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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				The church hall smelled of cookies, like a bake sale had just finished. It was one of those big echoey rooms with fold-out chairs and a wooden floor that was slightly sticky as you walked on it. A sad little radiator rattled in the corner like it was trying to do something useful. I stood in the doorway for a second longer than I should have, gripping my handbag like a shield.
			

			
				It’d been three months since we moved to this town. Three months of sitting inside looking at the rain, awkward small talk at the local shop, and pretending I liked it here. Jamie said I’d settle in. “You just need to meet people, babe.” So I found the book club. Flyers in the library, hand-drawn smiley face, All welcome!
			

			
				I looked down at myself, baggy green pullover, grey leggings, my massive tits doing their usual thing of being impossible to hide. I'd shoved them into a sports bra before leaving and added the shapeless sweater, but I knew it was the first thing anyone would notice. I touched my straight, blonde hair nervously.
			

			
				“Erin?” someone called. “Come sit with us. Don’t be shy.”
			

			
				I padded over to the circle of chairs. The man who had spoken to me was so hot, I instantly knew I’d be fantasising about him later with my hand in my knickers. He wore a checked shirt with the sleeves rolled up. Dark skin. Dark eyes. He had an air of authority, and the kind of voice that made you want to do exactly what he said. As long as what he said was utterly filthy.
			

			
				Did I mention I was bored and didn’t have a lot to do? So yeah, embarrassing to admit, but I spent a lot of the time masturbating… and imagining men exactly like him.
			

			
				“I’m Theo,” he said, with a smile. “I run the group. Sort of. Everyone just does what they want, really. My day job is teaching English Literature at the university, so you could say this is my job and my passion.” 
			

			
				He motioned to the circle of chairs. I managed to squeak out a “Hi,” my heart thumping, and sat down.
			

			
				I looked around the group. It wasn’t quite what I was expecting. There were women, sure. But not the granny brigade I’d imagined. It was probably around half men, and not even the geeky kind. The girl opposite me had a hippy vibe, wearing a long, flowery skirt and no bra, nipples clearly poking through a thin tie-dye tank top. She had a forest of freckles across her nose and a big, toothy grin. She waved at me like we were already mates.
			

			
				“I’m River,” she said. Of course she fucking was.
			

			
				Then she patted the knees of the two men on either side of her. One was lean and wiry, the other broader with a thick beard. They both had tattoos covering their whole arms.
			

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

			
				Boyfriends. Plural. My throat went dry. My knickers, however, had other ideas. That was another masturbation fantasy sorted for the next few days.
			

			
				To my left sat two older blokes in their late forties, maybe early fifties. Both had silver in their long beards and wore leather jackets. I would have put money on them having arrived by motorbike. They looked like the kind of men who drank whisky neat and fucked like they knew exactly what they’re doing (this was going to be another fantasy). I caught one of them giving me a slow once-over, especially my tits, of course. For once, I didn’t even mind. I may have even pushed my chest out a bit.
			

			
				I tugged at the collar of my pullover, suddenly feeling a bit hot. Sweat was gathering in my armpits, making me aware I hadn’t bothered to shave them in months.
			

			
				“Erin, you obviously haven’t read the book this week as you’re new,” said Theo, sitting forward and flipping open a paperback. “So I’m afraid you’ll just have to listen. Everyone else, let’s talk about Throbbing Rods and Velvet Holes.”
			

			
				I blinked.
			

			
				Was that… seriously the title?
			

			
				No one batted an eyelid. No blushes, no awkward coughs. Just page numbers and character names being thrown around like this was a polite poetry seminar. Only this book seemed to be about a medieval stable boy getting railed by, what sounded like, the entire cast of the story.
			

			
				They discussed the book. In detail. Apparently, Chapter Three contained a surprising number of orgasms for one of the female characters. Chapter Seven featured a foursome involving the stable boy, honey and a strap-on. Chapter Ten seemed to be some sort of ritual orgy involving the local monks who made the honey.
			

			
				River declared it to be a seminal work in its genre, and said it made her “come in the bath.” 
			

			
				I felt my cheeks burning. I was wet. Properly wet. And my hairy armpits were damp with sweat. This was unlike any book club I had ever attended before.
			

			
				Everyone was still going, still dissecting Throbbing Rods and Velvet Holes like it was a Booker Prize nominee. Jay, one of the boyfriends, was passionately defending the anal fisting scene (“It’s pivotal to the story!”). While one of the silver bikers, Tom, I think his name was, pointed out the emotional nuance of the cum-eating epilogue.
			

			
				I didn’t say a word. Just stared, wide-eyed, thighs clenched and panties soaked right through. My brain had gone fuzzy. Fuzzy and filthy. Every time Theo spoke, I wanted to climb into his lap and ask him to explain Chapter Three again, slowly, with hand gestures.
			

			
				River kept playing with her hair and leaning over to whisper in Cal’s ear, giggling like someone with a secret. Except she wasn’t wearing any knickers. I could see that now. One quick shift of her skirt and there it was, untamed bush, much like my own. Although mine was wild out of laziness, I suspected hers was more about expression.
			

			
				No one noticed. Or maybe they did and just didn’t care. That was the maddest thing. No shame, no weirdness. Just a room full of people talking filth like it was weather chat.
			

			
				Finally, Theo stood up.
			

			
				“Alright,” he said, stretching a little. “That’s us for this week.”
			

			
				The movement pulled his shirt tight across his chest. My eyes dropped to his jeans before I could stop them. There, just below the belt. A thick, lazy bulge. My mouth went dry. Jesus Christ, is that his cock? It’s fucking massive. I blinked and forced my eyes away, cheeks burning all over again.
			

			
				A few groans and mock complaints, but people started getting up, chatting in pairs. Theo picked up a cardboard box from under his chair and handed around next week’s book.
			

			
				“Erin,” he said, holding one out to me, “I’ve got a feeling you’ll love this one.”
			

			
				The cover showed a half-naked man spraying a woman in lingerie with a garden hose. Her huge tits were flopping out the top of her bra. His cock was barely censored by a cheeky pot plant.
			

			
				The title? Soaked By His Hosepipe. Orgy At The Garden Centre.
			

			
				I let out a short, stunned laugh before I could stop myself.
			

			
				“Serious literature,” Theo said, deadpan. But his eyes were sparkling, like he knew exactly what he was doing to me.
			

			
				“Thank you,” I whispered, taking the book.
			

			
				“Only joking. It’s a rom-com.” He paused. “Was it too much tonight?” he asked, voice quieter now. “Some people find it a bit intense the first time.”
			

			
				I shook my head too fast. “No. I mean… it was… interesting.”
			

			
				He smirked. “Interesting?”
			

			
				“Educational,” I said, trying not to sound breathless.
			

			
				Before I could think of anything else to say, River appeared next to Theo, sliding a hand down his back, fingers brushing dangerously close to his ass.
			

			
				“Erin’s great,” she said, beaming. “She’s gonna fit right in.”
			

			
				I stood there with my filthy book clutched to my chest, heartbeat pounding in my ears, thighs squeezed so tight it hurt.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				I got home dazed. Still clenching my thighs on the walk from the church hall. My knickers were stuck to my pussy lips, and I was properly sweating. Like, down-my-back, between-my-tits, damp-hairy-pits kind of sweating. I hadn’t felt this horny in ages, and I’d been pretty horny as it was.
			

			
				Jamie was on the sofa in joggers, no top, watching a cooking show like a normal person. His face lit up when he saw me, all soft and lovely.
			

			
				“Hey, how was it?” he asked.
			

			
				I just stood in the doorway for a second, staring at him. He looked so bloody good, bare chest, bit of stubble, the line of his cock just visible under the thin cotton. My mouth went dry.
			

			
				I dumped the book on the table. He picked it up, read the title, and burst out laughing.
			

			
				“Soaked By His Hosepipe?” he said, grinning. “Jesus Christ, Erin.”
			

			
				“No, seriously,” I said, pacing, dragging my fingers through my hair. “It’s not what I thought. I thought it’d be, like, old ladies, Jane Austen and cups of tea. But it’s not. It’s… it’s like a fucking sex cult.”
			

			
				He sat up. “What, like they all just sit around reading smut?”
			

			
				“Yes! And analysing it. Properly. Like it’s Shakespeare or something. One girl’s got two boyfriends, just casually. There were these two older bikers with long beards, like silver foxes. And the guy who runs it? Fucking hot, like a sexy sex professor. Reads aloud in this voice that makes your knees go weak.”
			

			
				He was staring now. At my flushed face, my chest rising and falling, the way my jumper clung to my tits. I saw his jaw twitch.
			

			
				“Have you read it?” he asked.
			

			
				“No. They only gave it out at the end. I just sat there. Listening to the last insane book they read. Getting… turned on.” I felt my face heat up. “I was sweating. My pits are soaked. I haven’t shaved anything in a month. Maybe two. Oh, Jamie…” I collapsed on the sofa next to him. “I’m so fucking horny.”
			

			
				His hand slid up under my sweater, lifting up my sports bra and freeing my huge breasts. He groaned. “Fuck, that’s hot.”
			

			
				“I’m so wet,” I whispered. “I didn’t even touch myself, and I’m soaked.”
			

			
				He moved on top of me on the couch. Hands everywhere. In my leggings. Fingers in my panties, finding me sopping and hot.
			

			
				“Jesus, Erin…”
			

			
				“I know,” I gasped. “Just… fuck me.”
			

			
				He yanked my sweater off, mouth on my tits, sucking like a man starved and sending pulses of pleasure through me. He loved my breasts, big and soft. One hand strayed under my arm, rubbing the damp hair. I knew he loved me natural, one of the reasons I wasn’t bothered about shaving often.
			

			
				I was squirming under him. My leggings and knickers were halfway down my thighs. He didn’t even take them off properly, just got me open enough to bury his face between my legs. 
			

			
				“Holy fuck,” he groaned, licking a long, slow line right through me. “You’re leaking. What the hell did they read?”
			

			
				I laughed, lifting my legs to give him better access. “Something about a medieval brothel and a stable boy who likes it in the ass.”
			

			
				He choked out a laugh against my cunt, the vibration making me yelp. “Jesus.”
			

			
				His tongue didn’t stop. Flicking, circling, fucking me deep and sloppy. His face must be soaked with my arousal.
			

			
				And when he slipped two fingers in and curled them just right, I came hard and loud, grinding and squirming against his face like I’d lost control of my body.
			

			
				Then he was up and shoving his joggers down in seconds. He lined himself up, thick and ready, and pushed in with a long groan.
			

			
				“Fuck, I missed this,” he said, holding still, buried to the hilt. He was right, we hadn’t been doing this enough lately. “You like this? Getting all filthy at book club, coming home to be ruined?”
			

			
				I nodded, clinging to him, wrapped around him, sweaty and shaking. And he gave it to me. Fucked me deep and rough on the sofa, our skin slapping, my nails digging into his back. Over and over he pounded into me, making me moan so loudly I wondered if the neighbours would complain.
			

			
				I came so hard that I saw stars. And then he pumped me full of a week’s worth of cum. We collapsed again, tangled and breathless.
			

			
				“We should do this more often,” I panted, feeling his cum leaking out and dripping down my ass.
			

			
				“You’re definitely going back to book club next week,” he murmured into my hair.
			

			
				“Obviously,” I said. “I’ve got homework now.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The following Thursday couldn’t come fast enough.
			

			
				All week, I’d been useless, barely listened when Jamie talked about work, forgot to buy milk twice, and spent more time rereading the filthiest parts of Soaked By His Hosepipe than anything else. Every spare moment, I was either touching myself or fighting the urge to.
			

			
				I had my hand in my panties several times a day, and by the time Jamie got home from work, I was so turned on I practically jumped on him the second he walked in the door. For the first time since our honeymoon, we fucked every single day.
			

			
				But that wasn’t all, I couldn’t stop thinking about the other book club members. Theo, his dark skin glistening under the fluorescent lights and that bulge in his pants that I’d blown out of all proportion in my mind. The two older bikers… Tom and Rick. I’d never realised I had a thing for silver-streaked beards until I imagined them both fucking me in tandem, slow and deep, whispering filthy praise in their gravelly voices.
			

			
				And even River. I’d never felt so turned on by a woman before. I was beginning to question my sexuality. I couldn’t get the thought of her having a threesome with her two boyfriends out of my head. These were the subjects of my fantasies all week.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Needless to say, when I stepped into the church hall again, my thighs were already damp and my heart was racing. Theo was already there, unstacking chairs into a circle. He looked up when I walked in and gave me a warm smile.
			

			
				“Erin,” he said. “Couldn’t resist coming back for more?” Why did everything he say sound so dirty?
			

			
				I nodded. Others were trickling in. River, dressed in something sheer and floaty, was barefoot this time. Jay and Cal were behind her, chatting together. Tom and Rick arrived next, helmets under their arms. A few others that I hadn’t got to know yet. Then came someone new.
			

			
				She stepped in a little late, cardigan pulled tight over a white blouse, jeans and trainers. Serious blonde fringe falling just above her eyebrows. Big fucking tits too, bouncing in the blouse. And I knew her instantly. Fuck. That’s our neighbour. Laney.
			

			
				We’d only spoken a couple of times, usually about the bins, but Jamie had been out to talk to her about gardening when she was trimming her hedges. “She’s friendly.” He’d said. But I knew he meant sexy. I’d seen the way his eyes lingered when she bent over to pull out weeds, her big breasts practically falling out of her top. I didn’t mind him looking.
			

			
				“Erin?” she said, surprised, walking over and sitting next to me like we were old mates. “Didn’t expect to see you here.”
			

			
				I laughed, trying not to sound as guilty as I felt. “Same.”
			

			
				“You two know each other?” Theo asked.
			

			
				“We’re neighbours,” Laney said. “Although I’ve got a feeling we’ll soon be friends.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Theo kicked things off as usual, leaning back casually in his seat like some sort of sex professor. He had that hot teacher vibe about him, his brain just as sexy as his abs.
			

			
				“So,” he said, flipping through his copy of Soaked By His Hosepipe, “who wants to start?”
			

			
				Tom, bless him, immediately launched into a surprisingly deep monologue about the symbolism of water as sexual liberation. River argued that the real genius was the evolving dynamic between the garden centre’s manager and the cock-hungry apprentice, and how it was a metaphor for the evils of capitalism: endless growth, insatiable consumption, and the desperate need to fill every hole, literal or economic.
			

			
				I stayed mostly quiet. My eyes kept drifting to Theo’s hands as he turned the pages. Strong, thick and sure fingers. I kept thinking about where those hands might’ve been when he wasn’t holding erotic gardening literature.
			

			
				Laney listened in wide-eyed fascination. She laughed along, nodded thoughtfully, and even read out a bit when Theo asked her to. When she hit a particularly explicit bit about someone being tied to a trellis and fucked with a cucumber, she didn’t flinch.
			

			
				When Theo finally called an end to it, there were the usual half-protests and laughs. He collected in the books and handed out the new ones.
			

			
				“I’ve got a Science Fiction one for you this week,” he said, passing me a copy. I looked at the title. It was called Fucked In The Black Hole. Everyone slowly began to drift out, stretching and chatting, swapping book suggestions. I grabbed my coat and joined Laney outside.
			

			
				“You know, I was a bit shocked when I first found out about this,” she said, tucking her hair behind her ear. “I wasn’t expecting a weekly filth-fest in the bloody church hall.”
			

			
				“Same,” I said. “I thought it’d be tea and George Eliot.”
			

			
				Laney grinned. “Yeah, and of course, it doesn’t stop at just reading about...”
			

