
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER 1

When I first graduated from my conservative Christian, all girls high school in small town Georgia, I had no idea what to do with my life. All I knew was that I wanted to make a lot of money and have a lot of sex.

I was a virgin. Living with overbearing, super religious parents didn’t leave many opportunities to get laid. Not that I knew many boys outside of church. But I did not consider myself an innocent little girl. I’d had unfettered access to the internet since middle school and figured out a way around the safeguards my dad had installed on day one. I loved to watch porn and read smut while bringing myself to the edge of an orgasm for hours and couldn’t wait for my first climax caused by a man.

I applied to a few local colleges but received no financial assistance and didn’t feel like taking out a bunch of loans just to get laid while I figured out what the hell to do with my life. If I wanted to move out of my parents’ house and finally taste freedom, I would need a job that paid well.

I remembered a friend telling me about a job her older sister had as a golf course beverage cart girl. The hours were good, the work was easy, and the tips were big if you knew how to flirt. I wasn’t the best at talking to boys but figured I could pick that skill up on the job. And based on the way men stared at my curves in public, I knew I’d have a thick leg up on the competition. My other options were basically waiting tables or working retail, neither of which appealed that much to me.

I applied online to a few local courses and was either rejected or didn’t hear back. However, there was one club near my house without much of an online presence that seemed fancier than all the rest. It boasted high brick walls covered in ivy that circled the entire grounds and had just one small entrance with metal gates, a small guard house, and a sign that said “Bushwood Country Club.”

One Sunday morning, I decided to take matters into my own hands. I put on my tightest white athletic top, the one that showed off my ample cleavage, and a short navy blue skirt that hugged my curvy hips and ass. I drove up to the guardhouse in my old Civic.

As I pulled up to the imposing wrought iron gates of Bushwood Country Club, I took a deep breath, steeling my nerves. This was it - my last chance to avoid waiting tables or working in retail like the rest of my friends who weren’t going to college.

The burly security guard eyed me suspiciously as he emerged from his tiny booth. His gaze immediately zeroed in on my exposed cleavage straining against the thin fabric of my tight white top. I leaned forward slightly, giving him an even better view down my shirt.

"Hi there," I purred, flashing him my most dazzling smile. "I'm here about the beverage cart girl position. Could you direct me to the clubhouse please?" My voice dripped with honey and innocence.

The guard swallowed hard, Adam's apple bobbing as he struggled to keep his eyes above my neck. "I didn't know we had one listed," he said, confused.

I batted my eyelashes at him innocently. "Oh silly me, I must have misplaced the posting! But surely a fine establishment like this is always looking for pretty girls to serve drinks on the course, hmm?"

I slowly crossed my legs, letting my short skirt ride up my smooth thighs. The guard's eyes followed the movement hungrily before snapping back to my face, a faint blush coloring his cheeks.

"I...well, are you sure about this? You don’t seem like the usual type," he mumbled, clearly flustered by my brazen display.

I smiled coyly, uncrossing and recrossing my legs slowly, deliberately letting my skirt inch higher up my thighs. "Oh absolutely. A place like this? I bet y'all’s members would love to have a lady like me around." I leaned further out the window, giving him an eyeful of my heaving bosom barely contained by the straining fabric.

The guard shifted uncomfortably, his eyes darting between my face and the tantalizing expanse of creamy skin. He licked his lips nervously. "Well, I suppose the head of personnel might be able to see you. Let me just call and check real quick."

He ducked back into his booth, picking up the phone with shaking hands. I heard muffled voices before he returned, looking both flustered and excited. "Ma'am, Mr. Tyrell, our head of personnel, will see you now. Drive straight ahead and park in the visitor lot on your right. He will meet you at your car to escort you inside."

The guard buzzed open the heavy gates with a loud clang. As they swung wide, I caught a glimpse of lush green fairways stretching out beyond the high stone walls, dotted with sleek golf carts and immaculately dressed players. The exclusivity and wealth radiating from the property made my pulse quicken with anticipation.

"Thank you so much," I trilled, blowing the guard a playful kiss as I drove through the opening gates. In the rearview mirror, I watched him stare after my retreating car, a dazed expression on his face. Smirking to myself, I knew I was already off to a very promising start. If only I knew what was waiting for me on the other side of those gates.

