spiralling. We started to finger-fuck each other, hard and fast. Our tongues met, twisting and playing with each other in a sloppy kiss.
			

			
				Harder and faster we fingered each other, until suddenly we were both coming at once, our cunts clamping around the other's fingers, throbbing and dripping. We clung to each other, our legs weak as the pleasure pulsed through us.
			

			
				Finally, we pulled apart.
			

			
				“Come back to mine?” asked Erin, panting heavily.
			

			
				“Fuck, yes,” I replied eagerly.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Back at Erin’s, we went straight to her bedroom. It was my first time undressing another woman, and I savoured every moment, every new patch of soft skin that was revealed. When I pulled her bra down, her huge breasts bounced free. Her areolas were so wide compared to mine, her nipples soft and flat. When I leaned in and kissed her breast, she sighed, fingers threading into my short hair. When I sucked gently on one nipple, it hardened instantly, puckered and taut. She gasped softly.
			

			
				Soon, we were both just wearing our knickers. She paused, looking between my legs, and said, “May I?”
			

			
				My heart thudded. I nodded. She tugged down my knickers and I opened my legs. When she lowered her mouth to my pussy, I cried out in pleasure. The feeling of her lips around my clit, her tongue flicking at it, sent me spiralling. Her tongue was soft, slow, and skilled. She teased me with gentle strokes at first, then firmer ones, her fingers spreading me open. I couldn’t hold back. When her fingers entered me, I came, squirming on the bed.
			

			
				We kissed, and then it was my turn to go down on her. I hesitated for a heartbeat, nerves fluttering in my stomach. I’d never done this before, not with a woman. Erin lay back, her hair a wild halo on the pillow, watching me with half-lidded eyes and a lazy smile.
			

			
				I kissed down her body slowly, savouring the journey; the curve of her belly, the soft crease where thigh met pelvis. I could smell her arousal, and it only made me want her more. When I reached her pussy, I paused. She was already wet, her folds glistening. I leaned in and tasted her.
			

			
				The first brush of my tongue was tentative, but the moan that escaped her told me I was doing something right. I grew bolder, letting instinct guide me. I licked gently, then with more pressure, circling her clit, listening to her breath catch and her thighs tense.
			

			
				“Fuck… Nina,” she moaned, her fingers curling into the bedsheets.
			

			
				I found a rhythm; slow, deliberate strokes of my tongue, one hand resting on her hip, the other holding her open for me. She was soft, hot, and everything I never knew I wanted. I lost myself in the moment, in the way she gasped when I sucked gently, in the way her hips lifted off the mattress as I flicked my tongue just right.
			

			
				“Don’t stop…” she gasped.
			

			
				Her thighs clamped gently around my head as she came, trembling beneath me, crying out as the orgasm consumed her. I held her through it, kissed her gently. A drop of white arousal leaked from her pussy, and I licked it up.
			

			
				“Mmm, you’re a natural,” she whispered.
			

			
				I moved up and kissed her.
			

			
				And then a door slammed downstairs. There were footsteps on the stairs.
			

			
				“It’s my husband,” said Erin. She sounded calm.
			

			
				“Fuck.” I panicked, sitting up and looking around for my clothes.
			

			
				“Relax,” laughed Erin. “He won’t mind.”
			

			
				The door handle rattled, and I grabbed the sheet to cover myself.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				The door swung open, and in walked her husband. He paused at the sight of us in bed, me barely hidden behind the sheet, Erin gloriously nude and glowing with post-orgasmic smugness.
			

			
				“Well, well,” he said. “Who’s your new friend?”
			

			
				“Jamie, this is Nina,” Erin said, totally unbothered. “She’s the new girl from the book club I was telling you about.”
			

			
				I gave an awkward little wave, trying not to drop the sheet, my face burning.
			

			
				Jamie smiled, warm and open. “Nice to meet you finally, Nina.”
			

			
				“I didn’t know…” I started, then stopped. What was I going to say? I didn’t know Erin was married? I didn’t know you would walk in while I had your wife’s juices on my lips? 
			

			
				Erin stretched like a cat. “Relax, Nina, Jamie’s not the jealous type. He’s watched me get fucked senseless enough times.”
			

			
				“I, uh… had no idea,” I replied.
			

			
				There was a moment of quiet. Erin paused, then turned to me, a wicked grin on her face.
			

			
				“Jamie’s great in bed, by the way,” she said.
			

			
				I choked. “What?”
			

			
				She laughed. “I’m serious. You’re exploring, right? Might as well try all the flavours. I mean, why not?”
			

			
				Jamie raised an eyebrow but said nothing, just leaned against the doorframe like this sort of conversation was totally normal. My brain short-circuited for a moment. Part of me wanted to crawl under the covers and vanish. Another part, the new part, the part that had licked Erin’s orgasm off her thighs and liked it, felt… curious.
			

			
				I looked at Jamie again. He looked back, not leering or pushing, just waiting as if he didn’t mind either way.
			

			
				“You know, I was like you, not that long ago,” Erin said softly. “Shy, monogamous, worried about my body. And then… well… the book club. The extra-marital adventures. The couple swapping. Then, finally, the sex club…”
			

			
				“The sex club?” I gasped, scandalised.
			

			
				“Sometimes, you’ve just got to try these things,” she smirked. “You might like it.”
			

			
				I looked at Jamie. He was very handsome. And well.. What was holding me back? I was single. I didn’t answer to anyone except myself. And I’d just discovered orgasms.
			

			
				I let the sheet drop away, exposing myself. “Okay,” I whispered.
			

			
				Jamie smiled and walked over to the bed. Erin moved next to me and tugged down Jamie’s joggers. He had an impressive bulge in his briefs. She ran her finger over it, and I saw it twitch.
			

			
				“Why don’t you take them off?” Erin said to me.
			

			
				I hooked my fingers into the waistband and pulled his underwear down. His cock sprang free, semi-hard. It wasn’t as big as Theo’s, but it was still impressive compared to what I was used to. Erin put her hand around it and pointed it at my mouth.
			

			
				I opened my lips and felt the heat and weight of him on my tongue. It stiffened quickly, filling my mouth as I toyed with it. Erin watched beside me, eyes gleaming with encouragement, one hand gently stroking my back.
			

			
				“Good girl,” she whispered in my ear.
			

			
				The words sent a thrill through me. I'd never been called that before. And somehow… I liked it.
			

			
				I looked up at Jamie, then back at Erin. Then I started sucking harder, bobbing my head, giving a blowjob like I’d never done before. Jamie rewarded me with a groan of pleasure. Erin massaged his balls. When I came up for air, she took my place, taking him deep in her throat, spit running down her chin.
			

			
				We took turns, sucking and wanking him as he stood there with a huge grin on his face, eyes shining with pleasure.
			

			
				“Do you want him to fuck you?” Erin whispered.
			

			
				“Yes, please.”
			

			
				Jamie lay me gently on the bed, lifting my legs until they were halfway to my shoulders. I was completely exposed, my swollen cunt, gaping open for him. He moved his cock between my thighs, not even needing to use his hand to nestle the thick head between my folds. Erin’s mouth joined with mine, and Jamie slid all the way inside me.
			

			
				I moaned into her mouth as he filled me. I could feel every inch deep inside me. I lifted my legs back even more, wanting to feel him as deep as possible. He started to fuck me with long, hard strokes. My body was on fire. Everything was wet and throbbing, filthy and fucking perfect.
			

			
				Erin broke the kiss, her lips shiny with spit, and leaned back just enough to watch my face. “Good girl,” she murmured, hand sliding down my body to my clit, circling gently. “Take that big cock.”
			

			
				Jamie grunted above me, picking up the pace. His hips slapped against my thighs, skin on skin, the sound loud in the room. I grabbed at Erin’s wrist, moaning helplessly as her fingers and Jamie’s cock sent shockwaves through me. Every thrust felt like it was knocking my thoughts clean out of my head.
			

			
				I came hard, my whole body clenching, a cry bursting from my throat that Erin smothered with her mouth again, kissing me as my orgasm ripped through me. I clawed at the sheets, trembling, my cunt clenching around Jamie’s cock like it didn’t want to let him go.
			

			
				He pulled out suddenly, his cock slick and glistening, and flipped me over like I weighed nothing. I barely had time to gasp before he dragged my ass up and pressed his cock back to my entrance, this time from behind. The angle made everything feel sharper, his hands gripping my hips as he slid back inside me with a groan.
			

			
				“Fuck, Nina,” he breathed. “Your cunt looks perfect stretched around my cock.”
			

			
				Erin lay back in front of me, her thighs spread, cunt glistening and open, so close I could smell the sex and wetness on her.
			

			
				“Come on,” she purred. “Lick me while he fucks you.”
			

			
				I leaned forward and buried my face between her legs, licking her as forcefully as I could. Her fingers threaded into my short hair, holding me there, grinding gently against my mouth. Behind me, Jamie was fucking me harder now, each thrust slamming into me, making me moan into Erin’s cunt. My tongue lapped and circled, and I could feel her getting wetter, feel her hips rocking against my mouth.
			

			
				My cunt was soaked, squelching around Jamie’s cock. I pushed back onto him, needing more, feeling greedy for it.
			

			
				Erin’s thighs tensed around my head. “Yes, yes, fuck… keep going… just like that…”
			

			
				I sucked her clit into my mouth as she came, crying out and shaking, and I felt her whole body go taut. She collapsed back on the bed, legs wide, chest heaving, one hand lazily stroking my hair.
			

			
				Jamie pulled out again, panting now. “I need to come,” he growled.
			

