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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 next day, while out with my husband in town, I spotted the boys with another group of friends. They don't notice me, but later in the afternoon, I receive a picture of my ass oozing with cum, accompanied by crude messages. The explicit image and lewd comments send a thrill through me, reigniting the excitement and danger I have come to crave. However, as I contemplate the ongoing blackmail and the potential risks, I decide I've had enough. It's time to take control of the situation and turn the tables on my young tormentors.

With a newfound sense of determination, I ask them to meet at their suite. The boys, confident and arrogant, agree, expecting another round of their usual games. When I arrive, they make crude demands, ordering me to strip and perform for them once again. But I am ready. I stand tall, my eyes flashing with a mix of anger and dominance.

"Gentlemen," I begin, my voice steady and commanding, "I think it's time we had a little chat about your behavior. You've been under the impression that you hold all the power but let me remind you of something: you're the ones who took those photos and videos without my consent while I was under the influence. You threaten to share them in exchange for sexual favors. That, my dear boys, is blackmail, and it's a criminal offense."

The room falls silent as the boy’s exchange uneasy glances, their confidence wavering. I continue, my voice laced with threat and promise. "I have the power to have you arrested, to ruin your futures, and to ensure that your parents have to visit you in jail. Is that what you want? Or would you prefer to show a little more respect and maybe, just maybe, we can find a way to make this work for everyone involved?"

The boys, now visibly shaken, stammer apologies and promise to be more respectful. Satisfied with their newfound humility, I decided to take things a step further. I lie back on the bed, my movements slow and deliberate, a picture of confidence and control.

"Take off my panties," I command one of them, my voice leaving no room for argument. He complied, his hands trembling as he slips them off and hands them to me. I toss them aside, my eyes never leave his. "Now, eat my pussy," I order, my tone leaving no room for refusal, and since you're so in love with my asshole make sure your tongue gives it the attention it deserves!"

The boy, now completely submissive, does as he's told, his tongue exploring my folds with a mix of fear and desire. I grip his head there, my fingers tangled in his hair pulling him in, guiding his movements. "That's it," I coo, my voice a mix of pleasure and dominance. "Show me how sorry you are."

I repeat the process with each of the boys, humiliating them, making them beg for my forgiveness with their tongues and their apologies. When I am finally satisfied, I stand up, my body trembling with a mix of power and pleasure.

"Remember this moment," I say, my voice firm and unyielding. "Remember who is in control. If I want your little cocks, I'll let you know when and where. Until then, behave yourselves."

With that, I turn and walk out of the room, leaving the boys in a state of shocked submission. As I make my way back to my own suite, I can't help but feel a sense of triumph and satisfaction. I have taken control of the situation, turned the tables on my blackmailers, and ensured that they will think twice before crossing me again. And carry on my normal day and as I lie in bed that night, my body still tingling with the afterglow of my newfound power.


Chapter 2

The next day, the boys avoided me, their usual swagger replaced with nervous energy. The WhatsApp group chat remains silent, a stark contrast to the crude messages and explicit photos that had filled it previously. Sensing their unease, I decided to take advantage of the situation and assert my dominance even further.

I sent a message to them: "Organize a party for tonight. Make sure ALL your mates are there. I want more than just your little pricks." The boys, now acutely aware of my power, comply without question, their responses a mix of nervous anticipation and reluctant obedience. "Tell the others you've hired a stripper for 11pm and you're planning to spike her drink to loosen her up".

As the day wears on, I focus on my husband, ensuring that he is in a state of relaxed inebriation. I ply him with drinks, my laughter and playful banter masking my true intentions. By early evening, he is sufficiently drunk, his eyes glazed, and his speech slurred. With a final glass of wine, I lead him to our bed, where he passes out almost immediately, his gentle snores filling the room.

Now free to execute my plan, I retreat to the bathroom to prepare. I dress in a schoolgirl outfit; a crisp white blouse tucked into a tiny tartan skirt that barely covers my thighs. I paired it with a simple white bra and panties, over-the-knee socks, and black high heels that add a touch of sophistication to my innocent ensemble. My hair is styled in two neat pigtails, tied with black ribbons, completing the look of youthful innocence and allure. As I apply my make-up, I make it heavier than usual to the point I'm barely recognizable. I look at the time and its near midnight and hour later than planned so I quickly slip into a long, black coat, concealing my outfit and adding an air of mystery to my appearance. I checked my reflection one last time, my eyes meeting my own gaze in the mirror. I see a woman ready to take control, to assert her dominance, and to fulfill her desires.

With a deep breath, I make my way to the boys' suite, my heart pounding with a mix of excitement and nervousness. As I approach the door, I take a moment to compose myself, my hand resting on the doorknob. I can hear the muffled sounds of music and laughter from within, a testament to the party in full swing.

Taking a deep breath, I push open the door and step inside. The room falls silent as all eyes turn to me, their gazes curious and anticipatory. My heart races and I nearly pass out as I realize there are around 30 boys present, far more than I had expected. The sheer number sends a thrill through me, a mix of excitement, fear at the thought of their youth and the miles of cum inside them made me think I might have taken this one step too far.

