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Chapter One


“Come on, come on,” I muttered, repeatedly mashing the button for my floor.

The elevator, a rickety metal beast, was taking its sweet time.

Of course I was late on my first day. I never used to be late, but my recent breakup had left me a little unhinged and entirely at the mercy of the city’s notoriously unreliable subway.

The thing was, I really, really needed this job, mostly because my ex had walked away with my entire livelihood.

My ex-boyfriend was a travel influencer, and I’d spent the last four years acting as his creative director and photographer. But when he hit a million followers and decided to dump me for another creator, everything changed, starting with him keeping the brand we built and most of the expensive camera gear we paid for. Honestly, he could keep his obsession with his own reflection and our incredibly mundane sex life, too, for all I cared. I was just happy to be out.

Though unfortunately for me, starting completely over meant I hadn’t booked a proper gig in a while, leaving me desperate for a distraction from my miserable slump. The listing had read “Urgent Photographer Needed for Adult Lifestyle Magazine - Casual,” and I had jumped at it without thinking much or looking into it.

I figured “adult lifestyle” meant luxury travels, vineyard tours, and weekend getaway guides. A quick win to ease back into the industry, right? Well, as it turned out, my definition of the term was a bit too naive.

The elevator finally shuddered to life and began its slow ascent. I took a deep breath and checked my reflection in the warped metal doors to see how I was holding up.

At twenty six, I had finally ditched the stressed out look I’d carried while working with my ex, and my body was clearly thriving on the independence. My hips had filled out into a soft curve that I was actually starting to prefer, especially since the extra weight meant my boobs were looking better than ever.

But up top, my blonde hair was a frizzy mess from my panicked sprint from the station, and my eyeliner was already starting to migrate toward my temples. It wasn’t my best look, but it would have to do.

With a loud ding, the doors slid open to reveal an expansive space with concrete floors and high ceilings.

I hurried over to the front desk. “Hi, I’m Haley. I’m the new photographer. Is the managing director around?”

The receptionist barely looked up from her phone. “Wait here. Jennifer will be with you shortly,” she muttered.

I stood there awkwardly for a moment until a woman breezed around the corner. “Haley!” She extended her hand with a warm smile.

“Hi, Jennifer. I’m so sorry I’m late,” I said as I shook it firmly. “Getting here was an absolute nightmare.”

“Don’t even worry about it. We’re easy around here. Let’s get you set up right away, though. We’re on a massive crunch.” She handed me a clipboard with a pen dangling from a string. “I just need you to sign right here, please. It’s just a standard NDA and consent form.”

I glanced down at the block of text. “Oh… right.”

“Just your standard liability stuff,” she continued. “Confirms you’re comfortable working in a highly explicit environment, you consent to the nudity and sex on the premises, and you won’t sue us if you trip over a stray penis.”

I blinked at her. “Sex? A stray penis?” I let out a nervous little laugh, entirely convinced she was joking.

“Yep.” Jennifer tilted her head slightly. Her smile faltered just enough to make me realize she wasn’t kidding. “You are aware of what kind of magazine this is, right?”

The air rushed out of my lungs.

Oh.

Suddenly, the vague job description and the “urgent” need made total, hilarious sense.

“Well, if there’s been a misunderstanding, there’s no pressure to sign, Haley,” she continued.

“I… um… It’s okay…” I stuttered.

Lifestyle.

Right.

This was that kind of lifestyle.

I stared at the clipboard in my hands. A normal person probably would have handed it back and bolted for the elevator. But as the initial shock wore off, a weird, rebellious thrill kicked in. I realized I didn’t want to run.

They were just bodies.

I could handle this.

I gave Jennifer a nod, skimmed the page to make sure I wasn’t signing away my kidneys, and scribbled my name at the bottom.

“Perfect! Let’s get to it then, Haley,” Jennifer said, her bright smile returning as she took the clipboard from my hands. She pushed through a set of doors into the main bullpen, and I stayed close behind her.

The space was bathed in natural light and felt completely frantic. People were hurrying around with lighting gear, laptops, and large trays of coffee.

As we navigated the maze of desks, I couldn’t stop my head from swiveling. The reality of my new workplace was materializing in unfiltered detail, and my brain was almost struggling to catch up.

On a large monitor to my left, a graphic designer was carefully airbrushing a photo of an enormous cock sliding into a pussy, using a stylus to make the fluids look especially glistening. He zoomed all the way in to the fine details like he was editing the Mona Lisa or something.

A few desks away, a woman was intently reviewing triple monitors filled with photos of naked asses from every conceivable angle. She scrolled through the shots with focus, likely trying to decide which one looked the most plump and ripe for the release.

“So, as I mentioned on the phone,” Jennifer continued, “we’re pushing out our big anniversary issue online and in print by next Friday. It’s our biggest run of the year, and as you can probably see, it’s a bit of a madhouse in here.”

“Got it,” I squeaked. My eyes darted away from the screens and landed on a whiteboard hanging on the far wall. Written in giant red marker were the words: BUTT PLUG BUDGET - Q3: $2,000. I did a double take, certain that those words and numbers had never been paired together in the history of business.

I cleared my throat, trying to find my voice. “So… um… is it just lifestyle stuff?”

She laughed. “Well, the swinger lifestyle, mostly. And the kink community. And people who just want to discover the latest sex positions or toys on the market. It’s a very broad umbrella, Haley, but yes, we aim to keep our subscribers up to date on all things sex.”

She didn’t stop walking as she wove through the chaos. “I’ll have to give you the full rundown later, though. The deadline’s looming, so we need you shooting immediately.”

“Okay,” I replied. “I can do that. I’m ready.”

We reached a curtained off room at the very back of the loft.

“This is Studio A,” said Jennifer. “David’s inside. He’s our director for this shoot, and he’ll get you started.” She gave me a final smile before hurrying back toward her office.

I stood there for a second, took a deep breath to collect myself, and pushed the curtain aside. The room was mostly dark except for a cluster of photography umbrellas blasting light onto a white backdrop.

I stepped inside, letting my eyes adjust, and almost immediately tripped over my own feet.

Sure, I had just signed a waiver explicitly warning me about this, and yes, I had just walked past screens displaying what was essentially porn, but knowing it and physically standing ten feet away from two casually naked people were two entirely different things.

I swallowed hard, my brain struggling to process all the exposed skin right in front of me. First, there was the woman, who was undeniably gorgeous. She had long, tousled blonde hair and was perched on a high stool, casually touching up her lip gloss in a compact mirror. Her breasts were very large, tipping upward with prominent pink nipples.

Sitting right beside her on a lower stool was a guy who looked like a fitness model. He was scrolling through his phone, looking incredibly bored for someone so exposed.

Then, inevitably, I looked down.

His cock was right there, and god, the thing was huge.

I hadn’t seen a real penis in a while, and this one was significantly more intimidating than anything I was used to. It was heavily veined, resting at the base of a neat trail of dark hair that ran up his stomach and across his chest.

My body responded immediately, a spark of heat flaring in my pussy.

“Hey, you the new urgent hire?”

I jumped, nearly dropping my bag. A handsome guy wearing a headset and a lanyard stepped out from behind a desk covered in monitors.

“Uh, yeah. I’m Haley,” I replied. I moved my eyes up and away from the naked guy’s dick, praying my cheeks weren’t as red as they felt.

“I’m David,” he said. “Director for this set. Glad you made it. Here’s the deal: I’ll be directing from the monitors right here, so your job is to be my boots on the ground with the camera. We just need some background material today. Go ahead and get your gear set up, and we’ll jump right in.”

I gave him a nod as the reality of what I was about to do crashed over me all over again. “Sure… got it,” I mumbled. I dropped my bag onto a nearby table and pulled out my camera, attaching my favorite lens and hooking up a few cables to David’s monitor array. “Okay,” I called out, stepping up to the edge of the backdrop. “I’m ready.”

“Awesome,” said David. “All right, Luna, Chase. Playtime’s over. Let’s get dirty.”

Instantly, the casual atmosphere evaporated. Luna tossed her mirror aside, and Chase threw his phone onto a nearby prop box.

“Haley, let’s start with Luna,” David called out from behind his screens. “I need a tight macro shot. Luna, open up for the camera.”

Luna happily obliged. She slid down from the stool and settled on the staging mat covering the floor, spreading her legs wide and pulling her knees back.

Just like that, I was staring straight down the barrel of another woman’s bare vagina, seeing every intimate detail.

I stepped closer and brought the camera to my eye, twisting the lens until her entrance was in clear focus. Luna had a pretty cunt, completely pink and slick with moisture, and topped with a neatly trimmed strip of hair above her hood.

“Great, hold that angle there, Haley. Let the flash do the work. Luna, why don’t you spread things out a bit? Show us the pink.”

Luna hummed as she reached down, using two fingers from each hand to pry her inner labia apart and expose the textured opening of her pussy.

“Like this?” she purred.

“Excellent!” David called out. “Haley, get a good shot. Tighten in on that clit too. It’s begging for some attention. Look how ripe it is.”

He was right. It was so swollen, even in her relaxed state. I reframed my shot and focused.

“Now lower,” David directed. “Get her ass in there too.”

Luna let out a playful giggle, arching her back and lifting her hips to properly present her rear end to the lens.

I angled the camera down, capturing the smooth curve of her cheeks. She was freshly waxed, a perfectly tight and tanned little star shining back at me. My shutter clicked rapidly.

“Perfect, Haley, keep snapping,” David said. “Chase, let’s get you up next. Move in and crowd her space a little. Stroke your cock up to full mast for me, please.”

Chase stepped into the frame and stood over her. I adjusted my focus and brought him into view. Through the viewfinder, I watched his hand wrap around his flaccid cock as he started pumping his fist up and down. Within seconds, it began to grow, swelling and thickening into a hard rod with pulsing veins.

“Ooh, stop right there, Chase,” David instructed. “Haley, get right in on the tip. See that clear drop and how red the head is getting? I want a close-up on the precum. Our subscribers love that shit.”

I did as I was told, taking a step closer until my face was only a foot or so away from Chase’s cock. A clear drop of fluid was welling up right at the slit. Click. Click. Click. The flash illuminated the wetness perfectly. That was when I realized my own panties were starting to feel damp. I guess it didn’t help being within arm’s reach of a massive, leaking dick.

“Great. Now let’s get some action,” David said smoothly. “Chase, get down over her. Let’s get some sloppy kissing, and really let Haley see those tongues. Haley, make sure you get a good shot.”

Chase dropped and leaned over Luna. Their mouths smashed together. I zoomed in on their lips. It was incredibly filthy, their tongues twirling and sliding against each other as strings of saliva stretched between their mouths.

“Now grab her tits and squeeze them, Chase. Give us that dominant energy. Haley, try to get this one from the side,” David directed.

Chase went for a firm squeeze, kneading the flesh before rubbing around her areolas. He was still making a wet mess of her mouth, and from this close, I could see her nipples stiffen as he rubbed over them. Luna let out a sigh of pleasure.

“Okay, now make her moan for real,” David called out. “Two fingers, Chase. Get in there.”

Still kissing her, Chase dropped one hand down to her wet pussy. I quickly adjusted my angle, trying to frame her breasts and his hand in the same shot.

She was fully aroused now and completely soaked, with juices starting to trickle out of her. He teased around her slit for a bit and then slid his fingers in. There was a loud squelching sound, then Luna threw her head back and moaned. It was genuine enough to make my stomach twist.

Chase didn’t stop there, pumping his fingers in and out faster and building his pace while working her clit with his thumb. I was shooting automatically now, totally engrossed. Watching them go at it was getting me worked up as well. Luna looked so close to coming, and I was feeding off her energy, my breathing syncing with her gasps.

The whole setup was becoming dangerously hot.

“Okay, Luna, Chase, this is great, but let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” David directed. “Luna, I want you to flip over. Hands and knees. Chase, get behind her. I want you to tease her cunt with that cock, but don’t put it in.”

Luna obediently rolled over, planting her hands on the floor and jutting her ass high. Her plump cheeks spread naturally, giving me an open view of her pussy and that waxed asshole from behind. Chase moved up behind her, gripping his cock.

“Haley, get the profile,” David instructed.

I dropped and leveled the lens. Chase pressed the head of his cock right against Luna’s folds, slowly dragging it up and down. He smeared her juices all over his shaft, rubbing directly over her clit. A stuttering gasp escaped Luna. He wasn’t entering her yet, but it sure as hell looked like he was about to.

“Excellent, just like that,” David encouraged.

It was ridiculous. So raw and unfiltered. I simply couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My own cunt was a swollen, wet mess by now, desperate to feel something. I was basically panting behind the camera, imagining what that warm and girthy pressure would feel like inside me. But before I could lose my mind, David clapped his hands.

“All right, that’s gold. Beautiful!” he called out. “That’s a wrap on this shoot for now. Well done, everyone!”