			
				Erin smiled, eyes half-lidded. “Make her beg for it.”
			

			
				I spun around, holding the base of his cock and licking up the shaft. It twitched, like he was right on the edge.
			

			
				“I want your cum,” I whispered, looking him in the eyes. “Come in my mouth.”
			

			
				He groaned and put his hand on the back of my head, pulling me onto him. I took him in my mouth eagerly, sucking, and letting him fuck my mouth. It didn’t take long before he let out a loud moan, and I felt warm, thick cum over my tongue. I’d never tasted cum before, but it wasn’t unpleasant. In fact, the thought of how filthy I was being made my arousal surge again.
			

			
				I swallowed, feeling the thick liquid down my throat as he ejaculated again and again into my mouth. When he finally pulled back, Erin replaced his cock with her tongue, sucking it out of me as she kissed me. Her kiss was deep and filthy, tongues tangling as she licked the taste of him from my mouth. I moaned into it, drunk on sex and sweat and the feeling of her lips claiming me all over again. She pulled back slightly, eyes blazing.
			

			
				“Fucking hell, Nina,” she said. “You’re a natural.”
			

			
				Jamie had collapsed back against the headboard, watching us with a dazed grin, his cock still glistening with spit and the last traces of his orgasm.
			

			
				But I wasn’t done; my cunt was still throbbing,
			

			
				“I want to come again,” I said, my voice rough from being fucked.
			

			
				Erin bit her lip, then shifted back on the bed, lying flat. “Then ride my face, you filthy bitch.”
			

			
				I didn’t hesitate. I climbed over her, straddled her mouth, and gasped as her tongue flicked straight over my clit. Her hands gripped my ass cheeks, guiding me, holding me right where she wanted me. I ground down on her face, hips moving in slow, desperate circles. Every lick made my head spin.
			

			
				Erin’s tongue fucked me expertly, sliding down to my entrance and back up again. Jamie moved behind me, his hands grabbing my tits and squeezing my nipples.
			

			
				When I came, it was the most intense orgasm yet. My whole body seized, thighs clamped tight around Erin’s head, mouth open in a silent scream. She held me there, tongue relentless, milking every last spasm from me.
			

			
				When I finally collapsed beside her, she stroked my face. “I’m so glad you joined the book club,” she whispered.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				Somehow, I was late to the book club. I was never late. Maybe it was all the thoughts about vaginas distracting me. Everyone was already there. Erin caught my eye, licked her lips and then slowly crossed her legs, giving me a filthy little smirk like she could still taste me.
			

			
				River spotted it and raised her eyebrows in curiosity. “Has someone been licked by a lady?” she joked. I went bright red as usual.
			

			
				“Right,” said Theo, “Let’s begin. So, Licked By A Lady. Thoughts?”
			

			
				We went around the group as usual, chatting about the different scenes. I struggled to concentrate. All I could think about was the threesome at Erin’s.
			

			
				At the end of the session, Theo passed around copies of the next book. I looked down at the paperback in my hands. It was called Training My Anal Slut. On the cover was a peach, with two fingers pushing into the flesh, juice running down them. I blinked.
			

			
				“That’s a very direct title,” laughed Laney.
			

			
				“I love a bit of anal, don’t I, boys?” said River, glancing at her boyfriends.
			

			
				“Reminds me of the American servicemen we used to get at the airbase,” Mavis piped up. “All they wanted to do was take us up the arse. Sometimes they’d be queuing up for the girls who would let ‘em. I’d never been so popular.”
			

			
				Erin’s eyes gleamed as she leaned towards me and whispered, “Looks like it’s anal week, sweetheart. Let me guess, something else you’ve never tried before?”
			

			
				I shook my head slowly. “Never.” I realised Theo was watching me. “But there’s a first time for everything.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				I didn’t crack open Training My Anal Slut until much later that night. After what happened on the bus with the last book, I knew better than to risk reading it on public transport. So instead, I saved it for bedtime.
			

			
				I slid under the duvet with my bedside lamp on low. I barely made it past page four before I had to shift onto my front. The heroine was bent over the billionaire’s desk with her legs cuffed to the table legs and her ass in the air. It was obscene. It was perfect.
			

			
				There was plenty of buildup. It wasn’t until chapter five that she finally got fucked in the ass. By that point, I was humping a pillow and moaning as I read it. Then I remembered something. One of the vibrators I had bought had come with a free butt plug. I’d just thrown it in the drawer, without any intention of ever using it. Only now…
			

			
				I fished it out and turned it over in my hand. It wasn’t huge, thank God. Just smooth and snug-looking, with a flared base and a silver gem on the end. I grabbed the lube, gave it a generous squeeze onto my fingers, then slicked the plug up till it gleamed.
			

			
				My heart thudded as I rolled onto my side, one knee pulled up, biting my lip. The cold silicone kissed my hole. Slowly, I pushed. My body tensed, then eased. The plug slipped in, little by little, until the widest part popped past the tight ring of muscle and settled in with a delicious fullness.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I whispered into the sheets.
			

			
				I flexed around it, hips wriggling, amazed by how every tiny shift made my cunt throb harder. I slid my fingers between my legs, soaked already, and rubbed. My other hand went back to the book. Our heroine was tied down in the billionaire’s sex dungeon, and he was pounding her ass while his friends watched.
			

			
				The plug pressed perfectly as I touched myself, grinding into the bed, the stretch of it keeping me right on the edge. I circled my clit faster, whimpering, mouth open. In the story, he came in her ass. I came hard around my fingers, my ass clenching around the plug. It felt amazing. I collapsed back onto the pillow.
			

			
				When I had recovered, I reached for my phone and messaged Theo. “Can I see you tomorrow?” I wrote. And then. “There’s something I want to try.”
			

			
				He replied with a devil emoji.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I got the bus over to Theo’s, already wearing the butt plug. His place was a tiny studio flat above a closed-down corner shop. Climbing the stairs, I could hear a couple shagging to techno music in one of the other flats.
			

			
				He opened the door in just a vest and joggers. The dark skin of his exposed shoulder muscles had me instantly aroused. 
			

			
				“Hey,” I breathed, cheeks flushed as he showed me in. The bed took up half the room, but it was immaculately tidy.
			

			
				“Hi,” he replied, and then pulled me into his arms, his tongue already finding mine. Fuck, he knows how to kiss. I was already wet with anticipation. His hands drifted down to my ass, holding me closer.
			

			
				“What did you want to try?” he asked when we finally broke apart.
			

			
				“I want you to fuck my ass.”
			

			
				A beat of silence. Then he kissed me again, rougher this time.
			

			
				“Take your dress off.”
			

			
				I stripped slowly, letting the fabric fall to the floor. I wasn’t wearing a bra, and my nipples were already stiff. He stepped out of his joggers, cock already straining, already big. Fuck, maybe he’s the wrong choice for this. 
			

			
				“Get on the bed,” he said. “Face down. Legs open.”
			

			
				I climbed on, heart hammering, and ass high in the air. He peeled down my knickers, exposing my dripping pussy, and…
			

			
				“You’re wearing a plug,” he said, sounding amused. “What a good girl.”
			

			
				I felt another rush of arousal. He turned the plug slowly in my ass, and I felt a surge of electricity through my body. He tugged it out slowly, while I gasped, moaning as the thickest part slid free. My hole clenched, empty and wanting. I heard the sound of him squeezing out some lube.
			

			
				Then his slick fingers replaced the plug. He circled my rim, teasing. Pressed one inside, just the tip, then eased in deeper.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I moaned, clutching the sheets.
			

			
				He added a second, pushing in slowly, letting me open around him. I felt every stretch, every twist. My cunt throbbed. I could feel that I was leaking. 
			

			
				“You’re doing so good,” he murmured.
			

			
				He pulled his fingers out, and I heard him slick up again. The bed dipped. And then, his cock pressed against my hole.
			

			
				My whole body tensed.
			

			
				“Relax,” he said gently, one hand stroking my back. “Breathe. I’ll go slow.”
			

			
				I exhaled. Then I felt the thick head push against me. He pressed in, firm and steady, and fucking massive. The stretch was like nothing I’d felt before. My body resisted, then yielded. Inch by inch, he fed his cock into me, groaning low as I opened for him.
			

			
				“Jesus, Nina,” he panted. “Your ass is so fucking tight. But it feels amazing.”
			

			
				I whimpered, face buried in the pillow, ass stretched wide. He paused once he was halfway in, letting me breathe. My whole body shook. But I didn’t want him to stop. I wanted him deeper. I needed it.
			

			
				“More,” I whispered. “Please.”
			

			
				He pushed in the rest of the way, slow and firm, until his hips were flush against my ass. My pussy was soaked, dripping onto the sheets. I felt so full.
			

			
				He stayed there a moment. “You’ve never done this before?” he asked.
			

			
				“No,” I gasped.
			

			
				And then he started to move.
			

			
				Small thrusts at first. Testing my limits. My hands clenched the sheets, but I moaned… loudly. The pressure was constant, overwhelming, blindingly good. My clit throbbed with every push. He fucked me, filling me again and again. I’d never felt so full. So filthy.
			

			
				And then, he reached under me. Slid his fingers over my dripping cunt. Rubbed my clit in tight circles as he fucked my ass harder, faster.
			

			
				“Come for me,” he growled. “Come with my cock in your ass.”
			

			
				I screamed into the pillow, my whole body tensing, shuddering, coming so hard I thought I might pass out. My ass clenched tight around him, and with a deep, savage groan, he buried himself deep and spilled inside me. I felt the warm flood of wetness as his cock throbbed over and over, filling me with cum where I’d never had it before.
			

