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Chapter One




My husband, James, lay in bed, scrolling through his phone, barely looking up as I slipped off my robe and let it pool at my feet. I stood there in nothing but transparent lace lingerie, a set I’d bought weeks ago, waiting for the right moment to surprise him. My nipples, visible through the lace, were hard from where I’d tweaked them in the bathroom.

I cleared my throat. “Hey, stranger.” I push my long, dark hair back over one shoulder in what I hoped was a sexy way.

He glanced up briefly, his expression neutral. “Hey.” His eyes flicked back to his screen, thumb still scrolling. Annoyance pricked at me, but I pushed past it. I climbed onto the bed, straddling his thighs, letting my hands rest on his chest. My trimmed, dark bush was visible through the sheer material of my panties, and I rocked my hips back and forth, rubbing myself against the bulge in his pajamas.

I leaned down, pressing a slow, teasing kiss to his neck, my lips trailing up to his ear to give it a little flick with my tongue. “I thought maybe we could have a little fun tonight…”

He sighed, leaning around me to keep looking at his phone. “Lauren, not tonight. I’m exhausted.”

Frustration curled in my stomach, but I forced a smile. “Come on, babe… I can make it easy for you.” I rocked my hips against him. “You just lie there and enjoy it.”

Nothing.

James lifted his phone higher as if that would block me out. “I’ve got an early start tomorrow.”

I sat back on my heels, swallowing the familiar knot of rejection that was growing inside me.

“Right,” I said quietly. “Of course.”

Sliding off him, I pulled the covers up over my body, turning onto my side, tears stinging at my eyes. That was it. I was wearing this lingerie to work tomorrow, and I was damn well going to find someone to appreciate it.

I arrived at the city library still simmering with frustration over last night. James hadn’t so much as glanced at me after turning me down, rolling over like I was just another piece of furniture in the room. I hadn’t slept much, lying there, staring at the ceiling, wondering when exactly my husband had stopped wanting me.

Pushing the thought away, I grabbed my bag from the passenger seat and stepped out of the car, only to stop short at the sight of a bright red fire truck parked at the edge of the lot. Its polished surface gleamed under the morning sun, the gold lettering bold against the paintwork.

Inside the library, Rebecca was already at the front desk, one leg propped up on the chair beside her, flipping through a magazine. She sipped her coffee lazily, glancing up as I walked in.

“Morning, babe,” she greeted me with a smile.

I dropped my bag onto the desk and adjusted my glasses. “Morning. What’s with the fire truck outside?”

“Oh, that.” She leaned forward, setting her coffee down. “Apparently, the fire service is doing some community thing today, trying to recruit people or something. They're setting up a stall out front.”

I raised an eyebrow. “At the library? Who’s coming in here looking to be a firefighter? Our regulars are mostly seniors and exhausted moms trying to keep their toddlers from climbing the bookshelves.”

Rebecca smirked. “Who cares? I saw a couple of them earlier. Big, strong, covered in soot… well, not really, but in my mind, they were.” She fanned herself dramatically. “I swear, if I don’t pull one by the end of the day, I’ll be devastated.”

I laughed, but my pulse quickened. Rebecca had a point; firefighters were hot, and I was wearing my new lingerie under my sensible blouse and skirt. I tucked a loose strand of hair back into my ponytail, smoothing down the front of my blouse.

“Might have to give you some competition, then.” I leaned against the desk, grinning.

Rebecca let out a filthy laugh. “I knew you’d be all over them, you slut.”

I shrugged. “Why not? My husband isn’t interested, and it’s been weeks since I found a new affair partner.”

Rebecca gave me a filthy look. “Seriously, let’s see who can fuck one first.”

“One?” I laughed. But it wasn’t a joke; I was already planning to fuck more than one.


Chapter Two




Iwas still laughing with Rebecca when the library doors swung open, and in walked one of the firefighters. He was black and huge, easily over six feet, broad-shouldered, thick with muscle in a way that made my mouth go dry. His dark skin gleamed under the fluorescent lights, and his fire department T-shirt stretched tight over his chest.