			
				Then I stopped, interrupting her. “Shit. I left my bag.”
			

			
				“Go on,” she said. “I’ll see you around.”
			

			
				I turned back, jogging up the street holding my tits to stop them bouncing around under my sweater. What had she been about to say?
			

			
				Jay and Cal were on the porch enjoying a vape together.
			

			
				“Forget something?” Jay asked, grinning.
			

			
				“Yeah, my bag. You two just loitering?”
			

			
				“Waiting for River,” said Cal. “She’s inside, talking to Theo.”
			

			
				Jay coughed on his vape, smirking.
			

			
				“Cool,” I said, breezing past.
			

			
				Inside, the hall was dim and quiet. The chairs were still scattered from where we’d left them. My bag was right there under mine. I grabbed it with relief and turned to go. Then froze.
			

			
				There was a sound. A suspiciously wet, sloppy sound. It was coming from the little kitchen just off the main hall, through the half-open door.
			

			
				I shouldn’t have. I really shouldn’t have. But I crept closer, heart pounding, and peered through the gap.
			

			
				There was Theo. Standing tall, relaxed, legs slightly apart, as he leaned back against the counter.
			

			
				River was kneeling in front of him, one hand wrapped round the thick base of his massive, erect cock, her lips stretched wide around it, spit glistening on the shaft as she bobbed her head, slowly, like she was savouring every inch. His cock was huge. Like, ridiculous. Dark, glossy and veiny and so fucking hard. Theo looked down at her, one hand tangled in her hair.
			

			
				I couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. I felt a burning heat between my legs, making my knickers even more soaked than they were before.
			

			
				And then… fuck… they noticed me. Theo looked up first, and River turned to see what he was looking at, the head of his cock distorting her cheek.
			

			
				She took it out of her mouth, saliva dripping off the end of it. “Erin!” she said. She sounded happy I was there, not at all angry that I’d caught them in the act.
			

			
				“Er… sorry…” I mumbled, “I’ll be going…”
			

			
				“No, wait,” said River. “Do you want to help me?” She stroked his massive cock casually with one hand as she spoke.
			

			
				“What? No!” I said, shocked. “I’m married. I’d never…”
			

			
				“Fair enough,” she smirked, “But no harm in staying to watch, right?”
			

			
				Staying to watch? I wasn’t going to stand there and watch her suck someone’s dick. Even if it was an incredibly nice one. That would be ridiculous. And yet somehow I didn’t move.
			

			
				River turned back to Theo and started sucking him again, like this was the most normal fucking thing in the world. Theo just looked at me and shrugged.
			

			
				Her lips slid over his cock again, slow and messy. She moaned like she’d missed it in the five seconds it had been out of her mouth. Theo’s hand stayed in her hair, gentle but firm, guiding her. River’s hands worked him too, one twisting around the thick base, the other massaging his heavy balls. Every wet sound, every little gasp River made, went straight to the heat between my legs.
			

			
				My head was telling me I should leave. But my body had other ideas. Without me telling it to, my hand slipped into the waistband of my leggings and inside my knickers. My pubic hair was wet and matted. I brushed against my clit. It was swollen and slick. I moaned quietly as waves of relief washed through me at the touch.
			

			
				Theo suddenly pulled her off of him with a wet pop.
			

			
				“Get up,” he said, voice rough.
			

			
				River obeyed instantly, grinning. She turned around and bent over the counter, bare ass already peeking out from under her floaty skirt. No knickers. Of course. My heart started racing all over again. Were they going to… fuck?
			

			
				Theo stepped in behind her, lining himself up with no hesitation. I saw the thick head of his cock press against her pussy, then he shoved in, slow but hard, making her cry out wildly.
			

			
				“Fuck, yes!” Her voice echoed in the little kitchen. She gripped the edge of the counter like it was the only thing keeping her from collapsing.
			

			
				Theo started to fuck her, grunting with each stroke, deeper, harder.
			

			
				River sounded like she was really enjoying it. “Yes… oh my god… fuck, yes, harder…”
			

			
				My fingers worked faster on my clit, pleasure rushing through me as I slumped against the door frame. All I could think about was how it must feel for her; his long, thick cock stretching her walls open as he pounded into her. I could see her pink lips tight around his dark shaft, her white arousal starting to gather at the base.
			

			
				Her thighs started visibly shaking, her hands clawing at the worktop. And then she was coming, a long moan of relief filling the kitchen. On and on her orgasm went, the moan not stopping, getting louder if anything as he continued to fuck her through it. I pressed harder in my knickers, and then I was coming too. My legs went weak, and I leaned heavily against the door as ecstasy flooded my body.
			

			
				River was still moaning, bent over the counter like she was a rag doll. He pulled out with another obscene, wet sound. His dark cock was covered in her release.
			

			
				He lifted her up like she weighed nothing, putting her on the table in the centre of the room. River’s pussy glistened under the overhead lights, soaked and wild between her thighs. She had the same kind of thick, curly bush I did, maybe even more unruly. It framed her swollen, pink opening perfectly, dark, wet and messy.
			

			
				Theo ran his hand down her belly, tracing over a piercing in her belly button. Then he used both thumbs to part her open as he stood between her legs. River whimpered, twitching under his touch. Theo lined himself up, the tip of his cock teasing against her, nudging through her curls.
			

			
				But then he looked up at me. Looked me in the eyes, holding my gaze as he slid his huge cock deep into her cunt. The rawness of it almost made me come again. He pushed in deeper, slow at first, as she arched her back off the table.
			

			
				“Fuck, Theo… yes!” she moaned. Her head was tipped back, and all I could see were the whites of her eyes as they rolled back in her head.
			

			
				He roughly pulled up her top, exposing her tits. They were full and pert, with dark, pierced nipples, and they jiggled and bounced as he slammed into her. The table creaked beneath them. Her legs wrapped around his waist as he started to fuck her hard. And all the while, he was looking at me. Watching me with my hand in my knickers as I fingered myself. My whole body was trembling, caught between shame and hunger. I plunged my fingers deep into my soaked pussy, staring back at him.
			

			
				“Let me see,” Theo growled at me.
			

			
				I obeyed. With the other hand I tugged my leggings and knickers down, just enough that he could see my bush, and my fingers buried in my cunt.
			

			
				River clung to him, her voice wrecked with pleasure. “Harder,” she begged.
			

			
				And he did. Every thrust sent her body jolting against the table. Her hands scrabbled against the wood for something to hold. I could feel my second orgasm building, deep and hot and unstoppable. Her moans were loud when she came. Mine stayed quiet, but I came again anyway. Harder than before. Eyes closed, mouth open, thighs quaking and dizzy with it.
			

			
				When I opened my eyes again, they were still at it. He was close now, I could tell by the way his rhythm faltered slightly, breath coming in sharp grunts. But instead of burying himself all the way in, he suddenly pulled out with a deep groan, his cock slick and glistening, twitching in his hand.
			

			
				With a growl of relief, Theo came, thick, hot streams of cum spilling across her stomach, her bush, even up to her tits. It just kept going, pulsing out of him like he’d been saving it for days. The sight of it, messy, filthy, so much of it, sent another shockwave through me.
			

			
				River moaned again, lazily rubbing his cum into her skin.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I whispered, hand still buried in my knickers, cunt clenching around my fingers.
			

			
				Theo staggered back a little, panting, cock still in his hand. He smiled at me, hot and sexy.
			

			
				I backed up fast, heart hammering, thighs shaking, shame and lust crashing into each other in my chest.
			

			
				And then I pulled up my leggings and ran. Out the door, past Jay and Cal, down the road to home.
			

			
				When I saw myself in the hallway mirror, I realised I’d soaked through not just my knickers, but also through my leggings. I had an embarrassing dark patch right in the crotch.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				I couldn’t stop thinking about it. Even hours later, curled up on the sofa with a hot cup of tea and my damp knickers long since stripped off and hidden in the laundry, my body was still buzzing. I’d watched two people fuck. Not just fuck… like… really fuck. Wild, loud and ending with cum everywhere. And I’d climaxed watching them, twice, standing like a perv in a church hall kitchen doorway.
			

			
				And the worst bit? I’d enjoyed it.
			

			
				I kept hearing River’s voice in my head. “Do you want to help me?”
			

			
				The guilt made me squirm, but underneath it was something worse: I couldn’t stop reliving it. Over and over. Theo’s cock, River’s moans, the sheer filth of it all. The mess he’d made. The way he’d smiled at me. Like he wanted me there.
			

			
				 
			

			
				By the time Jamie came home from work, I was a nervous wreck.
			

			
				“Hey, babe,” he said, kissing my forehead. “How was book club?”
			

			
				I turned to him slowly, heart thudding. “I need to tell you something.”
			

			
				He frowned, “What’s wrong?”
			

			
				“I think I might’ve… done something wrong.”
			

			
				That got his attention. “What happened?”
			

			
				“I didn’t… touch anyone,” I said quickly, already panicking, “but I saw something. Theo and River. At book club. They were…” I dropped my voice. “They were having sex.”
			

			
				Jamie blinked. “In the hall?”
			

			
				I shook my head, cheeks burning. “In the kitchen. And then on the table. It was… intense.”
			

			
				He stared at me a second longer, then surprised me completely by laughing. “Why do you think you did something wrong?”
			

			
				“Because… I watched, Jamie… I fucking stood there and watched the whole thing. Theo… his dick’s so big… And I touched myself… I came… twice.” I was bright red, terrified he’d be angry.
			

			
				“Did you join in?” He sounded calm, nonchalant.
			

			
				“What? No! I… God, no, of course not, I just… watched. And, um… they watched me back, fingering myself.” I was shaking. “I didn’t mean to… Jamie, I’m so sorry…”
			

			
				I burst into tears.
			

			
				Jamie sat next to me, putting his arm around me. “You thought I’d be mad?”
			

			
				“You’re not?” I sobbed in confusion.
			

			
				“Erin,” he said, leaning closer, “I’ve always known you were filthy under all those jumpers.”
			

			
				I blinked at him through wet eyes.
			

			
				“And Jesus,” he added, laughing, “you watched them? Fuck… that’s hot.”
			

			
				“Wait, really?”
			

			
				He nodded. “You know… I wouldn’t even be mad if you had joined in,” he said, brushing my hair back from my cheek. “Just the thought of it… That’s so… sexy!”
			

			
				I just stared at him in confusion. 
			

			
				He smiled. “You think I haven’t imagined you bending over and being fucked by some stranger? Or on your knees, sucking two cocks at once? The thought of you enjoying yourself like that…”
			

			
				I reached up and stroked his face, looking in his big, honest eyes.
			

			
				“You’re mine,” he said softly. “But if you want more… if you want to experiment, to explore your sexuality? That’s fucking… amazing. Not wrong.”
			

			
				I stared at him, my heart hammering. And then we were kissing, messy and desperate. He pushed me back on the sofa, yanking my leggings down. He slid two fingers inside me before I could even moan.
			

			
				“You’re so wet,” he muttered, groaning into my mouth. “You loved watching them, didn’t you?”
			

			
				I nodded, breathless.
			

			
				“You want someone else to fuck you, baby?” he asked, pumping his fingers deeper.
			

			
				“M-maybe,” I gasped. “I don’t know… yes… fuck…”
			

			
				He dropped to his knees and pulled my pants off, spreading my thighs like Theo had spread River’s. Then his mouth was on me, tongue filthy and relentless, and all I could think about was them. I came in seconds.
			

			
				But Jamie didn’t stop. He kept going, working me through it. He added another finger, then another. Fucking me with all four. I was so swollen and turned on that I opened up easily for him. He thrust into me, all the way to the knuckles.
			

			
				“You want a big cock in you, baby?” he said, looking up at me with lust in his eyes. “You want a big one, stretching you open?”
			

			
				“Oh, god, yes,” I groaned.
			

			
				And then I came again, intense waves crashing through me as he held me open, my cunt trying to contract around his hand.
			

			
				He moved on top of me, spreading my legs as he quickly worked his cock free of his sweatpants. He sank into me with a groan.
			

			
				“Oh, fuck, Erin…”
			

			
				I clung to him, still sensitive, still soaked, still riding the high.
			

			
				He thrust into me, deep and slow. “You want Theo to fuck you, don’t you? Fuck you with his big dick?”
			

			
				“Yes,” I whimpered.
			

			
				“You could’ve said yes,” he whispered. “You could’ve let him bend you over that table while River watched. I wouldn’t have stopped you.”
			

			
				He pulled back, then drove into me harder, making me cry out.
			

			
				“I’d watch you,” he growled. “Watch you take him. Take several guys at once, if that’s what you want. And then I’d remind you who you really belong to.”
			

			
				My nails raked down his back.
			

			
				And then I was coming again, writhing beneath him, overwhelmed by his words, his cock, his voice. Jamie followed a moment later, shuddering above me, groaning into my neck as he came hard, buried deep inside me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				I was daydreaming about sex all week. I couldn’t concentrate, couldn’t read anything that wasn’t extreme smut. I kept imagining Theo’s hands on my hips, his lips on my neck, his dick in my pussy. Jamie had been all over me since he’d given me permission to sleep with someone else.
			

			
				By Thursday, I was practically vibrating. I hadn’t even finished Fucked in a Black Hole, just skimmed the filthiest bits with my hands in my knickers. It wasn’t high concept sci-fi, unless “anal on a comet” counted. But it did involve a lot of low-gravity-based positions and something about an alien orgy in a space station jacuzzi.
			

			
				And then it was book club day. I wore a slightly less baggy jumper this time. Still boring, but I shaved my legs. That’s where we were.
			

			
				The hall smelled like floor polish, and it was marginally less sticky. The usual people were already in there; River grinning in a crop top, Cal and Jay vaping on the steps. Theo wasn’t there yet, and I felt vaguely panicked about seeing him.
			

			
				Laney waved me over, smiling at me under that perfect blonde fringe. “Hey, neighbour.”
			

			
				I sat beside her just as the door creaked open. And then Theo came in. He was wearing a black T-shirt that was too tight, and I swear I felt my cunt throb.
			

			
				Behind him was someone new.
			

			
				“Hey, everyone, this is Kai,” Theo announced. “He works at the gym that I go to and thought the club sounded interesting.”
			

			
				That checked out. He was huge. Like, stupidly muscled. Thighs like tree trunks, and a neck to match. His hair was in a little man-bun. He looked confused that everyone was holding a book.
			

			
				When Theo started the session, Kai raised a hand.
			

			
				“Wait, so we’re supposed to read these?”
			

			
				Laughter around the room.
			

			
				“What did you think this was?” River asked, clearly delighted.
			

			
				Kai shrugged. “Dunno. Thought it was like… audiobook club or summat. I listen to stuff when I lift.”
			

			
				“Did you listen to Fucked in a Black Hole?” Theo asked.
			

			
				“I started it. The part with the space lube? That was wild.”
			

			
				That kicked off the discussion. Laney said it was more romantic than she expected. Jay thought the black hole was symbolic. River said the scene with the four-cock alien and the space-football cheerleading team was high art. Cal argued that gravity didn’t work that way.
			

			
				Theo kept catching my eye. Little glances. Slow smiles. The kind that said you’ve seen my massive cock spurting cum everywhere, and I know it.
			

			
				When the discussion ended, Theo handed out the book for next week. The title was Barebacking the Billionaire’s Brat. There was a doughnut with cream leaking out of it on the cover. It actually looked like it might be the best one yet, although that wasn’t saying much.
			

			
				After the meeting, while people were milling about, River started talking to Kai about protein shakes. Theo drifted over to me.
			

			
				“You going straight home?” he asked, voice casual but eyes locked on mine.
			

