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   ***
 
   My husband recently joined the army. It wasn't as rough as I make it sound now: he was in finance. He had an office position. To be honest it wasn't his first choice: He is a pacifist. Loving, caring, tender, gentle, a far cry away from the muscle-headed jock one would normally associate with the army.
 
   I love him very much. He is my light; together we can conquer the universe. I trust him fully, and he trusts me. And my devotion to him is exactly how we ended up in this predicament. 
 
   We recently bought our dream house. It is a beautiful mansion, in the woods, secluded from the outside world. It is more than a one hour drive away from the closest city, but all me and my husband need is each other.
 
   It was a bit out of our price range, but my husband John was due for a promotion at the accountant's firm he worked at. The future was looking bright, and we took a leap. 
 
   One that was bigger than we ever dared imagine.
 
   The crisis hit, and suddenly, John was out of a job and my hours were getting cut back as well. I worked as a secretary at a local law firm, and in the weekends I worked as a barista, but the change I was making barely covered my spending habits, let alone our mortgage. 
 
   We were getting desperate, and I could see the weight of the situation weighed heavily on John. He sent out applications daily, without any luck. As the days turned into weeks, he grew more and more glum. The bills started piling up, and we were getting to the point where we would lose the house. 
 
   Luckily we caught a break, as one of John's old classmates recommended him for a position at the nearby army station. Finally, a piece of good luck, we thought. The classmate was Frank. John never really liked him, he was brash and loud, everything John was not.
 
   I always tried to calm John down and remind him that friendliness goes a long way, and that you might never know who's help you might need one day, and lo' and behold: It came true. 
 
   John was hesitant to accept this position, but we were also acutely aware that we really had no choice. I could see that he was nervous, as he did not know how well he would fit in such an unfamiliar environment. I reassured him as much as possible as I knew he was more than capable for the position. 
 
   I remember the first day of his new work very well. I got up in the morning with him, made his breakfast and packed his lunch. He was nervous and moody. I kissed him goodbye and wished him luck.
 
   All day I was nervous, unsure of how his day was panning out. This job was very important to us, not only financially. Our lack of employment had taken a toll on our relationship. We could no longer afford nights out on the town, and as John became more depressed, our love making also declined.
 
   That evening I was waiting for him, dinner ready. I wore my white dress with red polka dots, because I knew he liked it. I spent all day getting ready. 
 
   He walked in the door, and before I had a chance to ask him about his day, he planted his lips on mine. He pulled me in tight as we kissed. His hands roamed down my back, grabbing my ass as he pushed his crotch into mine. I moaned into his mouth before gently pushing away to catch my breath! Where had this John been the past few months, I wondered!
 
   He was beaming at me. "Wow baby, what's gotten into you? I take it your day went well", I said. 
 
   "Yeah, it's fantastic really. The pay is superb for the amount of work I'm doing, it's all basic level shit really. I mean it's not all in the bag just yet but.. it's looking good, yeah." He replied. 
 
   I put my hand on his crotch and felt his hardness. "And is this what made you so hot?" I asked teasingly.
 
   He ran his hands up my dress, up from my knees to the inside of my thighs, circling around my panties but never quite getting there. 
 
   "Well, I put a photo of you on my desk, the one from our honeymoon in Jamaica, you know the one, in the red bikini?" 
 
   "What?!" I yelled out. "That's private! That bikini barely covered anything." I sputtered. 
 
   "It's a fantastic picture of you! You have a sexy body babe, it's okay to flaunt it sometimes! And, every single one of my co-workers, including my boss, stopped by my desk to check you out and comment on how a lucky son-of-a-bitch I am to have such a hot wife.
 
   His hands went up my skirt and tugged my panties down. 
 
   "Whoah baby, dinner is getting cold", I cooed.
 
   "It can wait", he growled as he nuzzled my neck. He lifted me up and I folded my legs around his waist. As we were kissing he carried me to the couch. He quickly unbuckled his jeans and kicked them off. I laid down on my back and spread my legs for him, as he climbed in between. 
 
   I ran my hands down the back of his neck as I kissed his bottom lip. I felt him grabbing my thighs and entering me. I moaned his name and my eyes glazed over with lust. 
 
   I had been aching for a good fuck for ages, and finally John was giving it to me. He grabbed both my breasts as he thrust into me; hard, the way I like it. It was hot and passionate, and within minutes I could feel him explode inside me.
 