I maintain my composure, my eyes scanning the room with a mix of confidence and curiosity. I'm handed my drink. As the boys gather around me, each one greeting me with overexcitement, their breaths coming in short, sharp gasps, their bodies tense with anticipation. I, my eyes gleaming with a mix of power and pleasure, begin to unbutton my coat, revealing my schoolgirl outfit inch by inch.

"Gentlemen," I purr, my voice a sultry invitation, "I believe you were expecting a special guest? Well, here I am. And I promise you; you've never seen a performance like this before."

The room is filled with a palpable tension, the boys' eyes wide with awe and desire as they take in my appearance. I, my confidence unwavering, step further into the room, my hips swaying with each deliberate step, my heels clicking softly on the floor. I know that tonight, I will be the one in control, and I am ready to take what I want and that is an endless amount of fresh young cocks.

I begin my striptease with the confidence of a seasoned performer, my movements fluid and alluring. I start by slowly unbuttoning my coat, letting it fall open to reveal my schoolgirl outfit beneath. The room is silent, the boys' eyes wide with anticipation as they take in my appearance. I tease them, my fingers tracing the collar of my blouse before slowly unbuttoning it, revealing my white bra and the swell of my cleavage.

With a sultry smile, I slip the blouse off my shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. I turn, giving them a view of my tiny tartan skirt and over-the-knee socks, my pigtails bouncing with each deliberate movement. I reach back, unzipping the skirt, and wiggle out of it, my ass rounding perfectly as I bend over, giving them a tantalizing glimpse of my white panties.

I unhook my bra, and it falls to the floor, grabbing my breasts and squeezing my nipples, already hard with excitement.

Now down to my panties, socks, and heels, I lie back on the bed, my legs in the air, my body on full display. I hook my fingers into the waistband of my panties, peeling them off slowly, revealing my bare pussy inch by inch. The boys watch, their breaths coming in short gasps, their cocks already hard and ready.

As I lie back, my legs spread wide, I order one of the boys to lick my pussy. He complied eagerly, his tongue exploring my folds with a mix of fear and desire. I hold his head there, my fingers tangled in his hair, guiding his movements as I moan with pleasure.

"Show me your hard cocks," I command the rest of the boys, my voice leaving no room for argument. They comply, their hands reaching for their belts, their pants dropping to the floor as they reveal their erections. "I want to see you wanking them and showing your appreciation for the show".

I invite one of the boys to my side, his cock hard and ready. I take him into my mouth, my lips wrapping around his shaft, my tongue swirling as I suck and stroke. I talk crudely; my words are a mix of pleasure and dominance. "Fill my mouth, make me swallow every drop," I demand, my voice, a sultry invitation.

As one boy cums, his hot cum spilling into my mouth, I reach down and spread my pussy lips, instructing the boys to keep my pussy filled too. I take them in twos, my mouth and pussy both occupied, my body a playground for their pleasure. Each time one of the boys cums in my mouth or pussy, he is replaced by another, ensuring that I am never empty, never unsatisfied.

After I have taken half of the group, I get on all fours, my ass rounding perfectly, my back arching, my body on full display. I reach back, lubing my ass with cum from my pussy, my fingers coating my tight hole, preparing it for what's to come. "Don't be shy, fill my tight ass," I order, my voice firm and unyielding. The boys comply, their cocks sliding into my tight hole, stretching me, filling me with a mix of pleasure and pain, of ecstasy and agony.

They take me in my mouth and ass, their movements syncing, their cocks hitting all the right spots, sending waves of pleasure crashing through my body. I am a mess of pleasure, a slave to their desires.

After the boys have cum in my mouth and ass, the first wave of them is already hard again, their youthful stamina impressive. Some position themselves at my ass or pussy, ready to take me once more, while others present their cocks to my face, eager for my attention. I, ever the eager participant, reposition myself to take them in all three holes at once, a configuration I particularly enjoy.

I lie on my side, my legs spread wide, inviting them in. One boy takes my pussy, holding my leg, his cock sliding in with ease, my walls still slick and ready. Another positions himself at my ass, his cock pressing against my tight hole, a mixture of pleasure and pain as I feel the thin wall separating the two cocks inside me. I reach out, my hands wrapping around the cocks presented to my face, my fingers stroking and teasing as I take one of them into my mouth, my tongue swirling, tasting, teasing.

The room is filled with the sounds of our pleasure, the slapping of flesh against flesh, the wet, sucking noises of my mouth and my holes. I moan, my body writhing, my holes clenching, milking them, urging them on, begging for more. And they oblige, their movements syncing, their cocks sending waves of pleasure crashing through my body.

For four hours, I am a mess of pleasure, a slave to my desires. And I love every second of it, every touch, every kiss, every thrust, every moment of pure unadulterated ecstasy. I come over and over in a blur of orgasms, my body convulsing with pleasure, my holes clenching, milking them, urging them on.

The boys kept me full, their cocks never ceasing, their pleasure never ending. They take turns, some coming in my mouth, others in my pussy, and still others in my ass, their hot cum filling me.

I, my body spent and sated, know that I have been their slut. And as I lie there lifeless most of the boys, sensing they have broken me, left, leaving me to my organizers to sort out.