			
				We collapsed together, panting.
			

			
				“I can’t believe what a slut I’m becoming,” I whispered. “And how much I’m enjoying it.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				I spotted Theo’s copy of Training My Anal Slut on the windowsill and picked it up.
			

			
				“Will you read me some?” I asked.
			

			
				“Of course.”
			

			
				He flicked through until he came to a good part, and then started reading. I closed my eyes, letting his deep voice wash over me as he read the utter filth. Every cunt, every cock, every fuck, sent shivers through me.
			

			
				My hand found its way between my legs, brushing over my soaked hair. I alternated between circling my clit, and plunging my fingers into my cunt. Theo continued to read, and the pressure began to build inside me. It didn’t take long before my back arched, and I came again, squirming and trembling on the bed next to him.
			

			
				When I opened my eyes, I saw that Theo was hard again.
			

			
				We spent the rest of the afternoon fucking.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				I had a busy week. I was feeling quite content with my current situation, with several casual visits to Theo’s and Erin’s. I knew they both had other partners. Erin was married, of course, but ethically non-monogamous. And Theo seemed to be sleeping around so much that it was hard to find a time to see him. But I wasn’t at all jealous. In fact, I was considering finding another partner myself.
			

			
				I reflected on how quickly I’d gone from never wanting sex again to wanting it all the time. It was quite a transformation.
			

			
				When book club came around again, I couldn’t wait to hear what everyone else had thought of the book.
			

			
				“Right,” Theo said, clapping his hands once to get attention. “Let’s talk Training My Anal Slut.”
			

			
				River gave a loud, satisfied hum. “Honestly? Five stars. And that’s from a self-confessed anal slut.”
			

			
				“It wasn’t quite as good as Backdoor Cheerleaders,” said Kai, getting a chorus of groans. He literally brought up that book every week.
			

			
				My cheeks burned, but I smiled. I couldn’t help it. “It prompted me to try anal sex for the first time,” I admitted, trying not to give the game away by looking at Theo.
			

			
				The others gave me a round of applause. “Nice one, Nina,” said Laney, slapping me on the back.
			

			
				Theo raised an eyebrow. “Well, I should clarify, it wasn’t meant to be a manual. But... I suppose that’s always the risk when you title a book something that.”
			

			
				Mavis cackled from across the circle. “My fourth husband would’ve loved that one. Always wanted a finger in his bum.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				“So,” said Theo at the end of the session, passing out the next battered stack of paperbacks, “next up: Gangbanged by the Bikers.”
			

			
				There was a beat of silence, and then the entire room looked at Tom and Rick and burst into laughter. The two bikers leaned back in their chairs. They both wore leather jackets, arms folded, both bearded and built like the kind of men who had fights in bars. Tom smirked and raised his hand to the group in mock acceptance.
			

			
				I glanced down at the cover. It showed a woman on her knees, lipstick smudged, a dozen silhouetted men looming behind her like a pornographic choir.
			

			
				“I’d be interested in hearing what our resident bikers make of this one,” Theo continued.
			

			
				Tom grinned. “I know you’re all picturing us at a gangbang now.”
			

			
				“I’m not picturing anything,” I said way too fast.
			

			
				Erin laughed under her breath and whispered, “Liar.”
			

			
				“I am,” said Mavis. “I was in a movie like that once. I think I’ve still got it on Super 8 cinefilm somewhere.”
			

			
				“A biker gangbang sounds pretty common,” said Rick. “Hardly notable enough to write a book about, I would have thought.”
			

			
				“Have you really done a gangbang?” I asked, eyes wide.
			

			
				“Maybe we’ll do a demo,” he said, deadpan. “After tea and biscuits.”
			

			
				I couldn’t get the idea of them both fucking me at the same time out of my head. I felt myself sweating.
			

			
				Theo stood up to collect the cups and signal the end of the meeting. “Come on, fuck off, the lot of you,” he said. “I’ll see you next week.”
			

			
				As people filtered out, I hung back a bit, watching Tom and Rick. They walked over the where their motorbikes were parked, and stopped to have a smoke. I approached them, trying to look casual.
			

			
				“Hey, got a spare cigarette?” I asked.
			

			
				Tom pulled out a battered packet and offered me one. “I didn’t know you smoked, Nina.”
			

			
				“Sometimes,” I lied.
			

			
				I cupped my hands around his lighter as he lit it for me and took a deep drag. Then started coughing.
			

			
				“Are you sure you smoke?” Rick said.
			

			
				I nodded, trying to get the coughing under control. I took another tentative drag.
			

			
				“So,” I said, still trying to look casual. “What’s it like riding a motorbike?”
			

			
				They exchanged glances, like they knew exactly what I was up to. To be honest, I wasn’t sure myself. But something about them, and the subject of the book, was making me highly aroused.
			

			
				“There’s nothing like the feel of one between your legs,” said Tom, making it sound like some kind of sexual deviance. My thighs clenched.
			

			
				Rick exhaled a long stream of smoke and looked at me intently. “Want a lift home?”
			

			
				I blinked. “On the bike?”
			

			
				He shrugged. “Sure. I’ve got a spare helmet.”
			

			
				The thought of it made my heart race. 
			

			
				“I suppose that would save me waiting for the bus,” I said. “Thanks.”
			

			
				A few minutes later, I was straddling the back of Rick’s bike, arms wrapped tightly around his solid waist, face half-buried in the rough leather of his jacket. He smelled of cigarettes and whiskey. My legs were stretched wide over the saddle, my pussy already pressing against the warm leather.
			

			
				The engine roared beneath us, a low, vibrating growl that I felt deep in my cunt. Every time he revved it, the vibrations thrummed through me, making my pussy buzz with desire. I clenched around nothing.
			

			
				We followed Tom and pulled out of the car park onto the road. I held on tighter, thighs gripping the saddle. My dress was riding up, my panties soaked already, and every time he changed gear or leaned into a turn, I could feel the shift and roll of his muscles.
			

			
				My hands had crept up slightly under his jacket, fingers curled around his waist where I could feel the heat of him through his T-shirt. I had to stop myself from moaning out loud. I’d never been so turned on just sitting on something. When we pulled onto the dual carriageway, and the vibrations increased, I actually thought I might come.
			

			
				But it was over too soon. We slowed outside my house and came to a stop. I could barely get off; my legs felt so shaky and weak.
			

			
				I took the helmet off slowly and tried to fluff up my short hair again.
			

			
				Tom was already off his bike, watching me. “Well, what do you think?”
			

			
				“That was…” I swallowed, “really something.”
			

			
				He smirked. “Told you. There’s nothing like it.”
			

			
				We paused, all of us knowing what was about to happen, but not knowing who was going to suggest it first.
			

			
				“You going to read the whole book tonight?” Rick asked.
			

			
				I nodded. “Definitely.”
			

			
				He winked at me. “Careful. You’ll start having ideas.”
			

			
				“I’m already having them,” I said quietly.
			

			
				There was another pause as they both looked at me.
			

			
				“Do you want to come in for a cuppa?” I asked.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I unlocked my front door with trembling fingers, and they followed me inside. I flipped the hallway light on and kicked off my shoes, suddenly very aware of the smutty books scattered around the lounge, and the vibrator box still poking out from the bin.
			

			
				“Excuse the mess,” I said, padding into the kitchen. “I wasn’t expecting company.”
			

			
				“We don’t mind a bit of mess,” Tom said. Why does everything he says sound dirty?
			

			
				I filled the kettle and grabbed three mugs. Then Smokey appeared, who normally hated everyone and had a long-standing vendetta against anyone wearing boots. But instead of bolting or hissing, he sauntered straight up to Rick and started rubbing himself against his legs.
			

			
				“Oh,” I said. “He likes you? He never likes anyone.”
			

			
				Rick was already crouching, letting Smokey sniff his fingers before gently stroking behind his ears. Smokey purred, loud and immediate, and curled up into Rick’s touch. Tom joined him, fussing over the cat. Smokey rolled onto his back, and they both tickled his tummy.
			

			
				“Well, fuck me,” I muttered.
			

			
				Tom laughed. “Animals know who the real alphas are, love.”
			

			
				I rolled my eyes, but I was smiling.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We stood and chatted in the kitchen while we drank our tea. I was desperate to get these two gorgeous bikers into bed, but I didn’t know how to make the first move.
			

			
				“So,” I said, finishing the tea and rinsing the cup out under the tap. “Um…”
			

			
				Tom smirked at me, like he knew I was having trouble propositioning them.
			

			
				“Um… what are you guys… doing next… later, I mean?”
			

			
				“Are you trying to ask us to fuck you?” Rick said, bluntly.
			

			
				I flushed red. “Er… yes.”
			

			
				“Gangbanged by the bikers?” asked Tom.
			

			
				“Er… something like that.”
			

			
				Rick stepped to my side, his hand running down my back and over the curve of my bottom.
			

			
				I inhaled sharply. He was warm and solid. Strong.
			

			
				“You sure?” he asked.
			

			
				I nodded. “Very.”
			

			
				Tom walked over too, arms folded, watching us with that same amused glint in his eye. “You’re full of surprises, Nina.”
			

			
				Rick’s hand slid lower, cupping my ass and giving it a firm squeeze that made me gasp.
			

			
				Tom’s hands lifted the hem of my dress. “Lift your arms.”
			

			
				I obeyed. He peeled the fabric up and over my head, tossing it aside. My nipples stood out, long and hard. Tom bent over and flicked one with his tongue, then sucked on it. I could feel his beard tickling my skin.
			