   I was not disappointed - there was nothing I loved more than the feeling of a man coming inside of me. 
 
   He collapsed onto me and I held him close, kissing his ears and telling him how much I loved him. For the first time in months, things were finally looking up again. 
 
   We spent most of that night in bed, as John was insatiable. The entire week was like that, it was like another honeymoon. John's work was going well and he was fitting in well with the guys at the job. They had started inviting him for their weekly nights out and I felt glad for him.
 
   It was going so well that they asked him to help organize their boss’s bachelor party. Their boss, Marcus Lucas, had been a general in the armed forces until an injury ruined his career. He now had an office position, but was physically still as impressive as in his glory days, according to John.
 
   He was tall, black and muscled, and spoke in a commanding tone. John confessed he was quite intimated at first, but when he got to know him over a few drinks he found out Marcus was quite laidback. He was getting married for the third time, to a 'Vietnamese hussy' according to John, and the guys at work were throwing him a bachelor party.
 
   John was telling me this over dinner after his second week there.
 
   "That's great honey!" I beamed.
 
   I could see he wasn't exactly thrilled.
 
   "You're not jealous?" he asked.
 
   I shook my head, rolling my eyes. "Of course not baby. We've been married for over 2 years, dating forever, do you think I'm worried about you leering at some skank's tits?" 
 
   John sighed. "Well, it's kinda more complicated than that. You see... they asked me to hire the stripper."
 
   "So?" I said.
 
   "Uhh", he stammered. "Isn't that an issue?" 
 
   "How is it an issue? You go on the 'net, you search for strippers and you order one. How is this an issue?"
 
   "...yeah when you put it like that, I guess it isn't", he said.
 
   "What did you have in mind then?" I asked. "Were you planning on going to every strip club in town and personally sampling all of them or something?" I laughed.
 
   John turned red. "No of course not." 
 
   "Yeah sure!" I teased.
 
    
 
   That Saturday, John called me, an hour before the party was about to start. He was in full on panic mode, as the stripper had car trouble on the way, and just cancelled. He tried the agency but they were booked full, all they offered was a refund.
 
   "What the fuck am I going to do?!" he yelled. "The guys were all counting on me for the entertainment, and if I let them down, if I let my boss down, that'll mean I have hell to pay for! Shit!"
 
   "Calm down baby", I said. "It will work out. Trust me. Look, I'll get online, I'll start making calls, and we'll get someone." 
 
   "At such short notice? The party starts in like 45 minutes! Some of the guys are already here. I'm so fucked."
 
   I calmed him down and reassured him as much as I could. I had to hide my own anxiety, because I promised him I would take care of the issue.
 
   I immediately started dialing all the stripper and even escort agencies I could, but none were available. You think it wouldn't be so hard to hire a sex worker!
 
   With time ticking away, I made a radical decision. 
 
   I would have to be the stripper. For John, for his career, for us. 
 
   Luckily I had a wig that we sometimes used in the bedroom, so the men wouldn't recognize me. I had never met any of them in person, all they had ever seen of me was that picture on John's desk. Well, in the case he hadn't shown anymore more pictures.. the thought of him sharing pictures of me with these men angered me, and I was determined to put on a good show tonight. He deserved it for showing me off so much. 
 
   Besides, how much trouble could it be, I thought. I just twirl around in my undies, perhaps grind a few laps, and I make a cool hundred plus bucks. 
 
   I picked out the sexiest outfit I could throw together (high heels, black stockings, red see-through panties and bra and a short black strapless dress) in a few minutes, quickly applied some more make-up to make me extra slutty and I was on my way. I didn't give myself a chance to back down.
 
   In the car I called John several times to warm him, but his line was constantly busy. I figured he was calling agencies as well. Oh well, I figured. 
 
   I pulled up to the motel where the party was at. I could hear the music blasting from the room in the parking lot. Anxiety washed over me. Was I really going to do this? I got out of the car, straightened my dress, and walked to the door as best as I could in my high heels.
 
   I heard voices inside, and I thought I could faintly make out John's voice. I knocked on the door, twice. I heard the voices stop, and the door swung open. 
 
   John stood in the doorway. His face was a mixture of shock and surprise. 
 
   "Hi", was all I could muster. "Here I am?" 
 
   John was dumbfounded. He remained frozen for a few seconds, before regaining his wits and quickly stepping outside, closing the door behind him and shielding me from the view of the men. 
 