At 4 am, I return to my suite, my body still wobbly and covered in evidence of my night of pleasure. My husband is in a deep sleep, his gentle snores filling the room, unaware of the debauchery his wife has just engaged in. I slip into the shower, the hot water cascading over my body, washing away the cum, the sweat, the scent of sex and desire. But as I stand there, my body clean and refreshed, I can't help but think I got what I wanted out of this, how I can fulfill my fantasies and satisfy my cravings in the most exciting and fulfilling way possible.

I step out of the shower, my body wrapped in a fluffy towel, and make my way to bed, my body still tingling with pleasure and anticipation. I lie down beside my husband, his gentle snores a lullaby, a reminder of the life I lead, the role I play, the secret I keep. As I drift off to sleep, my mind is already racing with plans for the next day, my body already aching with anticipation.


Chapter 3

The next morning, I wake up with a sense of satisfaction and power. I get ready for breakfast, my movements deliberate, my mind focused on the task at hand. As I sit down with my husband, I can't help but feel a sense of control, of dominance. I pick up my phone, my fingers flying over the keyboard as I type out a message to the WhatsApp group.

"Good morning, boys. Congratulations on last night. You all did an excellent job. The energy your friends put into appreciating this dirty slut was incredible."

I hit send, a wicked smile playing on my lips. A few moments later, I typed another message.

"I must say, I'm craving more. I want you to be ready in 10 minutes in your suite. I have some special instructions for you."

I set my phone down, my heart racing with anticipation. My husband, oblivious to my true intentions, continues to eat his breakfast, his eyes scanning the pages of his book. I make my excuses; my voice laced with a forced cheerfulness. "Darling, I think I'll just take a quick walk around the resort. I'll meet you back in our room later, alright?"

He looks up, his eyes filled with concern. "Are you sure you're alright, my love? You seem a bit... distracted."

I force a smile, my hands fidgeting with the hem of my blouse. "Yes, yes, I'm fine, the fresh air will do me good. I'll be back before you know it."

With that, I stand up, my body already tingling with anticipation. I make my way to the boys' suite, my heels clicking softly on the tile floor. As I approach the door, I take a deep breath, stealing myself for what's to come. I know that they will be ready, eager to please, to fulfill my every desire.

I knock on the door, my heart pounding with a mix of excitement and dominance. The door swings open, revealing a room filled with young men, their eyes wide with anticipation, their breaths coming in short gasps, the scent of their arousal thick in the air.

I purr, my voice a sultry invitation. "Looks like you boys are ready for me. I must say, I'm impressed with your eagerness. Now, who's first?"

The boys exchange glances, their confidence wavering, their bodies tense with a mix of fear and desire. I, my eyes gleaming with a mix of power and pleasure, begin to unbutton my blouse, revealing my white bra beneath. I tease them, my fingers tracing the swell of my cleavage, my movements slow and deliberate, a promise of what's to come.

"Come on, boys," I coo, my voice a mix of pleasure and command. "Show me what you've got. I want to taste every drop of that protein. My breakfast was disappointing, and I'm craving some real meat and cream. You know what I mean, don't you?"

I reach behind my back, unclasping my bra, letting it fall to the floor. My breasts spill out, my nipples hard and ready, begging for attention. I cup them, my fingers teasing my nipples, my body responding with a mix of pleasure and desire.

"Fuck my mouth, boys," I demand, my voice a sultry invitation. "And don't be gentle. Play with my titties, Pull my hair, force your cocks down my throat. Treat me like the dirty slut I am."

One by one, the boys present themselves to me, their cocks hard and ready, their pre-cum glistening at the tips. I take them into my mouth, my lips wrapping around their shafts, my tongue swirling, tasting, teasing. I talk dirty, my words a mix of pleasure and dominance, urging them on, begging for more.

"Harder, boys," I moan, my voice muffled by their cocks. "Fuck my face. Use me for your pleasure. I'm your dirty slut, remember? Treat me like one."

And they do, their cocks pulsing, their hot cum spilling into my mouth, a flood of pleasure and desire, of power and pleasure. I swallow, my throat working, my body responding, milking them, urging them on, squeezing their cocks for the remaining drop and one last long suck, begging for more.

As I continue my relentless pace, taking the boys one by one, my words and demands push them to their limits. Some of the boys, overwhelmed by the intensity and my explicit commands, can't hold back any longer. Their cocks pulse and throb, releasing their hot cum onto my face, a messy, sticky mess that coats my cheeks and chin.

"Mmm, look at that," I purr, my voice laced with satisfaction and a hint of mockery. "You came on my face, you little stud. Are you marking me with your seed?. Show me how much of a dirty slut I am for you and your friends."

I reach up, my fingers scooping up the cum from my face, bringing it to my mouth, and licking it off seductively. My eyes lock onto the boys', a promise of more to come. "Don't waste my protein dose, boys. Every last drop is counts. I want to taste it, feel it, swallow it all down."

Another boy, unable to resist my allure and the intensity of my attention, comes undone, his cock spurting hot cum onto my tits and thigh.

"Oh, you naughty boy," I coo, my voice a mix of pleasure and command. "You came on my tits and thigh. Look at me, all messy. I love being your dirty slut. Far from being disappointed, my fingers scooping up the cum, licks her finger clean again. Now, give me more. Fuck my mouth. Make me choke on your cum."