			
				Rick kissed me, his mouth commanding and rough. I felt Tom's hands at my waist, tugging down my soaked panties. They slid to my ankles, and I stepped out of them, entirely naked, sandwiched between two massive, muscled men. I’d never felt so vulnerable, and so turned on.
			

			
				Rick broke the kiss and looked at me. “On your knees, Nina.”
			

			
				I did as I was told, heart hammering. My knees were uncomfortable on the hard kitchen floor, but I didn’t care. They both unbuckled their leather belts and unzipped their trousers. Tom pulled his cock out first. It wasn’t long, but it was fucking thick. I’d never seen such a fat cock before. That is, until Rick got his out; it was even more girthy.
			

			
				I grabbed Tom’s cock and opened my mouth, stretching my lips around the wide shaft while I reached for Rick’s with my other hand. Soon, I was sucking and wanking, enjoying their lovely dicks. I swapped between them, licking up their shafts, massaging their balls and stroking them with my hands.
			

			
				But they were keen to explore me too. Tom lifted me up like I weighed nothing and placed me on the kitchen counter.
			

			
				Rick bent to suck my nipple into his mouth while Tom’s fingers slipped between my thighs. He groaned as he found how wet I was.
			

			
				“Jesus,” he muttered.
			

			
				He slid two fingers inside me and curled them just right. My back arched off the counter.
			

			
				Tom pulled his fingers free and licked them, eyes locked with mine. “You taste fucking incredible.”
			

			
				He spread me open with his thumbs and kissed my pussy. His tongue was skilled and relentless, lapping, circling my clit, driving me higher and higher. I moaned, writhing on the worktop. Then he moved lower, his tongue circling my tight, rear entrance. I gasped in surprise, but the sensation was wonderful, and I quickly relaxed into it as he flicked at my asshole.
			

			
				“You ever been fucked by two cocks at once?” Tom asked.
			

			
				I shook my head, not quite able to get any words out.
			

			
				“We need to get you ready first.” He pushed two fingers into my spit-covered rear entrance.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I gasped, feeling the stretch send bolts of pleasure through me.
			

			
				When he pulled them out, he turned to Rick. “Take her to the bedroom.”
			

			
				Rick picked me up and threw me over his shoulder. Then he carried me, naked, upstairs.
			

			
				I was dripping down my inner thighs by the time we reached the top. He slapped my ass hard before setting me down next to the bed. They were both naked from the waist down, cock’s hard and heavy. Rick turned me around and bent me over the bed in one smooth motion. He parted my legs, making my wet hole gape open.
			

			
				I could feel the thick head of his dick press against my soaked pussy lips. Then he pushed in, slow at first, filling me inch by inch until I gasped into the bedding. His fat cock stretched me deliciously wide as he thrust inside me.
			

			
				“Oh my god…”
			

			
				He stayed there for a moment, buried deep, before he started to move; long, heavy strokes that made the bed creak and my hips press back for more. 
			

			
				Tom knelt on the bed in front of me. He gripped my hair with his fingers and tilted my head up.
			

			
				“Suck my dick, you little whore,” he smirked.
			

			
				My mouth was already open with ecstasy, and I looked him in the eyes as he slid his thick dick along my tongue and into my throat.
			

			
				They fucked me like that, gagging and moaning on one cock as the other took me from behind. It didn’t take long until my eyes rolled up in my head and I came so hard that I saw stars. They switched around, Tom taking my pussy while I tasted myself on Rick’s throbbing cock. They were relentless, fucking me hard and rough. Giving it to me so well that I came twice more in quick succession.
			

			
				Then Rick lay back on the bed, his wet cock sticking straight up. “It’s time for your DP, little slut,” he said.
			

			
				I climbed shakily on top of him, grabbing his cock and guiding it between my soaked lips. I sank down gratefully onto him, welcoming the feeling of fullness once more. I rocked my hips, feeling his cock stretching me and pressing against all the perfect places inside.
			

			
				Tom moved behind me, his dick in his hand. I felt him spit on my asshole, and then rub it into my tight muscles with the head of his cock. He pressed forward slowly, carefully, giving me time to adjust. The stretch was immense, almost overwhelming. I gasped, fingers clutching at Rick’s chest for balance, my thighs trembling as I was opened again.
			

			
				“Relax,” Tom murmured, his hands gripping my hips. “You can take it.”
			

			
				I exhaled shakily and let my body yield, and finally, with a deep push, he was inside. All the way. I froze for a second, completely full; Rick's thick cock inside my pussy, Tom’s in my ass. Every nerve ending was lit up, my whole body buzzing with bliss.
			

			
				They waited, still, letting me adjust, Rick rubbing soothing circles over my nipples, while Tom leaned forward to kiss the back of my neck. I revelled in the sheer filth of being penetrated by them both at the same time.
			

			
				Then they began to move, slowly at first, working together. One would push in as the other pulled out, their cocks sliding against each other inside me, creating this devastating pressure that built and built inside me.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I moaned, eyes squeezed shut.
			

			
				Tom grunted. “This is one of the tightest little asses I’ve ever had.”
			

			
				They slammed into me together, increasing the pace, fucking me like I’d never been fucked before. I loved it. Every movement rubbed areas deep inside me, and I was quickly spiralling again. My clit throbbed, untouched but aching, and I reached between my legs to rub it furiously.
			

			
				“Gonna come again,” I gasped.
			

			
				“Come on those cocks, baby,” Rick said, hands gripping my breasts tightly.
			

			
				I shattered, screaming. My muscles clamped around their thick shafts as the orgasm tore through me like a tidal wave. I shook, twitching, barely able to keep upright. But they held me between them, fucking me right through it.
			

			
				Tom came first, groaning as he slammed deep into my ass, holding me there as his cock throbbed and filled me with warmth. The stretch and sensation pushed me even further into ecstasy. Rick wasn’t far behind. He let out a growl, his fingers digging into my tits as he thrust up into me one final time, spilling himself deep inside my cunt.
			

			
				We collapsed together in a sweaty, tangled pile. My legs didn’t work. My throat was raw from moaning and gagging. And I’d never felt more deliciously used in my entire life.
			

			
				After a moment, Tom pulled out and dropped onto the bed beside me. Rick stroked a hand through my damp hair. I could feel cum running down my thighs.
			

			
				“You okay?” Tom asked softly.
			

			
				I nodded, feeling dazed. “I think you broke me. In a good way.”
			

			
				I rolled off, and they held me between them.
			

			
				“Of course, if you want a proper biker gangbang, we can bring some of our buddies next time,” said Tom.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I whispered, feeling another ache of arousal between my legs. What would it be like with more than two dicks? Did I dare do that?
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 9
			

			
				 
			

			
				I spent the rest of the day sore in all the best ways. Rick and Tom had left soon after our threesome, though not before pinning me against the kitchen counter for a long, sloppy goodbye kiss and a promise to "be in touch." I’d watched them ride off down the street on their bikes, still not quite believing what had happened.
			

			
				I pulled Gangbanged by the Bikers off my bedside table and cracked it open. I’d only flicked through the first few pages so far, but now I wanted every word. Every filthy, depraved, ridiculous word.
			

			
				The heroine, Cassie, was a waitress at an American roadside diner. The first chapter had her accidentally spilling coffee on a biker’s crotch. By chapter three, she was bent over the counter after closing, begging to be fucked. And by chapter five? Seven dicks. Seven.
			

			
				I kept telling myself I’d read just one more page. Just one more scene. But the writing was so shameless, so over-the-top and deliciously obscene, that I couldn’t put it down. My hand crept between my thighs more than once.
			

			
				I kept flashing back to the threesome with Rick and Tom. The feeling of my cunt clenching around one cock while the other stretched my ass. The overwhelming fullness of them moving together inside me. I could still feel it. And now, reading about Cassie on her knees, spunk dripping from her chin while two more cocks came on her face… I was soaking through my fresh panties.
			

			
				I rubbed slow circles over my clit with one hand as I read, hips squirming against the sheets. The next scene described her on her back on the pool table, legs held open by two burly men while another fucked her. One man between her tits. One in each hand. And one waiting his turn, just stroking himself, watching. Cassie was insatiable. They fucked her until she couldn’t stand.
			

			
				I closed the book and came hard, shuddering against my own fingers. I wondered what it would feel like to have five or six pairs of hands on me at once. Cocks brushing against my skin from all angles. No room for thought.
			

			
				Tom's voice came back to me: “If you want a proper biker gangbang…”
			

			
				Did he mean that? Did they actually know men who would do that?
			

			
				I reached for my phone and found his number from the book club group chat. 
			

			
				I typed out the message. Deleted it. Typed it again. “Were you serious about the gangbang?”
			

			
				Read. Typing…
			

			
				Tom replied. “Absolutely. Why? You getting ideas?”
			

			
				“I read the book. Let’s just say… it was inspiring.”
			

			
				There was a pause. “You want it? I can arrange.”
			

			
				I hesitated. My heart was hammering, but my pussy had already answered for me. I typed with shaking fingers: “Yes. I want it.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				We arranged it for the weekend. 11 a.m. A civilised time for tea and a chat, but a filthy time for a gangbang. I’d tidied the whole flat twice, shaved my bush into a neat triangle, and changed outfits three times. In the end, I went for a short skirt and a tank top. I wanted to keep it simple.
			

			
				When I heard the low, rumbling growl of motorcycle engines outside, I padded barefoot to the upstairs window and pulled back the curtain. There were five bikes loudly pulling up outside my house and parking in a line. I suddenly wondered what the neighbours were going to say.
			

