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Used By His Friends




Chapter One




Travis had that look on his face. The one he always got when he had some juicy gossip to share. We were curled up on the couch after dinner, half-watching some show, my legs tossed over his lap, one of his hands lazily rubbing my thigh under the hem of my summer dress.

He hadn’t said much all night, but now he shifted a little under me, and I caught the flicker of mischief in his grin.

“What?” I asked, poking his side.

He shrugged, but the smirk deepened. “Just… I was talking with Mike at work today.”

I rolled my eyes. “What’s Mike done now?”

He hesitated, then looked at me. “Said he and Amber been swinging.”

I blinked. “Swinging? Like… swinging swinging?”

“Yep.” He nodded. “Said it started with just flirting, but now they’re full-on swapping. Other couples. Watching, screwing…”

My mouth dropped. “What?! Like… he watches her with other men?”

Travis laughed at my reaction, his hand sliding a little higher on my thigh now. “Yeah. Said it turned him on somethin’ crazy. Says she loves it too. Said they’re having the best sex they’ve ever had.”

I stared at him, trying to picture sweet little Amber getting railed by some stranger while Mike watched. This was innocent-looking, dark-haired Amber, who was on the church committee.

“That’s… that’s crazy,” I said slowly. “I mean… wow.”

Travis just looked at me, his fingers drawing circles on my bare skin. “You ever think about stuff like that?”

I brushed my long, blonde hair over one shoulder and laughed, a little too loudly. “No! I mean… not really.”

But suddenly my heart was beating faster. Something shifted inside me, all heat and curiosity. His hand was climbing, fingers grazing the inside of my thigh now, and I could feel how wet I already was under the thin cotton of my panties.

“You wanna watch me, Trav?” I whispered, leaning over so my mouth was close to his ear. “Watch me get taken by another man?”

He groaned softly. “Maybe.” I could see the hard bulge in his pants.

He pulled me onto his lap, mouths colliding as we kissed deeply. My fingers tangled in his hair as I rocked against the hard length of his cock. I was soaked. So turned on, I couldn’t sit still.

“I’d ride him right here,” I whispered against his lips, biting at the corner of his mouth. “On this couch. While you watched.”

“Yeah?” he murmured. “Would you look at me while you did it?”

“I’d stare right at you,” I moaned, grinding against him. “While some big cock stretched me open. Let you see how much I loved it.”

He growled, gripping my ass tight under my dress, pulling me harder against him.

“And then another one,” I panted. “A second guy. Maybe even more. All of ‘em using me. Like your dirty little wife can’t get enough cock.”

“Fuck, baby…”

His hands were on my shoulders now, slipping the straps of my dress down over my arm. I didn’t usually wear a bra at home, and my full, heavy breasts spilled free. His mouth found my nipple, already swollen with arousal, and his lips greedily wrapped around it. I whimpered as he sucked hard.

I needed him now, needed him inside me. I fumbled with his belt, trying to get it undone. He helped me, lifting his hips and sliding his pants down just enough for his cock to spring free. He was rock-hard, throbbing as I took him in my hand.

I guided him between my legs, moving my soaked panties to the side as I pressed my opening against the blunt head of his dick. Then, with a satisfied moan, I sank down onto his cock, feeling him stretch me open, fill me. Deeper and deeper, until I was pressed against him.

“I love the feeling of your cock inside me,” I whispered.

“Imagine if it was someone else’s cock,” he said. I could feel him throbbing inside me as my tight walls gripped him. The thought sent a rush of arousal through me.

“Oh, god,” I groaned as I started to rock on him, feeling the delicious friction of his shaft inside me.

His hands moved to my ass, stretching my cheeks apart as I started to ride him faster. My big tits swung freely as I bounced up and down on him. I felt his fingers against the tight muscles around my rear entrance, applying a little bit of pressure. The added sensation sent bolts of electricity through me. He pressed a bit firmer, starting to stretch me open. Two of his fingers slipped inside.

“What if this was someone’s cock in your ass?” he groaned.

The thought of being taken by two guys at once sent me over the edge. I came hard, my cunt clenching around his shaft, milking him as waves of pleasure crashed over me. I cried out, my whole body shuddering as I rode out every pulse of release, hips shaking uncontrollably. Travis grunted beneath me, holding on tight, his fingers still buried in my ass as he rocked up into me, matching the rhythm of my hips.

“Fuck, Holly… fuck,” he growled.

I could feel how close he was, his cock swelling inside me, twitching with every pulse of my orgasm.

“You gonna come for me, baby?” I panted, still grinding down on him, chasing the last flickers of aftershock. “You gonna come inside me when I’m full of another man’s cum?”

“You want that, don’t you? Want me to watch you get stuffed full of cum that ain’t mine?”

I moaned, breathless. “Yes… God, yes. I want you to watch. I want to be used… shared. Like a toy. Your favorite fucktoy.”

His hands grabbed my hips, flipping me onto my back on the sofa. He slammed into me, cock thrusting deep inside. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room, and I knew he wasn’t going to last much longer.

“I’d let them all use me,” I moaned, throwing my head back as he took me. “One in my pussy, one in my ass, one in my mouth… all of them filling me up while you just sat there, stroking your cock and watching.

He let out a growl, and then he was coming inside me, hips jerking as he pumped load after load of hot, thick cum deep into my clenching pussy. I felt every pulse of it, the warmth flooding me, filling me just like I’d imagined.

We were still for a moment, tangled together, panting, bodies trembling in the aftermath.

I looked up at him and gave him a breathless little smile.


Chapter Two




When I woke up the next morning, there was a delicious ache between my legs from how hard he’d fucked me the night before. Last night felt like a dream. A filthy, breathless dream. But it wasn’t. We’d actually said those things, fantasized about it together.

I blinked at the ceiling, the morning light peeking through the blinds. I could hear the muffled clink of a coffee cup in the kitchen. Travis was already up. And I… was not ready to face him yet.

Not because anything was bad. But because I had no idea what it had meant. Was it just a fantasy? Was it a dirty little roleplay, the kind of thing that gets forgotten in the daylight? Or…

The things he said. Fingers in my ass, talk of watching me get taken by other men, the idea of being filled, shared… My thighs clenched. I was already wet again.

By the time I padded into the kitchen, Travis was at the stove, shirtless, cooking pancakes. There was a mug of coffee waiting for me on the counter.

“Morning,” he said, glancing at me with that same easy grin. “Sleep okay?”

“Uh-huh.” I nodded, wrapping my arms around him from behind. I suddenly felt shy, wearing nothing but his t-shirt. “You?”

“Like a baby.” He turned back to the pan. “You want pancakes?”

We talked about me getting fucked by strangers and now we're talking about pancakes.

“Yes, please,” I said softly.

We didn’t mention it. Not last night. Not what we’d done. Nothing about swinging or Mike or anything even remotely filthy. We just ate our pancakes.

The rest of the day passed in a weird blur of normal. I did laundry. He changed the oil on the truck.

Every time I looked at Travis, it was like I was seeing him through a different lens… this man I’d loved and married, this strong, quiet guy who’d always kept his dirty side just for me. And yet now… I couldn’t stop picturing him sitting back on the couch, cock in his hand, while another man took me.

That night, we sat on the couch again, just like before.

I glanced at him, wondering if he remembered. If he was thinking about it, too. I cleared my throat softly.

“Hey, um…” I began, trying not to sound like I’d been obsessing all day. “About last night…”

“What about it?” he asked, gently.

I opened my mouth, then shut it again.

“I just… I don’t know. Was it… just for fun?” I laughed nervously. “Like, a fantasy thing?”

He studied me for a moment, then nodded once, slowly. “It was fun.”

“But did you mean it?” That came out too fast. Too eager.

Travis leaned back on the couch, eyes still locked on mine. “Did you?”

I didn’t know what to say. My body screamed yes, but my brain wasn’t so sure.

I bit my lip. “I don’t know. It was hot. Really hot. But real life’s… messier.”

“Yeah,” he said simply. “It is.”

There was a long pause, heavy but not uncomfortable. He reached out then, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear.

“We don’t have to do anything,” he said. “We can just talk about it. Dream a little. You don’t have to decide anything now.”

I nodded, heart thudding. “Okay.”

But as I curled into his side, and his hand settled on my hip, I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

The next day, Travis had to work at the auto shop. When he came home through the front door around six, he smelled like grease and engine oil, but he looked so damn good I nearly jumped him right here. He was sweaty, still in his work shirt, the top few buttons undone.

I’d been horny all day. Off the charts horny, unable to concentrate on anything.

“Hey, babe,” he said, kicking off his boots. “Mike and Amber wanna grab drinks tonight, you up for it?”

I raised an eyebrow. “Just outta the blue?”

He shrugged. “Said they’d be at that little bar off 9th. Invited us to come hang.”

I paused. Travis didn’t say anything else, just moved behind me and kissed the back of my neck… soft, warm and casual. But I felt it. Was this a coincidence… or an invitation?

I wore one of my favorite summer dresses that clung in the right places, showing off the curve of my hips and my large cleavage. Just a hint of perfume and lip gloss. I wanted to look good, hot, but not obvious. Travis showered and threw on a clean shirt. He ran his hands through his hair and gave me a once-over that made my skin tingle.

“You look… damn hot,” he said. “Any guy looking at you is gonna be imagining all sorts of dirty things.”

I grinned. “You tryin’ to sweet-talk me into doing something bad?”

He just smiled. “We’ll see.”


Chapter Three




The bar was dim and loud in a cozy way, country music playing over the hum of voices and clinking glasses. We found Mike and Amber in a booth near the back, already halfway through their first round.

Mike stood up to greet Travis with a slap on the back and a “Hey, buddy.”

But it was Amber who caught my eye. She stood, too, smiling widely, and pulled me in for a hug that lingered just a second too long. Her body pressed against mine, and I could feel our breasts squashed together. She was wearing a lacy top and tight jeans, and her red nails rested lightly on my arms as she looked me right in the eye.

“Holly, you look incredible,” she purred.

“Thanks,” I said, blushing at her enthusiasm. “So do you.”

She winked as we slid into the booth, and I caught her eyes flick briefly to my chest. Was she checking me out? Or was I imagining things?

Travis and Mike were already deep into some story about work, but Amber’s attention was all on me. She leaned in, voice low.

“So… how’ve you two been lately?”

“Oh, you know,” I said, swirling my drink. “Domestic bliss.”

She grinned. “Mmm, that’s lovely.” There was a pause. She sipped her cocktail, eyes still on mine. “You ever… spice things up?”

I choked slightly on my drink, then laughed to cover it. “Why do you ask?”

“Oh, no reason,” she said innocently.

I decided to be bold. “What kind of trouble are you and Mike getting into then?”

She smiled slowly. “I know Travis told you Mike and I have been swinging. And, from what I hear, you’ve been… enjoying the idea.”

My heart thumped. What had Travis been saying? I shifted in my seat. As if reading my thoughts, she reached out and lightly touched my thigh under the table. Just a gentle squeeze. Innocent.

Amber leaned in close, her breath warm near my ear. I could smell her perfume. I could see down her top. “If you ever get curious…”

I swallowed hard, my thighs involuntarily pressing together.

Travis caught my eye. He’d seen Amber’s hand. He looked flushed… turned on. I bit my lip and took another sip of my drink.

The drinks flowed easily after that, one round, then another. I couldn’t remember the last time I laughed so hard. Amber was hilarious, sharp and playful, full of dirty jokes and not at all as innocent as I’d thought. Every time she leaned in close to tell me something, she found an excuse to touch me… my wrist, my thigh, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. It was subtle, but not that subtle.

By the time we were finishing our last round, Amber stretched back in the booth and looked between the three of us.

“So…” she said, swirling the ice in her glass. “You guys wanna come back to our place? Night’s still young.”

It was very clear what she was suggesting. I looked at Travis. He raised an eyebrow, giving me the choice. My mouth was dry. But I smiled, trying to play it cool, even though I could feel a heat between my legs.

“Sure,” I said. “Why not?”

The moment we stepped inside, the mood shifted. Amber turned down the lights and put some music on.

“Make yourself comfortable,” Mike said with a grin.

We went to the sofa. Amber didn’t wait to kiss me, slow and teasing, her lips warm and soft, tongue just flicking against mine. My hands went to her waist, but she was already tugging at the hem of my dress. She lifted it over my head.

I was in my underwear in front of everyone; a lacy bra and panties, just transparent enough that my nipples and bush were visible through them. I’d never felt so sexy, so horny. I could feel Mike and Travis looking at me as Amber unhooked my bra. She smiled as her hands slid over my breasts, cupping and squeezing them, thumbs brushing over my nipples until they were stiff and aching.

“God, your tits are so big,” she purred. “I love them.”

Mike sat on the edge of the couch, eyes fixed on me.

“Mike, come and take her panties off,” smirked Amber.

I felt my pulse race again. I’d never been so turned on. I glanced at Travis to gauge his reaction. He smiled back at me, and I could see his erection straining at his pants.

Mike knelt between my knees. He kissed the swell of my breast, then the other, his stubble rough and delicious. I gasped when his mouth closed over my nipple, tongue circling, sucking softly. Amber sat beside me, kissing the back of my neck, her hands roaming down my sides. The feeling of having two people touch me like that was out of this world.

Mike moved lower, kissing my stomach, his fingers slipping under the waistband of my panties. He pulled me forward until I was sitting on the edge of the couch, and then he tugged my panties down, kissing my thighs as he went. Then he was between them, spreading me with his hands. I let him open my legs, my folds parting as he stared at my soaking pussy. I’d trimmed my bush, shaping it into a neat triangle… just in case.

I threw my head back as his tongue found me, soft at first, then firmer, licking slow and deep, teasing my clit before diving down again.

“Oh fuck…” I moaned, thighs tightening around his head. He didn’t stop.

I glanced at Travis. He was transfixed, watching Mike eat me out, his hand on his hard bulge. Having him watch sent a surge of arousal through me. I felt the pressure build inside me. Mike licked more firmly at my clit and then… he slid two fingers into my swollen and soaking cunt.

My head went back, and I moaned loudly with pleasure. Amber held me, her hand sliding up my chest and pressing gently around my throat, pinning me to the sofa.

“Come for me,” she whispered.

And I did. My whole body clenched, trembling as it ripped through me. My hips thrust against Mike’s face, his fingers still deep inside me, curling just right as my inner muscles contracted around them in waves. My thighs shook, breath coming in short gasps, and Amber just held me there, fingers tightening on my throat just enough to keep me pinned.

“Good girl,” she purred.

“Fuck… fuck…” I whimpered, sinking back into the cushions as the aftershocks hit me.

Mike sat back, grinning, his face glistening with my wetness. He looked like a man proud of his work, licking my release off his fingers.

Amber leaned down and kissed me, slow and dirty

I looked at Travis, checking he was still okay with what had happened. He actually had his dick out now, stroking it slowly as he watched me.

“Fuck, Holly, that was so hot,” he said.

“Now fuck her,” Amber said to Mike, and my heart started pounding all over again. “I want to watch you stretch her open with your thick cock.”

Mike didn’t need telling twice. He unbuckled his belt and tugged down his jeans and boxers. His cock sprang free, hard, curved and very thick. My eyes widened at the sight of it. He moved between my legs, spreading my thighs wider. He dragged the head of his cock through the slick mess between my folds, groaning under his breath.

“You ready for me, gorgeous?”

I nodded, unable to speak. My cunt was still twitching from the orgasm, but I wanted more, I wanted him to fuck me.

He eased the thick head of his cock into me, slow and steady. I gasped, fuck, he was big, so much thicker than Travis. My cunt was already soaked but the stretch had me gripping the cushions, breath catching in my throat.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, eyes rolling back as inch after thick inch disappeared inside me. He didn’t rush, just kept sliding deeper, filling me completely, until his body was flush against mine. I could feel every inch of his throbbing shaft, my walls gripping him tightly.

“How does it feel, baby?” asked Travis, wanking his cock faster.

“So fucking big,” I panted.

Amber leaned in, her hand sliding over my pubic hair and brushing against my clit, her eyes fixed on where we were joined.

Mike started moving, long, slow thrusts that had me whimpering, clutching at Amber. She lifted her top off over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her breasts were firm and full. I squeezed one, using it to ground me as Mike thrust into me.

Every time he pulled out, my cunt clenched around nothing, desperate to have him back. When he pushed in again, I moaned out loud.

“Harder,” I begged, hearing the neediness in my own voice.

And he gave it to me. Deep, rough thrusts that made the whole sofa rock, his balls slapping against me. Amber didn’t stop playing with my clit, moaning softly as she watched me get pounded by her husband. Mike slammed into me, again and again, his cock hitting every perfect spot inside me. Amber’s fingers kept circling my clit, and I could feel my climax building again.

“Fuck… I’m gonna come again,” I gasped.

“Do it,” Amber said, fingers pressing harder. “Come on his cock, let him feel it.”

I shattered, body arching, cunt squeezing tight around Mike’s thick cock. The orgasm tore through me, messier, louder than before. I screamed, actually fucking screamed, and Mike grunted, driving into me as I clenched around him, my whole body trembling.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” he growled, holding still while I milked his cock with every spasm.

I collapsed back, sweaty and shaking.

But Mike wasn’t done. He pulled out, flipped me over like I weighed nothing, and bent me over the couch. My ass was exposed, face pressed into the cushion, inner thighs wet with my release. He slid back in from behind, that thick cock filling me all over again, stretching me open.

He fucked me, hard and rough, fingers digging into my hips. “Fuck, Holly, your tight pussy feels so good,” he groaned.

While Mike fucked me, Amber got up and sauntered over to Travis. She dropped to her knees and looked up at him with a wicked grin.

“Let me help you with that,” she purred, taking over from him, stroking his cock. Then she bent over, taking him deep into her mouth.

Travis groaned, hand in her hair, watching me get wrecked by his buddy while Amber sucked him like she was starving.

Then I felt Mike’s thumb, slow, deliberate, rubbing over my tight little asshole. Just circling, teasing, while his cock slammed into me from behind. I gasped, fingers digging into the couch.

“Fuck,” I moaned, my voice muffled by the cushions.

“You love it, you dirty slut,” Mike growled, and then… he pushed his thumb in my ass.

It slid past the tight ring, stretching my open, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I’d never felt so full. One thick cock, one thick thumb, and both of them fucking owned me. He gripped my hip with his other hand and started thrusting harder. Brutal and fast, balls slapping against my pussy, thumb buried to the knuckle. It was rough and filthy and absolutely perfect.

Behind us, Amber was still on her knees, sucking Travis’s cock with obscene, wet sounds. Travis looked wrecked, cheeks flushed, chest rising fast, his eyes fixed on me as Mike fucked me.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “Look at you. Getting fucking ruined. You like that, baby?”

I tried to answer, but all that came out was a strangled moan as Mike slammed into me again, thumb still working my ass.

“I knew you’d love getting fucked like this,” Travis said, his voice rough with lust.

“Fuck… Holly,” Mike grunted suddenly. “I’m gonna come.”

He pounded into me a few more times, then buried himself deep, cock twitching as he came inside me. I could feel it, hot and thick, spilling into my cunt in messy spurts. His thumb was still inside me, keeping me stretched, pinned in place.

It pushed me over the edge, and I came hard again. I buried my face in the cushions and screamed as I saw stars. My cunt clenched around his cock, milking the last drops of cum from him, and my asshole tightened around his thumb. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over me, leaving me breathless.

It was too much for Travis. I looked up at him, eyes glazed, and saw he was on the edge.

Amber pulled off his cock, stroking him fast. “Give it to me.”

He came hard, with a groan, thick loads of cum splashing across her face, lips, cheek, even her tits. She didn’t even flinch; she just laughed, licking some off her bottom lip, eyes shining.

Mike finally pulled out, and I collapsed onto the couch, panting, cum running down my thighs, absolutely used.

“Holy fuck,” I panted.

Amber wiped some of the cum off her face. “Welcome to the lifestyle, baby.”


Chapter Four




The house was quiet when we got in. We were both still grinning, half-shocked, half-turned on about what had happened.

We went upstairs, and I stripped naked. I sat on the edge of the bed, brushing out my hair, wondering if I had the energy for a shower. I certainly needed it; I could feel the dried cum on my thighs.

Travis watched me as he stripped down to his boxers. From the bulge in them, he looked like he was half-hard again.

“That was fucking insane,” I said softly, looking up at him.

He smirked, coming closer. “You were so hot. Watching you like that… letting go the way you did... fuck, Holly.”

I bit my lip. “You liked it?”

He knelt in front of me, hands on my thighs. “I fucking loved it.”

I leaned forward and kissed him, slow at first, then hungry and sloppy.

“I need you now,” he muttered, pushing me back on the bed. “Need to take you. Remind you who you fucking belong to.”

“Do you want me to shower first?” I said, my voice already breathless with need. I felt like I still had some of Mike’s cum inside me.

“No fucking way,” he groaned. “I want you, sweaty, filthy and full of another man’s cum.”

He tugged at his boxers, and then his cock was pushing into my cunt. Missionary, deep, his hands on my wrists, pinning them above my head. He didn't ease in. He didn’t have to. I was soaked.

He fucked me harder than he ever had before. Possessive, rough, hips slamming into mine, teeth grazing my neck as he growled low in my ear. He was like a feral animal. I’d never seen anything like it.

“This pussy’s mine, Holly,” he panted as he thrust hard inside me. “No matter how many cocks you take, it’s mine.”

“Yes, Travis,” I moaned in reply. “My cunt is yours. Use me.” My legs wrapped around his waist, meeting every thrust with a desperate grind of my own. The sound of our bodies slapping together echoed in the room.

And then, without warning, he pulled out.

“Turn over.”

I obeyed, still gasping, ass in the air, face buried in the pillow. I felt him spread me, admiring my gaping pussy, pink and swollen. Then I felt warm spit between my cheeks, his thumb rubbing it into my tight, rear entrance.

“You want me to fuck your ass?” he asked, voice rough. It was something we did occasionally… but in a gentle way, never like this.

“Yes,” I breathed. “Please.”

His cock pressed against my tight hole, firm and confident. I cried out as he pushed in, inch by thick inch, until he was fully buried, balls pressed against me. I was gripping him so tightly, I could feel him throbbing in my ass. My fingers clawed at the sheets.

“Use me,” I begged. “Use my ass. Come in me.”

He started to fuck me, hard. Brutal. Hands gripping my hips like handles, dragging me back onto his cock with every thrust. My moans turned to cries, face hot, body shaking.

“You take it so fucking well,” he growled. “You dirty whore. My dirty whore.”

Travis was relentless, fucking my ass like he’d never fucked it before. I could feel every inch pounding into me, stretching me wide, making me shake with every thrust.

He leaned forward, his chest pressing against my back, one hand sliding underneath to rub my clit in tight, fast circles.

“You gonna come again?” he growled against my ear. “While I fuck this tight ass?”

“Fuck… yes,” I gasped, the pressure building hard and fast. “Don’t stop… don’t fucking stop!”

The rhythm of his cock in my ass, his fingers working my clit, his breath hot and uneven, it all crashed together at once. I came with a scream, body locking up, cunt clenching on nothing while my ass pulsed around him. My thighs shook, eyes rolled back, body completely gone.

“Good girl,” he grunted, fucking me through it, harder now, faster.

“Come in me,” I whispered. “Fill my ass. Fucking do it.”

He slammed in deep, cock twitching as he spilled inside me. I could feel the heat of it, the stretch, the way he shuddered against my back as he emptied every last drop into my ass.

He stayed there for a second, cock still buried and throbbing.

Then he kissed my shoulder, slowly pulled out, and collapsed beside me.

We didn’t say anything for a minute. Just lay there, panting, bodies slick with sweat, the room filled with the smell of sex.

Finally, I turned my head, met his eyes, and smirked.

“I love you,” I whispered.


Chapter Five




The next day, after work, Travis mentioned off-hand that his buddies from work, Mike, Chuck, and Dan, were coming over at the weekend to watch the game. I caught the glint in his eye when he said it, and something filthy bloomed in my chest.

“What if I dressed up all slutty… played their little waitress for the night?” I teased.

He laughed, but I saw the way his cock twitched in his pants.

“And what if…” I leaned in, whispering against his ear, “they all fucked me? Just theoretically.”

Travis froze for a second. Then he looked at me like he wanted to tear my clothes off and fuck me right there and then. “You’d let them?” he growled.

I nodded slowly, biting my lip. “If you said I could.” My heart was racing in my chest now, and I could feel I was sweating under my arms.

We didn’t even make it to the bed after that. He took me hard right there on the kitchen table, growling about me being their little slut, about watching them use me. I came twice just from the idea of it.

And that set the tone for the rest of the week.

Every night, we talked about it, how they’d take me, what I’d wear, how I’d moan for them while Travis watched. We fucked like animals every time, both of us more turned on than we’d ever been.

By Saturday, we were barely holding it together.

The evening came, and the flat smelled like pizza, beer, and testosterone. The lads arrived just after seven, all loud laughter and easy banter. I was in the kitchen, pretending to be casual, but my heart was hammering.

When they were settled in, I slipped away and changed. Travis already knew what I had in mind. I’d shown him the old waitress outfit earlier that week, the one from when I worked weekends at that grim diner during college. Back then, it had fit just right.

Now? Not a chance. I’d put on a bit of weight since then, adding some curves. My breasts, especially, were a lot bigger these days, full and heavy. The blouse barely buttoned over them, straining around them like it was one deep breath away from bursting open. My nipples poked through the thin white fabric, and I didn’t bother with a bra.

The short, black skirt clung to my hips and ass, riding up when I walked so you could see the lace edge of my black panties with every step. Knee-highs and heels finished it off.

When I walked back into the living room, holding a tray with beers, all four of them turned.

Silence.

Then Mike let out a low, “Fuck me…”

Chuck whistled; he was always the cheeky, confident one. Since his divorce, he’d got a reputation for playing the field. It seemed like every month he had a different woman on his arm.

Dan, however, blinked like he wasn’t sure if this was real life. He was the quietest of the group, a little bit geeky and always nervous around me. I don’t think he’d ever had a girlfriend. Travis just leaned back with a smug grin, eyes fixed on me.

My tits bounced with every step. The tray wobbled with how much my hands were shaking, but fuck, it was hot, every eye on me, every one of them probably getting hard in their jeans, trying to pretend they weren’t thinking about bending me over the sofa.

I bent to hand Dan a beer, my tits almost falling out of my top. I saw his eyes flick to my cleavage. Behind me, I knew the others could see up my skirt. I handed out the other beers and retreated to the kitchen, my heart pounding and my panties soaked, buzzing from the attention.

Before I could catch my breath, Travis appeared at the doorway. Without any preamble, he closed the gap between us, his eyes burning with lust.

“That was very slutty behavior,” he murmured.

He leaned against the counter and reached out, his fingers grazing my thigh before sliding higher up my skirt.

“Are you really going to do it?” he whispered.

I bit my lip, feeling his fingers slip beneath my panties and press against my aching slit.

“Yes,” I managed to say, letting out a little moan at his touch. “I’m going to let all your friends fuck me.”

As he pressed against me, I could feel his hard cock against my leg. His touch grew bolder, circling my clit with firm strokes. I could feel a climax building at the thought of what was going to happen, and the way he was touching me.

I felt the pleasure build, each flick of his finger sending sparks of desire through me until I reached a desperate edge. He plunged two fingers inside my cunt.

“Fuck, you’re so wet already, you slut,” he groaned into my neck.

He went back to rubbing my clit. I closed my eyes and… my climax hit, hot and fierce, washing over me in waves of pleasure, making me go weak at the knees as I sagged against the counter.

Travis pulled away. “Come and see us at half-time,” he smirked, and returned to the game.

Oh my god, he was making me wait. I was so turned on, and also nervous, it was torture to wait. I made a few more trips to the living room, delivering snacks and more drinks, making sure to bend over as much as possible. I was soaked and aroused, but I made myself wait as they watched the game.

In between waiting on them, I sat at the kitchen table, fingers in my panties, stroking my aching clit and massaging my wet cunt. But I didn’t let myself come, not yet.

And then… finally… it was time.


Chapter Six




Ipeeled off my soaked panties, heart hammering so loud I could barely hear the TV from the other room. My thighs were slick with arousal, my cunt swollen and aching for attention. I checked myself in the hallway mirror; blouse unbuttoned low enough to nearly show everything, skirt barely covering my ass. I looked like a filthy little plaything, and I loved it.

When I stepped into the living room, the adverts were playing on the screen. All four of the guys looked up. I spotted a bottle opener that had fallen off the coffee table and, with exaggerated casualness, bent right over in front of them to pick it up.

Silence. Then a sharp intake of breath. I stayed bent over a second longer than I needed to, knowing they could all see everything. My hairy pussy, the gash glistening and exposed, right between my spread thighs. I felt my cheeks burn with a mix of embarrassment and arousal.

“Jesus fucking Christ…” Chuck muttered behind me.

I straightened up slowly and turned to face them. Mike was the only one, other than Travis, who knew what was happening. He adjusted the bulge in his jeans, eyes glued to my chest.

“I think Holly is about to be a very naughty girl,” he smirked.

I walked over and sank to my knees right in front of him. I looked up and nodded, biting my lip. He unzipped, pulling his cock out, thick and hard. I wrapped my hand around it, giving it a few teasing strokes, then took the tip into my mouth.

I sucked him slow at first, letting my spit coat him, making sure the others could hear the wet, obscene sounds. My head bobbed, tongue swirling, eyes locked on his as I took more and more of him in. He groaned, hands going to my head, hips starting to thrust back at me.

“Fuck, that’s it, you filthy slut,” he gasped.

Chuck was next to him on the sofa, and Dan was on the other side. I reached out my hands to their bulges, rubbing their hard dicks and trying to get them out. Chuck quickly got the idea, tugging down his sweatpants and letting me wrap my hand around his cock. Dan seemed too shocked to do anything.

I pulled off with a pop, catching my breath, then looked at Chuck. “Your turn?”

Chuck stood up and moved in front of me. He shoved his cock past my lips, rougher than Mike. I moaned around him, the taste of precum flooding my mouth as I sucked him. The others watched me work Chuck’s cock like a pro, drool running down my chin. I took him deep, one hand stroking the base and the other massaging his balls.

Dan still sat on the sofa, stunned, eyes wide, hands gripping his thighs like he didn’t know what to do with them. I broke off from Chuck, crawling over on all fours, like the little slut I was.

“Dan,” I purred, “you’ve been so patient.”

He looked terrified and horny all at once, his cock tenting his jeans so hard it looked painful. I undid his fly for him, pulled him out gently. He was fucking massive, his cock longer and thicker than any of the others. It’s always the shy ones.

I took it in both hands, admiring it, hard and throbbing. I stroked him with both hands, barely able to get my fingers all the way around it.

“Fuck, Dan,” I said. “That is one hell of a cock!”

“Yeah, you never told us you were packing like that,” laughed Chuck, still stroking his own dick as he watched.

I kissed the tip, then licked down the shaft, watching his eyes as I wrapped my lips around him.

“Oh fuck…” he whispered, hand trembling as he clutched at the couch.

I sucked him slowly and carefully, even though I could hardly get much in my mouth. Mike and Chuck were both jerking off, watching me with glazed eyes and flushed cheeks. I looked over at Travis. He had a huge smile on his face, grinding his hand on the bulge in his pants.

The others moved around me, standing in a semi-circle with their dicks out. Three hard cocks, all for me. I took turns sucking each one while jerking off the others. Rough hands tugged open my blouse, popping off the buttons and groping at my heavy breasts. My nipples were hard and aching, desperate to be teased and pulled.

“Travis, your wife really is a little whore, isn’t she?” smirked Mike.

“She really is. Perfect,” agreed Travis, still sitting on his own in the armchair, stroking his cock as he watched. “Are you going to fuck her then, or what?”

Mike didn’t need telling twice. He lifted me up off my knees and bent me over the sofa, my skirt bunched around my waist, ass out, cunt dripping. He spread me wide with his palms, and I could feel my cunt gaping for him. He lined up and pushed inside with a grunt.

“Fucking hell, she’s so tight and wet,” he groaned as he pressed his body flush against my ass. I could feel every inch of him deep inside me.

He started fucking me, and he wasn’t gentle. He slammed into me hard and fast, hands gripping my hips, flesh slapping against flesh. I moaned like a bitch in heat, loving every filthy second. Travis was still watching, still stroking, eyes locked on where Mike’s cock was disappearing inside me over and over.

“She’s loving this,” Chuck said, stepping in close. “Look at that greedy cunt.”

Mike kept going, fucking me rough, dirty, calling me names… slut, whore, fuckdoll. I just moaned louder. My tits bounced with every thrust, nipples brushing along the couch. My legs were starting to shake, the orgasm creeping up fast, and then… Chuck stepped forward, opening my mouth with his fingers and sliding his cock all the way into my throat.

That pushed me over the edge, and I came, moaning around his dick. They both continued to fuck me through it, Mike in my cunt and Chuck in my mouth. When I finally finished shaking, they both pulled out and switched around.

“My turn, darling,” Chuck said, sliding into my pussy.

He fucked me slower, dirtier, full of filthy talk and cheeky little spanks. “This cunt was made for cock,” he whispered, grabbing a handful of my hair and yanking my head back. “You were made for this, weren’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Fuck yes.”

Chuck slapped my ass again, harder. He picked up the pace, and I came hard around him, clenching and moaning, my body giving out completely and slumping over the couch as I shook through it.

And then… all eyes turned to Dan.

He looked like he might actually pass out. He was hard as fuck, his cock standing straight up, and Jesus Christ, it looked massive. Thick, long, almost too much. My cunt clenched just looking at it. I lay on my back on the sofa, spreading my legs wide. My pussy was wet and swollen, a deep pink from all the pounding. But even though it gaped open, I wondered if Dan would fit.

“Come on, Dan,” I purred, circling my clit with two fingers. “I want you.”

“Are you sure?” he asked nervously, glancing over at Travis.

“Fuck me,” I said. “Stretch me. I want to feel every inch.”

He swallowed hard, his cock twitching. Then he made up his mind and knelt between my thighs. He lined up, pressing the fat tip of his cock against my entrance. I whimpered as he started to push in, feeling myself stretch around him.

He penetrated me. Slow. Thick. Unrelenting.

“Fuuuck…” I breathed, hands gripping the sofa cushions. “You’re so big…”

He paused halfway in, giving me a moment. I could feel myself stretched around him, cunt clinging tight, struggling to take all of it. It was so intense it made my eyes water, but it was heaven. He pushed deeper, inch by inch, until I was full to the brim, stretched around his cock like I’d never been before.

“Jesus, Holly,” Travis groaned from the armchair. “Look at that cunt swallowing his big cock.”

Dan started moving, slow thrusts at first, his hands on my waist, his breath shaky. I was a mess, my arousal leaking out of my cunt and gathering at the base of his cock. Each thrust filled me so fucking deep I could feel it in my belly. My walls clenched around him, stretched wide, every nerve alight.

I came again without warning, my body seizing, cunt gripping Dan like a vice. He gasped, then fucked me harder, spurred on by the way I moaned and begged for more. I knew he wasn’t going to last long, and when he came, he buried himself deep and filled me up, his entire body shaking as he unloaded inside me. I could feel every twitch of his cock as each load throbbed out into my cunt.


Chapter Seven




Dan let out a long, shuddering breath as he slipped his cock free of me. I whimpered at the emptiness, cunt stretched and twitching, clinging to nothing. And then I felt it, his cum, hot and thick, spilling out of me in a slow, messy flood. It ran down over my asshole onto the couch beneath me.

“Holy fuck…” Mike laughed, spreading me even wider with his fingers. “Look at that mess.”

“She’s already leaking,” he said. “Might as well put it to good use.”

I barely had time to register what he meant before he dipped two fingers in it, scooping some up, then smeared it over my asshole, slow and deliberate. I felt his finger circling my rear entrance, massaging Dan’s cum into it. And then my asshole was clutching tight around his finger as he pushed it into me. Then another. He fucked me with two fingers for a minute, using the cum as lube.

“You want it in the ass, baby?” Mike whispered.

“Yes. Please.” I gasped in response.

He pushed my legs up suddenly, folding me backwards onto the sofa so my knees were nearly at my shoulders, everything exposed. My ass, slick with cum, was on full display now, stretched open slightly. He grabbed his cock and rubbed the head against my hole, smearing more of the mess around.

Travis whistled low from his chair. “Fuck me, that’s hot.”

The head of his cock slipped inside me. It burned slightly, sharp and tight, my body resisting instinctively. But the cum helped, slick and warm, easing the way as he pushed a bit deeper.

“Relax,” he murmured, hand on my thigh. “You’re doing so fucking good.”

Bit by bit, he worked his cock in, stretching my tight ass open, making me moan and writhe.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Mike hissed. “This ass is unreal.”

When he bottomed out, I let out a strangled moan, eyes rolling back, thighs trembling against my chest. It felt filthy and intense, a slow, aching pressure that made my head spin.

“Jesus Christ…” I whispered, hands gripping the sofa.

And then he started to move, slow strokes at first, dragging his cock in and out of my stretched hole, using Dan’s cum as lube. The obscene sounds of it filled the room, wet and filthy. I couldn’t stop moaning, couldn’t stop twitching. It was too much, too dirty, too fucking good.

Mike laughed breathlessly, glancing over at Travis. “She’s loving it. What a whore!”

I was, I don’t even know how to describe it. Fucked out, blissed out, mouth open, eyes glazed. I didn’t know where I ended and where the pleasure began.

Suddenly, Mike pulled out.

“Why don’t you ride Chuck, here?” he smirked. “And we’ll see if you can take two dicks at the same time.”

“Now that’s a great idea,” said Chuck, flopping down on the couch next to me and stroking his cock. “Climb aboard, baby.”

I straddled him and guided his cock between my folds. I was still leaking cum, and it ran down his cock, but he didn’t seem to mind. I pressed down on him, taking him deep in my pussy, grinding my clit against his body.

Mike moved behind me, and I felt him press against my asshole once more. Slowly he entered me, and I could feel his cock sliding against Chuck’s through my thin walls. My back arched, tits bouncing in Chuck’s face as the two of them filled me. Having two dicks inside me at once was unlike anything I’d experienced before. I felt so full, so stretched. The pleasure was intense and I let out one long, continuous moan as he pushed deeper into my ass.

And then they started to fuck me. Mike gripped my hips, taking me in my tight ass, while Chuck thrust up into my cunt from below. They worked together, almost in time, but deliciously out of sync. I was in absolute ecstasy, pleasure tearing through my body.

In no time at all, I was coming again, my body shaking and my tits bouncing as my body squirmed on their dicks. My eyes rolled up in my head, and I let out a loud scream of pleasure.

When I regained my senses, I opened my eyes and saw Dan, sweet, shy Dan, in front of me, his massive cock already hard again. He looked nervous, unsure, his cock throbbing as I pulled him gratefully into my mouth.

Travis had moved closer, and I heard him murmur his approval. “That’s it, take it in all three holes, my little slut,” he groaned.

I was full, utterly, gloriously full. Fucked from every angle. Every movement had one of them groaning. I was completely lost in the madness of it all. Their hands were everywhere, gripping me, spanking me, holding me wide open.

The pace grew frenzied. Chuck’s hands grabbed at my breasts as he thrust up into me, his moans getting louder with each stroke. Mike was grunting behind me, slamming into my ass with growing urgency. Every thrust rocked me forward into Dan’s cock, thick and twitching against my tongue.

I gagged a little as Dan pushed deeper, his hands instinctively gripping my hair, but I didn’t stop. Couldn’t. I wanted to be used by all of them. I wanted Travis to see how filthy I could really be.

Chuck came first, hips jerking, eyes squeezed shut, buried so deep inside me I could feel him pulse. His warmth filled me, spilling out as he kept moving. Mike followed seconds later. He slammed in one last time and held himself there, growling as he unloaded into my ass. I could feel it, thick and hot inside me.

The sensations pushed me over the edge of another intense climax, my pussy and ass clenching around the guys’ shafts. My eyes rolled up in my head, and I saw stars, waves of pleasure washing over me.

Finally, Dan pulled his cock out of my mouth, stroking it fast. He came, long, thick lines across my face. I could feel the warmth splattering on my skin and sticking in my hair. Again and again, he unloaded all over me.

I swallowed what went in my mouth. I was dripping and ruined, my cunt, ass, and mouth swollen and sticky.

And Travis? “Good girl,” he said, his voice full of lust. “Now it’s my turn.”

Mike pulled out of my ass and I rolled off of Chuck’s softening cock. I lay back on the couch, cum leaking out of my ass and cunt and covering my face. I looked up at Travis through sticky eyelashes.

He grabbed my chin and made me look up at him. “Look at you. Fucking dripping with their cum. You really are a slut. But you’re my slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I said hoarsely, my voice wrecked from being throat-fucked. “Yours.”

He kissed me like he wanted to devour me, not giving a fuck about the mess on my face. He pushed inside me with one hard thrust, groaning as he filled me.

He started to fuck me hard, every movement making the mess inside me squelch. Every slap of his body had cum running down my thighs. And the others watching just made it hotter.

Travis grabbed my hair, pulling me up slightly. “You’re gonna come for me now, aren’t you?”

“Fuck… yes… yes,” I whimpered, my whole body shaking.

His rhythm got faster. Deep, hard strokes. And then it hit me. A blinding, crashing orgasm that ripped through me, tearing a scream from my throat as my whole body clenched around him.

He didn’t stop. Not until he came with a loud growl, spilling himself deep inside me, adding to the chaos. He stayed there for a moment, buried in me, both of us panting like animals.

Then he pulled out and watched it all leak out, cum from all four of them, dripping down my ass and pooling beneath me.


Chapter Eight




The game was starting again on the television. The guys pulled their pants back up and settled down to watch.

“Be a love and get us some more beers,” said Chuck, buckling up his belt.

“Of course,” I replied.

I staggered to my feet, my knees weak. Cum was running down my thighs and still splattered in my hair.

And that’s how I saw out the rest of the evening, waiting on them half-naked and sticky. I made sure to bend over as often as possible, letting them stare at my pussy or my tits with self-satisfied smirks.

When the door shut behind the last of them. I sprawled on the sofa, utterly used and aching. My skin was flushed, my cunt throbbed, my ass was sore from being spanked, and I couldn’t even close my legs properly.

Then I felt him, Travis, kneeling beside me, one hand gentle on my hair, brushing it back from my face.

“You alright, baby?” he murmured, voice softer now, like he’d switched gears.

I nodded, too wrecked to speak.

He leaned in, kissed my forehead, then my cheek, then my lips. Slow and sweet.

“You were fucking perfect,” he whispered. “So fucking perfect. I’m so proud of you.”

“That was crazy… but I loved it.”

Another kiss. “Let me take care of you now.”

He helped me up, leading me to the bathroom by the hand. My legs were jelly, knees bruised and thighs streaked with cum.

He ran the bath while I leaned against the sink.

The water steamed gently, scented with the bubble bath he knew I liked. When it was ready, he helped me in. I sank into it with a sigh, the heat soaking into my muscles, washing away the ache bit by bit.

Travis sat on the edge of the tub and took the sponge in hand. He washed me carefully, slowly. My back, my shoulders, between my thighs.

I leaned against him, eyes closed, letting myself melt into his touch. Safe.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

THE END
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Bringing Home The Intern




Chapter One




Iwas sprawled on the couch, laptop resting across my thighs, fingers tapping away as I slogged through the last few work emails of the day. My shoulders ached, bra was still on because I hadn’t even made it to the bedroom yet. Another brutal Tuesday. Another pitch meeting that went absolutely nowhere.

“Let’s pivot to something fresh,” they'd said, again. That line was starting to haunt me.

Matt was beside me, flipping through channels like he had a vendetta against the remote. Each click echoed through the living room louder than the last. I was barely listening to the mindless drone of TV chatter when he finally muted it and turned toward me.

“How was work, babe?”

I sighed hard, snapping the laptop shut and tossing it onto the coffee table. “Fucking chaos, as usual. More last-minute edits, more moving goalposts. And they stuck me with a new intern today. Oliver.”

He raised an eyebrow, lazily curious. “Oh yeah?”

"Yeah. Early twenties. Works out, looks like he’s stepped off a fitness magazine cover. All jawline and biceps." I laughed. "Poor kid’s got no idea what he’s in for."

Matt gave me that look. That slow, cheeky smirk. "You think he’s fit?"

I shrugged, playing it cool. "A bit. I mean, I'd have to be blind not to notice. But you know I’ve only got eyes for you."

He lowered his voice a bit. "Would you? If you could?"

I blinked at him. "What, are you serious?"

Matt leaned back, arms behind his head. "I dunno. Maybe I’d find it hot. You, with some younger guy, showing him how it’s done.”

My stomach did this weird, unexpected flip. Heat spread somewhere lower. “You’re such a fuckin’ perv,” I muttered, but my voice came out a bit too breathy, and I knew he caught it.

Matt grinned wider, sensing the shift. “Is that a no, then?”

I hesitated a beat too long. My brain ran through a dozen scenarios way too fast, things I shouldn’t be thinking about. I laughed it off, shaking my head. “You’re ridiculous.”

He didn’t let it drop. “I bet he’s got a massive cock.”

I snorted. “You’re awful.”

“Come on,” he grinned. “He’s young, ripped, and eager. Bet he’s swinging some serious weight.”

I rolled my eyes, trying to hide the blush blooming in my cheeks. “Actually… I heard that he does.”

Matt sat up a little straighter. “Who from?”

I bit my lip. “Amanda. One of the receptionists. Apparently, she’s already fucked him. I overheard her in the bathroom telling someone that he’s... well hung.”

Matt’s grin was wicked now. “Perfect, then.”

“She said it was the biggest one she’d ever seen. And that slut has seen a few, let me tell you.”

“Now you’re turning me on,” he smirked.

“Anyway, shut up about Oliver,” I laughed, grabbing a cushion and chucking it at him half-heartedly. “I’m not going to do anything with him, I’m married to you, you idiot.”

He caught the pillow, eyes gleaming. “Sure.”

“I’m not,” I insisted, even though the image of that boyish smile and those biceps tightening under a tight white shirt had been burned into my brain all afternoon.

Matt leaned in close. “Just saying, babe. If you ever wanted to... maybe I wouldn’t be against the idea.”

I stared at him for a long second, heartbeat a little too loud in my ears. I turned away first, pretending to focus on the muted television.

But the seed had been planted. And it was already taking root.

Later that night, we were tangled up in bed, the soft glow of the city lights bleeding through the blinds in long silver stripes. The sheets were warm, twisted around our legs, and the hum of traffic outside was a steady, distant rhythm that almost matched my pulse. I should’ve been asleep. God knows I needed it. But my mind wouldn’t shut off, still spinning with leftover tension from the day, and, if I was honest, with Matt’s filthy little fantasy too.

The room was quiet except for our breathing, until I felt his fingers move, slowly, deliberately, tracing the waistband of my panties.

“You’re not sleeping,” he murmured, his lips brushing my neck.

“Neither are you,” I muttered, sinking into his touch.

His hand slid over my hip, fingers sneaking under the hem of the fabric. I sighed, melting into him, my ass pressing back into his lap. He was already half-hard.

"You thinking about your new boy toy?" he murmured against my neck.

I let out a snort. "Fuck off."

But he could feel the truth, feel the way my body responded even as I tried to act dismissive. I was already wet, already aching, and he knew it. Matt’s fingers dipped into my panties, finding how soaking I was.

He laughed under his breath. "Yeah, you are."

I shoved him half-heartedly, but he just rolled me onto my back, settling between my thighs. His cock, heavy and hot, rubbed against me through his boxers.

"Tell me," he said, grinding his shaft over my clit and making me gasp. "Do you think Oliver would know what to do with a proper woman like you?"

I bit my lip. "He’s probably only ever fucked drunk sorority sluts. And receptionists."

Matt grinned, his eyes glinting. “You were a drunk sorority girl once. And you were still the best fuck I’ve ever had.” He dipped his head, kissing the slope of my breast. “Maybe he just needs a real woman to show him how it’s done.”

He tugged my panties aside and pushed two fingers inside me, easy as anything. I moaned, clutching his shoulders.

“You’d have to shave this hairy pussy,” he smirked. “I bet he’d prefer that.”

I whimpered, hips pushing back against his hand. I should’ve told him to shut the fuck up, but my body had other ideas. It was crazy, but what he was saying was driving me wild.

"I bet you’d let him fuck you bent over the desk at work," he growled. "My beautiful wife getting stuffed full of young cock. I bet his dick is even bigger than mine. Stretching you, slamming into you."

"Fuck," I gasped. I could hear how wet I was on his fingers.

He yanked his boxers down, freeing his cock, and without warning, he shoved it inside me hard enough to make me cry out. He pounded into me, rough and deep, his hands pinning mine above my head.

"Say it," he snarled. "Say you want him."

"I want him," I gasped, meeting every thrust. "I wanna fuck Oliver. Wanna feel his big cock inside me."

Matt groaned, his hips slamming harder, balls slapping against my ass.

"Such a filthy fucking wife," he panted. "My little slut."

I wrapped my legs around him, dragging him deeper, losing myself completely. In my head, it wasn't Matt’s cock I was fucking. It was Oliver’s. Young, hard, desperate to impress. The thought sent me right over the edge.

When I came, it wasn’t quiet. It rolled through me like a wave crashing against the rocks, loud and messy, my whole body clenching as I screamed into Matt’s shoulder. My cunt clenched and milked his cock. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over me as he fucked me through it.

But Matt didn’t stop. He shifted, pulling out just long enough to flip me onto my stomach, forcing my face into the sheets. I barely caught my breath before he was inside me again, his cock rubbing against my G-spot at this angle, fucking me flat, pinning me in place with his weight and his cock.

"Keep thinking of him," he growled, breath hot against my neck. "Touch yourself. I want you to come like a whore thinking of someone else."

His words lit something wicked in me. I slid a hand beneath my belly, fingers finding my clit, slick and swollen. I rubbed hard circles, feeling the pressure build again even as he drove into me with ruthless rhythm, his cock grinding against every perfect spot inside me.

"That’s it," Matt snarled, gripping my hips, pounding me so hard the bedframe knocked against the wall. "Come again.”

I moaned, desperate and soaked, lost in the thoughts of Oliver fucking me. My fingers worked faster, hips jerking back to meet every thrust. It hit me harder the second time. My whole body shook as I came with a strangled scream, thighs trembling, cunt spasming around him like it never wanted to let him go.

Only after I’d finished writhing under him did he let go. With one last hard thrust, he buried himself deep and came with a groan of relief, cock throbbing as he filled me. I could feel every load as his cum spilled, hot and thick, inside my still-quivering cunt.

We collapsed in a sweaty, sticky heap, breathless and filthy.

Afterward, we didn’t say anything. We just stayed there in a sweaty, tangled heap, hearts pounding, breath shallow.

But even as sleep started to pull at me, I knew something had changed. And there was no going back.


Chapter Two




The next morning, I stood in front of the mirror, towel wrapped around my body, staring at myself like I was someone else. I still looked young for thirty, my blue eyes and straight blonde hair tied up in a high ponytail.

I opened the towel, looking at my full tits, soft curves, slim waist. Skin still flushed from the hot shower. I looked exactly how people expected a Swedish girl to look, all innocent and bright, like I didn’t have a filthy mind. Like I wasn’t considering fucking another man.

And you know what? I had shaved in the shower. Completely. I knew nothing would probably happen with Oliver, but a part of me thought… just in case.

I smirked and turned away, rifling through my wardrobe. Normally, I'd grab something safe, a smart blouse, trousers, maybe a blazer. Something that said "serious marketing professional, no nonsense."

But today... I reached for a pencil skirt that I knew hugged my ass a little too well. A soft, clinging blouse that went almost sheer if you caught it in the right light. No jacket. I was sliding into my heels when Matt wandered into the bedroom, rubbing sleep out of his eyes, still shirtless. He stopped dead when he saw me.

"Well, fuck," he said, grinning. "Who’s that sexy bitch in my bedroom?"

I rolled my eyes, smoothing my skirt over my hips. "Just dressing for work."

He leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, looking me up and down. "Work, my ass. You dressing like that for Oliver?"

I paused, lipstick halfway to my mouth. I laughed it off, swiping on a quick coat of red, but my cheeks burned. I’d absolutely thought about Oliver seeing me. Seeing how tight this skirt clung to my ass, how the blouse showed off my tits.

Matt walked up behind me, his hand slipping over my hip.

"You want him to stare at you, don’t you?" he murmured against my neck. "Want him thinking about fucking you."

I met his gaze in the mirror. "Maybe," I whispered.

He grinned, planting a kiss just below my ear. "Good girl."

Work was the same as always, but I wasn’t the same. I was different. Every step I took in those heels, every sway of my hips, I felt it. The cling of my skirt against my ass, the way my blouse tightened across my tits when I reached for something. And it didn’t take long for Oliver to notice.

He was at his desk when I got in, looking like a gym advert in fitted trousers and a tight white shirt rolled up to his elbows. His hair was all messy in that way that wasn’t messy at all, and when he smiled, I could see the dimples. The little shit was stupidly handsome.

"Morning, Inna," he said, handing me a stack of glossy images. “These are the photos you wanted.”

"Thanks," I replied, pretending not to notice the way his eyes dipped, just for a second, to my chest. I sat down at the desk next to him, crossing my legs slowly, skirt riding up just enough. His jaw tightened. He noticed, alright.

I flicked through the photos, acting casual, but my heart hammered in my chest.

"Something happening today?" he asked. "You look extra… smart."

"No, this is what I always wear," I lied, clicking my pen. I picked out one of the photos, of a pretty, blonde woman. “What do you think of her?”

He glanced at it. “Really pretty. She looks a lot like you.”

I leaned back in my chair, letting my blouse stretch tighter across my tits. His eyes flicked back up, caught himself, and coughed. He thinks I’m pretty.

"You, uh... need something?" I asked, giving him a teasing smile.

"Not right now," he said, blushing and turning back to his computer.


Chapter Three




It was late. The office was dead quiet except for the low hum of computers and the soft click of Oliver's keyboard next to me. Everyone else had gone home hours ago. I sat there pretending to finish a report, but really, I was watching him out of the corner of my eye. The way his broad shoulders flexed, how his fingers tapped the keys, and the little frown when he concentrated.

My phone buzzed on the desk. It was Matt. "Still at work?"

I bit my lip and typed back. "Yeah. It's just me and Oliver now. Do you think I should be a bad girl?"

The reply came back almost instantly. "Only if you tell me everything after."

My heart thumped so loudly it was a wonder Oliver didn’t hear it.

I stood up slowly, moving nearer to him like I wasn’t about to do something completely fucking reckless.

"Hey," I said, sitting on the edge of his desk. "Still working hard?"

He glanced up, smiling a little. "Trying to. You?"

I shrugged, pretending to look bored. "Thinking about knocking off for the night."

He nodded, running a hand through his messy hair. "Yeah. Should probably call it."

The tension stretched between us, thick and buzzing.

"You know," I said lightly, "I heard a rumor about you, from Amanda."

He blinked. "Uh... what?"

I moved my legs until they brushed his knees. “She was saying how you’re… you’ve got a big cock.”

I watched his throat bob as he swallowed. Then I knelt down between his legs without saying another word. His chair squeaked as he leaned back, wide-eyed and frozen, as I unbuckled his belt, popped the button, and pulled his zip down slowly. His cock sprang free. Amanda had been right, it was fucking massive. Thick, long, and still only semi-erect.

"Fuck," I whispered, wrapping my hand around it.

"Inna... what are you…"

I shut him up by taking him into my mouth.

He gasped, hands flying to the arms of the chair, gripping hard. His cock filled my mouth, heavy and hot on my tongue. It quickly grew and stiffened. I worked him slowly at first, letting him feel every inch of my mouth, the drag of my lips, the flick of my tongue. He groaned low, hips pushing up towards me despite himself.

"Jesus... fuck... Inna..."

I hollowed my cheeks, bobbing faster, feeling his cock swell even more. He was close already. I pulled off with a wet pop, stroking him lazily, my lipstick smeared across my mouth. His cock was truly magnificent, even in my wilder college days I’d never touched one so big.

“Amanda was right,” I smirked up at him.

His eyes were more confident now. “Amanda is a slut,” he bragged.

“You gonna fuck me like you fucked her?” I asked, still lazily stroking his enormous shaft.

"Fuck yes," he growled.

I stood, flipped my skirt up over my hips, and bent over his desk, spreading my legs wide enough that my soaked panties were on full display. He stood behind me, his hands following the curve of my ass, before he yanked down my underwear. I gasped at the cool air on my wet opening. My freshly shaved pussy gaped open even more as he spread me with his thumbs.

My heart pounded in my chest. The head of his cock pressed against my opening. He’s going to fuck me without a condom.

He slammed into me in one rough, desperate thrust. I cried out, gripping the edges of the desk as he bottomed out inside me. The way he stretched open my cunt was incredible, rubbing against every sensitive spot inside me, making my walls grip him tightly.

"Fucking hell," he groaned, pulling back and slamming in again, harder.

He fucked me like he was using my pussy to get off. Rough, messy, all pent-up frustration and pure, desperate lust. His hips slapped against my ass, hands digging into my waist where he gripped me. I pushed back against him, meeting every savage thrust, my cunt gripping him tight.

"That’s it, baby," I gasped. "Fuck me. Use me."

He did, grunting and panting, his balls slapping against me, cock hitting that perfect spot over and over. I came hard, clenching around him, crying out into the empty office. When he felt me coming, he grabbed my ponytail, pulling my head back and guiding me through it. He’s no innocent boy, he knows exactly what he’s doing.

When I’d finished climaxing, he grabbed my hips and pulled out of me. Then he turned me around to face him.

"I want to see your pretty face next time you come," he whispered, stroking my cheek with one hand.

I slipped my panties off over my ankles and perched my ass up on the desk. I opened my legs, aware of how wet and swollen my pussy was. His cock was twitching, wet with my arousal. Fuck, it’s so big, was it really all inside me?

He grabbed the front of my blouse, popping the buttons open one by one, slow and clumsy, like he couldn’t get his hands on me fast enough. He slipped the bra straps down over my shoulders and freed my tits.

"Fuck, you're perfect," he said, staring at my heavy breasts. My nipples were hard, aching for attention, the cool air and the filthy way he stared at me making them even tighter. He gave them a squeeze, teasing the nipples between his fingers and making me moan with pleasure.

He lined up again, hand wrapped around his thick cock, and shoved into me with a grunt, this time watching my face, and my bouncing tits, as he started to fuck me hard. Every thrust made my body jolt, my tits bouncing wildly. His hands grabbed my thighs, spreading me even wider, keeping me open for him, for his cock to slam deep inside, again and again.

I threw my head back, moaning shamelessly, letting him see all of it, my tits, my mouth open, the flushed, filthy look on my face, and my pussy stretched tight around his shaft. Oliver was fucking me hard now, really letting go, slamming into me so fast the desk creaked under us. My legs were wide open, hooked around his hips, heels digging into the backs of his thighs to drive him deeper. My breasts heaved with every brutal thrust, heavy and wild, nipples aching and flushed.

"Fuck, Inna," he panted. "You feel so fucking good... so tight..."

“You’re stretching me so good,” I gasped back. “So fucking big.”

I could feel how close he was, the way his cock twitched inside me, the way his grip on my thighs got rougher. But I realized he was desperately holding back.

"Wanna see you come again," he groaned.

It pushed me closer, cunt squeezing and fluttering around him, the mess between my legs obscene and soaking the desk. I reached between my legs with a shaking hand, rubbing my clit fast and messy, the way I needed. It only took seconds.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck…" I gasped, and then I shattered again, another filthy, brutal orgasm ripping through me.

My cunt spasmed hard around his cock, milking him, clutching him so tight I felt him lose control.

"Fuck, Inna," he choked out, slamming into me deep and staying there. His cock throbbed inside me, and then I felt it, hot, thick spurts of cum flooding my cunt, jet after jet pouring into me, filling me up. It was so much, I could feel it leaking out around him, dripping down onto the desk, running over my ass and thighs.

He stayed buried deep, body shuddering with aftershocks, cock still twitching inside my soaked, stretched cunt. We were both panting, drenched in sweat, right in the middle of the office.

I slid my hand down between my legs, gathering some of the sticky mess leaking out of me. I licked it off my fingers, still half-dazed, cunt still clenching around the softening weight of him. Oliver pulled out slow, groaning as his cock slipped free.

I just sat there for a second, blouse wide open, tits out, skirt bunched around my hips, dripping his cum all over the fucking desk like a filthy little slut. I picked up my phone with shaky fingers and snapped a quick photo of the mess between my thighs, glistening and ruined. My pussy was a deep pink, swollen and leaking.

I sent it straight to Matt. "He filled me up."

The three dots appeared immediately.

Then: "Good girl. Get home. I’m going to wreck you."

I smiled, legs still spread, feeling the warm drip of cum sliding over my ass.


Chapter Four




The Uber ride home was a blur. I sat in the backseat, legs squeezed tight together, still leaking Oliver’s cum into my soaked panties. Every bump in the road made me whimper under my breath. I probably looked like someone who had just been seriously fucked, and I reeked of sex. God knows what the driver thought, but I didn’t give a fuck.

When I finally stumbled through the door, Matt was waiting. He didn’t say a word. Just grabbed me by the wrist, yanked me inside, and slammed the door shut behind me. His eyes were wild. Feral.

He shoved me back against the wall, hands yanking my blouse apart, buttons flying everywhere. He tugged down my bra and squeezed my tits roughly. He sucked hard on first one, and then the other.

He dropped to his knees right in front of me.

"Spread," he growled.

I did it without thinking, legs wide, skirt pushed up. My panties were a ruined, sticky mess, clinging to my folds. Matt hooked his fingers in them, yanking them down. And then he shocked me, burying his face between my thighs and licking a long, slow stripe up my soaked slit. I cried out, my fingers clawing at his hair. He licked filthy, deep, messy strokes, tongue fucking my cunt, dragging up every drop of cum.

"Jesus fuck," I gasped, hips grinding into his face.

He pressed his tongue flat against my clit and sucked, hard. My legs nearly gave out.

"You gonna tell me what he did to you, baby?" he said, voice rough against my dripping cunt. "Tell me how he used you?"

I whimpered. "He... he bent me over the desk... fucked me so hard from behind…”

Matt growled, his tongue plunging inside me again, tasting everything. His nose pressed against my clit, making me cry out.

“Is he big?”

“So big,” I panted, reliving it all over again. “He’s got a huge pornstar cock and he stretched me open with it.”

Matt increased the pace of his sucking and licking, making me moan even more wildly.

"You let him dump his cum inside you, didn’t you?" he murmured, between filthy, sloppy licks. "You let him fill you like a little cumslut."

"Y-yes," I gasped, head banging back against the wall. "Fuck, Matt... I let him... I let him fuck me raw… I let him fill me up..."

He stood up, unbuckling his jeans, his cock already thick and hard.

"Turn around," he ordered.

I did, face against the wall, hands flat, ass out.

Matt lined up and slammed into me without warning, one deep, brutal thrust that made me scream.

"Fuck, you're still sloppy with his cum," he groaned.

He started to fuck me rougher than he ever had before. Savage, fast strokes, skin slapping skin, the wet squelch of my messy cunt filling the narrow corridor.

"You love it," he snarled, pounding me harder. "You love being a used little slut."

"I do," I gasped, shamelessly. "Fucking love it. I’m a slut. Your slut."

He grabbed my hair, yanking my head back so he could growl into my ear.

"You’re mine," he said, fucking me harder, rougher. "No matter how many cocks stretch you open, how many men fill you with cum, you fucking belong to me."

"Yes," I cried out. "Yours. Always yours."

He slammed into me so deep I saw stars, and when he reached around to rub my clit, rough, fast circles, it was over. I shattered. A screaming, shaking, gasping mess, cunt clenching tight around his cock, squeezing and milking him.

Matt lost it with a roar, slamming deep one last time and flooding me with his cum, mixing it with Oliver’s in one filthy, messy cocktail.

He stayed buried inside me, panting against my back, his hands gripping my hips so hard I knew I'd have bruises tomorrow.

When he finally pulled out, cum poured down my thighs in thick, messy streaks, dripping onto the floor. We stood there for a moment, fucked-out, sweaty, filthy. He turned me around and kissed me, rough and dirty, tasting my wrecked mouth.

"I’m not done with you yet," he murmured against my lips.

He led me upstairs.


Chapter Five




The next morning, walking into the office felt... different. I wore a tight black dress that clung to my hips and a pair of heels that clicked sharply against the floor. No panties. I wanted to feel filthy and daring. I needed it.

Oliver was already at his desk when I came in. He glanced up, gave me a sheepish little smile, then dropped his eyes to his computer like he wasn’t sure he should be looking at me. Awkward.

I smirked to myself. Poor guy didn’t know whether to look at me, apologize, or bend me over the nearest filing cabinet again. I pretended not to notice him squirming, walking past slowly to my desk, making sure he caught the way my dress hugged my ass. I sat down and turned on my computer.

He took a deep breath. “Er… Inna,” he said.

“Yes?”

He lowered his voice so no one would hear. “Last night… I… shouldn’t have taken advantage. You’re married… I’m sorry.”

I giggled. “Oh, Oliver,” I said, “My husband loved it. He fucked me like he never has before just thinking about us together.”

His eyebrows went up. “Really?”

“Really.” I typed in my password to log in. “He does have one request for next time, though.”

“Next time?” he swallowed.

“Next time he wants us to film it,” I grinned, opening up a spreadsheet and starting to type.

The morning dragged. Meetings, emails, bullshit. But every time I caught Oliver’s eye, the tension ratcheted tighter. Like a taut wire ready to snap. By lunchtime, I couldn't fucking stand it anymore. I got up, walked past his desk, and brushed my hand across his shoulder as I passed.

“Accessible bathroom, third floor,” I whispered.

I took the lift to the vacant third floor and entered the bathroom, leaving the door unlocked. It was one of those big single-occupancy ones. A couple of minutes later, Oliver entered. I locked the door behind him.

We stood there for a second, breathing hard, staring at each other like we were about to do something filthy. I pulled my phone out of my bag and propped it up against the sink, camera facing the room.

"You’re gonna fuck me," I said, quietly. "And then I’m going to send the video to my husband."

Oliver’s eyes widened. But he didn’t argue. He grabbed me by the waist, shoved my dress up, and lifted me onto the counter with a grunt. My bare cunt was already dripping.

"Fuck, Inna," he growled. “You’re not wearing any panties.”

He was already yanking his belt open, shoving his pants down to his thighs. His cock sprang free, thick, massive and hard.

He lined up, rubbing the head of his cock up and down my soaking slit and around my clit. I glanced over at my phone, checking that it was recording everything. He slid inside me in one smooth, deep thrust. That thick cock stretching me open all over again. We both moaned loudly, echoing in the tiny bathroom.

Oliver gripped my hips, fucking into me hard and fast, the mirror behind him giving me the perfect view of his firm, muscular ass, pumping back and forward. I knew the camera was catching everything, the wet, filthy sounds of his cock pounding into me, the way my tits bounced in the tight dress, my open mouth as I moaned with every thrust.

I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him closer, kissing him for the first time, grinding against him. He pulled down the front of my dress, popping my tits out over the top of my bra.

"Harder," I gasped. "Fuck me harder. Make Matt jealous of your huge dick."

Oliver growled and obeyed, slamming into me so hard the counter shook under us. The stretch was perfect, my walls clenched tightly around his shaft, filling me completely. I could feel my orgasm building fast, cunt gripping him, body twitching.

And then I went over the edge, throwing my head back as waves of pleasure consumed me. My thighs shook and I cried out, one long moan of ecstasy.

Oliver picked me up, still on his cock, and carried me to the wooden bench against the wall. He sat down, with me on top of him, his dick still splitting me open. I grinded against him, feeling him even deeper in this position, my clit rubbing against his body. I wrapped my arms around him, giving him a long, dirty kiss, even as his cock stretched my pussy.

The camera was behind us. I rode him slowly, knowing that I was stretched tight around his shaft and that it would see everything. I leaned forward, and Oliver’s hands grabbed my ass, spreading me even wider. His fingers were close to where he penetrated me, close to my asshole. I was feeling so slutty, so horny for him, I wanted even more.

“Put your fingers in my ass,” I whispered in his ear.

He groaned and thrust back at me harder while I rode him. But he did as he was told. His fingers were wet with my release, running down his shaft. They circled my rear entrance, sending waves of sensation through me. Matt and I had done anal, a few times, on special occasions, but it wasn’t a regular thing. It was my dirty secret, how much I liked being touched back there.

His fingertips circled my rim, slow at first, just teasing the sensitive skin, while his cock throbbed inside my clenching cunt. I whimpered against his mouth, kissing him sloppily, panting into him as he pushed a little harder.

One finger slipped inside. I gasped, nails digging into his shoulders, grinding harder down onto his cock. The pressure, the stretch, it was fucking perfect, being stuffed in both holes, full and filthy and completely owned.

He pushed a second finger in, stretching my asshole wider, and I could feel my cunt gripping him even tighter from the sensation. I rode him harder, faster, slamming down onto his cock, the slap of skin-on-skin echoing off the tiled walls of the office bathroom. My tits bounced wildly against him, the nipples hard and aching.

"Fuck, Oliver, fuck," I cried out, grinding my clit desperately against him, chasing another orgasm.

His fingers worked my ass, pushing deeper, stretching me while his cock battered my cunt from below. I came again, screaming into his neck, my body clenching around him, both holes spasming wildly. I felt the gush of wetness spill down over his cock, soaking his balls, drenching his thighs.

I could feel him starting to lose it, the way his cock twitched and throbbed inside my soaked cunt. But just when I thought he was about to spill inside me, he pushed me off.

“I’m going to come on your face,” he said. The filthy words sent a rush of arousal straight through me.

I slid off him without hesitation, dropping down to my knees on the hard floor. I tilted my face up to him, mouth open, tongue out, a filthy little offering. He stroked himself hard, fast, his huge cock glistening with my wetness.

"Fuck..." he panted, staring down at me like he couldn’t believe how dirty I was.

A second later, he exploded.

The first thick load of cum hit my cheek, hot and heavy. The next splattered across my lips, my tongue, dripping down my chin. More followed, messy, obscene, streaking across my face and tits as I knelt there and took it like the filthy little whore I was.

I stayed perfectly still, letting him paint me, letting the camera behind us capture every fucking second. When he was finally done, cock twitching in his hard, chest heaving, I leaned in and gave his slick tip one slow, filthy lick, tasting both him and myself. Cum dripped down my chin and between my cleavage.

"Fuck," he groaned, sagging back against the wall.

Without wiping myself off, I walked to the sink and grabbed my phone, holding it up close to my messy face.

"Look what your good little slut did for you," I said to the camera, and then stopped the recording.


Chapter Six




Ididn’t send the video. Not yet. I wanted to see Matt’s face when he watched it.

The day crawled. I was soaked half the time, my cunt aching every time I thought about the mess Oliver had made all over my face. By the time I got home, I was ready to tear my clothes off and beg Matt to take me right there in the hallway.

But I didn’t.

I kept it together, walking into the living room like it was just another normal night. Matt was already sprawled on the sofa, beer in hand, TV flickering with some boring sports highlights.

"Have fun today?" he asked, all casual, but like he knew what I’d been up to.

I smiled sweetly and held up my phone. "Want to see?"

His eyes widened.

I grabbed the remote and cast my phone to the big screen. Then I sank down onto the sofa next to him, my heart racing. On the TV, I heard myself say "You’re gonna fuck me. And then I’m going to send the video to my husband."

Soon, the room filled with the wet, filthy sounds of Oliver fucking me in the bathroom. Matt sat forward, beer forgotten, hand on my thigh. He watched as Oliver slammed into me, watched my tits bounce, watched me grind and moan and ride him like a desperate whore. It was the hottest porno either of us had ever watched. Because I was in it.

And then he saw me, dropping to my knees, tongue out, taking thick loads of cum all over my flushed, sweaty face. I watched him while he watched me. I saw the way his cock bulged hard against his jeans. I saw the way his chest rose and fell faster with every second.

When the video ended, my ruined, smiling face frozen on the screen, the room was silent except for our breathing.

Matt turned to me slowly. “I can’t believe what a slut you are,” he said. But his eyes were shining like he was proud of me.

He grabbed me by the hair, pulling me down onto the sofa, the weight of his body on top of me. He crushed his mouth against mine, kissing me filthy and hard. His hands were rough, lifting up my dress.

“Fuck. No panties,” he groaned.

He flipped me onto my stomach and yanked my hips up until I was arched perfectly for him, dripping, desperate, and ready. He shoved his jeans down enough to free his cock, then lined up and slammed into me in one hard thrust. I screamed into the cushions, cunt clenching around him instantly.

He took me hard, pounding into me like he needed to use me. The sofa rocked under us, his hands gripping my hips tightly, slamming into me so deep it almost hurt.

"You loved it, didn’t you?" he snarled, fucking me harder. "Loved being covered with his cum.”

"Yes," I gasped, meeting every thrust with a needy push of my hips. "I loved it, I loved it so much…"

He grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanked my head back, forced me to look up at the frozen screen, at my cum-soaked face grinning wickedly down at us.

“Tomorrow, you’re going to invite this guy over, and he’s going to fuck you right in front of me.”

“Yes… fuck…” I panted.

"Now, you gonna come for me, slut?”

"Yes.. fuck, yes…"

I shattered around him, cunt clenching tight, milking his cock as I screamed into the cushions.

Matt slammed into me a few more times before groaning loudly and emptying inside me, his cum spilling deep into my already wrecked cunt. We collapsed in a tangled, sweaty heap, both of us panting like animals.


Chapter Seven




Icaught him by the coffee machine, late morning, when the office was quiet. The overhead lights buzzed softly, and the faint hum of the copier down the hall was the only sound.

Oliver straightened up when he saw me, a bit too fast, nearly knocking his cup over. The poor boy was still flustered from yesterday. When we were fucking, he was confident, bold, cocky even, like he knew exactly what he was doing. But now? Out in the real world, with the fluorescent lights and cubicle chatter? He was sweet. Nervous. Almost shy.

He cleared his throat, eyes flicking up to meet mine for barely a second before darting away. I stepped in closer, slow and deliberate, letting my blouse gape just enough that he could see the lace edge of my bra. His gaze dropped involuntarily, then snapped back up like he was ashamed to have looked.

"Hey. Got plans tonight?" I asked, my voice light, almost teasing, like this was just casual flirtation and not a promise of something dark and filthy.

He blinked. His mouth opened, then closed again, like his brain was trying to reboot. "Uh… no? Not really."

I leaned in a little, my voice dropping to a whisper. "My husband wants to watch this time. In person."

Oliver’s eyes widened. “Wait, are you serious? Sending him a video is one thing, but…”

“The thought of you fucking me right in front of him…” I exhaled a slow, deliberate breath. “It’s making me wet right now.”

Oliver ran a hand through his messy hair, eyes flicking around like he thought someone might hear. He swallowed hard, and his eyes flicked around, like he expected someone to round the corner and catch us in the act of being so blatantly inappropriate.

“I mean…” he muttered, voice hoarse. “Jesus. I don’t know, I’ve never done anything like that before…”

He licked his lips, visibly trying to calm himself down, one hand flexing by his side like he needed to hold on to something solid.

“I’ll let you do anything you want to me,” I whispered. My hand trailed down between us, using his body to shield us from anyone coming into the break room. My fingers traced the outline of his cock in his pants. It was already hard.

He swallowed again. “Okay. I’ll do it.”

I gave him a wicked smile and reached out to gently fix the collar of his shirt, my fingers lingering just a moment too long.

“Good boy,” I whispered.

Then I turned and walked away, hips swaying with every step, knowing he was watching, knowing he was hard and aching for me.

That evening, while Matt was tidying the living room ready for our guest, I sneaked upstairs and got changed. I chose black lace lingerie; sheer bra, see-through panties, suspenders, and heels that made my ass look amazing. That was it. No dress, no other clothes.

When I came back down, Matt had just finished lighting a candle on the side table, the flickering glow catching in his eyes when he turned to see me. His gaze raked over me, slow and deliberate, taking in every inch.

“Fuck, Inna, you look incredible,” he said.

“You ready for this?” I asked.

“I’m hard already, thinking about it.” He wasn’t lying, I saw the outline through his jeans, thick and straining.

Then came the knock.

I opened the door and let Oliver in. He stepped inside like he wasn’t sure if he should be here, but his eyes locked on me and widened when he took in what I was wearing. I stepped closer and pulled him in by the collar.

“Nervous?” I whispered.

He nodded.

“Don’t be,” I whispered, brushing my lips against his.

I kissed him softly at first, just teasing, but when he leaned into it, I deepened it, opening his mouth with mine, tasting the tension and lust on his tongue. He kissed me back like he was starving, hands starting to rise before he caught himself, unsure of where to touch.

I pulled back just enough to meet his eyes.

“You’re a bull now.” I reached between us and placed his hand directly on my mound, letting him feel me through the thin fabric. “You’re in control.”

I took Oliver by the hand, lacing my fingers through his, and led him into the living room. His palm was slightly clammy, his grip tentative, but he followed without resistance, his eyes darting from me to Matt and back again like he couldn’t quite believe this was real.

Matt stood as we entered. His gaze flicked to me for a beat, then back to our guest as he extended a hand.

“Glad you made it,” Matt said, his voice calm.

Oliver took his hand and gave it a firm shake, though I saw the flicker of uncertainty behind his polite smile. Then Matt sat back down in the armchair, legs spread wide, beer in one hand, cock already tenting the front of his jeans.

It was time. I sank to my knees in front of Oliver, unbuckling his belt, freeing his cock. He was semi-hard, his massive cock thick and heavy. I licked a slow stripe up the length of him, then wrapped my lips around the tip, sucking gently as I stared over at Matt. I felt his cock stiffen in my mouth, forcing my jaw wider and making it hard for me to fit him in.

Oliver moaned. “Fuck, I forgot how good your mouth is…”

I pulled off with a pop, grinning. “Then let me remind you.”

I took him deeper, wet and messy, letting spit trail down my chin. I forced it as deep as I could, hitting the back of my throat. My hands worked what my mouth couldn’t reach, my eyes flicking back and forth between Oliver’s flushed face and Matt’s dark, hungry stare.

When my eyes were streaming and I started coughing, I took him out, giving him long, firm strokes with both hands. Then I crawled to the sofa, ass in the air.

“Go on,” I said, glancing over my shoulder. “Fuck me. Just like last time. Only this time with my husband watching.”

Oliver knelt behind me, tugging down my panties to my knees. He spread me with his hands, admiring my smooth, wet pussy. I felt his cock rubbing between my soaked folds. And then he was inside me, hot, thick, and stretching me deep. I gasped. He started to fuck me.

I heard a groan from Matt and glanced over. He had his cock out, stroking it in time to Oliver’s thrusts. He fucked me slowly at first, slow and deep, really making me feel the stretch of his fat cock. But I needed more.

“Harder,” I begged. “He wants to see it. Don’t hold back.”

Oliver slammed into me harder, each thrust sending shockwaves through my body. My tits bounced free of my bra, my voice crying out with broken whimpers and moans.

“You’re so tight,” Oliver groaned. “You feel so good.”

Matt answered. “She’s a filthy little slut, that’s what she is.”

That sent me spiraling. The words, the eyes on me, the cock pounding into me, it was too much. I shattered, cunt clenching hard around Oliver, my cry high and wild as my eyes rolled back in my head.

I was still twitching when Oliver pulled out, my cunt throbbing and leaking arousal down my thighs. Before I could catch my breath, he grabbed me by the hips and flipped me over, laying me flat on my back on the sofa. His hands slid under my thighs, folding my legs up high, pinning them against my shoulders. I gasped, body exposed, everything spread open.

Oliver pushed back inside, slower this time, but even deeper. I could feel every inch of him. His cock stretched me wide, and I knew Matt could see everything: my swollen, wet lips hugging tight around Oliver’s shaft, my creamy arousal coating his cock and making a mess between my thighs.

Matt moved closer, stroking himself openly. He perched on the sofa, his eyes locked on my stretched, dripping cunt, watching it swallow Oliver with every thrust.

“Show him,” I breathed. “Show him how hard and deep you can fuck me.”

Oliver growled and picked up the pace, slamming into me again and again, the slap of skin on skin echoing through the room. My legs shook in his grip, but he didn’t let up. My back arched, pinned open, every nerve lit up and on fire.

“Look at you,” Matt said, voice rough. “All filled up and still begging for more.”

“She’s so fucking wet,” Oliver panted. “It’s leaking everywhere.”

“Because she’s a greedy little slut,” Matt said. “A cum-hungry whore who likes to be watched.”

I loved the dirty words. I cried out, another orgasm building fast. The humiliation, the intensity, the way my body was completely at their mercy, it was too much.

“Fuck… don’t stop…” I managed to gasp.

I came hard, body writhing beneath Oliver, mouth open in a silent scream. My cunt pulsed around him and my whole body shook and quivered.

Oliver let me free, giving me a break. He was panting, cock wet and twitching. I pushed him back against the cushions, straddling his lap in one fluid motion, still trembling but hungry for more.

His hands found my hips, but I grabbed his wrists and pinned them back.

“My turn,” I said. “Just lay back and let me use your cock.”

I reached down and guided him inside me again, slowly, groaning as I sank down onto him inch by inch. My pussy stretched tight around him, every nerve alight. When I was fully seated, I rolled my hips in a slow circle, dragging a moan out of both of us.

I leaned forward, one hand braced on his chest, riding him with deep, grinding strokes. My ass bounced with every movement, slick sounds filling the room, louder now that I was soaked and stretched around him.

I looked over, locking eyes with Matt. “Give me that cock,” I said.

Matt moved nearer. I reached out with one hand, still bouncing on Oliver’s cock, and wrapped my fingers around Matt’s shaft. He hissed through his teeth as I stroked him once, then guided him closer, letting the head brush my lips. I opened my mouth and took him in, wet and eager.

I moaned around him as I sucked him deep, his cock pressing against my tongue, and the contrast made my whole body clench. I was full in both holes now, stretched around Oliver’s thick cock, mouth full of Matt, and the sensation sent sparks through me.

Matt groaned above me, one hand resting lightly on the back of my head, not pushing, just steadying himself.

I pulled back slightly and swirled my tongue around the tip before sinking down again, taking him deeper while I rocked harder on Oliver’s lap. Every movement made my clit grind against his pelvis, and pleasure started building fast and tight in my core.

Oliver groaned beneath me, hands moving to my ass, and I moaned again, muffled by Matt’s cock, loving the way both men were watching, both hands on me, one thrusting up into me, the other gently tugging my hair as I sucked and rode in perfect rhythm.

The hands on my ass gripped tighter, spreading me wide. I felt the air hit the tight ring of muscle there, exposed now, flushed, wet. I looked up, locking eyes with Matt, his dick deep in my throat. I pulled it out, leaving it wet and dripping with saliva.

“Fuck me in the ass,” I breathed, voice daring. “I want both of you.”

The filthiest grin I’d ever seen spread over Matt’s face. “You fucking slut.”

He moved behind me, one hand guiding himself as he pressed the head of his cock right up against my rear entrance. I gasped at the pressure, at the weight of both of them about to claim me.

Oliver groaned beneath me, looking up at me.

Matt spat in his hand, rubbed it over the tip, then pushed forward, slow and steady. My breath caught, body clenching, the stretch intense and delicious. Inch by inch, he pressed in behind me, until I was full, so full I could barely breathe.

“Fuck,” I whimpered, trembling between them.

“I can feel his cock inside you,” murmured Matt.

I started to move, grinding down on Oliver, pushing back against Matt. The stretch, the friction, the pressure, it was overwhelming, perfect. Their cocks filled me completely, every movement making my whole body quake.

I was out of control now. Hair sticking to my face, nails clawing at Oliver’s chest, thighs shaking as I bounced between them. Every thrust sent bolts of lightning through me.

Oliver was close, his eyes squeezed shut, hands trembling on my ass. “I’m gonna… fuck… I’m gonna cum…”

“Do it,” Matt snarled, slamming into me harder. “Fill her up while I fuck her ass.”

Oliver shouted, hips jerking up as he came hard inside me, his cock pulsing, flooding me with warm cum. I cried out with him, the orgasm crashing through me like a wave, everything clenching tight around both of them. I saw stars, my vision going black as I almost passed out. And then the ecstasy flooded my body, rushing through every cell.

Matt slammed into me one more time, releasing into my ass. He held himself there, cock throbbing with every load.

A few moments passed, with us frozen in that filthy position. Then Matt slowly pulled out, his cock sliding free with a wet, obscene sound. I whimpered at the loss, my ass aching, leaking warmth. A second later, Oliver slipped out of me too, his cock coated in a creamy ring that slid down over his balls and pooled beneath him.

I collapsed sideways, barely able to hold myself up. My legs were jelly, trembling, and useless. I was soaked, flushed, covered in sweat and cum, ruined in the best way. Matt moved next to me, holding me. Oliver shifted closer on the other side, one hand resting on my thigh. His touch was gentle now.

The three of us lay there tangled, sticky, breathing together in the quiet aftermath as cum leaked out both my holes.

“You were perfect,” Matt murmured, kissing my temple. “Absolutely perfect.”

Oliver shifted closer on the other side, one hand resting on my thigh.

“Was that… okay?” he asked.

I smiled at him. “You did more than okay,” I whispered. “For your first time as a bull? I think this could be your calling.”

Matt’s fingers traced lazy patterns across my skin. “So… how do you feel?”

“Like this is just the beginning.”

His eyes darkened, pleased. Proud of me.

“You still want more?”

I nodded slowly. “I want everything. The teasing. The watching. The fucking. The stretch of a stranger’s cock inside me while you watch me. I want more cocks, four or five at once.”

Matt groaned softly. “Stop it, you’ll make me hard again.”

I looked between them: Matt, my husband, cock already twitching again. He’d watched me get fucked. And Oliver, the sweet boy who’d just been broken in as my first bull. The air between us buzzed with something new. Something dangerous. Something free.

“Let’s go upstairs for round two,” I smirked.

My hotwife journey had officially begun.

THE END

Sign up for Cleo’s newsletter at cleocarnell.com to get a free eBook and be kept up to date with all the new releases, regular freebies, and special offers.


Ganged At My Birthday Party




Chapter One




The hum of the tires on the freeway was steady and hypnotic, almost like white noise. We had a couple of hours of highway ahead of us before we got home from vacation. I was feeling chatty, babbling away to my long-suffering husband as he drove.

“I just can’t believe how wild Jen’s been,” I said, crossing my legs and tugging my sundress a little higher on my thigh. “She said she had three dates in one week. Three. She fucked all of them. And apparently, she didn’t even make it to dessert with the last one.”

My husband, Grant, laughed, eyes fixed on the road.

“And she’s got this friends-with-benefits,” I continued. “He brought his friend over last week and they had a threesome.”

“She’s definitely living her best life.”

“Right?” I grinned, but there was a touch of regret in my tone. “Sometimes I wonder what I missed out on, marrying young. I mean, I’ve never even been on a real Tinder date. Never had to flirt with a stranger over text, send a risky photo, or have sex on a first date. Never had a threesome.”

“Do you regret it, Nicole?” he asked casually.

I looked at him, surprised. “No. God, no. Just… curious, maybe.” I shifted in my seat, reaching over to put my hand reassuringly on his leg. “Is that weird?”

He shook his head. “Not at all. I get it. And you know…” He glanced at me before flicking his eyes back to the road. “It’s not like it’s off the table just because you’re married.”

I raised an eyebrow. “What’s not?”

“Doing that. The stuff you missed. Dating. Sleeping with someone new. I mean, if you wanted to. I wouldn’t mind.”

I blinked, unsure I heard him right. “Wait. Are you serious?”

“Yeah.” He shrugged like it was no big deal. “I think it would be hot. Knowing you’re… out there having fun. Hearing about what you got up to afterwards.”

A flush rose in my chest, creeping up my neck and into my cheeks. The idea shouldn’t have thrilled me the way it did, but it sent a rush of heat between my legs. My heart was racing too.

“Fuck, Grant, it’s… I’d never do it, but the thought of it… It’s turning me on.”

God, my pussy was aching now, and I could sense how wet I was. And suddenly, I couldn't help myself. My hand slid beneath the hem of my dress.

My fingers trembled as they brushed the inside of my thigh, the warmth of my skin radiating through the thin fabric of my underwear. Grant’s hand rested casually on the steering wheel, his other arm draped out the open window, and I couldn’t tell if he knew exactly what I was doing. My fingers brushed over my clit through my panties and I felt another rush of heat.

I leaned back in the seat, angling myself slightly so the breeze from the AC hit my face, cooling my flushed cheeks while the heat in my core burned even hotter.

“You okay?” he asked, without looking at me.

I nodded, my voice catching. “Yeah. Just... thinking.”

He smiled. “How about you tell me about one of Jen’s dates?”

The question sent another wave of heat rushing through me. I let my eyes drift closed, my breathing shallow. My hand moved slowly, teasingly, and the pressure was maddening in the best way. Grant glanced down between my legs, able to see my fingers on my exposed white panties. He knew what I was doing.

I bit my lip. My fingers moved in slow, teasing circles, the soft cotton of my panties already damp. I saw the way Grant’s jaw tensed, the way his knuckles whitened on the steering wheel.

“She told me all about it,” I said. My voice sounded shaky. “About this guy she met for drinks.”

I let out a little moan as a bolt of pleasure rushed through me.

“She wore this ridiculous little dress. Black, tiny, no bra. She said you could see her nipples through it. She wanted him to know that she was down to fuck as soon as she got there.”

Grant cleared his throat. I could see the bulge in his jeans had gotten bigger.

“They didn’t even finish their first drink. He pushed her up against the wall in the alley behind the bar. She told me he had his hand between her legs before they even kissed properly.”

I slid my fingers beneath the fabric of my panties and gasped loudly. I was absolutely soaking. I ran my finger through my slick folds, collecting my arousal on my finger and then rubbing it over my swollen clit.

“Then what happened?” asked Grant. His hard cock was making a tent in his jeans now. I slipped my hand into the top of my sundress, inside the bra, teasing my nipple with one hand while I rubbed my clit firmly with the other. I was struggling to speak now, my breath coming fast, catching in my throat as waves of sensation rolled through me. The car vibrated gently beneath us, every subtle motion amplifying the pressure building inside me.

“She said,” I gasped, “he didn’t even ask. He just… knew. Knew what she needed. Dropped his pants. Pulled her panties to the side. Slid his cock into her raw, right there in the alley.

Grant growled low in his throat, his knuckles white on the steering wheel. “Are you imagining that it was you, baby?”

“Yes,” I panted, slipping two fingers into my soaking cunt. I closed my eyes, imagining it was a strangers cock stretching me open. “He fucked her, right there in the alley. She said she was so turned on that she came right away, and then he… came in her.”

I slipped my panties off and put my legs up on the dashboard, opening them as wide as I could in the confined space. I was fingering myself hard with two fingers now, then three. Thrusting in and out like I was being fucked. I let out a moan, my fingers working faster. I could feel my climax coming.

Grant kept looking over at me, one hand on the steering wheel, the other rubbing the hard bulge in his jeans.

“Fuck, Nicole,” he said, his voice dropping to a whisper. “Are you going to come for me, baby? Come like you’re being fucked by a stranger.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “I’m so close…”

The world outside the windshield blurred, and I went over the edge. Pleasure tore through me in waves, overwhelming, unstoppable. My back arched off the seat, eyes squeezing shut as I let the sensations consume me. My cunt clenched around my fingers, pulsing and dripping with my release. I let out one long moan that lasted through wave after wave of ecstasy, bringing me blessed relief.

“Fuck, baby,” Grant groaned. “That was hot. I’m going to find somewhere to stop.”


Chapter Two




Grant veered off at the next sign for a scenic picnic area, the car bouncing slightly as we turned onto a gravel road. The sound of tires crunching stone filled the silence between us, thick with anticipation. Trees lined both sides, there were no other cars.

Before the engine had fully cut off, Grant was unbuckling his seatbelt, already moving to the back seat. I joined him, climbing over the console, my bare ass in the air. His hands were rough and eager as they gripped my waist. My legs wrapped around him instinctively.

He kissed me, hard and hungry. I pulled at his belt. He yanked the front of my dress down, spilling my ample breasts out of the top of my bra. The windows were already steaming up from our heavy breathing.

His voice was a growl in my ear. “Imagine I’m someone you just met.”

My pussy clenched at the thought. I freed his cock, thick and throbbing in my hand. He moved between my legs. I was so wet and open, his dick found my opening easily, sliding inside without either of us having to touch it.

He slid deep inside me, my wet walls gripping him tightly. I dug my nails into his back and moaned with pleasure. His touch was familiar, but I let my mind drift, imagining that it was someone else, someone new that was inside me. I was a slut, fucking a stranger, letting him penetrate me without protection.

He fucked me, hard and deep.

“I shouldn't be doing this,” I whispered, feeding the fantasy.“I’m married.”

He growled again, thrusting deeper. “You love it. You love being used like this. Used by men like me.”

I moaned, louder this time. The car rocked as he fucked me harder. My head fell back, lips parted, drunk on sensation. The thrill of being exposed, of being taken by someone I didn’t know, even though it was just a fantasy, sent my arousal rocketing.

Each thrust sent a jolt through me, my body winding tighter with every stroke. The stranger in my mind was using me without care, and I was unraveling beneath him. I clung to him, legs locked tight around his waist. He was fucking me so hard now, the sound of our skin slapping together filled the hot car. Each thrust was so deep, almost painful, but perfect.

“Fuck,” I gasped. “I’m gonna…”

He grunted. “Do it. Come on my cock.”

My climax tore through me like lightning, my body arched, muscles clenching hard around him. I cried out, loud and unfiltered, lost in the pleasure as it rippled through me in waves. My pussy tightened around him, fluttering with each pulse, milking him.

He cursed under his breath, driving into me harder, deeper, until he stiffened with a growl. His cock twitched, and I felt him spill inside me, thick, hot, filling me with every last thrust. He stayed buried deep, grinding against me as he emptied himself, the sensation sending aftershocks through my oversensitive body.

For a long moment, we just breathed. The air inside the car was heavy with sex and sweat, the scent of it clinging to our skin.

Still inside me, he kissed my mouth. “You’d let a stranger come in you?”

I smiled. “I just did.”

We didn’t say much as we adjusted our clothing and got back into the front. The tires crunched over the gravel as we made our way out of the picnic area and back onto the main road. I shifted in my seat, still warm and a little sore between my legs. We drove for a while like that, quiet and easy. I liked the silence with him. It never felt awkward.

Then, maybe ten miles later, he spoke. Not looking at me, just watching the road.

“You know,” he said, “you could actually do it.”

I turned my head. “Do what?”

“What we just pretended.” He glanced at me now, just briefly. “Go on a dating app. Pick a guy. Set it up.”

I let out a short laugh. “What, just message some random dude and say, ‘Hey, wanna fuck me in a parked car in the woods?’”

“If that’s what you want. Yeah. Or in his apartment.”

I looked back out the window, heart kicking a little harder in my chest.

“You’re not joking,” I said, after a moment.

“No.”

I stayed quiet, watching the trees blur. I wanted this, I realized. I really wanted it.


Chapter Three




Later that night, after we got home, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. So, after my shower, I curled up on the couch with a blanket and my phone. Grant was in the kitchen, cleaning up from dinner.

I opened the App Store. Typed in hookup apps. Swallowed.

Then I downloaded one that I recognized from a conversation with Jen.

Creating the profile felt strangely intimate. I picked a photo where I looked good but not trying too hard, a quiet smile, just enough cleavage. My fingers hovered over the bio section.

What do you even say when you're here to be fucked by a stranger?

I typed, deleted, typed again. Finally settled on: “Hall pass from my husband. Looking to meet someone respectful, confident, and real. Let’s see what happens.”

I glanced toward the kitchen. “Grant?”

He poked his head around the corner, drying his hands with a towel. “Yeah?”

“I made the profile.”

His eyebrows lifted slightly, but he didn’t look surprised. “Yeah?”

“Yeah. It’s live. I’m nervous.”

We sat on the couch together, my phone glowing between us while I scrolled, half-curious, half-terrified. I swiped on everyone I liked the look of. My heart thudded every time a new notification of a match pinged. Some messages were immediate no’s, one-word openers, weird compliments, or dick pics sent without warning. I showed Grant a couple, and we laughed, shaking our heads.

And then I matched with one of the ones I’d really been hoping for. Tall. Black. Broad shoulders and a cheeky smile. In his profile photo, he wore a black tank top and gray joggers, standing in a gym, sweat gleaming on his arms like something out of a fantasy.

His bio read: “Marcus, 33, Personal trainer. Chill vibes only. Respect first, fun second. Let’s keep it simple.”

I tapped his photos. Each one was better than the last. I paused on one in sunglasses, shirtless, hiking somewhere that looked like California.

“Damn,” I murmured.

Grant leaned in. “Hot guy.” He let out a short laugh.

I raised an eyebrow. “What?”

He grinned. “Hot black gym guy? Bit of a cliché?”

“Do you think he’s out of my league?” I asked, worried. I didn’t know what I was doing. Why would he even match with someone like me?

Grant reached over and brushed his fingers down my thigh. “No way. And I’m kidding. He’s hot as hell. And if that’s who you want, you don’t need to explain it to me.”

I studied his face. “You’re really okay with this?”

He nodded. “I meant what I said. You deserve whatever turns you on. Whatever makes you feel good. If this guy checks the boxes… go for it.”

I looked back at Marcus’s profile. My stomach did a slow, fluttery flip.

“What if he says yes?” I asked, voice quiet.

I stared at the message box, fingers poised over the keyboard. I felt exposed and powerful all at once.

Then, slowly, I typed: “Hey. You caught my eye… and I’m not usually this bold, but here I am.”

I hit send before I could think too hard about it. And just like that, it wasn’t a fantasy anymore.

Marcus replied quickly. Confident, respectful, and easy to talk to. We ended up texting for the rest of the evening, curled up on the couch while Grant occasionally peeked over my shoulder. It felt strange at first, surreal, almost, but the longer I chatted with Marcus, the more natural it became. He was funny. Direct without being pushy. He asked me what I was looking for, and I was honest; that I was looking for sex. By the time I went to bed, I was grinning at my phone like a teenager.

The next morning, fresh from the shower, I stood in front of the mirror. On impulse, I took a photo, angling my body just right, side profile of my bare ass, arm draped casually across my breasts to hide my nipples. Tasteful.

I sent it with a simple message: “Your turn.”

Marcus replied almost immediately. “Wow, ur so fucking hot! I’m already at the gym. But for u? Give me 5.”

A minute later, a photo arrived, him in the locker room, towel dropped, cheeky grin visible in the mirror’s reflection as he showed off his bare ass. Cocky. Perfect.

I needed him. God, I needed this man to fuck me. My heart was pounding in my chest as I typed: “Can we meet tonight?”


Chapter Four




Ispotted him as soon as I walked in. Marcus was leaning against the bar, one foot propped casually on the rail, drink in hand, eyes scanning the crowd with that same easy confidence he carried in his texts. He looked exactly like his photos, relaxed in a tight black t-shirt that clung to his chest and shoulders like it had been stitched on. He smiled as soon as he saw me, and the nerves in my stomach turned into full-blown flutters.

He stood and stepped toward me. “Hey.”

“Hi,” I managed.

We hugged. I could feel how strong his arms were. He bought me a drink and we sat at a small table near the window. I sipped slowly, trying to calm the trembling in my hands. Marcus was charming and funny. Not trying too hard. He complimented my dress, and every time his gaze dipped to my mouth, I felt another pulse between my legs.

After a while, I took a breath and asked, “So… have you done this before?”

He raised an eyebrow. “Met someone from an app?”

“No,” I said, swirling my drink. “I mean… hooked up with a married woman.”

Just leaned back and gave a little smile. “Yeah. A few times.”

“Really?”

He shrugged, sipping his beer. “Okay, a lot of times. It’s kind of my thing.”

The thought of that was making my pussy ache. I was nervous, but also desperately horny. The suspense was killing me. I wanted to get it over with. Silence stretched for a second.

I leaned in slightly. “Your place is close, right?”

He smiled. “Two blocks.”

I stood before I could overthink it. “Then let’s go.”

His apartment looked expensive and clean. Marcus guided me to the couch, heart hammering in my chest.

“You okay?” he asked, sitting next to me.

I nodded, feeling flushed.

“We don’t need to rush,” he said. “We can talk.”

That surprised me. I had expected him to be more…impatient.

“I just… I’m nervous. I’ve never done this before.”

“What do you want?” he asked.

My voice trembled a little. “I want to be kissed.”

He leaned in and kissed me. His lips moved over mine like he had all the time in the world. No tongue, not at first, just pressure and warmth. His hand slid up my thigh, pausing at the hem of my dress.

“Can I make you come?” he asked. That made my pussy ache even more.

I nodded again.

He knelt in front of the couch, reaching up under my dress and gently peeling my panties down. He slipped them off over my feet and then very slowly parted my legs. The exposure sent a rush of arousal through me. He could see my pussy, with its trimmed, dark hair and pink lips.

He moved closer, sliding his hands up my shaking thighs and parting my folds with his fingers. I felt myself open up, wet and leaking. He leaned in, his tongue touching my clit and sending waves of pleasure through me.

And then his tongue was lapping at me, exploring me, licking long stripes up my slit. I arched my back as he devoured me. His mouth was all over me, licking, sucking, driving me wild. My fingers went to his hair, gripping it and holding him in place. I moaned, throwing my head back as I felt my climax already building.

Every flick of his tongue sent another ripple through me, another jolt of pleasure that had me pressing harder into his mouth. I’d been touched like this before, but not like this. Not with this kind of intention. Marcus didn’t rush. He didn’t fumble. He listened to every sound I made, every shift of my hips, and adjusted to guide me higher and higher.

My thighs clenched around his shoulders, and a cry tore from my lips as the release rolled through me, deep and relentless. Wave after wave washed over me as I bucked and squirmed, his tongue still guiding me through it.

When I opened my eyes, he was there between my legs, looking up at me, mouth wet, eyes dark.

“Jesus,” I whispered, brushing a hand through my hair. “That was… amazing.”

He stroked my thighs. “You’re sexy as hell when you let go, you know that?”

I looked down at him, still breathless. “My turn,” I said.

We switched places, Marcus sitting on the couch while I knelt on the floor. I knelt between his knees, my hands already sliding up his thighs. I undid his belt, popped the top button of his pants, and pulled down the zipper.

I reached inside, past the waistband of his briefs, fingers brushing warm, rigid skin. And then I pulled him free.

I blinked. He was… huge. Thick, long, and almost fully erect, stiffening the final way in my hand. He was so thick, my fingers couldn’t quite close around the base. I admired it, veins prominently running down the sides, the head wide and uncut. I ran my hand along the length of him, slowly, feeling the weight and the texture.

I leaned in, lips brushing the tip. I heard the way his breath caught, and that sound alone sent a new pulse of arousal through me. My tongue flicked out, tasting him. He twitched slightly in my hand, and I smiled. Slowly, I took him into my mouth, just the head at first, letting myself adjust to the fullness of him. He was so thick, it made my jaw stretch.

And it wasn’t lost on me that I was sucking another man’s cock. Someone I had just met. It was my filthy fantasies come alive. I started to move gradually, using both hands, one above the other, on the long shaft.

I hollowed my cheeks and took him a little deeper, letting my lips slide down his length. It was getting messier now, sloppy. Saliva ran down my chin and down his shaft.

“Goddamn,” he muttered, eyes heavy-lidded. “That feels so good.”

I looked up at him through my lashes, still working him with my mouth. He groaned, tilting his head back with strained breath.

“Fuck, if you keep going like that…”

I pulled him out of my mouth with a pop. “You can’t come yet,” I purred. “I need you to fuck me.”

“Yeah?” he said. “You sure?”

I stood slowly, lifting my dress off over my head and then slipping off my bra. I stood naked in front of Marcus, his eyes drinking in my body. I straddled him, knees sinking into the couch cushions on either side of his thighs. I could feel the heat of him, thick and ready, pressed against me. I ground myself against him, feeling his hardness between my folds. I had planned to use condoms. I really had. But not now. Now I needed to feel him inside me.

I reached between my legs, holding his thick shaft and guiding it to my opening. I lifted up, putting it in the perfect position, feeling the head already stretching me open. And then I sank down onto him, a pulse of electricity surging through me as he penetrated me. My pussy opened up, tight and wet around him as I felt the delicious stretch of his fat cock.

When it wouldn’t go in any further, I lifted off and thrust back down. Again and again, deeper each time. He filled me in a way that was overwhelming, almost too much. Each thrust down brought a low gasp from my lips, my hands braced on his chest as I found a rhythm that felt right.

I moved faster, grinding down, my thighs trembling as the wet slap of skin filled the room. Each time I sank down, I felt more open, more reckless. Finally, I had him all the way in, and I rode him harder. My tits bounced and slapped together, and he grabbed one, pulling the sensitive nipple into his mouth and sucking hard.

His mouth was hot and relentless on my nipple, his hands gripping my waist to anchor me as I rode him harder, faster, chasing that edge. The pressure inside me coiled tight, until suddenly it broke, my whole body trembling as the orgasm tore through me. My thighs locked around him. My fingers dug into his shoulders. I cried out loud, surrendering completely as my climax rippled through every nerve ending.

With a low growl, Marcus shifted his weight and flipped us, his strength effortless, like I weighed nothing. My back hit the couch cushions, legs still wrapped around him as he hovered over me.

He thrust into me deep, all at once, knocking the breath from my lungs. The angle changed everything; he hit places I hadn’t felt before, and the stretch was even wider. He pinned my legs back against my shoulders, fucking me deeper than I ever thought possible.

I clung to his thick arms, barely able to hold on as he destroyed me. He growled low in his throat, sweat beading along his face as he drove into me, like he couldn’t get enough.

“You feel so good,” he muttered. “So tight… fuck, I’m gonna come…”

“Come in me,” I begged. I couldn’t believe I was saying that, but just the words took me to new heights. I was close again, already, despite how raw and sensitive I was. Every nerve ending was lit up, my body pushed past its usual limits. I tilted my hips up, meeting him with every thrust, chasing that final release.

And then… He groaned and slammed into me one last time, staying there, buried to the hilt. His whole body went tense, and I felt him come inside me. His cock pulsed, that unmistakable wetness deep inside me. Just the thought of him filling me pushed me over the edge again, crying out beneath him as I came hard, clenching around him, pulling every drop from his body.

We stayed like that for a long moment, breathless and sweaty. Then he kissed me, slow and sexy. And when he pulled out, floods of cum followed, running down my ass onto the couch.


Chapter Five




When I got home, staggering in through the door on shaky legs, Grant was waiting for me. He stood just inside the hallway, his eyes locked on mine the moment I stepped inside. He just looked at me. Looked at my flushed face, the mess of my hair, and the way I moved like every inch of my body had been used.

He knew.

"How was it?" he asked.

I dropped my bag by the door and nodded. “So good,” I said, my voice hoarse.

Grant reached out, cupping my cheek with one hand. His thumb brushed across my bottom lip. “Let’s go to bed, and you can tell me what he did to you.”

So I did. I showered, got changed, and brushed my teeth. And we cuddled up naked in bed. I told him how nervous I’d been, how Marcus had kissed me, slowly and patiently. How his hands had felt on my body. How big he was. How deep. How I’d come, more than once. How I’d let him finish inside me.

All the time I was talking, I could feel Grant’s hard cock pressed up against my leg. I knew how turned on he was, how eager, but he let me finish. Then he kissed me.

“That’s so hot,” he whispered, already moving between my legs. “But you’re mine now.”

He thrust his hard cock inside me, making me gasp. And then we were fucking, hard and passionately. My fingers dug into his back as he pounded me, raw and unrestrained. I came, but he just kept going, screwing me into the bed.

Finally, Grant groaned, releasing his warm cum into my needy cunt. The second man to come in me that evening.

I had another date later in the week. It was a guy called Pete. He was different to Marcus, quieter and less muscled. But sexy in an understated way. He took me out for dinner, and by the end, his calm confidence had me completely hooked. I went back to his place, and we spent a good few hours fucking. When I finally returned home, Grant was waiting to reclaim me.

Visiting Marcus for sex also started to become a regular thing. I loved it, but so did Grant. He couldn’t get enough of me when I came home. He craved every detail, so I started giving him more. Photos at first. A shot of my mouth around Marcus’s thick shaft, or my legs spread open on his couch, dripping with cum.

Later, short videos, filmed by Marcus as he penetrated me, my moans audible over the sound of skin on skin. Sometimes we’d watch them together. Other times, I’d come home to find him already hard, waiting for me, still holding his phone.

Then, one Thursday evening, Marcus buzzed me up like usual. I took the stairs instead of the elevator. I liked the climb. I liked arriving flushed, heart racing. Like my body already knew what it was walking into.

But when the door swung open, Marcus wasn’t alone.

A tall, broad-shouldered man stepped out past him, adjusting the sleeve of a zip-up athletic hoodie. He was even more handsome than Marcus, if that was possible, clean-shaven, skin smooth and dark, arms thick with muscle and ink. His smile was friendly and relaxed.

"Don’t mind me," he said as he passed me in the doorway. "Just going."

He gave Marcus a quick fist bump on the way out, then glanced back at me with a little nod. “Have fun.”

“Wait, aren’t you going to introduce me?” I said. I didn’t want this beautiful man to disappear so quickly.

“This is Shawn,” said Marcus. “A buddy from the gym.”

Shawn reached out, giving me a firm handshake. “Nice to meet you.”

I saw him scan me with his eyes. My legs beneath my short sundress. My ample cleavage. My flushed cheeks. And suddenly, I felt my pulse race, and my panties get wet. My mind spun with filthy possibilities. I swallowed hard.

“Well… don’t let me interrupt anything,” Shawn said, moving to close the door behind himself.

But something reckless came up inside me. I looked at Marcus. “Does he have to leave?”

Marcus raised an eyebrow, a filthy grin growing on his face. The silence that followed was thick, charged. He crossed his arms over his chest. “Are you suggesting what I think you’re suggesting?”

My heart was beating so hard I thought I might pass out. I glanced at Shawn, he was also looking at me, amused.

“Yes,” I squeaked.

Shawn laughed. “You always manage to find the sluttiest ones.”

“So, what do you say?” Marcus replied.

“Well, it wouldn’t be the first time, buddy,” he smirked, stepping back into the apartment and closing the door.

“Oh my god,” I gasped. “Have you two… shared a woman before?”

They exchanged a glance. “Yeah, loads of times,” said Marcus, eyes shining. “Do you think you can handle us both?”

I swallowed and nodded. My panties were soaking now. I couldn’t believe I was about to do this.

Marcus reached out, took my hand, and led me down the hall to the bedroom as Shawn followed.


Chapter Six




When we were inside the bedroom, Marcus closed the door behind us with a soft click.

“Kneel,” he said.

I sank to my knees on the carpet, heart pounding so hard it echoed in my ears. They stood over me, tall and calm. Marcus tugged down his shorts, his heavy cock, semi-erect flopping free. I took it in one hand, feeling its weight and heat. I turned my head to Shawn, and he dropped his pants too. The bulge in his briefs looked huge, already straining at the fabric. I reached inside, pulling out a cock that was just as big as Marcus’s.

I knelt there, a massive cock in each hand, feeling them swell to full hardness. I started slowly, teasing licks, little kisses. Letting them feel my mouth, one after the other, switching between them. Their breathing deepened, their hands finding my hair, guiding me as I took them into my mouth. It was filthy, it was ridiculous, and I loved it.

I took Shawn into my mouth, slow and deep, my hand wrapping around the base of Marcus’s cock as I stroked him in time.

“Mmm, she’s quite the little cocksucker,” groaned Shawn.

“She is,” agreed Marcus. “Wait until you try her tight pussy.” I loved hearing them talk about me like this, like I wasn’t even listening to everything they said.

I switched, lips slipping free with a wet sound as I turned to Marcus. I felt him twitch when I took him between my lips, teasing the head before easing lower. I kept stroking Shawn, loving the feeling of his hard shaft in my palm. Back and forth I went. Mouth and hand. Licking, sucking and stroking.

And then strong arms were under mine. They lifted me together, effortlessly, like I weighed nothing, and laid me out on the bed. Marcus tugged my dress up, over my head. Shawn helped peel it off my arms. They pulled off my bra next, my nipples stiff and aching, and then slid my soaked panties down my thighs. I was naked.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I whispered, flushed and trembling.

Shawn moved between my legs, his hands gripping my thighs as he pushed them apart. He stared at my wet and gaping pussy, running a finger over my bush and brushing against my clit.

“What a beautiful pussy,” he murmured. “Love the hair.”

He guided his cock to my folds, rubbing it against my clit and making me gasp. Then he moved it lower, stretching my opening with the head before sliding deep inside. I moaned out loud as he filled me, thrusting deep.

My whole body arched, my head tilting back. Marcus was above me, his hand on my jaw, gently opening it. And then his cock was in my mouth, sliding into my throat from above. I moaned around him, the pleasure washing over me from both sides.

Shawn’s rhythm picked up, hard and steady, driving into me and making me moan around Marcus’s cock with every firm thrust.

“Fuck, you weren’t kidding, buddy,” said Shawn. “This is one tight, wet pussy.”

“She’s fucking awesome, isn’t she,” agreed Marcus, making me glow with pride, even as they both used me. “We should take some videos for her husband.”

He reached over to grab his phone, his cock still in my throat, and started filming. The thought of Grant watching me like this, being spit-roasted by two gorgeous black men, sent me crashing over the edge. My body spasmed and shook as the ecstasy flushed through me, my cunt clenching around Shawn’s cock.

“Fuck,” Shawn groaned, pulling out quickly. “Nearly blew my load there.”

Marcus laughed. “Give me a go on that tight hole then.”

They switched around, making me kneel on the bed with my ass in the air. Marcus slid his fat cock all the way inside me, in one smooth motion, right to the hilt. Then he fucked me like I had grown accustomed to, hard and fast, with his hands gripping my hips. He took me urgently, and it wasn’t long before I came hard again.

As soon as my cunt stopped spasming, he pulled out, and Shawn took his place, stretching me in different ways. Marcus took some more video, casually stroking his cock with one hand as he watched Shawn using me.

They switched a few more times, taking me hard, and chatting away about what a slut I was, about how wet and tight my cunt was. Like I wasn’t even there. I loved it. I came several more times, but they just fucked me through it.

And then, while pounding me from behind, Shawn said something that made my heart race all over again.

“Does she take it in the ass?” he asked. Asked Marcus, not me.

“I haven’t introduced that yet,” he replied.

“I want to try,” I said quickly, feeling even filthier just saying it.

Marcus opened a drawer, pulling out a small tube and tossing it to Shawn. He slowed his thrusts, squeezing some of the lube out onto his fingers. Then he massaged it into the tight ring of muscles around my rear entrance. I shuddered at the sensation, but it quickly turned pleasurable. He massaged me more firmly.

And this his finger was in my ass. I moaned into the pillow, feeling him stretch me open, and thrust it deep inside. With his cock still deep in my pussy, I’d never felt so full. He started to fuck me slowly, thrusting his finger into me at the same time.

Then he added another finger. Stretching me, penetrating me, still fucking me. The sensations were overwhelming, but in a good way. I buried my face in the pillows and let myself go, screaming and moaning, letting the pleasure wash over me. I came, my cunt tight around his cock and my ass clenching around his fingers.

Shawn pulled out gently and flipped me onto my back. He pinned my legs back, exposing me and making me gape.

“Here we go then,” he said. “Tell me if it’s too much.”

He pressed the head of his cock against my tight rear entrance, applying just enough pressure that it started to open up.

“Okay?” he asked.

I nodded, breathing heavily, looking up at him between my legs.

He pushed it inside me, the burn of it stretching quickly turning to pleasure. My eyes rolled back in my head, and he started to fuck me in the ass. Shallow strokes at first, but gradually getting deeper. I was vaguely aware that Marcus was filming again. Grant was going to lose his mind when he watched me getting fucked in the ass.

But Shawn didn’t last long.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned, and I realized he was coming in my ass. His cock pulsed as he released load after load into me, thick and warm.

Finally he pulled out and cum followed, oozing out of me and running down onto the bed.

“Fuck, look at that,” laughed Marcus.

“I couldn’t hold back,” grinned Shawn. “Her tight ass is just too perfect.”

Marcus was already moving between my legs, pressing the tip of his cock against my stretched hole.

“You’ve made quite a mess here, buddy.”

“She was loving it, the little cumslut, I think she can take it harder,” Shawn replied.

Marcus slid his cock deep into my ass, making obscene wet noises as Shawn’s cum overflowed. He started to build his pace, fucking me harder and deeper than Shawn had. He fucked me right through another orgasm, and then I heard him groan with relief as he reached his climax too.

His cock pulsed in my ass as he gave me everything he had. We collapsed in a sweaty, leaking heap on the bed. Their strong arms wrapped around me, telling me what a good girl I was and how well I’d done.


Chapter Seven




Icould barely feel my legs as I walked up the steps to our front door. My hair was a mess, my thighs still sticky, my body buzzing in that beautiful, bruised, overstimulated way that only came from being truly ruined. And God, I loved it.

Grant opened the door before I could even reach for the handle, like he'd been standing there waiting. One look at me and his mouth curved into a slow, dirty smile.

"Well," he said. "You look like you had fun."

I didn’t say anything. I just stepped inside, tossed my bag on the table, and collapsed onto the couch with a deep, shaky sigh. I fished my phone out, tapped it a few times, and held it up to him.

“Come and watch,” I whispered.

Grant sat down beside me and took the phone. The video started. The sounds. The moans. The movement. The second voice. His mouth dropped open.

"Two cocks?"

“Yep,” I said, not bothering to hide my grin.

“Jesus Christ,” he muttered. “You’re such a filthy little whore now.”

I beamed. “Proud of me?”

“Fuck, yeah.” I could see his cock was straining at his pants.

I climbed into his lap, grinding against the hardness. “Good,” I murmured, kissing him hard. “Because I’m not done being a slut.”

I reached between us, pulling out his throbbing dick. I moved my panties to the side, feeling how sticky and dirty they were. Then I sank down onto his cock, feeling my third cock of the night stretch me open. He wasn’t as massive as the other two, but still above average, and nice and thick. I loved the way he filled me. Familiar. I rocked my hips, taking him all the way inside.

Grant’s hands moved to my ass, spreading me as I rode him. I pulled out my tits, shoving them in his face and moaning as I fucked him.

“You little cumslut,” Grant groaned into my chest. “You let two men cum in your ass.”

“I did, baby,” I moaned, feeling the pressure building inside me. “Tell me I’m a filthy whore.”

“You’re a whore. A dirty, filthy whore.” We were moaning together now, and suddenly I was coming, my cunt clenching tight around his cock as I fucked myself down hard onto it.

Gasping, I rolled off, kneeling on the couch and sticking my ass up in the air.

“Fuck me in the ass,” I begged. “It’s your ass. Use me like I’m a worthless slut.”

Grant’s eyes were dark, a look of pure lust on them. He knelt behind me, spreading me with his fingers. I felt a load of saliva on my real entrance, and then the thick head of his cock pressed against my opening.

And then he was inside me, deep in my ass, stretching me open all over again. I was going to be sore tomorrow, but it was all worth it now. I needed it. I needed him to reclaim my ass.

He started to fuck me hard and furious, grunting with every firm thrust. He was all the way in, his balls slamming against me every time. I let out a loud cry as the pressure inside me built quickly. I slipped a hand between my legs, frantically rubbing my clit as he pounded me from behind.

And then I came hard. I squirted at the same time, a torrent of clear liquid spraying out, covering my hand as I worked my clit. It flooded down my thighs as my ass contracted around his shaft, milking it.

“Oh… fuck…” Grant cried.

He came too, his cock pulsing in my ass as load after load of thick, warm cum filled me.

Grant collapsed onto the couch beside me, breathing hard, both of us wrecked in the most delicious way. My body was trembling with the intensity of it.

“I really am a filthy whore,” I said softly, half-laughing.

He reached over and brushed sweaty strands of hair away from my face. “No. You’re my filthy whore.”

He leaned over and kissed me, slower this time.

We sat like that for a long time, tangled up together, limbs heavy and hearts thudding. I rested my head on his shoulder and let the warmth between us settle into something sweeter.

“You know,” he murmured eventually, lips brushing my hair, “I think I want to see the next one in person.”

“Oh my god, I would love that,” I giggled.

Then I had an idea.

“You know… It’s my birthday on Friday. How about we throw a little party?”

Grant’s eyes opened wide. I could see the filthy thoughts right there on his face.

“That could be the best idea you’ve ever had,” he smirked.


Chapter Eight




Ilooked at myself in the hall mirror, straightening the neckline of my little black dress and making sure my cleavage was on display. Grant, also dressed smartly, was arranging some food and drinks in the kitchen. My heart pounded in my chest. I was soon going to be the center of attention for five hot men, including my husband.

The guest list for my little party was as follows. Marcus and Shawn were at the top of the list. When I had told Marcus about my plan, he’d suggested he bring another one of his buddies from the gym, a guy called Nate. I hadn’t met him, but Marcus said they’d had some… adventures together. And finally, I’d asked Pete, the charming, quiet one that I’d hooked up with. I hadn’t really expected him to say yes, but he couldn’t have been more keen.

I smoothed my hands over the sides of the dress, checking myself one last time. The heels made my legs look longer, and the sheer lace panel over my hips offered just enough of a tease. I wasn’t wearing panties. That had been Grant’s idea.

“You look edible,” he said as he walked past me with a tray of glasses.

I caught his eye in the mirror. “You sure you’re okay with this? You aren’t going to be jealous?”

He grinned. “I’m more than okay. I can’t wait.”

The doorbell rang.

I jumped slightly, then smoothed my dress and opened it with what I hoped was a confident smile.

Shawn stood there in a dark blazer, a white tee stretched across his chest. “Damn,” he said, eyes sweeping over me slowly. “Happy birthday, beautiful.”

“Thank you,” I purred.

He leaned in, kissing my cheek, his hand brushing low on my back.

Grant welcomed him in, shaking him firmly by the hand. It was the first time he’d met one of the guys that I’d fucked, and I wondered if it would be awkward. It wasn’t.

“I brought you a gift,” Shawn said, handing me a small, wrapped box.

“Oh, thank you, you didn’t have to,” I replied. “Should I open it now?”

He smirked. “I think you should. Might be something you want to… wear at the party.”

“Oh, really?” I said, confused. It seemed too small a box to contain clothing.

I unwrapped it and burst out laughing. Inside was a butt plug.

“What a thoughtful gift,” I said, kissing Shawn on the cheek. “Grant, can you get Shawn a drink while I go and put this on?”

I went into the bathroom. The butt plug came with a small tube of lube. I squeezed some out onto my finger and reached under my dress, rubbing it around the tight muscles of my ass, relaxing to feel myself open up. Then I added some to the plug and pushed it against my rear entrance. It slipped easily inside, sending a rush of pleasure through me as my asshole gripped it tightly. And something else. It made me feel even more slutty.

The doorbell rang again. This time it was Pete. It was only the second time I’d met him, and he was even more handsome than I remembered. He gave me the flowers he had brought with him and shook hands with the others, calm and confident.

And then the final two guests arrived. Marcus had brought his friend, Nate, with him. I’d never met him before, but I was impressed. Another of Marcus’s gym buddies, he was, of course, absolutely ripped. Shorter than the others, he was barely taller than I was. With pale skin, his neck was so thick with muscles it was almost like he didn’t have one.

Now that everyone was here, I was feeling excited and nervous.

Grant handed out drinks, and everyone gathered in the living room, lounging comfortably. I took a slow sip of my wine and caught them all stealing glances at my legs, the curve of my hips, and my chest. I stood in the center of the room, heat burning under my skin from their attention.

"So..." I said, drawing out the word as I looked around at them. "Does anyone want to give me a birthday kiss?"

Without a word, Shawn pulled me roughly towards him. His mouth met mine, his tongue firm and insistent. His hand slid boldly around to the top of my ass and he pulled me against his chest, rough and confident. His mouth claimed mine with heat, his tongue parting my lips, firm and insistent. He kissed like he wanted to own me.

When I pulled away, slightly breathless, Marcus was already moving in. He cupped my jaw in one hand, his other sliding up my side, fingers finding and groping my breast through the thin fabric of my dress. His kiss was slower but deeper. I whimpered into it, my hands gripping his shirt for balance as I swayed under the touch.

Then I felt it, another hand on my ass, larger, stronger. Nate. He didn’t say a word either, just pressed his body against my side, one palm kneading the curve of my backside while his other hand smoothed up my thigh. I turned my face to him and kissed him too, his lips surprisingly soft, but his grip was anything but gentle. Their hands were everywhere now.

My skin was alive. My breath came faster. I could feel the butt plug inside me with every subtle movement, adding an undercurrent of pressure and arousal that made my knees threaten to buckle.

Pete stood a little way off, watching the scene unfold. He looked calm, his eyes dark with hunger. I held out a hand to him, beckoning him over. He stepped forward, and I pulled him in close, my fingers slipping behind his neck. His hands joined the others, sliding down my sides, pausing to feel the curve of my hips.

Grant had settled into the armchair, legs spread comfortably, sipping his drink. His smile was filthy, his eyes burning with desire as he watched the four men surround me, touching and tasting.

Marcus’s hands found their way between my thighs and up my dress.

“Fuck, guys,” he said, “She’s not wearing panties.”

“What a horny little slut,” smirked Nate, kissing the back of my neck.

Shawn hiked my dress up, exposing my bush and ass to the room. “And she’s wearing her butt plug, like a good girl.”

He spread my ass cheeks, showing off my plug to Grant on the sofa. I could see he was hard already.

"Get on your knees, then, birthday girl," Marcus said.

My pulse thudded in my ears as I slowly sank to the floor, the hem of my little black dress riding up over my thighs. The rug was soft beneath me, the heat of their bodies pressing in from all sides. I was surrounded.

Shawn stood directly in front of me, already stroking the bulge in his pants. Pete and Marcus flanked him, their gazes locked on me with open hunger. Nate had stepped behind me, fingers stroking lightly down the back of my neck, sending chills across my skin.

I looked up at them through my lashes, the angle making me feel even smaller, even more exposed. Shawn was the first. He unbuckled his belt and tugged down his pants. His cock sprang free, thick and already hard. I licked my lips instinctively and wrapped a hand around it.

Marcus was next, undoing his fly and watching my face as he revealed himself. A second big, black cock, right in my face. I opened my mouth, and he slid it in, heavy on my wet tongue.

Nate moved around to my side, unzipping without a word. It was the first time I’d seen him. His cock was long, but not as thick as the others, already glistening at the tip. I switched to him, taking him as deep as I could into my mouth and hollowing my lips.

When I came up for air, I realized Pete still hadn’t got his out. Maybe feeling a bit shy. I unzipped his pants for him, hooked my fingers in his waistband and pulled them down. His cock was quite short, but it was very thick. I took it deep into my throat, all the way to the base, grabbing at the two other dicks to my side.

“Good girl,” moaned Pete, as I deep-throated him.

But there was one more cock I wanted.

“Grant,” I called, a cock in each hand. “Get over here, too.”

My husband stood and walked over. The others opened the circle to allow him in, as he unzipped and pulled out his throbbingly hard cock. I took it in my mouth, taking him deep enough that it made me cough and gag.

They all moved closer, eager for a turn. I moved between them, shifting from one to the next, kissing, sucking, licking each one of them, letting my saliva drip from my lips as I made a mess of my makeup and didn’t care at all. My hands worked the ones my mouth couldn’t, my fingers wrapped around thick shafts. Five beautiful cocks, all for me.

When I moved back to Grant, I took him deep in my throat again. He let out a sudden, desperate moan, and I felt his cock twitch. Quickly, I pulled back. His cock moved, and a huge stream of cum landed right across my cheek. I grabbed it firmly, stroking him as load after load of thick, sticky cum painted my face.

“Fuck, sorry,” panted Grant. “It was just too much.”

“Don’t worry, buddy,” said Marcus, slapping him on the back. “Relax and watch us fuck your wife, you’ll be hard again in no time.”

My aching pussy was soaked, leaking arousal down my thigh. The plug in my ass stretched me, making everything feel even better. I pulled back, cum all over my face, and looked up at them all, eyes wide, lips swollen.

“So,” I said, voice hoarse from all the cocks in my throat, “who’s going to fuck me first, then?”


Chapter Nine




Marcus was the one who took control. He pulled me up, slipping the dress straps over my shoulders and letting it fall away. I wasn’t wearing a bra or panties, so I was now completely naked, surrounded by men.

“Get on the couch. On your back,” ordered Marcus.

I did as I was told, heart pounding. Marcus stood in front of me, stripping his shirt off, his body solid and tense. He gripped the base of his hard cock, and stepped between my legs.

Grant had the best view possible. He had collapsed in the chair across from the sofa, his cock still semi-hard. He stroked it slowly as he watched me, legs open, plug in, about to be fucked in front of four other men.

Marcus knelt forward, his hands sliding under my thighs to lift them, bend them, tilt my hips up toward him. His eyes locked onto mine for a moment, then dropped lower, drinking in the sight of me, my glistening pussy, twitching with need, the jewel of the plug peeking from between my cheeks.

He pushed hard into my cunt. The stretch made me cry out. The plug didn’t move, but it made everything tighter. My pussy clenched instinctively, fighting to accommodate him and the fullness already in my ass. The pressure was overwhelming in the most perfect way.

“Holy fuck,” Marcus groaned, his eyes dropping again to where he was slowly working himself inside me. “She’s so tight and wet.”

Grant let out a low whistle from across the room. “Fuck…” he said, almost to himself, hand pumping slowly. I knew he must be able to see my pink lips stretched tight around Marcus’s thick, black shaft.

Marcus rocked his hips forward, sinking deeper with every firm thrust. I threw my head back and gasped, hands clutching the cushions beside me. I could feel everything, every inch, every twitch, every breath. The other guests gathered around me, hands groping my breasts, pulling on my nipples. Someone’s cock entered my mouth, I didn’t even know whose it was. Someone else rubbed my clit, and I came hard, overwhelmed by all the sensations. Waves of pleasure rushed through me as Marcus fucked me through it and out the other side.

Then he pulled out, his cock wet with my release. My pussy was swollen and open. Shawn took his place, his big cock sinking easily inside me.

“Taste yourself,” Marcus said, forcing his cock deep into my mouth. I licked it hungrily, moaning around it as Shawn thrust harder and deeper. They all took a turn, pounding me like that, with my legs pinned back and the plug making everything more intense. Nate next, and then Pete. He was a little more gentle, but it still made me come.

At some point, they guided me onto my knees, taking it in turns to fuck me from behind. My breasts bounced freely, sucking whichever cock was offered to me. By the time Pete eased out of me, I was trembling from the sheer overwhelming ecstasy of it all. My body was hypersensitive from all the orgasms, every touch on my skin sending fresh sparks through my core.

Marcus sat on the sofa and got me to mount him. I sank down on top of him, my breasts pressed against his slick chest, rocking my hips to take him deep.

“Grant, buddy. Why don’t you come and take the plug out?” Marcus suggested, with a smirk.

My stomach flipped. I knew that meant they were going to take me two at a time now. Grant came over, fully hard again, his cock standing up between his thighs. He knelt next to us on the couch, his fingers gripping the plug.

I stayed still, Marcus’s dick filling my pussy. Grant gently eased the plug out, making me stretch open. At first, it didn’t come out, sending waves of pleasure through the sensitive nerve endings around my asshole. But suddenly, with a wet pop, it was free, and I clenched around nothing.

It was Nate who moved behind me first, smothering his fat cock with lube and pressing it against my opening. He pressed it against me, and it slipped inside easily, rubbing against Marcus’s shaft through my thin walls. I just closed my eyes and moaned with bliss.

The two of them started to thrust, in the same rhythm, but just out of time. The stretch was something else, driving me to new heights of pleasure. They picked up the pace, Marcus thrusting from below and Nate gripping my hips from behind. Pete stood on the sofa, grabbed my hair and pushed his cock into my mouth. The feeling of having three cocks in me at the same time sent me flying off the edge.

I moaned around Pete’s cock, my whole body shaking as I came so hard I nearly passed out. They fucked me through it, both holes clenching around their dicks.

“Fuck it, I’m going to come in her ass,” Nate moaned.

His thrusts became erratic, and then he was spilling inside me. I felt every pulse as my walls gripped him tightly. Pete jumped down and moved behind me, taking Nate’s place before the cum could even drip out.

Pete fucked me hard and fast, chasing his own release. I collapsed against Marcus’s chest, breathless, my body buzzing from everything they were doing to me. He wrapped an arm around my waist, holding me still while Pete's hands gripped my hips, driving into me like a man possessed. It didn’t take him long either, before he groaned with relief and flooded my ass even more.

Marcus grabbed my jaw, making me look into his eyes. He was still thrusting up into me.

“You’ve just taken two loads in your ass, you little cumslut,” he told me, his voice deep and stern. “You want my cum in your pussy?”

“Yes, please,” I whispered, hardly able to get the words out.

He thrust up inside me hard, one more time, and I felt him throb as he unloaded everything he had into me.

I rolled off onto my back, legs open and cum dripping from me. My body was a mess of sensations. I was trembling, soaked and utterly used. I collapsed onto my back, legs still open, skin flushed and gleaming with sweat. The warmth of them leaked from me, pooling between my thighs and onto the sofa.

But there was still more to come. Shawn moved between my legs, sliding into my pussy with a wet, squelching noise as his thick cock forced some of the cum out. His pace was fast and unrelenting, each thrust pushing me higher again, wringing out another desperate moan from my lips before he let go with a sharp breath and spilled himself deep inside me.

“Come on, then, buddy,” said Marcus to Grant. “Time to reclaim your slutty little wife.”

Grant walked over, stiff cock in his hand. He looked down at me, legs wide open and thighs sticky. He knelt between my legs, bending over to give me a long, slow kiss.

When he finally slid inside me, it wasn’t with the raw force the others had used, but more gentle. I gasped again, hypersensitive and swollen, but my body welcomed him instinctively, desperate for more. His hips moved in slow, powerful thrusts.

“You feel that?” he murmured, “You’re full of cum, but you’re mine.”

My body arched beneath him, a final, devastating release crashing through me. I clung to him, shuddering, moaning his name as my muscles clenched around him with one last orgasm from my exhausted body.

He groaned low as he pushed in deep and stayed there, pulsing, emptying himself. For a long moment, we just breathed together.

Marcus handed me a towel. “Happy birthday, slut,” he smirked.

THE END
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My Neighbor Turned Me Into A Hotwife




Chapter One




Ipeeked out the side of the curtains, trying not to let the light from the bedroom spread out onto the street and give me away.

“They’re having another one of those parties,” I said to my husband, Brandon.

“Uh-huh,” he replied, sounding disinterested as he pulled on his pajamas.

“Yeah,” I said, mainly to myself. “Seems to be around ten couples so far, let me make a note.”

I picked up the notebook I had left on the windowsill. “Hmm, some of them have been here before, the short bald guy and the tall younger woman definitely have.”

“I don’t get why you’re so interested in the new neighbors,” muttered Brandon, climbing into bed and reaching for his book.

I ignored him. “Oh, my god, did you see that. The bald guy just kissed Megan on the lips when she answered the door. That was no peck on the cheek.” I made a note in my notebook.

Brandon sighed.

“I’m going to have to order those binoculars,” I said to myself. “I can’t see for sure, but it looked like Megan slapped the younger woman on the ass as she went in.”

I pressed my face closer to the gap in the curtain. I couldn’t see what was happening inside, but I could imagine. Oh, I had been imagining.

“Look, Alice, they’re probably not swingers, you know,” said Brandon. “They probably just have a lot of friends. Why don’t you stop spying on them?”

“They’re swingers, Brandon. I’m telling you.”

Brandon sighed again.

Another car drew up. I scowled, scribbling again. “Look, there’s that brunette with the red heels. That’s the third time she’s been. Why would she arrive at a party at eleven in the evening if she wasn’t getting dicked?”

“Do you have to use that language?” Brandon muttered, flicking a page.

“Language? Christ, you think I’m the rude one here? They’re across the road stuffing each other’s holes in God knows what combination, and you’re worried about my mouth.”

I let the curtain fall for a moment, turning back to him. He was lying there in his sad striped pajamas, glasses slipping down his nose. The contrast was laughable. I imagined the noise, the moans, the slaps of flesh across the road, while here, my husband looked ready for retirement in his mid-thirties.

“They’ll be naked already,” I whispered, more to myself than him. “Probably passing women around, bending them over the dining table… Jesus, I bet Megan’s gagging on someone right now.”

I was feeling kind of hot, and there was an ache between my legs. My thighs pressed together before I even realized it.

“Come to bed, love,” Brandon said flatly, not lifting his eyes from his book. “And stop worrying about what the neighbors are doing.”

I snorted. “Yeah, sure. Just let me finish my notes.”

The curtain shifted again under my fingers, and I felt my stomach flutter as the door closed across the road and the last couple slipped inside.

The street was quiet. The only clue was the muffled thump of music from behind Megan’s drawn blinds. My pulse was racing.

“You know, I saw Megan at church on Sunday, and she didn’t mention a party.”

“Hah, you want to be invited to her sex party?” Brandon laughed. “Not that it is one.”

“Of course not,” I said. But the more I thought about it, the more I wondered if I did want to. Just to see what it was like, of course. Not to do anything. I licked my lips. My mouth had gone dry, and the only thing I could think about was what was happening across the street.

I turned from the window, staring at Brandon with a heat between my legs that I couldn’t ignore. He still had his damn book in his hands.

“You’re really not curious?” I asked, crawling onto the bed. I didn’t wait for his answer. I tugged the book from his hands and tossed it onto the floor. “You sit there pretending you don’t care while I’m dripping wet thinking about them fucking.”

“Alice, language!” Brandon admonished.

I pulled the blanket back and slid my hand straight into his pajama bottoms.

He was already hard. That made me grin. “See? You do care. You’ve been thinking about them too.”

I yanked the waistband down and wrapped my lips around his cock, taking him deep, my eyes watering as I forced myself lower. The taste of him only made me hungrier, and I bobbed my head fast, making filthy, wet noises that echoed in the quiet bedroom.

“Oh, god,” he murmured, his toes curling.

In my mind, it wasn’t Brandon on his back. It was one of them; the bald bloke, the tall younger guy, the one with the pornstar moustache… anyone across the street with their cocks out and ready. I moaned around his shaft, pulling off with a loud pop.

I couldn’t take the ache in my pussy any longer. I climbed onto his lap, hiked my skirt up, and straddled him. I didn’t bother taking off my panties, just shoved them aside and sank down onto him in one messy thrust that made me gasp as he split me open.

I rode him hard, my dark hair falling in my face, tits bouncing, every movement noisy and obscene. “Mmm… fuck… I bet Megan’s doing this right now,” I moaned, slapping my own ass with one hand as I ground against him.

“What the fuck are you talking about Megan for?” panted Brandon.

The bed creaked under us, our groans filling the room. “Oh god… listen to me,” I gasped, throwing my head back and moaning louder. “They’d hear me screaming over the music if I was there… fuck, yes… take me… take me harder…”

Brandon grabbed my hips, finally meeting my rhythm, but I was gone, lost in the thought of being across the street, spread out for strangers, my voice hoarse from begging for more.

My nails dug into Brandon’s chest as I bounced harder, every slap of skin against skin louder than the last. My pussy clenched around him, so wet his cock almost slipped out, and that only made me grind down harder, chasing my release.

“Oh fuck, yes… just like that,” I cried, half out of control now. One hand went to my clit, frantically rubbing it. My eyes rolled shut, and I saw it all in my head… their hands all over me, cocks sliding into every hole, Megan cheering me on like some filthy host.

I came hard, soaking him, throwing my head back, and clutching at the sheets as the orgasm ripped through me in waves. I felt Brandon’s cock swell inside me, pumping out thick loads of cum, filling my pussy.

I collapsed onto his chest, exhausted and sweating. Neither of us spoke for a while, as his cock softened inside me. When it popped out, I went to the bathroom and cleaned my teeth. We didn’t talk about what had just happened.


Chapter Two




Sunday morning, and my crazy sex session with Brandon had become just a vague memory. Like a dream. Neither of us mentioned it. As we approached the church, the street was lined with shiny cars, families in their Sunday best, and the heavy smell of perfume from the ladies.

Megan glided up the church path like butter wouldn’t melt, her red hair glowing in the sunlight. She wore a floaty summer dress, pale yellow with a tiny floral pattern, the sort of thing meant to look modest. But the neckline dipped just a fraction too far, and her tits… God, they were enormous. They swelled and bounced with every step. It wasn’t indecent, not technically, but I caught myself staring. The cleavage was so heavy, so soft-looking, that it was almost wicked in this setting. I swear, even Father James’s eyes flickered down as he passed.

Her husband was on her arm, though he looked more like a toy boy. He was ten years younger than her, twenty-five at most, with a golden tan and dark hair swept back to look neat but still roguish. His eyes twinkled like he knew all the secrets. I found myself starting to spiral into arousal again, and swallowed hard.

She squeezed his arm as they walked, her nails painted a coy pink. The two of them looked the perfect couple, her lush and overflowing, him sharp and muscular, like something off an advert. But I knew what they were up to behind those blinds.

Megan spotted us straight away, and her face lit up like we were long-lost friends.

“Alice, Brandon,” she sang, gliding over.

Up close, those tits were impossible to ignore, the fabric straining just a little as she leaned in to kiss my cheek. I caught a whiff of her perfume, just a bit too sexy for church.

“And this is Adam,” she added, turning with a little flourish. Her husband, Adam, extended a hand to Brandon, that boyish smile showing off those damn dimples. Brandon shook it, looking slightly awkward next to him. I noticed how Adam’s shirt clung to his chest, and I had to remind myself to breathe.

“Nice to meet you, Adam,” I said as he air-kissed my cheek. “We haven’t seen you at church before.”

“I know,” he replied, turning on the charm. “Megan finally persuaded me to come and see what all the fuss is about, and boy am I glad I came.” When he said the last part, his eyes flicked over me. Was he flirting with me? I fought the urge to check my hair.

There was a pause, and then I blurted it out, trying to sound casual. “So… you had quite the gathering the other night, didn’t you?”

Megan’s eyes flicked to mine, and I swear there was a glimmer there, something knowing. Her lips curved into the smallest smile. “Oh… I hope we didn’t disturb you?”

I swallowed. “Of course not, I… noticed a few cars. Looked lively.”

“Mm.” Megan smiled slyly. “We do like a bit of company.” She adjusted the strap of her dress, deliberately tugging it higher, but all it did was push her cleavage together even more. “It’s nice to let your hair down now and again, don’t you think?”

Brandon gave a little cough, clearly uncomfortable. “Er… yes, well, I suppose.”

Adam smirked, slipping an arm around Megan’s waist, his hand resting just a little low on her hip. “Megan does love to entertain,” he said smoothly.

The way he said entertain made my thighs squeeze together. I realized that my panties were actually soaked through.

Megan’s gaze lingered on me a beat too long before she finally turned towards the church doors. “Anyway, we mustn’t keep the vicar waiting. Perhaps we’ll see you at one of our parties one day, Alice.”

I almost choked. Brandon and I stood frozen on the path as she glided into the church.


Chapter Three




Two nights later, I was bent over, my elbows on the windowsill as I adjusted my new binoculars.

“Nothing much going on yet,” I reported to Brandon, although he couldn’t hear me as he had the water running in the ensuite.

Just then, a car cruised into the road and parked up on Megan’s driveway. “Wait!” I said, excitedly.

The water stopped in the other room, and Brandon came in, wiping his mouth with a towel. “Alice, for fu… for goodness sake, stop spying on the neighbors.”

I ignored him. “They’re getting out of the car,” I said. “Haven’t seen this couple before. They’re both Black… really hot actually… he’s wearing one of those casual suits and she’s… definitely not wearing a bra.”

“Alice,” hissed Brandon. “They’re going to call the police if you keep this up.”

The door opened, and Megan appeared, looking even sluttier than ever in a very short dress. She kissed them both on the lips and closed the door behind them.

“It’s definitely a foursome,” I said, putting the binoculars down and picking up my notebook.

“Come to bed,” sighed Brandon, climbing in and reaching for his book.

The light in the bedroom opposite flicked on. And then I saw through the open curtains… all four of them entered the bedroom. I felt my stomach flip. Adam and the Black woman disappeared from view as they fell onto the bed together. Megan walked to the window and put her hands on the curtains, ready to close them.

“No,” I whispered.

“No, what?” said Brandon.

Did Megan see me watching? She paused and smiled, and then let go of the curtains, leaving them open. The Black guy moved behind her, putting his arms around her waist and kissing her neck.

“I knew it,” I said, my breath coming faster now. “They’re swapping partners.”

His hands slid slowly up her body, cupping those huge tits through the flimsy dress. She arched back against him, but it felt like her eyes were on me.

“Oh my god…” I muttered, pressing the binoculars harder to my face. “Brandon, she knows I’m watching.”

Brandon groaned, throwing his book onto the nightstand. “Alice… Come to bed before she calls the police.”

“Shh!” I hissed. “Look. Just look!”

The Black guy peeled Megan’s dress down, baring her breasts completely. Her nipples were dark and swollen, and he pinched them between his fingers while she moaned, her lips parting, her gaze fixed across the street.

“Fuck…” I whispered, feeling the heat flood between my legs.

The guy hiked up Megan’s dress and slipped a hand into her panties. I couldn’t help it. My hand slid between my own thighs, the binoculars shaking as I started rubbing my clit and moaning.

“Alice!” Brandon hissed again.

“Shut up. Come and watch,” I gasped.

He climbed out of bed and moved behind me, peering through the gap in the curtains, watching with me as Megan got groped and fingered. I felt his cock stiffen against my ass.

“Jesus…” he whispered. “It’s like she’s putting on a show.”

The guy shoved Megan forward against the window. He yanked down her panties and pulled out his cock. Even from here, I could see the thick length of him. He guided his dick into her from behind and gave one firm thrust, making her breasts bounce. Her mouth dropped open in pleasure.

“Brandon,” I gasped, grinding back against him, “take me like that. Right here.”

He froze. “Alice…”

“Do it,” I begged, pressing my palms flat against our own window, arching my back so my ass pushed against his cock. “Fuck me while she watches.”

He shoved my skirt up, dragged my panties aside, and drove himself into me with a groan. I cried out, forehead pressed to the glass, eyes locked on Megan as she was taken from behind across the street.

Every thrust Brandon gave me seemed to sync with the Black guy pounding Megan, our bodies jerking in time. Megan’s huge breasts were bouncing like crazy, slapping together as he fucked her. I pulled down my own top, exposing my tits. They were smaller than Megan’s, but they jiggled and bounced all the same as Brandon took me.

“Christ,” Brandon muttered, gripping my hips hard. “She’s watching us.”

“I know,” I whimpered, pushing back against him. “God, this is so hot.”

Brandon’s rhythm grew rougher, each thrust driving into me hard and deep. Across the street, Megan was wild now, her mouth open, her tits bouncing as she took that thick cock from behind. And all the while, she held my gaze.

“Fuck, Brandon,” I moaned, clawing at the windowsill. “I’m gonna… oh god… I’m gonna come…”

My whole body shook as the orgasm ripped through me, my pussy clenching around him, my voice breaking into shameless moans against the glass. My legs buckled, but Brandon held me up, driving deep until with a loud cry he came too, spilling warm cum inside me.

Across the road, there was movement; Adam and the Black woman rose from the bed and came to the window. They were both naked. I saw the woman’s hand slide between Megan’s thighs, tugging her back, pulling her and the guy onto the bed in a tangle of limbs.

Then, just like that, they disappeared from view, leaving the window empty.

I stayed there trembling, Brandon still inside me, both of us panting heavily.


Chapter Four




The next afternoon, I pulled into the driveway with the groceries. As I slammed the car door, I spotted Megan floating across the road towards me. She was wearing another one of her summer dresses. This one was white, thin enough that you could see the shape of her nipples, the fabric clinging to those impossible tits.

“Alice!” she called brightly, as if nothing were strange about watching each other fuck in the window last night.

“Hi,” I managed, gripping the shopping bag tighter.

She lowered her voice, leaning in just enough that her breasts brushed against my arm. “We were thinking… maybe you and Brandon could pop over for a drink later? Nothing formal. Just the four of us. Get to know each other better.”

My stomach flipped. I nodded too quickly. “Yes. I mean… sure. I’ll ask Brandon.”

“Lovely,” she purred, her eyes sparkling. “About eight?”

And with that, she glided back to her driveway, her hips swaying. I couldn’t help but stare at her round ass. The thin fabric clung to it, and I could see she was wearing a thong underneath.

Inside, I dumped the shopping on the counter and rushed to tell Brandon.

“She’s invited us over,” I said, almost bouncing into his home office. “Just the four of us. Drinks.”

Brandon looked up from his laptop. “Alice… come on. You know what that means.”

“Yes,” I said, my voice breathless. “I do.”

He frowned, chewing his lip. “We can’t just… Alice, we’re not the type.”

“Not the type?” I snapped. “Last night you fucked me up against the window while they watched. We’re exactly the type.”

He flushed.

I slid closer, my hand brushing his shoulder. “Don’t you want to? Don’t you want to see her? To touch her? Christ, Brandon, she’s gorgeous. I’d watch you fuck her all night.”

His eyes widened at that. “You… you’d want that?”

“Yes,” I whispered, my mouth dry. “And Adam… god, Brandon, he’s so hot. I can’t stop thinking about his hands on me. Imagine watching him fuck me.” I was breathing heavily now.

Brandon swallowed hard, his cock already straining under the fabric of his pants. He tried to cover it with his hand, but I pushed it aside and rubbed his dick through the material.

“So,” I said, climbing onto his lap. “Shall I tell Megan yes?”

He hesitated, torn between nerves and the feeling of his bulge rubbing against me. I pressed down harder, rocking my hips so my soaked panties dragged over the ridge of his cock. “Say yes,” I whispered, licking his ear. “Say yes and I’ll ride you right here, right now.”

He nodded, eyes wide. “Yes.”

I grinned, already yanking his zip down and freeing him. My panties were drenched, clinging as I pulled them aside. Without waiting another second, I sank onto him, both of us groaning at once.

“Fuck, Brandon,” I moaned, bouncing in his lap. His hands clutched my ass cheeks. The chair squeaked under us, his cock stretching me, filling me deep. In my mind, all I could see were Megan’s tits in that white dress.

“When we go over there, I want you to take her in front of me. I want to watch her tits bounce while you fuck her. Would you like that?”

“Fuck… yes…” He shuddered, his hips thrusting up to meet mine.

“And Adam…” I gasped, grinding down hard, my pussy clenching around his shaft. “God, I want him to take me while you’re watching. I want you to see his cock in me.”

Brandon groaned, his hands sliding up to squeeze my tits through my blouse. “Alice, Jesus…”

I rode him harder, faster, my wetness soaking his lap, the filthy words spilling out as fast as my moans. The chair thumped against the floor, his breath ragged, my orgasm already building.

“And I want to lick her cunt,” I moaned, “Suck on her clit and make her come,”

“Fuck… Alice… I didn’t know you…”

“Oh god, I’m going to come…”

I came with a cry, my body shaking in his lap, the orgasm ripping through me so hard I nearly toppled backwards. My nails dug into Brandon’s shoulders as my pussy pulsed around his cock, squeezing him in tight waves. He groaned beneath me, his hips jerking up, and I felt the hot rush of him spilling deep inside me.

I slumped against his chest, both of us panting, the office filled with the smell of sex. Brandon held me tight, his cock still buried in me, both of us sticky and breathless. I could feel him still twitching inside me as I rocked lazily, letting the aftershocks ripple through us both.

“Are we really doing this?” Brandon said quietly.

“We’re doing it,” I replied.


Chapter Five




My heart was hammering as Brandon and I stood on Megan’s porch. It felt unreal, like we were about to step over some invisible line. I smoothed my dress down with sweaty palms and gave Brandon a nervous grin. He looked pale, but his cock had been hard as a rock the entire time we got ready, so I knew he was as wound up as I was.

I knocked. The door swung open almost at once. Megan stood there in a deep green dress that clung to her tits and made them look even bigger than before.

“Alice! Brandon!” she beamed, pulling us both in with kisses on the cheek. Her perfume hit me instantly, sweet and sexy. “Come in, come in. Make yourselves at home.”

We followed her through to the living room. Adam offered us drinks, and then went to get them from the kitchen. When he returned, we sat with Brandon and Adam on one sofa, Megan and I on the other. She slid up right next to me, her thigh pressed warm against mine, and I felt a rush between my legs.

We made small talk at first, but Megan’s eyes never left mine. And then, halfway through her drink, she leaned a little closer, her voice dropping.

“So, are you into bird watching?”

I looked at her, confused for a moment.

“The binoculars,” she smirked.

I went bright red. “Megan, look, I’m so sorry…” I began.

She laughed. “It’s fine. I… enjoyed our little bird watching event last night. Tell me, Alice… have you ever been eaten out by a woman?”

I almost choked on my wine. “No. I… no, I haven’t.”

Her smile was slow, knowing. “Would you like to be?”

I froze, glancing at Brandon. He was just staring at me with his mouth open. My thighs pressed together of their own accord. “I… I think I would,” I whispered.

Megan set her glass down, her hand sliding gently onto my knee. Before I could think, she pushed me back against the sofa. She lifted the hem of my dress, her fingers stroking up my thighs and over the damp patch on my panties. I gasped.

Her fingers found the hem, and she tugged on it. I lifted my ass, letting her slide them over my thighs and down to my feet. When they were off, she gently parted my knees with her hands, spreading me open. My hair was dark and trimmed, already damp around the opening. She pulled me to the edge of the sofa and knelt in front of me.

When her mouth touched my clit, I cried out, grabbing the sofa cushions. Her tongue was slow at first, teasing, circling, then pressing harder, sliding between my folds. My hips squirmed helplessly, and she moaned against me, like she was tasting something delicious. I whimpered, my head falling back, my whole body trembling under her mouth.

Her tongue worked over my clit in firm, steady strokes, one hand slipping under my ass to lift me up against her face. I rocked shamelessly, grinding into her mouth, unable to hold still. I glanced at the others. Brandon looked in shock, but I could see his pants tented at the front. Adam met my eyes casually, his lips curling to a smirk.

My fingers tangled in her ginger hair, holding her against me. “Fuck, Megan… oh my god… don’t stop,” I gasped, my thighs trembling around her face.

She didn’t. She buried her mouth deeper, licking me with long, greedy strokes, then sucking my clit until my whole body buzzed with pleasure. Her moans vibrated through me, sending electricity racing up my spine.

“Oh god… I’m gonna… fuck, I’m coming…”

It hit me hard. My whole body shook, thighs clamped tight around her head as I cried out, louder than ever before. My cunt clenched and pulsed against her tongue, wave after filthy wave washing over me. Megan didn’t stop, not until I was twitching and gasping, too sensitive to take any more. Only then did she lift her head, her lips glistening with my release.

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and leaned up to kiss me softly, letting me taste myself on her lips.

“See?” she whispered against my mouth. “I knew you’d like it.”