I take another boy into my mouth, my lips wrapping around his shaft, my tongue swirling, tasting, teasing. I talk dirty, my words a mix of pleasure and dominance, urging them on, begging for more.

"Remember, boys, how I was a dirty slut for your friends last night. I let them use me, abuse me, fill me up with their cum. Now, it's your turn. Give it to me. Give me everything you've got. And don’t waste anymore of my protein dose." I purr, my voice, a sultry invitation.

And they do, their hands exploring my body, their cocks filling my mouth, their pleasure my command, my desire, my everything.

I crawl over to a boy lying on the bed. "Now, play with my tits while I suck you off. I want to feel your hands on me, your cocks in my mouth."

As the last few boys line up, I become conscious of the time. I know my husband will be back in our room soon, and I need to wrap things up quickly. With a wicked smile, I take the last three boys, ordering them to wank in my mouth. "Come on, boys," I urge, my voice a mix of command and encouragement. "I want to taste every last drop. Give it to me. Fill my mouth with your cum. I want to swallow it all down, savor the taste of you."

The boys, their cocks hard and ready, stroke themselves, their pre-cum glistening at the tips. I opened my mouth wide, my tongue ready, my throat prepared to take them all in. One by one, they come, their hot cum spilling into my mouth as I one it in mouth until the last one is finished.

I take a massive gulp, savoring the taste, the feel, the essence of them. With a final lick of my lips, I stand up, my body still tingling with pleasure and satisfaction. I quickly dress, my movements efficient and purposeful. I reach out to each one to suck them dry and give the boys a final, seductive smile.

With that, I grab a towel from the bathroom and wipe my face and tits, put on my bra and blouse. I turn and leave, my heels clicking softly on the tile floor as I make my way back to my suite.


Chapter 4

I know the boys are afraid of me, their youthful exuberance tempered by a healthy dose of respect and a touch of fear. I crave something more, something rougher, something that will satisfy my deepest desires. My preference leans towards much rougher men, and I plan to attempt to get the boys to be more demanding and dominant with me. I sent a text to the group, instructing them to meet at 3 pm, and make an excuse to leave my husband on the beach, blissfully unaware of my true intentions.

As I approach the suite, my heart races with anticipation. I know what's coming, and I can't wait to take control, to mold these boys into the dominant, demanding lovers I crave.

I stand before the circle of eager boys, their eyes wide with anticipation and desire. I know I have their undivided attention. I begin to remove my clothes as a tease of what is to come.

First, I pull off my t-shirt, and remove my bikini top revealing my breasts, my nipples hard and ready, begging for attention. The boys' breaths catch, their eyes roaming over my body, their cocks already hardening in their pants. I continue my striptease, my hands moving to my skirt, unzipping it and letting it fall to the floor.

I step out of it, my body now clad only in my bikini bottom, a flimsy barrier between me and their hungry gazes. I hook my fingers into the waistband, peeling it off slowly, revealing my pussy inch by inch. The boys watch, their breaths coming in short gasps, their bodies tensing with desire.

I call one of the boys forward, my eyes locking onto his. "You, come here. You're going to be my demonstration stud."

The boy, his body trembling with a mix of fear and excitement, steps forward, his cock already hard and ready. I drop to my knees in front of him, my eyes locked onto him, a picture of submission and desire. "That's right, boy. Now, tell me to open my mouth and show you how much I want to suck your cock. Make me beg for it."

His voice, a mix of command and desire, fills the room. "Open your mouth. Show me how much you want my cock. Beg for it."

I part my lips, my tongue ready, and look up at him, my eyes pleading and desperate. "Please, sir. I want your cock so bad. I need to suck it, to taste it, to feel it filling my mouth. Please, may I suck it?"

He grabs my hair, pulling me onto his cock, forcing me to take it deep. I gag, my eyes watering, my throat relaxing as I take him in, inch by inch. "Good girl," he praises, his voice a mix of pleasure and command. "Show me you can take it all."

I do as he commands, my nose pressing against his pelvis, my throat constricting around his shaft. I moan, my body responding with a mix of pain and ecstasy.

He groans, his hips bucking, his cock pulsing. "Keep going. Make me come down your throat."

I redouble my efforts, my head bobbing, my hands gripping his ass, pulling him deeper, urging him on. I can feel his cock swelling, his balls tightening, a sign that he's close. I prepare myself, my throat relaxing, my body tensing, ready to take his load.

With a final, deep thrust, he comes, his hot cum spilling into my throat, a flood of pleasure and desire. I choke, my body convulsing, my throat working to swallow every last drop of a big load. I can feel it filling my throat.

I pull back, his cock slipping from my mouth, a string of cum connecting us. I lick my lips, savoring the taste, the feel, the essence of him. I look up at him, my eyes pleading and desperate. "Thank you, sir. Thank you for using me, for abusing me, for filling me up with your cum. I hope I'm your good little slut and you’ll give me another load soon."