			
				I spotted Tom and Rick, but there were three strangers. They were broad-shouldered, dressed in leather. One lit a cigarette. One looked straight up at my window, and I felt it; that pulse of eye contact, like he knew I was there waiting.
			

			
				I swallowed hard. Was I really doing this?
			

			
				I stumbled down the stairs, heart thudding. I didn’t even wait for the knock, I just opened the door. They filled the doorway: five towering men with beards and muscles, carrying helmets under their arms. They were all grinning. Rick gave me a wink. Tom’s eyes dragged up and down my body slowly, like he was already undressing me with his gaze. There wasn’t much to undress though, my tank top was thin, my hard nipples visible without a bra. My skirt was so short you could almost see my plain, white knickers.
			

			
				“Morning, sweetheart,” he said. “You look ready.”
			

			
				“Come in,” I said.
			

			
				They filed in, their boots heavy on the floorboards, leathers creaking. The scent of engine oil and cigarettes filled my hallway. They followed me into the living room. Once inside, they fanned out casually. Like they had all the time in the world. Like they hadn’t arrived to all fuck me senseless.
			

			
				One of the new men, a blond, square-jawed guy who was only about five feet five, wandered toward the bookshelf. He picked up a small ceramic owl. 
			

			
				“Cute,” he said.
			

			
				Another man, tall and dark-skinned, with a long white beard, paused in front of a framed print on the wall. A swirl of shapes and colour. 
			

			
				“Ah, Kandinsky’s Composition Eight,” he said, stroking his beard. “Painted after he returned to Moscow following the outbreak of World War I.”
			

			
				Tom flopped down on the couch like he owned it, legs spread, arms draped over the back. “We can talk about art after,” he said. “Nina, meet our resident art expert, Joel. Don’t get him started, or he’ll never stop.”
			

			
				I reached out and shook his hand. He nearly crushed my fingers.
			

			
				“The blonde one is Big Dave,” Tom said, indicating the short, blonde man.
			

			
				“Hi,” he said, still holding my owl. His nickname must be a joke because he was short.
			

			
				“And last, but not least, we have Harry.”
			

			
				Harry stepped forward. They all had tattoos, but Harry’s went all the way up his neck. He even had a heart on his cheek. 
			

			
				“A pleasure to meet you,” he said formally, shaking my hand. His voice was surprisingly posh.
			

			
				“Are you still sure you want to do this?” Tom said. “You can stop at any time.”
			

			
				I looked around at them. Five men. Five cocks. Five sets of eyes on me. My heart pounded in my chest. I felt light-headed, buzzing with anticipation. My pussy had started leaking the second they had stepped into my house, and now my knickers were soaked through. I felt like prey who had invited the wolves in. I felt like Cassie at the American diner.
			

			
				I looked at Tom, then Rick, and gave the tiniest nod. “I’m sure,” I said softly. “I want this.”
			

			
				Tom’s grin widened. Rick stood behind me. He slid his hands slowly up my thighs, under my skirt. Then he pulled my knickers down.
			

			
				Dave stepped closer. Carefully, he removed my glasses, folding them and putting them on the coffee table. Then his fingers found the hem of my tank top. I lifted my arms, and he pulled the fabric up over my head.
			

			
				“Fucking hell, your tits are perfect,” he murmured, tracing a finger over the slight swell, circling my nipple without touching it.
			

			
				Joel was at my side too, pulling down the zipper on my skirt and letting it drop to the floor, joining my knickers around my ankles. I was naked. Surrounded by clothed men. Tom stayed on the couch, watching, but the other four started to touch me. Four pairs of big, strong hands. They stroked down my thighs, over the curve of my bottom. Fingers brushed over my nipples, and I moaned, so horny, I was already feeling like I was close to climax.
			

			
				I felt lips on the back of my neck, the brush of a beard. Joel's hand cupped my cheek, pulling my face towards him into a heated kiss. His tongue was in my mouth, rough and firm. Someone squeezed my breast harder. And then fingers between my legs, pressing against my swollen, aching clit. My heart was racing so fast I thought it would burst out of my chest.
			

			
				They’d barely begun to touch me when I came so hard my legs gave way. But the bikers caught me, holding me up, guiding me through the intense orgasm. I sagged in their arms, moaning and panting with the aftershocks.
			

			
				“I hardly touched her.” Harry sounded amused.
			

			
				“Look, she’s so wet it’s running down her thighs,” said Joel. I felt fingers inside me, then he pushed them in my mouth. They were sticky with my release. He pushed them further into my mouth, making me taste myself.
			

			
				“Where did you find this slut?” asked Dave. His hands parted my ass cheeks, and I felt him run a finger over my rear entrance.
			

			
				“Book club”, laughed Tom. He hadn’t moved from the couch. He was still lounging there like this was a show just for him. I noticed there was a sizeable bulge in his jeans.
			

			
				“My name is Cassie,” I whispered. “And I want you all to fuck me.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				They laid me down on the sofa and started undressing. Thick, hard cocks came into view, the men stroking them as they looked at me. I opened my legs for them, my cunt deep pink, swollen and dripping. When Dave dropped his trousers, I saw why they really called him Big Dave. His cock was a monster, thick like the others, but so fucking long.
			

			
				Dave saw my wide-eyed reaction and smirked. “You like it?” he said, bringing it closer and resting it on my face across my lips. I could feel the immense weight of it. I opened my mouth, running my tongue up the warm shaft and over the tip, drawing out a groan from him.
			

			
				Joel had his black cock in his hand. I would have called it big if I hadn’t just seen Dave’s. He knelt between my legs and thrust it inside me. I moaned around Dave’s cock, feeling the delicious stretch as he penetrated me deeply. Inch by inch, he filled me. Stretched me. And then he started fucking me.
			

			
				Every thrust slammed hard into me, his balls slapping against my ass. He pinned my legs back, making it go even deeper. Someone’s hand was on my clit, rubbing me. I reached out my arms and found cocks to hold on both sides. Having them all around me was overwhelming, but in the best possible way.  Fuck, I’m actually doing it.
			

			
				The sofa creaked beneath me as Joel thrust deep and deliberate, each movement driving shocks of pleasure through my core. My mouth moved around Dave’s thickness, my tongue working instinctively, my moans vibrating around him.
			

			
				The pressure inside me built like a rising tide, unstoppable. I arched my back off the sofa and came hard, the climax touching every part of my body. I wasn’t sure if I was moaning or screaming.
			

			
				When I finally came down, Joel pulled out, his long cock glistening wetly with my release. Harry took his place. Even his cock was tattooed, and he slid it easily into my already ruined cunt. He set a fast pace, pinning my legs back even further. I felt fingers on my asshole, stretching me open and sliding inside me. Other hands swarmed over my body, especially my neck and breasts. Joel tilted my head back and slid his cock into my mouth from above, making me taste myself on him.
			

			
				They all took a turn, each one keen to stretch my cunt and pound me into an orgasm. And then I was lifted up, positioned on top of Tom, his cock filling me perfectly. After riding him for a bit, I felt hands on my hip. One of them was pressing their cock against my asshole. I didn’t even care which one it was. He breached me, and I felt the wonderful full sensation of having two dicks in me again.
			

			
				The men surrounded me, holding me, fucking me in both holes. I just closed my eyes and came again. I don’t know how long it went on for, but it was a haze of cocks and climaxes. They didn’t show any signs of stopping, and finally, my body couldn’t take any more. I was weak and shaking, drenched in sweat, my pussy a swollen mess.
			

			
				“Stop,” I gasped after one more climax, “I can’t take any more. Just cum on me.”
			

			
				They stopped instantly, pulling out and giving me space.
			

			
				“Are you okay?” asked Tom.
			

			
				“Yes.” My voice was hoarse. “I want to feel you come on my body.”
			

			
				They moved closer, all of them stroking. Tom came first, laying long lines of cum sideways across my breasts. Rick spunked over my stomach, thick and warm. 
			

			
				I remembered Cassie. Did I dare emulate her all the way? I didn’t want to get cum in my eyes. I had an idea.
			

			
				“Tom, my glasses,” I requested.
			

			
				He passed them to me and I put them on.
			

			
				“Okay, boys,” I purred, looking up at the three erect cocks that were still loaded. “Come on my face.” I felt a rush just from saying it.
			

			
				Joel moved over me, stroking his black cock faster and faster. I looked up at him, and saw his balls tighten, the first twitch of his length, the first warm load right across my cheek and glasses. Dave followed seconds later, a huge load from the other direction. My glasses were so coated now I couldn’t see. I felt it running down my neck.
			

			
				Finally, Harry’s tattooed cock spurted over my forehead and into my hair.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I whispered.
			

			
				“Now that is a beautiful sight,” said Tom.
			

			
				“Don’t move,” said Joel. “It’s a work of art. Like a Kandinsky. Let me take a photo.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 10
			

			
				 
			

			
				At book club, I decided to just fess up to what I’d done.
			

			
				“Guys,” I said, looking around the circle once everyone was seated. I felt my face burning. “I enjoyed the book so much that I… well, I kind of became Cassie.”
			

			
				“You… got a job as a waitress?” asked Laney. “Or you got gangbanged by bikers?”
			

			
				“The last one,” I said.
			

			
				Laney’s eyes went wide. She glanced across at Tom and Rick. They were slouching in their chairs, arms folded, looking pleased with themselves.
			

			
				“Yep. Five of them,” I said, still blushing.
			

			
				“Woo, go girl!” said Laney. “I love it.”
			