“Wow, I… did,” I said, still sounding breathless. “Where did you learn to do that?”

“Just practice,” she smirked. “Why don’t you have a go?”

“Oh, I’ve never… I might not be very good,” I said, hesitating. But Megan just stood up and slipped her panties off from under her dress. I felt another throb of arousal. She settled back on the sofa, in the corner facing the men, and opened her legs.

Megan’s pussy was completely shaved, with deep pink lips that protruded just enough to glisten with arousal. Her hands reached between her thighs, and she parted her lips with her fingers, letting us all see inside her wet pussy. “Don’t be shy,” she murmured. “Just follow what I did to you. I’ll guide you.”

I leaned over between her legs, my heart hammering in my chest. The sight of her spread open for me, right there in front of Brandon and Adam, was almost too much. I breathed in the scent of her, musky and sweet, and then lowered my mouth.

My first tentative lick made her sigh, her hips shifting closer. “Yes, that’s it. Slow strokes to start… good girl.”

I licked again, longer, tasting her properly this time. She was delicious, salty, and slick, and I moaned against her without meaning to.

“Circle my clit now,” she whispered, “Yes, just like that.”

I obeyed, flicking my tongue in slow circles, feeling her shiver under my mouth. Her hand slid into my hair, guiding me every so slightly.

“That’s perfect, Alice… a little firmer… oh, yes.”

Behind me, I could hear Brandon breathing like he’d run a marathon. Adam laughed quietly, clearly enjoying the show. “They look great together, don’t they?” he said to Brandon.

“Mmm-hmm,” said Brandon, which was probably agreement.

I suddenly realized that, as I was bent over in front of them and I wasn’t wearing panties, they could see my pussy and asshole from behind. The thought sent another rush of desire through me.

Megan gasped when I pressed my tongue flat and dragged it up through her folds. “Good girl. Now suck… lightly, just on my clit.”

I spread her hood with my fingers, so that I could get to her clit. It was pink and swollen, and I wrapped my mouth around it and sucked. She moaned loudly, her hips rising, her thighs trembling against my shoulders.

“That’s it… oh god, yes, you’re going to make me come… don’t stop…”

Her hand gripped my hair tighter now as she squirmed against my mouth. I sucked at her greedily, desperate to push her over. Then she cried out, her whole body stiffening, her cunt pulsing against my tongue. She ground against me through every spasm, until finally she slumped back into the sofa, her breasts quivering, her face and chest flushed and glowing.

Her eyes met mine, and she smiled, still panting. “See? You’re a natural.”


Chapter Six




Ilooked over at the men. Brandon’s cock was straining hard against his pants, and Adam… Christ. His bulge was enormous, curved, thick, and heavy down one leg of his jeans. My mouth went dry. Megan followed my gaze and smirked.

“Poor guys,” she teased. “We’ve been enjoying ourselves while they’ve just sat there.”

Megan licked her lips and stood up. “Shall we take care of them?”

I nodded, my legs trembling, heat flooding between my thighs again.

She drifted over to Brandon, slipping between his knees and stroking his cock through his pants. The sight of another woman stroking my husband’s dick didn’t make me jealous… it made me even more horny.

I turned to Adam. He leaned back on the sofa, his eyes locked on me with that lazy, confident smirk. My hands shook as I reached for his belt, fumbling it open, tugging down his zip.

When I freed him, I gasped. He was huge. Thick, long, and already slick at the tip. My pussy clenched just from looking at it.

“Fuck…” I whispered, wrapping both hands around him because one wasn’t enough.

Adam laughed, his hand brushing through my hair. “Take your time, beautiful.”

Beside me, I could hear Megan’s mouth working wetly on Brandon’s cock, her soft moans mixing with his ragged groans. The sound only made me hungrier.

I leaned down, my lips parting as I took the swollen head of Adam’s cock into my mouth. It stretched me instantly, filling my tongue, and I moaned around it.

“Good girl,” he breathed, his fingers tightening in my hair.

I slid lower, my jaw straining as more of that massive length disappeared between my lips. He was too big to take all the way, but I bobbed my head eagerly, twisting my hands around the rest of his shaft, stroking as I sucked.

Adam groaned. “Fuck, you’re good at that.”

I closed my eyes, letting myself sink into the filthy rhythm, drool already running down my chin as I worked his cock with both my mouth and hands.

Brandon was groaning now, his toes curling as Megan bobbed eagerly on his cock. She made filthy wet sounds, sucking him deep, her throat swallowing around him until her lips were pressed right up against his body.

His fingers suddenly dug into the sofa. “Oh fuck… Megan… I can’t…”

He let out a strangled moan, and his whole body stiffened. Megan buried him deep in her mouth and held him there, her throat working as he came, his cock throbbing and his balls twitching.

She pulled back at last, lips shiny, a wicked grin on her face. She turned to me, leaned in, and pressed her mouth to mine. I gasped as the taste of Brandon’s cum flooded my tongue. She kissed me slowly and messily, letting me share the hot, salty load he’d spilled inside her as some of it dripped down our chins.

When she pulled away, she laughed softly. “Mmm. Delicious. Don’t worry,” she said, giving Brandon’s cock a stroke with her hand, “We’ll keep him hard for the main event. Now, I simply can’t wait any longer to watch Adam and Alice fuck.”

My stomach flipped again, and the ache in my pussy went up several more levels.

“Yes, please,” I whispered. I glanced at Brandon, and he didn’t seem to be about to object. His face was flushed, his chest heaving, eyes darting between Adam’s massive cock and me on my knees in front of it.

Adam stood then, towering over me, his cock heavy and glistening with my spit. He held out a hand, and I let him pull me up from the carpet. My legs were unsteady, weak from arousal. He kissed me hard and deep, his tongue pushing into my mouth and taking control of me.

“Let’s get this off,” he murmured, tugging at my dress. I raised my arms, and in one smooth move, he had it over my head, leaving me in just my bra. I reached up and unhooked it, letting it fall away. His eyes ran approvingly over my body. He slid his fingers down over my stomach and between my legs.

“You’re very wet,” he murmured. “Been waiting for this, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped, gripping his cock with my hand as his fingers slid through my wet folds. “God, yes.”

Megan settled beside Brandon on the sofa, her arm draped over his shoulder, her hand still lazily stroking his cock. “Go on, Adam,” she purred, her eyes sparkling. “Give her a good, hard fucking while we watch.”

He guided me down onto the sofa opposite. My heart pounded as he pushed my knees apart, positioning himself between them, his huge cock nudging against my opening.

“Ready for me, beautiful?” he asked.

I met Brandon’s eyes for a second, checking he was okay with it. He nodded, his eyes wide.

“Fuck me,” I whispered to Adam.

Adam pushed his cock inside me. The stretch was immediate, overwhelming, and I cried out, gripping the sides of the chair.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped.

Across the room, Megan licked her lips, her gaze fixed on the way Adam’s cock disappeared into me. “That’s it,” she whispered, stroking Brandon harder. “Take him all in, Alice. Show your husband how much you love that big cock.”

Adam pushed deeper and deeper, filling me completely, until every thick inch of him was inside me. I cried out, my back arching, my fingers clawing at his arms. He groaned as he bottomed out. “Brandon, mate, you’ve been keeping this perfect, tight cunt all to yourself?”

Adam started to move, long, hard thrusts that made the sofa creak beneath me. Each time he drove forward, my body jolted, my tits bounced, and the sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room.

“Oh god,” I gasped. “He’s so big… he’s stretching me so much.”

Megan’s eyes were locked on my cunt as Adam pounded into me. “She loves it, Brandon. Look at your wife taking that cock. Isn’t she beautiful like this?”

Brandon leaned forward. “She fucking is,” he groaned.

Adam leaned down, his lips brushing my ear. “Tell him how much you love it, Alice. Tell your husband what I’m doing to you.”

“Brandon. Oh fuck… I love it… I love his cock inside me. I’m going to come…”

Adam growled, driving harder, faster, each thrust forcing a scream from my throat. His hand found my clit and started rubbing, rough and insistent, pushing me closer to the edge.

Megan moaned softly, her hand working faster on Brandon. “That’s it, Alice. Show your husband how you come for Adam.”

I couldn’t hold it back any longer. The heat exploded, my body locking tight around Adam’s cock as I screamed out my release. My thighs trembled, my nails dug into his back, my pussy clenching helplessly as waves of pleasure rolled through me.

When he pulled back slightly, I was left shaking, my cunt spasming around his shaft.

Megan clapped her hands softly, delighted. “Poor Brandon,” she teased, giving his cock another squeeze. “You’ve been such a good boy watching your wife get ruined like that. Don’t worry… your turn’s coming.”

Megan shifted, sliding gracefully off the sofa, her summer dress falling to the floor as she tugged it down and let it pool at her feet. My breath caught even through the haze of my afterglow… her tits were enormous, full and heavy, her large nipples already tight with arousal.

Megan straddled Brandon’s lap, lowering herself deliberately, until the weight of those huge breasts pressed against his chest. She held his cock in her hand, rubbing the tip against her wet folds, moaning softly at the contact.

“Relax,” she whispered, kissing his jaw. “You’re going to love this.”

Then, with a slow rock of her hips, she sank down onto him. I watched as her lips parted and stretched around his shaft. Brandon let out a long moan of pleasure as she buried his cock deep inside me.

Megan gasped too, her breasts rubbing against his chest as she ground herself against him. “Oh god… fuck, yes.”

She stayed still for a moment, her pussy swallowing him whole. Then she began to move, slow at first, rocking on him, her huge breasts bouncing with each motion. I couldn’t look away. Seeing my husband being fucked like that was turning me on so much. I cuddled up to Adam and stroked his cock with one hand, while rubbing my clit with the other.

Brandon finally seemed to get the confidence to touch her tits, grabbing them with both hands and squeezing them while she rode him.

“That’s it,” Megan moaned, riding him harder now, her ass slapping against his thighs. “Suck my tits, I know you’ve been dying to.” She arched her back, presenting her tits to his mouth, and he latched onto one greedily, sucking her nipple while she fucked him deep. Watching Brandon inside Megan, his face buried in those huge, bouncing breasts, made me ache all over again.

Megan’s movements grew frantic, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she bounced up and down. “Oh fuck… oh yes… yes…” she cried out, as her orgasm washed over her.

Brandon held her tight, panting into her neck, his cock buried to the hilt inside her while she rode the waves of pleasure. Seeing her come on my husband’s dick pushed me over the edge, too, and I came against my fingers, squirming on the sofa.

Finally, she sagged against him. She kissed him hard, biting at his lip before pulling back with a grin. Then she turned her head, eyes locking onto Adam. Her voice was still shaky with afterglow, but hungry. “Mmm… fuck. I’m greedy tonight.” She licked her lips. “I want you too.”


Chapter Seven




Adam laughed. “You’re always greedy.”

I felt my arousal surge again as he stood and moved behind her. He spread her ass cheeks with his palms and spit on her asshole. Then he guided his cock to her tight rear entrance. I could hardly believe what I was watching. My fingers began to work on my swollen and sore clit once again.

Adam pushed slowly in, her ass stretching to accommodate his thick shaft and gripping him tightly.

“Holy… fuck…” Megan moaned.

Brandon groaned too, caught between her pussy clenching desperately around him and the extra tightness from Adam in her ass.

Megan let out a long, shaky cry as Adam bottomed out, her whole body trembling. “Oh god… oh fuck… yes…” she gasped. She rocked between them, stuffed to the brim, her ass stretched wide, her cunt still locked around my husband. I buried two fingers deep in my cunt, fucking myself and wondering what it would be like to be her.

My hand worked frantically between my thighs as I watched Megan getting fucked by them both, my body sore but greedy for more. My fingers were soaked, slipping easily in and out of my pussy as I moaned at the sheer filth of it.

“Fuck me harder,” she begged, hair sticking to her face. “Fill me… stretch me… oh god, yes!”

Adam’s hands gripped her hips hard, his cock pistoning into her ass, forcing her to grind down onto Brandon’s cock at the same time.

“Come for me, my little anal slut,” Adam growled.

She did as he said, climaxing and thrashing about between them as they held her tight and fucked her through it.

Megan was a wild mess between them now, her body jerking with every brutal thrust as Adam drove into her ass, forcing Brandon’s cock deeper into her dripping cunt. Her tits bounced and slapped against her chest, sweat gleaming across her flushed skin.

The sight was too much. I came hard as I fingered myself furiously. That was it for Brandon, too. He thrust up hard into her, groaning her name as his cock pulsed and spilled deep inside her. And Adam, teeth gritted, let out a savage growl as he slammed deep one last time, his cock driving fully into her ass. His hips locked against her as he emptied inside, his hot release pumping into her tight hole.

Megan gave a hoarse laugh, trembling as she turned her head to glance at me through the mess of her hair. The men pulled out, and cum flowed from both her holes.

“Did you enjoy watching that, Alice?” she panted. “That’s going to be you next time.”


Chapter Eight




The next morning, Brandon and I lay side by side in bed, both of us still buzzing from what had happened at Megan’s. My mind replayed it all, over and over, until I finally blurted it out.

“I want it,” I said.

Brandon turned his head. “Want what?”

I licked my lips, my heart pounding. “To be… like her. To have two dicks at the same time. I want to be fucked in the pussy and the ass. I want to be stuffed full like that.”

He blinked at me, stunned and silent for a second. “Alice… you’ve never even…”

“I know,” I interrupted, almost desperately. “I’ve never even put anything in my ass before. But I want to try. Now. With you.”

His cock stiffened under the sheet. “Are you sure?”

“Yes. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

He sat up slowly, pulling the drawer open and rummaging until he found a small bottle of lube we’d barely used. He held it up between us, his hand shaking slightly. “We’ll go slow.”

I nodded, rolling onto my front and pushing a pillow under my hips, nerves and excitement tangled in my gut. Brandon straddled behind me, his warm hand rubbing slow circles over my bare ass. He kissed down my spine before pulling my cheeks apart, exposing me.

“Beautiful,” he murmured.

The first cold slick of lube made me gasp. His finger rubbed carefully, teasing my tight hole. “Relax for me, Jules,” he whispered.

I tried, though my body tensed when his fingertip pressed in. The strange stretch made me gasp again, but then he eased it past the tight ring, just a little, and the burn softened into something pleasurable.

“Fuck…” I moaned into the pillow. “Keep going.”

Brandon added more lube, pressing a little deeper. The fullness was bizarre, but it sent sparks through me. Soon, he slipped a second finger in, twisting and working me open. I whimpered, half from the stretch, half from how naughty it felt.

When he finally pulled his fingers free, I almost groaned at the emptiness.

“Ready for me?” he asked softly, lining his cock up.

“Yes.”

I felt the pressure from him pressing against me. I forced myself to exhale, and my body gave way. The head popped past the tight ring and I cried out, trembling, half from pain, half from the obscene thrill of it.

“Jesus Christ…” he groaned. “It feels so fucking tight. But so good.”

He held still, letting me adjust. The stretch was overwhelming, but the longer he stayed there, the more my body learned to take it.

He groaned, and I felt him push a little deeper. Each inch was fire, but my pussy was gushing around nothing, clenching on air. I slid my hand down, rubbing my clit furiously as he worked himself further inside me.

He pulled back, just a little, and slid forward again, and the burn gave way to a pulsing pleasure so intense it stole my breath.

“Yes,” I whimpered. “Oh god, yes. Don’t stop. Fuck me.”

He started moving properly then, slow but deep, each stroke making me moan louder. My clit throbbed under my fingers, my pussy fluttering helplessly around nothing as his cock filled my ass. It built faster than I thought possible. I came hard, screaming into the pillow, my whole body convulsing around him.

The tight spasms dragged him with me, and he slammed deep one last time. He groaned loudly as he emptied inside my ass, his body shaking against mine. We collapsed forward together, panting and exhilarated.

“Fuck me…” I mumbled, dizzy and blissed out. “I can’t wait to be fucked by two dicks at the same time now.”

Brandon laughed. “And I can’t wait to watch you take them.”

I giggled too. “And it’s all that Megan’s fault.”

Little did I know, I wouldn’t have to wait long at all.


Chapter Nine




The next day, I was cleaning the kitchen while Brandon was working in his office, when I got a text from Megan. “hey babe. you home?”

I replied that I was. My phone buzzed again. “im sending you a present,” it said.

Two minutes later, the doorbell rang. When I opened the door, I saw Adam, and… another man.

Adam grinned, his usual twinkle in his eyes. The other man was a similar age to Adam, around ten years younger than me, with an easy confidence and a cocky smile that made my stomach flutter.

“Hey, Alice,” Adam said casually. “Hope you don’t mind a little… company. Megan said to come and see you.”

I blinked, trying to process what was happening. “Uh… hi?”

The new guy gave me a slow once-over and then held out his hand. “I’m Tyler. A friend of Adam and Megan’s.” The way he said friend, made it very clear what kind of friend he was.

My pulse started hammering. “I… do you want to come in?”

“You look cute today,” Adam said, stepping inside.

“Beautiful,” agreed Tyler.

I looked down at my clothes. I was wearing a plain, white T-shirt and some old denim shorts. “I do?”

I led them to the living room, my mind spinning with the possibilities. I was about to offer them a drink when I felt Adam’s hands on my waist. He moved behind me, and I felt the warmth of his body as he pressed himself against me. Tyler stepped up in front of me, his hands touching my sides, as his mouth captured mine in a kiss.

I felt a rush of heat between my legs and moaned as his tongue found its way into my mouth. Their hands were all over me now. Tyler grabbed my breasts, squeezing them through the T-shirt. Adam popped the button on my shorts and slipped his hand inside. His fingers grazed over my bush and then found my pussy. I was soaking wet already. He curled his fingers up inside me, and I nearly came right then. I think my knees would have given out if the two men hadn’t been holding me between them.

They led me to the sofa. Tyler tugged off my T-shirt, and Adam pulled down my shorts and panties in one go. I lay back and spread my legs wide for them, showing off how wet and swollen I was for them.

I heard a noise and turned to see Brandon in the doorway. Good; I wanted him to watch. His sweatpants were already tented in the front.

Adam bent down between my legs, his tongue exploring me, licking up my wetness. Tyler flopped out his cock and knelt on the sofa near my head. It was as big as Adams. I was practically drooling as he fed it to me. Adam’s tongue was working me harder, flicking over my clit until I was writhing against his face.

I glanced at Brandon again. He’d come closer, his hand down the front of his sweatpants, stroking himself slowly as he watched me with wide eyes. That made me even wetter; my husband was watching me take two cocks like a greedy slut.

Tyler held my head with one hand, guiding me up and down his shaft. His other hand twisted into my hair, tugging just enough to make me moan. I gagged slightly when he pushed deep, but the ache of it only made me hungrier. I sucked him harder, spit spilling down my chin.

Adam slipped two fingers inside me while his tongue lashed at my clit. I squirmed against him, desperate to come, but then he pulled back suddenly. “Not yet,” he growled, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “You’re not allowed to come yet.”

Tyler laughed. “She’s trembling already. Greedy little thing.” He pulled his cock out of my mouth, smearing spit across my cheek with the tip.

Adam stood, unzipping his jeans. His cock sprang free, thick and hard. “Brandon,” he called over, eyes locked on my husband. “Come here. Sit down. I want you to watch her properly.”

Brandon obeyed without a word, sitting in the armchair, his cock out now, rigid in his hand.

Tyler shifted down the sofa, between my legs now, his cock pressing at my entrance. “She’s dripping for it,” he said, looking back at Adam with a grin.

I was panting, desperate, my hips tilting up to meet him. “Please,” I whispered.

Tyler pushed into me slowly, inch by inch, until I felt stretched and full. I gasped, nails digging into the sofa as he buried himself completely. His cock was thick, filling me in a way that made my whole body tense with need.

He started to move, long, deep strokes that brushed perfectly against that spot inside me. My legs wrapped around his hips instinctively, trying to pull him deeper, but Tyler just smirked down at me.

“Not so fast,” he murmured, his hand closing around my throat, light pressure making my breath catch. “You don’t get to come until I say.”

I whimpered, already trembling, every thrust building me higher. Adam stood over me now, cock in hand, stroking lazily while he watched Tyler fuck me. Tyler fucked me harder, pounding into me so that my tits bounced. My nails clawed at his back as I cried out, my orgasm rushing up fast. Just as I was about to come, he stopped, buried to the hilt inside me.

I screamed with frustration, hips twisting, desperate to grind against him. He held me still, his cock throbbing inside me, his grip firm on my throat. “Not yet, pretty girl,” he said, voice low and wicked.

“No,” I sobbed. “I need to come. Please.”

He started fucking me again, but every time the wave crested, he pulled back, holding me on the edge like it was a game he could play forever. I was clinging to him, sweaty and begging.

Finally, he bent over and whispered in my ear. “Come for me.”

The permission shattered me. My orgasm ripped through me like fire, my body clenching tight around his cock as I screamed. I came so hard I saw stars, my thighs trembling uncontrollably as he kept thrusting, milking every last spasm out of me.

Adam sat next to me, his cock rigid in his hand. I was still a panting mess from my orgasm.

“You liked watching Megan take two cocks at once, didn’t you?” he asked.

“Yes,” I whispered. “I want it, too.”

Adam pulled me on top of him, and I slid down his cock, grateful to be filled again.

“Brandon, go and get the lube,” Adam ordered.

It gave me a thrill to see my husband hurry out of the room to do as he was told. Adam grabbed my hips and guided me to ride him. His cock filled me, all the way to the base, my pussy stretched tight around his thick shaft.

Brandon came back quickly, bottle of lube in his hand. He looked flustered, cock bobbing as he walked, but he handed it over without a word.

Tyler took it, his gaze locked on me. He flipped the cap and slicked his cock with slow, deliberate strokes, never breaking eye contact. My stomach flipped, the reality of what was about to happen making me shake all over again.

Adam pulled me forward so my tits pressed against his chest. “Relax, Alice,” he murmured.

I buried my face in Adam’s neck as Tyler climbed onto the sofa behind me. His hands spread my ass, and then I felt the cold, wet press of lube, his fingers working me open. I whimpered, clutching Adam’s shoulders.

Then the blunt head of his cock pressed against my rear entrance. I cried out, my nails digging into Adam’s shoulder. When Tyler finally slid inside, I felt impossibly full, stuffed to breaking point with both cocks inside me. My body shook, legs trembling around Adam’s hips.

“Fuck, what a perfect, tight ass,” Tyler groaned, grabbing my waist.

Adam thrust up into me, and Tyler moved with him, their rhythm building until I was bouncing between them, their cocks grinding against each other inside me. The sensation was overwhelming, raw and filthy, and I screamed, lost in it.

Brandon was standing right there, wanking furiously, eyes glued to the sight of his wife being split open by both men.

“Brandon,” I gasped. “Give me your cock.”

Adam laughed, saying something about how greedy I was.

Brandon moved closer, and I grabbed him, pulling him into my mouth. I’d never felt so slutty, so sexy. I had three cocks inside me.

“Look at her,” Tyler laughed, pounding my ass harder. “Fucking cock-drunk.”

Adam smirked up at me, his thrusts sharp and relentless. “Our greedy little slut. Three cocks at once and still begging for more.”

I moaned around Brandon, my throat vibrating on his cock, the sounds muffled as they fucked me from every angle. My body was nothing but pleasure; stretched and used. The way Adam’s cock slammed into my pussy while Tyler’s thick length filled my ass had me trembling on the edge, and Brandon’s dick in my mouth just made it even better.

I pulled back for a second. “Please,” I begged. “Can I come?”

“What do you think, Tyler?” smirked Adam.

I was right on the edge, desperate and needy.

Tyler bent close to my ear. “Don’t you dare come yet. Not until we tell you.”

The denial made me whimper, my whole body shaking. I sucked Brandon harder, desperate, gagging as I shoved him deep in my throat. He groaned, his hips jerking, close already.

“Don’t you fucking come in her mouth,” Tyler snapped, glaring at him. “Not until she’s earned it.”

Brandon froze, panting, his cock twitching against my tongue. I wanted it so badly I nearly cried, spit and drool soaking down my chin as I tried to milk him with my mouth. The other two continued to pound me. The three of them kept me there, bouncing, choking, split wide open, my orgasm clawing at me but held back by their words.

Finally… finally, Tyler gave me permission. “Alright, you little whore… you’ve earned it. Come for us.”

The words broke me. My body convulsed as I screamed around Brandon’s cock, my pussy clenching so hard on Adam that it dragged a groan out of him. Tyler slammed deep in my ass, grinding hard as my orgasm ripped through me like fire, leaving me shaking and ruined. I could feel my holes contracting around the dicks, my whole body shaking.

Brandon cried out, jerking free from my mouth at the last second. Hot streams of come splattered across my face, dripping down my cheeks and lips, mixing with my spit. The filth of it made me moan louder, body still spasming between Adam and Tyler.

Adam’s hands crushed my waist, his cock driving up into me as he lost control. “Fuck…” he groaned, spilling inside me in thick, pulsing waves. I felt every twitch, every hot flood deep in my cunt.

Tyler followed a heartbeat later, shoving deep into my ass. He growled low in my ear as he emptied himself, the heat of it filling me until I was completely full of cum. I collapsed forward, shaking, covered in sweat and cum, my holes dripping. I was wrecked, used, but glowing with the filthy ecstasy of it.

I was still trembling when they finally pulled out of me. Brandon handed me a tissue, his hands shaking, while the other two grabbed their clothes and got dressed.

At the door, Adam glanced back at me, eyes glinting.

“Friday night. Our place. We’re having a… party. You’re both invited.”

“Thank you,” I purred. “We’d love to come,” I remembered the sort of parties I’d seen from my window.

He took a step outside and then paused, looking back at me. “Oh, and… it’s a lingerie party.”

I felt my stomach flip again, and a rush of heat between my legs.


Chapter Ten




When we knocked on the door on Friday evening, my stomach was fluttering with nerves, my thighs damp already just thinking about what might happen.

“You ready?” Brandon asked quietly.

I nodded, even though my hands were trembling. “Yeah. I want this.”

As soon as the door opened, Megan was there; radiant, red hair glowing, dressed in barely-there lingerie that left nothing to the imagination. Her huge breasts were only just contained in the lacy bra, and I could see a hint of nipple through the sheer fabric.

She kissed my cheek, then Brandon’s, and tugged us inside. I took off my long coat and handed it to her to hang up. Underneath, I was just wearing a white lace bodysuit and hold-ups. I’d never been to a party in just my underwear before, and it was both terrifying and exciting.

The house buzzed with heat and noise. Music thumped low, glasses clinked, and everywhere I looked, men and women were gathered in small groups, chatting, laughing. Most looked Adam’s age, mid-twenties, and impossibly handsome, though I spotted a few older ones too, silver at their temples and in their beards, confidence radiating off them.

And the women. My God, the women. They were stunning… dressed in corsets, pantyhose, and lingerie that left nothing to the imagination. Every curve was on display, every smile inviting. Some were curled up on laps, others perched on armrests, fingers playing lazily with the men beside them. Some were even topless, wearing just small thongs. It felt decadent, like stepping into some secret world I’d only ever dreamed about.

Megan whispered in my ear. “Everyone’s been waiting to meet you. Let me introduce you.”

She led us around the room, telling me names I had no hope of remembering. Was I really going to do… sexual things with these gorgeous people? Brandon stayed close at my side, his hand on the small of my back. I could feel his excitement even though his expression was calm, almost businesslike, as he shook hands with the men and kissed the women on the cheek.

I think Megan realized I was feeling a bit overwhelmed, and she led me to the kitchen. Adam and Tyler were there, leaning against the counter with drinks in hand. Both of them smiled when they saw me, and I felt my stomach lurch with nerves and excitement.

“Alice, you’re here,” Adam said, his eyes sliding down my body and back up again. “It was worth the wait.”

Tyler stepped forward and kissed Megan on the cheek, then looked at me. “You look beautiful, Alice.”

Megan handed me a fresh glass of wine and brushed her fingers over my arm. “Why don’t we start here? It’s quieter, just us.”

I nodded gratefully. Adam came closer, his presence filling the space. “Relax,” he said softly, reaching to tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. “We’ll take care of you.”

Megan slipped behind me and unfastened my bodysuit where it joined between my legs. I shivered, my skin prickling as pussy was exposed. She knelt between my legs, lifting one of them to get access to my pussy. I felt her tongue between my folds, licking me. Adam and Tyler moved to either side of me. I could feel their hard cocks against my leg.

I gasped as Megan’s tongue slid over my clit, slow and deliberate, teasing me open. My knees nearly buckled, but Adam and Tyler steadied me. Adam pulled me into a deep kiss, as Tyler slipped his hand into the top of the bodysuit, teasing my nipple. I moaned with pleasure, loving having three people around me.

Brandon watched from across the kitchen, his hand on the firm bulge in his trousers.

“You like watching her, don’t you?” Tyler said to him.

“Yes… She’s so sexy,” he replied. “Especially when she’s being fucked.

Adam unzipped his pants, pulling his cock out, and I wrapped a hand around it. Tyler did the same on the other side. I could only whimper and grip them tightly as Megan’s tongue worked its magic.

Megan’s tongue worked faster, her fingers sliding inside me, one in my pussy and one in my ass. I moaned louder. I was trembling, hips bucking against her mouth. Then her lips wrapped tight around my clit, sucking hard while her fingers fucked me deep.

The orgasm hit me hard, tearing through me in hot waves. My legs went weak, only Adam and Tyler’s strong arms keeping me upright as Megan kept lapping at me until I was sobbing with pleasure.

Megan stood up, wiping her mouth. “Now fuck her,” she ordered Adam and Tyler.

Adam pushed me forward, bending me over the kitchen table. He spread me wide and slid his cock deep inside me with one firm thrust.

“Fuck…” I moaned, my voice breaking as Adam’s cock filled me, stretching me deep. He grabbed my hips tight, holding me steady as he set into a hard rhythm, his thighs smacking against me with every thrust.

I clutched at the edge of the table, my knuckles white, my whole body jolting with each stroke. Oh god… There were other people here now, watching me being taken and used on the kitchen table right in front of everyone. A couple I hadn’t met before approached the table. The man bent the woman over the table next to me, mirroring our position, then he pulled down her panties and entered her from behind.

Adam and the other man thrust into us, our moans filling the kitchen as we both got fucked hard. I saw a younger blonde woman, already naked, with large, fake breasts, kneeling down in front of Brandon. She started sucking his cock enthusiastically, but his eyes were still locked on me.

Adam pulled out, and Tyler took his place, fucking me even harder. Soon, I was climaxing, twisting, and shaking on the table. The other woman being fucked there grabbed my face and put her tongue in my mouth, but I was coming too hard to kiss her back.

Megan’s hands were on my back, steadying me. “I knew you were a slut when I caught you spying on me,” she smirked. I couldn’t answer.

Suddenly, Tyler pulled out and, with a groan, sprayed cum all up my back. I felt it, warm and thick, coating me in long lines. Megan licked it off.

Brandon groaned too, and I watched as he came heavily on the blonde woman’s face. She squealed with delight, trying to lick it up with her tongue.

“Come on,” said Megan. “Let’s go and see what’s happening in the other room.”

I swallowed hard, my body still trembling from everything that had just happened, as Megan led me through the doorway. The other room was a scene of complete chaos. People were fucking everywhere. Couples and groups were tangled together on sofas, chairs, and even the floor. Hands were everywhere, cocks sliding in and out, mouths sucking and licking, women’s hair being tugged as men took them roughly.

Megan guided me to a small group. “Go on,” she said, “Let yourself go.”

I hesitated for a second, feeling Brandon’s eyes burning into me from behind, cock still hard and twitching. Then I let myself move forward, kissing one of the men who was fucking a woman from behind. He pulled out of her and pushed me down onto the sofa, his cock already finding my soaking pussy.

Brandon stayed by my side the whole time, watching, stroking himself slowly. Every time I moved to a new partner, I felt the thrill of him watching, of being his, even while I shared my body with other men. He had his share of action, too, but it felt like the main event for him was watching me.

The party was a blur. I lost count of how many times I came, how many men and women I played with. By the time the music was turned to a lower volume, and people began to gather their things, my body was spent and aching in ways I’d never imagined. My skin was still tingling everywhere I’d been touched. I collapsed against Brandon’s chest, his arms wrapping tight around me.

He kissed my hair softly. “You were incredible,” he murmured. “I loved watching you.”

On the way out, Megan caught my hand, giving me a playful smirk. “You fit in here perfectly,” she whispered, squeezing my fingers before letting go.

The night air was cool against my overheated skin as we stepped outside. Brandon laced his fingers with mine, and I knew we were both already replaying every moment in our minds. And what was even better, I realized that this was only the beginning.

THE END
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Teach Me To Be A Hotwife




Dedicated to Emily Rose


Chapter One




Isat across from Maria at the little coffee shop downtown, my hands wrapped around a cappuccino. I hadn’t seen Maria in ten years, but she looked as beautiful and radiant as ever. Her dark hair was now styled with soft bangs that framed her face, giving her a cute and sexy look. I also couldn’t help but stare at her full breasts, which were practically falling out of her low-cut blouse.

We’d lived together at college, but afterwards, Maria had moved away, and this was her first visit back to town. She’d reached out to me and asked if I wanted to catch up.

“So, are you married?” I asked. At college, Maria had been… very popular with the boys. I had wondered if she’d ever settle down with one man.

She laughed, the same throaty, confident laugh I remembered from the dorms. “I am. Happily married, actually.”

I raised an eyebrow, teasing. “Happily? You? With one man?”

Maria gave me a sly smile. She leaned in across the table, lowering her voice like she was about to share a dirty secret. “Well… one man, yes. But not only one man.”

I blinked at her. “What do you mean?”

“I mean,” she said, pausing long enough to stir her latte, “that my husband likes me sleeping with other men. In fact, he loves it.”

I froze, staring at her. My first thought was that she was joking, that this was some outrageous Maria thing I was supposed to laugh at. But she just sipped her drink and looked back at me calmly, waiting for my reaction.

“You’re serious?” I whispered.

“Deadly serious.” Her lips curled into a smile. “It’s called being a hotwife. We both love it, me being desired, and him knowing about it. It’s the best thing we’ve ever done for our marriage. I let him get some action sometimes, too, but he mainly likes to watch me.”

I didn’t know what to say. My face felt like it was burning up. A dozen images flashed through my mind at once. Back in college, I’d heard her through the thin walls of our dorm rooms, getting fucked by a different guy every week. I’d even accidentally walked in on her once, which had turned me on more than I would ever admit. But the thought of being married, and sleeping around… somehow that was even filthier.

“That’s… wild,” I said finally, forcing a laugh. “And he’s really okay with it?”

“He’s more than okay with it.” Maria’s eyes sparkled. “Sometimes he sets it up for me. Sometimes he watches. Sometimes he just enjoys me coming home and telling him every little detail. He especially likes it when I just meet someone unexpectedly and fuck them right then.”

She glanced over at the barista behind the counter. “Like that guy there. I could just go and find out when his shift ends and go home with him.”

“Oh my god,” I whispered. My thighs pressed together under the table before I realized what I was doing. I shifted in my chair, embarrassed by how much her words affected me and how turned on I was. I started fiddling with my long, blonde hair.

Maria smirked, like she could see exactly what was happening in my head. “You look shocked,” she teased.

“I am,” I admitted. “I guess I never imagined…” I trailed off, because the truth was I had imagined things like that before, late at night, when Andrew was asleep beside me. Fantasies I’d never dared put into words.

She eyed me suspiciously. “You’re interested in it too, aren’t you?”

I felt my cheeks flush again. “What? No, I was just… curious.” But my voice betrayed me.

“Emily,” she said softly, “I know that look.”

I laughed nervously and traced the rim of the cup with my finger.

“I mean…” I lowered my voice. “I guess I can see how it might be… exciting.”

“It is. More exciting than you can probably imagine. And the best part is how much closer it makes us. Most women think it would push a husband away, but it does the opposite. He craves me even more because of it.”

My stomach fluttered as I tried to picture Andrew reacting that way. Would he? The thought made me shift in my chair, pressing my thighs together around my soaking wet panties.

Maria sipped her latte like she hadn’t just turned my world upside down. “You should suggest it to your husband.”

My mouth went dry. “Suggest it?” I repeated.

“Of course.” She leaned back in her chair. “Just bring it up casually. See how he reacts. He might surprise you.”

I thought of Andrew, my dependable, loyal Andrew. Would he really get turned on by the idea of me with someone else?

“I wouldn’t even know what to do,” I said.

“Don’t worry,” replied Maria. “I’ll teach you.”

I nodded slowly, my mind already racing. Maria was looking back at the barista. “You know, he is kind of cute.”


Chapter Two




The fluorescent lights buzzed softly overhead as Andrew and I pushed our cart down the produce aisle. It was our usual Saturday routine: grab groceries, argue over brands of cereal, and pretend we’d stick to the budget. I tossed a bunch of bananas into the cart and glanced at him.

Andrew was even sexier these days than when we’d gotten married. His short, brown hair, his blue eyes, and his sharp features. I saw other women looking at him all the time. And our sex life was great, I couldn’t get enough of his lean, muscular body. I wondered if it was about to get even better…

“Guess who I saw yesterday,” I said casually, picking up a bag of apples.

“Who?” he asked.

“Maria. From college.”

He looked around, surprised. “Wow, it’s been years. How’s she doing? God, remember how many men she went through at college. Her bedroom had a revolving door. You know, two of my buddies had her at the same time?”

I hesitated, then dropped the apples into the cart. “She’s married, actually. And… apparently very happy.”

“That’s good,” he said, distracted as he squeezed an avocado to see if it was ripe.

Then, before I could stop myself, I added, “She told me she’s a hotwife.”

Andrew froze, his hand still holding the avocado. He turned to look at me, eyebrows raised. “She told you what?”

“You heard me,” I said quickly, cheeks heating. “Her husband likes it when she sleeps with other men. She was telling me all about it.”

For a moment, I braced for him to laugh or look horrified. Instead, he just studied me, his expression unreadable. Then he smiled.

“Damn,” he said softly. “That’s… kind of hot.”

I blinked. “You think it’s hot?”

He nodded, eyes glittering in a way I’d never seen before. “Yeah. I mean… I’ve thought about it. What it would be like if another man wanted you, if I got to watch or just know about it. It’s… it turns me on just thinking about it.”

My heart thudded, and suddenly the grocery store felt too warm, too bright. “You really… you’d be okay with that?” I whispered.

“More than okay,” he said, leaning closer, his voice low. “The idea of sharing you? Of seeing how much you’re wanted? Emily… I’d love it.”

I gripped the cart to steady myself, a shiver rushing through me. Fuck. Maria had been right.

“Wait, you’d actually let me… sleep with someone else?”

“Of course,” he said, like it was obvious. He decided against the avocado and pushed the cart further down the aisle, leaving me standing there in shock. I hurried to catch up with him and put my hand on his arm. He turned, and I couldn’t resist leaning in. Our lips met in a hard, heated kiss that made my knees weak. My body pressed against his, and I felt the unmistakable hardness of his cock in his jeans.

We paused for a moment, breathing fast, aware of the grocery carts and other shoppers around us. But the tension between us was unbearable.

“Shall we…?” I began.

“Yes,” he said, already sounding out of breath.

We abandoned our cart and headed straight for the restrooms. The door clicked behind us, and we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. He pushed me roughly up against the sink, his hands already groping my tits. My fingers went to his belt, unfastening it as quickly as I could. Then I practically ripped the buttons off, opened them up, and pulled out his cock. It was rock hard.

“Fuck me,” I whispered into his mouth. Then I turned around and yanked down my own jeans, struggling to get them off over my wide hips. My panties were next. I bent over the sink and stuck my bare ass out. His hands went to my cheeks, spreading me open. I could see him staring at my gaping pussy in the mirror.

“Fuck, Emily, you’re so wet,” he growled, running a couple of fingers down my slit and collecting my arousal on them. Then he pushed them into my mouth, making me taste myself. “Are you going to be a slut for me?” he said, pushing his fingers deeper into my mouth.

I sucked on his fingers and murmured “Yes” around them. Andrew wasn’t normally like this, but it was turning me on.

“Do you want to get fucked by a stranger?” He grabbed his cock and pressed it against my folds.

“Yes,” I whimpered.

“You’re a slut,” he groaned as he slid his cock inside me, all the way to his balls. “But you’re my slut.” He started fucking me hard, slamming his hips into my ass as he drove me into the sink in front of me. I watched myself in the mirror, my face flushed, my ass bare as he fucked me from behind. My big tits bounced inside my T-shirt every time he rammed forward.

“Look at you,” he snarled in my ear, his cock slamming deeper. “Getting fucked in a store bathroom.”

“Yes… fuck… don’t stop,” I gasped.

He pulled out suddenly, and I whimpered at the loss, but then he spun me around, lifting me by the thighs and setting me on the counter. My jeans and panties tangled on one ankle as he shoved his cock straight back inside me. My legs were spread wide, and I could see my cunt stretched around his shaft as he penetrated me.

He rubbed my clit with his thumb, making me moan even louder, “You’d let anyone fuck you like this, wouldn’t you? All fucked open, dripping wet.”

I couldn’t speak, just nodded frantically, clinging to him as my body started to shake. I came hard, pleasure rushing through my body as he fucked me through the orgasm. My cunt clenched around him, and he groaned with relief as he pumped load after load of cum into my pussy.

When he pulled out, cum flooded out of me, dripping to the floor. I scooped some out with my fingers and sucked on them.

“Do you really want me to come home with someone else’s cum inside me?” I asked.

Andrew was still panting, his cock softening as he pulled up his underwear and jeans. “I do,” he smirked. “Now, let’s go and finish our shopping.”

We looked around sheepishly as we reclaimed our cart and continued down the aisle, but no one seemed to have noticed. Andrew and I had never done anything like this before. I could feel his cum still leaking into my panties, making them even more soaked than before. Fuck, were we really going to do this? I needed to talk to Maria again.


Chapter Three




We met in the same coffee shop as before. When the barista saw Maria, his eyes lit up and his face flushed. He got our coffees quickly and added some free chocolates to the tray. He was so embarrassed and coy, I knew immediately that something was up.

“Maria, did you hook up with the barista after we were here last time?” I asked when we sat down at a table.

She smirked, looking proud of herself. “Maybe.”

I gave her a stare.

“Okay, yes,” she laughed. “I went back to his and he fucked me in the ass.”

“Maria!” I said, shocked.

Maria was undeterred. “Let me tell you, that young man has some serious stamina, he came three times in a row.”

I nearly choked on my coffee. “Three times? In the ass? Jesus Christ, Maria.”

She just grinned, popping one of the free chocolates in her mouth like it was a badge of honor.

“So?” she pressed. “Andrew? Don’t keep me waiting.”

I hesitated, then lowered my voice. “He thought the idea was hot. So hot that we fucked in the grocery store restroom.”

Maria’s eyes widened, then she burst out laughing so loudly that people at a nearby table turned to look. “You dirty bitch! In the toilet?”

“Shh!” I hissed, but I couldn’t help smiling.

“Oh my god,” she said, still giggling. “Tell me everything. Was he rough? Did you scream?”

I leaned closer across the table. “Let’s just say… he was a lot more passionate than usual.”

Maria whistled, impressed. “That’s what it does to them. This is why you need to be a hotwife.”

“I know,” I sighed. “I really want to try it. But I… I don’t know where to start. How do I even meet someone just for sex?”

“Okay, listen. I can teach you to be a hotwife,” she said, opening her phone and scrolling. “Let me introduce you to… Jose.”

She put her phone on the table and turned it around to show me. There was a photo of a gorgeous man in jeans, with a bare chest. He was fit and muscled, with a Latino look, black hair, and a mustache.

“He’s hot,” I said. “But…”

She swiped her finger across the screen, and the next photo scrolled into view. It was almost the same, except that this time Jose was completely naked. His hard cock stood straight up, and…

“Fucking hell,” I exclaimed. “He’s huge.”

“Oh, I’ve had bigger than that,” she smirked. “But he’s pretty big. And he’s such a sweetheart. He’ll be ideal as your first bull.”

“Bull?” I said, confused.

Maria gave me a look like I was stupid. “Yes, bull. The man who fucks the hotwife.”

I blinked, my face heating. “Jesus, Maria. You make it sound like it’s some kind of organized sport.”

She laughed, nearly spilling her coffee. “Darling, it practically is. There’s a whole scene online for it.”

I chewed my lip, staring at Jose’s cocky grin and giant penis on her phone screen.

“But what if I mess it up?” I whispered. “What if it’s awkward? What if he doesn’t find me attractive?”

Maria leaned in and put her hand on my arm. “Don’t worry. Jose knows exactly what he’s doing. He’s done this plenty of times before.”

“Okay…” I whispered, my stomach twisting into knots.

Maria smirked. “This is only the first part of your training. Trust me. I’ll text him for you.”


Chapter Four




Just as I reached Jose’s apartment door, my phone buzzed. A message from Andrew lit up the screen: Good luck, baby. I can’t wait to hear everything later. My stomach flipped. For a moment, I thought about turning back, but instead I tucked the phone away, smoothed down my sundress, and knocked.

Jose opened the door almost instantly. He was taller than I expected. His smile was warm and polite as he invited me in. His apartment was spotless, everything in its place. But when he led me into the bedroom, I froze for a second. The big white bed gleamed in the bright afternoon light, and two tripods with ring lights stood at the edges.

“You film?” I asked, my voice catching.

“Sometimes,” he said with a shrug. “I have a page for paid users, and I do collabs with other creators. But listen, I won’t be filming you. Nothing happens here unless you want it to. If you tell me to stop, I stop. No questions.”

The reassurance helped, but my pulse still raced.

Then he stepped closer. “Relax,” he said gently. His hand brushed my shoulder, warm against my skin, and he eased one strap of my sundress down. The fabric slipped, baring the lacy strap of my lingerie. He didn’t rush. Every movement was careful and deliberate, like he was unwrapping something fragile.

By the time the dress slid into a pile around my feet, I was trembling. Standing there in my matching lingerie set, I felt turned on in a way I’d never experienced before. His hands held my hips as his lips met mine. I opened my mouth, touching his tongue with mine. He was the first man I’d kissed other than my husband since college.

He guided me backwards until the edge of the mattress touched the backs of my thighs. With a gentle pressure, he lay me down. The bedspread was cool against my skin. He pulled off his T-shirt in one motion, exposing his perfect abs. His hands were firm but unhurried as they slid beneath the straps of my bra. A soft snap of the clasp, and suddenly I was topless, too, my large breasts spreading out across my chest.

Jose murmured in appreciation, kissing my collarbone and then my breast. When he reached my nipple, he flicked it with his tongue. It stiffened instantly, and he sucked it into his mouth. The sensation sent a rush of electricity through my whole body. I arched my back off the bed and let out a loud moan of pleasure. As he sucked that nipple, his fingers teased the other one. Soon, I was squirming on the bed, clenching my thighs, my pussy aching with desire.

He pulled off my nipple with a wet pop and started to kiss lower, over my stomach. When he reached my panties, he kissed me on top of them, exactly where my clit was. The brush of his lips through the fabric made me moan again. Then he hooked his fingers into the waistband and slid them down my thighs.

When my panties were on his bedroom floor, he opened my thighs with his hands and admired my pussy. I had trimmed and sculpted the hair into a delicate triangle, just for him. He parted my lips with his fingers, opening me up. I felt a thrill at this stranger looking at me so intimately. I knew I must be soaking, my arousal pooling in my cunt. His tongue flicked out, exploring my folds and then pushing deep inside me.

“Fuuuck…” I moaned, arching my back again.

He licked up my slit with long, firm strokes of his tongue. Every time he reached my clit, a wave of pleasure flooded my body. Then he started to focus on it, licking it firmly and wrapping his lips around it. I squirmed underneath his grip, hands clawing at the bed sheets. He pushed two fingers into my cunt, curling them up and applying pressure to my front wall.

“Oh… god… I’m coming,” I screamed, and my orgasm flooded my body, making every nerve tingle as the release washed over me. I felt my cunt clench around his fingers, and a wet release as I squirted.

“Oh, fuuuck,” I moaned as he sat up, wiping his face. My pussy was still spasming around his fingers. “You’re going to have to fuck me now,” I told him.

He grinned. His sweatpants were tented at the front. He pulled them down, and his cock sprang free. It was rock-hard, long, uncut, and so thick. I felt my mouth go dry. As he leaned over me, I reached out with both hands, stroking it and feeling how fat and heavy it was.

“Maria said you’ve never had a big cock before,” he smirked.

“I haven’t.”

“I’ll take it slow, baby,” he murmured.

I guided him to my entrance, and he pressed the blunt head against me. My pussy was swollen and soaked from my orgasm. I used my fingers to open myself up as much as possible, and then he was inside me. The stretch felt so good as he slid into me, deeper and deeper until it took my breath away. I could see him going in, and there was still more to go.

He started to fuck me, thrusting slowly but firmly. Every thrust went deeper, making me moan and clutch at his arms with my hands. He was so big, but God, it felt incredible.

“Look at you,” he groaned, gripping my thighs and pinning them back further. “Tight little thing. You like that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I whimpered.

I looked down between my legs. He was thrusting fully inside me now, his balls slapping against my ass. I didn’t even know I could take that much cock. The pressure was building higher and higher again. I reached down, frantically rubbing my clit. I came hard, squirting again and spraying him. But that only made him pound me harder.

He pulled out and flipped me over onto my knees. I’d barely had time to rest on my elbows before he was inside me again. In this position, he stretched me and filled me even more. He started slamming into me from behind, setting a steady pace. His hands gripped my cheeks, squeezing them and spreading me open.

“Fuck, baby,” he murmured, “Look at that big ass. You’re fucking perfect.”

I spotted my bag where I’d thrown it on the bed. My keys and phone were spilling out.

“Film me,” I gasped. “So I can… show my… husband.”

He stopped pounding me, his cock deep inside, filling and stretching me deliciously. With shaky hands, I unlocked my phone and passed it to him behind me. He started to fuck me again, and I knew he was filming his cock sliding into me, my lips stretched tight around his shaft.

“Oh, baby, your husband’s going to love this,” he murmured. “Look at that tight little asshole.” I felt his fingers brush over my tight ring of muscles, and another rush of pleasure flooded me. He spat on my ass, making it sloppy and wet. His finger glided over my opening, making my muscles relax.

“Why don’t you finger your tight ass while I fuck you?” he suggested.

A rush of heat went through me at the filthy suggestion. But I wanted to do it. I reached behind with one hand, still supporting myself on the other. My fingers found my hole, and I pushed the middle one deep into my ass. He was still fucking my pussy, and as soon as I did it, I climaxed, my cunt and ass contracting as waves of bliss ran through me.

“Another finger,” he said.

I pushed a second finger in and started thrusting in time to his cock. The stretch in my ass was as delicious as the one in my cunt. I could feel his cock inside me through my walls. I came again, even harder, pressing my face into the bed and screaming.

He turned off the phone and threw it on the bed, then he flipped me back over onto my back. “I want to see your face when I come in you,” he growled.

My cunt was soaked and stretched, swollen from the orgasms. He slid back inside me easily and started fucking me even harder than before. I moaned loudly every time he bottomed out. He pinned my legs back to my shoulders and upped the pace even more. My tits were bouncing around like crazy as he took me hard.

“Fuuuck,” I moaned, my eyes rolling back in my head as another orgasm crashed over me.

He didn’t stop, just kept fucking me harder and harder until suddenly his arms started shaking and he groaned with relief. I felt the wet warmth inside me as he flooded my cunt with cum. He kept thrusting as he spilled inside me, until every last drop was done.

He pulled out, and I leaked cum onto his bed. He took a photo of my fucked pussy with my phone.

“Send that to your husband,” he smirked. “And tell him you’re about to get round two.”


Chapter Five




When I got home, my legs were still weak and shaking. My pussy was deliciously sore and leaking the second load of cum Jose had given me. He’d fucked me for over an hour in the end. I could barely believe I’d done it, but it had been amazing.

Andrew was waiting for me on the couch. He didn’t even try to hide it; the bulge in his sweats was obvious, straining, like he’d been playing with it for hours. His eyes lit up the second I walked in.

“Well?” he asked. “How was it? That photo was… so fucking hot.”

“It was fucking amazing,” I replied. I pulled my phone from my bag, unlocked it, and slid into his lap. His breath caught when he saw the thumbnail on the screen. “You filmed?”

“Of course,” I whispered, my lips brushing his ear. “I wanted you to see his big cock in me.”

I hit play. The room filled with the sounds of my moans, of the bed creaking under us. Andrew’s whole body tensed beneath me, his chest rising and falling faster as he watched me being used by another man. I tilted my head back to watch his face as he took it in, as he squirmed, as his cock pressed hard against me.

“God,” he groaned, shifting his hips to rub his dick against me even more. “Fuck, Emily, you’re fingering your ass while he fucks you.”

I leaned in and whispered in his ear. “My cunt is too sore for you to touch, but maybe you could fuck me in the ass?”

“What? We’ve never done that…”

“I know, but now I want it. Come upstairs.”

He followed me up the stairs, giving my ass a squeeze under my dress. In the bedroom, I found some lube in a drawer and stripped down to my underwear. I knelt on the bed, giving my ass a little wiggle. He moved behind me and pulled my panties down a bit..

“Fuck, Emily,” he groaned. “Your panties have got his cum in.”

He put his finger in my pussy, and even more oozed out.

“He came in me twice,” I purred.

“Fuuuck,” he groaned again. “I can’t believe what a slut you’ve been. My filthy, slutty wife, filled with another man’s cum.”

I loved him talking to me like that. “Now, are you going to fuck me in the ass or not?” I giggled.

He squeezed some lube onto his fingers and started to rub it around my tight rear entrance.

“Jesus, Emily, this is so sexy.” He applied a bit more pressure as he circled my asshole, and I moaned with pleasure.

“That feels good,” I purred. “Put some fingers in.”

He pushed one finger past my tight ring, deep into my hole. I could feel my ass gripping him tightly. Then he added another finger, stretching me out, opening me up. The stretch felt so good.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “That’s so nice. Give me more.”

“Fuck, Emily, I didn’t know you were such a slut for anal.”

“Nor did I, until Jose made me finger myself there.”

He added a third finger, pushing inside as deep as he could. My hand found my sore and aching clit, rubbing it back and forth as he fingered my ass. That was all it took to make me come, my ass clenching tight around his fingers.

“Now fuck my ass,” I begged. Andrew didn’t need asking twice; he was already lubing his cock.

“I’m not going to last very long,” he warned me.

“I don’t care, I just want to feel you coming in my ass,” I replied.

I was already quite open from his fingers, and his cock slid easily inside me. I moaned with pleasure, the unfamiliar sensation of a dick in my ass sending my arousal rocketing. He let me adjust for a moment, and then started thrusting, working his cock deeper each time. Soon, he was buried to the hilt in my ass, his balls slapping against my pussy.

I moaned with pleasure at every thrust, my hand working my clit again. He was already past the point of no return, slamming into me hard and chasing his climax. I could hardly breathe with how hard and deep he was fucking me. My orgasm came from deep inside, different from usual, and it made my whole body shake.

“God… fuck… I’m coming…” he panted.

My ass clenched around him, and he let out a loud growl of relief as he flooded my ass with the cum he’d been saving for me.

“Oh god, you slut,” he groaned as his cock throbbed inside me.

“Your slut,” I murmured, high on everything that had happened.

We collapsed on the bed, holding each other tight, our sweaty bodies pressed together.

“I love you, slut,” he smirked.

“I love you, too,” I said, snuggling closer into him.


Chapter Six




While Andrew was in the shower, I texted Maria and told her what I’d done. She quickly messaged me back, telling me she was proud of me. “Did you take any photos or video?” she asked.

I hesitated, then replied that I had. “Want to share?” she messaged, with a praying hands emoji.

I hadn’t expected Maria to want to see my explicit video, but… I decided that I was oddly proud of it. I forwarded it to her.

“Fuck! You beautiful slut,” she messaged me, with lots of fire and heart-eye emojis. “Now you’re ready for the next stage of your training.”

“What’s that?” I replied.

“You and Andrew should come over on Friday,” she texted back. “It’s time for your first couple swap.”
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When we pulled up outside Maria and Drew’s place, Andrew sat with the engine idling for a moment. His hands were tight on the steering wheel, and I could see the flicker of nerves on his face.

“Am I really going to sleep with Maria?” he asked. He sounded both terrified and turned on.

I reached over and squeezed his thigh. “Only if you want to,” I said softly.

He gave a shaky laugh, then killed the engine. “Of course I want to, I’ve fancied her since college. All those nights we used to listen to her screwing whatever boy she’d brought home…” The way he said it made my stomach twist. But instead of jealousy, I felt a strange arousal at the thought of him fucking my friend.

Maria opened the door with her usual glow, looking stunning in a low-cut dress. Her husband, Drew, appeared behind her, wearing an apron. The smell of garlic and rosemary hit me instantly, warm and comforting.

Dinner was… normal. Almost too normal. Drew was a fantastic cook and a natural host, pouring wine, fussing over the food. Maria kept us entertained with amusing stories and dirty jokes. The conversation flowed easily, about college days and vacations, like any other dinner party. But under the table, Andrew’s leg was bouncing restlessly, and when Maria leaned forward to refill his glass, I caught the way his eyes lingered on her cleavage.

After we ate, we moved to the sofa with fresh drinks. The lights were low, the room dim enough to make everything feel softer. Maria tucked her legs under herself, curling up beside me. Her hand brushed my knee lightly, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

She turned her head and gave me a knowing smile. “I’m proud of you,” she said.

I blushed now that the subject of conversation had turned to my hook-up. “Thanks.”

“You’re not the first hotwife I’ve trained,” she smirked. “But you might be the most eager. Are you ready for your next lesson?”

My cheeks burned even more. “I think so.”

Maria tilted her head, studying me. “Can I kiss you?” she asked.

I swallowed, my whole body buzzing. “Yes.”

She leaned in, and her lips pressed against mine. I could feel the men watching us from the armchairs. Her mouth opened, and mine copied her. Our tongues touched, and she pulled me in closer, filling my mouth. I couldn’t help letting out a little moan.

When we broke apart, I glanced at Andrew and could see that he was struggling to hide his erection in his pants. Maria stayed close, her hand moving to the strap on my dress and pulling it down over my shoulder, along with the bra strap. She peeled the front down, exposing one of my breasts. I knew the others were watching, and it was making me soaking wet.

Maria leaned down and captured my nipple in her mouth. It stiffened instantly, and I let out a little cry as she sucked hard on it. Pleasure flooded my body. She pushed my thighs apart, and her fingers found my clit through the thin fabric of my panties.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” I moaned. She started circling my clit, making me squirm and arch my back.

“Shall we let our husbands watch you come?” Maria purred, sucking on my nipple again.

“Yes…” I gasped, my climax already building quickly.

She pulled my panties to the side and pushed two fingers deep into my cunt. She started pressing them against my G-spot, working her hand up and down with her palm rubbing against my clit.

“Oh… fuck…” I could barely speak. “You’re… going to make… me… squirt…” I said, desperately.

She increased her pace, fingering me harder. My pussy started making a wet, sloppy noise, and then I was coming, a fountain of clear liquid spraying over the leather sofas. I squirmed and twisted, my hips bucking as I squirted over and over again. She dragged it out, her fingers working my G-spot so expertly that just as I thought I’d finished, she’d make me come and squirt again.

Maria carefully pulled her fingers out of my cunt. They were covered in sticky white release, and her hand and wrist were soaked. She pushed them roughly into my mouth.

“Taste yourself, slut,” she smirked.

I sucked her fingers and looked at the others. Andrew and Drew both had their cocks out and were stroking them as they watched.

“Fuck, Emily, that was so hot,” said Andrew.

Maria sat back and opened her legs. She was wearing pale blue panties with an obvious damp patch in the middle.

“I’m fucking soaking, Emily,” she smirked. “I think you owe me an orgasm. Have you ever eaten pussy before?”

I shook my head. “Never, but I’m willing to learn.”


Chapter Seven




Maria peeled her panties off and sat back with her legs wide open. Her pussy and asshole were delightfully hairy, and the dark curly hair was wet and matted around her pink, glistening slit.

My heart pounding, I shifted around so I could get down between her thighs. I could feel the damp heat coming off of her as I gave her a tentative lick. She moaned, and it spurred me on. I licked all the way up her slit, tasting her arousal, and then focused on her clit. Every firm lick made her moan with pleasure. She arched her back, her fingers finding my hair and gripping it to pull me in closer.

“Mmm, Emily… you’re a natural,” she gasped, throwing her head back. “Fuck, you were born to eat pussy… don’t stop…”

I intensified the pressure on her clit, flicking over the swollen tip and then wrapping my mouth around it.

“Why don’t you join us, boys?” she purred.

Drew came and sat on one side of her, his cock hard and throbbing. Andrew settled on the other side. They pulled down her dress, freeing her large breasts. Her nipples were hard and very dark. Drew took one into his mouth, while Andrew sucked the other one. I felt a rush of arousal as I looked up at my husband sucking my friend’s nipple, my tongue buried in her cunt.

Maria’s hand was still on my head, holding me tight against her pussy. When she came, she let out a long howl and thrust her tits out. Her fingers pulled painfully at my hair as she bucked and twisted on my tongue.

When she came down, she finally let go of me. I sat up, gasping for air, wiping my soaked face with the back of my hand. Maria reached for my husband’s cock and wrapped her hand around it.

“You going to fuck me then, big boy?” she purred.

He looked at me. “What are you waiting for?” I giggled. “Fuck her.”

Andrew moved between her legs. He hooked his arms under her knees and lifted her legs up. His cock hovered at her gaping entrance, and then he was inside her. She moaned with pleasure, and I almost came just from watching his shaft slide deep into her cunt.

When he pulled out, his cock was coated in her white essence. Then he thrust hard back in. She moaned again, her fingers digging into his back. Her lips looked fantastic, wet and stretched tight around my husband’s cock.

But I didn’t have long to admire the sight. Drew was already moving on top of me. He kissed me hard, and then his dick was inside me. His cock wasn’t that long, but it was fucking thick. He stretched my pussy all the way until his balls were pressed firmly against me. Then he started fucking me, hard and fast.

I could see Andrew looking over at me getting fucked, even as he was pounding into Maria. Drew was doing the same, watching his wife getting screwed while fucking me.

“They look good on someone else’s cock, don’t they?” groaned Drew.

“They sure do,” panted Andrew, fucking her harder.

“Oh, god, I’m going to come,” I practically screamed. I grabbed Drew’s shoulders, digging my fingers in as my cunt spasmed around his thick cock. I clung to him for the longest time, my body shaking as I let the waves wash over me. When I looked up, Andrew was kneeling behind Maria and fucking her from behind.

I knelt next to her, lining myself up and brushing my hips against hers. Drew stood behind me on the floor and slid his cock back inside me.

“God, she looks so good with your dick in her,” Andrew said to Drew.

“Oh, yeah, she sure does,” Drew groaned, giving my ass a playful slap.

“Yes, spank me, too,” Maria begged.

Andrew slapped her on the ass.

“Harder!” she ordered. “Much harder.” I heard a very loud slap, and she squealed. “Fuck, that’s it,” she moaned.

Drew pulled me up, grabbing my breasts from behind and whispering in my ear. “Do you want me to spank you?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Just as hard.”

He pushed me forward again and placed his hand on my ass. His cock was still buried deep in my pussy. Then he lifted his hand and… slap. It was way harder than I expected. It hurt for a second, and then the sting blossomed. And unexpectedly, a rush of pleasure throbbed through my cunt.

“Again,” I begged.

He hit me hard on the other cheek, making my pussy clench around him again. I heard another slap and a scream from Maria.

They spanked and fucked us until we both came undone at the same moment, screaming into the sofa and clawing at the cushions.

Drew pulled out, and I felt his warm cum as it splashed all up my back. Andrew took a few more thrusts, and then he copied Drew, laying thick lines of cum all over Maria’s ass.

Maria sat up, panting heavily. “Fuck, look how red your ass is, Emily,” she laughed.

I twisted around, but I couldn’t see. “You’ll have to take a photo to show me.” Then I looked at hers; it was bright red on both cheeks. “Fuck, yours too,” I giggled.


Chapter Eight




Was that it for lessons from Maria? I wasn’t sure, as I didn’t hear from her for a couple of days. But the following Monday, I got a text from her, asking if I would be home that evening, after 9 pm. I replied that I would be.

“Bringing you a surprise, babe,” she messaged.

“What sort of surprise?” I messaged back, suspiciously.

“It’s your next lesson.”

I was on edge all day, both excited and nervous. At exactly 9 pm, the doorbell rang. I jumped up off the sofa like a startled cat, scaring Andrew, and raced to the door. My heart was hammering as I yanked it open.

Maria stood there, grinning, and behind her loomed two huge Black men who looked like they’d just come straight from the gym. Their shoulders filled the hallway outside, their arms thick with muscle.

“Evening,” Maria said cheerfully, as if she’d just popped by with a bottle of wine. “Told you I had a surprise.”

I couldn’t speak for a second, just stared, my mouth dry.

Andrew appeared at my shoulder, blinking at the sight. “Bloody hell,” he muttered under his breath.

Maria smirked at my expression. “Relax. They’re here for Emily’s education. But you can watch with me, Andrew.”

“You’d better come in then,” I said, my pulse racing.

They squeezed into the hallway, and Maria introduced them. “This is Cal, and this is Micah.”

They each gave me a kiss on the cheek and then shook Andrew’s hand. He winced as they squeezed his hand tightly.

In the living room, Maria guided Andrew to the sofa and put her arm around him. The other men and I were standing awkwardly in the middle of the room.

“Do you want to get fucked hard by these two men, Emily?” Maria asked.

I looked between them. They were both gorgeous. “Yes.”

“They’re not going to be gentle with you, do you understand?”

I nodded. “I want this,” I said.

“Get on your knees,” said Maria.

I knelt on the rug, my heart so loud in my chest I thought they might hear it. The two men towered over me.

“Okay, boys, you know how to train a hotwife.”

They both tugged down their sweats. I could see the huge bulge in their briefs. Cal pulled his cock out first. It was semi-hard, thick, and long, the black skin glistening under the lights. I wrapped my hand around it, feeling how warm and heavy it was. Micah pulled his out, too. He was already hard, and… fuck, it was big. I gave it a long, slow lick up the full length.

I stroked both of them at the same time, taking turns to lick them. They stepped closer to me, Cal grabbing hold of my head and pushing his cock deeper into my mouth. It filled me, and I tried to open my throat for him, but it made me gag. Spit ran down my chin, my eyes watering, but it didn’t stop him fucking my mouth.

When he finally pulled out, Micah slid his cock in to replace it. I glanced at Andrew through my watering eyes. Maria was playing with his cock through his pants, but they were both watching me.

“You’re loving this, aren’t you?” Maria purred to him. “Watching your slut of a wife learn how to be a good hotwife with two big, black cocks.”

Micah hauled me up, lifting me like I weighed nothing. He carried me to the armchair and bent me over it. I was wearing denim hotpants, and he yanked them down with my panties in one go. My ass and pussy were exposed for everyone to see. I felt the thick head of his cock as he nestled it between my folds.

“You ready for this, baby?” he grunted.

“Yes… Fuck, yes,” I was panting like I was on heat.

He pushed forward, his cock stretching me open. Fuck, he was so thick. It almost hurt as my lips stretched wide to accommodate him. Inch by inch, he filled me, deeper into my throbbing cunt until I thought there was nowhere left for it to go. Then he pulled almost all the way out and slammed into me again. I cried out, the pain and pleasure mixing together. He started fucking me hard, with long, firm strokes.

Andrew groaned under his breath, and Maria gripped his cock tighter. “See that, babe? She’s doing this for you. You’re the lucky bastard with a front-row seat.”

Cal moved in front of me and fed his cock over my waiting tongue and into my throat. I came so hard that my eyes rolled up in my head. I moaned around Cal’s cock, hardly able to breathe. Micah fucked me through it, his strong hands holding me open. I felt his thumb on my asshole, pushing inside as he fucked me right through one orgasm and into another one.

They swapped, Cal moving behind me and fucking me even harder than Micah had. I licked my own release off Micah’s cock, moaning around it with every thrust. I came again.

“Time to give her a taste of double penetration, boys,” Maria instructed. Looking over, I saw she had Andrew’s dick out now, lazily stroking it as they watched.

[image: ]


Cal sat in the armchair and pulled me on top of him. My cunt was soaked and swollen, already gaping open as he slid up inside. He held my hips, making me ride him, my clit grinding against his body. He pulled down my vest top and bra, making my tits pop out over the top, and gave them a hard squeeze.

“You’ve got great tits, sweetheart,” he growled.

“Thank,” I managed, his cock filling me so completely I could still hardly speak.

Then I felt Micah behind me, his cock pressing against my asshole and covered in lube. As I rocked back and forth on Cal, he held his cock firmly in one hand until I was starting to impale myself on it. When I opened all the way up for him, he thrust forward, burying his dick deep in my ass.

I cried out, the intense sensations flooding through every nerve in my body. The two big dicks rubbed against each other through my walls, creating the most delicious but overwhelming friction. They started to fuck me at the same time, but slightly out of sync. It was driving me wild, making me scream and moan at the same time, my head flopping about as I fought to maintain control.

But it was no good, I came hard, squirting all over Cal and almost passing out. It was the most intense orgasm of my life, waves of pleasure rushing through me as if they’d never stop. My cunt and ass clenched around their shafts, milking them.

“Fuck, I’m coming,” Micah groaned, as if he hadn’t planned to. He erupted in my ass, and I could feel his cock throb as it unleashed every load.

Cal started thrusting up into me faster. “God, me, too,” he groaned, spilling his cum deep inside my pussy.

When my orgasm started to finally fade, I looked over at Andrew. Maria was still wanking his cock. As he met my fucked-out gaze, his cock pulsed and he started spilling cum all down the shaft and over Maria’s hand.

“Oh, my god, Emily,” he groaned. “You looked fucking amazing. I can’t believe you took those two big dicks.”

Those two big dicks were still inside me, twitching and softening slightly. When they finally pulled out, floods of cum followed.

“I think I love being a hotwife,” I murmured.


Chapter Nine




Imet Maria again for coffee in the same place as before. The moment we walked in, the barista practically tripped over himself rushing to make our drinks. He didn’t even ask what we wanted, just started making our order like before.

“Sit down,” he said. “I’ll bring it over. And I’ve got some coffee cake fresh from the oven. On the house.”

“What have you done to that poor boy?” I laughed as we found a table.

“I’ve got him well trained,” she smirked. “You should join me one afternoon with him. I’m not kidding; he can literally go for hours.”

“I’m not sure I can go for hours. I’m still sore from those two men you brought round the other night.”

She laughed. “And that’s why we need to talk about your final lesson.”

I froze. “Final lesson?”

“Your graduation,” she said, tilting her head conspiratorially. “And it’s going to be… something special.”

My pulse quickened. “Special how?”

She sipped her coffee slowly, eyes sparkling. “Ever been to a club?”

I choked on my sip of coffee. “A club?”

“Not just any club, sweetheart,” she said, leaning closer. “A sex club. A place where you can get fucked by man after man, with everyone watching.”

I swallowed hard, the idea equal parts thrilling and terrifying. “You’re joking,” I said, although I knew she wasn’t.

“Now, usually, it’s couples only, but once a month, they have a night where single men can go too. They outnumber the women ten to one. They’re heavily vetted; it’s basically all the local bulls, which means they’re all experienced and hung. That’s happening this Saturday.”

“And we’re going?”

“We are. Bring Andrew, he’ll want to see this.”
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The taxi pulled up outside an anonymous-looking building with blacked-out windows. From the outside, it could’ve been anything: a warehouse, a studio, or some offices. But as soon as Maria paid the driver and we stepped onto the pavement, I could hear faint music and laughter coming from inside.

My stomach flipped. Andrew squeezed my hand. He looked nervous, too, but I could see that flicker of excitement in his eyes.

Maria, of course, looked like she was born for this. She wore a short black dress that clung to every curve, with heels that made her legs look endless.

“Ready for your graduation, babe?”

“Ready, but nervous,” I admitted.

“You’ll feel better once you’re on your knees,” she said breezily.

The door was opened by a big man in a suit. Suddenly, I recognized it was Micah. He gave us both a nod of recognition and let us through.

Inside, it was dimly lit, with low red lights along the walls and a heavy beat of music humming through the air. Couples milled about, men in sharp suits, women in tiny dresses or lingerie. A bar ran along one wall, already busy. As Maria had promised, there were a lot more men than women.

I clutched Andrew’s arm, wide-eyed. “Oh my god.”

We headed to the bar, and Maria ordered drinks. Before we’d even had the first sip, three guys appeared.

“Maria,” one of them grinned, kissing her on the cheek like they were old friends. “Didn’t expect to see you tonight.”

“You know me,” she purred. “Couldn’t resist.” She tipped her head toward me. “This is Emily. It’s her hotwife graduation.”

Their eyes lit up instantly, scanning me like I was the evening’s entertainment, which, I realized, I kind of was.

The tallest of the three didn’t waste time. He put his hand on Maria’s hip, kissed her, and within seconds, his other hand slid straight up her dress. She moaned, parting her legs eagerly for him.

And then I felt it, strong fingers brushing the back of my thigh. I gasped and turned. It was the tallest of the three men. He leaned down and kissed me, hungry and demanding. His tongue slid into my mouth while his hand pushed my dress higher, fingers finding the lace of my panties.

I broke away for air, my eyes darting to Andrew. He was sitting on a barstool just a few feet away, but I could already see the bulge in his pants.

The man kissing Maria slipped two fingers inside her right there at the bar. She arched her back, moaning loudly, not caring who was watching. The other two were holding me now, four hands on me. One of them pulled my panties to the side, his thick finger sliding over my slit. I whimpered into his mouth, clutching his shirt.

“Good girl,” Maria gasped between moans. “Let them play with you. Show your husband what a little slut you are.”

I shivered, my knees already weak as fingers worked my clit. Hands pulled my dress down, exposing my breasts and squeezing them. Suddenly, I was coming, my legs giving way. I would have fallen to the floor if the two men hadn’t held me tight against them.

And then, with polite kisses on the cheek and murmured excuses, the three men said their goodbyes. One of them gave Andrew a friendly slap on the arm as they disappeared deeper into the club.


Chapter Ten




Maria licked her lips, straightening her dress like nothing had happened. “That was just a warm-up, babe,” she said, eyes glittering. “Now it’s time for the real fun.”

She took my hand and Andrew’s, leading us down a corridor. Drew followed. We passed rooms full of people fucking, until finally she pushed open the door to the one at the end. I was staring into a room that made my jaw drop.

Mattresses covered the floor, scattered cushions, and low lighting, giving it the feel of some decadent den. But what really hit me was the sight of bodies; couples everywhere, fucking in every position imaginable. A woman on her knees sucking two cocks at once, another bent over with a dick in her ass. Moans and gasps filled the air, thick with the smell of sweat and sex.

Andrew froze, wide-eyed, but Maria pulled us inside. The four of us found an empty mattress. Maria pulled Andrew down on top of her. “You can fuck me first,” she told him, already unbuttoning his shirt.

Drew and I knelt down next to them, and he pulled my dress off over my head, so I was left in lingerie. He unclipped my bra and tossed it aside, then bent down to take a nipple in his mouth. I gasped, arching into him, while beside us, Maria was already moaning loudly as she rode my husband.

“Fuck,” Drew muttered against my skin, his hand sliding into my panties, fingers finding how wet I was. He pushed two inside me at once, and I cried out, grabbing his shoulders for balance.

“Go on,” Maria panted, her tits bouncing as she moved up and down on Andrew’s cock. “Fuck each other. Let me see.”

Drew pulled my panties off, tossed them aside, and pushed me back onto the mattress. In one swift movement, he was inside me, filling me deep, his thick cock stretching me wide open. I clung to him, gasping in his ear, the sound of Maria’s cries and Andrew’s grunts right next to us making my whole body throb.

We started like that, with each other’s husbands, but it didn’t take long before others joined us. I turned my head to see a bald man stroking his cock, watching us. Behind him, another one. Maria noticed too. She paused on Andrew’s cock.

“Come on then, boys,” she said. “Don’t be shy.”

The bald one stepped forward, and Maria took his cock into her mouth. One of them knelt by my head, and I reached up to suck him too. I opened eagerly, letting him slide between my lips while Drew kept pounding me.

Within moments, the four of us were surrounded, cocks pressing at our lips, hands roaming over our bodies.

Maria pulled back from the dick in her mouth, laughing breathlessly. “Graduation night, babe. Time to take as many as you can.”

The mattress dipped as more men crowded around. Hands slid over my breasts, my hips, even my hair, tugging me this way and that. Drew was still buried inside me, thrusting hard, but now another cock pressed against my lips. I opened wide, drool spilling down my chin as he pushed deep into my throat.

Beside us, Maria was in her element. She leaned forward over Andrew’s chest, and a Black guy knelt behind her. He pushed his cock deep into her ass, and she rolled her eyes up in her head, moaning happily.

I could hear Andrew’s voice: “Fuck, Maria… fuck…”

Drew grunted, pulling out of me suddenly. “On your hands and knees,” he growled.

I scrambled into position, and within seconds, he was back inside me from behind, slamming into me so hard my tits bounced against the mattress. A hand fisted in my hair, dragging my head up, and another cock was shoved between my lips. I whimpered, stretched from both ends, as spit and sweat dripped onto the sheets.

Maria’s voice rose above the chaos, wild and filthy. “That’s it, baby! Take them all! Show your husband what a slut you really are!”

Drew pulled out and came on my ass, and a different man took his place, fucking me firmly from behind. The new cock filled me even deeper, thicker than Drew, making me cry out around the shaft stuffed in my mouth. My arms trembled, but strong hands held me steady, one gripping my hips, another pulling my hair back.

Beside me, Maria was on her back now, legs spread wide as one of the men fucked her. She moaned, her hands busy stroking whoever was close enough. She looked over at me with a filthy grin. Andrew was watching me too, stroking his cock nearby.

The one behind me groaned, his cock jerking inside me, and suddenly, hot cum filled me. He pulled out, but another man was already waiting to take his place. He didn’t seem to mind that I was full of cum now, he just slid inside and started fucking me.

From there, it turned into a blur of bodies and cocks. One after another, they used me, never giving me a chance to rest. I was flipped onto my back, then dragged onto all fours again, my hair pulled, my tits squeezed, my throat stuffed until I gagged. I loved it.

At one point, they lifted me between them, and I found myself stretched wider than I thought possible, one huge cock buried deep in my pussy, another pressing into my ass. I screamed, my whole body shaking as they filled me, fucking me in rhythm until my vision went black.

All I knew was that I was taken completely, every part of me claimed, while Andrew watched, stroking himself. Maria cheered me on between moans of her own, her body just as overrun as mine, stuffed full of cock from every angle.

At some point, I just couldn’t take any more. My body was trembling, holes aching, sweat slick on my skin. Another cock pressed toward me, and I shook my head, stumbling back. “No more,” I gasped.

I grabbed Andrew and pulled him into a corner, collapsing onto his lap.

“Yours,” I whispered. “I need you. Now.”

He didn’t hesitate. He shoved his cock inside me in one hard thrust, and I cried out, wrapping my arms around his neck. I rode him furiously, desperate, my body still shaking from being used but hungry for his cum, needing him to finish me.

Andrew groaned, grabbing my hips and meeting every slam of my body with his own. “Fuck, Emily… seeing you like that… you’re so fucking dirty.”

“I’m your dirty slut,” I gasped, bouncing harder, my nails raking down his back. “Fill me, please, I need it, I need your cum in me.”

He tensed beneath me, his cock jerking deep inside, and then he spilled, hot and thick, filling me until it leaked down his shaft. I collapsed against his chest, shuddering, still grinding weakly on him to milk every drop.

“I love you,” I whispered in his ear, still clinging to him.

“I love you too,” he murmured, his cock softening inside me.

Maria appeared, collapsing back against the wall next to us, her face flushed, her body shining with sweat. Her hair hung damply against her forehead. She looked utterly fucked.

“How’d you like your first gangbang?” she panted.

“Perfect,” I giggled. “You’re a great teacher. But I think it’s time to go home.”

THE END
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My First Hall Pass




Chapter One




“Do you really have to go?” I asked, staring out the window over the Manhattan skyline. The city sparkled in the daylight, sun glinting off a thousand windows.

Behind me, Michael was buttoning his perfectly pressed shirt, sleeves rolled high enough to show those forearms that still did things to me after twenty years of marriage. He looked every bit the impressive CEO.

“It’s only a week, Grace,” he said, slipping his watch on. “Tokyo’s not exactly optional. This is a big deal, and I have to be there.” I knew he was right. The only reason we had such an amazing apartment and amazing life was because he worked so hard.

“Seven nights on my own,” I murmured, biting my lip petulantly. “You know how long that is for me these days?”

He laughed. “You make it sound like I’m abandoning you.”

I turned, letting my robe slide open just enough to make him pause. The silk clung to my hips, half-revealing the black lace I’d put on that morning. My full, heavy breasts were almost on display, the sheer material of my bra letting my dark nipples show through.

“It feels like you are,” I said. “Since the kids left for college, all I do is think about sex. I need you.”

He smirked. “That’s not exactly a bad problem to have.”

“Not if I could do something about it,” I said, stepping closer, fingers toying with his belt. “But you’re always on a plane, or a call. What am I supposed to do when you’re gone?”

“Grace,” he said quietly, “I’ve actually been thinking lately…”

I suddenly had a weird feeling in my stomach. “What?”

He leaned in, his breath warm against my neck. “Maybe I wouldn’t mind if someone else took care of you while I’m away.”

I pulled back just enough to see if he was joking. His expression was steady, a slight smile on his lips.

“Shut up,” I said. But my heart was racing.

“I’m not joking,” he said. “You’ve been climbing the walls since the kids left. I’m hardly ever home. Maybe it’s not fair to expect you to just sit here, waiting for me.”

I stared at him, my pulse thudding in my ears. “But that’s crazy. You’d really be okay with that? With me… sleeping with someone else?”

“The thought of it actually turns me on,” he said. My hands strayed to the bulge in his pants. He was hard. I gave his cock a squeeze.

“Michael…” I whispered. “God, you saying that is making me wet.”

He reached out and traced a line down my collarbone with his thumb, running it down my chest and over my nipple. It stiffened instantly, and I let out a little moan.

“I’m not giving you permission because I don’t want you,” he murmured. “I want you all the time. But the thought of you… being fucked by a stranger… it would be so hot.”

“And if I did? If I were with someone while you’re gone… you’d want to know?”

His jaw tightened a little. “I’d want you to tell me. Every little detail. Maybe even send me something.”

My breath caught. “Pictures?”

He nodded slowly, eyes dark. “Or video. Something to make me crazy over there. You being my dirty secret while I’m stuck in meetings.”

I let the robe fall off my shoulders completely, standing there in the black lace lingerie. “Jesus,” I breathed. “I don’t even know if I’m brave enough.”

Michael cupped my breast, his thumb still stroking my nipple. He kissed me, his mouth hungrier than usual. I unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. He was rock-hard and throbbing in my hand.

“You don’t have to decide now. I’m not pushing you. But if you want it… you have my blessing.”

“Michael, you’re a very naughty man.” I pushed him towards the bed, and he lay back on it. I climbed on top of him, feeling his cock press against my mound. I ground on him, rubbing his shaft against my clit through my panties.

“God, Grace,” he murmured, “You’re so hot. How would you like to be a hotwife?”

I reached between my legs. My panties were soaked through. I pulled them to the side and dipped two fingers into my pussy, collecting some of my release on them. “The idea is making me so wet,” I groaned. I pushed my fingers into his mouth. Michael’s tongue curled greedily around them, eyes locked on mine.

I slid down his body, dragging my nails over his chest, then knelt between his legs. His cock jutted up, thick and heavy, veins standing out against the flushed skin. I wrapped my fingers around the base and ran my tongue slowly up the length, tasting him. I sucked him into my mouth until the head nudged the back of my throat. My panties were still pulled to one side, soaked through.

“Imagine you’re doing this to someone else while I watch,” Michael said, his voice thick with lust. “Imagine me sitting in a hotel room in Tokyo, jerking off while you send me videos…”

A shudder went through me. I pulled off him with a wet sound and crawled back up to straddle him again. His cock slid against my entrance, and I lowered myself onto it, inch by inch, until he filled me completely.

“Oh… fuck,” I moaned, rocking my hips slowly. “You want me to be your hotwife… you want me to be your slut.”

He gripped my hips hard, guiding me. “Yes. I want you to be greedy. I want you to take what you need and then come back and tell me everything.”

I rode him harder, my breasts bouncing in the lace bra, his eyes fixed on them. “Would you like me to tell you about every cock? Every dirty thing they do to me?”

“Yes,” he groaned, thrusting up into me. “Every. Single. Detail.”

The sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room. I leaned forward, bracing my hands on his chest, dark hair falling around my face. “God, Michael,” I panted. “I don’t even know who I’d start with…”

“Someone,” he growled. “Anyone. Just so long as you let me know. And then… more than one at a time.”

“Fuck…” I whispered, imagining a cock in both my hands, imagining being fucked with another cock in my mouth…

I gasped as my climax built, hips grinding faster. His cock twitched inside me, his hands dragging me down harder. We came almost at the same time, me throwing my head back and screaming, him groaning deep in his chest as he spilled into me.

When I finally collapsed on his chest, trembling, he brushed his fingers through my hair. “Tokyo’s a week,” he whispered. “Plenty of time to be truly dirty.”

“Oh, god,” I whispered, “Am I really going to do this?”


Chapter Two




Ibarely slept that night. Every time I closed my eyes, I started to fantasize about sleeping with a stranger. It was insane, the sort of thing other people did, not me. Yet, Michael was giving me permission to live out my fantasy. And his. I slipped on a silk robe and padded barefoot to the kitchen, staring out over the dark city skyline. Somewhere out there, people were probably doing the very thing Michael had told me to imagine.

The next morning, I needed air. The walls of the apartment felt too close, my head too full. I threw on a knee-length skirt, a blouse, and sunglasses, and took the lift down to the lobby.

“Morning, Mrs Bennett,” said the concierge as I approached the doors. “How are you today?”

He was a tall, black man, and I knew from his name badge that he was called Devon. I’d seen him around many times before, always polite, always with that easy smile. Today I noticed more: the way his shirt stretched across his shoulders, the warmth in his voice, the faint scent of something clean and masculine when he held the door.

“Morning, Devon,” I said, returning his smile. “Actually, I didn’t sleep very well.”

He smiled. “Coffee helps with that. Would you like me to send someone to get you one?”

I couldn’t help but smile back. “That’s very kind, but the walk will do me good. And did you sleep well?” I asked. For some reason, I didn’t want the conversation to end.

“Not at all,” he smirked. “I’ve been working here all night.”

I laughed. “Fair enough. You must be exhausted.”

“I’m used to it. I get off in an hour.”

As I walked to the corner cafe, I found myself thinking about how handsome he was. Did I dare?

When I returned twenty minutes later, coffee in hand, Devon was still at the door. He noticed me and opened it instantly.

“Feel better?” he asked.

“A little,” I said. Then, before I could stop myself, I added, “You’re right about the coffee. But I think what I really need is a distraction.”

The way his smile lingered told me he’d caught the tone. “Careful, Mrs Bennett,” he said softly. “Distractions can be dangerous.”

I smiled back, my heart beating faster than it should have. “Maybe dangerous is what I need.”

“I don’t think Mr Bennett would want you put in any danger.”

“Mr Bennett has given me permission to… enjoy a little danger while he is away,” I said. My heart was so loud now that I was sure he could hear it.

“Then I’d say whoever gets to help you with that is a lucky man.”

For a moment, we just stood there, the hum of traffic coming from outside.

“When do you finish work?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

He glanced at his watch. “Ten minutes. Why?”

I shrugged, pretending it was casual. “I’ve got a couple of plants that need moving. The big ones from the hallway. I was going to ask building maintenance, but they always take days to respond. You look like you know your way around a heavy lift.”

He smiled again, his eyes twinkling. “I can manage that, Mrs Bennett.”

“Please, call me Grace,” I said.

“Grace,” he nodded. I felt a thrill rush through me as he said my name. “I’ll see you shortly.”

As I stepped into the lift, I could feel his eyes on me until the doors closed. The mirror inside caught my reflection, flushed cheeks, and a little smile I couldn’t quite hide. But then, I had a sudden twinge of doubt. What was I doing? I must have been fifteen years older than him. I was carrying a few extra pounds. My breasts were heavy, with a few stretch marks. What made me think he would even be interested? I was almost certain he wouldn’t come. He’d probably report me for sexual harassment.

Barely ten minutes had passed when a firm knock at the door made me jump. My heart skipped a beat. I smoothed my blouse and took a deep breath. I opened the door, and there he was, that same charming grin on his face.

“Didn’t keep you waiting, did I?”

“No,” I said, my voice a little breathier than I’d intended. I stepped aside, trying to seem calm. “That was… quick. Come in...”

He smiled as he stepped inside. “You sounded like you needed help urgently.”

I laughed nervously. “God, this is so stupid,” I said. “I shouldn’t have asked you up here.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because…” I hesitated, feeling heat rise in my chest. “My husband…” I laughed again, shaking my head. “You’ll think I’m insane. He said I could… well, that I could see someone else while he’s away. Like, actually see someone. Sleep with them.” I exhaled, shaking my head. “It’s ridiculous, right? I mean, I know you’d never…”

He stepped closer, eyes never leaving mine. “You’d be surprised what I might do,” he said softly.

I blinked. “What?”

He smiled wider, tilting his head. “Let’s just say… hotwives are kind of my hobby.”

For a second, I thought I’d misheard him. My mouth went dry. “You’re kidding.”

He shook his head slowly. “Not even a little. And you… Grace… are very hot.” He reached up, brushing a stray lock of hair from my face, fingers just grazing my cheek.

“Can you… show me what you do to them?” I whispered.

His lips met mine, slow at first, confident and unhurried. He kissed like a man who knew exactly what he was doing. I melted against him, my fingers gripping the front of his shirt. His hands slid down my sides, making me tremble. His hands reached my ass, pulling me closer to him. His tongue was hot and in my mouth. He kissed so differently from my husband.

I pulled away and took his hand, leading him to the bedroom. But once we were inside, he took control, pushing me gently to the bed. He put his hands on my thighs and slid my skirt up, hooking his fingers into my panties and dragging them down. I felt another stab of anxiety. Oh god, he could see my pussy. I should have shaved it… isn’t that what women do these days?

His large hands opened my thighs wide. I could feel the cool air on my wet slit. “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” he murmured. His fingers parted my lips, spreading my cunt. “I love your bush, my god.” He brushed his fingers through it.

And then his tongue was on me. Hot and wet, he licked me all the way up my pussy with one firm stroke, sending a surge of electricity through my whole body. I arched my back, my hands going instinctively to my breasts and holding them through my blouse. He licked me again, and my body responded, pleasure racing through me, making me squirm under his firm grip.

Again and again, he licked me, driving me wild. I could feel myself leaking arousal onto his tongue.

“Fuck, you taste good,” he murmured into my pussy.

And then he started to focus on my clit. New waves of pleasure washed over me, making every nerve in my body tingle. It was so intense that it was almost overwhelming. I squeezed my breasts harder, my body bucking and twisting under his grip. His hands on my thighs held me in place as he worked my clit. When he sucked on it, I came hard. I screamed with pleasure, the release rushing through me and making me shake.

He stood up, wiping his mouth with his hand. He started to unbuckle his belt. “Now you’re going to suck my cock,” he said.

“Yes, please,” I whispered, sitting up and helping him pull down his pants. His cock sprang free, thick, hard, and long. I wrapped my hand around the dark shaft, giving it a firm stroke. It was so much bigger than Michael’s, so much thicker.

I ran my tongue up the whole length, feeling him twitch underneath me. Then I took the head into my mouth, playing with it with my tongue. He groaned, his fingers gripping my hair and gently guiding me back and forth. I moaned around him, sucking him deeper. He felt fantastic in my mouth, hot and hard. I tried to take him even deeper, but he hit the back of my throat, and I gagged, spit running down his shaft.

“Good girl,” he growled. “Suck my cock like a slutty hotwife.”

I thought about Michael. He was probably in the air right now, with no idea that I was already sucking a big, black cock on our marital bed. The thought made my pussy ache.

I pulled back slightly, panting, saliva dripping down my chin. “My phone,” I gasped, fumbling for it. I unlocked it and handed it to Devon. “For my husband,” I said.

He smirked, taking the phone and hitting record. My pulse raced. I leaned back down, lips wrapping around him again, eyes glancing at the camera as I bobbed my head. Every stroke made me shiver, my gagging and moans adding to the filthy video.

But my pussy was aching too much. I need him to fuck me. I pulled Devon’s cock out of my mouth, leaving it glistening and twitching, a wet sheen of spit coating the shaft. My lips were swollen, my throat raw.

I took the phone out of his hand and sent the video to Michael, my fingers trembling as I hit send. Then, I looked up at Devon with heavy-lidded eyes, already unbuttoning my blouse. “I need you to fuck me now.”

We quickly removed the rest of our clothes. Devon grabbed my hips, pulling me up just enough to position himself between my thighs. He teased me for a second, rubbing the fat head of his cock against my swollen and aching pussy. Then he plunged deep inside me in one hard stroke, filling me completely. My back arched, nails digging into the sheets as he stretched me open, my cunt gripping his shaft like a vice. He was so much bigger than I was used to, so much thicker.

He started to fuck me in long, hard strokes. Every thrust sent sparks of pleasure through me, my pussy clenching around him, soaking his cock. I wrapped my legs around him, lifting them up to feel him even deeper. He kissed me, his mouth hungry, his chest against my breasts. He kept fucking me, hard and relentlessly. I felt my climax building quickly.

Every thrust hit me exactly right, grinding against my clit and deep inside my aching pussy. My body shivered, hips bucking against him even as he held me tight. I felt the tension coil tighter and tighter, every nerve screaming for release. My toes curled, nails digging into his back.

Then it hit me, a shattering wave of pleasure that made my body seize. My pussy clenched around his cock as he continued to fuck me through it. He groaned into my mouth, feeling me come around him.

When I finally came down, gasping and weak, Devon didn’t give me a moment to rest before he flipped me over, pressing me flat onto the bed. My stomach hit the mattress, ass in the air, and he grabbed me by the hips, slamming into me from behind. The angle was perfect, hitting every spot inside me, and I cried out, hips lifting to meet him. My hands scrabbled at the sheets as he fucked me harder, deeper, leaving me gasping and dripping beneath him.

I could feel my body building again, my pussy throbbing around him. My moans got louder and more urgent as I rocked back against him. Suddenly, I was coming again. I let out a scream, my body shuddering uncontrollably. Warm liquid squirted out, soaking the sheets, and Devon groaned, holding me tight, thrusting through it.

“Fuck, I’m going to come,” he groaned.

“Come in me,” I managed to gasp.

He slammed into me one last time and held himself there as his cock throbbed and pumped load after load of thick, warm cum into my cunt. When he finally pulled out, floods of his release followed, dripping down my thighs and onto the bed.

We collapsed together, sweaty and sticky, my body still trembling.

“I… I can’t believe I just did that,” I whispered.

“You were amazing,” he said softly. “Perfect.” His finger traced the lines down my breast, circling my nipple. I could feel his cum still leaking out of me. His cock against my leg still felt stiff. I wrapped my hand around it.

“You’re still hard,” I said.

“Of course. I’m not done with you yet,” he smirked.

We spent the rest of the morning fucking.


Chapter Three




When Devon finally left, I was sore and aching all over. My legs felt weak, and my pussy throbbed. I finally grabbed my phone and opened it. My inbox was full of messages from Michael, most of them fire emojis and little devil faces. He seemed ecstatic that I had already lived out the fantasy we’d talked about.

He was in a taxi to the hotel, stuck in traffic, and he told me he couldn’t wait to get himself off to my video, just imagining me on my knees, taking a stranger. That thought made me shiver with arousal. When I started texting him more details of what had happened, it turned him on even more. It seemed like this hotwife lifestyle was going to be a lot of fun.

By the following morning, I had barely recovered. But I got dressed and slipped down to the lobby, already thinking about Devon. He was sitting behind the desk, looking impossibly composed in his smart shirt and tie. My pulse quickened.

“Good morning, Mrs Bennett,” he said, his usual polite smile in place, as if he hadn’t given me orgasm after orgasm for several hours yesterday.

“Good morning, Devon,” I said, looking around. There was no one else in the lobby. I got down on my hands and knees and crawled under the desk.

“Er… Grace…” he said, hesitantly. “What are you doing?”

Hidden under the desk, I unzipped his fly, and reached in to pull out his cock. He was already half-hard, and he stiffened quickly in my hand. He moved forward to the edge of the seat, letting me get more length out of his pants. I started to suck him, using my tongue to tease the end.

“Fuck… Grace,” he groaned. Then I felt his body tense. The door to the street had opened.

“Miss Jones,” Devon said, in his usual polite voice. “There’s a letter for you.” He reached into a drawer and passed over the letter. I heard Miss Jones thank him, and the elevator doors open and close. Then she was gone. The whole time, I hadn’t stopped sucking his cock. I picked up the pace, taking him deeper than ever into my throat, fighting the urge to gag.

The door to the street opened again. I heard the sound of heavy boots cross the floor.

“Delivery for apartment seven,” said a deep voice.

Devon took the package and signed for it, without moving from his seat. I licked all the way up his shaft, feeling him tremble slightly as he handed the paper back to the delivery driver. I started to use both hands to stroke his shaft hard, keeping the head in my mouth and sucking on it.

The door closed and we were alone again.

“Fuck… Grace… you’ll make me come down your throat,” he warned.

I moaned around his shaft, only increasing my pace. I felt him twitch, and his balls tighten. He groaned, and then he came in thick, hot loads, right into my mouth. I swallowed it down, not spilling a drop.

When he’d finished, I crawled out from under the desk, wiping my mouth. I straightened my clothes. Devon put his cock away and zipped himself up.

“That was unexpected,” he said, but his eyes were shining.

“I was wondering,” I said, still horny, and struck with an idea. “Do you know other men… like yourself? In the… hotwife scene?”

His smile got bigger. “You horny slut, Mrs Bennett,” he laughed. “Yes, I do.”

He picked up his phone and swiped a few times. Then he showed me the screen. There was a handsome businessman in an expensive suit and tie on the screen. “You like the look of him?”

“Yeah, he’ll do.” I tried to sound casual, but my heart was pounding.

He started typing on his phone. I hung around in the lobby, trying not to look suspicious as one of my neighbors came out of the elevator and went out onto the street. After a few messages back and forth, he wrote an address on a piece of paper and pushed it over the desk to me.

“His name is Tom Sanders, he’s an investment banker working downtown. He’s expecting you right away. This is the address.”

I felt my stomach flip. “That was quick.”

“I’ll call you a cab.”


Chapter Four




The cab dropped me off outside a tall glass tower downtown. The lobby of the bank was all marble and chandeliers. I went up to the front desk.

“I’m here to see Tom Sanders,” I said, trying to sound casual, though my pulse was racing. “He’s expecting me.”

The receptionist gave me a polite smile and a once-over before picking up the phone. “He’ll be right down.”

A few moments later, he appeared from the lift. He was tall, confident, and wearing a dark suit tailored to perfection. His hair was slicked back, and he had a neatly trimmed beard. Was it really this easy to have sex with such a hot man?

“Grace,” he said smoothly. “Devon said you might drop by. Come on up.”

“Enjoy,” called the receptionist as we walked away. She seemed to know exactly why I was here.

The elevator doors slid shut, and we were alone. The hum of the lift filled the space between us. He glanced sideways at me.

“So,” he said quietly, “Devon says you’re new to the lifestyle?”

“That’s right,” I said, my fingers playing with the strap on my bag. “My husband is out of town, and this is the first time I’ve been given a hall pass. How do you know Devon?”

“Oh, we go to the same club,” he replied, his eyes lingering on my cleavage.

“What sort of club?” I asked.

“A sex club,” he said, matter-of-factly, as the doors opened onto the executive floor. I felt a sudden rush of heat and desire low between my thighs. A sex club. This man must be seriously experienced. I wanted him more than ever.

He led me to a corner office and closed the door with a soft, definitive click.

“Can I get you something to drink?” he asked.

“Water’s fine.”

He poured two glasses, then handed one to me, his fingers grazing mine just long enough to send a sharp shiver up my arm. I took a sip, put the glass down, and he cupped my face with one large hand.

“Take your panties off,” he ordered, his eyes never leaving mine.

The command was a physical shock, and my pussy instantly clenched and ached. I reached up under my skirt, sliding my silk panties down over my hips until they pooled at my feet.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Now sit on the desk.”

I hiked my skirt up and sat on the cool, polished wood, spreading my legs to give him a full view. I could feel the wet, sticky heat pooling inside me. He stood there, a slight smirk on his face as he admired my open pussy. The obvious, thick bulge in his pants told me he approved.

“Will you film this for my husband?” I asked, pulling my phone from my bag and holding it out.

“If you send me a copy, too,” he grinned, taking it from me.

He took the phone, propping it carefully on a stack of financial binders so it had a clear view. His eyes held mine as he unbuttoned his suit jacket, tossing it onto his leather chair. He loosened his tie, then slowly undid the top two buttons of his tailored shirt, revealing a glimpse of smooth, tanned chest.

He knelt before me, his hands settling on my inner thighs. I instinctively shifted towards him, opening myself further.

He paused, not touching my pussy yet, but running his thumbs lightly along the delicate crease where my leg met my mound. I gasped, the anticipation almost too much.

“You’re already so wet for me, Grace,” he whispered. His dark eyes darted from my face down to my pussy, then back up, making me feel utterly exposed. I watched him lower his head. The first touch of his mouth was soft, yet precise, a slow drag of his tongue right over my clit. I gasped, my entire body arching forward.

He pulled back, watching the visible twitch of my hips. “Relax,” he commanded.

He dove back in, his mouth firm and demanding, sucking and circling with an effortless rhythm that made my head spin. My fingers tightened in his hair, pulling him closer, desperate for more. I was drowning in the pleasure, the thick wetness gathering where his beard met my skin. Every coherent thought evaporated, replaced by the sheer, blinding sensation of his mouth on me.

He continued to work me, his hand holding my thighs open as I bucked and squirmed under his tongue. I knew I was leaking arousal, and he lapped it up eagerly before focusing on my clit. His tongue flicked over it, firm and fast. Suddenly, I was coming.

My body seized, muscles clenching, and then the orgasm hit me like a tidal wave. My back arched, my fingers gripping handfuls of his hair, and a loud moan ripped from me. I hoped the office was soundproof. My legs trembled uncontrollably as wave after wave of pleasure washed through me.

When the last tremors began to subside, he pulled away slowly, leaving my pussy tingling and throbbing.

“Please,” I gasped. My entire body still vibrated with the aftershocks. My pussy was still aching, but now with a deep, empty throb that demanded to be filled. “Please, fuck me.” I glanced at my phone, the lens still pointing at me. My husband was going to see me begging for this man’s cock.

His eyes held mine as he unzipped his pants and pushed them down, freeing the obvious, thick erection. His cock wasn’t as long as Devon’s, but it was very thick and curved upwards. He reached up, grabbing my hips with both hands. He adjusted me on the desk, opening my legs wider and pulling me forward.

His cock brushed my swollen clit, and I gasped. He rubbed the head of his cock against my wet entrance, collecting my release on it. Then he paused, looking down, watching. He slowly pushed his cock into my cunt, inch by inch. The initial pressure stretched me, a momentary tightness that immediately became intense, heavy fullness. The sensation was overpowering and completely perfect. The curve was perfect, too, sliding up into me, rubbing against every sensitive spot inside.

I moaned as he filled me, his balls right up against my ass. He held still for a long moment and then began to fuck me. With each thrust, he pulled almost all the way out before plunging deep back into my soaking cunt.

I felt the pleasure building immediately, every hard thrust making me moan. He pushed me back on the desk. He lifted up my top and bra and squeezed my breasts. Using them to anchor himself as he fucked me harder.

“I’m going to come…” I gasped, right on the edge. Then I went over it. I started to let out a long moan, and he clamped a hand over my mouth to try to keep me quiet. I squirmed under his grip, making the orgasm even more intense.

My body locked down, convulsing violently around him. Wave after wave of intense, silent ecstasy poured through me. My fingers scrambled for purchase on the desk as I came hard.

When the spasms subsided, he slowly removed his hand.

"Good girl," he panted. He pulled completely out, the loss of fullness making me whimper. "Now, turn around."


Chapter Five




Idid as I was told, standing on the floor and bending over the desk. His hands spread my cheeks, making me gape. “So fucking wet,” he murmured, picking up some arousal on his fingers. “And such a cute little asshole.”

I felt my stomach twist again, and another rush of desire in my pussy. His wet fingers pressed against the tight muscles around my rear entrance. “Has Devon fucked you in the ass yet?” he asked.

“No… I’ve never…” I said, breathlessly.

He laughed. “Tell me if you like this.” He pushed his finger into my ass, the muscles resisting before suddenly opening up to him. The sensation was strange, but quickly turned to pleasure. “Relax,” he said, pushing his finger deeper. With his other hand, he started to rub my clit in circles. The combination sent me spiraling with bliss.

He pulled his finger out, and I immediately missed the pressure. He stood, stepping away for a moment. He opened a desk drawer and pulled out a small, clear bottle of lube.

“Preparation is key,” he said. He glanced at my phone, still filming. Was he talking to me, or my husband?

He squirted a generous amount of the thick, cool gel onto his fingers and then thoroughly coated his cock. He then applied the slickness to my tight entrance, working his thumb and then a second finger past the resisting muscles until I felt sufficiently open and stretched.

“Ready to show your husband what he’s been missing?” he murmured, his voice a low growl right near my ear. He grabbed my hips firmly, pulling me back against his length. His now-slick cock pressed against me.

With one decisive push, he drove a few inches into my ass. I let out a moan, and he clamped his hand over my mouth again, pulling me back onto him and impaling me further. The sensation was intense: a full, stretching pain that quickly dissolved into a pleasurable fullness. He was deep, stretching me in a way I had never felt before, my entire body locking up from the shock and the sudden invasion.

“Shh,” he commanded, his breath warm on my neck. “Fuck, you’re so tight, but it will get easier.”

He waited for my body to adjust to the size and depth. My ass gripped him tightly, like a vice. He started to move, slowly at first, then with increasing speed. Each stroke was shallow but hard and focused, working the tight muscles. I felt another wave of intense sensation wash over me, almost like I was about to come.

He started to fuck me harder, his hand still over his mouth. His cock went deeper with every thrust, until finally he was giving me the full length, his balls slapping against my cunt.

“This is how you teach a man to fuck his wife, Grace,” he grunted, slamming deep. "Your husband is going to thank me when he sees this footage."

I was moaning around his hand incoherently, my eyes rolled up in my head as the sensation and pleasure overwhelmed me. God, it felt so good; better than I’d ever imagined that it would. I could only hold on to the desk, my knuckles white, as he took me, fucking my ass hard.

Suddenly, his breath caught, and he pulled back slightly, then buried himself to the hilt. His muscles tensed, and he stiffened behind me.

“Fuck, I’m coming…” he groaned. “I’m coming in your ass…”

The words were my final trigger. My entire body seized as I came even harder than before. My ass clenched around his cock, milking it as he flooded my insides with cum. The wave of climax was so powerful that I almost passed out, thrashing about on his desk in his strong grip.

In the same moment, I felt a sudden, hot gush pour from my pussy, hitting the desktop and running down my inner thighs. I was squirting, completely undone, my cunt contracting in waves of pleasure. He continued to pump, slamming his pulsing cock deep into my ass as he poured his hot, thick load inside me.

A long, exhausted moan escaped him as he collapsed against my back, his chest heaving, his cock still fully buried and twitching inside me. We remained there, fused together over the desk, the silence of the corner office broken only by our labored breathing.

He slowly pulled his cock from my tight hole, and his cum followed, running down my legs.

He grinned, satisfied, then pulled up his underwear and pants. He walked over and retrieved my phone. He checked the display, ensuring the footage was captured.

"Just sending it to myself," he said. “Your husband is going to love it.”

I felt the sudden jolt of reality. I quickly straightened my skirt and top and retrieved my panties from the floor.

“Tom, that was… amazing,” I purred. “I… there’s something I want to ask you.”

“Anything,” he said, straightening his tie.

“I’ve always fantasized about having a threesome. Would you and Devon come over to my apartment and make it a reality?”

His face broke out into a huge grin. “It would be my pleasure. But you should get going," he said, handing me my bag. "I have a meeting scheduled in five minutes."


Chapter Six




Ifound a quiet corner cafe two blocks from his office. I ordered an iced coffee, but the ice barely cooled the heat still pulsing through my veins. The first thing I did was check the time. It was late evening in Tokyo. Michael would likely be finishing a business dinner or just getting back to his hotel room.

I opened our chat thread. I could feel my pulse rate climbing again, a mix of guilt and wild, reckless excitement. I typed a casual message first:

Me: "Hope your presentation went well today, babe. Everything okay in Tokyo?"

I waited five minutes. The little read receipt showed when he saw it.

Michael: "Yep, all done. Just got back. Long day. Missing you. Been up to anything naughty?”

I took a deep breath, fighting a small tremor in my hand. I attached the video Tom and I had made.

Me: "I had a very intense meeting with a new friend today. He recorded a lesson for you. I expect you to watch the full thing."

The video clip and the message flashed over to Japan instantly. I didn't wait for the read receipt. I closed the app, took a huge gulp of my coffee, and sat back, already picturing Michael in his sterile hotel room, watching his wife get fucked in the ass for the first time.

I finished my coffee and walked the few blocks home. I checked my phone. Michael must have watched the video by now. The phone buzzed. It was an incoming video call. My heart hammered. I paused, taking one shaky breath, then accepted the call.

His face filled the screen. He was sitting on the edge of his hotel bed, dressed only in a white t-shirt, his hair damp from a shower.

“Grace,” he said, echoing slightly through the phone speakers.

“Hello, Michael,” I replied.

He leaned closer to his phone. “Fuck, that video was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. I want to see you. I want to see the mess you made.”

I propped my phone on the coffee table and sat back on the sofa. I slipped my panties off and moved to the edge of the seat. I spread myself. I could see it in the corner of the screen; my pussy was still wet and swollen, my arousal pooled inside. As I stretched my ass cheeks, a bit of Tom’s cum oozed out and dripped onto the sofa.

“Fuuuck…” moaned Michael. I realized he was stroking his cock just out of view.

“He told me you could learn from the footage,” I whispered, rubbing my clit lightly as I watched his strained face on the screen.

Michael took a shaky breath, his own hand disappearing below the frame of the call. "I'm learning, Grace. When I get home, I’m going to fuck you so hard in the ass you’ll be screaming for more.”

I hiked one leg up onto the arm of the couch, spreading myself wide for the camera. I intensified the pressure of my fingers, letting out a breathy moan.

“I want you in my ass, Michael.”

He moved back slightly in the shot, and I could see his rock-hard cock, throbbing in his hand.

“Tell me what you’re going to do next, Grace. Who are you going to fuck?”

“I’m having Tom and Devon over for a threesome,” I admitted, rubbing my clit faster.

The words hung in the air. Michael's eyes widened. His breathing grew shallow. “A threesome?” he asked. “What are they going to do to you, Grace?

“I want them to double-fuck me, Michael,” I gasped, the friction of my fingers intense and urgent now. “I want Tom’s cock deep in my pussy and Devon’s giant dick in my ass at the same time. I want them to fuck me, one deep in each hole, and pound me until I’m breaking.”

I intensified the pressure until my head swam. I was right on the edge, my legs spread wide for my husband on the screen.

I closed my eyes as the climax seized me. My entire body shuddered violently, the orgasm tearing through me. I squeezed my inner thighs, my pussy convulsing around my hand, and let out a long, desperate cry. The sheer force of the release made me squirm backward on the couch, leaving a wet slick of arousal on the fabric.

I collapsed back, breathless and trembling. I slowly opened my eyes and looked at the screen.

Michael was staring at me, his eyes wide and dark, his jaw clenched tight. He didn't speak. He just moved his hand faster on his thick, straining cock, watching the residue of my pleasure drip onto the sofa.

His body tensed, and he came, too. His cum shot up and spilled onto the white t-shirt. As more throbbed out, it ran down his shaft and over his hand in thick, white streams.

“Fuck, Grace… I can’t believe what a horny slut you are. I love it… I love you…”


Chapter Seven




We couldn’t organize the threesome for a couple of days, but that was a good thing. My body was wrecked and sore from what had happened so far, and it needed a rest. But by Friday evening, I was ready.

I selected my outfit carefully: a black, low-cut silk dress that was meant for cocktails but was too low-cut to contain my breasts properly, and no underwear at all. I wanted them to know I was waiting and ready.

I smoothed down the silk over my thighs, my pussy already wet with anticipation. I took one last look around the living room. The cleaner had just left, and everything was perfect. The large, black leather couch was perfectly positioned for a performance, and I’d already put my phone on a tripod opposite.

Ten minutes later, the chime of the door sounded through the apartment. I felt a nervous tremor; this was it, the fantasy with two men at once. I took a steadying breath, forced a confident smile, and walked across the polished wood floor.

I opened the door. Devon and Tom stood side-by-side, both looking casually handsome. Devon wore dark jeans and a tight black t-shirt that showcased his strong arms. Tom was still in a crisp white shirt, the sleeves rolled up.

“Grace,” Tom said, his eyes scanning my dress and the lack of a visible bra. “Looking even better than you did on my desk.” He kissed me on both cheeks and moved past me into the apartment.

“You look stunning, Mrs Bennett,” said Devon, with a smirk.

“Oh, don’t call me that!” I said, hitting him playfully on the arm.

I closed the door, sealing the three of us in. I could hardly hide my excitement. “Why don’t you both come and join me on the couch?”

They sat next to me, one on each side. I was so turned on being between two gorgeous men that I could hardly breathe. I kissed Devon first, our tongues playing with each other and his breath hot in my mouth. Then I turned and kissed Tom. He cupped my face with his hand and pulled me hard against him. Both of them had their hands on my thighs. I opened my legs shamelessly.

They both stroked my thighs as they took turns kissing me, gradually getting higher. Devon was the first to discover that I wasn’t wearing any panties as his hand brushed across my trimmed bush.

“Fuck,” he said. “She’s not wearing underwear.”

“The little slut,” laughed Tom. “Too eager to get fucked.”

“I know. I’m hard for her already,” replied Devon. He was, I could see. I put my hand on both of their bulges, straining at their pants.

“You’re going to destroy me with those big dicks,” I purred.

Devon began to rub my clit firmly with two fingers. I gasped. “I’m going to make you come first,” he promised.

Tom reached up and grabbed the thin silk dress. He pulled it hard down from my shoulder, exposing both of my full, heavy breasts. He unbuttoned his shirt, pulling it off and tossing it aside. Then he bent his head, and his mouth closed over my dark, stiff nipple. He licked and sucked the aching tip, using his teeth gently to pull on the sensitive peak.

The combination of the two of them pleasuring me made me squirm between them. I moaned with every touch, every suck. And I knew that the camera was capturing everything for Michael. I was spiraling fast, my climax building quickly.

“Look at her,” Tom mumbled against my breast, lifting his head only to look at Devon. “She’s practically coming already.”

Devon only smiled, increasing the speed and pressure of his fingers. A loud, shuddering scream tore from my throat as the climax hit me. My back arched, my fingers squeezing their cocks. My pussy convulsed as Devon plunged two fingers into my soaking wet opening.

He pulled them out, dripping, and forced them into my mouth.

“Taste how fucking wet you are,” he laughed.

When he finally pulled his hand away, I was panting, my pussy still throbbing, but my eyes were locked on their two huge, hard cocks that they had both pulled free of their pants.

"Enough of the foreplay," Tom declared. He grabbed my shoulders, pushing me forward. "Get on your knees, Grace. Let's give your husband the view he’s been waiting for."

I moved immediately, pushing myself onto my hands and knees on the leather sofa, my thighs parted, my ass raised and exposed to both men and the camera tripod across the room. The dress was now hiked up around my waist. My pussy was an open, dripping invitation.

Devon quickly shifted to kneel behind me on the sofa cushion. He grabbed his erection and positioned the thick head against my pussy.

"Your cunt is mine now, Mrs Bennett," he murmured. He didn't wait for an answer, shoving his cock in deep with one powerful thrust. I cried out. The fullness was immediate, stretching the tight muscles of my pussy. God, he was so big. Devon started to fuck me with a steady, deliberate rhythm, his hands gripping my hips as he worked his way deeper with every thrust.

At the same time, Tom moved in front of me. He pushed his own thick, curved cock into my gaping mouth, taking control of my head with one hand. This was my first time with two men: a cock slamming deep into my cunt, and another shoved deep into my throat. The pleasure was immediate and dizzying.

Devon started fucking me harder, driving me forward onto Tom’s cock with every thrust. Soon, my eyes were streaming, and I was almost gagging on his thick shaft.

“Fuck, she feels so good,” groaned Devon. His hands were on my ass cheeks, spreading me wide open. I felt him spit on my asshole, and then his thumb pressed in firmly, stretching my tight muscles. I moaned with even more pleasure as he penetrated me. “Need to get this ass ready,” he said.

The overwhelming sensations quickly caught up with me, and I started coming hard, moaning frantically around Tom’s cock as my cunt clenched around Devon. The pleasure was a physical explosion, my body squirming uncontrollably. I couldn't breathe, the combination of his deep penetration and Tom's cock filling my throat, forcing the air from my lungs. Devon released a low, triumphant groan, his hips driving relentlessly into my convulsing cunt.

Tom pulled his cock out of my mouth, leaving it swollen and sore. “My turn to fuck that beautiful pussy,” he said. He stripped off his pants and sat down on the sofa next to me, and I pulled away from Devon, climbing onto Tom’s lap. I straddled his hips, my wet, throbbing pussy directly over his thick, hard cock. Devon leaned back against the cushions, watching.

I gripped Tom's shoulders and, with a shaky gasp, slid myself down onto his erection. The immediate, stretching fullness was a shock. He was thicker than Devon, and his curve hit a spot high inside me that made me cry out.

“That’s it,” Tom grunted, grabbing my waist. “Ride it, Grace. Show Michael you know how to fuck.”

I began to move, pushing my hips up and down, taking him deep. The angle of the sofa forced me to lean back slightly, arching my spine and pushing my breasts out. I could feel the lens of the camera, focused on my ass and my lips wrapped tight around his shaft.

“Faster, Grace,” Devon commanded.

I obeyed, increasing my speed, slamming my pussy down onto Tom’s cock with short, hard drops. The pleasure was building with a fierce heat, his curve rubbing against that perfect part of my pussy. Tom reached up and squeezed my breasts, twisting the nipples painfully until they were hard, aching peaks.

“You feel so good and tight,” Tom breathed, his own rhythm starting to match mine, pushing up to meet my thrusts. “Come for me, Grace. Come all over my cock,” Tom demanded.

My muscles clenched violently around him. I came again, a desperate, shuddering release. The pleasure was so intense that I squirted hard, and I felt a hot, thick wave gush from me, soaking Tom and the leather cushion beneath us.

I collapsed forward onto Tom’s chest, panting heavily. The wetness was everywhere, but the men were far from done. Tom pushed my body up and forward, pulling his cock out of my pussy with a loud, wet thwack. “Turn around, I want your ass,” he grunted.

I quickly turned on his lap, positioning myself so my back was to him. I was still shaking and wet with my release. Tom grabbed my hips and adjusted my position, lining me up. The head of his cock pressed against my rear entrance. I sat back, slowly and deliberately, stretching the tight muscles of my ass. I cried out, a little pain, before it instantly dissolved into intense pleasure.

“Deep, Grace. Take it all,” Tom demanded, sinking his entire cock into my ass. Once he was fully buried inside my ass, he nodded sharply to Devon, who had already positioned himself. Devon moved in front of me, grabbing his hard cock. He drove it into my now-aching, gaping pussy.

I was now impaled deep in two separate places: Tom’s thick cock in my ass and Devon’s long cock in my cunt. I was stretched, pinned, and completely full, like I had never been before.

“Now,” Devon growled. “Scream for the camera.” He pulled out and slammed back inside me, making me scream.

Devon gripped my hips and pounded my cunt with fast, furious thrusts. Each time he pulled out, I felt the emptiness, only to be immediately slammed full again. Tom, seated beneath me, drove upward into my ass with a slower, heavier rhythm. His thickness was relentless, pushing deep and rubbing against Devon’s cock through my thin walls. Every thrust sent jolts of fire through my entire body.

I moaned frantically, the pleasure from each entrance blurring into a single, overwhelming sensation. My hips rocked, trying to take them both deeper. I could feel every inch of both hard cocks.

“Fuck,” Tom grunted, thrusting hard into my ass. “I’m not going to last long in this tight ass.”

Devon leaned in, squeezing my tits as he fucked me. “That’s what you get for being a good slut.”

“I’m coming!” I screamed, throwing my head back.

My body seized, muscles locking as the violent climax hit. I slammed back onto Tom's lap, my ass clenching tightly around his thick cock as the orgasm tore through me.

Devon let out a loud, rough roar, sensing my release. He pushed in, giving one final, massive pump deep into my convulsing cunt, and then he let go, his body stiffening as he poured his cum into me.

Tom drove hard into my ass three more times, each one an agonizingly deep spike of pleasure, even as I was still climaxing. With a deep groan, he released his own hot, thick load into my ass.

Both men collapsed, spent and breathing heavily, their cocks still deep inside me, pinning me between them, still stretched wide around their shafts. The camera continued to record our silent, sweaty mess.

After a long moment, Devon slowly pulled his cock from my pussy. The suction was loud, leaving my cunt gaping and drenched with his cum. Tom followed, sliding his thick cock out of my ass. I felt a rush of both men's sticky, hot release leak onto the sofa beneath me.

Tom pushed himself up and immediately went to the tripod. He stopped the recording and carefully removed the phone.

“Did it get everything?” I asked, my voice weak.

Tom checked the video file. “Every screaming second. I’m just sharing it with Devon and myself.“

Soon, they were both dressed and ready to leave. I stayed naked on the couch, watching them gather their things and leaking cum.

“We’ll see you soon,” Tom said, a satisfied smirk on his face.

Devon just winked. “Tell Mr Bennett that he can join in next time. Do you think you can take three cocks at the same time?”

“I know I can,” I purred.


Epilogue




Istayed on the sofa for a full ten minutes, staring at the camera tripod. The reality of what I had just done began to sink in. I had screamed and taken two cocks at once, all recorded for my husband. I was sticky, sore, and buzzing with energy.

I finally reached for my phone. I went to my texts. I could send it to Michael now; he’d probably be at the hotel. He’d love it.

But, no. He would be landing back in New York tomorrow. I decided to show him in person, on the TV. I could suck his cock as he watched me getting destroyed. I needed to see his face. I needed to watch his eyes as he saw me taken by both men at once.

And then I was going to take Devon up on his offer. Three cocks at the same time, and one of them would be my husband’s.

THE END
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Executive Hotwife Training




Chapter One




“Oh, wow,” I gasped as we pulled into the driveway and the house came into view.

It rose out of the dunes like something deliberately designed to make people feel small. It had weathered gray shingles on the roof and white walls that caught the sun. Railings wrapped around broad balconies, their clean lines framing a view that spilled straight out to the ocean beyond. Floor-to-ceiling windows reflected the sky and sea. It was the Hamptons vacation house of my dreams.

Alongside the house, I caught a glimpse of perfectly arranged loungers overlooking a huge, glassy pool. It was set in perfectly manicured gardens, tended to by gardeners in white uniforms. And beyond, I could see private tennis courts. I swallowed, suddenly aware of how out of place I was going to feel here. I might have been the finance director of a Fortune 500 company, with a salary and stock options to match, but this place screamed old money. And a lot more money than I would ever see.

The car pulled to a halt outside the imposing front steps. The driver hurried to open the doors for Julian and me. We stood there for a moment in the sun, admiring the house. Rosalind’s house. As beautiful and powerful as she was. Even the car Rosalind had sent to New York for us was sleek and expensive.

The front door opened before either of us could take a step, and Rosalind appeared. I felt the same rush of heat I always felt when I saw her. Even dressed down for the weekend, she radiated the same effortless authority that ruled boardrooms and earnings calls as CEO of the company.

Today, though, that power had been poured into something more casual. A short white tennis skirt skimmed her long, toned legs. The hem was high enough to make me think about her underwear. Above it, a tight yellow high-neck top clung to her like it had been designed specifically for her body, stretching shamelessly over the full, heavy swell of her breasts. The fabric didn’t so much conceal them as draw attention to them.

Her long blonde hair was loose, sunlit, and falling around her shoulders instead of pulled back into its usual severe ponytail. Sunglasses rested on her head, and when she smiled at me, I felt like I was the center of the universe. I found myself straightening my sun hat and patting the loose, soft waves of my bob to make sure it was in place.

“Natalie,” she said warmly as her eyes met mine. “You made it. And Julian! Welcome to my humble holiday home.”

She came down the steps with easy confidence, each movement unhurried, her hips swaying.

“This place is…” I started, then laughed softly. “It’s incredible.”

Her smile widened as she reached me and pulled me in for a hug that made her breasts squash against my much smaller ones. “I’m glad you like it,” she said. “I thought it would be a nice change of scenery. Somewhere we could all… relax. Instead of talking about work all the time.”

She leaned in to kiss my cheek, and when she straightened, her hand remained on my arm, just enough to make my skin tingle.

Finally, she turned her attention to my husband. “Welcome, Julian. It’s wonderful to see you again. I hope you’re ready to be spoiled.”

Julian went to shake her hand, but she pulled him into a bear hug. “Thank you for the invitation, Rosalind,” he managed to gasp.

Rosalind let him go. “Come on. Alistair is in the sunroom. I’ll get the servants to bring in some tea. And then, I must show you the pool. I hope you brought your swimming costumes?”

The sunroom was all glass and couches, with light spilling in from three sides. Beyond the wide panes, the pool lay stretched and shimmering, leading the eye straight to the beach and the open sea. Alistair sat in one of the low armchairs near the windows with his legs crossed and the Financial Times folded neatly in his hands. He was a good-looking man for his age, with silver hair, and wearing a linen shirt open at the collar.

“Ah,” he said, standing to greet us. “You’ve arrived. How was the traffic?”

We took our seats, with Julian opposite Alistair, and Rosalind and me on the long cream sofa. She was close enough to feel the warmth of her thigh through the thin fabric of her skirt. Close enough that when she crossed her legs, her skirt rode up so high I thought I might catch a glimpse of her panties. Her perfume smelled amazing.

The doors opened silently, and two servants entered, carrying silver trays set with porcelain teacups, fresh pastries, and a small vase of flowers. They were both tall and broad-shouldered men, skin deeply tanned, shirts crisp and rolled up at the forearms. They had shoulder-length blond hair, which framed their strong, clean-shaven jaws. They were so beautiful, I nearly forgot to breathe.

I realized I’d been staring when one of them met my eyes and gave the faintest hint of a smile. Heat crept up my neck.

Beside me, Rosalind smirked. “I see you’ve noticed the help. I’m very particular about the kind of servants I have around the place. These two have more skills than you can possibly imagine.“

I swallowed hard, wondering what skills she was talking about. It almost sounded like she was talking about sexual skills, but she couldn’t be, not in front of her husband. I glanced at Julian, hoping that he hadn’t noticed me fawning over the handsome men who were far too young for me. But he was already engrossed in a conversation with Alistair about fishing.


Chapter Two




The pool was warm, sunlight scattering across the water’s surface and over the pale stone around the edge. On the loungers, the men sprawled with drinks, laughing as their voices carried across the terrace. It seemed like Julian was getting on well with Alistair, which should make the weekend go nice and smoothly.

Rosalind cut through the water ahead of me, long and effortless, her body perfectly aligned as she reached the end and turned. The bikini she wore was so tiny it was barely there, the rear thong disappearing between her ass cheeks. As her ass came out of the water on the turn, I told myself not to look. I failed almost immediately.

When Rosalind stopped, resting her elbows on the side, I did the same. Her ample chest rose and fell as she caught her breath, her nipples hard points showing through the fabric.

“I love swimming,” she said casually, tilting her head back to the sun.

I nodded in agreement, still slightly out of breath.

She turned her head toward me, eyes bright. “Although, honestly,” she went on, “I usually swim naked. It’s so sensual. You feel every inch of the water moving over you.”

“Wow… er… I have to admit, I’ve never tried it,” I said, although in my mind I was already picturing her swimming nude.

“You should!” she giggled. “In fact, why don’t we do it now?”

“What?”

Before I could process the words, her hands went behind her neck. The knot came loose with a small, decisive tug. The top slipped down, her huge breasts suddenly free in the water and buoying up. She placed the top on the pool’s edge.

“The water feels incredible,” she said softly, pushing away from the wall and gliding backward so that she was floating on her back with her breasts out of the water. Her nipples were large and pale, already puckered to stiff points.

“Mmm,” she purred. “No fabric clinging. Just… sensation.”

The men had gone quiet on the poolside. But she ignored them. She rolled onto her front and looked at me. Then she reached down, fingers hooking into the thin straps at her hips. A brief pause, and then the bottoms slid free, too. She threw them to the side. Through the refracted surface of the water, I could see a dark triangle between her thighs.

“Oh, God… it feels wonderful,” she said, striking out for the edge again, her bare bottom visible on the surface. She reached for the side next to me. “You don’t have to,” she added lightly, naked and unbothered, “but you might like it.”

I hesitated, painfully aware of our husbands' eyes on us. The men were talking again, deliberately casual, but I could feel their attention like heat on my skin. My heart was hammering with a frantic rhythm against my chest. The air felt thick, charged with a sudden, heavy electricity. Watching her float there, her body pale and defiant against the turquoise water, I felt a deep, throbbing heat between my legs. I wanted to be that brave. I wanted to be the kind of woman who could just strip off naked whenever she wanted.

My fingers brushed the hem of my swim top. "I... I've never done anything like this before," I managed to say, my voice sounding breathier than I intended.

“Let me help,” she said.

Rosalind reached out, her fingers lifting my top up over my small, firm breasts. I lifted my arms up, and she peeled it off over my head. The shock of the water against my bare skin was electric, a cool, sliding caress that made me gasp out loud. I felt my breasts buoyed by the water, the tips of my nipples instantly tightening under Rosalind’s gaze.

Rosalind’s smile widened, a flash of triumph in her eyes. "There," she whispered. "Better, isn't it?" She moved closer, her hands going to my little swim shorts. She tugged them down over my hips. The touch of her fingers on my bare skin, in such an intimate area, sent my arousal rocketing. I helped the shorts off the rest of the way, kicking them up on one foot so I could place them on the edge of the pool.

Under the surface, I was completely exposed. I could feel the water swirling around my labia and the soft blonde hair between my legs. It felt electric. I looked back at Julian, my heart in my throat, and saw him set his drink down. Alistair leaned in to whisper something that made him laugh.

Rosalind giggled, splashing me before swimming away with a fast, front crawl stroke. Her ass lifted up out of the water, glistening in the sun. I pushed off from the wall, mimicking Rosalind’s glide, feeling the water rush over every inch of me, smooth and uninhibited.

We swam up and down a few times until Rosalind stopped at the edge again, panting heavily with exertion.

"You look incredible, Natalie," she breathed, her eyes raking over me in a way that made my knees weak. She glanced toward the terrace, where Julian and Alistair watched. "Look at them," Rosalind whispered, leaning closer. "They can’t take their eyes off us. It’s turning me on, knowing they’re watching every move we make."

"I can feel them staring," I admitted. "It's... it's more enjoyable than I thought."

Rosalind’s hand moved under the water, her fingers trailing lightly, agonizingly, along my waist. “Why don’t we give them something else to stare at?”


Chapter Three




She moved in closer, the water between us swirling. I felt her hard nipples press against my skin. When our lips met, it wasn’t a polite, tentative kiss; it was desperate and hungry. Her tongue forced its way into my mouth, twisting with mine. She took my right hand in hers and guided it beneath the surface to her chest. Her breasts were enormous, floating suspended there in the water, soft and heavy. My thumb found her plump nipple, brushing against it and feeling her moan into my mouth.

Before I could catch my breath, she shifted. One of her legs hooked around my hip, pulling me flush against her, while her hand dived deep between us. I gasped into her mouth as her fingers found my pussy. She knew exactly what I desperately needed. Her middle two fingers parted my folds and pressed firmly against my clit.

The water made every stroke feel amplified as she moved her fingers in circles. Pleasure rushed through my body, spreading out from my pussy to every nerve in my body. My fingers tightened around her nipple, teasing and pulling on it. We both moaned into each other's mouths, our tongues moving frantically.

“Rosalind…” I panted, pulling back slightly and glancing at the men. Julian had leaned forward, watching intently. I didn’t know if I should be doing this. Would Julian be angry?

"Don't look away from your husband," she commanded softly, her fingers picking up the pace. I felt my climax building rapidly. “Let him see how much you enjoy it. Let him watch you come.”

My muscles coiled tight, my toes curling against the pool floor as a wave of pure, white-hot pleasure crashed over me. I let out an involuntary cry that carried over the water. I clung to her, one hand gripping her ass, the other on her breast. Wave after wave of ecstasy washed over me as Rosalind prolonged the orgasm, stroking my clit until it was swollen and aching.

She didn't stop until I went limp in her arms, floating in the quiet aftermath. She pulled away slightly, a triumphant, wicked smirk on her face as she glanced toward our husbands.

"I think they enjoyed it," she whispered.

Julian looked flushed, and I could see a large bulge in his white pants, his cock straining at the fabric. Rosalind laughed suddenly, splashed me, and set off breaststroke to the other side of the pool.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s go and get changed for dinner.”

When she reached the edge of the pool, she lifted herself out. She was still completely naked. I caught a glimpse of her pussy and asshole from behind. She stood up, dripping water right in front of Julian, completely unashamed. I saw his eyes flick to her dark bush, which contrasted with the golden blonde hair on her head.

She paused for a long moment. “Can you pass me that robe?” she asked him.

Julian flushed a deeper red and did as she asked. I caught Alistair hiding a smirk behind his hand at Julian’s embarrassment. She wrapped the white, toweling robe around her, hiding her curves. I followed her out of the water, covering my breasts with my arm and grabbing another robe from the pile. Feeling shy, I turned away to wrap it around me.


Chapter Four




Julian and I went to our room to dress for dinner. It was huge, with an enormous bed and floor-to-ceiling windows that looked over the beach. I took a shower in the ensuite bathroom. When I came out, wrapped in a towel, Julian was doing up his tailored pants. He hadn't put on his shirt yet, and the sight of his bare chest stirred something inside me.

“Um… we should probably talk about what happened in the pool,” I said, rubbing my shoulder-length hair with a smaller towel. “I… don’t know what came over me.”

Julian shrugged. “I don’t mind, if that’s what you’re asking,” he turned to me, and I could see a fire in his eyes. “It was hot. Did you enjoy it?”

“God, yes, but… I guess I should have discussed it with you first before I kissed my boss,” I laughed at the absurdity of the situation. “What did Alistair make of it?”

Julian grinned. “Oh, Alistair told me a few things about Rosalind.”

“Oh?” I walked over and sat on the edge of the bed. “Spill.”

He hesitated, like he was enjoying making me wait for the gossip. “Okay, well… he told me that they’re in the lifestyle.”

“Lifestyle? What lifestyle?” I said, frowning in confusion.

“The hotwife lifestyle,” he smirked. “She fucks other men. He watches… sometimes. Sometimes she does it alone and tells him about it afterwards.”

I felt my stomach flip, and I put my hand over my mouth. “Oh my God,” I gasped.

"Alistair has his own fun, too," Julian added. He stepped closer. "He says they’ve been doing it for years. It’s how they stay so... energized."

I sat frozen on the edge of the silk-covered mattress, my heart hammering against my ribs. "So, that's why he was just... sitting there? Watching her touch me? Watching me come?"

Julian sat next to me on the bed.

I looked at him. “And what about you? Did you enjoy it?”

“Very much,” he whispered, leaning in and touching his lips on mine. As soon as we touched, it was like a bomb went off. A very horny bomb. He yanked open my towel, his hand going to my breast and squeezing it hard. My hand slid up his thigh, finding his cock already stiff in his pants. I fumbled with the fastening and then the zipper.

I pulled out his cock, rock-hard and throbbing. Then I sank to my knees, naked in front of him. I wrapped my lips around his dick, taking him into my mouth. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking hard as I bobbed my head to take him deeper. It was frantic and desperate, fueled by what had happened in the pool.

"God, Natalie," he groaned, his head falling back. “That feels so good. And… the thought of her touching you.” He moaned again as I took him deeper into my mouth, my tongue licking at the bottom of his shaft as the head hit the back of my throat. He reached down, threading his fingers through my damp hair and guiding me up and down his cock.

Suddenly, he hauled me to my feet, spinning me around and pushing me backwards onto the bed. He grabbed my thighs, pulling me to the edge. I opened my legs wide; my aching cunt was soaked and swollen with arousal. I reached down between my legs and spread my folds, making myself gape open.

“Fuck me,” I begged.

He didn’t need to be asked twice. He held his throbbing cock and guided it to my opening. With a hard thrust, he slid it deep inside me, making me cry out with pleasure. He lifted my legs, placing them against his shoulders as he stood on the floor. Then he set about fucking me, hard and fast.

He looked down at me, my breasts bouncing as he pounded into me. “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” he grunted between hard thrusts. “Imagine how you’d look being fucked by someone else.”

My stomach flipped again. I felt an even deeper rush of arousal that made my skin tingle all over. What if I were being fucked by someone else? What if Julian watched me screw another man? The filthy thoughts were driving me wild. My hand slipped over my stomach and between my legs. I started to rub my clit as Julian fucked me, faster and faster, side-to-side, my fingers flicking lightly over the swollen nub.

“Oh God,” I moaned. “I’m going to come.”

I wrapped my free arm across my face, biting my arm to stop from screaming as a powerful orgasm washed over me. It was so intense that my thighs shook, my back arched, and I squirmed in Julian’s grip.

When I’d finished thrashing about, Julian pulled out. His cock was soaked with my release.

“Turn over,” he grunted.

I got on my hands and knees, presenting myself to him. He climbed on the bed, kneeling behind me and pushing his cock deep into my cunt. I felt his thick shaft rub hard against every perfect spot inside me until he bottomed out. He pushed my face into the pillows.

“Don’t look at me,” he growled. “Imagine I’m someone else.”

I felt another rush of arousal. The thought of being fucked by someone else, some nameless stranger, was thrilling. Julian began the slam hard into me, grunting with exertion. I moaned with every hard thrust, my cries muffled by the bedding. In my head, it wasn’t Julian’s dick buried in me, it was someone else. Faces flashed through my brain: Alistair, the blond servants, a hot guy at work.

Suddenly, I was coming, squirming on the bed, still being rammed by the cock behind me. Waves of pleasure washed over me, and my cunt clenched around his shaft. Julian groaned, his fingers digging into my hips as his cock throbbed and filled me with thick, warm cum.

We collapsed into each other’s arms, sweaty and panting.

“I’m going to need another shower,” I gasped.

Julian hesitated. “Natalie…”

“What?”

“Do you really want to… you know… be a hotwife?”

It was my turn to hesitate. “Maybe,” I replied. “If the opportunity arose.”


Chapter Five




Dinner was spectacular. The dining room was bathed in the glow of a dozen silver candelabras. Two impeccably dressed waiters served us; the golden-haired men from before who looked more like runway models than staff. They presented a multi-course menu of seared scallops and truffle-infused risotto, fresh fish from the bay, and chocolate torte for dessert.

Julian and Alistair looked sharp in tailored suits. Rosalind commanded the head of the table in an emerald-green cocktail dress that showed off her impressive cleavage, while I had opted for a more understated little black dress. The conversation stayed on safe topics, about work and friends.

Afterwards, we retired to a drawing room, where an open fire crackled in the hearth, and sexual tension crackled in the air. Somehow, I ended up on one couch with Alistair. Rosalind and Julian sat opposite us, sipping their cocktails. Rosalind kicked off her heels and tucked her legs under her, just a bit too close to Julian. My feet were throbbing, too, the sky-high Louboutins I’d chosen for dinner now feeling like medieval torture devices.

“God, these shoes,” I muttered, reaching down to unbuckle the slender straps. “I think my feet might actually fall off.”

Rosalind smirked. “Oh, Natalie, don’t suffer. Alistair gives a legendary foot massage. Don’t you, darling?”

Alistair didn't hesitate. “It’s a specialty of mine,” he said. He didn't wait for my permission. He reached over and took my ankle, lifting my leg onto his lap. I gasped as his large, warm hand wrapped around my arch. He began to knead the sore muscles with a firm, practiced pressure that made my toes curl. The relief was instant, but the intimacy made my heart race.

“See?” Rosalind purred, watching us. “He knows exactly where the tension is.” She looked at Julian, then back to me, her voice dropping. “Alistair, she’s still too tense. Move higher.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. Alistair’s hands slid up my calf, his thumbs tracing the line of my bone until he reached my knee. He slowly began to bunch up the hem of my black dress, exposing my thighs to the firelight.

I looked at Julian to see what he thought about what was happening. He smiled and nodded.

“Higher, Alistair,” Rosalind commanded, her eyes never leaving mine.

Alistair obeyed. His hands moved higher, lifting the fabric of my dress until he reached the top of my stockings. His fingers felt hot against my inner thighs, every touch sending sparks of electricity through me. I felt my legs fall open instinctively, and I knew he could see my black, lace panties. My pussy started to ache with the need to be touched, and I knew I was getting wet.

“Your skin is so soft,” Alistair murmured. I could see him looking right between my legs.

Rosalind leaned forward, her emerald dress dipping dangerously low, her breasts almost falling out as she breathed. “Take off her panties,” she whispered.

Alistair’s fingers hooked into the silk of my underwear. I felt a moment of sheer, terrifying vulnerability that quickly became a rush of arousal. He gave a slow, deliberate tug, and I lifted my ass to let them slide over. He slid the lace down my legs and then tossed them onto the rug.

My pussy felt swollen and wet, hyper-sensitive even to the tiny breeze in the room. I opened my legs more, feeling my pussy gape open in front of Alistair’s eyes. My bush was soft and blonde, framing my pink butterfly-shaped lips. From the look in his eyes, he approved of what he saw.

“Now,” Rosalind said. “Touch her. Make her come.”

Alistair’s hand returned, his fingers finding me instantly. I let out a broken moan, my head falling back against the sofa cushions as he parted my folds and began to stroke my clit. He ran his fingers around my opening, collecting up the arousal that was already leaking out, and then went back to rubbing my swollen clit.

I looked across the room through a haze of pleasure and saw that Rosalind had her hand inside Julian’s pants, moving it rhythmically as they both watched us. Alistair moved over me, pushing his fingers up inside me and curling them. I looked up at him, my eyes glazed as he began to work his fingers, pressing and then releasing on my G-spot.

I could see the bulge in his pants, and I couldn’t resist reaching out to grab his cock. It was hard, straining at the material, and he groaned as I squeezed it. His fingers increased their pace, making me moan continuously as I felt my climax building. His palm ground against my clit, as he fingered me harder and harder. My back arched off the couch, my eyes rolling up in my head.

“Oh… fuck!” I cried.

And then I came hard. A sudden rush of release, and I gushed liquid all over his hand and up his arm. He kept fingering me through it, the pleasure washing over me in waves. Every time I thought I was done, he worked me anew, and I squirted again. Soon, the black leather sofa was soaked, my release pooling around my ass.

Eventually, it was over, my breath coming heavy and fast. “Oh my God,” I gasped. “I’m sorry… look at your couch.”

“Never mind about that,” said Rosalind, sounding out of breath, too. I saw that she had Julian’s hard cock out now, stroking it up and down with one hand. Her other hand was between her own legs, inside her panties. “I want to watch you fuck him.”

Alistair sat back on the couch, unfastening his pants and pulling them down to his ankles. His cock stood up, hard and straight. He was uncut and thicker than Julian. I straddled him, reaching down to stroke his big erection. He felt warm and hard in my hand, somehow different from my husband. The sensation sent another rush of arousal through me.

“What are you waiting for?” said Rosalind. “Ride his fat cock.”


Chapter Six




Ishifted, the soaked leather of the sofa squeaking beneath my thighs. I guided Alistair’s thick, uncut cock to my entrance. As I slowly lowered myself down, the sensation of being stretched and filled by him was overwhelming. I let out a long, shaky exhale, my muscles clenching around him instinctively.

“Oh, God,” Alistair groaned, his hands reaching up to grip my waist, his thumbs digging into my hips to steady me. “Your cunt feels amazing, Natalie.”

I sank down until our bodies met. His hands clasped my ass cheeks and spread them wide. Fuck, Rosalind can see my asshole, I thought. I leaned forward. I could feel how tight my lips were wrapped around his thick shaft, and I wanted the others to see every detail.

Alistair pulled down the front of my dress, making my tits spill over the front of my bra. He captured one nipple in his mouth and sucked hard, sending more sensations through my body. I began to move, lifting and dropping, impaling myself on his cock. I was so turned on, knowing that Julian was watching every move.

“Faster,” Rosalind urged. She was stroking Julian faster now, her eyes locked onto the point where Alistair and I joined. I increased the pace, my hair flying wild around my face. Alistair’s hands moved from my ass to my breasts, squeezing them and sucking on each nipple in turn. The friction of his cock inside me was incredible. I was right on the edge, my climax close. It was the thought of Julian watching that pushed me over the edge.

“Oh, God…” I screamed, my fingernails digging into Alistair’s shoulders as my body bucked. I was drowning in the sensation, my cunt pulsing rhythmically around him, milking him with every contraction as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me.

Before I could even catch my breath from the first wave of my orgasm, Alistair growled and gripped my waist. He lifted me and flipped me back onto the sofa, his cock still inside me. He pinned my legs back with his arms and thrust so deep inside me that my brain turned off. Chasing his own orgasm, he started to fuck me harder than I had ever been fucked before.

Across the room, Rosalind sounded close to her own climax as she touched herself. “Yes,” she whispered. “Take her, Alistair. Fill her up.”

Alistair reached down, grabbing my knees and pinning them back toward my chest to go even deeper. He slammed into me, every thrust making me cry out. He didn't pull out. He didn't even slow down; he fucked me straight through his own climax as I felt him fill my cunt with his release. The sounds became wet and messy as it overflowed and ran down my ass. The filthy sensation made me come again, twisting and squirming in his strong grip.

Finally, he was done. He slumped forward, his forehead resting against mine, his chest heaving as his cock still pulsed inside me. I could hear Rosalind climaxing, too, her desperate gasps as she rode her fingers and stroked my husband’s cock with her other hand.

Alistair pulled out, and floods of cum followed. We leaned back on the couch, panting and sweaty.

“Mmm,” Rosalind smirked. “That was beautiful. You’re going to make such a good hotwife, Natalie. Now show me your cunt.”

I opened my legs, exposing myself to her. My cunt was pink and swollen, my clit oversensitive from the climaxes. I could feel Alistair’s cum still leaking out.

Rosalind stood and slipped off her dress, letting it pool at her feet. She was wearing matching green lingerie. She tossed her blonde hair behind her shoulder and then knelt between my legs. I felt her warm tongue on my pussy as she licked a drip of cum from my lips. Then she plunged her tongue inside my opening, sucking out every drop she could reach. I moaned with pleasure at the sensation of her mouth on me.

She moved lower, her tongue licking up the cum that oozed from my cunt. Lower still, it flicked against the tight muscle around my asshole, sending different sensations through my body. Finally, she was done, sitting up and licking her lips.

“I never like to waste any,” she grinned.

Then she unhooked her bra, letting her huge breasts fall out, heavy and full. Her nipples were pale and hard. She dropped her panties to the floor, exposing her dark bush. She knelt on the sofa next to me.

“Now I want you to watch your husband fill me with cum,” she whispered.

He looked at me, his hard cock still sticking out of his pants.

I nodded. “Fuck her,” I agreed.

Julian stood and hastily stripped off his shirt and pants. He knelt behind her on the sofa, holding his cock as he guided it to her glistening cunt. With one hard thrust, he was inside her. Her mouth opened, and she moaned with pleasure, holding my gaze the whole time.

He began to fuck her, his hips slapping loudly against her ass. But her eyes remained locked with mine, letting me see every bit of pleasure that my husband was giving her. I leaned back against the cool leather, my legs still trembling and spread wide, unable to look away. There was something profoundly erotic about seeing my husband fuck her.

As Julian’s hips began to move in a heavy, rhythmic blur, her massive breasts swung with every impact. The sound was hypnotic, the wet, slapping noise of skin meeting skin, echoing off the high ceilings of the drawing room.

"Your husband’s fucking me, Natalie," Rosalind hissed through clenched teeth. “His cock is deep inside my cunt.”

A fresh wave of arousal surged through me.

“I love it,” I whispered. My fingers strayed to my clit. It was still swollen and sore, but I stroked it anyway.

He reached around her, his hands cupping those heavy, swinging breasts, squeezing them until the pale flesh spilled between his fingers. I let out a low, involuntary whimper. Rosalind’s eyes stayed fixed on me, right up until she let out a long groan and they rolled up into her head. She came hard, her body shaking as Julian fucked her through it.

"Now, Julian!" she gasped. "Come in me! Give it to me!"

Julian let out a final grunt, his body locking up as he gave one last hard thrust. I watched the muscles in his legs tighten. I imagine his cock throbbing inside her as he emptied himself. He stayed buried deep inside her, his chest heaving against her back, while Rosalind’s body shuddered with the aftershocks.

The room was silent except for the crackle of the fire and our heavy breathing, the air thick with the scent of sex.


Chapter Seven




The next morning, we had breakfast by the pool, and it was almost as if nothing happened. The sun was blindingly bright, reflecting off the turquoise water in a way that felt in contrast to the depravity of the night before. We sat at the glass-topped table, the same golden-haired staff from the previous day moving silently among us with carafes of fresh-pressed orange juice and plates of eggs Benedict.

Rosalind looked surprisingly refreshed. She was wearing a crisp white linen sundress with a delicate floral pattern, her blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail. I was wearing my denim shorts and a simple ribbed vest top that showed plenty of skin.

Julian and Alistair were already in their tennis whites, looking like a pair of traditional Ivy League athletes.

"The clay courts should be perfect this time of morning," Alistair said, before standing and leaning down to kiss Rosalind’s cheek.

"Don't exert yourselves too much, boys," Rosalind teased. "We have a long day ahead."

As soon as the men disappeared down the stone path toward the tennis courts, their laughter fading into the distance, the atmosphere changed instantly. The "normalcy" evaporated. Rosalind set her fork down with a deliberate clink and turned her chair toward me.

"They'll be gone for at least two hours," she said, her eyes raking over my vest top, lingering on the way my nipples poked through the thin fabric in the morning breeze. "Which is perfect. We have a lot of work to do."

"Work?" I asked, my voice slightly unsteady.

"Training, Natalie," she corrected, a slow smile spreading across her face. "Last night was a graduation from your old life. Today is the first day of your new one.”

“I… I don’t follow,” I said, but I felt the familiar rush of heat between my legs.

“Have you ever had anal sex?” she said.

My mouth dropped open. “What? No!”

A wicked grin spread over her face. “Then let me introduce you to someone.”

From the shade of the stone archway, a man stepped out. He was tall, perhaps in his late twenties, with the lean muscle of a professional athlete. His skin was a deep, Mediterranean bronze, glowing against the stark white of his tennis polo.

"Natalie, this is Marco," Rosalind said, her voice dripping with casual amusement. "He’s from Italy. He’s the resident tennis pro here. But as it turns out, he’s also an expert in other things, too.”

Marco smiled at me.

"Marco," Rosalind said, standing up and smoothing her sundress. "Show Natalie what she’ll be working with today."

Without a word, Marco reached for the drawstring of his white shorts. He slid them down his muscular legs and stepped out of them, standing completely naked from the waist down in the bright morning sun. My breath caught. His cock was beautiful; long and dark, heavy even in its flaccid state, hanging down between the dark hair of his thighs.

"He's beautiful, isn't he?" Rosalind whispered. "Get on your knees, Natalie. I want you to help me get him ready for your lesson."

I slid off the chair and onto the warm stone tiles. The heat of the ground seeped into my knees as the two of us crawled toward him.

"Hands behind your back," Rosalind commanded. "Use only your mouth.”

I obeyed, locking my fingers behind me. Up close, the sight of him was even more intimidating. I leaned in, my heart thumping, and flicked my tongue against the tip of his long dick. He let out a low hum of approval.

"Use your mouth, Natalie," Rosalind prompted, her voice tight with rising arousal. "Swallow him. Make him grow."

I took the head of his dark cock into my mouth and began to suck. Rosalind joined me, her tongue licking at his heavy balls. Marco groaned, his hands reaching down to touch our heads and guide our movements. Under our combined attention, his cock began to throb and expand, lengthening until it was a hard and upright.

Rosalind pulled back. “He’s ready,” she breathed. “Now let me demonstrate.”

She reached into her handbag and pulled out a small tub of expensive-looking lube. She tossed it to Marco, who caught it with a practiced hand. Rosalind walked over to a nearby sun lounger, the white linen of her sundress fluttering in the breeze. She knelt on the cushion, bracing her elbows on the headrest and arching her back. Her bottom was thrust high into the air, and we could see her panties cupping her mound.

Marco approached and peeled down her white silk panties, tossing them onto the stone. Her pussy was already wet and glistening along her slit.

"The first rule, Natalie, is preparation," she said, her voice calm as Marco unscrewed the tub.

Marco scooped out a generous amount of the clear gel. I watched, mesmerized, as his dark fingers began to massage the lube into the tight, puckered skin of her asshole. He was slow and methodical, his thumb circling the opening before he pushed a single finger inside. Rosalind let out a breathless cry, her fingers digging into the lounger's padding.

"You have to relax the muscle," she explained, looking back at me over her shoulder. "If you fight it, it hurts. If you welcome it... it’s the most intense, pleasurable fullness you’ll ever feel. It forces you to give up every bit of control."

Marco added a second finger, scissoring them slowly to stretch her. I could see her opening beginning to yield, the darker skin around her rear entrance glistening under the bright morning sun. She moaned and whimpered with pleasure.

"Now, Marco," she commanded softly.

He moved behind her, his heavy cock poised at her entrance. He didn't rush. He pressed the head against her, waiting for her to breathe out. As she let out a long sigh, he pushed. I watched in a trance as the dark length began to disappear into her ass, the skin stretching taut around his shaft.

"Oh... God," Rosalind gasped, her head falling forward. "Do you see, Natalie? It feels so good. So full.”

Marco began to move, a slow, rhythmic sliding that made the lounger creak. Rosalind’s huge breasts swung beneath her dress with every thrust, and she looked back at me with a dazed, hungry expression. Harder and harder he fucked her, getting deeper with each thrust until his balls slapped against her pussy.

Rosalind’s body went rigid, her fingers clawing at the lounger’s fabric as Marco delivered several heavy, driving thrusts. She cried out, her thighs beginning to shake.