			
				I shrugged. “Maybe.”
			

			
				“Fancy a coffee?”
			

			
				Fuck.
			

			
				Was this it? Was this the moment?
			

			
				I turned bright red and started sweating again. “Sure,” I said. “Yeah. Coffee sounds good.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				We ended up at this little place with mismatched chairs and way too many fake plants. We took a table near the back, tucked away behind a plastic cheese plant. Theo looked relaxed and casual. I, on the other hand, was blushing and sweaty. I was also wet just sitting across from him.
			

			
				“So,” he said, leaning back. “Enjoy the book this week?”
			

			
				I laughed. “I mean… enjoy is one word for it. I… it got me off, if that’s what you’re asking.” I blushed even more.
			

			
				“What does your husband think about the book club?” he asked, suddenly.
			

			
				I stirred my coffee just to do something with my hands. “Okay, so, look… I was going to mention this. My husband knows about… what I saw. With you and River.
			

			
				“Was he angry?” he asked.
			

			
				I shook my head. “No. He was… interested. Supportive. Turned on, actually.”
			

			
				Theo smiled. “Is that so?”
			

			
				“Yeah. We talked about it. A lot. And, um… he told me I could… do stuff. With other people. If I wanted.”
			

			
				Theo didn’t say anything straight away. He just sipped his coffee, his gaze fixed on me.
			

			
				“You ever done that before?” he asked finally.
			

			
				“No. Never. We’ve been together since we were eighteen.”
			

			
				“Cute. So you’ve only ever had one cock?”
			

			
				I nearly choked on my flat white.
			

			
				He grinned. “Sorry. Too personal?”
			

			
				“Maybe,” I said, but I was grinning too. “But you’re not wrong.”
			

			
				Theo leaned forward, arms on the table. “So… are you telling me this because you want me to fuck you, Erin?”
			

			
				My heart practically jumped out of my chest. I hesitated, and the universe held its breath.
			

			
				“Yes,” I finally squeaked.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Theo’s place was a short walk from the cafe, nestled above a closed-down corner shop. It was a studio flat, the bed taking up half the room, but it was immaculately tidy.
			

			
				We sat on the bed, and he turned to face me. “You alright?”
			

			
				I nodded, though my mouth had gone dry. “Yeah.”
			

			
				“You sure? I’m not in a rush.” He moved a little closer, hands brushing my arms, then gently sliding to my waist. “You’re shaking.”
			

			
				“I want this,” I whispered. “I really want this.”
			

			
				Theo cupped my cheek, and when he kissed me, it was patient and gentle. I melted into it, letting my hands find his chest. Everything was so different from Jamie, his taste, his smell, even the way his chest muscles strained at the t-shirt.
			

			
				He undressed me slowly, piece by piece. My cardigan, my t-shirt, my bra, each one slipped off.
			

			
				“Fuck,” he breathed when my large breasts fell free. “Look at you.”
			

			
				His hands came up, cupping them, thumbs stroking over nipples already hard. “These are perfect. Jesus.”
			

			
				I gasped when he bent to kiss them, sucking gently, teeth grazing, teasing. My head fell back as pleasure radiated out through my whole body. His fingers found the curve of my armpit, brushing through the soft hair.
			

			
				“I love this,” he said. “It’s so sexy.”
			

			
				He lowered me to the bed, then kissed his way down, slow and steady, pausing to explore every inch. My thighs were already shaking when he reached them. He peeled off my leggings, leaving me in just a pair of plain, white knickers that were completely soaked through.
			

			
				“Just relax,” he murmured. “Let me taste you.”
			

			
				He stroked my inner thighs, near the hem of my panties, feeling the hair that escaped there. Then he bent over and kissed me on the mound, over my knickers. He kissed again, lower, brushing my clit through the thin fabric and I let out a loud moan of bliss. And then he moved them to the side.
			

			
				I could feel the cool air on my clit, and then his wet, warm tongue. He knew what he was doing, applying the perfect pressure as he licked up my slit and swirled around my most sensitive parts. He set to work, tongue spinning around me as he slid two fingers into my aching pussy.
			

			
				His fingers curled inside me, and he sucked on my clit. I could feel the pressure rapidly building. He started to fuck me with his fingers, while his mouth sucked at me. It didn’t take long before I shattered, the waves of pleasure washing over me as I moaned loudly.
			

			
				I was still twitching when he crawled up beside me, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.
			

			
				“You taste so fucking good,” he murmured, kissing my cheek.
			

			
				I pushed at his chest gently. “Lie back,” I said, surprising myself with how confident I felt.
			

			
				I sat up on my knees, tugging his jeans down, watching as they slid off those strong, dark thighs. The bulge in his briefs was ridiculous, straining at the fabric like it was going to rip it in half. I touched it, running my fingers up and down and feeling the rock-hard steel beneath.
			

			
				I hooked my fingers in the waistband of his underwear and pulled them down. His huge cock sprang free, thick and veiny. My breath caught in my throat. It looked even bigger up close. It was huge. Thick from base to tip, the kind of cock that made you stop scrolling when you were browsing Pornhub just to check it was real. His skin was so smooth and dark, stretched tight over that impossible length, the head throbbing, already glistening with pre-cum.
			

			
				“Jesus, Theo…”
			

			
				He laughed. “Still want it, baby?”
			

			
				I didn’t answer. I just leaned in. I took him in both hands first, because I had to; there was no way to do it justice with one. He was hot and heavy in my grip, and just touching him made my pussy ache all over again.
			

			
				“Fuck,” he hissed, when my tongue flicked across the head.
			

			
				I swirled my tongue around the top, slow and teasing, then licked a long stripe from base to tip. He groaned, one hand gripping the sheets, the other sliding up into my hair. I tried to take more, opening wide, easing him past my lips. It stretched my jaw almost painfully, but I wanted it. Needed to feel him fill my mouth. The weight of it, the taste of him, the way he moaned when I hollowed my cheeks and sucked gently.
			

			
				I pumped what I couldn’t fit with my hands. My eyes flicked up to his face, and the look he gave me sent a shiver down my spine. His cock hit the back of my throat and I gagged, choking on it, but not stopping.
			

			
				“You look so fucking good like this,” he murmured. “A little married slut choking on my dick.”
			

			
				I moaned around him, and he felt it, eyes closing slightly as he enjoyed the sensations.
			

			
				“Careful,” he said. “Or you’re gonna make me come too soon.”
			

			
				I pulled back with a wet pop, licking my lips. “Not until you’ve fucked me,” I heard myself say.
			

			
				I climbed up and kissed him hard, feeling his hard cock digging in my leg.
			

			
				“Fuck me,” I whispered. “Fuck me hard.”
			

			
				He rolled on top of me. “You sure you can take this cock?” he smirked, pressing the thick weight of it right against my soaked entrance.
			

			
				I gasped. “Yes. Please.”
			

			
				Theo reached down, dragging the head through my slick folds, groaning as he teased my clit with it. I opened my legs even wider.
			

			
				And then he pushed in.
			

			
				Slowly at first, just the tip. The stretch still made me cry out, made my fingers dig into his arms. He was just so big, every inch stretching me, testing me.
			

			
				“Oh my God,” I panted.
			

			
				He rocked his hips, easing deeper. My body was on fire, burning and aching, but it felt so good. Every inch he gave me filled me even more deliciously. When he was only halfway in, he bottomed out. I could barely breathe.
			

			
				“Hard,” I begged, gasping. “I need it hard.”
			

			
				Theo growled and started to move. Long, deep strokes at first, then faster, harder, until he was slamming into me, the bed creaking under us. My legs wrapped tight around his waist, ankles locked, pulling him deeper.
			

			
				His skin was slick with sweat, muscles flexing as he fucked me harder and harder. His mouth found my throat, licking and biting. His hands found my wrists, pinning them down above my head. He licked under my arm, adding another sensation to the feelings flooding my body.
			

			
				“You take this dick so fucking well,” he grunted, driving into me. “You’ve always known you’re a slut, haven’t you?”
			

			
				“Yes,” I gasped, “I’m a dirty, married, slut. Fuck me.”
			

			
				Every thrust sent a shockwave through my body. I couldn’t think. Could barely breathe. All I could do was feel his cock splitting me open.
			

			
				“Come for me,” he ordered, thrusting deep. “Cream on my dick, baby. I want to feel it.”
			

			
				And I did. My orgasm tore through me, violent and helpless. I screamed his name, nails raking down his back, legs trembling uncontrollably as my cunt clamped around him like a vice. He fucked me through it, teasing out every last ounce of pleasure.
			

			
				When I finally finished coming, he pulled out. “Get on your knees.”
			

			
				He helped me, guiding me up until I was on all fours. My face sank into the pillow, while my ass arched up behind me, wet and gaping. My knickers were still pulled to one side. I felt so exposed, someone other than my husband looking at my asshole and into my open cunt.
			

			
				“Look at this pussy,” Theo muttered, running his hands over my ass, spreading me even wider with his thumbs. “So wet. So open. You’re begging for it.”
			

			
				I moaned into the pillow, back arching even more, loving the feeling of him looking at me.
			

			
				“Please,” I gasped. “Fuck me more.”
			

			
				He laughed. “Still greedy after coming so hard.”
			

			
				He lined himself up and thrust back in with a groan, sliding deep into my soaked, trembling cunt. The angle was perfect, every inch of him hitting just right, his hands gripping my hips tightly. He pounded into me, hard and relentless, the sound of our bodies slapping together filling the room. He was getting deeper now, and I finally felt his balls start to slap against my pussy. Fuck, how am I taking the whole length?
			

			
				“Oh my God… Theo…” I panted into the pillow.
			

			
				“You like being used like this?” he growled. “Like being my little married fucktoy?”
			

			
				“Yes… Yes, I love it…”
			

			
				“Come again for me,” he demanded, slamming into me harder. “Come while I’m inside you.”
			

			
				I screamed. My whole body locked up as another orgasm tore through me, more intense than the first. My legs gave out, and I collapsed into the pillows, moaning as he lay on top of me, still thrusting into me.
			

			
				“I’m going to come…” he groaned.
			

			
				“Yes… inside me…” I managed to pant.
			

			
				He growled loudly and came inside me with deep, pulsing thrusts. I could feel every hot, thick spurt as he filled me, my pussy still fluttering around him, the wetness flooding me.
			

			
				He didn’t move for a long time. Just stayed there on top of me, buried deep, both of us breathless and shaking.
			

			
				Finally, he collapsed beside me, dragging me into his arms.
			

			
				“Jesus,” I whispered against his chest. “I think you broke me.”
			

			
				Theo laughed and kissed the top of my head.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				The front door clicked shut behind me. I stood for a moment in the hallway of our quiet house, dazed and sticky with sweat. I could feel Theo’s cum pooling in my knickers. I felt a kind of blissful exhaustion that only came from being thoroughly, gloriously used.
			

			
				I couldn’t stop smiling. In the shower, I scrubbed my body, letting the hot water wash away my debauchery. My cunt still ached in the best way, sore and stretched, and when I reached between my legs, I flinched with sensitivity.
			

			
				I put on some lingerie, a short skirt and a nice top. Not something I would wear out of the house, but I wanted to look nice for Jamie. I set about making him dinner. I had just started frying garlic when I heard the door open.
			

			
				“Erin?”
			

			
				“In here!” I called.
			

			
				Jamie appeared a moment later, dropping his laptop bag on the table. He kissed me on the cheek. “Mmm, smells good. How was book club?”
			

			
				My hand froze on the cutting board.
			

			
				“Um,” I said, clearing my throat.
			

			
				I was suddenly nervous in the pit of my stomach. He’d given me permission, but what if he was jealous? Or, had I misunderstood? He stepped behind me, his arms slipping around my waist.
			

			
				I swallowed. “I… book club was good… but after… I went back to Theo’s.”
			

			
				He went still. I turned slightly to look over my shoulder at him.
			

			
				“You fucked him.”
			

			
				I nodded, barely breathing. He let out a sharp exhale. He pressed against me from behind. I could feel his cock against my ass. Hard.
			

			
				“Did he make you come?” he whispered.
			

			
				I nodded again. “Three times.”
			

			
				“Good girl,” he murmured, his breath hot against my neck.
			

			
				His hands slipped the straps of my top and bra down, freeing my breasts. His hands cupped them, fingers teasing at the nipples. He was breathing heavily.
			

			
				“Did he… come in you?”
			

			
				“Yes,” I whispered.
			

			
				“You’ve showered, though?”
			

			
				“Yes.”
			

			
				“Next time, don’t shower after,” he told me. Fuck, I realised I was soaking wet all over again.
			

			
				He pushed me forward, over the kitchen counter and hiked up my skirt. I felt his fingers on my lacy knickers, and then he yanked them down to my thighs. His cock was already hard and in his hand. I whimpered, bracing against the counter.
			

			
				He didn’t waste time. He shoved his cock inside me with one rough thrust and groaned. He pounded into me hard and urgent. I needed it. To be taken. To be used again. And he needed to reclaim me, fuck me stupid while he imagined me with Theo.
			

			
				“Whose pussy is this?” he demanded, gripping my hair and pulling my head back painfully.
			

			
				“Yours, Jamie, it’s yours… It’s always yours…”
			

			
				He reached around, rubbing my clit, pushing me higher and higher until I was gasping his name. My tits bounced like crazy as he pounded me.
			

			
				“Come again,” he growled. “Come for your husband, like you came for him, you slut.”
			

			
				I shattered around him with a strangled cry, legs shaking as I came hard, my cunt clenching around his cock. And he didn’t stop, just kept thrusting harder, chasing his own release.
			

			
				Finally he came with a deep groan, spilling inside me, his body slamming hard against my ass. We collapsed over the counter, breathless, hearts racing.
			

			
				“So… that’s how book club went,” I smirked.
			

			
				He laughed. “I can’t wait for you to go next week.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				But I didn’t have to wait until next week. We were on the sofa after dinner when I got a message from River on the book club group chat. It said she was singing in a band on Saturday night, and did anyone want to come and watch her?
			

			
				I showed it to Jamie. “River’s singing on Saturday. She invited the whole group.”
			

			
				He raised an eyebrow. “You thinking of going?”
			

			
				“I mean… I could. Laney from next door is going.”
			

			
				Then he nodded. “Yeah,” he said. “You should go.”
			

			
				“You don’t want to come?”
			

			
				He shrugged. “Nah. I’ll probably just stay in. Watch the game. Chill.”
			

			
				But there was something in his tone… too casual.
			

			
				“You sure?” I asked slowly.
			

			
				He gave me a sly smile. “Yeah, babe. You don’t need me there. It will be easier for you to… relax with your friends.”
			

			
				And then it hit me. He didn’t want to come because he wanted something to happen. He thought if he wasn’t there… that I might be tempted again. The realisation sent a shiver down my back.
			

			
				I turned on him. “You’re hoping that I’ll fuck someone, aren’t you?”
			

			
				Jamie didn’t even pretend to deny it. He leaned over and kissed my neck. “Maybe,” he smirked.
			

			
				I turned to straddle him, wrapping my arms around his neck. “You like me being a slut?”
			

			
				 “Yep… and maybe this time… you can send me a photo.”
			

			
				My breath caught. Suddenly, I couldn’t wait for Saturday.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The cab dropped us at the end of a sketchy, uneven alley, neon flickering in the window of the innocuous-looking Coach and Horses pub. I was bravely wearing a dress over my leggings and a jacket to cover my breasts. Laney, on the other hand, had gone full blonde-bombshell, with a tight, figure-hugging dress that was so low I was surprised I couldn’t see the top of her nipples.
			