			
				“Oh my god, I’m so jealous,” agreed Erin.
			

			
				River nodded. “Nice.”
			

			
				I could feel Cal and Jay looking at me with a new level of desire. I  felt my stomach flip. They were definitely something I’d like to explore.
			

			
				“Bikers know how to fuck, eh?” croaked Mavis. “Ask me about the Slough Hells Angels and Fleet Service Station sometime.”
			

			
				Theo laughed. “You’re really living these books, aren’t you, Nina?”
			

			
				I nodded. “The book club has changed my life.”
			

			
				“I think you’re going to have fun with the next one. I think we all are.”
			

			
				I raised my eyebrow at him, but he wouldn’t say any more. “First, let’s talk about Gangbanged By The Bikers. What do we think? Was Cassie empowered? Or was she used?”
			

			
				I thought about Cassie, the girl from the book. At first, I’d thought that she was just being used, some plaything to be passed around. But every scene was about finding a part of her she hadn’t known before. Just like me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we finished discussing the book, it was close to the end of the session.
			

			
				“So,” said Theo, “It’s the last session before the autumn break. So that means it’s time for the book club social. Those of you who are new here won’t have been to one of these, but we’re putting on a themed evening at the end of the week for the final book.”
			

			
				Everyone sat up a bit straighter in their chairs, looking excited. I felt the buzz go round the room. Themed evening?
			

			
				“Oh, yes,” whispered Erin breathlessly.
			

			
				“What’s the theme?” asked River. I could see her eyes were sparkling with excitement.
			

			
				Theo pulled out a book and showed us the cover. It was called Gladiators Gone Wild. The cover showed a Roman gladiator standing proudly with his hands on his hips. In front of him, on her knees, was a woman in a toga. You could only see the back of her head, but it was pretty clear what she was doing.
			

			
				“That’s right,” continued Theo. “The party theme is Roman Orgy.”
			

			
				“Oh, my,” said Mavis. For once, she didn’t seem to have a story to tell.
			

			
				Everyone was grinning.
			

			
				“Wait,” I said. “That’s just the theme, right? It’s not actually an orgy.”
			

			
				“Well, it is at the sex club in the back of the Dancing Pig,” said Erin. “The book club social does usually turn into an orgy.”
			

			
				My eyes were wide in shock. “Oh my god,” I whispered.
			

			
				“Can I bring my husband?” asked Erin.
			

			
				“Of course,” replied Theo. “Partners welcome. It’s actually open to the public, but we’re taking over the whole club.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Erin said I could ride with her and Jamie. As it turned out, Laney lived next door to Erin, so the four of us ended up sharing a taxi. Everyone looked incredible in their costumes. Laney had opted for a sultry Cleopatra look rather than Roman. Her gold corset clinched her waist tightly and pushed up her breasts, creating an eye-catching swell of cleavage. The short skirt left little to the imagination, and a delicate gold band circled her forehead, keeping her long, wavy blonde hair cascading elegantly down her back.
			

			
				Erin looked just as sexy. She was dressed like a Roman empress, with a flowing white gown that clung to each of her enormous breasts. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her tits swung and bounced in it as she moved.
			

			
				My costume was a sexy female gladiator; short, fierce, and ready for battle. The fitted leather bustier clung to my slim frame, and the short skirt showed off my legs with every step. Strappy sandals wrapped up to my knees, and I’d added a little gold arm cuff on each arm. I had a plastic sword at my waist. I’d even left my glasses at home and put contacts in.
			

			
				Jamie had also gone for the gladiator look. His chest was bare, except for a diagonal sash. He wore a short Roman skirt and a gold waistband. His stubble had grown out a bit more than usual, and he was looking properly hot.
			

			
				“What do you think of Jamie in a skirt?” giggled Erin as the taxi arrived to pick us up.
			

			
				“It’s not a skirt, it’s called a pteruges,” complained Jamie, climbing in.
			

			
				She leaned over to whisper in my ear. “He’s going commando.”
			

			
				I thought about Jamie’s lovely cock swinging about under the skirt and felt my first rush of arousal.
			

			
				In the cab, Jamie took the fold-down seat that faced backwards, so he was sitting with his back to the driver and facing the rest of us. The three of us women, Erin, Laney, and I, sat side by side on the back seat, with me in the middle.
			

			
				The taxi rumbled along the street, thudding over speed bumps, the faint glow of traffic lights flickering against the windows. I was pressed in the middle of Erin and Laney, feeling their warm flesh against my bare legs. There was a sexual tension in the air, everyone breathing slightly heavier than normal, thinking about what lay ahead of us.
			

			
				Jamie was looking at us in admiration. “You all look amazing. Has anyone read the book yet?”
			

			
				The cab slowed, bumping again as it rolled to a stop at a red light.
			

			
				“I have,” Erin said, putting her hand on my thigh. “And now the costumes are all making me horny.”
			

			
				“Me too,” whispered Laney. “I can’t stop thinking about what they got up to at gladiator school.”
			

			
				She was right. I’d read the book too, and I had not expected to get so worked up reading about a whole load of men fucking each other.
			

			
				Erin’s hand crept higher, under my skirt. On the other side, Laney put her hand on my other leg. Erin leaned in, kissing my neck. I felt a rush of heat between my legs as these two gorgeous women suddenly made me the centre of attention. Laney kissed my shoulder. Working together, they opened my legs. I knew Jamie could see my knickers now, and that they were probably visibly wet.
			

			
				The cab jerked forward, and Laney’s fingers brushed against my clit through my panties. I couldn’t help letting out a little moan. I turned to look at Erin, and her lips captured mine, parting slightly. Her tongue was in my mouth, and I melted into her. Laney applied a little pressure to my swollen clit, and I moaned again into Erin’s mouth.
			

			
				“Jesus, girls,” laughed Jamie. “The party hasn’t even started yet.”
			

			
				I broke away from Erin’s kiss. Jamie’s erect cock was clearly visible under his skirt. Laney slipped off one of her shoes and ran her foot up his leg until she rubbed it against his cock. Then she turned to me and gave me a deep, passionate kiss. Her finger was still circling my clit over the fabric.
			

			
				“I want you to come for me,” she breathed into my mouth.
			

			
				Erin’s fingers pushed Laney’s aside, and then she slipped them into the side of my knickers.
			

			
				“She’s coming for me,” Erin whispered against my neck.
			

			
				She slid a finger into my hot, wet cunt, collecting some arousal. Then she rubbed my clit from side to side. Suddenly, my hips were bucking off the seat as an intense climax washed over me. I shoved my tongue further into Laney’s mouth, trying to muffle the sounds of my moans.
			

			
				We broke apart, panting. Erin removed her finger from under my skirt and sucked it.
			

			
				The taxi stopped. “We’re here,” the driver called from the front.
			

			
				“Fuck,” said Jamie. “This is the problem with a skirt and no underwear.” He indicated his erection sticking out the front.
			

			
				“Here, hold my bag in front of it,” giggled Erin, passing it to him.
			

			
				Laney paid the driver, and we piled out onto the pavement. A neon sign flickered in the window of a trendy-looking bar called The Dancing Pig.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Inside, the main bar was already buzzing with energy. A crowd of people, all dressed in Roman-inspired costumes, mingled and laughed, their faces glowing in the soft light. Togas, laurel wreaths, leather sandals, and shimmering gold arm cuffs were everywhere. Some of the men had flowing togas open at the chest, the women draped in sheer fabrics that left little to the imagination. There were gladiators showing off sculpted muscles, and priestesses in intricate robes.
			

			
				I caught sight of familiar faces from the book club. Cal and Jay were chatting animatedly with Mavis, who had come as a Roman slave, complete with an iron collar. Even Tom and Rick had ditched their usual biker leather for tunics and sandals, though they still looked like bikers with their long beards.
			

			
				Theo was at the bar, and he called us over. He was dressed like a Roman emperor, in a crisp white toga with a purple stripe over one shoulder. A golden laurel crown rested on his dark hair.
			

			
				“What do you want to drink?” he asked.
			

			
				Jamie gave a mock bow. “A  mug of the finest ale, noble senator. Thank you.”
			

			
				The rest of us ordered red wine.
			

			
				“You look incredible,” Theo said to the three of us, his eyes lingering on Laney’s impressive cleavage. 
			

			
				Laney gave him a curtsey and touched his hip. “Maybe I can please my lord later?”
			

			
				Erin giggled. “If it’s anything like last time, there will be a lot of pleasing.”
			

			
				I looked around. “Is this really a sex club?” I asked. “It looks like a normal pub.”
			

			
				“It’s out the back,” replied Theo. “We’re starting at nine.”
			

			
				I glanced at the clock above the bar. Ten minutes.
			

			
				The drinks arrived, and Theo handed us each a glass. “To Bacchus,” he said. “The Roman god of wine and fertility.”
			

			
				“To Bacchus,” we chorused.  
			

			
				Ten minutes later, Theo stood on a chair and tapped on his glass. The pub was full now, and it gradually quietened.
			

			
				“Lady, Gentlemen… Citizens,” said Theo, addressing the crowd. “Welcome to the Dirty Book Club themed evening.“
			

			
				There was whooping and clapping from the crowd.
			

			
				“I now declare the Roman orgy… open.”
			

			
				Someone threw open the door at the back of the club, and the costumed guests surged through.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 11
			

			
				 
			

			
				The main room looked like a decadent Roman villa brought to life. Ornate columns stood around the edges, each one entwined with fake ivy and lit from below to cast dramatic shadows. Between them were stone statues of gods and goddesses, posed in erotic positions. Burgundy drapes hung from the ceiling and framed the walls. Low tables held bowls overflowing with grapes, figs, and pomegranates.
			

