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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

Monday arrived, and with it, the eager anticipation of seeing the builders again. They were just as eager as I was, their eyes lighting up with hunger and desire as they saw me. The last time they had seen me, I had been left in a daze, my body sated and spent from their relentless gangbang, my holes filled and overflowing with their cum. Jake, one of the builders, pulled me aside as the others started their work, a smirk on his lips.

"Listen, Emma," he said, his voice low and confident. "The guys and I were talking, and we don't think we're getting enough to cover our costs. You know, for the 'extras' you've been providing."

I felt a pang of disappointment. I had thought that our encounter on Friday had been more than enough to satisfy them, but it seemed they wanted more. I was determined to make it up to them, to ensure that they were happy and that our arrangement continued.

"I understand," I said, my voice soft and compliant. "I want to make it up to you. How about this: I'll be available for you guys during lunch.

Jake's eyes widened with surprise and pleasure. "Are you serious?"

I nodded, a sultry smile playing on my lips. "Absolutely. Consider it a special lunch service, just for you guys. I want to make sure you're all taken care of."

With that, I turned and walked away, leaving Jake to spread the news to the others.

As lunchtime approached, I went upstairs to prepare, stripping off my clothes and putting on a pair of high heels, nothing else.  I made sure I was perfectly positioned on the couch, my body bent over, my ass and pussy fully exposed, my high heels accentuating the curve of my back and the roundness of my ass. I rested my elbows on the cushion, turning my head to the side, my hair cascading down my back, creating a picture of pure submission and desire.

The first to take advantage of my offer was Tom. He walked over, his eyes already filled with lust, his cock hard and straining against his pants. Without a word, he unzipped his pants, pulling out his thick, hard cock. He positioned himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips, and with one swift movement, he slid into my already wet pussy, filling me completely.

I let out a moan, the sensation of his cock stretching me, filling me, sending waves of pleasure through my body. He started to move, his hips thrusting against me, his cock sliding in and out of my pussy, the sound of our flesh slapping together filling the room. I pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, urging him deeper, harder, faster.

"Fuck, Emma, your pussy is so tight," he groaned, his voice hoarse with desire. "You feel so good."

I didn't respond, just moaned louder, my body convulsing with pleasure, my pussy clenching around his cock, milking him, urging him to release his load. I was just a conduit for them to empty their balls. He obliged, his body tensing, his cock pulsing as he came, filling my pussy with his hot cum.

He pulled out, his cock glistening with our combined juices, and patted me on the ass. "Thanks, Emma. That was just what I needed," he said, a satisfied smirk on his lips as he tucked himself back into his pants and returned to work, leaving me wanting more.

Next was Mike, a tall, muscular man with a dominant air about him. He didn't waste any time, positioning himself in front of me, his cock already hard and ready. He grabbed the back of my head, forcing me to take his cock in my mouth. I obliged, sucking him deeply, my head bobbing up and down, my hands reaching around to grip his ass, pulling him deeper into my throat.

"That's it, you filthy girl," he groaned, his hips moving, fucking my mouth. "Take it all. You know you love it."

I moaned around his cock, the vibrations sending shivers down his spine, his body tensing, his cock pulsing as he came, filling my mouth with his hot cum. I swallowed it all, my throat working, my eyes watering slightly from the effort, determined to take every last drop, to please him.

He pulled out, his cock glistening with my saliva. He reached over and smacked me on the ass. "Good girl," he said, a cruel smile on his lips.

One by one, they came, each taking their turn, using my mouth or my pussy to unload their cum. Some were gentle, others dominant, but each one left me feeling more satisfied, more content, more like a dirty, wanton slut.

There was John, who loved to take his time, teasing me, drawing out my pleasure, his cock hitting all the right spots, making me beg for more. And there was Dave, who loved to fuck my mouth, his cock hitting the back of my throat, making me gag, my eyes watering, my nose touching his pelvis as he held my head in place, using me for his pleasure.

After the builders had their fill of me during lunch, I retreated upstairs to relax and recover. I ran a hot bath, the steam filling the room, creating a cocoon of warmth and relaxation. I slipped into the tub, the hot water soothing my aching muscles, my sore holes, my raw mouth. I lay back, closing my eyes, a satisfied smile on my lips as I let the water work its magic, washing away the evidence of my debauchery, leaving me feeling clean and content.

As I soaked, I could hear the builders’ working downstairs, their tools clanking, their voices carrying up to me, a reminder of the pleasure that awaited me later. I took my time, enjoying the solitude, the quiet, the chance to collect my thoughts and savor the memories of the past few hours.

At 4 PM sharp, I would make my way downstairs, dressed in sexy lingerie that left little to the imagination. The builders would be waiting, their eyes already filled with lust, their cocks hard and ready. I would saunter over to them, a sultry smile on my lips, my hips swaying, my body on display.

