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Content Warning

The following story contains explicit sexual content, including detailed descriptions of group sex, oral sex, unprotected vaginal sex, and anal play. It also features themes of blackmail, power dynamics, and the exploration of forbidden desires. The narrative may include language and situations that some readers might find offensive or uncomfortable.

This story is intended for mature audiences only and should not be read by those under the age of 18 or who are easily offended by graphic sexual content. The characters and situations depicted are fictional and are used to explore themes of desire, power, and the complexities of human relationships.

Reader discretion is advised.


Chapter 1

The day arrived; I woke up with a sense of anticipation and excitement. Today, there were ten builders working on my house, and I was determined to give them a day to remember. I started the day by greeting them at the door, wearing a revealing outfit that left little to the imagination. A sheer blouse, a short skirt, and no bra or panties underneath ensured their eyes were glued to me as they followed me inside.

Throughout the day, I went about my everyday duties, cleaning, cooking, and ensuring the builders were well-fed and hydrated. I teased them mercilessly as I moved around the house, bending over to dust surfaces, giving them glimpses of my bare ass and pussy. I leaned over the kitchen counter to chop vegetables, my cleavage on full display, my nipples hardening under their gaze. I walked by them slowly, my hips swaying, my body language inviting and provocative, ensuring they were hard and ready for me.

As the day wore on and it came to the end of the workday, I'd teased them all day and decided a little longer by putting on a strip show for them. I cleared a space in the kitchen, the central hub of the house. I slowly unbuttoned my blouse, teasing them with glimpses of my naked body, my hands roaming over my curves, my hips moving in a sensual rhythm. I let the blouse fall to the floor, standing before them in just my short skirt, my breasts bare, my nipples hard and inviting.

I turned around, bending over slowly, giving them a full view of my bare ass and pussy. I looked back at them, a playful smile on my lips, and wiggled my ass, inviting them to touch, to take what they wanted. I stood up, turning to face them, and slowly slid off my skirt, stepping out of it, standing before them completely naked.

I poured oil into my hands, rubbing them together to warm it up. I started at my neck, my hands gliding over my skin, massaging the oil into my flesh, emphasizing my curves, my collarbone, my shoulders, my arms. I moved down to my breasts, cupping them, squeezing them, my nipples hardening under my touch, the oil making my skin glisten. I pinched my nipples, rolling them between my fingers, moaning softly, my body responding to my touch.

I moved my hands down to my stomach, my hips, my ass, spreading the oil, ensuring every inch of my body was coated, glistening, inviting. I turned around, bending over, giving them a full view of my ass, my pussy, my thighs, my calves, as I oiled them, my hands gliding over my skin, emphasizing my curves, my muscles, my strength, my flexibility.

I lay back on the kitchen table, spreading my legs wide, giving them a full view of my glistening pussy, inviting them to take me, to use me for their pleasure. I started to play with myself, my fingers circling my clit, moaning softly, my body responding to my touch, my hips bucking, my breath coming in short gasps.

They didn't need to be told twice. They formed a line, their cocks hard and ready, eager to take what I was offering. One by one, they took turns, some fucking my mouth, others taking my pussy, their hips moving fast and urgent, their grunts of pleasure filling the kitchen. I took them all, my body responding eagerly, my moans mixing with their grunts, a symphony of sex and pleasure.

Those who weren't currently with me jerked off, their eyes glued to the sight before them, their hands working their shafts in tandem with the actions of their colleagues. I could feel the tension building, the room charged with sexual energy, the air thick with the scent of sex and desire.

One by one, they finished, their cocks pulsing, spilling their hot cum onto my body, coating me head to toe. I was a mess of cum, my body glistening, my hair sticky, my face, my tits, my stomach, my pussy, all coated in their seed. I lay there, a satisfied smile on my lips, my body tingling with pleasure, the builders' cum dripping off me, a testament to the pleasure I had given them.