I heard Rebecca exhale beside me. “Holy fuck,” she muttered under her breath.

The firefighter stopped at the desk, flashing us both a polite smile. “Hey,” he said. His voice was deep and smooth. “Any chance I could get some hot water? We’re set up outside, and I was gonna make some tea.”

I moved before Rebecca could even open her mouth. “Of course,” I said quickly, stepping forward with a sweet smile. “I can show you to the staff kitchen.”

Rebecca shot me a playful you bitch look, but I ignored her, already stepping out from behind the desk.

“Thanks,” the firefighter said, his eyes flicking to my chest with obvious interest. “I’m Saul, by the way.”

“Lauren.” I turned, leading him through the quiet aisles, making sure to sway my hips just a little more than usual and popping open the top button on my blouse when he wasn’t looking.

The staff kitchen was a small, functional space with a sink, a kettle, and a cluttered counter. I stepped inside, grabbed the kettle, and turned to him with an innocent smile. “So, Saul… do firefighters drink a lot of tea?”

He leaned casually against the counter, arms folding across his massive chest. “We drink a lot of things. But I like tea. Strong. No sugar.”

I bit my lip. “I like strong things.” Eugh, I made myself cringe sometimes.

But his eyes flickered with amusement. “Do you, now?”

I filled the kettle, setting it to boil, acutely aware of how close he was. My skin tingled just being near him.

“Have you been a firefighter long?” I asked, leaning back against the counter, pushing my chest forward, and hoping he would notice.

His eyes dipped, lingering on my ample cleavage.

“Yeah,” he said. “Been on the job ten years. Love it.”

I smiled, letting my tongue peek out to wet my lips. “I bet you get all the women throwing themselves at you,” I said. I was breathing quite heavily now. Fuck, my pussy was aching.

“It does happen,” he replied with a smirk.

It was pretty obvious it was happening now, so I decided to just go for it. I reached up and slowly unhooked another button on my blouse. Then another, and another, until it slipped off my shoulders.

He looked down at my hard, dark nipples showing clearly through the sheer fabric of my bra. “Do librarians always wear such sexy underwear?” he asked.

I didn’t answer. Instead, I stepped forward and kissed him, my lips touching his before my tongue forced its way into his mouth. He pressed his body against me, his hand slipping inside the cup of my bra, and his strong fingers roughly rubbing my nipple. I could feel his cock start to stiffen against my leg.

Then his hand was between my thighs, sliding up under my skirt. I gasped, the thrill of being touched racing through my whole body. His fingers brushed over my clit through the thin fabric of my panties, sending waves of pleasure through me and making me weak at the knees.

Saul’s touch became firmer, circling my clit, pressing against me, and making me moan into his mouth. He was so strong, so sexy, that I felt right on the edge already, my arousal already making me soaking wet. He knew exactly what he was doing, working me steadily, building the momentum until I was moaning so much I could no longer kiss him. My hand clenched around the bulge in his pants. His cock was huge, and I squeezed and rubbed it, the sensations in my fingers adding to the waves of pleasure that were washing over me.

He pulled my panties aside and thrust two thick fingers up inside me, his palm still working my clit as he fingered me. Suddenly, I was coming hard. My legs would have given out if he hadn’t had me pinned to the counter as wave after wave of pleasure flooded my brain.

“Fuuuck,” I moaned, as he guided me through the climax, my cunt clenching tight around his fingers and my release running down his fingers.

Finally, I was through it, panting and gasping for breath. Eager to return the favor, I slipped down to my knees and unbuckled his belt, then the buttons on his pants. They dropped away, leaving him standing in his tight gray briefs. The bulge of his cock was huge, arcing down one side. I traced it with my fingers, feeling how hard it was through the fabric.

Hooking my fingers into the waistband, I pulled his underwear down. His cock sprang free. Fuck, it was big; long, thick, and dark. I ran my tongue all the way up it from the balls to the tip, feeling the heat and weight of it. I took it in my mouth, having to open my mouth wide just to get it in.