   "What the fuck?!" he finally said. 
 
   "I know what you're about to say, but listen to me", I cut him off. "This job is too important for you, and for us, to let something like this ruin it. I just go in, dance a little, and that'll be it! No biggy, right? What else did you have in mind?"
 
   "Uhh... well nothing really... but still, this is fucking crazy! You don't have to do this, I can find another job! It's not worth it!" He pleaded.
 
   "I can take care of myself baby, don't worry. It's like going to the beach, they'll just stare at me and in half an hour I'll be gone again."
 
   "Well, most of the guys are pretty sloshed... I hope you know what you are getting yourself into. I don't like it one bit, my wife showing off in front my coworkers?!"
 
   "Yeah, like that doesn't turn you on", I said teasingly. I lifted up the front of my dress and showed him my see-through red lacy underwear. "Imagine, in just a few minutes, this will be on your bosses lap.."
 
   I could see his face turn red. He tried to object, but I put my hand on his crotch and squeezed his hard cock. "Shhh honey... it's time for the show to start."
 
   I walked past him, into the room. I had no idea what to expect, but I tried to strut with confidence. As I walked in, I was greeted by eight men lounging around, drinking and smoking, a hardcore porno playing on the TV. All eyes were on me.
 
   "Who's the lucky boy tonight?" I said in a sultry voice.
 
   All the guys pointed to Marcus, and he laughed hard. "Oh I'm very lucky indeed!" he bellowed. "Come sit on my lap darling", he demanded. 
 
   "You're not going to offer a lady something to drink?"
 
   "Haha, where are my manners... John, get this lovely lady a drink. What's your name sweetheart?"
 
   "You can call me Peaches", I said. 
 
   John fixed me a strong drink, and I downed it quickly. "Another bartender", I said, and I downed that one as well. If I was going to do this, I needed to be proper wasted. The men had gathered around me, and one laid his arm around my waist. I could see John watching, a nervous look on his face. I blew him a kiss to reassure him. As I took another shot, I realized the man had ran his hand up my dress and was now fondling my naked ass. I swatted his arm away. "Be patient!" I said, and the men laughed.
 
   I doubted if I knew what I had gotten myself into. I decided the quicker this was over, the better. I asked John to put on some music, and I grabbed a chair and put it in the middle of the room. 
 
   I grabbed Marcus' hand and led him to the chair, forcing him to sit down. His hands started touching my legs immediately. I let his hands roam up my legs, to the back of my dress.
 
   I let Marcus unzip my dress, and it fell to the floor. I stepped out of it and looked around the room. Here I was, almost naked, wearing only a lacy red bra and panties in front of eight men I had never met before. All eyes were on me. I could see the lust and hunger in their eyes, and the bulges in their jeans. I was getting immensely turned on by this. I never considered myself an exhibitionist, but I was loving every moment of this. 
 
   I turned around and bent over at the waist, giving the men behind me a good look at my ass. I dropped my head into Marcus's lap. I could see an impressive bulge in there. I slowly unbuttoned his jeans. "That's a good girl", I could hear Marcus's deep voice whisper. Softly I tugged his jeans down to his knees. 
 
   The bulge in his boxers was immense, it seemed to go half-way down to his knees! I turned around again, and sat my barely covered ass down on his lap. I could feel his hardness pressing against me, and I got even wetter. I started grinding on his lap, up and down, stimulating him. I could hear him moan into my neck as I pushed back at him. 
 
   I felt sexy and alive. Marcus's hand reached around and grabbed my tits. A moan escaped my lips, and he pulled my bra down, to approval of all the men. I heard them holler and cheer as my tits came into view.
 
   I looked down and saw his black hands squeeze my big, white tits. The contrast was incredibly erotic, and as he rolled my nipples between his fingers, a small orgasm washed over me. 
 
   I convulsed on his lap, and he had me right where he wanted me. A small part in the back of my brain told me I needed to regain control of the situation, or things were going to get out of hand. I snapped out of my trance and stood up. I looked around me at all the hungry men, some rubbing their crotches.
 
   I looked at Marcus. I saw his big, strong chest, and below that, I saw the head of his big black dick poking out of his boxers. I knew at that moment that I should turn away. I should have said it was over, grabbed my things, and gotten the hell out of there.
 