"Yes! Right... right there!" she cried out. Her entire frame shuddered as she came, her entrance clenching so hard around his dark length that Marco let out a strained groan of his own. After a few more surging thrusts, he slowly withdrew with a wet sound as it slid free.

Rosalind collapsed forward for a second, catching her breath, before she pushed herself up and looked at me.

"Now," she breathed, wiping a bead of sweat from her forehead. "It’s time for you to get fucked in the ass. Get on the lounger, Natalie. On your back."


Chapter Eight




My legs felt shaky as I obeyed, the heat of the sun-warmed cushion pressing through my vest top as I followed her instruction to lie on my back.

"It’s easier the first time this way," she said, nodding to Marco.

Marco moved to the foot of the lounger. His large, calloused hands found the buttons of my denim shorts. He made short work of them, sliding the heavy fabric down my legs and tossing them onto the grass. Then, his fingers hooked into the elastic of my plain black panties. He pulled them off with a slow, deliberate motion, leaving me completely bare to the open air and the morning sun.

"Lift your legs and spread for him, Natalie," Rosalind commanded.

I reached down, my hands trembling as I grasped my own knees and pulled them back toward my chest. The exposure felt filthy. Between my legs, I was already a mess; my pussy was soaked, my arousal glistening and dripping down toward my asshole, leaving my pussy gaping and pink.

Marco reached for the tub of lube, scooping some out. I gasped as his dark fingers met my sensitive skin. He began to massage the gel around my asshole, his touch firm and relentless.

"Relax, Natalie," he murmured, his Italian accent thick. "Breathe for me."

He pushed his first finger in. It was a sharp, stretching sensation that made my breath catch in my throat. It felt intrusive and massive, even though it was just a finger. He began to work it in and out, the slick sound of the lube filling the quiet air between us.

Rosalind leaned down so her face was inches from mine. She kissed me, her tongue filling my mouth. She reached out and pinched one of my nipples through my vest top, twisting it sharply. Marco added a second finger, stretching the tight muscle until I felt a deep pleasure.

"She's ready," Marco growled.

Rosalind broke our kiss. She ran her hand over my pussy, making me gasp. Then she spread my ass cheeks even wider. As she held me open, Marco pressed the fat head of his cock against my entrance.

My breath came in short, sharp breaths, and I felt my entire body tensing instinctively.

"Don't fight it, Natalie," Rosalind whispered, still stroking my clit. “This is what you were made for. Just relax.”

Marco didn't rush. He leaned his weight forward, and I felt the head of his cock begin to notch inside. It was a slow, relentless invasion. I let out a low, whimpering moan, my head thrashing against the lounger. The stretching sensation was incredible, a feeling of being filled so completely that there was no room for anything else, not even a thought.

"Breathe, piccola," Marco murmured.

With a steady, powerful shove, he pushed past the resistance. I cried out as pleasure rushed through my body, setting every nerve alight. I felt him sliding deep as he claimed every inch of me. The fullness was staggering; it felt like he was reaching right up into my core. He began to fuck me, slowly at first, letting me adjust to the massive cock in my ass.

Once he was buried to the hilt, I threw my head back and moaned. Rosalind’s hand was on my clit, my pussy clenching and leaking arousal.

“Good girl,” Rosalind breathed. “You’re doing so well. You’re taking all of him.”

Then, Marco began to move faster. He pulled back almost to the tip before driving back in, a slow, heavy rhythm that made the entire lounger rock. Every time he bottomed out, I felt his heavy balls slap against me. I gripped the sides of the lounger until my knuckles went white. The pleasure was so intense that I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think. The sensation was beyond anything I had ever imagined.

I could feel it, the deep rush of my climax rising like a tidal wave. My breasts were heaving, my nipples straining against my top. Rosalind worked my clit, as Marco fucked me hard in the ass. My internal muscles began to seize in frantic, uncontrollable pulses. Every time Marco drove his cock back into me, I let out a shattered, high-pitched wail.

“I’m… I’m going to…” I couldn't even finish the sentence before the world exploded into white light.

My back arched hard, my cunt spasming around emptiness as my ass clenched around his shaft. I felt the liquid heat of my pussy gush over Rosalind’s hand, a desperate, soaking release as waves of ecstasy washed through me.

Marco let out a loud groan, his dark skin slick with sweat as he lost his own battle for control. He gripped my thighs so hard I knew there would be finger-shaped bruises, and he delivered three final, devastating thrusts all the way in.

“Sì... Natalie!” he roared.

I felt him pumping cum into my ass, a thick, heavy flood that felt like it was filling me to the brim. He stayed buried there, his body shuddering with the force of his ejaculation, pinning me to the lounger as he released every last drop inside me.

I collapsed back, my limbs heavy and useless. Rosalind pulled her hand back, looking at her glistening fingers with a look of pure, satisfied triumph. She leaned over and kissed my forehead, her blonde hair shielding me for a moment from the bright sky.

“There,” she whispered, her voice full of pride. “This morning’s lesson is complete. You’re a natural, Natalie. You’re ready for what I have planned after lunch.”

As Marco slowly, wetly withdrew, leaving me gaping and leaking his cum onto the cushion, I could hear the distant, rhythmic thwack of tennis balls.

I couldn’t wait to tell Julian about this.


Chapter Nine




When the men returned from their tennis, they found Rosalind and me sitting on the edge of the pool, enjoying the cool water on our feet. She stood up when they approached.

“I’ll leave you and Julian to talk,” she said, taking Alistair by the hand and leading him inside.

Julian looked at my flushed face. “What happened?” he asked.

I got to my feet and went to him, holding his hands. I stood on my tiptoes and kissed him on the lips.

"Rosalind gave me my first lesson in being a hotwife," I whispered. “Or rather, her tennis coach did.”

He looked confused. “Tennis coach?”

I took a deep breath. "While you were playing tennis, I was on that lounger. Marco, the coach... he was here. Rosalind made me watch her take him, and then..." I swallowed hard, watching him as he processed my words. "And then she made me take him, Julian. In my ass.”

“Fuuuck…” he whispered.

"He came in my ass, Julian. It… I came so hard that I practically passed out.”

I looked down and saw the unmistakable bulge in his shorts, tented sharply at the front. He looked at me with awe.

“My God, Natalie. You’re… fucking filthy.” He was breathing heavily now. “But I love it.”

I dropped to my knees right there on the warm stone tiles by the pool’s edge. I fumbled with the drawstring of his shorts, pulling them down along with his underwear to reveal his cock, already rock-hard and throbbing.

I took him into my mouth with a sudden, desperate hunger. I sucked him hard, my cheeks hollowing as I bobbed my head, taking him as deep as I could, covering his shaft with saliva. Julian groaned, his hands finding my hair and gripping it tightly.

I worked my tongue around the head of his dick, my hand stroking the base in a fast, relentless rhythm.

"Natalie... fuck, I’m going to come…”

I pulled back and let go, leaving him twitching, close to the edge.

“No,” I said, standing up and dropping my panties and shorts to the floor. “Come in my ass.”

I didn't wait for him to answer. I turned around and gripped the back of the sun lounger, bending forward until my chest was pressed against the warm cushion. I pushed my hips back, offering myself to him completely. I could feel the cool breeze on my wet skin and the heat of his gaze on my asshole.

Julian stepped up behind me, his hands trembling as he gripped my hips. His fingers sank into my flesh. He pressed the head of his cock against me, and I felt a sharp, electric thrill as it nestled into my rear entrance, his cock still slick with my spit.

He didn't hold back. With a growl, he drove himself inside. I let out a sharp gasp, my fingers digging into the cushions.

“God… you’re so tight,” he groaned.

He began to fuck me with a frantic, desperate energy, his hips slapping against me. I moaned loudly, not caring if the others heard me from the house. The sensation of being fucked in the ass for the second time that morning was overwhelming.

Julian sounded right on the edge. "I’m going to come in your ass.”

"Yes!" I cried out, my head tossing from side to side. "Fill me up, Julian! Come in me."

He increased his speed, his movements becoming erratic as he reached his limit. I felt my own climax building again, and when he grunted and filled me, it pushed me over the edge. I felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release, the second load I’d taken this morning. Waves of pleasure rushed over me, my ass clenching tight around him and milking every last drop.

We stayed like that for a long moment, the sun beating down on our joined bodies. When I looked up, I saw Rosalind watching from the doorway. She smirked at me and went inside.


Chapter Ten




After lunch, we all went for a walk along the beach. The sand was still warm beneath our feet, and the rhythmic sound of the waves felt almost hypnotic, relaxing me after the excitement of the morning. Julian walked beside me, hand in hand. I’d never felt closer to him.

When we returned to the house, Alistair checked his watch and turned to us with a polite smile.

“I have a few hours of calls with the London office,” he said. “Boring stuff. I’m sure you three can find a way to occupy yourselves.”

“Oh, I have a very specific plan,” Rosalind said, her eyes flashing. “I think it’s time for another lesson.”

Alistair leaned in and kissed her deeply before disappearing toward his study. As soon as the door clicked shut, Rosalind turned to us. “The beach was lovely, but it’s time for your next lesson, Natalie. And Julian, you’re going to want to see this.”

She led us to her bedroom. When she pushed open the heavy oak doors, I stopped short. The two blond servants were already there. They weren't wearing their waistcoats or ties anymore. They stood near the massive king bed, stripped down to identical pairs of tight white boxer briefs that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. I gasped; both of them had huge bulges, their soft cocks curving to one side, stretching the fabric.

“Sit,” Rosalind commanded, gesturing to the velvet chaise lounge for Julian. He obeyed, looking slightly stunned.

She turned to me, speaking with an authoritative tone that made my knees weak. “This morning was about pleasure, Natalie. This afternoon is about opening yourself up. A true hotwife must learn the most important skill of all: total submission. I felt my stomach flip and a rush of heat between my thighs.

She walked toward the two men, running a hand over the shoulder of the one on the left.

“These men are here to take their pleasure. You will beg them. You will thank them. You will do everything they tell you to.”

She looked at me, her smile sharpening. “Strip, Natalie. I want you to show these men, and your husband, exactly how submissive you can be. I want you on your knees with your hands behind your back.”

I felt the cool air of the air-conditioned suite hit my bare skin as I shed my vest and shorts, leaving them in a heap on the polished floor. My heart was thundering in my chest as I stepped out of my panties, standing completely exposed before the two golden-haired men. With a shaky breath, I lowered myself to my knees on the thick rug, interlocking my arms behind my back.

Rosalind had joined Julian on the chaise lounge. "Good girl," she purred. "Stefan, Lars, she's all yours. Use her however you wish.”

The men didn't hesitate. They stepped forward simultaneously, their white briefs hitting the floor. Their cocks were identical masterpieces, thick and veiny, standing proud and heavy in the afternoon light as they stiffened instantly. I’d never seen such big cocks before.

Stefan, the one on the left, stepped to my side, while Lars stood directly in front of my face.

Suddenly, Lars gripped my hair, tilting my head back. Without a word of warning, he shoved his thick length into my mouth. I let out a muffled cry, my throat tightening as the sheer size of him hit the back of my tonsils.

"Hands stay back, Natalie," Rosalind barked.

Lars began to thrust, a slow, deep rhythm that forced me to open as wide as I possibly could. Thick saliva coated his cock, running out of my mouth and down my chin. Just as I started to find a rhythm, I felt Stefan move closer, pressing his own rigid cock against my cheek until I was forced to tilt my head.

They began to tag-team my mouth. Lars would pull out almost entirely, and Stefan would shove his way in from the side, the two of them competing for space, sometimes both cocks in my mouth at once. I was gagging constantly, the involuntary reflex making my eyes stream with tears that tracked down my flushed cheeks. My makeup smeared as they used my face like a toy. They both reached down to my breasts, each of them pulling and twisting one of my nipples, mixing pleasure with delicious pain.

Lars pulled out for a brief second, his cock glistening with my saliva.

"Thank them, Natalie," Rosalind commanded.

"Th… thank you," I gasped, my voice hoarse, my mascara-stained tears dripping onto my chest. "Thank you for... fucking my mouth.."

Before I could finish, Stefan was back inside me, his thrusts more aggressive now, pushing past my gag reflex until I felt the blunt heat of him deep in my throat. He was grunting now; they both were.

"They're close, Natalie," Rosalind’s voice sounded clinical and satisfied. "Get ready to receive your reward. Keep those hands behind your back. Don't you dare move."

Lars pulled his length out of my mouth with a wet pop, but he didn't step away. He gripped my chin firmly, tilting my tear-streaked face upward toward the ceiling. Simultaneously, Stefan moved to my side, his hand heavy on the back of my neck to keep me steady.

I watched through a haze of streaming eyes as Lars began to stroke himself rapidly. A second later, the first thick, hot jet hit my cheek, splashing up toward my eye. I flinched, but Stefan’s grip held me fast as his own release followed. Heavy, white lines of cum began to pelt my face, landing on my forehead, my nose, and matting into my eyelashes and hair.

I sat there on my knees, my face coated with their release. It felt heavy and sticky as it began to drip down my chin and onto my bare chest.

"What do you say, Natalie?" Rosalind prompted.

I looked over at Julian. He looked shocked, but his hand was in his shorts, stroking his cock with long, slow strokes.

"Thank... thank you," I whispered. I tasted the cum on my lips as I spoke. "Thank you for the lesson. Thank you for... using me."

Stefan and Lars stepped back, their cocks still rock-hard and dripping with cum. But they weren’t finished.

Rosalind smirked. "Lars, Stefan… on the bed. I want to see how much of a stretch she can actually handle. Double penetrate her."


Chapter Eleven




The men gripped my arms and hoisted me up. My legs felt weak as they marched me to the massive king-sized bed. I was tossed onto the silk duvet, still covered in cum.

Lars stretched out across the center of the bed. His cock was rigid and pulsing, standing straight up, so long and thick.

"Mount him, Natalie," Rosalind whispered, moving to the edge of the bed so she could watch every detail.

I straddled Lars, my knees sinking into the mattress on either side of his hips. I reached down, my fingers trembling as I guided his thick head to my entrance. I lowered myself slowly, my breath catching as he filled my pussy, stretching me wide. His cock was thicker than anything I’d taken inside me before, and it felt delicious. I sank down until our bodies were touching, every inch stretching me perfectly. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, and my face and chest were flushed pink. I was a mess, tears and cum staining my face and dripping onto my breasts.

Rosalind saw me looking at myself. “You’re beautiful, Natalie,” she purred. I felt it, too.

Stefan moved behind me. I felt his large, warm hands cup my ass cheeks, pulling them apart. I let out a whimper as I felt the cool, slick slide of lube being applied to my puckered rear entrance. He began to work two fingers inside me, stretching my ass open as he prepared me for his massive cock.

"Now, Stefan," Rosalind breathed.

Stefan withdrew his fingers and replaced them with his heavy, blunt cock. He pushed in with a slow, relentless force. I let out a scream, throwing my head back as I was stretched around two thick shafts. My eyes rolled back as the sensation of being double-penetrated from both sides took hold. The two men began to move in a hard, synchronized rhythm, Lars thrusting upward into my cunt while Stefan hammered into my ass from behind.

Every impact sent jolts of electricity through my nervous system, the friction between the two men inside me creating a pleasure that felt like it would consume me. My breasts swung wildly with every thrust, still stained with cum.

"Look at her," Rosalind urged Julian, her voice thick with arousal. “She still has one hole left. Get over here. I want her mouth occupied. I don't want to hear anything but the sound of her choking on you.”

Julian stepped up to the head of the bed. I leaned forward, my hair cascading over Lars’s chest, and took my husband’s cock into my mouth. I was being penetrated by three cocks now, and I fucking loved it.

Julian’s pace in my mouth was frantic, his hands gripping my hair to guide me as he watched the two blond men fucking me as hard as they could. The internal friction of Lars and Stefan sliding against each other, with only my thin walls between them, created a sensory overload that pushed me straight into an intense orgasm.

A wave of pleasure washed over me as my internal muscles clamped down hard on Lars and Stefan. I started shaking and moaning around Julian’s cock in my mouth. My body bucked and arched, and a sudden, uncontrollable rush of liquid erupted from me, soaking Lars’s stomach and the silk sheets beneath us.

“God… yes…” Rosalind groaned, and I sensed her climaxing with me, her fingers buried deep in her own cunt.

The men fucked me through it. As soon as my orgasm finished, I launched straight into another one, so powerful that my vision went black and I squirted again. The sight of me totally unraveling was the final straw for Julian. I felt his cock throb and swell inside my mouth. He came hard, a hot and heavy flood that filled my throat, forcing me to swallow as he emptied himself into me.

Stefan and Lars weren't far behind. With a few more punishing lunges that nearly lifted me off the bed, they both stiffened, their bodies locking up as they filled my pussy and my ass with cum. I collapsed forward onto Lars’s chest, my breath coming in jagged, broken sobs of pure exhaustion and pleasure.

“Thank you…” I gasped. “Thank you!”

The room fell into a heavy, weighted silence, the only sound the frantic breathing of the five of us. I was a wreck, covered and filled with the cum of three men, stretched wide, and utterly satisfied.

Rosalind stepped forward, her hand trailing over my sweat-covered shoulder. “Good girl,” she purred. “You’ve been my best student yet. Now get cleaned up. This evening we are having a dinner party.”


Chapter Twelve




That evening, we dressed up in our best evening clothes. I wore a floor-length silk gown in a deep midnight blue. On Rosalind’s orders, I was not wearing any underwear. Julian looked especially handsome in his charcoal, tailored suit, and it was with a mix of nerves and excitement that we descended the huge staircase to the dining room.

The first thing I saw was Lars and Stefan. They moved around the table with a cold, mechanical grace. Seeing them in their formal black waistcoats and white gloves was a jarring contrast to the memories of them completely destroying me earlier.

"Natalie, darling, you look positively glowing," Rosalind said from the head of the table. She was a vision in a dress covered in gold sequins that, as usual, showed off her ample cleavage. "I assume the afternoon air agreed with you?"

She had invited four other couples to dinner with us. They were a mixture of Rosalind’s and Alistair’s rich friends. Andrew and Sofia were neighbours. Then there was David, whom I recognised from business meetings, and his Asian wife, May. Placed next to me at the table was Richard, one of Alistair’s oldest friends. He was married to a very chatty blonde woman called Gloria, whose cleavage rivalled Rosalind’s. The final couple, sitting opposite, were both Black. They were called Jon and Denise. It wasn’t quite clear how Rosalind knew them, but they all seemed very friendly.

"Alistair tells me you've been taking lessons," Richard said as he poured me more wine. "Tennis, is it?"

I felt my face heat up, a deep crimson flush spreading down to the plunging neckline of my dress. “Er… Yes, I did have a lesson with the tennis coach this morning,” I managed.

“Oh, lovely. Was it Marco?” he replied, peering at me over his glasses. “He does fuck well, or so Gloria tells me.”

I almost choked on my wine. His wife, Gloria, leaned over him and put her hand on mine. “Doesn’t he have a magnificent cock? I’m so glad you’ve had a go on it.”

I stared at Gloria, my mouth hanging slightly open.

On my other side, Julian was deep in conversation with Sofia. Suddenly, I saw that her hand was on his thigh, under the table. She whispered something in his ear that made him smirk. I could see that he had an erection.

"Don't be shy, Natalie," Alistair boomed from the other end of the table. “We’re all friends with shared interests, here.”

"Exactly," David added, leaning forward. He had a posh British accent. "There’s nothing quite like the sight of your wife being thoroughly rogered by another man. Especially if he’s got a massive knob. It keeps the marriage... vibrant.”

Julian cleared his throat, his face flushed. Sofia gave his hard cock a squeeze in his pants. "I’m beginning to see the appeal," he said.

The meal was exquisite. By the time the dessert plates were being cleared away, the sexual tension was through the roof.

"That pudding was divine," May said, her voice cutting through the clinking of silverware. She pushed back her chair and leaned back playfully on the edge of the table. She hiked her short dress up over her hips to her waist. Like me, she was wearing nothing underneath. Her skin was a beautiful olive tone, and as she spread her legs, she revealed a thick, black bush that framed her glistening, pink slit.

"But, I think I’d much rather be the dessert tonight," she teased, leaning back on her elbows and arching her spine. "Who's hungry?”

David, her husband, just laughed and leaned back, watching with a look of pride as his wife spread herself open on the table.

Alistair stood up, his eyes fixed on the damp, dark curls between May's thighs. He walked over to her, his movements slow and deliberate. Without a word, he knelt on the carpet between her legs. He lifted one leg in his hands and kissed all the way up her inner thigh. When he reached the top, he buried his face in her bush. She let out a loud moan of pleasure, throwing back her long black hair.

“Oh… yes… eat me,” she moaned.

David reached out a hand to me, and I took it. “Shall we?” he said, smoothly.

I didn't even have time to look at Julian for permission before David pulled me to my feet and kissed me. The others were already standing and pairing up. Next to me, Alistair was still buried in May’s pussy, his hands lifting her hips slightly to lick her deeper as she writhed among the crystal glasses.

David turned me gently, pushing me forward so that I leaned over the table. I felt the hard wood against my breasts as I leaned forward. Slowly, David bunched the silk of my gown in his hands, hiking it up over my waist until the cool air hit my bare skin. He teased my slit with one finger.

“Mmm, you’re already dripping, my dear.”

I heard the clink of his belt. I felt the blunt pressure of his cock as he pressed himself against my soaked opening. With one powerful, steady thrust, he drove himself inside me. My head fell forward as the table creaked under the weight of us. The sensation was incredible; he had a thick, curved cock that dragged across my G-spot and made me moan with pleasure.

The dining room had become a scene of total hedonism. To my left, Alistair had moved from eating May to fucking her, her legs hooked over his shoulders as his pounded away with his pants around his ankles. On my other side, I saw Julian. He had pushed his chair back, and Sofia was on his lap, riding his cock as she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him passionately.

David was relentless. He gripped my hair, pulling my head back so I had to watch the scenes of fucking around me.

"You’re a filthy slut, aren’t you, Natalie?" David hissed in my ear as he thrust deep inside me. He spun me sideways. Alistair was standing there, his erect cock coated with May’s sticky, white release. I pulled it into my mouth, tasting her on him as I hollowed my cheeks and sucked it, all the while being fucked from behind by David. It was too much, and I came hard, my legs giving out underneath me. David followed me down and just fucked me on my back on the carpet.

After David reached his climax deep inside me, Richard stepped in to take his place. My cunt made wet, squelching noises as he fucked the cum out of me. I lost track of how many times I climaxed as the men rotated, each taking their turn to fuck me.

At some point, Rosalind led the twelve of us to her bedroom. There we began fucking again in more comfort, some on the bed, some on the chaise longue, and some even on the rug. Even the two blond servants, Lars and Stefan, were brought back into the fray with their massive cocks. I saw Rosalind taking both of them at the same time on the floor.

Just as I thought I couldn't possibly take any more, Jon stepped away from a spent Sofia and caught my eye. My gaze dropped down to his impressively large, black cock. I nodded. He grabbed a heavy, high-backed velvet chair and dragged it to the center of the room. He sat down and pulled me onto his lap, facing him. I straddled his thick thighs, reaching down and guiding his big dick to my opening. As I lowered myself, I felt a deep stretch that made me hold my breath. He was huge, filling me with a solid, unyielding heat that seemed to reach all the way to my core.

I began to ride him, my breasts bouncing with every frantic upward thrust. Jon gripped my waist, his large hands holding me firmly as I speared myself on his cock. I threw my head back, my hair damp with sweat, as I lost myself in the pleasure.

Julian stepped away from the bed where he had been fucking May. He came to me, his hands stroking my back, his lips kissing my neck.

“You look so beautiful like this,” he murmured.

I was moaning loudly every time I bounced on Jon’s cock, but I managed to get a few words out. “Fuck my ass,” I begged my husband.

He grinned and crouched behind me, pressing his slick cock against my rear entrance. As I bounced up and down, he held it firmly, and it slipped inside. My eyes rolled back in my head at the extra intrusion. The friction between their two shafts was delicious, sending me into a haze of ecstasy.

I was a mess of sensory overload. The feeling of two cocks inside me, the sounds of fucking all around me, and the smell of sweat and sex. Every time I slammed down on Jon, Julian drove deeper into my ass, sending me higher and higher.

"I'm coming! I'm coming!" I screamed, my voice echoing off the high, ornate ceiling.

My cunt and ass clenched around the cocks inside me. Jon let out a growl, and I felt him throb as he flooded my cunt. At that same moment, Julian’s hands dug into my hips, his fingers bruising my skin as he reached his own release. Load after load of cum filled me as they groaned and fucked me through it.

I managed to stagger to the bed on weak legs. Julian wrapped his arms around me. The others were finishing, too, and soon the room was quiet except for heavy breathing and satisfied sighs.


Epilogue




The sun was just beginning to peek over the Atlantic, casting long, golden fingers of light across the breakfast terrace. The air was crisp and cool this early in the morning. I sat at the wrought-iron table, nursing a cup of black coffee, my body feeling strangely light despite the deep ache everywhere.

Lars, now back in his pristine uniform, silently placed a plate of pastries in front of me. Alistair and Rosalind sat across from us, looking as refreshed as if they’d spent the weekend at a spa rather than orchestrating a marathon orgy. Julian sat beside me, his hand resting firmly on my thigh under the table.

“It’s a shame you have to head back so early,” Alistair said, checking his watch. “But I suppose the city waits for no one.”

“We’ve got a lot on at the office this morning,” Rosalind said. “The car should be here any moment. Natalie and I have a nine o’clock with the bank.”

She turned her gaze to me, her eyes sparkling. “Think of how much more fun the office is going to be, Natalie. I can share some delicious secrets with you now that you’ve graduated from your training.”

I felt a flutter in my stomach. “The office?”

“Of course,” Rosalind purred. “There’s all sorts of mischief we can get up to. I know which businessmen to introduce you to. I know which of your colleagues are filthy sluts and worth playing with. I know all the hotels and exclusive clubs in New York. We’re going to have a lot of fun.”

Julian’s grip on my leg tightened, and I felt a flush of heat between my legs. “And I can’t wait to hear all about it,” he grinned.

THE END
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Hotwife In Paris




Chapter One




It wasn’t cheating. Not really. Living in Paris, infidelity wasn’t a scandal; it was a fact of social life. It was the seasoning of a long-term marriage that kept the meat from going bland. It was expected that a husband have a mistress or two. It wasn’t unusual. In fact, it would be unusual for a man of a certain age not to have at least one lover.

I was from the US, but I married Michel and moved to Paris over twenty years ago. I was practically a native now, fluent in French, and with my slightly dark complexion and long, straight black hair, most people assumed I had been born here. Until they heard my accent anyway.

At first, when I began to suspect that he had other lovers, I felt that sharp, cold twist of abandonment. New and alone in a foreign country, I didn’t feel like I could call him out. But my nervousness about it dissipated when I began to make friends and confide in them.

“C'est normal,” my colleague Marine had shrugged. “It keeps them out of trouble.” Her husband had a mistress in the next town, and she appreciated the space when he went to stay the night with her.

“Une deuxième lampe ne rend pas la première moins lumineuse,” another friend, Céline, told me philosophically. That meant something like “A second light doesn’t make the first one dimmer.” She went on to tell me how much her husband’s skills in the bedroom had improved once he had started banging his much younger secretary.

Soon, I began to feel excited and horny for my husband when he came home, unexpectedly showered during the day. He had an extra energy, a glint in his eye, his hunger sharpened by someone else’s touch that meant I was about to be in for a rough but good time.

My friends began to encourage me to have une liaison myself, as they called it. They told me of their own affairs with younger men, with older men, with men they should never have been with. At first, I only listened, but eventually I tried it for myself.

My first foray, all those years ago, was a trembling, high-anxiety mess. I met a man in a quiet bistro near the Canal Saint-Martin, my heart hammering against my ribs so hard I thought I’d faint. But the moment his hand slid under the table and up my skirt, the sheer, illicit rush of being touched by someone who only knew my first name was a revelation.

The secrecy didn't just add spice; it drove me wild with desire. I wasn't just a wife anymore; I was a woman with a lust for sex that I could scarcely believe. Every new encounter was a new flavor, a different set of hands on my desperate body. Every new lover taught me something more about myself and how my body could be made to pleasure me. I took my newfound knowledge home to Michel. Our marriage only grew stronger.

This particular Tuesday, however, I wasn't looking for the slow dance of flirtation. I had a quick need that had to be satisfied. I had stepped out of the office for my lunch break, but I wasn't headed to the local boulangerie. Instead, I was walking toward a nondescript parking garage in the arrondissement where I worked, my heels clicking against the pavement and my pulse beating between my thighs.

I usually thrived on the tactile thrill of hunting in person; the electric moment a stranger crossed the line between polite and pinning me against the wall in a darkened doorway. Or the moment when they opened the door to their bedroom, and I saw the bed that I knew I would soon be climaxing on. But today, I had a different mission. You see, I had a… kink for size. There was nothing that turned me on more than a man who was packing a massive cock in his sensible work pants.

The man waiting for me was little more than a username and a series of provocative, high-definition photos that had kept me awake the night before. We hadn't traded life stories; we had traded measurements. He had sent a photo of himself: dark-skinned, with a thick and heavy cock that looked impossibly long. The sheer physics of it had made my breath catch when I had first opened the photo.

Unfortunately, this week, “Je suis indisposée,” as the French would say… I was on my period. Since a full encounter was off the table, I had been clear with him on the app: this would be a strictly oral arrangement. There was something incredibly submissive and yet powerfully in control about offering a man exactly one thing, especially when that thing was the singular focus of his day. And I couldn’t wait to get my hands around his massive member.

I had spent all morning in the office, crossing and uncrossing my legs, the phantom image of that dark, heavy length burned into my retinas. My period had only heightened my sensitivity; every brush of my silk underwear felt like a low-voltage shock.

The parking garage was silent save for the distant hum of the city above. I spotted his car immediately, the only one, parked in the corner by the emergency exit. He was a construction worker, transferring through Paris for a couple of days on his way to his next job in the Southeast. As I approached, he opened the door and climbed out.

He was well-built, broad with heavy shoulders and thick cords of muscle in his forearms that spoke of manual work. His hair was cropped into a functional buzz cut, emphasizing the sharp, rugged lines of his jaw and a nose that looked like it might have been broken once or twice.

“Bonjour, Annie,” he said with a cheeky glint in his eyes.

We kissed formally on both cheeks. He introduced himself as Yanis and then opened the back door for me. I climbed inside, aware that my professional skirt rode up just high enough to hint at the top of my bas à couture. As I climbed into the back seat, I felt his gaze track the movement of my legs. As I settled onto the leather, Yanis climbed in beside me, his large frame making the interior of the car feel suddenly small.

He didn't waste time with small talk. He wasn’t in town for long, and he was looking for a plan cul, a hookup. "You look even more beautiful than the photos," he said in French, accented with his African roots.

I reached out, my small, manicured hand looking pale and delicate against the dark tattoos on his arm. I unzipped his pants and reached inside. My fingers brushed against him, and I felt the heat before I even made contact. My hand closed around a weight that felt substantial even in its soft state. I eased his cock out into the dim light of the backseat, and I couldn't help but gasp. Even soft, he was magnificent. His skin was the color of dark espresso, smooth and heavy.

I bent my head, my long black hair falling forward. I began with the tip, swirling my tongue around the broad, blunt head. I could already feel him start to grow and stiffen. He let out a low groan that came from deep in his chest. One of his massive, calloused hands came down to rest heavily on my shoulder, his thumb stroking the sensitive skin of my neck.

I took as much of him as I could into my mouth, my cheeks stretching as I began a slow, rhythmic suction. I could feel him reacting instantly. The soft weight began to pulse and thicken, expanding against my tongue and the roof of my mouth. Every time I bobbed my head, he grew harder, longer, and more insistent. It was like watching a sleeping giant wake up. What had been a heavy coil was now a rigid, dark pillar that pushed deep into my throat, testing my limits just as I had hoped.

I looked up at him through my lashes, my eyes watering slightly from the sheer size of him, and saw Yanis with his head tilted back against the headrest. His dark eyes were watching me. I sped up, first one and then both hands gripping the base of him, realizing my fingers couldn't even meet on the other side of his girth. I was a size queen in her element, lost in the worship of a truly extraordinary cock, while my pussy throbbed with a vicious, hungry heat. I already knew that I was leaking arousal into my pad, and I squirmed in the seat.

"Putain..." he hissed, his fingers tightening in my hair. "Tu vas me rendre fou," he told me, saying that I was driving him crazy.

I didn't stop, forcing his cock deeper into my throat. Spit streamed out of my mouth and down his shaft, soaking my hands and pooling around his big, heavy balls. I wrapped one hand around them, squeezing gently as I pushed so far down that I gagged violently, tears running out of my eyes. The thickness of him stretched my lips to their absolute limit. My jaw ached in the best way possible.

His massive hands migrated from my neck to the back of my head, his fingers locking into my dark hair with a possessive grip. He began to thrust upward, a slow, rhythmic surge that met my downward stroke with a power that made my eyes water even more.

"Regarde-moi," he commanded. I obeyed, looking up at him, my vision slightly blurred, seeing his face contorted in pleasure.

I felt the shift, the sudden tension in his thighs, and the way his fingers dug into my head.

"Oh putain, je vais venir..." he groaned, his body arching off the seat. Oh fuck, I’m going to come.

Then, with a final, desperate surge, he shuddered beneath my touch. I felt the hot, heavy pulses of cum, a rhythmic release that flooded my mouth and felt like it would never end. I swallowed furiously, but more leaked out from my taut lips and streamed down his shaft.

He slumped back against the headrest, his chest heaving, his eyes still closed. He stayed there for a long moment, one hand still resting heavily on my head as I slowly lifted up, gasping for breath.

"C’était incroyable," he whispered after a moment, telling me how incredible it had been. "Tu es une petite sorcière, tu le sais ça?"

I pulled back, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, a wicked, satisfied smirk playing on my lips. I felt energized, my blood singing with the illicit thrill of it all. I loved giving pleasure, especially forbidden pleasure. I checked my watch. I had thirty minutes to get back to the office, straighten my skirt, and pretend I hadn't just spent my lunch hour sucking the cock of a beautiful stranger.


Chapter Two




Iwas still catching my breath, the taste of him lingering on my tongue, when Yanis reached out. His massive, calloused hand cupped my chin, tilting my head back so he could look into my eyes. He was humming with energy, his chest heaving under his shirt.

"À ton tour," he murmured, his voice low. Your turn.

I let out a shaky breath, my heart skipping. "Yanis, I told you... Je suis indisposée. It’s my time of the month."

He gave a classic, Gallic shrug; a slow, indifferent movement of his heavy shoulders. "Ça ne me dérange pas," he said simply. It doesn’t bother me.

His offer sent a fresh jolt of electricity through me. It was toward the end of my cycle anyway, so I didn’t expect much of a problem. I felt a reckless surge of desire. I reached under my professional pencil skirt and tugged down my silk panties. I carefully removed the pad, folding it into a neat square and tucking it into a side pocket of my leather handbag. Then I leaned back in the corner of the back seat and opened my legs for him. I felt exposed, raw, and utterly turned on.

"D'accord," I whispered.

Yanis slipped half into the footwell and bent over. He spread my knees wide, his hands like iron weights on my thighs as he admired my pussy. I was already swollen and wet, my lips glistening with arousal and framed with my dark, trimmed hair. My cunt gaped open to expose my flushed, pink insides. He seemed to approve, smiling and glancing up at me.

I gasped as he pushed two of those thick, work-hardened fingers deep inside me. They felt enormous, stretching me in a way that made my toes curl inside my high heels. He thrust them deep inside my cunt, until his knuckles pressed against my body. I moaned with pleasure at the sensation. Then came his mouth, immediately finding my clit. His tongue was large and wet, swirling in heavy, rhythmic circles. He sucked on me with a hunger that made me arch my back, my fingers digging into the leather upholstery.

He fucked me with his fingers, pressing hard against my G-spot. Soon, a wet, slapping sound filled the car. I felt the familiar building of pressure, almost like I had to pee, but far more pleasurable. The way he was touching me, I knew I was going to squirt. That was something else a lover had taught me, that I had brought home to Michel to his delight.

"Oh mon Dieu," I gasped, my head thumping back painfully against the window as the sensations became overwhelming. He didn't slow down. If anything, he leaned into it, his fingers curling deeper, hitting that sweet, swollen spot over and over as his mouth wrapped around my sensitive clit. I was dripping wet already, my arousal running out of my cunt and down his hand.

When it hit, it felt like an explosion. My back arched off the leather, my fingers clawing at the headrest as my cunt convulsed around his hand. I felt a sudden, hot rush, a wave of fluid that gushed from me, soaking his face and hand, pooling on the black leather seat under my ass. A broken, jagged moan escaped my throat, loud enough to echo in the silent concrete garage.

I shook for a full thirty seconds, squirting over and over, my legs trembling so violently I could barely keep them open. Yanis stayed there, his face slick and his fingers still buried deep inside me, feeling the final, dying pulses of my orgasm. He looked up at me, a slow, triumphant grin spreading across his face.

"Putain," he breathed, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, looking down at the wet mess we’d made of the backseat. "You like?"

I nodded breathlessly. I reached for my panties on the floor of the car, but he stopped me with his large hand.

“Maintenant, on va baiser,” he said. Now we fuck. His hand was wrapped around the shaft of his cock, fully hard again already.

“Oui,” I panted. I moved on top of him, straddling his thick thighs in the cramped confines of the backseat. The space was tight, forcing my ample tits against his chest. Yanis didn't just wait for me to descend; his massive, rough hands reached around, gripping my buttocks with a possessive strength that left no doubt about his intentions.

He used his fingers to stretch me open. I felt my ass and pussy gape as he spread me. I looked down and saw his cock, a dark, daunting pillar of steel, waiting for me. I guided the thick head to my entrance, and the moment it made contact, I knew I was in trouble.

I began to lower myself, and the air left my lungs as he stretched me wide open. I loved a big cock, but this was something else. He was so wide that I felt my lips pulling tight around him, every nerve ending screaming as he filled my insides.

I pushed down harder, my hands bracing against his heavy shoulders for leverage. Slowly, agonizingly, I took him in. Inch by inch, the dark length disappeared, stretching my walls until I felt him bottom out inside me. I sat there for a moment, impaled, my breath coming in shallow gasps. I was completely stuffed, my body stretched to its absolute limit around his girth.

Yanis let out a low, vibrating growl, his fingers digging into my ass. I began to move, a slow, experimental grind that sent a fresh wave of white-hot pleasure through my entire body. The friction was incredible; the rough, calloused grip of his hands on my skin and the smooth, unrelenting pressure of him deep inside me.

I began to ride him with a desperate, rhythmic intensity. Each downward thrust was a fresh shock to my system; he was so thick that my cunt was being stretched wide around him. His massive hands slid upward, disappearing beneath the silk of my professional blouse. He hooked his fingers under the lace of my bra and hauled it upward, freeing my breasts under my shirt. He squeezed them roughly until he found my nipples, already tight and aching, and began to pull on them. The painful pleasure of my nipples vied with the crushing fullness deep in my cunt, creating a circuit of pleasure that made my head roll back.

My internal muscles clamped down on him like a vice, a frantic, rhythmic pulsing that signaled I was about to come. When it happened, my vision went black, and my whole body flooded with pleasure. I collapsed forward, panting heavily.

But Yanis wasn't finished. With a low, hungry growl, he gripped my waist and hoisted me up as if I weighed nothing, flipping me over onto the leather seat. I landed on my back, my legs draped over the headrests, completely exposed, my cunt dripping and still quivering from the orgasm.

He didn't wait. He braced his massive arms on either side of my head and drove back into me with a single, devastating thrust. The force of it knocked the breath from my lungs. He was hammering into me now, a relentless, mechanical rhythm, fucking me hard. My breasts, freed from my bra and heavy with arousal, bounced wildly with every strike. The car was filled with the primal, wet sounds of our bodies. His heavy balls slapped against my ass with every vicious thrust.

Yanis buried his face in the crook of my neck and let out a loud groan of relief. He came inside me, his thick, hot cum flooding my cunt. I felt every pulse, every release as his cock throbbed deep in my pussy. The forbidden sensation of him filling me, combined with the brutal stretch of his massive girth, triggered another, even more violent orgasm. I almost passed out as my body arched, my heels digging into the back of the front seats as I screamed into the humid air of the garage.

We stayed like that for a long minute, the only sound our heavy panting. He remained buried deep inside me, my lips gripping his shaft tightly. I felt completely used, utterly stretched, and fully alive. I flicked a glance at my watch over his shoulder. Fuck. I had five minutes to clean up and get back to the office, and I was never good at running in heels.

I pushed him off, feeling the rush of cum pour out of my destroyed pussy. It was streaked with just a hint of red, but if Yanis didn’t care, then neither did I. I fumbled in my bag for another pad, attached it to my panties, and pulled them up.

I leaned over, kissing Yanis softly on the lips. Our first kiss. He was surprisingly gentle now, his hand coming up to brush my cheek. It was a shame he was leaving town, I would have liked to make him my amant, my regular lover.

I asked him when he was leaving, and he told me tomorrow afternoon. A wicked grin spread across my face. I had one more chance to enjoy that massive cock.

“Can you come to my apartment tomorrow lunchtime?” I asked him in French.

“Oui, bien sûr,” he replied. “J'amènerai un ami.”

I felt my heart rate surge, and a rush of heat in my pussy. He’d said that he was going to bring a friend.


Chapter Three




Iwas still buzzing from my lunchtime hookup when Michel got home to our third-floor apartment. I think he’d fucked someone, too, because he was on me in an instant, kissing my neck, and running his hands up my sides to brush against the outline of my breasts.

The air in our apartment was thick with more than just the scent of the coq au vin I’d picked up from the supermarché. It was charged with the high-voltage anticipation of two people who had spent their day in other people's arms, only to bring that borrowed energy home to each other.

As we sat opposite at the dining table, I could barely focus on the wine. My skin felt tight, hyper-sensitive, and every time I shifted in my chair, I felt the ghostly stretch of Yanis still lingering in my muscles. I watched Michel sip his Bordeaux. He was nearly fifty now, the silver at his temples catching the candlelight, his jawline still sharp. He looked sophisticated, masculine, and, knowing he’d likely spent some time this afternoon spurting cum into his mistress, unbearably sexy.

Usually, I enjoyed the slow burn, the subtle hints, and the late-night gymnastics. But today had been too primal. I finished the last piece of chicken and put my knife and fork together.

"Michel," I said, my voice quiet.

He looked up, a playful, knowing smirk touching his lips. "Oui, chérie?"

I stood up, the legs of my chair screeching against the parquet floor. I walked around the table, moving his plate and wine glass to the side. Then I hiked my skirt up to my waist and dropped my panties to the floor. I sat on the edge of the table, my legs spread wide, my dark hair falling over my shoulders. He glanced at the pad stuck to my underwear and raised an eyebrow.

"I don't want to wait for the bedroom," I whispered, my breath coming fast with hunger. "I want you to fuck me right here. Right now."

Michel didn't hesitate. He didn't ask where I'd been or why I was so desperate; he simply recognized the fever. He stepped between my thighs, already unbuckling his belt. He freed his cock and gave it a few firm strokes to make it fully hard. He pushed into me. He wasn’t huge, but he was big enough, familiar and skilled, and fueled by his own secret afternoon.

As he filled me, I quickly unbuttoned my blouse and pulled my tits out of the top of my bra. My nipples were already hard and sensitive. I closed my eyes and leaned back against the table, squeezing my breasts together for him. As Michel looked down at my exposed breasts, his face hardened into that expression I loved, the one that signaled that I was no longer his wife, but his slut.

He reached out, his hand wrapping firmly around my throat. He wasn’t squeezing to hurt, but to claim; he pinned me back against the mahogany surface. He began to thrust with a renewed, violent vigor, his eyes locked on mine as if he knew I’d been fucked already today and he was reclaiming me.

"Tu en veux encore, n'est-ce pas?" he groaned as he fucked me. You want more, don’t you?

He didn’t wait for an answer. He pulled out abruptly, the sudden absence of him making me gasp. Before I could say anything, he gripped my ankles and hauled my legs upward, pinning my knees toward my shoulders.

Like so many of the best things in my life, I had learned to love anal sex through an affair. A young Italian architect, ten years ago, had introduced me to the illicit thrill of it, and Michel had been only too happy to reap the benefits.

He positioned his cock at my asshole, the head probing the tight, puckered entrance. He didn't bother to go to the bedroom to get any lube; he just used the slick, messy essence leaking from my cunt to lubricate the way.

He pushed in slowly at first, a deliberate, agonizing stretch that forced a long, low moan from my throat. My body fought it for a split second before the practiced relaxation took over. I opened for him, my fingers clawing at the edge of the table, my breasts heaving and swaying as his cock slid deep into my ass. Once he was seated deep, he began to drive. The angle was perfect, his pubic bone slamming against me with every deep, anal lunge.

Michel’s grip on my throat tightened as he sped up, his breathing coming in heavy grunts. My hand went instinctively to my pussy, my fingers curling up inside as I rubbed my palm against my clit. I was close already. With Michel’s cock buried deep in my ass and my own hand working frantically at my clit, the world narrowed down to a single, white-hot point of sensation.

I hit the edge and shattered. A long, jagged cry tore from my throat as my internal muscles gripped him in a series of violent, anal tremors. My vision blurred, the chandelier above the dining table spinning into a kaleidoscope of light. I was coming so hard I could barely breathe, my legs shaking where they were hooked over his shoulders.

He pulled out with a wet, sudden pop that made me gasp, the air hitting me where I was most sensitive. He stood over me, his face flushed. He was stroking himself, his cock rigid, looking down at my heaving chest.

"Sur tes seins, chérie," he gasped, his voice betraying how close he was to release. On your breasts.

That was a new request. Whatever slut he had fucked earlier must have let him do that. I was more than happy to copy her. I slipped off the table onto the floor, kneeling in front of him and squeezing my breasts together, offering them up and pushing them together to create a deep, inviting valley of pale skin.

He gave himself two more firm strokes, and then it came, a thick arc of white that splattered across my chest and neck. I watched it happen, the heat of his cum hitting my skin in thick pulses, covering me. When he finally finished, I looked down at my painted breasts. It was kind of beautiful.


Chapter Four




The next day, I could hardly wait for lunchtime. I ate at my desk, freshened up in the bathroom, and hurried the five minutes to my apartment. Yanis was waiting outside… and he had brought a friend. He introduced me to Mathieu. He was Black as well, but with lighter skin and short dreadlocks. He had a friendly, open face, and I was instantly attracted to him.

I unlocked the front door, and we began to climb the stairs. My building was old, with crumbling plaster and iron railings around the spiral stairs. There was an ancient lift, but it was often out of order, and so slow that no one bothered with it unless they had to.

The two men followed behind me. I felt a rush of nervous energy, and my pussy already stirred with arousal. This would be my first ménage à trois; I’d never had a threesome before. I could feel their eyes on me, on my short, professional skirt. As I climbed, I hiked it higher, giving them a glimpse of my silk panties and the top of my stockings. I heard a hum of approval behind me.

By the time we reached the third floor, I was breathless, though not from the stairs. My hand trembled slightly as I fumbled with the heavy brass key. The door clicked behind us, and I led them to the living room. The apartment was silent, bathed in the sunlight that streamed through the glass doors that opened onto the balcony. It was a beautiful space, a refined backdrop for the debauchery I was about to host.

The nervous energy in my chest tightened into a knot of pure desire. I didn't know the etiquette of a ménage à trois, so I led them straight to the bedroom and sat on the bed. Yanis and Mathieu flanked me on either side, their heavy weights making the mattress dip.

They worked in a silent, coordinated rhythm, stripping away my office clothes one by one. Mathieu knelt in front of me and took off my high heels, seeming to savor the feeling of my feet in his hands. Yanis moved behind me, his heavy hands deftly undoing the buttons of my blouse as his fingers brushed against my breasts.

I raised my arms to help them slide the sleeves off, and revealed my unshaved armpits. Younger French women usually shaved these days, but it was a habit I’d adopted years ago; Michel, like many men of his age, preferred the natural look. The way Yanis murmured in approval, I knew he felt the same.

When my bra was finally unhooked, my breasts spilled out, heavy and full. After twenty years in Paris and the natural passage of time, they were just beginning to sag, a soft, feminine weight that settled beautifully against my stomach. Yanis groaned, cupping them both from behind, his rough teasing and pulling on my large, dark nipples.

Mathieu was still in front of me, and he carefully unzipped my skirt before tugging it down. He traced my long legs over the stockings with his fingers. Then he reached up and hooked his fingers into my panties. I lifted my ass off the bed slightly to let him slide them down, revealing my neatly trimmed bush, a dark triangle between my legs.

Finally, I was naked except for my stockings.

"Tu es magnifique," Mathieu whispered, his voice deep. He put his hands on my knees and spread my legs wide, staring at my pink folds, which were already wet and swollen with arousal. I was completely exposed, caught between the two of them. My pussy was already leaking, a heavy, throbbing ache that demanded attention. I looked from Yanis to Mathieu, my eyes landing on the heavy bulges in their trousers.

But I had to wait to see their cocks. Yanis took one of my heavy breasts in his hand and guided the nipple into his mouth. He sucked hard, and the sensation was like a bolt of lightning through my whole body. At the same time, Mathieu moved between my thighs. I felt his warm breath against my inner lips just a second before his tongue made contact.

It was a dual assault. While Yanis’s tongue teased my nipple into a hard, aching peak, Mathieu was drinking me in. He was thorough, his tongue long and agile, tracing the swollen folds of my pussy with a slow, agonizing pace that made me moan into the quiet room.

Waves of pleasure washed over me, and I felt my hips beginning to lift off the bed. They moved me up the bed with strong arms, sliding my body across the silk sheets until I was positioned exactly where they wanted me. Mathieu didn't go back to my pussy immediately. Instead, he gripped my hips and rolled me slightly onto my side, his strong fingers spreading my ass cheeks to expose my tight and sensitive rear entrance.

The first touch of his tongue on my ass sent a shock through my system. He ate me with a hunger that was almost animalistic, probing my most sensitive spot and circling the tight ring of muscles, his short dreadlocks brushing against my lower back.

At the same moment, Yanis leaned down between my thighs and focused entirely on my clit. He used his lips to create a vacuum, his tongue flicking against the tiny, engorged bud with a relentless, vibrating speed that quickly drove me to the brink.

The dual tongue action was too good. I was being worshipped from both sides, the pressure on my clit and the deep, rhythmic swirling at my ass creating a sensation of pure ecstasy. My head thrashed against the pillows, and my breath came in short, jagged gasps.

"Oh... mon Dieu…”

I went over the edge. My internal muscles contracted as a violent, full-body orgasm crashed over me. I came with a jagged scream, twisting on the bed as my pussy flooded Yanis’s face and my ass bucked against Mathieu’s mouth.

I was a shaking, sobbing mess of sensation, drifting in the afterglow while the two men stood and stripped off. I lay back against the pillows, my limbs heavy and twitching, watching through half-lidded eyes. They stripped with a casual, masculine grace, two men completely comfortable in their own skin.

They were both fully erect, their cocks standing up at forty-five degrees. I’d already seen how big Yanis was, but Mathieu’s cock was magnificent in its own right. While it didn't quite have the sheer, daunting length of Yanis’s, it was incredibly thick, nearly a match in girth. It had a pronounced, upward curve, a wicked hook that looked like it was designed specifically to pleasure a woman’s G-spot. I looked from one to the other, the sight of those two massive, dark cocks so close together making my head spin.

Yanis reached out, his massive hand cupping the back of Mathieu’s neck, and pulled him in. To my shock and absolute delight, they pressed their lips together in a deep kiss, their tongues fighting with each other. It was the hottest thing I had ever seen. That is, until their hands moved down, finding each other’s shafts.

I watched, mesmerized, as Yanis’s dark fingers wrapped around Mathieu’s curved girth, while Mathieu’s lighter hands gripped Yanis’s long, straight cock. They began to stroke each other in a synchronized rhythm, the sight of those two massive cocks being handled by such powerful hands making my pussy throb with a renewed, frantic ache.

After a moment, they broke the kiss, both of them breathing hard, their eyes dark. They looked down at me together.

"À genoux," Yanis commanded. On your knees.

I didn't hesitate. I slid off the bed and onto the rug, my knees sinking into the soft pile. I looked up at them, my dark hair messy and my skin flushed. They stood side-by-side, their two massive cocks right in my face.

I opened my mouth, taking Mathieu’s head inside, my tongue immediately swirling around the broad, blunt tip. At the same time, I reached out with both hands, gripping their shafts and stroking them firmly. I moved between them, trying to give each one the attention they deserved, my jaw already beginning to ache from how thick they were. I forced their cocks deep into my throat, gagging on them and letting spit run down my chin and over my breasts. As I serviced them, they kissed each other again.

Yanis and Mathieu reached down together, their hands hooking under my arms and hauling me back onto the mattress with a sudden, effortless power. Mathieu fucked me first, pinning my wrists above my head and driving into me with a single, long-reaching thrust that stole the air from my lungs. My arms were pinned high, my back arched instinctively, as I offered my body up to him. When he thrust into me, the upward curve of his thick shaft ground against that perfect spot inside me.

As Mathieu continued to bang me with a relentless, punishing speed, Yanis moved to the side, kneeling over my shoulder so that his massive, dark length was angled directly across my face. I opened my mouth, my tongue swirling up and down his shaft, but I soon found I was sharing it. Mathieu leaned down, his chest pressing against my heavy breasts, and began to lick and suck the length of Yanis’s shaft alongside me.

The feeling of Mathieu’s tongue dancing with mine over Yanis’s skin while his cock was simultaneously hammering into my depths was a total sensory overload. My breasts were bouncing wildly, my nipples hard and aching as they brushed against Mathieu’s chest. The sound of his balls slapping against my ass, combined with the wet, rhythmic sounds of our mouths on Yanis, pushed me over the edge. I felt my internal walls beginning to contract around Mathieu’s cock as I came hard, the pressure on my G-spot forcing a gush of release that soaked us both.

They took turns to fuck me, again and again, one hard dick after the other. I don’t even know how long; I lost track of how many times I climaxed. The three of us were locked together, kissing and licking each other with no restrictions.

The air in the bedroom was sweltering, thick with the scent of sex and the sounds of our moans and groans. I was completely pliable now, my body slick with sweat and theirs to do anything with. Yanis and Mathieu exchanged a look, a silent understanding that they were about to take things to the next level.

With a single, powerful heave, they pulled me on top of Yanis. I straddled him, my knees sinking into the mattress on either side of his hips, and lowered myself onto his long, straight shaft. The entry was breathtaking. After so much friction, I was wide open, but Yanis still felt massive as he slid deep inside, his cock reaching high and filling the entire length of my cunt. I let out a long, shaky breath, leaning forward to rest my palms on his chest.

Mathieu moved behind me immediately. I felt his presence as he guided his big, curved cock to my rear entrance. As Mathieu pushed into my ass, the sensation was overwhelming. I was being occupied from both sides, the thin wall of muscle between them stretched to its absolute limit. It felt as though they were rubbing against each other through me, a sensation so thick and intrusive that I screamed with pleasure.

Yanis’s length provided a solid, grounding throb from below, while Mathieu’s upward curve hooked into me from behind, filling every remaining millimeter of space. I felt completely stuffed, more full than I had ever been before.

Once they were both seated deep, they began to fuck me hard. Yanis thrust upwards while Mathieu hammered into my tight ass from behind. The internal friction was unlike anything I had ever experienced; a deep, grinding pressure that vibrated through my entire body. My breasts swayed and bounced with the violence of their movement, my nipples grazing Yanis’s chest as I thrashed about between them.

I came hard, so hard that I passed out for a second, my brain going completely numb before the pleasure returned with a rush that filled my whole body. Through the haze of my climax, I felt Mathieu’s body tense behind me. The first thick, hot jet of his release exploded in my ass, followed by more rhythmic pulsing as he flooded my insides.

Yanis wasn’t far behind; his hands gripped my waist to pull me down even harder onto him. He let out a deep groan as he finally surrendered. I felt him throb inside my pussy, a heavy, relentless flooding that overflowed my cunt and ran down his shaft as he continued to thrust inside me. Between the two of them, I was utterly filled.

As the last of their pulses subsided, the strength left my limbs entirely. I slumped forward onto Yanis’s chest, my cheek resting against his hot skin, while Mathieu collapsed onto my back. The silence of the apartment returned, broken only by the sound of our heavy breathing. The moment I moved off of them, I felt the warm sensation of their cum escaping me. It was a slow, messy overflow that trailed down my thighs and pooled on the bed.


Chapter Five




Yanis and Mathieu began to chat and laugh, the sound of two men satisfied by a job well done. There was no awkwardness, only an easy camaraderie as if they had done this many times before. I watched through a haze of post-coital bliss as they moved around my bedroom, their dark, muscular bodies catching the afternoon light one last time before they pulled on their clothes.

I reached for my short silk dressing gown draped over a chair. It was a flimsy thing that barely reached the bottom of my ass. As I tied the belt, I realized their cum was still leaking down my thighs. I led them to the front door, my walk still slightly unsteady. At the threshold, Yanis turned, his eyes taking in my messy hair and the flush on my chest.

"Merci, chérie," he murmured, his thumb tracing my lower lip one last time. Mathieu gave my ass a squeeze before they stepped out into the hallway and began the descent down the creaking spiral stairs.

That’s when I heard it. At the bottom of the stairwell, the unmistakable sound of my husband’s voice. He was with someone, a woman, but I couldn’t hear their words. My heart started to race in panic. Although we both knew about each other’s affairs, it was in an abstract way. Being caught was still being caught.

I felt a rush of panic. I wasn’t concerned that Michel would pass my two lovers on the stairs; there were plenty of other apartments that they could have come from. No, the problem was that I was a sweaty, naked mess, dripping cum from both my stretched holes. I pushed the door closed with a click and looked in the mirror. I was a state, my hair tangled, my chest and face flushed with a post-orgasm glow. Glancing lower, I saw that my tits were still wet with saliva. I even had a love bite just above one of my nipples.

And the bedroom… the bed was now unmade, the sheets soaked where I had squirted. I closed the door, praying that my husband wouldn’t go in there. Why was he home? Maybe he had forgotten something. Hopefully, he would collect it and go quickly. I didn’t have time to dress, so I dived into the small utility room that housed our washing machine and pulled the door almost closed.

I was just in time. I tried to calm my breathing and slow my racing heart as I heard the key in the lock and the door open. Michel entered, but he was not alone. I instantly recognised the woman; it was Juliette from the first floor of our apartment building.

Juliette was a lot younger than Michel. She was in her early twenties, with a striking beauty that felt quintessentially Parisian. Her hair was cropped into a chic, messy black pixie cut that emphasized her high cheekbones and huge, dark eyes. She was slim and delicate, with small, high breasts. As Michel pulled her against him, her light summer dress hiked up, revealing cute, flowery panties.

There was one other important detail… I’d recently fucked Juliette’s boyfriend, Pierre. Coming home very late one night from a work dinner, I had encountered him in the doorway outside, where he was smoking. We had got chatting, Juliette was asleep, and Michel was upstairs in my apartment. Before I knew what was happening, he was fucking me in the stairwell. It was quick, rough, and desperate. The next day, I passed him and Juliette in the street outside, and it was as if it had never happened.

Luckily, instead of Michel taking Juliette to the bedroom, they collapsed giggling on the sofa. They kissed, Juliette’s small hands touching Michel’s face, as his hand disappeared up her dress. From my cramped position in the utility room, I felt a bizarre mix of jealousy and arousal. I was standing there, still dripping the combined fluids of Yanis and Mathieu, my skin smelling of sex, watching my husband get it on with the most beautiful woman in the building.

Michel removed Juliette’s panties, tossing them on the floor. She opened her legs, and I saw that her pussy was completely shaved. He pushed two fingers into her, and her pink lips seemed to stretch tight around them. She moaned with pleasure, her mouth meeting his in a frantic kiss. When he pulled his fingers out, I saw they were covered in her sticky white arousal, before he plunged them deep inside her again.

Watching Michel with Juliette had lit a fire between my legs. Even though I was still sore and swollen from my own tryst, I couldn’t help but slip my hand between my thighs and start circling my sensitive clit.

The sight was hypnotic. Michel stood up just enough to fumble with his belt, his breathing heavy. He kicked his trousers down to his ankles, and his hard cock sprang free. It was a jarring sight, seeing my husband standing there in his shirt and tie, naked from the waist down, his erection ready to pleasure someone else. For a second, he glanced over at the utility room door and whispered something to Juliette, but I knew he wouldn’t be able to see me in the shadows.

Juliette lifted her dress off over her head. Her body was so perfect and slim compared to mine. She wasn’t wearing a bra, but her breasts didn’t need it. He grabbed her by her waist and hauled her to the very edge of the sofa cushions. He guided the head of his cock to her soaking slit and pushed. I watched as her body jolted, her back arching off the sofa as she took him in.

He was larger than Pierre, I noted with a pang of twisted pride, and he seemed to stretch her tight pussy around his shaft. He began to thrust, long, slow strokes that made the sofa creak alarmingly. Every deep thrust made her cry out.

"Oui, Michel... plus fort," she moaned, her head tossing back so that her black pixie cut brushed the cushions.

Michel leaned over her, pinning her small hands above her head. He increased the pace, his thrusts becoming harder, his balls slapping against her ass. Juliette let out another choked cry, her legs wrapping around his waist to pull him even deeper. I stood in the dark of the utility room, my dressing gown fallen open, fingering myself frantically as I watched my husband fuck the girl from the first floor.

Michel pulled out, his cock coated with her white essence. She turned over, leaning over the sofa arm and sticking her perfect little ass into the air. He stepped behind her, his cock gleaming, and drove back into her cunt from behind. As he hammered into her, he reached one hand out, his thumb finding the tight, puckered skin of her asshole. He pressed deep, his thumb disappearing into her as he maintained his frantic rhythm. The dual sensation was too much for her. Juliette’s entire body began to shudder, her toes curling.

"Oh, mon Dieu... Michel! Je viens!" she screamed, her voice breaking as she came in a desperate, shivering climax.

Michel was right on the edge, too. I could almost see his balls tightening as his ass clenched. Just as he reached his breaking point, he yanked himself out of her. He stood over her, his hand wrapping around his thick shaft, holding back for another few seconds. Juliette, still reeling from her orgasm, scrambled to turn around on the sofa. She looked up at him, her face flushed. Just as she moved, the first heavy, white load of his release erupted, splashing across her cheek and sticking into the short, dark strands of her pixie cut.

She didn't flinch. Instead, she lunged forward, her eyes locked on his as she opened her mouth wide. Michel drove his pulsing cock all the way to the base, buried deep in her throat. I watched her eyes go wide as the rest of his load hit the back of her throat. He emptied himself fully, groaning with pleasure as she took it all. He stayed there for a long moment, his eyes closed, his hands buried in her hair.

I slumped against the door in the utility room, my own climax hitting me in a sudden, silent wave. I bit my lip to keep from crying out, my body shaking as I felt the fresh warmth of my own release mingling with the drying fluids of the two men who had left only minutes before. My husband was standing ten feet away, his cock buried in the neighbor's throat, while I stood in the dark, shaking with ecstasy.

Michel and Juliette dressed and left, leaving me alone to contemplate what I had seen. I was very late getting back to work.

That evening at dinner, Michel sat across from me, looking impeccably composed. He swirled a deep red Bordeaux in his glass, the light catching the silver at his temples.

"The dinner is excellent tonight, ma chérie," he said, setting his fork down.

"Thank you," I replied. I kept my legs squeezed tight under the table, the soreness in my pussy and ass a constant, throbbing reminder of what had happened earlier. There was an energy between us, and I knew we would soon be fucking.

Michel took a slow sip of his wine, his eyes never leaving mine. There was a strange glint in them. He leaned forward, resting his elbows on the linen tablecloth.

"Tell me," he began in English, his accent thick. "Did you find the utility room comfortable? It’s a bit cramped in there, isn’t it?"

My heart stopped. The piece of bread I was holding froze halfway to my mouth.

"Michel, I…"

"Shhh," he interrupted, a slow, knowing smile spreading across his face. "Don't look so terrified. I saw the door move when we walked in." He leaned back, watching me struggle to breathe. "And I noticed the bedroom door was closed. The apartment smelt of sex. The two Black gentlemen that I saw on the stairs, I assume?”

I swallowed and nodded, feeling my face flush with excitement. The cat was out of the bag now; there was no more need for secrets. He took another sip of wine, looking thoroughly amused. His gaze dropped to my chest, which was heaving under my silk blouse.

"So, tell me the truth, Annie. Did you enjoy the show?"

“Very much,” I whispered.

“Je pense, we should invite Pierre and Juliette over for dinner at the weekend.” He placed his wine glass down on the table. “Now get into the bedroom and take off your clothes. I’m going to eat your pussy while you tell me exactly what your two Black friends did to you.”


Chapter Six




The Saturday evening air in the apartment was heavy with the scent of roasted lamb and rosemary. I had spent hours preparing, moving through the kitchen with a restless energy. The doorbell rang at precisely eight o’clock.

Pierre and Juliette arrived looking like a spread from a fashion magazine. Pierre was tall and lean in a turtleneck top, with a rugged jawline and the kind of effortless French charm that made my stomach do a slow flip. Juliette was in a tiny, emerald-green slip dress that made her look even more delicate than she had on the sofa. I could tell that she wasn’t wearing a bra, her small, bullet-hard nipples obvious through the thin fabric.

"Bonsoir," Michel greeted them, his voice warm. He played the part of the gracious host perfectly, taking their coats and pouring glasses of the wine they had brought.

Dinner was an exercise in exquisite tension. We sat around the dining table, the conversation flowing easily from French cinema to the rising property prices in the 4th Arrondissement. Pierre sat to my right, his knee occasionally brushing mine under the table. Each time it happened, I felt a jolt of electricity, remembering the rough, desperate way he had taken me in the stairwell.

Across from me, Juliette was picking at her lamb, glancing between Michel and me. Her large, dark eyes looked innocent until I caught the way she watched Michel’s mouth as he spoke. I remembered how she had taken the full load of his cum down her throat, his balls pressed tight against her chin. Not as innocent as she looks.

“Tu es une cuisinière formidable, Annie,” Pierre said, complimenting my cooking. “Michel is a very lucky man."

“Je suis d'accord," Michel said, his eyes locking onto mine over the rim of his glass. "Bien qu'Annie possède de nombreux talents qui vont bien au-delà de la cuisine," he added, telling them that I had many other talents besides cooking.

My hand was trembling slightly as I lifted my wine. I could barely stand the sexual tension, wondering what was going to happen here. My pussy was aching, and I squeezed my thighs together.

After the dessert plates were cleared, Michel led us into the living room. The soft jazz playing in the background felt too quiet for the thumping of my heart. We settled onto the sofa, the very same one where I had watched my husband claim Juliette. She sat next to me, her arm draped casually along the back of the cushions, her fingers inches from my neck. Pierre sat in the chair opposite, but Michel stood by the fireplace, swirling the last of the wine. Juliette moved closer.

“You watched your husband fuck me,” she said in English, emphasizing the word fuck. She looked so beautiful and innocent, but she licked her lips. “Now… do you want to fuck me?”

“Oui,” I replied, breathlessly, although I had never been with another woman before.

Juliette stood up, the emerald-green silk of her dress shimmering under the dim amber lights of the living room. She reached for the thin spaghetti straps at her shoulders and slid them down. The dress dropped down her slim body, pooling in a heap of green at her feet.

She was completely naked underneath. Her skin was pale and flawless, her breasts small and high. Her nipples were dark, hard bullets. Then my eyes drifted lower. Just as I had seen before, she was completely hairless. Her pussy was a neat, vertical slit, pink and glistening, framed by the smooth white of her inner thighs.

Unashamed, she climbed onto my lap, her mouth meeting mine in a desperate, heated kiss. My hands went automatically to the smooth skin of her small ass. Juliette let out a long, shaky sigh, her fingers tangling in my hair as her tongue pushed deeper into my mouth.

Juliette’s fingers were nimble and urgent, catching the hem of my top and pulling it upward. I raised my arms obediently, feeling the cool air of the living room hit my skin as the fabric slid over my head and was tossed onto the rug. Her eyes widened as she looked at the hair under my arms.

"I love zis," she whispered, her fingers touching my armpits and sending a shiver through my body. Then she reached behind me and unhooked my bra. My breasts spilled forward, large and aching, the nipples dark and swollen. Juliette reached out, her small hands looking tiny against my tits as she cupped them, weighing them with a look of pure wonder.

"Zey are so big," she breathed in her strong French accent, her thumbs brushing over the nipples. "So soft and heavy. Not like mine." She leaned forward and buried her face in the deep cleavage between them, nuzzling into them, before capturing one of my nipples in her mouth and teasing it with her tongue. She sucked greedily, her tongue swirling around the peak, and the sensation sent a jolt of pure electricity straight to my crotch.

Meanwhile, Pierre had leaned in, his hand on his crotch. Michel had also put down his glass and stepped closer for a better view. His eyes burned as he watched the girl he’d fucked earlier worshiping his wife.

Juliette moved lower, unzipping my skirt and tugging it down. Then she peeled off my panties, until I was sitting there in nothing but my high heels, my body fully exposed to the hungry eyes of the two men. She put her hands on my shoulders and pushed me back so that I was lying on the sofa.

Then she maneuvered herself with the grace of a cat, turning her body around so her small, firm ass was hovering just above my face. I looked up at her, seeing the delicate, hairless slit of her pussy right before my eyes. As she lowered herself, her knees framing my head, she leaned forward to find my own aching pussy with her mouth.

The sensation was a total sensory explosion. This was the first time I had ever tasted another woman, and as I reached up to part her pale thighs and pressed my tongue against her, I was overwhelmed by the sweetness of her. I grew bold, my tongue flicking over her sensitive clit, and thrusting into her entrance that gaped open above me.

Juliette let out a high, keening cry into my crotch, her own tongue working with a frantic rhythm against my clit. Her mouth was small, but the suction she created was incredible, sending waves of white-hot pleasure radiating through my body. I felt her small breasts pressed against my stomach as she squirmed on top of me.

I used my hands to pull her hips down harder against my mouth, desperate to drink in every drop of her.

"Oui, Annie... comme ça!" she gasped, her voice muffled by my pussy.

We came together. Juliette’s body pressed firmly against me, a long, shuddering moan escaping her as she came violently against my tongue, her juices flooding my mouth. Almost at the exact same moment, I exploded into a shattering climax, my hips bucking upward as I screamed.

I was still drifting in the lightheaded haze of my climax when a shadow fell over me. I blinked, my vision clearing just enough to see the familiar, imposing sight of Michel standing over me, his thick cock hard and erect. He gripped Juliette’s pale cheeks with both hands and spread them apart, making her pink pussy gape inches from my face.

The blunt head of his cock pressed against her glistening opening. I was so close I could feel the heat radiating from both of them. Then, with a sudden, powerful surge of his hips, he plunged into her cunt right in front of me. I watched the skin of her pussy stretch around him as she accommodated his girth. Juliette let out a sharp, jagged gasp, her back arching.

Michel began to hammer into her with a relentless, punishing pace, his cock disappearing and reappearing right before my eyes, coated in her sticky release. The sight of him buried deep in that tight, hairless pussy was the most obscene and beautiful thing I had ever seen. I flicked my tongue up, licking at his balls as they moved above me, earning a groan from him.

I felt a new weight at my feet. Pierre moved onto the sofa, his large hands sliding under my knees and hoisting my legs high into the air. I couldn’t see him, but I felt his throbbing cock against my entrance, and then he was inside me. I let out a moan as he filled me, his cock stretching my pussy that was still sensitive from my orgasm.

Above my face, Michel was still hammering into Juliette, his hips snapping forward with a relentless, driving energy that made her body shudder over mine. Below, Pierre was finding his own hard rhythm, his hands digging into my hips as he fucked me. The four of us were locked in a frantic, sweating pile of flesh. As they moved in synchronization, I felt the vibrations of Michel’s thrusts through Juliette’s body, even as Pierre fucked me.

But Pierre couldn’t last long. I heard him swear in French, and then his cock throbbed as he flooded my insides with sticky, hot cum. I cried out, my legs trembling in the air, squealing with pleasure as my body received his load.

Above me, Michel was reaching his own breaking point. I watched through wide eyes as his balls clenched and his shaft throbbed inside Juliette. He slowly began to pull back. As his cock slid out of her cunt with a wet, suctioning sound, his cum followed. It spilled out in a heavy, viscous stream, splashing directly into my waiting, open mouth. It was warm and salty, the unmistakable taste of Michel mixed with the sweet cream of Juliette.

I swallowed greedily, as the four of us groaned with satisfaction. We broke apart from our tangled, slippery mess of limbs and cooling sweat, laughing and smiling.

“Allons dans la chambre,” Michel said, suggesting we go to the bedroom, while taking my hand and helping me up.

“D'accord. Un peu plus de confort pour le prochain match,” Pierre agreed, suggesting it would be more comfortable for the next round.

Michel led the four of us to the bedroom, where we fucked for hours.


Epilogue




The weeks that followed that night in Paris brought an even greater strength to our marriage. A shared, raw honesty had replaced the sneaking around. We often found ourselves back on the sofa or sprawled across our bed with guests. There was an exquisite pleasure in watching my husband fuck other hungry women, and an even greater pleasure to be fucked in front of him.

Yet, as much as I adored our shared adventures and the honesty we’d built, I hadn't entirely abandoned my secrets. There is still a specific, lightning-bolt chill that comes with a whispered invitation in a dark hallway or meeting a stranger in the back seat of a car when Michel isn't looking, and I’m sure he felt the same.

THE END
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Free Use At The Fire Station


A Filthy And Fun Free Use Adventure



Chapter One




Standing in front of the full-length mirror, I pulled my tight pencil skirt up over my hips. I had to shimmy a bit to get it over them. Had I put on weight? Maybe. But I didn’t mind, the way it hugged my curves only made me look even sexier. As I moved, my huge breasts bounced in the lacy white bra. I had to admit, they were my best feature, the kind of tits that no one could resist staring at when they talked to me.

I pulled on a sensible white blouse, buttoning it up except for the top two buttons, making sure that I had plenty of cleavage on display; I wanted to make a good impression on my first day at my new job, after all.

Just then, my husband Ben came out of the bathroom. His gaze immediately dropped to my chest.

“Fuck, babe,” he said, straightening his tie as he prepared to go to his own job. “You look great. Looking forward to your first day at the fire station?”

I giggled, smoothing my skirt down. “I sure am. I think I’ll be the only woman there now that the other admin girl’s on maternity leave. I hope the firemen are nice to me.”

“I’m sure they will be,” Ben smirked, standing behind me and putting his hands on my hips. “And I’m sure you’ll be nice to them too. I know what a slut you are for men like that.”

I giggled again and turned to face him, giving him a long kiss on the mouth, my tongue playing with his. “I love you, Ben,” I said, pulling away finally. “I’m so lucky you like sharing me.”

Ben’s hands were on my ass now, and I could feel his cock pressing against me through his pants. “It turns me on to think of you getting fucked and used,” he whispered in my ear.

I put my hand on his cock, giving him a squeeze through his pants. “Have you got time for a quickie?” I asked.

He pushed me towards the bed until my knees hit the edge, and I fell back. He reached under my skirt, tugging off my panties and revealing my soaking pussy. I opened my legs, letting him admire my gaping opening. “I hope they like my bush,” I said. “Do you think I should have shaved for my first day?”

“No,” said Ben, unzipping his pants and pulling out his hard cock. “I think it’s perfect.”

He climbed between my legs, sinking his dick deep inside me in one smooth motion. Then he started fucking me, pounding me hard into the bed and making me cry out with pleasure on every thrust. But I knew we had to be quick or we’d be late for work.

“Oh fuck, come in me,” I begged, my own arousal already spiralling quickly. I felt the tight knot building in my core as he upped the pace, fucking me even harder.

“Oh god, your pussy feels so good,” groaned Ben, still pounding into me. “I can’t wait to hear about all the big firemen cocks you’re going to take.”

With one final hard thrust, I felt him spilling his load deep inside me. That tipped me over the edge, too, and I came too, screaming with bliss, my fingers digging into his back as his warm cum filled me. We stayed like that for a moment, his cock throbbing inside me. Finally, he pulled out, standing and fastening his pants back up. I just lay there, my pussy leaking cum onto the bed.


Chapter Two




The moment I pushed open the fire station door, a rush of nerves fluttered through me. The scent of smoke, leather, and pure testosterone filled the air, making my pulse quicken. Behind the front reception desk sat a man so ridiculously sexy I had to remind myself to breathe.

He was twice my age, at least fifty, but fuck, he wore it well. Rugged and built like he spent more time lifting weights than pushing papers. His tight black uniform t-shirt clung to thick, muscled arms, and his broad chest looked like it could stop a battering ram. Dark stubble covered his square jaw, flecked with just enough grey to make him look dangerously attractive.

“Hello,” I squeaked nervously. “I’m Molly, the admin cover.”

His piercing eyes swept over me, lingering just long enough to make my thighs clench. Then he broke into a friendly grin, standing up and coming around the desk. He was tall, towering over me, and when he took my hand in a firm, warm grip, I nearly gasped.

“Molly, welcome!” His voice was deep, commanding, the kind that made a girl want to drop to her knees just to hear him praise her. “I’m Chief Anderson, the station chief, but please, call me Dave.”

“Hi Dave,” I said, feeling a rush of heat between my legs at being so close to such a tall and muscular older man.

“Let me show you around,” he grinned.

As he led me through the main garage, the air was thick with the scent of soap and wet concrete. Two men were washing the fire truck, water sliding down the gleaming red metal. The first one was young, nineteen, the Chief told me, and named Jake. He was lanky and fresh-faced, with floppy hair that made him look more like a college kid than a firefighter. He seemed too shy even to look at me.

“He’s here to have a man made of him,” the Chief laughed, clapping him on the back so hard he almost fell over. “Should probably start by shaving off his hippy hair.”

Jake flushed red, barely glancing at me before mumbling a shy hello. Cute. But it was the second who stole my breath. He was called Saul, and he was a huge, black man who looked like a professional weight lifter. His shoulder muscles were so thick that it was like he had no neck. And the way he looked at me? Predatory. Like he could see straight through my clothes, see exactly how wet I was getting just standing there.

He took my hand and practically crushed it in his grip, his deep brown eyes dropping straight to my cleavage. He didn’t even try to hide it.

“Delighted to meet you, Molly,” he said to my tits, his voice even deeper than the chief’s. “Hope to get to know you better soon.” I knew exactly what he was hinting at.

The rest of the team was out on a training exercise, so the Chief led me into his office, where we went through the necessary paperwork. I tried to focus, I really did, but every time he leaned forward, his t-shirt stretched tight over his chest, and I found my mind drifting to very unprofessional thoughts.

When we finally finished, he leaned back in his chair, watching me with sharp, knowing eyes. “Any questions?”

“Actually,” I said, crossing my legs so that my skirt rode up my thighs. “When the previous admin lady interviewed me, she said…” I hesitated.

“Yes?” he prompted.

“She said,” I continued, “That the job came with certain… perks.”

He raised an eyebrow, a filthy gleam in his eyes. “What sort of perks?” he asked, his tone deliberately innocent.

I bit my lip and decided to just say it. “She said that you all… fucked her. That she was your free use secretary and you could all use her whenever you liked.”

He nodded, regarding me carefully. “And you’d like to continue that tradition, would you?”

“Yes, please,” I replied, my heart pounding in my chest.

His eyes darkened with pure, filthy amusement. He leaned forward, elbows resting on the desk. “Well then, Molly,” he said. “Why don’t you stand up and take your clothes off?”


Chapter Three




Ipushed my chair back and stood up, my fingers going to the buttons on my blouse, slowly undoing them. The Chief leaned back in his chair behind the desk, hands behind his head as he watched me with a big smile on his face.

When I had the last button undone, I slipped the blouse off my shoulders, revealing my heavy breasts in their lacy bra. The fabric was sheer, and I knew he could see my dark nipples through it. He regarded me passively as I unzipped the skirt and slipped it over my hips until it pooled around my feet. My white panties were also slightly transparent, allowing him to see my dark bush inside. I hesitated, feeling exposed and incredibly turned on.

“Beautiful,” said the Chief. “Keep going.”

I reached behind to unhook my bra, letting it drop to the floor and exposing my large breasts. The cool air made my nipples harden instantly. His eyes shone with lust as he watched, and I could see the bulge in his pants growing bigger. Finally, I slipped my panties off, and I was fully naked in front of him.

“Come here,” he ordered.

I stepped around the desk, my pulse hammering as I approached. The bulge in his trousers was impossible to ignore, straining against the fabric. When I reached him, he grabbed my wrist and pulled me down onto his lap.

His hands were huge, rough, sliding over my bare thighs, squeezing the soft flesh of my ass. I gasped as he pulled me against him, my naked skin pressing against his uniform. His hands skimmed up my sides, thumbs brushing over my hard nipples before he took both of my tits in his hands, squeezing them roughly.

“Fuck, these are perfect,” he growled, his thumbs flicking over my stiff nipples. I moaned, arching into his touch, grinding against his cock through his trousers.

Then, suddenly, he grabbed me by the hips and flipped me over onto the desk.

I let out a gasp as my bare breasts pressed against the cool wood, my ass now up in the air. He stood behind me, his hands gripping my hips.

“You want to be our free-use secretary?” he said, his hands spreading my ass cheeks as he examined me. His fingers trailed down between my legs, sliding through my slick folds. “You’re already fucking soaked.”

I whimpered, pushing back against his touch. “Yes… please.”

He let out a laugh, then I heard the unmistakable sound of his belt unbuckling, his zip sliding down. My breath caught in my throat.

Then… his cock was against me. Thick. Hot. Pressing at my entrance.

“Tell me how much you want it,” he commanded.

I moaned, gripping the desk. “I want it so bad. I need your cock, Chief Anderson.”

With one hard thrust, he slammed inside me, stretching me wide. I cried out, the burn of his thick cock quickly melting into overwhelming pleasure.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, gripping my hips like he owned me. He pulled back, then thrust in again, harder. I gasped, my fingers digging into the desk as he fucked me rough and deep, his thick cock pounding into me.

His hands spanked my ass, making me yelp. “This is my station,” he growled. “You’re mine now, Molly.”

“Yes! Fuck, yes!” I sobbed, pleasure crashing through me with every brutal thrust.

The desk creaked beneath us, the sound of our bodies slamming together, filthy and raw. My pussy clenched around him, milking his cock, desperate for more.

He fucked me like he was claiming me, owning every inch of me with each deep stroke. My orgasm built fast, spiralling out of control.

“Come for me, slut,” he growled, gripping my hair, pulling my head back.

That was all it took. I screamed as I came hard, my pussy pulsing around him, my body shuddering beneath him.

With a deep groan, he slammed into me one last time and spilled his hot load inside me,

We stayed like that for a moment, panting, his cock still throbbing inside me. Then, slowly, he pulled out, his cum dripping down my thighs.

He laughed darkly, zipping up his trousers. “Welcome to the fire station, Molly.”


Chapter Four




The rest of the day passed in a blur of paperwork, introductions, and the heavy ache between my legs. By the time the rest of the team returned from their training exercise, I’d pulled myself together, at least on the outside. But inside? I was a filthy mess, my pussy still leaking Chief Anderson’s cum, my thighs sticky with it. Every time I shifted in my chair, I could feel it, a constant reminder of how hard he’d fucked me over his desk.

I bit my lip, stealing glances at him whenever he passed through the office. Would he do it again? Would the others?

It was almost disappointing when nothing happened.

I spent the afternoon organising files and making small talk with the firefighters. Most of them were older, rugged men with a quiet confidence. There was Rick, in his late thirties with sharp green eyes and an easy smirk. Lewis, mid-forties with salt-and-pepper hair and a thick, powerful build, and Connor, barely thirty but cocky as fuck, constantly flexing his biceps when he caught me looking.

Then there was Jake.

The nervous nineteen-year-old barely spoke to me, avoiding my gaze like he was afraid he’d combust if he looked too long. But I caught him staring when he thought I wouldn’t notice, his eyes flicking to my cleavage, my legs, the curve of my ass when I bent over. Oh, I made sure to bend over to pick something up whenever he was near, letting my skirt ride up so he could catch a glimpse of my panties. Playing with him like this was making me even wetter.

Poor thing. He was completely out of his depth. I started getting bolder, stretching in ways that made my tits press against my blouse, leaning over him just enough for him to get a good view. I could practically hear his heartbeat hammering every time I got too close.

But would any of them take me today?

The thought sent a dirty thrill through me. I wanted it to be bent over, used, filled by more than just the Chief. But as the hours ticked by, nothing happened.

Then, as the sun dipped low and the shift wound down, the Chief’s voice cut through the quiet.

“Molly. My office. Now.”

Every head in the room turned towards me. I felt my stomach drop, excitement, nerves, and filthy anticipation.

I swallowed hard and stood, smoothing down my skirt. “Yes, Chief.”

When I followed him into the office, Jake was already there.

The young recruit sat stiffly in the chair across from the Chief’s desk, his hands gripping his knees. He looked nervous, his face flushed, his jeans straining against an obvious, rock-hard bulge.

Chief Anderson smirked from behind his desk, eyes dark with amusement.

“Close the door, Molly.”

I did as I was told, my pulse hammering.

The Chief leaned back in his chair. “Jake here’s had a bit of a problem all day,” he said, nodding towards the young firefighter. “Haven’t you, lad?”

Jake swallowed, shifting uncomfortably. His hands clenched into fists. “Y-yes, sir.”

My eyes flicked down to his lap. His cock was straining painfully against his jeans, the outline large and impressive for such a skinny boy.

I licked my lips. “Oh.”

The Chief laughed. “See, Molly, Jake’s still new. Still a virgin.”

My breath caught. Fuck.

“And you’ve been toying with him all day, haven’t you? Bending over, showing him your cleavage.”

Jake’s ears burned red, his gaze fixed on the floor. He looked humiliated, desperate.

The Chief stood and circled the desk, coming to stand behind me. His hand went to my ass, squeezing it and making me shiver.

“I figured, since you’re so eager to be our free use secretary…” he whispered against my ear, his hands sliding around to cup my tits through my blouse, “you wouldn’t mind… helping him out.”

I gasped as he squeezed, rolling my nipples between his fingers. My knees nearly buckled as the pleasure rushed through my body.

“Would you, Molly?”

I swallowed hard, my pussy throbbing. I looked at Jake, his eyes wide, his breath shallow, his cock practically twitching in his pants.

“I wouldn’t mind at all, Chief,” I giggled.

He slapped me hard on the ass. “That’s my girl.”

He stepped back, leaning on the desk. “Strip.”

I obeyed without hesitation, heart pounding, pussy dripping.


Chapter Five




Jake’s eyes went huge as I peeled off my blouse and bra, exposing my heavy, naked tits. His breath caught when I wiggled my skirt down my hips, letting it pool at my feet. Then, finally, I hooked my thumbs into my soaking panties and slid them off.

I was completely naked in front of him. His eyes went to my thick, curly bush.

“I bet you’ve never seen a real woman, have you lad?” said the Chief. “They’re all shaved bald on the Internet. Well, you’re in for a treat.”

His throat bobbed, his hands trembling on his thighs. “F-fuck…”

I smirked, stepping closer, placing my hands on his knees. His whole body went rigid as I leaned in, my tits brushing his face.

“Have you ever fingered a girl, Jake?” I purred.

He shook his head in my cleavage, barely breathing.

“Would you like to?”

He nodded frantically.

I grabbed his wrist and guided his hand to my bare thighs, sliding it up, up, until his fingers brushed against my soaking cunt.

He let out a shaky moan, his touch tentative, inexperienced, but eager.

“Go on, baby,” I whispered, spreading my legs wider. “Touch me properly.”

Jake let out a strangled groan as two of his fingers slid between my slick folds, exploring my cunt for the first time.

I gasped, grinding against his touch, my wetness coating his fingers. “Good boy,” I purred.

“Go easy on him, Molly,” the Chief teased. “Wouldn’t want to break the poor lad.”

I grinned, pushing Jake back against the chair, reaching for his jeans.

“Don’t worry, sir, I’ll be gentle,” I said, freeing Jake’s cock. Fuck, it was massive, long, thick, and uncut. For such a shy boy, he was packing a heavy, veiny monster, the kind that made my mouth water and my pussy clench with need.

I stroked him slowly, watching his face twist in overwhelmed pleasure. “You’ve never had a girl touch you like this before, have you?” I purred, squeezing around the base of his cock.

“N-no,” he gasped, gripping the arms of the chair like he was holding on for dear life.

The Chief laughed behind me, his pants and underwear dropping to the floor as he exposed his own thick cock. “Poor lad. No wonder he’s been walking around all day like a bomb ready to go off.”

I giggled and lowered myself between Jake’s spread legs, my hands trailing over his tense thighs. “Don’t worry, baby,” I purred. “I’m gonna take real good care of you.”

I flicked my tongue over the leaking tip of his cock, savouring the salty taste of his pre-cum. Jake shuddered violently, his hips jerking up involuntarily.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered, his knuckles white as he gripped the chair.

I wrapped my lips around the swollen head, sucking softly before sliding my mouth down his entire length. His cock pulsed against my tongue, stretching my throat as I took him deep.

Jake let out a groan, his head falling back. “Sh-shit, Molly…”

I moaned around his cock, the vibrations making him twitch and squirm beneath me. He was so hard and sensitive, his whole body trembling as I bobbed my head up and down, working him with my mouth.

The Chief stepped closer, stroking his own dick as he watched. “Looks like he won’t last long.”

I pulled off with a wet pop, stroking his length as I looked up at him. “That’s okay,” I teased, licking the underside of his shaft. “He’s young. He’ll get hard again.”

Jake whimpered again. The poor thing was already right on the edge.

I took him deep again, hollowing my cheeks, my hand twisting around his shaft in time with my sucking. His thighs tensed beneath my fingers, his moans growing desperate.

“I… I’m gonna.. fuck, I can’t…”

With a loud shout, Jake came hard, his hips jerking as he spilled down my throat. Thick, hot spurts of cum filled my mouth. There was so much of it, but I swallowed every drop, sucking him through his orgasm until he was groaning and squirming beneath me.

I pulled off with a satisfied moan, licking my lips as I sat back on my heels.

“Delicious,” I purred.

Jake was a panting mess, his chest rising and falling rapidly, his cheeks flushed deep red.

I grinned, straddling Jake’s lap, feeling his still-hard cock pressing against my soaked folds. I reached between us, stroking him.

“You’re young, baby,” I purred, rubbing his tip against my aching entrance. “I bet you’ve got another round in you.”

I sank down onto his cock in one slow, wet slide.

He gasped, loud and desperate, as I took every inch inside me. Fuck, he was thick. He stretched me wide, filling me in a way that made my pussy throb with need. I could feel how tightly my lips were gripping him as I sank all the way to the base.

“Oh my god,” I moaned, rocking my hips. “Fuck, baby, you feel so good.”

Jake’s fingers dug into my hips, his breath coming quickly. “Molly…”

I bounced on his cock, riding him hard, grinding down to make sure he felt every slick, tight inch of me squeezing him.

The Chief also groaned, wanking his cock hard as he watched. “That’s it, Molly. Break him in.”

Jake moaned helplessly, his hips thrusting up to meet me, his cock twitching inside my clenching pussy. I rode him faster, chasing my own pleasure, using him like a toy. A very big toy. His inexperience only made it hotter, his helpless whimpers, his desperate little thrusts, the way he shuddered and gasped every time my pussy clenched around him.

The Chief moved closer, grabbing my face with his hand and turning it towards him. I opened my mouth for him and he thrust his cock in, almost making me choke. He started to fuck my face, as deep as he could, as I continued to impale myself on Jake.

“I’m… fuck, I’m gonna come again,” Jake panted, suddenly.

The Chief pulled his cock out of my mouth with a loud pop. I turned and slammed my wet, swollen lips onto Jake’s mouth, kissing him deeply as if I was trying to eat him up. Then I grabbed his face, pulling back and forcing him to look into my eyes as I fucked him into oblivion.

“Come inside me, baby,” I moaned. “Fill me up.”

Jake let out a loud cry, gripping me hard as he came, his cock pulsing inside me, thick loads of cum flooding my pussy, one after the other. The sensation pushed me over the edge, and I cried out, shaking, grinding against him as I came hard around his cock. We clung to each other, breathless, spent, our bodies damp with sweat.

When I lifted off of Jake, cum poured out of me and down my thighs.

“We’re not finished yet, Molly,” The Chief said. “Sit on the edge of the desk there.”

I perched on the edge of the desk and opened my legs. My bush was soaked through with sweat and cum, the curls dark and matted. My cunt was swollen and dark pink, already gaping open as I spread my legs. More of Jake’s cum dripped out, running down my ass.

The Chief spread my lips open, looking deep inside me with a filthy grin on his face. Then he moved closer, guiding his cock easily into my soaking hole. His cock wasn’t as long as Jake’s, barely average in length, but it was so very girthy and had a delicious upward curve. He stretched me wide around him as he slid inside and started to fuck me on the desk.

I was still full of Jake’s cum, and the air was filled with obscene wet sounds as Chief Anderson pumped his cock in and out of my cunt. He was hitting me with all the right angles, and I felt the pressure building up quickly inside. He groped my breasts roughly as he fucked me, his fingers pulling on my nipples.

I came again, throwing myself back onto the cool desk as my body shuddered and shook as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me.

Suddenly, the Chief pulled out, holding the base of his cock as he laid a long line of thick, white cum all the way up my stomach.


Chapter Six




Back at home, Ben had thoughtfully made me dinner. As we ate, I told him about my first day at the fire station. At first, I left out the debauchery I’d gotten up to. I could see Ben was desperate to find out if I’d had sex with anyone, and I teased him by skirting around the subject.

“So,” he said for about the tenth time, “Did any of the firemen show any interest in you physically?”

I put my knife and fork together and pushed the plate back. I stood up and offered my hand. “Come with me to the sofa and I’ll tell you all about it,” I said.

When we got to the sofa, I slipped my panties off and lay back, hiking up my skirt so he could see my pussy. “If you please me with your mouth, I’ll tell you all the details,” I said.

With a big grin on his face, Ben buried himself between my thighs, his tongue exploring my wetness before circling my clit, applying just the right pressure. I started to tell Ben all about my sexual encounters, first with the Chief and then with the inexperienced Jake.

The more I talked, the more turned on Jake got, and the harder he licked and sucked at my clit. When I got to the part where Jake blew his load in my mouth, Ben put two fingers in me and I came hard, drenching his face.

Ben couldn’t wait any longer. As I started to describe riding Jake, he unbuckled his belt and moved between my legs. He pressed his cock against my soaking folds and thrust inside me. Panting and gasping, I continued to describe Jake coming inside me as Ben fucked me. The more I told him, he harder he fucked me.

“Oh god, you’re such a slut,” he groaned as he pounded me.

“And then…” I continued, my fingers digging into Ben’s back as I gasped in his ear, “The Chief took me… on the desk, his cock… made all Jake’s cum flood… out of me onto the desk.”

“Oh fuck,” groaned Ben, trying to hold off his own climax as he continued to thrust into my cunt.

“Finally…” I panted, “he pulled out and came… all over me.”

“Fuck,” moaned Ben into my neck, and I felt him empty himself into me.

When our breathing had returned to normal, Ben stroked my face gently. “I love you, my free use slut,” he smiled.


Chapter Seven




The next day at work, I was walking through the garage when I spotted Saul loading equipment onto the fire truck. His muscles flexed effortlessly as he lifted huge, heavy reels of hose, stowing them away like they weighed nothing.

I paused to watch, biting my lip. Fuck, he was strong.

He caught me staring and flashed me a knowing grin. “Hey, Molly,” he rumbled in his deep voice. “Ever been inside a fire truck?”

“Never,” I admitted, tilting my head. “But I’d love to.”

His grin widened. “Allow me.”

He held out a massive hand, and I placed mine in his, feeling the rough strength of his calloused fingers as he helped me up into the cab. It was a long climb in my high heels, and I knew damn well that from his vantage point, he could see right up my skirt, a perfect view of my skimpy little panties barely covering my pussy that was already getting wet.

Saul climbed in after me, his broad frame filling the cab. I ran my fingers over the dashboard, feigning interest in the buttons and levers, but my mind was entirely on the sheer size of the man beside me, his thick arms, his powerful chest, the way his eyes lingered on my thighs.

Saul leaned over, his broad chest brushing my arm as he flicked a switch on the dashboard. The fire truck rumbled to life beneath us, a low vibration humming through the seat.

“Wanna hit the lights?” he asked.

I bit my lip. “Can I?”

Saul caught my wrist, guiding my hand to the switch that controlled the lights. The second the blue lights flashed on, a rush of excitement shot through me. “Wow,” I breathed, watching the reflection flicker across the garage walls.

Saul laughed. “Gets the blood pumping, doesn’t it?”

I turned to him, my pulse already racing. “I bet that’s not the only thing pumping around here.”

“You’ve got a dirty little mind, Molly,” he said. “Is it true you’re offering yourself up like the last girl?”

“It is,” I said. I let my gaze drop deliberately to his lap. “And I bet you’ve got a pretty big… fire hose.”

Saul smirked at me. “You wanna find out?”

Without another word, I slid off the seat, sinking to my knees between his spread thighs.

I reached for his belt, fingers deftly unfastening it, my hands brushing against the thick, hard bulge straining against his uniform trousers.

Fuck. I was right, he was huge. I dragged the zipper down slowly, teasing him as I stroked his length through his briefs. “Mmm,” I purred. “Looks like someone’s ready to put out a fire.”

I pulled his big black cock free, thick, heavy, and hot in my hand, and licked my lips. I ran my tongue teasingly along the length of the shaft, savouring the weight of it in my hand. Saul groaned, his massive frame tensing, his fingers gripping the edge of the seat.

“Fuck, Molly…” He groaned as I flicked my tongue over the tip, tasting him.

I glanced up at him, locking eyes as I took him deeper, letting my lips stretch around his sheer size. His hand moved instinctively to the back of my head, fingers sliding into my hair as he guided me just a little deeper.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Take it nice and slow. Don’t want you choking too soon. I haven’t done my resuscitation training for a while.”

I sucked him for a while, working his cock up and down in my mouth, my tongue lapping at the shaft. I pulled off with a wet pop, stroking him slowly. “You know, I can handle a little rough,” I teased, my tongue flicking over the swollen tip again.

I grinned, taking him back into my mouth, hollowing my cheeks as I bobbed my head faster, letting him feel just how much I could take. He grabbed the back of my head, forcing me deeper. I moaned around him, my own arousal dripping down my thighs as I let him use my mouth just how he wanted.

Just when I thought he was about to spill in my throat, he yanked me off him with a deep growl. “Not yet,” he murmured, his eyes burning with hunger. “I’m not done with you.”

Before I could catch my breath, he grabbed me by the waist and hauled me onto his lap, manhandling me like I weighed nothing. I let out a gasp as I straddled his thick thighs, my skirt riding up, my soaked panties pressed against the hard head of his cock.

I ground against him instinctively, needing more, needing him inside me. “Please,” I whispered, rubbing my clit against his length. “Put it in me.”

Saul grinned, gripping my ass with both hands and spreading me open. “You want it that bad?”

“Yes,” I moaned, rubbing against him. “I need it.”

His hands tightened on me, and in one swift, effortless move, he tore my panties completely off, ripping the fabric like it was nothing. His thick fingers slid through my wetness, opening me up.

“Fuck,” he murmured, coating his fingers in my release before pressing them against my lips. “Taste yourself.”

I sucked them into my mouth, moaning around them as I licked them clean, never breaking eye contact. Then, with one rough motion, he lined himself up and slammed me down onto his cock, stretching me wide, filling me to the limit. I cried out, gripping his shoulders, nails digging into his skin as I adjusted to his sheer size.

“That’s it, slut,” he groaned. “Take every fucking inch.”

He grabbed my hips and started moving me, hard and fast, using me exactly how he wanted. The truck rocked with the force of it, his cock slamming deep, hitting every spot inside me that made me scream.

“Such a tight little pussy,” he growled. “You were made for this.”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t think, just pure, blinding pleasure as he fucked me like he owned me, his grip leaving bruises on my thighs, his breath hot against my neck. Suddenly, I was over the edge, my entire body shaking, spasming around him as I came, screaming his name.

Before I could catch my breath, he wrapped his arms around me and lifted me off him, his black cock sliding out, coated with my sticky, white release. I gasped as he spun me around, forcing me onto my hands and knees across the wide leather seat.

“You’re not done yet,” he growled, pushing my shoulders down so my ass was high in the air.

I barely had time to brace myself before he slammed back into me from behind, knocking the breath from my lungs.

“Fuck,” I cried out, fingers gripping the seat as he stretched me open again, pounding into me without mercy. His big hands gripped my hips, dragging me back against him with each brutal thrust. The truck rocked slightly under the force of it, the windows fogging up with our heat.

“You love being used like this, don’t you?” he groaned, one hand coming down hard on my ass, making me yelp.

“Yes! Fuck, yes!” I moaned, pushing back against him, taking him deeper, harder, my mind lost in the sheer filth of it.

Saul reached forward, grabbing a fistful of my hair, pulling my head back. “Look at you,” he murmured, his voice rough with lust. “Bent over like a little whore, soaking wet and begging for more.”

I could only moan in response, my body completely at his mercy. His cock slammed into me over and over, my thighs shaking, my orgasm building again.

“Fuck, I’m close,” he growled, his thrusts growing erratic, harder, rougher.

I felt his grip tighten on my hair, his cock pulsing deep inside me, and then, with a deep groan, he spilled his hot release inside me, filling me completely. His cock throbbed over and over again as he emptied himself in my cunt.

We stayed like that for a moment, panting, sweaty, trembling. Then, finally, he pulled out, his cum dripping from my used, swollen pussy, sliding down my thighs.

And that’s when I heard it. A slow clap. There, leaning in casually through the door of the truck, was Chief Anderson. His eyes swept over my wrecked, fucked-out body, drenched in sweat and leaking cum all over the fire truck’s seat. “Well, well,” he laughed. “Looks like our new admin girl is settling in just fine.”


Chapter Eight




The afternoon had been surprisingly normal, well, as normal as it could be after getting absolutely ruined in the front seat of a fire truck while the station chief watched. I’d managed to clean myself up, but my legs still felt weak, and every shift of my thighs reminded me of the mess Saul had left inside me.

Now, I was in the admin office, sorting through a stack of paperwork, trying to focus.

Then the door swung open. Three firemen sauntered in like they owned the place. I’d been introduced to them already: Rick, Lewis, and Connor.

Connor, the cocky, confident one, was younger than the others. He was smirking like he already knew exactly what was about to happen. “So,” Connor drawled, leaning against the doorway, arms folded. “Heard you had a real productive morning.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Oh?”

Rick laughed, stepping closer. “Yeah, word travels fast around here. And from what we’ve been told, you’re very… dedicated to the team.”

I bit my lip, pretending to be innocent. “I don’t know what you boys are implying…”

Connor sat on the edge of the desk. “We figured,” he said, “since you were so generous with Saul this morning… maybe you wouldn’t mind sharing a little more of that generosity?”

Lewis leaned in, lowering his voice. “With all of us.”

I knew I should be playing coy, pretending to resist. But fuck that.

I let my gaze flick between them, one by one. Three strong, filthy men, all looking at me like they wanted to devour me.

I licked my lips slowly. “Well,” I purred, leaning back in my chair and spreading my legs slightly, giving them a glimpse up my skirt. Saul had destroyed my panties earlier, so they could all see my exposed bush that was already starting to glisten with wetness. “I’d hate to disappoint the team… let’s see what you’ve got.”

Rick, the oldest of the three, broad-shouldered with a long beard, stepped forward, his heavy boots thudding against the floor. “You might regret saying that, sweetheart.”

“Oh, I doubt it.”

“You got a smart mouth,” he muttered. “Let’s see if it’s good for anything else.” He pulled his cock out of his trousers. It was a decent size, nice and thick, and already hard. Wrapping my hand around the base, I licked a slow, teasing stripe up the underside before taking him into my mouth. Rick let out a deep groan, one hand tangling in my hair as I sucked him in deeper, hollowing my cheeks as I worked his length.

“Fuck, she’s eager,” he laughed.

Connor appeared next to me, that cocky grin plastered across his face as his fingers made quick work of the buttons on my blouse. “She’s got more than just a smart mouth,” he said, pushing the fabric off my shoulders and pulling my bra down to reveal my bare breasts.

He let out a low whistle, his hands immediately cupping my tits, thumbs brushing over my dark nipples until they hardened beneath his touch. “Damn, look at those fucking nipples.”

As I worked on Rick’s cock, Connor dropped to his knees until his face was level with my exposed pussy. His fingers spread me open, and they could all see how wet I was.

“Jesus Christ,” Connor muttered. “You really do like this, don’t you?”

I moaned around Rick’s cock as Connor’s tongue slid over my slit, teasing at first, before diving in with long, deep strokes. He ate me like he hadn’t had a meal in days. Behind us, Lewis was watching, stroking himself slowly as he leaned back against the desk. “Damn, she’s something else,” he muttered, his eyes glued to the way Connor’s face was buried between my legs.

Connor pulled back just enough to speak, his lips slick and shining. “Get over here, Lewis. We’re gonna need some help keeping her busy.”

Lewis stepped forward, his cock already hard and heavy in his hand. He pressed the tip against my cheek, rubbing it firmly over my face as Rick finally pulled out of my mouth to let me catch my breath. As soon as one cock was out of my mouth, Lewis pushed his in. I sucked them both in turn, my hands stroking their shafts as Connor sent me to heaven with his tongue.

Finally, Connor looked up at me from between my legs. “Ready to be fucked?” he asked.

I licked my lips, looking between the three of them. “Yes, please,” I said.

Rick’s large hands gripped my hips, lifting me out of the chair and bending me over the desk in one smooth motion. My skirt rode up over my ass, leaving me completely exposed, and I felt Connor step up behind me, his cock brushing against my slick entrance. He held my cheeks apart with his hands, making me gape open.

“Fuck, she’s so ready,” Connor muttered, his hands gripping my thighs as he pushed inside me.

The stretch was instant and overwhelming, his cock filling me inch by inch until he was buried to the hilt. Lewis grabbed my hair and pushed his dick into my mouth. My moans were muffled around Lewis’s cock as Connor started to move, his pace slow and teasing at first, like he was savoring every inch.

“Damn, you’re tight,” Connor groaned, his fingers digging into my hips as he picked up speed. Lewis thrust into my mouth at the same time, his cock sliding deeper as I relaxed my throat, taking as much of him as I could.

Behind me, Rick wasn’t content to just watch. His hands gripped my ass, spreading me open further as Connor pounded into me.

“She’s a fucking mess,” Rick muttered, his thumb collecting up the slickness where my lips stretched tight around Connor’s shaft. “Soaking wet and still hungry for more.”

Then I felt his thumb circle my other hole, playing with the tight muscles around my ass, teasing, and my whole body tensed in anticipation.

“Oh, she likes that,” Connor said, his voice strained as he slammed into me harder. “Don’t you, sweetheart? You want to take it in the ass?”

I pulled off Lewis’s cock just long enough to gasp, “Yes… fuck, yes!” before he pushed back into my mouth, muffling my cries as Rick pressed his thumb inside my butt, slow and deliberate.

They tugged me to my feet, guiding me toward the open space on the floor. Lewis lay down and his strong hands cupped my ass as he lowered me onto him, his cock sliding inside my dripping pussy with one smooth motion. I braced my hands on his chest, starting to ride him slowly, rolling my hips as his thick cock filled me over and over again.

Rick crouched behind me, his large hands spreading my cheeks as he teased my other entrance with the tip of his cock. He didn’t make me wait long. With one slow, deliberate push, his cock slid inside my ass, the stretch intense but delicious as my body adjusted to the overwhelming fullness.

“Oh, fuck,” I cried out, my head falling back as both men started moving, their cocks filling me at the same time.

“Goddamn,” Rick groaned, his hands gripping my hips as he thrust into me from behind. “You’re so fucking tight. Taking us both like the filthy little slut you are.”

“She loves it,” Lewis muttered, his hands moving to my breasts, squeezing and teasing as I rode him faster, chasing the edge of another orgasm. “Look at her.”

Connor stepped in front of me, his cock hard in his hand as he tapped it against my lips. “Come on, sweetheart,” he said. “Open up. Let me see if that mouth is as good as the rest of you.” Parting my lips, I took Connor’s cock into my mouth, moaning around him as he slid in deeper. My tongue swirled around the head before I sucked him in completely, my throat relaxing to take as much of him as I could.

The sensation of all three of them at once was overwhelming. Lewis’s cock stretching my pussy, Rick filling my ass, and Connor sliding in and out of my mouth. My body felt like it was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure as they used me, their hands gripping me, claiming me for their own pleasure.

“Look at her,” Rick growled, “Bet she’s gonna come again any second now.”

And he was right. The combination of sensations, the fullness, the roughness, the sheer filth of it all, was too much. My body tightened around them, my muscles clenching as another orgasm crashed over me, leaving me trembling and moaning around Connor’s cock. My cunt pulsed around Lewis’s shaft as my ass contracted on Rick’s thick cock. And wave after wave of pleasure consumed me until I nearly passed out.

Rick was the first to let go, his cock buried deep in my ass as he came with a low growl, his hands gripping my hips so tightly I knew I’d have bruises.

Lewis followed, thrusting up into me one last time before spilling inside me, his cock twitching as he filled me with his release.

Connor was the last, his hand frantically stroking his cock as he pulled out of my mouth and came full in my face.

The three of them surrounded me, their hands running over my body as I caught my breath, my heart still racing from the intensity of it all.

“Damn,” Connor said. “You really are something else.”

I looked up at him, a satisfied smile on my face as cum dripped down my chin and poured out of my holes. “Told you I could handle it.”


Chapter Nine




When I got home, my legs were still wobbly, my thighs sticky with the evidence of everything I’d done that day. My heart raced as I stepped through the front door, my body still humming with satisfaction but also craving more.

Ben was in the kitchen, setting the table for dinner, but the moment he saw me, his eyes darkened with lust.

"Well?" he asked, “How was your second day?”

I bit my lip, stepping closer. "Busy," I teased, running a finger along his chest. “Let’s just say I had a guided tour of the fire truck, and then in the afternoon, three of them took very good care of me.”

Ben groaned, gripping my waist and leaning in to kiss me on the neck. "You let them fuck you, didn’t you? You let all three of them use you?"

I nodded, heat pooling between my legs again. "Yes. Filled me up. In my ass too."

That was all it took. With a growl, Ben grabbed me and spun me around, shoving plates and glasses off the dinner table with a loud crash. Before I could react, he lifted me onto the wooden surface, pushing my legs apart.

“Where are your panties?” he asked.

“Ripped off,” I replied.

"You’re still dripping with them, aren’t you?" he murmured, his fingers sliding between my folds, finding me wet and messy. "Fuck, you’re filthy."

I gasped as he gripped my thighs, yanking me forward. "You love it," I taunted, breathless. "You love knowing I’ve been fucked by other men."

He groaned, undoing his belt with one hand, his other still holding me in place. "I love knowing you’re mine to ruin afterward."

I barely had time to breathe before he was inside me, deep and unrelenting, his hips slamming against mine, the force of it making the table shake beneath us. Dinner was forgotten, plates shattered on the floor, but neither of us cared.

"Fuck, you’re still so wet," he growled, his fingers digging into my hips as he pounded into me. "Still stretched from them."

I cried out, arching my back as his hands roamed my body, gripping, owning. "Yes! Yes, Ben!"

His pace was brutal, his need overwhelming, and I felt myself shatter beneath him, my body clenching, pulsing around his thick cock.

He pulled out, his cock dripping with my release. “Now I’m going to claim your ass too,” he growled, pushing me back onto the table and lifting my legs to get access to my rear entrance. He thrust hard inside, making me cry out as he stretched me open. Then he started fucking me hard in the ass. But he didn’t last long. With a deep, shuddering groan, he spilled inside me, marking me as his.

For a moment, we just breathed, tangled together in the wreckage of the table.

“What’s for dinner?” I asked.


Chapter Ten




The next day at work, something exciting happened. Suddenly, a loud bell started ringing, and the men quickly gathered, their heavy boots stomping on the concrete, their strong arms adjusting their gear. Chief Anderson shot me a look as he strapped on his helmet. “Settle in, Molly. We’ve got a call.”

The alarms blared, loud and urgent, and my pulse raced. The energy in the room was electric, testosterone and adrenaline thick in the air. The men rushed to the truck, their deep voices barking orders as they piled in. I caught a glimpse of Saul’s bulging arms flexing as he hoisted himself up, and Jake’s lean body moving with fresh determination. It was a sight that sent a shiver down my spine.

Then, just like that, they were gone, sirens wailing as the truck roared out of the station.

And I was alone.

The silence felt almost deafening after the rush of movement. I glanced around, my body alert and aroused after the display of raw masculinity. And then my eyes landed on the chief’s office. His chair sat there, big, imposing, and leather-bound, still holding the warmth of his body from earlier. Before I could stop myself, I was stepping inside, closing the door behind me.

I sank into the chair, inhaling deeply. My fingers trailed down, over my blouse, brushing the swell of my breasts, teasing the hardened peaks through the fabric. I let my legs spread just slightly, my skirt riding up my thighs as my hand slid lower. The thought of them out there, facing the heat, the danger, the intensity of the flames, while I sat here burning up in an entirely different way was too much.

My fingers dipped beneath my panties, finding myself already soaked, swollen, aching. I bit my lip, stifling a moan as I began to stroke, my hips shifting against the seat. I put my legs up on the desk and spread my thighs. I imagined Chief Anderson’s rough hands gripping my skin, pinning me down as he growled in my ear. I pictured Saul’s massive body towering over me, his deep voice murmuring filthy things as he spread me wider. And Jake… sweet, eager Jake, watching with hungry, innocent eyes.

The fantasy consumed me, my body spiralling closer to the edge. My fingers moved faster, my breath coming in short, desperate gasps. My body trembled, my muscles clenching as waves of ecstasy crashed over me, drenching my fingers in my own arousal and leaking onto the leather seat. I slumped back in the chair, chest heaving, skin damp with sweat, as I let the aftershocks course through me.

I think I must have fallen asleep in the comfy chair. Because suddenly, the sound of heavy boots filled the garage once again. The men were back. Quickly, I straightened my clothes, smoothing my skirt, trying to steady my breathing. But as I stepped into the garage, there was no one to be seen. I could hear laughter coming from the changing rooms to one side, so hesitantly I followed the sounds.

As I moved through the changing rooms, the laughter got louder, mingling with the sound of water splashing against tiles. My heart pounded as I peeked through the door into the communal showers. Steam filled the air, curling around the naked, glistening bodies of the firemen as they washed each other down. Muscles flexed and gleamed under the hot spray, soap suds running over thick, powerful arms and broad, heaving chests.

That’s right, they were washing each other. Chief Anderson stood under the central showerhead, water running down his rugged torso, as Connor scrubbed at his back. Beside him, Saul worked his hands over Jake’s shoulders, the younger man shivering slightly under his strong touch.

And then I saw it, they were already hard. All of them. Six hard, throbbing cocks were already upright and erect. Rick lathered up some soap in his hands and started running them around Lewis’s hard shaft.

“Enjoying the view?” The Chief’s voice boomed over the sound of running water, his eyes locking onto mine.

I gasped, caught red-handed, but before I could step back, Saul grinned, running a soapy hand down his own massive chest. “No need to hide, Molly. There’s plenty of room for you.”

“Come on,” Chief Anderson said. “You’re part of the team now.”

A thrill of arousal shot through me as I slowly unbuttoned my blouse, feeling their gazes roaming my body. In no time at all, I was completely naked.

“Get in here,” the Chief ordered, stroking his hard, curved cock with one hand.

My heart pounded as I stepped forward, the hot spray hitting my skin, mingling with the damp heat already pooling inside me. Strong, wet hands immediately reached for me, pulling me into the midst of their wet, powerful bodies.

Saul’s massive hands slid down my waist, his fingers gripping my hips as he pulled me closer. His breath was warm against my neck as he growled, “Hope you’re ready for this.” Behind me, Jake hesitated for only a moment before his hands joined in, reaching round and exploring my tits like he’d never touched a big pair like mine before. They were all around me, six strong men with six big erections. I was so turned on I couldn’t even remember to breathe.

The Chief took me first. Lifting me up and pinning me against the cool tiles, his hands on my ass to support my weight, but also to spread me open. His short, thick cock thrust up inside me, stretching me deliciously, the upward curve hitting the perfect spot inside me. He fucked me hard against the wall, while the others groped and touched me. I came quickly, my fingers digging into his back as the waves of pleasure rushed through me.

When he put me down to stand on the floor, Saul bent me over, guiding his huge black cock into me from behind. I found at least three dicks practically in my face. Without knowing which was which, I took one in each hand and wrapped my mouth around the third. Saul fucked me hard, holding my hips with his strong hands to keep me in position.

I came hard again and would have fallen to the floor if they hadn’t been holding me up. As the water still washed over us, Rick took Saul’s place. “I’m going to take her up the ass,” he smirked.

“Why’d you always go straight for the ass, Rick?” laughed Connor.

“Dunno,” he said, pressing the head of his cock against my tight rear opening. “Just like it.” He applied enough pressure to open me up and slipped the head of his cock inside, making me cry out with a mix of pleasure and pain.

“Is it okay, sweetheart?” asked the Chief.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Fuck me.”

Rick did as I asked, starting to fuck me hard in the ass. The pressure and pleasure were overwhelming, and all I could do was cling to the two hard cocks on either side of me as he took me.

Suddenly, the hot water ran out, and it started running cold. Ice cold. With cries of surprise that turned to laughter, the men hastily turned off the taps and ran to the changing room. They all grabbed towels, quickly rubbing themselves to dry off.

The Chief passed one to me. “Let’s take this to the break room,” he said.


Chapter Eleven




The break room was large and cosy, with a big TV on one wall and some sofas scattered around. It was there that we quickly continued what we had started in the showers. I lay back on one of the sofas, opening up my legs and inviting someone to take me.

Connor went first, his hard cock slipping easily between my soaked folds. He pumped his white ass up and down, thrusting hard into me, his hot tongue in my mouth. God, I loved being fucked. And it was even better with so many sexy men all standing around watching and stroking their erections.

When he’d made me come and pulled out, I noticed the new recruit, Jake, hanging around nervously at the back of the group.

“Hey,” I called to him, “Why don’t you have a go next?”

He looked at me gratefully and moved to kneel between my legs. His cock was huge and looked even more impressive on his skinny frame. He guided it between my soaking, hairy folds and pushed inside me. Thicker even than Saul, he stretched me wider, my lips gripping his shaft tightly. It felt fantastic as he worked his way deeper with every thrust.

But after only a minute, he let out a strangled cry. Pulling out, he grabbed his dick and cum sprayed out all over my body. There was so much, load after load throbbed out all over my stomach and tits. The others laughed, mocking him for coming too soon.

“Don’t worry, Jake,” I said, stroking his face. “You can have another go in a minute.”

Lewis went next, getting me to sit on him and ride him as some of the others played with my bouncing tits. Seeing an opportunity for more anal action, Rick joined in, guiding himself back into my ass at the same time. Having two cocks in me at the same time, thrusting just out of phase with each other, quickly sent me right over the edge, and I came loudly.

“Molly!” came a familiar voice from the doorway.

Everyone froze.

Standing in the door was Ben, my husband. I was still straddling Lewis, my pussy stretched tight around his thick shaft, with Rick buried to his balls in my ass. In one hand I had the Chief’s cock, and in the other, Saul’s. No one moved.

“You left your lunch on the counter,” said Ben, holding up a brown paper bag. “There was no one on the front desk, so…”

“Everyone,” I said. “This is my husband, Ben.”

There were a few embarrassed murmurs from the guys of “Hi Ben.”

“Don’t worry,” I laughed. “Ben loves sharing me. Do you want to join in, honey?”

“Yes, please,” said Ben with a smirk, already undoing his belt.

The tension melted away, and everyone laughed. Chief Anderson gave Ben a hearty handshake and a slap on the back. “Welcome to the fire station, buddy,” he said. “Your wife has been fitting right in. A real team player.”

Rick and Lewis started fucking me again. Ben moved in front of me, his cock inches from my mouth. I licked my lips hungrily, opening my mouth to take him in. His hand tangled in my hair, guiding me as I sucked him deep, my tongue swirling around his shaft as I moaned around him.

Lewis groaned beneath me, his hands tightening on my hips as he thrust up into me one last time. “Fuck,” he growled, his cock twitching as he came, spilling inside me and leaving me trembling.

Rick wasn’t far behind. His hands gripped my ass hard as he buried himself deep, letting out a loud cry of relief as he emptied himself inside my ass.

They all took a turn, every one of them, fucking me hard until I was a quivering, sweaty mess. My body felt like it was on fire, the pleasure overwhelming as they used me, their hands and cocks claiming every part of me. I came so many times, I lost count.

Ben took me last, of course. We kissed as he fucked me, his cock making obscene wet noises in my cum-filled cunt. Finally, with one hard thrust, he came, adding his thick cum to the other loads inside me. Ben collapsed into his arms, a happy smile on his face as he looked around at the exhausted, spent firefighters.

“Guess I’ll be bringing lunch in more often,” he said with a laugh.

THE END
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Free Use At The Finance Office


A Filthy And Fun Free Use Adventure



Chapter One




“Ihave to say, your résumé is very impressive, Mrs Maloney,” the interviewer said, peering at me over her horn-rimmed glasses. She was a smartly dressed lady in her fifties, with her hair tied up in a tight bun and a prim, high-necked white top that swelled with her gigantic bosom.

“It’s unusual to find someone so qualified and with so much free-use experience.”

“Thank you, Miss Pilkington,” I replied, coyly, trying to talk to her eyes and not her chest.

“And the references from your previous employment at…” she glanced at her notes, “the fire station couldn’t be better. If you can handle a station full of firefighters, I’m sure you’ll have no problems here.”

“They were a bunch of sweethearts, really,” I giggled.

“I’m sure,” she replied, shuffling her papers. “So, it’s a one-month contract to cover extended sick leave for the personal assistant to the VP of Finance. This is the remuneration,” she said, sliding over a sheet of paper to me. My eyes opened wide. It was a lot of money.

I tried to play it cool. “I think that will be acceptable,” I said, hiding my grin as I reached for a pen to sign the contract.

“Can you start first thing tomorrow?” she asked as I scribbled my name on the paper.

“Not a problem,” I replied, shaking her hand. I couldn’t wait.

Miss Pilkington led me briskly out of her office, her heels clicking against the polished marble floor. “I’ll give you a quick tour before introducing you to Mr Johnson,” she said, glancing back at me.

As we passed the cubicles, I caught the curious stares of employees who clearly weren’t used to seeing a new face. Or perhaps it was my long blonde hair or the exceedingly short skirt I was wearing, paired with a clingy blouse that gaped open at the top to expose the cleavage of my impressively full breasts.

“This is the main office floor,” Miss Pilkington explained, gesturing at the open-plan space. “You’ll find Marketing in the far corner, IT in the basement, of course, and the break room over there.”

We passed a couple of employees gathered by the water cooler, and one of them, a handsome young man with shaggy blond hair and a cocky grin, caught my eye. “New girl, huh?” he said, leaning lazily against the cooler.

“This is Molly Maloney, the temporary PA,” Miss Pilkington said curtly, her tone making it clear she wasn’t interested in interruptions.

“Nice to meet you, Molly,” he smirked, his eyes dipping to my chest like it was magnetic.

I smiled politely. “Likewise.”

“You’ll want to stay away from Dylan,” Miss Pilkington said in a low voice once we moved on. “He’s trouble. HR’s worst nightmare.”

“Duly noted,” I replied, already determined to see just how much trouble I could get into with Dylan.

“Who was the other guy?” I asked. He’d been quiet, with slicked-back hair and a geeky look.

“Oh, just the intern,” she said dismissively. “I forget his name.”

As we rounded a corner, she motioned toward a glass-walled office where a strikingly beautiful woman was talking with someone on the phone. She had fiery red hair, a tight green dress that hugged every curve, and an air of authority.

“That’s Vanessa. She’s in charge of Public Relations. Don’t be fooled by the friendly smile; she’ll eat you alive if you get in her way. Even Mr Johnson does exactly what she says.”

Vanessa glanced up, caught my eye, and winked.

Finally, we arrived at the double doors of the VP’s office. Miss Pilkington straightened her hair, then knocked sharply before opening the door without waiting for a reply.

“Mr Johnson, your new assistant is here,” she announced.

The man behind the desk barely looked up. He was seated in a leather chair, his sleeves rolled up to reveal strong forearms as he typed rapidly on his laptop. He was black, his dark skin gleamed under the office lights, and incredibly handsome.

I stepped forward, a little breathless at just how beautiful my new boss was. “Molly Maloney, sir. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” I noticed a few flecks of gray in his hair; he was older than I had first assumed, probably early fifties.

“Mm-hmm,” he muttered, still typing frantically on his laptop.

Undeterred, I tried again, leaning forward over the desk to give him a generous view of my cleavage. My top gaped open, my breasts practically falling out of my bra. “I’m very excited to work under you, Mr Johnson.”

Nothing. Not even a flicker of his eyes towards my tits.

Miss Pilkington sighed dramatically and pulled me over to the side of the room for a quiet word. “Mr Johnson is a very busy man, Molly. You’ll learn that he sometimes needs… extra persuasion to tear himself away from work.” She gave me a pointed look.

I blinked, unsure if I was interpreting her correctly.

“You’ll have to earn his attention,” she said.

I hesitated for a moment before stepping closer to the desk, heart pounding. He didn’t stop typing, even as I moved around to his side of the desk.

“Mr Johnson,” I said sweetly, kneeling beside his chair. I reached out, slowly unzipping his pants. “I’m here to help you however you need.”

Finally, he paused, his fingers hovering over the keys. His eyes flicked down to me, properly seeing me for the first time.

Miss Pilkington stood by the door, watching with a satisfied smirk. “Good girl,” she murmured.

I pulled out his cock. It was soft, but surprisingly large, both thick and long.

“Oh my god,” I whispered before I could stop myself, feeling the exceptional weight of his massive black dick.

Mr Johnson let out a laugh, clearly amused. “Problem?”

“N-no,” I stammered, regaining my composure. “No problem at all.”

“Good,” he said. “Then get to it. What was your name again?”

“Molly, sir,” I replied, opening my mouth and wrapping it around his thick cock. I closed my eyes, savoring the weight and heat on my tongue. Slowly, I began to move, my lips sliding down his length as my hands worked the base and his balls. He quickly hardened, his cock throbbing and growing.

I pulled back to look at him. He was rock hard now, his cock thick and veiny, the head smooth and shiny. And it was so long it took my breath away. I could feel my arousal already pooling in my panties. I bent back over, barely able to get my lips around the shaft. Slowly, I began to move, my lips sliding down his length as my hands worked the base.

He let out a soft groan, his hand tangling in my blonde hair as he guided me, pressing me lower. I relaxed my throat, determined to take as much of him as I could.

Miss Pilkington watched from her spot by the door, her sharp gaze assessing my performance. “There you go,” she said approvingly. “I knew you were going to be a good hire.”

Mr Johnson’s breathing grew heavier, and I felt a sense of triumph as his composure started to unravel. His hips started to thrust back at me, and I adjusted, matching his rhythm with my mouth and hand.

“That’s good,” he gasped, his voice strained as his grip in my hair tightened. “Keep going.”

Encouraged, I picked up the pace, hollowing my cheeks and swirling my tongue around the tip. He groaned louder, his head falling back against the chair.

His hips moved faster now, each thrust sending his cock deeper into my throat. Tears welled up in the corners of my eyes, streaming down my face and making my mascara run. Obscene sounds came from my throat as I gagged on his huge cock. But I didn’t stop.

“Fuck,” he growled. Beads of sweat glistened on his forehead.

I felt his cock twitch in my mouth as the hot flood hit the back of my throat. I swallowed instinctively, my hands still stroking him. He pulsed again, filling my mouth, and again. It was too much. Cum streamed out of my mouth, running down my chin and dripping down to pool in my cleavage.

His grip on my hair loosened, and he let out a satisfied sigh. I swallowed what was in my mouth and licked his shaft clean. I sat back on my heels, looking up at him, my panties completely soaked through and desperate for more.

“Thank you, Molly,” he said, tucking his cock away and zipping up his pants. “That will be all for now.” He turned back to his laptop and was already typing away by the time I stood up. Miss Pilkington ushered me out the door.

“You’re going to do just fine here, Molly,” she said. “Let me show you out.”


Chapter Two




When I got home, I slammed the front door shut behind me, the sound echoing through the house. My body was buzzing. After what happened with Mr Johnson, but not getting any relief myself, I was on the edge of losing it.

The smell of garlic and butter wafted through the house, and I followed it to the kitchen. Ben, my husband, was at the stove, stirring something in a pan.

“Hey, babe,” he said without turning around. “How’d the interview go?”

I dropped my bag on the counter and stepped closer. “I got the job,” I said, “I start tomorrow.”

“That’s great!” he said, “Well done. What are they like?”

I didn’t bother answering. Instead, I grabbed the waistband of his sweatpants and yanked them down in one swift motion.

“Whoa!” he laughed, “What’s up with you?”

“I haven’t been touched all day,” I said through gritted teeth, sliding my hand into his boxers and wrapping my fingers around his cock. “My new boss has the most amazing big cock, but I only got to give him a blowjob.”

Ben raised an eyebrow, clearly amused, his cock stiffening in my hand. “An interview for a free use job and they didn’t touch you?” he asked.

“Not even a little bit,” I scowled, stroking him harder.

“Alright, alright,” he said, his grin widening, his cock now rock hard in my hand. “Guess it’s my job to pick up the slack, huh?”

“Damn right it is,” I muttered, dropping to my knees and freeing him from his boxers entirely.

He groaned as my tongue flicked over the tip of his cock, and I took him into my mouth with a hunger I couldn’t hide. I moved quickly, working my lips and tongue over him, my hand stroking the base as I took him deeper and deeper.

“Fuck, Molly,” he groaned, his hand tangling in my hair as I hollowed my cheeks and sucked harder. “You’re on fire today.”

I pulled back abruptly and stood, grabbing his shirt to pull him toward me. I gave him a kiss on the lips and then spun around, planting my hands on the counter. “Just fuck me,” I said, looking back at him over my shoulder.

He didn’t need to be told twice. Lifting my short skirt just enough, he moved my panties to the side and thrust his hard cock deep inside me.

“Jesus, you’re soaked,” he said, his hands gripping my hips as he thrust into me. “They really didn’t give you anything at work?”

“Nope. Harder,” I panted, the sound of his hips slamming into me filling the room. He pounded into me harder, and I matched his rhythm, pushing back against him as my body clenched tighter and tighter. Every thrust sent a sharp jolt of pleasure coursing through me, the wet, filthy sounds of our bodies slamming together echoing in the kitchen.

His fingers dug painfully into my flesh as he drove into me, deeper and harder, over and over again. “God, Molly,” he groaned.

I could feel the tension building in my core, a coil winding tighter and tighter with every thrust. My thighs shivered, my knees barely able to hold me up as I braced myself against the counter. My body clenched down around him, tightening like a vice, and I couldn’t hold back anymore. The tension snapped, and I screamed as my orgasm hit me, my whole body shaking violently as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

“Fuck, Ben,” I cried, barely able to hold myself up as the pleasure kept rolling through me, dragging me under. My pussy throbbed around him, milking him with every pulse as I pushed back against him, desperate to feel every inch of him inside me.

“Fill me up, Ben. I want to feel you come,” I gasped.

That sent him over the edge. He gripped my hips hard enough to leave bruises as he slammed into me one final time, burying himself deep inside me with a loud growl. I felt him release, his warm cum filling my cunt. When he finally pulled out, it ran down my thighs in a torrent.

Ben pulled his pants back up and went back to stirring the dinner. “Well, I hope they take better care of you tomorrow,” he laughed.


Chapter Three




Iarrived at the office for my first day nice and early. There were only a few cars in the parking lot as I pushed open the office door. The building felt almost eerily empty this early, but I wanted to make a good impression on my first day. Well, that, and the excitement, had gotten the better of me. After yesterday, I couldn’t get the images of Mr Johnson’s giant dick out of my mind.

I made a beeline for Mr Johnson’s office, hoping to show some initiative. If I were lucky, maybe I could catch him alone and… introduce myself properly. When I reached the door, it was already slightly ajar. I hesitated for just a second, my fingers brushing against the handle, before I decided to push it open.

He wasn’t alone.

Mr Johnson stood behind his desk. His suit jacket was tossed carelessly over a chair, his white dress shirt unbuttoned at the collar and pushed up at the sleeves. And Miss Pilkington? She was bent over the desk, completely naked from the waist up, her enormous, sagging breasts hanging down and dragging against the polished wood as he pounded into her from behind.

She was looking right at me, her horn-rimmed glasses askew, and her mouth hung open in a dazed expression. Her eyes were glazed, so consumed by what was happening that she didn’t even seem to register my presence.

Mr Johnson, on the other hand, locked eyes with me the moment I walked in. His expression didn’t change, not a hint of embarrassment, not even a flicker of surprise. He just stared at me with the same calm, impassive look he’d had yesterday, as if I wasn’t witnessing something utterly obscene.

Miss Pilkington moaned loudly, her voice echoing in the room as his hips slammed into her again and again. Her massive breasts swung with each thrust, the tips of her nipples grazing the desk with every movement. The wet, rhythmic sounds of their bodies colliding filled the air, and I couldn’t look away.

“Oh, god… ohhh, god, yes,” Miss Pilkington slurred. “Yes, Mr Johnson, please… don’t stop.”

Her fingers clawed uselessly at the desk as her body began to shudder violently. Her moans turned into high-pitched cries, and then her head tipped back, her eyes rolling up into her head as she came hard, her entire body shaking as the orgasm took over.

Mr Johnson didn’t slow. His pace stayed steady, his hands gripping her hips firmly as he rode out her climax, thrusting into her with the same controlled, deliberate rhythm. I stood frozen in the doorway, my cheeks burning as I watched him chase his own release. His gaze never left mine, even as his movements grew rougher, more urgent.

Then, with a low groan, he slammed into her one last time, holding her tight as his body stiffened. He stayed there for a moment, buried deep inside her as I imagined his thick, cum pulsing out into her cunt.

Miss Pilkington let out a satisfied, contented sigh, collapsing onto the desk like a rag doll. She looked utterly wrecked, her glasses slipping off her face as she closed her eyes and smiled dreamily.

I cleared my throat awkwardly, finally breaking the silence. “Um… sorry. I… I didn’t mean to interrupt.”

Mr Johnson pulled out of her with a wet sound, his thick cock semi-erect, coated with Miss Pilkington’s sticky, white release and dripping cum onto the floor. He raised an eyebrow, adjusting his sleeves like nothing had happened. “You’re early, Miss Maloney,” he said. “Miss Pilkington was just helping me… prepare for the day. Why don’t you get yourself a drink and come back in thirty minutes?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, unable to stop my gaze from drifting back to Miss Pilkington’s thoroughly used body. Her massive breasts were still pressed against the desk, rising and falling with her shallow breaths.

I stepped back through the doors, closing them behind me, and headed to the break room. I realized my panties were already soaked through.


Chapter Four




The break room was brightly lit and smelled of fresh coffee. The day hadn’t even started, and I was already feeling aroused by the image of Miss Pilkington getting wrecked on Mr Johnson’s desk.

“Morning, newbie.”

The voice snapped me out of my daze, and I turned to see Dylan leaning on the counter, sipping a coffee. He stepped closer, setting his coffee cup on the counter as his eyes trailed over me in a way that sent a shiver down my spine.

Dylan took another step closer, a wide grin on his face. “You seem a little… flushed,” he said, his voice dropping slightly. “First day nerves? Or did you see something in Mr Johnson’s office that got you… flustered?”

“Something like that,” I giggled. God, he was attractive, that messy blond hair and the way he swaggered about.

“You look like you need a little relief,” he teased. Before I could respond, his hands found my hips, sliding up the curve of my waist to rest just under the edge of my blouse. My breath caught as he pressed me gently back against the counter. His mouth met mine, his insistent tongue parting my lips and swirling around mine. I felt a deep ache of desire between my legs, a desperate need to be touched.

I didn’t resist when he guided me over to the sofa in the corner. My heart raced as he lowered me onto the cushions, his hands already sliding up my thighs as I leaned back.

“Oh, god, Dylan,” I moaned, my pussy aching with anticipation.

“Trust me,” he said, reaching under my skirt and hooking his fingers into my panties. “I got a ten for oral skills on my last appraisal.”

He yanked my panties off, tossing them casually aside. I opened my legs, showing him everything.

“God, you’re stunning,” he said. His fingers brushed through the thick curls between my legs, parting my folds and spreading my soaking opening. “I love that you’re all natural, you don’t see that very often these days. So fucking sexy.”

Before I could respond, his mouth was on me, his tongue sliding over my folds in a slow, deliberate lick that made me cry out. My head fell back against the armrest as he buried his face between my thighs, his tongue working me with a skill that had my toes curling almost instantly. He licked and sucked like he was starving, his hands gripping my thighs to keep me in place as I squirmed beneath him. Every flick of his tongue sent a jolt of pleasure through me, and I couldn’t stop throwing my head back and moaning loudly.

“Oh, god, Dylan,” I gasped, my fingers tangling in his messy blond hair as he licked me out.

I shuddered as he slid a finger inside me, his touch gentle but firm as he curled it just right, making me cry out. And then I felt his other hand trailing lower, teasing over my other entrance.

“Relax,” he said, looking up at me with a cocky grin from between my legs. His finger pressed gently against my rear entrance. “You’ll love this. Trust me.”

Before I could reply, he slid his finger inside my ass, sending a rush of pleasure through me. He dived back in, his tongue flicking faster, his fingers curling deeper, until the tension inside me finally snapped. Dylan kept going through every wave of pleasure, his mouth and fingers never slowing until I was a trembling, gasping mess on the sofa.

When I finally opened my eyes, Dylan was grinning up at me and pulling his hard cock out of his suit trousers. He sat down on the sofa next to me, stroking himself. “Climb aboard, then,” he said.

I straddled him, pushing him back onto the sofa, my skirt still bunched around my waist. Reaching down, I guided his cock between my soaking wet folds. When I had him in position, I sank all the way down on him, feeling the delicious stretch as he filled me. I started to rock my hips, loving the feeling of him twitching inside me.

I set a slow, teasing pace at first, grinding against him, feeling the friction of clit against his body. He unbuttoned my blouse enough to pull my tits out of my bra, his hands squeezing and kneading them before pulling on my erect nipples.

But just as I was about to pick up the pace, his phone buzzed on the coffee table.

“Don’t answer it,” I groaned, thrusting down on him again and taking him particularly deeply.

“Relax, newbie,” he said, picking up the phone and swiping to answer. “Work call.”

Before I could protest, he pressed the phone to his ear. “Dylan speaking,” he said, his voice suddenly all business.

I glared at him, but he just gave me a cocky little smirk and tightened his grip on my ass. Then, to my surprise, he gave a subtle thrust upward, making me gasp. I clenched around him, but he barely reacted, nodding along to whoever was talking.

“Mmm, yeah, I’ve got those numbers right here,” he said smoothly, sounding completely unbothered even as I sat there, still impaled on him, massaging his hard cock with my cunt. Was he really going to make me sit here like this while he had a goddamn business conversation?

If he was going to be a cocky little shit, I was going to make him suffer.

I lifted myself up slightly before sinking back down, slow and deliberate. Dylan’s breath caught ever so slightly, but he kept talking.

I started fucking him harder.

And harder.

Each time, I rolled my hips, dragging him deep, watching for any crack in his composure. But somehow, the bastard kept his voice steady, still discussing profit margins like he wasn’t buried inside me.

I picked up the pace, bouncing slightly, gripping his shoulders as I fucked myself on him, determined to break his focus.

Dylan shot me a warning look, but I just smiled sweetly, tightening around him as I moved faster.

He cleared his throat. “Yeah, those projections should be in the… ah… quarterly report,” he said, his voice nearly giving him away. I bit my lip to keep from laughing.

Bracing my hands on his chest, I started riding him properly, rolling and grinding, taking him deep, my pleasure building with every movement.

I was going to come. And he was going to hear it while talking about fucking equity percentages.

I clenched around him on purpose, chasing that peak, my breath coming faster.

“Mm-hmm,” Dylan said, voice tight. “We’ll… uh… revisit that in the next… fuck… meeting.”

But Dylan was actually enjoying this. I felt his hand on my ass move slightly, opening me up, and then… he stuck his finger right up my ass again.

Suddenly, I felt that tight coil snap, pleasure crashing over me in waves as I gasped, my body shuddering around him and my cunt clenching around his cock. My nails dug into his shoulders as I struggled to keep quiet, but a little moan escaped anyway.

“Yeah, let’s circle back on that later,” he said quickly, then hung up and tossed his phone aside.

He rolled me suddenly, flipping me onto my back on the sofa, his body covering mine as he pinned my wrists above my head.

“Oh, sweetheart,” he murmured, his dark eyes flashing. “You’re gonna pay for that.”

He started to fuck me hard, pounding, thrusting me into the sofa. His hands gripped my wrists painfully, holding me down as he screwed me as hard as he could. His mouth found mine, and he kissed me as he buried his cock deep inside.

But then he pulled out. He smirked down at me as he guided his cock lower. To my asshole. I felt the pressure of his head against the tight opening. “That’s right, newbie,” he laughed. “I’m going to cum in your ass.” And then with a hard thrust, he was inside. I cried out in a mixture of pain and pleasure.

Dylan began to fuck me hard, thrusting inside me a little deeper each time. Again and again, until finally his balls were slapping against me. My eyes rolled up in my head as I came hard, going lightheaded as an orgasm exploded deep inside me and sent waves of pleasure through my whole body. He thrust hard into me one last time. I felt him twitch, and then the flood of warm wetness as he unloaded into my ass.

He lay on top of me, panting, as his cock twitched and gave me load after load. When he finally pulled out, it poured out of me onto the sofa. He grabbed his phone and took a few snaps of my dripping, hairy pussy and ass. “My buddies on the WhatsApp group will love these,” he said. “We all love an unshaven cunt.”

He tucked his cock away and straightened his tie. “Anyway, see you around, newbie, there’s work to do.” And he swaggered out of the break room, leaving me sweaty and cum-filled on the sofa.


Chapter Five




Once my work day started, things got busy. Mr Johnson was incredibly efficient and expected me to be too, handing me a long list of tasks to complete. I threw myself into the work, trying very hard not to let my mind wander to the size of his cock or to what I’d done earlier in the break room with Dylan. But the images kept creeping back, and part of me was desperate for more action.

By late afternoon, it was driving me insane. I’d expected him to do something by now. To pull me into his office at some point, bend me over his desk like he had Miss Pilkington that morning, or… something. Instead, he was all business, rattling off financial jargon like he wasn’t one of the most sexy men I’d ever met.

I took every opportunity to tease him, leaning over his desk just a little too far when I handed him documents, brushing against him on my way to the filing cabinet, running my fingers slowly up my thigh when I caught him watching.

Nothing.

By the time five o’clock rolled around, I was practically vibrating with horniness. As everyone else started to head out the door, I gathered my things together and prepared to leave as well. I found myself doubting myself. Maybe he preferred older women like Miss Pilkington. My breasts were lovely and full, but maybe he only liked gigantic, saggy swingers like hers.

“Molly.”

I turned at the sound of his voice. Mr Johnson stood in his office doorway, his expression unreadable.

“Come in here for a second.”

I swallowed hard, my pulse quickening as I stepped inside. The second the door clicked shut behind me, he spoke again. “Take off your clothes.”

Heat rushed to my pussy as I stepped forward, my fingers already unbuttoning my blouse, my heart hammering. And then he was behind me, his hands undoing the last of the buttons and slipping it off my shoulders. He unhooked my bra, and it fell to the floor, my big breasts dropping out. I felt the cold air of the air conditioning on my nipples, making them stiffen. I pushed back against him, gasping at the feeling of his erection pressing against me, the ache between my legs intensifying.

“Do you have any idea how distracting you’ve been all day?” he said, running his hands over my tits, brushing his fingers over my aching nipples. “Parading around my office like that with your tits hanging out, trying to get my attention.”

I bit my lip, suppressing a grin. So he had noticed.

“You’re a naughty girl, Molly,” he said, but I could hear the amusement in his voice. He leaned down, his mouth brushing against my neck as he planted a row of kisses.

I shimmied out of my skirt, letting it pool around my ankles, and then dropped my panties. I stood there, completely exposed, feeling his eyes roam over me like he was taking inventory of every inch of my skin.

“Woah,” he said finally, stepping back slightly to get a better view. “That bush is amazing.”

I flushed with pride, feeling my cheeks heat even as my confidence soared.

“You like it?” I asked.

“Love it,” he said, his hand reaching out to trail his fingers through the soft curls. They brushed across my clit, and I let out an involuntary gasp of pleasure.

He spun me around, his dark eyes blazing with hunger as he bent me over his desk. The edge dug into my thighs, and I gasped as he spread my legs wide, leaving me completely open to him. He spread my cheeks with his hands, taking in the sight of my tight asshole and dripping cunt.

“You’ve been begging for this all day, haven’t you?” he said, his hand slipping between my thighs to play with my clit.

“Yes,” I breathed, arching into his touch.

His fingers slid through my slick folds. “So wet already,” he murmured.

“Yes, Mr Johnson,” I gasped. “Please…”

I heard the slow, deliberate sound of his zipper.

My breath caught as I glanced over my shoulder just in time to see him freeing himself from his trousers.

Oh my God.

That massive cock. Thick and heavy, standing proud and intimidating. My eyes widened as I took in the size of him, and I suddenly understood why Miss Pilkington had looked so utterly wrecked this morning.

I gripped the edge of the desk and bent over further, my legs spreading instinctively. His hands slid over my hips, firm and commanding as he positioned me exactly how he wanted. The head of his cock brushed against my entrance, and I held my breath. He pressed forward, just enough to tease me, and I bit my lip.

The tip began to ease inside me, and I sucked in a sharp breath as he stretched me open. It was overwhelming, pleasure mixed with a delicious ache as my body struggled to accommodate his size. He thrust forward another inch, and I cried out, my walls gripping him tightly as he filled me.

“Good girl,” he murmured, pausing to let me adjust. His hand slid up my back, pressing me flat against the desk as he continued to push inside, stretching me further than I’d ever been before. He pulled back slightly before driving forward again, sinking deeper, and I couldn’t stop the moan that escaped my lips. My legs trembled as he filled me completely, his hips pressing against mine as he thrust again and again, deeper each time.

I couldn’t speak, my mind hazy with pleasure as I tried to process the sensation of him buried so deep inside me. Finally, he was all the way in. I couldn’t believe I could take it all. He began to fuck me harder, each thrust sending shockwaves of bliss through my body.

My hands scrambled for purchase on the desk, papers scattering everywhere as I cried out in pleasure. “Oh, God, Mr Johnson,” I gasped.

His hands slid up my body to grab my breasts. He pinched my nipples between his fingers, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core. “Let me feel you come on my cock, Molly,” he said.

My body tensed as the wave hit me, white-hot pleasure radiating out from my core and spreading through every nerve. I cried out, shaking as the orgasm ripped through me, my walls clenching tightly around him.

But he didn’t stop. He drove into me harder, deeper, prolonging my climax as he chased his own release. My body was still trembling, hypersensitive and buzzing with aftershocks, but I could feel him swelling inside me, his movements growing more urgent.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, his pace faltering as he buried himself deep, holding me in place.

I gasped at the sensation, feeling every throb of his cock as he pulsed inside me, his release hot and thick. He gripped my hips tighter, grinding against me as he emptied himself, his deep groans vibrating through me.

For a moment, the office was silent except for the sound of our heavy breathing.

“Fuck, Molly,” he muttered, finally pulling out of me, my gaping cunt leaking cum all down my thighs.

Tucking his dick away, he was suddenly all business again. “We’ve got an important meeting tomorrow to finalise the merger. I’m going to need you there,” he said.


Chapter Six




The next day, the office buzzed with an air of importance. Mr Johnson had made it clear that a major business meeting was taking place, a potential merger with another company, and that I should stay nearby in case he needed anything. I spent the morning completing admin work at my desk, occasionally sneaking glances toward the boardroom where serious-looking men in tailored suits came and went. Miss Pilkington was the only one entrusted to enter the boardroom, ferrying in tea, coffee, and cookies.

By lunchtime, I was just about to grab my sandwich when Mr Johnson’s door opened. “Molly,” he called, his deep voice making my pulse quicken.

I straightened up immediately, smoothing my skirt as I stepped into the boardroom.

The room was big, with floor-to-ceiling windows showcasing the city skyline and a massive oak table dominating the center. Around it lounged two business executives, both sharply dressed.

“Molly,” Mr Johnson began, gesturing for me to step closer, “these gentlemen, Mr Carter and Mr Vaughn, have been instrumental in today’s discussions. I thought it was only fair to offer a little... hospitality.”

“Of course,” I said softly, my gaze flicking between the two men and Mr Johnson.

“So why don’t you start by showing us those beautiful breasts of yours?” smiled Mr Johnson.

I licked my lips, feeling them all watching me as I stood there. My hands went to my blouse, slowly unbuttoning it and then shrugging it off my shoulders. I reached behind me to unhook my bra and let it drop to the floor. My large tits bounced free.

“Beautiful,” said Mr Carter.

“Amazing,” said Mr Vaughn.

“And now the rest of your clothes,” ordered Mr Johnson.

I unzipped my skirt and let it drop to the floor, quickly followed by my panties. I was now completely naked in front of them as they stared at me with hungry eyes.

“God, look at that full bush,” said Mr Carter, leaning forward in his seat.

“I know, quite something, isn’t it?” replied my boss. “Jump up on the table, then, Molly. Spread your legs and get yourself off for us.”

Heart racing, I climbed up onto the giant boardroom table. I lay back and opened my legs, positioning myself so they could see everything. I was wet already, of course, soaked with arousal at these powerful businessmen looking at my naked body. My fingers slipped between my folds, opening myself up more, letting them see inside my gaping pussy.

I collected up some of my release on my fingers and started to circle my clit with my fingers. “Oh, god,” I gasped softly. I stared up at the ceiling as the pleasure started to radiate out from my core. I continued to work my fingers, driving myself higher and higher. My free hand went to my breast, squeezing and teasing the nipple until it was hard and pointed. I squirmed on the desk, pleasure flowing through my body, made ten times more potent knowing that the men were watching me.

As my climax approached, my back arched off the table. My fingers worked frantically on my soaking pussy. And then I was coming. My body shook, and I let out a long, loud moan of ecstasy as the waves of pleasure consumed me.

I collapsed onto the table, chest rising and falling. That’s when I felt firm hands grab my thighs and pull me to the edge. It was Mr Carter. His suit trousers and underwear were around his ankles, and his hard, erect dick stood up proudly between his legs. He pressed the head against my dripping opening and thrust hard into me.

“Fuck,” I cried out as he penetrated me all the way to his balls. Then he started pounding into me, hard and fast. I could feel his thick cock filling me, stretching my needy pussy as he thrust right up inside me.

And then Mr Vaughn’s cock was in my mouth. He was thick and hard, forcing my mouth open and thrusting into my throat, muffling my moans of pleasure. God, I loved having a cock in my mouth while being fucked, it just made the whole thing so intense. Mr Vaughn put his hand on the back of my head, roughly pushing himself deeper and making sure I couldn’t pull away. That was exactly what I needed and came hard.

The waves of orgasm consumed me, leaving me overwhelmed and shaking. I felt Mr Carter’s cock twitch inside me as he released, warm cum flooding my pussy. He pulled out, leaving me overflowing onto the table. Mr Vaughn moved between my legs, taking his own turn.

He was slower, more deliberate, and he savored every thrust of his thick cock into me with a low groan. As he fucked me, he forced the cum out with an obscene wet sound. I felt my climax building already. Glancing over at Mr Johnson, I saw him watching impassively, his monster dick in his hand, and I felt another rush of arousal knowing he would be next.

Mr Vaughn’s long, firm thrusts sent me over the edge, crying out loudly as my back arched off the table and I grabbed my breasts. He kept going at the same steady pace through my orgasm, and then just as I was coming down, I felt his thumb on my swollen and sensitive clit. That was too much, and I instantly came again, screaming with bliss.

He carried on for a further five minutes or so, that wonderful firm, regular pace soon making me come again. But finally, his thrusts became more erratic, and with a loud groan of relief, he filled me too, his cum mixing with Mr Carter’s deep in my cunt.

As soon as he pulled out, Mr Johnson took his place, throbbing and hard, impatient to have his turn. I braced myself for the extra stretch of his giant dick, feeling it opening me up and filling me so completely I couldn’t help crying out. It took four or five hard thrusts, but eventually he bottomed out, filling me so deeply that it took my breath away. His grip tightened on my waist, steadying me as he moved, each thrust sending a fresh wave of sensation through me.

He fucked me hard, his hand reaching out to grope my tits. I was squirming in delight, my whole body shaking and twisting as he took me relentlessly. Finally, he came too, his cock throbbing inside me as he unloaded all his cum to mix with what was left of the others. The feeling of him releasing in me sent me over the edge one last time, too, leaving me shaking and exhausted on the boardroom table.

“What a lovely, wet cunt,” said Mr Carter approvingly, doing up his belt.

“Delightfully tight,” agreed Mr Vaughn.

The men quickly went back to their meeting, leaving me panting and leaking on the table. They ignored me as I got up and found my clothes, pulling up my panties and feeling their cum soaking into the crotch. My legs weak, I stumbled out of the boardroom, leaving them discussing acquisition percentages as I closed the doors softly behind me.


Chapter Seven




Later that evening, as most of the office had cleared out, I found myself still at my desk, trying to finish a spreadsheet for Mr Johnson. The adrenaline from the boardroom encounter hadn’t fully faded, leaving my body buzzing with energy.

The sound of heels clicking against the tiled floor snapped me back to reality. I looked up to see Vanessa, the PR lady, sauntering toward me, her hips swaying hypnotically in that same tight green dress. The office lights caught her fiery red hair, making it glow. She was so beautiful, I suddenly felt intimidated by her.

"Still here, Molly?" she asked, giving me a friendly smile.

“Y-yeah,” I stammered, sitting up straighter in my chair. “Just finishing up some work.”

She stopped by the edge of my desk, one hand resting on her hip. Her eyes roamed over me in a way that made my skin tingle.

“You’ve been busy today,” she said, teasingly. “I heard about your... hands-on involvement in the boardroom. Apparently, it helped seal the deal.”

My cheeks flushed. “Uh, thanks…” I started to respond.

“Relax, sweetheart,” Vanessa said, leaning in closer. I could smell her perfume, and it was making my head spin. “In fact…” Her lips hovered near my ear, her breath warm against my skin. “I think I’d like to see for myself what all the fuss is about.”

My heart thudded in my chest as I turned my head to meet her gaze. Her green eyes sparkled with mischief. “You’re not just free use for the men you know,” she smirked. “Come with me.” She straightened up and motioned for me to follow.