Instantly, the sexual tension in the room evaporated. Chase stepped back, grabbing a few tissues to wipe off his dick, while Luna sat back on her heels and yawned as she stretched.

They looked far too relaxed.

“Great job, Haley,” David said, walking over from his monitors as I lowered my camera.

“Thank you,” I squeaked. I was still incredibly aroused and utterly lost on what to do with the swamp in my panties.

“Let’s do a quick cull,” David continued, pointing toward his desk. “Help me pick the best ones so we can send them over to design.”

I nodded and pulled up a chair next to him, and within seconds, a grid of hundreds of photos popped up.

He clicked the first one, blowing it up to fill the screen. It was the shot of Luna’s spread pussy in staggering detail. Seeing it on the giant monitor was somehow even more intense. You could see every drop of moisture and every tiny fold of pink flesh.

“Lighting here is perfect,” David mused, clicking the arrow key.

Next came the shot of Chase’s big cock. Then the sloppy kissing. Then the finger fucking. It wasn’t an editing session I had ever imagined myself sitting in for, but I soaked up every single detail anyway, my arousal spiking with every click. Finally, David dragged a few files into a folder and hit print. The machine beside his desk whirred, spitting out three glossy prints. He scooped them up, slid them into a blank envelope, and held it out.

“Here. For later.”

I stared at the envelope. “Uh… for later?”

“Yeah.” David gave me a knowing look. “You clearly have an eye for this. The models sign off on crew copies, so go home, lock your door, and enjoy. Up to you, that is.”

I took the envelope from him and shoved it into my bag. “Thanks… um… I’ll definitely have a look,” I said, my face burning.


Chapter Two


Back in my apartment, I flopped onto my bed with a sigh, my whole body aching. It had been a massive day filled with many more nude shoots. I wanted to decompress, but my mind wouldn’t stop racing.

I was staring at the ceiling when my phone buzzed against the mattress. I reached over and saw my friend Zoe’s goofy contact picture lighting up the screen. I swiped to answer, put her on speaker, and dropped the phone onto my chest.

“Hey.”

“Girl, sooo?” Zoe’s voice came through, full of excitement. “Tell me everything. How was the first day? Was it boring or what?”

I let out a tired laugh. “Boring is the absolute last word I’d use, Zoe.”

“Well, spill! Is the gig nice? Tell me you didn’t spend eight hours shooting furniture or something.”

“Well… about that…”

“Yeah?”

“It’s not that kind of lifestyle. It’s, um… the dirty kind. Turns out I got hired by a sex magazine.”

A stunned silence stretched over the line, followed by a delighted shriek. “Haley! Oh my god! You’re shooting porn? Please tell me you have details…”

“Yeah... lots of them.” I bit my lip, feeling my cheeks get hot all over again. “I shot a couple of nude models today. At one point I was crouched down near a woman’s vagina, snapping pictures of her clit. It was crazy.”

“Fuck…” Zoe whispered.

“I swear I couldn’t make this up,” I said with a laugh.

“And the guy?” Zoe pressed. “Please tell me there was a hot guy.”

“Sure was,” I admitted. “God, Zoe, you’d have died if you saw his cock. All thick and veiny. He stroked himself hard right in front of me, and then he started making out with the woman.”

Zoe almost moaned at that. “Haley…”

I laughed, letting her picture it for a second longer.

“Okay, wait,” Zoe continued. “Be honest with me. Were you… you know, into it?”

“Maybe a little,” I admitted softly.

“Yes!” she cheered into the phone. “Good for you, babe. It’s about time.”

“I know…”

“I’m telling you, this is exactly what you needed,” she added. “A paycheck and a cure for the dry spell.”

I let out a soft laugh. “I guess.”

“Well, talking about all this is definitely making me jealous. And incredibly horny,” Zoe said. “I think I’m gonna go track down Greg. Boyfriend perks, ya know?”

I rolled my eyes. “Are you seriously hanging up on me to go have sex?”

“I am,” she laughed. “Call me tomorrow. I want to know exactly whose dick you’re staring at next.”

“Will do. Have fun, Zoe.”

The call ended, and the bedroom fell quiet again.

I tossed the phone onto the mattress. Without Zoe’s voice, the room felt heavy with the sound of my heart thumping as my mind replayed the shoot. My body simply couldn’t calm down, and my pussy was throbbing in a way that rarely led to good decisions. The tension built until my eyes landed on my camera bag at the foot of the bed.

The envelope. My homework.

I sat up, dragged the bag over, and pulled out the photos. It felt completely surreal holding the nudes of Luna and Chase. I spread the three pictures across the blanket in front of me.

My skin was on fire just staring at them. It was almost overwhelming to feel this unapologetically turned on.

Almost on autopilot, my hand reached for the button of my jeans. I popped it open and slid the zipper down, desperate to ease the pressure against my prickling skin. I hadn’t touched myself in months, but tonight, I desperately needed this.

With Chase’s cock staring right back at me, I slid my hand past the waistband of my underwear. The fabric was already soaked through, my clit swollen and pulsing beneath.

The second my fingertip grazed it, I melted. I pressed in gently, and a soft moan slipped out of my mouth before I could stop it.

Fuck. I was really doing this.

I glanced back down at the photos as my fingers started to circle, letting my mind conjure the scenes back to life. My touch grew firmer, and I kept rubbing, pressing my finger a little harder and dragging it a little lower, feeling my own wetness coat my skin. It felt so damn good to finally let go.

Still balancing the prints with one hand, I slid the image of Luna’s cunt to the front. Her lips looked so swollen and inviting that my imagination began filling in gaps I’d never even considered before, leaving me genuinely wondering what she might taste like. The thought of pressing my tongue against those wet folds had my fingers flying. I picked up the pace, circling faster as my arousal wound higher and tighter. My breaths turned shallow.

“Ooh… fuck,” I whispered to myself.

My knees fell further apart, begging for more. With a wet sound, I slid two fingers inside and shuddered at how needy I actually was. A loud gasp echoed through the room as I filled myself in all the right ways, my eyes focused on the photo of Chase’s fingers buried deep inside Luna.

My mind instantly blurred the image with the physical sensation, making it feel like he was the one fingering me. I worked myself with deep strokes, massaging my clit as the juices started to leak out of me and trickle down my crack. I loved it. I picked up the pace, fucking myself with desperation.

Then, without warning, it hit me.

The orgasm exploded with such force that my head fell back and my thighs started to shake uncontrollably. A loud cry ripped from my throat, my eyes fluttering shut as I finally gave in to the rush.

Eventually, the world stopped spinning. My head felt light, and my legs were still quivering as I weakly pulled my slick fingers away.

Fuck.

I had just had my first real orgasm in… god, how long? Too long to even remember the last one, and way too long to keep pretending I didn’t care. The most surprising part was how easy it had been. Apparently, all I’d needed was a few shots of naked bodies to bridge the gap.

The shock hadn’t fully worn off as I mentally collected myself. I could barely process the fact that tomorrow, I’d be right back in the middle of that beautiful insanity, most likely soaking through another pair of panties by lunch.

I had no idea how I was going to survive. But I sure as hell wasn’t staying home and wonder about it.


Chapter Three


Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday carried on much the same way that Monday did.

I spent my shifts adjusting lights and snapping photos of dicks, more waxed pussies, and framing the perfect angle of models making out while they used their hands to pleasure each other. Nothing crazy, and I got used to seeing naked bodies fast. Though the horniness never wavered.

All three nights I’d gone straight home and spent the rest of the evening with my fingers inside my panties, rubbing my clit and reliving the filth from that day. I guessed that was what constant stimulation would do to you.

It felt strange to say, but by Friday morning I was actually excited to get to work. I arrived fifteen minutes early, but my poise slipped the second I stepped inside.

The looming deadline was clearly making everyone incredibly horny, and today, it seemed like the professional boundaries had finally given way a little. I walked past a graphic designer with his hand shoved up a copywriter’s skirt, working two fingers inside her while she pretended to read an email. Over by the printer, a lighting tech had the receptionist pinned against the wall, his knee wedged between her legs while she shamelessly rode his thigh.

Eventually pulling myself away from the scene, I headed toward Studio B. A calendar notification from Joel, my director, had popped up on my phone to say the schedule had changed. The title was “shooting something intimate,” which, after the way this week had gone, could mean literally anything.

I approached the studio door. It was slightly ajar, light spilling into the hallway. I heard it before I even stepped inside, and the sounds were beyond filthy. The slap of spit and the suction of lips sliding over something thick filled the air. A muffled gagging sound followed, then a man’s loud groan.

“Yeah, just like that,” he moaned, his voice soaked in pleasure. “Keep going. Suck on it hard.”

My pulse kicked into overdrive. Standing there, I knew exactly what I was about to walk into. There was another soft gag, then a playful, muffled hum from the woman.

“Fuck, that’s perfect,” the man groaned. “You know exactly how I like it, don’t you?”

“Mhmm,” came the wet reply.

My thighs clenched as arousal spiked. Before I could chicken out, I stepped inside.

The scene was intense. One of the models was kneeling on the floor, her curvy body leaned into the lap of a man in a chair. Her hair was disheveled, her lips wrapped tightly around his cock. Her cheeks hollowed with every upward pull before she slid back down, taking him deep into her throat.

She was drooling from the corners of her mouth and over her knuckles as she stroked the base of his shaft. The guy, who I assumed was Joel, looked lost in it. His legs twitched as she bobbed her head faster. He had one hand on the back of her head, guiding her.

“Fuck, that’s it,” he groaned. “What a perfect fucking mouth.”

The woman hummed again appreciatively, pushing further and taking him deeper, her hand twisting as she stroked the length.

I was so distracted by how filthy the scene was that I didn’t even realize she’d seen me. Her eyes flickered to the doorway before Joel noticed the way she paused. He turned to follow her line of sight.

“Oh, shit,” Joel muttered, tugging on her hair gently as his cock popped out of her mouth. His face turned slightly sheepish. “I, uh… wasn’t expecting you so soon.”

My cheeks turned bright red. “Oh my god, I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean to interrupt.”

Joel laughed, exchanging a glance with the woman still kneeling in front of him. Her lips glistened with spit as she straightened up, swiping a hand across her mouth.

“Well,” she said, “this is embarrassing and hilarious.” She grinned at me, pushing a strand of hair from her face. “Hey there. Sorry you had to walk in on that!”

I blinked, taken aback by how casually she handled it. She was curvier than the models I’d worked with so far, but no less gorgeous. Her full breasts were barely contained by a thin black bra, and her thick thighs looked incredibly soft.

“Um… hi… I’m Haley,” I mumbled with a weak smile.

The woman rose to her feet. “I’m Rachel. That was just me warming up my mouth… I like to stay practiced,” she said with a dirty wink. “Plus, Joel’s got a delicious cock. I couldn’t resist.”

“Thanks for the endorsement…” Joel chuckled, tucking himself back into his pants. He didn’t look embarrassed at all. “Alright, playtime’s over. Let’s get to work. Haley, drop your bag and get your rig set up.”

I nodded quickly, hurrying to the lighting setup and pulling out my camera.

“Today we’re shooting a big spread for the ‘Erotic Appetites’ column,” said Joel. “The theme is oral fixation, so we’re getting filthy today. We’ll start with some girl on girl, then bring in the cock.”

As if on cue, another woman walked out from the dressing area. She was petite with short, dark hair, wearing nothing but a tiny lace thong.

“Mia, perfect timing,” Joel called out. “Get Rachel on the bed there. I want your face buried in her. Haley, I want tight shots on the mouth and the clit. Really capture the mess.”

Rachel giggled, tossing her bra across the room before hopping onto the bed. She leaned back on her elbows and spread her legs, exposing a plump, hairy pussy that was already glistening.

Fuck.

I’d already seen plenty of pussies this week, but I was about to watch someone actually eat one. My heart pounded; I wasn’t sure how I was going to handle this.

Mia wasted no time, dropping between Rachel’s legs. She gripped her hips and dove into the mess, lapping at her.

I brought the camera to my eye, focusing on the way she was shoving her face deep into Rachel’s folds, her tongue weaving in and out like a snake.

“Ooh, yes, Mia!” Rachel moaned.

Her tongue then moved up to swirl around Rachel’s swollen clit. The amount of wetness was staggering, smeary and bright under the studio lights.

Mia pulled back for a split second, looking up with a filthy grin. “God, you taste so fucking good today, Rach. You’re so creamy.” Then she buried her face back in, sucking hard on Rachel’s labia and drawing a desperate cry from her.

I kept clicking, capturing every bit of the depravity. My own pussy was already throbbing, my own juices starting to trickle out of me. I adjusted my stance, trying to ignore the way my panties were starting to stick to my skin.

“Perfect, the lighting is great,” Joel directed from the monitors. “Haley, keep hitting those angles. Capture the way her tongue moves between those lips. Beautiful. Okay, ladies, that’s a great appetizer. Now, let’s bring in the cock.”