As they left for the day, I took a moment to play with the cum on my body, my fingers coating in it, bringing it to my mouth, tasting the salty, musky flavor, a reminder of the incredible experience I had just had. I massage the cum into my body, my hands gliding over my skin, spreading it, ensuring every inch of me was coated. I started at my face, massaging it into my skin, my neck, my shoulders, my arms, my breasts, my stomach, my hips, my ass, my thighs, my calves, my feet. I moaned softly, my body responding to my touch, the cum a reminder of the pleasure I had given.

I lay back on the kitchen table, my legs spread wide, my fingers finding my clit, circling it, rubbing it, bringing myself to the brink of orgasm. I slipped two fingers into my pussy, fucking myself, my palm rubbing against my clit, my hips bucking, my breath coming in short gasps, my moans filling the kitchen, a symphony of pleasure, of satisfaction.

I came with a cry, my body convulsing, my pussy clenching around my fingers, my clit throbbing, my body shaking with the force of my orgasm. I rode it out, my fingers still inside me, my palm still rubbing my clit, my body milking every last drop of pleasure from my orgasm, a satisfied smile on my lips, a sense of contentment washing over me.

The cum dripped off my body, the kitchen table a mess of our combined fluids. I tentatively walked to the bathroom mirror, eager to see the aftermath of their desire. I stood before the mirror, taking in the sight of myself covered in cum. It was a mess, but it was a beautiful mess. I ran my fingers through the cum in my hair, smearing it on my face, my neck, my tits, my stomach, my pussy. I took some pictures with my phone, capturing every angle, every detail, wanting to remember this new first experience, this new kink I had discovered.

I looked at myself in the mirror, a smug, satisfied smile on my lips, and vowed to have more guys use me for their pleasure.


Chapter 2

The next day, I woke up with a sense of anticipation and excitement. There were even more guys working on my house today, and that meant I had more arrangements to settle with them. The thought excited me, and I could feel my pussy throbbing with desire, eager for what the day might bring.

I spent the morning sunbathing, soaking up the sun, my body still tingling with the memories of the previous day. I decided to take a look at the new bathroom, admiring the builders' handiwork. It was perfect, and I knew I had to thank them somehow. An idea formed in my mind, and a wicked smile played on my lips.

I found three of the builders who had worked on the bathroom and led them to the new shower, a spacious area with plenty of room for what I had in mind. I dropped to my knees, taking one of their cocks in my mouth, sucking him deeply, my hands working the other two's shafts. I switched between them, taking my time, ensuring they were all hard and ready for me.

Once they were rock hard, I stood up, turning around, bending over, presenting my ass to them. "Who wants to fuck my ass first?" I asked, my voice sultry and inviting. They didn't need to be told twice. The first one positioned himself behind me, his cock pressing against my ass, and he slid in slowly, filling me, stretching me, the sensation incredible, the pleasure overwhelming.

He started to move, his hips thrusting, his cock filling me completely, the sensation of being taken in this way as a thank you bonus sending me into a state of pure bliss. I moaned loudly, my body rocking back against him, meeting his thrusts, urging him deeper.

He came with a groan, his cock pulsing, filling my ass with his hot cum. He pulled out, and I could feel his cum leaking out of me, coating my thighs, a mess of our combined fluids. The next one took his place, his cock pressing against my ass, and he slid in, the sensation just as incredible, just as overwhelming.

He started to move, his hips thrusting, his cock filling me completely. I moaned loudly, my body rocking back against him, meeting his thrusts, urging him deeper.

He came with a groan, his cock pulsing, filling my ass with his hot cum.  The last one took his place, his cock pressing against my ass, and he slid in, the sensation just as incredible, just as overwhelming.

He started to move, his hips thrusting, his cock filling me completely. I moaned loudly, my body rocking back against him, meeting his thrusts, urging him deeper.

He came filling my ass just like the others. I stood up, turning to face them, a satisfied smile on my lips, my body still tingling with pleasure, my ass still throbbing from the intense experience.

As they left, I showered felt more of their pour out of my tight arse. I retired to my bedroom and rested for the day while the guys worked on my house. I was planning how I was going to pay them for their hard work at the end of the day.