I hesitated for a moment before standing and trailing after her, my pulse racing. Vanessa led me down the hall, her confident stride making it impossible not to watch the way her dress hugged her body. She stopped in front of her office, pushed the door open, and held it for me.

Once inside, she closed the distance between us, her hands sliding up my arms and pulling me closer. Her lips brushed against mine, soft at first, then more demanding as she claimed my mouth with a hunger that left me breathless.

Her hands moved to the buttons of my blouse, her fingers deftly undoing them one by one until the fabric fell open, revealing my bra beneath. She slipped the straps off my shoulders and let my breasts fall out of the cups. Her thumbs brushed over my nipples, making them hard. Then she reached up under my skirt and yanked my panties down.

Her hand went between my legs, her fingers running through my thick hair. “Mr Johnson was right, you have a beautiful bush,” she smiled. “And so wet already.”

Taking my hand, she led me to the leather sofa in the corner of her office. It looked expensive, the kind of furniture someone would buy to impress clients. “Get comfortable,” she said.

I sank into the cool leather and leaned back, opening my legs for her.

“Now, Molly,” she purred, “I’m going to have a little fun with you, and you’re going to take it like the good little office pet I know you are. Understand?”

“Yes,” I breathed.

“Good girl.”

She unzipped the back of her green dress with a slow, deliberate motion and let it slide down her body. Underneath, she wore nothing but a pair of black lace panties. Her body was flawless, toned, and curvy.

“Like what you see?” she teased, climbing onto the sofa and straddling my lap.

“Yes,” I whispered, my hands instinctively moving to her hips.

Vanessa leaned in, her lips brushing against mine in a kiss that started slow and teasing before deepening into a passionate dueling of tongues.

“I’ve been waiting for this,” she murmured. “Ever since you walked into this office, all doe-eyed and innocent, I knew you were trouble. And now you’re all mine.”

Vanessa pushed me back, turning herself around so her hips hovered above my face, her perfect ass and soaked panties right in front of me. My hands slid up her thighs, pulling her lacy thong to the side and exposing her perfectly shaved pussy. I pulled her down toward me as my tongue darted out to taste her. She let out a soft, satisfied moan, her hips rocking against my face as I explored her with eager, swirling movements.

Vanessa didn’t waste any time returning the favor. Her tongue found my clit, swirling and flicking in a way that had me arching my back and gasping against her. The sensation of her mouth on me, combined with the taste of her on my tongue, sent my head spinning. Everything was sending me wild with arousal, her hips grinding against my face while my fingers dug into her thighs, and her tongue working magic between my legs.

“God, Molly,” Vanessa groaned, her voice muffled as she buried her face between my thighs. “You taste so fucking good.”

The pressure built inside me, every nerve in my body buzzing with electricity. Vanessa’s movements grew more frantic, her moans louder and more desperate as she neared her own climax.

When it finally hit, it was like an explosion. My body shook beneath her, my cries muffled against her as I came hard, the pleasure radiating through me in waves. Almost simultaneously, Vanessa’s thighs clenched around my head as she let out a long, shuddering moan, her squirting release spraying onto my tongue. I’d never seen a woman squirt like that before, but I loved it.

For a moment, neither of us moved, our bodies tangled together in the aftermath. Finally, Vanessa rolled off me, collapsing onto the sofa beside me with a satisfied sigh.


Chapter Eight




“Now for the main event,” Vanessa said as she slid off the sofa, leaving me sprawled there, naked, and still catching my breath.

She walked over to her desk, her hips swaying with every step, and pressed a button on the intercom. “Ryan, Mark,” she said, “come to my office. Now.”

I felt a shiver of anticipation course through me. Vanessa turned back to me, crossing her arms under her bare breasts. “My two assistants,” she said. “I want to introduce you properly to my PR team.”

Before I could respond, the door opened, and in walked two young men dressed in sharp business suits. Ryan was tall and broad-shouldered, with dark hair that was combed neatly. Mark, slightly shorter but no less striking, had a lean, athletic build, a shaved head, and a cocky grin that made my pulse quicken. Both of them stopped in their tracks, their gazes locking onto my naked body sprawled on the sofa.

“This,” Vanessa replied, gesturing toward me with a flourish, “is Molly. She’s new, and she’s been very… useful today. I want to watch her get fucked so completely that she forgets what day it is.”

Mark laughed, his eyes locked on my soaking pussy. “That’s the sort of assignment I can get on board with.”

“Goddamn,” Ryan muttered, “I’m going to enjoy this.” He was already shrugging off his suit jacket and loosening his tie.

Vanessa stepped forward, placing a hand on his chest to stop him. “I’m in control here,” she said. “You’ll do it exactly how I tell you.”

She turned back to me. “On your knees, Molly,” she commanded.

I obeyed, sliding off the sofa and kneeling on the plush rug in the middle of the room. My heart raced as Ryan and Mark stepped closer, towering over me as they began to unbutton their shirts and unzip their trousers.

Vanessa circled us like a predator, her eyes gleaming as she watched. “Ryan, why don’t you take that gorgeous cock of yours and let her warm up with it?” she suggested. “Mark, you can get behind her. I want her filled with your fat dick.”

My breath caught as Ryan stepped forward, his thick, hard length already in his hand. He guided it to my lips, his movements deliberate as he slid it into my mouth. I moaned softly, taking him deeper, my hands gripping his thighs for balance.

“Fuck, she’s good,” Ryan groaned, his head tipping back as he sank into my throat.

Behind me, I felt Mark’s hands on my hips, spreading me open. His fingers teased my entrance, sliding through the slickness before pressing inside me.

“She’s so wet already,” Mark laughed. “You been getting her going already, Vanessa?”

“Of course,” she giggled, settling onto the edge of the desk to watch. “Now, hurry up, I want to see her take both of you.”

Mark didn’t need to be told twice. He lined himself up behind me and pushed inside, his cock stretching me in the most delicious way. I gasped around Ryan, the sensation of being filled sending a jolt of pleasure through me. Vanessa was right, he really did have a fat cock.

“Good girl,” Vanessa purred, watching intently and slipping her hand into her panties. Mark began to thrust, his movements slow at first before building into a steady rhythm. “Now, Ryan, don’t just stand there. Fuck her mouth properly.”

Ryan’s hands tangled in my hair, holding me in place as he began to move, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth in time with Mark’s thrusts. The room was filled with the sound of my muffled moans as they used me between them.

“Fuck,” Mark groaned with pleasure. “So fucking wet and tight.”

“That’s it,” Vanessa murmured, her breathing coming faster as she fingered herself. “Make her come.”

The intensity of it all, their cocks filling me, Vanessa’s heated gaze, the sheer filth of the situation, pushed me closer and closer to the edge. Mark’s hand reached around to rub my clit in quick, precise circles, and I moaned helplessly, the vibrations making Ryan groan in response.

With a cry, I shattered, my body trembling as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me. The sensation was overwhelming, my release flooding around Mark as he groaned at the sensations of my cunt milking his cock.

Ryan stepped back, his cock still hard and glistening with my saliva, and Mark pulled out of me slowly, his fingers lingering on my hips.

But Vanessa was still in charge. “Boys,” she said, her green eyes filled with hunger. “Take her to the sofa and fuck her together.”

Mark sat first, sprawling back against the leather cushions, his cock thick and ready as he stroked himself lazily. I climbed up to straddle him. I took my time, teasing him by rubbing the tip of his cock against my slick folds. I let out a low groan as I sank down onto him inch by inch, my head falling back in pleasure as he stretched me open.

Ryan moved behind me, his cock still slick with my saliva. He lined himself up and pressed the tip of his cock against my tight rear entrance. Mark grasped my ass cheeks, pulling them open, making my ass relax and open up. With a low growl, Ryan pushed forward, the sudden stretch sending a wave of pleasure through my body.

Then he was in.

His cock was rubbing against Mark’s with only my thin walls to separate them. He started to fuck me hard in the ass, and Mark thrust up into my cunt from below. Ryan groaned in pleasure, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave marks. “Fuck me, her ass is tight,” he gasped, his pace quickening. “I’m not gonna last long like this.”

Vanessa looked like she was close to coming, her hand was working frantically in her panties, and her breathing was deep and labored. “You’ll last as long as I tell you to,” she said, though her voice was strained with pleasure. “And don’t you dare come before I do.”

Mark’s hands squeezed my tits as I rode him, his cock buried deep inside me, filling me completely with every thrust. Ryan’s cock in my ass was only making my cunt tighter, and I gripped his shaft like a vice. His hands held me steady as he worked his cock deeper into my ass, the stretch still sending delicious jolts of pleasure through my entire body. The feeling of them both inside me at once was pure ecstasy.

“Harder,” Vanessa commanded. “Make her scream.”

Ryan tightened his grip on my hips, slamming into me with even more force, and Mark’s thrusts grew rougher beneath me. The intensity of it all, their hands on me, their cocks filling me, Vanessa’s commands, pushed me closer and closer to the edge.

“Oh god, I can’t hold off any longer,” groaned Ryan.

I was helpless to resist. My entire body tensed as the pleasure peaked, and I screamed, the sound echoing through the room as my orgasm tore through me. My walls clenched around Mark, my ass tightening around Ryan, and they both groaned in unison, their movements faltering as they struggled to hold back.

Vanessa’s cries of pleasure joined mine as she came, her body arching on the desk as her hand worked furiously between her legs. She trembled, her head falling back as she let out a long, shuddering moan.

“Now,” she gasped breathlessly. “You can come now.”

Ryan’s grip on me tightened as his pace grew erratic, and with a loud groan of sheer relief, he buried himself deep inside me, his cock pulsing as he spilled load after load of warm cum in my ass. The sensation sent another wave of pleasure through me, leaving me trembling.

Mark wasn’t far behind. With one final thrust, he groaned loudly, his cock twitching as he came, filling me completely. His arms wrapped around me, holding me close, his cock throbbing as he unloaded deep in my pussy.

The room fell quiet, except for the sound of our heavy breathing. Vanessa rose from her chair, her expression one of smug satisfaction as she walked over to us.

“Well done,” she said. “You can all go home now.”


Chapter Nine




Iquickly learned that this office had its own way of unwinding, and I was thoroughly introduced to it. By Friday, I was sore and satisfied, my body humming from a week of being used by many of my coworkers.

In the afternoon, the atmosphere in the office was lighter than usual. Laughter drifted from desks, and I could hear the clinking of bottles being set out in the break room, though I wasn’t sure why at first.

Then someone mentioned it was the intern’s birthday.

To be honest, I hadn’t even caught his name; everyone just called him “The Intern.” I’d noticed him, though, quiet, shy, always keeping his head down, as if trying not to draw too much attention to himself. He was young, probably only twenty.

Someone had organized drinks and cake to celebrate. By five o’clock, the boardroom had been transformed, with a makeshift bar set up on the side table and music playing softly in the background. People filtered in with their drinks, chatting and laughing. I spotted the intern standing awkwardly in the corner near the sofa, holding a beer bottle and looking like he wanted to disappear into the wall.

Vanessa sidled up beside me, a naughty twinkle in her eyes. “You know,” she said quietly so that only I could hear, “a birthday isn't complete without a proper gift.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“Why don’t you give him something he’ll never forget?” she suggested, her tone teasing.

My stomach flipped, suddenly aware of where this was going. Vanessa didn’t wait for my answer, she clinked her glass with a spoon, silencing the room as she stepped forward.

“Alright, everyone,” she announced, her voice loud and confident. “It’s our dear intern’s birthday today, and we’ve all worked so hard this week. I think it’s time we showed… er… whatever-his-name-is… just how much we appreciate him.”

All eyes turned to the intern, who turned bright red under the attention.

“And Molly here,” Vanessa continued, gesturing toward me, “is going to help us give him a celebration he’ll never forget.”

The room erupted in cheers and laughter, and before I could fully process what was happening, Vanessa’s hands were on my shoulders, guiding me toward the intern. He looked completely stunned, his wide eyes darting as if looking for an escape route.

“Relax,” Vanessa said to him, pushing him hard in the chest so he fell back onto the sofa. “You’re the guest of honor. Let her take care of you.”

The intern stammered something unintelligible, his face so red I thought he might pass out, but I stepped closer, letting my hands trail up his chest as I looked into his eyes.

“Happy birthday,” I said softly.

Someone turned the music up, and I slowly began unbuttoning my blouse, the fabric slipping off my shoulders to reveal my lace bra. I turned slightly, giving the audience a better view, and the cheers grew louder.

“Come on, Molly! Make a man of him,” someone shouted, and I couldn’t help but laugh, the thrill of being watched adding to the heat building inside me.

I unclasped my bra and let it fall to the floor, my breasts bouncing free. The intern’s eyes were locked onto them as if he’d never seen a pair of tits before. I jiggled them in his face. Then, I turned away from him, unzipping my skirt and letting it pool around my feet. My panties followed, and I was completely naked, standing in the boardroom with all eyes on me.

The intern’s breathing had quickened, his beer bottle clenched tightly in his hand. I bent over, parting my legs slightly and giving him a perfect view of my asshole and wet, hairy pussy. Then, moving my hips in time to the music, I climbed onto his lap and straddled him, my hands resting on his shoulders as I leaned in close.

“You okay with this?” I asked, my lips brushing against his ear.

He nodded frantically, his hands hovering awkwardly at his sides.

“Good,” I said, reaching between us to unbuckle his belt.

The room erupted in cheers and whistles as I freed him, his cock springing up hard and ready. Fuck, he was big. Almost as thick and long as Mr Johnson himself. I guided him to my entrance, teasing him by rubbing the tip against my slick folds.

“Jesus Christ,” he muttered, his hands finally finding my hips as I sank down onto him, taking him inch by inch as he stretched me deliciously.

The room exploded in cheers and laughter as I began to move, rolling my hips slowly at first, letting him feel every inch of me as I worked him deeper. His head fell back against the sofa, a groan escaping his lips as his hands gripped me tighter.

“Fuck, she’s good,” someone said, and I felt a flush of pride at the comment.

Vanessa stepped closer. “Don’t go easy on him, Molly. Show him how we do things here.”

I grinned, picking up the pace, bouncing on his cock as his moans grew louder. His hands slid up my sides, groping my breasts roughly as he thrust up to meet me, his shyness seemingly forgotten now in the heat of the moment.

The crowd around us cheered and laughed, urging us on. I leaned forward, my lips brushing against his ear as I whispered, “Happy birthday.”

He came undone beneath me, his body tensing as he groaned, his release spilling into me. I didn’t stop, riding him through his orgasm until he was trembling, his head resting between my tits as he tried to catch his breath.

The room erupted into applause, and I laughed, climbing off him and grabbing a nearby napkin to mop up his cum that was running down my thighs.

“Well done, Molly,” Vanessa said. “I think you’ve just made his year.”


Chapter Ten




But the party didn’t end there.

Before I could even start pulling my clothes back on, a hand wrapped around my wrist. I turned to see Dylan grinning at me, his tie already loosened and his sleeves rolled up. His eyes gleamed with unrestrained hunger as he pulled me back onto the sofa. “Where do you think you’re going?” he asked. “We’re just getting started.”

The room burst into laughter and cheers, and before I could respond, Dylan was guiding me onto all fours on the leather cushions. My knees sank into the soft material, my body buzzing. He pulled out his cock, already rock hard. I gasped as he pushed himself inside me in one long, deliberate thrust.

Some of the crowd around us whistled and clapped, but most of them had stopped paying attention, going back to their previous conversations. Dylan started to move, his hips snapping against me with a steady, relentless rhythm. My body responded as I arched my back, my big tits swinging and slapping against each other as he fucked me from behind.

I glanced over my shoulder and saw a few of the others starting to queue up. Mark, Ryan, some others I didn’t even know by name, all watching intently, their hands already unzipping their trousers.

Dylan wasn’t done yet, though. His thrusts slowed, and I felt his hands slide up my back, his weight shifting slightly. “You know where I want to finish, don’t you, newbie?” he smirked.

My breath caught as I felt his fingers spread me open, his cock sliding out of my pussy and pressing against my other entrance. He didn’t wait, didn’t tease, he just pushed forward with one firm stroke, filling my ass completely.

“Oh, fuck,” I cried out as the stretch sent a jolt of both pain and pleasure through me. Dylan set a brutal pace, his cock driving into me with enough force to make the sofa creak beneath us. “Jesus, her ass is incredible,” he said to the waiting men, his hands gripping me tightly.

I felt another presence in front of me. It was Mark, his cock already hard and wet with pre-cum. He grinned down at me, stroking himself lazily as he moved closer. “Open up, Molly,” he said.

I obeyed, parting my lips and letting him slide into my mouth. The salty taste of him made me moan around his length, my tongue swirling as he pushed deeper, holding my head in place with a hand tangled in my hair. It was pure sensory overload, Dylan pounding into my ass from behind, Mark fucking my mouth, and a queue of other men waiting their turn.

“Make room,” someone said, and before I knew it, Dylan had pulled out. Ryan grabbed my hips, pulling me on top of him and down onto his cock. He filled my pussy, and Dylan moved behind, entering my ass again. The two of them started taking me hard, their cocks rubbing together through my thin walls. The sensation sent me over the edge, and I came hard.

Vanessa’s voice cut through the noise, sharp and commanding. “Move over, boys,” she said, stepping forward with a grin. She stood on the sofa, lifting her dress and pulling her panties to the side. Grabbing my head, she pulled me against her, and I stuck out my tongue, licking and lapping at her soaking pussy. Behind me, Ryan and Dylan continued their relentless rhythm, fucking me in both holes.

“Don’t hog her,” someone else said, and I barely had time to process the voice before they were swapping out, new hands on my hips as another cock slid into me.

The rest of the evening was a blur of pleasure and chaos, cocks filling me from every angle, hands exploring every inch of my body, Vanessa’s thighs trembling against my face as she came over and over again.

Mr Johnson joined in at some point, his deep voice cutting through the noise as he barked commands, his hands gripping my hair as he thrust into my aching pussy.

By the time the party started to wind down, my body was completely spent, trembling and sore in the best way possible. I collapsed onto the sofa, my skin damp with sweat and cum, my breathing heavy as I looked around the room.

Vanessa was lounging in the armchair, her hair disheveled, a satisfied smile on her lips as she sipped from a glass of champagne. The men were scattered around, some still half-dressed, others leaning against the walls, looking just as spent as I felt.

“Well,” Vanessa said, raising her glass in a toast. “Happy birthday to the intern, wherever he’s got to. And congratulations to Molly for being the life of the party.”

THE END
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Free Use At The Farm


A Filthy And Fun Free Use Adventure



Chapter One




Istood at the dresser, running a brush through my hair as I caught Ben’s reflection in the mirror. He was sitting on the edge of our bed, watching me with that smile of his, his tie undone and his shirt half unbuttoned after a long day at work.

"So, you’ve got that interview at the farm tomorrow, right?" he said, stretching out on the mattress. "You ready for a change of pace after the office?"

I smiled, setting my brush down. "I think so. It’s just a little farm shop job, shouldn’t be too hard. And the owners seemed nice on the phone. I’m excited to work somewhere a bit more rural."

"You and I both know that’s not why you’re excited."

I turned, leaning against the dresser with a coy grin. "Oh? And why am I excited, then?"

He sat up, his eyes shining with amusement. "Because you’re a filthy little slut who loves being used. And the idea of working on a farm with all those strong farm boys, knowing you’re going to be passed around like a toy, has you soaking wet already."

A shiver ran through me at his words. He always knew exactly what to say to get me worked up.

"Maybe," I teased, crossing the room to stand between his legs. "But I think you like it just as much as I do."

His hands found my hips, tugging me closer until I straddled his lap. "Damn right I do," he murmured, pressing a slow, lingering kiss to my throat. "Knowing you’re going to spend your days getting fucked by a load of horny farm hands… mmm, that drives me crazy.”

I whimpered, grinding against the bulge in his trousers. "Think they’ll like me?"

Ben reached up, unbuttoning my blouse, his fingers grazing my skin as he pushed it off my shoulders. "Of course they will. You’re every man’s dream; big tits, hairy pussy, soft body, always wet and ready to be fucked."

I moaned as he pulled my bra down, cupping my breasts and running his thumbs over my already stiff nipples. His mouth followed, lips closing around one as his tongue flicked against the sensitive peak.

He gripped my ass as he flipped me over, pinning me beneath him. I barely had time to catch my breath before he yanked my panties down and shoved two fingers into my dripping cunt.

"Fuck, you really are wet," he groaned, watching my spread pussy as he pumped his fingers inside me.

"Please," I whimpered, spreading my legs wider. "I need you."

He didn’t make me wait. He freed his cock, thick and hard, and slid inside me with one deep thrust. I cried out, arching my back beneath him as he filled me, stretching me perfectly.

"Thinkin’ about them already, aren’t you?" he panted, slamming his hips against mine. "Thinking about all the men who’ll get to fuck you next?"

"Y...yes," I gasped, my nails digging into his back. "Fuck, Ben, I love it… love being yours to share."

He groaned, fucking me harder, his cock slamming deep inside me. "Gonna miss this pussy while you’re at work," he growled. "But knowing you’ll be getting ruined by someone else? That makes it so fucking worth it."

I was close, the heat coiling tighter with every thrust. "Ben, I’m gonna… fuck, I’m gonna cum!"

Suddenly, I went right over the edge, my body clenching tight around him as pleasure exploded through me. Ben groaned, burying himself deep, filling me with his warm cum as he came right after me.

We lay there for a moment, breathless and tangled together. His cock still throbbed inside me, his cum leaking out of me onto the sheets.

Ben kissed me, slow and deep. "You’re gonna be the best little free use farm girl they’ve ever had."

I giggled, running my fingers through his hair. "I hope so. But I’ve got to pass the interview first."


Chapter Two




The farm was bigger than I expected, stretching over rolling fields, dotted with sturdy wooden fences and large barns. The gravel driveway crunched under my tyres as I pulled up in front of the farm shop. The building was large, made of rustic timber with a wide porch out front. A customer was loading boxes full of fresh produce into her car, but it was the only car in the parking lot. I saw a small "Help Wanted" sign propped in the shop window.

I took a deep breath, smoothing my tight skirt and adjusting my blouse. My tits strained against the fabric, and I made sure my cleavage was prominent. Time to make a good impression.

Inside, the air smelled of fresh produce and hay. Wooden shelves were stocked with jars of homemade jam, stacks of fresh bread, and baskets overflowing with fruit and vegetables. Behind the counter, a plump middle-aged woman with enormous tits, barely contained by her floral dress, beamed at me. Her cheeks were rosy, and her arms looked flabby and soft, the kind of woman who probably made incredible pies and took care of everyone around her. A name tag pinned to her chest read Martha.

Beside her, leaning against the counter with his arms crossed, was a broad-shouldered older man with a neatly trimmed white beard. His skin was tanned and sun-worn, the deep lines on his face making him look rugged rather than old. Danny. I recognised him from the website, the farm owner. He looked strong despite his years, the kind of man who had spent a lifetime hauling feed sacks and wrestling livestock. His forearms were thick and veined, his hands large and calloused. Even though he was twice my age, I imagined what those rough hands would feel like gripping my soft skin.

He gave me a slow once-over, his gaze lingering on my cleavage before meeting my eyes. "You must be the girl come to interview for the job," Danny said. His voice was deep, with a trace of a Southern accent, the kind that sent a little thrill through me.

"That’s me," I replied, flashing him my best smile.

Martha chuckled, her heavy breasts jiggling. "We’ve been needing extra hands in the shop. And more than just hands, if you catch my drift."

Danny smirked. "Decided it was time to hire a free use employee. Someone who's happy to... serve as needed. Keep the farm hands happy, and maybe some of the customers too."

My nipples hardened against my blouse, and I felt a damp warmth gathering in my panties. "Oh," I giggled, biting my lip. "That’s what I do best. Maybe I should show you what I can bring to the team?"

“Sounds perfect,” said Danny. “Martha, why don’t you close up the shop?”

As Martha went to turn the sign around on the door, I brushed my blonde hair over my shoulder and unbuttoned my blouse. I shrugged it off, my heavy tits spilling free from my lacy bra. I cupped them in my hands, giving them a teasing jiggle.

Martha let out a delighted sigh. "Aren't those just lovely?"

Danny stood up straight. "They are that. Now, let’s see what that mouth can do."

I watched as he unbuckled his belt and dropped his trousers. His cock sprang free, short with a slight upward curve, but very thick and rock-hard. I sank to my knees, licking my lips. Wrapping my fingers around his girthy shaft, I took him in easily, my lips stretching around his thickness. I swirled my tongue around the head, teasing him before sinking all the way down until my nose brushed his wiry white pubes. I moaned around him, loving the way he twitched in my mouth. My tongue flicked out, licking at his balls.

"Fuck, she’s eager," Danny groaned, running a rough hand through my hair.

Martha stood nearby, watching with amusement. "She knows her place already."

I sucked him hungrily, bobbing my head faster, enjoying the weight of his cock on my tongue. His breathing grew labored, his grip tightening on my hair. But I wasn’t just here to suck.

I pulled off with a wet pop, standing and perching myself on the counter. Locking eyes with Danny, I shimmied my soaked panties down my thighs, spreading my legs wide. My pussy was glistening, my full bush on display.

Danny let out a deep laugh. "Christ, you’re almost as hairy as my wife."

Martha grinned. "Good girl, keeping it natural. It’s what real men want."

Danny stepped closer, running a rough hand up my thigh. I gasped as he lined up his thick cock and thrust inside me, stretching me open with a single stroke. My back arched, fingers scrambling at the wooden desk.

"Fuck, you're tight," Danny grunted, gripping my hips as he started to pound me, his thick shaft stretching my walls deliciously. “Not at all like my wife’s cavernous cunt.”

Martha gave him a playful punch on the arm. “Nothing like seeing a young slut properly broken in."

I moaned shamelessly, the thrill of being used like this making my head spin. Danny fucked me hard, his thick cock slamming into me with each powerful thrust, the counter creaking beneath us. I wrapped my legs around his waist, urging him deeper.

"Oh god, use me," I gasped, feeling the pressure build inside me.

Danny growled, gripping my tits roughly, kneading them as he fucked me into the desk. My pleasure was building fast, my body shuddering beneath him. Martha slipped her hand down over my bush and found my clit. She started to circle it with her fingers, sending pulses of electricity through my body.

"You gonna cum for the boss, slut?" she giggled, as her husband slammed into me even harder.

"Fuck, yes!" I cried. Then suddenly, the knot in my core snapped as my orgasm ripped through me. Waves of pleasure consumed me, my pussy clenched around him, milking his thick cock.

Danny pulled out, his cock throbbing and coated with my sticky, white essence. “Turn around,” he ordered.

I turned away from him and bent over the desk. Martha moved closer, spreading my cheeks with her hands. “What a cute little pussy and asshole,” she murmured.

Danny guided his dick between my folds again. He slid it inside me, my lips stretched tight around his shaft as his wife held me open. He started fucking me again from behind, his body slamming against my ass and making a loud slapping sound with every thrust. I was moaning with every thrust, too, his curved cock hitting a perfect spot inside me.

With a deep groan, Danny spilled inside me, his cock twitching as he filled me with hot, sticky cum. We stayed like that for a moment, panting. When he finally pulled out, his thick release poured from my used pussy.

Danny collapsed into a nearby chair, exhausted and breathing hard. Martha giggled, handing me a cloth. "You’ll fit in just fine here, love."

I grinned, wiping the cum off my thighs before looking around for my panties. "You mean I’ve got the job?"

“That’s right, darling. Can you start tomorrow?”

“I sure can!” I replied.


Chapter Three




The next morning, the farm was already bustling when I arrived, the morning sun casting long shadows over the fields. I was greeted by Martha, who looked just as warm and motherly as the day before.

"Morning, love," she said cheerfully, handing me an apron. "Hope you’re ready to work. It’s going to be a busy one today."

I quickly learned that running a farm shop was a hell of a lot harder than I’d expected. It wasn’t just standing behind a till and smiling at customers; I was hauling sacks of potatoes and flour, stacking crates of fresh fruit, and running back and forth between the shop and storage barn. By mid-morning, I was already sweating, my blouse sticking to my back, and my arms aching from lifting heavy boxes.

Most of the other workers were rough and weathered farmers, their clothes dusted with dirt, their hands big and strong. Some of them gave me long, lingering looks, especially when I leaned over to pick up something from the warehouse, my tits nearly spilling out of my blouse. But aside from a few teasing comments, there was no relief, no filthy fun… yet.

There was a girl, called Megan, who also worked in the shop and was a bit different. She was the total opposite of me, small and waifish, with hippie vibes and a shy energy. Freckles dusted her nose, and her mousy brown hair was in plaits, falling over her shoulders as she hunched over stock lists or refilled baskets with organic vegetables. She’d already mentioned about five times that she was vegan.

She wore baggy dungarees over a tight little tank top, and whenever she stretched to reach a high shelf, the fabric gaped just enough to give me a peek at her flat chest where she wasn’t wearing a bra. But what really did it for me was her armpits, thick, dark tufts of soft hair when she lifted her arms. So unashamed, so natural. It made my pussy throb.

By the afternoon, I was desperate and horny. All the men had gone off to work on some big drainage project out in the back field, and I still hadn’t seen any action. I decided I’d have to settle for Megan. If she was up for it.

It started slow. Just little things at first, catching her staring at my cleavage when I bent over to restock the shelves. Watching her blush furiously whenever I made an offhand comment about the hot farmers hauling hay bales. Brushing up against her whenever we passed behind the counter.

We were alone in the shop; it was a hot day, the air thick and heavy. Megan had just finished unloading a box of apples, her dungarees unbuttoned at the top, showing off her stomach under the hem of the tank top. A bead of sweat rolled down her throat, disappearing between her small breasts.

“You ever been with a woman before, Megan?” I asked, leaning against the counter, watching her reaction.

Her eyes went wide, and she froze mid-motion.

“I.. I mean,” she stammered, her freckled cheeks blazing red. “Not… properly.”

I smirked. “Not properly?” I stepped closer, trailing a finger up her bare arm, watching the way goosebumps followed my touch. “What does that mean?”

Megan swallowed hard, her eyes darting around like someone might walk in and catch us. “I kissed a girl once,” she admitted. “At a fair. But… nothing more than that.”

I tilted my head, biting my lip. “Do you want to kiss me?”

She blushed and nodded.

I cornered her against the counter, my body pressing into hers, my hand sliding down her hip. I crashed my lips against hers, swallowing the tiny moan she let out as her hands gripped my waist. Her mouth was soft, hesitant, but I could feel her hunger, the way her fingers tightened when I slipped my tongue past her lips.

I slid my hand under her tank top, finding the bare skin of her stomach, trailing my fingers upward until I found her small, perky tits. She gasped into my mouth, her nipples already hard, and I gave one a teasing pinch.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed, her head falling back.

I kissed down her neck, tasting the salt of her skin, then dropped to my knees in front of her. She looked down at me, panting, her plaits framing her flushed face, and I smirked.

“Let’s get these off, huh?” I said, popping the buttons on her dungarees.

She let me, her breath shuddering as I tugged them down, leaving her standing in just her damp little panties. Her bush was so wild and untamed that it spread right out of the sides and down her thighs.

I slipped my fingers under the fabric, feeling how soaked she was. She let out a broken little moan, her hips twitching against my touch.

And then I slid her panties down and buried my face between her thighs.

She was soaked, hairy, and so fucking sensitive, her body shaking as I flicked my tongue over her swollen clit.

“Oh, god… fuck…” she panted, her hips moving desperately, chasing every flick of my tongue. “I… fuck… I think I’m…”

I slid two fingers deep inside her, curling them just right and slamming them against her G-spot. Her whole body locked up. And then she screamed, her thighs clamping around my head as she came so hard she fucking squirted all over the shop floor.

I barely pulled back in time, laughing breathlessly as I watched the mess spray onto the wooden planks beneath her.

Megan stared down in horror, her whole body shaking, her breath ragged. “Oh my god,” she gasped. “I… I didn’t know I could do that.”

I licked my fingers clean, smirking. “Well, now you do.”

She groaned, hiding her face in her hands. “Shit, we need to clean this up before Martha comes back.”

I laughed, getting to my feet. “Better grab the mop, sweetheart. But first… you owe me.”

Megan swallowed hard, her wide eyes flicking up to meet mine.

"Owe you?" she echoed, still breathless, still flushed from the orgasm

I smirked, taking her wrist and guiding her hand between my legs. I was soaked, my panties practically ruined, and she let out a soft little gasp as her fingers slipped over the damp fabric.

"Fuck," she whispered.

"Yeah," I breathed. "Now do something about it."

Megan sucked in a shaky breath before she dropped to her knees.

For a second, she just looked up at me, her freckled face framed by her messy plaits, her lips slightly parted like she was in awe. And then, with a determination that made my thighs clench, she pushed my skirt up to my hips and tore my panties down in one swift motion.

And then her mouth was on me, her tongue dragging through my slick folds, soft and warm, flicking over my clit before sucking it into her mouth. I gasped, my head tipping back, hands gripping the edge of the counter to stay standing.

Oh, she was eager.

She lapped at me with sloppy, messy strokes, like she wanted to devour me.

I was so close. "Fingers," I gasped.

Megan hesitated for half a second before I felt her hand shift. Then, one, two fingers pushed inside me, sinking deep with zero resistance.

"Fuck, yes," I groaned, my hips rocking into her touch.

She moaned against me, the vibrations sending little shocks of pleasure up my spine. Slowly, she started thrusting her fingers in and out, her mouth still working my clit, her shy little moans only making me wetter.

Then she added a third finger, stretching me open wider.

"God, yes," I panted, grinding against her hand, against her tongue.

But I was greedy.

"More," I growled, looking down at her with heavy-lidded eyes.

Megan's eyes narrowed, and I saw something change in her expression. She didn't look nervous anymore. She looked hungry.

She curled her fingers, rubbing that perfect spot inside me, making me cry out. And then, with a flick of her wrist, she shoved a fourth finger inside me, filling me completely.

"Oh, fuck!"

My whole body jerked, my knees nearly giving out. I grabbed a fistful of her hair to keep myself standing, pulling her against me as she fucked me open, her fingers pumping in and out in perfect rhythm, stretching me wide as she went in all the way to the knuckles.

She was a quick learner.

And fuck, I was so close.

She slammed her fingers into me, curling, twisting, her tongue never stopping its relentless assault on my clit.

And then I exploded. I came so hard I nearly collapsed, my entire body locking up as the pleasure slammed through me, leaving me shaking and gasping and completely wrecked.

Megan didn't stop until I was twitching, whimpering, and sinking to the floor.

Only then did she pull back, her mouth and chin soaked with my slick release, her fingers still buried inside me, feeling every last aftershock.

She looked up at me, panting, a filthy grin on her face.

"Think I repaid the favour?" she teased, wiggling her fingers inside me.

I let out a breathless laugh, still trying to catch my breath.

"Yeah," I admitted, my head tipping back, eyes fluttering shut. "Yeah, you fucking did."


Chapter Four




By the end of my first day, I was wound so tight I could barely think straight. Getting off with Megan had been nice… more than nice. But I really needed a big, hard dick. All the men had been busy all day, and not a single one had used me. I was aching. Needy. Practically dripping as I served the customers, pressing my thighs together for any kind of relief.

Finally, the last customer left and I turned the sign on the door to closed. That’s when I heard heavy boots approaching from behind. It was Brad, the site manager. He was tall, broad, and exuded pure confidence. His tight t-shirt stretched over his biceps, the fabric darkened with patches of sweat from a long day’s work. A cocky smirk played on his lips as he leaned on the counter.

“Hey, sweetheart,” he drawled. “How was your first day?”

I swallowed hard, almost too horny to speak.

“It was… good,” I said, trying to sound sexy and teasing. “Everyone’s been nice.” I paused, biting my lip as I trailed a finger along the counter. “But…”

Brad raised an eyebrow. “But?”

I let out a little sigh, tilting my head. “It’s just… I thought working here would be a little more… hands-on.”

His smirk widened, and his eyes darkened. He knew exactly what I meant.

“I’m sorry about that. We had a bit of an emergency that needed all hands on deck,” he said, pushing off the desk and adjusting his cap, “But maybe I should give you the proper welcome. How about a little tour? See the real farm?”

My heart pounded with anticipation. “I’d love that.”

“Come on then,” he said, heading out the door and motioning for me to follow.

Outside, Brad straddled a quad bike, patting the seat behind him. I climbed on, wrapping my arms around his solid torso as the engine rumbled to life beneath us.

As soon as we took off, the vibrations hit me right between the legs.

Oh, fuck.

The thick, throbbing hum of the quad bike sent jolts of pleasure through me, and I clenched my thighs around Brad’s waist, my hips rocking slightly against the seat. Every bump in the dirt path sent another delicious jolt through my swollen clit, and I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning.

I was already so worked up. This was torture.

Brad took his time, riding us through the pumpkin fields, where the orange globes sat nestled in the soil, then past the towering rows of corn, golden and swaying in the evening breeze. We passed the cattle, their dark eyes watching lazily as we sped by.

I barely registered any of it. All I could focus on was the heat pooling between my legs and my soaking wet panties that must have been leaking onto the bike seat.

When we finally climbed a hill overlooking the entire farm, he pulled to a stop, cutting the engine.

The sudden silence made my ragged breathing obvious.

Brad turned his head slightly. “You all right back there?”

I swallowed, my fingers still gripping his waist. “I think… the vibrations were a little much.”

Brad laughed. “That so?”

I nodded. “I was practically about to come on the way up here.”

Brad swung one leg over the quad and turned to face me, his stance wide, his arms crossed over his chest.

“That desperate, huh?”

I bit my lip, standing up slowly, knowing damn well my skirt had hiked up my thighs. “I thought maybe you’d help me.”

Brad’s eyes dropped to my cleavage, lingering there for a moment. “Turn around,” he ordered.

I obeyed instantly, bracing my hands on the quad’s seat. My heart pounded as I felt him step behind me, the heat of his body radiating against my back.

His rough hands shoved up my skirt and yanked down my panties, exposing my bare ass to the open air. I shivered as he trailed a thick, calloused finger along my soaked slit.

“Jesus,” he muttered. “You weren’t wrong.”

I whimpered, pushing my hips back against his touch.

“I’ve been like this all day,” I admitted breathlessly.

Brad let out a low growl, then suddenly I felt it, the thick press of his cock between my folds.

“You wanted to get fucked on your first day, didn’t you?” he murmured, rubbing the tip of his erection up and down my slit.

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Filthy little thing,” he muttered, grabbing my hips. “You’re gonna take me right here, in the dirt?”

“Yes,” I squeaked.

Before I could respond further, he pushed me down onto my hands and knees, the rough ground cool against my palms. My knees dug into the soil, probably getting filthy, but I didn’t care. I felt the thick, blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance. And then, with one hard thrust, he was inside me.

I screamed, my fingers clawing at the dirt as he filled me, stretching me wide. He gave me no time to adjust, just grabbed my hips and started pounding into me, his thick cock slamming deep with every brutal thrust.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, his hands gripping my ass, spreading me open. “You needed this, didn’t you? Needed a real man to fuck you like a slut.”

“Yes,” I moaned, pushing back against him, desperate for every inch. “God, yes.”

He spanked me, hard, sending a sharp sting through my skin.

“Look at you,” he growled. “Bent over in the dirt like a bitch in heat.”

The filth of it made me even wetter. My pussy clenched around him as he fucked me relentlessly, his hips slamming against my ass. The sound of it echoed in the open air, skin against skin, my breathless moans, his ragged groans of pleasure.

Then, suddenly, he pulled out.

“Stand up,” he ordered.

I wobbled to my feet, barely able to stand. He turned me around and lifted me effortlessly onto the quad bike’s seat, my legs spread wide.

“Hold on,” he growled.

And then he slammed back inside me.

I cried out, legs trembling as he fucked me fast and filthy, his hands groping my tits, pulling them from my bra. He watched intently, staring at his cock disappearing into my matted bush as he fucked me.

And then he turned me around, bending me over the quad bike so he could enter me from behind. He pounded into me, gripping my ass, pulling me onto his cock over and over. The quad bike rocked beneath us. My hands gripped the seat for dear life as he drove into me.

I felt his thumb on my asshole, and then he pushed it inside.

Brad’s thumb pressed deeper, stretching me open as his cock pounded into my dripping pussy. The mix of sensations sent electric shocks of pleasure up my spine, making me whimper and grind against him, desperate for more.

"Fuck, you like that, don't you?" he growled, watching the way I squirmed beneath him.

"Yes," I gasped, barely able to form words as he pumped his thick cock into me. "God, yes. More…"

He pulled his thumb out, then suddenly spit right onto my tight little hole, the warm wetness making me shudder.

"Think you're ready to take me back here?" he murmured, rubbing the slickness into my puckered entrance, teasing me.

I moaned shamelessly, my body arching as I nodded.

"Please," I whimpered.

Then, without warning, he pulled out of my soaking pussy and pressed his cock against my back entrance.

I gasped as he pushed the thick head inside, the burn of the stretch making me tremble. He took his time at first, inching in slowly, letting me feel every thick ridge of him as he spread me open.

"Oh, fuck," I moaned, still bent over the quad bike like a little slut.

Brad's breath was heavy as he watched himself sink inside me.

"Jesus Christ," he groaned. "You're as tight as a farm boy fresh out of college."

He gave me a second, letting me adjust, his hands gripping my hips like he was barely holding himself back. Then, he slammed his hips forward, burying himself balls-deep in my ass.

I screamed.

The stretch was overwhelming, the filth of it making my pussy gush as he started fucking me properly, each brutal thrust pushing me harder against the seat.

"Taking it so well," he grunted, his cock spearing me open again and again. "You were made for this, weren’t you? A dirty little farm slut, getting her ass wrecked in the mud."

I moaned incoherently, my legs trembling as he pounded into me, deep and relentlessly.

Then, just to ruin me even more, he reached between my legs and rubbed my clit, his rough fingers circling my swollen bud.

The sensation of his cock stretching my ass while he played with my throbbing clit was too much.

"I'm gonna… fuck, I'm gonna come!" I gasped.

Brad growled, slamming into me harder, his fingers working me over, until I shattered around him.

My orgasm crashed through me in violent waves, my body locking up, my walls clenching as I screamed his name into the open air. My pussy spasmed, gushing wetness down my thighs, and I heard Brad curse under his breath as he fought to hold back his own release.

But he wasn't done with me yet.

He pulled out of my ass and yanked me down onto my knees in the mud.

"Open," he ordered.

I obeyed instantly, my tongue flicking out as I looked up at him with half-lidded, fucked-out eyes.

Brad groaned at the sight.

Then he jerked himself off over my face, his thick, veiny cock pulsing in his grip.

I stared, panting, waiting. Then, with a deep growl, he came all over me, thick ropes of hot cum painting my face, splattering across my lips, my cheeks, my tongue.

I moaned at the sheer filth of it, licking my lips as his seed dripped down my chin.

"Goddamn," Brad panted, staring down at me. "You're a fucking mess."

I swallowed, licking up every last drop I could. For a moment, we just stayed like that, panting, sweaty, covered in dirt.

He smirked, tilting his head. “Welcome to the farm, sweetheart.”


Chapter Five




The next day was even busier. By lunchtime, I was exhausted, my legs aching, and my hair clinging to my forehead. I hadn’t seen the slightest sign of any action all morning, and frankly, I was starting to get frustrated again.

Martha must have noticed because she gave me a knowing smile as she wiped her hands on her apron. "Go on, love, take your break. There’s some sofas and a watercooler in the barn if you need a drink. If you’re lucky, some of the farm boys might be having a break too."

The open-sided barn doubled as a break room, a shaded area with some bales of hay, a wooden picnic table, and a few battered leather sofas. It was empty except for two farmhands, both shirtless, sitting on a hay bale and smoking.

I stopped in my tracks, my eyes immediately drawn to them. They were huge, both of them, muscles carved from hard labour. Tanned, sweaty, rough. The kind of men who could throw me over their shoulders and do whatever they wanted.

One was tall and black, his muscles thick from hard labour, his dark skin gleaming in the afternoon light. A cigarette dangled lazily from his lips as he watched me, his expression unreadable, like he was deciding what to do with me. His forearms flexed as he rested them on his knees, and I could already imagine how those big hands would feel gripping my body.

The other, by contrast, was leaner but just as strong, with dusty red hair, a sharp jawline, and a smattering of freckles across his bare chest. His cocky grin sent a thrill straight to my core. He took a slow drag from his cigarette before blowing the smoke out the side of his mouth.

I swallowed hard.

They both looked me over, slow and deliberate, their eyes trailing from my flushed face down to my heaving tits, my sweat-dampened blouse clinging to my body.

“Well, well,” the dark-skinned one murmured, exhaling smoke. “You must be the new girl.”

I bit my lip, stepping closer. “That’s me.”

The ginger one grinned. “Martha told us about you. Said you’d be real friendly. I’m Colt by the way, and this is Wyatt.”

My stomach flipped, heat rushing between my thighs. Finally, it looked like I was going to get some action.

“Well,” I said playfully. “I’m just as friendly as they come.”

I took another step forward, almost between them now. I reached out a finger, trailing it down the hard plane of Wyatt’s chest, feeling the heat radiating off his dark skin.

“Shit,” he muttered, shaking his head with a grin. “City girls ain’t shy, huh?”

“You boys look like you worked hard this morning,” I said, my fingers moving to the worn leather strap of Wyatt’s belt. “Wouldn’t you like a little… reward?”

Wyatt and Colt exchanged a glance. “Yes, ma’am,” said Colt.

I sank to my knees between them, the rough dirt floor pressing against my legs as I released Wyatt’s belt. Their jeans were already straining, thick bulges pressing against the denim. My mouth watered at the sight.

Wyatt let out a low gasp as I popped his button and eased down his zipper. His cock sprang free, thick, very long, and velvety dark, already hard. I wrapped my fingers around it, feeling the heat and weight of him, and my thighs clenched at the sight.

Colt wasn’t quite as long, but what he lacked in length, he made up for in girth. His cock was thick and flushed, the tip already glistening with anticipation.

“Damn,” I murmured, looking between them.

Wrapping my lips around Colt’s cock, I took him in easily, my tongue swirling around the tip as I worked my hand along Wyatt’s shaft. Colt let out a low groan, his fingers sliding into my hair, gripping tight as I bobbed my head.

I moaned around him, the sound vibrating through my throat, and switched, turning my attention to Wyatt. He was thicker, heavier, and I had to stretch my lips wide to take him in, sucking him slowly, savouring the taste and heat.

“Shit, girl,” Wyatt groaned, his deep voice sending a fresh wave of heat between my legs. “You sure you ain’t been on a farm before?”

I looked up at him through my lashes, giving him a playful wink before taking him even deeper, my throat tightening around him. He hissed through his teeth, his big hand resting against the back of my head, holding me there for a moment before letting me come up for air.

“Bet she’s just as good elsewhere,” Colt muttered.

I pulled off Wyatt with a wet pop, licking my lips. “Why don’t you find out?”

Colt didn’t need to be asked twice.

He grabbed me under the arms, lifting me effortlessly to my feet, and spun me around. Before I could catch my breath, he bent me face-first over the hay bale, my skirt flipping up over my ass.

He grabbed my panties and yanked them down to my ankles.

“Fuck,” Colt groaned, his hands spreading me open from behind. “She’s soaking already.”

Wyatt stepped in front of me, his thick cock still glistening from my spit. He cupped my chin, tilting my face up to meet his dick as he pushed it into my mouth again.

And then Colt pushed inside my cunt, stretching me wide open as he penetrated me from behind. I gasped, the force of it shoving me forward, but Wyatt’s big hand held my hair, keeping me exactly where he wanted me.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Colt groaned, his grip bruising on my hips as he pulled back and drove in again, deeper this time.

My nails dug into the hay bale, my whole body arching with pleasure as Colt set a rough, pounding rhythm. Each thrust sent sparks of heat racing through me, my body already so sensitive from being wound up all morning.

At the same time Wyatt fucked my mouth, his thick head stretching my lips wide as I sucked him in, inch by inch. My tongue swirled around him, my moans muffled by the weight of him in my mouth.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Take it all, baby.”

Colt slapped my ass, the sharp sting making me clench around him.

“Shit,” he laughed. “She liked that.”

He did it again, harder this time, and my muffled moan around Wyatt’s cock told them both just how much I did.

I gasped for air as Colt hammered into me, his cock dragging against my soaked, swollen walls, every thrust hitting that perfect, deep spot.

“Goddamn, this pussy was made for getting fucked,” Colt groaned, gripping my ass and spreading me wider so he could watch his cock disappear inside me.

I was completely at their mercy, used, taken, filled - and I fucking loved it.

Wyatt gripped my chin, tilting my head back as his cock popped out. “You ready for a big, black cock, sweetheart?”

I moaned out something that might have been a yes, and Wyatt pushed Colt out of the way. “Time to stretch her proper,” he said as he guided me round to lie on my back on the hay.

Wyatt moved between my legs, his cock thick and glistening, lined up right against my soaking, swollen entrance. I held my breath as he pushed forward, his size making me shudder with pleasure and pain, my body struggling to take him all at once.

“Shit,” Wyatt growled, his hands pinning my wrists down. “She’s fucking squeezing me.”

Colt laughed beside us, stroking himself as he watched Wyatt sink deeper inside me, my body stretching and adjusting around his massive cock. I barely heard them, I was too lost in the pleasure, the fullness, the pure, filthy bliss of being fucked by a man built like a goddamn bull.

Then Wyatt started moving, slow at first, then rougher, fucking me deep and hard, his massive cock hitting spots I didn’t even know existed.

“Fuck yes,” I sobbed, my back arching. “Don’t stop… fuck me harder!”

Wyatt laughed. “You hear that, Colt? She’s just a little cock-hungry slut.”

Colt laughed, stepping closer, pressing his thick length against my lips again.

“Then let’s keep her mouth busy, too.”

I opened up, ready and willing, as Wyatt’s massive cock pounded into me, each thrust sending shudders through my entire body. Colt’s thick length stretched my lips wide, muffling my moans as I sucked him deep. I was in absolute heaven.

And then, I heard footsteps.


Chapter Six




“Well, ain’t this a goddamn sight?”

Colt pulled his cock from my mouth, grinning as he looked over his shoulder. “Look who decided to join us.”

It was Brad, the one I’d fucked last night. “Shit, boys,” he said, stepping closer. “Didn’t even think to invite me?”

“Didn’t know you’d be interested,” Colt teased, stroking himself as he watched Wyatt continue to rail me into the hay bale. “Thought you preferred farm boys.”

Brad punched him on the arm, none too softly.

“Brad can join in,” I gasped, eagerly. “I can take more.”

Brad let out a low whistle. “Damn, listen to her. We got ourselves a needy little thing here, Wyatt.”

Wyatt grunted, slamming into me harder, making me cry out. “Yeah, she’s a greedy one. Her tight cunt is gripping me like a vice.”

Brad stepped up beside Colt, unbuckling his belt, his thick cock springing free.

“Let’s see what that mouth can do then.”

Colt moved aside, and before I could even catch my breath, Brad’s big hand tangled in my hair, pulling me toward him.

“You’re gonna be a good little slut and take care of me too, ain’t ya?” he murmured, rubbing the tip of his cock over my swollen lips.

I moaned, opening wide, and Brad wasted no time sliding inside, his cock pushing past my lips and stretching my throat. He was thicker than Colt, and I had to fight to keep from gagging as he thrust deep.

“Fuck, that’s a pretty sight,” Colt muttered, stroking himself as he watched my mouth stretch around Brad’s cock.

Wyatt’s pace never slowed. His thick length pounded into me mercilessly, his heavy balls slapping against me. I was lost in it, overwhelmed by pleasure, used like their personal fucktoy.

I was so close, my entire body trembling.

Brad felt it, too. He pulled out of my mouth, a thick strand of spit connecting us, and grinned down at me.

“She’s about to come, boys,” he drawled. “Bet she’s a screamer.”

Wyatt slammed into me one more time, and I screamed as the orgasm consumed me. At the same time, I felt him flood my insides with load after load of thick cum. I could feel it, dripping out around him, leaking down my ass. My whole body shuddered, my orgasm rolling through me, raw and unrelenting.

But they weren’t done.

Colt stepped forward. “My turn,” he said with a wicked grin.

Wyatt pulled out of me with a filthy wet sound, his cum spilling from my used pussy, sticky and warm.

“Look at that messy little hole,” Colt murmured, dragging his fingers through the sticky mixture of Wyatt’s cum and my release, spreading it over my swollen clit.

I moaned, squirming under his touch.

He lined himself up, pushing inside me with one hard thrust, forcing a gasp from my lips as he filled me completely.

“Goddamn,” Colt growled. “She’s still tight as hell.”

Colt started to fuck me, deep and hard, each thrust sending shocks of pleasure through my overstimulated body.

Brad’s dick was still resting on my face. “You ever taken two at once, darlin’?” he asked as I licked him up and down his shaft.

“Yes. Please,” I whimpered, the filthy suggestion making my pulse race.

Colt pulled out, gripping my hips and hauling me up onto his lap. “Climb on, sweetheart.”

I straddled him, his thick cock pressing against my entrance, and I lowered myself down, moaning as he filled me up again, stretching me just right.

Brad moved behind me, his hands rough on my hips. “Gotta loosen you up a little first.”

I shuddered as I felt his fingers slide between my cheeks, slick with Wyatt’s cum. He rubbed slow circles, teasing my tight hole, making me moan and rock my hips.

Colt’s hands gripped my ass as I rode him. “Fuck, she’s gonna love this,” he murmured, looking up at my big tits hanging in his face.

Brad pushed one thick finger inside, and I gasped, my whole body trembling.

“Relax, darlin’,” he said, sounding amused. “Let me open you up nice and slow.”

Colt’s hands found my tits, squeezing them, rolling my hard nipples between his fingers. “She’s fuckin’ perfect,” he groaned. “Can’t wait to feel you getting stuffed full, baby.”

Brad added another finger, stretching me, making me gasp and squirm on Colt’s cock.

“You ready for me?” Brad asked.

“Yes,” I whimpered. “Please.”

Brad lined himself up. “Hold on tight, sweetheart.”

And then he pushed inside.

Brad’s thick cock pressed against my tight hole, the head stretching me inch by inch as he slowly pushed inside. I gasped, my fingers digging into Colt’s shoulders, my body caught between overwhelming pleasure and the intense burn of being taken by two cocks at once.

“Shit,” Colt groaned, gripping my hips tight as I clenched around him. “She’s even tighter with you in her ass.”

Brad grunted, his hands spreading me wider, making sure I took every inch of him. “That’s ‘cause she ain’t never been filled like this before.”

I whimpered, panting, my whole body trembling. I could feel both of them inside me, Colt’s thick length stretching my pussy, while Brad’s cock slowly sank deeper into my ass, forcing my body to open up and take him all the way in.

“You’re takin’ it so good, sweetheart,” Brad murmured, rubbing his big, rough hands up my back, massaging my shoulders before gripping my hair and tugging my head back. “But I wanna hear you beg for more.”

I moaned, my mind spinning from the sheer filth of it all.

“Please,” I gasped, rolling my hips. “Fuck me. Both of you. Hard.”

And then they started moving.

Colt thrust up into me, his cock slamming deep as I bounced on his lap, my tits bouncing wildly with each movement. Brad grabbed my hips, holding me steady as he began to fuck me from behind, his cock stretching my ass wider with every deep, slow thrust.

The feeling was insane, both of them fucking me at once, my entire body stuffed full.

“Fuck, she’s so tight back here,” Brad groaned, his fingers digging into my waist as he pounded into my ass, stretching me wider than I’d ever imagined.

Colt gritted his teeth, his eyes locked on my face. “She’s losing her fuckin’ mind,” he said with a smirk. “You love bein’ double-stuffed, huh, baby?”

I nodded frantically, barely able to speak through the overwhelming pleasure.

“Y… yes!” I gasped, my nails raking down his chest, my whole body shaking.

“Fuck,” Wyatt muttered, watching us, his cock rock-hard again in his fist. “She looks like a proper little farm slut now.” He moved closer, and I grabbed his dick, pulling it into my mouth.

“She’s airtight now,” laughed Wyatt.

Colt grabbed my tits, squeezing them roughly, pinching my hard nipples between his fingers. “That what you wanna be, baby?” he murmured. “A filthy little fucktoy for us?”

Brad slammed deep, making me cry out, his hands tightening around my throat from behind.

“She already is,” he growled.

That sent me spiralling over the edge, my orgasm hitting me like a freight train, my entire body trembling violently as pleasure ripped through me. I screamed, my walls clenching down hard around their cocks, milking them as my pussy and ass spasmed uncontrollably.

Brad groaned, slamming into me harder, his cock pulsing inside my ass.

“Shit… fuck… gonna fill you up,” Colt growled, his body tensing beneath me.

Brad growled low in my ear, his hand still tight around my throat. “Me too.”

And then they both came.

Colt thrust up one final time, thick loads of hot cum flooding my pussy. At the same time, Brad buried himself in my ass, his cock twitching violently in my stretched, used hole. He spilled his load inside me, his fingers digging into my hips as he emptied himself completely.

Wyatt pulled his cock from my mouth with a wet pop, gripping himself tight. One hard stroke, and he was spilling his load across my face, each thick rope of cum splattering warm on my skin. I gasped, eyes fluttering shut as I felt it dripping down my cheeks, across my lips, running down onto my tits.

For a moment, we all just breathed, the air thick with sweat and sex, my body wrecked, filled, and used.

Colt ran a hand through his messy red hair, still panting. “Fuck, girl,” he said with a grin. “You’re somethin’ else.”

Brad chuckled, slapping my ass hard, his cum already dripping from my stretched hole. “You’re settling in here just fine, sweetheart.”

I giggled, wiping a bit of Wyatt’s release off my cheek with my finger and sucking it into my mouth with a satisfied hum. I finally pulled myself up, legs shaky, body dripping, and grabbed a handful of paper towels from the stack in the barn.

I cleaned myself up as best I could, smoothing down my skirt and wiping away the mess, though I could still feel their cum inside me, hot and thick. With one last wicked grin at the men, I turned and made my way back to the farm shop.

Martha was behind the counter when I walked in, eying me knowingly. She glanced at the clock, then at my rumpled blouse and flushed cheeks, and smirked. I could feel a bead of cum running down my inner thigh.

“Good break?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

I licked my lips. “Best one yet.”


Chapter Seven




That Friday evening, the farm was hosting a Harvest Festival. I had to help out, but I asked Ben to come along too. When he arrived, the farm was alive with music, the crackle of the bonfire, and the warm scent of hay and cider. The Harvest Festival was in full swing, farm hands and locals drinking, dancing, and celebrating under the glow of lanterns strung between the wooden barns.

I had dressed for attention. A flimsy sundress, no bra, no panties. Every step I took, the cool night air licked at my bare pussy, the fabric fluttering against my thighs. I could already feel the wetness gathering between my legs.

I was clearing some of the empty glasses from a picnic bench when Ben found me, putting his arm around my waist.

“Looking good tonight, babe,” he murmured in my ear. “You gonna behave?”

I turned to him, lips planting a sweet kiss on his cheek. “Probably not.”

His dirty laugh sent a thrill through me, his hand slipping lower to cup my ass under my dress. “Good girl.”

As the night went on, I found myself chatting with the farmhands that I’d gotten to know from working at the farm. They were sweaty, rough men, their shirts half-unbuttoned, arms tanned and strong. I let them flirt with me, their hands brushing against my waist, their eyes lingering as I bent over the drinks table, giving them a glimpse of my bare ass under my short dress.

One of them, Jake, a rugged guy with a cocky grin, leaned in close.

“You sure you should be walking around without panties like that?” he murmured, fingers grazing my bare thigh as I distributed another round of beers. “Seems dangerous.”

I giggled, shifting slightly so that his fingers brushed higher, where I was already soaking. “Maybe I like the danger.”

His grip tightened on my inner thigh, knuckles brushing my slit and making me gasp. Ben sat nearby, watching the exchange with a lazy smirk, sipping his drink, but making no move to stop it. He was enjoying the show.

Jake's fingers pushed a little closer, teasing me right at the edge. “What do you say, boys?” he said, looking at the other farmhands. “Think we should take her somewhere quieter?”

They were all there, Wyatt, Colt, Brad, and another guy called Liam. There was a murmur of agreement, a few filthy comments, and hungry looks. My pulse raced.

Ben leaned back in his chair. “Go on, babe. Sounds like an offer you can’t refuse. I’ll watch.”

They led me behind a rickety old hay wagon, where the flickering glow of lanterns barely reached. The music and laughter of the festival were just beyond the wooden slats. Jake was the first to press me against the wooden beams, his fingers yanking up my dress, exposing my dripping cunt to the night air.

“Fuck, look at you,” he muttered, running his thick fingers through my hairy bush. “She’s ready to be used.”

Rough hands gripped my hips, my waist, my hair, the other men surrounding me. One of them, Liam, grabbed my hair, forcing me to my knees. With the other hand, he pulled his cock out, thick and throbbing. “Open up, sweetheart,” he murmured.

I parted my lips, moaning as he slid between them, deeper and deeper until his cock was in my throat. My eyes watered, and saliva ran down my chin. The others watched, stroking themselves, waiting for their turn. The night air was thick with the scent of hay and sweat, and my own arousal, slick between my thighs.

"Fuck, she’s hungry for it," Wyatt groaned, his big black cock in his hand.

Brad crouched behind me, his hands spreading my ass and playing with the tight ring of muscles around my rear entrance. I moaned around Liam’s cock, my thighs trembling. Hands held me in place, rough and firm, keeping me right where they wanted me. The others moved closer, and I took turns sucking each one, forcing them as deep in my throat as I could manage. Only Wyatt was too big for me to get all the way in.

"Think she’s ready to be fucked now?" said Colt.

Jake pulled out of my mouth with a wet pop, gripping my jaw. "You want it, sweetheart?"

I nodded, my voice hoarse. "Yes. Use me."

Brad was the first, pushing me forward and mounting me from behind, stretching me open in one hard thrust. My nails dug into the dirt as he pounded into me, his hands gripping my hips so tight I’d have bruises tomorrow.

"Fuck, I love how tight she is," he groaned.

Colt knelt in front of me, pressing his thick length against my lips. "C’mon, darlin’, open up."

I did, taking him deep as Brad fucked me harder. The others murmured filthy encouragement, waiting their turn, their cocks in their hands. Brad was fucking me deep, his thick cock stretching me wide as Colt thrust into my mouth, making me gag around him. My body was caught between them, used, filled, exactly how I loved it.

Behind us, Ben was watching, stroking himself. "That’s it, babe," he murmured. "Show them what a good slut you are."

Brad pulled out, and before I could even catch my breath, Jake was there, pushing inside my soaked cunt with a filthy groan. After a while, Wyatt took his place. His cock was fat and heavy against my opening, and I moaned extra loud when he shoved in, stretching me and making me take every inch. My head spun with pleasure, spit dripping down my chin, my knees burning against the hay-covered ground.

"Think she can take two?" Wyatt asked, spreading my ass cheeks.

"Oh, I think she can," Jake growled, dropping behind me, his cock pressing against my other hole. "Can’t you, sweetheart?"

Jake spat on my ass, rubbing it over the tight ring before pressing in alongside Wyatt’s dick. I could feel them rubbing against each other, only my thin walls separating them. The stretch was incredible, filthy, fucking perfect, and I screamed with pleasure.

"Jesus fuck, she’s even tighter with your cock in her," Jake groaned, pushing deeper.

"Don’t stop," I panted, looking back at them with wild, desperate eyes. "Fuck me. Use me. All of you."

And they did. Taking turns, filling my mouth, my cunt, my ass, sometimes two at once, sometimes all at once. Hands grabbing, cocks stretching me, stuffing me, ruining me.

Ben watched it all, stroking himself, his eyes shining with pride.

Wyatt was the first to pull out, stroking his thick cock over my face. "Fuck, look at her," he groaned, his grip tightening as he found his release. Hot ropes of cum splattered across my lips, my cheek, dripping down to my chin.

Colt was next, pulling free of my stretched ass, his cock rock-hard. "Open wide, sweetheart," he ordered, pumping his shaft. I did as I was told, sticking out my tongue just as he groaned and shot thick streams onto it, some dripping down my neck.

Jake and Brad weren’t far behind. Jake grabbed my jaw, tilting my face up as he spilled his load across my forehead and nose, a filthy grin on his face. "You look fuckin’ gorgeous like this," he murmured.

Brad groaned as he finished himself off, streaking warm cum across my tits, adding to the sticky mess. I was dripping in it, covered, owned. Used exactly how I wanted.

And then there was Ben. He had been watching the whole time, stroking himself, his cock rock-hard. He stepped forward, tilting my chin up so I was looking straight into his eyes.

"You did so good, babe," he murmured, rubbing his tip across my already filthy lips. "I’m so proud of you. Now, take your husband’s load."

I moaned, opening wide just as he grunted, spilling thick, hot streams of cum across my tongue. I swallowed every drop, licking him clean, savouring the taste of him after taking all those other cocks.

"Fuck," he muttered, running his fingers through my cum-soaked hair. "You’re such a good little slut."

When I could finally stand, I stumbled back into the festival, my hair a mess, my chest sticky, my dress barely covering my ruined body.

The others laughed, patting me on the ass as they grabbed beers, like nothing had happened.

Ben wrapped an arm around my shoulders, pulling me close, claiming me.

I smirked up at him. “I think I like farm life,” I murmured.

THE END
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Free Use At The Factory


A Filthy And Fun Free Use Adventure



Chapter One




The alarm went off at 6:30, but I was already awake, lying in bed, thinking about today. My first day at the factory. As a temp, I’d worked a lot of different jobs, and this time I had landed a spot in the admin team, tucked away in the office upstairs. Office hours, air conditioning, free coffee. And the real perk? The place had a free-use policy. For women like me, anyway.

I bit my lip and turned over to see my husband, Ben, already watching me with that sleepy, horny look in his eyes. He reached out, running his fingers over my bare stomach, then lower. I’d slept naked on purpose. Just thinking about today had kept me on edge all night.

“You ready to be the factory’s little cum slut?” he murmured, sleepily. His fingers trailed over the trimmed hair of my mound.

I giggled and rolled into him, feeling his morning wood press against my thigh. “Mmm. Gonna get passed around like a dirty office toy. Think anyone will even let me finish the HR paperwork first?”

Ben groaned and grabbed my ass, pulling me on top of him. My big breasts hung down, framed by my messy blonde hair. My nipples brushed over his chest.

“Fuck, Molly. Those tits of yours. They won’t be able to keep their hands off you.”

I straddled him, grinding slowly, feeling the head of his cock push against my soaking wet opening. “What?” I said innocently, leaning down to kiss his lips. “You don’t like thinking about me bent over a desk, tits bouncing while some greasy shift supervisor uses me like I’m just part of the furniture?”

“I like it too much,” he growled, grabbing my hips and thrusting up into me.

I gasped, arching my back as he filled me. He stretched me easily, my pussy welcoming him like it had been desperate for this for hours. I rocked my hips, my hands planted on his chest. His hands came up to squeeze my tits, hard, and I came, pleasure washing over me in intense waves.

Ben fucked me through it. “Gonna be dripping with other men’s cum by lunch,” he grunted. “You’ll probably forget half their names.”

I laughed breathlessly, bouncing faster. “That’s the point, baby. Just holes for them to use. I don't need to know their names.”

Ben’s hands tightened on my hips, and he fucked me harder, the bed creaking under us. “Fuck, I’m going to come,” Ben gasped.

“Come in me,” I moaned desperately.

He thrust up one last time and came deep inside me, growling as he held me down tight. I clenched around him, moaning at the heat of it, the first load of what I hoped would be many today.

We stayed tangled for a moment, breathless, his cock still inside me, my pussy gripping it. Finally, he kissed me hard, then slapped my ass.

“I’ll make you breakfast,” he said, smirking. “You’ll need your strength.”

I slid off him slowly, cum already starting to drip down my thighs. “I can’t wait,” I said, heading for the shower with a little extra sway in my hips. “Let’s see how filthy this factory really is.”


Chapter Two




The factory was huge. Long metal buildings with the steady hum of machines inside. A few workers were unloading crates from a truck as I walked in, heels tapping on the concrete. A woman was waiting for me in the reception area, with dark hair, a ponytail, and an elegant skirt suit that hugged her figure in all the right ways.

Her blouse was silk, her lipstick a sharp, precise red. I felt underdressed in my pencil skirt and sheer blouse, my nipples faintly visible if you knew where to look.

“You must be Molly,” she said, her voice warm but a little wicked around the edges. She had a filthy glint in her eyes. “I’m Gemma. Come on, I’ll take you upstairs.”

We walked through the factory floor first. It was hot, and loud, and smelled faintly of plastic and lubricant. Men in coveralls glanced at us as we passed, a few of them doing double-takes when they saw me. One actually licked his lips. My thighs clenched. God, this place was going to ruin me.

Up the metal stairs to the admin office, things got quieter and cooler. The walls were cheap paneling, but everything was neat and organized. Gemma led me to a corner desk with a view of the factory floor below through dusty glass.

“This’ll be you,” she said, gesturing. “You’ll be helping me with the shipment paperwork. Business is booming right now, and a big international order came in. We needed someone fast, and I saw your profile on the job site.” She winked. “I liked what I saw. And I figured the workers need a bit of an extra incentive with it being so busy.”

I blushed, grinning. “So what exactly do you make down there? I didn’t get a lot of details.”

Gemma smirked. “Sex toys.”

I blinked. “Seriously?”

“Yup. Vibrators, dildos, plugs, sleeves, and a few high-end fucking machines. Basically, everything your dirty little heart desires.” She leaned closer, her voice lowering slightly. “And we get to test everything before shipping if we’re lucky.”

My breath caught. “You’re free use too?”

“Oh yeah,” she purred. “This department’s free use. Just us girls. Factory staff can come up anytime they want. We keep the admin wheels turning and let them blow off steam. Edith says it’s good for morale.”

“Edith?”

“You’ll meet her in a sec.” Gemma turned and knocked lightly on the door behind us, then opened it. “She’s our head of department.”

The woman inside looked like someone’s grandmother had wandered into the office by mistake. Her enormous breasts were barely contained by her stretched blouse, hanging down and resting on her lap. They were properly massive, the buttons straining across her soft, pillowy chest. She looked up from her desk, glasses perched low on her nose.

“Is this our new temp?” she asked, her voice cheerful and friendly.

“Yes,” Gemma said, ushering me in. “This is Molly. She’s with us for the next two weeks.”

Edith stood up and walked over to shake my hand. She was only about five feet tall and quite chubby, even apart from her gigantic chest. Her grip was surprisingly firm for an older lady, and her smile was all kindness… and mischief. Her blouse gaped open just enough to reveal a pink parachute of a bra.

“Welcome to the filthiest admin team in the country,” she said sweetly. “Gemma tells me you’re keen.”

I grinned. “I am.”

“She’ll fit right in,” Gemma added, crossing her arms under her chest and watching me with lazy approval.

“Mmm, good. Well then.” Edith turned and bent over her desk, rummaging for something in the bottom drawer. Her skirt rode up high over her big, soft ass. She didn’t seem to care that I could see her chubby, pale thighs and her pink, lacy panties. Her impressively bushy pubic hair escaped out of the side of her underwear.

“First thing you need to know, Molly,” she said without looking up, “is that the men down there work hard. Long shifts. Heavy lifting. Sometimes they just need a quick release before getting back on the floor.”

She found what she was looking for and straightened up. It was a lanyard, with “Free Use” written across it. “This is for you,” she said.

“She means it,” Gemma said behind me, her voice thick with amusement. “I’ve watched Edith take three guys in a row during a ten-minute coffee break. She’s filthy. Loves every second.”

Edith winked. “I’m old, not dead. And frankly, I come harder now than I did at twenty. Especially when I’m stuffed full of young cock. Some of the men out there are hung like bulls.”

I felt like my brain was short-circuiting. In the best way. I was already coming to adore my new co-workers.

“Ready to get started?” Gemma asked, leading me to my desk.

I nodded, heart pounding. “Absolutely.” I couldn’t wait. I wondered who was going to fuck me first.

“Right, we’ll start with compliance training. The HR policy section should only take a few hours.

A few hours?


Chapter Three




Iblinked at the screen. “Wow, there’s a lot of this.”

Gemma gave me a sympathetic smile. “Factory rules. Everyone’s gotta do it. Even the free-use girls.”

Then she turned and walked off, heels clicking across the office, leaving me staring at a bright blue screen that said MANDATORY STAFF TRAINING. I sighed. Not exactly the kind of mandatory session I’d been hoping for.

The first hour dragged on. Safety videos, harassment policies, hygiene protocol, and storage guidelines for “sensitive goods.” The narrator’s voice was a slow drone, the kind that made my clit throb from sheer frustration. I shifted in my seat, squeezing my thighs together, trying not to touch myself right there at the desk.

Every time a guy walked past the office window, I perked up. Maybe this one would come in. Maybe he’d bend me over, slide into me from behind while I stared wide-eyed at the dull video, trying to keep working like a good little slut.

But they all just walked by. No knocks. No cocks.

It was nearly lunchtime when I finally let out a huff, slumping back in my chair. My pussy ached. My panties were soaked through from daydreaming about cocks. I was starting to wonder if the factory’s free-use policy was just some elaborate hazing ritual, get the new girl worked up and leave her squirming in her chair.

Then I heard heels again. I looked up to see Gemma sauntering over, a coffee in one hand. Her blouse was unbuttoned lower than before. Her dark hair gleamed under the office lights. She didn’t say anything at first, just perched on my desk, sipping from her cup, eyes sliding lazily over my body. Her skirt had ridden up slightly, and I could see the top of her hold-ups.

“How’s compliance going?” she asked.

“I’m going insane,” I said.

“Time for a break, Molly.”

Relief flooded me. Finally. “Thank God. I was starting to think nobody here wanted to use me.”

But Gemma didn’t call anyone over. Instead, she set down her coffee and spread her knees slightly. Her tight skirt rode up her thighs.

“You misunderstood,” she said softly. “I need a break.”

I blinked. “Oh.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Something wrong with that?”

I shook my head quickly. “No. Not at all.”

I glanced between her legs. I could see her panties, plain and pale blue. There was an unmistakable, darker wet patch in the middle.

“Good,” she said, voice dropping to a low purr. “Then get on your knees, Molly.”

Heat flushed through me instantly. I scrambled to the floor, the industrial carpet rough under my knees as I positioned myself between her legs. She slid forward just enough to let me lift her skirt up further.

I pressed my lips to her panties, kissing her clit through the fabric and inhaling her scent. She let out a low hum of approval.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Let’s see if you’re as good with your mouth as your resume would suggest.”

I tugged the panties aside. Her pussy was completely bare. Her labia were large and swollen, already glistening with dampness. I leaned in, running my tongue along her slit. She was soaked, and I moaned softly as I tasted her. Her thighs tightened slightly around my head.

“That’s it, baby,” she sighed. “Lick your boss’s filthy cunt.”

I did. Eagerly.

Her folds were soft and warm, her clit already swollen. I wrapped my lips around it, flicking my tongue, loving the way she gasped and ground herself against my mouth. I had one hand braced on her thigh, the other sliding between my own legs, rubbing frantically through my soaked panties.

Gemma grabbed a fistful of my hair, holding me tight against her.

“You looked so fucking needy this morning,” she growled. “Squirming in your chair like some desperate little office whore.”

I whimpered, licking faster.

“You wanted cock so bad,” she hissed. “But guess what? The first thing you taste here is me.”

She leaned over, spotting what I was doing with my hand.

“Stop that!” she said. “Put your fingers in me instead.”

I whimpered with frustration but did as I was told, sliding two fingers into her tight, wet cunt.

She gasped above me, her thighs tensing as I curled my fingers, still licking her clit with slow, teasing strokes. Her body responded instantly, hips grinding against my face, a soft, breathless moan slipping past her perfect red lips.

“That’s better,” she breathed. “Fuck me harder.”

I did. I pushed deeper, twisted slightly, and increased my tempo. I finger-fucked her as hard as I could. Her arousal ran down my fingers, her cunt gripping me tightly. My mouth didn’t stop either. My tongue circled, sucking and flicking at her. Soon, she was shaking, one heel digging into the floor as the other leg trembled against my shoulder.

Her moans got louder. “Yes… fuck… don’t stop, don’t you dare stop…”

She came hard, hips jerking, grinding herself down on my face as I held her steady, fingers buried deep inside her. I felt her walls clench around my fingers. Her thighs clamped around my head, and I kept going until she finally pulled away, panting.

I sat back on my heels, mouth wet, hand soaked, gasping for air.

Gemma adjusted her skirt, smoothed her hair, and picked up her coffee again like she hadn’t just used my face to come.

“Good girl,” she said simply, already turning to walk away. “You’d better finish that compliance training.”

I stared after her, stunned… aching.

She didn’t look back.

No kiss, no return orgasm, not even a thank-you. Just a smug little smile as she went back to her desk. I was left kneeling on the office floor, soaked panties sticking to me, my pussy throbbing with unsatisfied need.


Chapter Four




Abell rang on the factory floor, and it was lunchtime. The dull roar of machines paused, replaced by the shuffle of boots and heels heading toward the canteen. Gemma appeared by my desk, flashing that wicked smile again.

“Come on,” she said. “It’s time to eat.”

I swallowed hard, heart pounding. I’d been starving for more than food all morning, so I hoped she meant cock.

She led me down the narrow hall to the canteen, a cavernous room with long tables and steaming trays. The aroma of fresh food mixed with the faint smell of sweaty workers. The kitchen door stood slightly ajar, and through the crack, I caught a glimpse of the chef, a burly man with arms like tree trunks and a stained apron stretched over his broad chest.

Gemma’s fingers curled around my wrist. “It’s always a good idea to get on the right side of the chef,” she whispered, eyes gleaming.

Before I could react, she guided me inside the kitchen.

The chef looked up, eyes darkening when he saw me. “Who’s this?” he asked. “I don’t like people in my kitchen.”

“She’s just joined my team,” Gemma replied.

His face softened. “Well, in that case…”

“Get on your knees,” Gemma ordered.

My pulse raced, and I sank down onto the cold, tiled floor. The chef wasted no time removing his apron and tugging down his pants. His cock sprang free. It wasn’t particularly long, but it was very thick and already rock-hard. He grabbed my hair, pulling my head toward him. I parted my lips and took him in.

The chef groaned, rough hands gripping my head as I bobbed eagerly. My mouth watered, saliva running down his shaft and coating his balls. Gemma stood behind me, fingers trailing lightly across my back.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

I sucked harder, desperate to please but painfully aware of how much I needed to be touched myself. The chef’s grip tightened in my hair, and with a loud howl, he spilled into my mouth, hot and messy. I swallowed every drop.

When I pulled away, I looked up at Gemma, pleading with my eyes.

“Not yet,” she said, a cruel smile on her lips. She dragged me away before I could plead for more. “Come on, let’s eat.”

Lunch was chicken curry and rice in beige trays, a bottle of water, and a slice of bread. Gemma ate slowly, chatting about sports and the weather. I glanced around the canteen. A few workers stared at me as they passed, some with smirks, some with open hunger in their eyes. I shifted in my seat, legs pressed tight together. But none of them approached.

Gemma’s gaze flicked up and caught me watching. She smirked.

“What?” I asked.

She sipped her water. “Enjoying the attention?”

I nodded, slowly. “I just thought… someone might want to use me.”

She shrugged. “Maybe they do.”

“Then why hasn’t anyone?”

That wicked smile again. “Maybe I told them to wait.”

My breath caught. “Why?”

“Because it’s fun to watch you squirm. And you have to finish your compliance training first.”

I stared at her, heat rushing to my face. “You’re keeping them away.”

She raised an eyebrow. “You’re not here to get off, Molly. You’re here to work. And make everyone else’s day better.”

I couldn’t argue. Not with the ache between my legs, not with the way my nipples strained against my blouse, not with how much I wanted to be touched. Used.

She stood up, smoothing her skirt.

“Come on,” she said. “Break’s over.”

Back in the office, the second I stepped inside, I heard it. The rhythmic sound of skin slapping against skin. Heavy breathing. Grunts. A wet, sucking noise.

Then Edith’s sweet voice. “Ohhh yes, that’s it boys… stretch me out... come on, fuck this old lady nice and deep…”

Gemma didn’t even flinch. She walked in like this was perfectly normal. I turned toward Edith’s office and froze. She was bent over her desk, enormous tits spread out across the table under her open blouse. Her bra was tangled around one arm. Three men were on her, and every single one of them was hung like a stallion.

One was behind her, pounding her thick ass with relentless force, thighs slapping against her wobbling cheeks. Another had his cock shoved deep in her mouth, her lips stretched wide, her eyes fluttering. The third knelt below her, licking and sucking at her soaked folds whenever the one behind her pulled out, his giant cock swaying unattended.

Her whole body rippled with movement, belly jiggling and tits swaying. And she loved it.

“More!” she cried, spit running down her chin. “Fuck me like you mean it!”

Gemma dropped into her seat like nothing unusual was happening and opened her laptop. I stood frozen in the doorway, heart racing.

Gemma looked up lazily. “You’ve got work to do, Molly. Get that compliance training finished.”

I sat down, legs trembling, trying not to just plunge my fingers into my cunt.

In the background, Edith cried out as one of them came deep inside her, and another sprayed cum all over her face, groaning.

And still… no one touched me.


Chapter Five




Idon’t know how I survived another hour of dull videos and ridiculously easy questionnaires. My panties were soaked through, sticking to my mound, and my thighs were glued together in a constant attempt to relieve the pressure.

Gemma barely looked at me. She sat at her desk calmly typing away. I caught her smirking once or twice when I shifted in my chair or let out a frustrated little whimper. She was enjoying this.

When I finished the last module and clicked “Submit,” the screen blinked with a message: Congratulations! You have completed your mandatory training.

I looked up, biting my lip. “Gemma…”

She spun slowly in her chair, sipped her water, and tilted her head. “Yes, sweetheart?”

“I finished.”

“Oh, good,” she said, standing. “You’ve earned a reward.”

Hope bloomed in my chest.

She walked past my desk and crooked a finger. “Come on. I’ll show you some of our products.”

We took the stairs back down to the factory floor. The air was warm, filled with the hum of machines and the steady rattle of conveyor belts. Boxes were stacked high, and everything labeled with barcodes. A long metal belt carried rows of gleaming dildos, standing upright like a bizarre parade. Some were sleek and simple, others thick and veined, some absurdly massive. They moved slowly past, getting spritzed with cleaner, inspected, tagged, and then boxed.

Gemma glanced at me and grinned. “Production line four. All penetrative toys. One of our busiest sections.”

We turned a corner and came to a small workstation where a skinny guy in coveralls was hunched over a control panel. He had shaggy brown hair, wire-frame glasses, and a nervous look like he wasn’t used to seeing women this close. His hands were covered in black grease.

“Hey, Brian,” Gemma said smoothly. “Still fighting with the suction calibrator?”

He startled slightly. “Uh… yeah. It keeps surging past safe pressure. I think one of the sensors is glitching again.”

Gemma stepped closer to me, resting a hand lightly on my lower back. “Molly, this is Brian. Our resident engineering genius.”

Brian flushed. “Oh, uh, hi.”

I gave him a shy smile. He was cute in a gangly, awkward way. His eyes flicked to my large chest, then immediately away, cheeks turning red.

“Don’t worry,” Gemma said, stepping around him toward a nearby plastic bin filled with toys. “We’re just here to show Molly some of the products.”

Gemma reached into the bin and pulled out a bright pink dildo shaped like a spiraled unicorn horn. She turned to me with a mock-serious expression. “This one’s called the Magical Mare.”

I giggled.

She pulled out another, a double-ended, semi-transparent jelly toy with glitter inside. “And this sparkly beauty? The Galactic Slutrail 9000. I don’t know who names these, but I suspect someone in marketing is on edibles.”

We both laughed. Even Brian cracked a nervous smile.

Gemma tossed the glittery one back in the bin and pulled out something that looked like an oversized, rigid traffic cone.

“Now this,” she said proudly, “is the Punishment Pyramid. Not for beginners. Only for optimists.”

I stared at it, wide-eyed. “Has anyone ever actually…?”

“Oh, Edith has,” Gemma said, deadly serious. “Took the whole thing. Got a standing ovation from the guys on the shop floor.”

She reached deeper into the bin. “Ah, this is the one to try,” she purred, lifting out a dildo that was dramatically lifelike, complete with veiny shaft, a prominent head, and even a swinging pair of molded balls. It was hefty, almost intimidating.

“Wow,” I said, eyes wide. “That one’s… detailed.”

Gemma grinned. “Modelled after a real porn star. A guy named Johnny Bigone. Absolute legend. He came in to get cast a few months ago. And before you ask… yes, I did.”

She pressed a button near the base, and the toy began to buzz gently in her hand, a low purring vibration that made my thighs clench involuntarily.

Brian looked like he wanted to vanish into the wall. He started paying even more attention to the dials on the machine.

Gemma turned to me, eyes gleaming with mischief. “You’ve been very patient today, Molly.”

I felt my pulse start to race.

“And this… might help you get acquainted with the product line.”

I nodded slowly, swallowing.

“Good girl,” she said softly. Then, to Brian: “You don’t mind, do you?”

He blinked rapidly. “I… uh… I can give you privacy, I should probably…”

Gemma cut him off with a wave of her hand. “Stay where you are.”

He squeaked slightly but did as he was told, eyes fixed firmly on the dials in front of him like they were the most interesting things in the world.

Gemma turned back to me. “Bend over.”

My heart thudded. I obeyed, leaning forward, bracing my hands against the metal surface of the machine. My breath came in quick, shallow pants.

She lifted my skirt slowly, teasingly. I could feel the air against the back of my thighs.

“Mmm,” she murmured, fingers trailing lightly over my mound. “So fucking wet.”

I whimpered.

I felt the toy buzz gently against the inside of my thigh, a mere preview. Then she slipped my panties down so they pooled around my ankles. I caught Brian glancing at my exposed pussy and then looking away.

Gemma moved my legs apart a bit more and parted my lips. The touch of her fingers sent a pulse of electricity through me. Then she slid one inside me.

“Mmm, wet, but tight,” she purred. “You’re not ready for this beast yet.”

She added another finger and started to fuck me with them. I moaned, my pussy aching with desire. She stroked the dildo up my thigh, and then it brushed my clit. The vibrations almost made me come immediately.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

“Oh, you like that?” Gemma smirked. She added a third finger, stretching me open some more. “You’ve been holding back all day,” she murmured, pressing the vibrating dildo against my clit again. “I think it’s time you let go.”

I could barely breathe. My fingers clenched around the edge of the workstation, my body caught in that delicious, torturous place between pleasure and need. She pressed the vibrator firmly against my clit, and I came hard.

My orgasm hit like a wave, crashing through my body with a force that made me cry out. My thighs shook, and my cunt clenched around her hand. My vision blurred as the pleasure overtook me, deep and desperate and utterly overwhelming. It had been hours of teasing, of denial, of aching frustration, and now it all came flooding out in one shattering release.

But I’d barely had time to recover before she pulled her fingers from me and replaced them with the smooth, buzzing length of the toy. I gasped at the size, the fullness. The head pushed past my entrance with firm pressure, and slowly, gently, she slid it deeper inside me.

“Good girl,” she said softly. “Just relax and take it.”

I could feel every buzzing inch, stretching me deep, deep in my cunt. Finally, I felt the vibrating balls against my clit. The overwhelming sensations intensified as it seated fully within me. Gemma held it steady with one hand while her other hand slipped inside my top and squeezed my nipple.

I came again, deeper this time, my whole cunt contracting around the toy as waves of pleasure washed over me. I would have collapsed to the floor, but Gemma held me up.

Finally, she pulled the toy out with a filthy, wet sound. I was panting heavily.

“How do you like our product?” she smirked.

I could barely get the word out. “Good.”

Gemma looked at Brian. He was standing there with his mouth open, watching the whole thing.

“Don’t just stand there, then,” Gemma told him. “Get your dick out and fuck her.”


Chapter Six




Brian froze. Gemma tilted her head and gave him a look. “Well?”

He looked at me, still bent over, skirt hiked around my waist, flushed and trembling from the orgasms.

“I… uh,” he stammered, then swallowed hard. “Yes. Okay.”

He tried unsuccessfully to wipe his greasy hands on the leg of his pants and stepped closer. His movements were a little awkward as he unzipped and peeled off his coveralls. Underneath, he was wearing tight white briefs. But there was no mistaking the bulge in them. He pulled his cock out.

It was enormous. Bigger than the pornstar dildo I’d just fucked. He was lean everywhere else, all elbows and nervous glances, but somehow his cock was the exact opposite: thick, long, and already hard. My eyes widened as he freed it from his briefs, and even Gemma gave a low whistle.

“Looks like the quiet ones really are full of surprises,” she said. “Why haven’t you come to see me before, Brian?”

Brian blushed furiously, but he stepped closer. His hand trembled slightly as he reached out, unsure where to touch me first. I was still braced against the worktable, my release dripping down my thighs.

Gemma came to his side, wrapping a hand around his cock and stroking him firmly.

“Fuck her,” she commanded gently.

I looked over my shoulder, eyes meeting his. “Please,” I whispered.

He stepped behind me, one hand on my hip, the other guiding himself. I felt the head of his cock nudge against me, hot, thick, and more than I expected. My breath came fast as he started to press in, stretching me open.

“Oh my god,” I gasped. He was so much.

My body stretched to take him, still slick and trembling from the toy, but this was different. Real and pulsing. I felt every inch as he sank deeper, and a broken moan escaped my lips as my walls clenched around him.

“Fuck,” Brian muttered under his breath, his hands tightening on my waist.

He moved with surprising control, his strokes slow and deep, filling me in a way that made my whole body tremble. The sound of our bodies coming together echoed in the high-ceilinged factory room, almost drowned out by the distant conveyor belts and hum of machinery.

Gemma watched, arms crossed, a satisfied smirk on her lips. I could only moan in response, already feeling another climax build inside me. Brian’s hips moved faster now, deeper, every stroke sending a fresh wave of pleasure rushing through me. My fingers curled against the edge of the machine. His cock filled me so completely that I was already on the edge.

“That’s it,” she purred. “She’s close, Brian. Don’t you dare stop.”

I felt it build. My thighs trembled, and my vision blurred. My whole body tightened around him, and then… I shattered.

The orgasm hit like a flood, sweeping everything away. My cry echoed off the factory walls, and I buried my face in the crook of my arm as my whole body pulsed and clenched, my knees buckling beneath me. Brian held me, surprisingly strong, riding it out with me as I came hard around him.

By the time I was able to breathe again, I felt deliciously wrecked.

Gemma hopped up onto one of the nearby metal tables, slipping off her panties and hiking her skirt up. She spread her legs, exposing her pink, shaved pussy. “My turn,” she told Brian.

His eyes widened again, but he didn’t hesitate. He stepped forward, his massive dick still hard and wet from me. Gemma welcomed him with a little moan as he lined himself up.

She looked over at me. “Don’t just stand there like a spent little toy,” she said, crooking a finger. “Come here.”

I obeyed, my body still shaky but buzzing with the afterglow.

“Oh… that’s it,” she murmured as Brian slid inside her. “Fuck he’s big. Now, Molly, you put that mouth of yours to good use.”

Her blouse had already fallen open, and I moved in close, taking in the sight of her flushed skin, the soft curve of her breasts rising and falling as Brian began to thrust. I bent forward, pulled down the cup of her bra, and pressed my lips to her nipple. I sucked gently, then harder, rolling my tongue in slow circles as she gasped.

“That’s it,” she whispered, hand sliding into my hair. “Such a good girl.”

Her breathing got faster as Brian picked up his rhythm. Soon, he was slamming hard into her, making her moan with every thrust. Her hand clutched the table’s edge, knuckles white, body arching into the pleasure. My mouth moved from one nipple to the other, teasing, biting just a little, delighting in the way her body responded beneath me.

“Brian… yes... right there,” she panted.

And then she came, loud and glorious. Her thighs clamped around Brian, and her fingers dug into my scalp. Her back arched, and her cry echoed even louder than mine had moments ago.

With a soft grunt, Brian’s balls tightened and he let go, his thick cock pumping load after load into her cunt. He stood there, panting for a few seconds, before pulling out. A waterfall of cum followed, running down her ass crack and pooling on the table.

Gemma looked at me. “Lick it up then.”

I bent between her legs, lapping at the salty cum as it leaked from her pussy. Then I moved lower, licking it from her asshole. She murmured with pleasure.

My encounter with Brian had been fun, but I was still aching for more. I wanted my own load of cum.


Chapter Seven




It was almost the end of the day, and I was beginning to think that I wasn’t going to get any more action. It seemed like a big order was due to go out before closing, and everyone on the factory floor was running around, far too busy to come and see us admin girls.

I’d just resigned myself to waiting until I got home to my husband when Gemma’s posture shifted. She sat up straighter, eyes zeroing in on the window overlooking the factory floor. A slow, unmistakably filthy grin spread across her face.

“Well, well,” she murmured, straightening her blouse and tugging it down to reveal a bit more cleavage. “Look who it is.”

I glanced over. Three men had just sauntered into the building. They were all wearing sharp suits and polished shoes. One even had sunglasses on indoors. They moved through the space with a cocky swagger, like they owned it.

“The sales team,” Gemma said, practically purring. “They’re back early.”

The men laughed as they passed a group of workers, high-fiving one of the foremen, grinning like they’d just closed a million-dollar deal.

“They usually come up here if they’re feeling… frisky,” Gemma added, licking her bottom lip. “And they’re always feeling frisky.”

Sure enough, the three of them headed for the stairs. One of them looked up and winked directly at our window.

Gemma stood, adjusting her skirt. “Oh, Molly,” she whispered. “You’re about to get busy. I hope you like having your ass stretched.”

“My ass?” My stomach flipped, and I felt my pussy getting even wetter. As their footsteps echoed up the stairs, I scrambled to tuck my long, blonde hair behind my ears and undo the top button of my blouse.

The door swung open.

“Ladies,” said the one in the middle, his voice like warm whiskey.

Gemma rushed to the door and greeted them, kissing them all on the cheek. They obviously knew her well; each of their hands strayed to Gemma’s ass or side, quite contrary to the compliance training I had been given.

I stood up from my desk. The man in the center, dark-skinned and dazzling, raised an eyebrow as his eyes locked on me.

“And who is this beautiful woman?” he asked, smiling.

Gemma smirked. “That’s Molly. She’s joined the admin team in a temporary capacity. And yes, she has the same… duties as the rest of us.”

The effect was immediate. All three men turned toward me at once, their energy shifting, tightening, like a pack that had just scented prey. I straightened a little, my heart thumping in my chest. My thighs clenched, and I could feel the heat flood through me under their gazes.

The man who’d spoken first stepped forward and extended a hand.

“I’m Marcus,” he said. “Sales manager. A pleasure to meet you.”

Behind him, a lean man with icy blue eyes and messy blonde hair gave a lazy salute. “Dylan,” he said. “I handle international accounts.”

“And I’m Jace,” said the third, shorter than the other two but thick in the chest and thighs, his suit straining in the best ways. “Domestic sales and special demonstrations.”

My mouth had gone dry. They were all devastating in different ways.

Marcus took a step closer, eyes flicking down over my body, then back up to my face. “Welcome to the team, Molly.”

Gemma let out a soft laugh. “Careful, boys. She only just finished compliance training.”

Dylan grinned. “Perfect. We’ve just closed a huge deal with Sweden and are looking to celebrate.”

They were all around me now. My breath quickened. My body already knew what it wanted, and it wanted all three. Gemma watched from the side, her arms still crossed. She was clearly enjoying every second.

Marcus was the first to move, stepping in close enough for his chest to brush against mine. He reached up, slow and deliberate, and tugged at the first button on my blouse.

“Nice blouse,” he murmured.

“It looks like it’s from Goodwill,” Gemma replied dryly from the side. “Tear it.”

He did. Buttons popped, fabric parted, and cool air swept across my flushed skin. My bra was sheer lace, black, and already doing little to hide the hardness of my nipples.

Dylan was behind me now, his fingers brushing my shoulders as he pushed the blouse off entirely, letting it slide down my arms and fall to the floor. I could feel his breath by my ear. He unhooked my bra, and my large, soft breasts hung free.

Jace unfastened my skirt and pulled it down. My panties followed. I stepped out of them without hesitation, feeling their gaze on my trimmed bush. The three suited men surrounded me now, fully clothed, while I stood there stripped and trembling with desire.

Marcus tilted my chin up with two fingers. “On your knees.”

The carpet was rough on my skin, but I didn’t care. I knelt before them, head tilted slightly back. My nipples ached in the open air.

Gemma leaned back on a desk. “She’s such a quick learner.”

Jace was the first to unzip. His belt clinked as it slid loose, his suit jacket falling open as he stepped in close. I looked up, heart pounding, mouth already parting with need. His trousers dropped enough that he could pull his cock out. It was short but thick and hard.

Marcus undid his fly slowly, deliberately, his eyes on me. Keeping his pants on, he reached inside and pulled out a long, black cock. Dylan, meanwhile, had dropped his pants and underwear completely, standing there naked from the waist down with his throbbing erection in his hand.

I reached out, grabbing the cocks on either side of me. Then I wrapped my lips around Jace, tongue swirling. I moaned softly, bobbing my head, taking him as deep as I could. I worked my way from one to the next, my mouth wet and eager as their hands tangled in my hair. I got praise when I got a cock all the way in my throat, and a laugh when I gagged on it. But I kept going, spit running down my chin and dripping onto my tits.

To one side, Gemma bit her lip and murmured, “This might be the best hire I’ve ever made.” Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Edith come out of the inner office and lean against the door to watch approvingly.

Marcus was already undoing his tie, tossing it onto the desk. “This desk sturdy, Gemma?” he asked with a grin.

“Built to take a pounding,” she replied without missing a beat. “Just like she is.”

Jace and Dylan were already lifting me up, turning me so I was bent over the paperwork-strewn surface, tits pressed to the cool laminate. My legs were parted, and my body offered up without question. I was dripping again, absurdly ready for more.

“God, she’s soaked,” Dylan muttered, spreading me as wide as he could with his hands. “You lot been warming her up all day?”

Gemma laughed. “I’ve been teasing her all day. She’s been begging for it, the poor thing.”

Marcus moved behind me. I felt his hand between my thighs, his fingers pressing inside my aching pussy, stretching me, examining me. I felt his thumb on my asshole, rubbing the tight muscles there.

“Think she can take all of us?” he asked.

“I’m sure of it,” replied Gemma.

He grabbed hold of his cock and slid it all the way inside me in one movement. I gasped for breath as he bottomed out inside me.

“Fuck!” I whimpered.

“God, she feels amazing,” said Marcus. “So fucking tight, but wet enough to take it.”

He started to thrust into me, fucking me raw and hard. My hands scrambled for purchase on the desk, my moans of pleasure filling the air.

Gemma sauntered over and slapped Marcus on the ass. “Come on, you can fuck her harder than that,” she laughed.

Marcus took that as a challenge and started pounding into me as hard as he could. The sensations were overwhelming, sending me spiraling. I came hard, face down on the desk, my cunt clenching around his cock.

He pulled out, gasping. “Fuck, nearly lost it there,” he smirked. “Someone else have a turn.”


Chapter Eight




Marcus stepped back, his breathing heavy, running a hand through his hair as he admired the flushed and swollen mess of my pussy. My legs were still trembling, my palms flat on the desk, my chest heaving. I could feel the heat of their eyes on my skin.

Dylan took his place, slipping his cock easily between my folds and setting a steady pace. He was slower and more deliberate. His hands roamed my body, touching and exploring me. Behind me, I heard a little moan from Gemma. She was perched on the desk with her panties around her thighs and her fingers in her cunt.

Dylan’s hand curved up and cupped the side of my jaw, turning my head so I could see him. His icy blue eyes locked on mine.

“You like it in the ass, sweetheart?”

“Yes,” I managed to gasp.

“That’s enough talking,” said Jace, and stepped forward, pushing his cock roughly into my mouth. At the same time, I felt Dylan collect up some of my arousal on his fingers and push two of them into my ass.

I moaned around Jace’s cock, my eyes rolling back in my head at being pleasured in three holes at once. Dylan fucked me like that, with his cock in my pussy and his fingers thrusting in and out of my ass. I felt my climax building again, and it didn’t take long before I went over the edge, groaning with relief as it washed over me.

“Right then… Jace,” groaned Dylan in between thrusts, “time for the famous sales force DP. Pussy or ass?”

“Rock, paper, scissors?” he suggested, his cock still deep in my throat.

They quickly played best of three as they fucked me, and Dylan won.

“I’m having her ass then,” he smirked. “It’s so fucking tight.”

He pulled out, leaving me gaping and clenching around empty air. Jace pulled me over to a neat sofa at the edge of the office. He sat down, his erect cock pointing straight up, and dragged me down on top of him. My needy cunt stretched open again around his shaft, and I rode him for a few seconds.

But Dylan was already lining himself up behind. With a firm thrust, he slid his cock into my ass. With Jace in my pussy, I was even tighter now, and I cried out in ecstasy as I felt their dicks rub against each other through my walls.

I gasped, caught between them, every nerve ending alight. The sheer fullness, the way their bodies moved together inside me, sent shockwaves through my core. My hands gripped Jace’s shoulders, my ample tits bouncing in his face. I arched back into Dylan, the air full of my moans and cries.

Marcus sauntered over, and I hungrily pulled his thick, black cock into my mouth.

“Look at her,” Gemma whispered, sounding like she was about to come herself. “A perfect little free-use whore getting triple stuffed.”

She was right, my body was stretched to its limits, but I didn’t want them to stop. I couldn’t get enough. I closed my eyes and came so hard I nearly passed out. I could feel my cunt clenching around Jace’s cock, as my ass contracted on Dylan’s.

“Fuck, this slut’s ass,” groaned Dylan, “I’m not going to last long.”

“Give me a go on it then,” laughed Marcus. My stomach did a flip. He was a lot bigger.

Dylan pulled out, and Marcus took his place. It was hard for him to get his cock in me at first, and he spat on my ass for some extra lube. When he finally entered me, I felt stretched like never before.

“God, I love sluts like this,” murmured Marcus, working his cock deeper into my ass and making me cry out again. “Reminds me of that air hostess on the flight back from Sweden.”

Dylan looked over at Gemma. “There’s another slut over there,” he smirked. He walked over to her and grabbed her roughly by the arm. He pushed her down next to me on the sofa, her ass in the air, and spread her cheeks with his hands. “Another slutty asshole that wants some cock,” he laughed.

Then he pushed his cock deep into her ass and started fucking her. Soon, her cries of ecstasy were mixing with mine, as we both got fucked hard. They didn’t stop. They moved harder, faster, their hands gripping us, their big dicks pounding into us in every available hole. On and on.

I lost count of how many times I came. Eventually, Marcus let out a loud groan, and I felt him throb as he spilled his warm cum in my ass. Soon after, Jace let go with cries of relief, and I took another load in my pussy. When I rolled off onto the sofa, I could feel it pouring out of me and making my thighs sticky.

Dylan and Gemma were still going. Dylan had her pinned down on the sofa with her knees on her shoulders, his ass pumping up and down hard as he fucked her pussy. When he finally came, he pulled out at the last minute and spurted all up her front. Some of it went on her smart, black skirt, some on her exposed tits, and some even on her face.

Gemma just licked the cum off her lips and purred. “Thank you, boys.”

“Yes. Thank you,” I managed to whimper, my body still shaking with aftershocks.

When I finally stepped out of the office, my legs were still shaky and my mind buzzing. My body ached in the most delicious ways, my thighs sore and my lips tingling. I pulled my jacket tight around me as I walked to the car, trying to suppress the smug little smile that kept playing across my lips.

At home, I slipped quietly through the front door. Sure enough, the kitchen lights were on, and Ben was there: barefoot, in joggers, humming along to something I couldn’t hear, a glass of wine already poured on the counter for me.

“Hey, babe,” he called without turning. “How’d it go?”

I kicked off my heels and dropped my bag, letting the weight of the day slide from my shoulders. “Busy,” I said. “Eventually.”

I stepped up to him, kissed his cheek, and leaned close enough to whisper, “I need a shower. But first…”

I reached for his hand and guided it up my skirt. His fingers slipped into the side of my soaked and ruined panties and brushed the soaked, sticky mess of my pussy, still leaking cum. His breath caught.

“Jesus, Molly,” he murmured, eyes darting to mine.

I leaned back just enough to watch his expression. His pupils dilated, and his cock started straining at the fabric of his joggers.

“You’re still full of cum,” he said, his finger pushing up inside me.

“And in my ass,” I whispered.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You slut.”

“Mmhmm,” I said sweetly, stepping back and letting my skirt ride up as I bent over the kitchen table. “Now, what are you going to do about it?”

I heard the soft swish of fabric as he pushed his joggers down and stepped in close; the heat of him pressed against me. His hands gripped my hips. He slid inside me with one deep, urgent thrust, groaning as he felt how wet and open I already was. I gasped, fingers curling around the edge of the table.

Afterward, he made me dinner, gave me a massage, and ran me a bath. He really was the perfect husband.


Chapter Nine




The next day at the office, everything felt normal. Gemma gave me a casual greeting, without even the slightest whiff of the fact that, less than twenty-four hours ago, we’d both been fucked in the ass together by the sales team.

“Molly,” she said, placing a steaming mug of coffee beside me, “I need you to clean up the Q2 data sheet and update the supplier costs. It’s a mess.”

She leaned over and opened up a file on my desktop, showing me what to do. She was so close I could smell her perfume and see down her top at her perfectly shaped breasts. I got a sudden flashback to how they had bounced when she was getting fucked, and felt a rush of heat between my legs. But this morning, Gemma was like any normal boss, setting me a task. I tried to concentrate on what she was saying.

Once I knew what I was doing, she walked off, her ponytail swinging. Cool, calm, not a single hair out of place. Meanwhile, I was already squirming in my seat, my brain full of memories that had nothing to do with spreadsheets. I shifted in my chair, trying to focus, but my knickers were damp and my attention span was non-existent. I desperately hoped I wouldn’t have to wait as long for some action today.

I’d barely gotten started when someone knocked on the office door. One of the product designers, Harrison, poked his head in. He was tall, tattooed, and never looked like he’d ever worn a tie in his life.

“Sorry to interrupt,” he said, his accent smooth. “We’ve got one of the new prototypes ready. We need someone to help with testing.”

Gemma didn’t even look up from her laptop. “Perfect. Molly’s free.”

My head snapped up. “I… what kind of testing?”

Harrison smiled. “Just come with me.”

Gemma looked over her glasses and gave me the tiniest smirk. “Don’t worry, Molly. You’ll be excellent at it.”

Whatever it was, my heart was already pounding. I stood, trying to act like a professional person with normal thoughts and a functioning brain, and followed Harrison down the corridor.

“Is this like a... usability thing?” I asked as we walked.

“You’ll see,” he said, grinning.

The door to the testing lab opened automatically and slid shut behind us with a hiss.

The lab looked like something out of a sci-fi film… if sci-fi films had racks of vibrators instead of ray guns. The walls were lined with sleek shelving units, each displaying a different prototype: toys in silicone and metal, remote controls, tangled bundles of wires, and the occasional half-finished casing lying open like a dissected robot.

A couple of engineers were busy at their stations. One guy was hunched over a soldering bench, the soft smell of melted solder in the air. Two women in lab coats were talking over a laptop, pointing at the screen. It showed a 3D rendering of what looked like a rocket-powered dildo slowly rotating on the screen, glowing in pink and chrome.

Then I saw it. Right in the middle of the room. A saddle.

No, really. Like a fucking saddle. Black leather, bolted to a low platform, with proper stirrups and a thick, shiny dildo sticking up from the middle.

“Oh my god,” I muttered.

“Ah, yes,” said Harrison, “That’s what we need to test.”

I looked at him, trying to play it cool. “What is it?” I asked, already knowing full well what it was.

“We call it the Wild Pony. It’s got programmable rhythms, pressure sensors, oh, and it’s AI-controlled to work out exactly how to make you climax.. Still in beta.”

I swallowed nervously. “So… what exactly do you need me to do?”

He didn’t blink or smirk. This was just his job. “We just need you to run through the sequence. See how it feels. Give us honest feedback.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You mean sit on it.”

“Exactly. You’ll need this.” He handed me a small tub of lubricant.

I hiked my skirt up and slipped my panties down to my ankles. The lab was air-conditioned, and I felt the cold breeze on my pussy. I scooped out some of the lube and rubbed it around my entrance, then pushed two fingers in my cunt, making sure I was nice and slick.

Then, nervously, I threw one leg over the saddle. I ran my hands over the attached dildo. It wasn’t very long, but it was very thick and slightly curved. I moved over it and spread myself with my fingers, pressing it against my entrance. Then I sank down on top of it, an involuntary moan coming from my lips as it stretched me wide open.

“How does it feel?” asked Harrison. The rest of the technicians had gathered around to watch now. One woman in a lab coat was making notes on a tablet.

“Good,” I gasped, still getting accustomed to the thick shaft. They all stared at me, and I realized they wanted a bit more than that. “I’m enjoying how thick it is… um… ooh, and the curve is nice,” I added, moving slightly and feeling it rub against my G-spot.

“Put your feet in the stirrups, and hold onto the handle at the front,” he instructed. “This button here is the emergency stop; you can hit that at any time. Are you ready for the program?”

I nodded. He walked over to a laptop nearby and clicked the mouse. Suddenly, the whole saddle started humming with vibrations. It was subtle, but the rush of pleasure was immediate, flooding my body with sensations.

And then the whole thing started to rock slowly back and forth like one of those mechanical bulls. Every movement made the dildo inside me rub against my sensitive spots. The rocking intensified, just slightly, enough to make me let out another breathless gasp. The stirrups forced my legs wide apart, and I felt completely open, completely on display. My clit throbbed against the leather as the machine bucked gently beneath me.

“Pressure sensors are kicking in,” one of the women said, glancing at her tablet. “Look at the spike on the pelvic contact data.”

“The AI should start adapting to her pleasure cues about… now,” said another.

It did… something happened, and I started unraveling. My fingers clenched the front handle as the rhythm shifted again, slightly faster now, the angle adjusting automatically so the tip inside me hit exactly where I needed it. I whimpered.

“Rate the penetration on a scale of one to ten,” said the woman with the tablet, her tone totally clinical. “And detail any discomfort.”

“Ten,” I said instantly, struggling to get the word out. “No… eleven. And no discomfort. Jesus.”

“Let’s try the pulsing algorithm,” Harrison said.

The dildo inside me began to throb, a deep, rhythmic pressure that matched the rocking motion. It was like being fucked and teased at the same time. I could feel my orgasm already starting to build, fast and hot, curling through me like wildfire.

“She’s not going to last much longer,” someone behind me said.

My hips rocked with the motion of the saddle, greedy now, chasing the pressure. My skin was flushed, my nipples stiff under my blouse. I was soaking, the lube mixing with my own release and running down the base of the dildo to make the saddle wet.

The machine tilted slightly, the angle of the thrust shifting so the curved shaft inside me stroked up and forward, slow and deliberate. I cried out, my whole body clenching.

“Oh fuck… yes… that… oh my god…”

I came like a tidal wave. It was sudden, brutal, and completely overwhelming. My thighs shook, my feet strained at the stirrups, and I couldn’t stop the scream coming out of my mouth. I was grinding down, riding the machine shamelessly as it drew the orgasm out longer, harder. It seemed to adapt to my movements, coaxing more and more out of me as my orgasm went on and on.

Before one orgasm had finished, I felt another one wash over me, more and more pleasure, making me dizzy. I’d never felt anything like it. Wave after wave it came, on and on, the machine dragging out more and more pleasure from my shaking, screaming body.

But suddenly, it was too much, I slammed my fist on the emergency stop button, and the whole thing ground to a halt. I collapsed forward against the handle, panting. I could feel sweat sticking my blouse to my back. My pussy was still twitching, sensitive and wet, and clenching around the dildo.

“Wow,” said Harrison, stepping forward and offering me a bottle of water like I’d just finished a gym session. “That was some excellent data. And we achieved a new record length orgasm at fifty-eight seconds.”

The lab team was already going over the readouts, murmuring things like “peak duration” and “sustained response curve,” like I hadn’t just publicly ridden their machine to the most intense orgasm of my life.

I looked up at Harrison, flushed and dazed. Despite his professional demeanor, his pants were tented at the front, his stiff cock straining at the fabric. There was something else I needed now, and I wasn’t going to stop until I got it. I practically crawled across the floor until I was kneeling in front of him. I unfastened his belt and pulled down his zipper.

“Um…” he started to say.

I pulled out his cock. It was rock hard and already leaking at the tip.

“Did you like watching me come?” I purred, looking up at him as I lazily stroked his big erection.

“Yes…” he whimpered. “The test subjects don’t usually…”

But I stopped him speaking by taking his whole cock deep into my throat. He groaned, his fingers automatically twining in my hair.

“Mmm-mmm,” I murmured around his cock, making him whimper again as he felt the vibrations in my throat.

About to gag, I pulled my head back, spit connecting my mouth to his dick. I looked up at him and gave his shaft a long, lazy lick. His cock was so hard it was visibly throbbing.

“Do you want to come all over my face?” I whispered, looking him in the eyes.

He nodded frantically, unable to speak.

I wrapped my hand around his shaft and started stroking him, occasionally taking the head into my mouth and hollowing my cheeks. I knew he wasn’t going to last long. When he started to groan, I stroked faster, looking up at him with my mouth open.

He came. A fat load of thick cum right into my mouth. The next load went across my cheek and nose. I closed my eyes. More and more pulsed out of him, warm and wet on my face as he completely covered me.

“Right, you’ve had your fun, back to work, Harrison,” one of the women in lab coats said. She handed me a box of tissues.


Chapter Ten




On the walk back to the office, my thighs were still trembling, and my legs were weak. I could hardly walk. The look on Gemma’s face when I entered said she knew exactly what I’d been up to. She didn’t say anything right away. Just handed me a coffee, while I sank into my chair like someone who had just ridden a robotic cock to multiple screaming orgasms in front of a team of engineers.

“So,” she said after a sip of her own drink. “How did the testing go?”

I blinked, flushed, and tried to act normal. “Fine,” I said, voice slightly hoarse. “Very… thorough.”

Gemma smirked over her cup, her eyes flicking briefly to my blouse. “I’ll bet.”

She turned to her laptop, tapped a few keys, then glanced back at me. “You know, I’ve enjoyed teasing you, and you have been very patient. As a reward, I’ve arranged a little something for you during morning break.”

I opened my mouth. Closed it. My pussy clenched automatically.

“What kind of… something?” I asked, heat already pulsing between my legs.

Gemma just smiled and checked her watch. “You’ll find out in about three minutes.”

I stared at her, a million filthy fantasies ricocheting through my brain. Three minutes later, the factory bell rang, sharp and metallic.

Gemma stood. “Come with me.”

She didn’t wait for a reply. Just turned and walked toward the break room, her heels clicking on the tiles, her ponytail swinging behind her.

When she pushed open the break room door, I stopped dead. The room was full. There must have been a dozen men, maybe more. They were all factory floor workers: big, muscular, sweat-streaked, still in their coveralls and safety boots. Some had already unzipped, revealing thick, hard cocks in eager hands. Others were just watching me, eyes dark, hungry. The smell of sex and engine oil clung to them like heat.

One of them smiled. “This the new girl?”

Gemma nodded. “Yes, and she’s been a very good girl.”

Every eye turned to me. My heart was pounding in my chest.

“So, Molly,” Gemma said, stepping behind me and sliding her hand down my back, over the curve of my ass. “What do you say? Want your reward?”

My cunt was already soaking wet. I looked around at the wall of horny, hard men, then back at Gemma. “Yes, please.”

The men surrounded me, eyes greedy, their cocks already stiff. They led me to the center of the room, where there was a low table. It was heavy wood, about knee height. They peeled off my blouse slowly, buttons popping open one by one, revealing the lace of my bra and the flushed skin beneath. Someone unhooked it, and my big breasts fell out.

“Fuck, look at those titties,” murmured one of the men.

I squeezed my breasts together in my hands. “You boys hungry?”

A chorus of affirmations erupted from the group. I climbed up onto the table, dropping to my knees and crawling across the surface, skirt riding high on my hips. I reached under, hooked my soaked panties, and slid them down my thighs, tossing them to one of the men like a prize. He caught them and stuffed them in his pocket with a grin.

Another man stepped forward. Huge, dark-skinned, with forearms like tree trunks and a cock that looked as thick as my wrist. He reached out, testing the slickness between my thighs with his fingers. I gasped.

“She’s dripping,” he said, grinning at the others. “Fuckin’ ready.”

Hands were on me from every direction, rough palms squeezing my ass, fingers tugging at my nipples, and someone pulling my hair back as they fed me the first cock of the session. I opened my mouth gladly, taking him deep, moaning around his thickness.

Another man lined up behind me and shoved inside my cunt without warning. I was already so wet that he slid up to the hilt on the first thrust. I cried out, my voice muffled by the cock in my throat.

“God, she’s tight,” the one fucking me groaned, hands gripping my hips like a vice.

I was caught between them, throat full, cunt stuffed, and getting fucked hard. My moans were constant now, my body already spiraling towards a climax. Someone else moved next to me and offered his cock to my hand. I wrapped my fingers around it and started stroking, eager to please all of them at once.

There were cocks everywhere, rubbing against my face, slapping against my tits. They were slick with precum and eager for my attention. I couldn’t get enough. I was sucking and fucking, drool dripping down my chin, juices running down my thighs onto the table beneath me.

Gemma stood in the corner, sipping her coffee and watching the scene like a queen surveying her kingdom.

“She’s such a good girl,” she said softly. “Takes cock so beautifully.”

They started rotating. The one fucking me came with a groan, his hot load flooding my cunt, and immediately another took his place, this one faster, rougher, spanking my ass with every thrust. I switched cocks in my mouth, taking a new one down my throat. The owner of it gripped the sides of my face and fucked my mouth. I came hard.

Then they moved me onto my back, legs spread wide and feet in the air. One of the men, overweight with a short, fat cock, started fucking me in the ass while another one ejaculated onto my tits. The table creaked beneath us. Sweat poured down my body. I was soaked, sticky, absolutely ruined, and loving every second of it.

Men groaned and shouted as they came, in my mouth, on my tits, across my belly. The fat guy came in my ass and was quickly replaced by someone else. One of them managed to get his cock in my pussy at the same time, and soon the two of them were pounding me in sync. I came so hard that I nearly passed out.

By the end, I was lying sprawled across the table, covered in cum, my cunt still twitching from yet another orgasm, my makeup a total mess, my throat raw, and my body trembling with satisfaction.

The factory bell rang again, and break time was over. The men gradually pulled up their pants and disappeared. Gemma stepped forward, finally, and helped me sit up.

“How was your little surprise?” she asked, brushing a stray lock of hair from my flushed face.

I smiled, utterly fucked-out, glowing with satisfaction. “Best… coffee break… ever.”

She stroked my cheek. “But now you’ve got to finish updating the supplier costs. Get back to work, you dirty slut.”

THE END
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Free Use At The Florist


A Filthy And Fun Free Use Adventure



Chapter One




The smell of toast and coffee drifted into the bedroom as I dressed. Downstairs, I could hear Ben humming to himself. My perfect husband. Always up early, always making sure I was well fed before I left for work. He knew what kind of job I was starting today. And he absolutely loved it.

I headed downstairs, a contented smile on my face.

“Morning, flower girl,” Ben said, turning to face me as I entered the kitchen.

I padded across the tile floor barefoot and kissed his cheek. “Morning.”

His eyes dipped immediately to my chest, looking down my impressive cleavage. I’d chosen a white blouse with a push-up bra underneath. My ample tits were practically falling out. I wanted to look good on my first day.

“So this one’s at a florist, huh?” he asked, turning back and tipping scrambled eggs onto the toast. “Do they really do free use… in a flower shop?”

“Mmhmm.” I took the plate he offered and perched on a stool, crossing my legs. “Apparently, the owner’s a hippie. Free love and all that. She said they have certain VIP customers I’ll have to service as well.”

Ben groaned and adjusted himself in his joggers. “Jesus. You're making me hard already.”

“You’re always getting hard,” I smirked.

He came over and kissed me on the forehead. “God, I married a dream.”

I wiped some crumbs from my lips and kissed him back. “And I married someone who gets off on sending me out to get used like a slut by strangers.”

He laughed, his hands sliding down to squeeze my ass. “I can’t wait to hear all about it tonight.”

I checked my watch. I should probably get going. I shoved the last of my breakfast in my mouth and looked around for my bag. Then I padded out to the hall and slipped on my heels. Ben followed me.

“Alright,” I said, pulling my long blonde hair over one shoulder. “Wish me luck.”

“God, Molly,” he said softly, looking me up and down. “You’re going to knock them dead.”

I stepped forward to kiss him goodbye. Before I could even touch my lips to his, he pushed me back hard against the wall, pressing his body against mine. His hand slid up my dress and cupped my mound between my thighs.

I gasped, feeling a sudden rush of arousal. “Ben…” I whispered.

He tugged down my panties to my thighs and pushed two fingers into my cunt.

“So fucking wet,” he groaned into my mouth.

“Always,” I replied, my breathing coming hard and fast now.

He yanked down his joggers. His cock was already hard. I wrapped my hand around it and gave it a few firm strokes. He hooked one arm under my thigh and pinned me up against the wall, spreading me open.

“I don’t have time…” I started. But it was a feeble protest; I needed him too badly.

“Two minutes,” he growled. “I need to fill you up before you go get wrecked by the hippies.”

His thick cock found my entrance, and I tilted my hips toward him. Then he thrust hard inside, stretching me as his dick filled my pussy. I moaned as he bottomed out in one deep thrust, my hands gripping his shoulders.

He grabbed my ass, supporting me against the wall as he began to fuck me hard.

“Take it,” he grunted, fingers digging into my ass cheeks. “You need to go in there already used.”

I bit back a cry, the slaps of skin on skin echoing down the hallway. “Yes, fuck, yes.”

And then I came, my cunt clenching around his cock as he fucked me through it.

He didn’t last long. He never did on mornings like this. With a sharp growl, he thrust deep one final time and came inside me, his cock pulsing, cum spilling into me. I clung to him, breathless.

When he pulled out, his cum dripped immediately down my thighs.

“Perfect,” he whispered, tucking himself back into his joggers. “Now go be the shop’s little bouquet slut.”

I turned and kissed him. “Love you.”

He smacked my ass again as I opened the door. “Text me if you get laid on the first morning.”

“I’ll send pics.”

And with that, I stepped out into the morning sun, full of cum, and anticipation.


Chapter Two




The bell above the door chimed as I stepped inside. It smelled incredible. A heady mix of roses, earth, eucalyptus, and something else. The shop was bright but cluttered, full of tangled greenery and an eclectic range of plant pots. Cut flowers stood on every surface, and dried ones hung from the ceiling in bunches.

I spotted Ivy right away. She was kneeling by a bucket of sunflowers, trimming the stems with slow, deliberate snips. She was barefoot and wearing a wraparound tie-dye skirt. Her hair was black, streaked with gray, wild and frizzy, hanging loose down her back. A thin tank top clung to her body, no bra in sight. Her large, pendulous breasts swayed freely as she moved. Under one raised arm, I saw a tuft of dark armpit hair.

She looked up and grinned lazily.

“You must be Molly.”

I nodded, trying not to stare too openly at her heavy tits. “Yep. Reporting for... flower duty.”

Ivy stood, wiped her hands on her skirt, and crossed the space toward me. She looked older than me, maybe late forties, but she glowed with a sexual energy.

“God, the agency wasn’t kidding about you.” She reached out and ran a hand down my bare arm. “You're absolutely edible.”

“Thanks,” I breathed, arousal pooling between my legs.

Close up, I could smell her: jasmine, weed, and honest sweat.

“You know this is a free use job, don’t you?” she said.

“Of course.”

She looked me over slowly. “That’s a nice outfit for an office, but you won’t be needing it here.”

She walked to a hook behind the counter and grabbed something: a simple green apron with the name of the shop embroidered across the chest in white stitching.

“This is your uniform.”

“Just that? Do I wear it over my blouse and skirt?” I asked.

“Oh no,” she smirked. “This is your whole uniform.”

“Is there somewhere I can get changed?”

Her smirk grew bigger. “You can change right here.”

I hesitated for half a second and then began unbuttoning my blouse. I shrugged it off and then unhooked my bra. My ample breasts flopped down, hanging heavy, the nipples stiffening in the humid air. Ivy stared openly at me, licking her lips.

I pulled down the zipper on my skirt and wiggled my hips to let it drop to the floor. Then I hooked my fingers in my panties and slipped them off, too. Ivy didn’t move as I stood there completely naked in the middle of the shop. Her gaze slid down over my full tits, my soft stomach, the curve of my hips, and the neat triangle of hair above my pussy.

“Mmm, you’re going to be very popular here,” she giggled.

I took the apron and slipped it over my head. The strings dangled loose until Ivy stepped forward and tied them herself, slow and tight. Her hands brushed my waist, then my lower back. The apron covered the front of me… barely. From the side, the swell of my tits was visible, nipples just hidden, and when I turned around, my entire ass was exposed.

Ivy gave it a little slap. “Perfect.”

“Is this really how I’ll be serving customers?” I asked.

“Oh yes, you’re not the first free-use sales assistant we’ve had. Our customers expect it now.”

She picked up a pack of herbal cigarettes from the counter and lit one. “Right,” she said, exhaling a perfect ring. “Let’s teach you how to use the till.”

Ivy leaned in and ran her finger along the back of my arm as she showed me how to enter sales, print labels, and cancel errors. Two customers came in, one after the other. A young woman buying plant food and a man in a suit who asked for “something apologetic.”

I smiled sweetly, rang them up, and wrapped their purchases in brown paper. Ivy watched me from behind. I could feel her gaze on my bare ass.

When the shop door closed on the second customer, she moved close behind me. She knelt behind me, her hands on my thighs. Then my ass. I felt her spread my cheeks. And then her warm tongue slid between them. Her tongue circled the tight muscles around my asshole with slow precision. I leant forward, my hands on the counter, and let out a long, low moan of pleasure.

She continued to explore me with her tongue, licking firmer now, making me squirm with pleasure. Just as my eyes started to roll up in my head, the shop bell rang and a customer came in. It was a little old lady with a cane. She moved slowly and carefully across the floor towards me. I expected Ivy to stop what she was doing, but if anything, she intensified her frantic lapping at my ass.

“How… can I help… madam,” I managed to gasp.

“Oh hello, you’re new, aren’t you, dear?” she said, peering short-sightedly at me. Hopefully, she didn’t notice Ivy crouched behind me.

“Y… yes,” I stammered.

“What happened to the other girl then?”

“I think… she’s just… on holiday,” I braced myself on the counter, struggling to stay under control. “I’m just… the temp…”

“Well, that’s nice,” she said, opening her purse and rooting around in it. “I enjoyed seeing her fat, naked ass bending over to water the plants. Anyway, I’ll just take one of your discount bouquets. It’s for my husband’s grave, so no need for anything fancy.”

Fortunately, the discount bouquets were right next to me on the counter. I grabbed one and wrapped it in brown paper, my hands shaking as Ivy continued to send bolts of pleasure through me.

“Here you…” I began. That’s when Ivy slid her finger up into my soaking wet cunt. My tight walls gripped her as she bent her finger slightly and rubbed it over my G-spot. I almost came, but managed to squeak out the end of my sentence. “... go, madam.”

“Thanks, dear,” said the old lady, passing over the cash and taking her flowers.

She turned and started moving slowly back to the door. I was right on edge, struggling to suppress what I knew would be a loud and shameless orgasm. Ivy’s other hand slid up my thigh, pressing firmly against my clit. She started massaging it. I whimpered and leaned even heavier on the counter. Jesus, that woman is slow, I thought, as she continued to hobble carefully towards the door.

I was hanging on for dear life, my fingers gripping the edge of the counter, desperately trying not to come. Finally, the lady reached the shop door. I’ve got away with it!

She turned and waved. “My husband used to like licking my asshole,” she cackled. “Enjoy!”

The second the door shut behind her, I moaned out loud. Ivy didn’t stop. She licked my ass in long, hungry strokes while her fingers moved faster on my clit, and my legs nearly buckled as the orgasm hit. It rolled through me, hot and messy and shameful, my thighs shaking and my cunt dripping my release down her hand.

I sagged forward, collapsing on the counter, panting as wave after wave of pleasure rushed through me. Ivy rose slowly behind me, her face flushed, and her mouth wet.

“Welcome to the team, baby,” she murmured, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.


Chapter Three




I’d barely gotten my breath back when the bell above the door chimed again. That’s when he came in.

Tall. Movie-star face. Chiselled jaw with perfectly imperfect stubble. Tanned skin like he'd just come back from sunbathing on a yacht. His expensive-looking suit was slate grey, perfectly tailored, and his shirt was open at the collar just enough to hint at a muscled, hairy chest.

He moved like he knew every eye in a room would always turn to him. Calm, confident, and impossibly sexy. I felt it immediately between my legs; an intense ache of desire. My mouth actually dropped open.

“Oh,” I breathed. “Hello.”

Then Ivy’s voice sliced clean through the moment.

“I’ll handle this one,” she said, stepping in front of me.

She adjusted her top, which made her enormous breasts jiggle dangerously.

The man gave her a smile that made my knees buckle a little all over again. “Hey, Ivy. Got a minute?”

“For you, Mr Smith?” she purred. “Always.”

I tried to speak. Tried to say I could help, that I knew how to handle flower orders now. But Ivy was already steering him through the door that led into the back room, the curtain of hanging plastic strips swaying in their wake.

I was left standing there, naked under my apron, heart racing, lips parted, and absurdly, suddenly jealous. I peeked through the curtain to the back room. It was even messier and less elegant than the shop. Big sacks of compost were stacked against one wall, next to tall buckets filled with long-stemmed flowers. Terracotta pots in every size were scattered across shelves, and a workbench ran the length of the space.

On the workbench were rows and rows of flower arrangements, delicate round things meant for wedding tables.

The man… the groom, I realized, was inspecting one of them.

“Exactly what we talked about,” he said, running a finger over the petals. “These are perfect. Are they ready?”

Ivy stood beside him, flushed but composed, her nipples visibly hard beneath her thin tank. She looked at him like she wanted to be devoured. “Thank you, Mr Smith,” she whispered, sexily. “They’re ready whenever you want them.”

He turned to her. “And what about you, Ivy?”

She smiled slowly. “I’m always ready.”

In one swift movement, he grabbed her by the hips and spun her around. She gasped as he bent her over the nearest stack of compost bags. He lifted her skirt. She wasn’t wearing any panties, her slightly chunky bare ass immediately exposed. Between her legs, her bush was one of the bushiest I’d ever seen, spreading right down her thighs and around her asshole. It was black, streaked with gray like her hair.

My mouth dropped open again, and I held my breath.

He didn’t waste time. He shoved his trousers down just enough to free himself. I let out another little gasp. His cock was massive, thick, and long. He lined up and slammed into her gaping, wet gash in one brutal thrust.

Ivy cried out, loud and raw. The sound shot straight through me, my own pussy already drenched. How she took that entire length in one go, I’ll never know. But as soon as he was fully in, he started thrusting, slamming into her with a wet slapping sound.

He fucked her hard. Animal hard. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back into every thrust, and the wet sounds of her pussy filled the space between the grunts and moans. Her huge breasts bounced with every movement, her voice climbing louder and louder.

“Yes… fuck, yes… harder… God…”

Her whole body shuddered, and she came loudly, her voice echoing through the back room.

But he wasn’t done. He hauled her up from the compost bags like she weighed nothing and lifted her onto the workbench. Flower buckets rattled as she hit the surface, legs falling open and exposing her wrecked, open cunt. Her matted, dark hair framed her slit, which was pink and flushed, visibly dripping.

He moved between her legs, his erection ridiculously large and throbbing. His cock was coated in her sticky, white release. He yanked up her top, freeing her massive breasts, which spread to her hairy armpits.

He drove into her again, and she wrapped her legs around him, drawing him in. Her head fell back, her tits bouncing with every thrust. Her moans turned to cries. Desperate, uncontrolled cries, almost sobbing. I watched, mesmerized, as his perfect, firm ass pumped back and forth.

I slumped against the doorway as I watched, my legs weak. My hand had a mind of its own, sliding under the apron and stroking my pussy. I alternated between sinking my fingers deep into my cunt, and then rubbing my arousal into my clit.

Mr Smith was still fucking Ivy hard. She was a mess under him, splayed out, fucked, moaning wildly, and still, he didn’t let up. One of his hands moved from her hip and slipped between her legs, his thumb pressing hard and deliberately against her clit.

“Oh fuck… fuck…” Ivy’s whole body jolted.

He circled her clit once firmly, slow and cruel, before rubbing it with practiced, merciless pressure. She thrashed against him, gasping, her legs kicking against the side of the bench.

“Come for me,” he growled.

She obeyed, screaming as she came, squirming under him on the bench.

He just grunted and kept fucking her, deep and steady, his cock slamming into her soaked cunt while his thumb ground rhythmically against her clit.

“Fuck… oh god…” she moaned.

“Again,” he commanded.

He kept fucking her as another orgasm ripped through her. This one made her sob. Loud, gasping sobs between broken moans. She clawed at the edge of the bench, tits bouncing, her whole body overstimulated and seizing with pleasure.

And still, his thumb didn’t stop.

“Don’t stop begging,” he growled, his voice low and ragged. “I’m not done with you.”

“Please,” Ivy whimpered, her voice hoarse.

Another orgasm slammed into her, shorter, sharper, but no less devastating. Her whole body arched, legs flailing weakly, a spray of wetness splashing against his stomach.

I was behind the curtain, breath shallow, fingers grinding into my clit, just enough pressure to ache, not enough to come. The sounds Ivy made had me trembling. And the groom, Mr Smith, still fucked her like she was just a pretty hole for his use. He looked almost untouched, controlled, and powerful.

She came again, one long moan that went on and on. With a loud grunt, he slammed into her one last time, unloading himself inside her. He held himself there as his balls tightened and his shaft throbbed. I let myself come, the orgasm washing over me so intensely that I would have collapsed to the floor if I hadn’t been leaning against the door frame.

Quiet descended over the room. All I could hear was Ivy whimpering as she lay motionless on the bench.

Mr Smith slowly pulled out with a wet sound, his cock softening slightly. A flood of cum followed it, pouring down her ass crack onto the bench and then dripping to the floor. He tucked himself back into his pants, barely out of breath.

“When will the flowers for the church be ready?” he asked, smoothing his shirt.

“Tomorrow,” whispered Ivy, still lying there motionless, hardly able to speak.

“Perfect. See you then,” he said. He marched past me, still quivering in the doorway.

“Good day,” he nodded to me, as if I hadn’t just witnessed him completely destroy my boss.

“Goodbye, Mr Smith,” I called, but he was already out the door.


Chapter Four




Ivy didn’t move for at least fifteen minutes. She just lay there on the workbench, leaking cum. I kept an eye on the shop and served the few customers who came in. Finally, Ivy staggered shakily through the curtain, eyes glassy, skin flushed, and leaning heavily against the wall. Her tank top was still twisted, and one of her breasts had slipped free.

“Mr Smith is one of our VIPs,” she said, her voice still a little hoarse. She reached for a bottle of water and drained half of it.

I looked her over, smirking. “Very Important Penis?”

“Exactly,” she laughed. “He’s been in quite a lot recently. The wedding is this weekend.”

“Maybe I could help him tomorrow?” I asked, my tone light, but my voice hopeful.

“I think it’s best I handle him,” she said, slightly haughtily. “But you deserve a reward for your hard work this morning. Go and find Ash, he’ll be in one of the greenhouses. Tell him I sent you.”

“Ash?”

“He’s responsible for the flowers that we grow here ourselves,” she said, trying to smooth her hair and failing.

“Er… okay.”

I headed through the backroom and out into the bright sunlight. The shop was set at the front of a large plot of land, right on the highway. Behind stretched rows of large greenhouses.

I wandered past the first few. Each one was dense with color: roses, dahlias, and neat rows of lavender. One was full of expensive-looking orchids. There was nobody to be seen. Just the buzz of bees and the distant sound of traffic.

Then I heard something. A soft clang of tools and a shuffle of boots. I followed the sound and stepped into the third greenhouse. At the end, there was a man crouched by a trough full of carnations. He wore battered jeans and a sleeveless tee, both stained with dirt and sweat. His arms were lean but toned, and his neck glistened in the heat. He had shaggy brown hair that curled just above his collar.

He blinked when he saw me.

“Oh… hi. Are you… the new girl?” He sounded a little nervous.

“Molly,” I said, stepping closer. “Ivy said to come find you.”

“Oh. Uh. Right.” He wiped his hands on a towel and straightened up, suddenly very aware that I was wearing nothing but an apron with bare legs and clearly no bra. He actually blushed.

“Ivy said I deserved a reward,” I added.

He turned a brighter shade of red. “Right. Um… okay. We can… yeah.”

He stepped closer, then hesitated. “Just… do you actually… want to? I always feel like it’s taking advantage of the free-use girls.”

I smiled. “You’re sweet.”

I took his hand and placed it on my hip, just under the apron string. Then, holding his wrist, I slid his hand under the apron and over my bush.

I leaned in close to his ear. “Fuck me,” I whispered.

He didn’t need any more encouragement.

Ash leaned in and kissed me, soft at first, and a little nervous. When I pressed closer and opened my mouth, he groaned and deepened it. His hand found my wet folds, and he pushed two thick fingers into my pussy.

The greenhouse was stifling, every breath humid and heavy. We were both already coated in a thin layer of sweat and water from the plant misters. I pulled his shirt off, revealing more sweat-covered skin, and tugged at his belt.

His jeans dropped to his ankles, and his cock sprang free, thicker than I expected for such a skinny guy, already flushed and hard. I wrapped my fingers around it and gave a slow stroke, enjoying the way he shuddered.

“Where should we…?” he asked.

I looked around. There was a long, wooden potting bench covered in soil and fallen petals.

“Sit there,” I told him. He seemed like he needed me to take charge.

Ash blinked, then nodded quickly and backed up to perch on the edge of the potting bench, dirt smearing his ass and the backs of his thighs. His cock stood stiff and needy, twitching slightly as I stepped between his legs.

I pulled the strings on my apron and slipped it off over my head. He looked at my naked body, wide-eyed and hungry.

I knelt down in the dirt in front of him, feeling my knees sink into it. I kept my eyes on him as I leaned in, tongue flicking across the flushed head of his cock. He gasped, his hands gripping the bench. I smiled, then took him deeper, slowly and deliberately, until the thick length of him slid against the back of my throat.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

I moaned softly, the vibration making him groan. One of his hands found my hair, cautious at first, then firmer as I bobbed my head. I worked him with long strokes, tongue teasing the underside, my hands gripping the base and his balls. He was thick, and I loved the way his legs tensed every time I took him deep.

I pulled off with a wet pop and smiled up at him. I stood, wiped the back of my hand across my mouth, and straddled his lap, rubbing my clit up and down his shaft. He groaned again, his hands going to my ass cheeks.

I put my arms around his neck. “Do you want it inside me?” I whispered in his ear.

“Yes,” he groaned. I felt his cock twitch between my legs.

“Do you want your thick cock inside my soaking-wet cunt?” I asked him again.

“Yes. Please,” he said, starting to sound desperate.

I moved up slightly, letting the head of his cock nestle right against my opening.

“Say it.”

“Please,” he begged. “Please, fuck me.”

I sank onto him with a slow, greedy roll of my hips. We both moaned. I started riding him, slow at first, but so deep I could feel him completely fill me. His hands gripped my ass tightly, spreading me as my lips stretched tight around his shaft. His eyes were wide, watching my breasts bounce with every thrust.

The greenhouse was stifling now, sunlight pouring through the glass, sweat trickling down the small of my back and between my breasts. The smell of soil, pollen, and sex filled the air. Ash started thrusting up into me, finding a rhythm. Our bodies slapped together, wet and loud, and I leaned back slightly, grinding my clit against his pelvis with every bounce.

“Fuck, Molly,” he gasped. “You feel so good.”

I was close already. The heat, the fullness, the contrast between his shyness and the way he was fucking up into me pushed me right over the edge. My orgasm hit hard, making me go light-headed and collapse on top of him as he continued to thrust into me.

Ash grunted, lifting me and lowering me down to the greenhouse floor, planting me firmly on my back between two long rows of potted flowers, his cock still buried inside me. He pinned my legs back and thrust deep. My mouth fell open in a broken moan. His cock filled me fast and hard, his body pressing me into the ground, and I felt the grit of soil grinding into my back, sticking to the sweat already slicking my skin.

It was like something had snapped inside him now, and his shyness vanished. He started fucking me hard, pounding me urgently. I arched against him, crying out with each thrust. Dirt stuck to my back, to the backs of my thighs. I was sweaty and filthy, and loving every second of it.

“Use me…” I gasped. “Fuck me…”

He shifted, pushing my knees back, opening me wider. The new angle was devastating. I felt every inch of him, deep and relentless, rubbing over my G-spot. My moans turned into gasps, then whimpers, my voice shaking as a second orgasm built quickly.

I clenched hard around him again, body tensing under his, toes curling in the air. My climax tore through me like a wave as I came harder than before. I squirted at the same time, spraying his stomach with clear liquid, hearing the wet sounds as he pounded into me.

“Fuck,” Ash gasped. “I’m going to come.”

“Come on me,” I panted.

He pulled out, dick throbbing. He grabbed it, gave it one long stroke, and exploded all over me. Long, thick lines of cum, painting patterns up my stomach, my tits, and my flushed neck. More and more, warm and wet against my skin.

“Fuck,” he groaned, sitting back on his heels and giving his cock a last few strokes.

Both of us were panting heavily, our bodies filthy and soaked. The greenhouse was quiet again. Just the hum of insects and the distant rustle of leaves.

When I could walk, I staggered unsteadily back to the shop. Ivy looked me up and down with an amused look on her face. I was a state, covered in dirt, sweat, and cum. There were leaves in my hair, and my knees and ass were black with soil.

“You found Ash, then?”

“Yes. Er… do you have a shower?”

She laughed. “There’s one out the back, just cold water mind.”

“Sounds perfect,” I replied.


Chapter Five




The outdoor shower was next to the first greenhouse, barely more than a pipe sticking out of a corrugated wall, with a wooden slat platform underfoot and a partial screen on one side. But it would do.

I turned the tap. There was a rattling in the pipes, and then a burst of freezing cold water shot out and hit me square in the chest.

“Shit!” I gasped, staggering back half a step, goose bumps exploding across my skin. My nipples stiffened and puckered up. It was cold and bracing. But after the humid greenhouse heat, the shock felt wonderful. I stood still, shivering, arms at my sides, and let the water run down my body. It washed the dirt from my back, the dried sweat from my thighs, and left streaks of Ash’s cum sliding down my stomach.

I tilted my head back into the stream, eyes closed.

That’s when I heard it. A throat clearing. I opened my eyes and saw two men standing right in front of me, leering at my naked body.

The first was tall and thin, with a fox-like grin and a half-buttoned hi-vis vest. His brown curls were flattened slightly under a backwards cap, and he leaned casually against the fence like this was the most normal thing in the world.

The other was short but huge, thick arms, thick neck, wearing tight work shorts and steel-toe boots, with a cigarette clamped between his teeth.

“Got a delivery for you, love,” said the tall one.

Ivy hadn’t warned me about a delivery.

“Where’s the usual girl?” asked the short one, staring openly at my bush. But I didn’t cover up, I felt a thrill run through my body at them looking at me.

“She’s on vacation,” I answered. “Can you pass me that towel, please?”

The tall one passed me my towel, and I started to rub myself dry. “Where do you want it then?” he asked.

I felt a flutter between my legs. “Excuse me?”

“Where do you want the delivery? It’s sacks of potting compost, gravel, and a couple of sand.” The short one dropped the cigarette to the gravel and ground it out under his boot.

“Oh, right.” I looked around for Ivy, but she must have been busy with a customer. “Just put it in the back room with the rest, I guess.”

With a quick, backward glance at my naked body, they headed back to their truck. I watched as they hauled heavy sacks back and forth, depositing them in a pile in the storeroom. Their muscles flexed every time they lifted one up onto their shoulders. After the first couple, they both stripped off their tops, tanned bodies glistening with sweat and muscles rippling. I stood there, helplessly turned on, my pussy dripping once again.

When they’d finished, the tall one wiped his forehead with his hand, then turned and gave me a wicked grin. “Gonna need a signature.”

“A signature?” I echoed, brain foggy with lust.

“Yeah,” said the big one. “Paperwork’s in the cab.”

I wrapped the towel tighter around myself and padded barefoot across the gravel toward the truck. The tall one opened the passenger door and climbed up to rummage through the glove box. “Here we go,” he said, pulling out a clipboard.

“I’m Mike,” said the tall one, as I scribbled my signature on each sheet of paper.

“Hi Mike,” I said, giving him a sexy smile.

“I’m Chad,” said the short one.

“Nice to meet you. Molly.”

Chad leaned against the truck next to me. “So are you… covering all the duties of the other girl?”

God, my pussy was aching now. I knew exactly what was coming, and I couldn’t wait.

“I certainly am.” I blew him an air kiss.

I went to hand the clipboard back to Mike, but he managed to drop it. “Oops,” he smirked.

I bent over to pick it up. Chad was already behind me, lifting the towel and spreading my cheeks with his hands. “Fuck, Mike, natural pussy, and it’s already dripping.” He crouched behind me. “Shit, you’ve got it running down your thighs.”

Mike stepped in close, loosening his belt and dropping his pants. He pulled out his cock, hard and curved. “Let’s see what your mouth can do.”

I opened eagerly, tongue out. He grabbed the back of my head and fed me his dick slowly, until it was deep in my throat. Meanwhile, I felt the blunt head of Chad’s cock against my pussy lips. One firm thrust, and he stretched me open, slamming his thick cock deep inside me. I cried out around Mike’s length.

“Fucking hell,” Chad groaned. “She’s even tighter than the other little slut.”

I braced my hands on my knees as the two delivery men fucked me from both ends. Chad’s thrusts were brutal, slamming into me with a heavy, workmanlike rhythm. His cock stretched me wide, and I moaned shamelessly, my bare breasts swinging freely beneath me.

Mike’s hand moved to my chin, holding me as he fucked my mouth. “You like getting used on your first day?”

I moaned around him, eyes rolling up in my head as spit poured down my chin.

The big one pulled out suddenly. “Put her on the back of the truck.”

They lifted me easily onto the flatbed truck, legs spread wide. Mike moved between my legs and sank his cock all the way inside me. Chad moved next to me, his fingers roughly pressing against my clit. I came hard, back arching, body jerking, my cunt spasming around Mike’s dick as Chad’s fingers rubbed my clit like he was trying to force a second orgasm right on top of the first.

Mike pulled out slowly, grinning as he smacked my ass. “Up. Get on top.”

He sat back on the truck bed, legs spread, cock glistening with my slick arousal.

I was dazed from being fucked, but I crawled onto him and sank down onto his cock with a needy whimper, thighs trembling as I filled myself again. My hands went to his shoulders, breasts swinging as I began to ride him, each bounce wet and messy, my cunt sucking him in greedily.

I felt Chad move behind me and line himself up. One hand spread my ass, the other gripping my hip. He dropped a thick load of spit drip onto my waiting hole. Then the head of his cock pressed against it. He pushed forward, slow but steady, and I gasped, body stretching to take him. Inch by thick inch, he filled my ass until I was impaled on both of them. Mike was buried in my pussy, and Chad shoved all the way into my ass.

I could hardly breathe; I felt so full.

“Fuuuck,” Mike groaned. “You feel that? She’s fucking shaking.”

Chad growled behind me. “Tight as anything. Filthy little fuckhole.”

They started to move with opposite rhythms, cocks driving into me in both stretched holes, and my brain just melted. I collapsed forward onto Mike’s chest, moaning into his neck as the truck rocked beneath us. They fucked me hard and relentlessly, like I was just a toy to fill and use. My mouth hung open, no words left, only gasps and cries and whimpers as they took me.

I came again, harder than before. My whole body clamped down, convulsing between them, juices squirting around Mike’s cock as Chad slammed deep into my ass, forcing every wave of pleasure to hit harder.

“Good girl,” Chad grunted. “Fucking take it.”

“I’m going to fill her,” Mike said.

He gripped my hips tightly as his cock twitched inside me and he pumped my pussy full of warm, sticky cum. Seconds later, Chad slammed into me one last time, cock pulsing as he emptied himself into my ass, his groan loud in my ear.

I collapsed onto Mike, my body twitching, both holes clenching and leaking.

They climbed off and helped me down from the truck.

“We’d better be getting off to our next delivery then,” said Mike, giving me a stinging slap on my ass.

“Here’s your copy of the paperwork,” said Chad, tearing the top sheet off the clipboard.

“Thank you,” I managed to croak.

They climbed into the cab, and the truck bumped off down the dirt track, back to the highway.

I stumbled back into the storeroom, still naked. Ivy was there looking at the new pile of sacks.

“There was a delivery,” I said.

She looked me up and down, especially at the cum streaming down my inner thighs. “So I see,” she smirked.


Chapter Six




The next morning, I returned to work with a spring in my step. I was starting to enjoy working at the florist. Not just the sex, but the place itself. The scent of flowers, the warm light filtering through the dusty front windows, and even the humidity of the greenhouses.

However, any fun would have to wait; there was hard work to be done first. Ivy had me out back early, trimming stems and building up the wedding bouquets. There were buckets of pale roses, ranunculus, sprigs of jasmine, and eucalyptus. The scent was thick and sweet, clinging to my skin even as my hands became wet with flower sap.

“Mr. Smith will be in straight after lunch,” Ivy reminded me as she handed me another bundle to arrange. “Everything has to be perfect.”

She didn’t need to remind me, I hadn’t stopped thinking about him. That movie-star face. That suit. The way he’d handled Ivy and forced the orgasms out of her.

“You're looking dreamy,” Ivy said, giving me a look as she slid a long white rose into place. “Thinking about Mr. Smith?”

I didn’t deny it.

Right after lunch, the bell over the shop door chimed, and my head snapped up. There he was. God. Even hotter than before. This time, he wasn’t wearing a jacket, and his shirt sleeves were rolled to his elbows, revealing veined forearms and a heavy wristwatch that cost more than my entire year’s salary.

“Morning, Ivy,” he said. His eyes flicked briefly toward me before locking back onto hers.

“Mr. Smith,” she purred. “You’re early.”

“I wanted to check the arrangements before the final pickup.”

“Of course,” said Ivy, patting her hair to make sure it was in place. “Anything for our most valued client. Follow me.”

They disappeared through the doorway, the strip curtain flapping closed behind them. I wasn’t jealous, I told myself. I managed to resist for two whole minutes. Just a peek. I pushed one corner aside and peered through.

The back room was filled with flower crates and wedding centerpieces, but my eyes went straight to Mr Smith. He was standing casually in the middle of the room with his pants around his ankles. Ivy was kneeling on the ground in front of him, his immense cock completely down her throat. Her lips were pressed tightly against his body. Her eyes were wide and streaming, looking up at him as saliva streamed down her chin.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Now lick my balls.”

Ivy’s mouth was almost already as wide as it would go, but she managed to open it a little more and push her tongue out along the underside of his shaft. Struggling not to gag, she licked at his balls.

“Good girl,” he said.

Mr Smith glanced over in my direction, met my eyes, and smirked. Then, focusing back on Ivy, he finally let her slide off his cock. She knelt panting on the floor, gasping for air.

“Go and get your vibrator,” he ordered her.

She scrambled to her feet, hastening to obey. She hurried to a drawer under the workbench and pulled out a large wand vibrator. With shaking fingers, she plugged the cord into an outlet above the bench.

“Do you remember your safe word?” he asked.

“Pansy,” she whispered.

“Turn around,” he said.

Ivy did as she was told, presenting herself. She bent forward over the bench, pulling her skirt up and spreading her legs. He stepped behind her and pressed the head of the wand between her thighs. The buzz filled the room immediately.

Ivy jerked. Her hips twitched against the bench, and she let out a helpless, ragged moan. “F… fuck…”

“Quiet,” he said.

She bit her lip, trying to obey.

He adjusted his stance, lined himself up, and shoved inside her in one smooth, merciless thrust.

Ivy gasped, her back arching and her eyes rolling up in her head as he buried his cock deep in her soaking cunt. He held her there for a moment, completely filled, utterly controlled, then switched the wand up to a higher setting.

She came instantly, screaming and shaking.

Her knees buckled, but he caught her easily, one hand wrapped around her hip, the other still holding the wand tight to her pussy as he started to fuck her, hard and fast.

I buried my fingers inside my cunt and started finger-fucking myself furiously, imagining what it would be like to be her.

He kept the vibrator pressed firmly to her clit, even as he drove into her from behind, cock pounding, hips slamming against her ass with every thrust. Her whole body jolted forward with each one, pinned between the buzzing wand and his thick, relentless cock.

Ivy screamed through her second orgasm, legs trembling, body sagging against the bench.

He didn’t stop.

“Keep count,” he growled.

“T… two…” she choked out.

The third came fast; her body couldn’t fight it. She sobbed as she came again, her voice hoarse, her arousal streaming down her thighs.

“Three,” she gasped.

Then the fourth.

“F… ur.” She barely managed the number before collapsing forward, her arms slipping off the bench, hair sticking to her flushed cheeks.

When he got to eight, Mr. Smith paused only long enough to place the vibrator on the workbench.

Then he slid his cock from her dripping pussy, spit once, and without hesitation, pressed the head against her ass. He pushed forward, and she let out a strangled moan as he forced his way in, inch by inch, until he was buried to the base.

That was enough to push me over the edge, and I came, shaking against the doorway. This man was too much. I needed him to fuck me like I’d never needed anyone before.

He started to move again, short, brutal thrusts, balls slapping her slick cunt. Her moans turned to broken gasps, her face pressed to the bench, fingers clawing at the wood as he used her rear entrance. She came again, without the wand this time, just from his cock in her ass. Mr. Smith increased his pace, taking her roughly. Suddenly, he groaned deep in his throat as he emptied himself in her ass, every twitch of his cock forcing another little shudder from her ruined body.

He withdrew, watching the mess drip from her.

Then he turned, pulled up his pants, and walked toward the curtain again.

I scrambled back into the shop, chest heaving.

“See you tomorrow,” he said. Then he paused, as if seeing me properly for the first time. He looked me up and down, my body naked and covered only by the apron. I squirmed under his gaze, desperate for him to touch me.

“Hmm,” he said thoughtfully. Then he turned and left, the doorbell chiming as the door slammed shut behind him.

When Ivy shakily emerged from the backroom thirty minutes later, I had a cup of coffee ready for her.


Chapter Seven




That afternoon, I worked hard minding the shop. At around three o’clock, Ivy appeared from the back room with a tray of hot drinks.

“This is for the flower arranging class,” Ivy said. “They’re out in the big shed behind the herb beds. Just be helpful, be polite… and try to keep your apron on for a little while.”