From the shadows, a tall, muscular guy stepped into the light. He was completely naked, his dick already red and jutting out from his dense pubic hair.

Rachel’s eyes lit up the second she saw him. “Ooh, yay! Get over here, handsome.”

She arched her back further and opened her mouth, sticking her tongue out. The guy stepped up and slotted himself between her teeth.

Just like that, he was in her mouth, sinking in by the inches. He kept going until Rachel gagged slightly, the head of his dick no doubt scraping against her tonsils.

I gasped behind the camera. Rachel’s lips curled into a smile around him. She was loving the way he filled her mouth.

Once settled, he started fucking her face, snapping his hips forward and driving his meat down her throat over and over again.

“Yeah, take it all,” he growled. Rachel looked pleased and happy, keeping eye contact with him.

“Haley! Tighten up on her mouth!” Joel yelled. “Look at the stretch!”

I dropped to one knee, angling the camera up perfectly. Rachel’s lips were stretched to their limit around his girth. Strings of saliva flew from the corners of her mouth with every thrust, splashing against his thighs and her own cheeks. She moaned around his dick, her eyes wide and watering as she eagerly swallowed his meat.

Down below, Mia was relentless. She buried her face in Rachel’s soaking pussy while shoving three fingers inside, pumping them hard to get a climax.

Between Mia’s furious internal work and the intense face fucking, Rachel was losing her mind. Her legs started to tremble, her toes curling hard as a deep, gurgling sound vibrated in her throat.

“She’s coming!” Joel barked. “Quick, Haley! Get the orgasm!”

Rachel’s eyes rolled back as her climax ripped through. She shivered all over, her mouth convulsing around the guy’s dick, milking him with her throat muscles. The unfiltered look of bliss on her face was breathtaking. I snapped away, capturing every drop of spit and the way her plump lips contorted around his shaft.

I was so turned on I could barely breathe. My pussy was basically begging for the same treatment from how hard it was throbbing. It was overwhelming.

“Alright, and… done!” Joel finally called out. “That was gold! Incredible work, guys. Let’s stop there. Catch your breath and clean up; we have another shoot in ten minutes.”

The models came together, sharing slow, wet kisses. Rachel ran her hand down the guy’s chest before lingering at the base of his softening dick.

“Keep this thing ready for me, mister,” Rachel said with a wink. “I’ll need it in my pussy later.”

“Of course, ma’am,” he grinned.

Joel chuckled. “Alright, ladies, let’s take five in the green room. I want to go over the next scene.” He gave Rachel and Mia a devious look. The implication was crystal clear.

He then turned to me. “Hey Haley, do me a favor. Stick around and get a few more solo shots, would you? We need some close-ups of the shaft and the head.”

“You got it.” I nodded, keeping it professional and ignoring my thumping heart.

With that, Joel, Rachel, and Mia headed out, leaving me alone in the studio with the male model. I stepped up and aimed the camera at him. He leaned back on his elbows on the bed, watching me work.

“I’m Marvin, by the way.”

“Haley,” I replied, snapping a few photos of his crotch.

“Nice to meet you, Haley.” Marvin smiled. He glanced down at his lap. “Look, I’m not one to tell you how to do your job, but the texture always pops a bit better when it’s hard, don’t you think?”

My mouth was still dry. “I… I guess so.”

“Well, how about we fix it, then,” he said. “I could stroke it back up for you, but that’s only half the fun, right?”

I paused, lowering my camera to meet his eyes. A hot wave of arousal crashed over me. I knew where this was going, and the ache inside me was already louder than any professional common sense I had left.

“Oh?” I asked.

“Mhmm,” Marvin replied. “If you want to put the camera down, it’s all yours. Just say the word.”

The suggestion had my clit tingling like crazy against my soaked panties. I looked at his girthy dick resting there, still coated in Rachel’s spit, and knew exactly what I wanted to do.

“I think I could do that,” I replied, making the decision instantly.

“Perfect,” he said.

I licked my lips and made my move, setting the camera down and dropping to my knees in front of him.

It had been over a year since I’d had a dick anywhere near my mouth, but I was overwhelmingly ready for this. I reached out, wrapping my fingers around his wet shaft. His skin felt incredibly warm. I started stroking him slowly, squeezing the base to get the blood flowing.

Then I leaned in and ran my tongue right up the underside.

He tasted salty, his skin wet with Rachel’s saliva and his own sweat. It felt exactly like a giant gummy worm against my tongue. I let out a soft hum of enjoyment, taking the swollen red head into my mouth and feeling the weight of it.

Marvin groaned, reaching down to get a grip on my head. “That’s it. Keep going.”

I took the rest of him in and sucked hard, swirling my tongue around his slit and listening to his breath falter. The response was immediate. His cock throbbed to life, inflating against my cheeks as it grew massive and hard right on my tongue and against the roof of my mouth. A tiny, satisfied gag slipped out of me when he swelled against the back of my throat, too.

I kept going, drawing him deep with every stroke and letting spit trickle from my lips. I was getting him worked up, and I couldn’t get enough. I started sliding back and forth over him while reaching down to massage his balls. He was more than hard now. Way more than he needed to be for the shot. But I didn’t care about photography anymore. Right now, all I wanted to do was suck his dick.

I couldn’t believe I was doing this. Just a few days ago, I was a fly on the wall, and now I was on my knees in a studio, cleaning another woman’s juices off a man with my tongue. It was the filthiest thing I’d ever done, and I loved it.

Marvin was starting to groan and twitch. I wrapped my hands around his back, sliding them down to his bare ass to pull him further inside and feel the power of his thrusts.

I could feel the tension building as his body primed for release. My mind raced, but I was already this far in, and I decided swallowing his load was the only way to finish this. I clamped my lips tighter around his base and sucked with everything I had, ready for what was coming.

“Fuck!” Marvin roared, his cock giving a few hard twitches in my mouth.

Then it came. A powerful spray of cum exploded over my tongue and cheeks. It was amazing. The salty fluid rushed past my teeth in such a large amount that I had to gulp just to keep it from overflowing. I relished the warm and viscous sensation as it slid down my throat.

Marvin’s cock stayed hard as I slipped off, standing tall and slick with my saliva. I sat back and licked my lips, amazed by what I’d just done. I felt thoroughly satisfied.

“Damn, Haley,” Marvin said, looking down at me with pure admiration. “Who knew you were so good at that? That was amazing.”

“Thank you,” I said with a bright laugh.

Then my eyes drifted to the table beside us. I’d almost forgotten the only reason I’d started this was to get him hard for the camera. Whoops.

I stood up and picked my camera back up.

“Right, um, the shoot… okay… how about you just stay right there,” I instructed, adjusting my lens. “Let me get these shots while you’re still hard.”


Chapter Four


Itook a few more shots of Marvin’s cock until it started to soften again.

Eventually I wrapped up in the studio and headed back to my desk to grab my lunch, then walked to the staff room to heat it up, staring blankly at the spinning microwave carousel as I tried to reflect on the filth of what I had just done.

Once it beeped, I turned around to find a seat.

Rachel was sitting at a table in the back, waving me over. Sitting next to her was a young woman with long and dark hair.

“Hi,” I said, walking over and taking a seat.

“Good to see you.” Rachel grinned. She gestured to the woman beside her. “This is Selena, by the way. She’s part of the media team.”

“Hey,” Selena said with a bright smile. “You’re the new photographer, right? Rachel was just telling me about you.”

“Oh, hi. Yeah, that’s me.”

“She’s awesome, knows how to get the perfect shots,” Rachel added, waving a hand toward me as she kept talking to Selena.

I dug into my lunch, and as they chatted, it felt like I was back in college, sitting around a dorm room with my friends, except the gossip was filthy. Instead of talking about bad dates or exes, they were giving detailed reviews of the male models.

“God, the guy in Studio C today had the thickest dick I’ve taken all month,” Selena sighed dreamily. “He stretched my throat out so well I could barely swallow my coffee this morning.”

“Please,” Rachel scoffed playfully. “Don’t act like you don’t love it. Though I will say, the stamina on the guy I had yesterday was unbelievable. He filled my mouth up so perfectly.”

They went back and forth, casually discussing how much dick they’d sucked, who tasted the best, and the craziest places they’d fucked on set. It was wildly explicit, and I sat there listening, feeling my pussy clench with every dirty word.

Then Selena turned her attention to me. “So, what about you, Haley? You’ve been here a week. Done anything filthy yet?”

I looked down at my fork, a blush creeping all the way up to my ears.

Rachel’s eyes widened. “Oh my god. Look at her face. She totally did!”

“I… well, I might have…”

Selena gasped. “No way! Who?”

“Marvin. I, um… I sucked his dick.”

“Holy shit, yes!” Rachel cheered, leaning across the table to give me a high five. “Good for you, babe! I knew there was a dirty girl hiding behind that camera.”

“Was it amazing?” Selena asked. “Did you swallow?”

“It was. And yeah, I did.”

They both shrieked in appreciation. “Yay! Welcome to the club.” Rachel laughed. “Honestly, Haley, everyone plays around here. So don’t ever feel weird about getting yours. We’re all pretty open about it, and we usually end up watching each other anyway. You cool with that?”

I felt the heat in my face, but for the first time, it didn’t feel like a bad thing. “Of course,” I said, smiling. “I’m okay with that.”

Before they could grill me for more details, a loud chirp went off in my pocket. My one o’clock alarm.

“Shit, I have to run,” I said, hastily packing up my half eaten lunch. “My next shoot is starting.”

“Have fun!” Selena called out. “Grab some dick for me while you’re at it!”

I laughed, jogging down the hallway toward Studio D. I felt a hot rush of anticipation, my blood pumping fast. I was ready for whatever depravity was waiting behind the curtain, maybe even another oral scene or some wild toy demonstration. I pushed the fabric aside, my camera already in hand.

But the studio was completely quiet. The bright strobes were off, leaving only soft ambient lighting. Standing in the center of the room, looking over a clipboard, was a man dressed in a T-shirt and jeans.

He looked up as I entered, and I felt a sharp tug in my stomach. He was easily one of the sexiest guys I had seen since I started here. He had dark hair, slightly messy, with a perfect dusting of scruff along his chin.

“You must be Haley,” he said.

“I am,” I replied. “Are you… are we shooting?”

He offered me a charming smile. “I’m Logan. And no, unfortunately. Editorial just called down. They got enough material for this section of the magazine from the morning shoots, so they canceled our slot.”

“Oh,” I said, genuinely disappointed, though staring at him was a pretty good consolation prize. “So… what happens now?”

“Go ahead and call it a day. I’ll sign you off,” said Logan. “But hey, we could always chat, too. I’d love to learn more about you.”

I paused, his casual interest keeping me anchored in place. “Oh, yeah… sure.”

“So, how’s the first week treating you?” he asked.

“It’s definitely been an adjustment. I mostly shot social media stuff before this. I ran a brand with my ex-boyfriend.”

“Oh. Sorry to hear.”

“It’s okay,” I replied. “Decided I needed a change of pace, anyway. Though I guess I overcorrected a little.”

Logan chuckled. “Well, you fit in well. You clearly have an eye for the human form. I saw some of the photos you sent over to design this morning. Stunning.”

“Thanks, I really appreciate that,” I replied, my face heating up because of how intently he was looking at me.

The conversation moved along, transitioning quickly from small talk about photography into topics that were much more personal. The more we talked, the more I noticed how hot I was getting.

The realization was sharp, and the conversation started to feel like a genuine waste of time after a while.

Talking wasn’t enough. I realized that I really, really just wanted him to fuck me.

All week, I had been safely hidden behind my camera, playing the deprived spectator to everyone else’s pleasure. Even my quick taste with Marvin had been exactly that. Just a tease.

But the eager validation from the girls had flipped a switch inside my head. The lingering shyness was rapidly fading, and with how wet my pussy was and how feverishly my skin was prickling, I knew I couldn't hold back anymore.

If I didn’t do anything now, maybe I never would.

The distance between us disappeared as I stepped closer. I let my eyes linger on his body and bit my lip, trying my best to channel the seductive energy I had witnessed behind the lens all week.

“Logan… you know… chatting to you has been great, but I don’t think I’m ready to leave just yet,” I said, meeting his eyes.

“Is that so?” Logan replied.

I looked into his eyes, making no effort to hide it. “Yes. I think I need a man to help me unwind before I officially clock off for the day,” I said.

He reached out and grabbed my ass, pulling me hard against him. “Well… I’m glad you said that, because I’ve been wanting to do this since you walked in.”

That was when he kissed me. I met his lips by opening my mouth instantly. His tongue pushed deep past my teeth, and his hands moved just as fast to squeeze my breasts through my top. I could feel the heat hitting all the right places, making me moan directly into his mouth.

“God, you taste good,” he muttered. He continued kissing me, stamping wet kisses down my neck and over my collarbone. He undid the top buttons of my blouse and pushed it off my shoulders, making quick work of the front clasp of my bra. As it fell away, he leaned down. His tongue flicked out and dragged over my erect nipple before he pulled it into his mouth and sucked hard.