“Mmm, you’re a good little slut librarian,” Saul murmured in a low voice.

He let out a low groan of pleasure, and I felt his hand on my ponytail, gripping me and guiding me back and forth. I tried to take him in my throat, but he was too thick and I gagged, saliva dripping down my chin. I wrapped one hand around his shaft and massaged his balls with the other. He groaned again, starting to actively fuck my mouth as he held me in place by my hair.

“Yeah, baby, suck that cock,” he growled, thrusting harder.

I could tell he wasn’t going to last long; his cock was throbbing and rock hard. He started to buck his hips, desperate to get his dick further down my throat. I relaxed as much as I could, taking him more than I thought possible, his hand still holding my ponytail and pushing me deeper. It was rough and dirty, and it was turning me on so much.

“Fuck,” he grunted, and I felt his cock twitch in my mouth. The first load of thick, warm cum filled my mouth. I tried to swallow, but the next load was already flooding out, and it ran down my chin, dripping and pooling in my cleavage. He unloaded more and more cum into my mouth, holding himself in me until he was finally done.

I pulled back, gasping for breath and covered in cum.

“What do you say, little slut?” he asked with a smirk.

“Thank you, sir,” I panted, still out of breath.

He pulled me to my feet, scooping up some of the cum from my cleavage and making me suck it off his fingers. “Come and see me in the parking lot at lunchtime. I’ll show you the fire truck.”

“Yes, please,” I breathed. I knew it wasn’t the fire truck he wanted to show me.


Chapter Three




Ispent the rest of the morning in a daze, barely able to concentrate, my mind constantly drifting back to Saul. The heat of his body, the weight of him in my mouth, the way his deep voice had made my thighs clench. Every time I shifted in my chair, I felt the ache between my legs, a constant reminder of how badly I wanted more.

By the time late morning rolled around, I was already counting down to lunch, hoping for another encounter. That was when the front doors swished open again.

I looked up, expecting to see Saul, but instead, another firefighter walked in, carrying the empty flask for hot water. This one was younger, lanky, fresh-faced, with floppy brown hair that made him look more like a nervous college student than a firefighter. His uniform was slightly loose, hanging off his frame like he hadn’t quite grown into it yet.

He hesitated before the desk, eyes darting around like he wasn’t sure he was supposed to be here. “Hi, I’m Jake,” he mumbled, looking at the floor. “My boss… told me to get… that is… please could we have some… hot water.” He stumbled to a stop.

Rebecca stood up, smoothing down her skirt. “I think I’ll handle this one,” she said, casting me a filthy grin. “Follow me,” she told him.

Five minutes passed. Then ten.

Leaving the desk unattended, I slipped through the back of the library and into the staff corridor. As I crept closer, I saw that the kitchen door was slightly ajar, light spilling into the dim hallway. Then I heard it, the unmistakable sound of moaning.

I edged forward, heart pounding, and finally peeked inside.

Rebecca was standing at the counter, hands braced on the surface, her skirt hiked up around her waist. Her panties were stretched between her thighs, and behind her, Jake had his trousers and underwear shoved down to his knees. His pale, skinny ass pumped back and forth at a frantic pace as he drove into her, gripping her hips like his life depended on it.

Rebecca’s tits were also out, sagging down low. With every firm thrust, they bounced and jiggled, and she let out a loud moan of pleasure, her face twisted in pleasure. They both glanced at me standing in the doorway, but ignored me. Fuck, the filthy display of raw fucking sent a bolt of lightning between my legs. It wasn’t the first time I’d seen Rebecca getting fucked, and it was a sight that always made me gush with arousal.

I leaned on the door frame and slipped my fingers into my panties, feeling the slickness between my folds and rubbing it over my clit.

“Oh god, fuck me harder,” moaned Rebecca.

I didn’t think he’d be able to go any harder, but he did. Rebecca clawed at the worktop, her whole body shaking as she tensed. “Oh, fuck…”

She let out a long, shameless moan as her orgasm ripped through her, her back arching as she ground against him. Jake’s thrusts became erratic, and finally he slammed into her, unloading his cum deep in her pussy. Already on the edge, I upped my own pace with my fingers and felt the waves of pleasure wash over me as I slumped against the door frame, panting heavily.