I parked my beat-up Honda Civic in the pristine visitor lot, feeling woefully out of place among the shiny luxury vehicles surrounding me. Taking a deep breath to calm my nerves, I checked my reflection in the mirror one last time, making sure my top was positioned just right to showcase my assets to best advantage.

As I stepped out of the car, I noticed a tall, distinguished-looking man in crisp golf attire approaching me. He had salt-and-pepper hair, tanned skin, and sharp blue eyes that raked appreciatively over my figure as he drew near.

"Hello, you're here about a beverage cart girl position?" he inquired smoothly, extending a hand. "I'm Richard Tyrell, head of personnel. Welcome to Bushwood Country Club."

His grip lingered perhaps a moment longer than strictly necessary as he shook my hand, calloused palm warm against my soft skin.

I placed my other hand atop his, leaning in slightly as I met his intense gaze with a coy smile. "It's a pleasure to meet you, Mr. Tyrell. I'm Dana, and yes, I'm very interested in joining your staff as a beverage cart girl."

"The pleasure is all mine, Dana," Richard purred, his eyes glinting with intrigue as they roamed over my curves once more. "I must say, you certainly fit the image of our ideal candidate. Beautiful, charming, and exuding an air of...confidence. You are certainly younger than the usual candidate though. Can I ask where you heard about our special...position available?"

I tilted my head, slightly puzzled. "Oh, I wasn't referred here. I just decided to show up and see if I could get a job, the old-fashioned way."

Richard raised an eyebrow, intrigued by my boldness. "So you don't know what all this job entails, really?" He glanced around furtively before leaning in closer, his voice lowering to a conspiratorial whisper.

"This is a bit more than an average beverage cart job, and it’s not for the faint of heart." His gaze intensified, boring into mine with undisguised interest and something darker, more primal. "It requires certain...obligations that could be defined as sex work."

I felt a shiver run down my spine at his words, excitement and nervousness warring within me. I moistened my suddenly dry lips, holding his penetrating gaze steadily despite the heat rising in my cheeks.

"I see," I murmured, pitching my voice low and sultry. "And what exactly do these...obligations entail, Mr. Tyrell?" My heart raced as I awaited his response, simultaneously thrilled and apprehensive about the path this encounter was taking. Was I really ready to dive into such a world? The temptation to experience everything I'd only dreamed of was strong.

Richard's lips curled into a knowing smirk as he observed my flustered yet intrigued reaction. He reached out to trail a finger along my bare arm, leaving goosebumps in its wake. "Well, Dana, as I'm sure you can imagine, men at this level of wealth have very...particular desires. And a high sex drive. Here at Bushwood Country Club we endeavor to cater to both their love of golf and their love of fucking."

His hand slid to the small of my back, guiding me subtly closer. "Beverage cart girls are expected to make their body available for free use at the club, whether it's on the course, in the clubhouse, or in the locker room." His hot breath tickled my ear as he whispered, "You seem a little too young and a little too innocent for that kind of job."

Despite the warning bells going off in my head, I found myself leaning into his touch, drawn to the dark promise in his words. My nipples hardened beneath the thin fabric of my top as I imagined being used so wantonly by powerful, virile men.

I bit my lower lip, trying to appear coy and demure even as desire coiled hot and heavy in my core. "I'm eighteen, if that's what you're worried about. And even though I'm a virgin, I know a lot about sex. And I’m not afraid to have sex.”

Richard's eyes darkened with lust at my admission, his hand pressing more insistently against the small of my back. "Eighteen and untouched? My my, what a delectable little package you are." His gaze raked over my trembling form possessively. "A virgin's first time should be special, not some sordid group affair. Tell you what, - why don't you come to my office and we'll discuss this further in private? I want to get to know you better before making any decisions." His thumb brushed teasingly along the waistband of my skirt. "What do you say, Dana? Ready to step into a whole new world?"

My heart pounded wildly as I considered his tempting offer, every nerve ending alight with anticipation and trepidation.

"Yes," I breathed, my voice quivering slightly. "Yes, I'm ready. Take me to your office, Mr. Tyrell."

Richard's eyes gleamed with triumph and barely restrained hunger as he led me towards the imposing clubhouse, his large hand resting possessively on the small of my back.