I gasped as he gave the other side the same intense attention, leaving a final, lingering kiss on each swollen peak before trailing back up to my lips. “You’re so beautiful, Haley.”

I didn’t want to wait any longer. I simply jumped up and wrapped my legs around his waist. Logan caught my thighs, holding me up effortlessly.

My pussy pressed against the hard bulge in his jeans and I could easily feel how big he was, the warmth of his throbbing cock spreading through my stomach. He carried me over to the editing bench and used one arm to sweep the laptops and papers onto the floor.

He dropped me onto the surface and went straight for the button of my pants. He yanked them down my legs along with my panties and threw them aside. I spread my legs wide for him.

Logan kissed up my inner thigh until he reached the heat between my legs. A sudden spike of insecurity hit me; I hadn’t shaved in a while, and compared to the groomed models I’d been shooting all week, I felt unruly. I just hoped he wouldn’t mind.

“Perfect, Haley,” he whispered against my skin. “I love a hairy cunt.”

He licked around the perimeter before spreading my lips to find my clit. The moment he took me into his mouth, my entire body jerked. I let out a trembling moan and gripped the bench beneath me as he moved lower, dragging his tongue through the slick mess between my folds.

I was soaked by the time he shoved his fingers inside me, curling them upward and hooking deep against my G-spot until my legs quivered out of control. He kept a fast rhythm, his mouth never leaving me as he worked the nub above.

My head fell back. “Fuck, just like that,” I choked out.

The pressure peaked almost instantly, and a staggering orgasm hit me. My thighs shook and my pussy spasmed around his fingers, gushing more of my release.

When I came down from the high, Logan lifted his head from between my legs with a dirty smirk. “I’m not done with you yet.”

He stepped back and pulled his shirt over his head, revealing a lean chest covered in hard muscle. My pussy throbbed all over again as he unzipped his jeans and pulled out his cock.

It was long and girthy, with a dark red head at the end of the shaft. After spending all week taking photos of dicks, staring at one I was actually going to take was a completely different feeling. I desperately wanted it inside me.

“Fuck me, Logan,” I begged.

He stepped forward and pulled me to the edge of the bench. He rubbed his engorged head through my folds, lathering it in my own juices, before slipping inside. He pushed in slow and steady until he bottomed out.

“Ooh!” I gasped loudly.

Logan’s cock filled me perfectly, and he immediately set a hard pace. I swung my legs around his waist, locking my ankles behind his back to keep him anchored inside me.

After more than a year of nothing, the feeling of a new man’s cock stretching me out was exactly the release I needed. He leaned in to kiss me while he fucked, and I tangled my fingers in his hair, pulling him closer as our tongues fought for dominance.

The sensation of him reaming me out felt amazing. Every time he pushed in deep, he rubbed at all the sensitive spots inside me. He hit a fast rhythm, fucking me so hard my breasts bounced wildly.

“You like taking my dick?” he grunted, pulling away from my lips for a second to look down at me.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Fuck me harder, Logan.”

He did. He twisted my insides with every stroke. He fucked me fast, and the intense stretching and slapping pushed me right into a second orgasm. My cunt clamped down hard, squeezing his cock so tight it almost hurt.

Logan groaned as soon as I came down again. He slowed his thrusts. “Get up,” he said, pulling out of me and dragging more of my slick release with him. “I want to fuck you on the backdrop.”

I eagerly stepped over to the white mat and got on all fours. Logan walked over and grabbed my camera from the table.

“Your ass looks too good,” he said as he stepped up behind me. “I need some memorabilia. You happy if I take a few shots?”

My heart skipped a beat. It was incredibly hot feeling so wanted.

“Yes. Take as many as you want,” I replied.

With the camera settings adjusted, he shoved his cock back into my wet pussy from behind. I squealed as he started fucking me doggystyle.

I looked over my shoulder and saw him holding my camera in one hand. The flash fired with every hard thrust.

“Fuck, this is perfect,” he grunted.

Then he reached down with his other hand and brought it around my front, finding my swollen clit. He rubbed hard as his big dick pounded my cunt.

“Shit, Haley,” Logan then growled after a while. “I’m going to come.”

He pulled out his cock and then erupted with a loud groan. I could feel the hot mess spray out and shoot all across my lower back, splashing high up near my shoulder blades. He kept stroking his shaft, splattering more cum all over my skin until it was dripping everywhere. There was so much of it, I was almost certain he had emptied twice the volume of his balls.

I stayed where I was, panting and giggling, while Logan flashed the camera a few more times, capturing the mess he’d made on my body, and how utterly ruined I was for him.

“Damn, Haley, you look so hot covered in my cum,” he said, setting the camera down. “You have to send me these later.”

I laughed, glancing back at the sticky mess painting my skin. Then I stood up and kissed him again. It was tender and delicious.

When he pulled away, his cock was already starting to inflate back to life again.

“How about we get out of here?” he asked me, noticing his arousal. “Come home with me, Haley. We can spend the rest of the evening fucking as much as we want.”

“I’d love that, Logan,” I replied.


Chapter Five


Igrabbed some wet wipes from the studio bathroom, scrubbed off the mess, and pulled my clothes back on.

Thirty minutes later, we were riding the elevator up in his apartment building. Logan led me down the hall to a door at the very end. But instead of fishing out a set of keys, he raised his fist and knocked.

I blinked, a sudden wave of confusion cutting through my arousal.

Why was he knocking?

Doesn’t he live here?

Before I could ponder any longer, the lock clicked and the door swung open. Standing there was a stunning woman with wavy brown hair, wearing a loose robe that clung to a very generous chest.

“Hey, babe! You made it,” she chimed, her face lighting up as she threw her arms around Logan’s neck and kissed him softly on the lips.

My heart skipped a beat.

Oh.

Fuck.

He lived with someone. A wife? A girlfriend? My stomach dropped. I had just walked blind right into an ambush.

But instead of screaming at me, the woman just started laughing.

“Oh my god, Logan, look at her face!” she giggled, waving me inside. “Come in, come in. I’m Kira. I promise I’m not going to throw a lamp at you.”

I stepped inside, and Logan shut the door behind us.

“I probably should have mentioned this earlier,” he said, looking sheepish.

“A little warning would have been nice,” I replied, standing awkwardly in their living room.

“We have an open relationship.” Kira smiled. She walked over to the kitchen island and started pouring wine. “Logan texted me on the way here. I heard all about your studio session today.” She handed me a glass. “Don’t worry. You aren’t a homewrecker. We share everything.”

Logan stayed near the door. “If this is too much, Haley, I can call you a cab.”

I took a gulp of the wine. The panic was fading fast, replaced by a sudden rush of adrenaline. I definitely didn’t want a cab. I just wanted them.

“I don’t need a cab,” I told him.

Kira’s smile widened. “I was hoping you would say that. It turns me on watching him fuck someone as pretty as you.”

Logan stepped up behind me, wrapping his arms securely around my waist and pulling my back against his chest. He pressed a warm kiss to the side of my neck, sending a flutter of heat through me. “Now, how about we get you out of these clothes, Haley?” he whispered.

“Please,” I replied, leaning back against him.

Logan let me go so Kira could take my glass and set it on the counter. She helped me take off my blouse, while Logan reached for my hips, unbuttoning my pants and dragging them down my legs. I was naked in seconds.

They stepped back to look at me. The hungry way they stared made my pussy ache.

“Gorgeous,” Kira said. She dropped her robe, revealing her bare curves. She stepped close, wrapping her hands around the back of my head to pull me into a kiss.

She tasted delicious, and her lips were incredibly soft. I kissed her back hard as Logan reached around to cup my breasts. He squeezed them, kissing the side of my neck before his hand slid between my thighs. His fingers parted my folds, finding my clit and rubbing it in slow circles.

I let out a moan. Having both of them touching me at once was intense.

Logan guided me backward until my knees hit the edge of the sofa. I dropped onto the cushions and spread my legs wide. I wasn’t entirely sure whose mouth was going to land on me first, but at this point, I didn’t care.

Kira took the initiative. She crawled onto the sofa, positioning herself on the cushion beside me before diving into my heat. When she lowered her mouth onto my wet cunt, I gasped.

I had never had a woman eat me out before, and the sensation was staggering. Her tongue was skilled and perfect, lapping up my juices and swirling all over my swollen clit. She knew exactly what a woman’s body needed, attacking my folds with a greedy enthusiasm that had my toes curling in no time.

“Fuck,” I moaned, my head tossing from side to side, struggling to comprehend how I had gone my entire life without experiencing something this mind blowing.

“My turn,” Logan growled. He had already shed his clothes. He stepped over the coffee table and hovered above me, his massive erection fully rigid and pointing straight at my face. “Do you want it, Haley?”

My mouth hung open in a moan from the shock of Kira’s tongue working my clit, yet I still managed a breathless “Yes.”

Logan smirked, clearly enjoying my desperation. He came in and swiped the fat head of his cock back and forth over my parted lips. “Beg for it, Haley,” he demanded softly.

“Please,” I whimpered, staring up at him. “Please, Logan, I need it.”

Satisfied, he grabbed the back of my head and slotted himself past my teeth, thrusting deep down my throat. I swallowed his dick as deep as I could take it, moaning while he fucked my face.

Down below, Kira kept her mouth buried between my thighs, loudly slurping my wet cunt. Having a woman eat me out while a guy fucked my mouth was insane.

“Okay, enough warming up,” Logan then said after a few moments, pulling his slick dick out from between my lips.

I whined a little, chasing the tip.

Kira lifted her head and grinned between my legs. “What do you think, Haley? Want his cock in your pussy now?”

“Yes, please,” I said.

Logan dragged me down to the edge of the sofa. He grabbed my calves and hooked my legs over his shoulders, spreading me wide open. Then he lined up his dick and shoved it inside me.

“Fuck!” I gasped.

He started fucking me rough and fast. I was so wet I was definitely leaving a stain on their couch, but I didn’t care. I just wanted to feel him stretch me out. Every time he drove inside me, his hips slapped loud and wet against my thighs.

Kira watched him pound my pussy for a few seconds. Then she crawled up the cushions and straddled my head. Her wet cunt hovered just above my nose. “Mind if I take a seat here?” she said.

“Do it,” I replied.

I looked up and was greeted by the breathtaking sight of her pink slit hovering right above my mouth, a clear drop of her juices already dripping out and landing perfectly on my lips. I tilted my head up, shot my tongue out, and licked her.

Kira’s pussy tasted absolutely incredible. Musky, sweet, and warm. She finally lowered herself completely, planting herself firmly over my mouth, giving me just enough room to breathe through my nose while giving me unfiltered access to her taste. I immediately dug my face in, losing myself in the warmth of her cunt and sucking at her clit exactly the way she had just done to me.

Kira let out a moan, grinding her wet pussy directly against my mouth and nose. “Yes! Fuck her, Logan,” Kira whimpered above me, riding my face as my tongue moved in and out of her slit.

She leaned forward, bracing her hands on Logan’s shoulders as he leaned over my body. They met in the middle, Logan’s mouth meeting Kira’s in a passionate kiss right above my chest. It was incredible.

“Don’t stop… please…” Kira gasped, breaking the kiss to look down at me as she ground her slit harder against my face. “You’re doing so well, Haley. Keep sucking on that clit.”

Her praise was intoxicating. I sucked and swirled as best as I could, my hands reaching up to squeeze her plump ass cheeks while her husband’s shaft churned up my insides.

Kira then reached a hand down to my clit. The second she started rubbing me, the tension inside me shattered.

“I’m coming!” I screamed, the sound muffled by the wet heat of Kira’s pussy.

My body shook like crazy, and that was when I realized Kira was right there with me. Her thighs clamped tight around my ears, and her pussy started spasming erratically against my lips. I barely had time to ride out my own climax before a hot, sweet gush of her cum poured directly over my tongue. Of course, I slurped up every last drop of it.

Then it was Logan’s turn.

“Fuck, Haley, you’re milking me,” he roared. His grip on me tightened as he buried himself deep. “Here it comes!”

I wanted it. I wanted it so bad. I wanted his cum exploding deep inside me, filling me up so much there wouldn’t be a single pocket of air left in my cunt.

He pumped three more times before his body went rigid. Logan grunted loudly, thrusting until my insides felt full and warm with his load.

We stayed in that position until our bodies finally stopped twitching. Kira slid off my face, collapsing beside me on the couch to catch her breath, while Logan pulled his softening cock out of my hole, a thick string of his cum and my juices stretching between us before snapping.

My cunt was an absolute mess. It was stuffed tight and generously leaking. Kira noticed, looking down at my ruined pussy.

“Well, we definitely can’t let that go to waste!” She grinned. “May I?”

I nodded, and Kira dove back down between my legs. She pressed her face into my pussy and began lapping, cleaning the thick creampie out of me before trailing downward, catching whatever had spilled down my crack.