I narrowed my eyes. “What sort of group is it?”

Ivy smiled a sly smile that usually meant something was not quite what it seemed. “It’s a weekly thing. Local women. Mostly married. Mostly bored.”

“Hmm,” I said, suspiciously.

She waved me toward the door. “Just bring them their tea. See if they need help with anything. And don’t underestimate them.”

I made my way across the garden to the largest of the old sheds, converted inside with strings of fairy lights, trestle tables, and bundles of cut flowers in tall vases.

Inside, eight women were already gathered around the long tables covered in cut stems, scissors, string, and empty vases. All of them looked… normal. Middle-aged with neat hair and confident, well-spoken voices. A few wore smart blouses, one was in yoga gear. Some of the older ones wore frumpy summer dresses.

“Hello, ladies,” I said, placing the tray on the wooden table. “Tea?”

They greeted me with a chorus of smiles and pleasantries.

“Oh, aren’t you darling,” cooed one with a cropped blonde bob and red nails.

“You must be the new girl,” said one of the older ones, peering at me over her glasses.

I smiled politely and pointed to the tray. “Teas all round. Anything stronger, you’ll have to ask Ivy.”

There was a ripple of laughter.

“We keep it civil to start with,” said the bob-haired one. “After that, anything goes.”

For the next few minutes, everything really did seem wholesome. They discussed composition, stem angles, and the importance of greenery as a frame. I helped one woman bind the base of her bouquet with twine, holding it steady while she fussed with eucalyptus sprigs.

“Firm grip,” she said, glancing up. “That’s a good skill to have around here.”

More giggling.

“Don’t underestimate a well-handled stem,” cackled another.

“Oh, I never do.”

“You’ve got to be careful not to get pollen down the front of your dress, though,” laughed blonde-bob.

The innuendos came thick and fast.

The touches were subtle at first. A hand on my elbow that lingered too long. Someone brushing imaginary petals off my shoulder, even though there weren’t any. Another gently tugged at the hem of my apron, pretending to admire the stitching.

The one with her silver hair tied up in a bun reached out and ran a hand down the edge of my apron, brushing my bare hip where the fabric didn’t quite cover. “No uniform under that?”

I blinked. “Uh… no.”

“Just like the regular girl, then?”

I nodded. Surely the flower arranging club doesn’t like a bit of free use?

One of them, tall and severe-looking in a black turtleneck, gestured me over to help tie a bouquet. As I leaned across to adjust the twine, her hand slipped smoothly across the curve of my ass.

Her nails scratched lightly against my skin, dangerously close to my pussy.

“You smell like sex and flowers,” she said. “It’s quite intoxicating.”

Before I realised what was happening, my apron strings were being undone… by multiple hands.

The apron slipped from my body.

I stood there naked in the middle of the shed, surrounded by women old enough to know exactly what they wanted. And they wanted me.

The first mouth closed around my nipple, slow and teasing. Another woman dropped to her knees in front of me, kissing her way up my thigh until her tongue found my slick, aching folds. I gasped, knees buckling slightly.

“Lay her down,” someone said.

They pulled me gently down onto the hay bales in the corner of the shed, hands everywhere, stroking, teasing, spreading me open. Fingers dipped inside me. Lips closed around my clit.

Before long, I was in the middle of a full-blown lesbian orgy. They passed me around like a treat. One woman rode my face while another sat on my hand, guiding my fingers deep inside her. I was licked, sucked, fucked with fingers and a glass toy that might actually have been a flower vase.

At one point, two of them held my legs apart while a third edged me with her tongue, over and over, denying me again and again while I begged shamelessly.

By the end of it, I was flat on my back on a hay bale, soaked and ruined, lipstick smudged across my stomach, a necklace of bite marks blooming across my collarbone.

“Right,” sighed one of them, stretching luxuriously. “Let’s see if we can finish those flower arrangements.”

They helped me up and handed me back my apron.

“Another round of tea would be lovely,” said the one with the blonde bob.

When I stumbled back into the shop, hair full of hay and legs shaking, Ivy barely looked up from the till.

“I told you not to underestimate them,” she smirked.


Chapter Eight




The next day, when I arrived for work, Ivy was already flying around the shop like a hurricane in a tie-dye skirt.

“Where’s my clipboard?” she muttered, hair loose and wild around her shoulders. “Did you move it?”

“Nope,” I said. “Still on the shelf by the fridge.”

She snatched it up with a grateful sigh. “Bless you. The wholesalers didn’t send the cut roses. Again. I called twice yesterday. They said, ‘They’re on the truck.’ Well, guess what? No truck.. Anyway, I’m going to have to drive over and get them myself.”

“Don’t worry, I can watch the shop,” I said, slipping out of my dress and tying the apron over my naked body.

Ivy glanced at the clock, biting her lip. “Fuck, Mr Smith is coming to collect his wedding flowers. I don’t want to miss that.”

I raised an eyebrow. “I could always…”

“No,” she said, grabbing her keys from the counter. “I should be back. He said lunchtime. But if he turns up early… do not let him leave.”

“Right, got it,” I smirked. “I’ll take excellent care of him.” I was getting wet just thinking about taking care of him.

But Ivy wasn’t listening; she was already halfway out the door. The bell jingled behind her, and then she was gone, tires crunching over the gravel as her car pulled onto the highway.

I’d barely finished making a coffee when the bell chimed again. There he was. Mr. Smith. Looking as perfect as ever. My stomach flipped, and my heart started hammering in my chest. And this time, he hadn’t come alone. Two other men flanked him, tall, cocky, and immaculately tailored. One had sandy-blond hair slicked back, the other was darker, with a square jaw and thick arms barely contained by his expensive-looking shirt. They all carried that same effortless confidence of very rich, very attractive men.

And Ivy was gone. It was my turn.

“Good morning,” I said, stepping around the counter to make sure they saw my bare behind. “You’re here for the wedding flowers?”

Mr. Smith looked around, then met my eyes with that same slight smirk. “That’s right. I’ve brought my groomsmen to help. Where’s Ivy?”

“She had to pop out. Something urgent at the supplier.”

His gaze lingered on me for a second. “So I’m in your hands.”

“Yes,” I squeaked. My pulse was racing, and I could feel myself already leaking down my thighs.

“And do you have the responsibilities I think you have, judging from your uniform?” she asked, stepping closer.

“Yes, Mr Smith,” I said. I realized I was practically panting with arousal. “I’m here to help you and your friends with your every need.”

“Excellent,” he said, his eyes curving into a warm smile as he looked me up and down. “I don’t think we’ll need Ivy at all. Why don’t you close the shop for a few moments, while we… check everything.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, walking to the door and slipping the open sign around. I could feel their eyes on my naked ass.

When I turned back around, Mr. Smith was still watching me with that calm, confident smile. Like he already knew exactly how this was going to go.

He gestured casually to the two men beside him.

“This is Pete,” he said, nodding to the lean blond one. Pete gave me a smirk and a wink. “And Jack.”

Jack just gave me a slow once-over like he was already imagining me dripping down his cock.

“And what’s your name?” Mr Smith asked.

“Molly, sir,” I said.

“Do you like sucking cock, Molly?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then get on your knees.”

I dropped instantly to the wooden floor. I was face to face with a line of expensive pants and growing bulges.

Mr. Smith undid his belt first; no rush, just confident fingers working open the buckle and zipper. Pete followed, grinning as he shoved his pants down, cock already thick and rising. Jack was slower, deliberate, undoing the top button and sliding his zip down with a quiet rasp that made my stomach flip.

Then I was surrounded.

Three beautiful cocks, different sizes, different shapes, all hard and waiting. Pete’s was thick and elegant, perfectly trimmed. Jack’s was longer, slightly curved, and uncut. Mr Smith’s was just… big. Heavy, widest in the middle, and fucking long.

I reached out with both hands, stroking Pete and Jack at the same time, then leaned forward and took Mr. Smith into my mouth, slowly, letting him fill me inch by inch. My lips stretched around him, cheeks hollowing as I sucked him deep.

“Good girl,” he murmured, brushing a thumb across my cheek.

I moaned around his cock, already soaked.

When I pulled back, I turned to Pete next, kissing the tip, then taking him into my throat. He let out a low hiss of pleasure, one hand sliding into my hair, guiding me just how he liked it.

Then Jack. Jack didn’t wait. He gripped the base of his cock and fed it to me himself, watching with intense, dark eyes as my lips stretched wide to take him. He held my face in one hand and fucked my mouth until my eyes were watering and spit ran down my cleavage.

They passed me between them, casually, like I belonged to them, on my knees between bouquets and display shelves, gagging softly on cock. My cunt was aching, clenching at nothing, desperate to be filled, and I didn’t have to wait long.

Mr. Smith’s hand curled into my hair and pulled me up from the floor, gently, but firm enough that I gasped as I rose. He pulled the ties on the apron and carefully removed it.

“I want to feel how tight you are,” he said, looking down at my trimmed bush. “I’m going to make you come multiple times. It can be a bit… intense. Tell me your safe word.”

“Um…” I looked around the shop for inspiration. “Bucket,” I said, then blushed at how stupid I was.

“Bucket it is,” he smirked. “Now get on the counter and open your legs.”

I sat on the counter next to the till, heart racing. I opened my legs, my soaking gash leaking arousal down my ass.

“Wider,” he said.

I spread my legs wider, lifting them up, fully exposed to the three men.

He grabbed my thighs and pulled me to the edge, lining himself up. His massive cock pressed against my opening.

He pushed into me in one slow, hard stroke.

I cried out, back arching. He was thick and deep, and didn’t stop until he was fully inside me. He held himself there, letting me feel every inch, letting my body tremble around him.

“F-fuck…” I whimpered.

“God, she’s tight,” groaned Mr Smith. “What a perfect little cockslut.”

Pete stepped to one side and bent to take one of my nipples into his mouth, sucking hard. His other hand found the other breast, pinching, rough, and urgent. Jack came to the other side, sliding a hand between my thighs. His fingers found my clit instantly, already swollen and twitching. He rubbed firmly, using all his fingers in a circular motion. Mr. Smith started to fuck me harder.

The counter shook. My moans went high and wild. The pleasure was all over my body, the thick cock stretching me, the fingers on my clit, the mouth on my nipples. I couldn’t tell where one sensation ended and the next began.

My orgasm hit fast and hard, my body shuddering as I came. But instead of letting me recover, they increased the pace, increased the pressure. No sooner had the waves of ecstasy passed than I felt another climax building rapidly.

Jack didn’t stop rubbing. Pete didn’t stop sucking. Mr. Smith just growled and drove into me harder, deeper, until my legs were shaking. I came even harder the second time, fingers scrabbling for purchase on the counter.

“Another one,” Mr Smith growled.

The next one nearly made me pass out. But finally, he pulled out, his cock soaked with my release.

“I think it’s time my groomsmen had a turn,” he said.

Mr Smith grabbed an upright, wooden chair from against the wall, and placed it in the center of the room. Pete sat down, his throbbing cock standing upright.

“Ride him,” Mr Smith said.

I walked over on shaking legs and straddled him. His cock slipped easily into my ruined cunt. His hands went to my ass, guiding me up and down as I started to fuck him. Jack moved behind me, crouching slightly to guide his dick to my rear entrance.

I could feel the thick pressure of Jack’s tip teasing my asshole. He spat once, then rubbed it in with his fingers, spreading me gently, circling until I was twitching and whimpering. He pushed inside. My body tensed, then opened for him, inch by inch, until he was fully inside me. I gasped, one hand grabbing Pete’s shoulder, the other bracing against the back of the chair. I loved having two dicks inside me at the same time, stretched and full. They both began to move, setting a punishing rhythm that had me sandwiched between them, double-stuffed, stretched to my limit.

Mr Smith looked on, stroking his cock in long, slow movements. “Such a greedy little slut,” he smirked.

I couldn’t speak. My brain had melted. I just moaned, loud and wrecked, letting them use me. Every movement sent shockwaves of pleasure spiraling through my core.

The two men fucked me harder, the pressure building inside me. Mr Smith grabbed my face, forcing open my mouth and pushing two of his fingers inside.

“You’re going to come,” he said.

I tried to nod, my eyes glazed. And then he fed me his cock, claiming the last part of me. I was completely filled, throat, cunt, and ass, moaning like a porn star on full volume. I came hard, my cunt clenching around Pete’s shaft as my ass spasmed on Jack’s.

Jack groaned and slammed deep, coming with a grunt. I could feel his cock throbbing inside me, filling my ass with hot pulses. Pete followed, shoving up hard and spilling inside me. Mr. Smith held my face still and came in my mouth, flooding my throat with thick, salty cum. I swallowed greedily, shaking from the overload of sensation.

When they were done, I collapsed against Pete’s chest, cock-drunk and breathless. Jack pulled out with a slow, filthy slide, his cum leaking down my thighs.

Mr. Smith stroked my hair gently. “You did so well,” he said softly. “Such a good girl.”

I smiled, dazed and wrecked. “Do you think Ivy will be mad?”

He laughed. “Don’t worry, I’ll make sure she gets her turn next time.”

The three men were already pulling up their pants and fastening their belts.

“Right,” said Mr Smith, “Let’s get these flowers loaded into the car. We’ve got a wedding to go to.”

THE END
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Free Use At The Flight School


A Filthy And Fun Free Use Adventure



Chapter One




The smell of frying bacon drifted upstairs as I finished touching up my makeup in the mirror. Down below, I could hear Ben clattering pans. My lovely husband, always making sure I was fed before I got sent off to a new temp job.

I padded downstairs to the kitchen. He looked up from the stove, grinning when he saw the ridiculous little outfit I’d chosen: a cropped red tee, denim hotpants barely covering my ass, and knee-high socks with stripes. I tossed my blonde hair over my shoulder and sent him an air-kiss.

“Jesus Christ,” he said, spatula in hand. “That’s what you’re wearing to your first day at the flight school?”

“Apparently so,” I said, reaching for a mug of coffee. “I’m not sure what I’ll be doing, to be honest. But you know the rules…”

“Free use,” he finished for me, his grin widening.

I nodded, sipping. “Anyone who wants me.”

“And they won’t be able to wait to peel down those hot pants,” he said, already getting turned on.

I giggled and rolled my eyes. He was always like this before I started a new job. Ben put down the spatula and came over, eyes already locked on the way my large tits strained the little crop top.

He pressed me against the counter before I could even sit down. “I like knowing you’re going to come home stretched and dripping, telling me everything that happened.” His hand slid straight down the front of my shorts. His fingers brushed my bush and dipped between my folds, already finding me wet.

“Ben,” I gasped, clinging to his arm.

“You’re soaked already.” He groaned against my neck. “How long until you have to be at the airport?”

I glanced at the clock. “Fifty minutes.”

“I only need two.”

He turned me around and pushed me against the counter, tugging my shorts and panties down to my thighs in one swift yank. His cock was already hard, tenting his joggers. He pulled it out, thick and ready. “Got to fill you up before those hot flight instructors get their turn.”

I stuck my ass out for him, giving it a little wiggle. I whimpered as the blunt head of his cock pressed against me, and then he drove inside with one hard thrust. My back arched, the counter digging into my hips as he buried himself deep.

“God, yes,” I moaned, clutching at the counter.

He fucked me urgently, hips slamming against my thighs, each thrust hard and needy. His breath was hot against my neck. “How many of them are you going to let use you?”

“No idea… any of them… all of them…” I panted as he pounded into me.

“Do you think they’ll fuck you on an actual plane?”

“No idea… I hope so… god, fuck… yes, like that…”

His hand reached around, finding my clit and pressing two fingers to it. He circled it roughly, pulling me back onto his cock. I moaned again, arching my back even more.

My orgasm hit fast, my cunt clenching around him as he drove into me. He groaned, teeth against my shoulder, and with one final thrust, he emptied himself inside me, cock pulsing as cum flooded me. My legs went weak as I bent over the counter, shaking like crazy.

We stood there for a few seconds, panting. When he pulled out, I felt his cum run down my thigh.

“Perfect,” he murmured, pulling my shorts back up over the mess.

I kissed him, laughing breathlessly. “I love you.”

“Shit,” he said, suddenly, leaping back to save the bacon, which was starting to burn in the pan.

I just giggled, sitting down to wait for my breakfast.


Chapter Two




When I got to the airport, I collected my security lanyard from the gate and found the hangar where the flight school was based. The place smelled like jet fuel, grease, and coffee. A handful of men were already there, dressed in crisp white shirts with epaulettes on their shoulders, black ties, and neatly pressed pants. The pilots. They looked every bit the part: clean-cut, professional, and very aware of how hot they were. Their eyes landed on me the second I walked through the door.

“Hi,” I said brightly, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear as I smiled at them.

One of the instructors stepped forward. He looked like he was the most senior, probably in his early fifties, with flecks of grey in his dark hair and neatly trimmed beard. His name tag read Captain Harris. His eyes ran over me shamelessly before he extended his hand.

“You must be the new temp,” he said, his voice smooth and commanding. “Not exactly dressed for office work, are you?”

I shook his hand, batting my lashes. “Guess I was dressing more for the free-use side of the role.”

That earned me a ripple of laughter from the others. But their attention never left my body, my bare thighs, the tight line of denim hugging my hips, the obvious outline of my nipples pressing against my crop top.

Captain Harris’s smile sharpened. “No worries. We like initiative around here. Why don’t you come with me? I’ll show you around and then introduce you to your boss, Janet. She’s in charge of all the bookings and flight plans, so I imagine you’ll be helping with that.”

As I followed Harris across the hangar, I caught the whispers of the other men behind us. They weren’t even pretending not to stare at my ass. My pulse quickened. Captain Harris was so hot, I just wanted him to take me right there.

He led me across the hangar, past a couple of small planes. When we came to a set of metal stairs, he let me go first. I could feel his eyes on my ass as we went up. At the top, a door opened up into an office.

“This is Janet,” he said.

Behind a wide desk stacked with binders sat a beautiful woman. She was mid-forties, maybe, but polished to perfection. Her ginger hair fell in glossy waves to her shoulders, framing a face with subtle eyeliner and bright red lips. She wore a tight white blouse that looked ready to burst at the buttons, her breasts so generous they made my own look modest. A pencil skirt hugged her hips and thighs, ending just above her knees.

She glanced up at me over the rim of her reading glasses. “So you’re the new girl,” she said. Her eyes swept me up and down, lingering on my hot pants. I felt my cheeks flush under her gaze. “I hope you’ve been keeping your hands to yourself, Captain Harris,” she smirked.

“As always, Janet. You know how I am with my hands. I remember you when you first started here as a free-use temp. You were every bit as needy as our new girl looks.”

Janet looked a bit flushed, crossing her legs tighter. “That’s true, Captain Harris, and I can still be needy when I want to be.”

Harris checked his watch. “Anyway,” he said, turning to me. “I’ve got a lesson now, but I thought I might take you out for a flight this afternoon, show you what we do here.”

“Oh my,” I replied, my heart pounding with excitement. “That would be wonderful.”

Janet sniggered. “If you’re getting the Mile High treatment later, then you’d better buckle down to some work this morning. I’ll show you how to file flight plans.”

And with that, Captain Harris left the office, the door clicking shut behind him, leaving me alone with Janet. She showed me to my desk and slid a binder across as she came around to my side. “Alright, let’s get you started. Nothing complicated, just filing the flight plans and making sure the bookings line up with available aircraft. Easy enough.”

She leaned over me to point at the computer screen. Her perfume washed over me, and with her blouse gaping, I had a perfect view straight down into her cleavage. Her tits looked even bigger from this angle, full and heavy, the lace of her bra just visible beneath the straining buttons.

“See this?” she murmured, one manicured finger sliding across the screen. “All the incoming students get entered here. Then we assign them an instructor…” Her voice slowed as she noticed me staring at her chest. Instead of pulling back, she smirked.

“You know what?” she said. “Fuck work. I doubt you can wait until this afternoon, and I know I can’t. Follow me.”

She straightened and swept toward the door, hips swaying, and heels clicking on the floor. My pulse quickened as I hurried after her, wondering what was going on.


Chapter Three




We went down the stairs and through the hangar until Janet pushed through a side door into one of the workshops. The air was heavy with the scent of oil and metal, the clang of tools echoing against the concrete walls.

Two mechanics looked up from where they were hunched over an engine block. They were broad, filthy with sweat and smears of black grease, their coveralls tied at the waist to show off their bare chests. Both of them froze when they saw Janet stride in with me trailing behind.

“Morning, boys,” Janet purred, leaning against the nearest workbench. She popped open the top couple of buttons on her blouse, and the swell of her cleavage spilled out a little more in the lacy bra. “I’ve brought you a treat.”

The mechanics exchanged a look, grinning like wolves, their eyes flicking between me and Janet.

“Janet,” one of them said, wiping his hands on a rag, “you’re too good to us.”

“Molly,” she said. “Meet Brad and Tony.”

Brad gave me a little salute. He had shaggy blonde hair, like a surfer. Tony was darker, with black hair and olive skin.

Janet tilted her head, beckoning me closer with one finger. As I moved closer, she unhooked two more buttons, her blouse gaping fully open. She grabbed the back of my neck, pulling me in for a long, sloppy kiss, with lots of tongue. I felt a rush of arousal between my legs, my panties getting instantly wet as I felt her tits squash against mine.

“Fuuuck,” murmured Brad, as if he’d never seen anything so sexy.

Janet spun me around so that I was facing the men, and she was behind me. Then she grabbed the hem of my crop top and lifted it over my head. I wasn’t wearing a bra, and my heavy tits dropped down. Janet threw my top to the side and grabbed hold of my breasts in both hands, giving them a good squeeze.

“She’s got great tits, eh, boys?”

“Fuck, yeah,” said Brad.

“Sure has,” agreed Tony.

“Shall we see if she knows what to do with her tongue?” she purred.

The guys nodded, eyes wide and hungry for the show.

With that, Janet hiked her skirt higher, then slipped her panties down her thighs until they dropped to the concrete floor. She stood proudly, one leg propped on the step of a rolling ladder, exposing herself. A gloriously thick ginger bush framed her cunt, glowing amber in the harsh workshop light. She was glistening, soaking wet, her curls matted with arousal, her pink folds flushed and open.

She spread herself with two fingers, giving the mechanics a perfect view. I could see arousal pooling in her pussy. “Get over here, Molly.”

I sank to my knees instantly, trembling with excitement. The scent of her arousal hit me first, and my mouth watered as I leaned in, tongue out, and gave her a long, slow lick from her clit down to her entrance.

Janet moaned loudly, pressing against my mouth. “Mmm… yes… just like that.”

I pressed my tongue deeper, pushing into her soaked cunt. Her taste filled my mouth; salty, sweet, and utterly addictive. I lapped hungrily, sucking her clit between my lips, then plunging my tongue as deep as I could.

Behind us, Brad groaned. “Jesus Christ, look at her eat that pussy.”

Tony’s voice was thick with lust. “Fuck, she’s really going for it.”

Janet tangled her fingers in my hair, grinding her hips against my mouth. “Ohhh… she’s a natural, boys. God, she’s making me come…” Her thighs trembled as I flicked her clit faster with the tip of my tongue, sucking hard while thrusting two fingers inside her.

She cried out, head thrown back, tits bouncing as her orgasm ripped through her. Her juices spilled over my chin as I licked and fingered her, drinking down everything she gave me.

When her spasms finally slowed, she dragged me up by the hair and kissed me hard, moaning against my mouth, her taste smearing between our lips. She pulled back just enough to turn toward the men.

“Now, why don’t you fuck us?” she said simply. “Both of us. Right here.”


Chapter Four




The words shot straight through me, heat pooling between my legs. Before I could even think, Brad grabbed me by the hips and spun me toward the workbench, pushing me down so my chest pressed against the cool metal. Beside me, Janet bent over in the same position, her skirt hiked up over her ass.

“Oh yeah… fucked side by side,” she murmured, flashing me a wicked grin.

I heard the rustle of zippers, the slap of cocks pulled free. I glanced over my shoulder to see both men holding long, fat dicks in their hands. Then strong, dirty hands yanked my hot pants down, baring my ass. Brad spread me wide, not bothering with gentleness, and shoved himself inside with a rough, hungry thrust.

I gasped, the cold metal under my cheek, the sudden stretch making me cry out.

Beside me, Janet let out a long, throaty moan as Tony slammed into her just as roughly, the sound of his hips meeting her ass echoing in the workshop.

The two of us clung to the edge of the workbench, tits pressed against it, while they pounded into us hard and fast, grunting with effort. Greasy fingers dug into my hips, dragging me back onto his cock with every thrust, the smell of oil and sweat and sex thick in the air. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to be getting fucked thirty minutes after arriving.

They both started fucking us hard. Brad had a nice, thick cock, and he stretched my cunt open perfectly as he pounded me from behind. Tony was taking Janet hard too… so hard that her breasts had popped out the top of her bra and were swinging back and forth like crazy.

“Oh god, fuck me,” she moaned, over and over, her eyes locked with mine. Then they rolled up in her head, and she cried out as she came hard.

Brad snarled behind me, one hand suddenly tangling in my hair. He yanked my head back, forcing me to arch my back, his cock spearing me deeper than before. “Fucking free-use slut,” he growled.

I could only moan, my body jerking helplessly as he fucked me harder, hips smacking against my ass with filthy, wet slaps.

Tony reached forward, one greasy hand wrapping around Janet’s throat, forcing her head up as he pounded her. Her eyes rolled back, mouth open in a silent cry of ecstasy. She looked gorgeous being fucked like that. The workshop rang with the brutal rhythm of four bodies colliding, the sharp grunts of the men, our desperate cries, the slap of skin on skin.

Brad slammed into me even harder, snarling in my ear, his sweaty chest pressed to my back now. I could feel him thick and urgent inside me, stretching me, using me. “Come for me,” he whispered in my ear.

That was enough to push me over the edge, and I came hard, my cunt clenching around his thick cock as he fucked me through it. Then he slowed, before finally pulling out and letting me collapse face down on the workbench. But I didn’t get a rest for long. The guys swapped, and Tony guided his cock into me instead.

Soon, they were both fucking us hard again; Brad slamming into Janet, while Tony held my face down firmly against the metal of the workbench.

“You want my cum on your face?” he growled, fucking me harder as he chased his release.

“Yes… please…” I gasped.

Brad and Tony both pulled out, and Janet and I spun around, kneeling on the floor in front of them. The men stroked their thick cocks above us, faster and faster. Suddenly, Brad erupted, thick cum spewing all over Janet’s upturned face. Tony followed seconds later, long lines of warm cum over my tongue and across my cheek.

Beside me, Janet moaned shamelessly as Brad’s load dripped from her lashes, streaked her red lips, and slid down the valley of her cleavage. We knelt side by side on the concrete floor, both of us a filthy mess, faces dripping with cum while the men groaned above us, squeezing out every last drop. Their hands stayed wrapped tight around their cocks, milking themselves, strings of white still spattering our chests and hair.

I caught Janet’s eye through the mess. She laughed softly, then leaned over and licked a thick streak right off my cheek. “Mmm,” she purred, licking her lips. “Delicious.”

I couldn’t help myself; I leaned toward her, and our mouths met in a sloppy kiss, cum smearing between us and dripping onto our tits, tongues tangling as the mechanics watched.

Brad groaned, tucking himself away with a satisfied smirk. “Jesus Christ, it was hard enough to get any work done with just Janet here.”

Janet finally pulled back, strings of spit and cum still connecting our mouths. She stood and extended a hand to me. I took it, legs wobbly as she pulled me up beside her.

We cleaned ourselves up in the restroom before heading back to the office.

“Those guys are great fun,” said Janet as we climbed the stairs. “But they’re all wham, bam, and then it’s over. Wait until you get some time alone with Mr Harris.”

“What’s he like?” I said, already getting turned on at the thought.

“You’ll see,” she smirked.


Chapter Five




Icould hardly wait for the afternoon. Finally, through the office window, I spotted Captain Harris’s plane rolling across the tarmac, taxiing smoothly toward the hangar. Even from here, I could see the way he sat tall, one hand on the yoke, every inch the confident pilot. My pulse quickened just watching him, remembering the way he’d looked at me earlier, promising to take me up in the plane after lunch.

Beside me, Janet followed my gaze and smirked knowingly.

Suddenly, the desk phone rang. Janet picked it up. “Flight school bookings, Janet speaking.” A pause, then… “Oh, Miss Fairchild… again so soon? Mm-hm. Yes, of course, we’ll arrange that. Right away.”

She hung up and turned to me. “You’ll have to wait. Our favorite heiress wants another lesson, right now, and she only has Captain Harris.”

The plane pulled to a stop, and Harris and the student climbed down onto the tarmac.

Minutes later, a sleek black limo glided up the access road, pulling to a stop beside his plane. A uniformed driver leapt out to open the door, and out stepped the heiress. She was tall, dark-haired, and dripping in wealth. She had huge sunglasses, diamonds flashing at her neck, and a tight designer dress hugging every curve. She strutted straight toward Captain Harris.

I leaned against the glass, watching intently as she pressed her body up against his, running her hand over his chest, moving in too close with a spoiled, hungry smile.

“Unbelievable,” I muttered, jealousy twisting inside me.

Janet laughed softly, filing her nails like this was the most ordinary thing in the world. “Never mind, sweetheart. Yes, she’s a bratty little slut, but the customers come first, I’m afraid. With any luck, Harris can take you up tomorrow.”

I turned from the window, flushed and horny. I couldn’t wait until tomorrow. “Is he really going to fuck her?”

Janet rolled her eyes. “The heiress is a complete slut. She’ll have her hands on him before they’ve even cleared the runway. And once they’re cruising? They’ll be fucking in the sky. Count on it.”

I scowled with envy.

Janet laughed, closing her binder with a snap. “Poor thing. But we do have other pilots, you know.”

Before I could answer, she reached over and pressed the intercom switch. Her voice rang through the PA system, broadcasting to the whole hangar. “Attention instructors. Is anyone available for a quick briefing with our new free-use recruit in the briefing room?”

She released the button, then winked at me. “Let’s see who’s feeling generous. Why don’t you head down to the briefing room and see who turns up? I’ll handle the flight plans.”

“Thank you!” I beamed, kissing her on the cheek and bouncing down the steps to the briefing room. It was a small room, with two rows of chairs facing a projector and a table. The walls were covered in maps and charts. I had to wait less than five minutes before two figures appeared at the door.

The first was young for a pilot; he couldn’t have been more than twenty-one, with floppy blond hair falling into his eyes. His epaulettes gleamed on a freshly pressed shirt. His smile was boyish, but his eyes flicked immediately to my legs in my tiny hot pants.

The second was older, taller, a striking black man with a chiseled jaw and shoulders that filled out his uniform perfectly. His tie was loose, his grin confident, the kind of man who knew exactly how attractive he was.

“Afternoon,” the older one said smoothly. “We heard there was a new girl who needed some… attention. I’m Captain James, but you can call me Tom.”

“Hi, Tom,” I purred, crossing my legs and suddenly feeling very horny.

The younger one shifted awkwardly, trying to look composed but failing to keep his eyes from darting at my cleavage. Tom noticed and smirked. “This is Nathan,” he said, clapping the blond so hard on the shoulder that he nearly fell over. “Still in his first year as an instructor. But he’s keen, eager to learn, and exceptionally good with our female clients, if you know what I mean.”

Nathan blushed, but his grin gave away his excitement. “It’s, uh… it’s nice to meet you.”

I leaned back in my chair, arching my back a little to make my tits strain at the crop top. “Nice to meet you, too, Nathan.”

Tom sat next to me. “So, Molly… what exactly are you hoping to learn today?” His hand brushed against my bare knee, sliding higher without waiting for permission.

His touch was already making me breathless. “I… I don’t know. Maybe you could show me how instructors look after their female clients?”

Tom’s grin widened. “Gladly.” His hand pushed between my thighs, firm and deliberate, finding the damp heat through my hot pants. He cupped my mound firmly over my clothes. “Are you already wet for us?”

I gasped, my hips squirming. Nathan’s eyes widened, but he came and sat next to me on the other side. He licked his lips and reached out a hand, fingers brushing my arm, then drifting to trace the side of my breast.

“Go on,” Tom urged him. “She likes it. Don’t you, Molly?”

“Yes,” I breathed, shivering.

That was all the encouragement Nathan needed. His hands slide under my top, fingertips grazing my nipples, while Tom’s thick fingers pressed harder against my pussy from the outside, grinding the fabric into my soaked folds.

Nathan pushed my little red crop top higher until both of my tits spilled free, nipples already stiff and aching.

“God…” he whispered, staring for a moment before leaning in. His mouth latched onto one nipple, hot and wet, sucking greedily. His tongue flicked it, then circled, pulling moans from deep in my chest.

Tom’s grip between my legs grew firmer. His palm ground over my pussy in slow, deliberate circles, pressing my hot pants tight into my folds. Each drag of fabric against my clit made me whimper louder. I knew my panties must be soaked through now, as he made me twist and squirm in my seat.

“That’s it,” Tom murmured in my ear. “Let Nathan play with those perfect tits while I make you cum right here.”

Nathan’s other hand came up, squeezing my free breast as he sucked harder on the first. His teeth grazed my nipple, making me gasp, then he switched sides, his lips tugging at the other one while his fingers pinched and rolled the one he’d just left wet and swollen.

Meanwhile, Tom didn’t let up. He moved his hand in slow, grinding circles, rubbing me exactly where I was desperate for it. The fabric of my underwear dragged over my clit, the pressure almost unbearable.

I whimpered, hips bucking helplessly against his hand.

“You’re close, aren’t you?” Tom breathed, his teeth grazing my ear. “Soaking already, and we haven’t even gotten these shorts off. You’re going to come just like this. Come in your panties.”

Nathan moaned against my tits, his lips sucking me harder, sloppier, as if he couldn’t get enough. His breath was hot on my skin, his tongue leaving wet trails across my breasts while he kneaded them desperately.

My whole body trembled, legs shaking as Tom bore down harder, his palm pressing and grinding the fabric against my swollen clit in tight circles. The sensation built and built until I was crying out, clutching at Nathan’s hair, pulling him tight against my tits as the orgasm ripped through me.

I came hard, bucking against Tom’s hand, my pussy pulsing even through the fabric, soaking the inside of my shorts. My thighs clamped around his wrist as if to trap him there, while Nathan groaned against my nipple, sucking like his life depended on it.

When it finally eased, I sagged back against the chair, breathless, my chest and face flushed. My tits were wet from Nathan’s mouth, my panties drenched from Tom’s relentless hand.

Tom pulled his hand away slowly. “Now let’s see how she tastes,” he said.

Before I could catch my breath, both men took me by the arms and lifted me easily from the chair, setting me down on the edge of the table. Charts and papers fluttered to the floor as they cleared space for me.

Nathan’s hands were clumsy but eager, tugging my crop top up and over my head, tossing it aside. Tom was more deliberate, unbuttoning my shorts and peeling them down with my panties in one smooth motion, baring me completely. I gasped at the sudden exposure, heat rushing to my cheeks as their eyes raked over me.

“Perfect,” Tom said with a low growl.

They guided me onto my side, one leg bent, the other stretched out, leaving me wide open. The cool surface of the table pressed against my shoulder and hip while their hands roamed greedily over my bare skin.

Nathan dropped to his knees first, burying his face between my thighs. His tongue found my pussy immediately, lapping up the wetness they’d already coaxed from me, circling my clit with messy, desperate strokes. I moaned, clutching at the edge of the table as pleasure surged back through me.

Then Tom knelt behind me, spreading my ass with his strong hands. I shivered at the cool air against my rear entrance, then cried out when his tongue pressed firmly against my hole. He licked me there without hesitation, slow and thorough, the obscene sound of it mixing with Nathan’s frantic slurping at my pussy.

The sensation was overwhelming; two mouths working me at once, one on my dripping cunt, the other on my tight ass. I writhed between them, every nerve ending alight, my voice breaking into shameless cries.

Nathan moaned into my pussy, his tongue stabbing deeper, fingers spreading me, gaping wide so he could lick everywhere at once. Tom’s grip was rougher, holding my cheeks apart as he dragged his tongue over and over my rim, circling, teasing, then pushing just enough to make me squeal.

“God, yes!” I gasped, my whole body trembling. “Don’t stop… oh fuck, don’t stop…”

Pinned on my side, bare and dripping, I came hard for the second time, my vision going black as the sensations ripped through me. They licked me through wave after wave of pleasure, until finally I couldn’t take any more.


Chapter Six




Tom stood, slowly unbuttoning his shirt, his dark chest broad and gleaming under the strip lighting. His trousers hit the floor next, his thick cock springing free, heavy and already erect. Nathan was right behind him, fumbling with his belt in his eagerness. He stripped off in seconds, his lean young body flushed, cock jutting proudly. His dick was slimmer than Tom’s, but long, curving up toward his stomach as if begging for attention.

“On your knees, Molly,” Tom said.

I slid down from the table, my body still shaky from my climax, and dropped to the floor between them. Their cocks loomed above me, one dark and fat, the other pale and curved, but both hard as rock. My mouth watered just from the sight.

“Open wide,” Tom murmured.

I leaned forward, tongue out, and licked a slow line up Nathan’s shaft while my hand wrapped around Tom’s. They both groaned, their cocks twitching in my grip. Then I took Nathan into my mouth, sucking him down as far as I could manage, my lips sliding wetly over his length.

Tom growled above me. “Good girl. Now take us both.”

I gasped around Nathan’s cock as Tom pressed the head of his against my lips. He pushed forward, claiming one side of my mouth while Nathan stretched the other. My jaw ached as both cocks slid between my lips at once; two hot, throbbing lengths filling me, rubbing against each other on my tongue.

“Fuck,” Nathan whimpered, his hand tangling in my hair.

I gagged slightly, drool spilling down my chin, but the filthy thrill of it made me moan around them.

They moved together, shallow thrusts at first, then deeper, feeding me cock from both sides of my mouth. My tongue flicked frantically between them, tasting both men at once, while spit and pre-cum ran down onto my tits.

My throat was stuffed full of cock, drool dripping down my chin as I bobbed between them, when suddenly Tom’s hand caught Nathan’s jaw.

“Come here,” he growled.

Before I could react, the two men were kissing over my head; hard and rough, their tongues clashing as they thrust into my mouth side by side. The sight made my pussy gush all over again. Two pilots, kissing hungrily while I knelt between them, sucking them both. It was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. My moans vibrated around their cocks, and they groaned into each other’s mouths, thrusting against my lips.

Tom broke the kiss first, his chest heaving. “Now let’s fuck her.”

They hauled me up easily. Tom sat on one of the chairs, pulling me down onto his thick cock, impaling me in one hard, glorious thrust. I cried out, clutching at his shoulders as his length filled me completely, stretching me wide.

“Ride me, Molly,” he ordered, his big hands gripping my hips.

I started to fuck myself on him, slamming all the way down to take him so deep it almost hurt.

But Nathan wasn’t about to be left out. He pressed in behind me, kissing the back of my neck as his cock nudged between my thighs. Tom spread my legs wider, holding me open for him.

“Go on,” Tom urged.

Nathan groaned, guiding himself to my swollen pussy. He pushed forward slowly, sliding into my cunt alongside Tom’s fat cock. My eyes rolled back, the stretch almost unbearable, two cocks squeezing into me at once, rubbing hard against each other inside my soaked cunt.

“Fuck, that feels good,” Nathan gasped, gripping my waist.

“Push deeper,” Tom growled. “I want to feel your cock against mine.”

They both thrust together, stuffing me completely, my pussy stretched around both their lengths. The chair creaked under us as they fucked me in tandem, cocks sliding wetly side by side inside me.

I screamed with pleasure, clawing at Tom’s chest. Every thrust filled me fuller than I thought possible, the pressure almost unbearable. I was an incoherent mess, moaning continuously.

Tom’s mouth crashed to Nathan’s again, the two men kissing roughly over my shoulder even as they drove into me, their groans mixing with mine. I came, my whole body going rigid. My cunt clenched helplessly around their shafts as wave after wave of pleasure flooded every nerve in my body. It stretched on, dragging me over the edge again and again. The pressure of two cocks grinding inside me kept setting it off in waves, one crashing orgasm flowing straight into the next.

“Good girl,” Tom groaned, holding me down on his cock as if to pin me through it. “Come all over us.” I was suddenly aware that Tom’s thighs were soaked with my release. I must have squirted all over him.

Nathan was whimpering behind me, thrusting desperately like he was right on the edge. But it was Tom who was the first to lose control. Still buried to the hilt, he groaned deep in my ear, his whole body going rigid under me. Then his cock jerked hard inside me, thick spurts of hot cum pumping deep into my pussy.

The sensation of being filled while I was still quivering on the edge sent fresh aftershocks ripping through me. I gasped and clung tighter, my pussy clamping down around him like a vice.

That was it for Nathan, too. With a strangled moan, he slammed deep from behind, pressing me even harder down onto Tom’s cock. His body shuddered against mine as he spilled inside me too, his cum flooding over Tom’s, the two loads mixing hot and thick inside my cunt.

“Oh my god!” I cried, feeling the double warmth gush into me. The fullness was incredible, two cocks swelling and pulsing together, pumping me full from both sides. They held me pinned, groaning as they emptied themselves completely. Cum leaked out around them already, running freely over Tom’s thighs. I could only whimper, overstimulated and cock-drunk, my body still trembling.

Finally, they pulled out, leaving me sweaty and dripping.

“That concludes our briefing today, Molly,” Tom said, smirking as he buttoned up his shirt.


Chapter Seven




The next morning, I wanted to look my best, so I dressed in a short pleated skirt that barely covered my ass, and a thin vest top without a bra. The fabric clung to my skin, making me look every bit the eager slut I felt like.

When I walked into the hangar, Mr Harris was already waiting by a sleek four-seater plane, sunglasses on, arms folded. He looked every inch the captain: broad shoulders, crisp uniform shirt rolled up at the sleeves, confidence radiating from him.

“Morning, Molly,” he said, flashing me a smile. His eyes slid down my bare legs before flicking back up to meet mine. “I’m sorry we had to cancel our flight yesterday, so I’ve rearranged my schedule for today. Are you ready to go right now?”

“Yes please, Captain,” I purred, already feeling a rush of excitement and arousal.

We climbed into the plane. Mr Harris was in the left seat, and I was in the right. The cockpit was narrow, intimate, his thigh brushing mine as he started the engine. The vibration ran up through the frame, through my seat, and straight into my core.

He talked me through the basics, showing me the throttle, the pedals, and the yoke. I nodded like I was paying attention, but really I was just staring at his strong hands as they guided mine. He taxied us down the runway, and I felt my stomach lurch when we took off.

Soon, we were high above the city and the fields. I could see the ocean, stretching on forever and sparkling in the sun.

“Your turn,” he said once we were cruising along.

I gasped as he let me hold the controls, the plane banking gently under my shaky hands. He watched me with amusement, his calm confidence making it all feel effortless.

“Not bad,” he murmured. “Now… let’s switch on the autopilot, and we can have some fun.”

He flicked a switch, and the aircraft banked slightly, flying in a wide circle, out over the ocean and back again. My heart was racing for reasons that had nothing to do with flying.

Harris leaned back, unfastened his harness, and nodded toward the rear. Behind the cockpit, there were two extra seats with enough room between them to stretch out… almost like a bed.

“Come on,” he said.

We climbed into the back, the engine humming steadily as the autopilot held course. He pulled me down onto the leather seat, his hand already sliding up my skirt.

“You dressed even hotter than yesterday,” he said approvingly, his fingers finding the dampness of my thin panties.

“Yes, Captain,” I whispered, shivering as his fingers stroked me.

He kissed me, hard and deliberate, while his hand explored lower. His fingertips pulled my panties to the side, and he teased my folds. Then he slid inside my pussy, curling perfectly against the front wall of my cunt. I melted under his touch. He was so controlled, so assured. Every flick of his fingers, every brush of his thumb over my clit was devastating.

The vibrations of the plane seemed to amplify everything. My thighs shook, my pussy clenched desperately around his fingers, and within minutes I was gasping into his shoulder. Out of the window, I could see the blue ocean, dotted with boats. To them, we would just be a tiny plane up in the sky, and they would have no idea what filthy things were happening inside.

I was trembling, every nerve on fire, hips lifting helplessly against his fingers. But just when I thought I might tip over the edge, he slowed, withdrawing just enough to keep me quivering but unsatisfied.

“Not yet,” he murmured, his lips brushing my ear. “I want you begging for it, Molly. I want you desperate.”

I whimpered, my hands grabbing at my own breasts and squeezing my nipples. My legs trembled as the sensation of being edged flowed to every nerve in my body. “Please… please, Captain… I need to come…”

With his fingers deep inside me, he pressed a palm firmly against my clit, teasing it with gentle, torturous circles. “Not enough. I want you to ask me for it. Tell me how much you need it.”

I let go of one breast and grabbed at his crotch, feeling his huge, hard bulge inside his pants. I squeezed it. “Please… fuck… please make me come!” I gasped, my voice trembling.

“That’s better,” he purred. “Say it again. Tell me exactly what you want.”

“I want your fingers… I want your cock… I want to come, Captain… I’m begging you… please!” I cried, my pussy clenching around his fingers.

He grinned, leaning down to bite lightly at my neck as he stroked and teased me, never letting me get close enough to relieve the tension fully. “That’s it. You’re a good girl, asking so nicely. But you have to hold on until I say you can. Can you do that?”

“Yes! Please, I’ll do anything… I’ll be good… I’ll cum when you say!” I whimpered, helpless, my body trembling with overstimulation.

He moved with slow, deliberate precision, curling his fingers against that perfect spot, stroking my clit, keeping me right on the edge. Each movement was exquisite torture, my lips stretched tight around his fingers, my body spasming as he denied me, bringing me so close and then easing back just enough to make me ache for more.

“Beg me harder,” he whispered, lips against mine, then he bit my bottom lip, making me moan even more.

“Please… please make me cum… Captain, I’ll do anything… you can do anything to me,” I cried, shaking, thighs clamped tight around his arm as my body trembled.

“Are you going to let me fuck you in your sweet little ass?” he whispered in my ear.

“Yes! Yes… anything,” I begged.

“Then you may come,” he said. His fingers moved a bit quicker, his palm pressing firmer against my clit. I let myself go and gushed all over his hand, squirting as I came hard. My ass lifted off the seat, my hips squirming as waves of release finally washed over me. He guided me through it, and when it was done, it left me panting and breathless.


Chapter Eight




Slowly, he moved to kneel in front of me, spreading my legs wide so he could admire my soaking and swollen pussy. He took off his belt and unzipped his pants, pulling them down to his thighs with his underwear. His cock sprang free, and fuck, it was big. Thick and heavy, with veins running up the side. It was perfectly straight and uncut. I reached out a hand to stroke it.

“Fuck me,” I whispered.

He positioned himself at my entrance, pressing the tip of his thick cock against my slick folds.

I moaned as he pushed slowly in, inch by inch, until he was buried in me to his balls. The stretch was delicious, the fullness overwhelming, and the sight of him entering me made my thighs tremble even more.

“God… Captain,” I moaned, hips pressing forward on their own, desperate to feel every inch.

The plane hummed steadily under us, the autopilot keeping us smooth and level. Outside the window, the coastline was a ribbon of color stretching endlessly. It was surreal, getting fucked so high above the world.

Harris began to move, slow at first, letting me adjust to the depth and making sure I felt every inch. Then he picked up the pace, each thrust deliberate and controlled. He watched me, watched the way his cock split me open. He watched as my tits bounced and my face flushed. My hands gripped his shoulders, my nails digging into his uniform as he fucked me right there in the back of the plane, high above the world, our moans mixing with the hum of the engine.

“Do you like that, Molly?” he groaned, one hand gripping my breast, while the other moved to my clit, teasing and rubbing with perfect rhythm.

“Yes! Oh god… yes, Captain!” I cried, every nerve ending on fire as he drove into me, watching his cock disappear and reappear. I threw my head back and came hard, my body shaking and my cunt spasming around his dick.

Then he shifted me gently, turning me around so I was on my hands and knees, ass up, facing the back of the seat. I could see out the window better in this position, the tiny cars and buses making their way along the highway, oblivious to us above them.

He slid into me from behind, and I gasped at the new angle. He thrust slowly, making sure I felt every ridge of his cock deep inside me. I could still glimpse the endless blue ocean below, the tiny coastline, the sensation of being suspended in the sky, while he pounded into me like this, sending shivers through my entire body.

“Oh god… oh god, yes…” I moaned, clinging to the back of the seat.

Harris’s thrusts slowed, but only so he could reach back and spread me wider, one strong hand gripping my hip. His other hand slid lower, trailing over my ass. I gasped as his thumb pressed gently against my tight little hole, circling it, testing how I’d react.

“Yes, Captain…” I whimpered, my voice shaky.

His thumb pressed a little firmer, rubbing in small, steady circles until my tight ring softened beneath his touch.

“That’s it,” he murmured approvingly. “You’re going to take me here. I’m going to fuck your ass while we’re flying high above the ocean. No one will ever know what a dirty little slut you are up here.”

“Yes… yes, Captain,” I breathed, trembling.

He eased his cock free from my pussy, slick with my arousal, and rubbed it slowly between my cheeks, dragging the head over my rear entrance. I cried out softly, my body tensing with anticipation.

“Relax,” he ordered, and then he slid his cock deep into my ass.

“Ohh… fuck!” I gasped, my nails digging into the leather seat. The burn was sharp, but it quickly turned to pleasure.

“That’s it… that’s a good girl,” he groaned, holding himself there, letting me adjust.

I whimpered, hips twitching. “More… fuck me… please…”

He pulled back and thrust into me again. I threw my head back and moaned, pleasure flowing through my body. He started to fuck me in the ass, long, firm strokes that made me see stars every time he went impossibly deep in me with his giant cock.

He drove faster, relentlessly, his groans mixing with my high, needy cries. The pressure built in my core, the stretch making me teeter on the edge of another climax.

“Say it,” he growled, slamming into me, his balls slapping against my pussy. “Say what I’m doing to you.”

“You’re… oh god… you’re fucking my ass, Captain!” I screamed, “You’re fucking me in the ass… You’re stretching me wide open with your huge cock…”

“And you love it.”

“Yes! I love it, I love you fucking me in the ass.”

The thrusts got harder, his hips pistoning into me, cock battering deep until my vision blurred. The orgasm ripped through me without warning, white-hot and overwhelming. My pussy gushed even as my ass clenched tight around him, my release running down my thighs and spraying over the leather seat.

“I’m going to come in your ass,” he growled, behind me.

“Yes, Captain… come in my ass,” I whimpered.

The plane shuddered faintly in the air as the autopilot tried to react to our relentless fucking. With a final savage thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and roared, his cock jerking deep inside me.

Hot cum flooded my ass in heavy spurts, thick and warm, the pressure filling me until I could feel it spilling out around the base of his cock. The sensation pushed me into another wave of release. I screamed as my pussy gushed again, squirting messily down my thighs while his seed pumped into my ass.

“Fuck, Molly…” he groaned, still grinding against me, his cock still buried in my ass.

I collapsed against the leather, trembling, ass stretched and dripping. The world outside blurred into blue and green, tiny and distant. Up here, no one knew I was bent over in the back of a plane, freshly fucked and filled by my Captain.

Slowly, he pulled out, and I gasped at the rush of warmth leaking from my ass. Harris smirked at the sight, dragging a finger up through the mess.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “A free-use slut, flying high with my cum inside you.”


Chapter Nine




The wheels kissed the tarmac with a soft bump, the engine throttling down as Harris guided us back to the hangar. I was still trembling, my panties full of cum. I tried to smooth my hair in the reflection of the side window, but there was no hiding the glow in my cheeks.

As the plane rolled to a stop, I spotted a sleek black limousine waiting on the apron. The door opened, and out stepped Miss Fairchild, the heiress from the day before. She was even more stunning up close: glossy black hair cascading over her shoulders, oversized sunglasses hiding her eyes, her dress a slinky strip of designer fabric that clung to her thin, model-like body.

She walked with a lazy, predatory confidence, heels clicking against the concrete as she approached. The sunglasses came off, and her gaze landed squarely on me.

“Well, well,” she purred. “A new girl at the flight school.”

My cheeks flushed as I climbed out of the plane. “Uh… yes. I’m Molly.”

“Are you one of their free-use employees?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She closed the space between us, one manicured hand sliding brazenly over my hip, her fingers grazing just under the hem of my short skirt. I could smell her expensive perfume.

“She’s adorable,” the heiress said over her shoulder to Harris. “And I can imagine what you’ve been doing with her up in your plane, you filthy boy.” The heiress’s smile widened. Her hand trailed lower, slipping under my skirt and squeezing my ass just enough to make me squeak. Then she leaned in, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered: “You’re coming with me tonight.”

I blinked. “What… what do you mean?”

“My private jet to Vegas. Me and my friends. Captain Harris here is flying us, and I want you as my… flight attendant.” She emphasized the words with another squeeze of my ass, making my pussy throb all over again. “You’ll take care of us, won’t you?”

I could only nod, breathless. “Yes, ma’am…”

“Get the flight school to add it to my personal account, Harris,” she said.

Harris nodded. “As you wish.”

“Good girl.” She kissed my cheek, almost on my lips, then pulled away, sliding her sunglasses back on. “Eight o’clock. Don’t be late.”

She returned to her limo, leaving me standing there flushed, my heart pounding with both nerves and excitement.

Harris laughed. “Looks like you’ve been recruited. Better take the rest of the day off and rest up, Molly. You’re going to need it.”

By eight o’clock sharp, I was standing on the private jet apron, my pulse racing as the limo swept back into view. The aircraft waiting for us was nothing like the little four-seater I’d flown in that morning. This was a sleek Gulfstream, painted in shimmering silver. The stairs had been rolled out, and a red carpet had been laid across the tarmac for its owner.

I smoothed down the navy-blue skirt suit the school had provided. It was tighter than any airline uniform I’d ever seen, the jacket nipped in at the waist, the skirt scandalously short, the blouse low enough to show my cleavage. I wore my hair neatly pinned, and inside I was buzzing with excitement.

The limo door opened, and Victoria Fairchild emerged like royalty. She was radiant: a cocktail dress that hugged her figure, dripping with diamonds at her ears and throat, her black hair glossy and perfect.

“Darling,” she said when she saw me, sweeping forward to kiss my cheeks. The diamonds sparkled inches from my eyes, the fabric of her dress brushing against my thighs. “You look delicious.”

Behind her, four young men spilled out of the limo. All rich, all handsome, all dressed with the casual confidence of men who’d never had to worry about money. “Come along, boys,” Victoria sang, sweeping up the stairs with effortless glamour.

I followed them up the steps. Inside, the jet was decadent: cream leather seats arranged in facing pairs, mahogany tables already laid with champagne flutes and bottles chilling in ice buckets. Soft lighting glowed overhead, music pulsed faintly from hidden speakers. It looked more like a party than a flight.

The door to the cockpit was open, and I could see Captain Harris in the pilot’s seat, running through some preflight checks with a clipboard.

The door sealed shut with a heavy hiss, the stairs rolled back, and a steward from the ground crew gave Harris the all-clear. I buckled in with the others, the engines winding up with a deep, thrilling roar that vibrated through the cabin.

Victoria clinked her glass against one of her boys’. “To Vegas, darlings!” she said, diamonds glittering in the cabin lights. The jet began to taxi, and I felt the low rumble as Harris guided us down the runway.

His voice came calmly over the intercom. “Cabin crew, prepare for takeoff,” he said. The jet surged forward, engines screaming, and then the ground dropped away. We were pressed back into the plush seats as the Gulfstream climbed hard into the darkening sky, and the city lights glittered below.

As soon as Harris leveled off, the seatbelt light pinged off, and Victoria immediately unbuckled, tossing her hair back and grabbing a bottle of champagne. “Now we can really start.”

Music pulsed louder from the hidden speakers, a thumping beat more suited to a nightclub.

One of the boys lit a cigar, another pulled a tiny bag of white powder from his pocket with a mischievous grin. Victoria only laughed and leaned across to kiss one of the men full on the mouth. She glanced over at me, her eyes glittering. “Molly, darling, come here. Pour these boys a drink, will you?”

“Yes, Miss Fairchild,” I said automatically, heat rising in my cheeks as I moved down the aisle in my little uniform, filling glasses while their eyes roamed freely over my legs and chest.

Victoria’s hand lingered on my thigh as I passed. “You’ll want to know their names, darling. You’re going to be very well acquainted by the time we land.” Her diamond bracelet caught the cabin lights as she gestured lazily toward the golden-haired one sitting next to her.

“This is Alexander. His family has old money, but he’s much more interested in gambling.”

Alexander smirked, raising his glass in a lazy salute. “And women,” he added, his eyes running shamelessly up my legs.

Victoria giggled, then waved her glass toward a curly-haired one with a leather jacket. “That’s Marco. Rock star until the band kicked him out for never being sober long enough to write a song.”

Marco gave me a slow grin and a wink, the cigar smoke curling around him.

An athletic one came and sat on a seat arm next to us, flashing a grin full of white teeth. “Don’t forget me.”

“Of course not, darling,” Victoria said. “This is Damien. He used to run track for the national team, but he found partying much more exciting than trophies.”

Damien put his hand on mine, his diamond watch glittering. “I’ve still got the stamina, baby. You’ll see.”

Finally, Victoria’s hand swept toward the youngest. “And this is Julian. Sweet Julian. He’s barely twenty-one, and he’s so rich he’ll never have to work a day in his life. But don’t let that face fool you. He’s been corrupted beautifully.”

Julian’s boyish smile widened as he tipped his champagne toward me. “Victoria corrupts everyone eventually.”

The cabin erupted with laughter at that, Victoria included. She leaned back in her seat, one elegant arm draped over the backrest, eyes glimmering as she looked me over like I was already naked. My pussy was aching and wet from being watched by all these beautiful people.

“Now you know their names, Molly,” she said, her hand sliding higher up my thigh, fingers toying with the hem of my tiny skirt. “It’s time for you to put on a bit of a show. Come and sit on my lap.”


Chapter Ten




Iswallowed hard, heat rushing through me as Victoria patted her lap. The boys leaned forward in their seats, grinning.

“Yes, Miss Fairchild,” I murmured, sitting on her lap.

“Good girl,” she purred, one diamond-studded hand resting on my thigh. “Now, spread those pretty legs for us.”

I spread my thighs, conscious of the men watching. My skirt was short, and they could easily see my panties. I’d worn my best pair, white lace, and transparent enough that they could see my dark bush through them. They all leaned in, their eyes hungry.

Victoria’s fingers slid slowly up my inner thigh until they brushed across the lace. I let out a loud gasp, biting my lip as arousal flooded my body. She pressed her finger against the lace right at my clit, rubbing the damp fabric until it clung to my folds. My hips squirmed helplessly, a moan escaping from my lips.

She rubbed harder, slow circles over my clit. My head fell back against her shoulder, another moan spilling out as my thighs quivered wide apart. The men shifted in their seats, eyes locked on the little show, each one stroking the bulges in their expensive suits.

“Who wants to see her come?” Victoria asked.

There were enthusiastic nods and murmurs from my audience. With her free hand, she popped open the buttons on my shirt. Then she reached in and pulled one of my breasts out of the bra. She squeezed and teased it, pulling on the nipple to make it swollen. All the while, she was grinding my clit through my panties.

“God… ohhh god…” I whimpered, my whole body trembling as Victoria’s fingers worked me. The lace was soaked now, plastered to my pussy, every circle of her fingertip sending fire through my clit. My chest heaved, my exposed breast bouncing in her hand as she pinched my nipple hard.

The men groaned openly, champagne forgotten, their eyes devouring me. They were all touching themselves through their pants. Marco actually had his cock out, thick and leaking, stroking himself openly as he watched.

“Mmm. Such a good little toy,” Victoria purred.

“Oh god… I’m coming…” I groaned, my back arching as the orgasm ripped through me. It hit me like a wave, hot and unstoppable. My pussy throbbed, pulsing against the lace as it gushed, soaking her hand. My cries filled the cabin, rising over the low thump of the music and the roar of the engines. I shuddered violently, legs jerking, my release flooding through me until I was left gasping, collapsed against her chest. My nipples were hard and aching, my pussy still twitching under her palm.

Victoria slipped her wet fingers from between my thighs, holding them up so they glistened under the cabin lights. Then she sucked them clean.

“Well, gentlemen,” she said smoothly, “I think it’s time to fuck her senseless.”

They were already unbuckling their belts and dropping their pants. She pushed me off her lap towards them.

The four of them were on me in an instant, hands greedy, tugging at my clothes until buttons ripped off and fabric slid down my arms. My shirt hit the floor, my bra yanked aside so my breasts spilled free. Someone tugged my skirt up around my waist while another tore my soaked panties clean off, the lace ripping in Damien’s fist.

I was naked in seconds, flushed and trembling, with their hands all over me. Alexander grabbed my arm and bent me forward over a table, the wood cool against my bare skin. My breasts pressed flat to the surface, nipples scraping as my ass jutted out toward them.

“God, look at that cunt,” Marco groaned behind me. His hand smacked my ass hard, making me gasp. Then he spread me wide.

Damien seized my hair and fed his thick cock into my mouth. I sucked on it hungrily. Victoria lounged back on the sofa, crossing her legs elegantly. She sipped champagne as if she were merely watching a play.

“Be rough with her,” she instructed. “She can take it.”

Hands spread me wider, thumbs parting my folds, the air cool against my wet heat. Then someone thrust their hard cock deep into my cunt, and I didn’t even know which one of them it was. Hands gripped my hips tight, dragging me back as they started to fuck me hard. My muffled moan vibrated around the cock in my mouth, drool spilling down my chin as he forced it deeper, making me gag. The one in my pussy pounded deep, balls slapping against my clit.

Victoria stood and approached me slowly. I looked up at her, eyes streaming. She reached out and pulled hard on my nipple, twisting it and making me moan even louder.

“Such an eager little slut,” she smirked. “Are you going to come for me?” Her other hand slipped under me and found my clit. She’d barely begun to massage it before I came hard, my cunt clenching on the dick in my pussy. Waves of pleasure rushed through my body as they fucked me through it.

“Now all her holes,” Victoria ordered.

Damien dragged me up and sat back in one of the huge cream leather seats. He pulled me on top of him, guiding me down onto his rock-hard cock. I gasped as he penetrated me, so deep that he bottomed out.

And then I saw the younger one… Julian. He’d been standing to the side, just watching and holding his cock. And what a cock it was, probably even bigger than Harris’s, and it had a dangerous-looking curve. As I started to ride Danien, Victoria walked over to Julian and wrapped a hand around his massive dick.

“Do you think you can take this in your ass?” she laughed.

“I… I don’t know…” I gasped, slightly breathless from Damien’s cock so deep in my pussy.

Victoria smirked, stroking Julian’s fat, curved cock while I bounced helplessly on Damien’s lap, his thick shaft slamming up into me over and over.

Damien growled against my neck, holding me down hard on his cock. “Yeah, open that ass for him, Molly. You’re going to look so fucking good stretched around both of us.”

“Okay… I’ll try…” I panted.

Victoria already had a tub of lube in her hand. She scooped some out and smeared it onto my rear entrance. Then she used two fingers to rub my tight hole, making me relax and open up, even as Damien’s cock thrust up into my pussy from below. When she pushed her fingers inside, I cried out again.

Julian moved closer, cock in hand, and Victoria guided him behind me. I gasped as his head pressed against my ass, the blunt curve pushing insistently at my tight ring. My whole body trembled, Damien’s cock buried in my pussy while Julian forced his way into my ass, stretching me wide, filling me so completely I almost screamed.

I could feel both dicks inside me, rubbing against each other with only my thin walls in between. The sensation was incredible, sending me spiralling.

“Fuck… yes,” Damien groaned, gripping my hips tighter as I was impaled on both of them. “You’re a dirty little slut, Molly. Taking two cocks at once.”

Marco stepped forward, his cock hard and dripping pre-cum. Without hesitation, he grabbed my chin and shoved it between my lips. I gagged as he slid down my throat, but the sight of me stuffed in every hole only made them rougher.

Now I was full… pussy stretched by Damien, ass split wide by Julian, throat claimed by Marco. My body was shaking, helpless, spit running down my chin, tears in my eyes as they used me in a brutal, perfect rhythm. I came so hard that I almost blacked out.

“Look at her,” Victoria laughed, taking a sip of champagne, eyes gleaming. “Three cocks at once, and one more waiting. My perfect little toy.”

The jet engines hummed, and the cabin was a blur of sweat and sex. The men swapped without pause… pussy, ass, throat, each hole claimed again and again until I couldn’t even keep track of who was inside me. Every thrust wrenched another orgasm from my shaking body until I was sobbing with pleasure, my cunt gushing down their cocks, my ass stretched wide.

Through the haze, I heard a familiar low voice cut through the groans and the slap of skin.

“Well, what’s going on back here?” Captain Harris laughed.

“Captain Harris,” Victoria purred, already sliding her panties down her legs. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

Harris loosened his tie and strode toward her with his calm, commanding confidence. Victoria leaned back on the table, spreading her long, elegant legs. I moaned around the cock in my throat, watching through watery eyes as Harris freed his thick shaft, already hard. Without hesitation, he lined up and pushed deep into her perfectly shaved pussy.

“God, yes, Captain,” she moaned, wrapping her legs around him, pulling him deeper. “Harder… give it to me.”

All around us, bodies slammed together in a frenzy. Alexander had me bent over the arm of a leather seat, his cock pounding into my swollen pussy. Julian was behind him, ready to take his turn in my ass again. Marco gripped my hair, pulling me onto his cock, fucking my mouth until drool coated my chin.

Suddenly, Marco groaned, jerking my head tight on his shaft as he erupted down my throat. Hot, salty cum flooded my mouth. I gagged and swallowed greedily, my own orgasm ripping through me, my body convulsing around Alexander.

The others followed, each taking their turn to finish across my face or tits. My skin was slick with sweat, cum, and spit, my holes aching, my voice hoarse from moaning and begging.

Across the cabin, Victoria screamed her release as Harris drove into her one final time, his cock buried deep as he shot inside her. She collapsed back on the table, trembling, diamond necklace glittering against her damp skin. Harris grunted, pulling out slowly, cum dripping between her thighs as she smirked over at me.

The cabin smelled of sex and sweat. For a moment, the only sounds were ragged breathing and the steady hum of the jet engines as we streaked toward Vegas.

“Molly, I think it’s time for another round of champagne,” Victoria said smoothly. She stood up, gloriously naked, cum glistening as it ran down her inner thigh, diamonds still sparkling at her throat. She looked every inch the queen of this decadent little mile-high kingdom.

“Yes, ma’am,” I whispered, my voice hoarse, my legs trembling as I staggered toward the bar. I was naked, but there was no point looking for my clothes; most of them had been ripped off. I looked like a total mess, but none of them seemed to mind. In fact, their eyes followed me with hungry satisfaction, like they couldn’t wait to use me again.

I poured the champagne with shaking hands, passing out glasses one by one, feeling cum still dripping down my breasts. When I handed Victoria hers, she leaned in and kissed me full on the lips, slow and claiming, before pulling back with a wicked smile.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “You can be my flight attendant any time.”

And as I looked around at the laughing, flushed faces, the glittering champagne, and the endless sky outside the windows, I couldn’t help but smile to myself. I knew it was the best job I’d ever had.

THE END
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Free Use At The Festival


A Filthy And Fun Free Use Adventure



Chapter One




The road to the festival was buzzing long before we got there. Even from the car, I could hear the faint thump of bass and cheering drifting on the warm air. Ben had the windows down, one hand on the wheel, the other tapping along to the stereo.

I was in the passenger seat, finishing my lipstick in the mirror and trying not to smudge it. My outfit was a bit ridiculous: a tiny yellow vest that my ample breasts were practically falling out of, tiny denim shorts that barely qualified as clothing, and thigh-high boots. I’d tied my wavy blonde hair up in a messy bun. Perfectly dressed for pulling pints… and attracting attention.

Ben glanced at me, a smile on his lips. “You do realize you’re supposed to be working behind the bar, right? Not causing erections every time someone walks past.”

I grinned. “Maybe both. Multitasking.”

He gave me that look, the one that said he was getting turned on by the idea of me with other men. “You love getting people all flustered, don’t you?” he said.

“Maybe,” I said, pretending to be innocent. “It’s not my fault, I’m friendly.”

He shook his head. “Every time you start a new free-use job, it drives me crazy. I’m getting hard right now.”

“You should be used to it by now.”

“Yeah,” he said, eyes flicking to my bare legs. “But somehow, each time is hotter than the last. What are you going to get up to this time? Sex in a tent? Behind the main stage? Do you think you’ll bag an actual rockstar?”

I laughed. “I don’t know, but I hope to get the whole band.”

Ben groaned deep in his throat. “Fuck, Molly, don’t. I’m already struggling to drive with this hard-on.”

I laughed and leaned back, resting my feet on the dashboard. I put my left hand on his thigh and then rubbed it slowly over the bulge in his pants.

The closer we got, the louder everything became: the crowds, the shouting, the clatter of tents and food trucks being set up. It already smelled like burgers and cheap beer. When we pulled up near the staff gate, I could see the big “Festival Crew” banner fluttering on the fence. A few vans were parked nearby where people were unloading crates of drinks.

Ben parked up and looked at me for a second. “You’ve got your pass?” he asked finally.

I held it up. “Right here.”

“Good. And try not to… you know. Cause chaos.”

I giggled. “There’s one bit of chaos I need to cause before I leave.” I reached over and unzipped his pants. Then I reached in and pulled out his hard cock. I leaned down, swirling my tongue around the head as I took him into my mouth.

“Fuck, Molly,” he moaned happily.

I took his dick out of my mouth for a second and looked up at him. “I couldn’t leave without saying goodbye,” I smirked. Then I put his cock back in my mouth and sank down all the way to the base, taking his throbbing erection deep into my throat.

I bobbed my head up and down, my hand working his balls as I deep-throated him. I’d done this enough times that I hardly gagged, just a few strangled choking noises. I could hear people walking past the car, oblivious. Ben threw his head back against the seat and murmured with pleasure.

Faster and faster I sucked him, working him closer to his climax. With my free hand, I popped the button on my shorts and slipped it inside. My panties were already damp, my arousal leaking out of my swollen slit. I pushed two fingers deep into my cunt, grinding my palm against my clit. I was soaked. I could hear the obscene wet sounds as I finger-fucked myself.

“Molly, fucking hell,” Ben groaned. “You’re so good at sucking dick. I can’t wait to hear about all the other lucky guys you suck off today.”

His cock was throbbing against my tongue, and I knew he was close. I pulled my fingers out of my dripping pussy and started frantically rubbing my clit. I wanted to time my orgasm for when he filled my mouth. Ben was squirming in his seat now, one hand gripping the door handle, while the other slipped inside my top and groped my breast.

“Fuck… I’m going to… come,” he gasped.

I felt his cock twitch, and then the flood of warm, salty cum filled my mouth. With a final flick of my fingers, I pushed myself over the edge. Waves of pleasurable relief flooded my body. I moaned around his cock, the vibrations milking load after load of cum onto my tongue. I swallowed it down as fast as I could, careful not to spill a drop, even as my body shuddered and shook with my own orgasm.

Finally, I sat up and kissed him, letting him taste himself on my tongue. Then I pulled my fingers out of my panties and forced them into his mouth. He licked my sticky arousal off of them, murmuring happily.

“Go on, fuck off,” he laughed. “You’re going to be late.”

I laughed, too, grabbed my bag, and climbed out. Outside the air-conditioned car, the heat hit me instantly. It was going to be a hot one. I waved to Ben as he pulled away, then turned toward the noise and color ahead. Another temp job, another mad day of strangers and noise and maybe a bit of mischief. I couldn’t wait.


Chapter Two




The path from the car park to the staff gate was already busy. I was halfway across the gravel when a security guard stopped me at the barrier. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and, despite the heat, he was wearing one of those black puffer jackets that made him look even bigger. His head was shaved completely bald, but he made up for it with a long, black beard. His name badge said that his name was Dave.

His sunglasses hid most of his face, but the smile that crept across his mouth when he saw me told me everything I needed to know. I didn’t need to be able to see his eyes to know he was looking right down my top.

“Morning,” he said, nodding at my lanyard. “Crew pass?”

I flashed it with a grin. “You bet. First day.”

“Mind if I check your bag, love?”

“Go ahead.” I handed it over, watching him rummage through the few bits inside: lip gloss, deodorant, a couple of vibrators, the usual. He zipped it back up and handed it to me with a smirk.

“You one of the free-use girls, then?”

“Sure am,” I giggled, fluttering my eyelashes at him. “So don’t I need a body search?”

He raised an eyebrow above his sunglasses. “You volunteering?”

“Depends how thorough you are.”

That got a laugh out of him. “You’re trouble already. Step over here then.”

I followed him into a side-tent, just out of sight of the barrier where other crew members were having their bags searched.

“Arms up,” he said.

I put my arms out to the side, and he frisked me down my sides, his hands brushing the edge of my breasts and making them bounce.

“I think you missed a bit,” I said, grabbing his wrists and guiding his big hands right onto the front of my tits. He smiled and gave them a squeeze. His fingers found my nipples through the thin fabric, and I felt them stiffen.

“What do we have here?” he grinned. “Trying to sneak in something hard and pointy?”

“Why don’t you check?” I said, pulling down the front of my top and exposing my breasts.

He traced the outline of my nipples, making them even harder. Then he teased each one between his finger and thumb, making me gasp and moan with pleasure.

“Everything seems to be in order,” he said.

I grabbed one of his wrists again and slid his hand down my body, over my stomach, to the top of my shorts.

“You’d better check in here, too.”

“You really are trouble,” he said. But it didn’t stop him from undoing the button on my shorts and tugging down the zip. He slipped his hand into my panties, running his fingers through my bush and between my folds. “Jesus, you’re soaking,” he said.

“That’s because I’m being felt up by a fucking hot security guard,” I purred.

His fingers found my clit, and he started to massage it. “Oh, god,” I murmured. One hand instinctively gripped his massive arm. The other moved to his pants, tracing the outline of his cock.

“You free-use sluts really are the best,” he muttered. He increased the speed and pressure on my clit, and I felt the pressure quickly start to rise inside me. I whimpered with pleasure, my legs suddenly feeling weak.

“Kiss me,” I whispered.

He claimed my lips with his, pushing his tongue into my mouth. I let out a loud groan into his mouth and came hard on his fingers. My whole body shook, and my legs buckled out from under me. But he held me tightly, keeping me upright as the waves of pleasure washed over me.

When I’d finally recovered, I unbuckled his belt and knelt in the dirt in front of him. I pulled out his cock. He was thick and long, and already hard. I licked all the way up his length, making him groan and twist his fingers in my hair. I took him in my mouth and started to bob my head back and forth.

“That’s it, little slut,” he groaned, gripping my hair and forcing his cock deeper into my mouth. He was a lot bigger than Ben, and his dick was already right in my throat. A few moments later, my lips were pressed tight against his body. He held me there, listening to the sounds of me coughing and choking around him as my eyes watered and saliva dripped down my chin. I looked up at him through the tears.

“Good girl,” he grinned. “Taking the whole thing like a proper little slut.”

Then he started to move his hips as he held my head in place, fucking my mouth with his big cock. It felt so good, I couldn’t resist slipping a hand into my panties and fingering myself.

“That’s it,” he grunted. “I’m going to come right down your throat.”

It only took a few more thrusts, and I felt his cock throb as he began to unload cum into my mouth and throat. I gagged on it, but didn’t stop sucking him until I’d swallowed every last drop.

Finally, he pulled me up. Spit was running down my chin and dripping onto my exposed tits. My shorts were still open, my bush peeking out over the top of my soaked panties.

“What do you have to say?” he smirked.

“Thank you, sir,” I whimpered, my voice rough from being throat-fucked.

“Good girl. You’ve cleared security screening, now fuck off to your job before you’re late.”

“Yes, sir,” I grinned, buttoning up my shorts and tucking my tits back into my top.

I turned to leave, but he put his hand on my arm. “Oh, if you swing by later, I’ll fuck you so hard you can’t walk.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said, feeling another rush of arousal.

As I walked through the gate, I could feel his eyes following me. The music was louder on the other side, the thump of bass rolling across the open field. Ahead, I could see the bar tent; massive, with bright banners and stacks of kegs lined up behind it.


Chapter Three




The bar tent was a hive of activity the moment I stepped inside. Kegs were being rolled in, taps hooked up, and it smelled of spilled beer and sweat. I knew it was going to be one of those mornings where you didn’t even get a chance to think, let alone rest.

My new manager was called Clive. He was tall, skinny, and not very friendly.

“Just because you’re a free-use employee, doesn’t mean you don’t have to pull your weight behind the bar,” he told me, glaring at me over the top of his glasses like I had already been slacking off.

“Of course,” I said, touching my lips with my finger and giving him a sexy look. I’d encountered his type before, but they were usually putty in my hands once I’d got their dick in my mouth.

“Don’t give me your whore face,” he laughed. “Unless you’ve got a massive cock in those shorts, I’m not interested.”

“Oh, right,” I said, frowning. Just my luck to get a gay boss.

“Oi, Freya,” he shouted at a passing barmaid. “Come here and show the new girl the ropes.”

I turned to see a short, petite girl grinning at me. Her tie-dye skirt swished around her legs as she moved, and her little cropped top showed off her bare, unshaven armpits. She had a messy, carefree energy, her hair was cut just above her ears, and she had a mischievous glint in her eye.

“I’m Freya,” she said, holding out a hand. “Looks like you’re in for a sweaty morning.”

I shook her hand, feeling instantly drawn in by her infectious energy. “Molly,” I said. “And yeah… I can already tell.”

She laughed, tugging me toward the line of taps. “Don’t listen to grumpy old Clive, follow me. First rule: never let anyone see you standing still. You’re either pouring, cleaning, or running like you’re on an urgent mission. Got it?”

I nodded, watching her move with a graceful efficiency. She grabbed a couple of glasses and filled them at a rapid pace, wiping down the counter in one smooth motion. “Keep your cool, keep your smile, and maybe… sneak a little fun in when no one’s looking,” she said, winking.

I grinned. “That’s my specialty.”

The morning passed in a blur of orders, shouting customers, and endless pouring. The heat was brutal, the air thick with the smell of beer and sweat. Freya was everywhere at once, slipping between the taps and the counter, dancing to the beat of the bass from the festival beyond.

She was also very flirty. I was sure she was taking every opportunity to brush her body past me or touch my arm. Her breasts were just small, firm mounds, but her top was so loose that every time she leaned over in front of me, I could see her puffy nipples. It was starting to get me hot and bothered, and not just from the heat in the tent.

“You know,” she said as she leaned close again to wipe a spill from the counter, “I’m planning to sneak off later and see if I can hook up with one of the musicians. You want to come?”

I felt my pulse quicken. “Sounds like my kind of plan.”

“You two!” Clive barked from right behind us, making me jump. “Stop talking, there’s a queue of customers right out of the tent.”

“Yes, boss!” Freya snapped back.

By the time the queue had started to die down, I was already exhausted. I could feel the sweat running down my back and between my breasts. I turned away from the bar to find Clive standing there with his arms folded.

“Okay, you two have done quite well this morning,” he said to us. “You can take a five-minute break.”

“Generous,” muttered Freya under her breath, but she grabbed me by the arm and pulled me out of the back of the tent. We ducked between the throng of food vans and scattered trailers. The air was a little bit cooler back here, the smell of fried food mixing with dust and sun-baked grass.

“Perfect spot,” she said, nudging me into a shadowed corner behind a stack of empty crates. She pulled a packet of cigarettes from her back pocket and fished one out before handing me the pack. I took it gratefully. I lit it and inhaled the sweet, sharp tang as the smoke curled around us.

We leaned against the crates, shoulders brushing. I could feel the heat between us, the tension growing.

“Are we going to find a rockstar to fuck now?” I asked, taking another long draw on the cigarette.

She shook her head. “Not yet. Clive will kill us if we aren’t back in five minutes. We’ll have to wait until he goes for lunch.”

“God, I’m so horny, though,” I groaned, closing my eyes and leaning my head on the stack of crates.

I felt Freya’s hand on my arm. She tilted her head, letting her short hair fall over one eye. “You’re sweating,” she teased, running a finger down the front of my chest as far as my cleavage. I shivered at the contact.

“So are you,” I grinned.

She lifted her arms up above her head, showing off the patches of damp hair under her arms. “I know. Do you like it?”

Her boldness was making my pussy ache. “I do,” I said, reaching out to stroke the soft hair. “It’s so fucking sexy.”

It started small, just brushing hands and lingering touches as we smoked. But soon our hands were exploring more boldly, fingers tangling in hair, tracing along arms and sides. Freya pressed herself against me, and I pressed back, feeling the heat of her skin. Her hand went to my ass, squeezing my cheeks through my shorts.

She took a final draw on her cigarette and threw it on the grass, squashing the butt under her sandal. Then she stood up on her tiptoes and kissed me. Her lips were soft and tasted of smoke. Her tongue found its way into my mouth, and she gripped my ass a bit tighter.

I grabbed a fistful of her tie-dye skirt, pulling her flush against my body. The crates behind me dug into my back, but I barely noticed, too caught up in the press of her hips against mine. Her small breasts felt incredible against my chest, and I couldn’t resist lifting up her top to get a closer look. They were small, firm, and wonderfully sweaty. Her nipples were already hard, little puffy peaks staring up at me.

I dropped my head and took one into my mouth, sucking hard. The taste of salt and sweat and a faint, sweet floral perfume was intoxicating. She let out a sharp cry and tangled her fingers in my hair, pressing me tighter to her. I moved to the other nipple, drawing it out with my tongue before taking it deep into my mouth, loving the feeling of her small body trembling against mine.

But she had other plans. She was already unbuttoning my shorts and tugging them down. The thick denim shorts and my damp underwear were pulled down just enough to expose my mound, and I felt the cool air hit my hot, wet slit. Fully exposed from the waist down, she spun me around and pushed me against the crates.

I stuck my ass out for her, and she knelt in the grass, parting my cheeks with her hands. She leaned in, and I felt her warm, wet tongue on my rear entrance. I gasped with delight as she firmly licked the tight muscles around my asshole. I groaned, my hands flying up to brace myself on the crates above me, knuckles white as I rode the shocking, incredible sensation. Freya's tongue was insistent, hot and wet, circling and darting over the sensitive ring of muscle.

I felt my cunt clench, a deep, thrilling ache forming in my pussy. She sensed what I needed and pushed two fingers deep inside me, pressing against that perfect spot.

"Oh, God," I moaned. “That feels so good.”

The feeling of her tongue in my ass, and her fingers in my cunt was overwhelming. I closed my eyes and let out a shriek of pleasure as an intense orgasm washed over me. I could feel my ass and pussy contracting as the waves of pleasure came thick and fast, and that wasn’t all. There was a sudden release of pressure, and I felt myself squirting all down my inner thighs.

“Fuuuck,” muttered Freya, her voice vibrating against my ass. She worked me harder with her fingers, pumping them up and down against my G-spot and making me squirt again and again. My panties and shorts were only just above my knees, and I soaked them as I came.

When I could finally breathe again, Freya stood up and looked at my soaked clothing. “Look at the state of you,” she laughed. “You’ll have to tell Clive that you spilt beer down yourself.”

My legs were still trembling. I wanted to get her off, too, but I couldn’t stand up at the moment. I sank to the grass and lay back. “Come and sit on my face,” I said, looking up at her.

Freya’s eyes went wide with approval. She slipped her panties off from under her skirt and crouched over my face. I found myself in a little cocoon, the sunlight glowing through the thin material of her skirt as it spread around me. And right in the center was her hairy pussy. Her thick, black hair was wild and untamed, spreading down her thighs and around her asshole. Her cunt was glistening with arousal, the hair matted and wet around her entrance.

As she crouched down further, her lips spread apart, and she gaped open. I let out a low groan of anticipation, reaching up to gently cup her sweaty, firm ass, pulling her down the final inch until her slick, hot slit rested right over my mouth.

Her hips bucked immediately as my tongue made contact, tracing the length of her slit. She tasted incredible; salty, sweet, and perfectly filthy.

Her body went rigid over mine, and I worked her hard, sucking and licking with urgency as I knew that time was severely limited. I could feel the thin material of her tie-dye skirt brushing against my ears, and the hot, sticky drip of her arousal on my chin.

"Molly! Don't stop!" she panted, her voice cracking. "I'm... right there!"

Suddenly, Freya began to tremble violently. She gave a thick, choked sob, and her cunt pulsed rapidly against my mouth, flooding my face with her hot, sweet release. She slumped forward, her weight pressing me into the cool grass. I continued to lick up her juices until her shaking subsided.

A moment later, she pushed herself up, pulling her panties back on and smoothing her skirt. She looked down at me, her eyes hazy with pleasure.

“Fuck, it’s been ten minutes already, we’re going to catch hell for this,” she said, offering a hand to help me up.

We stumbled back out from behind the trailers, flushed and disheveled. My shorts were soaking wet, and we both had grass sticking to our knees. But somehow we managed to sneak back inside and get back to work without Clive spotting us.


Chapter Four




Afew hours later, I spotted Clive shuffling toward the exit, tugging his satchel over one shoulder and perching his ridiculous hipster hat on his head. “Lunch,” he muttered, barely looking at us, “No slacking while I’m gone.” He disappeared into the throng of festival-goers.

Freya’s grin widened the moment he was out of sight. “Pfft, he’ll be hours,” she whispered, nudging me. “Last I heard, he’s planning to sneak off to the medic trailer to hook up with one of the doctors.”

Her hand brushed mine, a quick, playful touch that made my pulse spike. “You up for a little adventure with a rockstar?” she murmured.

“Always,” I said, letting her tug me toward the back of the bar tent.

We slipped between trailers, sidestepping food vans and festival staff. The music from the main stage thumped through the air, vibrating through the ground beneath our feet, making everything feel urgent and alive.

“Okay,” Freya whispered as we ducked behind a trailer for a moment, “artist area is that way.” She pointed toward a narrow path lined with security fences and staff-only signs. “We need to be careful, our passes don’t cover this area.”

As we neared the backstage area, the buzz of the crowd faded behind us. Freya squeezed my hand, her grin wicked. “Rockstars, here we come,” she whispered.

We’d almost made it through a narrow security gate when a shadow blocked our path. It was a female security guard. She was massive, broad-shouldered, and had enormous breasts that looked like they weighed as much as Freya. Her arms were crossed like she owned the world. A black tank top showed off strong, tattooed arms, and her fierce glare nearly made me pee my panties.

“Oi,” she barked, her voice low and dangerous. “Where do you think you’re going?”

Freya froze beside me. “Uh… just trying to get to the artist area,” she said, trying to sound casual.

The bouncer stepped closer, and suddenly I was very aware of just how small I was in comparison. “Yeah, right,” she said, her lips curling into a grin that didn’t reach her eyes. “A couple of little free-use bar whores, off to find a rockstar to fuck, are you?”

“Something like that,” I whimpered nervously.

“Not today, you aren’t. Proper men aren’t interested in skinny little wretches like you,” she growled. “I’ve just fucked the lead singer of Black Hurricane. His cock’s so big it would split a pathetic thing like you in two,” she glared at Freya.

“Yes, ma’am,” said Freya, looking at the security guard’s feet.

She smirked, her giant tits heaving as she folded her arms tighter under her chest. “Now… fuck off.”

We turned around and hurried back the way we’d come. “We’ll find another way,” Freya murmured, glancing around at the maze of trailers, tents, and food vans. Through a narrow gap between trailers, we spotted a couple of roadies struggling with a mountain of equipment. Amps, cables, and cases teetered precariously, threatening to topple over with every step.

“Looks like they could use some help,” Freya whispered, her eyes glinting.

We approached the two roadies. Just as we arrived, the top case slipped off the pile of equipment that one of them was carrying. Freya managed to grab hold of it and save it from hitting the ground.

“Thanks, ladies,” one roadie panted, clearly relieved. “That’s expensive equipment.”

The first was tall and broad-shouldered, with dark hair that stuck up in rebellious spikes and a five o’clock shadow. His arms were covered in tattoos, and he had an effortless confidence about him. He put his stack of equipment down on the grass and wiped his hands on his pants.

He gave us a crooked grin. “Name’s Pete,” he said, reaching out a hand.

The second was a little shorter, lean but wiry, with sun-bleached hair falling into his eyes, giving him a surfer vibe. He had a cheeky smile. “I’m Theo,” he said, brushing a strand of hair from his face.

“I’m Freya, and this is Molly,” she said. “We work in the beer tent. You look like you need a hand getting all of that backstage?”

The roadies glanced at each other, then grinned. “If you’re offering…” Theo said, wiping sweat from his forehead.

We both grabbed some cases and cables and followed them through the maze of trailers to another security gate.A friendly security guard waved us all through, without even checking our passes.

Finally, in the artist area, I looked around in awe. The food vans were of a higher quality here, and there were several nice-looking outdoor bars, not at all like our dingy beer tent. The music from the main stage thumped through the air as we wound our way toward the artist camping section. We passed several musicians that I recognized, and my heart started racing with excitement.

Eventually, we made it to where the roadies’ own tent was pitched. They set the last case down with a sigh of relief.

“Thanks, ladies,” Pete said. “Seriously, we couldn’t have done it without you.”

Freya leaned close to me, whispering loudly so they could hear. “I think they owe us a little reward for all that heavy lifting.”

The roadies exchanged a glance and grinned mischievously as they immediately picked up on her tone. “You two wanna come inside? We could use a little… company after that workout,” one of them said.

I glanced at Freya, and we both smirked. “Why not?” I said.

We all crawled inside. The tent was barely big enough for two, let alone four. It was even hotter inside. I lay back on a sleeping bag, and Pete climbed on top of me, pressing himself between my legs and kissing me. Theo and Freya were already making out, too. It was so cramped, she was touching me. Soon, the small space was filled with grunts and little moans as we all made out heavily.

Pete’s hands were all over me, groping my tits and then tugging down my shorts and panties. I pulled down his pants and wrapped my hand around his thick, hard cock, while we continued to kiss passionately.

Next to us, Theo had just pulled Freya’s panties to the side and slid his cock into her.

“Oh, god,” she moaned happily, right next to me. I broke away from kissing Pete and started kissing her instead. I reached over and put my hand up her top, squeezing her cute little breasts.

Pete’s cock was already pressing against my entrance. I opened my legs as wide as I could in the cramped tent, and he stretched my pussy deliciously as he pushed deep inside me in one hard movement.

The guys started fucking us enthusiastically, and the small tent instantly became a sauna, the humid air thick and heavy, smelling of plastic canvas and four deeply aroused, sweating bodies. The sound of the music outside felt distant, replaced by the immediate sounds of cocks pumping into wet cunts, and our moans of pleasure.

Pete was grinding on me, his thrusts frantic and deep. His shirt was still on, but it was plastered to his back with sweat, the damp fabric sticking to him as we moved.

"Fuck, you're tight," Pete gasped into my ear.

I wrapped my legs as tightly as I could around his waist, feeling the delicious, wet stretch as he pounded into me. “Fuck me harder,” I begged.

Next to us, Freya was making gasps and high-pitched moans. Theo was driving into her with a similar, relentless pace, and I could feel the vibration of his strokes through her body.

I reached out blindly, my hand finding hers just as Theo hit her sweet spot.

"Oh, god!" she cried out, her back arching slightly as she came hard. Her hand gripped mine painfully as she shook and squirmed next to me.

Freya’s climax subsided, and I pushed Pete away. “Let’s swap,” I said.

Theo was still breathing heavily, his erection thick and wet with Freya’s release as the men struggled to shuffle past each other in the tiny space. His surfer-boy smile flashed in the gloom of the tent, and then he slammed his cock deep up inside me, making me cry out.

Freya had managed to get on top of Pete and started riding him hard. She was drenched in sweat and tugged her top off over her head, letting her little breasts bounce free. Pete grabbed her ass and helped her bounce on him.

“Put your finger in my ass,” Freya gasped as she rode him.

I couldn’t see, but Pete must have done just that, judging by the way her eyes rolled up in her head, and she fucked him even harder.

Theo hooked his arms under my knees and pinned my legs back against my shoulders, giving himself a better angle to really pound me. It didn’t take long before I came, my fingers digging into his back as I clung to him and let the waves of pleasure wash over me.

Theo pulled out and looked down at me, holding his cock. He lowered it to my ass and rubbed the head around my tight rear entrance.

“You like it up the ass?” he asked.

“Mmm, yes, please,” I purred. I turned over, lying flat, face down on the sleeping bags. Freya copied me, lying face down next to me.

We both reached back, spreading our own cheeks with our hands.

“Come on then, boys,” giggled Freya. “Fuck us in the ass.”

Pete spread Freya open even more and spat in her ass. Our bodies were pressed together side by side, and I felt her tense as he pushed his thick cock into her tight entrance. But she quickly relaxed, moaning with pleasure as he started to fuck her.

“Oh my fucking god,” she groaned, fingers finding mine again and squeezing tightly.

Meanwhile, Theo was using my own slick release to massage my asshole with his fingers. He worked me open, pushing a couple of fingers in first, before guiding his cock there. He pushed between the tight muscles, stretching me in a way that made me gasp with pleasure, before burying his dick all the way in my ass.

The two guys started fucking us harder, face down in the hot tent. I could feel the sweat running down my back as they pounded us. I slipped a hand under myself and rubbed my clit in time to the thrusts.

“Fuck, her ass is too tight… I’m going to come,” Pete groaned.

“Same,” panted Theo, fucking me hard. “Gonna come in her tight ass.”

I felt his cock throb, and the wet warmth as his cum flooded my ass. With a final flick of my fingers over my clit, I came too, squirting hard as I bucked and squirmed under him. I felt myself soaking his sleeping bag. Wave after wave of release came out as he fucked me through it, until every last drop of cum was in my ass.

It was so hot in the tent that I had to get some air. I crawled out, cum leaking out and running down my thighs. I stood up in the field, naked from the waist down, as musicians and crew walked past. A few of them glanced at me, but most pretended I wasn’t there. Freya crawled out after me, topless and dripping with sweat.

“Fuck, it’s hot in there,” she giggled.

“I know, right?”

The guys came out after us, pulling up their pants and doing up their belts. I wasn’t in a hurry to put my shorts and panties back on; I was enjoying the cool breeze.

“We’ve got to get back to work,” said Pete.

“And thanks again for helping with the equipment,” added Theo.

“Hey,” said Freya. “Can you get us onto the main stage?”


Chapter Five




The area to the side of the stage was a different world altogether. A band called The Lightning were playing to a packed festival crowd. The air was thick with heat and adrenaline, and every crash of the drums sent a tremor through the stage beneath our feet. Freya and I stood tucked into the wings, hearts racing as we watched the band tear through their final song.

A woman with a clipboard and a headset stalked back and forth, barking instructions into her mic. Two other women, impossibly tall, all legs and lip gloss, stood a few feet away, the stage lights glinting off their sparkly bikinis and high heels. They looked like they’d stepped straight out of a music video or modeling shoot, all pouts and indifference.

The guitarist ripped into a solo, and the crowd went wild. Freya gripped my arm, shouting over the roar, “This is fucking mental!”

I couldn’t help but laugh; the energy was contagious. The bass thudded through my chest, and when the final note hit, the noise from the crowd was deafening. “More, more, more!” echoed out across the field.

The band left the stage one by one, drenched in sweat and raising their arms to the crowd. The singer lingered a moment, soaking it in, before finally stepping off, right where we were standing. He had long hair, longer than mine, and an open shirt showing his chest, hung with gold chains.

He caught sight of us instantly. “Well, hello, beautiful ladies,” he said, looking us up and down. I noticed that his eyes stayed fixed on my cleavage for several seconds. “Where did you come from?”

“I don’t think they’re supposed to be here,” interrupted one of the models, scowling at us.

He ignored her and reached out to lift up my lanyard, peering at the pass through the hair sticking to his face. He brushed it aside. “You work in the bar?”

“We sure do,” Freya said, subtly elbowing me out of the way and shaking his hand. “I’m Freya, and this is Molly.” She didn’t let go of his hand, just held it, staring up into his eyes and fluttering her eyelashes.

“Well, you’re wasted there,” he grinned. “Come to our trailer for the after-party.”

The drummer had re-taken his seat and was counting in the encore with his sticks. The lead singer gave us an ironic salute and then bounced back onto the stage to the roar of the crowd.

The two bikini-clad models exchanged a sharp glance. One crossed her arms, the other rolled her eyes dramatically. It was obvious they weren’t enjoying the competition.

We watched the encore unfold. The singer was even wilder this time; shirt hanging off one shoulder, hair flying, his body moving like he was possessed. The crowd lapped it up, thousands of people losing their minds for him.

Freya leaned close to me, her mouth at my ear so I could hear her over the music. “He’s fucking gorgeous, isn’t he?”

I nodded, unable to stop grinning. “And he invited us to the afterparty.”

“Are you going to fuck him?” she shouted.

“I hope so,” I shouted back. “You?”

Freya looked around at the rest of the band. “I’m going to fuck all of them.”

When the final chord rang out, the roar from the crowd hit us like a wave. The singer threw his arms up one last time, shouted something into the mic we couldn’t hear, and then marched past us, grabbing us both by the hand as he went, and dragging us off the stage.

The models were already moving too, tottering on their ridiculous heels, trying to keep up.

The woman with the clipboard tried to stop us. “Can I see your passes, please?”

The lead singer brushed her off. “They’re with me.”

We followed him across the backstage area to a trailer, one of the biggest, and we all piled inside. The lead singer ducked through the door first, grinning over his shoulder at us.

“Ladies, welcome to the chaos. You can call me Jay, by the way.”

The rest of the band followed and sprawled across the seats: the guitarist with wild curls and eyeliner smudged halfway down his face, the drummer still shirtless, towel around his neck, and the bassist cross-legged on the floor, quietly rolling a cigarette.

“Guys,” Jay said, gesturing at us, “this is Frieda and Mandy, hard-working bar crew who snuck their way into paradise.”

“Freya and Molly, actually,” said Freya, giving them all a little wave. “Nice to meet you.”

One of the models perched on the arm of the sofa, her expression sour as she glared at us. Her friend stood next to her, pretending to look at her nails, but secretly watching us instead.

There were a few other hangers-on around, too, a couple of groupies chatting on a beanbag with an attitude of girls who’d seen this all before. On one of the sofas, a sleepy-looking girl sat smoking a cigarette. She was wearing a bikini top and nothing else, her blonde bush and shapely legs on full display.

Jay clapped his hands once. “Drinks for our new friends! Someone sort that out.”

The guitarist laughed. “Translation: new girls get the VIP treatment.”

One of the groupies on the bean bag stood up and grabbed some champagne out of the fridge. She took a swig out of the bottle and passed it to me.

Jay flopped down on the central sofa, slinging his arms wide. “Come on, don’t be shy,” he said to me and Freya. She dropped onto the seat beside him without hesitation, legs tucked under her. I sat on his other side, and he put his arms around both of us. He turned to Freya and gave her a long, sloppy kiss with lots of tongue. Then he turned to me and did the same.

When we finally broke apart, I saw that Freya had undone his belt and was pulling out his hard cock. I gasped, it was fucking huge, thick and long. He was also uncut, and Freya stroked him slowly, letting him get fully hard in her hand. I put two hands around it and joined her wanking him.

“Fuck, look at the size of this thing,” purred Freya.

“That’s why I’m the lead singer, baby,” he smirked. He grabbed a packet of cigarettes off the table in front of him and sparked one up, relaxing back and smoking while the two of us stroked his enormous cock.

The guitarist, Mac, had already knelt down in front of the half-naked girl. He lifted her legs up and spread them open, diving in to eat her pussy like he’d missed his last meal. The drummer, meanwhile, had joined the two girls on the beanbag, and they were wasting no time getting his cock out, too. That just left the bassist. He was a big, hairy guy, covered in tattoos.

“Looks like you’re with me,” he grinned at the two models. They shrugged and started running their hands over his chest, kissing his neck.

Freya and I, on either side of Jay, worked his enormous, uncut cock. It felt like holding a solid, warm piece of wood, heavy and throbbing in our collective grip. We were both gazing at it, sharing a look of impressed, filthy delight.

"I’m not sure it’s going to fit in my pussy," Freya commented, her eyes dancing. She used her thumb to rub the slick, wet head, eliciting a low groan from Jay.

“I think it’s about time we found out,” he said, putting his half-smoked cigarette in the ashtray. “Kneel on the couch,” he ordered Freya.

She did as she was told, kneeling in front of him and wiggling her ass. He hiked up her skirt and pulled her panties down to her knees.

“Nice bush,” he said, admiring for a moment. “Hold her open,” he said to me.

I moved around and spread her pussy open with my hands. He pressed the blunt head of his cock against her slit and rubbed it up and down, collecting her arousal on the end and teasing her clit. Then he nestled it between her folds and applied a bit of pressure. Her pussy resisted, and I spread her wider for him.

When he finally slipped inside, she cried out, lurching forward on the couch and moaning like she was in heaven. He started to fuck her, still only able to get half his cock inside her. I watched closely as her tight, wet lips gripped him tightly around his shaft.

“Oh god, oh… god,” she moaned over and over.

Jay reached over and picked up his cigarette again, taking a few casual drags on it as his hips bucked back and forth and his massive dick completely destroyed my friend. My hands were still holding her open, feeling the heat and the wetness of her pussy gripping his enormous shaft. I could feel every ripple of muscle in her thighs and ass as she strained against him. Even half-buried, his cock looked impossibly huge compared to her petite ass.

Around the trailer, the other band members were also fucking. Mac had only pulled his pants down enough to expose half his ass and get his dick out. He was pumping up and down between the blonde girl’s thighs.

On the beanbag, the drummer had one naked groupie bouncing on his cock, and the other sitting on his face. The bassist had stripped off completely, his slightly chubby body covered in thick, black hair everywhere from his legs to his back. He had one of the models bent over the kitchen counter, slamming into her from behind, her bikini pulled to the side to reveal her shaved pussy. The other one held him, running her hands over his hairy back and kissing him on the neck.

As I watched, he pulled out of the first one, bent the second one over the counter, and entered her instead. I was the only one not getting fucked, and it was making my pussy physically ache.

Jay smirked around the cigarette dangling from his lips, taking a final deep drag before flicking the butt toward the overflowing ashtray. He grunted, slamming impossibly deep into Freya’s cunt one last time. She came so hard she actually screamed, her whole body shaking uncontrollably as she rolled off the couch onto the floor.

"My turn," I said. The sight of her completely wrecked by his cock made me ache even more.

I dropped my shorts and panties to the floor and pushed Jay onto the couch. I swung one leg over him and positioned myself with his big erection against my stomach. It came up past my belly button.

Jay's hands grabbed my ass. He lifted me up and helped me lower myself onto it. It stretched me open inch by inch as I pressed it deeper and deeper into my cunt. The stretch was more than I was used to, but it was delicious, sending bolts of electricity through my body. My pussy was throbbing with need and gripped him like a vice, absolutely soaking wet.

When I was halfway down, I started to fuck myself on it, working it deeper with every thrust. Soon, I had the whole thing inside me. I pulled off my top and took off my bra, riding him naked and letting my breasts bounce around freely.

Freya was still moaning on the floor, recovering from her orgasm. Mac knelt over her, sliding his cock into her swollen and wrecked pussy and starting to fuck her. Most of the others had swapped around, too, but I was too busy fucking myself on the biggest dick I’d ever had inside me.

It wasn’t long before I let out a feral howl and came hard, almost blacking out at the overwhelming sensations. My cunt spasmed around his shaft, milking his cock and making him groan. Waves of pleasure washed over me, so intense that I had to close my eyes and let it all run through me.

When I opened my eyes again, the drummer was standing behind me, holding his cock.

“How about a cock in that tight little ass?” he asked.

“Yes, please,” I managed to gasp.

I paused, my cunt still stretched tight around Jay’s cock. The drummer moved into position, pressing his dick against my tight rear entrance. It felt like I was already so stuffed full that he’d never be able to get it in, but he managed it somehow. Both of them started to thrust into me, stretching me even more and taking me to new levels of ecstasy. I could feel their cocks rubbing against each other through my walls, and it sent me spinning into another orgasm.

This time, I squirted, too, soaking Jay underneath me as my whole body spasmed and shook between them. They kept fucking me, faster and faster, until I came again. I could hear some of the others climaxing around me in the trailer, but my whole focus was on the intense waves of pleasure washing over me.

I felt the cock in my ass throb, and then he spilled into me. At the same moment, Jay grabbed my tits hard and held onto them as he pumped load after load of cum into my pussy.

Finally, we all collapsed into a sweaty, groaning heap on the couch. Freya was panting on the floor, cum dripping out of her pussy, too. Everyone had finished. Jay passed around the cigarettes, and we all sparked up.

Jay took a slow, deep drag from his cigarette, his chest still heaving. "That," he finally said, “Is a good after party.”

I gave him a satisfied smile, shifting my hips to let the last of his and the drummer's cum ooze out of me. Freya, looking equally wrecked and delighted, leaned back against the wall. Her skirt was hiked up, her panties still around one ankle, and her bush was damp and tangled. “We’re going to be fucking late back. Clive is going to fire us.”

"We should probably go," I agreed, finally gathering the energy to look for my clothes.

Jay reached out and squeezed my ass cheek, grinning. "Go on then, bar whores. But if your boss gives you any trouble, tell him to give me a call." He ripped part of the cigarette box off and scribbled his number on it.

Freya stood up, straightened her skirt, and pulled up her panties. She gave the band a casual, departing wave. "Thanks for the hospitality, boys."


Chapter Six




We ducked out of the trailer door and stumbled down the metal steps, blinking rapidly against the harsh, late-afternoon sun. The fresh air hit us like a wall; it was still hot, but the breeze felt glorious compared to the heat of the trailer.

We walked in silence for a moment, moving past the luxury catering trucks and toward the less glamorous back exit. We were almost there when we heard a shout from behind us.

“Oi, you two! What the fuck are you doing back here?” It was the scary female security guard with the enormous chest.

“Run,” Freya hissed.

She grabbed my hand, and we legged it. The security guard set off in pursuit, but she was bigger and slower, and her massive tits bounced so alarmingly that she soon gave up. We raced past the guard at the gate back into the festival. By the time we reached the beer tent again, both of us were breathless and giggling like maniacs.

But Clive was waiting for us with his arms folded.

“And where,” he said slowly, “have you two been?”

Freya straightened up, instantly switching to serious mode. “Jay Robinson from The Lightning needed our help,” she said, haughtily.

Clive laughed, sharp and disbelieving. “You expect me to believe that? Jay bloody Robinson needed your help?”

Freya didn’t blink. “I’ll call him if you like,” she said, pulling her phone from her pocket.

Clive folded his arms tighter. “Oh, this I’ve got to see.”

Freya smirked, tapped a few buttons, and a video call screen popped up. A second later, Jay’s face filled the display, still damp with sweat, hair a total mess, grinning into the camera.

“Hey, Freya! Hey, Molly!” he said. “You make it back to the beer tent?”

Freya held up the phone so Clive could see. “We made it back fine, thanks,” she said sweetly.

Clive blinked, clearly not expecting that. “Er… Mr Robinson,” he said, suddenly all politeness, “I’m so sorry to disturb you, sir. And can I say what an honor it is to speak to you? I’m a huge fan.”

Jay waved him off with a grin. “No worries, mate. I’m sorry I had to steal your staff, but these two were legends earlier. They helped us after the show. We couldn’t have done it without them.”

Freya’s grin widened; I had to bite my lip to stop myself laughing.

“Right, well… yes, thank you,” Clive stammered. “Sorry for the confusion. You can borrow them any time.”

Jay winked at us through the screen. “See you girls later, yeah? Don’t work too hard.” Then the call ended.

For a long moment, Clive just stood there, staring at us like he couldn’t decide whether to sack us or give us a pay rise.

Finally, he muttered, “Get back to work.”

“Yes, boss,” Freya said cheerfully, already turning toward the taps.

We worked hard for what was left of the afternoon, but finally, my shift was over. The sun was starting to dip, a golden, dusty light spreading across the festival site as I collected my bag and headed to the exit. The music on the main stage was still in full swing, but I was exhausted and ready to go home.

At the main gate, I spotted Ben’s car idling by the side of the road. When he saw me, he grinned and gave a little wave out the window. I was just about to walk over when a familiar voice called out.

“Hey! You again.”

It was the friendly security guard, Dave, from this morning.

“Hi, Dave,” I said. “Had a good day?”

“Started off with a great blowjob, so yeah, pretty good,” he smirked. “You want that hard fucking I promised you, before you go?”

I looked over at Ben, waiting in the car. A filthy idea began to form in my mind.

“Do you know what? I think I do,” I grinned at him. “Do you mind if my husband watches?”

Dave laughed. “You’re a wild one, aren’t you. Go on then.”

Ben had got out of the car by then, watching with a curious half-smile. I walked over, leaned up, and whispered in his ear. He gave a laugh, and a huge grin spread over his face.

“Come on then,” Dave said, jerking his thumb toward the cabins by the side of the car park.

The security cabins were small, temporary structures set up near the gate. Dave led us to the quietest one, furthest from the passing crowd. He unlocked the door and ushered us inside. The space was cramped, smelling of stale coffee and cheap disinfectant.

Dave flicked a switch, casting the small room in the dull, fluorescent glow of a single strip light. Ben stepped in behind me, his eyes bright with excitement. He leaned against the wall near the door and reached into his pocket to pull out his phone. He gave me a quick, mischievous wink as he set it to record.

Dave was already tearing off his belt, and his pants were soon around his ankles. He pushed his underwear down and his erection sprang out, thick and curved, already glistening with a bead of pre-cum.

"You like a man in uniform, eh?" he growled.

“I do,” I replied, “And I also want that hard fucking you promised me.”

I undid my own shorts. They were still damp and stained from my earlier encounters, but I shoved them and my underwear down in a rush. I turned my back to Dave and bent over the small, cluttered desk.

Dave didn't need any more encouragement. He stepped up behind me and shoved his cock into my pussy. I gasped, my knuckles white as I gripped the edge of the desk. He didn’t mess around; he got straight to fucking me hard, the sound of his hips slamming against my ass filling the cabin.

I met Ben's gaze over my shoulder. He was watching, his eyes dark with lust, his phone held steady. I could see the hard bulge in his pants. Dave’s hands were holding my hips tightly, his ass pumping back and forth as he fucked me relentlessly.

“Oh yeah, baby,” he grunted. “Take that cock, you little free-use slut.”

The desk scraped against the wall with every stroke, the whole cabin rocking with the force of his rhythm. I cried out, my moans of pleasure recorded on Ben’s phone. I knew we’d be watching it together later as Ben reclaimed me.

“Oh god, your cunt feels so good,” Dave groaned.

“Why don’t you try her ass?” Ben said, moving closer so he could film it even better.

Dave nodded and pulled out. He spat on my asshole and then roughly forced his cock inside. I let out a loud cry of pain, but it quickly turned to pleasure as he filled and stretched me. He started pumping into my ass as I clenched the edge of the desk even tighter.

Harder and harder he fucked me, chasing his own release.

“I’m gonna come,” he grunted, suddenly.

“Come on her face,” Ben suggested, the camera still capturing everything.

Dave pulled out, and I knelt on the filthy carpet in front of him. One firm stroke was all it took, and he came right across my face in a thick, white line. The second load went mostly into my mouth, and I swallowed it down. By the time he’d finished coming, I was covered in it.

“Right, then,” said Dave, pulling up his pants. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Night, mate,” said Ben, putting the phone away. He helped me to my feet. “Let’s get you home,” he said. He looked me up and down; I was filthy and completely wrecked. “I’ll run you a bath, and you can tell me all about your day.”

THE END
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Free Use At The Film Studio


A Filthy And Fun Free Use Adventure



Chapter One




Ialways get excited before the first day of a new free-use temp job. But this time I was more nervous than excited. There I was, standing in front of my mirror, fussing with my blonde hair for the fifth time while my stomach fluttered like I’d swallowed a butterfly.

This outfit wasn’t helping either. Runners at film studios are supposed to dress “practical.” Which for me means tiny shorts, a fitted T-shirt that stretched tight across my ample breasts, and some cute trainers with ankle socks.

Behind me, my husband, Ben, lay sprawled across our duvet like a man watching his favorite show. He had his hands behind his head, chest bare, one ankle crossed over the other.

“You’re nervous,” he said.

“I’m not nervous,” I lied.

“Uh-huh.”

“Okay, fine. Maybe I’m a little nervous,” I admitted. “It’s a film studio. There’s going to be real actors. Real famous people…”

“A lot of hot famous people walking around being able to use you however they want?” Ben asked, raising an eyebrow.

I crossed my arms. “Look, I know I’m only a runner. But what if some filmstar wants to have me? I’m sweating just thinking about it.”

“Who are you hoping for?” he asked. “Come on, be honest. Actors? Actresses? Directors? Someone who’s been on a billboard recently?”

I tried to play it off, but a smile crept across my lips anyway. “Maybe an actor,” I said lightly. “Or an actress. Or… I don’t know. Just someone exciting.”

Ben sighed. I could tell he was getting turned on. “You want to be used by someone famous today, don’t you?”

My face burned. “Is that so wrong?”

“No,” he said softly. “That’s why I love you.”

I felt myself relax a little. “I don’t even know who’s filming there today,” I murmured. “Imagine if it’s someone huge. Someone I’ve always watched on screen. Someone I’ve… thought about.”

I could see that Ben’s cock was hard in his jeans now, causing an obvious bulge. I climbed onto the bed, straddling him. I leaned over and gave him a little kiss on the lips, letting my mound graze against his erection. He let out a little moan.

“You look hot in those little shorts,” he said. His hands grabbed my ass, gripping me firmly and pulling me harder against his cock. I reached between my legs, unzipping him and pulling it out. He was rock-hard for me as usual. I shuffled down and took his dick in my mouth, all the way down until it was right against the back of my throat.

“Fuck, Molly,” he groaned happily. “Whoever it is, they’re going to be desperate to fuck you as soon as they see you.”

I pulled off slightly, saliva running down his shaft. “I hope so,” I grinned, and then went back to sucking his dick.

“Oh, god,” he groaned again. “You’re so slutty. Have you got time to fuck before you go?”

I lifted off his cock again, stroking it with one hand. “I’ve always got time for my gorgeous husband.”

I quickly tugged off my shorts and panties. My bush was freshly trimmed into a neat triangle, and it felt soft as I brushed my hand through it and spread my lips open. Then I crouched over his cock, letting it sink deep into my pussy.

“Fuck, I love your dick,” I moaned, starting to ride him. His cock filled me perfectly, pushing all the right buttons as it throbbed inside me.

“You love any dick,” he laughed, suddenly flipping me over onto my back. He started fucking me hard, slamming me into the bed and making it creak. “My little whore wife,” he grunted.

I lifted my legs back, taking him deeper. I was already soaking wet. I could feel it leaking out of my pussy and down my ass.

“I want you to come in my ass,” I whispered in his ear as he fucked me.

“Oh, Molly, you dirty girl,” he grinned. He pulled his cock out of my clenching pussy, and lowered it to my rear entrance. “You want my cock in your ass?” he asked, pressing the head against the tight ring of muscles. I lifted my legs back further.

“Yes. Fuck my ass,” I groaned.

With a firm push, he opened me up and slid his cock deep into my rear entrance. I moaned as the sudden discomfort quickly gave way to pleasure. With a few more thrusts, he was buried to the hilt. Then he started to fuck me hard, making me cry out with every deep thrust. I slipped my hand between my legs, plunging all four fingers into my cunt and fucking myself with them.

His cock stretched my ass, and my fingers stretched my cunt. He upped the pace, fucking me harder and grunting with every firm thrust. The pressure inside was building rapidly. Seconds later, I came hard, squirting all over myself and soaking the bed. Waves of pleasure washed over me, making me shake and thrash about on the bed. He fucked me through it as my ass clenched around his cock.

With a loud groan, Ben reached his own release. His cock throbbed, and I felt him fill me with thick, warm cum. He held it deep inside me until he’d given me every last drop.

“See? Now you’re relaxed,” he murmured, pulling his dick out of my ass with a wet noise. “Ready to go be a slut for the stars?”

I giggled, my hands running over the sweaty mess of my own body. “I’ll need another shower now.”

“Be quick then. You need to go get that big celebrity cock,” he grinned.


Chapter Two




Ifound the production office, checked in, and was handed my security lanyard. They immediately gave me my first task: deliver an important set of call sheets to the director's trailer, which was parked behind the main soundstage.

My heart hammered against my ribs as I walked. The studio lot was massive, a strange mix of industrial buildings and fake streetscapes. The air hummed with activity; costumed extras milled around, crew members barked into headsets, and expensive equipment was everywhere. I tightened my grip on the stack of papers, acutely aware of how short my shorts were, how much my ass was on display, and how big my breasts looked in the tight T-shirt.

I finally reached the cluster of massive, luxury trailers. The director's was the largest, with a shaded porch area. I knocked softly.

“Delivery for… the director?”

The door opened, and I instantly froze. The director was a gorgeous Black woman in a smart skirt, blouse, and ridiculous heels. She was breathtakingly beautiful, her black pencil skirt hugged her hips, and the crisp white blouse was buttoned low enough that her large breasts bulged out of it. Her black hair was slicked back in a perfect knot, not a strand out of place.

Her eyes swept over me once, taking in the shorts, the too-tight T-shirt, and the nervous expression. She didn’t bother to hide her unimpressed look.

“What?” she asked, her voice clipped.

I swallowed. “Um… call sheets. For you.” I held out the stack like an offering to a queen.

She took them without saying thank you. “You’re the new runner, aren’t you?”

“First day,” I managed. “I’m Molly.”

“I don’t care what your name is,” she muttered, stepping aside. “Come in. I need something.”

I stepped inside. Her trailer was immaculate: cool air, leather seating, and a neat desk covered in color-coded notes. She tossed the call sheets onto it and crossed her arms, studying me.

“You look the part,” she said flatly.

“The part?” I echoed.

“The desperate new girl who thinks she’s going to sleep her way to fame and fortune.”

My cheeks burned. “I wasn’t… I mean, I did wonder if...”

She raised an eyebrow. “Say it.”

I exhaled. “Do runners ever… get involved with the film stars?”

She actually laughed. A short, sharp, amused little sound. “You? Absolutely not. You’ve got a certain… attraction, but you look like the girl next door. Do you really think an A-list celebrity would be interested in you?”

Ouch.

“They don’t look twice at runners,” she went on. “You’re invisible. Paid to fetch coffee and stay out of the way. The best you can hope for is a horny cameraman.”

My stomach dipped, though I couldn’t tell if it was disappointment or the strange thrill of being talked down to by someone so stunning.

“But,” she added, stepping closer, “if you’re desperate to be useful…”

Her gaze drifted down my body, slow and assessing, as if imagining exactly what kind of usefulness I might offer.

“…there are ways for a runner to make a good first impression.”

I swallowed hard. “Like… what kind of ways?”

She smirked. Then she hiked her skirt up so I could see her white panties and put one heeled foot on the leather sofa. She pulled the panties to the side. Her bush was thick and black, her labia dark and long, already glistening with arousal.

“Show me what you can do with that tongue.”

I could feel my face flush completely, the heat spreading from my neck to my face. My mouth went dry, and for a full, paralyzed second, all I could do was stare at the impossible, beautiful sight in front of me: a powerful, impeccably dressed woman casually exposing herself and demanding I eat her out.

I dropped to my knees on the thick carpet. The smell of her expensive perfume, mixed with a sharper, more intimate scent of arousal, filled my senses. I looked up one last time, meeting her eyes. They were dark, unreadable, and utterly dominant.

I lowered my gaze and didn’t hesitate before leaning in. My lips brushed against her glistening labia, a soft contact that made her draw a sharp, surprised breath. I heard the faint creak of her heel against the leather as she shifted her weight. I ran my tongue up her wet opening and over her clit.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Don’t stop until I tell you to.”

My tongue darted out, tracing the outline of her labia, testing the texture, the taste. I gave her clit another firm lick, drawing out a moan from her. She grabbed my hair with her hands, pulling me firmer against her. My face was buried between her damp thighs, the hair tickling my face. I plunged my tongue deep into her open pussy, and then licked up her clit again. I wrapped my mouth around it and sucked hard.

“Fuck, that’s it,” she groaned, her body tensing and her fingers pulling painfully at my hair.

I sucked again, pulsing around her clit and massaging it with my tongue. She moaned and squirmed, holding me against her. I focused completely on the task, determined to make her come.

She was making small, choked sounds now, gasps that were barely audible over the rush of blood in my ears. Her grip in my hair was tight, but the pain was turning me on more than anything. I realized my own panties were soaking, but there was nothing I could do about it.

“Mmm… God... oh, Molly, yes,” she panted, the use of my name giving me a slight thrill… she remembered it. “Put your fingers in.”

I pushed two fingers up into her soaking wet cunt and felt her muscles grip them tightly. I massaged the rough texture of her G-spot as I continued to suck on her. Her entire body went rigid, her back arching. I could feel her inner thighs tremor uncontrollably against my cheeks.

I intensified my rhythm, knowing she was seconds away from the finish line. I sucked once more, hard and deep, holding the suction. With a final, desperate cry, her muscles locked. A wave of heat washed over my face, a gush of slick wetness that signaled her climax. She rode the wave, shaking and groaning against my mouth for several long, intense seconds before collapsing onto the sofa and freeing me from her grip.

The silence in the trailer was thick, broken only by our labored breathing and the low hum of the air conditioning. After a long moment, she slowly stood up, moving her panties back over her pussy and smoothing down her pencil skirt.

“Well,” she said. “That was better than I expected, Molly.” She stood up fully, elegant and composed once more. “I might keep you around as my personal assistant. Now, follow me, we’ve got a movie to make.”


Chapter Three




We crossed the massive lot, weaving between cables, lighting rigs, and clusters of crew members with coffees and clipboards. The director strode confidently, not looking back to see if I was keeping up. She pushed open the door to a warehouse-style building, and we went inside.

The industrial hum of the studio lot vanished, replaced by the dusty warmth of an old-style bar… or at least, the eerily perfect fake version of one. Rows of liquor bottles lined the wooden shelves behind the bar, labels carefully aged to look like they’d been there for decades. The big oak counter was worn and scarred, the kind of place where a hundred fictional bar fights had happened in a hundred fictional towns.

Fake neon signs glowed in moody blues and reds. A jukebox hummed faintly in the corner, looping a wordless track for atmosphere. Crew members darted around adjusting lights, testing mics, wiping smudges off glass tumblers. Stunt performers stretched and warmed up in one corner, practicing half-swings of their arms in carefully coordinated motions.

The director ignored me, immediately starting to discuss the upcoming scene with the stunt coordinator. I stood near the wall, taking it all in, eyes wide.

“Hey,” someone said beside me. I nearly jumped.

A handsome blonde guy with a scruffy beard grinned at my reaction. The tag on his lanyard said Tom and Cameraman.

“Let me guess,” he said, “first time on a big set?”

“Is it that obvious?” I asked, still looking around with wide eyes.

Another guy looked up from the cables he was unrolling across the floor. “Relax. Everyone looks like that their first week.” He was handsome, too, but a lot more clean-cut than Tom. He had lovely dark eyes and looked like he was from an Indian family.

He stuck out his hand, and I shook it. “Ravi,” he said.

“Hi, I’m Molly,” I replied. I didn’t know which one I fancied more.

Ravi gestured around the set. “This is one of the fun ones. Bar brawls always look chaotic on camera, but every movement is perfectly choreographed.”

“Which ones are the main actors?” I asked.

He laughed. “Oh, they don’t bother to turn up for the stunt scenes,” he said. “See that guy over there? He’s the stunt double for the lead guy, we’ll just make sure we never show his face.”

Tom reached out and lifted up my lanyard. “So, Molly. You’re a free-use runner.” He looked me up and down, taking in my tight shorts and the impressive curve of my breasts. “You know… when we get a break…”

But he was interrupted by the director ordering everyone to their places. Suddenly, the quiet hum of preparation snapped into sharp concentration. Stunt performers took their positions around the bar. Extras straightened jackets, adjusted hats, and tried to look like rough, slightly drunk troublemakers ready to start something. The lighting crew dimmed the overhead lights, leaving the neon signs and stage lamps to cast dramatic stripes of color across the set.

The director clapped her hands. “Alright, people! Remember what we practiced. Nobody gets clever… we do this exactly as rehearsed.”

I watched, entranced. One big guy, muscles bulging under a fake biker jacket, cracked his neck and tipped his head toward a smaller stuntman at the bar. They exchanged a nod.

“Action!”

The fight exploded to life.

The biker threw a wide swing that looked brutal but missed by a hair, just as planned. The smaller guy ducked, grabbed a bar stool, and swung it in an arc that connected with the biker’s arm with a loud wooden crack, the stool splintering convincingly on impact. Another stuntman leapt over a table, kicking it sideways so it crashed onto its side, sending prop poker chips scattering in a perfect cinematic spray.

I watched with my mouth open. It looked real, the kind of scene you see in the movies, but up close it was a dance, intricate and surprisingly graceful.

“Cut!” the director yelled.

Instantly, the violence dissolved. Performers relaxed, shaking out their hands, laughing, brushing dust off their costumes. A couple fist-bumped. Someone checked a scuffed elbow and shrugged.

“Reset!” called the assistant director. “We’ll go again in thirty minutes, and this time I want more energy.”

Tables were lifted back into place. Stools replaced. Props brought in. In less than a minute, the bar looked untouched again.

“Fun, right?” said Tom.

I breathed out a half-laugh. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

He leaned one elbow on the camera dolly. “The waiting between takes is pretty boring for us camera guys, though. Ravi and I could use your help with something else. If you’re not rushing off.”

“Oh?” I asked, trying to sound neutral and not like my pulse had just tripled.

He lowered his voice. “There’s a quiet spot behind the set. The kind of place where crew go when they need… a breather.”

Ravi exchanged a glance with him. “Only if you want to,” he said.

I realized I was breathing heavily now, and there was an ache of desire between my legs. “Yes, please,” I said.

They guided me behind the set, with Tom’s hand on my back just above my ass. His touch was sending tingles through my whole body. Ravi held a curtain open, and then we were in the dark behind the fake bar. In the dim light, I could just make out piles of equipment and large wooden boxes.

Tom’s hand slid lower, over my ass, and gave one cheek a little squeeze. Ravi was right up against me on the other side, and as I turned to look at him, his lips met mine. I let out a little gasp, and then his tongue was in my mouth. I felt an instant rush of arousal being held between these two sexy men. Ravi’s kiss was deep and confident, tasting of coffee.

Tom’s hands went to my T-shirt, tugging at the hem and then lifting it off over my head. I had to pause my kiss with Ravi, and when the T-shirt was cast aside, Tom took his place. His kiss was rougher, and I could feel his beard against my skin. Ravi’s hands found my bra straps, sliding them down over my shoulders and letting my breasts pop out.

The cool air of the backstage area instantly made my nipples stiffen. Ravi’s fingers found one, teasing and pulling on it, while Tom’s warm hand grabbed my other breast and kneaded it roughly, making me moan into his mouth. The combination of the two men kissing and groping me was driving me wild. I decided I needed to suck their dicks.

I dropped to my knees on the dusty wood floor, instantly positioning myself between their bodies. Tom and Ravi paused, looking down at me with approving smiles. They both unzipped their jeans and pulled out their erect cocks. Ravi, the more eager of the two, stepped forward, presenting his hard cock towards my face. I didn’t hesitate. I reached out and gently wrapped my fingers around the base of his shaft and guided it into my mouth. I started to suck immediately, feeling him throb against my tongue.

Tom shifted beside me, guiding his cock to my lips, too. I opened wide and pulled the second cock into my mouth, nestled up against the first. It was an impossible fit, but I made it work. I managed to wrap my lips around the tips of both men's rigid erections, taking them in side-by-side. My cheeks stretched, and my tongue darted between the two heads, trying to stimulate them equally.

Ravi groaned and thrust forward an inch, driving deeper into my throat. Tom immediately responded, gripping my hair and thrusting his cock forward, too, trying to win the battle for dominance of my mouth. The sensation of having two hard, demanding cock heads pressed against the back of my throat, filling my entire mouth to capacity, was making me leak arousal into my panties.

“Fuck,” Ravi hissed, grabbing my head and thrusting harder. “Look at this little slut taking two cocks in her mouth.”

“What a whore,” agreed Tom. “Best runner we’ve had for months.”

I couldn't answer, my mouth completely full of their hard dicks. I simply moaned into their cocks and intensified my sucking.

After a few more minutes of pleasuring them, Ravi suddenly pulled out. “I can’t take any more,” he groaned. “Let’s fuck her.”


Chapter Four




Ravi grabbed my arms and hauled me roughly to my feet. Tom pointed to a large, sturdy wooden box covered in a canvas tarp behind us.

"Over here. Lean on this."

Ravi shoved me toward the box. I was immediately bent over, my breasts pressing against the hard surface of the box, my ass jutting out toward them. He hooked his fingers into my shorts and yanked them down with my panties. He nudged my feet apart with his, stretching my panties between my ankles. Then he spread my cheeks with his hands, making my pussy gape.

"Look at that," Ravi murmured, his voice full of appreciation as he viewed my exposed, wet cunt from behind.

He guided his thick, hard cock to my entrance and slicked the head against my damp folds, drawing a sharp gasp from me. Then he drove himself home in one powerful, determined thrust deep into my cunt.

"Oh! Fuck!" I cried out, the deep penetration sending a jolt of pleasure and pain straight up into my core. He filled me completely, stretching me tightly around his shaft.

Ravi started to thrust, a rapid, forceful rhythm that caused me to move up onto my tiptoes. The sound of his skin slapping against mine echoed loudly in the confined space behind the set. As Ravi was pounding into me from behind, I felt Tom move in front of me. He reached out and gently tilted my face up toward his. I opened my mouth eagerly, and he slid his thick, glistening cock right to my mouth.

Tom started to fuck me, claiming my mouth with the same demanding force that Ravi was using to claim my cunt. The overwhelming sensation was delicious as my body was pinned between the two men. I could taste Tom, hear the wet sounds of Ravi fucking my cunt, and feel my hips being violently pushed and pulled as he pleasured himself inside me.

My head swam, and I felt myself spiraling toward a climax. I was bucking hard against Ravi’s hips, and my mouth was working frantically around Tom’s cock, trying to suck him as I got closer and closer to the edge.

I tried to scream "I'm coming!" but the words were muffled as I choked around Tom's cock. The orgasm washed over me, my cunt clenching so hard that it pushed Ravi out of me. I came up for air, panting heavily.

Tom and Ravi swapped places. Ravi’s dick entered my mouth, and I could taste my release on him. At the same moment, Tom pushed his thick cock into me and made me squeal.

“Pass us that camera,” I heard Tom say.

Ravi passed him a handheld camera from the table nearby. As Tom continued to thrust into me, I glanced over my shoulder and could see him opening it up and turning it on. He pointed it at my ass, filming my pussy stretching around his shaft.

Ravi grabbed my face and guided it back to his cock. “Concentrate, slut,” he smirked.

They fucked me some more, and then I felt Tom’s thumb on my asshole. It was coated in my release, and he rubbed it around the tight rim, making me moan even louder.

“God, she’s got a beautiful, tight little asshole,” he groaned, and then pushed his thumb deep into my ass. The penetration made another wave of pleasure wash over me. I could feel my eyes rolling up in my head as the blissful sensations spread out from my core. Tom fucked my ass with his thumb in time with his cock in my pussy, while I gagged on Ravi’s dick.

“This is better than the crappy movie we’re shooting,” laughed Tom, still filming himself fucking me.

“Give us that,” said Ravi, taking the camera from him. I looked up at the lens, my mouth still wrapped around his cock.

“Suck it for the camera, bitch,” he grinned, making the camera zoom in on my face.

I redoubled my efforts, taking his dick deep into the back of my throat. My eyes were streaming with tears, fixed on the camera as he fucked my mouth and filmed every second of it.

Tom snatched the camera back from Ravi. “I’m gonna fuck her ass,” he said. And he did. He moved his cock, soaked with my arousal, up to my rear entrance and applied just enough pressure for it to slip inside.

“Oh god,” I murmured, before Ravi filled my mouth again.

Tom started fucking my ass hard and fast, one hand on my hip, while the other held the camera, filming every filthy moment. Suddenly, I was coming again, my ass contracting around his shaft as I squirted all down my thighs. Waves of pleasure washed over me, making my vision go black for a moment.

I heard Ravi through a haze. “Okay, time to take her both at once.”

He removed his cock from my mouth, sat down on a nearby chair, and pulled me on top of him. My gaping pussy welcomed him easily, and I sank all the way down with a sigh of happiness.

Tom placed the camera on the box, pointing towards us. Then he moved behind me, pushing his eager cock against my ass again. He pressed inside, stretching my ass open as wide as my cunt. They were both inside me, making me squeal and squirm with pleasure. I could feel their cocks rubbing against each other through my thin walls, driving me closer and closer to another orgasm.

They held me tightly, their hands gripping my hips and waist, as they fucked me harder. I couldn't distinguish between the pleasure in my ass and the pleasure in my pussy; it was a single overwhelming sensation that spread to every nerve in my body.

"Look at her," Ravi grunted. "She loves it. What a slut."

“Oh man, this ass is so fucking tight,” groaned Tom. “I’m gonna spurt.”

I was hyperventilating, my head thrown back, my eyes squeezed shut. Tears of pure pleasure leaked from the corners of my eyes. Tom's hips slammed into my ass, and he let out a roar of relief. I felt his cock swell deep inside my ass, and the sudden gush of his warm cum flooded my insides. Simultaneously, Ravi tensed beneath me, his own release filling my cunt.

"Oh, fuck!" I screamed, the sound echoing in the backstage area as my entire body convulsed around them. I collapsed onto Ravi, shaking uncontrollably, the force of my own climax milking every last drop from their cocks.

"Good girl," Tom murmured, panting as he pulled his thick cock out of my ass. The sudden release of pressure made me whimper.

Ravi, still buried in my pussy, pulled my face down to his. "Tell me how much you loved it, baby."

I nodded breathlessly. "I... I loved it. I loved you both fucking me. Oh God, I came so hard."

The sound of footsteps approaching from the main set made all three of us freeze. A voice, familiar but stern, called out. It was the director.

"Ravi? Tom? We're setting up the next shot! Where in God's name are you two?"

Ravi winked at Tom, then quickly grabbed my shorts and panties, shoving them into my hand.

"Time to go, princess," he said, standing up and zipping his trousers.

Tom turned off the camera that had filmed our filthy threesome and hefted it over his shoulder. “Come on. Work to do.”

I scrambled to pull my clothes back on. My legs were shaky, and my pussy and ass felt stretched but beautifully used. I was still leaking, and I knew my panties were going to be a mess.

"Sorry, Director! Just dealing with... a wardrobe malfunction," Tom called out smoothly as they emerged from behind the set, both men looking slightly disheveled but smirking to themselves.

I followed them, trying to compose myself and ignore the deep, pleasurable ache between my legs.


Chapter Five




After lunch, I was told to report to Stage Six for a new scene. When I entered, I saw dozens of people bustling around an elaborate bedroom set flanked by cameras and monitors.

But none of that was what captured my attention. Two people stood near the set, both in matching white dressing gowns, both sipping from paper cups like they weren’t the most gorgeous creatures I’d ever seen in my life.

My breath caught. Oh my God. A-list didn’t even begin to cover it. The first was Oscar-winning Cristian Deer. He was tall, with messy dark hair, stubble that somehow looked expensive, and a jaw sharp enough to cut glass. His blue eyes were startlingly bright in person. I’d seen him on posters more times than I could count, usually holding a weapon or wearing a tailored suit.

Next to him was Lena Arista. The Lena Arista. Golden-haired, with perfect cheekbones and a smirk of complete self-confidence. Even in a robe, she was sexier than anyone I’d been this close to. Her hair was pinned up loosely, a few tendrils falling around her face in that perfect, tousled way that probably took two hours of styling.

They were talking quietly, laughing about something. These weren’t just celebrities… These were stars.

Then, oh my God, the director introduced me. “Cristian. Lena. This is Molly. She’s the new runner.”

Lena tilted her head. “Cute.”

Cristian gave me a lazy, warm smile. “Very.”

I squeaked out a hello.

The director gave me a sidelong glance, enjoying my discomfort. Then I was dismissed from her attention.

“Right, everyone,” she said loudly. “We’re shooting the intimacy sequence first.”

The director walked off toward the monitors, and I followed, trying not to trip over my own feet. Behind me, I could hear Cristian and Lena murmuring to each other.

The director took her seat, crossed her long legs, and gestured for me to stand beside her. “Don’t look so overwhelmed,” she said. “They’re just actors.”

“No one looks like that in real life,” I muttered before I could stop myself.

She smirked. “Get used to it. This industry is full of beautiful, self-absorbed narcissists.”

Lena and Cristian stepped toward their marks on the bed set, their robes slipping just slightly as they moved. Crew swarmed around them, adjusting hair, touching up makeup, checking microphones.

“QUIET ON SET!” an assistant director shouted. The entire room hushed.

“Wardrobe off!” he called, and suddenly half a dozen people were fussing around Cristian and Lena, whisking away their dressing gowns like they were fragile museum pieces.

Both actors were suddenly, confidently naked in front of at least thirty people. I glanced down and… holy fuck. Cristian’s cock was huge. It was still soft, but hung down longer and thicker than any cock had a right to. My mouth dropped open. The director glanced at me and laughed.

Lena was equally stunning. I’d seen her breasts before in films, and I already knew they were full and perfect, with large, rosy nipples. What I hadn’t expected was her perfectly smooth mound and tidy slit. She was like a Greek statue of a goddess. She rubbed her nipples with her fingers, making them stiffen for the camera.

The two actors climbed on the bed, and an intimacy coordinator helped them adjust positions so that Cristian was between Lena’s legs, but their genitals were not touching or visible to the camera.

“Remember,” the coordinator was saying, “slow, controlled movements. Simulated sex, not actual, this time. I don’t want to have to write up another report.”

“It was hard to resist,” giggled Lena.

I hovered beside the director’s chair, trying very hard to look professional.

“And… ACTION!” shouted the director.

Cristian leaned down, his torso all sculpted muscle, and kissed Lena. It was a movie kiss: slow, deep, and utterly convincing. As they kissed, they began the carefully choreographed movements of simulated sex. Cristian moved his hips above her, his massive, soft cock swinging close to her smooth mound. Lena arched her back, moaning softly into the kiss, her hands running up his arms as if she were in ecstasy.

It was breathtakingly erotic, even knowing it was fake. The heat in the room seemed to rise, and I felt myself getting uncontrollably turned on.

“And now for the nipple suck…” commanded the director.

Cristian dipped his head, wrapping his tongue around Lena’s perfect nipple and pulling it into his mouth. He gave it a firm suck, and she moaned with pleasure. Then Cristian shifted just slightly, and I saw it… His cock was hard… rock hard, and pointing straight at Lena, his balls hanging down heavily behind. It was probably the biggest cock I’d ever seen.

“CUT!” The director’s voice sliced through the air sharply.

Cristian groaned under his breath, flopping back on the bed, covering his eyes with one hand. “Sorry,” he muttered. “Sorry, sorry. That wasn’t… I didn’t mean to…”

His massive dick stood up, pointing at the ceiling, firm and erect. None of the crew batted an eyelid, but Lena burst into laughter, loud and delighted, practically folding in half where she sat. “Cristian, please. You do this every time.”

He frowned. “It’s impossible with those tits.”

“Oh, really?” she giggled, squeezing them in her hands and jiggling them up and down. “Honestly, it’s a burden being this perfect.”

Cristian threw a pillow at her.

She dodged it effortlessly and laughed even harder.

The director sighed, pinching the bridge of her nose. “Can we please try again without you two turning my set into a comedy sketch?”

“How about we go back to the trailer, and I get him off first?” suggested Lena. “It would hardly be the first time, would it, big boy?” She reached over and squeezed his cock.

“Do you realize the forms I’d have to fill in?” complained the intimacy coordinator.

“The new runner can do it,” said Cristian, suddenly pointing at me. “She’s a free-use one, right?”

My heart practically stopped.

“That will work,” said the coordinator. “It will save me the paperwork.”

“Okay, fine,” sighed the director. “Looks like it’s your lucky day, new girl. Right then, everyone, let’s take fifteen minutes.”


Chapter Six




The entire stage buzzed with movement as everyone scattered for the break. Cristian sat up on the bed, his cock still rock-hard, running a hand through his hair, and watching me. He stood, and someone hurried over to drape a robe loosely around his shoulders.

“Come on, cutie,” he said. “To my trailer.”

The director was already barking orders at the lighting crew. The intimacy coordinator waved vaguely in our direction, clearly relieved someone else would “handle” the situation. Lena gave me a dramatic thumbs-up and a wicked grin.

Before I fully understood how I’d gotten here, I found myself following Cristian out of the stage area and across the lot. Cristian’s trailer was enormous, sleek and spotless, and filled with expensive furniture and soft lighting that made everything look cinematic. As soon as the door shut behind us, he pressed both hands against the counter and exhaled a long, shaky breath.

“God,” he muttered. “I swear, this is the hardest thing about filming sex scenes. If you actually get into the role, you’re going to get an erection. Right?”

I hovered near the door, pulse thundering. “Um… what do you need me to…?”

He turned, and the robe, which he hadn't bothered to tie, parted completely. His erection was magnificent: thick, vein-laced, and frighteningly long. One of the biggest cocks I’d ever seen.

"I need you to fix this," he said, pointing at his dick.

I grinned. This was my specialty. I immediately dropped to my knees on the thick carpet. I reached out tentatively, my hands tracing the shape of his balls. I cupped them gently, lifting them as I leaned in closer. His thick cock throbbed above me, desperate for me to touch it. I stuck out my tongue, licking his balls and then all the way up his long shaft, as slowly and firmly as I could. I was rewarded by a little groan from him, and he leaned back against the table behind him.

I opened my mouth and enveloped the tip, taking him in slowly, swirling my tongue around the head. God, it practically filled my mouth already. I took it a little deeper, but it was already making me gag. So much for my legendary deep-throat skills - they weren’t happening today.

He let out a sharp hiss of breath and placed one hand on the top of my head, applying gentle pressure and forcing his cock in deeper. I wrapped my mouth around as much length as I could manage, sucking hard and consistently, my tongue playing with it.

“Good girl,” he moaned softly, using his hand to hold my head as he started to thrust slowly back and forth. “God, that’s good,” he muttered.

But he couldn’t resist me much longer. He lifted me to my feet, his mouth meeting mine and thrusting his tongue inside as he pushed me backwards against the trailer door. He reached out, his big hands grabbing the waistband of my shorts and dragging them down in one quick motion.

My shorts pooled at my ankles, leaving me in just the tight T-shirt and a pair of white cotton panties. He didn't pause. He grabbed the thin fabric of my panties and ripped them off, the material tearing with a loud sound. I gasped in surprise, but also arousal. He threw my panties to the floor and slid his fingers between my soaking folds.

"You're already wet, Molly," he observed. "You liked sucking my cock, didn't you?"

He didn't wait for an answer. He spread my legs with his knee, hiking one of my bare legs up and bracing my foot against the wall next to the trailer door. The position made me instantly vulnerable and completely exposed.

Then, he slammed his cock into me. It wasn't a gentle entry; it was rough and desperate. I cried out, a sound that was half pain, half pure shock and pleasure, as the full, hard length of him breached me completely. He filled me absolutely, stretching me to my limit in a single, breath-stealing motion.

His hands grabbed my ass, lifting me up against the wall, and he began to thrust. Each stroke was deep and fast, driving me back against the door with a loud thump that echoed in the luxurious trailer. My hands instinctively clawed at his shoulders, searching for purchase on his hard, smooth skin. My mind was reeling, but my body had taken over. The intense friction inside me was immediately overwhelming.

"Yes! Oh god, yes," I gasped, the words tumbling out as I bucked my hips, trying to meet his relentless rhythm. The sheer size and force of him were intoxicating.

"Look at me, Molly," he growled. "This is what you came for. This is what you're useful for."

His thrusts got faster, harder, until the pleasure was too much to contain. My eyes rolled up in my head, and a powerful orgasm hit me. It was a wave of shuddering release that made me scream into the silence of the trailer. My cunt pulsed around his thick shaft as the waves of pleasure washed over me.

Breathing heavily, he carried me to the table and laid me back on it.

“Show me those titties,” he commanded. His cock was still motionless inside me, stretching and filling me in the most delicious way. He spread my legs open, admiring my lips gripping his cock as I struggled to pull my T-shirt off over my head. I unhooked my bra and let my breasts free.

“Fuuuck,” he groaned, moving his dick slowly inside me. “You’re perfect.”

I couldn’t believe this hot, famous actor actually liked me. He could have anyone, and he chose me. And now he was telling me how beautiful I was. I squeezed my breasts together with my hands, rubbing my nipples with my thumbs.

“What do you want to do to me?” I whispered.

Suddenly, Cristian looked up at the window of the trailer. I followed his gaze and saw someone duck quickly out of sight.

“Lena, you perv!” he called, already laughing. “You can come in.”

There were footsteps outside, and the trailer door swung open with a bang. It was Lena, and she was still just wearing the robe, which was open at the front so I could see her pussy.

“Damn, you caught me,” she giggled, coming into the trailer and closing the door. “Just don’t tell the intimacy coordinator.” All the while this conversation was going on, Cristian’s cock was still buried deep inside my throbbing cunt.

Lena perched on the back of the sofa. “Go on then, let me watch you fuck the cute new runner.”

Cristian shrugged, pulled out slightly, and slammed his cock so deep inside me that I cried out. Then he started fucking me firmly, making my breasts bounce with every hard thrust. I moaned each time, my eyes already starting to roll back in my head. I was just about aware of Lena parting her legs and touching herself as she watched.

“Oh God,” she moaned softly, “Look at her. Make her come on your dick, Cristian.”

Cristian increased his pace, and I went right over the edge, coming hard and noisily. I squirmed on the table, my thighs shaking as the waves of pleasure consumed me.

Lena seemed to be loving it. She flopped over the back of the sofa onto the cushions. Then she moved to the corner, opening her legs wide.

“Bring her here and fuck her while she licks me,” she purred.

Cristian helped me up and half-dragged me on shaking legs to the sofa. He pushed me onto it on my hands and knees in front of Lena. I stuck my ass in the air and moved my head between her thighs, licking up her glistening pink slit. She tasted as perfect as she looked.

I let out a loud grunt of pleasure as Cristian penetrated me from behind. He didn’t hold back, thrusting hard into my cunt and filling me to my limits. He fucked me hard, but I fought to concentrate on licking and sucking Lena’s perfect little pussy. Her hand went to my hair, gripping it painfully and holding me right between her thighs.

I fought to breathe, the pressure of Lena's hand in my hair forcing my face deep into her soaking wet pussy. Her clit was right against my tongue, swollen and hard, and I worked it diligently, licking and sucking it desperately.

"Faster, Molly, faster!" Lena hissed, her voice tight with pleasure. Her legs were trembling, clamped around my head.

Behind me, Cristian was moving with increasing force. His hips pounded into me, driving his thick cock deeper with every thrust. The dual sensation was overwhelming: my face buried in Lena's pussy, my cunt being used by Cristian’s enormous cock.

"Look at her, Cristian!" Lena groaned. "She's beautiful, isn't she? Fuck her harder while I watch her tongue me!"

Cristian responded to the challenge. He grabbed my hips with both hands and slammed into me.

Lena rubbed herself harder against my face. Her sounds became desperate, high-pitched whimpers building into a sustained, strained moan. Suddenly, her body tensed completely. Her hand gripping my hair contracted painfully, and she let out a high, piercing shriek of pleasure. Her entire body spasmed, and a rush of hot, slick release flooded my mouth.

"Oh! God! I'm coming!" Lena screamed, her muscles locking around my face as her powerful climax consumed her.

The feeling of her coming on my face instantly propelled me toward my own breaking point. My muscles clenched around the big cock inside me as the orgasm exploded through every part of my body. He growled, pulling back slightly, then driving his cock deep, deep, inside me, holding the thrust. I squeezed my eyes shut, my own scream echoing in the trailer.

"I’m going to fill your tight cunt," he groaned, as I squirmed on his dick. He let out a final roar and emptied his load deep inside me. I could feel him throbbing with every ejaculation, until he was completely spent and I was overflowing with cum.

We collapsed together on the sofa, breathing heavily.

“Fuck,” laughed Cristian. “Pass those wipes. We need to get back on set in a couple of minutes.”

Lena threw him the pack of wipes. “Think you can keep your erection down, now?”

“I hope so, although no promises,” he said, pulling out a wipe and cleaning the sweat off his stomach. “If not, I’m up for trying this again. You are both incredible.”

I glowed with pride and happiness. I couldn’t believe I’d fucked these two film stars.


Chapter Seven




Cristian managed to finish the next take of the sex scene without getting hard, the fun from the trailer having successfully burned off his immediate need. The scene was intense, professional, and entirely simulated.

“CUT!” the director’s voice boomed across the stage. “That’s a wrap on the bedroom sequence! Excellent work, everyone!”

Instantly, the tension dissipated. The wardrobe people sprang into action, covering Lena and Cristian in robes again. Crew members exchanged relieved glances; the most delicate part of the schedule was finally finished.

The director glanced at me. “Runner. Be useful. We’re resetting for the next scene. Get coffee for everyone.”

“Right! On it!” I said, happy to have something to do.

I grabbed the order sheet a script supervisor handed me, scanning the list as I hurried offstage. The studio lot was a maze of trailers, cables, aluminum ramps, and giant rolling doors that all looked the same. Even with the laminated map clipped to my lanyard, I was soon hopelessly lost.

Eventually, I realized that I needed to be on the other side of an inconveniently placed brick wall. Maybe I could quickly cut through Studio Nine? I pushed open the door, and immediately, I knew I had made a mistake.

The lighting on this set was different; warmer, almost golden. Funky music thumped quietly in the background. Large plush rugs and beanbags covered the floor. The walls of the set were covered in 70s-style yellow and brown wallpaper. Velvet curtains covered the fake windows.

A large group of women in silk robes stood near a makeup table, chatting casually, sipping bottled water. A smaller group of men, naked except for tiny briefs, were stretching to one side, warming up as if they were about to play sports. They all had luxurious mustaches.

A harried-looking assistant with a headset nearly ran into me.

“You’re late.”

“I am?” I said, confused.

“Yes, we’re about to begin. You got the memo about the pubic hair, right? Tell me you got the memo.”

I just stared at her with my mouth open like a goldfish. She rolled her eyes and, to my surprise, grabbed my shorts and yanked them down so that they pooled around my ankles. She looked at my trimmed bush approvingly.

“Thank God,” she said. “I’ve already had to send home three girls today who turned up for a 70s orgy scene with shaved pussies. You wouldn’t believe it.” She shook her head at the craziness of it all.

“Orgy scene?” I managed to say.

The assistant wasn’t really paying attention to me now; she was frowning at one of the men in the tiny underpants. “Digital watch? Seriously? He’s wearing a fucking digital watch.” She stomped over and started berating the unlucky performer with the watch.

“Lube?” said a girl appearing at my shoulder, offering me a small tube. She had curvy, blonde hair that hung over her shoulders, and she was completely naked. I glanced down and saw she had a thick, blonde bush that spread to her thighs.

“Er… I’m good, thanks,” I said.

“Well, you might be thankful for it after a while,” she said. “I’m Jessie, by the way.”

“Nice to meet you,” I replied. “I’m Molly. Um… is this a porno shoot?”

“Of course,” she replied. “They’re about to start, come on…”

She dragged me by the arm onto the set and pulled me down onto a bean bag next to her. Her hands went to the hem of my T-shirt, and she tugged it off over my head. “Let’s get you ready,” she said, unhooking my bra for me.

All around us, the other performers were taking up their positions on sofas, cushions, and beanbags. The women slipped off their robes, and the men stepped out of their briefs, until everyone was completely naked. There must have been at least twenty-five people. Cameras were moved in closer. A boom mike was lowered above us.

“ACTION!” someone shouted from the darkness behind the cameras.

Jessie turned to me and pulled me in for a deep, wet kiss. Her arms wrapped around my shoulders, pulling me flush against her soft, naked body. I instantly melted into her arms, feeling her breasts rub up against mine. A rush of arousal ran through my whole body, setting my nerves tingling. All around, the other performers joined together into twos and threes, kissing and touching. Soft moans of pleasure filled the air.

Jessie’s hand slid down over my collarbone until she reached my breast, giving it a firm squeeze. Then, it continued lower until she reached my thigh. She spread my legs open for me. I caught a glimpse of one of the cameras rolling closer and zooming in on my glistening pussy. Then her fingers were inside me. I moaned into her mouth, my back arching as she rubbed them against my G-spot.

My own hands went to her breasts. They were small and firm, with little, bullet nipples. I tweaked and teased them between my fingers and was rewarded with happy moans into my mouth. She started to finger fuck me harder, and I felt my climax building rapidly. She added a third finger. I was so wet and aroused that it went in easily.

The bean bag dipped as someone else joined us. It was a dark-haired man with thick chest hair and a full mustache, his cock straining upward.

“Mind if I join you ladies?” he asked in a deep voice.

Jessie lifted her head, grinning at him. “Not at all, Leo. Molly, meet Leo. I’ve worked with him before.”

Leo didn’t waste any time. He kissed my neck, and I could feel his mustache against my skin. His hand held my inner thigh, close to where Jessie was fingering me. I reached out instinctively, finding his impressively large and hard cock, and gave him a firm stroke.

Jessie lowered her head and took one of my stiff nipples into her mouth, sucking fiercely as she continued to fuck me with her fingers. She added a fourth, stretching me wide around her hand. I grabbed the man by the face and kissed him. As my tongue went in his mouth, I came hard. Jessie continued to finger-fuck me, making me squirt all over the bean bag. The more I came, the more she fucked me, and the more I squirted. I could sense the camera filming it all.

When I finally had nothing left to give, she pulled out her hand with a wet sound. Leo knelt between my legs and parted my swollen lips. He started to lick my clit, lapping up my release hungrily. I twisted around so that I could reach his cock at the same time and took it into my mouth. He had a lovely cock; thick and firm. I stroked the base and his balls with one hand as I worked on getting as much of it as I could into his throat.

All around us, people were beginning to fuck. On a large, sunken sofa nearby, a beautiful dark-skinned woman with a massive afro was furiously riding a thick, muscled man, her head thrown back, her cries punctuated by the squeak of leather upholstery.

To our right, two men were locked in a deep kiss, their mustaches rubbing against each other, while a woman knelt between them, her head switching between one cock and then the other. The air was thick with the humid scent of sex, all mixing with the low thump of 70s funk music. The cameras were shadows moving beyond the perimeter, their presence of no concern to the performers, completely absorbed in their hedonistic orgy.

“Look at you,” Leo breathed, still licking my pussy. “You’re ready for me, aren’t you?” He shifted his weight around, and I felt the heat of his fully rigid, uncut cock brush against my inner thigh.

Jessie lifted her head from where she had been sucking another man, her lips glistening, and gave me a cheeky grin. "Leo's going to slide that big thing right into you now, sweetie."