When I had recovered enough to walk, I left the other two cleaning themselves up and made my way back to the front desk, just in time to deal with an impatient old woman who wanted to check out a stack of smutty romance novels.


Chapter Four




Finally, lunchtime arrived. I touched up my makeup in the bathroom, straightened my glasses, and pumped up my cleavage. Then I headed to the parking lot. The firefighters were all standing around, a few of them chatting to members of the public. Saul saw me right away and gestured for me to follow him to the truck.

He opened the door and helped me up into the cab with ease, his big hands gripping my waist. I shivered at the strength in his touch, already imagining what those hands were going to do to me.

"Go on," he said, nodding to the controls. "Flip that switch."

I reached out and flicked it, and instantly the blue lights above us flashed to life, casting the parking lot in a pulsing blue glow. A thrill ran through me.

Saul leaned in slightly, his deep brown eyes locked on mine. “Was there anything else you wanted to see?” he asked.

The air between us thickened, charged with electricity. I swallowed, feeling the heat pooling between my legs. "Bet you get a lot of girls wanting a ride," I purred.

He smiled. "I do, but not like you."

That was all I needed to hear. I reached for him, my hands running over his broad chest, feeling the solid muscle beneath his uniform. He pulled me closer, his grip firm as he lifted me onto his lap, my skirt riding up as I straddled him.

The steering wheel pressed against my back, but I barely noticed. My whole body was buzzing as Saul’s hands moved down, gripping my hips as I rocked them back and forth. I could feel him, thick and hard beneath me, and it sent a jolt of arousal straight through me.

"Fuck," I whispered, grinding against him.

Saul’s big hands slid up my thighs, pushing my skirt higher until it was bunched around my waist. His fingers pressed into my flesh, rough and possessive.

“You've been thinking about this all morning, huh?” he murmured.

I bit my lip, still grinding myself on him, feeling just how big and hard he was beneath me. I was practically coming just from the friction through our clothes. “You have no idea,” I breathed.

He let out a low laugh, gripping my ass and pulling me tighter against him. He leaned in, his breath hot against my neck as he kissed just below my ear, making me squirm. I reached between us, my fingers brushing against the bulge in his uniform trousers. He was thick, solid, and I wanted him inside me so badly I could barely think straight.

“Fuck me,” I whispered, reaching for his belt.

He shifted me up so he could undo his pants. My heart pounded as I felt him free his huge length, hot and heavy against my thigh. With one hand, he guided me down, his cock pressing between my folds. As I sank onto him, a moan escaped my lips. He stretched me perfectly, filling me inch by inch, and I gripped his shoulders, my nails digging into his t-shirt as pleasure rippled through me.

“Fuck, you feel good,” Saul groaned, his hands tightening on my ass, spreading me open as he penetrated me deeper and deeper.

I was too lost in the sensation to respond, the slow, torturous way he made me take every inch. My glasses had slipped down my nose, and my ponytail was coming loose, but I didn’t care. All that mattered was the way he was filling me so completely.

I started to move, rocking my hips, grinding down onto his thick cock until it was fully inside me, my clit rubbing against his body. The thrill of riding him right here, in the fire truck, where anyone could walk past, sent an extra rush of arousal through me. I picked up the pace, bouncing on his cock, my skirt still bunched around my waist, my breasts straining against my blouse.

Saul tugged at the buttons, popping a couple open before shoving my bra down and taking one of my nipples into his mouth. The heat of it made me cry out, my fingers twisting into his short hair as his tongue flicked over the sensitive peak.

“God, Saul…” I gasped, grinding harder, desperate for more.

He groaned against my skin, thrusting up into me, stretching me, filling me so perfectly that I could barely hold back. My moans turned into desperate little whimpers as the pressure coiled tighter in my core. I felt his fingers straying closer to my rear entrance.

He pushed one of his thick fingers in my ass. “Come for me,” he commanded, slamming into me harder.