I take his cock in my hand, my fingers wrapping around his shaft, my thumb swirling over the sensitive tip. I bring it to my mouth, my tongue licking, tasting, teasing, cleaning every last drop of his cum. I suck, my cheeks hollowing, ensuring that there's nothing left, knowing that I've pleased him well, that I've earned my place as his good little slut.

I pull back, his cock slipping from my mouth, a final kiss of appreciation on the tip of his cock. I look up at him, my eyes locked onto his. "You did well, boy. You followed my instructions perfectly. The rest of you, follow his lead. Show me how a real man treats a cock sucking whore like me."

And with that, I stand up, my body still tingling with pleasure and satisfaction, my power unquestioned, my control absolute. I know that I have given them a lesson they will never forget, a tutorial in dominance and desire. And as I move on to the next boy, my movements are efficient and purposeful.

The second boy steps forward, his cock already hard and ready. My eyes locked onto his, a picture of submission. "You, tell me to beg for your cock. Make me earn it."

His voice, a mix of command and desire, fills the room. "Beg for it, whore. Beg for my cock like the desperate slut you are."

I look up at him, my eyes pleading and desperate. "Yes, sir. I want your cock so bad. I need to suck it, to taste it, I need your cum filling my mouth. Please, give it to me. I'll do anything, be anything you want. Just please, give me your cock."

He grabs my hair, pulling me onto his cock, forcing me to take it deep. I take him in, inch by inch. He starts to fuck my face, his hips bucking, his cock pulsing.

He grips my head, and start fucking my face. "That's it, you cock sucking slut". His words send a thrill down my spine and makes my flutter with excitement.

I do as he commands, my hands holding his thighs to control my balance as he forces his cock down my throat. I can feel his cock swelling, I know he's close.

With a deep thrust, he cums down the back of my throat. I make sure I have sucked him dry before I thank him for is load like a good little slut.

And with that, I stand up, my body still tingling with pleasure and satisfaction, my power unquestioned, my control absolute.

I coax the third boy forward. I lie back on the bed, my legs spread wide, my pussy on full display. "Come here. It's time for you to learn how to FUCK a whore's pussy."

He steps forward, his cock already hard and ready. I look up at him, my eyes locked onto his, a picture of submission and desire. "Rub your cock against my pussy lips and tell me to beg if I want your cock inside me."

His voice, a mix of command and desire, fills the room. "Beg for it, whore. If you want me inside you"

I look up at him, my eyes pleading and desperate. "Please, sir. I want your cock so bad. I need you to feed my pussy, it needs your cock so bad. Please, give it to me. I'll do anything, be anything you want. Just please, fuck my pussy." as I reach down and position his cock at my entrance, his cock pressing against my wet, eager hole. I can feel the head of his cock, hot and hard. I look up at him, my eyes locked onto his. "Can you feel how wet I am for you? Fuck me, sir. Fuck my pussy like the dirty whore I am. Make me feel every inch of your cock."

And with that, he thrusts into me, his cock sliding in with ease, my walls stretching to accommodate him, my body responding with a mix of pleasure and pain, of ecstasy and agony. I moan, my back arching, my hips bucking, my body urging him on, begging for more.

His hips bucking, his cock pulsing. "Keep going, whore. Make me come in your pussy. Show me how much of a fuckslut you are."

I do as he commands, my hips bucking, my walls clenching his cock tight, milking him, urging him on. I can feel his cock swelling, his balls tightening, a sign that he's close. I prepare myself, my body tensing, ready to take his load. "Harder! fuck your little whores pussy harder." As he increases his thrusts and pounds my pussy harder just the way I like it. I feel my own organ building. "Please sir, give me your cum, I want it so bad". My words send him over the edge.

With a final, deep thrust, he comes, his hot cum spilling into my pussy, a flood of pleasure hits me. I can feel his cum coating my insides, the strong never ending spurts of cum filling me. I know it’s a big load and as he pulls out, I feel it leaking out of my pussy and running down into my asshole.

I look up at him, my eyes locked onto his "Thank you, sir, Thank you for filling me up with your cum. I'm your good little slut and I'm always ready for you dump your cum whenever you want."

As I lie back, my body still tingling with pleasure, I select my next boy, eager to feel him inside me. He fucks me with equal vigor, his hips bucking as he empties his load deep into my pussy. I moan, my walls clenching around his cock, savoring the sensation of being filled.

My focus shifts to my next desire, craving the intense pleasure of being fucked hard in the ass. With a mischievous glint in my eye, I use the cum from my pussy to lube my ass, spreading it around my tight hole. I suck my fingers clean, relishing the taste, and speak in a sultry voice, "A good whore never wastes cum, boys. We use it to make everything slick and ready."

I position myself on my knees, my ass in the air and my head pressed against the mattress. Looking back at the eager boy behind me, I command, "Tell me to beg for your cock. Make me earn it."

His voice, thick with desire, obeys. "Beg for it, whore. Beg for my cock like the desperate slut you are."

I comply, my voice a mix of pleading and desperation. "Please, sir. I want your cock so bad. I need you to fuck my ass, to fill it up with your big cock. Please, give it to me. I'll do anything, be anything you want. Just please, fuck my ass."

He grips my hips, his cock pressing against my lubed hole. I moan as he enters me, inch by inch, my body stretching to accommodate him. "That's it, boy. Fuck my ass deep and rough. Pull my hair and call me a filthy slut."