Logan, delighted to see his wife eat his cum out of my pussy, simply leaned down and kissed my forehead.

“See?” he whispered. “We really do love to share, Haley.”


Chapter Six


Monday morning eventually rolled around, and I felt completely rejuvenated. Of course, I had Logan and Kira to thank for that.

After that insane first threesome, I ended up staying over at their apartment for most of the weekend.

We spent a large part of the time fucking, lazing around the house, and fucking some more. It was incredible. They were so casual about their open relationship, sitting around naked and swapping stories about all the other staff members and models they had fucked over the years. Logan even told me about the time he brought two of the lighting guys home to run a train on Kira while he was serviced by two of the new female assistants who took turns riding his dick. It was entirely shameless, but I was really coming around to it.

That same energy carried through to Monday morning. While I was getting ready for work, I had Zoe on speaker giving her a graphic breakdown of my weekend.

Hearing exactly how I got my pussy pounded by Logan while eating out his wife had her screaming through the receiver. She obsessed over every filthy detail, thrilled to know I was finally getting properly fucked.

She was also the one who told me to ditch my boring clothes.

“You’re a dirty girl now, Haley,” she laughed. “Dress like it.”

I took her advice to heart. With my new bravery, I skipped my usual cardigan and pants. I opted for a tight black skirt that rode high on my thighs to show plenty of skin, and a blouse with three buttons undone to reveal generous cleavage.

When I finally walked through the office doors and strutted past the editing bays, I immediately noticed the difference. A few of the guys stopped talking to watch me walk by. One of the copywriters gave me a blatantly hungry look and told me I was looking gorgeous. I smiled and thanked him. I felt sexy, and being openly hit on at work was a huge confidence boost.

I turned the corner toward the studios and ran into Jennifer. She was working on her laptop and sipping coffee.

“Well, look at you!” Jennifer grinned, eyeing my exposed cleavage. “That’s quite the outfit, Haley! Did Logan pick that out for you? He’s already told me about how much of a workout you gave him on his couch.”

My face went a little hot. I was initially surprised she knew all the dirty details, but then I remembered where I worked. I leaned into it, feeling naughty. “Oh, right… Yeah, he and Kira totally ruined me.”

Jennifer laughed out loud. “That is the spirit! Nothing beats a solid weekend fucking to clear the mind. Anyway, I’m glad you’re in a good mood, because I’m anything but right now.”

“Oh, what happened?”

“Well, we just got a last minute request from one of our corporate sponsors,” she sighed. “They need us to promote their new toys. Our schedules are tight, but given how much they’re paying us, we can’t really say no.”

“Ah, that’s a bummer,” I said. “Do you need me to set up a backdrop and get the cameras ready?”

“Not yet,” Jennifer replied. “Studio C’s totally out of commission right now. I think one of the lighting rigs blew a fuse. While they get it fixed, why don’t you head down to the prep room and help the girls unpack the shipment? We have crates of toys to sort.”

“Sure thing,” I said. I grabbed my bag and headed down the hall.

I pushed the door open to the prep room and immediately paused. The space looked like a total disaster zone. Cardboard boxes were ripped open everywhere, and the floor was covered in mounds of packing peanuts. Sitting right in the middle of the mess were Rachel and Selena.

“What the fuck is all this?” I laughed, stepping over a pile of bubble wrap.

“Oh, hey, Haley!” Rachel cheered. She was tossing a plastic dick across the room into a sorting bin. “Sponsor delivery. Way bigger than we thought.”

I looked around. There were dildos, vibrators, butt plugs, and silicone pussies covering almost every surface. It was quite the sight.

“Right… aren’t you supposed to be in the studio though, Rachel?” I asked her.

“Had a break on set,” Rachel explained, “so I figured I’d help Selena unpack.”

Selena gestured to the mess. “Just grab a box and start digging. If you see something you want to try, go for it. We need to write reviews for these anyway, so consider it a free trial!”

She gave me a dirty wink. I hadn’t had much experience with sex toys, but looking at all the cocks and vibrating gadgets scattered around the room definitely had my mind wandering. I dropped my bag on a chair and crouched next to a large cardboard box. I was just ripping the tape off when Rachel gasped loudly.

“Oh my god, look at this thing!”

I turned around. Rachel was holding up a bright purple clit sucker. But instead of a normal nozzle, the silicone was molded into the shape of a creepy, cartoonish alien face with an open mouth and a tiny mechanical tongue inside.

Selena burst out laughing. “Jesus, what the hell is that? Looks like a deformed gremlin, don’t you think?”

“Right?” Rachel agreed, turning it over in her hands. She found the power button and pressed it. The toy instantly came to life with a loud buzz, the little silicone tongue spinning away inside the alien mouth.

Rachel stared at it, licking her lips. “I mean… it does look kind of dirty, though. I wonder what this little freaky tongue can do. You guys care if I take it for a spin right now?”

“Go right ahead,” Selena grinned.

I nodded back, honestly dying to watch her use the thing.

Rachel moved quickly, unbuttoning her work pants and shimmying them down her legs, taking her panties with them.

Then she kicked her shoes off and hopped backward onto one of the crates, spreading herself. Her plump pussy was on full display, the hair around her lips looking matted and damp with her juices. She brought the buzzing alien mouth between her legs and pressed it directly over her clit.

Rachel’s reaction was immediate and entirely unfiltered. I saw the way her back arched and her toes curled, her ass almost coming off the crate from the shock of it.

“Fuck!” she gasped out. “Oh my god, this feels amazing!”

I watched in awe as she ground the toy hard against herself. She was acting completely unhinged, gripping it with incredible force. The device’s tongue went wild, thrashing and flicking against her.

“It’s… it’s sucking the life out of me!” Rachel cried out in ecstasy.

Selena was captivated, watching Rachel with wide eyes and shallow breaths.

“Fuck… well… I’m definitely not sitting here dry humping the air while you get off,” Selena announced.

That was when she made her move. She reached into her open box and pulled out her own toy, a flesh toned dildo with prominent veins and a motor hidden inside. She stripped instantly, pulling her skirt and thong down and tossing them onto a pile of cardboard.

Selena’s pussy was suddenly front and center, her tight pink lips already shining with moisture. She turned the toy on and brought it to her mouth, spitting over the head for lubrication. Then she hopped onto the counter next to the boxes, parted her legs, and drove the toy straight into her cunt.

“Ooh, yes!” Selena moaned. Her eyes rolled back as the dildo disappeared inside her. She kept going, pumping it in and out until the vibration had her totally hooked.

Watching her and Rachel moan while fucking themselves silly with the toys was making me restless. My pussy was already throbbing, and it didn’t look like either of them was stopping anytime soon. There was only one way to fix this.

I reached into the box I had just opened until my fingers closed around a vibrator of my own. This one was quite girthy, with a curved head and a ribbed shaft. I tossed the packaging aside, unzipped my skirt to let it drop to the floor, and pulled my wet panties down.

I climbed onto the crate right next to Rachel. There, I leaned back and turned the vibrator on. It rumbled in my hand. I lined it up with my slit and pushed it in.

It was a glorious feeling. The toy hit all the right spots instantly. I started sliding it in and out, feeling my walls stretch, and moaning out loudly in response. It was so fucking good. I pushed it deeper still, determined to take the whole thing, panting as the vibrations radiated up into my stomach.

Next to me, Rachel was screaming with joy. She tossed her head back and came hard, her cunt throbbing against the purple toy as the ecstasy worked its way through her. She panted for a few seconds to catch her breath, but she didn’t stop there. She looked over at Selena, who was still fucking herself.

“I bet you could use this, babe,” Rachel purred.

She slid off the crate and walked over to her. Selena looked down and nodded eagerly, totally desperate for it. Rachel stepped between her thighs and pressed the buzzing end of the toy, still slick with her own juices, onto Selena’s clit.

Selena shrieked. “Yes! Right there!”

Satisfied with her reaction, Rachel took the opportunity to lean in and kiss her, pushing her tongue all the way into Selena’s mouth. They started making out passionately. Rachel then reached up and helped shimmy off Selena’s top before unclasping her black bra and tossing it aside. She dropped her mouth to Selena’s breasts, sucking hard on her nipples and leaving wet marks all over her chest.

Selena was losing her mind. Her pussy was soaking wet, and the juices were almost frothing around the base of the dildo because she was leaking so much. Rachel kept working her nipples and grinding that toy against her clit until Selena finally exploded. She sobbed into Rachel’s mouth as her body convulsed. Cum sprayed out, running down her thighs and onto the counter.

Rachel pulled back from the kiss and smirked at her. “Mmm, that was amazing. But I don’t think I’m done with you yet,” she told Selena. She reached into a nearby box and pulled out a shiny butt plug. “How about we test this out?”

“Yes!” Selena gasped out, eyeing the toy and taking her dildo out. “Put that thing in my ass.”

Rachel pulled her off the counter, sharing one more messy kiss before spinning Selena around. She helped Selena lean forward onto a pile of empty boxes on the floor and rearranged her so her ass was in the air.

“Let me taste it first,” said Rachel.

Selena nodded. “Yes, please.”

Then Rachel spread Selena’s ass cheeks and leaned in.

Oh my god. She was really going to rim her.

Rachel looked up at me and gave a dirty little wink. Then her tongue came out, and she pressed it right against her skin, swiping a big wet lick all the way up her crack from her labia to her asshole. Then came the twirling, looping in big circles all over her tight little hole.

Selena was loving it, immediately reaching back to grab Rachel’s hair and press her face in deeper, moaning shamelessly into the cardboard.

Then things changed yet again. Rachel withdrew her tongue and sucked her index finger into her mouth to get it coated in spit. She lined it up and shoved it directly into Selena’s ass, twisting it around to make Selena shriek in total delight.

Rachel then used her other hand to reach underneath and rub her clit, and Selena hit another orgasm almost instantly.

The sight made me think about my own ass. I had zero experience with anal; my ex-boyfriend never even looked back there. But seeing it happen right in front of me was quite the turn on.

“Haley,” Rachel called out over the moans. “Get over here. Grab that lube.”

She held up the plug with a devious grin, making her intentions crystal clear. I pulled my vibrator out and hopped off the table.

I grabbed the bottle of lube she was pointing to and squeezed a generous amount right over the black plug in Rachel’s hand. Rachel lined it up and popped it straight into Selena’s ass. Selena gasped loudly as the wide base settled against her hole. I stared at it, having never seen anything like it before.

Rachel caught me staring and laughed. “There’s an extra one in that box, Haley,” she said, nodding toward the pile of toys. “If you like what you’re seeing, I can help put it in for you.”

My pulse raced. The idea of letting Rachel stretch me out was way too hot to pass up. “Oh god, yes,” I panted.

I quickly went for the open box, grabbed the second plug, and handed it to her. The transition was quick, with Rachel helping me kneel on the floor, but soon enough I was positioned right next to Selena with my ass high. She knelt down and spread my cheeks, and then I felt her warm tongue lick right up my crack.

“You have a really nice asshole,” Rachel hummed against my skin. She rimmed me thoroughly, swirling her tongue around my tight hole and driving me crazy.

“Okay, here it comes,” Rachel whispered. She pulled back just enough to dollop some lube right onto my hole. “Wink that asshole for me so I know you’re ready.”

I squeezed my muscles, shamelessly clenching and unclenching my hole for her. Then she pressed the tip of the plug against me and pushed.

“Ooh, yes!” I gasped. It was an unbelievable stretch, filling a space I didn’t even know could make me feel good. Rachel pushed it all the way to the base. I moaned loudly as she brought her hand around to the front, finding my engorged clit. She started rubbing me right away, blending the sensations.

We were in a totally ridiculous position: Selena and I were on all fours next to each other, both of our asses stuffed with butt plugs, while Rachel serviced our pussies.

“Jeez, look at you two,” Rachel laughed. “Just a couple of dirty sluts. I’ve gotta say, this might just be the best Monday morning ever.”

All Selena and I could do was whine back, enjoying ourselves too much to even form words.

Rachel slapped Selena’s cheek playfully. “How does that plug feel in your tight little ass, babe?”

“So fucking full,” Selena moaned.

Rachel turned her attention back to the crate. “Well, it can be even more amazing. Let me get some dildos in here for both of you, too.”

“Fuck, yes,” Selena panted.

“Surprise us,” I added, my pussy desperate for something thick.

Rachel stepped away for a second, digging through one of the crates. A moment later, she came back. Before I could even see what she was holding, she lined something up with my entrance. Suddenly, a firm silicone dick thrust deep into my cunt. Selena yelled as an identical one slid into her, too.

I looked back over my shoulder and realized Rachel had just unveiled a small thrusting machine with dildos attached to the rods. Rachel flipped a switch, and the machine started pumping both of us simultaneously.

The thrusting was amazing, especially combined with the plug in my ass. I leaned over and smashed my lips against Selena’s, trying to maximize my pleasure.