			
				But what really caught my eye was the middle of the room: a vast spread of mattresses pushed together into one giant bed. They were covered in crisp white sheets and surrounded by plush cushions.
			

			
				“Holy fuck,” I whispered, eyes wide as I took it all in.
			

			
				Erin grinned beside me. “They’ve really outdone themselves this time. The themed events our book club runs are always good… but this…”
			

			
				Around the room, people were already beginning to settle in. A few couples giggled as they jumped onto the mattresses, collapsing into each other in playful embraces. Others lounged on low Roman-style couches, sipping drinks and watching with anticipation. But the rest headed through some doors at the far end.
			

			
				“What’s through there?” I asked.
			

			
				Laney took my hand. “Come on. Let’s go explore.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Erin, Laney and I went through a dimly lit corridor and tried the first room. I gasped; it was exactly as I imagined a sex dungeon to be. There were various pieces of equipment. On one side stood a large wooden cross. A woman in a sheer golden robe was already fastening a man’s wrists and ankles to it. He wore a loosely draped toga that had fallen half off his shoulder. 
			

			
				“Ooh, they’re keen,” whispered Laney.
			

			
				We watched silently as the woman lifted the back of the man’s toga, exposing his bare bottom. She went to the wall, where a whole plethora of wooden paddles and other devices were mounted. She selected a leather riding crop and placed it against the man’s buttocks. He whimpered and closed his eyes.
			

			
				She raised her arm and brought the leather crop down across his bare skin with a sharp snap. He exhaled, his back arching slightly. There was a red mark right across his ass. She did it again, then leaned in and whispered something in his ear.
			

			
				“I had no idea things like this existed in real life,” I murmured.
			

			
				Erin smiled at me. “Oh, there’s a lot more than this.”
			

			
				Laney nudged my arm. “Come on. Let’s see what’s in the next room.”
			

			
				The next room was a lot smaller, barely bigger than a cupboard. At first, it looked almost empty. But then we noticed a curious feature in the far wall: a row of three round openings.
			

			
				“What’s this?” I asked, confused.
			

			
				Laney giggled. “Gloryholes.”
			

			
				“Really?” I said, shocked.
			

			
				As we watched, one of the holes was quietly covered from the other side, with a shape moving behind it. Then, a man’s penis appeared through the hole, along with his balls. The cock was semi-hard, tanned, and very long.
			

			
				“Oh, my god,” I whispered.
			

			
				Laney grinned, clearly excited. “So... should we say hello?”
			

			
				Erin gently brushed her hand down my back. “Only if you want to,” she murmured.
			

			
				I looked from one friend to the other. Part of me buzzed with the filth of it all, and part of me still couldn’t believe any of this was real.
			

			
				“If you all help,” I grinned.
			

			
				Laney moved a little closer to the wall, tilting her head as if inspecting a piece of art. She reached out and gently stroked it with one finger. It throbbed and stiffened further.
			

			
				“Whoever it is, they’re definitely eager,” she laughed.
			

			
				“It’s not one I recognise,” said Erin. “I wonder whose it is.”
			

			
				Laney was still stroking it with her fingers; it was now rock hard and pointing slightly upwards through the hole.
			

			
				“It’s certainly a very impressive one,” I said.
			

			
				“Let’s not keep them waiting, then,” Erin smirked, and got down on her knees.
			

			
				Laney and I joined her. We each stuck out our tongues, running them up and down the man’s shaft, making it wet. It twitched again, a bead of precum appearing at the end. Erin licked it up, then wrapped her mouth around the head. She bobbed her head, humming quietly with pleasure as she sucked him.
			

			
				When she pulled back with a wet pop, Laney took her place, sucking harder. She started taking it deeper, forcing it into her throat with every thrust. Eventually, it was all in; her lips pressed up against what little of his body we could see. Spit ran down her chin, and her eyes were wide. I reached up and massaged the man’s balls.
			

			
				Laney almost gagged and pulled back. The cock was throbbing, coated with saliva. It was my turn. I took it in my mouth, feeling the weight of it on my tongue. I swirled my tongue around it, hollowing my cheeks and sucking him. I could hear happy groans through the wall.
			

			
				We switched around a few times, only taking short turns, giving this lucky man what was probably the best blowjob of his life.
			

			
				“It’s like blowjob roulette,” said Laney.
			

			
				“What do you mean?”
			

			
				“One of us is going to get shot,” she laughed.
			

			
				The man certainly seemed to be on the edge; his cock was so hard it was visibly throbbing, and precum leaked out whenever we pulled back. When it was my turn again, I upped my pace.
			

			
				Suddenly, I heard a loud groan through the wall. His cock twitched in my mouth, and I felt the thick, salty cum spill on my tongue. I kept sucking, but didn’t swallow it. When my mouth was full, I pulled back, then I grabbed Erin’s face and gave her a sloppy, open-mouthed kiss. 
			

			
				I spun around to Laney, and did the same with her, sharing out the cum.
			

			
				We all giggled now, high on what had happened and licking our swollen lips. Our gentleman friend’s cock twitched and softened through the hole, leaking more cum onto the floor.
			

			
				“I can’t believe we just did that,” I said.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Back in the corridor, we tried another door.
			

			
				This one opened into a space glowing with warm red light. But what drew my attention immediately was the centrepiece: a sex swing. It hung from a thick ceiling beam, made of black leather straps and polished chrome chains.
			

			
				“Ohhh, I’ve always wanted to try one of these,” I breathed. “Ever since that scene in Gangbanged by the Bikers.”
			

			
				“Go on then,” said Erin.
			

			
				“What?”
			

			
				“You’re getting in the swing, babe,” said Laney, her hands already unzipping my top. I shivered as they undressed me until I was naked.
			

			
				“Step in,” said Laney, helping me place one leg, then the other, into the swing’s thigh straps.
			

			
				The leather held my legs open, suspending my hips, my pussy exposed and eager, my arms resting comfortably in the padded upper loops. I couldn’t believe how helpless and horny I felt.
			

			
				“That’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” Erin whispered, running her hand slowly between my legs. I gasped. “You’re soaked already. I can see right inside you.”
			

			
				She leaned in, licking up my slit, her tongue slow and teasing, and I moaned, arching into her mouth. Behind her, the door opened.
			

			
				Cal and Jay stepped in.
			

			
				“Oh fuck yes,” Cal grinned, pausing to take in the scene.
			

			
				“Er… hi,” I said. River’s two boyfriends were unbelievably hot, but they’d never seen me naked before. And now I was spread wide and literally dripping.
			

			
				“Did we miss the party?” Jay asked, eyes flicking to my dripping cunt and Erin on her knees.
			

			
				“You’re just in time,” Laney smirked.
			

			
				I was blushing and breathless, but too horny to be shy. “Please,” I whispered. “Do you want to fuck me?”
			

			
				Cal didn’t need any more encouragement. He peeled off his tunic, revealing muscles and intricate tattoos. Erin stepped back from between my legs and wiped her mouth, grinning as Cal took her place. He dropped to his knees, slid his hands under my thighs, and devoured me.
			

			
				“Oh god!” I gasped, the straps rocking with the motion of his mouth. He sucked my clit with just the right amount of pressure, his tongue working in tight circles. The swing creaked softly as I squirmed in it, completely at his mercy.
			

			
				Jay undressed too, stepping up behind Cal. 
			

			
				“Time to fuck this little slut,” Cal said, pulling back and licking his lips. “She tastes good.”
			

			
				Jay stood in front of me, his cock already hard. “Ready?” he asked, his voice rough.
			

			
				“Yes,” I breathed.
			

			
				He eased into me, slowly at first, the swing shifting beneath me, letting him go deep. The angle was perfect; his cock hit everything. I cried out, grabbing the side chains, and wrapped my legs around his hips to pull him closer.
			

			
				He thrust harder, the swing bouncing in time, my little breasts jiggling. His cock felt so perfect, hitting my G-spot at just the right angle.
			

			
				Then I felt hands on my nipples; Erin, pinching and teasing, leaning in to whisper, “You’re such a good little fuck toy, Nina.”
			

			
				Behind Jay, Cal was stroking himself. “Can I have her mouth?” he asked.
			

			
				“Oh my god, yes,” I moaned.
			

			
				Cal stepped up, and Erin adjusted the swing’s upper straps to tilt me back slightly. His cock pressed to my lips, and I opened wide, taking him in. Jay pounded into my cunt while Cal fucked my throat, one of Erin’s hands massaging my clit while the other fondled my tits. Laney just watched, but when I glanced at her, she had her fingers in her pussy.
			

			
				I came hard around Jay’s cock, my body convulsing in the swing, moaning around Cal’s cock. He groaned, pulled out, and painted my face with cum, thick lines landing across my cheek, my chin, my lips.
			

			
				Erin leaned in and licked it from my face, kissing me filthily.
			

			
				Jay didn’t stop. “Fuck, I'm going to come too,” he grunted, fucking harder now, and I felt him throbbing inside me. He came with a low growl, spilling inside me. I felt the warmth fill me, and when he pulled out, it rushed out in a flood, dripping to the floor.
			

			
				Cal was still breathing heavily. “I try not to come this early, but, fuck, that was too hot.”
			

			
				“Don’t worry, buddy,” said Jay, giving him a high five. “It was worth it. And you’re normally good for two or three.”
			

			
				I hung there in the aftermath, limp and shaking, covered in sweat and cum.
			