Once inside his spacious, wood-paneled office, he shut the door firmly behind us. Turning to face me, he drank in the sight of my flushed face and heaving chest with undisguised appreciation. "Now then," he purred, stalking towards me with predatory intent, "the job starts at $100 an hour, but you'll find the tips usually far exceed that. Full benefits as well."

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry as Richard advanced on me like a wolf eyeing a lamb. Yet I stood my ground, tilting my chin up defiantly even as my knees trembled.

"$100 an hour sounds generous," I managed to say, proud of how steady my voice sounded. "But I'm curious, Mr. Tyrell - what exactly does a girl need to do to earn those kinds of tips?"

My tongue darted out to wet my lips nervously, drawing his hungry gaze to my mouth. I could feel the heat of his body as he loomed over me, his expensive cologne filling my senses. The power dynamic between us was electric, thrilling and terrifying all at once. Part of me wanted to flee, but a larger part craved to surrender to whatever sinful delights he had in store.

Richard chuckled darkly, the sound sending shivers down my spine as he backed me up against the edge of his massive mahogany desk. "That's the beauty of free use: you just have to let them do whatever they want to you." His large hands came up to rest on either side of me, caging me in as he leaned in close, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. "But I simply can't let you lose your virginity on the course. It wouldn't be right."

I gasped softly as my back hit the cool surface of the desk, trapped between the solid wood and Richard's muscular frame. His words sent a forbidden thrill through me, even as uncertainty clouded my eyes.

"So what did you have in mind instead?" I asked breathlessly, my small hands coming up to rest tentatively on his broad chest. I could feel the heat of his skin through his crisp shirt, the rapid thrum of his heartbeat matching my own. My breasts heaved with each shallow breath, straining against the confines of my skimpy top.

Part of me knew I should put on the brakes, that losing my virginity to my potential employer was beyond risky. But another part, the part that had always craved adventure and passion, urged me to throw caution to the wind and give myself over to the exquisite tension crackling between us. It was like a scene from one of my favorite books had come to life and I was just along for the ride.

Richard's eyes flashed with wicked delight as he noticed my trembling fingers on his chest, the unspoken invitation in my heated gaze. In a swift motion, he swept the contents of his desk aside with a clatter, creating space for what was to come.

I yelped in surprise as pens, papers and a sleek laptop went flying, clearing the desktop in a whirlwind of activity. My pulse raced with a heady mix of nerves and exhilaration, realizing the gravity of the moment.

"Mr. Tyrell, I..." I started to protest weakly, even as my body betrayed my true desires, arching subtly into his touch. The cool wood of the desk pressed against my thighs as he crowded into my space, his large frame radiating dominance and barely leashed hunger.

Richard silenced my feeble protests with a searing kiss, his firm lips claiming mine in a bruising, dominating press. One hand fisted in my hair, angling my head to deepen the kiss as his other hand slid down to grip my hip possessively. He plundered my mouth like a man starved, his tongue delving past my parted lips to tangle with mine in a filthy dance of dominance and desire. When he finally broke away, we were both panting harshly, our faces mere inches apart.

"Tell me,” he growled, his voice rough with arousal. "Do you accept the position?"

I nodded mutely, still reeling from the intensity of his kiss, all at once realizing the full implications of my acceptance. My lips felt swollen and tender, my entire body thrumming with a feverish need I'd never known before. "Y-yes, I accept," I managed to stammer out, my voice barely above a whisper.

Richard's eyes glinted with triumph and something darker, more primal. "Good girl," he purred, his hands roaming down my sides to grasp my hips. "Now, let's take care of your virginity, shall we?"

With surprising strength, he lifted me effortlessly onto the cleared desk, my legs dangling in the air as he stepped back to admire his handiwork.

A gasp escaped my lips as I found myself sprawled across the cool wooden surface, my skirt riding up to expose the lacy edges of my panties. Richard's intense gaze made my skin prickle with goosebumps, even as a rush of heat pooled between my thighs.

"What...what happens now?" I asked, my voice trembling slightly as I met his piercing stare. A part of me was terrified, wondering if I'd made a terrible mistake. But the ache between my legs told a different story, one of desperate longing and curiosity.

Richard's lips curved into a smug smile as he took in the sight of me, spread out and vulnerable atop his desk. Wordlessly, he slipped off my top.