Leo spread my legs a little wider with his arm, and then, with a slow, deliberate motion, he pressed the large head of his cock against my slick opening. He pushed in, inch by slow inch, until the entire, thick length of him was seated deep inside me.

He began to thrust, a slow, powerful grind that lifted me slightly off the bag with every plunge. Jessie repositioned herself next to me, and her man buried his cock in her, too. She moved her hands to my breasts, kneading them and pulling gently on my nipples as we both got fucked.

“That’s it, honey,” Jessie encouraged, leaning down to whisper into my ear. “Look around. Look around at everyone fucking. Aren’t orgies wonderful?”

I did look. Through the haze of my approaching climax, I saw thick cocks stretching out slick cunts. Further out, a line of performers was forming a chain, each one giving oral to the person in front of them, their bodies curved like a sensual snake across the carpeted floor. The whole room was a mess of moving, glistening flesh, and every moan seemed to feed into my own rising desire.

Leo increased his pace, moving from a slow, deep grind to a faster, more urgent rhythm.

"You're almost there, Molly," Leo growled. He leaned down and began to kiss my neck roughly, his thick mustache scratching my skin. "Show us how good you can scream."

I felt the familiar, wonderful knot tightening deep inside my pelvis. I locked my legs around Leo’s waist, desperate to keep him inside me. Leo delivered one last, crushing plunge that hit my absolute sweet spot. The world exploded. A deep, shuddering climax tore through me, and I screamed loudly, the sound lost in the collective din of the orgy scene. My muscles clenched around Leo’s shaft, milking the last possible pleasure from his thick cock.


Chapter Eight




Leo kissed me on the cheek and pulled out, his cock dripping with my release. Jessie was on her own now, and he swiftly moved between her legs, plunging his cock into her instead. I didn’t have to wait long, though. Almost immediately, two gorgeous Black men, both perfectly muscled and smiling, knelt down beside my beanbag. They both had close-cropped hair, deep brown eyes, and incredibly thick, hard cocks that pulsed eagerly.

"Looks like you need some attention, queen," the one on my left said. He had a small, silver stud in his left ear.

"We like to share," the one on my right added, smiling at me.

Before I could answer, the one with the earring took charge. He pulled me on top of him, guiding my pussy to his waiting cock. My wet folds parted easily for him, and I sank gratefully down, feeling him stretch and fill me completely.

The other man slid his hand down my body. He found my throbbing clit and began to stroke it with a rhythmic pressure as I started to ride his friend. I gasped into his mouth, my body already responding to the dual attention. In no time at all, I was coming all over the thick, black cock. My white, sticky release clung to his shaft as he fucked me through it.

The second man knelt behind him, already lubing up his cock. He pressed the head of his dick against my tight rear entrance.

“You want it in your ass, queen?” he whispered in my ear in his deep voice.

“Yes, please,” I groaned.

He pressed forward, straining against the resistance until suddenly I opened up for him. He slid deep into my ass, his cock rubbing against the one in my pussy and driving me wild. They both started to fuck me, slightly out of sync. It felt amazing, the pleasure flowing out from my core to every part of my body.

The constant, low thumping of the music provided a hypnotic backdrop to the sounds of skin slapping against skin, wet sucking, and the collective chorus of moans and gasps. Jessie was now kneeling, her blonde bush and tits pressed against the glass top of a low table, while Leo stood behind her, pounding into her with visible enthusiasm. Another woman was kneeling behind him, trying to lick his ass as he thrust back and forth. On the floor next to them, one of the men had a woman with her legs pinned right back to the shoulders, pounding her pussy hard.

The sensation of being doubly penetrated reached a fever pitch. My hands grasped blindly at the beanbag, and I screamed as I came hard again. The man in my ass felt my internal convulsions and gripped my waist tighter. He gave me two more final hard thrusts and came in my ass, flooding my insides.

When he pulled out, the one below me flipped me over onto my back. He lifted my legs and spread my asshole with his fingers, watching the cum leak out. Then he plunged his own cock deep into my stretched hole. I arched my back, and in seconds I was coming again. He fucked me hard, and soon he closed his eyes and pumped my ass full of a second load of cum.

Around me, the entire room seemed to be hitting their peak at the same time. Leo groaned with relief as he pulled out of Jessie, his massive, dripping cock spurting a thick stream of cum over Jessie's ass and back. The man on the floor next to me pulled out of his partner and emptied his load across her face and into her hair. The woman laughed, wiping her eye with a sticky finger, before pulling him back down for a wet, messy kiss.

The moans and groans all around turned to the sounds of relief. More and more men were finishing, some on their partner’s bodies, and some in their asses or cunts, until everyone was soaked and dripping with sweat and cum.

The loud funk music abruptly cut out.

"CUT! Fantastic," the director's voice boomed. "That's a wrap on the orgy scene, folks! You can shower and fuck off home. Great job today, everyone."

The silence that followed was heavy, filled only with the sound of rapid, ragged breathing and wet skin separating. Performers started to stir, groaning in exhausted satisfaction, their bodies glistening. They exchanged high-fives and tired smiles, the professionalism immediately returning.

I lay there for a moment, letting the wave of exhaustion pass, feeling the sticky warmth of semen dripping out of my ass.

The man who had just finished in me wiped a drop of sweat from my cheek. "You were incredible, queen," he said. "You've got fire. I need to see more of you."

He retrieved his jacket from the side and pulled out a small card. He pressed it into my hand, which was still shaking slightly.

"Marcus," he said simply. "Call me. Anytime.”

I nodded dumbly, clutching the card, my mouth too dry to form a coherent answer. With effort, I stood up, retrieving my shorts, T-shirt, and bra. I dressed hurriedly. I had suddenly remembered that I was supposed to be fetching coffee.


Epilogue




Islipped away from the porno set, nodding goodbye to Jessie and Leo, who were now casually chatting while leaning against each other, still naked. I found a dimly lit communal restroom marked "Performers Only."

The mirror reflected how wrecked I looked: flushed skin, swollen lips, hair messy and sweaty. I turned on the tap, scrubbing my hands and face, trying to wash away the evidence. I was late. Very, very late. I had been gone at least forty-five minutes.

I finally found the correct path to the catering area and ordered the mountain of coffees. I balanced the massive tray, the weight of the coffee cups threatening to tip it up and spill them everywhere. I hurried back to the main stage, where they were already setting up to film another scene with Lena and Cristian.

The director spotted me immediately. Her eyes narrowed as she glanced at her watch.

"Molly! Where have you been? I sent you for coffee an hour ago!" she hissed.

"I am so sorry!" I stammered, handing out the cups to the nearby crew members. "The catering area was... totally slammed. Massive queue. I had to wait for ages."

“Come on, I wasn’t born yesterday,” she said. “Seriously, what happened?"

I deflated. “You’re right. I accidentally ended up at Stage Nine.”

The director burst out laughing. “Stage Nine? That explains it,” she said. “Come on. Let’s get this final scene shot, and you can give me another orgasm before home time.”

THE END
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Free Use At The Fitness Center


A Filthy And Fun Free Use Adventure



Chapter One




Iglanced at the clock. If I didn’t leave soon, I was going to be late, but I was still hovering in front of the full-length mirror in the bedroom, adjusting the uniform I’d chosen for my first day at The Fitness Center.

"Molly! Come on, babe, you’re going to be late!" Ben’s voice called out from downstairs.

"Coming!" I yelled back, giving my reflection one last, nervous appraisal.

Although I was only going to be working on the gym’s reception, I’d gone completely over the top, leaning into the 'fitness' theme with slutty abandon. I was wearing a white crop top that was laughably small; the stretchy fabric was pulled so tight across my heavy breasts that the bottom hem barely cleared my nipples, threatening to let them fall out with every breath I took. Below that, I’d squeezed into a pair of gray, high-cut gym shorts. They were thin and a size too small, hugging my curves so aggressively that the seam disappeared right up into my crotch, creating a deep, unmistakable camel toe that was proudly on display.

I grabbed my gym bag and hurried to the door. When I stepped out onto the porch, Ben was checking his watch, but the second he looked up, he froze. His jaw didn’t just drop; he actually let out a low whistle.

"Holy... Molly," he breathed, his eyes traveling slowly from my straining chest down to the vivid detail between my legs. "Wow. You’re actually going to work like that?"

I did a playful little pirouette, making my tits bounce provocatively. "I want to look the part, Ben. It's a high-end studio. I need to show them I'm... accessible. Do you like it?"

Ben stepped closer, his hands instantly reaching out to grip my hips. He pulled me flush against him, his eyes dark with immediate lust. "Like it? Molly, you look like a walking invitation. Every guy in that gym is going to have an erection while they work out."

"That’s the idea," I whispered, leaning in to brush my lips against his.

"I'm walking you," he said firmly. "I need to make sure you actually make it to the front desk without causing a multi-car pile-up."

He didn't let go of my waist as we started down the driveway. The studio was only around the corner, a short walk through a quiet, leafy residential area. But with every step, the thin fabric of my shorts rubbed against my clit, and I could feel myself getting slicker by the second.

We reached the edge of the small park that sat just behind the studio's parking lot. Ben’s hand was getting lower, stroking the curve of my ass as we walked. He looked around; the path was empty, shielded from the main road by a dense line of tall laurel bushes.

"Ben, we’re almost there," I breathed, my heart racing as he suddenly veered off the path, pulling me into the shadows behind the greenery.

"I can't wait," he growled, spinning me around and shoving me back against the wooden fence hidden behind the bushes. "Your tits have been bouncing the whole way down the street, Molly. If I don't get inside you right now, I'm going to lose my mind."

His hands, rough and urgent, gripped the waistband of my tight shorts and hauled them down just past my hips. My little black thong went with them, snapping against my thighs as he exposed my damp, aching pussy to the cool morning air.

"Turn around," he commanded.

I obeyed instantly, my heart hammering against my ribs. I turned and leaned forward, bracing my palms against the rough wooden slats of the fence. I stuck my ass out, giving him a perfect view of my spread cheeks and the glistening, swollen slit that was already dripping with anticipation. Behind me, I heard the sound of his zipper and the heavy rustle of his clothes as he freed his rock-hard cock.

"Look at you," he muttered as he grabbed my ass. “Those gym boys are going to lose their minds. I wonder how many of them are going to take you today.”

Without another word, he guided his head to my opening and thrust home with one powerful, desperate shove. I let out a choked cry, my tits swinging wildly beneath the tiny white crop top as he buried himself to the hilt.

Knowing we didn’t have much time, he began to fuck me with frantic thrusts, his pelvis slamming against my ass with a rhythmic smack that seemed deafening in the quiet park. I clung to the fence, my knuckles turning white, as he pounded into me. Each thrust sent a jolt of electricity through my body, making my toes curl inside my trainers.

"You’re going to be... the best slut... they’ve ever had in that gym," he panted, his hands moving from my waist to grip my hair, pulling my head back so he could see the look of pure, slutty bliss on my face.

The friction of his thick cock against my cunt walls, combined with the risk of being caught, was too much. I felt the familiar heat rising, the pressure building quickly inside me. He fucked me harder, making my tits bounce out of the bottom of the crop top and slap together with every thrust.

"Ben, oh God, I'm going to…" I gasped. He yanked my hair back even further.

“Come for me, slut,” he growled.

The world blurred as my internal muscles clamped down hard around him, milking him desperately. I shivered and cried out, my entire body racked with a powerful orgasm that left me sobbing for breath, my tits swinging wildly as my legs nearly gave way.

I could feel him reaching his limit, his thrusts becoming shorter and more frantic. "I'm close," he gasped, his voice straining. "Get down. Now."

He pulled out, and I dropped to my knees on the grass immediately. I didn't care about the grass stains on my bare knees or who might be walking past the bushes. I looked up at him, my lips parted, my breasts hanging out the bottom of my crop top.

He forced his cock into my mouth, and I sucked hard, my eyes locking onto his as he let out a loud groan. He throbbed in my mouth, and I felt the thick, hot cum spill over my tongue. I didn't miss a drop, swallowing every thick, hot burst.

When he finally slumped against the fence, catching his breath, I pulled back and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, giving him a wicked, satisfied smile.

"Now," I whispered, standing up and shimmying my tight shorts back into place, making sure the camel toe was even more pronounced than before. "I think I'm ready to start my first day."


Chapter Two




Itook a deep breath, adjusted the tiny white crop top to ensure it was actually covering my nipples, and pushed open the heavy glass door of The Fitness Center. The blast of cool, filtered air hit me, carrying the scent of distant sweat. Behind the sleek, marble-topped reception desk sat a woman who looked like she’d rather be anywhere else.

She had a thick, dark ponytail and was chewing gum with a slow, rhythmic motion. She was heavily pregnant, at least eight months along, her swollen belly stretching a tight black maternity tank top to its absolute limit. Her breasts were enormous, swollen by pregnancy to a size that made mine look almost modest.

I cleared my throat. "Hi. I'm Molly. I'm the new... free-use receptionist?"

The woman looked up, her eyes tracing a slow, cynical path from my face, down to the straining white fabric over my tits, and lingering for a long second on the deep camel toe my shorts were highlighting. She popped a bubble with her gum.

"I'm Skylar," she said. "It’s my last day before maternity leave, thank God. I was wondering when the new girl would show up."

She stood up slowly, bracing her hands on her lower back. Her belly was a massive, hard dome that bumped against the edge of the desk.

“Pleased to meet you, I’m Molly,” I said, keen to make a good impression. “Are you free-use, too?”

“Sure am, and look what happened,” she sighed, indicating her swollen belly.

“Er… wow,” I said.

"Anyway," Skylar said, grabbing a laminated sign from under the desk. "I'm supposed to show you around, so I guess we’d better get it over with."

She slapped the sign onto the marble surface. It read “Reception Closed.”

I glanced at the door. "What if someone comes in and needs help?"

Skylar just shrugged, her massive pregnant tits swinging with the movement as she stepped out from behind the desk.

"Then they’ll have to fucking wait," she said flatly. "Follow me, Molly.”

We walked down a corridor towards the changing rooms. Skylar didn't even slow down as she led me toward the men’s.

"Shouldn't we... knock?" I stammered, my heart starting to race.

Skylar didn't even break her stride. "Nah," she said, pushing the door open with a loud thud.

The air inside was thick with steam and the heavy, musky scent of testosterone and expensive body wash. My eyes went wide. It was like the scene from a gay porno. Men were everywhere in various states of undress. To my left, a tall, muscular guy with a tribal tattoo was drying his hair, his thick, heavy cock swinging freely between his legs as he moved. Further down, a group of guys was laughing by the lockers, completely naked, their tight, muscular bottoms shining with a sheen of sweat, entirely unconcerned by our presence.

Over in the open shower area, two guys with wide, hairy chests were soaping each other up, their hands sliding over slick, muscular shoulders. Their cocks were semi-hard, twitching slightly as their heavy lengths dripped with soapy water.

I felt a wave of heat wash over me, my nipples hardening so much they became visible through my top. My pussy was already aching, getting so wet that I worried it might soak through my panties into my shorts.

Skylar, however, looked completely unimpressed. She stood in the middle of the locker room, one hand braced on her massive pregnant belly, the other on her hip, slowly popping a bubble with her gum.

"See this?" she said, gesturing vaguely at a pile of discarded, damp towels on the floor. "The men here are total slobs. You’ll be coming in here every hour to pick up after them."

"In here? While they're... like this?" I asked, my voice trembling slightly as I watched a Black guy with a massive, semi-erect cock walk past us toward the sauna.

"Especially while they're like this," Skylar replied with a cynical smirk, her dark ponytail swaying as she turned to face me. "They like to watch you bend over. And believe me, in those shorts, you’re going to be doing a lot more than just picking up towels."

I was attracting a few looks now, one or two of the naked men appraising my body with their eyes. I wanted to stay there all day, but Skylar was already holding the door open for us to leave. With a sigh, I followed her out.

The next door along was the female changing rooms. They were filled with women who looked like they belonged on the cover of a fitness magazine. They were all stunning, with bronzed skin, toned gym bodies, and high, small breasts. As they moved about, completely uninhibited, I couldn't help but notice how perfectly groomed they were, most of them sporting smooth, shaved pussies.

A woman who looked exactly like an Instagram model, with long blonde hair, a tiny waist, and legs that went on forever, looked up from a nearby bench. She was completely naked, her skin glowing with a light sheen of post-workout sweat.

"Hi, Skylar," she chirped, her voice bright and airy.

Her eyes went straight to my straining white crop top and the obscene display of my camel toe in the gray shorts. She gave me a wink.

"New girl?" she asked, reaching into her designer gym bag.

"Molly," Skylar grunted, popping her gum. "She's taking over my desk."

The model nodded, pulling out an enormous, thick purple vibrator. She didn't seem the least bit embarrassed. "Welcome to the team, Molly. Hopefully, I’ll get to catch up with you later.”

She turned and sauntered toward the shower cubicles. A second woman, equally gorgeous and already wet from the spray, peeked her head out of a stall and beckoned her in. The blonde stepped inside, and a second later, the deep, low thrum of the vibrator began to buzz through the air, followed by giggling.

I stood there, my mouth slightly open, feeling a fresh wave of moisture soak into my thong. The sounds of their muffled moans started to drift over the top of the stall.

"They're allowed to do that?" I whispered, my voice thick with arousal.

Skylar let out a laugh, her massive pregnant belly shifting as she turned toward the exit. "Allowed? Those two are the aerobic instructors. If they aren't getting fucked by the members, they're fucking each other. Usually both."

She headed for the door, not waiting to see if I was following. "Come on. If we stay here, you’ll end up in that shower with them, and I still have to show you the rest of the gym before my back gives out."


Chapter Three




We left the locker rooms behind and headed toward the main gym area. As Skylar pushed open the double doors to the weight room, the sound of clanking iron and heavy, rhythmic breathing hit me.

It was a paradise of muscle. Dozens of men were scattered across the floor, most of them shirtless and sweaty. I watched, mesmerized, as a guy on the bench press let out a loud grunt, the veins in his thick arms bulging as he pushed a massive amount of weight toward the ceiling.

Then, I saw him. A man separated himself from a group near the squat racks and began walking toward us. He was breathtaking, perfectly tanned, with a physique that looked like it had been chiseled out of marble. His dark hair was effortlessly slicked back, and his face was ruggedly handsome. He was wearing nothing but a pair of thin, black gym shorts that sat low on his hips.

As he got closer, I couldn't help but stare at the unmistakable, heavy outline curving down his left leg. It was easily one of the biggest cocks I had ever seen, thick and long even while flaccid. I felt a sudden, sharp ache between my legs, my clit throbbing so hard against the seam of my shorts that it was almost painful. I was suddenly, desperately hungry for him.

"Skylar," he said, his voice impossibly deep. "Taking the new girl on the grand tour?"

"Molly, meet Kane. He’s the head instructor here," Skylar muttered, popping her gum with a weary snap.

"It's... It's a pleasure, Kane," I stammered, leaning forward to shake his massive hand. I gave him my most provocative smile, my eyes locked onto his. "I’m the new receptionist. I’m sure I’ll be seeing a lot of you."

Kane gave me a polite, professional nod, his eyes grazing over my chest for a split second before returning to my face.

"Welcome to the team, Molly," he said coolly. "Just make sure you keep the towel bins full. We go through them fast." He looked past me, spotting a member with poor form on a shoulder press. "Excuse me, I need to correct a lift. Nice to meet you."

He turned and walked away, his muscular back rippling with every step. I watched his ass move under the shorts, my mouth literally watering.

"Oh my God," I whispered, turning back to Skylar. "He is incredible. Is he... does he use the free-use policy?"

Skylar let out a cynical snort, one hand resting on her belly. She looked at me with something like pity.

"Don't even think about it, honey," she said, her voice dry. "That’s Kane. He’s got a girlfriend, and he’s the only man in this building who looks but doesn't touch. He’s strictly professional."

I felt a sharp pang of disappointment. "Really? Not even once?"

"Trust me," Skylar sighed, starting to walk back toward the exit. "I’ve spent the last eight months trying to get that monster between my legs.”

I looked back over my shoulder at him one last time, watching him lean over a client, his huge cock straining the leg of his shorts. My heart sank. The one man I wanted more than anything was the only one I couldn't have.

Skylar led me away from the free weights and toward the cardio section, where the rhythmic thumping of feet on treadmills created a steady, driving beat. The air here was even more humid.

My attention was immediately taken by a woman on one of the treadmills. She was a stunning Black woman with a flawless, dark complexion and incredibly long, thick fake eyelashes that fluttered with every stride.

She was wearing a neon-orange sports bra that looked like it was fighting a losing battle against her massive, heavy breasts. Even with the support, they were bouncing like crazy, surging upward and slamming back down with every heavy footfall.

She was pushing herself hard. A thick sheen of sweat covered her skin, and dark, damp patches had bloomed across the center of her sports bra and the crotch of her tight leggings. As we approached, she caught my eye and gave a little wave, her long lashes sweeping against her cheeks. She hit the stop button and let the machine whirr to a halt, leaning forward to catch her breath. Her chest heaved, her breasts practically spilling out of the top of the bra as she panted.

"Well, hello there," she purred in the well-spoken voice of someone with a lot of money. "You must be the new addition to the staff."

"I'm Molly," I said, feeling that familiar flush return to my face. Up close, she was even more intimidatingly beautiful. “I’m the new free-use receptionist. You… you can let me know if you need anything. Anything at all,” I said hopefully.

She stepped off the machine, her eyes roaming hungrily over my body, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

"I'm Roxy," she said, stepping into my personal space until I could smell the heat coming off her body. She reached out with a manicured hand, her long, sharp nails lightly grazing my hip. "You are absolutely delicious, Molly. If I didn’t have a boyfriend, I’d be very tempted to take you up on that offer.”

I sighed. Another hot monogamous person. My pussy was aching with need, making me even more desperate for some action.

Skylar didn't give me time to dwell on my disappointment. She turned on her heel, her heavy gait already taking her toward the back of the gym. "Come on. The spin studio is through here, and the yoga room is at the end of the hall. It’s all the same; mirrors, sweat, and people looking to get fucked after they burn their calories."

We skimmed through the rest of the facility, Skylar pointing out the towel storage and the staff break room with a disinterested wave of her hand. My head was spinning with the sensory overload of the place, but my body was still vibrating with need.

"Alright," Skylar grunted as we arrived back at the marble-topped reception desk. "That’s the grand tour. Now for the most important part of the job: keeping the lead receptionist happy in her final hours."

She walked behind the desk and sank heavily into the padded office chair with a long, weary groan. "My back is killing me, my feet are like balloons, and this baby is sitting right on my bladder."

I stood in front of the desk, confused, until Skylar reached down and grabbed the hem of her skirt. She hiked it up over her knees, then higher, exposing her pale thighs. She reached under the fabric, shimmying until she pulled a pair of soaked, oversized white cotton panties down and tossed them onto the desk next to the phone.

"Get down there, Molly," she commanded, her voice thick and bored as she spread her legs wide. "My hormones are driving me crazy, and I need a release before I head home to put my feet up."

I dropped to my knees behind the desk, shielded from the front door. Skylar was incredibly hairy, a thick, dark forest of curls covering her mound and spilling down her inner thighs. Her pussy was dark and heavily swollen, the lips protruding and slick with arousal.

"Don't just stare at it," Skylar snapped, though her head was already leaning back against the headrest. I leaned in, my tongue darting out to taste her. She was delicious, sweet, and salty. I buried my face in her dark hair, my tongue finding her swollen clit and swirling around it with desperate hunger.

Skylar, meanwhile, reached for a metal nail file from a cup on the desk. She began to calmly file her nails, the rhythmic scritch-scritch of the metal against her fingernails the only sound other than my wet licking.

"Mmm, yeah, right there," she muttered, and let out a bored, low-energy moan. "You're pretty good at this, Molly. Better than the last temp."

I doubled my efforts, my fingers reaching up to grip her thighs. I sucked on her clit, my tongue working with a frantic pace.

Suddenly, the nail file clattered to the desk. Skylar’s bored expression shattered as her body went rigid. Her hands flew to the armrests of the chair, her knuckles turning white.

"Oh… oh fuck! Molly!" she screamed, her voice losing all its cynicism. Her hips bucked violently against my face, and before I could even react, she came hard, her release soaking my face. She shrieked, her head slamming back against the chair as she screamed, her internal muscles pulsing rhythmically against my tongue as she squirted again and again.

She slumped back, panting heavily, her massive belly heaving. I stayed there for a moment, dripping with her, my heart racing.

“Fuck, I nearly gave birth right then,” she smirked. She picked up her bag from under the desk and started putting things in it. “Right, that’s me then. Now you’re here, I can fuck off home.”

I stood up, trying to wipe my face with the back of my hand. “You’re leaving me in charge?” I asked.

“Yep.” She laughed. “Good luck, you’ll need it in this place.”

She heaved herself to her feet and waddled towards the front door. Just before she left, she paused and turned.

“Watch out for the rowing team. That can get pretty intense.”

And then she left.


Chapter Four




Skylar hadn’t even shown me the computer system, so I spent the next few hours figuring out the gym’s software by trial and error. To my surprise, I actually enjoyed it. A few members came in looking for lost key fobs or asking about class schedules, and I handled them with a bright, professional smile.

The sexual frustration, however, was agonizing. Every person who walked through those glass doors was gorgeous. Tanned guys in vests with bulging biceps, women with sculpted legs and high, tight ponytails… everyone was a ten. And they all saw me. They saw the way my nipples were practically hard enough to cut glass under my tight top, and they definitely saw the deep, unmistakable crevice of my camel toe as I stood up to reach for towels or files.

But no one made a move. By noon, my stomach gave a loud growl. I reached into my bag and pulled out the lunch Ben had packed for me. He’d made me a chicken and avocado wrap, along with a little container of sliced mango. He’d even tucked a sticky note inside that said: Hope your pussy is as full as your stomach soon. Love, B.

By the time I had eaten it, I couldn't take the inactivity anymore. My pussy was throbbing with every heartbeat. If the men weren't coming to the reception desk for their "service," then I was going to have to bring the service to them.

I stood up, smoothed my shorts over my aching crotch, and grabbed one of the large plastic laundry bins. “Time to check the towels,” I muttered to myself.

I pushed open the heavy swinging door of the men’s locker room. Skylar hadn't been exaggerating; the place was a disaster zone. Damp white towels were strewn across the benches and dumped in sodden piles on the floor. It was pretty quiet now that the lunchtime rush had died down, and there was only one guy in the showers at the back.

He was older, with a solid "dad bod" and a thick, masculine coating of dark hair across his chest, back, and shoulders. He was standing under a steaming jet of water, his eyes closed. He was completely naked, and as he lathered up with a bar of soap, his thick, heavy cock, already semi-hard, swayed between his hairy thighs. Every few seconds, he gave it a slow, rhythmic, soapy stroke.

I felt a surge of heat so intense it made my head spin. He opened his eyes, blinking through the water. He didn't look surprised or embarrassed; he just looked me up and down.

"Hi," I breathed. "The... the towels were a mess. I'm Molly, the new girl." I paused, my heart thumping. "Do you... Do you need any help with that?” I glanced down at the cock in his hand.

A slow grin spread across his face. He stopped stroking himself and gestured to the space under the shower head. "Yeah," he grunted, his voice deep and gravelly. "I need help. Get in here, Molly."

I didn't need to be told twice. My fingers flew to the hem of my tiny white crop top, peeling the fabric over my head and tossing it onto the floor. My heavy breasts swung free, my nipples dark and hard. I kicked off my sneakers and slid the gray spandex shorts down, my soaked thong coming with them.

I stepped into the spray, the hot water slicking my skin instantly. I grabbed the bar of soap from his hand and began to lather my own body, my hands sliding over my tits and down my stomach before I pressed myself against him.

The sensation was incredible. His hairy chest was rough against my sensitive nipples, and I could feel his thick, soapy cock pressing hard against my belly. I reached down, my hand closing around his shaft.

"That's it," he growled, his hands moving to grip my wet ass, squeezing the cheeks hard. "Work it, you little slut.” His hands abandoned my ass to reach between my legs. He brushed over the wet hair of my trimmed bush and plunged two thick fingers deep inside me.

"Oh God, yes!" I cried out in relief. He added a third finger, stretching my tight entrance to the limit, while his heavy palm slammed rhythmically against my swollen clit. I was a mess of tangled limbs and gasping breaths, my big breasts swinging and slapping against his hairy chest as he worked me over with a rough intensity.

"God, you have a nice cunt," he hissed into my ear.

I couldn't hold back. My internal muscles clamped down on his fingers, and I let out a long, high-pitched wail as a violent orgasm ripped through me. I shook in his arms, the spray of the shower washing over my face as I came hard, my body sagging against him.

Before I could even catch my breath, his powerful hands gripped my ass cheeks, hoisting me up effortlessly. I squealed in surprise, instinctively wrapping my legs around his thick waist, my ankles locking behind his back. My soaking wet pussy was presented gaping right above his cock, and he didn't hesitate. He guided it to my opening and thrust upward with one deep, hard swing of his hips.

I let out a choked gasp as he buried himself inside me all the way to his balls. The angle was incredible; every time he slammed me back against the shower wall, his cock rubbed against every perfect spot inside me. The wet sound of our bodies colliding echoed off the tiles, competing with the roar of the water. I gripped his hairy shoulders, my fingers digging into his skin as he pumped into me, my soapy tits crushed between us.

His strength was incredible, holding me up off the floor, and every time he thrust upward, his cock buried itself so deep I felt it bottoming out inside me, sending waves of pleasure through my body. His hands were on my ass cheeks, stretching me wide, the tips of his fingers brushing against the ring of muscles around my stretched asshole. The feeling made me need more.

“Yes… fuck…” I gasped. “Put your fingers in my ass.”

While his cock continued to punish my pussy, he shifted slightly and jammed two thick, soapy fingers into my tight rear entrance. The double penetration was too much. My internal walls clamped down on his cock, and I came hard, shaking in his arms.

"Please," I whimpered as the tremors subsided. "Please... I want your cock in there. Fuck my ass."

He smirked, his hands sliding down to let me stand on my own shaky legs. Then he reached for his waterproof washbag hanging on the shower hook and pulled out a small, travel-sized tube.

"A man in this gym always carries lube, Molly," he grunted, the cap popping open with a sharp click. "You never know when a slut like you is going to be begging for it."

He turned me around, shoving my head down so I was bent at the waist, and my ass was hiked high into the air. I braced my hands against the wall, my breasts swinging and heavy, dripping with water and soap. I felt the cold, slick gel being smeared over my asshole, and then the head of his thick cock began to nudge against me.

I let out a muffled shriek as he breached me, the pressure immense as he stretched me wide open. He slowly sank the full length of his cock into my tight ass. The initial burn turned into a deep, throbbing ache of pleasure. He filled me completely, his hairy belly slapping against my rear as he began to move, his thick shaft sliding in and out of my ass with a wet, rhythmic sound.

"You're a real little anal slut, aren't you?" he laughed, reaching forward to grab my hair and pull my head back. “And now I’m going to come in your ass.”

“Yes! Please! Fill me up!” I gasped.

He didn't hold back, his thrusts coming harder and deeper. I could feel his balls slapping against my soaking pussy with every lunge.

“I’m coming!” he grunted.

He buried himself one last time, his cock throbbing as he began to erupt. I felt the first thick pulse of his cum hit my insides, and the sensation was so intense that I came again. My legs gave out, and if he hadn't been holding my hair and pinning me with his weight, I would have collapsed onto the shower floor.

We stood there for a long minute, the hot water washing away the soap, but nothing could wash away the delicious feeling of being completely used.

He gave my wet ass a sharp sting of a slap. "Good girl, Molly. Welcome to the gym." He turned off the shower and went to walk away. “Oh, I’m Mike, by the way,” he said, leaving me leaning against the cold tiles, finally feeling like I’d started my first day at work properly.


Chapter Five




Iwas just about to pack up and go home for the day when Kane finally strolled toward the reception desk. I was still buzzing from my locker room encounter, my skin sensitive and my pussy still slightly swollen, hidden beneath my gray shorts.

Kane looked as perfect as he had that morning, his skin glowing from exercise. He leaned one arm on the marble counter, and my eyes immediately dropped to the heavy curve in his shorts.

"First day almost done, Molly," he said. "Before you head home to your husband, I thought you might want to enjoy one of the best perks of working here."

My heart did a literal somersault. This is it, I thought. He was just waiting for the crowds to thin out. I felt my nipples harden instantly, pressing against the fabric of my crop top. "I’d love that, Kane. I’ve been... waiting all day to see what you had in mind."

"Great," he said with a professional smile that didn't reach his eyes the way I wanted it to. "Let's get you set up with a personalized training program. Every staff member gets a free session with the head instructor to start them off."

The disappointment hit me like a bucket of ice water, but I followed him anyway, desperate for any reason to be near him. He started me on the treadmill to warm up. As I began to run, my big breasts began their frantic, rhythmic bounce. I could see him watching me. He stepped up behind me, his hand landing firmly on the small of my back to "correct my posture." The heat of his palm through my thin shorts made me nearly trip.

"Keep your core tight, Molly," he murmured. "And keep those shoulders back. Good girl."

Hearing him say the words good girl almost made me come right there.

Next, he moved me to the weight machines. Every exercise was an exercise in torture. When I did leg presses, he stood right over me, his monster of a cock inches from my face inside his shorts. When I did lat pulldowns, he stood behind me, his chest almost brushing my back, his hands reaching over mine to guide the bar. He touched me constantly, adjusting my grip, touching my thigh to check muscle engagement, his fingers lingering just a second too long on my skin.

I was dripping with sweat, my breathing ragged, and the sight of his massive cock in those tight shorts every time he moved was driving me to the brink of insanity. I was certain he was doing it on purpose.

Finally, after a set of squats where he'd kept his hands on my hips to "stabilize" me, I couldn't take it anymore. I turned around in the middle of the gym floor, my chest heaving, my face flushed with a mix of exertion and pure lust.

"Kane, please," I panted, reaching out to grab his muscular forearms. "Look at my crotch. I'm so wet it’s soaked through my gym shorts, I'm desperate... I don't want a workout. I want you to take me into the office and fuck me until I can't walk."

I looked down at the bulge in his shorts, then back up at him, my eyes pleading. "Please. I’m the free-use receptionist. Use me."

Kane’s expression didn't change. "You’re a very attractive woman, Molly. But like I think Skylar might have mentioned, I don't participate in the free-use policy. I have a girlfriend, and I'm very happy with her." He picked up his clipboard, checking off a box. "That’s a good start for today. We’ll work on your upper body tomorrow. Get some rest."

He turned and walked away toward the squat racks, leaving me standing alone in the middle of the gym, sweaty, rejected, and more frustrated than I had ever been in my entire life.

That evening, the frustration from Kane’s rejection boiled over into a feral, desperate energy that Ben was, initially, more than happy to absorb. I dragged him from the sofa to the rug and finally to the bed, riding him frantically while I fantasized about the heavy bulge in Kane’s shorts. But after several hours, he was exhausted and begged me to let him go to sleep.

The next morning, I arrived at the studio nice and early, my outfit even more obscene, just a thin, red sports bra that lifted my breasts up and gave me deep cleavage, and a cute little tennis skirt that was so short my panties were visible.

It wasn’t long before a couple of members came in, a pair of thick-necked powerlifters with massive, tree-trunk thighs. As they scanned in, I saw their names were Andrew and Carl. They headed toward the back of the weight room. I put the closed sign up and followed them. I caught up with them in the corner by the heavy squat racks, and without a word, I dropped to my knees and beckoned them over.

Within seconds, I had two short, thick cocks shoved into my mouth at once, my cheeks bulging as I looked up at them with wide, hungry eyes. The sensation was overwhelming. Having both of them filling my mouth at once forced my jaw to stretch to its absolute limit. And they weren't gentle; they took turns thrusting, their hips snapping forward as they tag-teamed my throat. One would pull back just far enough for the other to shove deeper, their heavy balls slapping against my chin.

"Look at this slut," the taller one grunted, his hand tangling in my hair to hold my head steady as he buried himself to the hilt. "Didn't even say hello before she started begging for it. And at least she isn’t whining about her back like the last receptionist."

They eventually pulled back, leaving my lips swollen and my chin dripping with thick saliva. Carl tugged my sports bra off over my head and squeezed my heavy breasts. Andrew wasted no time in lifting up my shirt and tugging down my thong.

They guided me over to a weight bench nearby. Andrew grabbed my waist and hiked me up, laying me back across the firm, black vinyl. I felt the cold surface against my back as they shoved my legs wide, pushing my knees toward my shoulders until my soaking wet pussy and stretched asshole were perfectly presented. Carl reached out and spread my pussy lips wide, exposing the bright pink, soaking wet interior that was already pulsing in anticipation.

"Look at that," Carl grunted, nudging Andrew. "She’s soaking.”

Without another word, Carl shoved two thick fingers deep inside me. He hooked them upward, finding my G-spot with brutal precision, and began to pump. The friction was incredible. Each curl of his fingers sent a jolt of electricity straight to my brain. I arched my back, my big breasts pointing at the ceiling.

"Yes! Right there! Don't stop!" I wailed.

He picked up the pace, his thumb slamming against my clit while his fingers worked me over from the inside. I felt the pressure building like a tidal wave, a heavy, liquid heat pooling in my core. Suddenly, my body stiffened, my toes curled, and I let out a scream as a massive orgasm took hold. All I could hear was the wet slapping sounds from my cunt as clear liquid bubbled out, soaking Carl's hand and splashing onto the bench. I was squirting uncontrollably, my internal muscles clamping down on his fingers in a desperate rhythm.

I was still shaking from the climax when Carl pulled his hand away and replaced it with his thick, rigid cock. I’d never seen one that was shorter than average, but quite so thick. He drove into me with one heavy thrust, burying himself deep and stretching me so tight I cried out.

At the same time, Andrew moved to the head of the bench. He stood over me, his thighs framing my face, and guided his equally thick shaft toward my mouth. I looked up at him, my jaw aching as he slid deep into my throat. The sensation was total. I was being stuffed from both ends, my senses overwhelmed as they fucked me hard.

My tits bounced frantically with every movement, and I felt like a true free-use toy, completely used and filled to capacity right there in the gym. It was just what I needed. After several minutes of relentless pounding, they finally pulled out, leaving me gasping and twitching.

But the break was short-lived. Andrew, the shorter and stockier of the two, sat back on the end of the bench and hauled me toward him.

"On top, you little free-use slut," he commanded.

I scrambled up, my shaky legs straddling his thick, tree-trunk thighs. I lowered myself onto his rigid shaft, gasping as he filled me once more. I began to ride him, my big, sweaty breasts swinging wildly and slapping against his chest. I leaned forward, grinding my hips so that my engorged clit slammed rhythmically against his pelvis. The friction was unbearable in the best way possible, and it wasn’t long before I climaxed again.

Behind me, I sensed Carl had moved into position. He reached out and gripped my hips with his hands, tilting me forward until my chest was pressed against Andrew’s.

"Don't stop moving for him," Carl hissed, and then I felt the wide head of his lubed cock pressing against my rear entrance. Using my own movements, he let me press back against him, applying more and more pressure to my asshole. It took a while, but as soon as he felt it open up, he lunged forward.

I let out a muffled shriek into Andrew’s thick neck as Carl buried himself in my ass. The double stretch from their fat dicks was intense. I was pinned between them, my soaked pussy sliding up and down Andrew’s cock while my ass was being claimed by Carl. My internal walls were in a state of constant spasm, gripping their cocks with every heave of my hips.

"Jesus," Andrew panted, his hands coming up to squeeze and knead my heavy breasts as I bounced on him. "She’s taking it even better than that pregnant whore." Hearing him say that through the fog made me glow with pride.

As they both picked up the pace, my world narrowed down to the wet, slapping sounds of our bodies and the incredible, double assault between my legs. My brain switched off and back on again as I came so hard I passed out for a second. My internal walls clamped down on their shafts, and I squirted again all over Andrew.

I felt Carl’s hands dig into my waist as he let out a groan of relief, flooding my ass with warm cum. A second later, Andrew grunted beneath me and erupted into my pussy. I slumped against Andrew’s chest, completely spent as their cocks pulsed and released inside me. They held me there for a long moment, their heavy breathing the only sound in the room.

Finally, they both pulled out with wet, heavy squelches. I slid off Andrew’s lap, my legs failing me as I sank to the floor, a mixture of their cum and my own arousal leaking down my thighs and onto the gym mats.

"Good session, Molly," Carl panted, wiping sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand as he started to pull his shorts back up. "It’s always good to start the day with some cardio."


Chapter Six




And then in the afternoon, the rowing team came in.

There were seven of them. Six were tall, broad-shouldered and smelled of sun lotion and testosterone. The seventh, the cox who steered the boat, was barely five feet tall, thin with a shaved head.

“I’m Brian,” the cox said. “And this is the rowing team. Meet Tyler, the captain.” He indicated the golden-haired giant next to him. Tyler reached over the counter, took my hand, and hauled me over the marble top like I weighed nothing at all.

"We need a proper warm-up, new girl," he grinned.

They marched me back to the rowing studio, where the cooling fans were already whirring. I was stripped to my sneakers in seconds, six pairs of strong hands touching me all over my body. But they didn't try to fuck me at first; they didn’t even take their dicks out.

Tyler pushed me down onto one of the long, padded benches. While Brian watched with his arms folded like he was supervising, the rowers crowded in, a tight, wall of muscle and tanned skin. Two of them gripped my ankles just above my trainers and, slowly spreading my legs wide until I was completely exposed to the bright fluorescent lights.

"Look at her," one of them whispered. "She’s already soaking."

Tyler stood between my knees, but he didn't reach for his zipper. Instead, he leaned down and began to run his thumbs over the insides of my thighs. His touch was agonizingly slow, circling higher and higher toward my crotch but never quite reaching the center. At the same time, five other sets of hands began to roam. Someone was kneading my breasts, pulling at my nipples until they were hard and aching, while another used his fingers to trace the curves of my waist and hips.

Then Tyler spat on his fingers and slid his hand down between my ass cheeks to massage my puckered rear entrance. The sensation was dizzying. A hand slid under my back, arching me upward, while another stroked the sensitive skin behind my ears. Soon, there were fingers in my pussy, fingers in my ass, fingers stroking every inch of my body. I felt like I was being worshiped as a goddess.

"Please," I whimpered. "Someone... fuck me."

"Patience, new girl," Tyler murmured, adding a third finger to my ass. With his other hand, he began to grind in a slow, circular motion over my swollen clit. I moaned at the intense pleasure. The other boys picked up the pace, their hands rubbing over my tits and my stomach, curling around my throat, and pinning my arms back. The pleasure rose and rose inside me, unstoppable.

"She’s close," Tyler noted, his grin widening as he watched my eyes roll right back in my head. He increased the pressure, his fingers finding the perfect spot inside me. Just as I thought I couldn’t take any more, I came so hard my body vibrated on the bench like I was having a seizure. My cunt and ass clenched around the fingers inside me as wave after wave of ecstasy consumed me.

“Okay team, she’s ready. Let’s go!” ordered Brian.

Almost in unison, the sound of six zippers filled the quiet studio. The rowers stripped out of their gear, revealing the kind of powerful, athletic physiques that only hours of daily rowing could forge. They were all thick and hard, their dicks standing proud and heavy.

Tyler stepped back into place between my trembling thighs, grabbed his thick shaft, and buried it in me with a slow, authoritative lunge. I let out a loud moan, my pussy still sensitive from the orgasm, but the sheer, stretching fullness felt incredible.

“Not too fast to start with,” said Brian. “Pace yourself.”

Tyler established a steady, rhythmic pace, his body slamming against mine with the force of a man used to pulling heavy oars.

“That’s it,” coached Brian, as if he was instructing them in the boat. “One... two… one… two.”

The steady pace felt too good. “Oh…” I moaned, “Fuck… I’m coming…”

As soon as I’d finished climaxing, he pulled out, and Brian signalled for the next rower to step in. They moved with the precision of a crew team, the cox orchestrating them, each one taking his turn to rail me until my pussy was aching and swollen. By the time the sixth man pulled out, I was a dazed, panting mess, my inner thighs coated with sweat and my leaking release.

"Ready for the main event?" Brian asked.

Tyler didn't give me time to answer. “Let’s go, team,” he urged.

He grabbed my waist and flipped me over, pushing my chest down against the bench so my ass was hiked high into the air. I felt the heat of bodies crowding in behind me. One rower, a dark-haired boy with massive quads, guided his dick to my pussy, sliding deep inside me, while Tyler stepped over and positioned himself at my rear entrance.

He spat on his palm, lubed himself up with it, and pushed into my tight, puckered ass. I screamed into the vinyl as I was filled in both holes, my body stretched to its absolute limit. They worked in tandem, their thrusts synchronized so they met in the middle of my body. The friction was almost too much to bear; it felt like I was being split apart. But the pleasure was so intense I couldn't stop my hips from bucking back to meet them.

“That’s it, stay in sync,” the cox urged, moving to the side to get the best view. “One… two… one… two. Not too fast.”

When I squirted all over the bench, they pulled out, and the cox signalled for two more to take their place. The transition was seamless and ruthless. I didn't even have a second to catch my breath before I felt the dual pressure returning. This time, the rower behind me gripped my hair, pulling my head back so I was forced to look at the other four men standing in a semi-circle, their hard cocks glistening under the studio lights as they watched their teammates work me.

The sensation of being double-stuffed again was even more intense than the first time. I was lost in a haze of raw, animalistic sensation. The rhythmic slap of their bodies hitting my skin echoed around the studio. One wall was a huge mirror, and I could watch what was happening to me in filthy detail. By the time the final pair took their turn, I was barely conscious of anything but the overwhelming fullness and pleasure.

And then Brian stepped forward and dropped his shorts. His dick was massive, the biggest one there, thick and erect. It looked even more impressive on his small, five foot frame. He took me hard, bent over the bench, stretching me like I’d never been stretched before. I came so hard I nearly passed out.

When they’d all had another turn with me, Brian made me kneel down on the floor in the middle of the room. I was a wreck, my hair was matted to my forehead, my chest was flushed a deep pink, and my pussy and ass were both pulsing.

The seven of them surrounded me, standing over my trembling body. They began to stroke themselves, their eyes locked on the mess they had already made of me.

"You did good, new girl," Tyler laughed. "Now you’re going to wear the team colors."

I could only watch, my mouth hanging open in a silent moan, as the first load of hot, thick cum arched through the air and splashed across my tits. Suddenly, they were all coming, unloading line after line of hot, wet cum all over my body. Heavy, white splashes landed on my breasts, my neck, and my thighs. I closed my eyes as a warm jet hit my cheek. By the time the last of them groaned and sprayed his final contribution over my tangled hair, I was completely painted.

Through the haze, I realized that someone was watching through the studio observation window. It was Kane. He smirked at me, winked, and then turned to leave.


Chapter Seven




The rest of the week was a blurred, blissful montage of high-intensity sex. Once the gym members got to know me, they seemed to get over their shyness, and I was called upon for sweaty workout sessions all day, every day.

I became a fixture of the facility, as essential as the resistance bands or the water fountain. By Wednesday, I was so busy that I didn't even bother showering between sessions. I spent Thursday afternoon in the spinning room after the class ended, draped over a bike while the instructor and four of his pupils took turns stretching me out. I was a total mess, a walking invitation, and I loved every second of the attention.

Yet, as Friday arrived, a persistent, nagging frustration dampened my mood. I’d be mid-fuck bent over the reception desk, my mouth open in ecstasy as some anonymous lifter pounded into me, and I’d find myself looking for that familiar, dark-haired silhouette: Kane.

All day, I watched Kane across the floor, his professional focus never wavering. He’d be spotting a client, his massive arms bulging, that heavy, thick outline in his shorts swaying just inches from the floor. Or he’d give me a polite, "Morning, Molly," as I sat there with my hair disheveled and my skin flushed from a quickie in the ladies' bathroom, and it drove me insane.

Then, just after lunch on Friday, the glass doors swung open, and Roxy sauntered back into the gym, looking even more like a high-fashion goddess than she had on Monday. She was wearing a shimmering, skin-tight leotard that made her dark skin glow, and those thick, synthetic eyelashes fluttered as she scanned the room.

Just looking at her made my heart hammer against my ribs. I stood up behind the desk, my pussy giving a sharp, familiar throb. I remembered her nails grazing my skin and the way she’d looked at my camel toe. I was about to offer her a wide, slutty smile when Kane started walking toward her.

I expected him to give her a professional nod or a "Good afternoon, Roxy." Instead, as they met in the middle of the lobby, Kane reached out, spanking her hard on her big ass, and then wrapping a massive, muscular arm around her waist as he pulled her flush against him. Their mouths met in a deep, hungry, tongue-filled kiss that went on forever.

I watched, breathless and paralyzed, as Kane’s hand squeezed her ass. His other hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head back as he devoured her mouth. She let out a little moan that went straight to my pussy. They finally broke apart, both of them breathless. Kane turned to me, his arm still draped possessively around her waist.

"Molly, I don't think I introduced you," he said. "This is Roxy, my girlfriend."

Roxy gave me a slow, triumphant smirk, her eyes raking over my disheveled hair and my sports bra that was still stained with sweat from my morning session with the powerlifters.

"See, Molly?" Roxy purred, stepping forward to lean her hip against the marble desk. “This is the sexy man I was talking about. Isn't he just gorgeous?"

She reached down, her hand brazenly cupping the massive, heavy bulge in Kane’s shorts, squeezing the thick length of him right in front of me. Kane didn't even flinch, but I was sure I saw his cock twitch.

I sat there with my mouth hanging open, my brain completely short-circuiting.

"Close your mouth, sweetie," she purred, reaching out to give my chin a playful little flick. "You’ll catch flies. Or something else."

She glanced up at Kane, who was looking at me now with more interest than he had all week.

"Kane and I have been talking," Roxy continued. "About our relationship, about the free-use policy at the gym... and about how much we both have a crush on you. We’ve decided that our relationship is strong enough to handle a little... outside stimulation. We're opening things up to having threesomes, Molly.”

I felt my heart rate increase, and a fresh surge of arousal hit my thong.

"And," Roxy added, her eyes flashing wickedly as she leaned over the desk, her huge breasts nearly spilling out of the leotard. "We think it’s only fair that our first threesome… is with you.”

I didn’t know what to say. “Yes!” I gasped, nodding vigorously. “Yes, please.”

“There’s a jacuzzi in the back of the pool area. Would you care to join us at some point?"

I grabbed the closed sign and slammed it on the desk. “I’m free now.”

"Good girl," Roxy laughed, reaching over to grab my hand and pulling me out from behind the desk. "Bring your towel, Molly. It’s going to be a very long lunch break."


Chapter Eight




The walk to the spa area felt like a dream. My legs were shaking from the sheer anticipation, not only of finally having Kane and Roxy, but having both of them at the same time. We reached the jacuzzi in the dimly lit corner by the main pool, filled with the hum of bubbling water.

Roxy went first, peeling the shimmering leotard down her body. I couldn't stop staring. Her tits spilled out, looking incredibly soft and heavy, her large nipples almost black. Her skin was like polished mahogany, and between her legs, her pussy was flawlessly shaved. As she turned to climb into the jacuzzi, I saw that her ass was magnificent; big and round.

Then it was Kane's turn. My breath caught in my throat as he kicked off his sneakers and slid his shorts down. I had spent all week obsessing over that bulge, but the reality was even more intimidating. Even soft, his dick was an absolute monster, thick, heavy, and hanging halfway down his thigh.

I tore my own clothes off, my sports bra, skirt, and panties hitting the floor in record time. I stood there, my big breasts heaving, my pussy already slick and glistening. I stood there for a heartbeat, exposed and trembling, before Kane reached out and took my hand, guiding me down the submerged steps.

The hot, bubbling water swirled up around my thighs, then my waist, finally settling just beneath my breasts. I found myself perfectly sandwiched between them. Roxy pressed her enormous, soft breasts against my skin and hooked a leg over my thigh, grinding her smooth pussy against my leg. Her hand slid over my shoulders, trailing down until it found my nipple. She groaned into my ear as she teased it between her fingers.

On my left, Kane cupped my other breast, bending down to take the nipple in his mouth. I could feel his cock against my leg. Even semi-soft, it felt enormous. I felt it twitch and pulse as it stiffened against me. When I wrapped my hand around it under the water, I let out a loud moan of pleasure at the feeling of his thick girth against my palm.

We kissed; me with each of them, and then altogether, our three tongues flicking against each other in a glorious triangle.

Roxy’s hands slid down my belly, her fingers brushing my pubic hair and tangling with Kane’s fingers as they both began to explore my pussy. It wasn’t long before they had me squealing and trembling. I didn’t know whose fingers were inside me, and whose were massaging my clit, but it didn’t matter. Seconds later, I was coming hard, my tits splashing water everywhere.

Roxy reached across me to touch Kane’s face. “I want to watch you fuck her tight little pussy,” she purred.

Kane smirked. “Your wish is my command, my sweetheart.” He lifted me easily out of the jacuzzi and placed me on the edge. My legs fell open, my pussy swollen and ready. I lay back on the cool rubber matting, the humid air of the pool room making my wet skin tingle. Kane knelt between my thighs. Up close and fully erect, his cock was terrifying, like one of those massive joke dildos, thick and veiny.

Roxy knelt next to me, her dark breasts hanging almost to the floor. "He’s going to fuck you so good, Molly," she whispered. “I can’t wait to see you screaming on his cock.” She leaned over, using her fingers to spread my pussy lips as wide as they could go, exposing the bright pink, pulsing core of my cunt. “I’ve been thinking about him fucking you all week,” she groaned.

Kane gripped the base of his shaft, centering the broad head against my opening, and pushed.

I let out a sharp, strangled cry as he breached me. The stretch was instantaneous and immense, a feeling of being filled so completely that I felt my internal walls straining against his girth.

"Oh God, you're... you're so big," I gasped, my fingers clawing at the rubber matting.

"Take it all, Molly," Roxy encouraged, before shoving her tongue in my mouth to kiss me.

Kane started fucking me, working his cock deeper and deeper, making me feel every inch. Roxy’s tits were squashed against me, and her hand found my clit, adding another delicious layer to the pleasure. When Kane finally bottomed out inside me, I came hard. My back arched, and my thighs shook as waves of pleasure crashed through me.

And then I was empty, as Roxy pushed him off me onto his back. With a desperate urgency, she straddled him, quickly guiding his dick between her thighs and impaling herself on him. Then she started riding him, her large, soft breasts swaying and bouncing with every frantic movement.

"Yes! Fuck me, Kane! Fuck your girl!" she cried out, her head tossing back, her thick lashes fluttering against her cheeks.

Kane’s hands reached up to grab her heavy tits, kneading them like dough while she rode him into the floor. I moved behind them, watching in awe as Kane’s enormous shaft stretched her tight lips around it. Creamy, white arousal leaked out and ran down his shaft, collecting around his balls. I couldn’t resist reaching out to cup and squeeze them.

Above, Roxy’s big, round ass looked amazing as she fucked herself on him. I used her arousal to lube up my fingers on my other hand and pushed two fingers deep into her asshole. As she bounced up and down, I held my hand steady, letting her fuck her own ass on my fingers.

“God, you look so good together,” I whispered.

“I’m coming…” she screamed.

After Roxy climaxed, she rolled off, and I knelt down between her thighs, licking up her release that was dripping from her opening. While I was on my knees, Kane moved behind me. I felt his cock against my pussy, and then he slid in. The friction over my G-spot in this position was incredible, and he stretched me to my very limits. While I ate out Roxy, her boyfriend fucked me hard from behind, his fingers digging into my hips. I let out a muffled moan against Roxy’s wet pussy.

"That's it, Molly... take care of her while I take care of you," Kane growled. Roxy’s hands came down to cradle my head, her hips bucking upward into my mouth as she neared another peak, her muffled cries joining the wet, slapping sound of Kane’s cock hitting my pussy.

I felt my own climax building again, a frantic, pulsing pressure that made my legs shake. Kane sensed it, too. He let go of my hips and reached forward, his large hands reaching under my body to cup and squeeze my bouncing breasts. He increased the tempo, his thrusts becoming erratic.

“I’m going to come,” he grunted.

“Yes!” Roxy gasped, pulling my face deeper into her. “Fill her. Come inside her!” Then she climaxed, her pussy soaking my face. That pushed me over the edge, too, and I started bucking uncontrollably. Kane gave a final groan, and his cock exploded inside me, filling me with load after load of warm cum. His release flooded my overstretched walls until I was overflowing, and it ran down my thighs.

When Kane withdrew, it really began to flood out.

“I think that belongs to me,” Roxy grinned. She moved quickly to catch his release on her tongue and swallow it down.

We cleaned ourselves off with towels and slipped back in the jacuzzi, cuddling up together. I was sandwiched between them, my head resting on Kane’s broad, hairy shoulder while Roxy draped her leg over both of ours. The heavy, satisfied ache in my pussy was a constant reminder of the monster that had just been stretching me to my limits.

"Molly," Kane murmured. "I have to be honest. I was worried that bringing someone else into our dynamic might be... complicated. But watching you with Roxy? It was perfect."

Roxy leaned over, her soft, heavy breasts brushing against my arm as she reached out to stroke my damp hair away from my face.

"He’s right," she purred. "We've been together a long time, and we've always talked about finding the right person to open things up with. I’m glad we did it with you.”

“I’m glad you did, too.” I was grinning from ear to ear. I glanced at the clock above the end of the pool. “Fuck. I’ve got to get back to work.”

I dried off and pulled my clothes back on, the fabric clinging to my skin in all the right places. The frustration I had felt all week had finally dissipated. I walked back toward the reception desk, my pussy throbbing with every step, claimed and satisfied.

THE END
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Claire’s Cheating Diary - Park And Ride




Wednesday


My husband was in the shower when I picked up his phone. Not snooping, not really. It buzzed, the screen lit up, and I just... looked. I knew his passcode. I’d seen him type it in a million times. That’s all it took.

The message was from Sophie, his PA.

“Hey Nathan. Still thinking about your cock in my throat this morning x.”

I blinked and scrolled up. There were photos. Her massive fucking tits out, nipples pierced. Him replying with a picture of his dick, stiff and glistening, captioned: “Next time I’ll make you swallow every drop.”

Further back there was a photo of Sophie knelt on the office floor, her lips wrapped about a cock. My husband’s cock.

My stomach dropped. Then twisted. I didn’t even know what I was feeling. Rage? Shock? A fucked-up bit of arousal, maybe? I couldn’t tell.

But I didn’t stop looking.

There were more chats. Other women. Some names I didn’t recognize, a couple I bloody well did. And then the photos. Spread pussies, tight little assholes, tits of all shapes and sizes. I clicked on a video. My husband, filming as he fucked a woman on a hotel bed. His cock was sliding in and out of a shaved little cunt, her tits bouncing as he thrust into her.

I realized I was sweating. He went away a lot for work. He was a senior partner at an architecture firm, and he often had to travel to inspect projects, staying away for a night or two at a time. There were a lot of photos of women in hotel rooms.

I watched the video again. The second time, I realized that despite myself, I was soaking wet.

I put the phone down when I heard the water stop. My heart was thudding, my ears ringing, but I stayed calm. I wasn’t ready to say anything. Not yet. I wanted to think.

He came in, towel slung low on his hips, hair wet and dripping down his chest.

"All right, babe?" he said, drying his hair with another towel, muscles flexing. He had that body, covered in hair, not too bulky, but strong. I’d always found him sexy, and it seemed like I wasn’t the only one.

I was sitting on the edge of the bed in just my vest and panties, pretending to scroll through something on my phone. My straight, blonde hair was still damp from my own shower. But my heart was racing. I could feel heat building between my thighs, my thoughts caught somewhere between fury and arousal.

I should’ve felt sick. Betrayed. But my cunt was wet and aching, pulsing with this twisted energy I couldn’t shake. I kept seeing Sophie’s face, lips stretched round his cock. That video, the unknown woman with the shaved pussy, her mouth open in ecstasy as my husband screwed her. And somehow, it made me want him more. Made me want to take him back from all of them.

"Mmm," I purred, looking up at him. "Come here."

He raised an eyebrow, smirked a bit like he thought I was just horny out of the blue. He dropped the towel, and his cock was already half hard. He had a nice dick, too, long and thick. The smug bastard. I reached for him without saying a word, took him in hand, and pulled him closer. I kissed the head, slow, teasing. Then I wrapped my lips around him and sank down. He was rock-hard in seconds.

I sucked him deep, spit sliding down his shaft, hand working the base. His fingers curled into my hair. I kept going, taking him to the back of my throat, thinking about those fucking messages. All those other mouths on him. His cock inside other cunts. The horny, lying prick.

When I pulled off, eyes wet and mouth dripping, I looked up at him.

"Fuck me," I whispered.

He climbed onto the bed, spreading my thighs, and yanking my panties to the side to expose my trimmed bush. His fingers brushed along my slit.

“Jesus fucking christ, Claire, you’re fucking soaked.”

I couldn’t tell him why. "Fuck me," I said again. "I want it rough tonight."

He stared at me for half a second, then pushed his cock inside in one hard thrust that made me gasp. He fucked me like I’d asked, deep, fast and rough. His hands grabbed my wrists, gripping them painfully and holding them down above my head.

I let him pound into me while I thought of her. Thought of all of them. Instead of being disgusted with him, I was… proud? My husband was some sort of sexual stud. I came even quicker than usual, screaming as he held me down on the bed. Then he flipped me over, pulling me onto my knees and burying himself in me again.

I buried my face in the pillows and screamed again as I came hard. He didn’t slow down. Just kept slamming into me, hands gripping me tightly. I felt his thumb on my tight asshole, pressing just enough to send pleasure surging through my body. I could feel him watching me, watching the way I came, how my body clenched around him like it didn’t give a fuck about betrayal.

Then he grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanked my head up, and leaned in close.

“I’m going to take your ass,” he growled, low and filthy, right against my ear.

My cunt fluttered at the words. He reached down between my legs, collecting my arousal on his fingers, and rubbing it over my asshole. And then I felt his cock, pressing against my rear entrance. He pushed in slow, inch by thick inch, groaning as my ass opened up for him. It burned, it filled, it hurt just enough to make my toes curl. But then the pain turned to pleasure.

“Fuck, Claire,” he muttered, buried deep. “You’re so tight like this.”

He started moving, short thrusts at first, then longer, harder ones, like he couldn’t hold back. He was fucking my ass like he owned it, still pulling my head back by the hair.

My cunt throbbed with every movement, arousal running down my thighs. I reached down, rubbing my clit fast and messy, needing to come again. And I did. Fucked right in the ass, used and ruined by my bastard, cheating husband. I screamed as I came, filthy and shaking, knowing he had no idea what I was thinking about the whole time. Thinking about him fucking them all.

I felt him tense, and then his cock throb as he spilled cum in my ass.

We collapsed, sweaty and shaking, in each other’s arms. It wasn’t long before he was fast asleep, his face a picture of pure innocence.

But I couldn’t sleep.

My body was still buzzing, twitching with aftershocks and leftover anger. My brain wouldn’t stop. It kept replaying that message from Sophie. Her smug face. Her giant tits.

I stared at the ceiling, my cunt still aching, my ass sore and used, and I thought: He doesn’t own me anymore. I wasn’t his good little wife in the dark anymore. I knew everything now. The lies, the sneaking around, the fucking… so much fucking. And he didn’t even look guilty.

I realized I wasn’t going to confront him. I wasn’t going to blow up our marriage. We had a great marriage, and I still loved him. And you know what? It made things clear. If he could get his cock sucked in an office chair between meetings, then I could do whatever the fuck I wanted.

I didn’t have to feel bad about looking. About getting wet for someone else. I could take what I wanted now.

My mind flicked through possibilities, faces, moments, the way a cute barista once looked me up and down and bit his lip. A hot guy at the gym who kept offering to spot me. The photographer from that design meet-up last month, who’d asked if I’d ever posed nude.

I’d always said no. Been the perfect wife. But now?

Now I was going to say yes.

I was going to have the time of my life.


Thursday


Working as a freelance illustrator from home gave me plenty of opportunity to embark on my new life. I decided to start simple. As soon as Nathan left for the office, I downloaded a hook-up app. One of the filthy ones, not the boring dating shit. I wasn’t looking for candlelight and conversation. I wanted cock. I wanted a stranger to make me forget my husband’s lies by fucking me so hard I’d forget my own name.

The sign-up was quick. I took a few photos. One in a low-cut vest, hair messy, no bra. One in just panties from the back, a little cheeky. Within five minutes, my inbox was full. Dicks, mostly. Men begging to eat me out. Some were gross. Most were boring. But one... one caught my eye. His bio said that he was single, but he had a thing for married women.

His name was Elliot. He had a shaved head, dark skin, and a long, thick beard. He also had tattoos up his forearms. He was the sort of rough, dangerous man I’d only ever dreamed of. I sent him a message and he replied instantly. He was polite, respectful, and suggested meeting for oral sex in a nearby parking lot that very afternoon. Fuck.

I pulled into the mall parking lot, a bundle of nerves. The parking lot was absolutely huge, able to accommodate the hordes of shoppers that descended on the mall every weekend. But today, on a Thursday afternoon, it was mostly empty. He’d given me instructions, told me he would be parked in the furthest section, around the back of the mall. No one would bother parking that far away.

Sure enough, I spotted his car over in the corner. A red Subaru, all alone. Heart pounding, I pulled in next to it. As I came to a stop, he opened the door and stepped out of the car. I climbed out to join him. He was even better in person. Tall and solid. He had a calm confidence like he’d done this many times before.

“Claire?” he asked. His voice was low and deep.

I nodded, suddenly shy. My mouth had gone dry.

He smiled and opened the rear door of his car. He gave me a look that went straight between my legs. “After you.”

I slipped inside, straightening my dress as he followed. I’d chosen something summery and floaty. Cute rather than flat-out sexy. It also had a low neckline and showed off my cleavage perfectly.

He got in after me, shut the door, and suddenly the whole world narrowed to the inside of that car.

“Claire, you’re fucking gorgeous,” he murmured, staring at my tits. He put his hand on my thigh, pushing the hem of my dress up slightly.

He leaned in, kissing me hard, his beard rough, his tongue demanding. I moaned into his mouth as his hand found my soaked crotch and pressed. The tips of his fingers brushed over my clit through the wet fabric.

“Fuck me, you’re leaking through,” he said, before kissing me again, harder.

His fingers pressed insistently, circling my clit through the thin material. I was already close to coming, and I couldn’t help moaning into his mouth.

He pulled back, parting my thighs and sliding the dress up higher. My panties were clinging to me, a dark patch spreading between my legs. He grinned.

“These need to come off.”

I lifted my hips without a word as he hooked his fingers into my waistband and dragged them down. I felt the cool air hit my cunt, and then his eyes were locked between my thighs.

“Fuck, you’re pretty,” he breathed. “The perfect amount of hair.” His fingers traced my trimmed bush down the sides of my slit.

Then he dropped to the floor between the seats, big hands grabbing my thighs, spreading me wide. The angle was awkward, cramped, but he didn’t give a fuck. He buried his face in my cunt like a man starving.

I blushed and bit my lip.

His tongue was thick and firm, licking long, wet strokes up my slit, nose bumping my clit just enough to make my toes curl. Then he locked in, flattening his tongue and pressing hard against the hood of my clit, flicking side to side. His beard tickled me, just a bit, and fuck, every nerve in my body lit up.

I threw my head back against the seat, moaning so loud it echoed in the car. My thighs started shaking almost immediately.

He didn’t stop. One of his hands slid under my ass, lifting me a little so he could get in deeper, and then, fuck, he slipped a finger inside. Then two. Curling them just right, pumping as he sucked my clit.

I was gone. Already right there.

“Elliot… fuck… I’m…”

“Come,” he said, voice muffled against my cunt. “Come for me.”

And I did. Loud, twitching, and gushing against his tongue. It ripped through me like a tidal wave. My legs were shaking, my pussy clenching around his fingers as he kept licking.

He pulled back, spreading my lips with his hands and staring at my swollen, gaping hole.

“Fuck, you’re perfect,” he groaned.

Then he dived back in. I whimpered, legs twitching with the aftershocks, but he didn’t give a fuck. I was still sensitive from the orgasm. It felt almost too good as he lapped at me again, licking up my release and teasing out more. His fingers pushed back inside my cunt, three of them now. My pussy stretched around them, sloppy and open, slick with my first orgasm and still greedy for more. He worked his wrist, fucking me hard with them.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, grabbing fistfuls of the seat, my hips bucking against his face. “Fuck, Elliot…”

His tongue flicked my clit in tight, fast circles while his fingers pounded into me. I could hear how wet I was, the filthy slap of fingers against soaked cunt, the wet suck of his mouth.

My second orgasm hit me hard, like my body had just snapped. I screamed, back arching off the seat, thighs locking around his head as I came again. I was shaking, sobbing, not even trying to hold it in.

But he still wasn’t done.

He slowed for maybe five seconds. Enough to let me breathe. Then another thrust of those thick fingers, all four now. Another lap of his tongue. I was stretched open, absolutely soaked.

“I want one more,” he said, looking up at me. His face was soaked, his beard matted with my arousal. “One more, Claire. Give it to me.”

It built fast, my body was wrung out and oversensitive, but every stroke, every press against my clit dragged me higher. My hips moved on their own, chasing it. I was cursing, panting, begging him.

And then I shattered.

The third orgasm, more intense than the first two. No control, just raw noise. My vision went white. My cunt clenched around his fingers like it was trying to keep them inside. I was soaking the seat, soaking him, ruined.

I collapsed back like a rag doll, eyes glazed.

He pulled away slowly, licking his fingers clean. “You taste fucking amazing,” he said.

I couldn’t speak for several minutes, my chest just rising and falling as I lay there with my legs open, still dripping onto the back of my dress.

Eventually, I managed to sit up, legs still shaking, no panties, cunt absolutely wrecked. Elliot was sitting back on the seat now, watching me with that same calm hunger. He had a frankly huge bulge in his jeans.

“You all right?” he asked, smirking like he fucking knew what he’d done to me.

I gave a breathless laugh. “My turn.”


Thursday (cont)


Iunbuckled his belt and popped the top button. He lifted his ass, and I pulled his jeans and boxers down in one go. Holy fuck. I hadn’t imagined it; his cock was massive. Long, dark, and heavy, thick enough that I knew my fingers wouldn’t meet around the shaft. I stared for a second, genuinely wondering how the hell this thing had even fit in his pants.

“You’re joking,” I breathed.

He laughed. “Still want it?”

“Oh, I want it,” I said, wrapping my hand around it and giving it a slow stroke. “I just don’t know if my mouth’s up for the challenge.”

He leaned back, watching me. “Why don’t you give it a try?”

I started slow, licking the head, swirling my tongue around the tip, tasting that first drop of pre-cum. He hissed through his teeth as I took more, lips stretching, jaw working. My throat was already resisting, but that just made me want it more.

I used both hands to work the base while my mouth took what it could. Sloppy, wet, hungry. My spit ran down the shaft, onto my fingers. I moaned around him, loving the weight of it on my tongue, the way he twitched when I sucked harder.

“Fuck, Claire,” he groaned, one hand gripping the edge of the seat. “You’ve got no idea how hot you look right now.”

That gave me an idea. If my husband could take videos, then so could I. I looked up at him, spit running down my chin, his cock slick and glistening in my hand. My brain was buzzing, cunt still throbbing from everything he’d already done to me. I wanted to see it after, watch myself gag on that monster, and relive it later.

I reached for my phone in my bag and handed it to him.

“Film me,” I said, my voice slightly hoarse. “I want to see how filthy I look with your cock down my throat.”

His eyes darkened, and he grinned. He took the phone and angled it down at me, already recording.

I pulled down my dress, slipping the straps off my shoulders and freeing my tits. He reached out with his free hand, groping one of my breasts roughly, pulling on the nipple.

“Fucking hell, Claire,” he murmured, “You’re so fucking hot.”

I stuck out my tongue and licked from the base of his cock to the tip, slowly, then took him back into my mouth, eyes on the camera, letting him capture every second. I moaned loudly on purpose.

His hand steadied the phone while I worked him deeper, both hands wrapped around his shaft, spit running down my neck and over my tits.

“Look at that mouth,” he said, filming as I bobbed my head, taking him as far as I could, then pulling off again with a gasp. “Fucking made for sucking cock.”

I grinned at the camera, then leaned back down and opened wide, letting the head bump the back of my throat. My eyes watered, but I didn’t stop. I wanted it to look messy. Wanted him to see how much I loved it.

“God, this is filthy,” he said, his voice tight. “Show the camera what a married little cockslut looks like.”

I took him even deeper into my throat. His grip on the phone tightened. I could hear his breath changing, getting rougher. I felt his thighs tense.

“Claire… I’m gonna come…”

I looked up at him, eyes wet and wide, and moaned around his cock. That was it. He growled low in his throat, let go of my breast, and grabbed my hair, holding me in place.

He pulsed in my mouth once, twice, then he came hard, hips jerking. I felt every spurt hit the back of my throat, then flood over my tongue. I swallowed instinctively, messy and eager, but there was more than I could manage. It spilled from the corners of my mouth, dripping down my chin, sliding onto my chest.

I stayed there, letting him finish with my mouth wrapped around him. When he finally eased back and released my hair, I let him slip from my lips with a pop and opened my mouth for the camera. Cum flooded out, running down my neck and over my breasts. I was a mess.

He stared at me, completely wrecked. Hair stuck to his forehead, chest rising and falling like he’d just run ten miles.

“Fucking hell,” he said. “What a dirty little cumslut you are.”

He leaned back against the seat, still catching his breath, cock twitching slightly with the aftershocks. I reached for the phone and tapped to stop the recording.

“I can’t wait to watch that back,” I said with a grin.

Nathan was late home from work again. No surprise there. Except now, I knew what he was really up to; probably banging Sophie on his office desk while pretending he was stuck in traffic. I didn’t give a single fuck. I had better things to do.

I curled up on the sofa with a glass of wine and opened the video on my phone. That video. The one where I was on my knees in the back of Elliot’s car, eyes wide and mouth stuffed full of cock. God, I looked filthy. Watching it made my cunt soaking wet all over again.

I’d also sent a copy to Elliot, and we’d been flirting by text ever since. I didn’t feel the least bit guilty. Nathan had started it, and now I was going to enjoy it. If he could sneak around with his busty PA and bang any random slut he felt like, then I could do whatever the fuck I wanted too.

And I was just getting started. For the first time in years, I felt alive. I arranged to meet Eliott again tomorrow, same place, only this time I wanted to fuck him. The thrill of it already had my pulse racing.

Just as I finished texting him, the front door clicked. Nathan. He stepped in, giving me a peck on the cheek.

“Working late?” I said.

“Yeah, the contractors have fucked up again, they’ve used completely the wrong type of cladding. It’s going to delay the project by weeks.”

“Lucky you have Sophie to help sort it out,” I said, trying to hide a smirk.

His face flickered, just for a second, but I caught it. Maybe a flash of guilt or surprise. Either way, it made me grin.

He cleared his throat. “She’s… yeah… she’s a great assistant.”

I didn’t dare push it any further. Anyway, I had other things on my mind. I was desperately horny, and his was the only dick around.

I moved toward him, sliding a hand under his shirt and resting it on his chest. I could definitely smell perfume on him. I’d met Sophie a few times before, and that was exactly what she smelled like.

“You smell good,” I murmured, lowering my mouth to his neck and licking him, my hands already going to his belt.

He pulled back slightly. “Maybe I should shower first.”

I shook my head, grinning wickedly. “No need. I don’t care how sweaty from… work… you are. I want you. Right here. Right now.”

He hesitated, then let me lead him to the sofa. I sank to my knees, undoing his belt and sliding my hands over his jeans. His cock was already hard.

I kissed the tip, then licked up the shaft. He tasted different. Now that I was thinking about it, he tasted of another woman’s cunt. Naughty boy. That filthy thought sent another rush of heat between my legs.

I took him deeper, slow and deliberate, letting the taste fuel my hunger. Soon I had my lips pressed up against his body, his whole cock in my throat. It seemed easy after sucking Elliot’s monster.

“Fuck, Claire,” he breathed, fingers tangling in my hair. “Since when have you been able to do that?”

I pulled off with a wet sound and climbed on top of him, guiding his dick into my soaking pussy, not even bothering to take my panties off. Then I rode him, moaning loudly until I came, screaming, but thinking of Elliot.

He pushed me face-first onto the couch and then started pounding me hard from behind, chasing his own release. I wondered if he was thinking of fucking someone else too. I didn’t care. I came again, and then I felt him release inside me.


Friday


My afternoon date in the parking lot couldn’t come soon enough. When the clock finally hit three, I practically ran out of the house and jumped in my car. The drive to the mall felt like a tease, each red light a reminder of how desperate I was for what was waiting.

I pulled into the same lonely corner of the parking lot, heart pounding. There was his red Subaru, just like before. Eliott was leaning against the driver’s door, the tattoos on his forearms flexing as he checked his phone. He looked up, caught my eye, and gave me that slow, dangerous smile.

We climbed in the back, and the door clicked shut behind us. No polite chit-chat, no waiting around, just our lips crashing together, our tongues fighting each other.

I caught his hand and slid it under my dress. “I’m so wet for you,” I murmured into his mouth.

His fingers slipped inside my panties, pushing inside my desperate cunt. “You’re not fucking joking,” he agreed.

He bit my bottom lip, just enough to make me gasp, and then he laughed. I rocked my hips against his hand, desperate for more.

“Greedy little thing,” he muttered, curling his fingers just right. My head hit the window with a soft thud. I didn’t care. I wanted to be ruined by him, messy and aching. I yanked his belt open, fingers fumbling with the button on his jeans.

“Get your cock out,” I said, breathless. “Now.”

He shoved his jeans down, pulled his boxers half-off, and there it was, bigger than any dick had a right to be. Thick, black, and hard. Twitching just for me. I licked my lips.

“You just gonna stare or are you gonna sit on it?” he smirked.

I straddled him in one motion, my dress hitched around my waist, panties shoved aside.

I reached down and guided the tip between my folds. He was thick, obscenely so, and the first push made me stretch open so much that it made me whimper. I tried to force it inside, and it made my whole body clench.

“Jesus,” I hissed, forehead pressed to his. “You’re gonna split me open.”

Eliott just grinned, that cocky bastard. “You can take it, you’re a married cockslut.”

“Does it turn you on, fucking another man’s wife?” I moaned into his mouth. The whole head of his cock was inside me now. I lifted slightly and slammed myself down, feeling his thickness stretch my whole cunt out.

His hands grabbed my ass cheeks, helping me ride him, helping me get deeper with every thrust. “Only when they’re filthy whores, like you,” he groaned. “Fuck, how are you so tight?”

“Because you’re so big,” I panted. “So, fucking big inside my tight cunt.”

He groaned deep in his chest, head tipping back as I bounced on him, the filthy slap of skin filling the fogged-up car. His cock dragged against every spot inside me, thick as fuck, stretching me wide open with each wet, messy thrust.

“Christ, look at you,” he growled, biting down on my neck. “Dripping all over my cock, like a cock-hungry bitch on heat.”

I gasped, grinding my hips hard against him. “Been aching for this all day. Couldn’t stop thinking about your cock ruining me.”

I slammed down one more time, and he was fully inside me, my body pressed against his. He groaned with pleasure and spread my ass cheeks wide with his fingers.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Rub that filthy little clit on me while I stretch you wide. Come on my cock like a good fucking whore.”

That was it, the way he said it, the sheer stretch of him inside me. My body locked up, my breath caught, and then I shattered. Loud, shaking, cunt clenching around him like it never wanted to let go.

“Fuck!” I cried, grinding down as the orgasm took me. “I’m coming… I’m fucking coming!”

I gripped him tightly as I rode out the waves of pleasure. But I wanted more. I started to ride him again, fast and hard, slamming my body onto him. It felt wet where we joined, I must have really gushed when I came. He gripped my ass and helped me fuck myself on his massive cock.

“Put your… fingers in… my ass…” I whispered in his ear, hardly able to get the words out.

“You dirty slut,” he grinned.

And then he jammed two fingers deep into my ass. The stretch and fullness were perfect. I came hard again, almost passing out as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me and my cunt and ass contracted around him.

I rolled off, onto the back seat, my cunt still clenching and my thighs shaking uncontrollably.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my eyes still rolled up in my head.

He wasn’t done with me. He dragged my panties off and spread my legs wide, opening up my swollen hole. And then he was on top of me, his weight pressing down on me in the cramped space. His dick found my entrance, and he stretching me all over again, hitting new spots inside me in this new position.

He started fucking me hard, his ass pumping up and down as he thrust into me. God, he was big; every time he filled me, it made me see stars and cry out with ecstasy.

“I’m going to come in you,” he growled, fucking me even harder. “I’m going to fill your slut pussy full of cum.”

“Fuck… yes…” I panted. “I need your cum.”

He was screwing me so hard, I wasn’t sure how much more I could take. I gripped his back, my nails digging into him. I came again, my whole body shaking.

And then, with a loud growl, his cock throbbed inside me. He bucked wildly, his dick spilling warm cum deep in my pussy. He continued to fuck me through it, releasing more and more, flooding my cunt. I could hear the obscene, wet sounds as it overflowed, running down my ass. Still he kept thrusting until every last drop was spent.

“Oh my god,” I whimpered, eyes tightly shut, clinging to him as his cock twitched in my cunt.


Epilogue




The house was quiet when I got back, just the hum of the fridge and the ticking of the hallway clock. Nathan came home on time for once. Maybe Sophie had other plans tonight.

We watched some TV together. My cunt still throbbed with the memory of Eliott's cock buried deep inside me, of the way he’d made me scream and grind like an animal in heat. I didn’t feel guilty. I probably should have, but I didn’t.

My only real complaint was the fucking car. My back was killing me. Car sex was sexy in theory, sure. In practice? Cramped and sweaty. Fuck it. Nathan was at work all day, I could sneak my lovers into our bedroom just as easily.

While Nathan was making coffee, I messaged Elliot, inviting him over on Monday.

It didn’t take long for him to reply. “You sure you can handle more?”

“I can handle anything x” I messaged back.

“Great. I’ll bring a friend then.”

I stared at the message, heart thudding hard and fast. Fuck, I was soaking wet again. I bit my lip, a smirk forming on my face. What had I gotten myself into?

“Yes pls x,” I replied.

Nathan returned, handing me the hot mug. “What are you smiling about?” he asked, dropping down on the sofa next to me.

“Nothing.” I suddenly couldn’t wait until Monday.

TO BE CONTINUED…
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Claire’s Cheating Diary - Two At A Time




Sunday


Sunday night was quiet, just how I liked it. Dinner was done, wine finished, husband humming to himself in the shower. I was curled up on the bed, his phone charging on the dresser next to me. He never changed his passcode. Still trusted me. Still fucking clueless.

I decided to take another peek. I scrolled back through the gallery, past the photos of Sophie, his slutty PA with the massive tits… to a few weekends ago. He’d been away at an architecture conference. Oh yes, a video. Thirty-seven seconds. A glimpse in the hotel room mirror. He was sitting on the bed, shirt unbuttoned, tie still hanging loose. Two women, both brunettes, younger, and smartly dressed for work, were kneeling in front of him.

One was sucking his cock, the other licking his balls like they were a lollipop. He had one hand behind his head like he thought he was the fucking bomb, moaning like a porn star with no lines to learn. I should’ve felt rage. Or heartbreak. But it was exactly what I’d expected to find. All I felt was wet.

Now all I could think about was tomorrow. Elliot’s message about our sex date. Mind if I bring a friend?

God, I fucking hoped he wasn’t joking.

I watched the video twice more, until the water stopped. My husband came out of the shower, carrying his towel, hair dripping.

“You alright, babe?” he asked. “You look flushed.” He rubbed his chest dry, his soft cock hanging down between his legs. I’d always thought it was pretty thick and long… until I’d seen Elliot’s.

I smiled. “Yeah. Just thinking.”

“About?”

“Oh, just some crazy sexual fantasy.”

He smirked. He knew I was horny. I saw his cock twitch. “Want to tell me?”

“Have you ever had a threesome?” I asked. I saw him start, a guilty look cross his face. “Before we met, obviously,” I added.

“Er… no,” he said, swallowing nervously, completely unaware I’d just seen video evidence of him having his cock sucked by a couple of conference sluts.

“Yeah, me neither,” I said. Although I’m hoping to have one tomorrow.

He walked over to the dresser and pulled out my butt plug. “Bend over,” he said, a cocky smile on his face. “And I’ll fuck you at the same time. That’s practically a threesome.”

God, I was turned on now. We might have been cheating on each other, but I still fancied the bastard.

I shrugged off my dressing gown and knelt on the bed, arching my back and wiggling my ass. He pressed a kiss to the base of my spine, warm and smug, then spread my cheeks with both hands. He rubbed some lube into my rear entrance, and I felt the tight muscles begin to relax.

“Still so fucking tight,” he muttered, teasing my asshole with the tip of the plug. I moaned, just to encourage him, just to let him think this was all about him. But in my head, I was already picturing tomorrow. Elliot standing behind me. Another stranger in front. Two hard cocks, stretching me wide. Filling me up.

The plug slid in with a slow burn, and I gasped, cunt clenching on nothing. That sense of fullness was already making my legs shake.

He lined himself up behind me and pushed in, his cock sliding home in one smooth thrust. I bit my lip, my face buried in the duvet.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” he groaned. “You like being double-stuffed, don’t you?”

I moaned in response.

He started fucking me harder, gripping my hips. My mind drifted again. Elliot. His dark skin. His filthy mouth. You think you can handle two of us?

God, yes. I wanted to be pinned between them. Fucked like a toy, passed around, used until I couldn’t walk. My husband slapped my ass, the plug shifting inside me with each thrust. “You gonna come like this?” he growled.

I moaned something incoherent and ground back against him, chasing the orgasm already crawling up my spine. I came fast and hard, shaking under him as he emptied himself inside me.

After, he lay next to me, breathless and proud of himself. I kissed his shoulder, my cunt still throbbing between my legs.

Soon, he was fast asleep. Screwing around behind my back certainly wasn’t keeping him up with guilt. I grabbed my phone from the bedside table and messaged Elliot.

“ru bringing someone tomorrow?” I typed.

Elliot replied instantly. “Yes.”

And then: “slut.”

I locked my phone and curled up beside my husband, smiling into the pillow.

Tomorrow, I’d get my real threesome.


Monday


Ishould have been working. But as a freelancer who mostly worked from home, I had a lot of leeway in my schedule. So this morning I was choosing slutty underwear, and getting ready for my date. I found a tiny thong in black lace, the kind that barely covered anything and left my ass on display. I paired it with a matching bra, sheer enough that you could see my nipples through it. I slipped it on, added a skimpy vest top, and denim shorts over the top. It was cute, casual, and completely innocent-looking.

By midday, I was pacing the hallway, heart racing, knickers already damp. I’d tidied the place even though it barely needed it. The doorbell rang.

I opened it to find Elliot standing there, tattoos peeking out from under a white T-shirt. Behind him was his friend. He was Black too, but taller, leaner. He had a man bun, no beard.

“This is Joe,” he said, letting him step forward and kiss me on the cheek.

We went inside, and I closed the door behind them. “We parked down the streets so the neighbors don’t suspect anything,” he said, looking around and letting out a low whistle. “Fuck me, Claire. This house is insane.”

“Yeah, well. You know… my husband is a senior partner, after all,” I said. “He makes a lot more than I do.”

Joe wandered in behind him, taking everything in. “Looks like a fucking art gallery in here.” I blushed; some of the artwork on the walls was my own.

They followed me into the open-plan kitchen. Elliot turned to me, raising an eyebrow. “All these rooms. Think we should fuck all over it.”

I laughed, breathy and nervous. And desperate to get started.

“Why not start here in the kitchen?”

He didn’t need telling twice. Elliot grabbed me by the hips and spun me around. He pressed me up against the marble island and bent me over it. My shorts were yanked down in one go. My thong was soaked, sticking to my pussy.

“Jesus, Claire,” he muttered, pulling it aside and spreading my cheeks wide so Joe could see right inside my cunt. “You’re leaking. Fucking dripping. Is this just from knowing we were coming?”

Joe stepped closer, eyes locked on my cunt like it was the best thing he'd seen all week. “Fuck, mate. You were right. She’s fucking perfect.” I felt his fingers brush down either side of my slit. “Look at that hair, that’s so hot.” Their fingers gaped me open even wider, examining me like I was a prized specimen.

Elliot slid two fingers deep into my cunt, groaning at how wet I was. “Look at this, Joe. You see how ready she is? This little married slut’s been fantasizing about us all fucking morning.”

Then, with the slick of my arousal still on his hand, he pressed a finger to my asshole, teasing gently before easing it in.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “Perfect tight little asshole. She’s going to take both of us, I swear.”

I glanced behind me and saw Joe stroking his cock through his joggers, eyes fixed on me. His bulge looked big. Both of them were staring at me like I was something special. Like my dripping, twitching cunt and tight little asshole were a star attraction.

And fuck, it did something to me, being opened up, inspected like that. I was trembling with arousal, my thighs sticky with need, clit throbbing for attention.

Elliot worked his fingers slowly inside me again, curling them, then pulling them out to show Joe. “Look at that. That’s all for us.” He licked his fingers and groaned, then pushed them right back in again.

Joe crouched slightly, getting a better look, one hand still stroking himself lazily. With the other hand, he pulled out his phone, filming my gaping pussy being fingered.

“That’s hot as fuck.” His fingers ran along my lips, slow and teasing. “She’s got that twitchy little thing going on… you see that? Her cunt’s clenching already.”

I whimpered, hips rocking without even thinking about it. I couldn’t help it; every word, every stare, every filthy little comment was making it worse. I felt used. Exposed. And I fucking loved it. My legs were shaking under me, the marble cold under my tits where they pressed against the counter.

“Let’s put her mouth to good use,” Elliot said.

They pushed me to my knees on the kitchen floor, and both dropped their pants. My mouth was watering. Two huge black cocks, just for me and already hard. I reached up, wrapping a hand around each of them. The weight of their cocks in my hands made my mouth water even more. I licked the tip of Joe’s first, just a taste, then turned to do the same to Elliot. They groaned in unison as I started switching between them, lapping, stroking, kissing the shafts, teasing with my tongue like a greedy little slut who couldn’t decide which meal to start with. Joe filmed everything on his phone.

Elliot grabbed a fistful of my hair. “Open wider,” he said. “Let Joe fuck that mouth for a bit.”

I did as I was told, lips stretching, jaw aching already. Joe slid in slowly, holding the back of my head steady as he eased himself between my lips, thick and heavy, until I gagged. My eyes watered, spit dripping down my chin, but I didn’t stop.

He forced it in deeper with a groan. “Jesus. Her mouth’s fucking perfect.”

I moaned around Joe’s cock, and he pulled out with a wet pop, letting Elliot take my mouth again. I was soaked between my legs, dripping onto the kitchen floor, dizzy from the stretch of my jaw and the filthy thrill of kneeling in my perfect white kitchen with two cocks in my face.

They switched again and again, taking turns to fuck my hungry mouth until my throat was sore and my knees hurting from the tiled floor. At some point they pulled off my vest top and bra, groping my tits roughly and pulling on my hard nipples.

“Let’s find somewhere more comfortable and fuck her,” Elliot said, finally.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

I led them into the living room, legs shaking. It was spotless. In the center was a white leather couch, next to a glass coffee table and soft gray rugs.

“Hands and knees,” Elliot ordered.

I slipped off my thong, now fully naked, and climbed up onto the couch, face flushed, cunt leaking down my thighs. I could see my reflection in the dark TV screen, tits hanging, hair messy, lips swollen from sucking cock.

They both stepped in behind me, Elliot gripping my hips while Joe stood in front, cock still hard. Elliot didn’t wait. He spread me wide with his fingers and slid into me in one deep thrust, making me cry out and lurch forward, straight into Joe’s waiting cock.

I opened my mouth, and let Joe push between my lips again as Elliot started pounding me from behind, each thrust making my tits bounce and my moans come out muffled and desperate around Joe’s thick shaft.

“Fuck, this view,” Elliot groaned, fucking me harder and stretching my asshole open with his hands. “This tight married cunt, this fancy fucking house…”

Joe cupped my face, easing in deeper. “You like being spit-roasted, baby? On your knees for us like a good girl?”

I couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe. I just nodded, tears streaking down my cheeks, mouth stretched around cock while Elliot drilled into me with no mercy.

Joe moaned low and deep as I gagged around him, spit dripping from the corners of my mouth. His hand tightened in my hair, holding me there, using my throat while Elliot rammed into me from behind like he owned me.

Every slap of his hips sent shockwaves through me, his cock hitting that perfect spot, hard and relentless, while his fingers dug into the flesh of my ass. I was shaking, eyes watering, soaked and stuffed and fucking euphoric. My cunt was gripping him tight, milking him, desperate for more.

The pressure built fast. I was soaked, clenching, on the edge. My whole body started to shake, and Elliot must have felt it.

“You gonna come, slut?” he grunted. “Come with your mouth full?”

I moaned around Joe’s cock, barely able to hold myself up, then I exploded, cunt clenching hard, whole body pulsing, vision going black as the orgasm ripped through me. I came hard, gushing around Elliot’s cock, crying out into Joe’s length. They both groaned in approval.

When I finally collapsed forward, trembling, Elliot pulled out and slapped my ass hard.

Joe helped me turn around.

“My turn,” he said with a grin, then nudged my thighs apart.

Elliot knelt in front of me, cock sticky and wet with my juices, stroking it slowly as Joe slid into me, deeper, slower, stretching me all over again.

I opened my mouth again, hungry for Elliot’s cock, and took him between my lips, tasting my release on him, while Joe started to fuck me. Joe’s strokes were longer and firmer than Elliot’s. He pulled completely out, leaving me gaping before slamming so deep into me that it knocked my breath out with each thrust. Hard and regular he fucked me, the pressure quickly building inside me again.

It didn’t take long before my whole body tensed, and I whimpered around Elliot’s cock, digging my nails into the sofa cushions as I came hard. Joe didn’t stop. He grinned through it, slamming into me, groaning about how tight I got when I came.

When I finally caught my breath, Joe pulled out. “I can’t look at that tight little asshole any longer. I’m going to have to fuck it.”

He flipped me onto my back on the cool white leather, pinning my legs high, folding me in half. He dipped two fingers in my soaking cunt and collected some arousal. Then he slid his fingers down between my cheeks, teasing, testing. My breath caught as he stretched me open.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “I can tell you’ve done this before.”

He guided the head of his cock to my rear entrance, pressing it between the tight ring of muscles. Joe locked eyes with me, then slowly started to push inside, taking his time, letting me feel every inch as he stretched me open.

Elliot tilted my head back and slid into my mouth again from above, just as Joe sank deeper into my ass. The intensity made my eyes roll back. I was completely full, barely able to think, lost in the thick fog of pleasure and filth. Joe’s cock pushed even deeper into my ass, slow but firm, stretching me more than I’d ever dared before. The pressure was unreal; hot, burning, but the way he held my thighs pinned made me feel helpless in the filthiest, most delicious way.

Elliot was above me, one knee on the couch cushion, the other foot planted on the floor, guiding his cock between my lips again. “Such a little, cockslut,” he growled, brushing sweat-soaked hair from my face. “You were made for this. If only your husband could see what a whore of a wife he has.”

I couldn’t reply. My mouth was full, my throat stretched. I moaned around him, drool spilling from the corners of my lips as Joe started to thrust. Slow at first. Just enough to make me feel every single inch. I gasped against Elliot’s cock, hands gripping his thighs for balance as Joe picked up the pace, his hips slapping softly against me with each push.

“Fuck, you feel good,” Joe groaned. “Such a tight little ass… can’t imagine why your husband’s fucking around when he has this at home.”

His thrusts were deeper now, more confident, filling me completely. I could feel every movement. Every stretch. The way they were both using me was filthy and perfect and overwhelming.

“Fucking come for us,” Elliot growled, pressing deeper down my throat.

I did exactly as he told me, release gushing from my open cunt as they fucked me through it. I think I even passed out for a second. And then my body was shaking, rolling away from them onto the floor with a thud. They laughed at my helpless humiliation.

“Let’s take this to the bedroom,” smirked Elliot.


Monday (cont)


Icould barely walk straight, legs shaking as I led them upstairs, still naked. Joe followed close behind, hand trailing over my back, fingers grazing my ass, while Elliot whistled low under his breath at the size of the house.

My bedroom was immaculate. All white, white walls, white sheets, cream rug, a scattering of silver picture frames on the dresser. They stepped inside and both looked straight at the largest photo, me and Nathan on our wedding day.

Elliot let out a low laugh. “Fucking hell,” he said. “You’re about to get ruined in your marital bed.”

Joe just smirked.

They threw me on the bed like I weighed nothing. The sheets were cool beneath my back, the air thick with sex and sweat. I straddled Joe, thighs aching, cunt swollen and soaked. He held my hips as I sank down onto him again, stretching wide around his cock. I gasped, still sensitive, but hungry for more.

Then I felt Elliot behind me. His hands slid over my ass, fingers spreading me open, slicking me up again. I knew what was coming. My stomach fluttered.

“You ready, dirty girl?” he murmured against my neck.

I nodded, too breathless to speak. Joe held me steady while Elliot pushed inside my ass from behind, slow at first, but firm. The feeling of both of them filling me, pressing into me at once, was too much, too good. My body was pinned between them, completely claimed. I could feel their cocks rubbing against each other through my walls. It was perfect.

“Fuck,” Elliot hissed. “So fucking tight. You feel that, Joe?”

Joe groaned beneath me. “Every time you push in, she clamps around me. Jesus.”

I buried my face in Joe’s neck, moaning against his skin as Elliot thrust even deeper, stretching me, splitting me. I cried out, my whole body arching, sweat slick between my shoulder blades, fingers clutching at Joe’s chest.

They moved in sync, Joe thrusting up into me while Elliot rocked from behind, hands gripping my hips. I was undone. Gone. Just moaning, gripping Joe’s chest, letting them use me how they wanted. The pressure, the stretch, the heat, it was overwhelming.

I was clenching around both of them, crying out, helpless under the weight of sensation. Their rhythm grew harder, deeper, each thrust pushing me closer to the edge. My fingers dug into Joe’s chest. Then it hit me.

My whole body arched, shuddering violently as I came, loud, messy, no control. I gasped and cried out, feeling myself gush around them, completely overwhelmed, soaked, and shaking. They groaned in unison, slowing only slightly, holding me between them as I rode out the waves.

When they finally pulled out, I collapsed forward onto Joe’s chest, breathing hard, my skin flushed and tingling. I rolled off, laying back on the bed, completely fucked.

Both men moved above me, holding cocks that were hard and throbbing. Elliot was first. Joe followed close behind. Warm cum spilled across my face, my tits, my tongue catching some of it. I moaned softly, still trembling as they both groaned, watching me with smug, satisfied grins as they pumped load after load of cum all over me.

I stayed there, breathless, skin streaked, feeling completely satisfied. My body was wrecked, legs shaking, cunt pulsing, ass stretched and sore, but I didn’t care. I felt floaty, euphoric, used in the best fucking way.

Elliot grabbed a towel from the ensuite and tossed it to me. “Here. Before you start dripping all over that fancy carpet.”

I wiped myself down, legs still shaking as I stood, skin flushed and sticky, every nerve still tingling. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, hair wild, lips swollen, body flushed. I dived into the ensuite shower, washing myself down while the guys joked and laughed in the bedroom.

As I turned the water off, I heard it. The slow crunch of tires on the gravel outside.

My whole body tensed.

“Fuck,” I breathed, freezing with the towel half-wrapped round me. “That’s Nathan’s car.”

Elliot’s smile vanished.

Joe blinked. “Wait… your husband? I thought he was…”

“Work. He wasn’t supposed to be back till this evening.”

Elliot and Joe started hurriedly pulling on their jeans and stuffing their big cocks into their underwear. I grabbed a dressing gown.

“I’ll distract him. When you hear me moaning, creep down the stairs and out the front door,” I said, my heart racing.

I didn’t wait to answer, I was already halfway down the stairs, tying my robe tight, trying to slow my breathing. My skin still tingled. I could hear keys jangling, the front door unlocking.

I plastered on a smile and went to meet him at the door.

“Hey,” I said. “You’re home early.”

He stepped in, frowning slightly. “Er… yeah, had to pick up some papers. Aren’t you usually at the gym on a Monday lunchtime?”

He was right, this was usually one of my fitness lessons. I’d completely forgotten with the excitement of having two men over. He closed the door and looked me up and down. “Why are you naked?”

I leaned up and kissed his cheek to hide my blush. “Just got out of the shower,” I said, slipping my arm around his waist.

His eyes softened a little. “You look flushed.”

“Yeah, been… masturbating,” I said, giving him a sexy side-eye. “Want to help me out?”

He gave me a filthy look. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

Above us, the floor creaked once, then silence. Nathan didn’t seem to notice.

I took his hand. “Let’s go to the living room, the bedroom is too far, and I’m too horny.”

Nathan raised an eyebrow, but he let me pull him toward the living room, clearly trying to figure out what the hell had gotten into me. I pushed him down onto the white sofa, the same one I’d been thoroughly fucked on less than an half an hour ago, and straddled his lap.

He opened his mouth to speak, but I leaned in and kissed him hard, grinding slightly, hands already unbuttoning his shirt. “Shhh,” I whispered.

“Bloody hell, Claire,” he muttered, already hard beneath me.

I slipped down his chest, slow and teasing, keeping eye contact the whole way. From upstairs, the faintest shuffle. I needed to be louder.

I moaned quietly as I nuzzled into his neck, trailing kisses along his skin. “I’ve been thinking about you all morning,” I whispered, exaggerating the breathiness in my voice. “Couldn’t stop touching myself.”

I turned around slowly, straddling his face with my back to him, spreading my legs and lowering my pussy onto his mouth. My thighs clamped around his head. Try hearing something now, you bastard.

His tongue snaked out, licking up my slit that was already leaking arousal again. I unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock that was already getting hard. I clamped my legs against his ears and bent over, taking him deep into my mouth.

“Mmm,” I moaned loudly around him.

His tongue was buried deep in my cunt, his nose in my ass. I grinded against him, making as much noise as I could. I took him out of my mouth and threw my head back.

“Oh, yes, fuck,” I moaned, trying to make my voice carry up the stairs. “Mmm, yes…”

The guys got the signal. I saw them creeping down the stairs on tip-toe. I upped my moaning even more. Nathan locked his mouth around my clit and sucked, and my moans became real. Suddenly I was coming, his hard cock in my throat.

I heard the front door click quietly closed.

Relief flooded through me, chased fast by arousal. Nearly getting caught had made me feel even more horny. And now I could let go.

Nathan’s hands gripped my thighs, pulling me down tighter on his face. I rocked my hips against his mouth, my cunt messy and overstimulated, but god, it still felt good. I pulled out his cock, dragging my tongue along the length of it, bobbing slow and sloppy, letting spit drip down onto him.

Nathan groaned beneath me as I sucked his dick.

“Jesus Christ, Claire,” he gasped when I pulled off him for breath, “what’s gotten into you?”

You don’t want to know.

I just smiled, flicking my tongue over his tip, then lowering myself back down with another loud, drawn-out moan. “Missed you,” I lied, cunt clenching around his tongue as I took his cock all the way down my throat.

I shifted around on him, twisting my body until I was facing him again, still flushed and slick with sweat. He looked dazed, his face soaked from my pussy. I reached between us, took his cock in hand, and guided him into my aching cunt. I winced at the stretch. I was already sore from being used like a toy by two hung men, but the pain only made it better. It reminded me how filthy I’d been. How filthy I still was. And nearly getting caught made it even more exciting.

I rode him hard, hips slamming down, chasing yet another orgasm. My thighs ached, my cunt was sore and stretched from earlier, but I didn’t stop. My bare tits bounced around, slapping against each other. Nathan gripped my hips tightly, trying to keep up.

His chest was rising and falling fast beneath me. “Fuck… Claire… slow down… fuck… you’ll make me come.”

But I didn’t. I fucked him harder. His cock throbbed inside me, swollen and twitching. I felt the telltale pulse, then the warm rush as he spilled, groaning from deep in his chest, head tipped back.

Three men. One lucky wife.

Nathan pulled up his pants, doing the buttons in a daze, still catching his breath. I stayed where I was, flushed and grinning, only half-bothered to tie my gown. My thighs were wet with the mess of everything, and I didn’t care.

“I’d better get back to work then,” said Nathan.

Then came a knock at the door.

He flinched. Just slightly. But I caught it.

I raised an eyebrow. “Expecting someone?”

He hesitated. “Sophie said she might…”

Really? The bastard was going to bang Sophie while I was at the gym.

I beat him to the front door and opened it. The dressing down barely covered my pussy, and certainly didn’t cover the sight of cum running down my inner thighs.

Sophie stood there. She was early twenties, dark bob with a bold blonde streak right at the front. Massive tits pushing at the buttons of a tight white blouse, tucked into a pencil skirt with fishnet tights and stompy black Doc Martens that said she didn’t give a fuck about the office dress code. I’d met her plenty of times before, but I’d forgotten how fucking hot she was.

She didn’t blink at my robe. Just smiled, all lip gloss and fake innocence.

“Hi. I’m just picking up some drawings from Nathan,” she said, eyes flicking briefly down my body. “I thought you’d be at the gym.”

Of course you did, you filthy whore.

Nathan appeared beside me, suddenly all business. “Hey. Yeah, got them here.”

He handed over a rolled-up set of prints, not looking at either of us.

Sophie gave me a polite smile that didn’t reach anywhere near her eyes. “Nice to see you again, Claire.”

And then she turned, walked to her bright red sports car, and spun the wheels off down the drive.

I closed the door slowly and turned to Nathan, who was already halfway up the stairs, pretending he hadn’t just been planning to fuck his assistant in my bed.

The sneaky bastard.


Tuesday


The minute Nathan reversed off the drive, coffee in hand and briefcase in the passenger seat, I practically skipped back into the house. My robe hit the floor before I even reached the bedroom.

I grabbed my phone, sprawled out naked across the bed, and started snapping. Legs parted, hand on my tits, hair messy. Just enough light to catch everything. I made sure to show them the faint red marks still on my hips where they'd held me down. Let them see my stretched out cunt.

I popped my butt plug in, knelt on the bed with my back arched and snapped some more photos in the mirror.

I sent the photos to Joe and Elliot, with a note: “Still sore. Still wet. When’s round two?”

I didn’t even bother waiting for a reply before heading downstairs to make coffee, still naked, still with the plug in, and still grinning.

This week was already shaping up nicely.

But at the back of my mind, there was something else. I couldn’t shake the image of Sophie. That smug little smile. The bold streak in her hair. I couldn’t stop thinking about the huge tits I’d seen in the photos, the juicy nipples with their iron bars through the middle.

There was an event coming up at the weekend, a work thing for Nathan’s firm. The CEO was throwing a party in his garden, and both Nathan and I were invited. Sophie would be there too. Sophie and her massive fucking tits. I bet Nathan and Sophie were planning to sneak off somewhere, but suddenly I had my own plan.

I was wondering if maybe I could get Sophie into bed instead. That would teach him.

TO BE CONTINUED…
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Claire’s Cheating Diary - Threesome Revenge




Saturday


“So, who’s going to be there?” I asked, turning slightly in my seat to look at Nathan as he drove. The sun was already starting to dip low, throwing gold light across the windscreen and lighting up the sharp edge of his jaw. He looked good. He always looked good. My husband was a senior partner in an architecture firm. The kind of man people respected. The kind of man women lusted after.

Nathan kept his eyes on the road, barely glancing at me. “Pretty much everyone from work,” he said, his tone slightly annoyed, like the question didn’t deserve an answer.

I knew it was kind of a stupid question. I’d been to these events before. Same tedious colleagues, same fake laughter. But this time, it wasn’t idle curiosity. I wanted to see his reaction when I mentioned his assistant.

I tilted my head, pretending to think. “Sophie?”

“Of course,” he said, and there was the briefest pause, barely noticeable, but it was there. He tried to act casual, but I’d been listening too closely. I knew that slight shift in tone, that flicker of hesitation. He was on edge. Maybe not panicking, not yet, but his guard was up.

I looked away, hiding my smile. Good. Let him squirm. And he had every reason to, I’d found messages and photos on his phone from her… very explicit photos, including some of her sucking his cock in the office.

I’d been angry, of course, but instead of confronting him, I’d taken the opportunity to free myself from the moral obligations of the marriage. I’d started to have some fun myself. But that didn’t mean I didn’t still want revenge.

“She’s very pretty, isn’t she?” I said sweetly, looking at him out of the side of my eyes.

“Is she?” he replied. “I hadn’t noticed.”

I let out a short laugh. “You haven’t noticed her massive tits?”

“Claire,” he said, scolding me. “I keep it very professional at work.”

I turned my head, looking out the window again as suburban houses blurred past. We were almost there. My stomach twisted, not with nerves, but anticipation. I'd made sure I looked my absolute filthiest today. Tight red dress that clung like a second skin, no bra, no knickers, heels high enough to make me sway just slightly with every step. I had a plan.

“Do I look alright?” I asked sweetly, brushing my fingers along the hem of my dress, where it barely covered my thighs.

He glanced over quickly. “Yeah. Hot.”

I reached over, running my hand up his thigh to his bulge. God, I was feeling horny.

“Does it make you want to fuck me?”

He smirked. “I always want to fuck you.”

Yeah, and every other woman you meet, you dirty bastard.

We pulled into the huge drive, parking next to all the other expensive cars. From around the back of the house, I could hear music. We followed the sounds, and the garden opened out to a huge lawn, sloping down to a lake. There was a marquee in the center of the grass. A catering company had been employed to provide a BBQ and buffet, and there was a bar with several smartly dressed barmen.

I spotted Sophie straight away by the bar, laughing with a few of the junior partners. She stood out, with dark hair and a blonde streak down one side, and not in a dress like most of the women. Her look was more alternative. She wore a tight skirt and what was basically just a bra under a sheer mesh top, along with heavy boots instead of heels. Her tits were massive, impossible to ignore when you were talking to her.

We worked our way through the usual bullshit greetings, handshakes, fake smiles, and colleagues pretending they gave a fuck about each other’s weekends. Nathan slipped into charm mode effortlessly, the perfect senior partner, all polite laughter and just the right amount of eye contact. I played the doting wife, sipping champagne and smiling like I hadn’t seen videos of him being sucked off by his PA at his desk.

Jeff, the CEO, gave me an awkward hug, and his wife, Mia, air-kissed both cheeks. Someone introduced me to a man who droned on about some award they’d won for a car park design. I nodded, pretended to care, and moved us along.

And then, finally, we reached her. Sophie. She turned as we approached, that smug little smile already on her lips. Like she’d been waiting.

“Nathan,” she said, stepping forward and looking at him with puppy-dog eyes. “So glad you could make it.”

Her eyes flicked to me, not quite a glare, not quite a smile. Just enough to make me want to slap her smug face. But that wasn’t my plan.

“Claire,” she said.

“Sophie,” I gushed, going in for a bear hug, rubbing my tits against hers. I gave her a wet kiss on the cheek. She smelled amazing. “I’ve been looking forward to catching up with you.”

“You have?” she said, sounding suspicious.

I held her hands and looked at her. “You look stunning.” I turned to Nathan. “Isn’t she beautiful!”

“Er… right,” said Nathan, looking uncomfortable.

“My god, your boobs are amazing in that top,” I said.

Nathan cleared his throat. “Oh look, there’s David, I need to speak to him.” He hurried away.

“Thanks for the compliment, by the way,” she said, gesturing vaguely at her chest. “I wasn’t sure I could pull this look off, or if it was too much for a company event.”

“Are you joking?” I said, looping my arm through hers like we were old mates. “If I had tits like yours, I’d walk around topless.”

That made her laugh, and it wasn’t long before we’d drifted down the garden and found some seats by the pool, swapping flirty jokes. She relaxed into it easily, no idea that I knew about her and Nathan. Ten minutes later, we were deep in gossip about the other women at the party, Sophie doing impressions, and me nearly crying with laughter.

“You’re actually fun,” she said, nudging my arm. “I didn’t think you liked me.”

I gave her a look. “Why wouldn’t I like you?”

She blushed. “Oh, no reason.”

“Come on,” I said, grabbing her hand. “Let’s sneak off and explore the house. I want to see how the rich people live.”

She grinned. “You’re naughty.”

“You have no idea,” I said, already pulling her along the edge of the garden.

We slipped through a side door into the house, the buzz of the party fading behind us. The place was spotless, modern, and too clean to feel lived in. We looked in all the rooms downstairs, and then I suggested we go upstairs.

Sophie hesitated. “I’m not sure, won’t it be awkward if Jeff finds us there?”

“We’ll just say we were looking for the bathroom,” I said. “Come on.”

I headed up the carpeted steps, with Sophie following.

“Let’s see what their bedroom is like,” I giggled.

It turned out to be massive, with a mirror on the ceiling above the king-sized bed.

“That filthy bitch,” I laughed. “She looks all prim and proper, and she’s got a mirror above her bed.”

I looked through the wardrobes until I found some sexy nurse costumes on a hanger. I showed them to Sophie, and we both giggled.

I sat down on the edge of the bed. “Ooh, it’s nice and firm,” I said, patting the mattress to invite Sophie to join me. “I bet it’s seen some action.”

“You’re terrible,” smirked Sophie, flopping down next to me.

“Can I let you in on a little secret?” I said, suddenly.

“Sure.”

“Nathan is cheating on me,” I said, watching her reaction carefully.

“No!” she said, her face as white as a sheet.

“Yep, with some sluts at that conference he went to a couple of weeks ago.”

I could see the relief on her face. “Oh my god,” she said, putting her hand over her mouth. “What are you going to do?”

“You mean, what have I already done?”

She looked at me quizzically.

“I’ve already cheated on him back,” I said with a smirk. “With a couple of guys, actually.”

Her eyes went wide. “Wow, really?”

“Yep,” I said, moving a bit closer to her. Fuck, she was hot, I was getting more and more turned on just sitting next to her on the bed. “I even had a threesome with them.”

Her eyes went even wider. “Oh my god,” she whispered. “That’s so hot.”

Our thighs were rubbing against each other now. I was inches from her face. “Does the thought of that turn you on?” I said quietly.

She looked at me, and we both paused for a second. Then we were kissing, hands running over each other's thighs and up the sides. The kiss deepened. She tasted amazing, soft and slutty. I grabbed her huge breast and squeezed it, and she moaned into my mouth.

I had to see those tits. I tugged at her top and lifted the mesh and stretchy bra off in one go. They dropped down, heavy, fat, and round. Her nipples were thick and juicy, with a metal bar through the middle of each one. I bent down, taking one into my mouth and suck on it until it swelled against my tongue. She groaned, her hand on my head, holding me against her.

Then I dropped to the floor, pulling her down onto the bed. Her skirt rode up, and I slid my hands under it, dragging her thong down her legs. She spread for me without a word.

Her pussy was gloriously hairy, with a dark bush, already matted with arousal around her slit. I leaned in, feeling the heat on her and licking up her slit. I thought about how my husband’s face had been buried down here, too, and it turned me on even more.

I spread her open, her soaking, pink slit was thick and swollen, her insides glistening, framed with the thick, curly hair. I imagined my husband’s cock sliding raw inside, his shaft stretching her open. I whimpered with arousal.

I dived in again. Her moans got louder, breath catching each time I circled her clit with my tongue. She tasted incredible, and so fucking wet. I wrapped my arms under her thighs and buried my face in her, tongue working harder, messier, until her hips started bucking and she was gripping the sheets like she was going to tear them off the bed.

“Oh fuck… Claire… fuck,” she gasped, twisting above me, thighs trembling.

I sucked harder, flicked her clit fast, and felt her come undone. Her whole body jolted, cunt grinding against my mouth as she came with a choked cry. I kept going, letting her ride it out, tasting every drop of her release.

When she finally collapsed back, chest heaving, I climbed up and kissed her again, letting her taste herself on my lips. She pulled me close, still panting, her hands under my dress now.

“No panties?” she murmured, smiling.

“I have another confession,” I said. “I came here intending to fuck you.”

“Is that right?” she smirked, flipping me onto my back and moving between my legs. Her fingers toyed with my opening. “You’re soaked.”

“Yeah,” I whispered, “now do something about it.”

She dropped between my thighs, her fingers spreading me open without hesitation. Her tongue was on me fast, confident, like she knew how to make a woman squirm. I gasped, grabbing a fistful of her hair as she licked up the length of my cunt, slow and filthy, teasing the tip of her tongue over my clit until I was shaking.

“Jesus, Sophie,” I muttered, grinding against her face. “Don’t stop.”

She moaned into me, the vibration sending a jolt straight through my spine. Her hands gripped my thighs, holding me in place, keeping me open for her as she licked deeper, fucking me slowly with her tongue, then faster, wetter, until I couldn’t even think straight.

The heat built fast. I wanted it. Needed it. My legs tensed around her, my back arched off the bed, and I came hard, hips jerking against her mouth, moaning like I was possessed. She didn’t stop. She kept licking, kept sucking, dragging it out, greedy for more. I was still coming when she finally slid two fingers inside me, curling them up just right, and holy fuck… I came again, louder this time, no shame, no holding back. Just pure, filthy release

She pulled back eventually, face shiny with me, and crawled up the bed beside me, grinning. I caught her chin in my hand and kissed her hard.

“Where the fuck did you learn to do that?” I whispered.

“Oh, I’ve had my share of girlfriends,” she smirked.

“You know what I’d like?” I said, when our breathing had calmed.

“No?”

“I’d like to watch you get fucked by my friend with his big, black cock.”


Monday


Nathan was half-dressed, shoving a few clothes into his overnight bag. His tie was still hanging loose round his neck, and I could smell his aftershave already, too strong, like he’d bathed in it. That alone made me suspicious.

“Where’s this site again?” I asked, sitting on the edge of the bed in my robe, sipping coffee.

“Upstate,” he muttered, not looking at me. “Need to do a walkthrough before the contractor signs off.”

“Mmm,” I said. “Sounds boring. But maybe I could come with you?”

I saw a look of panic on his face before he masked it. “That would be lovely, Claire, but you’re right, it will be too boring. We’ll probably be at the site late, and I doubt I’ll even have time to go out to dinner.”

He zipped the bag shut with a grunt and finally turned to face me. I gave him a lazy smile over the rim of my mug.

“Who’s going with you, anyway?” I asked, casually.

“No one,” he said quickly. “Just me. Why?”

“Just wondering,” I said, stretching a bit so the robe slipped off my shoulder. “You don’t need Sophie, then?”

“Not this time.” He eyed me for a moment, unsure, wondering why I would mention Sophie again. I could see the gears turning. I didn’t push it, just let the silence hang a little too long.

He finally broke it. “What are you up to today?”

I smiled. “Oh, nothing wild. But if Sophie isn’t going with you, I might see if she wants to go for a drink later.”

He froze, just for a second.

“Sophie?” he repeated. “You two… you’re friends?”

I nodded, completely calm. “Yeah. We really hit it off at the party. Got really close.”

He opened his mouth, closed it again.

I watched him sweat. “She’s actually really sweet, you know. And so open. Easy to talk to. I get the impression she’s being jerked around by a married man, though. The bastard.”

Nathan forced a smile, but it was tight. Fake. His hand ran over the back of his neck. He was rattled. I was loving every second of tormenting him.

“Didn’t know you two had anything in common,” he said.

I stepped in, fixed his tie for him, slowly. “You’d be surprised what people connect over. We both love sex, for one thing.” I moved my hand lower, over his belly, and into his underwear. His cock stiffened quickly. “Have you got time to say goodbye properly?” I whispered.

He did. He bent me over the bed and yanked my panties down. He pushed inside me in one hard thrust, no patience, no preamble.

“Fuck,” I groaned, clinging to the sheets as he drove into me, hips slapping against my ass.

He grunted behind me, gripping my hips hard. I came quickly, wondering who he was going to be fucking in that hotel tonight. Some young intern? A bored client’s wife? What’s wrong with me that I’m finding this hot?

He pushed into me again, deeper, groaning behind me. I arched my back, spread my legs, let him see how slutty I was. My heart was racing, my thoughts a mess. I didn’t know what I was getting off on more: the feeling of him inside me, or the picture in my head of him banging some slut.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair, pulling my head back just enough to make me gasp, and his pace got rougher, almost desperate. Each thrust was hard, like he was punishing both of us. I was soaked, the sound of skin against skin echoing in the quiet morning room, dirty and perfect.

I reached back, touched his arm, digging my fingers into it, and that seemed to tip him over the edge. His breathing went heavy, and he slammed into me harder, faster, the bed creaking under us. I let him lose control. I let him fuck me like he was trying to forget who I was. I came again, quietly, a rush of heat flooding through me, clenching around him.

He grunted as he came, jerking against me, his grip tightening one last time. I felt his wet release deep inside me, his cock throbbing. He stayed there for a second, hands still on my hips, looking down at my lips stretched around his shaft. Then he stepped back, tucked himself away, and reached for his bag like nothing had happened.

I just smiled and reached for my coffee. “Have a good trip, babe. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”


Monday (evening)


By the time Monday evening rolled around, I’d cleaned the house, had two more coffees, and changed my outfit three times. I settled on something casual but slutty, jeans low enough on my waist to just about show the lace of my thong, and a crop top that barely covered my tits.

Sophie arrived first, right on time. She wore a tiny leather skirt and a band tee she’d cut the sleeves off, stretched to within an inch of its life by her massive boobs. No bra, her nipple piercings clearly visible through the fabric.

“Hey, babe,” I said as she stepped inside, my eyes already on her chest. “Miss me?”

“God, I’ve been horny all day,” she replied as I led her into the kitchen. “I can’t believe we’re actually going to have a threesome.”

I pulled her in by the waist and kissed her, slow and wet, right there in the kitchen. Her hands slid under my top instantly, grabbing handfuls of me.

“You smell so fucking good,” I breathed against her neck.

I pressed her against the counter, kissed her again, deeper this time. Her thigh slid between mine, and I ground down just a little, enough to feel the heat rising again. Her hand was already on my ass when the doorbell rang.

“That’ll be Elliot,” I said, pulling away with a grin.

She bit her lip and adjusted her skirt, breathing a little fast. “So he knows what’s happening tonight?”

“Oh, he’s done this before,” I said, sauntering to the door.

Elliot stepped in, and his eyes lit up when he saw her. He had a shaved head, dark skin, and a long, thick beard that framed a sly smile. Tattoos climbed up both his forearms, disappearing under the sleeves of his black t-shirt. He was built like he could lift both of us without even breaking a sweat.

“This is Sophie,” I said.

She stuck out her hand. “Nice to meet you.”

He shook it. “Same. Claire’s told me all about you.”

I grabbed both of their hands. “Come on,” I said. “It’s not a business meeting. Let’s go upstairs.”

Five minutes later, Elliot sat at the edge of the bed, wide-eyed, but playing it cool. I leaned in, unbuttoning his shirt slowly, letting my nails drag lightly down his chest as I spread it open. Sophie followed, her eyes locked on mine as she reached lower, undoing his belt with a sly grin. He sucked in a breath as we worked together, pulling at the fabric, revealing more of him. His erection strained beneath his boxers.

We took our time. Peeling his underwear down together, exposing him slowly. His massive cock was already hard, twitching under our gaze. Sophie reached out first, wrapping her fingers around him, giving a slow stroke that made Elliot groan. I kissed her shoulder, then her neck, watching his reaction the whole time.

Then we licked him together, all the way from the base to the tip, our tongues touching as they swirled around his shaft. I went first, taking him into my mouth, feeling the heat and hardness of him. Sophie stroked him while I sucked, hollowing my cheeks and letting spit run down his cock.

Then Sophie took over. That slut knew how to suck cock. She took him deeper than I could, forcing her head down until nearly all of his impressive length was in her throat. I grabbed the back of her head, helping her force even more in, making her eyes run as we thrust her head up and down together.

Finally, she pulled off, panting, strings of saliva still joining her mouth to his dick.

“Impressive,” I told her.

She grabbed my face, giving me a long, sloppy kiss that made my face wet.

Then we stripped each other naked, making a show for Elliot. I peeled off her top, and her tits dropped down, round and heavy. When I tugged down her panties, I could feel they were already soaked through. I spread her legs open on the bed, and Elliot let out an appreciative groan.

Her cunt was perfect, framed with curly, black hair, but wet, open, and deliciously pink.

“I want to watch him fuck you,” I said, hearing the desperation in my own voice.

He moved between her thighs. His cock hung down, thick, black and throbbing. I wrapped my fingers around it, guiding him to her gaping and leaking opening. I rubbed his shaft up and down as I placed the tip inside her folds.

“Fuck her,” I panted, so turned on I could hardly breathe. “Fuck that little slut.”

Slowly, he thrust inside her, and I watched as he stretched her open, sliding his cock deep inside her. She arched her back, thrusting her huge tits out as he filled her.

“God, yes,” I moaned, watching him split her open. “Fuck her filthy cunt.”

He didn’t disappoint me. He started to fuck her, getting deeper every time, until he was fully inside, slamming his body against hers. His shaft glistened with her arousal, her lips gripping him tightly. It was exactly what I wanted to see. She moaned with every firm thrust, squirming under him. I grabbed her tits, pulling one of her swollen nipples into my mouth and sucking hard.

I straddled her face, grinding my cunt onto her eager tongue as Elliot continued to fuck her. She pushed her tongue deep inside me, her low moans sending delicious vibrations through my body.

Sophie came hard, her body shaking and almost screaming into my pussy. Elliot fucked her through it, prolonging her pleasure until she couldn’t take any more. He pulled out, his cock dripping with her release. He looked at me, his eyes dark with lust.

Then he pushed me roughly back onto the bed and slid his cock all the way inside me in one movement. I nearly came right away, but I gripped his shoulders, my fingers digging in enough to leave marks. He started fucking me hard, every thrust making me see stars. It didn’t take long before my eyes rolled up in my head, and waves of pleasure washed over me. I clung to him tightly, riding every last moment.

But Elliot wasn’t finished. He lined us up on the bed, face down, asses in the air. He slid his cock into me, and then after a few thrusts he switched to Sophie. Then back to me. I could feel how wet his cock was from her.

“Who wants it in their ass first?” he asked.

“Me!” I said greedily.

He guided his cock higher, pressing it against my rear entrance. He applied a little pressure, making my ass open up. And then a wonderful stretch, and he was inside me. He thrust slowly, letting me get accustomed to it, but soon he was deep in my ass, taking my breath away every time he filled me.

“Can I try?” whispered Sophie. “I’ve… never done it before.”

Wait, my husband never took that beautiful little ass? I was surprised.

Elliot lined himself up, and I knelt close by, spreading her cheeks with my hands. Her asshole looked small and tight, but the head of his cock slipped easily inside, and she groaned, clutching at the sheets.

“Oh fuck,” she panted.

“Is it okay?” he asked.

“Yes, slowly.”

He worked his way in gently, gradually increasing the depth and pace until she was holding me tight. Her eyes rolled back, and her mouth opened in a constant O shape. He fucked her harder, and she went over the edge again, her breasts bouncing as she grabbed my face and kissed me through it, her tongue desperate in my mouth.

“Fuck… Your ass is so tight… I’m gonna…” he suddenly panted.

With a deep groan, Elliot pulled out and ejaculated all up her back. Load after load of thick, white cum covered her as we both laughed with delight. I ran my fingers through it, making patterns in it.

“I bet your married man doesn’t cum this much,” I whispered.

We lay there a while, limbs overlapping, breath slowing. Eventually, I stirred. “Who wants a shower?” I said with a lazy smile, peeling myself away.

Sophie groaned softly, rolling onto her back. “Only if you two carry me there.”

Elliot stretched, all muscle and ink, and stood up. “Come on then,” he said, scooping her up in his arms like she weighed nothing and throwing her over his shoulder. I followed them to the shower, with Sophie’s cute little asshole and hairy slit looking at me.

Steam filled the room quickly, hot water hissing down. The three of us stepped under the spray, half-laughing as the heat hit our skin.

Hands roamed again, slower this time. It felt more playful. Sophie's lips found my neck while I washed shampoo from her hair. Elliot stood behind me, palms warm on my hips, kissing between my shoulders. The air was thick with warmth and sexual energy. I couldn’t stop touching her huge tits, teasing her nipples and making her moan softly.

And then I felt him hardening again against my ass. I leaned back into him, pressing my body to his and grinding slowly against him. I glanced at Sophie, who caught my smirk, biting her lip in return.

Sophie stepped in front of me, her hands gentle, sliding over my stomach. She kissed me, slow and deep, while her fingers drifted lower. Her touch was light, teasing me open as the water poured down on us.

Elliot’s hard cock slid between my folds, up into my aching pussy, making me stand on tiptoes. Sophie held me as he started fucking me, and her fingers massaged my clit in time to his thrusts. My body was pinned between theirs, as Elliot moved with a slow, grinding rhythm behind me. I clutched at Sophie, holding her close as her fingers worked me in perfect time.

Her mouth found mine again, wet and needy, and I could taste the hunger on her tongue. Our hips rocked together, the rhythm building as the heat swelled between us. I could feel myself trembling as my climax approached.

Elliot’s hands gripped my hips tightly, steadying me. When the orgasm hit, it rolled through me in waves. I clung to Sophie, burying my face in her breasts, crying out as Elliot thrust once more and held me still, my cunt clenching around him.

Elliot turned to Sophie, lifting her effortlessly, water running down both their bodies as he pinned her against the tiled wall. She gasped, laughing breathlessly, her arms wrapping around his shoulders. He held her like she weighed nothing, his hands cupping her ass as she wrapped her legs tight around him.

I watched them, heart thudding. It was so hot seeing them fucking. I stepped closer, running my fingers down her neck, kissing her just below the collarbone as he slammed up into her. She reached out, pulling me into a kiss as the water poured down our faces.

“I’m going to come,” Elliot groaned, suddenly.

Without hesitation, Sophie and I dropped to our knees on the cold, tiled shower floor, eyes locked on him. The water flowed over us, running down between our bodies. He wrapped his hand around his cock, stroking slow, deliberate strokes that made him pant with exertion.

Then, with a loud moan of relief, he came hard, his hot release splattering over our faces. The shock of it was sharp against our skin, sticky and warm. I opened my mouth, and the next load landed on my tongue.

At least we were already in the shower, the water washing the mess away almost instantly. We just stayed there for a moment, letting the steam surround us, before Sophie pulled me in for another kiss, taking the cum from my mouth.


Tuesday


The next afternoon, Nathan let himself in, his coat slung over one arm, looking tired but trying to mask it. I was in the kitchen, casually tidying up, when he appeared in the doorway.

“Hey,” I said, keeping my tone light. “How was the site?”

He dropped his bag by the door, eyes flicking around like he was checking if I’d been waiting for him. “Same old thing. What about you?”

I shrugged. “I met Sophie last night. We grabbed a drink.”

He froze for a second, a flicker of something, worry, maybe, crossing his face.

“How is she?”

“Great. We got on really well. So, did you do anything last night? See anyone? Go out for dinner?”

He swallowed, looking nervous. “No.”

I didn’t believe him, but I was looking forward to checking his phone later for photos.

TO BE CONTINUED…
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Pounded By The Professor


First Time Wife Cheating Erotica



Chapter One




Ilooked at myself in the bathroom mirror. I thought I was holding up pretty well for my mid-thirties. Just a bit of thickness around my hips and a few soft stretch marks. But my breasts were fuller than when I was in my twenties. My long, dark hair flowed down over my shoulders, and the black bodysuit lingerie that I had spent a considerable amount of money on yesterday, complemented my pale skin.

Money was not a problem, of course, I could spend whatever I wanted. My husband was very highly paid in his role as a director of a global corporate retailer. We had more money than I could ever have imagined growing up. We were so comfortable that I didn’t need to work at all, although I had a part-time job at the city library, indulging my love of books, and at least getting me out of the house three days a week.

I adjusted the straps of my lingerie, giving my breasts a lift. They were still full and heavy, not at all sagging like some of my friends. As far as I was concerned, without any arrogance, I was in my sexual prime.

And yet, my husband, James, was confusingly uninterested in my body. While we got on fantastically as friends, he never complimented me and rarely touched me. And we hadn’t had sex for months. Before that, it had been sporadic, once a month at most. I was confused about what was going on, to say the least.

But tonight I had pulled out all the stops. I had my sexy new underwear. I had new, extremely expensive perfume endorsed by the most beautiful celebrity. I had been manicured and pedicured. I had trimmed my pubic hair into a cute, neat triangle. No red-blooded man would be able to resist.

I gave my nipples a rub, making them hard and pointed so they would show through the sheer fabric of the bodysuit. Taking a deep breath, I opened the door to the bedroom.

My husband was lying on the bed reading a book. He was topless, and I could see his strong chest muscles, covered in hair. He was a sexy man. Even in his late thirties, he was strong and fit, getting up early to go to the gym four days a week. Combined with his sharp suits and high-powered job, everyone thought he was a catch. And so did I… if only he’d fuck me.

Leaning against the bathroom door frame, I tried to exude as much sex appeal as I could. “Hey, babe,” I purred, running a hand down my thigh and stroking myself slowly.

He didn’t even glance up. “Ugh, not tonight, Lauren,” he muttered, flipping a page. “I’ve got an 8 a.m. breakfast meeting with the board. Honestly, you’re obsessed with sex. Why don’t you have a cold shower?”

His words hit me like a slap. Obsessed with sex? We hadn’t had sex in months. His words left me frozen in place, my hand still on my thigh. A cold wave of humiliation crept over me, starting in my chest and spreading outward. My throat tightened, and my cheeks burned with a mix of shame and anger.

I stared at him, willing him to look up, to see me, to realize how much effort I’d put in. But he just turned another page of his book, completely indifferent, as if I didn’t exist. My heart pounded, not with desire anymore but with frustration.

I wanted to scream at him, to demand to know why he didn’t want me anymore. Was it my body? My personality? Or was there someone else? The doubts came rushing in, fast and merciless. But I didn’t say a word.

Instead, I marched to the foot of the bed, yanking the blanket off with a sharp tug that made him glance up briefly, only to go straight back to his bloody book. Wrapping the blanket around me, I stormed out of the room, making no effort to be quiet as I slammed the door behind me.

Downstairs, the house felt cold and unwelcoming, matching the ache in my chest. I threw myself onto the sofa, pulling the blanket tighter around me as if it could shield me from the sharp sting of rejection. My heart pounded, not just from anger but from a deeper, gnawing sadness that I didn’t want to admit. It wasn’t just about sex; it was about feeling wanted, desired, seen. And right now, I felt more like an annoying roommate than a wife.

As I lay there trying to sleep on the uncomfortable sofa, my heart hardened. If he wouldn’t fuck me, then I’d find someone who would. I wasn’t going to keep begging for scraps of attention, hoping for a touch or a glance that never came. If he couldn’t see me, couldn’t want me, then I’d find someone who would.

The thought was one I’d had before, but it felt different this time. If he wasn’t interested, if he couldn’t be bothered, then fuck him. Other men out there would jump at the chance to have me. A small smile crept onto my lips as I curled up tighter under the blanket. I was going to cheat on him. The decision felt liberating, almost exhilarating.

I woke to the first light of dawn streaming through the living room windows, painting the room in a soft, golden glow. The clock on the wall read 6 a.m., and the world outside was still quiet, the calm before the day began. My neck ached from the awkward position I’d slept in, the sofa offering little comfort through the restless night. Groaning softly, I decided enough was enough and wrapped the blanket around me. Barefoot, I padded quietly up the stairs to the bedroom, the house eerily silent.

At the door, I paused with my hand on the knob. That was when I heard it: a faint, repetitive sound coming from inside. I frowned as I strained to listen. Then came a soft groan, low and unmistakable, and my stomach churned.

Confusion turned to disbelief, then anger. My pulse quickened as I pushed the door open in one swift motion. The sight inside stopped me dead in my tracks. There he was, sprawled out on the bed, his phone blasting out porn clutched in one hand, and his hard cock in the other. His body tensed as he looked up, startled, but it was too late.

I stood frozen as his climax hit, thick streams of cum spurting from his cock, running down the length and pooling on his stomach. Cum that I would have happily lapped up, licked from his shaft, and swallowed down, but now wasted on his pale skin.

He stared at me, wide-eyed. “Lauren…” he began, sounding ashamed.

I couldn’t even begin to process the flood of emotions crashing over me: anger, betrayal, humiliation, and, worst of all, the sharp sting of rejection all over again. I was no prude. He could watch porn and wank himself silly all day as far as I was concerned. I wasn’t above watching a bit of porn myself. But not if he wasn’t fucking me too.

Without a word, I strode past him, my face a mask of icy calm even as my insides churned with fury as I swept into the walk-in closet. Inside, I yanked open drawers and pulled out clothes with purposeful aggression, dressing quickly but deliberately. A fitted blouse, a short skirt that hugged my hips, far shorter than I would usually wear to work. If I was going to do this, I was going to look and feel fucking fantastic while I did. My reflection in the full-length mirror caught my eye, and I held my own gaze for a moment. I’m done waiting for him. He’d had his chance.

Downstairs, the kitchen felt cold, but I didn’t care. I grabbed a pan from the rack and set it on the hob, cracking eggs and slicing bread, all while my mind churned with plans. This was it. I was done begging, done hoping. Married for twelve years, but feeling unloved for the last five. I was going to fuck someone else, and I wasn’t going to wait another day to do it. Today, I was going to remind myself of what it felt like to be wanted.


Chapter Two




“Have a lovely day,” I said with a warm smile as the little old lady carefully slid her books into her bag and shuffled out of the library. The automatic doors swished shut behind her, leaving the space momentarily quiet.

I glanced at the clock. Two hours into my shift, and I still had no bloody idea how I was going to find someone to fuck. It wasn’t like I had a roadmap for this kind of thing; it had been twelve years since I’d flirted with anyone, let alone gone out specifically looking for casual sex. Dating apps? Forget it. I didn’t even know where to start, and the thought of setting up a profile felt ridiculous.

I scanned the library, my eyes lingering hopefully on the few patrons scattered across the reading tables. A retired couple sharing a crossword. An old man thumbing through a gardening book. A young mum reading to her toddler. Not a single sexy bloke in sight.

Unshowered from the night before, I could still feel the smooth fabric of my expensive lingerie clinging to my skin beneath my daringly short skirt. Daring by library standards, anyway. My blouse, on the other hand, was perfectly prim, though I couldn’t stop fidgeting with the top button. For the tenth time this morning, I fastened it up. Then, feeling overly proper, unfastened it again, letting a hint of cleavage show. Was it too much? Or not enough?

I reached up to adjust the high ponytail I’d tied my hair into earlier. Paired with my glasses, I’d been going for a “sexy librarian” look, but now I was second-guessing everything. Would I be more likely to meet someone with my hair down?

The sound of the library doors swishing open pulled me from my spiraling thoughts. I looked up, expecting another elderly patron or a bored student.

And then in he walked. Tall, broad-shouldered, and effortlessly confident. His graying hair was neatly trimmed, giving him that distinguished look. Dressed in a sharp polo neck, he looked both fit and intellectual. I recognized him immediately: Professor Adam Hartley from the university.

He made a beeline for the desk. Up close, I noticed the faintest hint of stubble on his jaw, and I couldn’t help but imagine how it would feel against my skin. He was older than me, probably in his early fifties, but he was still in his prime.

“Good morning,” he said, his voice deep. He gave me a polite smile, but there was a warmth behind it, an easy charm that made my pulse quicken. “Lauren isn’t it?” He’d remembered my name.

“Yes, good morning, professor,” I said nervously, hoping my voice didn’t betray how flustered I suddenly felt.

“I was wondering if I could book one of the reading rooms for a study workshop next week,” he said, resting his hands on the desk. His sleeves were rolled up just enough to reveal strong forearms. I swallowed hard and forced myself to focus on his words, not his large hands. He didn’t have a wedding ring, I noticed.

“Of course,” I said, clearing my throat. “What day were you thinking?”

“Tuesday afternoon, if it’s available,” he replied, leaning slightly closer as I opened the booking system on the computer. His scent reached me, a subtle aftershave, and I felt a rush of heat between my legs.

I typed in the details, my fingers moving automatically even as my brain fizzed with unprofessional thoughts. “Looks like it’s free all afternoon. What time works for you?”

“Perfect,” he said, flashing me another smile. “Can I book it from two until four, please?” His gaze lingered on me just a fraction longer than necessary, and for a brief, electrifying moment, I thought I saw something flicker in his eyes. Interest? Curiosity? Or was I imagining it?

“All done for you,” I said, my voice steady, though my stomach flipped nervously. I could already feel the moment slipping away. His business here was finished, and any second now, he’d thank me and walk out the door.

I couldn’t let that happen. My pulse quickened as I searched for an excuse, any excuse to keep him here a little longer. My eyes flicked to the desk, then to the computer screen, desperate for inspiration. “Actually,” I blurted, before I lost my nerve. “Have you ever seen our rare book room? It’s climate-controlled.”

I felt a flush creep up my neck. I was an idiot. What a ridiculous thing to suggest. He regarded me thoughtfully. “You know what, Lauren, I never have, but it sounds intriguing,” he said. The way he said my name made my heart pound in my chest.

“Would you like a quick tour?” I asked, my voice trembling slightly, betraying the nerves that tightened my chest.

“I would. Very much,” he said, a small smile playing at his lips.

“Rebecca?” I called over to my co-worker, who was sorting through a trolley of returns nearby. She looked up, her expression curious. “Could you mind the desk for a moment, please? Professor Hartley needs to see something in the rare book room.”

“Please,” he interjected, “call me Adam.”

Rebecca raised an eyebrow but nodded, wheeling the trolley towards the desk. “Sure,” she said, casting me a suspicious look. I ignored it, my focus solely on Adam as I led him towards the back of the library.

At the door, I hesitated for a second with my finger hovering over the keypad, my mind suddenly blank. But eventually I remembered the code and punched it in. I glanced at him over my shoulder, catching his amused gaze once again. There was something in the way he looked at me that sent a thrill coursing through me.

“This way,” I said, opening the door and stepping aside for him to enter first. My voice was steadier now, though my palms were still clammy as I let the door click shut behind us.

Inside, Adam took his time looking around, his gaze moving slowly over the rows of bookshelves that lined the room. His eyes lingered on the antique desk in the center. On the far side of the room, the most precious books were encased in perspex boxes, locked away in perfectly controlled humidity and temperature.

“Fascinating,” he murmured, stepping closer to one of the cases.

My mind was spinning wildly. He was here, just the two of us, the world outside completely shut out. The rare book room was quiet, its thick walls muting every sound but our breathing and the faint hum of the air conditioning. I wanted to make a move, but nerves had me frozen in place. How do you even begin something like this? What if I misread everything? What if I embarrass myself?

Adam turned to face me. “You must really love working here,” he said, his tone casual but his dark eyes studying me closely.

“I do,” I said. My heart pounded as I scrambled for something, anything, to say, but the words wouldn’t come.

Adam moved closer. “There’s a reason you asked me to come in here, isn’t there?” he said. His voice was smoother now, more seductive. I could feel my heart racing in my chest as if it would break free.

I nodded, unable to trust my voice. My throat felt tight, my breathing shallow, but I didn’t care. He was so close now I could feel the warmth radiating from his body.

His hand rose slowly, and when his fingers brushed my cheek, it was like fire igniting beneath my skin. His touch was soft but deliberate, his thumb tracing the line of my jaw. His other hand slid to the small of my back, firm and commanding, pulling me into him until our bodies were pressed together.

His lips met mine. The kiss was everything I hadn’t realized I was starving for, deep, warm, and consuming. His mouth moved against mine, our tongues meeting. I gasped, feeling a rush of heat between my legs and a shiver up my spine. The scent of his aftershave, the strength of his arms, the way his chest pressed against mine, it was overwhelming.

The solid edge of the desk pressed into the backs of my thighs as Adam guided me backward. The hand on my face moved lower, stroking my neck and then undoing the buttons on my blouse. He slid one shoulder of the blouse down, exposing the strap of my underwear. The cool air kissed my skin, making me shiver.

His fingers hooked beneath the strap, pulling it aside with the same unhurried confidence. His lips pressed harder against mine, hungry now, as his hand moved lower. He tugged the fabric of my bodysuit down, baring my breast, his hand slipping over the curve with a firm grip. I gasped softly into his mouth as his thumb brushed over my nipple, the touch sending a jolt of heat straight to my core.

As he pressed his body against me, I felt his cock, hard and insistent against my thigh, straining against the fabric of his trousers. The realization that my body had made him hard sent a rush of heat through me. This was what I had been craving. Someone wanting me. Not out of routine or obligation, but out of pure, unrestrained desire. The need in the way he touched me, the way his body moved against mine, was everything I hadn’t had in so long.

His hand moved lower, between my legs, touching my inner thigh and moving my legs apart slightly. He stroked his fingers up my thigh and under my skirt. My pussy was aching for him to touch it. When his palm cupped my mound, I couldn’t stop the moan that escaped my lips, a sound of relief, pleasure, and raw need all mixed together.

Then his fingers found my clit.

The first press of his fingers against the sensitive spot sent a jolt of pleasure coursing through me, making my knees weaken as my back arched instinctively. I clung to the edge of the desk for balance.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped into his mouth as the pleasure radiated out through my whole body..

He circled my clit through the fabric, his touch firm and confident, each stroke sending waves of pleasure that left me panting. My hand instinctively went to his cock, grasping it through his trousers and rubbing it firmly. He felt so hard. And big, bigger than my husband, I realized with a shock.

Finally breaking the kiss, he lifted my skirt up and pulled my bodysuit to the side, exposing my pussy. His hands returned to my hips, strong and commanding, as he hoisted me effortlessly onto the desk.

He knelt between my legs, his hands firm on my thighs as he spread them wide, leaving me completely exposed. My breath caught in my throat; fuck, he could see everything. My gaping cunt, glistening with arousal, was laid bare before him, and the heat of his gaze only made me wetter. I was desperate, aching for his touch, and I could feel how slick I was; I must be practically dripping onto the desk beneath me.

Then I felt his tongue against my pussy, exploring me, tasting me. I couldn’t even remember the last time someone had tasted me. It wasn’t something my husband was ever interested in, even in the early days. His tongue found my clit, and it was like a bolt of lightning through my whole body. I cried out and arched my back, my hands instinctively finding my breasts.

He focused on my clit, finding a rhythm and licking it firmly. I could feel the delicious pressure building in my core. He really knows what he’s doing, I thought. How many women has he done this to?

As he licked my sensitive, swollen clit, I pulled hard on my nipples, feeling another wave of pleasure rush through my whole body. The pressure inside me was almost unbearable now, and still building.

Suddenly, it was released. I let out a loud cry and dug my fingers hard into my breasts. My whole body squirmed and shook as a powerful climax consumed my whole body. He didn’t stop, guiding me through it and letting me ride it out, savoring every second.

Finally, the intensity ebbed, leaving me breathless and trembling. I collapsed back against the desk, my chest heaving as the aftershocks rippled through me. He stood up and smirked at me, desire in his eyes. He wiped his wet mouth with the back of his hand.

“You taste even better than I imagined,” he said. “Now get on your knees.” The order sent another flush of desire through my body.

I knelt on the carpet in front of him, still shaking. I watched as he slowly unhooked his belt and then undid the button on his trousers. He lowered the zipper and pulled his pants down. He was wearing black briefs, his erect cock straining at the fabric.

I reached up, my hands trembling slightly, and tugged his briefs down to his thighs. His cock sprang free; thick, hard, and intimidatingly large. It was so much bigger than my husband’s, and uncircumcised too. A surge of arousal flooded me all over again.

Wrapping my fingers around the shaft, I marveled at the contrast: the velvety softness of his skin against the unyielding steel beneath. He was rock hard, pulsing slightly in my grip. Slowly, I slid my hand up and down, savoring the weight and heat of him, feeling every inch of his impressive length.

But he was firmly in control. His hand found my ponytail, gripping it just enough to guide me closer to him, his dominance sending a thrill through me. I let him lead me, my lips parting as I took the head of his cock into my mouth, my tongue swirling around the head, my lips tight on his shaft. I started to suck, hollowing my cheeks and hearing his groan of pleasure in response.

With one hand on his shaft, I bobbed my head back and forth, taking him as deep as I dared without gagging. My other hand found its way between my own legs, my fingers curling up inside my swollen, soaking wet cunt.

Back in college, I had loved giving blowjobs, although I hadn’t had much practice lately. I loved the feeling of his hardness in my mouth, the taste of him on my tongue. I relished giving him pleasure, hearing him moan, and feeling him respond to me. He was so hard, literally throbbing in my mouth. He was already close to coming, I realized. I wanted him to come in my mouth. I increased my pace, stroking his long shaft and sucking as much as I could, making my lips tighter around him.

“I’m going to come,” he warned me in his deep voice. He probably wasn’t sure if I wanted it in my mouth.

I upped my pace again, and he let out a loud groan, his thighs tensing and his cock throbbing. He was right on the edge. I kept at it, and he groaned again. And then with a moan of relief, he released, his cock pulsing as load after load of cum filled my mouth. I swallowed hungrily, but there was so much it overflowed, running down my chin and onto my bare breasts.

When he finally finished, I licked his cock clean and swallowed the last drops. Then I stood up and looked at him. He smiled at me, his eyes glinting with satisfaction. He reached up and scooped up the cum running down my chin onto his fingers. Then he pushed them in my mouth, making me suck off every last drop. Even that simple action made my pussy ache for him.

Then he kissed me, his tongue in my mouth, tasting his own release on my lips. I sighed with pleasure as we held each other a moment longer.

But it couldn’t last forever. I suddenly felt a stab of fear at being caught. I was at work after all, in a public library. I hastily adjusted my clothing, tucking my tits away. Adam pulled up his underwear and pants, too.

“What time do you finish?” he asked. We both knew we needed to fuck, and as soon as possible.

“One o’clock,” I said. “My house will be empty all afternoon.”

“I have lectures until three,” he replied. “Then I’ll be straight over.”

We exchanged details, my heart still racing, and I took a steadying breath before opening the door back to the real world. As we stepped into the library, I was sure everyone would be able to tell what had happened. But no one looked our way; the world carried on, oblivious to the electric moment we’d just shared behind closed doors.

“Thanks for showing me the rare books,” he said, with a glint in his eye. “They were beautiful.”

“Any time,” I replied, shaking his hand formally.

He smirked again. “See you later.”

And then he was gone, leaving me standing there, trying to compose myself as I watched his broad shoulders disappear through the library doors. My legs were still shaky, my body still tingling from his touch, and I had no idea how I was supposed to return to normal after what had just happened.

When I returned to the desk, Rebecca was leaning against the counter, her arms crossed and a knowing grin plastered across her face. It was the kind of grin that immediately made my stomach flip with panic.

“You might want to delete the CCTV recording from the rare books room,” she said with a nod towards the computer. In a window in the corner, I could see the grainy footage of the room I had just left. “That was one hell of a fucking show.”


Chapter Three




When I got home, I took a long, hot shower, letting the water wash over me and clear my mind. I felt elated, a rush of satisfaction and excitement flooding through me. I had actually done it, I’d cheated on my husband, had an orgasm, and sucked a cock. It felt incredible, like I was finally alive in a way I hadn’t been for years.

Afterward, I spent the next hour trying on different outfits, scrutinizing myself in the mirror as I debated what would look sexy, but also that I hadn’t tried too hard. Eventually, I settled on a short summer dress. I paired it with simple white panties and decided I could just about get away with not wearing a bra, my breasts bouncing enticingly with every movement. The dress fit perfectly, hugging my curves and leaving just enough to the imagination.

I left my hair loose, letting it fall in dark waves over my shoulders, and applied just a hint of makeup to enhance my features. I was ready.

When the doorbell rang, I felt my heart race again with excitement. Adam had parked discreetly down the street, but I was past caring what the neighbors thought. If my husband couldn’t be bothered to meet my needs, then that was his own problem. I almost wanted to get caught.

“You look stunning,” he said, looking me up and down.

“Thank you,” I replied, glowing at the compliment. How long had it been since someone complimented my appearance?

As soon as the door clicked closed behind him, Adam pushed me up against the wall. His lips forced mine open, and our tongues entwined, wrestling in each other’s mouths. The suddenness of it took my breath away and sent a bolt of lightning between my legs. It felt good to be desired so fiercely that he couldn’t wait to get his hands on me.

He reached up, groping both my breasts roughly, hungrily. He pulled down the front of the dress, exposing me. Squeezing my naked breasts, he sucked hard on one nipple and then the other, making me moan with pleasure.

“Oh god, I need you,” I whimpered, “I need you to fuck me. Please.”

He guided me to the stairs, lowering me onto them. Reaching under my dress, he pulled my panties off and threw them aside. Urgently, he undid his trousers, all the while looking at me intensely. He was so desperate for me, I realized with a flush of happiness.

He slid his pants and underwear down in one movement, his cock hard and eager. Then he moved between my legs and, guiding himself with one hand, slid into me. I was already soaking wet and felt myself open up, stretching to accommodate his thick cock. He thrust inside me, deep and firm, filling me up in one smooth movement.

I cried out in pleasure, my aching cunt welcoming him, holding him, and gripping him tightly. He started to thrust into me, making me moan loudly each time. He fucked me, desperately and urgently, his hard cock sliding deep within me over and over again. The rawness, the intensity, was everything I had been dreaming of.

Suddenly, without warning, I was coming, my fingernails digging deep into his back as waves of energy rushed through my whole body. I felt my cunt spasming, clenching his dick as he fucked me through it. Wave after wave of pleasure consumed my whole body.

He paused, his cock throbbing inside me, letting me get my breath back after the intense climax. He slowly withdrew, and I could see his dick was soaked with my sticky, white release.

“Turn over,” he commanded.

I obeyed without hesitation, kneeling on the step and arching my back, sticking my ass out towards him. He held my cheeks firmly in his strong hands, spreading them and looking at my swollen cunt.

“Fuck, look at that. I love your wet cunt,” he said, making me ache for him even more. My husband had never said anything like that.

“Please, fuck me,” I begged.

His grip tightened, and then, with deliberate slowness, he slid his cock back inside me. The stretch was intense, the thickness of him filling me so completely that I couldn’t hold back the moan that escaped my lips. He was so much bigger than what I was used to. In this position, he touched areas I never knew I had, and the sensation was almost overwhelming.

He started moving, his thrusts hard and unrelenting, his hands gripping my hips to pull me back onto him with each stroke. The sound of our bodies slapping together echoed in the narrow stairwell, mingling with my cries of pleasure. Each thrust sent a jolt of sensation through me, making my tits sway and slap against each other, but I didn’t care. All that mattered was the way he was fucking me, hard and desperate.

I pressed my forehead to the step, my hands bracing against the edge as I surrendered to him entirely. I could already feel the familiar pressure building inside me again, this orgasm threatening to be even more powerful than the last.

His pace was relentless, his cock pounding into me, claiming me with every deep, deliberate stroke. God, he was taking me hard, screwing me only yards from the front door that he’d entered by a few moments before. I couldn’t believe how quickly we had got down to it. I thought again about how he must do this all the time, how he must fuck so many married women. The idea turned me on even more.