			
				We pushed our way through the group of smokers clustered near the entrance and paid the cover charge. Inside, the walls were black-painted brick, covered in layers of half-ripped gig posters. The stage was tucked into the far end of the long back room, a low platform lit by moody purple lights. The floor was sticky and the ceiling too low, but I loved the vibe. It reminded me of my college days.
			

			
				We made a beeline for the bar. Kai was already there, waiting to be served. He looked a bit out of place, like he should be in the gym rather than a dive bar.
			

			
				“What would you like?” he asked us as the barman appeared. He had more piercings than I had ever seen on one human before.
			

			
				“Double gin and tonic,” Laney said.
			

			
				“Same, please,” I added, having to shout over the music playing on the PA system.
			

			
				“I love a book club event,” Laney told me, as the barman handed over the drinks.
			

			
				“Oh, do you all go out together a lot?”
			

			
				“You could say that,” she smirked. I had a feeling there was more to this than she was letting on.
			

			
				I spotted the others. Jay and Cal were by the wall near the stage. They fitted right in; Jay had his usual jeans and white tee, tattoos peeking out from under the sleeves. Cal had a ripped black hoodie and a chain on his belt.
			

			
				Tom and Rick showed up next, the crowd getting out of the way of the two bikers; leather jackets and long beards clearly earning them some respect.
			

			
				A few of the others showed up too, but to my disappointment, there was no sign of Theo. And then, without warning, the music cut out. A second of silence, then a sharp feedback whine from the mic. The lights above the stage flared.
			

			
				And River stepped out. My jaw actually dropped. She was unrecognisable; gone was the hippy vibe. Now she was raw punk and chaos. Black fishnets, short leather skirt that clung to her hips, a ripped crop top that barely contained her tits, and thick, smeared black eyeliner that made her look feral. Her hair was wild, tangled around her shoulders, and her lips were painted deep, dark red.
			

			
				She grabbed the mic like it had personally pissed her off. The rest of the band followed: drums, bass and guitar. Then the first song hit. Fast, loud and dirty. River screamed the opening line, her voice raw and powerful, slicing through the air. The songs came hard and fast.
			

			
				Laney leaned in close, shouting over the music, “What the actual fuck, she’s good. And hot.”
			

			
				She was. I’d already been thinking about her sexually after seeing her with Theo, but now I was lusting after her even more.
			

			
				Jay came up behind me, his breath hot against my ear. “She screams like that in bed too, you know.”
			

			
				That made me feel horny all over again. I pressed back against him, and his hands went to my hips. Cal was next to me now. He took a slow sip of his drink, watching me over the rim, and then leaned in until his mouth was just beside my ear.
			

			
				“You look hot tonight,” he shouted over the music, reaching for my hand, fingers grazing mine. Jay’s hands were still on my hips, pressing firmer now. My heart thundered. My thighs clenched. What was happening here?
			

			
				I looked around for Laney. At first, I couldn’t see her, but then I spotted her in the corner, half hidden by a pillar. She was making out heavily with Kai, his hand firmly gripping her ass as she pressed him against the wall.
			

			
				Jay followed my gaze. “They didn’t waste any time,” he laughed.
			

			
				Soon we were all bouncing along to the music. Jay and Cal were behind me on either side, their hands all over me, brushing against the side of my breasts, sliding over my ass. I was loving the attention, grinding my ass back against them as we moved. Feeling brave, I even slipped my hands back there, massaging the bulges in their trousers in the dark club, and getting more and more turned on.
			

			
				River announced that this was the last song of the set before they took a break. As she launched into the loudest, rawest song yet, Jay bent down and kissed my neck. Cal put his hand on my cheek, turning me to face him. And then this tongue was in my mouth. I melted into him, feeling a rush of heat between my legs. Both their hands were on me, Jay groping one of my breasts under my jacket while Cal’s hand slid up under my skirt and squeezed my ass.
			

			
				I broke away from the kiss, panting with passion. Jay pulled me towards him and kissed me even more forcefully. Cal’s fingers were literally in my knickers now, stroking at my soaking slit right there in the middle of the dancefloor. At least the crowd was so packed that no one could see. I was groaning with pleasure, my cunt aching for them as they took turns kissing me.
			

			
				Finally, the guitarist slammed out the last chord, and the lights went out. Then the normal bar lights came back on, and the background music over the PA. Jay and Cal broke away from me, acting like nothing had been happening, now the lights were on. I looked around, but I couldn’t see Kai and Laney. Had they left?
			

			
				“Come on,” said Jay. “Let’s go for a smoke.”
			

			
				I wasn’t in the habit of smoking, but I followed them anyway. The gent's toilets were disgusting, but Jay led us to a cubicle and locked the door. There wasn’t even a toilet seat, and the cracked tiles were covered with sexually explicit graffiti. The three of us barely fit in the small space, squashed up together.
			

			
				Jay pulled a packet of cigarettes from his jacket pocket.
			

			
				“Ladies first,” Jay said, flashing me a grin as offered me one.
			

			
				I hesitated for a second, then took the cigarette and sucked through it as he lit it.
			

			
				We passed it around, taking quick drags. Then they both turned to look at me at the same time; two sets of eyes full of lust. Cal moved first. He pressed me back against the wall of the cubicle, his hands sliding around my waist, then lower. Jay was next to me, his hands in my hair, mouth at my neck. I felt their bodies press in, trapping me between them, the euphoria and tension making everything feel hot and urgent.
			

			
				Their mouths found mine in turns, wet, messy kisses. And then they kissed each other, just as passionately. That sent another rush of heat through me. Jay’s hand skimmed up my thigh again, dangerously high, until he was pressing against my clit through my leggings.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I gasped into Cal’s mouth.
			

			
				I didn’t even care about the filthy floor, the grimy walls, and the overwhelming smell of piss. I needed them. Cal slid his hands beneath my clothes, and his fingers found the clasp of my bra. He unhooked it in one practised move. Then he groped my breasts roughly under my dress, pulling hard on my sensitive and erect nipples.
			

			
				Jay was busy too, tugging down my leggings and then my knickers. I moaned, barely aware of how loud I was. It didn’t matter. His fingers slipped between my wet folds and he pushed two of them up into my tight cunt. I’d never had two men touch me at the same time before, and I was loving it. I was gasping, writhing, completely lost in the haze of heat and sensation.
			

			
				They pressed against me from both sides. I could feel their erections against my hips as they groped and fingered me. Every cell in my body was lit up, and when the pressure finally pushed me over the edge, it was blinding. I gripped them both tightly, trembling between them, coming so hard that I would have collapsed to the floor if they hadn’t been holding me up.
			

			
				I barely had time to catch my breath before I found myself sinking lower. I was desperate now to feel a cock in my mouth. The dirty floor barely registered as I dropped to my knees between them. Jay looked down at me as I unzipped his jeans. I pulled his dick out of his underwear, thick and heavy.
			

			
				To my surprise, Cal crouched next to me. He licked up Jay’s length with his tongue, and then took it into his mouth, hollowing his cheeks and sucking happily. I helped, licking the base and then his balls. Then Cal pulled back and pointed Jay’s cock towards me. I took over, swallowing it hungrily as I slurped and sucked on it.
			

			
				Jay needed to fuck me now, I could sense it. He guided me to my feet, turning me around and pressing me against the chipped tiles. He shoved his cock in me, hard, from behind. I cried out, my fingers clutching at Cal’s chest. Jay started to take me hard, his body slapping against my ass in the small space. I’d never done anything like this before, getting fucked in a dirty club toilet by two men at once. It was better than my wildest dreams.
			

			
				Suddenly, Jay pulled out. I could tell he was on the edge, trying not to come. Cal took his place, tugging down his trousers and pushing his erection deep inside me. Waves of pleasure washed through me. I could feel his hands on my ass, spreading me open as my tight pussy gripped his shaft.
			

			
				And then I felt his thumb on my asshole. Pressing and circling. He spat on my ass, and I gasped at the audacity of it. Then his thumb was inside my rear entrance, stretching me open in a way I’d never been stretched before, even as he pounded hard into my cunt.
			

			
				Jay was in front of me. His foot was up on the rim of the toilet, the only way he could get his cock in my mouth in the tiny space. He thrust it in, gripping my hair tightly. Now I was being fucking in the cunt and mouth at the same time, a thick thumb in my ass.
			

			
				I came so hard, I almost blacked out. The sheer sluttiness of it washing over me and through my whole body.
			

			
				And then Cal’s cock spasmed inside me, spilling his warm cum into my cunt as he continued to fuck me. Jay grabbed him by the back of the neck, pulling him in for a deep kiss.
			

			
				Cal pulled out, cum running down my inner thigh. But Jay wasn’t finished with me. He pinned me up against the door of the cubicle, lifting my feet off the ground and holding me up by my ass. His cock found my pussy, sliding easily into the dripping mess full of Cal’s cum. He fucked me hard against the door, strong, firm thrusts. Cal put his tongue in my mouth, and then in Jay’s. Jay groaned, his fingers tightening on my ass, and I felt him come, too. His cock throbbed inside me as a second load of cum filled my aching pussy.
			

			
				He set me down on the floor, and cum streamed down my inner thighs. I remembered Jamie, at home, hoping I’d get fucked. He’d wanted a photo. I pulled my phone out of my bag and switched it to selfie mode. I held it between my legs, taking an image of my soaked and matted bush, dripping with cum.
			

			
				The muffled sounds of River’s second set were vibrating through the walls. Still panting, I sent the photo to Jamie, with the caption “Two loads of cum x.”
			

			
				When we opened the door to the cubicle, Tom was standing there, waiting with a cute, younger woman on his arm. She looked like she was in her early twenties, probably half his age. He gave me a wink as the two of them squeezed past us into the stall.
			

			
				My phone started buzzing as Jamie sent me enthusiastic comments that quickly became very filthy, spelling out what he was going to do to me when I got home.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				Jamie didn’t disappoint. By the time I got home, the buzz of the club, and everything that had happened in the toilets was still pulsing through my veins.
			

			
				He was waiting in the kitchen when I walked in, leaning against the counter with a drink in his hand and an erection in his trousers. 
			

			
				“Hey,” I said quietly.
			

			
				He set his glass down slowly, walked over, and kissed me hard, no hesitation, no small talk. His hands were on me in seconds. He pressed me back against the kitchen counter, tugging down my leggings. My knickers were a mess, stained with the cum that had leaked out of me and my own arousal.
			

			
				“Fuck…” he murmured as he looked at them. “I can’t believe what a slut you’ve been, Erin.”
			

			
				“But I’m you’re slut,” I whispered.
			

			
				“Yes, you are. Now get your clothes off and get upstairs.”
			

			
				On the bed, his hands were everywhere, greedy and rough, spreading my legs and fingering my aching cunt. His mouth sucked at my nipples, so hard that it hurt. But it was pain that turned to pleasure. 
			

			
				He took me in every way he could think of. Hard and slow. On top, underneath, from behind, against the headboard, tangled in the sheets. I lost count of the positions and of how many times I came. I didn’t care. I just wanted him inside me, wanted to drown in the way he claimed me. Until finally, he came in me, my third load of the night, hot and thick, filling me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was still a long time until the next book club, and I was a greedy slut now. It took me a few days to work up the courage, but one evening over dinner, I broached the subject with Jamie.
			

			
				“So,” I said, stirring my pasta with a fork. “I was thinking…”
			

			
				“Yes?” said Jamie, raising an eyebrow. I think he sensed what was coming.
			

			
				“I was thinking that… I might message Theo and see if I could go over there this evening.”
			

			
				His fork paused mid-air. “You want to fuck him?”
			

			
				I nodded, my cheeks burning. “If that’s okay.”
			

			
				Jamie didn’t answer right away. He set down his cutlery, wiped his mouth with his napkin, and leaned back in his chair, watching me. I squirmed under his gaze, feeling both shy and wildly turned on.
			

			
				“Okay,” he said finally. “But… I want you to film it.”
			

			
				My heart did a full somersault. “Film it?”
			

			
				He nodded slowly. “Yeah. I want to see you. See how filthy you are with him. I want to watch him destroy you with his big cock.”
			

			
				A flush spread through me so fast it left me dizzy. I hadn’t expected that.
			

			
				“Would that turn you on?” I asked.
			

			
				He smiled. “I’m hard just thinking about it.”
			

			
				“I’ll message him,” I said quickly, my fingers already reaching for my phone.
			

			
				Theo replied within a minute: Absolutely. Come over. And yes, film it. I want him to see what you look like when I make you come.
			

			
				I stared at the message, my cunt pulsing at just the idea.
			

			
				I looked up at Jamie. “He’s in.”
			

			
				He grinned. “Finish your pasta, and then go get ready.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Half an hour later, I stood in front of the wardrobe in just my black lace underwear, chewing my lip and staring at the sad collection of clothes I owned.
			

			
				“I don’t know what to wear,” I said, frustrated. “I don’t have anything sexy.”
			

			
				Jamie was lying on the bed behind me, propped up on one elbow, watching me. He got up and came to stand beside me, flipping through the hangers like he was taking this seriously. 
			

			
				“I mean, I mostly live in leggings and oversized jumpers,” I muttered. “This underwear is the only vaguely sexy thing I own.”
			

			
				I looked at myself critically in the mirror. My stomach was hardly flat, and my hips were too wide. My tits were embarrassingly enormous, barely contained in the voluminous bra. At least I’d got around to trimming my bush so it didn’t stick out of the sides of my knickers.
			

			
				Jamie paused. “What about this one?” He pulled out a dress I hadn’t worn in ages.
			

			
				It was a deep plum colour, silky and clingy, with a plunging neckline and a hem that barely reached mid-thigh. I’d worn it to a wedding once, but only with a blazer over the top and industrial-strength shapewear underneath. I’d spent the whole day tugging the neckline up and feeling like my tits were the centre of attention.
			

			
				“No way,” I said quickly. “That’s so tight. And low-cut. My boobs…”
			

			
				“Exactly.” Jamie stepped closer, holding the dress out to me. “Theo will love it. And I doubt you’ll be wearing it for long, anyway.”
			

			
				I hesitated, heart pounding. “I’ll try it on,” I whispered.
			

			
				A few minutes later, I stepped out of the bathroom wearing the dress. And from the look on Jamie’s face, it was worth it.
			

			
				He let out a slow breath. “Jesus.”
			

			
				“You think it’s okay?”
			

			
				“I think Theo’s going to lose his fucking mind.”
			

			
				My heart raced again. “Oh my god, Jamie,” I said, reality suddenly crashing down on me. “I’m going on a sex date.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Theo’s flat was exactly as I remembered it: tiny, neat, and dominated by the low bed pushed against the wall. I stepped inside, nerves buzzing and feeling self-conscious in the revealing dress.
			

			
				Theo’s eyes widened as he took me in. “Fuck, Erin,” he said. “You look incredible.”
			

			
				I felt a rush of pride at that. I wasn’t used to feeling sexy. “You like it?” I asked, slowly twirling once.
			

			
				He was already stepping forward. “I like all of it,” he said, running a hand over my ass and pulling me in for a deep kiss.
			

			
				Nervous to get started, I pulled my phone from my bag, unlocked it, and handed it to him. “Start filming,” I said.
			

			
				Theo raised an eyebrow. “You don’t mess around.”
			

			
				By the time he hit record, I was already sinking to my knees on the thin rug by his bed, my heart pounding. His bulge was level with my face, looking huge in his grey sweatpants. I traced the shape of it with my fingers as it curved halfway down his leg. I was hyper-aware of him filming, right down my cleavage from this angle. Just the thought of it, of Jamie watching it later, made me wet.
			