“Faster,” I begged, breaking the kiss for a second. “Turn it up!”

“Yes, fuck, do it!” Selena screamed.

Rachel cranked the dial higher. The machine started whining loudly as the dildos blurred in and out of our cunts at lightning speed.

It wasn’t long before I was coming, spasming everywhere as my climax hit me. I moaned into Selena’s mouth as we made out, feeling the thick plug clench tightly inside my ass. Selena sobbed against my lips, her own body shuddering as she came just as hard.

Rachel finally switched the machine off. The whining motor died down, and she pulled the dildos out of our gaping cunts. Selena and I went weak and fell onto the floor together.

“Fuck,” Selena panted. “What a total mess!”

I looked at the machine and noticed how the dildos were still dripping with our juices. “That was amazing… I think that one definitely deserves the feature.”

We all giggled at that. I glanced around the room. It was still a disaster, dozens of unopened boxes sitting on the floor waiting for us. We had definitely gotten carried away.

Rachel sat up, noticing this, and stretched her arms above her head with a devious smirk. “Well, come on then, ladies. These boxes aren’t going to unpack themselves!”


Chapter Seven


The next few days of the week flew by in a similar fashion, filled with plenty of filth and excitement. I felt like I was finally making real progress, and after speaking with Jennifer and a few other members of the management team, it was clear that everyone was thrilled with my work. They loved the energy I was bringing to the shoots, and knowing I was hitting my stride made the long hours feel effortless.

I found myself in the editing bay late Thursday afternoon to drop off my latest memory cards at the station. As the files transferred, I clicked through the footage and shook my head at the sheer amount of smut I was getting paid to capture.

Tuesday’s shoot had been a shameless mess. I had spent the entire day capturing tight shots of a girl eagerly trying to suck three dicks at once, her spit and tears going everywhere.

Wednesday morning was just as intense, dedicated to a toy feature where a woman used a strap on to peg one of the new male models. She made him ejaculate not once, but three separate times. It was nonstop filth, and I was loving every second of it.

While my files copied over, I wandered toward the main editing desks. David was sitting next to Ben, one of our layout designers, and the two of them were huddled over a monitor reviewing a mockup.

“What are you guys looking at?” I asked, leaning over David’s shoulder.

“Last minute update for the double penetration spread,” Ben said. He zoomed in on a photo of a blonde girl taking two cocks at the same time, with one in her pussy and one in her ass. The bold headline at the top of the page read, “Stretching the Limits: The Ultimate Guide to Taking Two.”

“We’re trying to figure out which angles highlight the stretch best,” David explained, pointing at the screen with a pen. “Our readers love a good double penetration guide. Wanted to make sure it looked good before release.”

I stared at the screen. Seeing the way the girl’s asshole was stretched wide while her cunt was equally stuffed made my stomach flutter. David noticed me staring and chuckled.

“Looks like quite the stuffing, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah... looks fun,” I murmured. “Especially the anal stuff. I mean, the only time I’ve ever had anything back there was on Monday when Rachel shoved a butt plug in me.”

Ben’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. “Really? You’ve never taken a real dick in the ass?”

“Nope,” I admitted. “But I’m, um… curious.”

“Oh, Haley, the ass is amazing,” David chuckled. “It grips totally differently than a pussy. It’s tighter and hotter. And when a guy hits the right angle, I’ve been told his dick almost pushes against your G-spot from the other side.”

My thighs clamped together beneath the desk. “That sounds nice.”

David and Ben exchanged a look. It was that same silent, totally shameless communication I was quickly learning to recognize around this office.

“Well,” said Ben, “we’ve been staring at these layouts for quite some time now… I think it’s about time for a break.”

“Me too,” David agreed. He looked up at me with a smirk. “You know, Studio A’s completely empty right now. The prop bed is still set up from the morning shoot. If you’re genuinely curious about anal, Ben and I could give you a bit of a tutorial. What do you think, Haley?”

“I’d love that,” I replied, not hesitating for a second. “Show me the way.”

Soon the three of us were slipping into the studio. It was lit just enough to cast a warm glow over the room, and in the middle sat a large bed. I briefly wondered exactly what they had been shooting in there earlier, or how many other people had fucked on those exact sheets before us. But really, it didn’t matter. All I wanted right now was a dick in my ass, ruined sheets or not.

I stripped down, and the guys wasted no time shedding their own clothes either. They were both in great shape, and within seconds, I was staring at two very hard, very long, and very girthy cocks.

“Get on the bed,” David instructed gently.

I climbed on and fell back against the pillows. Ben crawled up beside me and immediately started kissing me, sliding his tongue into my mouth and swirling it with mine. As we made out, David settled between my spread legs.

“Let’s get you nice and wet first,” David murmured.

He leaned down and went to work on my pussy, digging his tongue inside and sucking my clit into his mouth. He made me ooze more juices as I gasped into Ben’s mouth. He kept going as Ben broke away from my lips and moved his attention to my chest, tweaking my nipples until they were stiff. He leaned in and sucked them while his fingers trailed down my stomach.

It was all getting very hot. My pussy was throbbing and leaking so much that David’s lips were completely coated. The anticipation of what they were about to do to my ass was making me wetter by the second.

Ben’s fingers kept traveling lower, dragging down my stomach and over my slit until he was teasing the sensitive skin right around my crack. David finally pulled back, licking my release off his lips.

“Alright, now for the main event,” David said. “Which cock do you want in your ass first?”

I looked at both of them. David’s dick looked great, don’t get me wrong, but Ben’s had this crazy vein structure wrapping all the way up the shaft. I genuinely wondered exactly how all those thick ridges would feel brushing up against my insides and swelling in my ass.

“I want Ben,” I said.

“Good choice,” Ben smirked. He pulled me to the edge of the mattress, lifting my legs high so my ass was totally exposed. “Normally we do this with lube, but you’re already dripping. Let’s make sure you’re slick enough, though. David, want to do the honors?”

David happily stepped in. He leaned down and ran his wet tongue right up my crack. He spat a generous amount of saliva directly onto my asshole, then reached forward to scoop up a handful of my own pussy juice. He slathered the slick mixture all over my rim, working one finger inside to properly loosen me up before stepping back.

Once I was prepped, Ben lined his dick up with my hole. He pressed the head against me and pushed forward with steady pressure. He was just loosening me up a bit, similar to how that butt plug stretched me with Rachel and Selena, but taking real flesh felt entirely different. My hole was incredibly tight, and both men gently instructed me to relax my muscles. I exhaled, took a few deep breaths, and let my body sink into the mattress.

“Ready, Haley?”

“Yes. Go all the way,” I said firmly.

A loud gasp escaped me as he breached the tight ring of muscle. The ridge of his cock popped inside, and then he slowly sank in. He kept pushing, resting for a moment halfway just to let me adjust to his girth, and then continued.

“Fuck!” I whimpered. The stretch was incredible.

Ben pulled back an inch and held his ground. “Deeper?”

“Yes!” I begged.

So he did, driving all the way until I felt his pubes brush against my ass cheeks. I was so unbelievably full.

“How does that feel, Haley?” David asked, standing right over me and stroking his own hard cock.

“It’s amazing,” I moaned, feeling Ben’s dick scrape against my insides in all the right ways.

“Glad you like it,” David grinned.

Ben finally started fucking me, setting a slow but delicious pace. My clit throbbed with every single push, and the sensation of getting my ass repeatedly filled and emptied completely took over my body.

David watched us eagerly. “Now that your ass is taken care of, that mouth is looking a little empty, don’t you think?”

I stared up at his cock. It looked so damn good, dark red and totally juicy. I had shot a spitroast for the magazine just a few days ago, and watching that model gag on a cock while getting her ass fucked had left me genuinely wondering what it felt like. Now, the opportunity was literally staring me in the face.

“I want it. Feed me your cock, David.” I told him.

David stepped closer. I opened my mouth, and he pushed the head past my lips. He fed himself into my mouth through my moans, stretching my lips wide. I bobbed my head and sucked him with desperation while Ben pounded away at my ass.

They continued fucking me hard. The sensation of getting my ass stretched out for the very first time while gagging on another cock was a uniquely delicious feeling.

Very soon, the pressure became too much to handle, and a profound orgasm ripped through me. I could feel my clit throbbing uncontrollably, my ass clenching tight around Ben, and my throat squeezing around David’s dick. I tried moaning out my release, but my mouth was entirely filled, leaving zero room to produce any real volume. Instead, the sound just rattled up through his meaty length.

Eventually, all that intense pleasure finished running its course, and I let my body go limp. The boys chuckled as they paused, still with their cocks buried in my holes, wondering what to do with me next.

“Sheesh, that was fast,” Ben laughed, keeping his dick firmly planted in my ass. “Already done, Haley?”

“Not quite,” I purred back. I really wanted to keep going. The dual fullness was highly addictive. “I want more.”

“Well then,” David said, pulling his slick cock out of my mouth. “Let’s give you the real deal. How about a proper double penetration, Haley?”

“Mm, I’d love that,” I replied, instantly ready for more. My pussy was aching, totally neglected while my ass got all the attention.

I was amazed at my own progress, going straight from losing my anal virginity to now going for double penetration.

With my enthusiasm, the boys got to work. We moved around on the bed to find the perfect angle. David lay flat on his back against the mattress, and I climbed over him, straddling his hips while Ben kneeled behind me. Once we were completely lined up, David guided his cock to my cunt and slid straight in. I welcomed the feeling of being filled with a loud gasp as his cock pressed perfectly against my deepest spots.

Then they started to fuck me together. It was mindblowing to have both holes totally stretched at the same time. It felt even better than the spitroast, and that was already perfection.

They found a rhythm, taking turns driving into me so I was constantly stuffed with meat. My pussy and ass were stretching and squeezing back around their thick cocks. I started moaning loudly, my hands grabbing David’s chest. The intensity undid me quickly yet again. I was genuinely shocked by how fast these guys were making me cum, bringing me to my release over and over with total ease.

I hit a second powerful orgasm just moments later. It felt as if every nerve in my body was completely electrified.

This time, the boys were right there with me. Ben was the first to groan loudly, and I felt his legs go completely stiff against my ass cheeks. Then it came: bursts of warm jizz spraying into my rectum, loading it up and leaving no room to spare.

A second later, David grunted and emptied his balls straight into my pussy. The dual creampie felt amazing.

They finally pulled out, leaving both my holes gaping and white with their cum. Some of it was already starting to trickle out.

“Oh my god,” I giggled as I looked down. “There’s so much of it…”

“I think that might be a record for us,” Ben chuckled. “We normally last a lot longer with the models.”

I glanced down and noticed their cocks were still quite hard, standing at full attention despite just dumping all that cum inside me. My body was starting to prickle with arousal all over again.

“Well, since you’re both still so deliciously stiff,” I said, “maybe we should go again. And this time, I can take some proper notes. How do you feel about adding a guest feature to the article? I bet the readers would love a firsthand review.”

David and Ben looked at each other and started laughing.

“You’re so fucking dirty, Haley,” said David.

“I know,” I replied. “Now, give me those cocks before I lose my mind.”


Chapter Eight


The two boys fucked me for another few rounds, taking turns hitting my deepest spots and stretching me out until I was gasping and ruined. They still had the layout design to finish off, so I didn’t want to monopolize too much of their time. I slipped off the bed once I was thoroughly ruined and made my way to the staff bathroom to clean up.

There, I grabbed a few paper towels and got to work. Wiping David and Ben’s cum from my thighs and out of my crevices felt incredibly filthy. Every time I wiped, more of their hot release kept sliding out of my overstuffed holes. But eventually I got it all.

In the mirror above the sink, I marveled at my reflection, watching my red cheeks and satisfied smile. I felt amazing. Just a few weeks ago, I was stuck in a rut, feeling totally undesirable and bored. But today, I was wiping a double creampie out of my freshly broken ass and used pussy, put there by two men who had worshiped every inch of me. I felt so unapologetically dirty and liberated.

Once I was presentable again, I put my clothes back on and headed out of the studio. The energy of the main bullpen had tempered quite a lot by now. The rushing was gone, and people were putting final touches on their monitors and chatting over coffees.

I ended up joining Rachel and Selena for a bit, laughing about our wild toy testing session from earlier in the week, and then went over to Jennifer’s desk to hand in my signed timesheets.

Late in the afternoon, I was finally free. All my tasks for the week were officially wrapped up. The edits were submitted, and the anniversary crunch was behind me. At least, my part was.

Feeling wonderfully relaxed and still riding the high of my consecutive orgasms, I decided to stroll down to the equipment lockup at the far end of the loft to return a few borrowed battery packs.

The back hallways were much quieter, lined with storage units and staging areas. As I moved closer to one of the studios, the sound of moving gear and loud voices caught my attention. I peeked through the open doors and saw three guys working to break down a large interview set.