At 3 PM sharp, I slipped into my heels, stockings, and suspenders, leaving nothing to imagination. I walked out of the bedroom, my hips swaying, my body language inviting and provocative.

I found the first builder in the living room, hammer in hand, and dropped to my knees before him. I unbuckled his belt, pulling out his hard cock, and took him in my mouth, sucking him deeply, my hands working his shaft in tandem with my mouth. I could feel him hitting the back of my throat, and I relaxed, taking him even deeper. I pulled back, swirling my tongue around the sensitive head before taking him deep again.

I brought him to the edge of orgasm, but I didn't hold back this time. I took him all the way, his cock pulsing in my mouth as he came, his hot seed spilling down my throat. I swallowed every last drop, feeling his cum hit my belly, a warm, satisfying sensation that left me craving more.

I stood up and moved on to the next builder. I found him in the kitchen, and I bent over and took his cock in my mouth, sucking him deeply, my hands reaching around to grip his ass, pulling him deeper into my throat. He started to fuck my mouth, his hips moving urgently, his grunts of pleasure filling the kitchen.

Suddenly, I felt another pair of hands on my hips, and I looked back to see another builder positioning himself behind me. He entered me slowly, his cock filling my pussy, stretching me, the sensation incredible, the pleasure overwhelming. I moaned loudly, my body rocking back against him, meeting his thrusts, urging him deeper.

The builder in my mouth came first, his cock pulsing, spilling his hot cum down my throat. I swallowed, feeling his cum join the first builders in my belly, a warm, full sensation that left me dizzy with desire. I continued to suck and lick, cleaning him up, ensuring he was spent and satisfied.

The builder behind me increased his pace, his hips slapping against my ass, his grunts of pleasure filling the air. He came with a groan, his cock pulsing, filling my pussy with his hot cum. I could feel it leaking out of me, coating my thighs. He pulled out, and I stood up, turning to face the next builder, a wicked smile on my lips, I reached down to finger my pussy and pulled it out and licked it clean as I closed my eyes and gave a soft moan.

This pattern continued, me moving from room to room, finding the builders, dropping to my knees, taking their cocks in my mouth, sucking them deeply, bringing them to orgasm, swallowing their cum. Each time, I felt their hot seed hit my belly, the sensation of fullness growing with each encounter, a unique, satisfying feeling.

Some builders took me from behind while I was bent over, giving another a blowjob. The sensation of being filled while I was on my knees, my mouth full, my pussy or ass being pounded, was overwhelming, a symphony of pleasure that left me seeing stars.

By the end of the day, my belly was full of cum, a warm, satisfying sensation that left me feeling content and pleased with myself. My throat was sore from swallowing so much, but it was a good sore, a reminder of the pleasure I had given and received.

As they left for the day, I collapsed on the bed, my body spent and satisfied, a smug, satisfied smile on my lips.

After a while, I recovered from the intense day of pleasuring the builders, my body still tingling with the memories of their touch, their taste, their scent. I cleaned up, taking a long, hot shower, washing off the remnants of their desire.

As I stepped out of the shower, I could feel a slight ache in my jaw and throat, a reminder of the many cocks I had taken, the many loads of cum I had swallowed. I smiled to myself, satisfied with the day's work.

I dressed in a simple dress, something comfortable yet alluring, and made my way to the kitchen to prepare dinner for my husband. He had been working late lately, and I wanted to make sure he had a hot meal waiting for him when he got home.

As I cooked, I could feel his eyes on me, taking in my appearance, my movements, my energy. He noticed that I wasn't eating much, and his brow furrowed with concern.

"Is everything okay, Emma?" he asked, his voice laced with worry. "You seem a bit... distracted."

I turned to him, a playful smile on my lips, and leaned against the counter, my hips jutting out slightly, my body language inviting and teasing. "Oh, everything's fine, darling," I said, my voice sultry and inviting. "I just ate.... something earlier and seems to have ruined my appetite."