The pressure inside me built to an unbearable peak, and suddenly, I shattered. My whole body tensed and trembled as the orgasm tore through me, my cunt clenching hard around his cock. I cried out, my voice echoing through the stairwell, completely lost in the waves of pleasure crashing over me. My hands scrabbled at the step, nails digging into the wood as I let the intense, overwhelming sensation overtake me.

He didn’t stop, his pace steady and commanding as he fucked me through it, driving the climax higher and higher until I felt like I couldn’t take it anymore. My legs shook violently, my breath coming in ragged gasps. It was almost too much, but not quite.

As the last spasms faded, he finally slowed, pulling out of me. Before I could recover, he stood and scooped me up effortlessly into his arms. His strength made me feel small, powerless, and completely desired.

He carried me to the living room and laid me on the sofa. I quickly pulled the dress off over my head as he stripped naked too.

“Spread your legs,” he growled. I obeyed, lifting my knees and opening myself up to him.

He climbed between my legs and thrust into me again, this time with an urgency that left me breathless. The sofa creaked beneath us as he drove into me, his cock stretching and filling me in a way that made my toes curl. His hands were squeezing my breasts, his fingers digging into my skin as he pounded into me.

I threw my head back, moaning loudly as another orgasm began to build almost immediately. My hands found his arms, clutching at his muscles as he fucked me with an intensity that made me forget everything else.

When I came again, was it the third? I honestly couldn’t remember; I think I actually blacked out for a moment. The orgasm hit me like a freight train, a tidal wave of pure pleasure that surged through every fiber of my body, leaving me trembling and completely overwhelmed. My vision blurred, my mind blanked, and I felt myself slipping into a haze of blissful nothingness.

He lifted my legs higher, hooking them over his shoulders. The new angle made him feel impossibly deep, hitting a spot inside me that made me cry out. My overstimulated body was torn between wanting to beg for mercy and pleading for more.

“Oh fuck,” I whimpered, clutching desperately at the cushions beneath me. I couldn’t believe I still had anything left to give, but somehow he was pulling more out of me.

He slowed slightly now, thrusting right up inside me, slow, hard, and deep, his face close to mine. “How does it feel with my big cock in your slutty, married pussy.” he growled.

“So good,” I gasped, barely able to get the words out.

“Are you going to come for me again?” he said, his eyes locked with mine.

I nodded, still letting out a moan with every thrust. I felt the pressure building again as he fucked me. He grabbed my wrists, holding them down on the sofa above my head. The dominance turned me on even more. My moans merged into one long, loud moan as I teetered right on the edge.

“Come for me,” he whispered.

I let out a scream as the dam broke, my legs clamping around his body as I shuddered. He gripped me roughly, restricting my movements as I squirmed beneath him. I came so hard my mind switched off for a moment.

Adam pulled out, leaving me gaping and feeling empty. His cock throbbed, covered in my release. We were both sweating and breathing heavily from the effort, and my pubic hair was soaked and matted. He looked down at me, spreading my folds with his hands and opening me up further.

“Look at that needy, married cunt.” he said with a smirk. “Can it take any more?”

“Yes, please,” I panted.

He sat back on the sofa, and I straddled him. Reaching between my legs, I guided him to my opening and, with a sigh, sank gratefully down on his cock, feeling him stretch and fill me once more.

I started to ride him, his strong hands on my ass, guiding me. His mouth found a nipple, sucking hard and sending another wave of pleasure through me. I picked up the pace, rocking my hips to take him deep, and grinding my clit against his body.

“Fuck that feels good,” he whispered against my lips. “I’m going to come inside you.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Yes, please. Come in me.”

And then he kissed me, hard, demanding, claiming my mouth just as thoroughly as he was claiming my cunt. Our pace quickened, his control finally slipping as he chased his own release, and I could feel my own climax building yet again, inevitable and all-consuming.

We came together, his cock buried deep inside me as I clenched around him, my body spasming in perfect time with the throbbing release I felt from him. His groan was primal, and I echoed it with a scream of my own, unable to hold anything back. The intensity of it was overwhelming, his hands gripping my ass like he was holding on for dear life, his body shuddering against mine as he emptied himself inside me.

He stayed inside me for a moment longer, his cock softening but still filling me, as if neither of us wanted to break the connection. Finally, I lifted off, his cock gently sliding out of me with a wet sound. I felt his cum pour out of my pussy onto his body.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured, brushing a hand along my cheek as I settled next to him on the sofa.

“So are you,” I panted, still gasping for air.

“We should make this a regular thing,” he said.

“Yes, please,” I whispered.


Epilogue




By the time James came home, late from the office as usual, I had showered and tidied. There was no trace of my earlier adventure. Pretending to have forgiven him for our fight this morning, I prepared his dinner and got him a beer.

“Did you have a good day?” he asked me, already distracted by replying to emails on his phone.

“Not bad,” I replied, smiling to myself. “Got a few things done that I’ve been meaning to do for a while.”

For the first time in a long time, I had a warmth in my heart. Not for James, or for Adam, but for myself. Now that I had done it once and lived out my fantasy, I knew that I could do it again. And boy, did I want to do it again. I had decided that if James wouldn’t touch me, then I would be touched by as many men as I could find, fucked over and over again by strangers. I was going to make it my mission to be as slutty and horny as I’d always wanted to be in my deepest fantasy.

THE END
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Chapter One




Ihad been soaking in the bath for an hour, and the bubbles had long since disappeared. I’d already gotten myself off three times and was considering using my waterproof vibrator to make it four. The pleasant ache from my afternoon with my affair partner, Professor Adam Hartley, was beginning to subside. He had really pounded me hard, leaving me satisfied, but sore.

I was certainly enjoying my affair. The only small problem was that Adam was just too popular with the ladies. Not that I minded as such, except that with all the married women, students, and colleagues at the university that he was regularly screwing, I was only getting access to his wonderful thick cock once a week at most. It wasn’t enough.

I sank down under the water for a moment, submerging myself completely in the huge bath. I was lucky to live in such a large and luxurious house, the only fly in the ointment was that my husband had stopped meeting my sexual needs. I held my breath as long as I could, until finally I burst back out of the water with a gasp, water streaming off my face.

I heard the front door slam shut. James was finally home, late from work again. Well, he could reheat his own dinner in the oven, but I was still enjoying my bath. After a few moments, the bathroom door opened, and James walked in.

He looked at me naked in the bath, his face impassive. I was in my mid-thirties, my breasts still full and firm, my hips curvy, and my pussy neatly trimmed. I was in my sexual prime. But did James take any notice of this? No, he did not. It was as if I were a fully clothed flatmate.

“Did you put the trash out this morning?” he asked.

“Yes,” I sighed.

“What’s for dinner?”

“It’s in the fridge, you’ll have to reheat it,” I replied, looking up at him and biting my lip seductively. Then, I began to stroke my nipples, making them hard, and let out a soft gasp.

James glanced at the dildo and vibrator lined up on the side of the bath. “Jesus, Lauren,” he sighed, rolling his eyes. “You’re acting like a horny teenager again.” He shook his head and walked off to find his dinner. What was wrong with him?

When I arrived at work the next morning, I saw that Rebecca was back from vacation. I felt myself turning red with embarrassment as I greeted her. We hadn’t worked together since she’d caught me fucking the professor in the rare books room on the CCTV.

Rebecca was in her twenties, tall and thin, with very short, cropped dark hair. Her large breasts sagged noticeably beneath her tight-fitting tops, which she didn’t seem to care about in the slightest. Her sharp cheekbones and nose piercing gave her a striking, rather than pretty look.

Rebecca gave me a wide grin as I approached the desk. “Well, look who it is,” she said with a teasing smirk. “Planning any guided tours of the rare books today?”

“Morning, Rebecca,” I mumbled, trying to act casual, even though my face was burning.

She leaned on the counter, her grin widening. “So… you and the sexy professor, huh? I wouldn’t mind getting a lesson from him either; he’s got quite a reputation.”

I couldn’t help but laugh nervously. “It’s not something I planned, you know.”

“Oh, please. No one plans to have an orgasm in the rare books room,” Rebecca said with a smirk. “But it does seem to happen a lot more than you might expect.”

“It does?” I said, surprised by her tone.

“You’re not the only one having fun around here. I’ve been seeing someone too.”

My eyebrows shot up. “What? Who?”

Rebecca grinned wickedly. “Just the boss.”

“Wait, what?” I gasped. “Mr Davis? You’re kidding. But he’s, like, a lay preacher. His wife is on the church committee.”

She laughed at my shock. “Not kidding. And trust me, the more conservative they are in public, the filthier they are behind closed doors.”

“But, don’t you have a boyfriend?” I said, still in shock.

“Don’t you have a husband?” she shot back, laughing.

I froze, unsure how to respond. Rebecca smirked, clearly enjoying my discomfort. “Relax, Lauren. I’m not judging you. We all need a bit of extra attention from time to time. Thick, hard, passionate attention.”

I covered my face with my hands, groaning. “God, this is so embarrassing.”

“Embarrassing?” Rebecca leaned closer, lowering her voice. “Lauren, you’ve got nothing to be embarrassed about. I was almost cheering you on from the desk.” She laughed. “I’ll tell you what, I’ll lure Mr Davis down to look at the rare books later, and you can watch us in return.”

“Fuck, you’re unbelievable,” I said, though I couldn’t help but smile. Was she joking? I felt my heart start to race at the very idea.

I found it hard to concentrate all morning; I couldn’t stop thinking about Rebecca and Mr Davis. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that he was actually a bit of a catch. He was in his early forties, with an understated handsomeness that came from his neat appearance and quiet confidence. He had graying hair, always neatly combed, that matched his kind gray eyes that crinkled when he smiled. His suits were conservative, but well-tailored, and they fit him well, hinting at a lean, athletic build underneath.

About eleven o’clock, Rebecca walked up to the desk where I was checking through the latest book order on the computer. She picked up the phone and pressed one of the buttons for an internal line. “Mr Davis?” she said with a wink at me. “There’s a problem with one of the humidifiers in the rare book room.”

She nodded and then hung up. “Don’t forget the CCTV,” she said to me with a dirty look in her eyes. Fuck, she wasn’t joking about me watching them.

Mr Davis came down the stairs from his office and went into the rare book room at the back of the library. Rebecca followed him. My heart thumping in my chest, I opened the CCTV application on the desk computer.

My pulse was pounding in my ears, and I could barely catch my breath as I watched the grainy footage. Rebecca was leaning against the big desk in the middle of the room, her short skirt hiked up to reveal her long, thin legs. Mr Davis stood in front of her, his jacket draped over the back of a chair, his tie loosened.

I couldn’t hear anything, but she was laughing softly, her fingers trailing along the buttons of his crisp white shirt. I watched, unable to move, as she leaned up, her lips brushing against his. The kiss deepened quickly, his hands moving to her hips, gripping them tightly. Her large breasts, barely concealed by the tight top she was wearing, pressed against him as his hands slid up her sides.

They broke apart. Rebecca reached up under her skirt and slipped her panties down to the floor. Then she stepped out of them, turned, and bent over the desk. Our boss lifted up her skirt, revealing her bare bottom. He placed one hand on it, then he pulled his hand back and struck her very hard on the ass.

I felt my stomach flip. What was I watching?

Even on the grainy CCTV footage, I could see her ass cheek was bright red. He moved round to the other side and gave her a firm slap on the other cheek. He was saying something to her, but I couldn’t hear what. He gave her another slap on each cheek, making her arch her back and look like she was crying out, but with pleasure rather than pain.

I felt a wet heat between my legs. I suddenly realized that my panties were soaked through. Under the desk, in the middle of the busy public library, I slowly ran a hand up my inner thigh and under my skirt. My concentration was solely on the footage in front of me, my fingers brushed against my clit through the thin fabric of my underwear, and I gasped.

On the screen, Mr Davis was undoing his belt. I watched in fascination as he dropped his trousers and underwear to the floor. I could see his firm ass. He moved behind Rebecca, bent over the table, and guided his cock into her pussy from behind. My finger gently circled my clit as I watched.

“Excuse me,” said a voice. I looked up to see that a little old lady had just put a book and her library card on the desk. “Can I borrow this, please, dear?” she said.

Hardly able to speak, I cleared my throat. One hand was still under the desk between my legs. “Are you able to use the automatic borrowing system, ma’am?” I asked.

“Oh, I don’t like to use any of those whizzy new-fangled things,” she said.

I nodded. “Of course,” I said. Using my free hand, I picked up the scanner and scanned her library card, and then the book. “There you go,” I said, my face bright red.

“Thank you, dear,” she said, taking her time putting the library card back in her purse and the book in her bag. Luckily, she couldn’t see the computer screen where Mr Davis’s ass was now pumping back and forth as he thoroughly fucked Rebecca from behind.

As the lady shuffled slowly towards the exit, I watched Mr Davis pull out, his cock glistening with wetness. He moved to sit down in a chair. Rebecca straddled him and started riding him enthusiastically. She pulled her enormous breasts out of her bra and shoved them in his face, smothering him as he rode her.

I slipped a finger in the side of my panties. My cunt was soaking, so I scooped up some of the wetness and massaged my clit again. Fuck, that feels so good. I was breathing heavily, but trying to look normal.

Mr Davis had her on her back on the floor now, her legs wide open and sticking up in the air as he pumped his ass up and down between them. I could see his thick cock disappearing into her hairy pussy, and then reappearing again with every thrust. My god, it was hot in here.

Suddenly, his movements became erratic. His back arched, and he held himself deep inside her for a few moments. When he pulled out, a flood of cum ran out of her onto the floor. I quickly closed the application on the computer, taking a deep breath and removing my hand from my panties. I was equal parts embarrassed that I’d watched and turned on beyond all reason. I was going to have to fuck someone myself, and soon.

After ten minutes, the door to the rare books room opened and Mr Davis and Rebecca came out. Mr Davis was still straightening his tie as he headed upstairs to his office. Rebecca, looking flushed, walked over to the desk with a smirk.

“Were you watching?” she asked me.

“Yes,” I admitted, “Holy fuck, Rebecca, I’m so turned on now, but what if he finds out I watched?”

“Oh, don’t worry about that, I told him you were watching,” she said with a giggle.

“What!” I said, going red all over again. “Why?”

“Why not? And he said that if you want some of the same, you can go and see him in his office at the end of your shift.”


Chapter Two




When my shift ended at lunchtime, I took a deep breath and headed up the stairs to the offices. At the end of the corridor, I stood outside my boss’s door, my heart thumping in my chest. Was I really going to do this?

I lifted my hand, hesitated for a second, and then knocked.

“Come in,” came a deep voice from behind the door.

I walked in. Mr Davis looked up from his desk, his glasses perched on the bridge of his nose. He had that calm, authoritative air about him. Now that I looked at him properly, I realized just how sexy he was.

“Lauren,” he said, his voice hard to read. “What can I do for you?”

I stepped further into the office, closing the door behind me. “I... I just wanted to talk to you about something,” I said, my voice shaking slightly. My hands were clammy, and I was sure he could see the redness creeping up my neck.

He raised an eyebrow and gestured to the chair in front of his desk. “Take a seat.”

I sat down, smoothing my skirt over my legs, trying to gather my thoughts. My heart was pounding so hard I was sure he could hear it. “It’s about... earlier. Rebecca,” I blurted out, unable to think of a better way to start.

His expression didn’t change, but I saw the slightest flicker of amusement in his eyes. “What about Rebecca?” he asked, leaning back in his chair. Was he going to make me spell it out?

“I saw you,” I said, barely above a whisper. “With her. And she said…”

“That I would fuck you too?” he said simply.

I swallowed nervously. “Yes,” I admitted.

“Take your top off,” he said. My stomach flipped, and my heart started pounding even more than before.

My hands shaking, I unbuttoned my blouse, one button at a time, while Mr Davis, my boss, watched me impassively.

“You’re married, aren’t you?” he said.

“Yes, sir,” I said. “But my husband hasn’t… taken care of me… for three months.”

Mr Davis stood up and moved around to my side of the desk. My blouse undone, I slipped it off my shoulders and folded it carefully over the arm of the chair. He perched on the desk, close to me.

“Take off your bra,” he said.

I reached behind me, unhooking my bra and letting it drop to my lap as he watched me.

“Stand up,” he said.

My legs feeling weak, I stood up, my breasts fully exposed, and my nipples stiff with arousal.

“Now, take off your skirt,” he said. The way he was verbally stripping me, seemingly without emotion, was sending bolts of lightning to my cunt. I unzipped the side of my skirt and let it drop to the floor.

“Your panties are wet,” he pointed out. I glanced down. I was wearing plain blue underwear, and there was indeed a darker patch at the crotch.

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Bend over the desk,” he said. I felt my stomach flip again. My pussy was absolutely aching now. I needed to be fucked like I had never needed it before. I did as I was told, walking to the desk and bending over, feeling the hard, cold wood against my bare chest.

I couldn’t see him, but he moved behind me. His hand caressed the small of my back, making me shiver. Then it moved down over my ass, feeling the shape of my curves beneath my panties. I let out a little moan.

His hand continued its journey, sliding between my legs and brushing over my mound. “Ooh, fuck,” I said, my breath catching in my throat. My pussy was throbbing.

“You’re soaking,” he observed, stroking me between the legs and making me pant with desire.

“Are you going to fuck me, Mr Davis?” I asked.

“All in good time, Lauren,” he replied, unhurriedly. How could he be so calm?

“Please, sir,” I gasped, closing my eyes.

I felt his fingers on my underwear, and then he pulled them down to my ankles, the cool air hitting my exposed pussy.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. “Spread yourself,” he ordered.

I reached behind and put my hands on my ass, spreading my cheeks. He can see inside my gaping pussy. I thought.

“What a beautiful pussy and asshole,” he said, and I heard the click of the camera on his phone as he took some photos of my most intimate areas. “Your husband doesn’t seem to know what he’s missing.”

“Please, sir,” I panted, so aroused I could barely speak. “Can you fuck me now?”

“As you asked so nicely, Lauren,” he said. I could hear the grin in his voice and the sound of him unfastening his belt. I couldn’t see him, but I felt the warmth of his body as he moved behind me. The head of his cock nestled between my wet folds as I held myself open for him.

And then he slid slowly inside me in one smooth movement. He was very thick and quite long. He stretched me open and then thrust deliciously deep into my cunt. I let out a loud moan, as much in relief as in pleasure.

When I thought he couldn’t go any deeper, he pulled out and then thrust inside me again. He began to fuck me hard, the sound of his skin slapping against mine filling the small office. My hands were still on my ass cheeks, holding myself open, and with every thrust, I let out a loud moan of pleasure.

“Oh god, fuck me,” I tried to say, but it just came out as one long moan.

As he took me, I felt the pressure building quickly inside me. My fingers dug into my cheeks as I felt my orgasm arriving with unstoppable force. I closed my eyes, letting the pleasure overwhelm me, and suddenly I came so hard that it filled every cell of my body, making me shake uncontrollably as he fucked me through it.

My climax subsided, leaving me breathless and trembling, but Mr Davis didn’t slow down. If anything, he pounded into me harder, gripping my hips firmly to keep me in place. The overstimulation made me gasp and cry out, my pussy still pulsing around his thick cock.

“Fuck, Lauren,” he growled. “You feel so good. So tight. Tighter than that slut Rebecca.” His hands roamed over my body, one sliding up my back and gripping my ponytail, pulling it gently. The other gripped my hip, steadying me as his thrusts grew faster.

The sound of our fucking was loud and lewd, echoing in the small office; the wet, rhythmic slapping of skin on skin and my moans of ecstasy mingling with his grunts of exertion.

“Touch yourself,” he commanded. I obeyed immediately, moving one hand beneath me to my swollen clit. The moment my fingers made contact, the pleasure surged back with shocking intensity. My second orgasm built up fast, so close to the surface it was almost unbearable.

“I’m coming,” I groaned.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his grip on my hip tightening. “Come on my cock, Lauren.”

His words sent me over the edge. My entire body convulsed as another orgasm ripped through me, my pussy clenching around him like a vice. I cried out, my voice high-pitched and desperate, every nerve ending in my body alight with pleasure.

He let out a loud moan, his rhythm faltering. With a few final, powerful thrusts, he drove himself deep inside me and came, his cock pulsing as he filled me. I could feel the warmth spreading inside me as he groaned low in his throat, his fingers digging into my flesh.

For a moment, the only sound was our ragged breathing. My legs were trembling as he slowly withdrew from me, leaving me feeling deliciously empty and sore. I stood shakily, turning to face him as he tucked himself back into his trousers and his cum ran down my thighs in thick streams.

I found my clothes and dressed quickly, worried that someone might come in. When I pulled up my panties, more cum leaked from my cunt, making them even wetter. It was going to be an uncomfortable drive home.

“Come and see me tomorrow,” he said, opening the door to the office and dismissing me, even as I was doing up the last button on my blouse. “And bring Rebecca with you next time.”


Chapter Three




The next day, I was on the afternoon shift at the library. Rebecca sidled over to me as soon as I arrived. She was looking particularly sexy today, her dark red lipstick complementing the black eyeliner and her cropped black hair. She was wearing a tight, high-neck top that emphasized the curves of her large, heavy breasts.

“How did it go?” she said with a wink.

“What do you mean?” I said, teasing her.

“You know… Mr Davis,” she lowered her voice. “Did you bang him?”

I giggled, “Well, he banged me, yes.”

She squealed and clapped her hands together, clearly excited for me. “Check us out,” she said, “Both of us fucking the boss.”

That made me laugh. “There’s one other thing…” I said. “He told me to bring you next time I come to see him.”

Rebecca’s eyes widened. “Wait, he wants to bang us both together?”

I nodded, a smile on my lips. I hadn’t been able to think about anything else all night. Lying next to James in bed, as soon as I heard his soft snores, my hand had slipped down between my legs and into my pajamas.

Rebecca was looking flushed. “I’ve always wanted to have a threesome,” she said, biting her lip.

“I’m up for it if you are,” I replied. If James wasn’t going to meet my needs, I was going to take any sexual adventure I could.

We waited until closing time. As the last elderly couple shuffled out through the doors, I set them to lock and pressed the button to lower the shutters. The library was a beautiful, welcoming space. It had an elegant, almost grand feel to it, with its vaulted ceilings and high arched windows that let in plenty of natural light during the day.

In the middle of the main library, there was a comfortable seating area with low tables and sofas. When I turned around, I saw Rebecca reclining on one of the sofas, her long legs crossed seductively. Her hand was already on her thigh, as if she couldn’t resist touching herself. “Why don’t you page Mr Davis to come down?” she purred.

My eyes widened. “Here?” I said, shocked. “Do you really think we should do it right in the middle of the library?”

Rebecca stroked the leather sofa with the palm of her hand. “Mr Davis has banged me on this sofa more times than you can imagine,” she smirked.

Heart pounding, I went to the desk, picked up the phone, and pressed the button for his office. “Mr Davis?” I said when he answered. “Rebecca and I would like to see you in the main library.”

I hung up and went to sit next to Rebecca. “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I murmured. The thought of what we were about to do had me equal parts nervous and wildly aroused. I glanced over at Rebecca, who was already looking completely at ease.

We watched as Mr Davis descended the spiral staircase and approached us. “Ladies,” he said calmly. “What can I do for you?”

Rebecca moved away from me on the sofa and patted the space that opened up in between. “Lauren and I were just talking, and… well, we thought you might enjoy some company. Would you like to join us?”

With a grin, he came and sat between us, so close that my leg was pressed up against his. He turned first to Rebecca, his hand grazing her cheek as he pulled her in for a sensual, open-mouth kiss.

Then he turned to me. I realized that when he’d fucked me before, we hadn’t even kissed. I felt his warm hand on my leg as we leaned together. Our lips touched, and then our mouths opened. Our tongues met, and I melted into the kiss. It was soft at first, his lips moving against mine with deliberate slowness, but then it deepened. His hand slid further up my thigh, his fingers pressing firmly against my bare skin, sending shivers down my spine.

I felt Rebecca shifting beside me. She slid gracefully off the sofa and onto her knees between his legs. My heart raced as I peeked down, catching a glimpse of her hands deftly undoing his belt and unzipping his trousers.

Still kissing him, I felt his body responding to Rebecca’s touch as she pulled his hard cock free. Without hesitation, she bent forward, her lips parting to take him into her warm mouth. He groaned softly, the kiss deepening further.

After a few more moments, I decided I wanted the feeling of his hard cock in my mouth too, so I slid off the sofa and knelt beside Rebecca. She looked at me, a wicked grin on her lips as she lifted her mouth from him, a string of saliva connecting her to his slick shaft.

Holding his shaft in one hand, she angled his cock towards me. “Your turn,” she smirked.

I leaned forward, my heart pounding as I brought my lips to the tip of his cock. I slid my tongue over the head, then down the length, savoring the silky skin stretched over his hardness. Beside me, Rebecca watched for a moment before joining in again, her lips kissing along the base as I took more of him into my mouth.

We worked together, my lips and tongue caressing him while Rebecca focused on licking and sucking his balls. His groans grew louder, his hands tangling in our hair, guiding us as we pleasured him.

Rebecca pulled back slightly, her hand wrapping around the base of his cock to hold him steady. “How deep can you take him?” she whispered to me, her eyes daring. I opened my mouth wide and slid down, taking him as far as I could.

Mr Davis moaned deeply, his hips shifting forward slightly as I bobbed my head, Rebecca’s hand stroking the part I couldn’t reach. When I finally came up for air, panting and flushed, she leaned in to replace me, her lips sealing over him again. She sank her head down, and I gasped in amazement as her lips touched his body, the full length of his cock in her throat.

“Show off,” I giggled, as she tried to push even deeper, and a wet sound came from her throat. Suddenly, she couldn’t take it any longer, gagging as she lifted off, gasping for breath. His cock was coated in her thick saliva.

“Right then, ladies,” said Mr Davis, taking control. “Why don’t you take each other’s clothes off?”

We moved to the sofa opposite him. Rebecca was already unbuttoning my blouse, and I quickly shrugged it off my shoulders. I lifted up her top in return, revealing her small, firm stomach. It was a struggle to lift the tight top over her heavy breasts, and when I succeeded, her tits dropped down, heavy and sagging in an unsupportive bra. I could see her dark nipples through the sheer fabric.

The sight sent a rush of heat through my pussy. I had admired other women before, but I’d never felt so sexually aroused by them as I was now. I was surprised to find I was yearning to taste her nipples and suck on them.

As she lifted her top the rest of the way over her head, I was presented with another pleasant surprise; her underarms were completely unshaven, with a thick patch of soft, dark hair. For some reason, this unashamed rawness sent a rush of pleasure between my legs, and I felt myself leaking wetness into my panties.

I reached behind my back and unhooked my bra, letting it fall away and exposing my breasts. Rebecca did the same with her bra. My breasts were full and firm, but in contrast, Rebecca’s were much larger and heavier. They sagged down to her stomach, marked with beautiful stretch lines that traced their way down her chest.

Without hesitation, we moved into each other’s arms, our breasts pressing together as our lips met in a fierce, hungry kiss. It was my first time kissing a woman, and I was immediately intoxicated by her soft lips and the warmth of her wet tongue. The kiss was raw, intense, and sloppy, our faces quickly damp as we explored each other with an urgency I hadn’t expected. My pussy throbbed and ached, desperate to be touched.

Mr Davis watched us with a satisfied grin, his hand stroking his thick, hard cock. But my focus was entirely on Rebecca. Her hand moved to my breast, squeezing and kneading it, her fingers tugging at my nipple until I moaned softly.

Lifting one of her heavy breasts, I guided her large, dark nipple into my mouth, flicking my tongue over it before taking it fully in. As I sucked, I felt it stiffen and harden against my tongue, and Rebecca let out a low, throaty moan, threading her fingers into my hair and pulling me closer. The sound of her pleasure, mixed with the steady rhythm of Mr Davis’s hand on his cock, only made my own need grow stronger.

Rebecca pulled my face back up to hers, kissing me deeply, her tongue sliding over mine. Her hand slipped between my legs, pressing against the soaked fabric of my panties. I gasped into her mouth, arching into her touch as she teased me with her fingers.

Mr Davis moved to my side, squeezing and sucking on my tits as Rebecca moved between my legs. I lifted my ass to allow her to pull my panties off and then let out a loud howl of pleasure as I felt her wet mouth around my clit.

Her tongue flicked out, making me squirm and moan. Mr Davis held me, still sucking on my tits as I came hard, my legs shaking and my whole body vibrating with pleasure as wave after wave of intense sensations rushed through me.

Even as I came down from the high, the two of them were laying me back on the sofa. Mr Davis moved between my legs, his thick cock stretching me open as he slid between my soaking folds.

I gasped, my back arching off the sofa as he filled me completely. His hands tightened on my hips, holding me in place as he began to move, his cock sliding in and out of my slick, swollen cunt. Each thrust was deep and hard, hitting spots that made me cry out with pleasure.

Above me, Rebecca stood and slowly slid her panties down her legs. Her dark eyes locked on mine as she stepped out of them and climbed onto the sofa. She straddled my face, her thick, curly pubic hair visible above me. And between her folds, a glistening pink opening.

She lowered herself onto me. I opened my mouth, my tongue darting out to meet her. She was warm and wet, and I couldn’t help but moan as I tasted her. I licked eagerly, my hands coming up to grip her hips and hold her steady as I worked my tongue against her clit. Rebecca gasped and rocked against my face. It was my first taste of pussy, and I loved it.

Mr Davis pounded into me harder, his cock driving deeper with every thrust. I was overwhelmed by the sensation, the heat, and the pressure building inside me again. My muffled moans vibrated against Rebecca’s pussy, making her shudder and cry out.

“Fuck, Lauren,” Rebecca panted. She pressed herself harder against my tongue, her thighs trembling around my head. I could feel her nearing her climax, and the thought of her coming on my face only pushed me closer to my own edge.

“Oh, fuck, Lauren!” she cried out again, her thighs clenching around my head as she came. Her wetness coated my mouth and chin as her body spasmed above me. I moaned against her, still licking her clit gently, drawing out her orgasm until she collapsed forward, her chest heaving.

Rebecca slid off my face and slumped beside me on the sofa, her hand trailing down to cup one of my breasts. Mr Davis hadn’t slowed down. His hands gripped my hips tighter, pulling me against him as he drove into me with an intensity that left me breathless.

My entire body was alight with sensation, and I could feel the pressure building rapidly again. Mr Davis shifted his angle, hitting that perfect spot inside me, and I cried out, my hands clutching at the sofa cushions.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Come for me, Lauren.”

With a final, deep thrust, I shattered. My orgasm tore through me, my pussy clenching tightly around his cock as I screamed. My body arched off the sofa, my nails digging into the cushions as waves of pleasure wracked me.

“Good girl,” Mr Davis murmured, still thrusting into me as I came.

When my heart had slowed slightly, Mr Davis withdrew, his cock slick with my release. “Is it my turn, Mr Davis?” asked Rebecca sweetly. She knelt on the sofa, wiggling her ass at him.

Mr Davis moved behind her. Keen to see everything, I joined them, using my hands to open Rebecca up and make her pussy gape for him. I watched closely as his thick cock thrust deep inside her in one smooth movement. The sight of her pink lips stretched tight around his shaft sent another rush of arousal between my legs.

Rebecca moaned loudly as Mr Davis began pounding into her from behind, his hands gripping her hips firmly. Her back arched beautifully, and I couldn’t help but run my fingers along her spine, feeling the heat radiating off her skin. “Fuck, yes!” Rebecca gasped, her voice raw with pleasure.

I moved closer to Rebecca’s head, holding her in my hands and giving her a long kiss. I reached up to knead her heavy breasts, pinching her nipples between my fingers. Mr Davis was unrelenting, banging her hard from behind.

Rebecca’s climax hit her like a storm, her whole body shaking as she screamed her release into my mouth. I kept kissing her, holding her up as she threatened to collapse onto the sofa.

But Mr Davis wasn’t finished with us yet. He stood, his cock still slick and throbbing. “Your turn,” he said, looking directly at me with a commanding gaze. I nodded eagerly, and I knelt on the sofa before him, taking him deep inside me once more. We switched like that a few times, Mr Davis taking us both hard in turn.

Finally, he couldn’t hold off his climax any longer. “Get on your knees,” he ordered us.

We both knelt on the library carpet, and he stood over us, stroking himself. When he came, thick streams of cum erupted from his cock, coating our faces as he unloaded on us over and over again. I was still wearing my glasses, so at least it didn’t go in my eyes, but Rebecca had to screw her eyes up tight as it pooled in her eye sockets.

We stayed there, looking up at him, covered in cum as he pulled out his phone and took a couple of photos of us. I turned to Rebecca, licking the cum off her face and tasting it on her lips.


Epilogue




When I arrived home, I was uncharacteristically late. To my surprise, James was actually home before me. He sat at the kitchen table, looking mildly annoyed.

"Where have you been?" he asked, his tone a little put out that his dinner wasn’t waiting for him as usual.

"I had to stay late at the library," I said quickly. "Rebecca needed some… help with a task the boss had given her." It sounded like a flimsy excuse, but James wasn’t even really listening.

“Shall we go out for dinner?” he suggested.

That sounded good. Even though our current problems, I still loved him and wanted to spend time with him. But I was also aware that I was sweaty and had dried cum in my hair.

“That would be nice,” I said, trying to sound as casual as possible. I kissed him on the cheek, then added, “I’ll just have a quick shower and get changed.”

THE END


Claimed At The Conference


First Time Backdoor Wife Cheating Erotica



Chapter One




Itipped my box of vibrators onto the bed next to the open suitcase full of clothes. But which one to take to the conference? My husband, James, stood in the doorway, arms crossed, his expression a mix of disbelief and disapproval.

“Really, Lauren?” he said, shaking his head. “You’re seriously taking sex toys to a work conference?”

“Why not?” I replied, suddenly feeling pissed at him. “It’s not like you’re going to bang me before I go, is it?”

He shrugged, glancing away. “Maybe when you get back, we could find some time,” he offered half-heartedly, but we both knew it was an empty promise.

I didn’t understand why he hardly ever fucked me anymore. I was in my thirties, but still in my sexual prime, with a toned body, full breasts, and a high sex drive. I’d recently taken the plunge and started a couple of affairs, and I didn’t feel the least bit guilty. If he wouldn’t meet my needs, I’d find someone who would. First, I’d started an affair with a university professor, but he was often too busy to see me, so I’d now started fucking my boss at the library where I worked as well.

The affairs had re-awakened my sexuality, and if anything, I was more horny now than ever before. I was secretly hoping I’d find someone to have casual sex with at the conference. As I picked a thick, black rabbit vibrator and tucked it into the corner of my suitcase, James let out a sigh and left the room. I added a tub of lube with a smirk; even if I didn’t meet someone, I was going to have a good time.

The hotel lobby buzzed with activity as I stepped inside, dragging my suitcase behind me on its noisy plastic wheels. The hotel was sleek and modern, with polished floors, plush seating areas, and an impressive chandelier that glinted overhead. The conference banners by the entrance proudly announced: "Building Bridges: Libraries and Schools United."

I joined the line at the reception desk, checking the messages on my phone as I waited. Ahead of me, a man turned around, catching my eye. He was older than me, tall and broad-shouldered, his neatly trimmed beard framing a warm smile. His suit was just tight enough to hint at a gym habit.

"Long queue, huh?" he said, his voice rich and deep.

"Yeah, they weren’t kidding about full attendance," I replied, glancing at the line ahead of us.

He chuckled. "These conferences, they lure us in with promises of networking, but it's mostly just bad coffee and limp sandwiches."

I laughed, immediately warming to him. "Don’t forget the endless PowerPoint presentations."

"Right," he said, leaning in conspiratorially. "We’ll all be asleep by the second session." His gaze lingered on me for a second longer than necessary, and a spark of arousal crackled inside me.

"Are you with a school or a library?" I asked, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear that escaped from my ponytail.

"Neither. I’m a consultant; they brought me in to talk about integrating digital resources. I’ll be delivering my endless PowerPoint presentation this afternoon." His eyes scanned me briefly but appreciatively. "You?"

"Library," I said, smiling.

"Figures. You’ve got that librarian vibe," he teased. He was right, I was dressed for work in a smart blouse and skirt, with hair tied up in a ponytail and thick-rimmed glasses.

"And what vibe is that?" I asked, pretending to be a little offended.

"Smart. Clever. But secretly a little sexy and dangerous," he said, his voice dropping slightly, making my stomach do a little flip.

"Next!" called the receptionist, and he turned away to step up to the counter. Fuck, he’d been hitting on me, I realized.

As I watched him check in, I couldn’t help but notice how his tailored trousers clung to his firm ass. When he finished, he turned back, catching me staring. He gave me a wink and strode off towards the lifts, leaving me hot and flustered.

Once I’d checked in and made it to my room, I kicked off my heels and let out a sigh of relief. The room was cozy, with a queen-sized bed, a writing desk, and a view of the city skyline. The suitcase landed on the bed with a thud, and as I unzipped it, my hand brushed against the vibrator I’d packed.

My mind flickered back to the handsome man from the lobby. His teasing smile, the way he’d looked at me, had made something stir between my legs. I pulled the vibrator from the suitcase and sank onto the bed. My panties slipped off easily, and I opened my legs, feeling the chill of the air conditioning on my pussy.

I switched the vibrator on, the low hum vibrating through my hand as the main shaft began to rotate and the rabbit ears vibrated. I slid the shaft into my already soaking wet pussy, feeling the rotating head massaging my G-spot.

I pushed it in deeper, letting out a moan as the vibrating ears brush against my swollen and aching clit. I moaned again as I imagined his hands on me, his mouth following the curves of my body, his soft beard brushing against my skin.

My breaths came in short gasps as I pushed the vibrator deeper, my hips moving in time with the steady rhythm. Each rotation of the shaft sent a delicious pressure against my G-spot, while the rabbit ears pulsed insistently on my clit, making my body tremble.

The image of him, his strong hands pinning me to the bed, his lips trailing down my neck, flooded my mind. I could almost feel his weight pressing against me, his voice murmuring filthy things in my ear as his thick cock penetrated me.

I closed my eyes, letting the fantasy consume me. His hands would grip my hips, guiding me as he thrust into me. His cock would fill me completely, stretching me in a way that left me panting for more. The thought made me moan loudly, my free hand moving to my breast, pinching my nipple until the sharp pleasure mingled with the deep sensations between my legs.

The pressure built rapidly, my thighs quivering as the vibrator worked me closer and closer to the edge. I couldn’t stop myself from crying out, my body arching off the bed as my orgasm tore through me. It started as a pulse deep inside, then spread like wildfire, every nerve alight with pleasure.

I collapsed back onto the bed, my chest heaving as the aftershocks rippled through me. Slowly, I slid the vibrator out, its buzz fading into silence as I turned it off. My skin was flushed, my pussy leaking, and my body humming with satisfaction. As I lay there, catching my breath, I was filled with a sense of longing. Would I see him again? Would his flirtation lead to something more?


Chapter Two




The morning dragged on through a series of lectures and PowerPoint slides, none of which managed to hold my attention. My mind kept drifting back to the man from the lobby and the heated fantasy I’d indulged in. I scanned the rows of seats during each talk, hoping to spot him, but he was nowhere to be seen.

By the time the buffet lunch was announced, my stomach was rumbling, and my patience for professional small talk was wearing thin. I joined the line at the buffet table, eyeing up the trays of sandwiches, salads, and pastries.

Just as I was reaching for a pastry, I heard a low voice behind me. “Careful now, don’t take all the best ones.”

I turned my head sharply, and there he was. His eyes sparkled with mischief, and that same teasing smile played on his lips. He was even more handsome up close and I could smell his aftershave.

As we moved down the buffet line together, he leaned in slightly, his shoulder brushing mine. “So,” he said, “what’s a woman like you doing at a dry conference like this? You seem more fun than PowerPoint slides and budget talks.”

I smirked, picking up a mini quiche. “Maybe I’m just here for the buffet. Good food and... interesting company.”

“Interesting, am I?” he said, arching an eyebrow.

“How do you know I’m talking about you?” I replied, feeling a flush rise in my cheeks at the flirty tone.

He laughed. “Fair point. How about we eat lunch together and you can judge for yourself how interesting I am?”

I felt a tingle down my spine. “I’ll be a harsh critic.”

“I’ll take my chances,” he said with a smirk.

We found a small table near the window, and he introduced himself as Simon. As we ate, the banter flowed easily. He asked about my work, his questions thoughtful, but there was always a glint in his eye that hinted at something more. By the time we finished eating, my heart was racing and there was a throbbing ache between my legs. Did I dare do what I so desperately wanted to?

Simon looked at his watch. “We’ve got fifteen minutes before the next presentation. What shall we do with our time?”

Fuck it. Feeling bold, I grabbed his hand and led him out of the dining room and through the maze of corridors until we found a single-occupancy bathroom tucked away near the back of the hotel. I pulled him inside, locking the door behind us.

The second the lock clicked, his hands were on me, sliding down to my hips as he pushed me back against the sink. His lips crashed onto mine, hot and demanding, his tongue teasing mine as his hands roamed over my body.

“You’ve been on my mind all morning,” he murmured as he tugged at the buttons of my blouse.

“Funny,” I gasped as his lips trailed down my neck, “I’ve been thinking about you too.”

My blouse fell open, and he pulled my bra cups down, exposing my firm breasts. His mouth found my nipples, sucking and licking them in turn, making me gasp with pleasure.

He moved lower, dropping to his knees, his hands sliding up under my skirt and pulling my panties down.

“You’re soaked,” he said, his fingers stroking the trimmed hair on my pussy and parting my folds gently.

“Don’t make me wait,” I begged.

He spread my legs wider, his mouth immediately finding my clit. His tongue worked me expertly, flicking and circling until I was writhing against the sink. His mouth covered my swollen clit and he sucked on it. I came hard, my body trembling as the waves of pleasure coursed through me.

Before I could catch my breath, he stood, unzipping his trousers and freeing his cock. It was long, very thick and uncut. My eyes widened at the sight of it.

“Turn around,” he commanded.

I obeyed, bracing myself against the sink as he lifted my skirt and positioned himself behind me. The moment he slid inside me, I let out a low moan, the feeling of him stretching me completely erasing any coherent thought. He thrust hard and fast, his hands gripping my hips as the sound of our bodies colliding filled the small space.

I could see his face in the mirror, his jaw clenched and his eyes locked on mine. The intensity in his gaze sent another rush of arousal through me, and I reached between my legs to rub my clit. The sight of watching myself getting fucked in the mirror was driving me wild with desire.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he groaned, looking down at my lips stretched around his shaft as he fucked me. I felt his thumb against my asshole, rubbing the ring of muscles in a circular motion in time to his thrusts.

No-one had ever touched me there before, and the unexpected surge of pleasure made me come again, my walls clenching around his shaft as I cried out. My head dropped forward against the mirror as my legs almost gave way.

He pulled out and I turned to face him, panting hard. My lips met his in a deep kiss, our tongues urgently exploring each other’s mouths. He stepped back slightly and held his cock in one hand. It was coated in my essence; white and sticky. “Look at the mess you’ve made,” he grinned. “I think you should clean it.”

I gave him a dirty grin and sank to my knees, taking his dick deep into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the shaft and tasting my release on him. He held my ponytail, guiding me back and forth, working his cock deeper into my mouth with every thrust.

I reached my limit and gagged, saliva running down my chin and onto my exposed breasts. He pulled me up by my ponytail and pushed me back against the sink. My face was wet and my lipstick smudged. I sat up on the sink and opened my legs, my pussy gaping for him.

He stepped between my thighs and entered me in the same movement. He thrust deep up inside me, making me gasp at the intense feeling of being filled by his big cock. I wrapped my arms and legs around him, urging him to take me deeper.

I clung to him, my fingers digging into his shoulders. “Don’t stop,” I gasped, tilting my head back and letting the pleasure consume me.

One of his hands slid up my body, cupping my breast and pulling my nipple between his fingers. The combination of his cock pounding into me and the sensation on my nipple sent waves of pleasure through me. I could feel the knot building in my core, tightening with each thrust.

“Fuck,” I cried, feeling the dam break inside me again. My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, leaving me trembling and clenching around his cock as he continued to thrust through my release.

“God, you feel good,” he groaned, his pace quickening as he chased his own release.

I tightened my legs around him, pulling him even closer, and whispered, “Come in me.”

With a deep groan, he buried himself inside me one last time, his body tensing as he came. I felt his warmth filling me, his cock twitching as he released deep in my hungry cunt.

We stayed like that for a moment, both of us breathing heavily, the mirror behind me fogged from our breathing. He finally pulled out gently, grabbing a handful of paper towels and passing them to me as his cum poured out of me onto the tiled floor.

“What a gentleman,” I giggled.

“Only the best for my lady,” he replied with a grin.

I slid off the sink, my legs wobbly but my body humming with satisfaction. Catching my reflection in the mirror, I saw my smudged makeup and flushed cheeks. I grinned, smoothing down my skirt.

“That was... an unexpected lunch,” I said, meeting his gaze in the mirror.

Simon smirked, pulling up his trousers and zipping them up. “Best buffet I’ve ever been to.”


Chapter Three




The rest of the conference passed in a haze of monotony. Speaker after speaker took to the stage, droning on about funding proposals, collaboration strategies, and the importance of community engagement. All important, of course, but delivered with all the enthusiasm of a wet sponge.

I sat through session after session, struggling to keep my focus as one slide presentation bled into the next. Occasionally, I’d glance at my phone, fighting the urge to scroll through social media or, worse, text Simon.

Simon. Every now and then, I’d catch a glimpse of him across the room, sitting among his colleagues, his sharp beard and easy grin making him stand out like a beacon. When he wasn’t in the same session, I found myself scanning the crowd for him, wondering if he was bored out of his mind like I was, or if he was thinking about me.

Finally, in the mid-afternoon lull, Simon’s session began.

“Please welcome Simon Carter, head of the Library-School Digital Partnership Initiative,” announced the moderator.

There was a polite smattering of applause as Simon took to the stage. He looked impeccable, dressed in his tailored suit that fit his athletic frame perfectly. As he began to speak, his voice carried effortlessly across the room, drawing everyone in.

Despite his earlier comments, he didn’t rely on dry slides or bullet points. Instead, he wove a story about how data could help transform communities. Simon’s enthusiasm was infectious. He paced the stage with confidence and without a script, his gestures animated, his tone light yet passionate. He even cracked a few jokes, earning genuine laughs from the audience, a rarity at this event so far. The more I watched him, the more I felt my desire for him build between my legs. When he finished, the room erupted into applause as he stepped down. I couldn’t help but clap a little harder than the others.

I caught up with him at the coffee station during the mid-session break. “Impressive,” I said, falling into step beside him. “You really know how to work a crowd.”

He smirked, his eyes glinting with amusement. “You’re just saying that because I made you come in the bathroom.”

I laughed, shoving him lightly. “I’m serious. You were brilliant up there.”

“Thanks,” he said. “It means a lot coming from you.” He paused. “Look, do you want to have dinner with me later? We could skip the official event and find a nice restaurant?”

“That would be lovely,” I said, feeling my heart swell with happiness. “Anything to miss the after-dinner speeches?”

Dinner with Simon was perfect. We found a cozy little Italian restaurant a few blocks from the hotel, far away from the buzz of the conference. The food was incredible, fresh pasta, red wine, and decadent desserts, but it was the company that made it special. We talked about everything: books we loved, places we wanted to visit, and I even opened up to him about my marriage and affairs.

It turned out Simon was in the same situation; his wife had lost interest in sex, and he had to get his needs met with a series of girlfriends. Soon, he was telling me about some of his sexual adventures on his work travels. He didn’t brag and had a self-deprecating humor as he told the stories that made me warm to him even more. And just thinking about him having sex with all those women was starting to make me incredibly horny.

By the time we returned to the hotel, I was so desperate I would have fucked him right there in the lobby. “Back to my room?” I suggested, my hand brushing against his ass as we headed for the lifts.

As soon as the lift doors slid shut, Simon pressed me against the cool mirrored wall, his mouth claiming mine in a fierce, hungry kiss. His hands roamed my body, sliding over my waist and down to my hips, pulling me closer to him. I could feel the hard bulge in his trousers pressing against me.

“God, I’ve wanted to touch you all evening,” he murmured against my lips as the lift started to move.

Before I could reply, his hand slipped beneath the hem of my dress, sliding up my thigh and pushing my panties to the side. His fingers found my slick folds, and I gasped, gripping his shoulders as he teased me, sliding a finger into my soaked cunt.

I bit my lip to muffle a moan. Simon smirked, adding another finger and curling them inside me. His thumb brushed my swollen clit in slow, deliberate circles, making my legs tremble. My back arched, my head falling back against the wall as he sent waves of ecstasy through my body.

I’d never come so quickly. My nails dug into his arms as my orgasm hit me, waves of pleasure crashing through my body. My legs shook, and I clung to him to keep myself upright. The lift dinged as it reached our floor.

He withdrew his hand slowly, grinning as he held his fingers to my lips. “Taste yourself,” he ordered softly. He pushed his fingers into my mouth just as the doors opened.

There was a hotel worker standing there waiting with a trolley full of dirty plates. He looked at us with his mouth open. Simon and I giggled and hurried out of the lift, down the corridor to my room.

As soon as the door to my room clicked shut, Simon’s hands were on me again, unzipping my dress and letting it fall to the floor. He stepped back for a moment, his eyes sweeping over my body hungrily as I stood there in just my heels and lacy underwear.

“Fucking gorgeous,” he said.

He closed the distance between us and unclasped my bra, letting it slip from my shoulders. He pushed me back onto the bed and his mouth descended on my breasts, his lips hot and eager as he sucked my nipples, pulling them into his mouth one at a time. I moaned, running my fingers through his hair.

Simon trailed kisses down my body, pausing to press soft, wet kisses across my stomach. Then he slid my panties down slowly, his hands grazing my thighs as he pulled them off and tossed them aside. He kissed the inside of my thighs, moving closer to the heat of my pussy. His tongue darted out, teasing my clit before he latched on, sucking and licking me with an intensity that made my knees weak.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped, gripping the edge of the bed for support. His tongue delved into my folds, licking and swirling as his hands gripped my hips.

Just as I thought I was about to come, Simon surprised me by shifting lower. He lifted one of my legs over his shoulder, opening me up further. His tongue licked a long, slow line from my pussy to my ass, and I froze, my breath catching in my throat.

“No one’s ever…” I began, but my words turned into a moan as he kissed my most intimate spot, his tongue circling and teasing the sensitive skin.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice muffled. “Trust me. You’ll love it.”

And he was right. His tongue was hot and soft, and the sensation sent jolts of pleasure through my body. He pressed deeper, licking and swirling at the tight ring of muscles, his hands caressing my thighs as he lapped at me with skill and confidence.

“Oh, God, Simon,” I moaned, my head falling back as my body melted into the overwhelming pleasure. I’d never felt anything like it before, but it was incredible, and I couldn’t get enough. My legs trembled, and I clutched at his shoulders, teetering on the edge of another orgasm as his tongue worked its magic.

When his thumb joined in, rubbing firm, rhythmic circles over my aching clit, I couldn’t hold back the gasp that escaped my lips. The combination of sensations, his thumb teasing my pussy while his tongue lapped at my rear entrance, set my nerves on fire.

“Oh, fuck, Simon,” I whimpered, my voice shaking. My legs were trembling, and I was barely able to hold them up as his pace quickened.

When my climax hit, it was like an explosion. My entire body shook as waves of pure, intense pleasure radiated from my core. My cries echoed in the room, a long, low groan as my head fell back, as I surrendered completely to the overwhelming ecstasy. Simon didn’t let up, his tongue and thumb working together to prolong the moment, wringing every last shiver and gasp from me until I was utterly spent, my body quivering and weak against the bed.

Finally, he eased his touch, planting soft kisses on my thighs as he looked up at me with a smug grin. “Told you you’d love it,” he said, as he moved up to kiss me.

“It’s my turn,” I purred, trailing my fingers down his chest, over the toned muscles beneath his shirt. I pushed it up, kissing along his skin as I revealed him inch by inch. His breathing quickened as I undid his belt and slid his trousers down, his impressive cock springing free, already hard and eager.

I wrapped my hand around the base, marveling at the thickness, and gave him a slow, teasing stroke. He propped himself up on his elbows, watching me. My tongue brushed over his tip, swirling around the head and making him gasp. Then I took him in my mouth.

I took him deeper, inch by inch, my tongue pressing against the underside as I slid down his length. The heat of him filled my mouth, and I could feel his cock twitching with every movement.

His hand found its way to my hair, fingers tangling gently as I began to move, setting a slow, deliberate pace.

“Fuck, Lauren,” he murmured, “You’re so good at that.”

The praise only spurred me on. I hollowed my cheeks, bobbing my head in a rhythm that made his hips rise involuntarily. My hands worked in tandem with my mouth, one of them twisting at the base and the other cupping his balls, gently massaging them.

But before long, I couldn’t wait to feel him inside me. I climbed up on top of him and guided his cock between my folds. I sank down slowly, feeling the thick head of his cock stretch me open as it slid inside. We both let out a gasp as he filled me completely, my walls clenching around him, savoring the delicious pressure.

“Fuck, Lauren,” Simon groaned, his hands gripping my hips, guiding me as I began to move.

I started slowly, rocking my hips in a steady rhythm, savoring every inch of him as he pulsed inside me. My hands rested on his chest for balance, feeling the heat of his skin under my palms.

“God, you feel so good,” I whispered, biting my lip as I moved faster.

Simon’s hands roamed up my sides, caressing my waist, my breasts, his touch igniting sparks across my skin. He thrust upward to meet my movements, the angle sending a wave of pleasure through me that made me cry out.

I rode him, grinding down on him, taking him as deep as I could, my own pleasure building with every stroke. Simon sat up, his arms wrapping around me, pulling me tight against him. The new angle sent a jolt of ecstasy through me as his cock hit just the right spot. I clung to him, burying my face in his neck, my moans muffled as I moved faster, chasing my climax.

“Simon, I’m…”

But the words didn’t come out before the orgasm hit, crashing over me like a tidal wave. My whole body shuddered, and I cried out, clutching him as the pleasure consumed me.

Simon held me tight, his own movements growing erratic as he thrust deeper, harder. I felt him tense, his breath hitching before he groaned, his release spilling inside me, warm and thick.

We stayed like that, tangled together, our bodies slick with sweat, both of us trying to catch our breath.

“Wow,” I finally said.

Simon laughed softly, pressing a kiss to my shoulder. “Wow, indeed.”

As we lay there naked on the bed, Simon’s hand lazily traced circles on my breasts. I nestled against him, my heart still racing from everything we’d just done.

“I have to say,” I said, planting a little kiss on his neck, “I never thought I’d enjoy... You know, your tongue... back there.”

Simon grinned, his fingers pausing for a moment before continuing their soothing motion. “You mean when I licked your ass?” he teased.

I laughed, hiding my face against him. “Yes, that. I’ve never had anyone do that before.”

“Well, you seemed to enjoy it.”

“I really did,” I admitted, feeling a flush creep up my neck. “It’s not something I ever thought I’d be into. I guess... I’ve just never done anything like that.”

Simon shifted slightly, propping himself up on one elbow to look at me. “Never?”

I shook my head, biting my lip. “No. I guess James isn’t exactly adventurous.”

“Well, if you liked that, maybe you’d like to try more?”

I looked up at him, my stomach flipping at the suggestion. “You mean... anal sex?”

He nodded. “Only if you want to. I promise I’ll go slow, and we’ll stop if it’s too much. But I think you’d love it.”

“Okay,” I said softly. “I want to try.”

I remembered the lube in my suitcase and went to fetch it.

“You even came prepared,” he laughed.

I ran my hand down his body to his semi-erect cock, still glistening with my wetness. I gave it a gentle stroke and felt it twitch with interest. I wrapped my hand around it, and soon he was rock hard again.

Simon guided me onto my hands and knees, kissing the curve of my back and hips as he applied the lube to his fingers.

“Just relax,” he whispered.

I took a deep breath as his finger circled my entrance, the sensation unfamiliar but not unpleasant. Slowly, he pushed a single finger inside, pausing to let me adjust.

“You okay?” he asked, his other hand rubbing my lower back.

“Yeah,” I replied, surprised by how nice it felt.

He worked his finger in and out, gradually adding a second. The fullness was strange but exciting, and I found myself wanting more.

“You’re doing so well,” he reassured me.

“Mmm, I love how it feels,” I purred, moving my hips back slightly against his fingers, urging him to explore me deeper.

“Are you ready for me?” he asked, kissing one of my ass cheeks.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m ready.”

Simon positioned himself behind me, his cock slick with lube. He pressed the tip against me, applying gentle pressure. I felt myself relax and open up for him.

Suddenly, it slipped inside. “Oh, yes…” I breathed, feeling a delicious stretch and fullness.

“Tell me if you need me to stop,” he said softly.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered, pushing back against him and feeling him go deeper.

He thrust slowly, each time getting deeper and deeper, until he was fully inside me. The fullness was intense, but the pleasure was undeniable, a deep, throbbing sensation I’d never experienced before.

“You’re so tight,” Simon groaned, his hands gripping my hips

“That’s because you’re so big,” I moaned, barely able to get the words out.

Each slow thrust sent a jolt of pleasure through me, the sensation building with every stroke. I moaned, burying my face in the pillow as he picked up the pace, his movements careful but firm. But gradually he picked up the pace, and I felt the unstoppable pressure of my orgasm building deep inside me.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“Yes,” I managed to gasp. “Don’t stop... please don’t stop.”

He groaned in response, his pace increasing slightly as he found a rhythm that made me arch my back and cry out. The pressure inside me grew unbearable.

Simon leaned forward, his chest pressing against my back, his lips brushing against my ear as he whispered, “Come for me, Lauren.”

His words, his voice, his body; it all pushed me over the edge. The orgasm hit me hard, a powerful wave of pleasure that crashed through me and left me shuddering. My moans turned into screams as my walls clenched tightly around him, the intensity almost too much to bear. I felt a dam burst in my pussy too, and a flood of liquid squirted out of me, soaking the sheets below.

“Oh, fuck,” Simon groaned, his thrusts faltering. His hands gripped me firmly, holding me in place as he thrust deeply one final time.

I felt him throb inside me, his release hot and thick as he buried himself fully. His groans of pleasure mixed with my gasps. He stayed there for a moment, both of us catching our breath, before slowly pulling out. Cum poured out of me, running down my thighs onto the bed.

I collapsed onto the bed, my legs trembling, my heart still racing. Simon lay beside me, his arm slipping around my waist to pull me close.

“You’re incredible,” he said.

I turned to face him, a lazy smile on my lips. “That was... intense.”

“It was perfect,” Simon replied, pressing a soft kiss to my forehead.

“Well,” I said after a moment, my voice playful. “I can’t believe I waited this long to try that.”

Simon laughed. “I’m just glad I got to be the one to show you how amazing it can be.”


Epilogue




In the morning, we showered together. The hot water cascaded over our bodies, steam filling the bathroom as Simon's hands roamed over my wet skin. He pulled me closer, his mouth claiming mine in a deep, sensual kiss. I felt his hardness pressing against my stomach, and I couldn’t resist him. His hands gripped my thighs, lifting me effortlessly as I wrapped my legs around his waist.

He pressed my back against the cool, tiled wall. The contrast between the chill of the tiles and the heat of the water made me shiver, but then Simon entered me in one slow, deliberate thrust, and all I could do was moan.

I clung to him, his cock filling me completely as he began to move, his thrusts deep and powerful. The sound of water splashing and our moans echoed in the small space. My fingers dug into his back as he took me, my body arching against his with every thrust.

“You feel so good,” he groaned.

The pressure built quickly, the angle of his movements hitting just the right spot inside me. I cried out, my nails raking down his back as my orgasm tore through me, leaving me trembling in his arms.

But Simon wasn’t done. He gently lowered me to the floor, turning me to face the shower screen. My hands pressed against the glass for support as he positioned himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips. He slid inside me again, and I gasped, the sensation still intense as he began to thrust.

His pace quickened, the sound of his hips meeting mine filling the air. One hand slid around to stroke my clit, sending jolts of pleasure through me and bringing me closer to the edge again. My second orgasm hit me hard, my body shuddering as waves of pleasure rippled through me.

But we both knew what we wanted next. “Fuck me in the ass,” I begged him.

He pressed against me, his cock pressing against my rear entrance, and I felt a rush of excitement.

“Relax,” he said, his voice soothing as he pushed gently, easing himself inside. The pressure was intense, but the pleasure followed quickly, my body accommodating him as he moved deeper.

I moaned, my head resting against the shower screen as he began to thrust. Each movement was slow and deliberate, sending shockwaves of sensation through me. His hands gripped my hips firmly, holding me steady as he claimed me completely.

The fullness threatened to overwhelm me as another orgasm built within me.

“Simon,” I gasped, my voice trembling.

“Come for me, Lauren,” he whispered in my ear.

And I did, crying out as the pleasure consumed me. My legs nearly buckled under me, but Simon held me up as the ecstasy washed through my entire body. I felt myself squirting again, the warm liquid mixing with the water from the shower as it poured down my thighs.

Moments later, Simon groaned, his body tensing as he released inside me, his hands tightening on my hips before he finally stopped moving.

We stayed like that for a moment, the water washing over us as our breathing slowed. Then he pulled out gently, turning me to face him.

“Good morning,” he said with a grin, brushing a wet strand of hair from my face.

I laughed, leaning into him. “Very good morning.”

THE END
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First Time Threesome Wife Cheating Erotica



Chapter One




James was leaving for yet another business trip, and that meant a couple of nights away. I was climbing the walls with frustration. I’d spent the whole morning practically dripping with how horny I was, and using my vibrator in the shower had only made things worse.

Yes, I was having a couple of affairs; one with a professor at the university and one with my boss at the city library. But they were both busy men, and I wasn’t their only affair partner. I wasn’t getting to see them as often as I needed. The affairs had woken something in me, something raw and insatiable. Instead of satisfying me, they’d just made me hungrier.

James was leaving in two hours for the airport, and I knew he was mostly packed. I pulled on a silk slip, deep red, short, and clingy in all the right places. My full, pert tits looked incredible, and the lace just barely skimmed the tops of my thighs. I slipped my panties off so he’d be able to see just a hint of my trimmed bush. I ran a hand over my stomach, down between my legs, feeling the heat already building.

It had been weeks since we’d been intimate, but hopefully my husband would give me one last fuck before he went. God, I needed this.

I sauntered into the kitchen, my hips swaying and my pussy peeking out of the bottom of the slip. “Hey,” I said, my voice low and teasing.

He barely looked up. “Hey,” he muttered, checking the charge on his phone that was plugged into the outlet.

I stepped closer, touching his back. “You’ve got a couple of hours before you leave,” I said, pressing myself against him. “Why don’t we make the most of that time?”

He sighed, turning to face me. His eyes flicked over my body, lingering for half a second on my exposed bush, before he shook his head. “Lauren, I’ve got to finish packing, and I’ve still got some work to do. Can we not do this now?”

I stared at him. “You’re leaving for two nights. You can’t even spare fifteen minutes to fuck me before you go?”

“Lauren,” he said, rubbing his temple like I was a headache. “It’s not the right time. It’s ten a.m. on a Tuesday, we’re not horny students anymore.”

I laughed bitterly, stepping back. “It’s never the right time, is it?”

“Come on, don’t be like this,” he said, brushing past me like I wasn’t standing there practically begging for him to take me.

I watched him walk out of the room. I wasn’t just horny now; I was furious. I was going to be working this afternoon at the library, and I was determined to fuck the first hot guy that came through the doors.

Unfortunately, the afternoon turned out to be one of the quietest I’d ever seen at the library. The only visitors were little old ladies browsing for Mills & Boon novels and a group of new mums more interested in chatting with each other than borrowing books.

Rebecca and I were so bored that we resorted to tidying the shelves, meticulously aligning every book with the edge. Rebecca, my younger colleague, was tall and slender, with cropped dark hair that emphasized her sharp cheekbones and edgy nose piercing. Her large breasts sagged noticeably under her braless tight tops, but she didn’t seem to care. She wasn’t conventionally pretty, but there was something striking about her, an unpolished sexiness that made her captivating in her own way.

We’d had a threesome with the boss once, a memory that occasionally popped into my mind at inconvenient moments. It had been wild and utterly unlike anything I’d done before. Sometimes I caught her giving me a knowing smirk, as if she was remembering it too.

“God, it’s dead in here,” Rebecca groaned, leaning back against the desk and stretching, her top riding up just enough to show a sliver of pale skin. “Do you think anyone would notice if we just went home?”

I smirked, leaning on the counter. “The old ladies might riot if they can’t get their steamy romance novels.”

Rebecca laughed. “Speaking of steamy…” She raised an eyebrow. “Any more adventures you care to share? The last thing I heard was that you’d hooked up with someone at the conference, but that was weeks ago.”

I glanced around the empty library and sighed. “Not really,” I complained. “Not even with James. He’s off on another business trip, and I practically threw myself at him this morning. He wouldn’t even look at me.”

Rebecca rolled her eyes. “What is wrong with that man? You’re hot, Lauren. If he won’t fuck you, it’s his loss.”

I reached up to adjust my ponytail, making sure everything was straight, and looked at Rebecca through my thick-rimmed glasses.

“Maybe,” I said. “But I’m not sitting around feeling sorry for myself. If James won’t fuck me, I’ll find someone who will.”

Rebecca’s face broke into a wicked grin. “That’s the spirit.”


Chapter Two




Just then, the door to the library swung open. Two young men walked in, pausing just inside to glance around as if they’d never been here before. They looked like students from the university, dressed in casual clothes, their backpacks slung over broad, muscular shoulders.

I noticed the taller one first, his thick, wavy hair framing a chiseled jaw. His arms were practically bursting out of his fitted t-shirt. His friend wasn’t far behind in the looks department, with short dark hair and a roguish grin. They both had the kind of confident and slightly arrogant swagger that made me instantly interested.

“Hello, boys,” Rebecca murmured under her breath, clearly noticing them too.

I could feel the heat rising in my body. My palms were damp, and my thighs pressed together almost instinctively. I was probably at least a decade older than them, but I was very attracted to them.

“Go chat them up,” Rebecca urged, nudging me with her elbow.

I swallowed hard, suddenly nervous. “What? No.”

“Why not?” Rebecca asked, grinning. “You’re horny, they’re hot, and they clearly don’t know where they are. Go be helpful. Offer them a little… guidance.”

I couldn’t stop staring at them. The taller one turned his head and caught my eye. He flicked me a beautiful smile, dimples appearing on his cheeks. My stomach flipped.

“Fine,” I muttered, trying to play it cool as I stepped out from behind the desk, but I could feel sweat starting to build under my arms. My heels clicked against the floor as I walked towards them, forcing myself to exude confidence I wasn’t entirely feeling. I smoothed my skirt down, trying to keep the hem from riding up. I’d started wearing shorter and sluttier skirts to work, hoping James would notice, but he never had.

“Hi there,” I said, smiling warmly. “You two look a bit lost. Can I help you with anything?”

They turned to me, and I saw their eyes scanning me from head to toe. I felt a shiver run through me under their gaze.

“Yeah, we’re looking for the sports autobiographies,” the taller one said. His voice was deep and smooth. I felt another rush of heat between my legs. Behind me, I could feel Rebecca watching, her silent encouragement making my heart race even more.

“Follow me,” I said, turning on my heel and leading them up the spiral staircase to the second floor. I was acutely aware of their presence behind me. My skirt was shorter even than usual today, and as I climbed the stairs, I couldn’t help but think that surely they must have a clear view of my panties. The thought sent a thrill through me, making my cheeks flush.

At the top of the stairs, I glanced back to find them looking at my ass. I led them through the shelves to an annex at the back. Autobiographies weren’t very popular, so we kept them in this quieter area.

“The autobiographies are just here,” I said, my voice a touch breathless.

The taller one leaned closer, his arm brushing against mine. “Thanks for helping us out,” he said, flashing me that same teasing smile, but making no move to actually look at the books.

“Of course,” I replied, my voice breaking slightly. “That’s what I’m here for.” Why was I so sweaty? It wasn’t even that warm in the library.

“You must really love books to work in a place like this,” the shorter one said.

“I do,” I said, smiling. “But some days are definitely more exciting than others.”

The taller one turned to me fully now, his eyes locking with mine. “And is today one of the exciting ones?”

I felt my pulse quickening. “It’s starting to feel like it might be,” I said, surprising myself with my boldness.

“I’m Jack,” said the tall one, reaching out to shake my hand. “This is Ben.”

“I’m Lauren,” I replied, taking his hand. His grip was firm but warm, and the way his fingers lingered just a second too long sent another shiver up my spine. I turned to Ben, who gave me a grin as his hand slid into mine. His touch was softer, but his eyes held the same intensity as Jack’s.

“So, Lauren,” Jack said, “what’s the most exciting thing that’s happened to you in this library?”

I flushed as I remembered the times I’d had sex in the library. “A lady never tells,” I said.

Ben smirked, stepping just a little closer. “Interesting.”

“Well, you’re definitely making today interesting,” I said.

The sexual tension had climbed to an almost unbearable level. I could feel the heat radiating off these two muscular, younger men, and my panties felt like they were soaking wet.

“Interesting isn’t good enough,” Jack murmured, stepping closer. “We’re aiming for unforgettable.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but before I could, Jack leaned in, his mouth finding mine. I gasped as his tongue entered my mouth, and I melted in his arms. The kiss was soft at first, but then his hand came up to cup the back of my neck, pulling me closer, deepening it.

Behind me, I felt Ben step closer. His hand lightly touched my waist, his fingers tracing slow circles that sent tingles down my spine. The feeling of both of them holding me in their strong arms sent a rush of heat between my legs, my pussy physically aching with desire.

As Jack’s mouth left mine, Ben turned my face towards him, his lips capturing mine with a firm, hungry kiss. His hand slid from my waist to the small of my back, pulling me tightly against him. I could feel his hard cock pressed against my leg. I moaned softly into his mouth, my body buzzing with the attention of both men.

While I was lost in Ben’s kiss, Jack’s hands worked quickly on the buttons of my blouse. The cool air hit my skin as the fabric parted, and I shivered from the thrill of being undressed by a stranger in the middle of the library. His fingers slipped into my bra, finding my nipple and teasing it until it hardened under his touch.

I pulled back from Ben, gasping for air, my lips tingling. Jack’s mouth found my neck, his kisses soft and wet, as his fingers continued their torturous play. I turned back to Jack, capturing his lips in a heated kiss while Ben’s hand slid up my thigh, pushing my skirt higher.

His fingers brushed against the damp fabric of my panties, and I let out a low moan against Jack’s mouth.

Ben’s fingers pressed more firmly, teasing my clit through the fabric. “She’s absolutely soaked,” he smirked. “Who knew librarians were so slutty?”

The touch, the intensity, the risk of being caught; it was overwhelming. My head tilted back as Jack trailed kisses down my throat, his hands still toying with my breasts, while Ben’s fingers slid beneath my panties, finding my slick folds.

“Oh god,” I murmured softly as his finger slid inside my wet opening. My hands instinctively moved to their cocks, grasping them through the fabric of their pants. I realized they were both big and very hard.

Ben’s fingers worked me slowly, his touch confident and deliberate as he slid another finger inside me, curling them just enough to hit that perfect spot. My hips moved instinctively, grinding against his hand as soft moans escaped my lips. Jack’s mouth was still on my neck, sucking and licking, while his hands popped my breasts out of my bra, allowing him to tease my nipples even more.

“You’re so fucking wet,” Ben whispered against my ear. I turned my head towards Ben, capturing his lips in a desperate, heated kiss. His tongue explored my mouth, his fingers never stopping their rhythmic movement inside me. My knees trembled, and I clung to him for balance.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned, my voice barely above a whisper. My body was on fire, the pressure building rapidly inside me. I was helpless, caught in the overwhelming sensations. My body tightened, every muscle coiling as their fingers brought me closer and closer to the edge. Finally, the tension broke, and I came hard. I put my hand over my own mouth to muffle my cry as waves of ecstasy pulsed through.

They didn’t stop until I was trembling and gasping for air. My legs were weak, and they held me upright as I fought to steady my breath, my heart racing like I’d run a marathon.

“Get on your knees,” commanded Jack.

I hesitated, glancing around. But the room was still empty, and we were obscured from the doorway by the bookcases. Nervously, I obeyed, the carpet rough against my bare skin.

Jack and Ben stood before me, their hard cocks straining against their pants. They both unfastened them and pulled them down to their thighs. Jack’s cock was very long, thick, and pulsing, the tip already glistening, and Ben’s was almost as impressive.

“Good girl,” Jack murmured, his hand brushing through my hair, gripping it lightly.

I started with Jack, my lips parting as I took him into my mouth. His groan of approval sent a thrill through me, and I began to move, my tongue swirling around his tip before sliding him deeper. He guided my head with his hand, setting the pace. I wrapped one hand around the base of his shaft and the other around Ben’s cock.

“Fuck, that’s it,” he growled. After a few moments, Jack eased his grip on my head, letting his cock slip from my lips.

I turned to Ben, my hands wrapping around his base as I licked the tip, tasting him. His breath hitched, and I took him into my mouth, moving slowly at first, then faster as his moans encouraged me. His fingers found my hair, pulling it gently as he thrust into my mouth. Jack stood watching, wanking his own cock with a smirk on his face.

As I switched between them, their groans and praises spurred me on, the thrill of their pleasure making me wetter by the second. I worked them deeper, until I was taking them deep in my throat, my lips pressing against their bodies.

“Fuck, Lauren,” Ben groaned suddenly, pulling back abruptly. He gripped his cock and stroked it furiously, the tension in his body unmistakable.

I tilted my face up and opened my mouth slightly, waiting for him. “Oh yeah, I’m going to come on your face,” he panted. With a groan, he came, hot streams of cum streaking across my lips and cheeks, covering my glasses. It was thick and warm on my skin.

Before I could wipe myself clean, Jack stepped forward, guiding his cock to my lips. I licked him, swirling my tongue over his tip before taking him back into my mouth. His hands gripped the sides of my face as he thrust deeply, his eyes fixed on mine through the half-covered lens of my glasses. He fucked my throat, and I knew he was close.

It didn’t take long before he pulled out and, without even touching his cock, his release followed, load after load, warm and wet, painting my skin and dripping onto my chest. My glasses were so covered that I could barely see through them.

I sat back on my heels, panting, my face and chest a sticky mess. “Goddamn, that was incredible,” Jack said. He pulled out his phone and snapped a couple of photos before reaching down to help me to my feet.

Ben had a pack of tissues, and I cleaned myself up as best I could, but I knew I’d still have to walk through the library to the bathroom with cum in my hair.

“I need to be fucked,” I told them, feeling bold now in my desperation. “Can I meet you for sex when I finish work?”

“Definitely,” grinned Jack. “Have you got somewhere we can go? If we go to our student house, it could be… awkward… with our girlfriends.”

“My husband’s away,” I said, suddenly realizing. “Let me give you the details.”

I made my way back to the desk, still flustered, my hair damp from a rushed rinse in the bathroom sink. Rebecca was leaning on the counter, flipping through a magazine, her bored expression shifting to one of amusement as I approached.

“God, Lauren,” she said, raising an eyebrow. “What the hell happened to you? You look... freshly ravished.”

“Shut up,” I grinned, unable to stop the blush spreading across my cheeks.

“Which one was it?” she asked. Then, when I didn’t answer, her eyes widened. “Both of them?”

“Yes,” I admitted, feeling oddly proud of myself.

“Wow. So, are you seeing them again?” she smirked.

I hesitated before nodding. “Tonight. At my place.”

Rebecca let out a laugh. “Of course. Just promise me you’ll give me all the dirty details tomorrow, you lucky bitch.”


Chapter Three




When I got home, I shut the door behind me, leaning against it for a moment to steady myself. My heart was racing, and the tingling between my legs had only grown since I’d left work. James was miles away, and for tonight, the house was all mine. The thought of what was about to happen sent a delicious shiver through me.

I headed upstairs, already peeling off my clothes as I went. By the time I reached the bathroom, I was down to my underwear. I caught sight of myself in the mirror; flushed cheeks and messy hair.

The shower steamed up quickly as I stepped under the hot spray. As I soaped myself, my hands lingered, sliding over my curves with a deliberate slowness. My breasts felt sensitive under my touch, my nipples hardening as I squeezed them between my fingers.

It didn’t take long before I reached for my trusty vibrator, always kept close to hand, much to James’s annoyance. I leaned against the cool tiles, spreading my legs slightly, and pressed the buzzing toy against my swollen clit. A gasp escaped me as I turned it on, the vibrations making me tremble.

I let my mind wander, picturing Jack and Ben, their strong hands, their eager mouths, the way they’d looked at me in the library. My hips rocked against the toy. My free hand moved to my breast, pinching and pulling at my nipple as I increased the speed of the vibrations.

“Oh, god…” I moaned, my voice echoing in the bathroom. It didn’t take long; my body was too worked up. My climax hit hard, leaving me shaking against the tiles, my legs barely able to hold me up.

I wrapped a towel around me and moved to the bedroom. Now came the fun part: what to wear? This wasn’t a night for subtlety. I wanted them to walk through the door and know exactly what was on my mind. I threw open my wardrobe, my heart pounding with excitement, and started rifling through the options.

I decided on a dark red corset bra, the rich satin clinging to my skin and pushing my breasts up to make them look bigger. The matching panties were just as daring: high-cut, with delicate lace that allowed my trimmed pubic hair to show through. I’d worn this set for James, and he hadn’t even noticed.

I pulled on a tight black dress over the top that hugged my figure and slipped into some black heels. I caught sight of myself in the mirror and grinned. To add the finishing touch, I left my hair down, dark waves falling around my shoulders, and painted my lips with a deep red lipstick to match the lingerie.

There was a knock on the door, and I felt my stomach flip. I pulled the door open, and there they were: Jack and Ben, both looking more handsome than ever. Their eyes roamed over me immediately, lingering on my legs and the curve of my hips.

“Wow,” Jack said with a cocky grin. “You look… incredible.”

“Absolutely stunning,” Ben added, his eyes sparkling with admiration.

“Come in,” I said, stepping aside to let them enter. “Can I get you both a drink?”

“Let’s skip that part,” said Jack. “I think we all know why we’re here.”

Ben nodded, his grin widening. “We’ve been thinking about this all day.”

“Well,” I said, my heart pounding in my chest. “The bedroom’s this way.” I turned towards the stairs. Jack stepped closer, landing a playful slap on my ass. The sound echoed in the hallway, and I gasped softly, biting my lip to hide my smile.

We reached the bedroom, and I pushed the door open, the soft lighting casting a warm glow across the room. Jack and Ben exchanged a glance, then both turned their attention to me, their gazes roaming over my body like they were undressing me with their eyes.

“Take off the dress,” Jack said quietly but confidently.

I hesitated for a fraction of a second before reaching for the zipper at the side of my dress. I slid it down slowly, savoring the way their eyes followed my movements. The fabric slipped down my body, pooling at my feet, leaving me in the dark red corset bra and matching panties. I stood there for a moment, letting them drink me in.

“Jesus,” Ben muttered, his eyes fixed on me. “You’re fucking gorgeous.”

Jack stepped closer, his hand brushing over my waist as he leaned in, his lips grazing my ear. “Stunning,” he whispered.

He led me to the bed, sitting down and pulling me onto his lap. His mouth found mine, and I melted into the kiss, his lips moving with a hunger that made my entire body ache for him. His hands roamed over my body, sliding up my back, then down to cup my ass, pulling me closer against him. The hard length of his cock pressed against me, and it sent a thrill racing through me.

While I kissed Jack, Ben knelt at my feet. I felt his hands wrap around my ankles, slowly slipping off my heels one by one. His fingers brushed over the arch of my foot, his touch light and teasing. Then, to my surprise, I felt his lips press against the top of my foot, trailing soft kisses along the length. He took my toes into his mouth, one at a time, his tongue flicking and teasing in a way that sent jolts of pleasure up my legs.

While I continued to kiss Jack, Ben’s lips continued their journey, kissing up my calves, then along the sensitive skin of my inner thighs. Each touch of his mouth sent sparks through my body, and I could feel the heat building between my legs. He reached the edge of my panties and paused.

He slid the panties down my legs, his hands brushing against my skin as he did. As soon as they were off, his mouth was on me, his tongue parting my folds and finding my clit. I gasped, clutching at Jack’s shoulders as Ben’s tongue worked its magic. He licked and sucked, alternating between slow, teasing strokes and firm, deliberate pressure. My hips moved involuntarily towards him, the pleasure building rapidly.

Meanwhile, Jack had unhooked my bra, and it fell away, exposing my hard, pink nipples. His thumbs brushed over them, making me moan even louder. The combination of Ben’s mouth between my legs and Jack’s hands on my breasts was making me wild with pleasure.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned, my head falling back. Jack leaned in, kissing along my neck and nibbling at the sensitive spot just below my ear. Ben’s tongue flicked against my clit, then he slid a finger inside me, curling it in just the right way to make me cry out.

I couldn’t hold back anymore. My entire body tensed, a wave of ecstasy crashing over me as I came hard. My cries filled the room, and I clung to Jack, my nails digging into his shoulders. Ben didn’t stop, his tongue and fingers drawing out every last shudder of pleasure until I was a trembling, panting mess.

“God,” I murmured, struggling to catch my breath.

Jack gently laid me back on the bed, his strong hands steadying me. He turned to his friend. “Ben,” he said, “Why don’t you fuck our horny little milf?”

My pulse raced as Ben stood, already unbuttoning his jeans. He pulled them down along with his boxers in one smooth motion, his cock springing free, thick and hard. I bit my lip at the sight of him, a fresh wave of arousal coursing through me. He stroked himself for a moment, his eyes never leaving mine, and then he climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between my legs.

Jack leaned over me, brushing a strand of hair from my face, his lips meeting mine as Ben nudged the head of his cock against my slick entrance. Ben paused, teasing me for a moment, before pushing in slowly, his cock stretching me in a way that was so deliciously perfect. I gasped, my back arching off the bed as he filled me completely. “Oh, fuck,” I moaned into Jack’s mouth, clutching at the sheets as he began to move.

From the first thrust, he set a relentless, pounding rhythm, his hips slamming against me as his cock slid in and out with ease. The force of it made my breasts bounce, and Jack wasted no time taking advantage of it. He leaned down, capturing one nipple in his mouth while his hand squeezed the other. His tongue flicked and swirled, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core.

I wrapped my legs around Ben’s waist, pulling him deeper, the angle making every thrust hit just right. “Fuck, you feel so good,” Ben groaned as he drove into me harder and faster.

“Come for us, Lauren,” Jack murmured. “We want to feel you come.”

The combination of Ben’s hard, deep thrusts and Jack’s mouth and fingers was overwhelming. My body tensed, the pleasure building to a crescendo until it finally exploded. I cried out, my pussy clenching around Ben’s cock as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me. My whole body shook, my thighs trembling as Ben kept pounding into me, riding me through the climax.

“Fuck, that’s so hot,” Ben groaned, his pace never faltering. Jack kissed me deeply, swallowing my gasps as my body slowly came down from the high, my heart racing and my skin flushed.

I felt Ben start to slow, his eyes meeting Jack’s. “Your turn,” he said with a grin, pulling out of me and leaving me gaping and aching for more. Jack shifted over, his cock thick and throbbing as he positioned himself between my legs. His hands were firm yet gentle, steadying my hips as he lined himself up. I was still trembling from my last orgasm, my body hypersensitive and craving more.

He pushed into me in one slow, smooth thrust, his big cock stretching me open. The fullness was overwhelming, and I let out a moan, my hands gripping his ass as he entered me. He paused for a moment before he began to move. His thrusts were slow at first, deep, deliberate, and hard, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me.

I turned to find Ben’s cock near my face. I wrapped a hand around it, guiding it to my mouth and taking it deep inside. Ben began to thrust his hips, fucking my mouth while Jack fucked my cunt.

The dual sensations were amazing. Jack’s cock slammed into me, his pace now relentless, his strong arms supporting himself above me. I could feel my orgasm building again, the pressure mounting, and a cry leaving my lips with every stroke.

“You’re so fucking tight, Lauren. I can feel you getting close,” panted Jack.

The words sent me over the edge. My body tensed, my back arching again as the orgasm hit me like a tidal wave. I moaned around Ben’s cock, my cries muffled as I came hard, my pussy clenching tightly around Jack, milking him with every spasm.

Jack pulled out of me, leaving me breathless and trembling on the bed. His hard cock stood upright, covered in my sticky white essence.

"My turn," Ben announced. He helped me turn over onto my hands and knees, his hands sliding over my hips to position me just how he wanted: face down and ass in the air.

Jack moved to stand by the bed, his cock glistening with my wetness and inches from my face. “Clean off the mess you’ve made,” he smirked at me.

I ran my tongue up the length of his cock, tasting my release on him. At the same moment, Ben slid into my swollen cunt from behind. The stretch felt wonderful, his cock filling me in a way that made my head spin. Then, his hands on my hips, he began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, gradually picking up speed as he found his rhythm. The sound of his hips slapping against my ass filled the room, mingling with the moans spilling from my lips as I sucked Jack’s cock.

Behind me, Ben groaned, his thrusts growing harder, more urgent. His hands spread my cheeks apart, and I gasped as I felt the wet heat of his spit land on my ass. His thumb rubbed over the tight ring of muscle, applying gentle pressure. The sensation was new and thrilling, adding a whole new level of intensity.

“Relax,” Ben murmured as his thumb pressed into my ass. The stretch was different, a little uncomfortable at first, but the way his cock moved inside me, combined with the fullness from his thumb, quickly turned it into something incredibly pleasurable.

Jack’s grip on my hair tightened, and he began to thrust gently into my mouth, his cock sliding deeper with every movement. “You’re so fucking good at this,” he said. The praise made my pussy clench around Ben.

I was completely lost in the sensation, my body caught between the two of them, the pleasure building to an almost unbearable level. I could feel another orgasm coiling in my core, ready to explode at any moment. Ben’s cock slammed into me, his thumb deep in my ass.

Jack pulled out of my mouth briefly, letting me gasp for air. “Look at you,” he said. “Taking us both like the perfect little slut you are.”

Ben pulled out of my pussy, leaving me feeling momentarily empty and gaping. Then he removed his thumb. I glanced over my shoulder, trying to see what he was up to, but before I could speak, I felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against my tight rear entrance.

“Oh my god,” I whispered.

“Relax,” Ben murmured. “You’re going to love this.”

With that, he pushed forward, his cock slowly stretching my ass open. The sensation was intense, an overwhelming fullness that stole the breath from my lungs. “Fuck!” I cried, my voice breathless as he sank deeper inside me.

“Good girl,” Jack said. “You’re taking it so well.”

Ben paused once he was fully inside, giving me a moment to adjust. The initial sting began to fade, replaced by an intense, almost indescribable pleasure.

“You feel so fucking tight,” Ben groaned. Slowly, he began to move, his thrusts shallow and careful at first, then gradually deeper as I relaxed around him. The fullness was overwhelming, and every movement sent a jolt of pleasure radiating through my body. It was too intense for me to suck Jack now; all I could do was hold onto his cock for dear life.

My body was on fire, every nerve ending alive with sensation. Ben’s hands gripped me tighter, pulling me back onto his cock with every thrust, while Jack’s praises spurred me on. The pressure inside me built rapidly, my body teetering on the edge. My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, my body convulsing as I cried out in bliss.

I collapsed onto the bed, panting heavily, every inch of my body tingling with the aftershocks of pleasure. Jack got me some water, and I looked at him gratefully as they gave me a few moments to rest. But they weren’t finished with me yet.

“Do you think you can take us both at the same time?” asked Jack with a smirk.

I nodded, my heart already pounding in my chest again. “I’ll try,” I said. “I’ve… never done anything like that before.”

“Just relax,” he said. “You’ll do great. Now get on top of Ben.”

Ben was already lying back on the bed, his cock hard and waiting. I climbed onto his lap, feeling his cock brushing against my soaked folds. I lowered myself slowly, moaning softly as he slid inside me. The stretch was delicious, and I took a moment to adjust, placing my hands on his chest for support. His hands settled on my hips, guiding my movements as I began to rock gently.

“Good girl,” Jack said, his voice sending a fresh wave of heat through me. He moved behind me, his hands running over my back and down to my ass.

I felt Jack’s fingers at my rear entrance, spreading me open as he rubbed lube onto my sensitive skin. He worked me slowly, sliding one, then two fingers inside to prepare me. The sensation was intense as he stretched me further, his other hand rubbing my lower back soothingly.

“That’s it,” Jack murmured. “You’re doing so well.”

Ben’s hands tightened on my hips as he thrust up into me, the movement making me gasp. I felt Jack’s cock pressing against my ass, and I tensed for a moment before forcing myself to relax. Slowly, he pushed in, the stretch almost overwhelming as he entered me inch by inch.

“Fuck,” I breathed, my head falling forward against Ben’s chest.

“Are you okay?” Jack asked, pausing to give me a moment to adjust.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Don’t stop.”

Jack began to move, slow and steady, his cock filling me completely. The sensation of being taken by both of them at once was indescribable, every thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. I’d never felt so full before, and I loved it.

Ben matched Jack’s rhythm as they drove me closer and closer to the edge. The room was filled with the sound of our moans and the slap of skin against skin. My body felt like it was on fire, every nerve ending alive with sensation. Jack leaned over me, his hands sliding up my sides to cup my breasts, teasing my nipples as he thrust harder. Ben’s hands roamed my hips and thighs, pulling me down onto him with every stroke.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Jack growled.

I couldn’t hold back any longer. The pressure built until it burst, my orgasm tearing through me with a force that left me shaking and crying out. I felt so lightheaded I almost passed out. My muscles clenched around both of them, drawing groans from their lips as they continued to fuck me through the waves of pleasure.

Jack’s thrusts grew erratic as he reached his limit. I felt him spilling his cum deep inside my ass with a deep groan. Ben wasn’t far behind, his body tensing as he came, filling my cunt with his release. They held me between them, their hands gentle now, stroking my back and hips as we all caught our breath.

When they finally pulled away, I collapsed onto the bed, completely spent but utterly satisfied. Cum poured from my ass and pussy, running down my thighs onto the bed. Jack lay beside me on one side, brushing a strand of hair from my face. Ben lay on the other side, his hands stroking me gently.

We lay there for a few moments, the three of us tangled in a sweaty mess of limbs and spent desire. Eventually, I knew they’d have to leave, and reality would come crashing back. But for now, I let myself enjoy the moment, their warmth beside me, the faint scent of sex in the air, and the knowledge that I’d just done something I’d never forget.

THE END
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Chapter One




“Do we really have to go to this barbecue?” I asked James with a sigh. I squashed my full breasts into the cups of my bra and fastened it behind my back. I looked at myself in the full-length mirror. Not bad for mid-thirties, I thought, as I ran my fingers over my stomach, only a little bit more of a bulge than I had ten years ago.

“What’s wrong with the Warners?” replied James, watching me impassively from the bed. “And you know we have to go, Chad’s a senior partner in my firm, we can’t just turn the offer down.”

I turned to James, still in my underwear and feeling sexy. “They’re probably boring like the rest of your colleagues,” I said. “There are a lot more fun things I’d rather be doing.”

I padded over to the bed. James was already dressed and ready to go in a smart polo neck and trousers. He was fit and strong, and I still fancied him, even after all these years of marriage. The only problem was that he worked too much and seemed to have no interest in me sexually anymore.

I jumped on top of him, straddling his lap and grinding my pussy against his crotch. I started to stroke my body, running my hands over my curves and then slipping one hand into my panties. I let out a moan as I touched my clit, my head going back and my long hair flowing. God, I felt sexy.

James pushed me off, “Not now, Lauren,” he sighed, standing up. “Hurry up and put some clothes on, we’re going to be late.”

I lay back on the bed, letting out a frustrated groan. Why wouldn’t he fuck me? I’d had to resort to fucking other people. The fire that burned within me had driven me to have encounters with several men now, and even a threesome with another woman. Only last week I’d seduced two fit college boys I’d met in the library and had them both at the same time. I didn’t feel guilty. If James wouldn’t meet my needs, then I had no option but to find other people who would.

“Come on, Lauren, hurry up,” said James again, throwing my dress at me.

The summer sun blazed down as we arrived at the Warners’ sprawling garden. At least a hundred people milled around, balancing plates of food and glasses of wine. The smoky scent of grilled meat wafted through the air, and I could hear the clinking of glasses and bursts of polite laughter. I wasn’t thrilled about being here, but I plastered on a smile and followed James to find our hosts.

We spotted Chad at the barbecue, flipping steaks with the air of a man who took grilling far too seriously. His face was flushed from the heat, and his laughter boomed over the chatter as he joked with a few nearby guests. James steered us toward him, but before we got close, a voice stopped us.

“Oh, you must be James and Lauren!”

I turned and was met with Dani, Chad’s wife. She was a stunning woman with masses of bleach-blonde hair, ten years younger than Chad. She was wearing a slinky sundress that clung to every curve, the neckline plunging so daringly low that I was surprised not to see a hint of nipple. Her tanned skin glowed, and she gave us a huge, warm smile. She had an air of effortless confidence, the kind of woman who could disarm you with a single glance.

“Welcome! I’m Dani,” she said, reaching out to take the bottle of wine James had brought. “Oh, how lovely! My favourite.” Her tone was warm, but her eyes were fixed on me.

“Thanks for having us,” James said, his attention already drifting back towards Chad at the grill.

“Chad didn’t tell me that your wife was so beautiful,” she told James.

“Mmm,” replied James, not exactly agreeing and making me scowl at him.

She moved closer and kissed me on both cheeks. I could feel her breasts pressed up against mine for just a second longer than was strictly necessary. I had a strange feeling she was flirting with me, and I couldn’t help but feel a flush creep up my neck.

“We’re happy to be here,” I said, suddenly feeling like it might actually be true.

“Well, I hope you’ll find it worth your while,” she said with a wink. Her voice dropped slightly, just for me. “You really do look stunning, by the way. That dress is incredible.”

I laughed nervously, smoothing the fabric over my hips. “Oh, thank you. You look amazing yourself.”

Her smile widened, and she leaned in as if sharing a secret. “You’re sweet. But let’s be honest, I dressed for a little attention today.” She hefted her generous breasts in both hands to emphasize the point. “If you need anything, anything at all, don’t hesitate to ask. And I want to have a nice long chat with you later.”

Before I could respond, Chad’s booming voice called out, “Dani, love! We’re short on plates over here!”

She rolled her eyes dramatically but grinned. “Duty calls,” she said, and sauntered off to the house, her hips swaying as she walked.

James clapped Chad on the shoulder as we approached the grill. Chad turned, a spatula in one hand and a beer in the other, his face lighting up.

“James, good to see you!” Chad boomed. “And you must be Lauren. Welcome to our little shindig!” He flashed me a broad grin before turning back to the sizzling steaks.

“Thanks for having us,” James said. “Looks like you’ve got quite the setup here.”

They dove straight into shop talk. James asked about a recent project at work, and Chad launched into a lengthy explanation about something involving margins and client portfolios as he waved the spatula around. I smiled politely, nodding occasionally, but my mind started to drift.

Chad was quite a handsome man, thicker set than James, his strong neck muscles giving the impression that he didn’t have much of a neck. But his arms bulged so much that his t-shirt was stretched tight around them, looking like it would burst at any moment. He was a bit older than us, but the fact that he had such a young and sexy wife made me imagine that he must be great in bed. I decided I really fancied him.

Luckily, Dani reappeared with a glass of champagne for me and a beer for James. Dani handed me the champagne with a dazzling smile. “Here you go, Lauren,” she said warmly, her eyes lingering on mine for just a second too long.

“Thank you,” I said, taking a sip.

“Oh, Chad, I forgot the plates again,” Dani laughed, rolling her eyes, then turned back to me. “Lauren, would you mind giving me a hand? It’s chaos here.”

“Of course,” I said, a little too eagerly. Anything to escape the endless talk of client accounts. I shot James a glance, but he was already nodding at Chad’s latest point, thoroughly absorbed.

Dani led the way, her hips swaying in her short skirt, and I couldn’t help but admire her figure as I followed her across the garden. Once inside the cool, stylish kitchen, she let out an exaggerated sigh of relief. A few other people were milling around there.

“Men and their business talk,” she said, setting her empty glass on the counter. “I swear, if I have to hear one more word about quarterly projections, I’ll scream.”

I laughed. “I know exactly what you mean. James can go on for hours.”

She leaned against the counter, crossing her arms under her chest, which only emphasized her full, round breasts and made me worried they were actually going to fall out of her dress. “Well, I’m glad I rescued you. It can be much more fun in here anyway.”

I felt my cheeks flush. “I bet,” I replied.

She grinned, stepping closer to a cupboard and pulling out a stack of plates. She turned to a young woman nearby. “Patty, can you take these out to Chad, please?” she said, passing her the plates. Patty didn’t look thrilled, but nodded and headed out through the patio doors.

“Anyway, you must come and see what we’ve done to the master bedroom,” said Dani, taking my hand. “The workmen only just finished in time for the party.”


Chapter Two




Dani led me into the master bedroom, and I couldn’t help but marvel at the space. It was vast, with clean lines and modern decor. But what caught my attention immediately was the bed, a massive king-size, with crisp white linens and a scattering of plush pillows.

“Wow, what a big bed,” I said.

Dani turned back to me, grinning. “Oh yes,” she said. “It’s useful when we have… guests.”

Her words hung in the air, charged with suggestion. My heart thudded in my chest, and I swallowed hard, not quite sure how to respond. Was she flirting? Testing the waters? Or was my imagination running wild again?

I didn’t have to wonder for long. Dani strode confidently to a door on the far side of the room. “Come and see what they did to the ensuite,” she said, disappearing inside without waiting for me to reply.

I followed her, acutely aware of the tension simmering between us. The bathroom was stunning. A huge walk-in shower dominated one wall. In the corner, a hot tub sat invitingly, its smooth edges catching the soft light from the oversized mirror. The entire room was tiled floor-to-ceiling in marble, the cool grey veins running through the white stone giving it a feeling of an expensive hotel.

I tried to ignore the long line of vibrators and dildos arrayed along the top of a dresser by the door.

“Wow,” I breathed, running my fingers along the cool countertop. “This is incredible.”

“Isn’t it?” Dani said, stepping closer to me. “It’s my favorite part of the house.”

I glanced at her, and she was watching me, her expression unreadable but intense. She closed the space between us.

Her voice was softer now, almost a whisper. “You know, Lauren, I noticed you as soon as you arrived. You’re so… beautiful.”

My cheeks flushed. “Dani, I…”

Before I could finish, she leaned in, her hands lightly resting on my waist. Her soft lips brushed against mine, sending a jolt of electricity through me. I froze for a moment, stunned, but then my body responded. I kissed her back, my lips parting as hers pressed more firmly against mine.

Her hands reached up to touch my face as the kiss deepened. I felt her warm body press against mine, her huge breasts squashing against mine. My knees went weak. When she pulled back slightly, her eyes searched mine. “I hope I didn’t misread the signals,” she said softly.

“No,” I whispered. “You didn’t.”

Dani’s eyes darkened with lust, her smirk widening as she dropped gracefully to her knees in front of me. The sight alone sent a fresh wave of heat through me, and I had to reach out to steady myself against the cool marble counter. Her hands slid slowly up my thighs, her touch firm and confident as she nudged the hem of my dress higher.

She gripped my panties and pulled them down until they dropped to the floor. I was panting with desire and soaking wet. She gently lifted one leg, moving underneath and kissing my mound. I gasped, aching with arousal.

She found my clit with a flick of her tongue, circling it with just the right amount of pressure, and I cried out, my hands flying to her blonde hair. It was silky beneath my fingers, and I clutched it instinctively, urging her closer. I couldn’t stop the moans spilling from my lips, the pleasure so intense it felt almost unbearable. She slipped a finger inside me, curling it perfectly to hit that spot that made my toes curl. I arched against her mouth, completely lost in the sensation.

Dani glanced up at me, her eyes locking with mine as she added a second finger, pumping them in and out while her tongue worked on my pussy. My breath came in short, sharp gasps, my body climbing higher and higher until…

“Oh, fuck!” I cried as the orgasm hit me, shuddering through every inch of my body. My thighs clamped around her head as wave after wave of ecstasy rolled over me, leaving me trembling and weak.

Dani pulled back slowly, her lips glistening with my essence as she rose to her feet. She grinned at me, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “You taste even better than I imagined,” she said.

Dani grabbed my hand and led me back to the bedroom. As we crossed the plush carpet, she reached beneath her dress and slid her panties down, stepping out of them effortlessly as she walked.

When she reached the bed, she climbed onto it, dropping to all fours. She arched her back, her head resting on the soft duvet, while her ass was raised high in the air. The sight took my breath away. Her completely shaved pussy was on full display, wet and inviting, and her tight, perfect asshole peeked out just above it. She gave a playful wiggle of her hips, her laughter light and teasing.

“It’s your turn to eat me,” she giggled, glancing over her shoulder with a mischievous smirk.

I joined her on the bed, my hands caressing the smooth, round curves of her ass. I spread her cheeks apart gently, and her pussy gaped open, glistening, wet, and pink inside. Lowering myself between her legs, I pressed a soft kiss to the delicate skin of her inner thigh, just teasing her for a moment. Dani groaned in frustration.

I leaned in, my tongue flicking out to taste her. She was warm and slick, her flavor intoxicating. I started slowly, trailing my tongue along her folds, savoring every reaction. I pushed my tongue as deep inside her cunt as I could, tasting and exploring her. Her body quivered under my touch, and she let out a soft moan, her head pressing further into the duvet.

I licked her again, this time focusing on her clit, circling it with gentle pressure before sucking it lightly between my lips. Dani cried out, her hips jerking against me. Her hands gripped the sheets tightly, and she pushed back, grinding herself into my face.

Encouraged, I slipped a finger inside her, feeling her heat and how wet she was. I moved it slowly at first, then added a second, curling them to find that perfect spot. Her moans grew louder, her breaths shorter, as her body tightened around my fingers.

Her ass looked so inviting, I couldn’t resist burying my tongue between her cheeks and licking her as I finger-fucked her. She let out a surprised gasp, and then a deep moan of pleasure. Her hips began to move erratically, her cries filling the room as she approached her climax. I didn’t let up, exploring the tight muscles around her rear entrance while I thrust my fingers deep inside her.

Suddenly, she tensed beneath me, her whole body shaking as her orgasm ripped through her. She screamed into the duvet, her thighs trembling against my face as I licked her through every wave of pleasure.

When she finally collapsed forward, panting, I sat back on my heels, my face flushed and my own arousal throbbing between my legs. Dani turned her head to look at me, her expression dazed. “God, you’re good at that,” she panted. “I’m going to have to introduce you properly to Chad.”

I stood up, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “So you and Chad… swing?” I asked.

“Oh yes, and we just love seducing naughty married women together,” she said with a smirk, looking for her panties. “But we'd better get back to the party before we’re missed.”


Chapter Three




After a few hours and more than a few glasses of wine, I found myself actually starting to enjoy the party. Dani’s friends weren’t what I’d expected; they were loud, brash, and full of cheeky energy that was infectious. They told dirty jokes, teased each other mercilessly, and seemed to have no filter when it came to discussing their sex lives. I hadn’t laughed so much in ages.

Dani was the life of the party, flitting between groups with her bright laugh and quick wit. She made everyone feel welcome, and it was easy to see why her friends adored her. Now and then, she’d stop by my side, brushing her hand lightly on my arm.

When the barbecue was finished, Chad worked the party well as the perfect host. He worked the crowd effortlessly, making sure everyone had a drink in hand and was enjoying themselves. His deep laugh boomed across the garden as he swapped stories with the other men and flirted with the women.

James, of course, was nowhere to be found. He’d been sucked into a corner of the garden with his colleagues, their heads bent together in what looked like a serious discussion about work. It was typical of him; always so focused on his job, even at a party. I glanced over at him a few times, hoping he might join me, but he barely looked up. I felt a pang of frustration but pushed it aside, determined not to let it ruin my fun.

As the sun began to dip below the horizon and the fairy lights strung around the garden cast a soft glow, Chad appeared out of nowhere, holding a fresh glass of wine for me. “You looked like you could use a top-up,” he said, handing it over with a grin.

“Thanks,” I said, taking the glass and raising it to my lips. “You’re a very attentive host.”

“I try,” he replied, pulling a chair closer to mine and sitting down. Up close, his presence was even more imposing. “You’re having a good time, I hope?”

“Actually, I am,” I admitted, swirling the wine in my glass. “Dani’s friends are... lively.”

He laughed. “That’s one way to put it.”

Chad tilted his head, studying me. “From what I hear, you’re the kind of woman who knows how to have a good time, too.”

I froze, my stomach flipping. Had she told him? My cheeks burned as my heart hammered in my chest. “Oh?” I managed, keeping my tone light, though my voice wavered slightly.

“Dani mentioned you two had a little... chat earlier,” he smirked.

“She told you?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

“She tells me everything.”

I couldn’t stop thinking about what she’d told me about them swinging together. I imagined Chad fucking some women on a bed filled with other couples, and I knew my panties were getting wet again. I looked around; there was no one within earshot.

“Would you like a little chat with me, too?” I asked. My heart was pounding so much I wondered if it would burst out of my chest.

Chad grinned, as if he had been expecting that all along. “Meet you in the master bedroom in five minutes.” Then he moved off, engaging another small group of people in conversation and making them laugh.

I headed back into the house and went to the bathroom, touching up my makeup and looking at myself in the mirror. This would be my most daring affair yet, hooking up with James’s colleague while James was in the garden. Just the idea was making me so turned on I could hardly think straight.

I made my way through the dark part of the house to the master bedroom, which was empty. I sat on the end of the bed. Suddenly, I changed my mind. This was stupid, too risky. I stood up to leave, and Chad was in the doorway. God, he was sexy. His huge shoulders and arms pushed any thoughts of leaving out of my head.

He swept me up in his strong arms, his mouth on mine, gentle yet commanding. He kissed me, his tongue in my mouth and his rough stubble brushing against my face. I melted for him, my cunt absolutely aching to be touched.

He lay me on the bed, one hand reaching up under my dress and pulling down my panties. His gaze locked with mine as his hand moved between my legs, running over the hair on my mound and then parting my folds. His touch was electric, igniting every nerve ending as his fingers found my wetness. He groaned softly, a sound that sent shivers down my spine. “God, you’re wet,” he whispered.

“I need you to fuck me,” I replied, already panting with desire.

I gasped as his fingers slipped inside me, slow and deliberate, curling to find that spot that made my toes curl. His thumb brushed my clit in firm, teasing circles, sending bolts of pleasure coursing through me. My head fell back against the pillows, a moan escaping my lips as his touch built me higher and higher.

Chad’s free hand gripped my wrists, lifting my hands above my head and holding them down firmly against the bed. His fingers curled inside me, pressing against my G-spot and sending bursts of pleasure through my whole body. I surrendered to him as he coaxed me higher and higher, unable to move as he pinned me to the bed, except to squirm my hips.

It didn’t take long until I came, a loud cry escaping my lips as my body shook, powerful waves of pleasure rushing through me. And then it happened, an unstoppable flood as I squirted, soaking my thighs, the sheets, and Chad’s hand.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his tone thick with arousal as he pulled his fingers away and licked them.

“Fuck me,” I begged again, my body trembling.

Chad knelt up, quickly unbuckling his belt and pulling his pants down just enough to free his cock. It sprang out, hard and proud. Fuck he was big, with a pronounced upward curve. He gave it a couple of strokes as he admired my gaping pussy, the hair around my entrance wet and matted.

With one smooth motion, Chad lifted my legs, pinning them back against my shoulders. The angle left me completely exposed to him, and his cock teased my entrance, sliding through my slick folds before pressing against my opening. He pushed inside, slow at first, letting me feel every inch as he stretched me open. The delicious stretch gave way to fullness as he sank deeper, the curve of his cock pressing perfectly against every sensitive spot inside me. I gasped, my hands gripping the sheets above my head as he filled me completely.

Chad’s thrusts began firm and steady, each one sending jolts of pleasure coursing through me. His hips moved with purpose, his balls slapping against my ass with every deep, deliberate stroke. My legs pinned back against my shoulders gave him the perfect angle to hit spots I didn’t even know existed, and the pressure built rapidly, a tight coil in my core threatening to snap.

“Fuck, Chad,” I moaned, my voice breaking as he quickened his pace, the bed creaking beneath us. His strong hands gripped my thighs, holding me exactly where he wanted me, his dominance making my arousal spiral out of control.

He growled, his thrusts growing harder, deeper, each one pushing me closer to another release. My body arched beneath him, every nerve alight as I surrendered completely to him. I could feel another orgasm building, the tension almost unbearable. Chad leaned down, pressing my legs even further back as his cock drove into me with relentless force, his grunts and groans spurring me on.

“Chad, I’m gonna… fuck!” I cried out as the coil inside me snapped, another powerful orgasm ripping through me. My cunt clenched around him, pulling him deeper, my entire body shaking as the pleasure consumed me.

Suddenly, he pulled out, and his cock exploded with cum all over my pussy, thick load after load, covering my mound and running down my folds. I reached out, stroking his throbbing cock and teasing out every last drop. Finally, he collapsed next to me on the bed, breathing hard.

“What the fuck is going on here!” came a voice from the doorway.

My stomach dropped, panic gripping me for a split second until I saw Dani leaning against the frame, a huge smirk on her face. Relief flooded me as I sank back onto the bed.

She sauntered over to the bed. “Look at the mess you’ve made on her,” she giggled, dipping a finger in his cum and scooping it up. She looked at it on her finger before putting her finger in her mouth and licking it off.

Dani reached down to the hem of her dress and pulled it off over her head. Then she unhooked her bra and dropped her panties to the floor. Completely naked, she crawled onto the bed and wrapped her hand around Chad’s cock. He was still hard. She licked all the way up his shaft, licking up the cum that was still dripping down it.

She turned to me, “Are you going to take your clothes off and help me, or not?” she asked.

I laughed, “I didn’t know there would be another round,” I said, struggling out of my dress and taking off my bra. I joined her at Chad’s cock. He lay back and closed his eyes as the two of us sucked and licked him all over, giving him the full treatment.

Chad groaned, his hands gripping the sheets tightly. “Fuck, this is incredible,” he muttered, groaning with pleasure. Chad’s breathing grew heavier, his groans louder. “Fuck, you two are going to kill me,” he said, his head falling back against the pillows.

Dani giggled, climbing onto him and positioning his cock between her folds. “Oh, we’re just getting started.” She sank down onto him, her lips stretched tight around his thick shaft. She started to ride him, rocking her hips back and forth. Her large breasts bounced and swayed, slapping together as she fucked herself on him. She threw her head back, letting out a loud moan with every thrust.

I moved to her, one hand stroking the curve of her ass and feeling her move on him, the other going between her legs to her shaved mound. I found her clit and started to circle it, making her moan even louder. It didn’t take long before she came completely undone, an intense orgasm making her chest and neck flush and her whole body shake.

Dani collapsed onto the bed. “Your turn,” she told me.

I climbed onto Chad in her place, gripping his cock and guiding it between my legs. It was still slick from Dani, her essence mixing with mine as I sank down onto him. The stretch was delicious, his thick shaft filling me completely, hitting all the right spots as I settled into a rhythm. I started to ride him, my hips grinding down and then lifting, over and over, my full breasts bouncing wildly with every movement.

Dani watched for a bit, her eyes shining, but soon she straddled Chad’s face. She reached down, spreading herself open before grinding her dripping pussy down onto his eager mouth. I could see Chad’s tongue darting out between her folds, lapping at her clit with an intensity that made Dani gasp and grab hold of my shoulders for support. Her hips rocked against his face, her moans mingling with my own as I rode him harder, feeling his cock hit deeper with every thrust.

The room was filled with the sounds of our pleasure: the wet noises of his tongue working her, the rhythmic slap of my ass against his thighs, and our shared cries and moans. I felt so sexy, the air thick with the scent of sex.

We all fucked like that for a while, the room full of our moaning and groaning. Dani’s head tipped back, her hands gripping me tightly as her orgasm overtook her. “Oh fuck, yes!” she cried out, grinding down hard against Chad’s face as she came, her thighs trembling on either side of his head.

Her release pushed me over the edge, too. My movements became erratic as I felt the climax surge through me. “Oh god, I’m coming!” I gasped, my cunt tightening and clenching around Chad’s rock-hard cock, milking him as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me.

Dani slid off his face, collapsing beside us on the bed, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. But I wasn’t done yet. I leaned forward, placing my hands on Chad’s chest for leverage, and started to move again. His hands gripped my hips, helping me ride him faster, deeper.

But he wanted control back. He suddenly flipped me over onto my back and started pounding me even harder than before. The bed creaked beneath us as he fucked me relentlessly, his weight pressing me into the mattress in the most delicious way. Looking up, I could see us in the mirror on the ceiling, Chad’s large, muscled back and his firm ass pumping up and down as he fucked me.

But then my view was obscured as Dani straddled my face. I could feel the heat from her swollen and wet cunt as she lowered it onto me. My tongue flicked out, exploring her. I traced circles around her clit, savoring the way she gasped and bucked her hips against my face.

Her hands gripped the headboard as she ground herself onto me, her breathy moans urging me on. Meanwhile, Chad thrust into me with unrelenting force, his cock hitting all the right spots and driving me closer to the edge again.

I reached up, gripping Dani’s thighs as I buried my face deeper between her legs, sucking and licking her clit with more intensity. Her moans grew louder, her movements more frantic as her pleasure built. Suddenly, she was coming on my face, moaning and squirming as her cunt contracted.

At the same moment, Chad let out a loud groan. His pounding stopped, and he held himself deep inside my cunt. I felt his cock throb and then a delicious wet feeling as he released inside me, flooding my insides with his cum.

When he finally pulled out, there was a loud wet sound, and I felt cum pour out of me and run down my ass. Dani moved between my thighs, eagerly licking it up, her tongue caressing my tight asshole as she did so. I moaned with pleasure at the sensation, and that encouraged Dani to continue licking me there. I lifted my legs up to give her better access, and soon she was enthusiastically eating my ass.

She looked up at me, replacing her tongue with two fingers. Applying a bit of pressure, she penetrated me with them, stretching me open as I relaxed.

“Have you got another one in you?” she asked Chad. “It looks like our new friend likes it up the ass.”

Chad grinned, sitting up and stroking his cock. Incredibly, he was still hard. “I’m always hard for a bit of anal,” he smirked.

Moving between my legs, he pressed his cock against my tight rear entrance, still slick from his cum. Dani held my legs back and cheeks apart, opening me up for him as much as possible. Slowly, he applied pressure and slipped inside. His thick cock stretched me open more than I was expecting, and my ass gripped him tightly.

He started to thrust gently, building up gradually until he was all the way inside. I let out a loud moan with every thrust, feeling the incredible fullness and knowing it wouldn’t be long before I came again. He started fucking me harder, and Dani began to rub my clit. I came almost instantly, my ass clenching tightly around his shaft.

But he didn’t relent, he just kept fucking me, gradually building up his pace and depth. But when I came a second time, he couldn’t hold back any longer. With one last thrust, he buried himself deep in my ass and let out a loud groan, throwing his head back in relief as he came. I felt his cum flooding my ass, even as I still leaked his last load from my cunt.


Epilogue




Back at the party, I felt like a completely different person. Surely everyone must be able to tell how incredibly thoroughly I’d just been fucked, how my legs still trembled slightly, how my cheeks were flushed with the heat of what had happened, and how my cunt and ass were leaking cum into my panties. But outwardly, I knew I looked the same, calm and composed.

I spotted James standing by the drinks table, engrossed in conversation with one of his colleagues. His hands moved animatedly as he explained something, his face lighting up with enthusiasm. For a moment, I watched him, thinking how oblivious he was to what had just happened upstairs.

Taking a steadying breath, I walked over and slid my hand onto his arm. “Hi, honey,” I said sweetly.

“Hello Lauren,” he said. “Where have you been?”

“Oh,” I replied casually, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “Dani was showing me the house. She’s been such a great host, really friendly.”

“That’s great,” James said, looking pleased. “I’m glad you’ve had someone to talk to. I know these work events can be a bit dull for you.”

I smirked to myself, biting back a laugh. “They can be a little boring,” I admitted with an innocent shrug. “But I don’t mind. Dani’s been good company. Actually, she’s invited me to go to the gym with her sometime.”

“That’s nice,” James replied. “It’s good for you to have a friend.”

“Oh, I think she and I are going to get along very well,” I said as I sipped my wine.

I caught sight of Dani across the garden. She was laughing with a group of her friends, her eyes meeting mine for the briefest of moments. She shot me a knowing smile before she turned back to her conversation as though nothing had happened.

THE END
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Taken By My Trainer
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Chapter One




Ilooked at myself in the mirror, running my hands over the curve of my breasts in the tight sports bra. It squashed them across my chest, making them look large and firm. The neckline plunged low, very low, providing a great view of my cleavage, my long dark hair hanging down to frame it. The hem was just above my belly button, letting everyone see my toned stomach. I’d had my belly button pierced a few weeks ago and wore a little jeweled bar that I thought looked very sexy.

My fingers traced my curves down lower, over the swell of my hips. The tight gym shorts were very short, revealing most of my thighs. Between my legs, they were so tight there was a hint of camel toe. I turned and checked my ass over my shoulder. It was just large enough to draw admiring looks whenever I went out dressed like this. Without being big-headed, I felt pretty desirable.

Just then, my husband, James, came out of the ensuite shower. He was naked, drying himself with a towel as he strolled in. We were both in our early thirties, but he was just as fit, finding time to go to the gym three times a week. The only thing he couldn’t find time for was fucking me. His cock, a decent size, swung limply between his legs.

I took a step back, blocking his path, and he looked up at me. “Hi sexy,” I purred. I ran my hand along his side, trailing it down to his firm ass, giving it a playful squeeze as I pulled him closer. Standing on tiptoes, I kissed his neck, my lips lingering on his warm skin.

“Lauren,” he said, his tone impatient as he tried to sidestep me. “I don’t have time for this. I need to get ready for work.”

It was always the same story. He never had time. Never had time to touch me, to fuck me, to even notice how much effort I put into staying hot for him. The fire burning inside me felt like it would consume me if I didn’t do something.

I stepped in front of him again, refusing to let him brush me off. My hand slipped lower, wrapping around his soft cock. “You’ve got a few minutes,” I teased, giving him a gentle squeeze. “I’ll make it worth your while.”

His cock twitched slightly in my hand, but his eyes darted to the clock. “Lauren, seriously,” he said, exasperated.

Recently, I’d been taking it in the ass from my affair partners, and I wondered if it was something James would be interested in. We’d never tried it or even mentioned it before. I leaned close to his ear. “You can fuck me in the ass if you want,” I whispered, my hand working his dick.

His face screwed up in disgust. “God no,” he said. “What’s wrong with you lately, Lauren. That’s disgusting.”

I was suddenly angry. “Fuck you then,” I said, pulling away and grabbing my gym bag off the bed. “I’m going to the gym with Dani. And if you won’t fuck me, maybe I’ll fuck the gym instructor.”

“Don’t be so melodramatic,” laughed James, pulling on his boxers.

I stalked out of the bedroom, tying my hair up in a ponytail as I went. I’d teach him to laugh at me.

I adjusted her gym bag on my shoulder as I walked into the sleek, modern gym. This place was seriously expensive, but Dani could afford it. So could I, for that matter; James made a lot of money as a company director. He made so much that I didn’t have to work, although I had a part-time job at the city library just to get out of the house.

Dani was already waiting near the front desk, leaning against the counter in her impossibly tight leggings and a cropped top that barely contained her cleavage. Her blonde hair was tied in a high ponytail, and her lips broke into a wide smile as she spotted me.

“Finally!” Dani teased, pulling me into a quick hug. “You’re going to love this. My personal trainer, Jack, is amazing. And I mean amazing.” She emphasized the word with a wink, leaving little doubt about what she was implying. At her garden party last week, I’d ended up fucking both Dani and her husband, and I knew she shared my insatiable desires.

“Hello Dani,” I greeted her. “Where is he then?”

“Follow me, I’ll introduce you,” Dani said, grabbing my hand and pulling me toward the weight area.

Jack was hard to miss. He was by far the most striking man in the gym. African American and towering over most of the other patrons, his broad shoulders and chiseled arms stretched the fabric of his tank top. His skin was dark, and his black hair was short and effortlessly messy. As we approached, he was wiping down a bench press, his muscles flexing with every movement.

“Jack!” Dani called out. He turned, flashing a wide smile with perfect teeth that made my stomach flutter. Up close, he was even more intimidatingly handsome. His eyes, a dark brown, settled on me.

“Ah, this must be Lauren,” he grinned, his eyes taking my body in from top to bottom. Did he linger a moment on my chest?

“That’s right, my new gym buddy. Be nice to her, it’s her first time here.”

Jack extended his hand, and I shook it, feeling the strength in his grip, his hand so big that it swamped mine.

“Nice to meet you, Lauren,” he said. “Let’s get you inducted. Dani told me you’re not new to strength training?”

I nodded, “I normally go to a gym in the city,” I said, feeling myself flushing for no reason other than he was so… masculine.

“Perfect,” Jack said, motioning for us to follow him. “I’ll show you the equipment we have here.”

When he said “equipment”, Dani let out a little snort of laughter and glanced at his crotch. I followed her gaze and almost gasped out loud. His shorts were so tight that the outline of his cock was clearly visible. And holy fuck, it was big, curving down one leg in a long, thick arc. I felt my pussy start to ache with desire.

Jack took me through the safety information on each piece of equipment, his strong hands guiding me when necessary. Every time he touched me, it wasn’t inappropriate, but it sent bolts of lightning to my pussy. When I bent over, I imagined him looking at my mound in my tight gym shorts, or looking down my top, but I never caught him staring. By the end of the induction, I was so horny I could barely concentrate.

“Right then,” said Jack. “Time for your workout.”

An hour later, I was drenched with sweat. Dark patches had appeared on my back and under my arms, and there was a river of sweat running down my cleavage. I wiped my face with the towel Jack handed me. My muscles were burning, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath. Jack stood nearby, arms crossed, his shirt clinging to his sculpted chest in a way that made it hard to look anywhere else.

“You did really well today, Lauren,” he said, “You both did.” Dani looked just as sweaty and exhausted as me.

“Thanks. I’m going to be sore tomorrow, though,” I replied.

“That’s a good thing. Means you pushed yourself.”

I couldn’t help but notice the way he was looking at me. My stomach did a little flip, and I quickly busied myself with the towel, dabbing at the sweat on my chest. Dani sauntered over, completely unfazed by the grueling workout. Her ponytail swung as she grinned at me. “See? Told you he was the best.”


Chapter Two




We all paused to catch our breath. Jack stood with his hands on his hips, his tank top clinging to his sweat-slicked chest, his muscular frame rising and falling as he cooled down. Dani wiped her face with a towel, her cheeks flushed with effort.

“So, Jack,” she said casually, draping the towel over her shoulder, “how long till your next class?”

He glanced at the clock mounted on the wall. “About ten minutes. Why?”

Dani smirked. “Plenty of time.”

Before he could respond, she grabbed his hand and led him to a corner of the studio, tucked behind some unused mats and just out of sight of the glass doors. She turned to me, her smirk widening. “Coming, Lauren?”

My heart raced as I followed them. Jack seemed momentarily surprised but didn’t resist, leaning against the wall with an amused expression as Dani stepped closer. Dani dropped to her knees in front of him and peeled down his tight shorts, freeing his cock. It was big and black, semi-hard already, thick and glistening with sweat. It also had a slight downward curve. Dani gripped him firmly, stroking him as she licked her lips.

I hesitated, the sheer boldness of the situation making my pulse quicken. Dani turned to look at me. “Don’t be shy,” she said.

I knelt beside her, the wooden floor cool against my knees. Together, we worked on him, our hands and tongues exploring every inch of his length. Dani started at the tip, swirling her tongue around the head, while I kissed and licked along the shaft, tasting the saltiness of his sweat. His cock throbbed until it was rock hard, thick veins running down each side.

Jack groaned, his hands tangling in our hair as we alternated, Dani taking him into her mouth while I massaged his balls and kissed the base of his cock.

“Fuck, you two are something else,” Jack grinned.

Dani took him deep into her mouth, trying to get him in her throat. But he was too thick, and she gagged on it, spit running down her chin and onto her cleavage.

“Let me see your tits,” groaned Jack.

Dani reached up and pulled the stretchy material of her top down, her tits popping out. The neckline on mine was too small to do that, so I lifted my top, letting my heavy tits drop down.

Jack’s eyes lit up as he took in the sight of both of us, our big, sweaty tits exposed and bouncing slightly as we adjusted ourselves. “Fuck, you’re both perfect,” he said, his hands reaching down to grope us. His large hands cupped Dani’s breasts first, kneading them roughly as she continued to work his cock. She moaned around him, sending vibrations through his shaft. Then he shifted his attention to me, his fingers teasing my nipples until they hardened under his touch.

Dani pulled back with a gasp, a trail of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. “Your turn,” she said.

I leaned in, wrapping my lips around the swollen head, tasting the salty precum that had begun to drip. He was so thick that it stretched my jaw, but I was determined to take as much as I could. Slowly, I slid down his length, feeling the heat and the firmness of him pressing against the back of my throat.

Jack groaned, his hand tangling in my hair as he gently guided me. “That’s it, Lauren. Fuck, you’re so good at this.”

I gagged slightly as he hit my throat, pulling back to catch my breath before trying again. Dani giggled, running her hands over my back. “He’s a big one, isn’t he, babe?”

Switching places, Dani took over again, attempting to deep-throat him once more. She managed to get him a bit deeper this time, her throat working around him as Jack groaned loudly. He held her head, guiding her movements as she bobbed up and down.

I watched fascinated, aware that my arousal was pooling in my panties, before leaning in to lick and kiss his balls while Dani focused on his shaft. Jack’s hips moved slightly as he tried to fuck her mouth, his groans becoming more desperate.

“You two are going to make me come,” he panted.

We both leaned in, our tongues and lips working in unison along his length. One of us would take the tip into our mouths while the other kissed and licked along the shaft, our hands stroking the base in rhythm. Jack’s hands roamed over our bodies, squeezing our tits, caressing our shoulders, and occasionally pulling at our hair as we drove him closer to the edge.

Jack's groans deepened, his hips starting to jerk as he reached the edge. “Fuck, I’m coming,” Jack growled.

Dani pulled back just as the first spurt shot out, catching it on her cheek and the corner of her lips.

Jack took control, gripping his thick shaft and aiming it downward. The next hot stream splashed across Dani's breasts, glistening against her flushed skin. Then he shifted, guiding the pulsing head towards me. I held my tits up, pressing them together, and gasped as he painted my chest with his release.

He sprayed load after load onto our breasts, alternating between us. I couldn’t believe how much cum there was. "God, you’re both incredible," Jack groaned, his cock twitching as the last few drops dripped onto my cleavage. He gave a few more strokes, and Dani reached out with her tongue to lick up the last drops.

Sitting back on her heels, Dani laughed, running a finger through the warm mess on her chest before licking it clean. "Well, that’s one way to end a workout," she said.

I glanced down at myself, my breasts slick and glistening with his cum, and couldn’t help but laugh too. "Best gym session ever," I giggled, wiping a bit off and tasting it myself.

Jack leaned back against the wall, catching his breath. "You two are dangerous together," he smirked.

As we packed up our things and headed for the changing rooms, Dani leaned in close to me. “What do you think of Jack?” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the music thumping in the background.

“He’s... amazing,” I said, trying to sound casual.

Dani smirked. She pushed open the doors to the changing rooms and we went inside. “You know I’ve fucked him?”

“No?” I said, although I had suspected as much after what happened in the studio.

“He’s so good,” she purred, “He likes it rough and hard. You should give him a try.”

I desperately wanted to, and I was feeling incredibly horny. The changing rooms were open, and a few naked women stood around chatting or getting dressed. Dani gripped the hem of her top and pulled it off over her head, letting her huge breasts bounce free. I felt another rush of arousal between my sweaty thighs.

Dani dropped her shorts and panties to the floor, revealing her blonde bush without a care in the world. I decided to be brave too and stripped naked as well.

“Come on,” Dani said. “Let’s share a shower.”

She grabbed her towel, and I followed her, feeling both nervous and excited. The shower cubicles were private, each one large and paneled in wood, giving them a luxurious feeling. Dani chose one and pulled me inside with her, locking the door behind us.

She turned on the water and stepped under the spray. Warm droplets cascaded over her skin, glistening as they slid down her beautiful curves. She reached for me, pulling me under the water. Her fingers were firm yet gentle as she massaged the knots out of my muscles, and I felt myself relax under her touch. The steam surrounded us, and the space between us seemed to shrink. I couldn’t deny how good it felt to have her hands on me, the intimacy of it all sending shivers down my spine.

She squeezed some shower gel onto her fingers and started to wash the sweat away, her hands moving all over my body. They slid lower, over the curve of my hips, and then she pressed herself against me. Her lips found my neck, kissing softly at first, then with more urgency.

“You looked so hot during the workout,” she breathed against my ear, her hand cupping my breast, her thumb teasing my nipple. I gasped, my head tilting back as her fingers moved expertly, her touch sending waves of pleasure through me.

Then she pushed me aggressively up against the wall, her hand moving between my legs. She pushed two fingers deep inside me. I grabbed her ass, squeezing it tightly as waves of pleasure rushed through me. We kissed again, and she started to fuck my with her fingers. It wasn’t long before my climax hit me hard, a rush of heat and ecstasy that left me trembling. Dani held me as I came, her lips brushing against mine as I gasped for breath.

“Fuck,” I said, panting. “I needed that. Okay, your turn.”

She grinned, leaning back against the wall, her body glistening under the water. I dropped to my knees, my hands trailing up her thighs as I looked up at her. Her blonde curls were slicked back, and her blue eyes were dark with desire.

I kissed her inner thighs, my hands spreading her open, and she let out a soft sigh as my tongue found her. I loved the taste of her, and I lost myself in her pleasure, determined to make her feel as good as she had made me.

Her hands tangled in my wet hair, her hips moving against my mouth as her breath turned to moans. When she came, her cries filled the small cubicle, her body shaking as she leaned against the wall for support.

We finished washing each other, and then reluctantly stepped out of the shower, drying off and getting dressed. As I fastened up my bra, I quizzed Dani about Jack.

“So when do you… do it with him?” I asked.

“I have a weekly booking with him at my house,” she replied with a smirk. “It’s supposed to be an hour workout, but it’s usually a twenty-minute workout and forty minutes of him railing me.”

“Oh my god,” I said, feeling myself getting wet again at the thought, “That sounds amazing. I’m going to have to book a private session too.”

“You should, he’s expensive, but he’ll blow your mind,” she said. “Tell you what, though, you can gatecrash my session this week, it’s tomorrow, first thing. Trust me, he won’t mind.”

“Wow, you’re such a good friend,” I said gratefully.

“Yeah, well, I’ve got an ulterior motive,” she smirked.

“Oh?”

“I want to watch him take you,” she said bluntly, her words sending a shiver down my spine.


Chapter Three




The next morning, I arrived at Dani’s house feeling equal parts nervous and excited. Her home was stunning, with a spacious open-plan living area that led out to a sunlit patio with a pool, where Jack was already setting up some equipment. He wore a tight-fitting vest and even tighter shorts, his muscular body on full display. I could see the outline of his massive cock through the fabric, and my cheeks flushed as I tried not to stare.

“Right on time!” Dani greeted me, already dressed in a sports bra and shorts that left very little to the imagination. “Jack’s ready to put us through our paces.”

I nodded, trying to steady my breathing as we walked outside. Jack turned to face us, his smile both professional and flirtatious.

“Good morning, ladies,” he said. “Ready for a tough session?”

“Oh, we can handle it,” Dani replied with a smirk, glancing at me.

We started with some warm-ups, Jack guiding us through stretches and light cardio. His hands were all over us, adjusting our form under the guise of instruction. Dani and I were both loving it, pressing ourselves back against him whenever he touched us.

Then we did some cardio, with Jack once again driving us hard. Soon we were both sweating again, and I could feel the beads of sweat dripping down my chest between my breasts. At one point, Jack’s hand lingered on Dani’s hip, and she gave him a cheeky smile, reaching back to stroke him through his shorts. He smiled and paused, allowing her to touch him. I saw his cock start to twitch and grow even bigger.

Dani caught my gaze and winked. “Come here, Lauren,” she said. “Come and feel his ‘equipment.’”

I moved over to them and reached out, running my hand slowly over the outline of his giant dick. It twitched beneath my hand, semi-erect now. Dani knelt in front of him and pulled his shorts and underwear down in one go. His cock sprang free, quickly getting harder. It was so long and thick, uncut and with veins running down each side. Dani and I both wrapped a hand around it and stroked him together until he was rock hard.

I knelt beside Dani, our shoulders brushing as we both leaned in. I ran my tongue along his length, tasting him, while Dani took the tip into her mouth again. Jack groaned, his hands tangling in our hair as we worked together, our tongues and lips exploring every inch of his lovely cock.

My tongue flicked out to trace one of the thick veins running along his length, and I couldn’t help but let out a small moan as I tasted him. Beside me, Dani took him into her mouth again, her lips sliding over his swollen head. She bobbed her head back and forth, trying to get him as deep as possible, but he was just too large. I took a turn too, but couldn’t do any better.

“Right then,” said Dani, standing up, her hand still wrapped around his shaft. “I want to watch you take Lauren.”

I hesitated for a fraction of a second, caught between the overwhelming heat of the moment and my own insecurities. I became hyper-aware of the sweat dripping down my back, the dampness between my thighs, and the sheen on my skin from the intense workout. “I… maybe I should shower first,” I said, standing and pulling back slightly.

Jack gave me a look. “No,” he said, his voice commanding. “I like you like this.”

My cheeks flushed, but the way he said it, the intensity in his eyes, sent a jolt of arousal through me. He reached for the hem of my top, tugging it over my head in one swift motion. My sports bra followed, leaving my chest bare and my heavy breasts exposed. His gaze swept over me, appreciative and hungry.

He leaned in, his lips brushing against the sweat-slick skin of my collarbone. His tongue darted out, licking a bead of sweat as it trickled between my breasts. The sensation made me shiver, my nipples hardening instantly.

“Fuck, you taste amazing,” Jack growled, trailing kisses down to the valley of my breasts. His tongue traced the curve of one, then the other, lapping at the salty moisture. Dani watched, and I saw her slip a hand into her own gym shorts.

Jack’s mouth moved over my nipple, his tongue flicking out. He gave my breast a little nibble before sliding under my arm. I gasped as he licked the sensitive skin there, his hands holding me firmly in place. I’d never experienced anything like it, and it sent a fresh wave of heat pooling between my legs.

“See?” Dani said, laughing softly. “Told you he’s into everything.”

Jack pulled back just enough to meet my eyes. “I want you, Lauren. Right now.”

“Okay,” I whispered.

Dani grinned and stepped back, settling herself on the sunbed to watch. “I want a front-row seat for this.”

Jack slid his hands over my hips, his palms warm and firm as he hooked his fingers into the waistband of my shorts. Slowly, he tugged them down, letting them cling to my damp skin for just a moment before peeling them away.

His eyes roamed over my exposed body, lingering on the sheen of sweat on my inner thighs and the way my slick underwear clung to me. He leaned in, his lips pressing against the skin just above my waistband, then lower, tasting the salty moisture as he kissed down to the edge of my panties.

“You’re perfect,” Jack murmured. He pulled my soaked panties down, the fabric sticking slightly before coming free. His hands were everywhere, gripping my thighs, spreading me wide open. Dani sat back on the sunbed, her legs apart, and her hand was already moving between her legs, watching us intently.

I lay back on the workout bench, and he moved closer, his face inches from my skin. I expected him to go straight for my pussy, but instead, his tongue flicked out, running along the crease of my inner thigh where sweat had pooled. The sensation was electric, sending shivers through my entire body.

“God, you taste so fucking good,” he growled, his tongue tracing patterns up my thigh. His mouth found every drop of sweat, lapping it up as if he couldn’t get enough. When he reached the apex of my thighs, his breath was hot against my slick folds.

I moaned softly, my hands gripping the edge of the bench for support. He spread me wide open with his thumbs, his tongue diving in to taste me properly. The way he worked me, slow and deliberate, made me feel completely unraveled.

“She’s loving it, Jack,” Dani purred from her seat as she peeled off her own shorts and panties. Then she lay back, plunging two fingers deep inside herself.

Jack didn’t respond; he was too focused on devouring me. His tongue flicked over my clit, then dipped lower, exploring every inch of me. My thighs trembled around his head, and my hands moved to his strong shoulders, gripping them for stability. His mouth wrapped around my clit, and he sucked, sending pulses of pleasure through my whole body. I threw my head back, moaning loudly as he sucked and licked at me.

Suddenly, I was coming, gripping my own breasts tightly as waves of pleasure flowed through me, making my whole body shake with ecstasy.

“Now take her,” said Dani.

Jack moved between my legs, his big, black cock hovering over me before he guided it between my folds. I felt him spread me open, and then he thrust inside, stretching me more than I ever had been before.

Jack started to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, letting me adjust to his size. His hands gripped my hips tightly, pulling me back to meet him with every stroke.

“Fuck, Lauren,” he groaned. “You’re so tight.”

I moaned in response, unable to form words as pleasure consumed me. Behind us, Dani was frantically fingering herself. Jack’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming deeper and more forceful. He put his hand on my chest, almost around my neck, to hold me down. The sound of our bodies colliding drifted through the air. God, he was fucking me so hard, I could hardly catch my breath. My back arched instinctively, my body surrendering completely to him as he filled me over and over. Each stroke stretched me to my limits, sending shocks of pleasure rippling through me.

“Fuck, Jack!” I gasped, my fingers clawing at the edge of the bench.

Behind us, Dani’s moans grew louder, her movements frantic as she worked herself to the edge. I glanced over to see her kneeling on the floor, her fingers buried deep inside herself while her other hand pinched her nipple. Her eyes locked on where Jack and I were joined, her expression pure lust.

“You’re fucking her so good,” Dani purred. “Don’t stop, Jack. Make her scream.”

My thighs shook, and I could feel the pressure building deep inside me, threatening to spill over. I couldn’t hold back any longer. My climax hit me like a wave, crashing over me in intense, shuddering bursts. I cried out, my body clenching around Jack as the pleasure consumed me.

When my orgasm finally finished, Jack pulled out, leaving me gaping. “Turn over,” he ordered.

I did as I was told, getting on my hands and knees, my ass raised and exposed to him. His hands spread me wide, and his cock stretched me open once again as he slid it slowly inside. He started to fuck me, making me moan with every movement.

And then I felt his thumb brush against my rear entrance. Slowly, he pressed it inside my ass, his cock still thrusting into my cunt. His thumb was thick, and it stretched my ass open. I could feel the friction against his cock through my walls. It felt amazing, and I knew another orgasm wasn’t far away.

Then his other hand tangled in my hair, pulling my head back just enough to feel a burst of pain. But it was good pain, and it only made me more aroused. Jack’s grip on my hair tightened, pulling my head back until my back arched.

“You like that, don’t you?” he murmured, his thrusts deep and steady, each one making me moan louder.

“Yes,” I managed to gasp. “God, yes!”

His thrusts quickened, his hips slamming against me as his thumb continued to stretch me, adding to the overwhelming sensations.

“She’s taking your big cock so well, Jack,” Dani purred. “Make her come again.”

He pulled harder on my hair, lifting me so he could whisper in my ear. “Come for me,” he said.

His words, combined with the relentless pace of his thrusts and the way his thumb penetrated my tight rear entrance, sent me spiraling over the edge again. My orgasm ripped through me, even more intense than before, my entire body shaking as I screamed his name.

Jack pulled out of my trembling cunt, leaving me panting and limp. I barely had time to catch my breath before he spread my ass open with his fingers.

“You ready for this, Lauren?” he smirked.

I nodded, biting my lip, still dazed from the relentless pleasure he’d already given me. “Yes,” I whispered.

He leaned over me, one hand braced on the small of my back, the other guiding his thick cock to my tightest opening. I felt him spit on my ass, and then the blunt head of his dick pressed against me, stretching me inch by inch as he pushed forward. It hurt a little, but not unbearably; the pressure was intense but somehow deliciously satisfying.

“Relax,” said Dani, appearing at my side and stroking my back.

I exhaled deeply, trying to relax as Jack continued his careful entry, his cock filling me completely.

Finally, he was fully inside, his hips flush against my ass. He stayed still for a moment, letting me adjust, his hands gripping my hips to steady me.

“Fuck, your ass is so tight,” he groaned.

“That’s because your dick is so big, stupid,” laughed Dani.

When he began to move, it was slow and deliberate, each thrust making me moan as my body gradually accommodated him. The initial sting gave way to an intense, throbbing pleasure, each deep stroke sending shivers up my spine.

Jack’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more confident, and I couldn’t hold back my cries of pleasure. His cock stretched me completely, the curve of him hitting places I didn’t know could feel so good.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” Jack growled, his hand returning to my hair and pulling me back so my body arched. The new angle allowed him to go even deeper, and I whimpered, my hands clawing at the bench for support.

Dani slid onto the bench in front of me, her thighs spread. She reached out and grabbed my face, guiding me down to her pussy. I buried my face in it, savoring the sweaty scent and taste as Jack continued to take me hard from behind.

“He’s going to ruin you with his big cock, and you’re going to love it,” Dani purred. I sucked hard on her clit, and she moaned with pleasure.

Jack’s thrusts became harder. I couldn’t believe I was taking such a huge dick in my ass. The pleasure built rapidly again, and I felt myself spiraling towards another orgasm, my entire body trembling under his control.

The orgasm was unlike anything I’d ever experienced before, a raw, primal release that shook me to my core. My body convulsed around him, every muscle tensing as waves of pleasure crashed over me. My vision blurred, my mind blank except for the sensation of him filling me, taking me so completely. At the same time, I squirted, my release gushing out onto the bench as he fucked me through it.

Jack groaned behind me, his movements becoming erratic as my spasms milked his cock. I was a trembling, incoherent mess beneath him. Jack slammed into me one last time, burying himself to the hilt as his own climax overtook him. I felt the heat of him spilling inside me, his cock throbbing as he filled me. His hand loosened in my hair, and he gently eased me down onto the bench, his body still trembling from the force of his release.

I lay there panting, my limbs heavy and useless, completely overwhelmed by what had just happened. Dani stroked my back soothingly, her fingers tracing lazy patterns over my sweat-slicked skin.

“Wow,” she said with satisfaction. “I knew you’d love it.”

Jack pulled out slowly, and I winced at the emptiness that followed. He helped me up, his strong arms steadying me as I wobbled on shaky legs, and cum poured out and down my thighs.

Dani grinned, wrapping her arms around both of us. “Best workout ever, Lauren?”

THE END
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Chapter One




James and I drove through the big, iron gates and parked the car in one of the many spaces in front of the house. The place was massive, with wide steps leading up to a grand entrance flanked by tall columns. The grounds were expansive, with a stretch of woodland beyond the house and no other properties in sight.

"Wow," I said, taking it all in. "It’s as big as Dani’s house."

"Yep," James grinned. "And with my promotion, this is the kind of place we should be living in."

I placed my hand on his thigh, my mind wandering. Maybe all we needed was a change of scenery, a bigger house, and maybe, just maybe, he’d start sleeping with me more than once a month.

"I wonder what the bedrooms are like," I purred, rubbing his leg.

"We’ll find out when the realtor gets here," he replied, deliberately brushing off my flirting.

I tried to keep the mood light, leaning closer to him as I spoke, letting my fingers lightly trace the inside of his thigh. "I bet the bedrooms are huge. I’m imagining a big, comfortable bed, a mirror on the ceiling…”

James glanced at me, but his expression was distant, his eyes turned back to the house. “Why would you want a mirror on the ceiling? That’s just weird.”

“Dani and Chad have one,” I said. I pulled my hand away, feeling a little disappointed. He was always so focused on work and the next big thing, never really giving me the attention I needed.

“How do you know that?” he asked, looking my way again and narrowing his eyes.

I knew because I’d fucked them both in their bedroom at the same time, watching myself in the mirror above the bed as Chad had thrust his huge cock into me and Dani had sucked my nipples. But I couldn’t tell James that, obviously.

“Dani told me,” I shrugged.

“Well, she’s a slut,” he said dismissively.

“James!” I said, annoyed. “Don’t talk about my friend like that.”

I sat back in the car, crossing my arms and watching the time tick by. James was on his phone, no doubt handling work emails, completely oblivious to me. I let out a sigh, trying to ignore the frustration building inside me.

Finally, a sleek black car rolled up next to us, its engine purring as it came to a stop. The door opened, and out stepped a man. He was tall, well-built, his blonde hair slicked back, and a thick beard framed his strong jawline. He had a Scandinavian vibe, and I was instantly attracted to him. His sharp features were just rugged enough to be interesting, yet his tailored suit hinted at wealth and refinement. He looked like the kind of man who knew what he wanted and probably got it.

James got out of the car to shake his hand, introducing himself, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the realtor. He turned to me, his eyes scanning me with an assessing look. “Lauren, right?” he said smoothly, extending a hand. “I’m Magnus.”

I felt a flush rise to my cheeks as I shook it, the warmth of his hand and the firm grip sending an unexpected thrill through me. “Yes,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Nice to meet you.”

As the conversation continued, I noticed the way he glanced at me, just long enough for me to catch the interest in his eyes before he turned back to James. It was subtle, but it was enough to make my heart race just a little faster. I found myself straightening my glasses and checking if my ponytail was straight. I was dressed for work and wished I’d made more of an effort on my appearance today.

"So, what do you do, Lauren?" he asked as we walked up the steps to the house.

"I’m a librarian," I said with a small smile. "I love books. It's only part-time, but it gets me out of the house. I wouldn't trade it for anything."

"I had a feeling it would be something clever," he said as he unlocked the front door.

I couldn't help but blush at his comment, feeling the warmth spread across my face. It was a compliment that came with an undertone of flirting.

James, however, was looking around the entranceway, oblivious to the sexual tension. "This is great," he said absently.

As we moved through the living spaces, I couldn’t help but be drawn to the beauty of each room. The light poured in through large windows, bathing the polished wood floors in a warm glow.

"This place is massive," I murmured, admiring the kitchen as we passed. "I can already imagine cooking meals here."

James shot me a dismissive glance. "Yeah, sure, if you actually ever cooked instead of ordering take-out."

I frowned, but Magnus, walking ahead, gave me a reassuring smile.

We continued the tour, heading up the grand staircase to the master suite. The bedroom was spacious, with floor-to-ceiling windows and an expansive view of the grounds. But it was the ensuite bathroom that caught my attention. It was jaw-droppingly huge, tiled with marble, and featuring a deep freestanding tub. There was also a walk-in shower that looked big enough to host a small party.

I walked over to the shower, running my fingers along the smooth marble tiles. “This is amazing,” I said softly, feeling the excitement bubble inside me. “It’s big enough that the two of us could shower together.”

“And have to wait for you to spend ten minutes washing your hair?” said James. “I don’t think so.” His dismissiveness stung, but I didn’t let it show. Instead, I turned to Magnus with a smile.

"What do you think?" I asked.

Magnus’ eyes briefly flickered to James before focusing on me. "I think it's perfect for two," he said.

I blushed at his words, feeling a flutter in my chest. James, still unbothered, wandered off to look at something else in the bedroom, leaving me alone with Magnus.

“Any man would be crazy not to want to shower with you,” said Magnus quietly. Then, raising his voice so James could hear, he said. "We’ll head to the guest rooms next."

We finished looking at the house, and Magnus walked us to the car.

“Well, Lauren,” he said, “It’s been a pleasure showing you the house.”

I smiled. “Thank you, Magnus. It really is an amazing house. I’ll chat to James and let you know if we’re interested.”

He reached into his jacket pocket and handed me a sleek business card. “This is my personal cell phone number,” he said, keeping his voice low enough that only I could hear. “If you want to discuss anything, feel free to call me anytime. I’d be happy to help.”

I felt a rush of heat between my legs. I knew exactly what he meant.

James, still oblivious, walked over to the car, already heading for the driver’s seat. “Let’s go, Lauren,” he called, not sparing a glance in our direction.

I looked back at Magnus, who was still smiling at me. “Thanks again for everything,” I said, looking at him through my eyelashes.

“Of course,” he replied. His voice was soft but confident. “I meant it. Don’t hesitate to reach out. I look forward to hearing from you.”

I couldn’t stop thinking about Magnus. As soon as we got home, James went to his home office to go through his work emails. I decided to take a bath, but it soon turned into an hour-long masturbation session as I worked my way through all my toys, thinking first about the feeling of Magnus’s beard against my thighs as his tongue pleasured me, and then his big, hard cock as he railed me in every room of the house we’d seen.

When I finally put the toys down, my pussy was swollen and sore, and my legs were shaking and weak. I reached over to my purse by the side of the bath and pulled out Magnus’s card. I turned it over in my hands. There was no point in waiting. I picked up my phone and texted the number on the card. “Thanks for showing us the house, especially the shower for two.” I hesitated for a second and then added a wink emoji.

Almost immediately, he replied. “If you want to take another look, maybe try out the shower, let me know.”

My heart racing, I typed. “I’m actually in the bath right now.” Was that too forward? I deleted it. Then I typed it in again and hit send.

A second later, he replied. “Oh? I bet that’s a beautiful sight!” That was exactly what I had been hoping to hear. My heart pounding, I teased my nipples until they were hard again. Then I held my phone up at arm's length, pulled a sultry look, and snapped a photo of myself. I checked it; my large, full breasts were clearly exposed. Feeling sexy, I hit send before I could change my mind.

Magnus replied with “Wow” and loads of fire emojis.

I texted back, suggesting that I could have another look at the house tomorrow morning without my husband. Magnus set an appointment for ten.


Chapter Two




The next morning, I parked outside the sprawling house, my heart pounding. James had left for work early, leaving me free to meet Magnus without any explanations. Magnus was waiting by the front door, his broad frame looking impossibly confident in a tailored navy shirt and dark trousers. His beard was neatly groomed, and his warm smile greeted me like we’d known each other forever.

"Lauren," he said. "I’m glad you called. Come on in."

The house was just as impressive as I remembered, but it felt different without James trailing behind, offering his opinions. Magnus led me into the living area, where sunlight poured in through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting a soft glow on the polished wood floors.

“This space has so much potential,” Magnus said, gesturing to the high ceilings and open layout. “It could be perfect for entertaining or just… relaxing.”

I nodded, pretending to focus on the room, but my attention was entirely on him. His presence was magnetic, confident without being arrogant. He turned to face me, stepping closer. “But I’m guessing you didn’t just come back to look at the layout,” he said with a smile.

I felt a blush creep up my neck, but I forced myself to hold his gaze. “I wanted to see you,” I said, suddenly feeling nervous.

Magnus’s eyes darkened. He stepped closer, closing the distance between us in an instant. His hand cupped my jaw gently, tilting my face up to meet his gaze. He leaned in until his lips touched mine. The kiss was firm, unyielding, and it left no room for doubt. His other hand slid to the small of my back, pulling me tightly against him. I melted into him, my body responding instinctively to the intensity of his touch.

Magnus’s hand moved to my hair, gripping gently as he angled my head, deepening the kiss. I felt a strong rush of heat between my legs. My knees felt weak, and I clung to his shoulders to steady myself, his strength the only thing keeping me upright.

When he finally broke the kiss, I was breathless, my lips tingling. “Magnus…” I whispered, unsure of what I was going to say next. But he didn’t let me finish.

“Come here,” he said, his voice still low, as he guided me toward the sofa. His hand never left my lower back, steering me with quiet authority. His hands slid to my thighs, gripping them firmly as he guided me to sit back on the sofa, my body sinking into the plush cushions. His touch sent shivers through me, every nerve alive with anticipation.

He knelt between my legs, his strong hands sliding up to my knees and gently spreading them apart. My pulse quickened as he moved to the hem of my dress, slowly pushing it up. The fabric slid higher, exposing more of my skin to his gaze. He leaned in, pressing a kiss to the inside of my knee, then another slightly higher. Each one sent a jolt of heat straight through me.

His kisses continued up the inside of my thighs, each one deliberate and unhurried, as if he was savoring every moment. By the time he reached the apex, I was trembling beneath him.

He hooked his fingers into my panties, his eyes flicking up to meet mine. I raised my hips so he could slide the fabric down and off, and I felt the cool air against my bare skin. Magnus leaned in, his hands gripping my thighs to keep me open as his tongue found me. I gasped, my back arching at the first stroke. His mouth was warm and skillful, moving in slow, teasing circles that left me breathless. He knew exactly what he was doing, each movement building the tension inside me until it was almost unbearable.

“God,” I moaned, my fingers threading through his hair, holding him closer. He responded by increasing the pressure, his tongue exploring me in ways that made my head spin. One of his hands slid up to my stomach, holding me in place as I writhed beneath him, completely at his mercy.

“You taste incredible,” he murmured between kisses. His lips and tongue returned to their work, and it wasn’t long before I felt the pressure building deep inside, threatening to overwhelm me.

“Magnus,” I gasped, my thighs trembling as the pleasure intensified.

I came. My body tensed, then shattered as the climax tore through me, leaving me gasping and shuddering beneath him. Magnus didn’t stop, drawing out every last wave until I was spent, my body limp and trembling in the aftermath.

He spread me open wider with his fingers, admiring how swollen and wet I was. Then he moved up to kiss me, but at the same time, he slid two fingers deep inside me. I gasped with pleasure into his mouth as his fingers curled upward, pressing firmly against my G-spot before releasing, then repeating the motion with deliberate precision. Each stroke sent a jolt of ecstasy coursing through me, my hips instinctively lifting to meet his touch. His body pinned me to the sofa, his tongue in my mouth, and his fingers building up a rhythm inside of me.

He shifted slightly, his thumb brushing over my clit in time with the thrusts of his fingers. The added sensation was almost too much; I could feel an intense pressure building in my core. My thighs shook, my breathing became shallow, and I clung to him, desperate for release.

“You’re going to squirt,” Magnus said in a low, commanding voice. “Let go for me. Don’t hold back.”

The way he spoke, the control in his voice, sent me teetering on the edge. His fingers moved faster now, his thumb circling my clit with just the right pressure. My body arched, every nerve on fire, as the pressure inside me reached a breaking point. His fingers started making a loud and obscene wet noise in my pussy.

Then it happened. The tension snapped, and I cried out as the most intense climax tore through me. Waves of pleasure crashed over me, and suddenly, a gush of wetness erupted from me, soaking his hand and the sofa beneath us. I was mortified for a split second, but Magnus’s grin only widened.

“Beautiful,” he said, his voice full of awe. He didn’t stop, his fingers pounding against me, drawing out release after release of clear fluid. “You’re perfect, Lauren. Absolutely perfect,” he said as I sprayed all over his arm.

Finally, I collapsed back onto the cushions, utterly spent. My chest heaved as I struggled to catch my breath, my body tingling from the aftershocks of my climax. The leather beneath me was damp from my release, but Magnus didn’t seem to notice, or perhaps he simply didn’t care.

He stood up in front of me and, without a word, he reached for his belt, his movements slow and controlled. The soft clink of metal filled the air as he unbuckled it.