   I didn't. I put my foot in his lap, and slowly pushed his boxer down, until his entire fat cock came into view. I had always been secretly curious about black men and their dicks, and I was not disappointed. It seemed to be over 9 inches, and fat too. I sat back down in his lap, my back towards him, and I grabbed his manmeat with my hands. I had to use both hands, because one could barely wrap around it.
 
   I stroked his cock up and down, oblivious to the horde of cheering men around us. Marcus's strong hands roamed my body, grabbing my throat, pinching my nipples, and I was moaning like a good little whore.
 
   His hands snaked down my tummy and he cupped my pussy into his hands. I pushed my pussy back at him like the wanton whore I had become, and he did not need another hint. He pulled my soaked panties to the side, exposing my naked cunt to the room. 
 
   As I was incredibly wet he had no problem sliding two fingers into me. I moaned and threw my head back as his fingers fucked me. When I opened my eyes, I saw that some men had taken off their pants as well, and were stroking their hard cocks. I could see the lust in their eyes, I could see that they wanted a piece of my ass as well. I looked for John, suddenly remembering my husband was here.
 
   I could see him in the back of the room, his hard cock in his hand, wanking away. I smiled at him and he smiled back. 
 
   Our moment was interrupted when Marcus lifted me off his lap. I was confused for a moment, until he pulled me back down, and I could feel his fat cock stretching my pussy out! He had lined up his hard cock with me, and was now filling me his black dick, inch-by-inch. All I could do was groan as I felt him grow inside of me. 
 
   "Yeah fuck that whore, Marcus!" I heard some guys yell. And strangely enough, it turned me on. I was a whore. I was a cum guzzling little slut, and I was going to let all these men fuck me, one by one. I was going to let them all fill my pussy with their cum, and then suck them all off again and let them shoot their cum all over my face, my tits, my tummy and my ass. 
 
   As these thoughts ran through my head, Marcus' was bouncing me off his lap like it was nothing. 
 
   I felt Marcus grab both my breast and he sped up his pounding. "I'm going to cum inside you, bitch", Marcus growled in my ear. "You want my cum inside you?" I heard myself moan "Yes, fuck me, YES YES SHOOT YOUR CUM INSIDE ME!" As I felt his cum shoot inside my womb, the most intense orgasm of my life ran through my body. I could feel it all the way from the bottom of my toes to the tip of my scalp.
 
   I got light-headed and for a moment I forgot where I was. I could feel myself being lifted off Marcus's lap by both my arms. Another set of hands grabbed my legs, and I was carried to a king sized bed. I was laid down, and I felt many different sets of hands roaming my body. Two were squeezing my tits, another had pushed it's fingers in my mouth, while my ass and pussy were getting felt up as well. I was in a frenzy. 
 
   When I opened my eyes, I saw that I was surrounded by eight hard cocks. Two were placed in each of my hands, and I started to jack them both off. "Open your mouth", I heard a voice above me say. As I looked up, I saw a thick dick staring right down at me. I did as I was told, and I opened my mouth as far as possible.
 
   The man lowered himself down and fed me his cock. I could feel inch by inch slid down my throat, until I had almost his entire cock down my throat. I had never deep-throated a cock before, but this was a day of new experiences! The man started fucking my throat, using my face as a fuckhole to get off. "Look at that whore take a dick, goddamn!" I heard a voice say. "I wish my wife could take a dick like that."
 
   My legs were pushed apart and another man climbed in between. He grabbed both of my thighs and I felt him line up his cockhead with my wet slit. He teased my wet cunt with his head, rubbing it up and down, driving me crazy, before sliding it in with one hard push. I would have cried out in ecstasy if I didn't have a hard cock down my throat.
 
   Everything turned into a blur as one by one the men used me as their fucktoy. I was fucked in my pussy and my mouth at the same time for what seemed like an hour. Every man there shot their cum in my pussy. I'm not sure if my husband had joined in, it was all a blur.
 
   After what seemed like an eternity, I heard a familiar voice say "I think she had enough guys". I opened my eyes and saw Johns eyes staring back at mine. I mouthed 'I'm sorry', and he smiled back at me. I now saw he was naked, like the other men. He lifted me up and took me to the bathroom, locking the door behind him. He let the hot water run and put me under the shower. 
 