			
				I hooked my fingers in the waistband of his trousers and pulled them down. He wasn’t wearing any underwear, and his massive cock bounced free. It was dark, long and thick, still only half erect. I took it in my mouth, feeling the heat and weight of it as I swirled my tongue over the head.
			

			
				Then I pulled back slightly, licking from base to tip, slow and wet, letting my tongue drag along the thick vein that ran up the side. Theo groaned behind the camera. It was fully hard now. I looked up at the camera again, eyes wide, before wrapping my lips around the tip and taking it deep into my mouth.
			

			
				He was so big that I struggled to take him, spit already starting to leak at the corners of my mouth. But I wanted to struggle, I wanted it to look obscene for the camera. I used both hands to work him as I forced more into my mouth, sloppier this time. When it hit the back of my throat, I gagged and my eyes watered, but I didn’t stop.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” murmured Theo.
			

			
				I moaned around his cock in response, letting the sound vibrate through him. My mascara was already running, and saliva was dripping down my chin. I bobbed my head faster, hollowing my cheeks and sucking. He groaned again, still watching me on the screen of my phone.
			

			
				I pulled back, coughing, strings of spit connecting my lips to the head. Then I looked up at the camera again, tongue out, messy and needy. “Now fuck me.”
			

			
				I stood up, and he pushed me back onto the bed with one hand, still filming with the other. My dress bunched at the waist, tits practically falling out the top, and I could feel my soaked knickers clinging to me. I spread my legs automatically, knowing exactly what the camera would see.
			

			
				“Fucking hell,” he muttered, aiming the lens right between my thighs. “Let’s get you out of those.”
			

			
				He peeled my knickers off in one smooth motion and tossed them aside. Then he just looked at me, filming close between my legs. “Fuck, Erin, your cunt is so perfect.”
			

			
				I reached between my legs, spreading my hairy folds with my fingers, making sure he could see my pink, wet opening. His fingers brushed over it, soft at first, then pressing firmer. I arched my back, moaning. He ran his thumb through the mess of my arousal and brought it up to the camera, white and sticky.
			

			
				“See that?” he said to the camera. “She’s dripping. All for me.”
			

			
				“Please,” I gasped. “Stop teasing. Just fuck me already.”
			

			
				He didn’t reply, just pulled me roughly to the edge of the bed and lined himself up. I reached down and held the thick head of his cock, guiding him in, groaning as he stretched me open. The first inch knocked the breath from my lungs. He was huge. Bigger than I’d remembered. And he didn’t ease in slowly this time; he drove forward hard, bottoming out in one brutal thrust as he filmed.
			

			
				“Fuck!” I moaned, clutching at the sheets.
			

			
				“You love being full of my cock, don’t you?”
			

			
				I couldn’t speak. I just nodded, feeling like a slut, clinging to my thighs as I lifted my legs back to feel him even deeper. He started to fuck me properly, fast and rough. The bed creaked against the wall with every thrust. My tits bounced with each movement, and he made sure the camera caught every second of it.
			

			
				I turned my face toward the phone, panting. “You seeing this, Jamie?” I moaned. “You seeing how well he fucks me?”
			

			
				Theo slapped my ass, hard. “Say it again.”
			

			
				“I’m getting fucked like a whore,” I gasped. “Your filthy little whore.”
			

			
				“Come on my cock, whore,” Theo ordered.
			

			
				I could feel myself teetering already, the obscene stretch of him pushing me to the edge. And then I came. Hard. My whole body went tight as I climaxed, loud and shaking, cunt pulsing wildly around Theo’s cock. He didn’t stop. He fucked me through it, dragging out every last spasm until I was a soaked, ruined mess beneath him.
			

			
				Then he pulled out and jerked himself off over me, groaning deep and low. Hot cum splashed over my bush, my dress, my tits, even hit my chin. The camera caught all of it.
			

			
				Theo leaned in, kissed me slowly, and whispered, “Your husband’s going to come all over himself watching that.”
			

			
				I laughed, breathless and wrecked. “Good.”
			

			
				While Theo made us drinks from the tiny kitchenette, I sent the video to Jamie.
			

			
				But I’d hardly taken a sip before Theo was ready for round two.
			

			
				“Take your clothes off and get on all fours,” he said.
			

			
				The second round was just for us. No camera, no putting on a show. Just raw, unfiltered fucking. He grabbed my hips and fucked me hard and deep, like he couldn’t get enough. I was soaked, already wrecked, and every thrust sent another wave of ecstasy through me.
			

			
				We fucked in every position. He bent me over the edge of the bed, had me riding him with my tits smothering his face. Even pressed me up against the wall at one point. But at the end he had me on my back, legs spread wide, wrists pinned down to the bed above me, fucking me deep and steady. I came so many times I lost count.
			

			
				And then he came inside me. I felt the thick, hot rush as he emptied himself deep, groaning against my neck while I clenched around him.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When I staggered home from my sex date, legs weak and pussy swollen and sore, Jamie was waiting for me. He was sat on the sofa, phone in hand, the video paused on a shot of me drooling around Theo’s cock. His eyes flicked up when I walked in. I must’ve looked a fucking state. Dress creased, thighs sticky, my hair a mess. I was still throbbing.
			

			
				“Hi,” I said, voice hoarse, cheeks flushed.
			

			
				Jamie stood and walked over to me, his hand gently cupping my cheek and kissing me softly.
			

			
				“I love you,” he whispered.
			

			
				I took his hand and led him upstairs to bed.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				The book, Barebacking the Billionaire’s Brat, had me turned on all week. My sex date with Theo, and fucking Jay and Cal in the toilets had me feeling like the brat herself. Used, spoiled and addicted to sex.
			

			
				When book club rolled around, I had already read it five times, and come to it even more times than that. Thursday afternoon, I once again found myself sitting in a circle in the hall, which was decorated with cheery bunting for the summer fayre that weekend.
			

			
				Theo started with me. “Erin. Did you finish the book?”
			

			
				“Oh, I finished it,” I said, with a smile so dirty that I saw his cock twitch in his joggers. “And then it made me finish.”
			

			
				The others laughed, and Theo gave me a look that sent a rush of heat between my legs.
			

			
				“So,” he said. “Let’s talk about that spanking scene. Chapter nine. When the brat gets bent over the desk and made to count.”
			

			
				“Mmm, yes please,” said Laney. “That scene nearly broke me.”
			

			
				“I had to pause the audiobook at that point,” admitted Kai. “But what I found more interesting was her first same-sex experience.”
			

			
				“First time same-sex experiences are really interesting,” agreed Laney, looking at me sideways through her eyelashes. Why did she look at me?
			

			
				We talked through the rest of the book, and as usual it left me soaked and horny. Then Theo handed out the new one. 
			

			
				“The book this week expands on what we were talking about earlier,” explained Theo. “It’s an emotional, sexual awakening tale about a woman who has a gay experience for the first time.”
			

			
				I looked down at the book in my hands. The title was My Straight Friend Ate My Ass.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I walked home with Laney. It struck me that she was looking even prettier than usual, wearing a tight dress that showed off her curves and her cleavage. She had subtle makeup on, including a hint of lip gloss that made her lips shine beautifully.
			

			
				“What do you think about the book we’ve been given this week?” she asked.
			

			
				“I’m looking forward to reading it,” I said. I paused and then decided to be honest. “I’ve been having a few fantasies about women myself, actually.”
			

			
				Laney raised her eyebrows. “Oh yeah?”
			

			
				“Yeah.” I met her eyes. “Like… more than a few.”
			

			
				She let that hang in the air for a moment before asking. “Have you ever… kissed a woman before?”
			

			
				I shook my head. “No, never… Have you?”
			

			
				“Oh, yes,” she smirked. And from the sparkle in her eyes, it was more than a kiss. Just the thought of it had my pulse racing again. We had stopped outside my building. The way she looked at me made my stomach flutter.
			

			
				“You want to come in for a coffee?” I asked, not wanting to leave her.
			

			
				Laney’s smile deepened. “I’d love to.”
			

			
				We both knew what was going to happen. I let us in and flicked on the hall light, tossing my keys onto the hall table. I turned to her, only to find Laney already closing the gap between us.
			

			
				“You’re nervous,” she murmured, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. Her fingers grazed my cheek.
			

			
				“Yeah,” I breathed.
			

			
				Her lips brushed mine, not quite a kiss, just enough to make me ache for it. “Because I’ve been thinking about this since the first time I saw you putting the bins out.”
			

			
				That made me laugh, but she took advantage of my mouth being open and put her tongue in it. The kiss deepened, her hands moving to my hips. Kissing her was so different to kissing a man; she was softer, wetter, and with a slight flavour from her lip gloss.
			

			
				“So you’ve been perving on me?” I joked when we broke apart.
			

			
				“Oh, shamelessly,” she smirked. “But fair’s fair… your husband has been perving on me. I’ve seen him looking down my top when I bend over to weed the garden. In fact, I’ve been doing it on purpose.”
			

			
				That revelation made me even hornier for some reason. I loved the thought of Jamie lusting after Laney. I took her by the hand and led her into the living room.
			

			
				“Do you think he’s hot?” I asked as we sat next to each other on the sofa.
			

			
				“Oh yes,” she said, her hands reaching for the hem of my sweater. She lifted it off over my head, unveiling my large breasts, stretching the material of my tight tank top. She looked at me hungrily.
			

			
				“Wow,” she purred, “Your tits are incredible, you shouldn’t hide them all the time.”
			

			
				“Thanks,” I said, feeling my face and chest flush, not so much with embarrassment, but with arousal.
			

			
				“Do you want to know a secret?” she said, her hands stroking over the fabric of my top, tracing circles across my curves. As she brushed my nipples, they hardened instantly.
			

			
				“Yes,” I replied breathlessly.
			

			
				“I’ve been touching myself, thinking about you and Jamie fucking. Sometimes… I can hear you through the wall.”
			

			
				For some reason, that sent a bolt of lightning to my pussy. I pressed my lips hard against her, pushing her back onto the sofa.
			

			
				“Erin!” gasped Laney when I finally gave her a chance to breathe.
			

			
				“I want you,” I whispered.
			

			
				Laney stood up, slipping her dress off over her shoulders so that it pooled at her feet. She wasn’t wearing a bra. She stood there, naked except for a tiny, black thong. Her breasts were full and shapely, although not as massive as mine. She straddled me on the sofa, pushing them into my face. I squeezed them, pulling one to my mouth and sucking on her nipple. She threw her head back, moaning with delight.
			

			
				We kissed some more, and she moved down, kneeling between my legs. It was my turn to take my top off, tugging it over my head. I unclipped my bra, and my breasts bounced free, hanging down to my stomach.
			

			
				“Fuck,” murmured Laney appreciatively, weighing them in her hands. Then she circled my nipple with her tongue, teasing the sensitive bud until it contracted and puckered. She moved to the other one, teasing the first between her fingers.
			

			
				My heart started pounding as she moved lower, fingers pulling at my leggings. I lifted my ass, letting her slide them off, along with my soaked knickers. And then I was naked. I opened my legs for her, the cool air brushing over my wet folds. She knelt between my thighs and used her thumbs to part my thick curls and open me up.
			

			
				Laney buried her face between my legs, running her tongue firmly up my slit and sending a rush of pleasure through me.
			

			
				“Oh, my god, Laney,” I groaned, my hand going to her hair and twisting it around my fingers.
			

			
				She went to work on me, alternating between long, deep licks that explored my aching cunt, to fast flicks on my clit. It didn’t take long for the pressure to start to build inside me. When she pushed two fingers into my aching opening, I came hard, pulling on her hair involuntarily. My thighs shook, and my back arched off the sofa as she continued to lick me, guiding me through it and prolonging my climax.
			

			
				I patted the sofa next to me. “Your turn,” I said, desperate now to get my first taste of pussy.
			

			
				Laney slipped out of her thong and sat on the sofa, as I moved to kneel on the floor. Her pussy was nearly completely shaved, bare and smooth down each side, except for a tiny strip of blond hair in the middle of her mound. She parted her legs. Her labia were large, dark pink and already swollen with arousal. I held them open with my fingers, admiring her tight, wet hole and engorged clit.
			

			
				Then, for the first time, I reached out my tongue, teasing her clit with the end of it. She shuddered with pleasure, groaning loudly. Encouraged, I teased it some more, flicking my tongue all around it as I held her spread wide with my fingers. 
			

			
				I flicked my tongue over her clit again, then again, slower, wetter, dragging the flat of it across the sensitive nub until she let out this low, filthy moan that shot straight to my cunt. She tasted incredible, and I could feel the heat coming off of her.
			

			
				“Holy fuck, Erin,” she breathed, threading her fingers through my hair.
			

			
				I dipped lower, lapping up the wetness that had gathered at her entrance, then pushed my tongue inside her, savouring the heat, the slickness, the fucking filthiness of licking another woman’s cunt. I couldn’t believe I’d waited this long to know what that was like.
			

			
				“You’re a natural,” she gasped, grinding against my mouth now. I moaned against her, and the vibration made her squirm.
			

			
				I pulled back just for a second, breathless. “Tell me what you like,” I said, rubbing slow circles over her clit with my thumb while catching my breath.
			

			
				Laney was flushed and panting. “Suck on my clit,” she gasped. “And put your fingers in me.”
			

			
				I did as I was told, taking the hard bud of her clit into my mouth and giving a gentle suck. That made her squirm and groan even more. I pushed a finger into her opening, feeling her muscles inside clench around it. I added another, stretching her slightly. Then I sucked some more as I fucked her with my fingers.
			

			
				“Oh my god, Erin!” she cried, arching her back as I curled my fingers inside her. I felt the rough texture of her G-spot and massaged it.
			

			
				“Fuck… like that…” she groaned. Her thighs started to shake, her breaths coming faster, sharper.
			

			
				Then she came, hard, with a cry that bordered on a scream, her whole body tensing and then collapsing against the cushions. And clear liquid gushed from her cunt, all over my hand and arm, dripping down onto the sofa. Her cunt contracted around my fingers, her hips bucking as she came and came.
			

			
				“Jesus,” she said eventually, eyes fluttering open, hazy and stunned. “You’re a natural.”
			

			
				“That was so hot,” I whispered.
			

			
				She looked down at her release pooling on the sofa under her ass. “I’m sorry,” she laughed. “I should have warned you I’m a squirter.”
			

			
				I laughed and crawled back up to lie beside her, giving her a long, sloppy kiss.
			

			
				And then the door to the living room swung open, making us both jump guiltily. It was Jamie, home early from work.
			

			
				 
			

			
				He stood in the doorway with his mouth wide open, looking at us both naked and messy.
			

			
				“Erin,” he managed to gasp. “And… Laney… hello.”
			

			
				Laney and I exchanged a glance, a silent agreement reached between us.
			

			
				“Get over here,” I told Jamie, “and take off your trousers.”
			

			
				He hesitated for a second, still processing what was happening. Then he smiled, his hands going to his belt as he walked over. We sat up on the sofa eagerly as he stood in front of us, and let his jeans drop to the floor. His cock was straining at the fabric of his briefs, already rock-hard.
			

			
				He stepped closer, cock throbbing, his eyes wide with lust and disbelief. I tugged his underwear down. His dick was so hard it sprang free, pointing straight up. I reached for him, wrapping my hand around his shaft and giving it a slow pump, while Laney leaned in and took it in her mouth. She looked gorgeous with her lips stretched wide around Jamie’s cock, her eyes calm and looking up at him.
			

			
				She took him deep, without a hint of gagging, burying her nose against his belly like it was the easiest thing in the world, then pulled back slowly with a long, wet slurp.
			