“Thank god this crunch is almost over,” one of them groaned, tossing a sandbag onto a rolling cart. “I swear my back is permanently wrecked from hauling all these fucking prop walls around.”

“Tell me about it,” another laughed. “All this effort just so they can film people fucking on a couch.”

I watched as they dismantled the scaffolding, still hovering around the doorway. The guys were all very hot, wearing tight tank tops and cargo shorts that showcased their sweaty chests, and I felt way too proud of my new confidence to just walk away. I wanted more attention.

Watching them lift the metal rigs and tear down the sets was doing terrible things to my newly awakened libido. My pussy, still tender and swollen from the studio session, instantly started throbbing again.

I wasn’t about to let a perfectly good opportunity go to waste, so I strolled into the room. I spotted a spare camera sitting on a nearby table, scooped it up, and brought the viewfinder to my eye.

“Come on, boys, let’s see some real energy,” I teased playfully, aiming the lens at them. “Flex those arms for me. Show everyone exactly how hard the crew works around here.”

The three of them stopped and looked over, their faces breaking into filthy grins.

“Oh, so the photographer wants a private show?” the tallest one asked, dropping a coil of cables over his shoulder. He stepped into the center of my frame and struck a ridiculously exaggerated pose, puffing out his chest and squeezing his biceps. “Make sure you get my good side, honey.”

I giggled, snapping a few photos. “Perfect. Gorgeous. Give me a little more sweat, though. You guys are the real stars of the anniversary issue.”

“Hear that, Leo?” the guy with the dark hair laughed, nudging the man next to him. “She thinks we’re the stars. Move over, Troy, let a real man pose.”

Leo stepped in front of Troy, turning his back to me and flexing his lats. “Get a shot of this, sweetheart. The fans need to see the definition.”

“Oh, I see it,” I purred, zooming in on his broad shoulders. “But I think Troy had the better angle.”

I moved the lens to the guy with dark hair. “What about you? Are you going to show me something good?”

He smirked. “I’m Vince. And I prefer getting up close and personal.”

“Oh really?” I countered. “How close are we talking?”

Vince took a step forward with a devious smile. “Close enough to make you forget about taking photos.”

We kept joking around like that for a few minutes. The banter flowed easily, filled with laughter as they struck a few more goofy poses for the camera. Then Troy decided the photoshoot was over by stepping up and plucking the camera straight from my hands.

He set it on a nearby crate, clearly intending to take charge. It was a bit sudden, but I welcomed the shift.

“What’s your name, anyway, pretty girl?” Troy asked.

“Haley,” I replied, flashing a coy smile.

“Haley… well, I’m sure you’ve been behind the lens all week, having all sorts of fun with the directors and the models. But what about us? We’re part of the team, too. We could sure use some stress relief after all this gear hauling.”

I liked where this was going. The tension spiked when he took another step, closing the gap between us. Leo and Vince naturally followed his lead, flanking him until I was surrounded by three tall, sweaty, and incredibly fit guys. I could tell they were dying to get their hands on my body.

I could have pulled them aside one by one, but they looked way too good to separate. The anticipation was making me leak all over again. I wanted them to use me.

“I suppose you guys do deserve a reward for all your hard work,” I declared.

Troy reached out and traced his thumb along my jawline. “You have no idea how badly we want to fuck you, Haley.”

“Then skip taking turns,” I whispered. “I want you all at the same time.”

Troy let out a groan. “That’s my slut.”

They pounced as soon as the words left his mouth. Hands grabbed my waist and thighs, lifting me effortlessly off the floor. They carried me over to a staging table behind the lighting racks and spread me across the surface. Troy unbuttoned my blouse while Leo took care of my heels, skirt, and panties.

“Jesus, you’re a mess,” Troy muttered, staring at my wet cunt.

“So swollen and red,” Vince added, running a finger along my inner thigh.

I decided to embrace my inner director. “Stop talking and show me what those mouths can do,” I said, giggling as they began to devour me.

Troy started at my lips. “Give me your tongue,” he demanded, and I complied. He hooked onto it with his own, wrapping his lips around and sucking, pulling on the muscle as we traded tastes.

While Troy kept me occupied, Leo went to work on my tits. My nipples were already stiff, and he knew exactly what to do. He took a mouthful, biting gently and swirling his tongue. He worked both breasts, using his hands to squeeze the flesh as I let out a moan. I was so sensitive that I felt like I was already on the verge of an orgasm.

Though Vince had a different plan for his mouth. He moved to the base of the table and grabbed my foot. He kissed each of my toes before taking my big toe into his mouth to suck. The sensation sent a surprising thrill straight up my legs. He kept tasting me and stroking my ankles, kissing his way up my calf and onto my thigh before finally settling at my tender cunt.

“Damn,” Vince chuckled, inspecting between my legs. “These holes look pretty stretched out. Did someone already beat us to it today?”

I broke the kiss with Troy for a second. “I might have just taken a double penetration,” I giggled. “But I’m all yours now, Vince. Tell me how creamy I taste.”

Troy cut in with a smirk. “Forget telling. Let me show you myself.”

He bypassed Vince and reached down, stuffing two fingers into my pussy and twisting them around to collect as much of my slick as possible. Then he brought his hand up to my face. I opened my mouth and he slid them in, helping me suck them clean.

Tasting my own juices and the lingering traces of the afternoon session only made Troy’s smirk grow wider. Satisfied with how much I liked it, he leaned back in to kiss me deeply again.

That was when Vince finally went for it. He kissed my clit gently before attacking it with his lips, dragging his tongue up and down my crack to mix the fluids, then pushing his tongue deep into my ass to swirl it around.

“Ooh, fuck!” I whimpered into Troy’s mouth.

This continued for a few delicious minutes. The boys were relentless, sucking hard enough to leave faint red hickeys everywhere. It felt like no inch of my skin was left unswiped by a tongue or unkissed by a mouth.

That was when I decided I wanted the final treat.

“Fuck, just give me your cocks,” I panted, breaking my kiss with Troy. “I need you inside me. Now.”

Leo chuckled. “Who do you want first?”

“All of you,” I demanded. My mind was racing, and getting filled in all three holes at once sounded like the ultimate prize.

“As you wish,” Troy grinned. Vince nodded in agreement.

The three of them undid their shorts and freed their cocks. I admired impressive spread of meat hovering over me. Vince and Troy were uncut with their foreskins pulled back, while Leo was neatly circumcised. All three were red, throbbing, and perfectly long enough to stir up my insides.

We had to rearrange my body to make things work. I flipped over onto my knees, jutting my hips high at the edge of the table.

Vince and Leo stepped up behind me, standing shoulder to shoulder to share the space. I spread my thighs wide as Vince angled in from the left, guiding his cock into my pussy, while Leo pressed in from the right to line his cock up with my waiting asshole.

To finish the setup, I laid my chest flat against the surface, resting my chin on the table so Troy could step up next to my head. Troy brought his meat down and rested it across my mouth. I felt the hot vein along the bottom throb against my lips. I looked up at him with a hungry smile, opened wide, and let the head sink in.

My tongue swiped along the underside of his shaft, making him shiver in pleasure. Down below, the other two began to push in. I gasped around the dick in my mouth, feeling the delicious stretch as my cunt and ass parted to accommodate Vince and Leo.

They kept going, steadily burying themselves. Then they started fucking me. The feeling was staggering. Vince hammered my G-spot with every thrust while Leo rubbed perfectly against the opposite side of my vaginal wall.

I gagged beautifully on the cock in my mouth, taking Troy as deep as my throat allowed.

“Fuck, Haley’s ass is squeezing me so tight,” Leo grunted.

“Her pussy too,” Vince added. “It’s perfect.”

They fucked me hard and drove me crazy, my clit throbbing wildly the whole time, and each of my holes feeling gloriously overstuffed. The overlapping sensations built rapidly until the tension finally burst into a shattering orgasm.

“Oh my god! Fuuuuck!” I sobbed, the sound vibrating up Troy’s shaft.

“Fuck, she’s coming like crazy,” Vince groaned.

And he was right. My thighs were shuddering and spasming like no tomorrow, each of my entrances clamping tight and milking the cocks buried inside me. All that was flowing through me right now was pure ecstasy.

At some point, I started coming back down to earth, only for the men to start twitching and speeding up their pace.

Troy was the first to let go. He groaned and erupted, jets of his cum gushing down my throat and filling my stomach. Vince and Leo were still fucking my lower half hard, making it a bit awkward for me to maintain a seal on Troy’s dick, but I managed it, ensuring not a single drop went to waste.

Troy finally popped out of my mouth and took a step back, collecting himself. I admired how deliciously spent he looked after draining his balls down my throat.

Down below, the other two kept pounding away, their strokes getting faster and more desperate. A few moments later, Vince grunted and emptied himself, quickly filling my pussy with a flood of cum.

Leo followed a second later, packing my ass with his own sticky load. They both busted hard and long, pumping spurt after spurt until my insides were thoroughly filled. Then they finally slid out of me.

I let myself go limp against the table, feeling wonderfully ruined.

“Damn,” Troy laughed. “Now that’s what I call stress relief.”

“Definitely agree, man,” Leo added. “Haley… if photography ever gets boring, you should definitely join the stage crew. We could use a dedicated morale booster around the lockup.”

“I’ll think about it,” I giggled, batting my eyelashes at them. Getting paid to get filled up like this sounded like a dream come true.


Chapter Nine


The next day was Friday, and the main office was packed to the brim. All the staff had gathered, crowding around the desks and spilling into the aisles to celebrate the launch.

People were moving around, setting up tables and putting the final touches on the celebration, while Jennifer stood on a small makeshift podium at the front of the room, a giant projector screen glowing behind her, displaying a digital clock ticking down the final minutes.

“Listen up, everyone,” Jennifer called out, holding a microphone. “I’m pleased to say that we survived! We put a staggering amount of blood, sweat, and other various bodily fluids into this anniversary issue. You all worked incredibly hard… and I know for a fact some of you were working very, very hard.”

A ripple of laughter and preemptive cheers waved through the area.

“This is our biggest release of the year,” she continued. “We pushed the boundaries and stretched our limits. Be proud of what we’ve accomplished. We are about to go live online!” She turned to glance at the monitor. The timer was dipping below the one minute mark. “Grab your drinks,” Jennifer called out. “Fifty seconds!”

The room started to flutter with excitement. I grabbed a plastic cup from a passing tray and squeezed my way closer to the front. The countdown dipped to ten seconds, and the entire office started chanting in unison.

“Ten! Nine! Eight!”

My heart thumped against my ribs.

“Three! Two! One!”

The timer hit zero. The screen flashed bright green with the words: “ISSUE 50: LIVE!”

The bullpen erupted. There were cries, cheers, and applause. Confetti poppers cracked loudly, showering the room in shiny gold and silver streamers. It was glorious.

I took a long sip from my cup as I watched the celebration unfold. People were hugging, kissing, and patting each other on the back. The relief in the room was palpable, and through the celebration, it naturally began to devolve into something more. The collective horniness of the office was taking over, bubbling to the surface now that the pressure was finally off.

Jennifer raised the microphone one last time. “Drinks are flowing, the issue is out, and the studios are unlocked,” she purred. “Consider this an official invitation to blow off some steam. Enjoy yourselves, everyone!”

She dropped the mic, and two hunky guys from the staging crew flanked her immediately. They scooped her up, whispering in her ears as they whisked her away toward the back rooms.

Just then, a voice emerged from behind me.

“Congratulations on surviving your first issue, Haley.”

I turned and found Mia smiling up at me. She looked gorgeous in her tight little dress.

“Thanks, Mia.” I smiled back. “It was quite the ride.”

“I bet it was,” she giggled. “You definitely fit right in around here. Everyone’s talking about the new photographer. I hear you’ve been having just as much fun as the models.”

“I guess the rumors are true,” I hummed. I found myself stepping closer to her. “By the way, you look incredibly gorgeous, Mia. Stunning. Like… I really just want to kiss you.”

Mia bit her lower lip. “Then why don’t you?” she murmured.

She stepped in, wrapping her arms around my neck, and pressed her lips to mine. I kissed her back eagerly, parting my lips and letting her tongue slide in. We made out passionately. She tasted sweet, her tongue swirling against mine as I brought my hands to her waist.

The sounds of the party faded into the background as she pressed her body against me. Then Mia pulled back for a second, keeping my face close to hers.

“You’re such a good kisser, Haley,” she whispered. “You’ve got me so horny. Finger me?”

I almost moaned at her words alone. “I’d love to.”

I worked a few fingers under her dress and slid them up her thigh. She wasn’t wearing panties, so I found her wet folds immediately. I brushed my thumb over her clit, drawing a gasp from her lips, and then I pushed two fingers inside her entrance, pumping them slowly while I kissed her neck, feeling her twitch and moan against my hand. We kept at it for a few deliciously dirty minutes, simply enjoying each other’s warmth while I moved my fingers in and out of her, making her whimper.

Then, suddenly, a group of models cheered her name from across the room.