My mind wandered back to the reason for my distraction, and I relishing in the memories of the day, but also feeling a twinge of turmoil.

Fuck, I was thinking about how I gave myself to those rough, filthy builders as payment for their work. I was a fucking slut, bending over, presenting my ass to them, letting them take me from behind, their cocks filling my pussy, their hips slapping against my ass, their grunts of pleasure filling the air. I was a dirty little whore, dropping to my knees, taking their cocks in my mouth, sucking them deeply, my hands working their shafts, bringing them to the edge of orgasm before taking them all the way, swallowing their hot cum, feeling it hit my belly, that's why I’m full, because drunk so much cum!

My rational side chimed in, trying to make sense of it all. You're a fucking mess, Emma. You've become a common whore, using your body to pay off these builders. What the fuck is wrong with you? You're better than this. You're a respectable woman, not some slut who gets off on being used.

But my filthy side argued back, Oh, shut up, you prude. I love every fucking minute of it. The way they look at me, the way they touch me, the way they fuck me. It's liberating, it's empowering, and it's fucking hot. I get to be the one in control, the one calling the shots, the one deciding when and how they get their payment. It's a fucking win-win.

But where is this going to lead? my rational side pressed. You're playing with fire, Emma. These men, they're not going to stop at just taking your body as payment. They're going to want more, and you're going to give it to them? You're going to become their little fuck toy, their personal plaything!

And what's so wrong with that? my filthy side retorted. I do love it. I love being their fuck toy, their plaything. I love the way they use me, the way they claim me, the way they make me feel. It's a fucking high, and I'm addicted.

I looked at my husband, a wicked glint in my eye, and I could see the curiosity and desire burning. He knew something was up, and he was eager to find out what it was. I decided to keep my thoughts to myself, not wanting to raise any suspicions.

"Nothing to worry about, darling," I said, my voice returning to a more sensible tone. "I'm just... reminiscing about some things I need to get done tomorrow.”

As I served my husband his dinner, he looked at me with a mixture of concern and curiosity. "Are you sure you're okay, Emma? You seem really distracted."

I forced a smile, trying to hide the turmoil brewing inside me. "I'm fine, really. Just thinking about what needs to be done tomorrow."

My mind raced with plans for the next day, and the argument between my rational and filthy sides continued.

Tomorrow, I'm going to start them off with something to get them motivated, my filthy side purred. I'll give each of them a morning suck off, waking them up with a warm, wet mouth on their cocks. I can already imagine the look on their faces, the way their cocks will harden in my mouth, the taste of their morning cum.

You're insane, my rational side retorted. You're turning into a fucking nymphomaniac, using your body to motivate these men. It's embarrassing, and it's going to catch up with you.

Embarrassing? my filthy side scoffed. There's nothing embarrassing about it. It's fucking empowering. I love the power I have over them, the way they look at me with pure lust and desire. It's a rush, and I'm addicted.

But what about the rest of the day? my rational side pressed. You can't keep this up forever. You're playing with fire, and you're going to get burned.

The rest of the day? my filthy side grinned wickedly. Oh, I have big plans. For lunch, I'm thinking two guys at a time. I'll take their cocks in my mouth and my pussy, feeling them both fill me up, their hips moving in sync, their grunts of pleasure music to my ears. I can already feel the stretch, the fullness, the sheer ecstasy of it all.

You're a fucking slut, my rational side muttered. A common whore, spreading your legs for anyone who wants to dump their load. You're losing yourself, Emma. You're becoming something you're not.

Something I'm not? my filthy side laughed. Or something I always was, deep down? I love this, every fucking minute of it. The way they use me, the way they make me feel. It's liberating, and I'm not going to stop. Plus, you just gave me a great idea. I should spread my legs more often, give them a show, let them see what they're working for.

And what about the afternoon? my rational side asked, trying to maintain some semblance of control. You can't keep this up forever. Your body will give out, and then what?