That was all it took. My orgasm ripped through me, my walls clenching around him as waves of pleasure crashed over me. I buried my face against his neck, my whole body shuddering as I came hard, my nails digging into his skin. I closed my eyes as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me, my cunt gripping his cock tightly.

My body was still trembling from the orgasm, but Saul wasn’t finished with me. With a deep growl, he wrapped his arms around me and shifted, flipping me onto my back across the wide seat. I barely had time to gasp before he spread my thighs and lined himself up again. His thick cock, still slick from my climax, pushed deep into me with one hard stroke.

“Fuck,” I cried out, my back arching as he filled me all over again.

Saul didn’t hold back. He gripped my wrists, pinning me in place as he drove into me, each thrust deep and powerful. The weight of his body over mine, the sheer strength of him, made me dizzy with pleasure. His muscles flexed as he fucked me, his dark skin glistening with sweat, his jaw clenched in concentration.

“Look at you,” he groaned, his eyes locked on my face. “All spread out for me like a good little slut.”

I moaned in response, squirming as he pinned me down, feeling my body surrender to the intensity of it. His thick cock stretched me just right, hitting that perfect spot over and over. Every deep thrust sent another wave of pleasure rolling through me, winding me up all over again.

Saul leaned down, capturing my lips in a rough kiss. His tongue pushed into my mouth, just as his cock was inside me, making me whimper against him. One of his hands dropped to my breast, groping it roughly, his thumb rubbing firmly over my sensitive nipple.

He could feel I was on the edge. He knew. His thrusts became even harder, his grip tighter. “That’s it, baby,” he growled against my lips. “Come for me again.”

I couldn’t hold back. My body tensed, my legs wrapping around his waist as the pleasure tore through me like wildfire. I cried out as my pussy clenched around him, milking his cock with every pulse of my release as I practically passed out from pleasure.

Saul let out a deep, guttural groan, his pace faltering for just a second before he slammed into me one last time, burying himself deep. His cock pulsed inside me, hot and thick, and I felt every spurt of his release as he emptied himself completely.

For a moment, we just lay there, tangled together in the front seat of the fire truck, our heavy breathing echoing around the cab. When he pulled out, leaving me gaping, cum poured out of me onto the leather seat.

I staggered back into the library, my hair messy, my make-up smudged, and a bead of cum running down my inner thigh.

“Jesus, Lauren. What the fuck happened to you?” smirked Rebecca.

“Saul gave me a tour of the fire truck,” I said faintly, collapsing into one of the chairs.

“I bet he did, you slut,” she laughed. “Hey, I’m going for a drink with Jake after work. Do you want to ask Saul? Make it a double date.”


Chapter Five




After work, Rebecca and I headed to a low-lit bar a few blocks down from the library. It was the kind of place with sticky floors, cheap drinks, and just the right level of privacy. Saul and Jake were already there, lounging in a booth near the back, drinks in hand.

Saul caught my eye immediately, his grin lazy and confident, like a man who knew exactly what he’d done to me earlier. A shiver ran through me at the memory, the dull ache between my legs making itself known as I slid into the booth beside him. Rebecca, never one for subtlety, practically threw herself onto Jake’s lap, making no secret of her intentions as she pressed her lips to his. He went bright red but didn’t hesitate to kiss her back, his hands sliding up her sides to touch the edge of her breasts.

“Lauren looked exhausted after your ‘tour’ earlier,” she teased Saul, as I tried to get the attention of a waitress to order drinks.

Saul smirked. “Did she? Must have been the excitement of turning on the blue lights.” His hand brushed against my thigh under the table, sliding up my skirt and making me ache even more.

A few drinks in, the teasing got filthier, the flirting bolder. Rebecca and I were flirting heavily with each other, knowing that we were turning the guys on.

“Have you two ever kissed each other before?” Saul asked.

Rebecca and I exchanged glances. We had. In fact, we’d had a threesome with our boss before. Rebecca smirked. “What do you say, babe? Should we give them a show?”

I grinned. “Why not?”