			
				Jamie groaned. “Holy fuck…”
			

			
				Laney glanced back at me with a smirk. “His cock is perfect, you’re so lucky Erin.”
			

			
				“Oh, I know,” I replied with a smile, then I took my turn, taking his cock as deep as I could until I coughed and gagged on it. When I pulled back, saliva was dripping off it.
			

			
				“I can’t do it as well as Laney,” I said.
			

			
				“You’re both amazing,” Jamie reassured me. “I can’t believe this.”
			

			
				Laney leaned in again and licked a long stroke from base to tip, slow and deliberate. Then she took it all the way down her throat again. When she reached his body, she paused, looking up at him. Then her tongue flicked out, licking right at the base of his shaft and his balls. Jamie closed his eyes and groaned with pleasure. I watched, stunned and aroused, as she held him there, tongue still working his balls.
			

			
				We switched again, this time she took his balls into her mouth while I went down on his shaft, spit dripping from my chin as I gagged on it. Jamie was barely holding it together, whimpering and panting. We kept at it, swapping back and forth, licking and sucking, until Jamie’s thighs started to shake.
			

			
				“Stop,” he gasped. “I’m gonna fucking come…”
			

			
				We pulled back together, lips wet and swollen, both of us laughing. His cock was throbbing, right on the edge.
			

			
				“Not yet,” I said, standing up and kissing him on the cheek. “We’re not done with you. Sit there, and just watch.” I pointed to the armchair opposite. “No touching yourself.”
			

			
				Jamie obeyed, still flushed and wide-eyed, his cock standing proud and untouched as he lowered himself into the chair.
			

			
				I turned back to Laney, who was lounging on the sofa. I lay back next to her, expecting us to kiss, but she switched around, throwing a leg over my body and lowering her cunt onto my face. At the same time she dived down between my legs, spreading me open and licking hungrily at my pussy.
			

			
				Her pussy was right in my face, her long labia hanging down, pink and swollen. And I could see her tight puckered asshole above. I reached up with my tongue, her slick folds hot against my mouth as I  squirmed from her attentions between my own legs.
			

			
				I lost myself in her, licking and sucking, feeling her do the same to me. The pleasure built fast, overwhelming. I matched her rhythm, sucking on her clit, my hands gripping her thighs. I felt her legs tense around me. She gasped into my cunt, moaned something. She pushed her cunt down firmly on my face, grinding against it, crying out, her body shaking above me. I didn’t stop… I kept licking, kept sucking, and then...
			

			
				She came so hard I felt it, the rush of it, hot and sudden, splashing over my mouth and chin as she squirted all over me. It was so erotic and filthy that I came too, twisting and shaking underneath her.
			

			
				Jamie made a strangled sound from the chair. I looked over at him, my face wet, cunt still pulsing, and saw him staring. His cock was hard and throbbing between his legs, but he wasn’t touching it, his hands were gripping the arms of the chair like his life depended on it.
			

			
				“Alright,” I said breathlessly. “You can fuck her now.”
			

			
				Jamie was off the chair like it was on fire. He moved to the sofa, kneeling behind Laney as she still straddled my face. I was only inches away from her cunt, and I wanted to see everything.
			

			
				He ran a hand down her back, then spread her cheeks open wider, making her wet cunt gape even more. He pressed the head of his cock to her opening, nestling it between her folds. I watched, completely mesmerised, as he applied a bit of pressure and began to slide inside. Slowly. Deliberately.
			

			
				Laney moaned low and long as he filled her. Her body opened for him beautifully, her slick folds gripping him inch by inch. From my angle, I saw everything; the way her lips stretched tight around his cock, glistening and obscene, how her thighs quivered as he sank in all the way.
			

			
				“Fuck, Jamie,” I breathed, reaching out to run my fingers over her swollen clit. “You look so good inside her.”
			

			
				He began to move, slow at first, pulling back until only the head was inside, then thrusting forward again, harder until he was buried all the way inside her, his balls against her mound. Laney cried out with every thrust.
			

			
				I stayed right there, close enough to feel the rhythm of their bodies. I watched him slide in and out of her soaking cunt, his cock shining with her arousal as it built up on the base. Every thrust made a filthy, wet sound and made her moan with pleasure. Her body rocked with every stroke, and I could see her getting close again.
			

			
				His balls swung with the motion, tight and heavy. I reached out and cupped them. He groaned at that, nearly losing rhythm for a second before fucking her even harder. I kept my eyes fixed on where they were joined, on the way Laney’s lips stretched around him, gripping tight. I could feel the tension building in his body, feel his balls start to tighten in my hand. 
			

			
				Laney was close too, I could tell by the way her thighs started to shudder, her cries turning into gasps. She collapsed on top of me, then cried out as her body shook, orgasm ripping through her. Jamie groaned loudly, hips slamming into her one last time. I watched his cock throb deep inside her, saw his shaft pulse as he came, buried to the hilt, his balls tight in my hand. I felt the twitch of release as he spilled inside her, load after load of hot, sticky cum. And Laney squirted, her release spraying onto my chest and running down her thighs.
			

			
				I lay there beneath them, soaked in sweat and arousal. Jamie held himself inside her for a few moments and then slowly withdrew. I knew what was coming. As soon as his cock flopped out of her tight pussy, there was an wet sound and his cum poured out of her. I opened my mouth, catching it on my tongue and swallowing it down.
			

			
				It didn’t end there. The three of us stumbled upstairs, still flushed and breathless, and greedy for more. On the bed, Jamie took turns fucking us both; Laney riding him first, moaning his name while I kissed her. Then me on my back, legs spread wide as he fucked me deep, Laney’s mouth on my tits, her fingers teasing me as I came around his cock again. It was my turn to take his load this time, and then Laney licked it out of me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				Laney only lived next door, so two days later we found ourselves having another threesome with her in our bedroom. Jamie had fucked us both and just come all over her perfect breasts, and we were relaxing in the post-sex glow.
			

			
				“How do you like the book?” she asked, picking up My Straight Friend Ate My Ass from my bedside table.
			

			
				“It’s good,” I nodded. “It’s very heavy on the anal play though.”
			

			
				“Yeah,” she agreed. “Not your thing?”
			

			
				I glanced at Jamie. “We haven’t really… done much of that.”
			

			
				“Ooh, do you want to try it?” she smirked.
			

			
				“What now?”
			

			
				“Uh-huh,” she nodded, with a big smile on her face.
			

			
				I hesitated for a second, thinking about how good that thumb had felt in my ass the other night. “Er… okay.”
			

			
				Laney patted the bed next to her and I knelt on my hands and knees, sticking my ass in the air and giving it a playful wiggle. She moved behind me, stroking the curve of my bottom. She planted little kisses on my cheeks, and gradually moved nearer to my asshole. I felt myself tense up.
			

			
				“Relax,” she purred.
			

			
				I let out a deep breath and tried to relax. And then her tongue was on me, right in my rear entrance. The feeling was unexpected, wet, sensitive, but… so good. She licked at me, pressing hard with her tongue, making me squirm with pleasure.
			

			
				Pulling back for a second, she beckoned Jamie nearer. “Come and help me,” she said.
			

			
				I felt the bed dip as Jamie came nearer, and then there were two tongues on me, licking me up and down, circling the tight muscles around my opening. I moaned with pleasure, burying my face in the pillows.
			

			
				Jamie concentrated on my ass, while Laney moved lower, licking at my clit. Both of them working me at the same time was driving me wild.
			

			
				“Put your finger in,” Laney told Jamie, her voice muffled by my pussy.
			

			
				I felt Jamie circling my rear entrance with his finger, warming me up, relaxing me, and then his finger was inside. He slid it in slowly, working it deeper. I gasped into the pillow, hips jerking slightly at the unfamiliar stretch. Jamie paused.
			

			
				“Is it okay?” he asked.
			

			
				“Yeah,” I panted, “keep going.”
			

			
				Laney’s tongue never stopped, flicking and swirling around my clit, making my thighs tremble. Jamie began moving his finger in and out, gentle and teasing, while his free hand gripped my hip. Every time his finger pushed deeper, it sent a shiver through me.
			

			
				“Two fingers,” came Laney’s muffled voice from between my legs.
			

			
				Then he added a second finger.
			

			
				I sucked in a breath, back arching. “Fuck…!”
			

			
				Jamie kept working me, slow but steady. I felt the pressure build inside me, until suddenly I was coming, my thighs shaking and screaming into the pillow. I collapsed onto the bed, panting. I could see that Jamie was already rock-hard again.
			

			
				Laney wiped her face with her hand. “Do you want to try his cock?” she smirked.
			

			
				“I do,” I nodded, but then I had an idea. “But I want to see you take it first.”
			

			
				She seemed to like that idea, lying next to me and sticking her legs up in the air. “You’ve got to warm me up first, though,” she said.
			

			
				Oh my god, she was asking me to lick her ass. I moved down between her legs, looking at her tight little asshole, and her messy, well-fucked pussy above it. She grasped her cheeks with her hands, legs still pointing upwards, and spread herself.
			

			
				“Eat my ass then, bitch,” she laughed.
			

			
				I giggled and bent over, my tongue tentatively circling, before finally diving in. The texture of the tight ring of muscles was unusual, but nice. I felt a rush of arousal between my legs at the thought of what I was doing. It seemed naughty, forbidden.
			

			
				I buried my face between her cheeks, my nose practically in her pussy, pressing my tongue right into that tight ring. Laney’s laugh turned into a hiss of pleasure as I licked slow, circular strokes, teasing her entrance.
			

			
				Her hips thrust back against my mouth. “Fuck, yeah… just like that, eat my ass, you filthy little slut.”
			

			
				I gripped her thighs and curled my tongue against her. She bucked her hips, gasping. “Oh god, you’re amazing at this,” she moaned, one hand creeping down to rub her swollen clit.
			

			
				I matched her rhythm, exploring deeper with each flick of my tongue, feeling her relax and start to open up.
			

			
				“Get your cock ready, Jamie,” she panted. “Put some lube on it.”
			

			
				I heard Jamie opening the drawer behind me and squirting out some lube. And then Laney came, right in my face, squirting like she always did. I pulled back and watched her writhing, her cunt walls and asshole clenching and contracting as she rode her orgasm.
			

			
				“Fuck me,” she panted at Jamie, barely able to get the words out. “Fuck my ass.”
			

			
				As Jamie moved to her, Laney lifted her legs back further, her pussy dripping. I reached down and guided Jamie’s cock to her rear entrance. Laney squeezed her eyes shut, a shudder running through her. Then he eased the head of his cock in with one firm push. I could see how tightly she was gripping him, and just the thought of what they were doing was making me wet. I couldn’t help touching myself as I watched him press deeper.
			

			
				“Fuck, it’s so tight,” he groaned. “But it feels so good.”
			

			
				He started to fuck her, gradually working his cock deeper and deeper. She moaned in response, arching her back. Jamie picked up the pace, thrusting harder. I moved my hand to her swollen clit, circling it in time to my other hand touching myself.
			

			
				Jamie was thrusting all the way in now, his balls slamming against her, his eyes tight shut with pleasure.
			

			
				Laney’s whole body shook. “I’m gonna come…” she hissed.
			

			
				Jamie plunged into her as she tumbled over the edge, a loud cry coming from her throat as her eyes rolled back in her head. She squirted again, spraying her release up into the air. He pulled out, holding the base of his cock and trying not to come as she squirmed beneath us.
			

			
				“Your turn, Erin,” she panted when she was finally able to speak.
			

			
				I mirrored her position, on my back with my legs in the air. “Take it slowly,” I said nervously.
			

			
				Jamie applied some more lube to his cock, and positioned himself, the tip of his cock pressed against my asshole.
			

			
				“Ready?”
			

			
				I nodded. He leaned forward, and I felt myself open up, stretching so much that it made me gasp. But it was a good stretch. I moaned, and Laney kissed me deeply, tasting my pleasure. Her fingers slipped into my gaping cunt, her palm on my clit. Jamie pressed deeper, and I moaned again.
			

			
				And then he was fucking me. Fucking me in the ass. I felt so slutty and dirty, but I loved it.
			

			
				“Fuck, Erin, your ass is even tighter,” he groaned.
			

			
				Jamie’s hips picked up their pace, each thrust driving deep into my stretched opening. I gasped, my back arching off the bed as the pleasure flowed through my body. Laney’s palm rubbed over my clit, and she curled her fingers inside me, matching Jamie’s pace with her own steady fuck.
			

			
				“I’m so close,” I moaned, voice shaking. My legs trembled, shaking as I held them in the air, and Laney kissed me hard, her tongue brushing mine.
			

			
				Jamie grunted, his strokes getting faster, harder, hammering into me. “You look so slutty like this,” he growled, looking down at where he was penetrating me. “My cock is deep in your fucking ass.”
			

			
				Laney leaned down, her breath hot against my ear. “Come for me, Erin,” she whispered, her fingers still plunging into me.
			

			
				“Oh fuck…” I screamed, my muscles clenching around Jamie’s cock as I came hard, shaking and squirming on the bed. Laney’s hand slowed, moving to cup my breast, riding my aftershocks.
			

			
				With one final, powerful thrust, Jamie’s body tensed and he spilled deep inside my ass, groaning my name. I felt the heat of his release flood me, his cock throbbing with each load. We collapsed into a sticky, sweaty heap on the bed, panting and giggling as cum dripped out of my ass.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 9
			

			
				 
			

			
				The fluorescent lights buzzed overheat as we took our seats at book club. The copy of My Straight Friend Ate My Ass on my lap looking wildly out of place under the solemn wooden cross hanging on the wall behind us.
			

			
				“Who wants to start?” asked Theo.
			

			
				River cleared her throat. “So… I think what the book’s really exploring, beneath the ass-eating and cum-swapping, is the paradox of straight people doing gay things.”
			

			
				“So they can’t really be straight then?” said Kai.
			

			
				“That’s not what I mean,” River continued, undeterred. “Like, these characters insist they’re straight, but their actions are clearly the opposite. There’s something really honest about that, about desire being messier than labels. Maybe everyone is bisexual to some degree.”
			

			
				We spent a while discussing labels before I found the courage to bring up what was on my mind. “It definitely made me think about doing new things,” I said quietly. “I had my own first same-sex experience this week.”
			

			
				“Yes, go, girl!” cheered River.
			

			
				Laney shot me a sideways glance, her mouth twitching.
			

			
				I took a breath. “And secondly… it made my husband and I try anal sex for the first time.”
			

			
				Theo’s eyebrows shot up. “Really?”
			

			
				Laney smirked. “With a bit of help,” she added casually, looking at her nails.
			

			
				That led to everyone sharing how they’d tried anal sex for the first time.
			

			
				Eventually, it was time to wrap up. “Don’t forget,” said Theo, standing up. “It’s the monthly book club social on Saturday night. As usual, eight o’clock at the Dancing Pig.”
			

			
				There was a murmur from the group as a few of them exchanged excited comments. Theo walked around the circle, handing out the new book.
			

			
				“Anyone here play cricket?” he asked.
			

			
				Kai was the only one to raise a hand.
			

			
				“Well, this week we have a fusion between BDSM and the noble sport of cricket. It’s called Boundaries and Ball Gags. I hope it inspires some of you to take up cricket.”
			

			
				“It’s more likely to inspire me to take up BDSM,” I said.
			

			
				 
			

			
				On the way out, River stopped me by the door, her hand brushing mine.
			

			
				“Hey, can I ask you something?”
			

			
				“Of course,” I replied, heart already picking up speed.
			