A soft moan escaped my throat as the cool air hit my large bare breasts, nipples pebbling instantly under his gaze. I felt exposed and raw yet strangely empowered by the way he devoured the sight of me with his eyes.

"Please," I whispered, my voice thick with need, "be gentle."

My arms reached out to him, inviting him closer, even as a flicker of doubt danced at the edges of my consciousness. What was I getting myself into? Was this really happening? But the insistent throbbing between my thighs drowned out all rational thought, leaving only the urgent craving for his touch.

With a low chuckle, Richard leaned in to capture one stiff nipple between his teeth, grazing the sensitive bud with his tongue before sucking gently. His free hand cupped and kneaded my other breast, rolling the nipple between his fingers until I cried out in pleasure, arching my back to press more of myself into his touch.

A sharp cry tore from my throat as waves of ecstasy crashed over me, my body instinctively seeking more of his skilled ministrations. My fingers tangled in his hair, holding him to my breast as he lavished attention on it, his hot mouth and clever fingers driving me wild with sensation.

"Oh god, yes!" I whimpered, my hips bucking involuntarily against the empty ache between my thighs. "More, please!"

I was lost in a haze of pleasure, my mind consumed by the overwhelming desire to feel him everywhere, to surrender completely to the carnal storm raging within me. And judging by the bulge straining against his pants, I suspected he was more than willing to oblige.

Richard released my breast with a wet pop, a triumphant grin spreading across his face as he gazed up at me with lust-darkened eyes. "So responsive," he murmured appreciatively, his hands sliding down my stomach to hook into the waistband of my skirt and panties. With a swift tug, he stripped them away, baring me fully to his ravenous gaze.

"You're absolutely stunning," he breathed, his palms skimming reverently over the smooth expanse of my thick thighs before settling on my hips. "And I'm going to enjoy breaking you in."

A shiver ran down my spine at his words, a mix of trepidation and anticipation coursing through my veins. As his hands explored my newly exposed flesh, I couldn't help but squirm beneath his touch, my core clenching with a needy ache.

"BREAK ME IN?" I repeated, my voice shrill with a cocktail of fear and excitement. The boldness of his claim sent a thrill through me, even as a tiny part of me wondered if I was in over my head.

But there was no time to dwell on doubts, not when his fingers were already trailing higher, teasing along the slick folds of my sex. I gasped as he found my clit, circling the sensitive nub with maddening slowness.

"Yes, oh god, please," I begged, my hips rocking instinctively to meet his touch. With a husky groan, Richard buried his face between my thighs, his hot breath fanning over my most intimate area as he inhaled deeply. The musky scent of my arousal filled his nostrils, spurring him on as he began to lavish my sex with open-mouthed kisses and lapping strokes of his tongue.

His fingers dug into the meat of my thighs, holding me steady as he feasted on my dripping cunt, savoring every sweet drop of my essence. He probed gently at first, exploring the tight channel of my virgin passage before delving deeper, his thumb finding my clit to rub in tandem with his thrusting tongue.

A keening wail ripped from my throat as his talented mouth worked its magic, sending shockwaves of pleasure crashing through my quivering form. My head thrashed from side to side, tangling in my own hair as I surrendered to the onslaught of sensations.

"Oh fuck, yes! Right there!" I screamed, my voice echoing off the walls as I ground my pussy against his devouring mouth. Each lap of his tongue and scrape of his teeth seemed to ignite new sparks of bliss, pushing me closer to some unknown precipice.

I could feel the coil of tension building inside me, winding tighter and tighter with each passing second. It was almost too much, the exquisite torture of his oral assault combined with the relentless pressure of his thumb on my clit.

"I'm...I'm gonna...AH!" I choked out, my vision blurring as the dam finally burst.

As my climax washed over me, Richard redoubled his efforts, suckling harder on my spasming clit while plunging two long fingers deep into my convulsing cunt. He curled them just so, stroking that magical spot inside me that made stars explode behind my eyelids.

Through the haze of my orgasm, I dimly registered his low, approving growl vibrating against my sensitive flesh. He drank in every last tremor and aftershock, prolonging my ecstasy until I was a boneless, quivering mess draped across his desk.