Mia glanced over my shoulder, a playful pout forming on her lips. “Looks like they need me for a pileup.” She giggled, stepping back and giving me one last peck on the lips. “Catch you later, Haley. Thanks for the finger fuck.”

I slid my hand out as she pulled away. My fingers were shining with her juices. I brought them up to my mouth, licking the sweet essence off my skin.

Then I turned to my left, and saw two guys standing nearby. They were in their mid twenties, dressed in casual shirts, just staring at me.

“Hey… Haley, right? “The first one said.

“That’s me,” I replied.

“I’m Mark, and this is Eric,” he continued, stepping closer. “We’re the new color graders in post production. We spent quite a bit of time working on your photos yesterday.”

“Oh, the ones I passed around the in the afternoon?” I asked with a smile. “Did you boys like what you saw?”

“Fuck yes.” Eric laughed. “Staring at those shots was brutal. We’ve basically been jerking off to your work ever since. Seeing those few shots where you got in front of the lens yourself to suck off the models made us desperate for the real thing.”

I felt a sharp spike of arousal. The idea that I had my own little fan club jerking off to me was quite hot. “Well, you don’t have to wait anymore,” I purred. “Let me help.”

I dropped to my knees. The guys looked thrilled as I reached up, unzipping their work pants and pulling both of their dicks out. They were already hard. I wrapped my hand around Eric’s shaft, giving it a firm stroke, while I leaned forward and took Mark’s cock deep into my mouth until his tip was poking at the back of my throat. I gagged a little, letting my spit gather and slide down Mark’s shaft before popping off and swapping them, taking Eric to the same depth.

“Shit, this is amazing,” Mark groaned, his hips twitching as I worked my hand up and down his meat. “Oh my god.”

I loved how responsive they were. Their bodies shivered under my touch, and they were so visibly turned on by the performance. In the middle of it, Mark reached into his back pocket and pulled out a cheap instant camera.

“Do you mind?” he panted, pointing the lens down at me.

I hummed my approval, my lips still firmly wrapped around Eric’s dick, and kept sucking enthusiastically. The flash went off, blinding me for a second. The attention was intoxicating, but I was getting impatient. I wanted to see how far I could stretch myself. So I pulled off Eric’s cock and looked up at them.

“Let’s see if I can take both of you at the same time. Try to get this one on camera.”

I guided Mark’s cock back into my mouth, shifting it to one side, and then eagerly pressed Eric’s head past my lips. My jaw stretched to its absolute limit as I forced both of their thick shafts inside.

“Fuck, she’s so dirty,” Eric hissed.

Their cocks rubbed against each other inside my mouth. It was beyond filthy. I sucked them simultaneously, drooling all over their bases. They started thrusting their hips, and it didn’t take long before their breathing turned ragged.

“I’m close,” Mark warned.

I pulled off with a wet sound, panting as I looked up at their dripping dicks. “Do it on my face. Give yourselves some real wank bank material.”

They came easily. Mark groaned and let loose, shooting a thick rope of cum straight across my cheek. Eric erupted a second later, splattering hot jizz over my forehead and nose. They kept pumping, emptying two massive loads until my face was completely painted white. Not a single inch of my skin was left free of their mess. I giggled, letting my eyes flutter shut as the warm fluid dripped down my chin.

Then the flash went off again. Mark had snapped another photo of my cum covered face. Then they tucked themselves away, thoroughly satisfied, and leaned down to press a grateful kiss to my forehead.

“Thanks for the material, Haley.” Eric laughed. “We owe you one.”

“You’re very welcome,” I replied.

I left them to admire their photos and continued wandering through the area, wiping a glob of cum away from my eye and cleaning the rest with a few tissues from a nearby desk.

The sex around me was starting to get quite wild. Over by the water cooler, five guys were running a train on one of the receptionists. Near the printing station, a guy was getting pegged by a woman while fucking another woman from behind, and a few feet away from them, a red haired lady was aggressively bouncing on a guy’s lap in an office chair, her fat ass jiggling with every hard bounce.

I drifted toward the center of the room where a cluster of large tables had been pushed together. It was a chaotic circle of naked bodies fucking, rolling around, and shamelessly swapping.

“Haley! Get over here!”

I looked up and saw Rachel and Selena waving me over. They were already naked and slick with sweat.

“You’re missing out,” Rachel grinned, grabbing my hand and pulling me up onto the tables.

I was eager to get involved. They helped me strip my clothes off, and I crawled into the middle of the tangle. Rachel guided me over a guy lying flat on his back. I didn’t even catch his name before I straddled his hips and sank down onto his hard cock. I rode him in a bouncy cowgirl, grinding my tender pussy against his base. Selena crawled over and pressed her lips against mine, making out with me while I bounced up and down.

From there, I got passed around the table. It was exactly the kind of chaos I wanted. I climbed off the first guy, and Rachel immediately flipped me over, pushing my chest flat so my ass stuck up in the air. A second later, a thick cock slid perfectly into my dripping pussy. I moaned loudly as the guy started thrusting against my ass cheeks.

Rachel knelt in front of my face, stroking my hair. “Look at this slut taking it.” She laughed, looking over my shoulder. “All right, who’s next? Her ass is empty.”

I loved the filthy encouragement. “Please, someone just fill my ass!” I added.

Sure enough, another random guy stepped up. He slicked his dick with spit and pushed straight into my rectum. I gasped as my walls stretched open, stuffed once again. They fucked me in tandem, churning my insides and pushing me straight into an intense orgasm. My thighs shook against the desk as my holes clamped down on their meat.

It didn’t stop there. The next hour turned into a sequence of taking cock after cock. Every time one guy pulled out to finish, another was ready to take his place. I took dick in my pussy, my ass, and my mouth, getting thoroughly used by the crew. I came two more times, screaming into the noise of the bullpen, my body coated in sweat and cum. I had never been fucked so well in my entire life.

Eventually, my legs simply gave out. I rolled out of the pile with shaking thighs, desperately needing a minute to catch my breath while Rachel and Selena kept the guys occupied. I wandered over to a slightly quieter corner near the supply closets.

There, David was sitting on a stool, catching his breath too, his softening dick slightly wet with someone else’s juices. His face lit up as I approached.

“Well, look at you,” David grinned, admiring the chaotic mess of cum and sweat streaked across my naked body. “You look like the perfect centerfold.”

“I feel like one,” I giggled, stepping in between his legs.

He reached out, grabbing my ass and pulling me onto his lap. We immediately started making out. I kissed him deeply, tangling my fingers in his hair. It was a surprisingly romantic, sweet moment in the middle of all the chaos.

Then I straddled his thighs and lined my pussy up with his cock. I sank down, taking him completely. We kept kissing, sharing a genuinely passionate embrace while I rode his dick hard and fast, until he groaned into my mouth. He held me tight as he dumped his seed into my cunt, filling me up yet again.

“God, your stamina is incredible.” David chuckled. “Keep up the good work, Haley.”

I smiled and gave him a quick wink before hopping off his dick and turning around. That was when I bumped into Jennifer. She was naked, her large breasts swaying beautifully as she stepped closer.

“Oh wow,” I said, staring at her tits.

I never thought I would ever be bold enough to say something like this, but in this moment, I felt completely comfortable. “Can I suck on those?”

Jennifer laughed. “Of course, honey!”

I stepped close and wrapped my lips around her stiff nipple. I sucked hard, swirling my tongue over the peak while using my hands to massage her breasts. She moaned softly, cradling my head as she leaned into the sensation. It felt so good to finally taste her.

“Mm, thank you,” I mumbled around her nipple. “For everything, actually. The job, the freedom… this place has changed everything for me, Jennifer.” It was the clean and honest truth.

I kissed my way down her stomach, dropping to my knees. I wanted to taste her. I settled between her spread legs, looking at her gorgeous pussy. I was just about to dive in when Jennifer spoke up.

“Hey, Haley,” she said softly. “Before you eat me out.”

I looked up at her. “Yes?”

“There’s really no need to thank me. You’re the one who helped save us, after all. In fact, how about you stick around? The anniversary deadline is over, but we could definitely use a permanent photographer like you.”

A rush of pure happiness washed over me. I realized exactly how good I had it. No more boring influencer stuff or rigid schedules. All that was left for me was total freedom, endless smut, and a team that knew exactly how to have fun.

I smiled.

“I’d love to, Jennifer,” I said. And then I stuck my tongue out, diving straight into her cunt.


Epilogue


Jennifer kept her word and brought me on full-time immediately. I spent my days capturing the filthiest, most incredible scenes. Massive orgasms, creative group scenes, and oceans of cum simply became my normal weekday routine.

Thinking about my old life felt like another lifetime entirely. I now walked through the office with my head held high, fully embracing my curves and feeling completely worthy of all the pleasure I received.

Even Zoe was reaping the rewards of my new job. She had absolutely no interest in joining the lifestyle herself, but she demanded weekly updates on exactly whose cock I was riding and which holes they were stretching out. She swore that all my dirty stories kept her completely soaked all week, which meant Greg was constantly getting dragged into the bedroom to fuck her brains out just so she could finally get some relief.

Eventually, Jennifer promoted me to senior director. The new title came with a huge pay bump alongside some highly enjoyable perks. I got my own private office at the back of the loft, complete with a wide sofa and a great view of the city.

Part of my new role involved conducting lessons with the incoming models, too, so my afternoons were spent making sure the new guys knew exactly how to use their cocks for the camera. I also coached the ladies on how to properly let loose before they stepped onto the main sets, and how to take thick cocks in every hole. I basically got paid to have unlimited sex. It was a brilliant setup.

My weekends were just as fulfilling. I became a regular guest at Logan and Kira’s apartment, and David came along every now and then, too. We shared everything, spending our Friday nights drinking wine and fucking for hours.

Then an older guy named Jay walked into the studio to join us as our new lead videographer. He was downright sexy, and I felt drawn to him instantly. He fit right into our office culture, happily pulling assistants into empty rooms and jumping in with the models for quick sessions before a shoot.

We spent a lot of time together on set, bouncing ideas off each other and building a genuine connection. The tension between us grew undeniable, and one night after everyone cleared out for the weekend, we stayed behind in my office, stripped down, and finally fucked.

He gave me exactly what I wanted, stretching me out and leaving me a total mess, before taking me into his arms and letting me rest my head on his chest.

“I still can’t wrap my head around that whole influencer thing. It must have been so miserable,” Jay laughed, giving me a kiss on the forehead.

“Yeah… lots of fake smiles and fake content,” I agreed. “And a boyfriend who mostly just liked staring at his own follower count.”

“Massive upgrade, then.”

“Definitely. The pay is better, and I actually get laid.”

Jay grinned, pulling me a little closer. We talked about the week for a while, gossiping about the models and figuring out our plans. He mentioned Logan and Kira had invited him over for drinks on Saturday, and we quickly agreed to show up together.

Everything just made sense. I had a job I loved, a lifestyle that kept me constantly satisfied, and now, someone handsome and caring to share it with.

It was the perfect fresh start.

* * *


Thank you for reading this story.

If you’d like to stay updated on future releases and get a free, standalone short story, you are welcome to join my newsletter at caraluneauthor.com
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Shared for the First Time: A Couple’s Hedonistic Weekend

Melanie and Ryan book a secluded forest escape for their first try at glamping. Instead, they find themselves sharing it with two gorgeous, shameless couples who crave bodily pleasure as desperately as they do.

What starts with moans slipping through the walls of the next tent quickly turns into sloppy kisses, messy swaps, and naked bodies grinding in every corner of the campsite. The hot tub, the river, double penetration by the fire, and a final night of pure excess prove how dangerous horny neighbors can be.

Swapped on the Road Trip: Two Couples Learn to Share

Anna tells her husband Matt that all they need is a week in the Utah desert with Vanessa and Daniel, but the second they see them, everything changes. The desert seems to strip away every excuse they’ve been hiding, and one kiss in the pool eventually turns into her old friend choking on her husband’s length while her man shoves himself deep inside her. From there, it only gets filthier.

Out under the stars she is bent over the hood of a car with Daniel buried in her while Matt groans into Vanessa. The more they swap, the dirtier it gets, until she is leaking and moaning and left begging for another round.

The four of them continue with a canyon hike, though the only thing Anna remembers from that is finally learning how to take two men at once.

The Art of Sharing: A Single Woman Discovers the Thrill of Joining in

Divorced and dry for three years, Celine arrives at Le Mas expecting a quiet art retreat, only to discover a sanctuary of pure hedonism. Under the French sun, her inhibitions quickly dissolve, moving her from observer to willing participant.

Her journey begins with sketching lovers in the orchard, but soon escalates. She is taken passionately on a barn workbench, discovers the softness of a woman in the lavender fields, and slides into a tangle of painted bodies in the studio, letting them all take her together.

Surrounded by a community that lives to share, Celine realizes she’s done drawing the art. Now, it’s time for her to become the canvas.
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