			
				“I know you fucked my boyfriends,” she said, smirking.
			

			
				I froze. “Erm. Was that… okay?”
			

			
				She laughed, tossing her hair back. “Please. If I minded, you’d already know. What I was going to ask is…” She held up the cricket book. “Do you really want to try BDSM? If you came over, I could get my boyfriends to… give you a demonstration.”
			

			
				I was suddenly hot and sweating all over again, with a familiar ache between my legs.
			

			
				“Yes, sure,” I said, aiming for casual and missing by a mile.
			

			
				She smiled. “Good girl.”
			

			
				Then she hooked her arm through mine and led me down the stone steps of the church hall.
			

			
				“So,” she purred, “let’s talk boundaries, and not the cricket type.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				River’s place was exactly what I expected for a hippy girl who sang in a punk band. Plants everywhere, homemade cushions and a pride flag on the wall. There was a big bookshelf full of queer literature, vegan cookbooks and horror DVDs. It seemed very wholesome as she showed me around. Jay and Cal were drinking coffee at the kitchen table.
			

			
				And then she opened the door to the basement. 
			

			
				“After you,” she said.
			

			
				It was… a dungeon. An actual fucking dungeon. There was a big wooden X with wrist and ankle restraints bolted to the wall, soft red lighting, a padded bench in the centre, and racks of toys organised better than my kitchen utensils.
			

			
				“Holy shit,” I said, stepping down the last few steps, my voice echoing slightly off the brick walls.
			

			
				“I know, right?” River grinned behind me. “People think I’m all homemade candles and protest marches, but I’m also a sadistic little bitch.”
			

			
				Jay and Cal followed us down, still sipping their coffee like this was the most casual thing in the world. Cal set his mug down on a low table next to what I realised was a collection of impact toys, paddles and riding crops.
			

			
				“You alright?” River asked. “We don’t have to do anything yet. I just thought you’d like to see it. Feel it. Get the vibe.”
			

			
				I nodded slowly. “No, I want to. I’m nervous, but… fuck, This is making me so turned on.”
			

			
				River laughed and slid her fingers under my chin, tilting my face up. She kissed me, slowly and sensually, her tongue playing with mine.
			

			
				When she pulled away, she had lust in her eyes. “Let’s start with something simple. She turned to Cal. “Can you get the cuffs?”
			

			
				Cal handed her some soft black leather cuffs.
			

			
				“Take off your jumper,” she ordered. I did as I was told, leaving me in a vest top that showed off my breasts. She stepped behind me, gently pulling my wrists together behind my back and fastening them. It made my chest stick out even more.
			

			
				River stood in front of me. “I’m going to spank you a bit,” she said. “Not hard. Just to warm you up. Say your safeword if it’s too much.”
			

			
				“What’s the safeword?” I asked.
			

			
				“Hmm, well… given the reading material this week, let’s go with umpire,” she grinned.
			

			
				She sat on the bench, and I knelt on the floor, leaning over her knees. The first spank with her hand was light. Almost teasing. Then a few more in rhythm, building slowly. My body melted into it, heat blooming across my ass. My cunt was soaking wet. Why was this turning me on so much? Jay and Cal watched passively, occasionally taking a sip of coffee.
			

			
				“Pass me the paddle,” she requested. Cal handed her a small wooden bat.
			

			
				“A bit like a cricket bat,” she joked. She grinned as she weighed the paddle in her hand, giving it a little test swing through the air.
			

			
				Then she hooked her fingers into the waistband of my leggings and knickers and tugged them down in one smooth motion, baring my ass completely. The air was cool on my skin, my cheeks already tingling from her hand.
			

			
				The first smack with the paddle made me jolt, sharper than her hand, a solid thwack that echoed around the dungeon. My breath caught, but fuck, it lit a fire under my skin. She didn’t wait long before delivering another, then another, each one deliberate, spaced out, making me flinch and squirm but not wanting her to stop. My cunt throbbed with every strike, wet and aching between my thighs.
			

			
				“She’s squirming nicely,” Jay said. “You can tell she enjoys it.”
			

			
				Cal took out his phone and took a photo of my smarting, red ass. “You can send this to your husband later.”
			

			
				River chuckled and dropped the paddle onto the bench beside her. She spread my cheeks. “Look at that. Soaked. You’re filthy, babe. Time to give that mouth something to do.”
			

			
				She nudged me off her lap and onto my knees, my hands still locked behind my back. “Jay. Come here.”
			

			
				Jay came and stood in front of me, slowly unbuckling his belt. He tugged down his jeans and underwear, his thick cock already hard.
			

			
				“Open wide,” River whispered.
			

			
				I did as I was told.
			

			
				Jay slid his cock into my mouth, slow and steady, one hand resting lightly on the back of my head. I moaned around him, the weight of him on my tongue making my cunt clench.
			

			
				“Good girl,” River purred, watching me suck him.
			

			
				Jay moved his hips gently at first, letting me get used to it, but he was thick and deep, and I could feel spit already gathering at the corners of my mouth. He groaned low, hand tightening in my hair.
			

			
				River leaned in close. “You like this, don’t you? All tied up, mouth full, cunt dripping…”
			

			
				I moaned in response, eyes watering slightly, and Jay slid out just enough to let me breathe.
			

			
				“She’s doing so well,” he said. “Can I fuck her throat properly?”
			

			
				River smirked. “Not yet. Cal, come here.”
			

			
				I looked up just in time to see Cal walking over, his cock out too, slightly longer than Jay’s and curved. River tilted my chin and wiped my spit with her thumb.
			

			
				“Two boys, one filthy mouth. Think you can handle it?”
			

			
				I nodded, wide-eyed and eager.
			

			
				River shifted me slightly, positioning me perfectly, and then Cal stepped in. They took turns, slow and patient, fucking my mouth while I knelt helpless and soaking, their cocks sliding past my lips, my spit trailing down into my cleavage. Each time they fucked my mouth deeper, until their cocks were in my throat. But somehow I took it. I was so relaxed, so turned on, that my throat just opened up for them and let them use it.
			

			
				When they finally stepped back, River kissed my wet, swollen lips. “You’re such a good little slut, Erin. Do you know what a forced orgasm is?"
			

			
				She walked to a nearby shelf and picked up a vibrator, a sleek black wand that looked both terrifying and exciting.
			

			
				I swallowed hard, still on my knees. "I think I’ve got an idea," I managed.
			

			
				She grinned. “Good. Let’s make it a reality.”
			

			
				River helped me up, uncuffed my wrists just long enough to reposition me on the padded bench. My leggings and knickers were around my knees, but she pulled them off completely. Then she lifted my top off over my head and unhooked my bra. My big breasts spilt free, hanging heavily down to my stomach.
			

			
				My legs were shaking as I lay back, arms now cuffed above my head, ankles spread and tied to the bench’s corners. Completely exposed and open. Jay and Cal stood nearby, stroking their cocks and watching.
			

			
				River knelt between my legs and ran a finger up my inner thigh. "I’m not going to stop when you come. That’s the point. I’ll keep going until you’re crying. But you can say your safe word at any time."
			

			
				I whimpered before she even touched me. The first press of the vibrator against my clit was soft, teasing. My whole body jolted. The ache had been building for so long that I was already close to coming.
			

			
				River held me down with one arm, keeping the wand in place. I came within a minute, arching off the bench with a desperate, broken cry.
			

			
				But she didn’t stop.
			

			
				The vibrations stayed on my oversensitive clit, relentless and steady. I writhed, overwhelmed. “Fuck, River…”
			

			
				“You know your safe word?” she asked.
			

			
				I nodded, moaning loudly.
			

			
				“Good girl,” she purred.
			

			
				The second orgasm crashed over me like a fucking wave, no build-up, just a sudden explosion. My body shook, legs twitching, breath ragged.
			

			
				Still, she didn’t stop.
			

			
				Jay moved closer, gently brushing my hair back as I sobbed through the third.
			

			
				I was incoherent by the fourth, nothing but moans and gasps and wild eyes. Pleasure surged through my whole body, making every cell tingle with ecstasy. Tears slipped down my face, but I didn’t want it to end.
			

			
				“How many balls in a cricket over, Cal?” River asked.
			

			
				“Six.”
			

			
				“Two more orgasms then,” she laughed. “Do you want to stop?”
			

			
				I shook my head, unable to speak.
			

			
				River adjusted her grip on the vibrator and pressed it back against my sensitive and swollen clit. My whole body seized up as another orgasm washed over me. My skin was flushed, my chest heaving, one constant, long, moan of pleasure from my throat.
			

			
				“Number five,” River said calmly, like she was marking points on a scoreboard.
			

			
				She turned the vibrator up.
			

			
				I screamed. The final orgasm hit me hard, ripping through my whole body. My vision went black, and I almost passed out. My legs were shaking uncontrollably, toes curled, my head thrown back against the bench. Jay murmured something soft into my ear, stroking my hair gently while I writhed and squirmed, straining against the restraints.
			

			
				And finally… finally… River pulled the wand away.
			

			
				I collapsed back, limp, my body humming and twitching with aftershocks. My vision was blurry with tears. River uncuffed my wrists and ankles gently, pulling me up to hold me close.
			

			
				“You did so fucking good,” she whispered, stroking my damp hair.
			

			
				I couldn’t even speak. Just curled into her warm breasts. Cal handed me a bottle of water. I took a small sip.
			

			
				“You can have a minute to recover,” River whispered. “And then my boyfriends are going to fuck you senseless.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 10
			

			
				 
			

			
				I was still trembling when Cal crouched beside the bench, running his hand gently over my thigh. He opened my legs, staring hungrily at my soaked and matted bush. My pussy was still aching, swollen and sensitive from the vibrator.
			

			
				“Are you ready?” he asked softly, his cock still rock-hard between his legs.
			

			
				“Yes,” I nodded.
			

			
				Jay helped me to lie face down on the bench. River strapped my wrists and then my ankles into the restraints on the corners. I was spread, vulnerable, unable to move. Ready to be used.
			

			
				River lifted my head up by my hair. “What do you want?” she asked.
			

			
				“I want to be fucked,” I replied.
			

			
				“Where?” she said.
			

			
				“In my cunt, and my mouth,” I replied.
			

			
				River smiled like she was proud of me. “Good girl.”
			

			
				They moved like they’d done this before, smooth and efficient, like a team. Jay got behind me first, guiding his cock to my soaking, stretched-out cunt. He slid in slowly, thick and deep, making me gasp. My walls clenched around him, still oversensitive, but greedy for the stretch.
			

			
				“Oh fuck,” I whimpered. “Yes…”
			

			
				Jay held my hips, thrusting deeper. “Tell me if you need to stop.”
			

			
				“I won’t.”
			

			
				Cal knelt in front of me, cock in hand, watching my face. I opened my mouth, and he slid his cock into it. I could feel the weight of him on my tongue, and then he was in my throat. I looked up at him with wide eyes as he started to thrust his hips. River still held my head up by my hair, and the restraints meant I couldn’t move at all as both men fucked me.
			

			
				Then she pulled out her phone. “I’ve got a feeling your husband is going to want to see this,” she smirked, starting to film.
			

			
				I was caught between them, held open and filled, fucked like I was made for it. Jay’s cock pounded into my soaked cunt from behind, every thrust making me lurch forward right onto Cal’s cock in my throat. I couldn’t fucking move, couldn’t even flinch. River had my hair twisted tight in her fist, holding me exactly where she wanted me while she filmed me.
			

			
				I couldn’t breathe properly, couldn’t think. Just drool dripping down my chin, eyes watering, cunt clenching with every sharp slap of Jay’s body against me. Cal grunted, hips rocking steadily as he fucked my face, watching me with a smug, hungry look.
			

			
				“Good little cockslut,” he muttered, thumb brushing away a tear as he pushed deeper into my throat. “Taking us like it’s nothing.”
			

			
				I moaned around his cock.
			

			
				River leaned down close, whispering right in my ear. “You love this, don’t you? Stretched, used, no control. Two cocks, one sloppy, ruined little slut.”
			

			
				I couldn’t answer, not with Cal fucking my mouth so deep I was gagging on him, but the heat between my legs was obscene, my body begging for more even as I trembled. The pressure was building deep inside me.
			

			
				Jay’s hand slapped my ass hard. “You close again?”
			

			
				I managed a tiny nod, eyes rolling back. My cunt was spasming around him, every thrust tipping me over the edge. Cal pulled out just long enough for me to gasp a breath, spit trailing from my lips.
			

			
				“Come then,” River said. “Let’s show your husband what a desperate slut looks like when she comes full of cock.”
			

			
				Jay slammed into me one final time, deep and hard, and I shattered, my whole body convulsing, cunt clenching so tight it made Jay groan out loud. Cal shoved his cock back into my mouth mid-orgasm, using my throat as I cried through it, muffled and messy and completely fucking gone.
			

			
				I collapsed, whimpering, on the bench as they withdrew, and River finally let my head drop. But they weren’t done with me yet.
			

			
				“Now it’s time to take one in the cunt and one in the ass,” she whispered in my ear.
			

			
				River gently undid the cuffs, my arms and legs weak, shaking as she helped me sit up.
			

			
				Cal slid onto the bench beneath me, lying back with his cock standing hard and ready. “Come ride me, gorgeous.”
			

			
				River helped guide me over, straddling him. I was still dripping, drenched in sweat. I was completely naked. My heavy breasts hung down onto Cal’s chest, nipples dragging across his skin. My cunt was swollen and needy as I sank down onto his cock, savouring the stretch as he filled me.
			

			
				“Fuck, you’re a sexy slut,” he groaned, hands gripping my hips as I started to rock them, grinding against him. “What a slutty, married cunt.”
			

			
				Then Jay stepped in behind me, his cock still slick and hard. He grabbed my ass, spreading me open and squeezing some lube, cold and thick, on my rear entrance. Then he rubbed the tip of his cock up and down between my cheeks.
			

			
				“She ready for this?” he asked.
			

			
				“Oh yes,” replied River.
			

			
				“Fuck me,” I begged.
			

			
				The pressure was sharp, filthy and fucking perfect. I gasped, grabbing Cal’s shoulders as Jay pushed in, slow, steady, until I was full in both holes. I’d never been stretched like this, and I could feel their cocks rubbing against each other through my thin walls.
			

			
				They started to move. Slow at first, careful. One would pull back as the other pushed in, a perfect rhythm that had me seeing stars. I couldn’t think. Couldn’t speak. My whole body was just sensation, stretched and fucked in stereo.
			

			
				River crouched nearby, filming me in explicit detail. “You’re so full, babe. Look at you, all stuffed with cock, dripping, filthy little whore.”
			

			
				The words made it better. I thought about Jamie watching me like this. My body tensed with each thrust.
			

			
				“Gonna come,” I gasped. “Fuck…”
			

			
				I screamed as the orgasm tore through me again, loud and raw. My whole body shook as I came, clenched around both of them, sobbing from how fucking good it felt.
			

			
				They didn’t stop.
			

			
				Cal thrust up into me, using me. Jay pounded into my ass, harder and faster.
			

			
				“I’m gonna come,” he growled.
			

			
				“Me too,” Cal hissed.
			

			
				They came together, groaning, spilling inside me, one in my cunt and one in my ass, and I felt every fucking pulse of it.
			

			
				I collapsed. Legs gone. Mind blown. Cum oozing from both holes.
			

			
				River laughed. “And that, my love… is how we do things in this house.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 11
			

			
				 
			

			
				It took me two days to recover from my visit to River’s house. Jamie was desperate to fuck me when I showed him the video, but I was too sore and sensitive. I sent him next door to Laney’s to work off his tension while I had a long, hot bath.
			