He does as commanded, his hips bucking, his cock pulsing as he fucks my ass with force and depth. He grabs my hair, pulling my head back, and spits out filthy names, each one sending a thrill down my spine. "You're a fucking slut, aren't you? A cock-loving, ass-fucking whore."

I moan, my body responding to the rough treatment, my ass clenching around his cock. "Yes, sir. I'm your filthy slut. Fuck my ass harder, deeper. Make me feel every inch of your cock."

He complies, his thrusts becoming more intense, his cock hitting my deepest spots. I can feel my own pleasure building, my body tensing as I near my climax. "Please, sir, give me your cum. Fill my ass with your hot load. I want it so bad."

With a final, deep thrust, he comes, his hot cum spilling into my ass, a flood of pleasure and satisfaction. I moan, my body convulsing, my ass milking his cock for every last drop. "Thank you, sir. Thank you for using my ass, for filling me up with your cum. I'm your good little slut."

Exhausted but far from done, I turn to the group, my eyes gleaming with a mix of satisfaction and hunger. "Now, boys, it's time to put everything you've learned to use. I want three of you to use all three of my holes, one after the other, until you can't get hard anymore. Show me how a real man treats a slut like me."

As I get on all fours, my body positioned perfectly for the trio of eager boys, I feel a rush of anticipation. The first boy, his cock already hard, positions himself beneath me, his hands gripping my hips as he thrusts into my pussy. I moan, my body responding to the intrusion, my walls clenching around his shaft.

Behind me, another boy takes his place, his cock pressing against my lubed ass. He enters me with a grunt, his hips bucking as he fills my tight hole. I gasp, my body stretching to accommodate both of them, my senses overwhelmed with pleasure.

The third boy stands in front of me, his cock at eye level. I look up at him, my eyes pleading and desperate. "Please, sir. Let me suck your cock. I want to taste you, to feel you filling my mouth."

He grabs my hair, pulling me onto his cock, forcing me to take it deep. I gag, my eyes watering, but I don't stop. I suck him eagerly, my head bobbing as I take him in, inch by inch.

The boys begin to move, their hips bucking in unison, their cocks pulsing as they fuck me with force and depth. The boy in my ass slaps my cheeks, his hand connecting with my flesh with a loud smack. "You like that, you little slut? You like being used like this?"

I moan, my body responding to the sting, my ass clenching around his cock. "Yes, sir. I'm your little slut. Use me, abuse me, I'm yours."

The boy in my pussy pulls my hair, forcing me to arch my back, giving him deeper access. "You're a fucking whore, aren't you? A cock-loving, pussy-whoring slut."

I agree, my voice a mix of pleasure and submission. "Yes, sir. I'm your fucking whore. Use my pussy, fill it with your cum."

The boy in my mouth grips my head, his hips bucking as he fucks my face. "You want my cum, you cocksucking slut? You want me to fill your mouth with my load?"

I nod, my eyes locked onto his, a picture of desperation and desire. "Yes, sir. Please, give it to me. I want to taste you, to swallow every last drop."

He groans, his cock swelling, his balls tightening as he nears his climax. With a final, deep thrust, he comes, his hot cum spilling into my mouth, a flood of pleasure and satisfaction. I swallow, my throat working to take it all, my body convulsing with ecstasy.

As he pulls out, another boy takes his place, his cock already hard and ready. He grabs my hair, pulling me onto his cock, forcing me to take it deep. "Suck it, whore. Suck it like the desperate slut you are."

I comply, my head bobbing as I take him in, my hands holding on to his thighs. Behind me, the boys continue to fuck my ass and pussy, their hips bucking, their cocks pulsing as they use my body for their pleasure.

They continue like this, each boy taking his turn, using my holes until they are spent. They call me filthy names, each one sending a thrill down my spine, each one making my body respond with more pleasure.

Finally, as the last boy pulls out, his hot cum spilling into my ass, I collapse onto the bed, my body glistening with sweat and cum, my senses overwhelmed with pleasure and satisfaction. I lie there, my body still tingling, my mind lost in a haze of lust and ecstasy, knowing that I have given them a lesson they will never forget.

I walk to the shower, turning on the water and stepping in, letting it wash over me. As I reach for a towel to dry myself, I walk into the suite, in front of the boys. I run the towel over my curves, lingering on my breasts, my ass, my pussy, teasing them, teasing myself. I look at them, a mischievous smile playing on my lips. "You boys had quite the workout, didn't you? Fucking me like the dirty little slut I am. You used me good, didn't you?"

The boys nod, their eyes locked onto me.

I continue, my voice a sultry purr. "You me beg for more, didn't you? I begged for your cocks, for your cum, for everything you had to give."

I drop the towel, my body now fully on display, and begin to dress, my movements deliberate and teasing. I slip into my bikini bottoms, my fingers tracing the wet fabric. I put on my bikini top, my breasts spilling over the cups, my nipples still hard and ready. I slide into my skirt, my hands smoothing over my hips, my ass, a final tease for the boys.