I sat up slightly, my pulse quickening again. My eyes followed his every movement as he unbuttoned his trousers, then slid the zipper down with a deliberate slowness that made my mouth go dry. He wasn’t rushing, almost teasing me.

When he pushed his trousers and boxers down over his hips, his cock sprang free. It was very thick, hard, and commanding attention. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from it, so long and veined. It was even more perfect than I had imagined.

He stepped closer, towering over me as I remained sprawled on the sofa, completely at his mercy.

“Kneel,” he ordered.

I obeyed without question, sliding off the sofa and onto my knees in front of him.

He brushed his hand against my cheek, his touch surprisingly gentle as his thumb traced my bottom lip.

“Open,” he commanded softly, and I parted my lips.

Magnus guided his cock to my mouth, pressing the thick tip against my tongue. I took him in slowly, stretching my lips around his girth. His fingers threaded into my hair, tightening just enough to hold me in place.

“Good girl,” he said with approval. “Take your time. Show me how eager you are.”

Encouraged by his words, I wrapped my hand around the base of his shaft, stroking him as I began to move my mouth along his length. I started slowly, savoring the way his cock filled me, my tongue tracing the ridges and veins. Magnus let out a low groan of satisfaction, his fingers tightening slightly in my hair.

“Deeper,” he said.

I adjusted, angling my head and pushing further, taking more of him into my mouth. When I gagged slightly, he didn’t pull back, simply held me steady, letting me adjust to his size.

“That’s it,” he praised, his grip in my hair firm but controlled. “You can take it.”

The sound of his voice sent a thrill through me, and I tried harder, relaxing my throat as much as I could. His hips began to move in a slow rhythm, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth. I moaned around him, the vibrations making him groan in response.

Eventually, I had his whole cock in my mouth, my lips touching his body. My eyes were wide and watering, looking up at him.

“Good girl,” he said. “I knew you could do it.”

Suddenly, it was too much and I pulled away, gagging. Spit ran down my chin, and a long string of it connected me to his cock. I found I was panting, my cunt aching at the intensity of it.

Magnus pulled me up and then pushed me roughly back onto the sofa. I sprawled there, opening my legs for him and letting him see my dripping cunt.

He stood over me for a moment, his gaze running over my body. His cock, still hard and glistening from my mouth, twitched as his eyes settled on my pussy. He moved between my legs, pinning my arms above my head against the back of the sofa. He pressed his cock against my entrance, letting the thick head nudge inside. My body arched up to meet him, desperate for him to fill me.

“Wait,” he commanded, his grip tightening to hold me in place. “I want to hear you beg.”

“Magnus, please,” I murmured, my voice trembling. My cunt was physically aching for him.

“Louder,” he demanded, his cock pressing just a little further, not enough to satisfy but enough to drive me mad. “I want to know how badly you want it.”

“Please,” I begged, my voice more insistent this time. “I need you. I need you inside me.”

He smiled, but he didn’t relent. Instead, he pushed forward slightly, just enough for me to feel the stretch, and then pulled back. My body ached, every nerve on edge as he continued to toy with me.

“Beg properly,” he growled. “Tell me exactly what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me,” I cried out, my voice desperate now. “Please, Magnus, fuck me. Fuck me hard.”

“Good girl,” he growled.

He pushed forward, his cock stretching me inch by inch. The fullness was overwhelming, and I moaned loudly, my hips moving to meet him as he buried himself all the way inside me in one smooth movement.

“Fuck,” he groaned.

He began to move, his strokes slow and deliberate at first, pulling out almost completely before thrusting back in. Each movement was calculated, designed to make me feel every inch of him. Magnus picked up his pace, his hips snapping forward with more force. The sound of our bodies colliding echoed in the room, mingling with my cries of pleasure. The feeling of my wrists pinned above my head, his strength holding me firmly in place, only made the feelings more intense as he fucked me harder.

Suddenly, I screamed with ecstasy as my orgasm crashed over me. My body tightened around him, pulling him deeper, and he didn’t slow, riding out every wave of my release. It seemed to last forever, pleasure pulsing through my whole body.

He slowed slightly, his hands letting go of my wrists. His hand moved to my throat, not choking me but applying just enough pressure to make me feel utterly controlled by him. His other hand slipped between us, his thumb finding my sensitive clit and circling it.

“Again,” he commanded. “I want to feel you come around me again.”

My body obeyed, the combination of his cock filling me and his thumb working my clit quickly pushing me to the brink once more. My thighs trembled, my nails clawing at his shoulders as I tumbled into another orgasm, this one even more intense than the first. I felt my cunt contracting around his shaft, and he groaned with pleasure.

Magnus pulled back, his cock sliding out of me, leaving me swollen and gaping. He helped me onto my knees, turning me around so I was facing the back of the sofa. His hands were firm but careful as he guided me into position, my body draped over the cushions with my ass in the air.

He moved behind me, his large hands spreading my cheeks as he admired the view. “You’re absolutely perfect,” he murmured, his fingers tracing along my wet folds. The praise sent a flush of heat through my body, and I arched my back further, offering myself up to him.

He pressed the thick head of his cock against my entrance again, this time pushing forward with more intent. I moaned loudly as he entered me, inch by inch, stretching me deliciously. The angle felt deeper, more intense, and I clawed at the sofa cushions, my body trembling with the overwhelming sensation.

“Fuck, your cunt is so tight,” he growled, his hands gripping my hips firmly as he began to thrust.

I pushed back against him, desperate for more, and he laughed. “You want it harder, don’t you?” he asked, his voice teasing.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please, Magnus, harder.”

He obliged, his grip on my hips tightening as he drove into me with more force. The sound of our bodies colliding filled the room, each thrust pushing me closer to the edge. One of his hands slid up my back, tracing my spine before tangling in my hair. He gave it a firm tug, pulling my head back so I was arched beneath him.

Magnus groaned, his rhythm quickening as he fucked me harder, and I felt my climax building quickly. “Magnus, I’m going to…” I couldn’t even finish the sentence as the climax tore through me. My body shook violently, my walls clenching around him as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me.

He didn’t stop, his thrusts relentless, prolonging my orgasm until I was gasping and moaning incoherently. Finally, he slowed, leaning over me, his lips brushing against my neck. “I’m going to come on your pretty face,” he told me. There was no argument. The way he was taking control was driving me wild, and I would have done absolutely anything.

He pulled out, and I spun around, kneeling before him on the wood floor. I looked up at him, my mouth open and my eyes wide with lust. He gave his cock a couple of long strokes and suddenly he erupted over my face and hair, covering me in stream after stream of warm, white cum. I closed my eyes tightly, feeling it splattering all over me.

When he finally finished, he helped me to the sofa and gave me some tissues. Gently, he helped me clean up my face so I could open my eyes.

“I think we’ll need to try that shower,” he smirked.


Chapter Three




Magnus took my hand, his grip firm but unhurried, and led me through the house. My legs still felt unsteady from everything that had just happened. We climbed the wide staircase to the master suite, and he led me into the ensuite bathroom.

“Let’s get you cleaned up,” he said.

I stood there as he approached, his hands brushing over my shoulders. Slowly, he began to undress me, his fingers sliding under the hem of my top and pulling it up and over my head. My ponytail caught briefly on the fabric, and I reached up to free it, my long, dark hair spilling down my back.

When his hands moved to the clasp of my bra, he paused, meeting my eyes. He unhooked it, letting the straps slide down my arms. My breasts spilled free, full and heavy, my nipples still hard with arousal.

“Beautiful,” he said. He cupped one breast in his hand, his thumb brushing lightly over the sensitive peak. “I’ve been wanting to see these since the moment I met you.”

He reached down and slipped my skirt over my hips. I was fully naked now, and his eyes dropped to the dark, neatly trimmed patch of hair between my legs. He moved to the shower and turned the water on, adjusting it until steam began to rise. He stepped aside, gesturing for me to enter.

I stepped under the spray, letting the warm water cascade over my body. I tilted my head back, soaking my hair and running my fingers through it. Magnus stood just outside the glass enclosure, watching me. I could feel his eyes on every inch of my body, the way his gaze traced the curves of my hips, the swell of my breasts.

When I reached for the bottle of shampoo, he stopped me with a raised hand. “Let me,” he said, stepping back to loosen his tie. I stood still as he slowly undid the knot, sliding the silky fabric free from his collar. He folded it neatly and placed it on the counter before unbuttoning his shirt, revealing a chest that was just as impressive as I had imagined, broad, firm, and covered with hair.

By the time he’d kicked off his shoes and removed his trousers, my breath had quickened. When he finally slid off his briefs, his cock, still semi-hard, hung heavily between his thighs, making my pussy clench in anticipation.

Magnus stepped into the shower, the steam curling around his body as he reached for me. His hands slid over my wet skin, his touch firm yet gentle. “Turn around,” he said softly.

I obeyed, and he gathered my hair in his hands, lifting it away from my neck. He worked the shampoo into my scalp, his fingers massaging in slow, methodical circles. It was intimate in a way I hadn’t expected, and I found myself leaning into his touch, my eyes fluttering closed.

I let out a soft hum of pleasure as his hands slid down, rinsing the suds from my hair. Then he moved to my body, his palms gliding over my shoulders, down my arms, and along my sides. He reached my breasts, his fingers lingering as he soaped me up.

“Every inch of you is perfect,” he said, sending a shiver down my spine.

I wanted to wash him, too. Slowly, I lathered the shower gel between my hands and reached out, my fingers grazing his chest. I worked the soap across his shoulders, down his arms, and over his torso, marveling at the firmness of his muscles. My hands trembled slightly as I moved lower, tracing the lines of his abdomen until I reached his cock.

I slid my hands up and down his length, spreading the lather and feeling him grow harder with each stroke. I could feel his cock pulsing in my hands, hot and rigid, and the sight of his desire for me made my own arousal spike. My breathing quickened, and I pressed my thighs together, desperate for relief. He pushed my legs apart with his knee, his hand sliding between my thighs to find me aching and ready.

“Do you want me, Lauren?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please, Magnus.”

He turned me to face away from him. With one hand braced on my hip and the other guiding his cock, he pushed into me slowly, stretching me inch by inch. I moaned loudly, my forehead resting against the tiles as he filled me completely.

“Fuck, you feel incredible,” he groaned.

He gave me a moment to adjust, his fingers gripping my hips to hold me in place. Then he began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, each one sending waves of pleasure through my body. The sound of water splashing around us mixed with my soft cries.

I pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts. The pressure inside me built rapidly, each thrust bringing me closer to the edge. Magnus seemed to know exactly what I needed, angling his hips to hit just the right spot with every stroke.

“Come for me,” he commanded.

With a cry, I shattered around him, my body convulsing as pleasure overwhelmed me. Magnus didn’t stop, his thrusts carrying me through the waves of my climax.

He turned off the water and stepped out of the shower, grabbing a towel to quickly dry himself. Then he reached for another, wrapping it around me and pulling me close.

“Come,” he said simply, leading me out of the bathroom and into the master bedroom.

The massive bed dominated the room with its plush white duvet and soft, inviting pillows. Magnus pulled the towel from my body, letting it drop to the floor. His eyes roamed over me appreciatively, lingering on my flushed skin, my heavy breasts, and the curve of my hips.

“Get on the bed face down,” he told me.

I obeyed without question, climbing onto the bed and stretching out face down against the cool sheets. My skin prickled with anticipation as I felt the mattress shift under Magnus’s weight. He moved behind me, his strong hands gripping my ankles and spreading my legs wide.

Magnus positioned himself behind me, his cock teasing my entrance as he ran the tip along my folds. He slid in slowly, filling me inch by inch until he was completely filling me. I let out a low moan, clutching the sheets as he began to move. His hands gripped my hips, guiding my body back onto him with each thrust. The angle was perfect, and I could feel him hitting that spot deep inside me with every stroke.

His movements grew faster, more intense, and I could feel the bed shift under us as he drove into me. One of his hands slid up my back, tangling in my damp hair and pulling gently, lifting my head off the pillow. He took me hard for a while until I came again, screaming his name.

Then he pulled out and moved his cock up to my rear entrance. I knew what he wanted. “Yes,” I panted, “Fuck me in the ass.”

The head of his cock pressed against me, and I exhaled deeply, trying to relax enough to take his impressively thick cock. He applied just enough pressure for me to open up, my muscles gripping him tightly as he slipped inside. With infinite care, Magnus began to move, each stroke deliberate, as though he wanted me to feel every inch of him.

“Good girl,” he said softly in my ear.

The sensations were overwhelming. I gasped into the pillow, my fingers clutching at the sheets as Magnus set the rhythm. Every nerve in my body felt alive, and I surrendered completely, letting the pleasure consume me. Magnus was unrelenting, guiding me through wave after wave, until I was trembling beneath him. I came, my ass clenching around his cock, but he didn’t stop.

I came three times with him in my ass, my cries louder each time. The third time, he slammed into me hard and held it there. I felt his wet release, flooding my insides as his cock throbbed. He collapsed on top of me, breathing heavily, before rolling off exhausted.

I lay there, sprawled out on the bed, every inch of me buzzing. My body felt deliciously sore in the best way, my muscles spent from the intensity of it all. Magnus turned his head toward me, his face softened. His hand reached out, his fingers brushing lightly over my back, tracing patterns that sent gentle shivers down my spine.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured.

I smiled, turning my face toward him but not quite finding the energy to move. “I think you did most of the work.”

He laughed. “I couldn’t have done it without the perfect inspiration.”

Magnus reached for the duvet, pulling it up over both of us as he settled back into the bed. His arm wrapped around me, drawing me close to him, and I found myself melting into his embrace.

“This feels nice,” I said quietly, my cheek resting against his chest.

“It does,” he replied, his fingers idly stroking my arm. “I think I could get used to this.”

I tilted my head up to look at him. “Used to what?”

“Fucking you,” he said with a smile.

My heart skipped a beat, but I didn’t say anything. I desperately want this to be a regular thing.


Epilogue




Over the next few months, Magnus and I became experts at slipping into unoccupied houses together. Each meeting felt like stepping into a bubble where time didn’t exist, where the world outside didn’t matter.

The routine became thrillingly familiar. He’d text me an address, always a house that was empty, waiting for new owners or undergoing renovation. These homes, with their silent rooms and untouched spaces, became our secret sanctuaries.

The first time after that day in the house James and I went on to buy, we met one evening in a modern townhouse with floor-to-ceiling windows. Magnus had me pressed against the cool glass, the city lights twinkling behind me as he took me from behind.

Another time, it was a sprawling countryside estate, the scent of fresh paint still lingering in the air. We christened the marble countertops in the kitchen and the table in the breakfast room.

Every house was different, but the way he looked at me never changed, like I was the most captivating thing he’d ever seen. He was always so controlled, so deliberate, his dominance woven into every touch and every whispered command, always in control. And yet, there was something about the way he’d kiss me after, that hinted at more than just lust.

James, of course, had no clue. He was still wrapped up in his work, barely noticing when I left the house. If he did, he didn’t ask questions. But every time I said goodbye to Magnus, I’d feel a pang of longing, even though I knew another text would come soon. Another address. Another house. Another chance to lose myself in him all over again.

THE END


Teased At The Tennis Club


Explicit Wife Cheating Erotica



Chapter One




The sun was blazing as Dani and I volleyed back and forth across the pristine clay court, our laughter mixing with the rhythmic sound of tennis balls meeting rackets. The tennis club was as exclusive as the rest of the neighborhood, and I still wasn’t entirely sure I fit in here, even a month after we had moved in.

Dani, of course, looked incredible. Her toned legs flexed as she darted effortlessly across the court, her short pleated skirt bouncing with every step, teasing glimpses of her white panties underneath. Her tight, sleeveless top clung to her chest, accentuating her big breasts, which jiggled with every jump or swing. Her golden ponytail swished with her movements, making her look like she belonged on a billboard advertising the club.

I, on the other hand, was struggling to keep up. My own skirt rode high on my thighs as I sprinted after another one of Dani’s perfectly placed shots, and I knew my own panties were on full display every time I bent down to retrieve the ball. My top was damp with sweat, clinging to my skin and outlining my full breasts as they bounced heavily in my inadequate sports bra. I could feel the heat creeping up my cheeks, not just from exertion but from the sheer embarrassment of how bad I was at this.

As usual, the topic of conversation was my husband, James. “I just don’t get it,” I said, collecting a ball from the net, “we’ve only made love once in the last month, and that only lasted five minutes. Am I just not that attractive anymore?”

“Of course you are, babe,” said Dani. “Maybe he’s got another woman?”

I walked back to the service line, bouncing the ball. “I don’t think so, he doesn’t seem interested in sex at all,” I said. Unlike me. I had quite a few affair partners now, my week’s calendar full of steamy appointments. It was lucky I only worked part-time at the library; otherwise, I’d never fit them all in. I threw the ball in the air and hit it over the net to Dani.

Dani returned the service, smashing the ball past me with ease, her grin wide as she walked to the net, twirling her racket in one hand. “Game, set, match,” she declared, barely out of breath, while I stood panting on the other side.

“Ugh, you’re too good,” I groaned, wiping the sweat from my forehead with the back of my hand. “I don’t think I got more than two points the whole time. I’m so embarrassed.”

Dani laughed, leaning casually on the net. “Don’t be. You just need some practice, babe. You’ve got potential. Hey, why don’t you book a lesson with the club coach? He’s great, very patient and… fucking hot.”

“Coach?” I asked, following her gaze as she nodded toward a man on the far court. He was helping a slightly overweight, older lady with her swing.

“That’s him,” Dani said, her voice dropping conspiratorially. “His name’s Luca… something. He’s Italian. Well, sort of. Isn’t he gorgeous?”

I had to admit, he was. Tall and broad-shouldered with dark Mediterranean skin, Luca’s fitted polo shirt stretched over his muscular chest, and his tan legs looked strong under his white tennis shorts. His forearms were thick and covered in tattoos. He had short, dark hair, perfectly styled despite the heat, and a chiseled jawline covered in a hint of stubble. When he turned our way, I imagined I could make out the shape of his long cock in his shorts.

“Wow,” I murmured.

“Yeah, wow,” Dani agreed, smirking. “And he’s an amazing coach. Super hands-on, if you know what I mean.” She shot me a cheeky look.

“You haven’t?” I said, pretending to be scandalized. Although I wasn’t surprised. Dani and her husband were very open sexually, as I knew only too well, and Dani seemed to lurch from one sexual adventure to the next.

“I fucking have,” she said with a smirk. “There’s a reason all the women at the club book private lessons. And I’m not just talking about his coaching techniques.”

My cheeks flushed, and I couldn’t help but glance back at Luca. He had finished his lesson and was collecting tennis balls from the court now, his shorts stretching taut over his perfect ass as he bent down. It had been weeks since I had found a new affair partner, and I was suddenly feeling very horny.

“Come on,” Dani said, hooking her arm through mine. “Let’s shower.”

Laughing, I let her guide me toward the clubhouse. The changing rooms were spacious and brightly lit, with lockers lining the walls and benches running down the middle. Dani wasted no time stripping off her tennis gear, tugging her top over her head, and revealing a tight, white sports bra. Her breasts, full and heavy, looked amazing in it, but it didn’t stay on long. She pulled it off over her head, and her tits bounced out, sending a rush of arousal between my legs.

“Come on,” she said, already shimmying out of her skirt and knickers in one smooth motion. She stood there, unabashedly naked, her toned body on full display. As I stood there staring at her perfectly shaved mound, she tossed me a cheeky grin. “What are you waiting for?”.

I hesitated for a moment, although we were the only ones in the changing rooms, I was suddenly self-conscious that someone might come in. I freed my dark hair from its ponytail and slowly pulled off my top. My own bra followed, my breasts every bit as full and bouncy as Dani’s. Then I peeled down my skirt and knickers, exposing my dark, trimmed bush..

“Let’s go,” Dani said, grabbing a towel and heading toward the communal showers. “I’ll wash your back.”

The showers were open-plan, with no cubicles or dividers, just rows of silver shower heads lining the tiled walls. I reflected that sometimes, the more expensive the establishment, the more basic they seemed to make the facilities. Dani stepped under one and turned the tap, letting the hot water cascade over her, plastering her blonde hair to her back. Her body glistened, water running down her curves, and she sighed contentedly.

I stepped under the showerhead next to her, the warm water washing away the sweat and leaving me feeling refreshed. My hair hung in wet tendrils, and I tilted my head back, letting the water cascade over my face. Dani squeezed out some body wash and lathered it up, then she started to massage it over my back.

“You’ve got such a great figure,” Dani said casually, her hands running over the curve of my ass.

“Dani!” I laughed, “What if someone comes in?”

“What?” she said innocently, turning me around and washing my breasts, her soapy fingers focusing on my nipples and making them hard and pointed. Dani had a way of making everything seem like a harmless bit of fun, even when she was being outrageously dirty.

Her hand slipped between my legs, and I let out a loud gasp, a mixture of surprise and pleasure. She pulled me closer, her mouth finding mine and her tongue forcing open my lips. A surge of desire flooded through me, setting every nerve alight. Her fingers circled my clit with just the right pressure, sending waves of pleasure radiating through my body. My breath grew shallow, and I clung to her, overwhelmed by the sensation.

I couldn’t hold back a soft moan as my legs trembled beneath her touch, my body responding to her with a desperate, unspoken need. Her fingers moved with a steady rhythm as she coaxed my body closer to the edge. My breath came in shallow gasps, and I clung to her, my hands gripping her ass and my tongue in her mouth.

The intensity grew, the pleasure tightening into a hot coil deep within me. A cry escaped me as the coil finally snapped, pleasure crashing over me in wave after wave. My body tensed, then melted against her, my legs trembling uncontrollably as the release coursed through me. I would have fallen to the shower floor if she hadn’t been holding me up. Her fingers slowed to a gentle caress, prolonging the sensation as my body shuddered in her arms. I buried my face in her shoulder, overcome and breathless.

When I had recovered, she passed me the shower gel. “Now you can wash me,” she said.

I lathered up the gel in my hands, working it into a soft, fragrant foam before gliding my hands over her stunning curves. My fingers caressed her full, firm breasts, kneading the soft skin as I massaged the suds into her. Her nipples hardened under my touch, drawing a satisfied groan from her lips.

As I moved lower, my hands found the smooth curve of her hips and the perfect swell of her ass. I lingered there, my fingers exploring every inch before I knelt down, the warm water cascading over both of us. With slow, deliberate motions, I rubbed the soap up and down her long, shapely legs, appreciating the taut muscles beneath her soft skin.

Her fingers slipped into my damp hair, gently tugging until I looked up at her. She lifted one leg and used her free hand to spread the glistening lips of her shaved pussy. I leaned forward, letting my tongue flick lightly over her swollen clit as she gasped sharply above me. Encouraged by her reaction, I pressed in closer, flattening my tongue against her and swirling it in slow, deliberate circles.

Her grip on my hair tightened, and her hips began to move, grinding gently against my mouth as I focused on her pleasure. I slid my hands up to her thighs, holding her steady as I varied the pressure and speed, teasing her with quick flicks and deep, lingering strokes.

“Fuck, Lauren,” she breathed, her voice trembling with pleasure. Her body trembled under my hands, and her moans grew louder, filling the steamy air around us. I could feel the tension building in her, the way her muscles tensed and her breathing quickened. I wrapped my lips around her clit, sucking gently as my tongue flicked against it, and her cries of pleasure turned into desperate, breathless gasps.

Her entire body shuddered as her climax hit, and she threw her head back, water running over her as she surrendered completely. I held her steady, savoring every moment as she rode the waves of her orgasm, her grip on my hair softening as the intensity began to fade.

Finally, she looked down at me, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. A satisfied smile spread across her face. “Wow, that was amazing,” she murmured, pulling me to my feet and wrapping her arms around me, our wet breasts pressing together.


Chapter Two




When we came out of the changing rooms, with glowing pink skin and damp hair, we almost bumped into Luca heading to the men’s changing rooms.

“Ladies,” he greeted us. He didn’t sound Italian, although he did look the part. His gaze flicked between the two of us, lingering on Dani’s knowing smirk before meeting my eyes. “Good game out there. You looked like you were giving it your all.”

“More like giving all the points to Dani,” I joked.

“She’s not bad for a rookie, though, is she?” Dani interjected, leaning casually against the doorframe. “Maybe she just needs a few… tips.”

Luca smiled, revealing perfect white teeth. “And practice, of course.” His eyes drifted to me again. “If you want to book a lesson, just let me know. I’d be happy to help you improve.”

“She might take you up on that,” purred Dani. “Maybe you could help her the way you’ve helped me.” I rolled my eyes at how blatant she was being, but Luca just smirked, his eyes roving over our tight tops. Now I was so close to him, my pussy was throbbing at the thought of having sex with him. I decided to go for it.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll have a lesson. When are you free?”

Early the next morning, I arrived at the tennis club for my first lesson with Luca. The sun was still low in the sky, casting long shadows across the court, and the crisp air carried the faint scent of freshly cut grass. I felt a flutter of nervous anticipation in my stomach as I spotted him waiting by the net.

“Morning, Lauren,” Luca greeted with a warm smile, his dark eyes sweeping over me in a way that sent a shiver down my spine. “Ready to improve your game?”

I laughed, tucking a strand of hair that had escaped my ponytail behind my ear. “I hope so. I don’t think I could embarrass myself more than I did against Dani.”

“You’re too hard on yourself. You’ve got potential, I can see it.”

The way he said it made me blush, and I was grateful for the cool morning air to mask the heat rising in my cheeks. “Well, I’m all yours,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

After a warm-up up knocking balls back and forth over the net, he took me through various practice sessions, working me hard. Soon I was sweating and panting. Eventually, he came over to my side of the court and started explaining the mechanics of a proper forehand stroke. “Relax your grip a little,” he said, moving to stand behind me.

I felt his hands on my hips as he adjusted my stance, his touch firm yet gentle. Then his arms came around me, his chest brushing lightly against my back as he guided my grip on the racket.

“See? Like this,” he murmured, his breath warm against my ear. I was acutely aware of the heat radiating from his body.

I leaned into him slightly, looking back over my shoulder. “Is this how you teach all your students?” I teased.

“Only the ones I like,” he said.

As he guided me through the motion of the stroke, my ass brushed against him and I felt his bulge against me. My heart started racing as I shifted back slightly, deliberately this time, and confirmed what I’d felt; he was big and semi-hard.

“Mmm,” he whispered in my ear. “Is that the game you want to play?”

I looked back at him, my pulse racing as I moved my hand behind me and let my fingers trail along his length through the fabric of his shorts. God, he was big; the feel of him sent a shiver through my spine. I gripped his cock more firmly, feeling it stiffen even more as I stroked it.

His hand slipped from my hip, fingers grazing the soft skin of my thigh. The touch was deliberate, teasing, and every nerve in my body seemed to spark to life under his fingertips. He didn’t rush, his hand moving in lazy, featherlight circles that edged closer and closer to where I ached for him.

“Do you often touch strange men’s cocks?” he asked with a smirk.

“Quite often, lately,” I giggled. “I can’t seem to get enough of them.”

His fingers pressed a fraction higher up my skirt, against my inner thigh, not quite where I wanted, but close enough to make my knees weaken.

“So you think you can handle mine?” he whispered in my ear.

I rubbed his cock even more firmly. “Why don’t we find out?”

His fingers brushed against my clit through the thin fabric of my panties, and I let out a gasp as the pleasure flooded out from my core.

“Co-oe!” called a voice from behind us, making us jump and pull our hands away from each other. I turned to see two impeccably dressed older women strolling onto the court next to us with their expensive tennis outfits and matching visors.

They waved at Luca. “We’re a little early for our lesson,” said one. “We’ll just knock up on this court.”

“Good morning, ladies,” he called out smoothly. “Just give me a moment to finish up this lesson.”

I swallowed hard, forcing myself to step away and adjust my grip on the racket. The two women didn’t seem to notice anything out of the ordinary as they walked over to the far end of the court.

“I guess that’s my cue to leave,” I said softly, feeling the ache of frustration settling in my chest.

“Well, I hope I’ll see you again,” he said, his dark eyes boring into me. “We’ve made some great progress today, but I think there’s a lot more we could work on.” His meaning was clear.

I hurried to the changing rooms, getting undressed and slipping under the warm water of the shower. There was no one else around, and I soon found one hand was between my legs and the other pulling on a nipple. I closed my eyes, tipping my head back under the water as I imagined Luca’s huge cock sliding into my pussy.

I gasped as the pleasure from my clit spread out through my body. I began to touch myself more firmly, circling quicker and quicker. Soon, I was moaning loudly as the pressure built inside me. And then I came, having to put one hand on the tiles to steady myself as my legs shook and I went light-headed. The orgasm washed over me in waves as I tried to prolong it with my fingers.

Eventually, it was over, leaving me panting and dizzy. I quickly finished up in the shower and got dressed.


Chapter Three




Later in the afternoon, I found myself in the club’s boutique, leisurely browsing through the racks of sporty, high-end clothing. The shop was quiet, the soft hum of air conditioning the only sound as I fingered the fabric of a sleek, white sports bra.

“Looking for something new?” a voice asked behind me. I turned to see Luca standing there, his smile easy and charming as ever.

“I might be,” I said, holding up the bra. “I could use something with better support. Do you think this one would suit me?”

His eyes flickered to the item in my hand and then, boldly, to my chest. “It would look great,” he said with a teasing smirk, “but you should try it on to be sure.”

“Well,” I said, half-joking but testing the waters, “maybe I need a second opinion.”

He raised an eyebrow but didn’t back down. “I’d be happy to help.”

I led him into the changing room area, my heart pounding in anticipation. Once inside, I locked the door. I reached for the buttons of my blouse, undoing them one by one with slow, deliberate movements. Luca didn’t move, but I could feel his presence, the weight of his gaze as I revealed the soft lace of my bra beneath. My pulse pounded in my ears, a mixture of nerves and something far more thrilling.

“I might need a little help,” I teased, turning away and glancing over my shoulder at him as I slipped the blouse off my shoulders and placed it on the bench.

He reached for the clasp on my bra, unhooking it. I shrugged my shoulders, and it fell away. I turned back to him, my heavy breasts fully exposed. “I think you look better without it,” he said.

He moved closer, his mouth meeting mine as his hands grabbed my breasts. He pushed me back against the wall, squeezing my tits and teasing the nipples with his thumbs. His hot tongue was in my mouth, and I melted into him, letting out a little moan.

My nipples were rock hard as he trailed kisses down my neck, then he took a nipple in his mouth, sucking it hard before switching to the other one. His kisses continued their descent, trailing over my stomach until he sank to his knees in front of me. He reached up under my skirt and slipped my panties down over my thighs. I felt them slide down my legs and pool around my feet.

He parted my legs gently with his strong hands, and I put one leg up on the bench, opening myself up to him. Leaning in, he pressed a lingering kiss against my mound, his lips soft but insistent. Then his tongue parted my folds, finding my swollen clit and making me cry out. He started with slow, teasing flicks, building the pressure, each stroke drawing another gasp or moan from my lips.

His hands gripped my thighs, holding me in place while his mouth worked me over. His tongue was relentless, alternating between circling my clit and sucking it gently, then harder, the pressure driving me wild. My hips moved instinctively, seeking more, and he responded by slipping a finger inside me.

“Fuck, Luca,” I gasped, my voice trembling as his finger curled, pressing against that spot deep inside me that made me groan with pleasure. He added a second finger, his movements in time with his tongue, building a rhythm that sent me hurtling toward the edge. I was lost in the sensations, the heat pooling low in my belly, the tension building with every thrust of his fingers and every flick of his tongue. I could hear how wet I was on his fingers.

“Oh god, don’t stop,” I whispered, hoping that there was no one outside in the shop.

He didn’t stop. His pace quickened, his fingers plunging deeper, his tongue unrelenting on my clit. My body tensed, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter until it exploded in a powerful climax. My legs shook, and I shoved my hand in my mouth to muffle my cries as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

He slowed his movements, his fingers and tongue easing me through the aftershocks until I was left trembling, leaning heavily against the wall for support. He stood up and kissed me, and I could taste myself on his lips.

Now I wanted to return the favor. I knelt in front of him and tugged his shorts down slowly, my fingers brushing against him as I freed his hard cock. It sprang up, the sight of it making my mouth water. It was impressively thick and long, with thick veins running down the side. He was uncircumcised, and I wrapped my hand around it, pulling back to expose the head. I ran my tongue around it, hearing him murmur his approval.

Encouraged by his reaction, I wrapped my hand around the base of his cock, stroking him as I took him into my mouth. I started slowly, letting my lips and tongue explore him, learning what made him twitch and groan. His hands found their way to my hair, his fingers tangling gently in the strands as I worked him deeper, my lips stretching around his girth.

“Fuck, that’s good,” he groaned. I set to work, bobbing my head back and forth, taking him deeper into my mouth and stroking the base of the shaft with my hand. My free hand cupped his balls, massaging them lightly. I looked up at him, meeting his eyes as I quickened my pace, my hand and mouth working together to bring him closer to the edge. His breathing grew faster, his grip on my hair tightening as his control began to slip.

I moaned softly around him, the vibration pushing him even further. I could feel the tension building in his body, the way his thighs quivered and his cock pulsed against my lips. With one final thrust, he groaned loudly, his release spilling into my mouth in hot, salty bursts.

I swallowed eagerly, not wanting to waste a drop, but there was too much. It overflowed my mouth, running down my chin and dripping onto my exposed tits. When I finally pulled back, I licked my lips and looked up at him, a satisfied smile on my face.

“Fuck,” he said in approval, “That was one hell of a blowjob.”


Chapter Four




My next tennis lesson wasn’t until the following week. I was desperate to see Luca… well, desperate to fuck him. I took to hanging around the tennis club whenever I could, arranging coffee dates with my friends in the cafe there, hoping to bump into him.

But he always seemed to be coaching. A few times, I went to watch from the spectator area, admiring his strong arms as he demonstrated techniques. One time, he was teaching a couple of college students who looked about nineteen. They were all over him, touching his ass, stroking his chest. I saw one of them lean in and reach for his cock, giving it a firm stroke through his shorts just like I had. It turned me on no end to see him like this.

I imagined him fucking them both together, pulling his cock out of one of their wet holes and thrusting it straight into the other. I was so overcome with the fantasy that I had to go to the bathroom and get myself off. When I came back, all three of them had disappeared. I wondered if he was actually screwing them somewhere. I hoped he was.

Even my husband, James, noticed I was going to the tennis club a lot, and he hardly ever took note of what I was doing or showed any interest in my activities.

Finally, the morning of my lesson arrived. I got up extra early to get ready, putting on my tightest, cutest sports top that made my breasts look huge. My short tennis skirt barely covered the tiny black thong, completely inappropriate for playing sports in. As I admired myself in the mirror, James walked past on the way to the bathroom.

“Do you think I look cute?” I asked him, swirling round so the skirt rose up.

He barely glanced at me. “Mmm,” he murmured, closing the bathroom door behind him. Fuck him.

My lesson started badly and got worse. Not wanting to get sweaty, I was putting in minimal effort, but Luca wasn’t having any of it. He got tough with me, making me run as much as possible until sweat was beading down my cleavage. Eventually, I just threw my racket down and panted heavily.

“Come on, Lauren,” Luca said, jogging over to where I stood, hands on my hips and glaring at him. “You’re not going to improve by standing still. Let’s go again.”

I scowled at him, but obliged, taking my position for the next volley. I gave it my all this time, sprinting toward the net to return a shot, but my foot landed awkwardly, and a sharp pain shot through my ankle. I let out a cry, stumbling and dropping my racket as I grabbed onto the net for support.

“Lauren!” Luca was at my side in an instant. His strong hands gripped my arm and waist, steadying me as I winced in pain. “What happened?”

“My ankle,” I groaned, trying to put weight on it but failing miserably.

“Alright, let’s get you looked at,” he said. Without waiting for an answer, he put my arm around his shoulder and supported me as I hobbled toward the clubhouse.

“Luca, I’m sure it will be fine,” I protested, though I secretly appreciated his concern and being so close to him.

Inside the clubhouse, he led me to the first aid room and set me down gently on the padded medical bed. He crouched down to examine my ankle, untying my trainer and carefully easing it off.

“It’s swelling,” he said, his fingers lightly probing the area. “I’ll grab some ice.”

He disappeared for a moment and returned with an ice pack, wrapping it around my ankle with expert care. “You’ll need to keep off it for a bit,” he said.

“Thank you,” I said softly. I was sitting on the bed, one leg up and one leg on the floor, the ice pack pressed firmly against my swollen ankle. I was also conscious that he could easily see up my skirt, my mound barely covered by the thin fabric of the thong. I could see him taking swift glances between my legs, and it was making me very aroused.

“Do you know what would make it feel better?” I purred.

“No?”

“An orgasm,” I smirked, holding his gaze.

His eyes lit up with a smile. “I’m not a doctor, but I think that’s something I could arrange.”

He opened my legs wider and leaned down, planting soft kisses on my inner thigh. He moved higher, the anticipation building as he moved under my skirt. When his lips brushed against the fabric of my panties, I let out a soft, involuntary gasp, the thin barrier only amplifying the sensitivity of his touch. His breath was warm against me as he nuzzled against my mound, teasing me through the delicate fabric.

He hooked a finger around the edge of my thong and slid it to the side, exposing me completely. His tongue flicked lightly over my sensitive clit, the sensation sharp and electric, making my back arch slightly against the bed. The pleasure was immediate, flooding through my body in waves that left me breathless. Luca didn’t rush; he alternated between soft, teasing flicks and longer, more purposeful strokes, each movement drawing little gasps and sighs from me. His hands gripped my thighs, keeping me steady as my body reacted to him, the growing tension inside me building quickly.

My breaths came faster, broken and shallow, as the pleasure built to an almost unbearable height. My hands gripped the edge of the bed, desperate for something to ground me as my hips arched off the bed toward him.

“Luca…” I moaned softly. He responded by increasing his pace, his tongue moving in time with the mounting waves inside me. His hands slid up, spreading me open just a little more as his lips closed around my clit, sending a sharp, euphoric jolt through my body.

The coil finally snapped, and the orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave. A cry escaped my lips as my thighs clenched around his head, my entire body trembling with the force of it. My vision blurred, my body arching off the bed as wave after wave of pleasure pulsed through me.

He didn’t stop immediately, his tongue gently coaxing me through the aftershocks, drawing out every last ripple of pleasure until I was left breathless. He looked up at me, his lips wet. “Better?” he asked.

Yes,” I gasped. “But now I need your big cock inside me.”

He stared at me with lust in his eyes. Then he reached for my hips, his grip firm, and in one smooth motion, he swung me around so that I was sitting sideways on the bed, my legs dangling over the edge.

Luca stepped closer, positioning himself between my thighs. Then he slipped his shorts and underwear down over his hips, his large, erect cock springing free. He moved between my legs, and I wrapped my arms around him, pulling him in for a kiss. I felt his erection pressing against my mound. He reached down, guiding himself to my entrance, teasing me with just the tip. The head of his cock brushed against my slick folds, and I let out a gasp, my body arching toward him instinctively.

He pushed forward slowly, inch by inch, stretching me as he entered.

I threw my head back, a deep moan escaping my lips as he filled me completely. The sensation was overwhelming, a perfect mix of pressure and pleasure that left me breathless. He stayed still for a moment, letting me adjust, before pulling back slightly and thrusting forward again, harder this time.

He started to fuck me, each movement deep and powerful as he drove into me. My body moved with his, my legs wrapping around his waist and my arms around his neck to pull him even closer. His hands gripped my hips tightly, holding me in place as he screwed me, every thrust sending waves of pleasure through my body.

I couldn’t hold back the sounds escaping me, each moan growing louder as he brought me closer to the edge. The air in the room was thick and hot, and I was sweating again, but Luca didn’t care. He fucked me with an animalistic passion, unable to hold back. My fingers dug into his shoulder, holding on as the waves of pleasure consumed me.

The pressure between my legs was building steadily, each thrust driving me closer to the inevitable. His cock was so big, it stretched me open, my lips and walls gripping him tightly. And it was so long, I could feel it right up inside me, as deep as it could go. My breaths came faster, each one punctuated by a gasp or a whimper as I teetered on the edge of release.

“Luca,” I moaned, right on the edge of climax, desperate and pleading.

His lips brushed against my ear. “Not yet,” he whispered. His pace slowed for just a moment, the change in rhythm making me ache with need. He still penetrated me deeply, but not with enough speed to push me over the edge. He knew exactly what he was doing, keeping me right on the limit, stoking the fire inside me even higher.

I whimpered in frustration, my hands moving to his arms, the muscles beneath my fingers taut and flexing with every motion. My nails dug into his skin, silently begging him to keep going, to give me what I was so desperately craving.

“Please,” I whispered. “Stop teasing me.”

“Not yet,” he repeated, still thrusting slowly and deliberately inside me. I could feel my aching cunt literally dripping with arousal. I was panting heavily, torturously close to the pure bliss I craved.

“Tell me what you want,” he said.

“... to come,” I gasped.

“Tell me.”

“I want to come… please, let me come,” I begged.

He grabbed the back of my neck, pulling my face to his, his tongue opening my lips and kissing me intensely. At the same moment, he pulled out and thrust deep and hard into me. Again and again he thrust into me, going as hard and fast as he could now. It didn’t take long to tip me over the edge, and I came hard. So hard that my fingers raked across his back, scratching the skin. My legs clamped around him, and I let out a long, low moan that went on and on as the waves of ecstasy flowed through me. My cunt throbbed and pulsed, massaging his cock as he continued to pound into me.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, it was over, my body spent and gasping for air. I let him go, and his cock came out of my pussy. Just at that moment, he came too. His cock throbbed, and a huge load of cum came out, covering my bush. The second load lay a long line up my thong, which was still pulled to the side.

While he was still releasing cum, he pushed his cock back inside me, flooding my cunt with the last of his load. He pushed inside slowly, both of us savoring the feeling of the end of his orgasm inside me. Moaning happily, we embraced, our tongues dancing as we kissed, his cock still filling me.

That wasn’t the end of me and Luca; it was only the beginning. I became another one of the many women at the tennis club that was regularly screwing. But I didn’t care about that, I just wanted his big cock. And I was sleeping around too, desperate for the attention that my husband never gave me.

I never did get any good at tennis, though.

THE END
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Chapter One




Ilay in bed, listening to the sound of running water in the ensuite as the soft glow from the bathroom spilled into the dark room. My pajamas were on the floor; I was completely naked under the covers. I slid my hand over my stomach, feeling the smoothness of my bare skin. My fingers brushed the soft, trimmed hair on my mound and between my folds, touching lightly over my clit and making me gasp. I was so horny, so desperate for my husband to come to bed and make love to me.

James walked in, wearing just a pair of tight briefs, rubbing a towel over his face, his hair damp from the shower. I watched him as he moved around the room, my pulse picking up. When he finally climbed into bed, I reached for him, letting my fingers skim over the bulge in his underwear. “Come here,” I murmured, tilting my head up toward him.

He pressed a quick kiss to my forehead. “I’m shattered, babe. Long day,” he said, as he turned onto his side, pulling the duvet up around him.

“I’m soaking wet for you,” I whispered, trying to hide my disappointment.

“Uh-huh,” he said, uninterested. “Maybe tomorrow.”

For a moment, I just lay there, staring at the ceiling, waiting to see if he’d change his mind. But his breathing slowed, steady and deep. He was already drifting off. I exhaled sharply, then threw back the covers, grabbing the soft blanket from the end of the bed. My chest ached, not just from the rejection but from how normal it had started to feel.

Slipping out of the room, I padded down the hall to the spare bedroom. It was cooler in here, the sheets unfamiliar, but at least I didn’t have to lie next to someone who wouldn’t touch me. I wrapped myself in the blanket, curled up on my side, and stared into the darkness.

The next morning, I was in the library, stacking books onto a cart when Rebecca strolled over, a couple of takeaway coffees in her hands and a smirk on her lips. Rebecca was a beautiful woman in her twenties. She was tall and thin, with very short, cropped dark hair. Her large breasts sagged noticeably beneath her tight-fitting tops, which she didn’t seem to care about in the slightest, and she never wore a bra. Her nose piercing and clever eyes gave her a striking, rather than pretty, look.

"You look like you need this," she said, handing me the cup.

I sighed dramatically and took a grateful sip. "You have no idea."

Rebecca leaned against the desk, eyeing me over the rim of her own cup. "James still uninterested in giving you the hard fucking you deserve?" she asked, direct as ever.

I groaned. "Worse. Last night, I literally lay there naked waiting for him, and he just rolled over and went to sleep. So I took my blanket and went to the spare room like some rejected Victorian wife."

Rebecca winced. "Oof. That’s bleak."

"Tell me about it," I muttered, flipping through the stack of returned books. “I need to find another lover.”

Rebecca raised an eyebrow. “Another one?” She was right, I’d had quite a few already.

I shrugged, blowing on my coffee. “Yeah. I need some fresh excitement. Someone different.”

Rebecca smirked. “Any particular type in mind? Or just anyone with a working cock and the ability to stay awake past nine?”

I snorted. “Preferably someone older, dominant, and who knows exactly what he’s doing.”

Rebecca opened her mouth to reply, but her gaze flicked past me, and she let out a low, appreciative hum.

“Well, well,” she murmured, tilting her head. “Maybe the universe is already answering your request.”

I followed her gaze and spotted a man striding into the library. He was older, forties, maybe early fifties, and carried himself with a quiet authority. His tailored navy suit fit his broad shoulders perfectly, and his silver-streaked hair was neatly styled.

He didn’t glance around or hesitate. He walked with purpose, heading straight to the back of the library where we kept the more academic texts.

Rebecca nudged me with her elbow. “That’s a man who knows exactly what he’s doing.”

I sipped my coffee, watching him over the rim of my cup. “Maybe he’s a professor,” I mused.

“Or a CEO,” Rebecca countered. “Or a very well-dressed criminal.”

I laughed. “Mysterious.” But she was right, there was something commanding about the way he moved, the way he carried himself. Perhaps he would be that decisive in the bedroom, too.

Rebecca leaned in conspiratorially. “Bet you wouldn’t dare go talk to him.”

I looked at her, feeling the first flicker of excitement in my stomach. “Oh, you think I won’t?”

She grinned. “Prove me wrong.”

I set my coffee down, adjusted my white blouse to show more cleavage, and smoothed my skirt. “Watch me.”


Chapter Two




Ifound him standing by one of the tall bookshelves, flipping through a heavy medical textbook with an air of quiet confidence. Up close, he was even more impressive, strong jawline, a hint of stubble, and piercing grey eyes that flicked to me as I approached.

“Finding what you need?” I asked, keeping my tone light and playful.

He looked at me, taking his time to reply as his gaze swept my body. Then he smiled. “That depends on what I’m looking for.” His voice was deep, smooth, and obviously flirty. The kind of voice that sent a rush of electricity between my legs.

I tilted my head, meeting his gaze. “Well, you’re in the reference section, so I’m guessing something complicated.”

“Medical research,” he confirmed, shutting the book with one hand. “Not all of the old cases are online yet. I’m a doctor.”

That got my attention. A doctor. That explained the expensive suit, the air of quiet authority.

“Impressive,” I said, letting my eyes linger on him just a little longer than necessary. “What kind?”

“Surgeon,” he replied, slipping the book back onto the shelf.

Oh. A man who literally held people’s lives in his hands. No wonder he carried himself like he owned the room.

“That sounds… intense. Hard work.”

His mouth curved into a smile. “It is. But I also find time to… play hard, too.” Was he hitting on me? I hoped he was.

I leaned against the opposite shelf, crossing my arms under my chest in a way I knew would make my blouse gape open and emphasize my full chest. “You must be very good with your hands, then.”

“I like to think so,” he said. He stepped closer, into my personal space, and I felt another bolt of arousal through my pussy. I didn’t move away. He was so close I could feel the heat of his body. I smiled, slow and deliberate. “Maybe you could show me sometime.”

“Maybe,” he murmured. “But I usually require a full consultation before any hands-on work.”

I laughed softly. “And what exactly would that involve?”

His smile deepened. “A proper introduction, for starters.”

I held out my hand. “Lauren.”

He took it, his grip firm, warm, just the right amount of pressure. “Dr. Elliot Cole,” he said. My heart was pounding in my chest.

“Well, Dr. Cole, a pleasure to meet you,” I said. Feeling brave and trying to keep my voice steady, I took a chance. “Now we’ve been introduced, perhaps you could examine me in one of the private reading rooms.”

He nodded, a filthy smile on his face. He followed me through the rows of shelves until we reached the door. I opened the door and stepped inside, my pulse quickening as he shut it behind us. The room was small, lined with old wooden bookshelves and a sturdy desk at the center.

Dr. Cole leaned casually against the desk, his sharp eyes studying me. “So, tell me, Lauren… what seems to be the issue?”

“Well, doctor,” I began in a flirty tone, “my husband won’t go near my vagina. I’m worried there might be something wrong with it.” I turned red, wondering how I could say something so cringey.

But he seemed to be enjoying the game. “Can you lay on the desk for me?” he said.

I lifted myself up onto the desk. He moved closer, laying me gently back onto the hardwood surface. Gently, he slid my skirt higher until he could see my sexy red panties. I had decided to wear nice lingerie this morning, to spite my husband, and now I was glad I had. My pussy was aching with anticipation and desire as he hooked his fingers in the waistband of the panties and slipped them off over my thighs.

I lifted my legs up and opened them. I was fully exposed to him, and I could feel the cool air of the air conditioning blowing over my soaking wet opening. I felt his warm hands on my inner thighs, opening me up even more, his fingers finding my folds and parting them. I was throbbing with arousal now, desperate for him to touch me where I needed it most.

“You’re already so wet,” he murmured, his tone teasing. “Tell me, Lauren… when was the last time someone took care of you properly?”

I swallowed hard, my hips shifting involuntarily towards his touch. “Too long,” I said. Although in truth I’d fucked the coach at the tennis club only yesterday.

His finger circled my opening, collecting up my essence that had leaked out and spreading it over my lips. His touch was firm, authoritative, like he already owned me. When he brushed against my clit I let out a loud moan, my hips lifting off the table, as the pleasure flooded through me.

“Very responsive,” he said. “I like that.”

He circled my clit a few more times, driving me wild with pleasure. I gripped the edge of the desk, my knuckles white as I squirmed with ecstasy.

But then… “Everything seems in order,” he said, moving away slightly.

The bastard was teasing me. I was so desperate for his touch. “What about the taste, doctor?” I hinted desperately.

He laughed, pausing before leaning in. I felt his tongue around my wet opening, and then he pushed inside me, exploring me. I groaned with pleasure, feeling his breath on my clit as he tasted my insides.

“Please, doctor,” I begged.

A strangled gasp escaped my lips as his tongue flicked against my clit, slow, deliberate, the perfect mix of softness and pressure. My thighs trembled, but his strong hands kept me open, holding me exactly where he wanted me.

“You taste fucking perfect,” he groaned against me before diving back in, his tongue working me with a precision that left no doubt; he knew exactly what he was doing. Pleasure coiled hot and tight in my core as he alternated between deep strokes and teasing flicks, his fingers pressing inside me, moving in sync with his tongue. My body arched, my breath coming in short, desperate gasps. He growled against me, sending vibrations straight through my core, his pace quickening. I was close, so fucking close, my body tightening, my hips moving against his mouth.

Suddenly, I went over the edge. My climax crashed through me, strong and overwhelming, my thighs trembling as waves of pleasure rolled through my body. He didn’t stop, drawing out every last shudder until I was breathless and spent, slumped against the desk.

“Fuck me,” I begged, breathing heavily. “Please, fuck me, Dr Cole.”

But he stood up, wiping his mouth with his hand. “Everything seems to be in working order,” he smirked. “And I’m afraid I have to go now, I have a heart bypass at one.”

“No,” I whimpered, my cunt throbbing with desperation.

He handed me a card as I lay dripping onto the desk. “Here’s the number of my office,” he said. “Make an appointment with my secretary.”

Then he turned and headed to the door. He glanced back at me one last time, his gaze lingering on my bare thighs and my gaping, swollen pussy as I sprawled out on the desk. The door closed behind him, and I groaned with frustration. When I finally sat up, I discovered he had taken my panties with him.


Chapter Three




Istraightened my skirt and ran a hand through my hair, trying to compose myself before heading back to the main desk. My legs still felt shaky, my skin still tingled from Dr Cole’s touch, and I was very aware that I wasn’t wearing any underwear.

When I reached the main desk, Rebecca looked up from her magazine. She was chewing gum, twirling a pen between her fingers, completely oblivious to the fact that I’d just been taken to heaven with a surgeon’s mouth in the private reading room.

“Did you speak to that hot man?” she asked, flipping a page.

“Oh, we did more than speak,” I giggled, enjoying the flash of surprise and jealousy on her face. “He’s a doctor, by the way.” I held up the business card. “I need to make an appointment.”

I reached for my mobile and dialed the number on the card.

It rang twice before a woman’s voice answered, sharp and professional. “Dr Cole’s office. How may I help you?”

I cleared my throat, forcing my voice to stay steady. “Hi, I’d like to book an appointment. My name is… er… Lauren Smith,” I said, deciding not to give my real name at the last moment.

“Certainly. What’s the reason for the visit?”

My cheeks flushed hot. I highly doubted Dr Cole gave me the best orgasm of my life and then left me desperate for more was an acceptable reason for a consultation.

“Uh… just a personal matter,” I said, voice tight.

There was a pause, like she was debating whether to ask for more details. Then she said, “Dr Cole has a few openings this week. Are you available Monday morning?”

Monday? My stomach tightened at the thought. I wasn’t sure I could wait that long. I swallowed, gripping the phone tighter. “That works.”

“Eight o’clock. You’ll receive a text confirmation shortly.”

“Thank you, see you at eight o’clock,” I said, hanging up.

Rebecca was watching me. “I’m so jealous, you bitch,” she laughed.

It was a long, torturous weekend, but finally Monday arrived. The waiting room of Dr Cole’s private practice was sleek, all glass and dark wood, with low lighting that made the place feel more like an exclusive club than a medical office.

The receptionist, who I assumed was the woman I’d spoken to on the phone, sat behind a polished desk, typing with perfectly manicured nails.

She barely looked up as I approached. “Name?”

“Lauren, er… Smith,” I said, trying to sound composed despite the way my pulse was already racing.

She scanned a screen and gave a curt nod. “Ah, Lauren. Er. Smith. You’re expected. Take a seat. Dr Cole will be with you shortly.”

After a few minutes, she led me to his office. I stepped inside, the door clicking shut behind me. From behind the large desk, Dr Elliot Cole looked up. The moment our eyes met, I felt my stomach flip and my heart race.

Dr Cole rose from his chair, moving around the desk with slow, deliberate steps. He was dressed impeccably again, dark tailored trousers, a crisp white shirt with the top button undone, just enough to hint at the strong lines beneath.

“You seemed… dissatisfied with your last consultation,” he murmured, his eyes scanning my body. “I thought a more thorough examination might be necessary.”

I swallowed, trying to ignore the way my body responded to just the sound of his voice. “And what exactly does that involve?”

He gestured toward the sleek black examination bed in the corner of the room, the kind you’d expect in any expensive doctor’s office. Except this didn’t feel clinical. Not with the way he was looking at me.

“I need you to remove all your clothing,” he said smoothly. “Then lie down.” I felt myself getting wet at his command.

I hesitated only a second before reaching for the buttons of my blouse. His eyes darkened as I slowly undid them, one by one, letting the fabric slide from my shoulders. My skirt followed, then my bra, my panties, until I was standing before him completely naked.

Dr Cole let out a low murmur of approval, his gaze drinking me in.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

The praise sent a fresh wave of arousal through me.

“Now, on the bed, please,” he ordered.

I climbed onto the bed, stretching out on my back, my skin flushed under his intense scrutiny. The cool leather sent a shiver up my spine, contrasting with the heat building inside me.

He touched me, his fingertips ghosting over my stomach before sliding up to cup one of my breasts. I gasped as his thumb brushed over my nipple, teasing it into a tight peak.

“Sensitive,” he murmured, rolling it between his fingers. The slight pinch sent a jolt of pleasure through my whole body. I bit my lip as he repeated the motion on my other breast, kneading the soft flesh, tugging and teasing until both nipples were stiff and aching. My breath came faster, my body reacting shamelessly to his touch.

He leaned over, sucking each nipple firmly in turn and sending pulses of bliss through me. “You respond so beautifully,” he said. “I could play with these for hours.”

I let out a shaky breath as his hand drifted down over my stomach, his palm warm, firm. His touch was confident, unrushed, sliding lower, parting my thighs with gentle insistence. His fingers brushed over my swollen folds, finding me already drenched. He let out a quiet hum, amused. “So wet for me, again,” he murmured.

I whimpered as he stroked me, slow, deliberate, his fingers slick with my arousal. He explored me with practiced ease, circling my clit with just the right amount of pressure. My hips lifted off the bed, seeking more, but he held me still with his other hand.

“Patience,” he warned, pressing down slightly on my stomach, keeping me in place. “Let me do my job properly.”

His fingers dipped lower, sliding inside me, curling just right, stroking that perfect spot. My thighs trembled as pleasure coiled tight inside me. I reached for him, my hand finding the thick bulge straining against his trousers. He let out a sharp breath as I squeezed, feeling how hard he was beneath the fabric.

“Fuck,” he muttered, his movements faltering just for a second before he regained control.

I grinned, emboldened, rubbing him through the expensive material. He groaned low in his throat, but his fingers didn’t stop, plunging deeper, faster, his thumb circling my clit with precision. My body tightened, the pleasure unbearable, building higher and higher. I gasped, my fingers squeezing his cock as I moved against his hand.

“That’s it,” he coaxed. “Come for me, Lauren.”

The command sent me over the edge. I shattered around his fingers, my body shaking as waves of bliss tore through me. My grip on his cock tightened as I cried out, my walls pulsing around him. He had a dark grin on his face, clearly enjoying himself as he watched me come undone beneath him.

As my body slowly relaxed, he withdrew his fingers, smirking as he brought them to his lips.

“Mmm,” he murmured, sucking them clean. “That’s the sweetest thing I’ve had all day. I have to confess, I’m yet to find any reason that would prevent your husband from performing his duties. It’s a complete mystery to me.”


Chapter Four




“Now, sit on the edge of the bed, please.” Dr Cole ordered.

I did as I was told, shifting to the edge of the examination bed, my legs dangling over the side. My body was still thrumming from my last orgasm, but the way he was looking at me, hungry, focused, told me he wasn’t done. He stepped between my parted thighs, his hands firm on my hips as he pulled me closer. Then, he dropped to his knees in front of me.

His fingers slid up the insides of my thighs, spreading me wider. “You have the most beautiful cunt,” he murmured from between my legs. “I could spend all fucking day right here.”

The filthy words sent another rush of arousal through me. My hands gripped the edge of the bed as I felt his warm breath ghost over my already soaked folds. Then, without warning, his tongue flicked against my clit.

I gasped, my hips jerking, but his hands held me firmly in place. He licked me again, slower this time, dragging the flat of his tongue up through my folds before circling my clit with a deliberate, maddening rhythm.

“Dr Cole…” I moaned, already spiraling back toward the edge.

His tongue worked me with perfect precision. I could feel the heat pooling deep inside me, winding tighter and tighter. My fingers threaded into his dark hair, gripping as I ground against his mouth, chasing that delicious high. He let me, groaning as he devoured me, his tongue pressing, stroking, circling exactly where I needed.

I was close. So close. My thighs tensed around his head, my body trembling, my climax just seconds away…

And then he stopped.

I let out a strangled cry of frustration, my body screaming in protest.

Elliot wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, smirking up at me. “Patience, Lauren.”

I stared at him, breathless, desperate. “Please…” I whispered.

But he was already standing, his eyes dark with pure lust. His fingers moved to his belt, undoing it slowly, deliberately, his smile widening as he watched my eyes drop to his hands. Then he unbuttoned his pants with an infuriating slowness. My breath caught as he slid them down just enough to free his cock. Fuck it was big; thick, hard, already leaking at the tip.

I swallowed hard, my body aching with need. He stroked himself once, watching me. Then he grabbed my hips, pulling me flush against him.

“I think we’re going to need a deeper examination,” he said.

“Yes, please,” I whispered.

In one movement, he slid his cock deep inside me, stretching me open around his thick shaft and making me gasp as intense waves of pleasure rushed out from my core. He kept going, deep inside me, my walls clenching around him. My nails dug into his shoulders, my body clinging to him as he fucked me.

“Fuck, Lauren. You feel even better than I imagined,” he groaned as he thrust into me.

I whimpered, wrapping my legs around his waist, pulling him in deeper. His pace was controlled at first, measured thrusts that had me gasping, my breasts pressed against the smooth fabric of his shirt.

But then I moved against him, rolling my hips to meet each thrust. Elliot growled, gripping my ass tighter as he started to fuck me in earnest. His hips slammed against my thighs, his cock driving into me with deep, desperate strokes. The sound of our bodies meeting filled the room, along with my breathless moans. His mouth found my neck, biting and sucking, leaving marks I knew I’d feel tomorrow. I was falling apart beneath him, the pleasure overwhelming, his cock hitting just the right spot with every brutal thrust.

I was clinging to him, barely able to form words. “Elliot… fuck… I’m…”

His hand slipped between us, fingers finding my swollen clit. He rubbed tight, ruthless circles, pushing me right to the edge.

“Come for me,” he commanded.

I shattered around him, my whole body locking up as I came hard, my walls squeezing his cock. My orgasm tore through me, wave after wave of pleasure that had me crying out, nails raking down his back. I buried my face in his neck, trying to muffle my cries from the receptionist outside.

“Good girl,” he said.

When I came down from my high, he pulled out, leaving me gaping and dripping. “Stand up and turn around,” he ordered.

I stood on the floor and bent over the bed.

“Legs apart,” he said.

I obeyed, spreading myself for him, feeling the slick evidence of my arousal trickling down my inner thighs.

Elliot gripped my hips, his thumbs pressing into my skin as he lined himself up behind me. The blunt head of his cock teased my entrance, sliding through my soaking wet folds, pressing just enough to make me whimper.

“You’re so fucking wet,” he growled. “Let’s see if there are any problems from this angle.” With one hard thrust, he buried himself inside me again, stretching me open around his cock. I moaned loudly, my fingers gripping the edge of the bed as he set a relentless pace, slamming into me with deep, punishing strokes. The sound of our bodies colliding filled the room, filthy and raw. My breasts bounced with every thrust, sweat slicking my skin as he pounded into me from behind.

His hands roamed my body, gripping my hips, sliding up my chest, and groping my heavy breasts.

“Such a good little slut,” he murmured against my ear.

I clenched around him, my body tightening, pleasure coiling deep inside me again. He felt it, groaning as he fucked me harder, his grip bruising, his thrusts erratic.

“Fuck, Lauren…”

His hips snapped against mine one last time, his cock buried deep as he came with a long, low moan. I felt the heat of him spilling inside me, his body shuddering against mine as he gave in to his own release.

For a moment, neither of us moved, both of us breathless, tangled in the aftermath.

Then, finally, he pulled out, his cum dripping down my thighs. He gave me a firm slap on the ass. “That concludes our examination,” he said. “Please book a follow-up appointment with my receptionist for next week, and we can discuss the results.”

“I hope she didn’t hear us,” I giggled, looking around for my panties, which seemed to have vanished again.

“Oh, don’t worry about Sarah,” laughed the doctor, “She’s used to my private appointments. And to having her own consultations.”


Chapter Five




Iarrived at Dr Cole’s office the following week, my pulse already racing as I stepped into the sleek, dimly lit reception. The anticipation had been building for days, and now, standing there, I could feel the arousal between my thighs just thinking about what he had planned for me.

Sarah, the receptionist, gave me a knowing smile as she led me down the familiar corridor. My heart pounded as she opened the door to his office. Dr Cole was already waiting, leaning against his desk, looking devastatingly composed in his tailored suit. When our eyes met, a slow smile spread across his lips.

“Lauren,” he murmured, pushing off the desk and striding toward me. “Right on time.”

I swallowed hard as he came to stand in front of me, his piercing grey eyes checking over my body like he was already undressing me in his mind.

“I trust you’ve been behaving yourself this week?” he asked, sending a shiver down my spine.

I licked my lips. “Mostly.” In truth, I’d been uncontrollably horny all week and had met up with several other affair partners.

“Good. Because today, I plan to give you a much more thorough examination.” My breath caught. The way he said it, low, deliberate, full of promise, sent a rush of arousal straight to my pussy.

“Strip,” he ordered, stepping back and watching me with that unwavering, dominant gaze.

I obeyed, peeling off my clothes one by one, feeling the weight of his stare on every inch of exposed skin. My nipples hardened under his scrutiny, my body already responding to the sheer authority in his voice.

“Kneel down,” he said once I was completely naked.

I knelt on the floor, and he unbuckled his belt. I swallowed hard, my mouth watering as he lowered his zip. He pulled his cock out of his underwear, already hard. His fingers traced my jaw before he gripped my chin, tilting my face up.

“Good girl,” he said. “Now let’s see if everything is working with that pretty little mouth.”

He slid his cock deep into my mouth, almost making me gag. I stuck my tongue out, licking the underside of his dick and making him groan with appreciation. He held the back of my head, guiding me gently as I bobbed my head back and forth, trying to take him as deep as I could and feeling the weight of him in my mouth.

I hollowed my cheeks, creating a tight, wet suction as I took him deeper, my lips stretching around his thick length. He groaned again. Encouraged, I pressed my tongue flat against him as I slid down again, taking him as deep as I could until he hit the back of my throat.

“Fuck, Lauren…” he moaned.

His grip tightened in my hair as I continued to take him right into my throat with slow, deep strokes. I wanted to push him further, to make him lose that carefully composed control. So I sucked harder, letting my saliva coat him, making every glide smooth and effortless as I worked him deeper still.

Suddenly, he pulled away, gasping for air. His cock throbbed up and down, twitching. He was right on the edge. “Fuck,” he said again. “You almost made me come. But there’s something I want to do first. Get on the bed.” He gestured to the examination bed. “Face down.”

I climbed up onto the cool surface, stretching out, my arms resting above my head. The position left me feeling vulnerable, exposed, completely at his mercy. Dr Cole’s hands skimmed down my spine, slow and teasing. “Beautiful,” he murmured, his fingers tracing the curve of my lower back before gripping my hips. He spread my legs slightly, his touch firm, possessive.

I let out a soft gasp as he pressed a kiss between my shoulder blades, then lower, his lips trailing a slow, burning path down my back. His hands massaged my thighs, parting them further, his breath warm as he worked his way lower.

Then I felt it, his mouth, pressing soft, teasing kisses against the curve of my ass. My entire body tensed in anticipation, a whimper escaping my lips.

“Relax,” he murmured against my skin. I tried, but the moment I felt the first flick of his tongue against the most intimate part of me, a sharp gasp came from my throat. His grip tightened as he spread me wider. His tongue was hot, wet, circling, teasing, then pressing deeper. I moaned into the bed, my body trembling as he worked me open with slow, deliberate strokes to my tight asshole. The sensation was overwhelming, filthy, and intense. He was relentless, alternating between firm, demanding licks and soft, teasing flicks that had me panting, gripping the sheets. I could feel the heat building again, my body melting under his expert touch.

“Elliot…” I gasped, my legs shaking, desperate for more.

When his fingers entered my cunt, I came so hard I nearly passed out. I felt my ass and pussy contracting as each wave washed over me.

And then he pulled away. “Stand on the floor and bend over the bed,” he ordered. “I’m going to fuck you in the ass.”

My heart pounded as I pushed myself up on unsteady legs, my body still quivering. I turned, pressing my hands to the mattress as I bent forward, presenting myself to him.

“Good girl,” he murmured, stepping closer. His warm hands traced over my hips, squeezing, possessive. “Now, hold yourself open while I conduct the next part of the examination.”

A fresh wave of heat rolled through me. Slowly, I slid my hands behind me, gripping my cheeks and spreading myself wide. I felt the cool air against my most intimate places, my rear entrance still slick with his saliva, throbbing as he examined me.

Dr Cole groaned softly, his fingers tracing the sensitive skin he had just tasted. “Perfect,” he murmured, his touch teasing, testing. “So obedient.”

I let out a shaky breath as his hand slid lower, fingers running through my wetness before pressing against my swollen clit. My body shivered, a needy whimper slipping from my lips.

He laughed. “Still so sensitive.”

His other hand gripped my hip as he stepped closer. I felt the head of his heavy cock pressing against my pussy. He teased me, dragging the thick head through my slick folds, coating himself in my arousal.

“Are you ready for the final part of your examination, Lauren?” he asked. I could hear the amusement in his voice.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please.”

With one slow, powerful thrust, he pushed inside my ass, stretching me around his cock. A desperate moan tore from my throat as he filled me completely, the deep, overwhelming pressure making my legs tremble.

Dr Cole groaned, gripping my hips tightly. “Fuck. You’re so tight. Your husband should really be servicing this regularly. I must have a word with him.”

He withdrew almost completely before slamming back in, setting a punishing rhythm that had me gasping, my fingers gripping the bed. The sound of skin against skin filled the room. He was relentless, fucking me deep and hard, each thrust pushing me closer to the edge.

One hand tangled in my hair, pulling my head back as his other hand slid around to rub tight circles against my clit. The pleasure was unbearable, coiling tight in my core, my whole body on fire.

“Come for me,” he growled.

I shattered, my orgasm tearing through me, my walls clenching around him as my vision blurred. My whole body trembled, my moans breaking into gasps as the pleasure crashed over me.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his thrusts turning frantic as he chased his own release. I knew he was already past the point of no return. With one final, deep thrust, his cock pulsed and he spilled inside me. I felt the warm wetness as he released load after load in my tight ass.

We stayed like that for a moment, panting heavily. Then, finally, he carefully pulled out, his cum pouring out of my ass and down my pussy.

Dr Cole smirked, running a lazy hand over my ass before stepping back. “That was a very thorough examination, and I’m pleased to tell you that everything is working perfectly. However, I think we need a regular appointment just to keep on top of things. Please organize that with my secretary.”

THE END


Filled By The Firefighters


Very Explicit Wife Cheating Erotica



Chapter One




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

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

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

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

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

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

Nothing.

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

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

“Right,” I said quietly. “Of course.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His eyes dipped, lingering on my ample cleavage.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three




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

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

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

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

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

Five minutes passed. Then ten.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Fuck," I whispered, grinding against him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Five




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I grinned. “Why not?”

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

“Fuck,” Saul muttered, shifting beside me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you have any lube?” I asked him.

He nodded, going to fetch some from a drawer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE END
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Chapter One




My hand worked feverishly between my legs, my body twisting and turning under the thin sheets, which were now damp with my sweat. I circled my clit, faster and faster, feeling myself approach the edge of the precipice. Suddenly, with a cry of relief, I pushed through the other side, my orgasm flooding through my whole body, making me shake and moan.

My fingers slowed, teasing the last bits of pleasure from my core as I gradually returned to my senses, lazily teasing out the last tremors of bliss. My chest rose and fell as I fought to catch my breath. Still panting, I kicked off the sheet, letting it pool around my ankles as the cool morning air kissed my flushed, naked skin.

The sunlight poured in through the large window of my apartment, flooding the room with a warm, golden glow. I lay there, basking in it for a moment, my mind pleasantly foggy. My husband had already gone to work, his usual early departure leaving the apartment blissfully quiet.

I had no commitments today, no meetings with the church committee or the food bank where I volunteered. No shopping trips planned or chores to do. My schedule was deliciously clear. But that didn’t mean I had no plans. I had plenty of plans.

Reaching for my phone on the bedside table, I settled back against the pillows, spreading my legs wide as I opened the camera app in selfie mode. Holding the phone between my thighs, I tilted it just right to capture the view. The screen showed my swollen cunt, pink and puffy from my orgasm. The trimmed hair framing it was damp, matted with a mix of sweat and my release.

I watched as my lips parted slightly, revealing the glistening slickness inside. My sticky white essence was clearly visible, evidence of the pleasure I’d just indulged in. The sight made my heart race all over again.

I snapped a few photos, angling the camera slightly to make sure the light hit just right. After scrolling through the shots, I picked the most enticing one. My thumb hovered over the screen for a moment before I sent it to the group chat, pairing it with a simple, teasing message: “Who’s available in the next hour?”

Oh, I didn’t tell you about the group chat yet? It’s my little secret, just me and over twenty men. All of them are guys I’ve met on dating apps, and all of them have fucked me behind my husband’s back.

It’s not just a random collection of faces, mind you. There’s a standard to get in. These men have one thing in common: they’re phenomenal in bed. No half-hearted thrusts or fumbling about, they’ve got skills. To make it onto the group chat, you’ve got to bring your A-game. I’m talking about the kind of lovers who make sure I come at least two or three times before they even think about themselves. The bar is set high, and I’m not about to lower it.

Secondly, they were all hung. That was basically a prerequisite for the first point, as far as I was concerned. Let’s be honest, there’s nothing quite like the thrill of a really big cock. The way it fills you, stretches you just right, leaving you aching for more... God, I loved it. And on the flip side, nothing turned me off faster than a small one. It’s harsh, maybe, but I know what I like.

And thirdly, they were all well built; strong, muscular, the kind of men who practically lived at the gym. You know the type: broad shoulders, rock-hard abs, arms that could pin you down while they fucked you senseless. They weren’t just good to look at; they knew how to use their strength to make me feel weak in the best way possible.

You could definitely say I had a type.

I decided to have a shower. On my way to the bathroom, I passed a mirror and stopped to glance at my reflection. The soft light from the window highlighted the curves of my naked body, and I took a moment to admire what I saw. My blonde hair, still messy from the bed, hung in soft waves around my shoulders. My breasts, full and heavy, hung slightly lower now that I was approaching thirty, with just a hint of stretch marks. Between my legs, a nest of blonde hair, left quite long but neatly trimmed and waxed at the bikini line.

In the shower, the hot water cascaded over my body, streaming down my back and pooling at my feet, steam curling around me like a lover’s embrace. I tilted my head back, letting the spray drench my hair, and closed my eyes. My hands wandered almost instinctively, slick with soap, gliding over my skin.

I started with slow, deliberate strokes, running my fingers over my breasts. The heat of the water made my nipples stiffen as my thumbs teased them, sending a shiver down my spine that had nothing to do with the temperature. My free hand drifted lower, trailing over my stomach until it found its way between my legs.

I leaned back against the cool tiles, the contrast sending a fresh wave of tingles through me. My fingers slipped over my clit, the warm water and soap making everything slippery and smooth. I let out a soft moan, barely audible over the hiss of the shower, as I circled it gently at first, then with growing urgency.

My fingers worked faster now, stroking and teasing, my other hand gripping the edge of the soap dish for support. My legs trembled as the tension inside me coiled tighter and tighter, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps. With one final stroke, the pressure burst, and I cried out, my voice echoing around the bathroom. My orgasm ripped through me, leaving me weak and breathless as I slumped against the wall.

When I came back from my shower, my phone was lighting up with replies. A flood of fire emojis filled the group chat in reaction to the picture I’d sent, along with a few messages expressing regret: "Out of town, wish I could," and "Stuck in meetings all morning, damn it."

But one reply stood out; an enthusiastic affirmative from Josh. He was a fireman, the kind of man who looked like he’d been carved out of stone, and luckily for me, he didn’t have a shift this morning. Better yet, he lived nearby.

"I can be there in thirty minutes," he texted.

I smiled, biting my lip as I typed back: "Hurry."

This was the genius of my group chat: whenever I wanted it, sex was just a message away. And not just any sex; mind-blowing, toe-curling, no-fucking-around sex. It was my secret weapon for ensuring I was never left unsatisfied.

Take last week, for example. My husband was out of town, and I’d set up a date with a prospective new friend. Things started off fine, but as the evening dragged on, it became painfully clear he wasn’t what I was after. His conversation was dull, and, frankly, his body didn’t live up to the perfectly lit and filtered pictures on his profile.

When he excused himself to the bathroom, I seized my chance, pulling out my phone and firing off a quick message to the group chat. Within moments, one of the lads replied, fairly local, eager, and ready to host me immediately. That was all I needed.

When my date returned, I put on my best apologetic smile, made up some excuse about an early morning, and called it a night. He looked disappointed, but I didn’t care. I hailed a cab and was at my new destination within ten minutes.

Five more minutes later, I was bent over his kitchen table, my cries echoing off the walls as he pounded into me with the kind of skill my unfortunate date could only dream of. No small talk, no disappointment, just raw, unfiltered pleasure.

That’s the beauty of the group chat: it never lets me down.


Chapter Two




Anyway, back to my morning appointment. There was no point getting dressed, so I put the front door on the latch and lay on the bed. My fingers drifted down to my clit, teasing it softly, coaxing myself back to wetness.

To help things along, I opened my private gallery on my phone. The screen lit up with snapshots of my escapades: me bent over, pinned down, or stretched out, caught mid-thrust with ecstasy written all over my face. Caught with cum all over my face, even. Flicking through the images, I felt the familiar heat building inside me, my fingers circling faster as I anticipated Josh’s arrival.

It wasn’t long before I heard the front door creak open, followed by heavy, deliberate footsteps. My heart raced as he appeared in the doorway, and fuck, he was even hotter than I remembered. It had been at least a month since I’d seen him, and I’d clearly forgotten just how perfect he was.

His thick, muscled arms strained against the sleeves of his t-shirt, the fabric clinging to his broad chest. His jaw was sharp, shadowed with just the right amount of stubble, and his blue eyes flicked over my naked body with a hunger that made me bite my lip.

"Miss me?" he asked, as he kicked the door shut behind him.

My heart pounded in my chest as I nodded. He strode over, his boots thudding against the floor, and I watched, mesmerized, as he started to strip off. First, he removed his shirt, revealing a chiseled torso that spoke of countless hours in the gym and a tough, practical job. Tattoos traced over his biceps, adding an edge of rugged masculinity, each one telling a story. His broad shoulders and sculpted arms flexed under his skin.

He paused for a moment, giving me a smile that sent shivers down my spine. Slowly, he pulled off his boots, the floorboards creaking softly as he shifted his weight. Next, he unbuttoned his pants, sliding them down to leave him in just his tight briefs. The fabric clung to his hips, outlining the impressive length and girth of his already hard cock. I licked my lips, unable to tear my eyes away from the sight of his bulge.

He hooked his fingers in the waistband of his briefs and whipped them off in one go. His huge, throbbing cock sprang forth, proudly erect. I licked my lips, unable to tear my eyes away from the sight of his thick, pulsating dick, the veins standing out against his smooth skin.

I couldn’t wait any longer. “Get over here and fuck me,” I begged.

He didn’t need any more encouragement. With a hungry look in his eyes, he climbed onto the bed and positioned himself between my legs. His cock pressed against my entrance, the heat of it sending a shiver through me. I was already so wet, literally dripping with desire, that he slid right in, stretching me in the most delicious way. It felt like it had only been moments since he walked through the door, yet now he was buried deep inside me.

A gasp escaped my lips as my back arched off the bed, feeling every inch of him fill me. He started to thrust, slow and deep, each movement deliberate, each stroke driving me wild. His cock pressed against all the right spots, sending waves of pleasure crashing through my body. I couldn’t help but moan as I writhed beneath him.

The rhythm he set was perfect, building a tension inside me that made it impossible to stay still. His hands gripped my wrists, holding them firmly against the bed above my head. His body pressed down on mine as he fucked me deeper, harder. Each thrust had me gasping for air, my nails digging into his back as my body surrendered to him.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” he growled, his breath hot against my ear.

“Don’t stop,” I panted, my fingers digging into his back as I clung to him. “Fuck me harder, Josh.”

He obliged, pounding into me with an intensity that took my breath away. The room was filled with the sounds of our bodies colliding, my moans mixing with his grunts. I was close, so close, my orgasm building with every thrust.

"Fuck, Josh," I gasped, barely able to catch my breath. "I’m…"

But before I could finish, the pleasure hit, crashing over me in a wave that left me gasping, trembling, and completely undone. I squirmed beneath him as he continued to fuck me, riding out my orgasm as it washed through every inch of my body.

Suddenly, Josh pulled out, his grip firm and possessive as he grabbed me roughly, flipping me onto my stomach. The weight of him pressed down on me, his hands strong as they held me in place, forcing me to stay still as he repositioned himself behind me.

I could feel the heat of his body against mine, the tension thick in the air as he ran his cock between my thighs, teasing me for a moment before he slammed back inside. The new angle took me by surprise, and I gasped as his cock rubbed against my G-spot, sending a shock of pleasure straight to my core.

My hands gripped the sheets, my knuckles white as he began to fuck me hard from behind, each thrust deep and powerful, driving me closer to the edge. The sound of our bodies colliding filled the room, my breath coming in ragged gasps as he pushed me further, harder. The feeling of him buried inside me, taking control, was overwhelming.

“Fuck, Josh!” I cried out, my voice muffled by the pillow. The feeling of his cock filling me over and over was overwhelming, every thrust pushing me closer to the edge.

He started to fuck me even harder, using me for his pleasure. The intensity was almost too much, the tension building until I couldn’t hold back any longer. My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, my body convulsing as I screamed into the pillow.

Josh didn’t let up. He kept fucking me through my orgasm, each powerful thrust prolonging my pleasure. I could feel his own climax approaching, his movements becoming more urgent, more desperate.

With a final groan, he slammed into me one last time, his cock pulsing as he came deep inside me. The sensation of his hot cum filling me sent another shiver of pleasure through my body, leaving me trembling and breathless.

He collapsed on top of me, both of us panting and sweaty. After a moment, he rolled off, lying beside me as we caught our breath. I turned my head to look at him, a satisfied smile on my face. We kissed, for the first time since he had arrived, long and passionately.


Chapter Three




But there was another rule of the group chat. A code of conduct, if you will. Josh retrieved his phone from his pants and opened my legs, taking a photo of his cum flooding out of my cunt onto the sheets. Then he posted it to the group.

Josh got dressed as my phone lit up with notifications from the chat as the guys reacted to the photo. Soon he was gone, back to his wife, as quickly as he’d arrived. One message caught my eye, from a guy called Steve. He was an investment banker, but way fitter than you’d expect an investment banker to be. We’d only fucked once before, but it was so good he’d been added immediately to the group chat. His message said, “Do you want seconds? Can be there in ten.”

My heart started racing. I’d never done that before; had one right after another. “Yes, please,” I typed, “I’ll have a quick shower.”

“Don’t you dare,” he replied. Fuck, my cunt was throbbing now. He knew I was sweaty and full of cum and wanted to fuck me like that. The other men cheered him on from the sidelines.

When Steve arrived, I was still naked on the bed, leaking cum onto the sheets. He was wearing an expensive suit, his chest muscles straining at his shirt. He regarded me as he pulled his tie off and placed his jacket carefully over a chair. I lazily slipped a finger into my slick cunt.

He slowly unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his toned body beneath. I could see the impressive bulge in his fitted trousers, his cock already straining at the fabric. But before I could reach out and touch him, he knelt between my legs, his tongue lapping at my cunt and licking up Josh’s cum. The dirtiness of it almost made me climax again immediately.

He started to focus on my clit, alternating between firm licks and little sucks. When he thrust two fingers into me, I came, my fingers gripping his hair and my thighs clenching around his head. He moved up to kiss me, and I could taste the cum on his hot lips. His hard cock pressed against me through his pants. Then he knelt up on the bed and undid his belt. Pulling his pants down just enough, his big erection sprang forth.

“Suck it,” he ordered me.

He got his phone out and started filming as I wrapped my hand around his hot shaft. “I’m going to stream this to the group,” he said. My heart was thumping in my chest now, my whole body desperate for him.

I put his cock in my mouth, sticking out my tongue and bobbing my head up and down, working it deeper into my throat. I was playing up for the camera, sure, but the act itself was making me even more turned on. I could hear my own phone notifications going crazy as comments on the live stream flooded the group chat.

“Suck it, you slut,” he said, putting his free hand on my head and gripping my hair. He started to fuck my face, making me gag while he filmed me. It made my cunt ache with desire. My hand went between my legs, rubbing my clit. It didn’t take long until I came hard, my cries muffled by his cock. But it was too much, and I collapsed onto the bed, my whole body shaking. He streamed it all live.

Steve stood by the bed, and I moved to the edge, opening my legs and lifting them up. He guided his cock to my cunt, still filming. As he pressed it inside me, I felt Josh’s cum being forced out, coating his cock.

Steve’s big dick stretched me, filling me up completely as he drove into me with powerful, relentless thrusts. One hand gripped my thigh, holding me open for the camera. I could feel Josh’s cum sliding out of me, making the obscene noises of our fucking even wetter.

I reached down, my fingers rubbing my clit as he pounded into me. The pleasure was almost unbearable, my whole body trembling with each thrust. He pulled my legs further apart, spreading me wide open for the camera, making sure the guys in the group chat got the full view of our filthy fuck.

Steve’s pace quickened, his breathing becoming more ragged. “You like this, don’t you?” he asked, his tone taunting. “You like being our little slut.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Fuck, yes.”

His hand moved from my thigh to my throat, squeezing just enough to make me gasp for air. The mix of pleasure and the slight pressure made my head spin. “I’m going to make you cum again,” he promised.

His thrusts became harder, deeper, each one hitting that perfect spot inside me. My fingers worked furiously on my clit, the pleasure building to an almost painful peak. I could feel my orgasm approaching fast, my body tensing in anticipation.

“Cum for me, slut,” he ordered, his grip on my throat tightening just a bit more.

His words sent me over the edge. I came hard, my body convulsing with waves of pleasure, my cries echoing in the room. He didn’t stop, fucking me through my orgasm, prolonging the intense, shuddering pleasure.

“Good girl,” he panted, his voice short of breath. He pulled out, stroking his cock quickly. “Open your mouth.”

I obeyed, opening wide as he moved closer, the tip of his cock just inches from my lips. With a grunt, he came, hot spurts of his cum coating my tongue and lips. I swallowed eagerly, licking my lips clean as he filmed the whole thing.

As we cuddled on the bed, I couldn’t resist checking the group chat. It was buzzing with excitement, lit up with comments and fire emojis, the guys loving every second of the first live performance.


Chapter Four




Afew days later and it was Saturday afternoon. My husband had just left on yet another business trip. I was almost certain he was fucking the colleague he had gone with, a cheeky-looking slut from the finance department who wore obscenely short skirts. I honestly didn’t care.

I’d already been out all morning, getting my hair and nails done and doing a bit of shopping. As I caught the metro back to my apartment, I couldn’t stop thinking about fucking Josh and Steve earlier in the week. I was getting more and more horny, so I decided it was time to try the group chat again.

Pulling out my phone, I looked around nervously, worried that the other passengers might see what I was planning. There was no way they would, of course, but I felt like I must have “Slut” written on my face as I typed the message. “Anyone available this afternoon?”

Maybe because it was Saturday afternoon, but unusually, within five minutes, I had four replies saying they were available. Overwhelmed with choice, I texted back. “I don’t know who to choose???”

One of the guys, called James, replied immediately, “Why not choose all of us?”

I felt my face flush, and my heart started to race. I also felt a delicious wetness in my panties. Could I really do that? I glanced around the train carriage, but no one knew what I was considering. The other three available men messaged that they would be up for that too. Fuck!

Nervously, I agreed, with appropriate sweating and hot emojis. By the time I got back to my apartment, the first of them was already there. Jay was waiting for me outside, and we air-kissed as if we were just acquaintances. But as he followed me up the stairs to my apartment, he slapped my ass hard, making me gasp with shock and then burst out laughing.

Once inside, I could feel a tingling between my legs, but acting normally, I made him a coffee and waited for the others. James was next, a dirty glint in his eye as he kissed me on the lips and shook hands with Jay.

The apartment was soon buzzing with anticipation. I felt the heat of their gazes on me, my pulse quickening with each minute. Next, Liam arrived, his confident swagger evident as he walked through the door. I could see the fat bulge in his gray sweatpants. He greeted the others with a nod before turning his attention to me, his eyes roaming over my body with unashamed hunger. Last to arrive was Dan, the youngest of the group, not much more than twenty, but no less eager. His boyish grin contrasted with the lustful glint in his eyes.

Fuck, just having four such hot men in my apartment was making me sweaty and flustered. With their big muscles flexing in their t-shirts and their large bulges in their pants, I could hardly form a coherent thought. I bustled about getting them drinks, trying to ignore my soaking panties and nervously putting off the inevitable.

The air was thick with tension as we all stood in my kitchen. I felt a thrill of excitement rush through me, knowing what was about to happen. After they had drunk their coffee, I cleared my throat, breaking the silence. “Well, boys, are you ready to go to the bedroom?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

James smirked, stepping forward and taking my hand. “Oh, we’re more than ready, love.” His grip was firm, sending a jolt of electricity straight to my cunt. “But we don’t need to go to the bedroom.”

I felt another rush of heat between my legs at the sheer filthiness of the situation. I couldn’t believe I was about to do this. Four men, right here in the kitchen I shared with my husband, all eager to have me.

"Take off your clothes," James commanded softly.

My heart pounded as I reached for the hem of my top, pulling it over my head and tossing it aside. My bra followed, and I saw their eyes shining with lust as my full breasts were revealed. My nipples were already hard, and as I looked around at the others, I saw their cocks were stiffening in their pants.

"Good girl," Jay murmured, stepping closer. He reached out, running his hands over my breasts, squeezing and kneading them roughly. I gasped at the sensation, my nipples hardening even more under his touch.

Liam moved to the other side, bending down and sucking hard on a nipple, making me moan with pleasure. The men were all closing in on me now. James’s hands moved to my hips. His breath was hot on my neck as he whispered, "Let's see how wet you are."

He slid a hand down my stomach, slipping it inside my panties and groaning softly as he found my soaked cunt. "Fuck, she's literally dripping," he announced to the others, making me flush with embarrassment and arousal. “These panties are soaked through.”

Dan knelt in front of me, his boyish grin turning dirty as he hooked his fingers into the waistband of my shorts and panties and pulled them down, exposing me to the room. "Can't wait to taste her," he said, talking to the others instead of me and making me even more turned on.

I could barely think as they touched me, their hands everywhere, making my skin tingle and my heart race. Dan’s tongue explored my wet folds, his breath on my clit making me squirm with desire. When he started lapping firmly at me, I was so aroused that I came almost immediately, my legs buckling under me as the guys held me up.

James stepped forward, his cock already hard and straining against his jeans. He unzipped his trousers, freeing himself and guiding my hand to his thick shaft. In a room full of alpha males, I sensed he was the head alpha.

"Suck it," he ordered.

I knelt on the cold tiled floor, my heart pounding as I wrapped my hand around James's throbbing cock. The taste of him filled my mouth as I took him in, my tongue swirling around the tip before sliding down his length. His groan of approval spurred me on, my hand stroking what my mouth couldn't reach.

"That's it, take it all," James growled, his hand gripping the back of my head, guiding my movements. I gagged slightly as he pushed deeper, but the sheer filthiness of it only made me wetter.

Jay and Liam couldn't wait any longer either. They both unzipped their jeans, freeing their cocks. Jay positioned himself close to my face, his shaft just inches away from my lips. "Open up," he commanded.

I turned slightly, my mouth now taking turns between James and Jay. My tongue flicked over Jay's tip, tasting the pre-cum that had already started to bead there. James pulled out for a moment, stroking himself as he watched me pleasure Jay.

"Fuck, she looks so hot like this," Liam murmured, moving his own cock closer so I could give him a turn. They were all bigger than average, but Liam was the biggest, a proper monster cock. I could barely get his throbbing erection in my mouth. I settled for sucking the tip and wrapping my tongue around it.

“No, that’s no good,” said James, grabbing me by my hair. “She needs to try harder.”

He started to move my head, forcing Liam’s cock into my throat. I gagged, my jaw aching and my eyes streaming, but he didn’t relent. And that wasn’t all that was streaming; I could feel myself literally dripping wet between my legs. He forced me to take it deeper and deeper until spit was pouring out of my mouth over my breasts, and I could barely breathe.

“Suck his cock, you whore,” James laughed, clearly enjoying himself.

Liam looked like he was already on the edge. His balls tightened, and he started groaning. James pulled my head back just in time for Liam to ejaculate all over my face. I closed my eyes and felt it coat my face in warm pulsating loads, running down my cheeks. I wrapped my lips around him again, sucking the last of the cum from his cock.

Most of the cum had missed my eyes. When I opened them, I saw that Dan had been filming my filthy behavior on his phone.

“Is that…” I asked him, my throat hoarse from being fucked.

“Yes, live on the group chat,” he said with a grin, “Oh, and Steve says he’s in a taxi on his way over right now too.”

"She’s such a good little slut," Jay groaned as I wrapped my lips around him again, his hand tangling in my hair as he pushed deeper into my mouth.

After a few more minutes of sucking them all, Jay and Liam pulled me upright. James guided me toward the kitchen table, bending me over face down so my breasts pressed against the cool wood. My heart was racing, anticipation coursing through my veins as I felt James behind me again.

His hands slid over my ass, spreading me wide open. “Are you getting this, Dan?”

Dan moved closer, filming deep inside my gaping cunt.

But James couldn’t wait any longer. He slipped his cock between my wet folds and pressed up against my entrance, teasing me. I whimpered, pushing back against him, desperate for his cock.

“You want my cock, baby girl?” he smirked.

“Yes, please,” I whimpered.

“Tell me what you want,” he demanded in a commanding voice.

“Fuck me,” I gasped, my voice trembling. “Please, James, fuck me.”

With one hard thrust, he buried himself inside me, stretching me in a way that left me breathless. My fingers gripped the edge of the table as he began to move. Each thrust was deep, deliberate, and commanding, his hips slamming against me with a force that sent jolts of pleasure through my entire body.

I moaned loudly, unable to hold back, the pressure building inside me with each powerful stroke. My breasts pressed against the cold table, the contrast making my already sensitive nipples ache. He reached forward, grabbing a handful of my hair, pulling my head back to whisper in my ear.

“Come for me,” he ordered.

The command sent me over the edge. My body tensed, pleasure ripping through me as I cried out so loud I wondered if the neighbors would hear. My cunt clenched around him, and he groaned, thrusting harder as he chased his own release.

James finished with a final, deep thrust, his body shaking against mine as he filled me. He pulled out slowly, and I could feel his warmth dripping down my thighs as I slumped over the table, my legs trembling.

But there was no rest. Jay stepped forward next, pulling me upright and turning me around to face him. “My turn,” he said with a smirk, his cock already hard and glistening with precum. He lifted me effortlessly, placing me on the edge of the table, spreading my legs wide.

His lips claimed mine in a rough, hungry kiss as he slid inside me, his cock hitting a new angle that made me cry out against his mouth. His thrusts were fast and urgent, his hands gripping my thighs as he held me open. As he fucked me, James’s cum poured out, making wet, obscene sounds and pooling under my ass on the table.

“You’re so fucking gorgeous,” Jay muttered, his lips trailing down my neck as he fucked me hard.

I was still sensitive from my last orgasm, and it didn’t take long for the tension to start building again. I clawed at Jay’s back, my moans getting louder as he brought me closer and closer to another climax.

“Come on, let go for me,” he urged, his thumb reaching down to circle my clit. The extra stimulation was too much, and I shattered around him, my body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

Jay groaned as he finished inside me too, his cum mixing with James’s. He pulled out just as Liam stepped in. “Move over, mate,” Liam said with a grin, his massive cock hard again and already in his hand.

“Fuck,” I murmured, my eyes widening as Liam pushed my legs further apart, positioning himself at my entrance. He was big, bigger than the others, and as he pushed inside, I could feel every inch stretching me.

“Jesus, you’re so tight,” Liam said.

“‘Course she is, you’ve got a horse cock,” laughed Dan, moving closer to capture it with his phone.

Liam took his time at first, letting me adjust, but as soon as he saw me relax, he started to move faster. His size made every thrust feel impossibly deep, hitting spots that left me breathless.

My head fell back, a loud moan escaping my lips as he grabbed my hips, pulling me into each thrust. His strength was overwhelming, his pace relentless, and soon I was tumbling over the edge again, my body spasming around him.

After he had fucked me through my orgasm, he pulled out. “Your turn, mate,” he said to Dan, taking the phone from him. The youngest of the group, Dan’s eagerness was obvious as he slid inside me, his pace fast and wild from the start. His hands roamed my body, squeezing my breasts, my waist, my thighs, as if he couldn’t get enough of me.

“You’re incredible,” Dan panted, his hips slamming against my thighs. I was overstimulated, my body a bundle of nerves, but the pleasure was addictive, each thrust sending me closer to another orgasm.

When I came again, Dan groaned, pulling his cock out and holding it above me. It was slick with my release and the others cum. He gave his dick a couple of firm strokes, and cum erupted from it, all the way up my stomach and even over my breasts. Load after load followed until my body was covered in lines of white cum.

I barely had a moment to catch my breath before the kitchen door burst open. I jumped up, and for one heartbeat I thought it might be my husband. But no, it was Steve.

“Looks like I missed the warm-up,” he said, grinning. He went round the group of men, shaking them all firmly by the hand and introducing himself like he’d just arrived late at a business meeting instead of a gangbang.

Steve shrugged off his tailored jacket and hung it on a chair. “Right. Let’s see if you can handle one more,” he said. He took me by the hand and led me through to the bedroom on shaky legs. The other guys followed.

I grabbed a towel from the bedside table, quickly wiping myself down and lying on the bed as Steve undressed. His body was as impressive as ever, with broad shoulders, defined abs, and that cock I couldn’t get enough of. He dropped his pants and briefs in one fluid motion and climbed onto the bed, settling between my legs.

He ran a hand up my thigh, his fingers exploring my swollen opening. “You’re full of cum,” he smirked. “Still want more?”

“Yes, please,” I replied breathlessly.

Steve didn’t waste time. He thrust into me in one smooth motion, his cock filling me completely. My back arched off the bed as I gasped, my hands gripping his shoulders.

“Fuck,” I moaned as he began to move, his rhythm steady but powerful, each stroke hitting deep. The others gathered around, watching intently, their eyes fixed on my lips stretched tight around Steve’s shaft, cum pouring out of my cunt and running down my ass.

The room was filled with the sounds of skin against skin, my cries of pleasure, and Steve’s groans. His pace quickened, his movements growing more intense as he drove me higher and higher. Liam climbed into the bed, offering me his huge cock. I grabbed hold of it, pulling it into my mouth. The others joined us. Someone sucked on one of my nipples while someone else groped my other breast. I felt the tension building again, my body trembling as another orgasm surged through me. My cunt contracted around Steve’s cock, my muffled moans spilling around Liam’s thick shaft.

With a growl, Steve flipped me onto my knees. He spread my cheeks, taking a moment to admire my dripping cunt and tight ass. His hands gripped me firmly as he guided his cock back between my folds and thrust hard inside, the new angle making me gasp as he hit deeper, more sensitive spots. Dan was the only one not hard, and resumed his role as cameraman. The rest of them brought their cocks to me to take turns sucking.

Steve picked up the pace, fucking me through another orgasm. Just as the pleasure rushed through me and my cunt and ass started contracting, he pushed a thick thumb in my puckered rear entrance, making me cry out again. After a few more strokes, he pulled out and moved his cock to my ass.

“I’m going to cum in your ass,” he said, and I could hear the smirk in his voice.

The others held me as Steve applied a bit more pressure. Suddenly, I felt myself relax and stretch around his shaft. “Oh my god,” I gasped. His cock felt massive in my ass, stretching me wide open and making me grip his shaft tightly.

Steve let out a deep groan as he sank fully into me, his hands gripping my hips to hold me in place. “Fuck, your ass is so tight,” he growled. He pulled back slightly before thrusting forward again, setting a steady rhythm that had my entire body trembling.

Steve’s pace quickened, his thick shaft stretching me wide with every thrust. His grunts grew louder, matching the rhythm of his hips slamming against me. Each thrust sent shocks of pleasure through me, my body trembling as I struggled to keep up with all the hard cocks surrounding me.

Steve leaned forward, his weight pressing me into the mattress as he thrust deeper, his cock hitting new spots inside me. The stretch of my ass, the taste of the men in my mouth, and the roughness of their hands on my body all combined into a whirlwind of pleasure.

I felt Steve tense behind me, his hands digging into my hips. With a final deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing as he spilled inside me. The sensation of his warmth filling me sent me over the edge again, my body shaking with another powerful orgasm.

He pulled out slowly, leaving me breathless and trembling. But there was still more to come. “Let’s see if she can take two at once,” grinned James.

There was no way I was letting Liam put his monster cock in my ass, so I pushed him onto the bed and guided him into my pussy. I sank down, letting out another happy moan as he stretched me open again. When he was fully inside, James moved behind us, guiding his cock to my ass, which was overflowing with Steve’s cum.

With Liam’s cock filling my pussy so completely, James had a bit of trouble getting it in, but eventually it slipped deep inside, rubbing against Liam’s dick through my thin walls. They both started to move cautiously, gradually finding a rhythm that was just out of sync with each other.

The sensations in my hyper-aroused body were too much, and I came so hard that I blacked out, my body shaking uncontrollably as my mind went blank. I couldn’t even feel the dicks in me anymore, my brain switched to complete pleasure, and my whole body throbbed with ecstasy. I had another whole-body orgasm, and then another one. I don’t even remember the rest, just a haze of ecstasy with my brain completely off. The only thing that existed was pleasure.

But finally, it was over. They pulled out, leaving me gaping and empty. Cum poured out of my cunt and ass. I was vaguely aware someone else had come on my face. I collapsed on the bed, still shaking, my eyes closed and my heart pounding.

The room grew quiet, the heat and frenzy of the moment fading. I heard murmurs, and then a soft touch on my arm. “You alright?” Steve asked, his voice gentler now.

I nodded faintly, too drained to speak, my body heavy and buzzing from everything that had just happened.

“Get her some water,” James said, still in charge and already grabbing a towel to clean me up.

Jay returned with a glass of cold water, helping me sit up enough to drink. “Good girl. Take it slow,” he said, gently.

I sipped gratefully, the coolness soothing my dry throat. Someone draped a blanket over me, and Liam perched on the edge of the bed, rubbing slow circles on my back.

“Was that okay?” Dan asked, concern in his voice.

I managed a smile. “Yes, perfect,” I murmured. “Thank you all so much.”

“Good girl,” Liam said, his hand warm on my skin. “Let us know if you need anything, yeah?”

One by one, they climbed into bed around me, their bodies warm and solid as they nestled close. Steve lay beside me, his arm draped over my waist, while James stroked my hair softly. I closed my eyes, exhaustion finally overtaking me as I sank into the comfort of their embrace. I fell into a deep sleep.

When I woke, I was alone in my apartment. Shivering, I pulled on a dressing gown and padded to the kitchen. There was a huge hamper of food on the kitchen table and several bottles of mineral water. I smiled to myself and sent them a thank you on the group chat.

THE END
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Cheating At The Office Party


First Time Interracial Threesome



Chapter One




The morning light filtered softly through the curtains, casting a gentle glow across the room. I lay there, half-awake, next to my husband, Michael, feeling his chest rise and fall against my back. His breath was steady, slow, as he remained deep in sleep. But I couldn’t ignore the stir of arousal inside me, an ache, a need that had been building since the moment I’d woken up.

I felt the hard length of his cock against my ass, and I couldn’t resist. My hand moved behind me, and I grasped his shaft. He stirred slightly, and his eyes opened. When he felt my hand on him, he smiled. “Mmm, morning, Emma,” he said, still half asleep.

I knew I was already soaking, desperate for his cock. Without a word, I moved, rolling him onto his back and straddling him, positioning myself just above him. He groaned softly as I guided him between my folds and lowered myself, feeling the fullness of him as I sank slowly down. My full, heavy breasts hung down, my nipples brushing against his hairy chest. My hand found its way between my legs, running over my trimmed bush and circling my clit as I began to move, rocking gently at first, then faster as the pleasure started to grow.

I could feel his hands at my hips, guiding me, his breath quickening beneath me. But before I could reach the edge, I felt him tense, his hands gripping me tighter, and then his warm, wet release filled me. I froze, my heart racing, a sharp groan leaving my lips.

I hadn’t finished.

I sighed in frustration, gently lifting myself off him. I’d have to sort myself out. Again.

“I’m just going to get ten more minutes,” Michael murmured, rolling onto his side and closing his eyes.

I left the bed and moved to the bathroom, the rush of heat inside me mixing with the disappointment as his cum ran down my legs.

Once I was alone in the bathroom, I shut the door behind me and pulled open the drawer. Inside was an array of different vibrators and dildos, every size and color. My fingers wrapped around the largest one, a black dildo that was twice as thick and twice as long as Michael’s dick.

I dropped to my knees, spreading my legs and positioning the toy between them. The suction cup on the bottom attached itself firmly to the tiled floor. I positioned the head between my folds and let my weight sink down on it. Its massive girth stretched me open painfully for a second before my cunt swallowed it, and it filled my vagina. I let out a satisfied moan of pleasure as it sank deep into me.

I started to ride the dildo, the sheer size taking my breath away. But my thoughts were elsewhere. I couldn’t stop thinking about him. Not my husband, but someone else.

The paintball game from last week played out in my head. The team-building exercise, the chaotic energy of the game, and the heat of the sun beating down on us all. But what I remembered most was him, the salesman, Calum. The one with the broad shoulders and that walk that made my insides twist. The moment I saw him, my body had reacted before my mind even had time to catch up. I hadn’t been able to look away from him.

And when I’d taken shelter in our base, he’d been there, already out of the game. He lounged on the bench, his dark skin, his grey sweatpants that hugged him in all the right ways, showing off the thick bulge between his legs. My eyes had widened as I’d realized I could see the outline of a truly massive dick, arcing halfway down his leg.

I’d wanted him. Badly. For the rest of the day, I thought about nothing else except his big, black cock.

But of course, he didn’t look my way. That evening, after dinner, he went off with Carol from accounts. That slutty bitch. I had to bite back the jealousy that burned through me even now, as I thought about them together. I wanted him so badly, wanted to feel him inside me. She’d been so smug the next day, telling everyone how his huge dick had destroyed her and made her squirt so much that the hotel had complained about the mattress.

The pressure inside me built with every thrust of my body onto the toy. I thought of his thick cock, imagining it filling me the way Michael never could. I knew Calum wouldn’t come until I was sated; he’d make sure I came over and over again. It pushed me over the edge, my body shaking as I came, hard and fast, a desperate, breathless cry escaping my lips. My cunt clenched around the shaft of the toy, gripping it tightly.

I sat there, panting, the dildo still buried so deep inside me it brushed against my cervix, my body still pulsing with the aftershocks.

I turned the shower on, still flushed from the intensity of my orgasm. But even as I looked at myself naked in the mirror, a part of me was already thinking about Calum again. I couldn’t shake the thought of what it might feel like to have him between my legs, to finally get what I wanted. He’d be there tonight, at the office Christmas party, and I wasn’t going to let that bitch Carol get him this time.


Chapter Two




By mid-afternoon, the office was buzzing with pre-party excitement. It had been adorned with glittering Christmas decorations. The sun was starting to dip, casting a golden hue through the windows as people stopped even pretending to work. As usual, I was stationed at the reception desk, keeping an eye on everything.

Then they walked in.

Calum and Aaron. As salesmen, they mainly worked out of the office, but I’d met them both before. Today, however, something about them felt different. Maybe it was the fact that I knew the party was just around the corner, or maybe it was their confidence, swagger even, as they strolled through the office door.

I stood up, smoothing my skirt, as they made their way over. They were both tall and black. Calum was the first to approach, his dark eyes locking onto mine. He gave me that smirk, the one that was just the right amount of charming and cocky. Aaron followed close behind, even more broad-shouldered, and carrying that same confident air. Both men looked like they could break me in half and still make me beg for more.

"Merry Christmas, gorgeous," Calum said. His voice was low and confident. "Haven’t seen your pretty face since the team building weekend. How’s it going?"

I leaned forward on the desk, tossing my blonde hair and giving them my best flirtatious smile. I hoped my cleavage was revealing enough. "Oh, you know, looking forward to the party.”

I let my eyes wander slowly over them, lingering just a little longer than necessary on their well-fitted suit pants. "And you two? Are you ready for the party tonight?"

Aaron laughed. "I was born ready. You don’t know what you’re in for, girl."

My heart pounded at his flirtatious tone. I raised an eyebrow. "Is that so?"

"That’s definitely so," he replied with a wink.

Calum leaned a bit closer. "I bet you’re the kind of girl who knows how to have a good time, aren’t you?"

The flirtation between us escalated quickly, the banter turning a little more daring. They traded innuendos, each one bolder than the last, and they didn’t seem to care about the thin line they were toeing. At some point, I almost felt like I was playing a game of chicken with them to see who could say the most explicit thing. I knew in theory I could report them to HR, tell them they were crossing the line with their comments, but I was enjoying it far too much to stop.

I caught myself biting back a grin when Calum leaned in close, his voice barely a whisper. "You’d look real good bent over this desk, don’t you think?"

My pulse quickened. I shifted slightly, swallowing down the sudden rush of heat. They were pushing it, but it turned me on more than I cared to admit. My pussy ached, and I felt like my panties were soaking wet. I shouldn’t have been enjoying this, but I couldn’t help it. The more they talked, the more I wanted them. I glanced away, trying to maintain some semblance of control.

"I think I should let you guys get back to work," I said, forcing a smile as I turned back to my computer. "But don’t forget to say hi at the party later."

"Oh, we’ll be there," Aaron replied, “And we’ll be sure to come and find you.”

Five o’clock finally rolled around, and the office had transformed. The lights were dimmed, the music cranked up, and people started mingling, drinks in hand. I grabbed a glass of wine and took a sip, feeling the warmth of the alcohol spread through me.

As the DJ turned up the volume, I spotted Calum and Aaron near the drinks table, talking to a few of the other salespeople. I was about to make my way over when I noticed something else. My friend, Lisa, a bubbly blonde with a killer smile, looked around suspiciously before sneaking out the door, hot on the heels of our boss, Richard.

I raised an eyebrow. Richard was older, married, and… well, kind of a prick. But Lisa had always had a thing for him, and I’d seen them flirt before. I didn’t think much of it at first. But then, as the seconds ticked by, I felt a strange pull. Something about the way she had looked when she left.

Curiosity gnawed at me, and before I knew it, I found myself following them, padding quietly down the corridor towards Richard’s office. The blinds were closed, but I found a gap at one end where they were slightly bent and peered through.

Richard’s hands were already all over her ass and lifting her skirt. Lisa was responding just as eagerly. She pushed him back onto the desk, her fingers fumbling with his trousers as she kissed him. My own body responded, heat surging between my legs as I watched them. Richard’s pants dropped to the floor, and Lisa knelt in front of him, taking his small, hard cock into her mouth.

I couldn’t help myself. My hand drifted down, slipping beneath the waistband of my panties, finding the wet heat that had been building since I first followed them. My fingers moved in slow circles over my clit, the tension in my body coiling tighter with every second I watched. Lisa’s moans vibrated against his cock as she bobbed her head, taking him deeper, her hand stroking the base in time with her mouth.

I pressed harder against myself, my fingers slick with my arousal as I rubbed my clit in desperate circles, trying to keep quiet. My other hand braced against the wall for support as I fought to steady my breathing. I was dangerously close to coming, my body teetering on the edge, but I couldn’t stop watching.

Lisa pulled back and stood, grinning as she turned, bending over the desk. She hiked her skirt up and pulled her panties down, arching her back to give him the perfect view of her gaping pussy. I could see that she was completely shaved. Richard wasted no time, positioning himself at her entrance and thrusting hard inside. Lisa cried out, clutching at the edge of the desk as he filled her.

My climax hit me like a tidal wave, my body shuddering with the force of it as I pressed my fingers against my clit, riding out the waves of pleasure. I had to bite down on my other hand to keep from crying out, my knees weak and my chest heaving as I leaned heavily against the wall for support.

When I finally opened my eyes, Lisa was slumped over the desk, her hair wild and her cheeks flushed. Richard stood behind her, pulling up his trousers with a satisfied smirk as cum poured out of Lisa’s pussy.

I hurried back to the party, my mind reeling at what I’d seen.


Chapter Three




The party was in full swing, music thumping, lights low, and drinks flowing freely. I’d lost count of how many glasses of wine I’d had, but my inhibitions were definitely slipping away. Calum and Aaron had been hovering near me all evening, their flirtation ramping up with every passing hour. I wasn’t even trying to fight it anymore, I wanted them both, and I knew they wanted me too.

I stood by the makeshift bar when Calum sidled up next to me, his hand brushing against my hip as he leaned in close. "Having fun?" he murmured.

"Loads," I replied as I glanced up at him. "You?"

"Could be better," he said, his eyes drinking me in. “I was hoping for some action with the hot receptionist with the amazing tits.”

Aaron appeared on my other side, grinning. "You look good tonight," he said, his hand grazing my lower back. The casual touch sent a shiver down my spine. "Real good."

"Thanks," I said, looking at him over the rim of my glass. "You two aren’t bad yourselves."

I could feel the heat rising in me with every word.

Calum leaned down, his lips brushing against my ear. "I want you to do something for us," he whispered. "Go to the bathroom and take your panties off. Bring them back to me."

I blinked, my heart racing at the audacity of the request. But instead of feeling shocked or offended, I felt a thrill shoot through me. I wanted to do it. Without a word, I slipped away, heading to the bathroom. Once inside, I hiked up my skirt and slid my knickers down my legs, stepping out of them and folding them into my hand.

When I returned to the party, I found Calum and Aaron exactly where I’d left them. Calum raised an eyebrow, a small smirk playing on his lips as he watched me approach. Without hesitation, I stepped close, slipping the lacy fabric into the pocket of his trousers. His hand brushed against mine as he accepted them.

"Good girl," he said softly, making a bolt of electricity rush through my body.

We moved to the dance floor, the music pulsing around us. I found myself sandwiched between them, my back pressed against Aaron’s chest as Calum faced me, his hands sliding down to rest on my hips.

Calum’s hands slid lower, brushing the bare skin of my thighs beneath my skirt. I gasped as his fingers teased the curve of my ass, and Aaron’s hand joined in, slipping under the hem of my skirt from behind. They weren’t shy about exploring, their touches bold and deliberate, and I was far too desperate now to care about the crowd around us. I was so wet, it was a wonder it wasn’t running down my legs.

"Let’s go somewhere quieter," Calum said after a while. I nodded, letting them lead me out to the corridor and down to a storeroom at the back of the office.

Inside, the door barely closed before Aaron spun me around, pressing me against the wall. His hand slipped between my legs, his fingers finding me wet and ready. He didn’t hold back, his fingers sliding inside me, curling just right as his thumb rubbed against my clit. I gasped, clutching at his shoulders as the pleasure built quickly, overwhelming me.

"Fuck, you’re soaked," Aaron murmured. "You like this, don’t you?"

I couldn’t even answer, too caught up in the sensation as he fingered me, bringing me closer and closer to the edge. Calum stepped next to us, and he slipped the straps of my dress off each shoulder, pulling down the fabric until my breasts popped out. He groped me roughly, pulling on my hard nipple and making me moan even louder.

All the while, my hips were moving against Aaron’s hand, and when his lips found mine, I moaned into his mouth as I came, my body shuddering against him. Waves of pleasure rushed through my body, and my legs wavered weakly beneath me.

Before I could catch my breath, Calum unbuttoned his pants and pulled out his cock. Aaron followed suit, and I found myself dropping to my knees between them, taking them both into my hands. They both had huge, black cocks, even bigger than my big dildo. I stroked them, one in each hand, as I looked at them in awe. Calum was circumcised, with a noticeable downward curve, whereas Aaron was uncut and perfectly straight. I licked each one in turn, all the way up the shaft, feeling the heat and the weight of them.

I took Calum in my mouth, my lips tight around him, but he was too big to get far into my mouth. I sucked him for a bit, my tongue dancing on the head before switching to Aaron. I switched back and forth between them, but I couldn’t do it for too long; I needed to feel them inside me.

I stood up and faced the wall, bracing myself against it and sticking my ass out. “Who’s first?” I asked.

Aaron stepped forward, lifting my skirt to reveal my ass, running his hands over the curves. Then he moved my legs apart a bit more and spread my cheeks with his hands. I felt myself open up, my asshole and pussy wonderfully exposed to them. Calum moved closer, too, and he used his hands to gape me wide open as Aaron guided his cock between my folds.

With a firm thrust, Aaron entered me, the thick head of his cock stretching me open. As he pressed deeper inside me, I felt my cunt gripping him tightly, my lips stretched around the shaft. God, it felt so good. He paused a moment before pulling out slightly and then thrusting even deeper inside me. I let out a loud moan, my breath momentarily taken away by the force of it.

Aaron started to fuck me hard, working his way deeper inside me with every thrust.

“She’s so tight,” he groaned.

Calum licked one of his fingers and pressed it against my tight asshole, running it in circles around the ring of muscles there. “I bet her ass is even tighter,” he said, sending another thrill of excitement through me.

Aaron had his hands on my hips, using them to thrust even harder and deeper. He was nearly all the way in now, filling me like I’d never been filled before. Calum continued to massage my ass, and suddenly he slipped his finger inside it. That pushed me over the edge, an intense orgasm rushing through my body and making me lightheaded. I felt my cunt contracting on Aaron’s shaft, and my ass gripping Calum’s finger.

“Yes, baby, come for us,” murmured Aaron, continuing to fuck me hard through my climax.

Calum added another finger to my ass, stretching it even more. His other hand groped my breast roughly, pulling on the nipple. The combined feelings were driving me wild, sending me spiraling out of control.

Aaron was all the way inside my cunt now, slamming into me over and over again. He was stretching my cunt so much, I could barely believe I was taking it all. His hand went to my throat, and he pulled me back against him. Calum took his fingers out of my ass and focused on my breasts, squeezing and kneading them as Aaron took me from behind.

I came again, my whole body flushing with heat as the intense orgasm consumed me. My legs went weak, and I would have fallen if the men hadn’t been holding me up.

“She’s so tight I’m going to come already,” Aaron groaned in my ear, and I felt his cock throb, flooding my cunt with warm cum. He slammed into me again and again, each time releasing more and more cum inside me, all the while gripping me tightly around the throat.

Finally, he stopped coming and pulled out with a wet sound. Cum streamed down my thighs out of my swollen cunt. But I wasn’t about to get a break. Calum was already moving into position, sliding his cock into my flooded pussy.

“Fuck, she is tight,” groaned Calum as he slid his cock all the way inside me in one motion. He started to take me hard, his cock making obscene wet sounds as it forced Aaron’s cum out to run down my legs. “God, that feels good,” he murmured.

Aaron bent me over a bit more so he could force his cock into my mouth. It was still semi-hard and covered in a mix of my essence and his cum. I sucked it hungrily as Calum pounded me from behind. The curve on Calum’s cock was making it rub against my G-spot, and I felt a pressure building inside me.

Then Calum pressed his thumb deep into my ass.

“Oh, fuuuck,” I moaned around Aaron’s cock. The dual sensation was almost too much, and I came again, almost screaming with ecstasy, my whole body shaking. As I came, I squirted, the clear liquid rushing from my body like a waterfall, soaking my thighs and pooling on the floor of the storeroom.

“Fuck, look at that,” laughed Aaron.

Calum pulled out, leaving me gaping and throbbing. “Let’s see how tight her ass is,” he smirked. He guided his cock to my rear entrance. I wasn’t sure I could take such a big cock in my ass, but I tried to relax as much as I could. He nestled his cock inside my tight opening and pushed hard. My ass resisted for a moment and then swallowed him, making me gasp. He was inside, and he started to thrust, fucking me deeper and deeper.

The feeling was delicious, a wonderfully full sensation that touched places I never knew I had. He gripped my hips tightly and took me hard. Aaron lifted my head and kissed me hard, his hand going between my legs and working my clit. I felt the pleasure building deep inside me once more.

When I came again, it was even more intense, coming from deep inside my ass and spreading through my whole body. I squirted again, even more liquid spraying down my legs and over Aaron’s hand. He pushed two fingers in me, coaxing more and more pleasure out of me as my orgasm continued to come in waves. I flooded the floor even more.

With a loud grunt, Calum thrust deep inside me one final time. He held his cock there, and I felt it throb over and over as he released in my ass.

All of us were panting hard when Calum finally pulled out. Cum ran down my legs from my cunt and my ass, and the floor was soaked. Aaron laughed as he grabbed a bucket and mop from the corner of the storeroom and started mopping the floor, whistling as he did so. Calum found a box of paper towels and handed me some to clean up as best I could.

When we rejoined the party, Carol saw me coming back in with the two men and shot me an evil look. My panties were still in Calum’s pocket, and I could feel a stray bead of cum running down my inner thigh.

Calum got us drinks. “Let’s give it thirty minutes and then go back to my hotel to finish what we started,” he said. I could feel Carol’s eyes burning into me from across the room.


Chapter Four




The ride to Calum’s hotel was a blur of heated glances and teasing touches. I sat in the back of the taxi between them, their hands exploring as I tried to keep my breathing steady. Calum’s hand slid up my thigh beneath my skirt, his fingers brushing against the sticky evidence of what we’d already done. One of his fingers ran lightly over my clit, making me gasp.

Aaron’s hand was on my ass, stroking the curve of my bottom, his fingers brushing against my tight rear opening, teasing me with the light touches. They took it in turns to lean over and kiss my neck. God knows what the taxi driver thought of me.

By the time we reached the hotel, I was practically shaking with anticipation. It was a basic chain hotel, the kind with beige walls and generic artwork. They marched me past the receptionist, who glared at me like she knew exactly how much of a slut I was and what I was about to do.

The moment the door to Calum’s room clicked shut, the tension broke, and we were on each other like animals. Aaron pressed me against the door, his mouth claiming mine in a hungry kiss as Calum pulled at the hem of my skirt, yanking it down over my hips to expose my bush. My blouse was next, one of the buttons popping off in their haste to strip me. I gasped as Aaron’s hands found my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my nipples through the lacy fabric of my bra.

"We’re going to make you come so hard you pass out," Aaron promised. He slid the straps of my bra down, freeing my breasts, and his mouth was on me before I could respond, his tongue swirling around my nipple as his hand cupped the other.

"Get on the bed," Calum ordered when I was naked. I didn’t hesitate, crawling onto the neatly made bed, the crisp white sheets cool against my skin. Calum followed, kneeling between my legs, while Aaron stood at the foot of the bed, watching us as he unbuckled his belt.

Calum leaned down, his mouth finding my clit and wrapping his lips around it. I cried out, my fingers tangling in his hair as he licked and sucked, his tongue sending waves of pleasure through me. Aaron joined us, kneeling beside me on the bed. He guided his cock to my mouth. It was already hard and heavy in my grasp. I stroked him as he pushed it between my lips, opening my mouth wide for him.

Calum’s tongue worked magic between my thighs, his fingers sliding inside me as he brought me to the edge. I moved my hips against him, my body trembling as my orgasm washed over me, leaving me breathless and shaking.

"Good girl," Calum said, wiping his mouth with his hand. He stood, shedding the rest of his clothes, and my eyes widened at the sight of him. Every inch of him was perfection; he must spend hours in the gym.

They moved me with ease, positioning me on all fours. Calum knelt in front of me, guiding his cock to my lips. I opened my mouth for him, taking him deep, savoring the salty taste of him as Aaron positioned himself behind me. His hands gripped my hips as he slid into me, filling me inch by inch until I was stretched around him.

"Fuck," Aaron groaned, his hands tightening on my hips as he began to move. Calum moved his hips too, fucking my mouth. The sensation of them both thrusting into me was overwhelming, my body caught between them as they used me for their pleasure.

Aaron’s pace quickened, his hips slamming against me as he reached around, his fingers finding my clit and rubbing in time with his thrusts. I moaned around Calum’s cock, the vibrations making him groan in response. Suddenly, I was coming, my whole body squirming and shaking as the pleasure washed over me. It was too much, and I pulled away, collapsing onto the bed as the aftershocks made me shake even more.

Calum positioned himself between my legs as I lay on my back. He pushed into me slowly, his cock stretching me further as he entered me all the way, until his balls rested against my ass. Then he started to fuck me with hard, firm strokes, making me moan with every thrust. Aaron moved above me and tilted my head back, sliding his cock into my throat from above, making me gag.

Calum’s thrusts grew harder, his hands gripping my thighs to keep me in place as he pounded into me. Aaron’s cock filled my mouth, his hands tangling in my hair as he guided my movements. The combination of being taken from both ends sent me spiraling into another orgasm, my muffled cries vibrating against Aaron’s length as my body clenched around Calum’s cock.

Calum pulled out and pushed my legs back further towards my shoulders, exposing my rear entrance to him. He let his cock drift down to it and applied a bit of pressure. I opened up easier for him this time, but when he pushed inside, it was still a tight stretch. The sensation was intense, almost too much, but the pleasure quickly overtook the initial discomfort. He started to fuck me in the ass as I licked and slobbered over Aaron’s cock.

Soon, I was spiraling into another climax. This one was different. My entire body tensed, my thighs shaking as a rush of liquid escaped me, spraying up into the air in a fountain before soaking my body. The release was so powerful, it left me breathless, my cries muffled around Aaron’s cock.

"Fuck, she’s squirting," Aaron said, his voice sounding filled with awe and lust.

Calum pulled out, spreading me wide and admiring my swollen cunt. “I think it’s time for her to take us both at the same time.”

I felt my stomach flip, my pulse racing. Both of them at the same time? My body ached from the relentless pleasure they’d already given me, but the thought of being completely filled by both of them sent a fresh wave of heat rushing through me.

Aaron lay back on the bed, his cock standing thick and proud. “Get on top of me,” he said.

I climbed over him, straddling his hips. His hands steadied me as I reached down to guide him inside me. Even after everything we’d done, the stretch as he entered me was still intense, my body trembling as I sank down onto him. His hands gripped my hips, helping me take him inch by inch until he was fully buried inside me.

“Fuck, you’re perfect,” Aaron groaned, his hands sliding up to cup my heavy breasts, his thumbs brushing over my sensitive nipples.

Behind me, I felt the bed dip as Calum climbed on. His hands ran down my back, lingering on my ass before spreading my cheeks wide. I shivered as I felt the head of his cock press against my other entrance. The pressure was deliberate, teasing, as he leaned down to whisper in my ear.

“Relax for me, Emma,” he said. “We’re going to own you.”

I nodded, trying to steady my breathing as he pushed forward. The initial stretch was sharp, making me gasp, but he paused, letting me adjust. Aaron pulled my head down, kissing me deeply to distract me as Calum pressed further, his cock sliding into my tight hole inch by inch until I was completely filled by both of them.

The sensation was overwhelming, my body stretched and taken in a way that made me feel utterly used. Aaron started to move first, his hips thrusting up into me as Calum held still, letting me feel every inch of him as Aaron fucked me. Then Calum began to move, his pace slow and measured, the two of them working in a rhythm that had me crying out in pleasure.

The fullness, the pressure, the way their cocks moved inside me; it was almost too much.

I clung to Aaron’s chest, my nails digging into his skin as they took me, their hands roaming my body, adding to the overwhelming pleasure.

“You’re fucking incredible,” Calum growled, his thrusts growing harder, faster. Aaron matched his pace, their combined movements driving me to the brink.

I was helpless between them, completely at their mercy, and I loved every second of it. My body tensed, the pleasure building to an unbearable peak. When I came, it was explosive, my cries echoing through the room as my body clenched around them both, pulling them deeper into me. And I squirted, my body releasing a flood of liquid all over Aaron. My orgasm went on and on, wave after wave of pleasure rushing through me, making my mind go blank and my vision hazy. I think I even passed out for a moment as they’d promised.

“Fuck, Emma,” Aaron groaned, his grip on my hips tightening as he thrust into me one last time, his cock pulsing as he filled me with his cum. Calum wasn’t far behind, his hips slamming against me as he emptied himself inside me, the warmth of their combined releases filling me in both holes at the same time.

They held me between them, their breathing heavy as they came down from their highs. I collapsed onto Aaron’s chest, my body drenched in sweat, completely spent but utterly satisfied. Calum leaned down, pressing a kiss to the back of my neck.

“Good girl,” he said.

Aaron laughed, his cock still throbbing inside me. "I think we might’ve ruined her for anyone else."

I didn’t have the energy to respond, but the satisfied grin on my face said it all.

THE END
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Cheating With My Ex On Valentine’s Day


First Time Backdoor Wife Cheating



Chapter One




Valentine’s Day. It’s supposed to be the most romantic day of the year, right? Except my husband, Brian, had stood me up for the second year running. Something about an important business meeting in New York that meant he had to fly out first thing this morning.

I sat alone at the kitchen table, staring at the bottle of wine I’d bought for us to share before we went out for dinner tonight. We had a reservation at an intimate restaurant in town, but I guess that would just have to go unfulfilled. There was no way I was going to eat out alone on Valentine’s Day.

I wondered if I’d been naïve to think tonight would be any different. Brian and I hadn’t been in love for a long time. The spark was gone, the sex mechanical, if it happened at all, and I was tired of pretending I didn’t notice.

I pulled out my phone, scrolling aimlessly. Social media wasn’t helping; it was full of couples posting plans for candlelit dinners, flowers, and endless declarations of love. I rolled my eyes and was about to put the phone down when a notification popped up.

A message from Oliver.

My stomach flipped, and my thumb hovered over the screen. Oliver. My ex. The one who’d set my heart racing and my body alight back in college. I still thought about some of the crazy sex we’d had when I touched myself late at night. We hadn’t been in contact for a while, just the occasional polite exchange from time to time. But tonight, he’d sent me a message.

“Happy Valentine’s Day, Sophie. You deserve to be spoiled rotten. Hope you’re having a good one.”

I stared at the screen, a smile forming on my lips. Before I could think too much about it, I typed back: “Not quite as glamorous as all that. I’m home alone while Brian has jetted off for a work meeting. What about you?”

His reply came almost immediately. “Actually, I’m in town. At the Hilton. Work trip too. Maybe you should join me for a drink?”

My heart skipped. It was casual, barely suggestive, but I knew what he was offering. And I knew I shouldn’t even be considering it. But the longer I sat there in the silence of my house, staring at the unopened bottle of wine, the more tempting it became.

“Give me an hour,” I typed.

I threw my phone down before I could overthink it and dashed upstairs to shower and change. I found a black dress I hadn’t worn in years. Brian always said it was too short, too slutty, but I decided I didn’t care. I added heels, sprayed perfume everywhere, especially my inner thighs, and ran a brush through my long, dark hair. By the time I looked in the mirror, I hardly recognized myself. I pulled the top of the dress a bit lower over my full breasts, exposing more cleavage.

The drive to the Hilton was a blur. The whole way there, my heart raced with anticipation. I wasn’t entirely sure what I was going to do, probably nothing, but the idea of seeing Oliver again was thrilling.

When I arrived, I found him in the hotel bar, nursing a whiskey with ice. He stood up as I approached, his easy smile making my chest flutter. He hadn’t changed much. If anything, he looked even better, his hair slightly greying at the edges, a short beard that made him look dangerous and sexy. And that cocky, confident way he carried himself hadn’t faded one bit. He’d kept himself in shape, his arms still thick and muscular, stretching the sleeves of his polo shirt.

"Sophie," he said, leaning in to kiss my cheek. "You look stunning."

I blushed, suddenly feeling like I was twenty-one again. "Thanks. You don’t look so bad yourself."

We sat down, and the bartender appeared almost instantly. "What are you drinking?" Oliver asked.

"White wine, please," I said, barely able to keep my voice steady.

He ordered for me, choosing something I didn’t recognize with confidence, his voice as smooth and deep as I remembered. As the bartender walked away, Oliver’s eyes lingered on mine.

"It’s been a long time," he said softly.

"It has," I replied, trying to sound casual. "You still in marketing?"

"Still," he said with a laugh. "And you? Nurse, right?"

"Still," I echoed, laughing too. The way he looked at me made my pulse quicken.

“And you’re married, right?” I asked. “To… Denise?”

He sighed. “Yeah, but it’s not… going well.”

“Same,” I said.

There was a long pause as we looked at each other.

"I’ve missed you," he said. I felt my stomach flip again.


Chapter Two




We talked about other things for a while, catching up like old friends as we finished our drinks. I felt like this was a pivotal moment, the universe just waiting to see which path we went down.

“Tell me something,” Oliver said. “When’s the last time you felt truly happy?”

I opened my mouth to answer, but stopped. What could I say? That Brian’s neglect had worn me down to the point where I didn’t even recognize myself anymore? That the closest I’d come to happiness lately was sitting across from Oliver tonight, feeling like someone actually saw me?

“I don’t know,” I admitted finally, my cheeks burning.

His expression softened, and he reached across the table, his hand taking mine.

Oliver’s eyes darkened. “Come upstairs with me,” he said.

My heart skipped. “Oliver…” My mind was screaming at me to say no, to walk away before I crossed a line I couldn’t uncross. But my body? My body was already moving, my legs pushing back the chair as I stood.

Oliver rose with me, his hand resting lightly on the small of my back as he guided me out of the bar. The contact sent shivers racing up my spine, and I felt my resolve slipping further away with every step.

We didn’t speak as the lift carried us to his floor, but the silence was charged. I could feel his presence beside me, the heat of his body so close to mine. My heart hammered in my chest, and when the doors slid open, I followed him without hesitation.

The suite was spacious and sleek, with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city skyline. But I barely noticed the view. My attention was on Oliver, who had turned to face me, his eyes burning with desire.

“You’re even more beautiful than I remembered,” he said.

I laughed nervously, my hands fidgeting at my sides. “Don’t. You’ll make me blush.”

“I’m serious, Sophie.” He stepped closer, his hand cupping my cheek. “You were always gorgeous, but now… you’re stunning.”

I swallowed hard, my resolve crumbling under his touch. “Oliver, I don’t know if we should…”

He silenced me with a kiss, his lips soft but insistent against mine. For a moment, I froze, torn between guilt and desire. But as his hands slid down to my waist, pulling me closer, I melted into him.

Oliver broke the kiss, his forehead resting against mine. “Tell me to stop,” he murmured, his breath warm against my lips. “If you want me to stop, I will.”

I looked into his eyes, my chest heaving. “I don’t want you to stop,” I whispered and pushed him hard back onto the bed.

I climbed on top of him, my skirt riding up my thighs as I straddled his lap. His hands moved to my hips. I leaned down and kissed him again, letting the full weight of my hunger pour into it. His lips moved with mine, his tongue sliding against mine in a way that made me ache even more.

His hands slid from my hips to my thighs, then up under the hem of my dress, his fingertips brushing the sensitive skin there. “Take this off,” he whispered, tugging lightly at the fabric.

I pulled my dress up and over my head, throwing it aside so I was left in just my underwear. He sat up, his lips finding my collarbone and trailing soft kisses along my skin. His hands reached behind me, deftly unclasping my bra. I let it slide down my arms, freeing my heavy breasts. Oliver’s hands cupped them, his thumbs brushing over my hardening nipples as his mouth closed over one. He sucked hard, making me moan with pleasure as bolts of arousal rushed through my body.

I moved my hips, grinding my pussy against his bulge, feeling how hard he was beneath me. The friction sent delicious sparks through my body as my clit rubbed against his hard cock. His lips released one nipple to capture the other, sucking enthusiastically. His hands slid down my back, gripping my ass and pulling me tighter against him. I could feel the thickness of him pressing against my soaked knickers, and I ground against him harder, desperate for more.

I slid off his lap, kneeling between his legs. His erection strained tightly against his pants. My hands moved to undo his belt, and then I pulled them down with his underwear in one go. His cock sprang free. I’d forgotten just how big it was compared to my husband’s. Long, thick, uncut, and so hard. I stroked it with my hand, feeling the silky soft skin over the steel beneath.

His length throbbed under my touch, and I leaned forward, letting my lips brush lightly over the tip, swirling my tongue over the sensitive head. I took him deeper into my mouth, my lips wrapping tightly around him as I slowly slid down his length.

His hand came to rest on the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my hair as I set a rhythm, bobbing up and down, taking him as far as I could. I hollowed my cheeks, creating a suction that made his groans grow louder, filling the room with his pleasure.

“Fuck, Sophie,” he groaned. I glanced up at him, my eyes locking with his as I took him even deeper, letting him hit the back of my throat and trying not to gag. I stroked him with my hand, matching the movements of my mouth. I pulled back slightly, letting my tongue trace lazy circles around the tip before I took him back in, my pace quickening.

I knew he was close, and I wanted to make him come in my mouth, but he had other ideas. He flipped me over onto my back, hooking his fingers into my panties and pulling them down as quickly as he could. I spread my legs for him, enjoying the feeling of him looking at my gaping and wet pussy. I’d trimmed it neatly after my shower, just in case, the dark hair now short and sculpted.

He moved between my legs, going straight for my opening. He tasted me, exploring with his tongue. I gasped when he flicked it over my clit, my back arching off the bed at the sudden jolt of pleasure. He didn’t hold back, his mouth working me expertly, his tongue swirling and flicking over my most sensitive spot. His hands gripped my hips, holding me firmly in place, and my breath came in quick, uneven gasps, my body writhing beneath him as he devoured me.

Then he slid two fingers inside me, curling them just right, making me cry out. The combination of his tongue and fingers was almost too much, and I could feel the tension building, winding tighter and tighter with every stroke and flick. His pace quickened, his tongue circling my clit, his fingers plunging deeper, finding that perfect spot that made me see stars.

“Come for me,” he growled, his voice sending shivers down my spine.

I shattered. My orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave, my whole body convulsing as the pleasure consumed me. I cried out, my thighs squeezing around his head as the waves of bliss rolled through me.

As I came down, panting and trembling, Oliver moved up my body, his lips capturing mine in a deep, hungry kiss. I could taste myself on his tongue. But more than that, I could feel his hard cock pressed against my mound. He reached down, moving it lower and guiding it between my folds. With a firm thrust, he was inside me, his big cock stretching me open and making me gasp for breath. I knew we should be using a condom, but I didn’t care; the feeling of his bare skin as he penetrated me just made it even more exciting.

The sensation of him stretching me open was perfect, and I moaned, clinging to his shoulders as he thrust again, burying himself to the hilt. My fingers dug into his skin. He was so deep inside me, I’d forgotten what it was like to be fucked by such a big dick. He thrust again, and again, building up a rhythm and taking me hard.

“You feel so good, Sophie,” he groaned. His hands collected my wrists, lifting them above my head and holding them against the bed. I squirmed beneath his strong grip as he pounded into me, taking me harder. I couldn’t get enough of him, of the way he filled me so completely, the way his cock stretched me in ways Brian never had.

Oliver’s pace quickened. “Oh god, Oliver,” I cried out as the tension in my core wound tighter and tighter. “I’m so close.” I never usually came from penetration alone, but suddenly I knew there was no stopping me.

The pressure became unbearable, a coil tightening deep inside me until it finally snapped. I shattered beneath him, my entire body trembling as the orgasm ripped through me. My walls clenched around him, milking his cock as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. I clung to him, my legs wrapping tighter around his waist, pulling him deeper as my body shook with aftershocks. My cries filled the room, my head thrown back against the pillow as the pleasure consumed me completely.

“Fuck,” he growled, his hips slamming into me one last time, burying himself as deep as he could go. And then I felt it, the sudden heat of his release, spilling into me in hot, powerful waves. The sensation was overwhelming, the warmth spreading through me as his cock twitched and pulsed inside, matching the erratic rhythm of my own climax. Fuck. Another man, not my husband, had come inside me.

Oliver groaned again, his face buried in the curve of my neck, his breath coming in harsh, uneven bursts against my skin. His grip on my hips was almost painful, holding me in place as he rode out his orgasm, spilling every drop deep inside me.

He kissed me then, slow and deliberate, his lips pressing hard against mine, the kiss of a man who had claimed me completely.


Chapter Three




Oliver collapsed beside me, his chest rising and falling heavily as we lay tangled in the sheets, our bodies slick with sweat. The room was filled with the lingering scent of sex, the faint hum of the hotel’s air conditioning the only sound cutting through the quiet. I stared up at the ceiling, still catching my breath, my limbs deliciously heavy and my body tingling from the aftershocks.

“Jesus,” Oliver said, giving me a cheeky grin. “I forgot how good you are at that.”

I let out a soft laugh, turning my head to look at him. “Fuck, I’d forgotten sex could be that good.”

We lay there for a while, basking in the warmth of each other, the post-climactic haze keeping everything else at bay. But as the minutes ticked by, my stomach growled loudly, cutting through the stillness.

Oliver laughed, his hand sliding down to rest on my belly. “I think someone’s hungry.”

I groaned, covering my face with my hands. “God, I haven’t eaten all day. I was supposed to go out for dinner tonight…”

He raised an eyebrow. “Oh? Romantic dinner for two with Brian?”

I rolled my eyes. “It was supposed to be. I made a reservation at this exclusive place, just around the corner from here, actually.”

Oliver smirked, propping himself up on one elbow. “So… you’re telling me there’s a table for two nearby with your name on it?”

I looked at him, my face lighting up. “I suppose there is. But it’s supposed to be a Valentine’s dinner. A romantic table for a husband and wife.”

Oliver’s eyes roamed over me as I stood, his gaze roaming over the curves of my naked body, still exposed in the dim hotel light. “I think we could play that part. But I’m not sure I want to leave this room when you look like that.”

I laughed, throwing a pillow at him. “Come on, get dressed. You can admire me over dinner.”

By the time we left the hotel room, my heart was racing again, though for entirely different reasons. I was going out for a romantic meal in public, but not with my husband.

The candlelight flickered across the intimate table, soft jazz playing in the background. The remains of dessert sat between us. I couldn’t stop staring at Oliver; he had me hanging on every word. But, more than that, he had my body on fire. And it didn’t help that I could feel the last of his cum leaking into my panties.

“You’ve still got it, you know,” I said, swirling the last of my wine in its glass.

“Got what?” he asked, leaning forward slightly.

“That charm. That way of making me feel like I’m the only woman in the room.”

He smirked, setting his glass down and resting his chin on his hand. “That’s because you are the only woman in the room, at least the only one worth fucking.”

The heat that rushed through me at his words was almost unbearable. I’d spent the evening crossing and uncrossing my legs, trying not to squirm in my seat as every little touch of his foot against mine, every accidental brush of his fingers when he passed me something, sent sparks shooting through me.

I leaned back in my chair. “You’re dangerous, you know that?”

“Dangerous?” He laughed softly. “Why’s that?”

“Because you make me forget myself,” I whispered. “Forget that I’m married.”

He tilted his head. “Is that such a bad thing?”

My pulse quickened, and I bit my lip, glancing around the restaurant. Most of the tables were still occupied, the gentle hum of conversation and clinking glasses filling the air, but none of it mattered. All I could focus on was the man sitting across from me and the unbearable ache building between my thighs.

I leaned forward slightly, lowering my voice so only he could hear. “Have you ever fucked in a public restroom?”

His eyes widened for a fraction of a second, the surprise quickly giving way to a slow, wicked grin. “Once or twice,” he said, smirking. “Why? You getting ideas, Sophie?”

I felt my cheeks flush. “I’m not getting ideas, Oliver. I already have them.”

His grin widened, and he leaned back in his chair. “You’re full of surprises tonight,” he said. “So, what’s the plan? You want to sneak off, or do we make a big show of leaving together?”

I laughed softly, shaking my head. “Let’s not overthink it. Pay the bill, and I’ll meet you by the restrooms.”

Oliver didn’t hesitate. He waved the waiter over, already handling the check as I made my way to the bathrooms. My heart pounded as I walked, the thrill of what I was about to do sending an illicit shiver down my spine.

The hallway was quiet, dimly lit and lined with a row of doors leading to ungendered cubicles. Oliver was already behind me, guiding me through the first door and locking it behind us. The moment the lock clicked shut, he turned to me, his hands gripping my waist as he pressed me against the wall.

I gasped as the cold tiles pressed into my back, a sharp contrast to the heat radiating from his body. His mouth claimed mine in a forceful kiss, his tongue sliding between my lips. I moaned into his mouth, my fingers tangling in his hair as I pulled him closer, pressing my body against him. His hands slid down to my hips, gripping them firmly as his knee pushed between my thighs, spreading them apart.

One of his hands slid up my leg, pushing the hem of my dress higher until it was bunched around my hips. His fingers found my panties, yanking them down so they pooled around my ankles. I gasped as his fingers slid through my slick folds, teasing me. My hips moved against his hand, desperate for more. I could feel his hardness through his trousers, hot and insistent, pressing against me.

“Turn around,” he growled.

I did as he said, my heart pounding as I faced the wall. He fumbled with his belt, pulling his pants down just enough to free his hard cock.

“Hands on the wall,” he ordered. I obeyed, and I felt the thick head of his cock pressing against my entrance. He didn’t ease in gently; he thrust forward, filling me in one smooth motion. I cried out, my fingers curling against the wall as he stretched me, the sheer girth and length of him overwhelming.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he groaned, his hands gripping my hips as he pulled out almost entirely before slamming back in.

I moaned, my body rocking with the force of his thrusts. He fucked me hard, each movement sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. The angle had him hitting all the right spots, and I could feel myself spiralling, the tension building with every thrust.

“Oliver,” I gasped, my head falling forward against the wall.

“You like that?” he growled.

“Yes,” I moaned, pushing back against him, meeting his thrusts.

He reached around, his fingers finding my clit and rubbing in slow, deliberate circles. The dual sensation was too much, and I cried out, my body trembling as the pleasure overwhelmed me. I came hard, collapsing against the wall as my cunt throbbed around his cock.

He pulled out, his hands guiding me to turn around. He sat down on the closed toilet lid, his cock standing proud and glistening with my arousal. I could see my sticky, white release gathering at the base of his cock.

“Ride me,” he commanded.

I climbed onto his lap, my knees resting on either side of his thighs as I lowered myself onto his cock. The feeling of him stretching me again was almost too much, and I moaned, my hands gripping his shoulders for support as I began to move.

His hands gripped my hips, guiding me as I rode him, my movements growing more frantic with every bounce. His lips found my neck, then my collarbone, his teeth grazing my skin as his hands slid down to my ass.

“Fuck, Sophie,” he groaned, his fingers kneading the soft flesh of my ass.

As I moved, I felt his fingers brush against a place no one had ever touched before.

I bit my lip as his finger circled my rear entrance, slick with arousal from my pussy. Slowly, carefully, he pushed one finger inside. The sensation was strange at first, but as he moved it in time with my movements, it sent a new wave of pleasure coursing through me.

“Oh, god,” I gasped, my head falling back as I rode him faster, the dual sensations pushing me to the edge. The combination of his cock filling me and his finger in my ass was too much. My body tensed, and I cried out, my climax crashing over me like a tidal wave. My walls clenched around him, and he groaned, his hands digging into my skin as he thrust up one final time, spilling himself inside me.

We stayed like that for a moment, our bodies tangled, our breathing coming hard and fast. My head rested against his shoulder, and I felt his arms wrap around me, holding me close as we came down from the high together.


Chapter Four




Iknew we were going to fuck again that night; there was no doubt in my mind. The way Oliver looked at me, the way his touch lingered just a little too long, and the way my body still hummed from our encounter in the restroom, it was inevitable. But it was still early, and the night was far from over.

We had another drink in the hotel bar, chatting and letting the anticipation build. When we finally downed the last of the drinks and entered the lift, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. He managed to get three fingers in my cunt on the short journey to the tenth floor, with my hand wrapped around his hard cock.

“Come on,” he said when we arrived at his floor, and he pulled his wet fingers out of me. “Let’s take this to the room.”

I could barely breathe as he tucked himself back into his trousers and grabbed my hand, leading me down the hall. He fumbled with the key card for a moment, and as soon as we were inside, he forced me roughly against the door, pulling down the top of my dress and exposing my tits.

“You drive me fucking crazy,” he muttered, his lips trailing down my neck and finding my nipple. He pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it aside before guiding me towards the bed. By the time we reached the edge, he was already unzipping his trousers again, desperate to be inside me. He yanked my panties down, bent me over the bed and thrust his cock forcefully inside me from behind.

My fingers dug into the duvet as I adjusted to the stretch, my body arching instinctively to take him deeper. He was big, so much bigger than Brian, and every inch of him sent shivers of pleasure rippling through me.

Oliver set a relentless pace, his hips slamming against mine as he drove into me, his cock hitting all the right spots. My moans filled the room, slightly muffled as I buried my face in the duvet. His grip on my hips tightened, pulling me back onto him as he thrust harder, deeper, each movement drawing me closer to the edge.

“I could fuck you like this all night,” he gasped.

The combination of his words and the way his cock filled me sent me spiralling. My breath caught, my body tensing as the wave of pleasure crested and crashed over me. I cried out, my toes curling into the carpet, my thighs shaking as I came hard, my pussy clenching around him.

Oliver didn’t stop; he just slowed enough to let me ride out my orgasm, his hands sliding up my body to squeeze my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my hardened nipples. As my breathing started to steady, he shifted, pulling out of me slowly. I whimpered, but when his hand slid down to the curve of my ass, his fingers playing with the tight ring of muscles around my rear entrance, his intentions became clear.

“Have you ever tried this?” he asked.

“No,” I admitted, my voice barely a whisper. “But I want to.”

Oliver’s grin widened. “Trust me,” he said, his fingers spreading my cheeks open gently.

His hand moved between my legs, his fingers dipping into my still-soaked pussy before sliding up to circle my other entrance. The sensation was new and strange, but I found myself relaxing into his touch. Slowly, he pressed the tip of his finger inside, pausing to let me adjust before pushing deeper. The stretch was unfamiliar, a mix of discomfort and excitement that made me bite my lip as I adjusted to the sensation.

When he added a second finger, my breath caught, but the way he stroked my clit with his other hand kept me grounded, the pleasure outweighing the discomfort. I moaned softly, pushing back against him as my body began to crave more.

“You’re ready,” Oliver said, his fingers sliding out of me as he positioned himself behind me again.

I felt the head of his cock press against my ass, and I tensed instinctively. His hand stroked my back soothingly, his voice low and reassuring. “Just breathe, Sophie. I’ll go slow.”

He pushed forward slowly, the head of his cock stretching me open. The burn was intense, but he gave me time to adjust, pausing when I needed it.

“Fuck,” he groaned as he sank deeper. “You’re so tight, Sophie. You feel amazing.”

I gasped as he pressed further, his cock deep inside me. The sensation was overwhelming but amazing, and when he started to move, the discomfort melted away, replaced by a deep, pulsing pleasure. Oliver’s pace was measured at first, his hands gripping my hips as he worked himself in and out of me. But as my moans grew louder and my body relaxed further, he began to move faster, thrusting into me with a force that made my legs tremble.

“You’re doing so well,” he groaned as his hips slammed against me.

“Oh god, I can’t believe you’re fucking me in the ass,” I gasped. “It feels so good.”

His cock was sending bolts of pleasure through me, and it didn’t take long before I lost control. My orgasm hit me hard, my body shuddering as the pleasure ripped through me. My eyes rolled back in my head, and I almost passed out as my brain switched off for a second. When it came back, I was bucking and squirming beneath him, my ass contracting on his cock and fluid squirting from my cunt all over the bed.

Oliver gently pulled out, and I lay back on the bed. He moved between my legs, lifting them up and pinning them to my shoulders. My ass was completely exposed to him, and he guided his cock back inside. It entered easily this time, and soon he was buried all the way inside me, his balls slapping against my skin. My pussy was gaping open right in front of him, and I could see him looking at it. I slipped my fingers inside, touching myself in time to his thrusts.

Suddenly, I was coming again and squirting even more than before. Wet sounds filled the air as wave after wave of pleasure rushed through me. Oliver wasn’t far behind. His movements became erratic, groaning loudly as he thrust into me one last time, holding himself deep as he came. I felt him pulse inside me, the heat of his release flooding my ass.

We collapsed onto the bed, his body draped over mine as we both struggled to catch our breath. My heart raced, my skin slick with sweat, but I couldn’t wipe the satisfied grin off my face.

“That was…” I started, but I couldn’t find the words. Cum was running out of my ass onto the sheets that were already wet from my squirting.

Oliver laughed softly, pressing a kiss to my shoulder. “Yeah, it was.”


Chapter Five




Iwoke in the early hours, desperate to pee. When I returned from the bathroom, I couldn’t help but feel horny all over again. Oliver was fast asleep, barely making a sound as his naked body slowly moved beneath the covers.

When I climbed back into bed, he stirred, rolling over and putting his arm over me. His hand found my breast, and he gave it a squeeze. I let out a quiet sigh, my nipple hardening under his touch.

“Mm… can’t get enough, can you?” he mumbled, still half-asleep.

I smiled in the dark, pressing my ass back against him, feeling the unmistakable hardness beginning to stir against me. “No,” I whispered, reaching back to run my fingers over his stiffening shaft. I stroked him slowly, feeling him harden completely, his breath deepening against my neck.

His fingers found their way between my legs. “Mm, fuck, you’re so wet,” he whispered. I lifted my leg slightly to give him better access. He moved his hips, guiding himself to my entrance, the tip pressing against my slick folds before he pushed inside, stretching me all over again.

Oliver groaned as he sank into me, his arm tightening around my waist, pulling me flush against his chest. The slow, sleepy thrusts made me shudder, my body still sensitive from earlier. I let out a moan, rolling my hips back to meet him, craving more. His hand drifted down, fingers finding my clit, rubbing slow, lazy circles in time with his thrusts. I gasped at the dual sensations; he knew exactly how to push me towards the edge.

He gripped my waist and drove into me harder, faster, his cock hitting the perfect spot over and over. I was panting heavily, pleasure coiling tight inside me, my body trembling. Suddenly, I was coming, waves of pleasure flooding through my body and making my cunt contract around his big cock. He slowed slightly, letting me enjoy every moment of the orgasm.

“Take me in the ass again,” I whispered. “It felt so good.”

He pulled out of my soaked pussy and guided himself higher to my rear entrance. I reached back, spreading myself open for him as he pressed the blunt head of his cock against my tight opening. I moved back against him, applying the pressure myself as I felt myself gradually relax and open up. Suddenly I stretched and he was inside, making me gasp with pleasure at the unfamiliar feeling.

He groaned in response, shifting his hips, driving himself deeper. My body shuddered from the intensity, my fingers digging into the sheets. Every movement, every touch, sent waves of pleasure rolling through me, pushing me higher and higher.

His hand slid down my stomach, finding my clit again, rubbing in slow, deliberate circles that had me gasping. My whole body tensed, my thighs shaking as I felt the heat rising, the pleasure building unbearably fast.

"Come for me," he growled, his fingers working me faster, his pace relentless.

That was all it took; I tumbled over the edge, my body shaking violently as the orgasm tore through me. I closed my eyes tightly and I cried out as the pleasure consumed me completely. Oliver followed moments later, his grip tightening as he groaned into my shoulder, his body shuddering against mine as he emptied himself in my ass.

We stayed like that for a moment, tangled together, our hearts pounding in sync. When he finally pulled out, a waterfall of cum followed, running down onto the sheets. I let out a breathless laugh. “What a Valentine’s Day,” I said, still reeling from the intensity of everything that had just happened.

Oliver's hand found mine. "Definitely not the kind of Valentine's Day I expected," he murmured.

I turned to face him, kissing him slowly and deliberately until eventually we fell asleep.
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