			
				And then, Saturday evening was the book club social. Feeling unusually confident, I decided not to hide my figure for once. Jamie took me shopping in the afternoon, and we bought a daring black dress. It was short, it was low-cut, and it made my boobs look fucking huge.
			

			
				When Jamie and I walked into the Dancing Pig that evening, I was feeling sexy and confident. I was actually enjoying wearing the dress, and the way everyone stared at me in it. The place was already buzzing. It was trendy, but casual, with low lighting and mismatched furniture.
			

			
				Some of the others were already there, standing in a group by the bar. Laney was the only one Jamie had met before, and she greeted him warmly, kissing him on the lips and putting her hand on his ass.
			

			
				I introduced Jamie to River and her boyfriends.
			

			
				“It's lovely to meet you all,” said Jamie, shaking hands with Jay and Cal and kissing River on the cheek. “Thank you for… taking care of Erin so well.”
			

			
				“Mmm, it was a pleasure,” purred River, looking him up and down. Then she turned to me and said in a stage whisper, “You didn’t tell me your husband was so fucking hot.”
			

			
				I felt an instant rush of arousal between my legs at the thought of Jamie and River together. 
			

			
				And then Theo arrived, wearing a corduroy jacket that made him look even more like an English teacher than normal. Jamie and Theo shook hands, sizing each other up. They seemed to instantly get on, and soon they were laughing and joking together, without a hint of jealousy. The conversation eventually turned to me, and started to get more filthy.
			

			
				“You should come round one evening,” said Jamie, slapping him on the arm. “I wouldn’t mind seeing you and Erin in action for real, instead of just on video.”
			

			
				“Oh, you don’t need to just watch, mate,” he replied, with a smirk. “I think she could probably handle us both at the same time.”
			

			
				I flushed with pleasure at the thought. “Stop it, boys, you’re getting me all hot and bothered just thinking about it.”
			

			
				The bar was getting pretty packed now, and we were having to talk loudly to be heard. I sensed an undercurrent of sexual tension, even from the people we didn’t know. In one corner, two topless guys were chatting. As I watched them curiously, one leaned in to the other, kissing him on the lips, their mouths opening slightly.
			

			
				“This place. Is it… a gay bar?” I asked.
			

			
				“What? No,” replied Laney. “More like a bisexual bar.” She glanced up at the clock over the bar. “The playrooms open at nine.”
			

			
				“Playrooms? What?” I said, not understanding.
			

			
				“Yeah, the sex club part is out the back.” She swirled her cocktail with the stirrer. “It opens at nine.”
			

			
				My mouth dropped open. “The book club social is at a sex club?”
			

			
				“Of course, you have seen the sort of books we read… right?”
			

			
				I looked at Jamie. He seemed equally shocked, but there was also a filthy look in his eyes.
			

			
				“This book club just gets better and better,” he said.
			

			
				Just then, Rick and Tom arrived, wearing their leather jackets as usual.
			

			
				“What did we miss?” asked Tom.
			

			
				“Erin didn’t know this place was a sex club,” laughed Laney.
			

			
				“Okay,” I said, giggling and punching her arm. “I’m just an innocent, married woman. What do I know about sex clubs?”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The moment the clock hit nine, the vibe in the bar shifted. Like someone had turned the dial from flirt to fuck. People started drifting towards the back with a new kind of energy, the kind that said, we're done talking.
			

			
				Laney turned to me, eyes glittering. “You ready, babe?”
			

			
				I didn’t even think. “Fuck yes.”
			

			
				She grabbed my hand, tugged me through the crowd like she owned the place, and Jamie followed, wide-eyed. I could see he was hard already in his trousers. Laney led us straight into the big room at the back, the group playroom. There were several large beds, and people were already undressing. 
			

			
				“Get up here,” Laney said, climbing onto one of the beds. I followed her, trembling with how horny I was. She didn’t wait. The second I was next to her, her mouth was on mine, hot and hungry. She straddled me, grinding against me, and I moaned into her mouth. My dress rode up high, exposing the tops of my thighs, and Jamie stood at the edge of the bed, watching.
			

			
				And then Tom and Rick appeared. Jackets gone. Shirts open. Tattoos out. They looked like sex in biker form, and when Laney saw them, she lit up.
			

			
				“Well, look who it is,” she said. “Boys, want to join?”
			

			
				I felt my stomach flip and my pussy flush with heat. The two older men had been in my thoughts, but I hadn’t so much as flirted with them yet.
			

			
				Rick raised an eyebrow at me. “You good with that, sweetheart?”
			

			
				Instead of answering, I reached for his belt and gave it a good tug.
			

			
				Laney slid off me and onto her knees in front of Jamie, making quick work of his jeans. I heard him groan as her mouth wrapped around him, slow and deep.
			

			
				The two bikers were now focused entirely on me. They stripped me naked, surprisingly gentle. Their long beards tickled my skin as their mouths roamed my body, sucking and squeezing my breasts. Rick moved down between my legs, parting my hairy folds with his fingers and licking at my clit. My back arched, and my eyes met Jamie’s. He was still having his cock sucked by Laney, but now there was another woman kneeling next to her, both their tongues running up and down his shaft. He gave me a filthy grin.
			

			
				I was desperate to be fucked now, I pulled Tom off my breasts and up to my face.
			

			
				“Fuck me,” I ordered. “Both of you.”
			

			
				Tom smirked and unzipped his trousers. His cock was an average length, but fuck, it was so fat and girthy. I wrapped my hand around it, not even getting my fingers all the way around. Rick was still between my legs, his tongue working me furiously. The room was filled with other couples and groups fucking, the sound of moans and wet slaps filled the air.
			

			
				I straddled Tom, guiding his thick cock between my folds. It was a struggle to get him to breach me, but when he did, I groaned with delight, easing myself all the way down his shaft. Fuck, that stretch was unreal. My pussy was so wet I slid down onto him easily, but still, I felt so tight around him. I could feel every ridge, every vein, my whole cunt pulsing around that fat cock.
			

			
				Tom gripped my hips, letting me ride at my own pace, his eyes glued to my heavy, dangling breasts. My fingers clawed at his tattooed chest, the hair starting to go grey, but so… masculine and sexy. I rocked my hips, feeling Tom’s cock hitting all the right places inside me.
			

			
				Rick tugged down his jeans, too. My eyes locked onto his dick. Fuck, it was just as fat as Tom’s.
			

			
				“You sure you want this at the same time, baby?” he grinned.
			

			
				“I want to try,” I panted.
			

			
				He moved behind me, spitting on my asshole and massaging it in with his fingers. I paused on Tom’s cock, giving him a chance to line up his own dick with my rear entrance. And then he pressed it against me, forcing me to open up. It took a few thrusts, but suddenly I gaped open and he entered me. I cried out, with pleasure and a little pain. It was such a stretch, and having Tom filling my cunt at the same time only made it more intense.
			

			
				I couldn’t move now, I just clung to Tom as the two of them started to thrust into me, Tom from below and Rick from behind. Every thrust sent bolts of pleasure through my whole body, their cocks working perfectly together. It didn’t take long until I felt myself coming. I screamed, my cunt and ass contracting and pulsing on their shafts as waves of ecstasy washed over me. My eyes rolled up in my head, and I collapsed forward, moaning incoherently.
			

			
				After that, I needed a break. I looked around at the scenes of uninhibited debauchery around me. Jamie had the new woman bent over the bed, slamming into her from behind. He looked so sexy, his thighs tensing and flexing as he fucked her. Laney moved to the bed next to me, taking over with Tom and Rick. It didn’t take long before they were fucking her together, just like they had me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I decided to explore. On shaky legs, I left the group room to see what else was back here. The next room looked strikingly like River’s dungeon. Jay was there, getting sucked off by a weedy looking guy in glasses. He was gripping the guy’s hair, holding his head in place while he fucked his mouth. He gave me a wink.
			

			
				On the other side of the room, Kai was naked, his huge biceps and thighs being worshiped by three large, curvy women who looked like they belonged at a church bake sale rather than an orgy.
			

			
				Further down the corridor, I found a door with a sign. Dark room. Please keep the door closed. I pushed it open. Inside, the room was completely black, no lights at all except a triangle illuminated from the corridor. But what I could see made my pulse race. The room was small, and the floor was covered with mattresses. And on them, a writhing, tangle of arms and legs, cocks and cunts. I stepped inside.
			

			
				When the door clicked closed behind me, the light vanished. I hesitated, completely blind. I could feel the heat, smell the sweat, and hear the moans of the other participants, but I couldn’t see a thing. I knelt down on the mattress. Hands found me, soft and gentle, a woman? She pulled me close, her soft, warm breasts pressing against mine, and her tongue finding my mouth.
			

			
				Another hand brushed my thigh, bigger and rougher. It spread my legs, it’s fingers brushing through my thick bush and finding my aching slit. Still kissing the woman, I reached out blindly behind me for the owner of the hand. And found a cock. It was thick and hard, throbbing as I wrapped my hand around it.
			

			
				The mysterious woman sucked on my bottom lip and moaned into my mouth. I realised she was being fucked hard from behind, maybe in the ass. Her cries became desperate, her tongue more urgent against mine. And then she let out a long moan, her body shuddering against mine as she came hard.
			

			
				The cock behind me was trying to get between my legs. I lifted one leg up, spreading myself open for it. The man it belonged to pulled me closer, his hands finding my breasts as his eager dick pressed against my folds.
			

			
				He groaned when he felt how wet I was, sliding easily through my slickness as he rubbed the head against me, teasing, letting it build. His fingers pinched my nipples, hard, just as he pushed inside, slow at first, stretching me, filling me inch by aching inch. I gasped into the dark, my thighs trembling as I adjusted to the size of him. I didn’t know his name or what he looked like, maybe I never would. But his hard dick was deep inside me, hitting all the perfect spots as he started to fuck me.
			

			
				The woman still clung to me, her breathing ragged against my neck. I felt her hand slide down between my legs, fingers brushing over where I was being fucked, her touch soft and curious, like she wanted to feel it, be part of it, maybe even guide him deeper into me. Finding my clit, she started to circle it with two fingers, and it was my turn to moan into her mouth.
			

			
				Being unable to see heightened my other senses, every touch, taste and smell stronger than before.
			

			
				And then someone else. His cock hard and leaking grazed my lips. The other women and I accepted him eagerly, licking at his shaft together. I opened my mouth without thinking, tasting him as he slid slowly into my mouth.
			

			
				The man behind slowed, then stopped. I felt him pull back, the slick head of his cock slipping free from my pussy, leaving me throbbing and aching. A moment later, I felt his fingers at my ass, wet with my arousal, gently spreading me open. I arched my back, offering it to him, craving more.
			

			
				He pressed the tip of his cock against my tight opening, one hand steadying my hip, the other stroking my back in slow, reassuring circles. He pushed, firm, unrelenting, and I moaned around the cock still in my mouth as he breached me. The stretch burned beautifully. He paused when just the head was inside, letting me adjust, but I rocked back against him, hungry for the rest.
			

			
				With a low growl, he pushed deeper, inch by inch, until he was fully inside me. My whole body clenched around him, the fullness overwhelming and perfect. He started to move, slow, deliberate thrusts that sent little shocks of pleasure straight to my core. The cock in my mouth twitched, and fingers tangled in my hair, guiding me as I sucked greedily, my moans vibrating around him.
			

			
				I could tell the one in my mouth was on edge, holding back as long as possible. But then it twitched, and a thick load of cum filled my mouth. I let it run down my chin as load after load pumped out. The woman licked at my face, eagerly lapping it up and swallowing it.
			

			
				The guy behind was fucking me harder now, making me moan with every firm thrust into my ass. I felt yet another pair of hands on my breasts, and then I was coming hard. My ass contracted around the shaft of the guy behind and I felt him release too, flooding me with thick cum as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				That wasn’t the end. There were other cocks, other pussies. I kissed and licked and sucked. And was fucked. I don’t know who by. But finally, I needed a break. And a drink. I staggered to my feet, dripping and covered in cum. I found my way to the door by touch and stumbled naked into the bright lights of the corridor.
			

			
				There was a small lounge space just off the corridor, soft lighting, bottles of water stacked in a cooler, and a few low couches where others lounged in varying states of naked exhaustion. I grabbed a bottle with shaky fingers, cracked it open, and took a long, desperate sip. The cold hit my throat like a shock, sobering and blissful.
			

			
				And then I saw Jamie. Sprawled on one of the couches, his hair damp with sweat, skin flushed and glistening. He was completely naked, legs spread, cock soft now but still wet. There were scratches down his chest, bite marks on his shoulders, and a sleepy, smug grin on his face.
			

			
				He looked up and saw me, naked, hair messy, my thighs streaked with cum. 
			

			
				"Well, fuck," he said. "Look at you."
			

			
				I walked over to him, feeling everything, every ache, every stretch, as I moved. I collapsed beside him, leaning into the heat of his body. He passed me his water, and I drank again, resting my head on his shoulder.
			

			
				"You look like you had fun," I murmured.
			

			
				"You too," he said, fingers brushing over my thigh and through the sticky mess of my bush.
			

			
				His hand slid between my legs, stroking through the slickness with slow, deliberate movements. I gasped with pleasure, my mouth finding his. I could feel his cock start to get hard against my leg.
			

			
				"Gotta reclaim my girl," he whispered.
			

			
				And then he fucked me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				THE END
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Enjoyed this story? Subscribe to the newsletter at www.lucyxane.com to get a free short story and be kept up to date with all the new releases and special offers.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Do you want to read what happened when another new member joined the Dirty Book Club? It features all your favourite characters from this book, plus some new ones. Introducing…
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Dirty Book Club - Second Chances
			

			
				https://books.lucyxane.com/83d9lmklf6
			

			
				 
			

			
				Nina has given up on sex. Middle-aged, divorced, and convinced her best years are behind her, she joins a local book club hoping for a quiet escape into classic romance novels.
			

			
				 
			

			
				But nothing could prepare her for this book club.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The books are filthy. The members are even filthier. The first book Nina reads introduces her to orgasms, and it’s a slippery slope from there. She soon finds herself plunged into a world of bisexual escapades, sex toys, group sex, and book-themed events that go way beyond a cup of tea and a biscuit.
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				Lucy Xane lives in London, England, and is known for her explicit yet delightfully entertaining erotic stories. She writes across a range of erotic genres, from historical to contemporary, often infused with humour. Her stories are light-hearted, fun, and always packed with explicit sex. Common themes include bisexuality, ethical non-monogamy, sexual awakening, threesomes, foursomes, and both anal and oral sex.
			

			
				 
			

			
				If you enjoyed this story, please rate and review it on Lucy’s Amazon page, where you can also explore her other filthy tales.
			

			
				 
			

			
				US: https://www.amazon.com/stores/author/B0CWDPJTRS
			

			
				UK: https://www.amazon.co.uk/stores/author/B0CWDPJTRS
			

			
				CA: https://www.amazon.ca/stores/author/B0CWDPJTRS
			

			
				AU: https://www.amazon.com.au/stores/author/B0CWDPJTRS
			

			
				 
			

			

	


				Also By Lucy Xane
			

			
				The Sex Retreat
			

			
				https://books.lucyxane.com/9amx59t2rl
			

			
				 
			

			
				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.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Finishing School For Sluts
			

			
				https://books.lucyxane.com/pgrq6mgqsu
			

			
				 
			

			
				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.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Sex Academy
			

			
				https://books.lucyxane.com/ptm0nrvp3h
			

			
				 
			

			
				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.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

		

	cover.jpeg
i

" fun and filthy erotic novella