Afternoon? my filthy side shivered with anticipation. Another gangbang, but this time, they all get to cum in my ass and mouth. I feel sorry for them, not getting paid properly, so I'm making it up to them. They're going to love it, and so am I. The feel of their cocks in my mouth and my ass, the taste of their cum, the sheer intensity of it all. I'm going to be their little fuck toy, taking them deep, feeling their cocks hit the back of my throat, my ass filled and stretched to the limit. I can't wait.

You're a disgusting little bitch, my rational side spat. A filthy, used-up whore. You're nothing more than a plaything for these men.

Thank you, my filthy side replied, a wicked grin spreading across my face. I do love it. And you're right, I am a filthy little bitch, a used-up whore, and I wouldn't have it any other way. I'm their plaything, their fuck toy, somewhere they can just unload their cum on, inside where its willingly taken. I'm going to make sure they're all well taken care of were their wife's and girlfriends don't meet their needs.

I snapped back to reality, realizing my husband was still looking at me, waiting for an answer. "Tomorrow? Oh, just the usual, darling. I have a few things planned to keep the builders motivated and on track. Maybe some incentives to ensure they work efficiently and are well compensated for their efforts."

He raised an eyebrow but didn't press further. "Well, just make sure you take care of yourself, okay? You seem a bit... worn out."

I forced another smile, nodding in agreement. "Don't worry about me, darling. I know what I'm doing. I just need to make sure these builders are taken care of so they can focus on the work. After all, a happy worker is a productive worker."

But as I cleaned up the kitchen and prepared for bed, the turmoil inside me continued to rage. I knew what I was doing, but I also knew that I was playing a dangerous game, and the stakes were higher than ever. My filthy side was winning, and I wasn't sure if I wanted to stop it. The thought of being their plaything, of taking them all on, of feeling their cocks in my mouth and my ass, sent a thrill of excitement through me that I couldn't deny.


Chapter 3

The next morning, I answered the door in a silky robe, the cool air nipping at my skin, my nipples hardening beneath the thin fabric. I let the builders in, a seductive smile playing on my lips, my body language inviting and teasing. "Good morning, boys," I purred, stepping aside to let them enter. "I trust you're ready for another day of hard work?"

They nodded, their eyes already roaming over my body, taking in the sight of me in my robe, their cocks probably stirring with anticipation. I led them to the work area, my body language promising a day of pleasure and reward.

I spent the morning doing housework, tidying up, and ensuring the builders had everything they needed. I would "accidentally" brush past them, my body pressing against theirs, my robe was short and riding up to give them glimpses of my bare ass and pussy. I could feel their eyes on me, their cocks hardening, and I knew I was driving them wild.

As the morning wore on, I decided to up the ante. I retreated to the bedroom and slipped into a see-through chemise, the thin fabric clinging to my curves, my nipples and pussy clearly visible beneath it. I paired it with my black high heels, the click-clack of my heels on the hardwood floor announcing my arrival as I rejoined the builders in the living room.

They stopped their work, their eyes glued to me as I sauntered over to them, my body language inviting and provocative. I ran my hands over their chests, their arms, their backs, feeling their muscles ripple beneath their t-shirts. I leaned in, my breath hot on their ears, and whispered, "Keep up the good work, boys. I have a special reward for you later."

They groaned, their cocks pressing against their pants. I smiled, a wicked glint in my eye, and sauntered away, leaving them to their work, their minds filled with thoughts of what was to come. While I waited for them to start finishing up I flicked through the picture of my come drench body from the day before and could already feel myself getting wet between my legs.

As the afternoon wore on, most of the work for the day was completed, and I could see the builders growing restless, their eyes constantly drifting to me, their cocks hard and ready. I decided it was time to give them their reward.

I cleared a space in the living room, the central hub of the house, and stood in the middle of it, my body on full display in my see-through chemise and high heels. I slowly peeled off the chemise, revealing my bare body, my curves, my nipples hard and inviting, my pussy glistening and ready.

I turned around, bending over slowly, giving them a full view of my bare ass and pussy. I looked back at them, a playful smile on my lips, and wiggled my ass, inviting them to touch, to take what they wanted. I stood up, turning to face them, and said, "Who wants to have some fun?"

