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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
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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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