			
				Laney unfastened the straps as gently as she could. “How was the swing?”
			

			
				I closed my eyes. “That was… fucking amazing.”
			

			
				Erin handed me a towel. “Let’s go and check out the main room. It should be kicking off in there now.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 12
			

			
				 
			

			
				Laney helped me slip back into my costume. My hair was wild, my cheeks flushed, and my pussy still leaked cum down my thighs. When we re-entered the main room, it had transformed - it was an actual Roman orgy.
			

			
				The vast mattress bed was now packed with bodies. Dozens of them twisting and moaning. Naked limbs tangled together, mouths on mouths, hands on cocks and cunts. And so much fucking. It was impossible to tell whose legs belonged to who. The air was thick with the scent and sounds of sex.
			

			
				Right in front of us, a woman dressed as a slave was riding a gladiator while another woman knelt behind her, licking her ass. A man with a golden laurel crown was fucking someone bent over the fruit table, while she stuffed pomegranate seeds in her mouth. My biker friends were DPing a very voluptuous woman with a wide ass and the biggest breasts imaginable.
			

			
				And then I saw Theo. Still dressed as a Roman emperor, toga draped artfully across one shoulder, a golden circlet on his dark head. He reclined like a painting come to life, propped up on cushions with one leg lazily bent. Between his thighs knelt a woman. Her mouth was wrapped around his thick cock, her cheeks hollowed with effort. But it wasn’t just the blowjob that caught my attention; it was her pussy.
			

			
				It was the hairiest I had ever seen. A full, wild bush that spread down her thighs and framed her spread-open and rosy pink cunt as she knelt with her legs wide. One hand was between her own thighs, frantically rubbing her clit, while her other hand cradled Theo’s balls. Her moans were muffled by his cock, but she seemed to be in some kind of blissful trance.
			

			
				Next to her, a man was thrusting into a girl on all fours; fast and deep strokes that made her yelp and giggle. Then, without warning, he pulled out, still slick and hard, and slammed into the woman blowing Theo, burying his cock in her from behind. She just groaned around Theo’s cock and kept sucking.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I whispered.
			

			
				Laney leaned in. “Fucking beautiful, isn’t it?”
			

			
				Jay and Cal slipped in beside us, both watching the scene with lazy smirks and dicks that were already hard again. Erin slipped off her gown, letting her huge breasts drop free.
			

			
				“Can you help me with this corset?” asked Laney.
			

			
				My hands were shaking as I unfastened it.
			

			
				It wasn’t long before I was naked again, crawling across silk sheets and sweaty bodies. Hands reached out to touch me, sending pulses of electricity through my veins. A girl with braids and pierced nipples kissed my mouth before disappearing between someone else’s legs.
			

			
				I found myself on my back, legs spread by strangers I didn’t know. But I didn’t care. One man slid his fingers into me, while someone else sucked my nipple. Every part of me was touched. A cock brushed my lips, and I opened eagerly, taking it deep.
			

			
				All my friends from the book club were there. Next to me, River rode Cal in a reverse cowgirl, her moans high and happy as she sucked another man’s cock. Theo caught my eye from across the room. He was still being worshipped like a god. And he looked like one. The wild-haired woman was now riding him, her hips bouncing furiously, her hairy cunt stretched tight around his shaft. Two other women sucked his nipples and stroked his chest.
			

			
				He winked. Then he pointed at me… and beckoned.
			

			
				I almost climaxed right there.
			

			
				I crawled to him like a whore. 
			

			
				The wild-haired woman was moaning like an animal now, her back arched, her thighs trembling as she bounced on Theo’s thick cock. She cried out, her entire body seizing up as the orgasm tore through her. Her cunt pulsed visibly around him, squeezing his shaft as she came hard, shouting her pleasure. Theo didn’t stop moving. He gripped her hips, thrusting up into her as she rode out the last waves of her climax, her hands clawing at his chest. She collapsed forward against him, panting.
			

			
				All around us, the Roman orgy continued. I actually felt like I was in ancient Rome, hedonistic and debauched. The woman breathlessly kissed Theo’s lips and pulled off him with a wet, obscene pop, her arousal running down her thighs. She climbed off his lap and, without a word, reached for the nearest body: a beautiful woman with dark skin and gold rings through her nipples. Their mouths met hungrily, and soon the two of them disappeared into the mess of bodies.
			

			
				Theo leaned back into the cushions and stroked his wet, rock-hard cock.
			

			
				“Nina,” he said softly. “Come ride your emperor.”
			

			
				My whole body throbbed. I climbed into his lap, facing him. His hands gripped my thighs as I straddled him, the head of his cock pressing against my aching slit. I was soaked, wide open, and desperate. I reached between my legs, guided him to my entrance, and slowly sank down onto him.
			

			
				His thick shaft stretched me open and sent pleasure sparking through my body. I took him inch by inch, my walls clenching around him until he was fully buried inside me.
			

			
				“You look like a goddess,” he murmured.
			

			
				“But I’m your whore,” I whispered in his ear. His fingers dug into my ass cheeks.
			

			
				I started fucking him, slowly at first, grinding down on him with long, deep thrusts.
			

			
				Around us, the orgy raged on. Erin had someone’s fingers deep in her ass while she sucked off another man. Jay and River were sixty-nining. Cal was being ridden by Laney now, her ample breasts bouncing so much it looked painful.
			

			
				But I was only focused on Theo. He grabbed my ass, thrusting up into me now with each rise and fall. My hands braced on his chest, feeling his muscles tense beneath me. Every time I dropped down, he hit something deep inside me that made my whole body tighten.
			

			
				I came hard, my body locking up, cunt squeezing him like a vice. I threw my head back and cried out, my moans mixing with the others in the room.
			

			
				Then he pulled me close, whispering in my ear. “I want you on all fours. Now.”
			

			
				I scrambled off his lap, dazed and dripping, and turned around, presenting myself. Theo knelt behind me, grabbed my hips, and drove back inside in one long, deep stroke.
			

			
				“Oh fuck,” I gasped, and came hard again.
			

			
				I looked to the side. Mavis was on her back, getting her grey bush pounded by a man who looked young enough to be her grandson. She caught my eye and cackled. “Good girl, Nina! That’s how you fuck an emperor!”
			

			
				Theo’s cock still pistoning in and out, soaking wet and relentless. He groaned, pulled out, and jerked himself fast. I turned just in time for him to come all over my breasts; thick, hot spurts splashing my chest and throat. Laney was there to lick it off.
			

			
				But that wasn’t the end. Oh no. 
			

			
				I barely had time to catch my breath before someone else spread my legs and started licking me again. Every time I thought I was done, another tongue or finger or cock made me remember how much I still had to give. All around me, the orgy spiralled into pure, unfiltered hedonism. I came so many times that I lost count.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Eventually, the energy began to slow. Bodies sprawled in every direction, sticky and happy. Twitching from aftershocks. Some people lay curled together in sweaty piles, others wandered around in search of water or snacks, still naked or in their underwear.
			

			
				I found myself nestled between Erin and Jamie. Theo had his head resting on my lap, gently stroking my thigh. Nobody spoke for a while, the moans around us gradually dying down. 
			

			
				“I don’t think I can move,” I mumbled.
			

			
				“You don’t have to,” Erin whispered, kissing my forehead. 
			

			
				Theo looked up at me. “I was thinking the next one’s theme should be pirates.”
			

			
				I started giggling. My pussy was sore. My legs were jelly. My throat was raw from sucking cock and laughing too much. But I’d never felt happier. I’d found my people. My book club.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				THE END
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				Erin is bored and lonely after moving to a quiet new town. She joins the local book club, hoping for some company and a little conversation. But despite the innocent setting in the church hall, the books are anything but normal. In fact, they’re downright filthy, and none of the other members seem remotely bothered.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Before long, Erin is exploring every sexual adventure imaginable, spurred on by what she reads in the books and her slutty new friends at the book club. With permission from her husband, she’s soon experimenting with bisexual experiences, anal play, threesomes and more. And that’s before the book club social…
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				When Claire and Andy decide to spend a weekend at a luxurious wellness retreat, they expect a serene escape from their busy lives, complete with massages, relaxation, and a little romance. But when the retreat burns down just before they arrive, they find themselves booked into The Haven: A Sex And Wellness Retreat instead.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Surrounded by free-spirited guests embracing the “clothing optional” rule, Claire and Andy find themselves enjoying naked yoga, couples massage with a happy ending and opening up in ways they never would have imagined. Discover how one accidental booking can transform an ordinary weekend into a very explicit swinging adventure full of orgasms and new experiences, including the ultimate one - the final night orgy.
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				When Georgina’s parents find her in bed with half the crew of their yacht, they send her to a finishing school in deepest, darkest Devon to straighten her out. But as all the girls there have similar scandalous pasts, things don’t quite work out as they planned.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Soon, Georgina meets a charming young man named Will, and she hatches a plan to escape the school and take control of her future. Join her in this funny, daring, and unashamedly explicit tale of sneaky adventures, bisexuality, threesomes and group sex with very horny rich girls.
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				Jane loves Charlie with all her heart, but the sex is boring and predictable. When they enrol in a lunchtime Sex Academy, she expects a few tips and techniques. What she doesn’t expect is just how far things will go. From live demonstrations to group workshops, each lesson brings them closer to their ultimate sexual fantasies and to each other.
			

			
				 
			

			
				As they explore this new world, the couple soon realise they're not just improving their own relationship, they're unlocking desires that involve other people too. Soon, passion, lust, and graphic sex lead the way in this fun and filthy adventure.
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