   I curled up on the floor and started sobbing. "I don't know what happened baby, I'm so sorry, I'm so sorry", I bawled. He started soaping up my hair, getting all the cum out that ended up there when the men sprayed my face. He held me as I cried. He kissed me on the forehead and told me everything was going to be alright.
 
   "How can you say that?" I sobbed. "Your wife is a whore, you deserve better."
 
   "My wife is a beautiful, sexy creature" he said, "and if anything, it's my fault. I should have known how these guys were going to act, I've been working with them for the past few months. And besides, I could have interrupted at any time and I didn't, so really, you have absolutely nothing to worry about. I love you, and I will always love you, and tonight won't change a thing."
 
   I looked back at my wonderful husband. What did I do to ever deserve such an understanding husband? "Are you sure?" I asked, afraid to believe him.
 
   "I promise", he said and gave me a kiss. I kissed him back, hard, wrapping my arms around him. "I love you", I said. "Don't ever let me go."
 
   "I won't", he swore. 
 
   I hugged him tight.
 
   "Did you... like it?" He asked, hesitantly. "It's okay if you did." 
 
   I was unsure how to reply. To be brutally honest with myself I loved the feeling of being ravaged by such a large group of men, having all their sexual energy focused on me, their lust and their hard cocks. But what husband would want to hear that?
 
   "Did you? I asked him. 
 
   "To be completely frank... I think it was super hot to see you get fucked like that. Is that weird?"
 
   "I don't think it's weird", I assured him. "If I'm honest, it was really sexy... though I definitely wasn't prepared! Next time there should be less guys", I said teasingly.
 
   I felt his erection press against my tummy. "Next time?" he asked hoarsely. 
 
   I grabbed his hard prick and started jacking him off, rubbing the head of his dick against my hard nipples. He moaned. My own hand snaked down to my pussy and I started to finger myself. "Yeah, next time baby... you think the guys are going to want to see me again? Perhaps at the Christmas party I can be the entertainment again? You can watch all your co-workers shove their big dicks in my little pussy and fill me up with their hot cum!"
 
   "Oh fuck", was all he could say. I started shoving two fingers up my pussy, fingering my own cunt with a vengeance. "Every time you see your co-workers now, will you think of me? Will you think of my lips wrapped around their hard cocks, their fingers in my pussy, my ass?" He nodded, a pained and erotic look on his face. He was close to cumming.
 
   "Your wife is going to be a slut from now on", I said to turn him on even more. "You should invite your boss over for dinner, I can suck on his big black cock while you watch!" 
 
   That sent him over the edge and with a throaty groan he unleashed his remaining cum all over my tits. I came as well. He collapsed on top of me and we hugged again. As we both regained our breaths, I kissed his neck. 
 
   "Was that okay baby? I was just saying those things to turn you on, you know that right?" He hummed approvingly. "That was perfect, honey."
 
   We remained in the shower for a few minutes more, until he decided it was time to head home. We both toweled off and got dressed. I looked in the mirror and I still looked like a well-fucked slut, I thought. My hair was a mess, my make-up was smeared, and there were bite-marks all over my tits. I hope I didn't run into any neighbors getting home!
 
   When we got out of the bathroom we saw the party had died down. Most guys were passed out on the floor. Only Marcus was still awake, drinking alone and watching a skin flick on the TV. "Ah, there you are!" He beamed at me. 
 
   He walked over to me and gave me a full kiss on the lips. I kissed him back, though not too much. "Tonight was a true treat. John did exceptionally well finding such a hot and willing babe like you! Most girls are prudish, but you, you blew me and everyone else away! Literally!" He laughed heartily at his own joke. "I will make sure you are properly rewarded mate!" he told John.
 
   "I have to see you again, I demand it." He told me. "I am hosting a poker game for some of my friends next Saturday, how about you come to liven up that party? I will pay you two grand." A current ran through my body, and I could feel my panties getting damp again. Being used and abused again, and making two thousand to boot? I should have gotten into this sooner, I thought! 
 
   I leaned in and gave him a peck on the cheek. "I’ll think about it, big boy" I said, patting his large bulge. His arms reached around me and gave my exposed ass cheeks a squeeze. "I don't know what John's paying you, but I'm sure as hell it's not enough for a babe like you." He grabbed his wallet and pulled out a whole stack of bills. "Here, here's an extra $500, as a tip." I took his money and put it in my bra. 
 
   "Perhaps I'll see you around", I told him. "John has got my contact info, so take it up with him." John shook Marcus's hand and told him he was going to make sure I got home safely. Marcus thanked him again for the wonderful party.
 