As I put on my T-shirt, I look at them, my eyes filled with lust and satisfaction. "You've been good students, boys. You've learned how to use a slut like me. Remember this lesson, remember how to fuck me properly, how to make a whore like me beg for more."

With a final wink, I turn and leave, my hips swaying, my body still tingling with pleasure and satisfaction. I know I have left them wanting more, as I head back to my husband, my mind filled today’s lesson and of being used, abused, and completely satisfied.


Chapter 5

The next day, I found myself standing outside the suite where the boys were waiting, feeling a familiar thrill. I had spent the previous afternoon with my husband, enjoying a relaxing spa with oils and massages that gave all sorts of naughty thoughts. As I entered the suite, I carried a large towel, which I spread out on the bed with a mischievous glint in my eye.

Without a word, I began to strip, my movements slow and deliberate, teasing the eager boys. My beachwear fell to the floor, revealing my naked body, tan and toned from the sun. I sat back on the bed, leaning on one elbow, my legs spread wide, inviting their gaze. As I looked down at my pussy as though I was alone, I slowly began to masturbate, my fingers exploring my wet folds, teasing myself and my audience.

"Today, boys," I purred, my voice sultry and commanding, "you can look, but you can't touch. My pussy is off-limits. I want to see you watch me and then deny you the pleasure of fucking me." As I slipped a finger inside my pussy from behind, a finger from my other hand ran circles around my clit.

My fingers moved faster, my breaths coming in short gasps as I neared my climax. "Let's see those hard cocks," I smirked as I was about to peak, and I pulled my hand away, leaving them all wanting. With a smirk, I reached into my handbag for a hairbrush, its handle long and thick, and began to fuck myself with it, the sound of my wetness filling the room.

"I want to feel your hot cum all over me, covering every inch of my body" I demanded, my voice breathless with desire.

The boys, their cocks already hard and ready, began to stroke themselves, their hands moving as they watched me pleasure myself. I lay back, my body arched, my breasts heaving as I brought myself closer to the edge.

Cum flew through the air, landing on my face, my neck, my breasts, my stomach, my legs, and my feet. It splattered across my body, a white, sticky mess that coated me from head to toe. I moaned, my body convulsing as I reached my climax, the sensation of watching their cum splatter on my skin sending me over the edge.

As I lay there, my body glistening with their youthful cum, I began to massage it into my skin, my hands moving in slow, sensual circles. "Mmm, boys, you’re cum is so good for the skin," I purred, my voice laced with satisfaction. "It's so warm, so sticky, so... fulfilling."

I lay there for a while, basking in the afterglow, my body still tingling with pleasure. But as I watched the boys, their cocks already hardening again at the sight of my cum-glistening body, I looked up at them. "You know what, boys? I think I can make an exception. But you still can't cum in my pussy."

The boys, eager to please, lined up in front of me, their cocks hard and ready. I, with a mischievous smile, took each of them in my mouth, my head bobbing as I sucked them eagerly. I could feel their cocks swelling, their bodies tensing as they neared their climax. Just as they were about to cum, I pulled back, my lips glistening with their pre-cum. "Not yet, boys," I teased, my voice breathless with desire. "You can come, but only in my asshole."

One by one, I brought each of them close to a climax, and they took their place at my ass. Within a couple of strokes, they unloaded their cream deep inside me. My ass, so tight and constricting, held in their loads, the sensation of my bowels being filled and stretched sending waves of pleasure through my body as I took another cock in my mouth.

Finally, as the last boy pulled out, his hot cum spilling into my ass, I stood up, my body still tingling with pleasure and satisfaction. I began to dress, my movements deliberate and teasing, slipping into my bikini and skirt, my body still filled with their cum.

"Thank you, boys," I purred, my voice laced with satisfaction.

As I left them and walked to my own room, feeling a little of the cum leaking out of my ass and soaking my bikini bottoms, my body still filled with most of their cum. As got back to my room, I stripped and stepped into the shower, the warm water cascading over my body as I washed the dried cum off me, I relaxed and felt their second loads begin to pour out of my ass, a steady stream that coated my thighs and the shower floor. I moaned, my body convulsing as the last of their loads left me, the sensation of release sending me over the edge once more.

As I stepped out of the shower, my body clean and refreshed, my mind filled with the memories of the boys' cocks, their cum, and the sheer ecstasy of using them for my satisfaction as toweled myself dry. I walked into the hotel room, and there was my husband. He looked at me with a curious expression, his eyebrows furrowed as he wondered where I had been. "Emma, where have you been?" he asked, his voice tinged with concern and a hint of suspicion. "I came back, and you weren't here."

I smiled, knowing exactly how to distract him and turn his attention away from my whereabouts. I approached him with a confident stride, my hips swaying seductively as I dropped my towel. As I reached him, I slowly lowered myself to my knees, my eyes locked on his. I could see the desire flicker in his gaze as he realized my intentions. I unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock and balls.

I started by cupping his balls gently, rolling them in my palm as I looked up at him with a sultry smile. I leaned in closer, my tongue darting out to lick his balls, tasting the salty sweetness of his skin. I took my time, lavishing attention on them, sucking them gently into my mouth, one at a time. He moaned, his head falling back as he surrendered to the pleasure.