Rebecca came and sat on my lap. The second our lips met, I felt a rush of blood between my legs. Her tongue flicking against mine in a slow, dirty kiss that had both guys groaning. I melted into it, gripping her waist, pressing our bodies together. Her hands tangled in my hair, pulling me closer as she deepened the kiss.

“Fuck,” Saul muttered, shifting beside me.

Rebecca finally pulled away, licking her lips as she glanced at the guys. “You know… we could take this party somewhere more private.”

“My place isn’t far,” Saul said, his fingers trailing lazily up my inner thigh.

I didn’t even have to think about it. “Let’s go.”

On the way, I called my husband. “I’m sorry, Rebecca’s having man trouble. I’m going to have to stay with her tonight,” I told James. He didn’t seem very interested.

Saul’s apartment was small but tidy. We knew why we were there, so the moment the door shut behind us, Saul led us all to the bedroom, and things escalated fast.

“Is there another bedroom?” asked Jake, looking around nervously.

“Babe, it’s more cozy if we’re all together,” purred Rebecca, dragging him down onto the bed and kissing him.

Saul led me to the bed too, and soon we were all squashed up on it, making out. He didn’t waste any time taking off my top and then my bra. His mouth found my nipple, sucking hard on it and making me gasp. When that one was hard and erect, he moved to the other, licking and sucking it until they were both puckered and pointy.

I glanced over at Rebecca and Jake. She was already down to her panties, kissing Jake with her hand in his pants.

Saul laid a trail of kisses down my stomach until he reached the waistband of my skirt, then he tugged it down with my panties and threw them on the floor. He continued down my naked body, kissing my mound and then opening my legs. He buried his face between my thighs, his rough tongue lapping and licking at me, making me arch my back and moan loudly.

Next to me, Rebecca was removing Jake’s clothes too. Soon, he was naked, his cock hard and erect. It was an impressive size, hardly any smaller than Saul’s. Rebecca wrapped her hand around it and lavished it with attention, licking up and down it and taking it into her mouth. Jake was squirming like crazy next to me, groaning with pleasure like he’d never had a blowjob before.

I leaned over to him, pulling his face towards me and putting my tongue in his mouth as we both moaned with pleasure at the oral delights we were experiencing. He kissed me back, surprisingly forcefully, grabbing the back of my head and pulling me towards him. The sensation of one tongue in my mouth and another in my pussy sent me over the edge, and I screamed with pleasure as an intense orgasm washed over me.

When I was done, Saul sat up, his face soaked with my release. “Why don’t you ride him?” he told me, more as an order than a question.

Jake’s eyes went wide, but he seemed happy enough as I swung my leg over him and rubbed my clit up and down his long shaft. Rebecca reached between my legs, holding his cock and guiding it between my wet folds. I sank down onto him, feeling the delicious stretch as his thick cock opened me up and filled me.

I started to fuck him, slowly and carefully at first, but gradually getting him deeper and moving faster. Soon, I was riding him so hard my tits were bouncing everywhere. Saul grabbed one, sucking hard on the nipple as Rebecca did the same on the other.

She looked up at me, a filthy glint in her eyes. “You could take them both at once,” she said.

“No way,” I said instinctively, “Saul’s too big to fuck my ass.”

I reached out, stroking his long cock as I rode Jake. I was already changing my mind.

“Do you have any lube?” I asked him.

He nodded, going to fetch some from a drawer.

“I knew you’d do it, you slut,” giggled Rebecca.

“You’re going next,” I told her, wiping the smirk off her face.

Saul returned, climbing on the bed behind me as he smothered his dick in the lube. I slowed, leaning forward so my tits were pressed against Jake’s chest. “Take it slowly,” I begged.

I felt the fat head of his cock against my spread rear entrance. I tried to relax, taking deep breaths as he pressed gently against me. I could feel myself opening up, but he was so thick. More and more he stretched me, and then… suddenly he was inside me. The initial burn turned to pleasure as he pressed deeper inside. I let out a long, low moan.