I dropped to my knees, crawling on all fours, my ass in the air, my pussy glistening and ready. I looked up at them, a sultry look in my eyes, and said, "Who wants to have a go first? I don't want you coming yet. I want you all hard ready to cum over me."

One by one, they took turns, some fucking my mouth, others taking my pussy, their hips moving fast and urgent, their grunts of pleasure filling the room. I took them all, my body responding eagerly, my moans mixing with their grunts, a symphony of sex and pleasure.

Those who weren't currently with me were jerking off, their eyes glued to the sight before them, their hands working their shafts in tandem with the actions of their colleagues. I could feel the tension building, the room charged with sexual energy, the air thick with the scent of sex and desire.

After what felt like an eternity of teasing and pleasuring, I knew it was time for the main event. I lay back on the living room floor, my legs wide open, my body on full display. "Come on, boys," I said, my voice sultry and inviting. "It's time, I want you to cum all over me."

They crowded around me, their cocks hard and ready, eager to spill their seed onto my body. One by one, they took turns, their cocks pulsing, spilling their hot cum onto my body, coating me head to toe. I was a mess of cum, my body glistening, my hair sticky, my face, my tits, my stomach, my pussy, all coated in their seed. I lay there, a satisfied smile on my lips, my body tingling with pleasure, the builders' cum dripping off me.

As they left for the day, I took a moment to massage the cum into my body, my hands gliding over my skin, spreading it, ensuring every inch of me was coated, marked, claimed. I started at my face, massaging it into my skin, my neck, my shoulders, my arms, my breasts, my stomach, my hips, my ass, my thighs, my calves, my feet. I moaned softly, my body responding to my touch, the cum a reminder, the desire I had invoked.

I lay back on the living room floor, my legs spread wide, my fingers finding my clit, circling it, rubbing it, bringing myself to the brink of orgasm. I slipped two fingers into my pussy, fucking myself, my palm rubbing against my clit, my hips bucking, my breath coming in short gasps, my moans filling the room, a symphony of pleasure, of release, of satisfaction.

I came with a cry, my body convulsing, my pussy clenching around my fingers, my clit throbbing, my body shaking with the force of my orgasm. I rode it out, my fingers still inside me, my palm still rubbing my clit, my body milking every last drop of pleasure from my orgasm, a satisfied smile on my lips, a sense of contentment washing over me.

I took some selfies, capturing the moment, the cum dripping off my body, my satisfied smile, the living room floor a mess of our combined fluids.

As I cleaned up, my body was still tingling with pleasure. I decided that as tomorrow, was a Friday, I should make the most of it. I wouldn't have any cock for the weekend, and I was now addicted and needed as much as could.


Chapter 4

The next day was Friday, and I knew that I wanted to make the most of having the builders around for one last time before the weekend.

I started the day by answering the door in just my high heels, and the semi see through robe with my body bare visible for them. I could see the instant hard-ons, their eyes widening with lust and desire. "Good morning, boys," I purred, stepping aside to let them in. "I trust you're ready for a hard day's work?"

They grunted and nodded, their eyes roaming over my body, taking in the sight of me. I let them get to work.

Throughout the morning, I made sure to tease and tantalize them, bending over to do my housework, giving them full views of my ass and pussy, leaning over counters and tables, ensuring my breasts were on full display.

"You boys know how to use your tools, don't you?" I said, running a hand over a builder's chest, my fingers tracing the lines of his muscles. "I just love a man who knows how to handle his equipment. And I plan on handling yours later, making sure you're nice and spent by the end of the day."

They groaned and shifted, their cocks hardening even more as I rubbed them through their pants, their eyes darkening with desire. I could feel the sexual tension building, the air charged with electricity, the scent of sex and desire filling the room.

As the morning wore on, I continued to tease and tantalize, my ass getting slapped, my tits groped, my body marked by their handprints. I loved it, the sensation of their hands on my body, the way they made me feel.