   I walked out with John and we both got in his car. I had never even thought about the money, I was only concerned with saving John's career. I asked John how much money I had made. "Every guy pitched in $100, so with the tip, you made a cool $1300". 
 
   Holy shit, I thought! That's a month's work, earned in a few hours. As I wondered what I was going to spend my new hard earned cash on, I drifted off to sleep, exhausted by the events of the day. 
 
   I awoke the next morning in my own bed, with the smell of a fresh pot of coffee and freshly baked croissants lingering through the house. As I sat upright in bed, John walked in the room, holding a plate with freshly squeezed orange juice, coffee and croissants with cheese and jelly. "Good morning sunshine", he said, "breakfast is served."
 
   I looked at him stunned. "Wha-" was all I could muster. "You were so exhausted I had to carry you in the house last night. And I made you breakfast. That's it basically. Go ahead, eat up. Don't let it get cold."
 
   I realized I was in fact starving and parched, so I dug in. "You're the best husband ever, goddamn" I said with my mouth full. He laughed and kissed my forehead. 
 
   "So.. what do you think about Marcus' offer?" He asked tentatively.
 
   "What do you think?" I shot back at him. "I mean, you're my pimp, right?" I said jokingly. "In all seriousness, you are the most important thing in my life, so I want to make sure we are on the same page here. What do you think?"
 
   "Well... I was thinking... you know that two weeks cruise in the Caribbean that you were looking at last week? Two grand would surely go a long way towards achieving that.." He said with a sly smile.
 
   I grabbed his shirt and pulled him in close, giving him a kiss on the lips. 
 
   "Then I suppose you should give Marcus a call", I whispered in his ear, as I pulled him into bed.
 
    
 
    
 
   ###
 
   Thanks for reading, I hope you enjoyed it! 
 
   If you want something hot & free, subscribe to my monthly newsletter! You’ll receive a totally free, absolutely naughty story, and you’ll be kept up to date with my newest releases as well! 
 
   http://eepurl.com/Sxflv
 
   ***
 
   Still want more?
 
   Sign up for the Naughty List! You get FREE erotica books just by signing up to The Naughty List, along with a daily newsletter packed to the brim with discounts, deals, and tons of freebies from all your favorite authors!
 
   http://bit.ly/OctY1x
 
    
 
   
Other books by Emilia Steele
 
   Taken by the Team
 
   Up-and-coming sports reporter Amy Johnson is reporting on her very first Big Game when she gets swept up in the locker room celebration. Her husband Tim has to wait outside, denied by security, as his young bride parties with a whole football team, each player filled to the brim with testosterone just begging to explode. All the while he can hear exactly what is going on inside through Amy's microphone...
 
    
 
   Taken in the Stripclub
 
   Amy has always harbored one secret, unfulfilled fantasy: To be the center of attention in a room filled with men. And tonight, that fantasy will become a reality. 
 
    
 
   Her boyfriend John's army buddies are in town, and Amy knows they are going to hit up the local stripclub. She also knows that same club is accepting newcomers. She plans to surprise her boyfriend on stage, but her plot quickly goes awry when she is ushered to the back by a bouncer and her boyfriend's friends visit her for private dances... 
 
    
 
   How far will she let them go.. ?
 
    
 
   Taken in the Tub
 
   Peter was planning on spending the night alone with his wife Amy, but she invited their newly single next door neighbor Dwayne over for dinner. A few drinks turn into many, and soon enough, they decide to move the party to the hot tub.
 
    
 
   When Amy needles Dwayne for not getting any, he reveals his secret... women are scared of the size of his manhood! Amy doesn't believe him for a second, and dares him to prove it...
 
    
 
   Taken in the Sauna
 
   It is the first day of Jack and Jessica's honeymoon, and they've left their small town behind and headed to Honolulu. Thousands of miles away from all their friends and family, they can finally cut loose.
 
    
 
   They go to their five-star resort's sauna separately, looking for a bit of adventure. What they will find there is more that they can handle: two football players, taking a break from practice..
 
    
 
   Can Jessica resist these two studs, or will she let things heat up... ?
 
    
 
    
 
   
Connect with Emilia Steele
 
   Visit my author page: amazon.com/author/emiliasteele/
 
   You can reach me directly at emiliasteele@gmail.com.
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