Saul was big anyway, but he felt even bigger with Jake’s cock filling my cunt. The two men stretched me like I’d never been stretched before, gradually thrusting into me. They were slightly out of sync, their cocks rubbing against each other through my walls. It was driving me crazy. Unable to speak, all I could do was moan with pleasure.

I came… and hard. My fingers clawed at Jake’s chest as my vision went black and waves of pleasure flooded my body. I could feel my cunt and ass contracting on their cocks, milking them as they continued to fuck me through it. I pushed them away, collapsing on the bed, my body shaking, my legs vibrating, and my thighs clenching. My pussy was so sensitive and swollen that I couldn’t even touch it.

“Your turn,” I managed to pant at Rebecca.

She climbed eagerly onto Jake’s cock, and Saul thrust his big dick into her ass. She groaned, her eyes rolling up in her head as she took them both. They took her hard, making her moan so loudly I expected the neighbors to come and complain. Over and over they thrust into her, fucking her like she’d never been fucked before. When she came, it was even louder.

And then Saul came to me, moving between my legs and sinking his cock deep into my swollen cunt. We kissed as he took me passionately, fucking face to face, as Jake and Rebecca did the same. After a while, the men switched, and Jake fucked me. He was less rough, but went at it faster, his cock hitting a perfect spot inside me that soon had me squirming as I came beneath him.

After a while, Saul took control again. “On your hands and knees,” he commanded.

Obediently, Rebecca and I knelt on the bed, faces pressed against the sheets and asses lifted high in the air. Saul spread me with his big hands. I shivered as he ran a thick finger along my drenched folds, admiring how gaping and swollen I was, my pussy flushed and sore from the relentless fucking.

“Look at this,” he murmured to Jake. “This cunt’s been stretched wide open, and she still wants more.”

“Oh, fuuuck,” I moaned as he slid his huge length all the way inside me in one motion. He paused for a moment, letting me feel every inch of his thick cock pulsing inside me before he started to move, pounding me hard and deep. Beside me, Rebecca was getting the same treatment, her moans mixing with the wet slap of Jake’s thrusts. The room was filled with the sound of skin on skin, the filthy noises of panting, grunts, and the creak of the bed beneath us.

But the men were close now. Their thrusts grew erratic, their grips tighter. I could feel the tension in Saul’s body as he fought for control.

“We’re going to come on your faces, sluts,” he growled. “Get on the floor.”

Rebecca and I scrambled down, kneeling side by side. We wrapped our arms around each other, our naked bodies pressing together, tits heaving as we looked up at them. From this angle, their cocks looked even bigger, throbbing, slick with our wetness, and ready to explode. We stuck out our tongues, lifting our chests to them in invitation.

Jake lost it first. With a strangled groan, his cock jerked in his fist, and thick ropes of cum shot across our faces. It splattered over my glasses, dripping down my cheek, while Rebecca let out a giggle, wiping at her eye as she got caught in the spray. Seconds later, Saul came with a loud groan, pumping load after load of cum across our faces and onto our tits.

We sat there together, messy, breathless, and utterly fucked. I glanced at Rebecca, who had cum streaked across her cheek and a wicked smile on her lips.

“Well,” she panted, licking a drop from her lips. “That was one hell of a double date.”

I grinned, pushing my cum-covered glasses up my nose. “Yeah. We should do it again sometime.”

Saul laughed. “You know where to find us, ladies.”

Rebecca and I exchanged a look. Oh, we’d be back.

THE END
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Molly knew exactly what she was signing up for when she joined the fire station as cover for the admin girl’s maternity leave… A team of strong, filthy men ready to share her whenever and however they wanted. With her husband’s blessing, Molly throws herself into her new role as the station’s favorite free-use distraction, proving she can handle them individually, and all at once.

My First Time Was A Foursome

https://books.cleocarnell.com/t5g2mc24bw

I never thought my first time would be like this. My friends and I were tired of waiting for the "right guy" to come along, so we decided to take matters into our own hands. We found a college guy who was willing to help us all lose our virginities... at the same time.

This is the story of how I gave up my V-card in the filthiest, most unforgettable way possible.
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