I ran my tongue up the length of his shaft, feeling it harden under my touch. I took my time, exploring every inch of him, my tongue swirling around the sensitive head. I looked up at him, my eyes meeting his as I slowly took him into my mouth, inch by inch, until his was fully in my mouth. I could feel it grow inside until the head hit the back of my throat. I held him there for a moment, savoring the feeling of him filling me, before pulling back, his cock glistening with my saliva.

I repeated the motion, taking him deep, my head bobbing as I sucked him eagerly. I could feel his cock swelling, his body tensing as he neared his climax. I increased my pace, my hands resting on his thighs as I let my mouth do all the work. I could feel his balls tightening, his body ready to release.

With a final, deep thrust, he came, his hot cum spilling into my mouth. I swallowed every drop, feeling it slide down my throat, savoring the taste of him. I looked up at him with a satisfied smile, my lips still wrapped around him as I gently sucked him dry. He moaned, his body shuddering with the intensity of his release, his hands tangled in my hair, holding me close.

I pulled back slowly, my hand giving him one last squeeze of his cock as my tongue licked the last bead of cum from his tip as I stood up, my body still tingling with the afterglow of our encounter. I knew that I had him right where I wanted him, his mind completely focused on the pleasure I had just given him, forgetting all about where I had been. I smiled, knowing that the memory of his cock in my mouth would keep him satisfied for a while.


Chapter 6

It's the last day of our holiday. I know this is my final chance to go wild before I must go back to my boring, everyday life. I quickly typed out a message to the boys in our WhatsApp group, my fingers flying across the screen.

"Boys, today is our last day. I have a couple of hours to fuck and suck as many of you as I can. Invite your mates back, maybe tell them the stripper had a great time before she wanted to make up for being late the last time? x"

I need to get out of the day with my husband, so I tell him I'm not feeling well. "Darling, I feel tired, I didn't sleep well. I think I'll stay in bed and rest a bit longer. Can we catch up later?" He's so sweet, he agrees without a second thought, leaving me to my own devices.

I wait until 11 am, the time to expect me, before heading to the boys' suite. I'm wearing a light summer dress that. Underneath, I'm completely naked, ready for quick access.

As I approach the door, I take a deep breath, steeling myself for the day ahead. I know this will be my ultimate indulgence.

The door swings open, and there they are, a room full of young, eager men. Their eyes are wide with anticipation, and their breaths are coming in short gasps. I purr, my voice, a sultry invitation. "Looks like you boys are ready for me".

I quickly take off my dress, letting it fall to the floor, fully exposing my body to their hungry gazes.

I start with blowjobs, my lips wrapping around their shafts, my tongue swirling, tasting, teasing. I take each one several strokes, my hands working in sync, my body responding with a mix of pleasure and desire.

Some of the boys can't hold back any longer. Their cocks pulse and throb, releasing their hot cum onto my face and tits, as I try to quickly direct them into my mouth. Others cum in my mouth, their hot cum spilling down my throat, a flood of pleasure and desire. I swallow, my body responding, milking them, urging them on, squeezing their cocks for the remaining drop and one last long suck, begging for more.

I know that sticking my ass out when on my knees encourages someone to take me from behind in my pussy. Soon, my pussy is filling with the early comers as I tightly grip their cocks and milk them dry, just as my mouth is. I know that when my pussy becomes sloppy with their cum, they will start to explore my ass.

I climb on the bed and lie on my side, my legs spread wide, inviting the boys to take my ass and pussy simultaneously. My body writhes with pleasure as they comply, their movements syncing, their cocks penetrating me deep, sending waves of ecstasy crashing through me.

My moans fill the room, a symphony of pleasure and desire. I reach out, my hands wrapping around the cocks presented to me, my fingers stroking and teasing as I take one of them into my mouth. The boys in front of me, their bodies tense with anticipation, move in rhythm, their pleasure building with each thrust.

I push one of the boys off me, my body glistening with sweat and desire. I straddle another boy, mounting him cowgirl style, my back arching, my body on full display. I begin to ride him, my hips moving in a seductive rhythm, my pussy clenching around his cock, milking him for all he's worth.

While I ride one, two more boys position themselves at my mouth and ass, their cocks hard and ready. I take them in, my mouth, pussy, and ass occupied. I moan, my voice muffled by the cock in my mouth, my body writhing, my holes clenching, milking them, urging them on, begging for more.

The room is filled with the sounds of our pleasure, the wet, sucking noises of my mouth and my holes. I am a mess of ecstasy, my body convulsing with orgasms, my holes clenching, milking them, urging them on, begging for more. And they oblige, their movements syncing, sending waves of pleasure crashing through my body.

As the boys cum, they are quickly replaced. The boys were relentless, coming back for more, knowing they will never get such a cock-hungry slut like me again. Most of them don't even know this is someone's good little prim and proper wife.

With a final lick of my lips, I reach out to each one to suck them dry like a good little slut, making sure I have emptied their balls. I give the boys a final, seductive smile. I stand up, my body still tingling with pleasure and satisfaction. I towel dry myself and quickly dress, my movements efficient and purposeful.  With that, I turn and leave, deleting and blocking the WhatsApp Group to spend the rest of my day with my loving husband.
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