I would start by stripping slowly, teasing them, building their anticipation. I would remove my bra, my breasts spilling free, my nipples hard and erect. I would then slip off my panties, stepping out of them, kicking them to the side, my pussy already wet and ready.

I would lay down on the living room floor, my body spread out, my legs wide, inviting them in. They would gather around me, their cocks hard and ready, eager to take what was on offer. I would reach out, taking a cock in each hand, stroking them, teasing them, my eyes locked on theirs, a wicked smile on my lips.

The gangbang would begin, a frenzy of pleasure, a symphony of moans, grunts. They would take turns, 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 would be a mess of limbs, a plaything for their pleasure, my body contorting, twisting, turning to accommodate them, to give them what they wanted, what I owed them for their hard work. I would suck, lick, moan, scream, my body convulsing with pleasure, my holes clenching, milking them, urging them to release their load.

And they would, one by one, their hot cum filling my mouth, my pussy, my ass. I would swallow, moan, beg for more like a dirty slut.

This routine became a daily occurrence, a favorite of mine, a fantasy fulfilled. I would cum over and over, my orgasms rolling into each other, a never-ending wave of pleasure that crashed over me, my body convulsing, my holes clenching, my mind a blur of ecstasy.

They would use me in every way imaginable, their cocks taking turns in my mouth, my pussy, my ass, the sounds of their pleasure filling the room, the scent of sex and desire thick in the air. I would be their fuck toy and I loved every second of it.

I never noticed the state I was in until they had left, until I came down from my high, leaving me spent and satisfied on the living room floor, a pool of cum surrounding me, a smile of contentment on my lips. I was living up to my end of the bargain, that I was their dirty little secret. I would lie there, my body tingling, my mind a blur as I cleaned up ready for my clueless husband’s arrival.

I continued this decadent routine throughout the week, each day bringing new and exciting experiences that pushed the boundaries of my desires. The builders were more than eager to oblige, their creativity and stamina knowing no bounds.

One of the highlights of the week was when they tied me to the coffee table, facing down on my hands and knees, my ass and pussy fully exposed. They used my own scarves to bind my wrists and ankles, spreading me wide, making me completely accessible to them. They took turns using me, their cocks sliding into my willing holes, the table creaking and shifting with the force of their thrusts. I moaned, screamed, begged for more, my body convulsing with pleasure, my holes clenching, urging them to release their load.

But the best part was when they spanked me and made me beg for their cocks. One of them would hold me in place while another delivered stinging slaps to my ass cheeks, turning them a delicious shade of red. The pain was exquisite, mingling with the pleasure, heightening my senses, pushing me to new heights of ecstasy. I would be left with a very sore, very red ass, a reminder of their possession and dominance.


Chapter 2

Friday arrived, the last day of our intense week together. I woke up early, eager to give them a send-off they would never forget. I started with a morning blowjob, taking each of them in my mouth, sucking them deeply, my hands wrapped around the bases of their cocks, stroking in tandem. I took my time, savoring the taste of them, the feel of them, the power I held in that moment.

One by one, they came, their hot cum filling my mouth, and I swallowed it all, determined to take every last drop, to please them.

After our morning interlude, they got back to work, leaving me to relax and recover, knowing that the main event was yet to come. As the day wore on, I could feel the anticipation building, the excitement, the eagerness to please and be pleased.

At 1 PM, the workday stopped and the real fun began. I lay on the living room floor, my body spread out, my legs wide, inviting them in. They gathered around me, their cocks hard and ready, eager to take what was on offer.

The gangbang was a frenzy of pleasure, a symphony of moans, grunts, and the sound of flesh striking flesh. They took turns, 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. My body was bent and twisted to meet their wants and needs.

I sucked, licked, moaned, and screamed, my body convulsing with pleasure, my holes clenching, urging them to release their load.

For the finale, they decided to all finish in my tight ass. One by one, they positioned themselves behind me, their cocks hard and ready. They entered me slowly, carefully, stretching me, filling me, the sensation unlike anything I had ever experienced. I could feel every vein, every ridge, every pulse of their cocks as they moved in and out of me, the pleasure building, the intensity overwhelming.

They came one after the other, their hot cum filling my ass, filling the insides of my bowels, the sensation of fullness unlike anything I had ever experienced. I could feel it, warm and thick, filling me completely, overflowing, leaking out onto the floor beneath me.

When they were finally spent, they lifted me up, my body limp and sated, my holes throbbing, my mind a blur of ecstasy. As they held me, I could feel it, the cum, their essence, pouring out of my ass, a warm, sticky stream, coating my thighs, the floor, a mess of our pleasure, our desire, our debauchery.

They lowered me back down, my body shaking, my breath coming in short gasps, my mind a blur of pleasure and satisfaction. I lay there, a pool of cum surrounding me, my body aching, my holes sore, but I was satisfied, content, and ready to face the rest of the day, knowing that I had pleased them, that I had lived up to my end of the bargain, that I was their dirty little secret and had my fantasies fulfilled.
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