"Fuck, you're such a tease, Emma," one of the builders growled, his hand squeezing my ass, his fingers digging into my flesh. "You're driving us wild."

I turned to him, a wicked smile on my lips, and said, "That's the idea, darling. I want you all hard and ready for me later. I have plans for you boys, and I don't want any of you to disappoint me."

He groaned and pulled me close, his mouth crashing down on mine, his tongue invading my mouth, his hands roaming over my body, squeezing, groping. I moaned into his mouth, my body pressing against his, my hands roaming over his muscles, my nails digging into his flesh.

I broke away, a smug smile on my lips, and said, "That's just a taste of what's to come, boys. Now, let's get some work done, and then I'll give you the reward you deserve."

Throughout the early afternoon, I continued to tease and tantalize, my body on full display, my high heels clicking on the floor as I moved around the house, ensuring they were all hard and ready for me. I could feel the sexual tension building, the room charged with electricity, the air thick with the scent of sex and desire.

Finally, it was time for my gangbang. I cleared a space in the living room and stood in the middle of it, a wicked smile on my lips. "Alright, boys," I said, my voice sultry and inviting. "It's time for your reward. I want you all to take turns, fucking me, using my holes. And I want you to cum in me, fill me up."

The builders did exactly that, some fucking my mouth while others took my pussy and ass, the room filled with the sounds of our pleasure, the scent of sex and desire thick in the air. I could feel their cocks hitting the back of my throat, filling my pussy, stretching my ass, the sensation overwhelming, the pleasure intense.

During the gangbang, I took the builders' cocks eagerly, my mouth wrapping around their shafts, sucking them deeply, my tongue swirling around the sensitive heads. I swallowed their cum, their hot seed down my throat, a warm, satisfying sensation that left me wanting more. Simultaneously, I took them in my pussy or ass, feeling their cocks fill me, stretch me, the sensation overwhelming, the pleasure intense.

As the afternoon wore on, I positioned myself to take three guys at once. I was on my hands and knees, my ass and pussy on full display, my mouth ready and eager. One builder positioned himself behind me, his cock inside my ass, while I mounted another in my pussy, both filling me completely, stretching me, the sensation of being taken, of being used, sending me into a state of pure ecstasy. The third builder stood in front of me, his cock in my mouth, sucking him deeply, my hands holding on his thighs to steady myself.

The feeling of having three cocks inside me at once was indescribable. I was filled completely, stretched to my limits, the sensation of their hips moving in sync, their grunts of pleasure filling the air, their cocks hitting the back of my throat, my pussy, my ass, all at the same time, was overwhelming, a symphony of pleasure that left me seeing stars.

I came continuously, my orgasms rolling into each other, a never-ending wave of pleasure that crashed over me, my body convulsing, my holes clenching around their cocks, my moans mixing with their grunts, a cacophony of sex and desire. I rode wave after wave of pleasure, my body milking every last drop of sensation from their cocks, from their movements, from the knowledge that was always what I wanted from the beginning.

This position, taking three guys at once, became my favorite part of the afternoon. I would ride them, moving my hips, urging them deeper, faster, harder, my body taking what it needed, what it craved. I would switch positions, sometimes riding one of them cowgirl style while the other two took my mouth and ass, sometimes bending over a piece of furniture, presenting my ass and pussy for their taking while I sucked another off.

The builders took turns, some finishing in my mouth, others spilling their seed into my pussy or ass, each one leaving a part of themselves inside me. I could feel their cum leaking out of me, coating my thighs, a mess of fluids.

By the end of the afternoon, I was a mess of cum, my body glistening, my hair sticky, my face, my tits, my stomach, my pussy, my ass, all coated in their seed. I lay in a pool of cum, a satisfied smile on my lips, my body tingling with pleasure, my holes throbbing, a sense of contentment and satisfaction washing over me. I knew that I had given them a day to remember, that I had taken their cocks, their cum, their desire, and turned it into something beautiful, something pleasurable, something that would leave them craving more for next week.
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