Finally, he pulled back, his chin glistening with my release as he looked up at me with a satisfied smirk. "That was just the beginning," he promised, rising to his feet and unbuckling his belt with deliberate slowness.

I lay there panting, my chest heaving as I struggled to catch my breath. Every nerve ending still hummed with residual pleasure, my body feeling loose and languid. I watched through heavy-lidded eyes as Richard slowly shed his clothes, revealing an impressive erection that jutted proudly from a nest of dark curls.

A fresh wave of desire surged through me, my core clenching around nothing as I realized we were far from done. I reached for him, my hand closing around his thick shaft as I guided it to my virgin entrance.

Richard's breath hitched as I enveloped his cock in my warm palm, my touch igniting a fire in his loins. He gripped my hips firmly, positioning himself at my entrance as he gazed down at me with a fierce, primal intensity.

"This is it," he rasped, his voice strained with restraint. "Are you sure you're ready for this, Dana?"

The question hung in the air, but we both knew the answer. I nodded eagerly, my eyes locked on his as I lifted my hips in silent invitation. With a guttural groan, he pushed forward, the broad head of his dick breaching my untouched barrier with a single, powerful thrust.

A sharp cry tore from my throat as pain and pleasure collided, my body tensing around the sudden intrusion. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes, but they quickly dissolved into a sob of relief as I felt Richard's warmth spreading inside me, filling the aching void left by my maidenhead.

"It's okay," he murmured, his forehead resting against mine as he held still, giving me a moment to adjust. "You're doing great. Just breathe."

Slowly, my muscles relaxed, accepting the unfamiliar sensation of being stretched and filled in ways I never had before. As the initial discomfort faded, a new kind of pleasure began to build, a deep, satisfying fullness that made me arch my back and moan softly.

With a gentle rock of his hips, Richard started to move, withdrawing almost entirely before sinking back in to the hilt.

Richard set a slow, deliberate rhythm, his thick cock gliding in and out of my welcoming heat with ease. Each stroke brought a fresh rush of sensation, the slight drag of his pubic bone against my clit adding to the mounting pleasure.

As he picked up speed, the lewd sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, punctuated by my wanton moans and his grunts of effort. My nails dug into his shoulders, urging him on as I met each thrust with a roll of my hips.

"Fuck, you feel incredible," he panted, his pace quickening as he chased his own release. "So tight and wet..."

His words only served to heighten my arousal, my inner walls fluttering and clenching around his pistoning length.

"Yes, yes, just like that!" I cried out, my voice ragged with need as I lost myself in the sheer carnal bliss of being taken so thoroughly. Each deep penetration sent shockwaves of delight coursing through my trembling form, my senses overwhelmed by the primal dance of our bodies.

Richard's cock was a living thing inside me, throbbing and pulsing with every stroke. I could feel the heat building, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter with each passing second. It was all becoming too much, the relentless pounding driving me closer to the edge with every passing moment.

"I'm gonna...oh god, I'm gonna cum again!" I warned, my words dissolving into a high-pitched keen as my climax approached once more. My legs wrapped around Richard's waist, locking him in place as I surrendered to the impending tsunami of pleasure.

With a roar of triumph, Richard pulled out and spilled his hot seed across my belly and breasts, marking me as his in the most primal way possible. I lay there, gasping for air as I basked in the afterglow, my body still humming with the echoes of our intense coupling.

Richard collapsed beside me, his chest heaving as he fought to regain his breath. After a moment, he reached out to brush a strand of sweat-dampened hair from my forehead, his touch tender despite the earlier ferocity of our encounter.

"That was...incredible," he murmured, his voice husky with satisfaction. "Your pussy is magical. The members will be very pleased."

He paused, studying my face with a hint of concern. "Are you alright? That was a lot to handle, especially for a virgin."

I nodded, a contented smile curving my lips as I felt his seed begin to trickle down my skin. "I'm fine," I assured him, reaching out to trace patterns on his chest. "Better than fine, actually. When can I start?"

"How about tomorrow?" His voice dropped to a low purr, his breath warm against my ear. "Please stop by my office first thing, we can continue your orientation then."


CHAPTER 2

I woke up the next morning feeling lighter, freer somehow. Yesterday's events still felt surreal, like a vivid dream that could have been anything but reality. Yet the lingering ache between my thighs and the faint scent of sex clinging to my sheets told a different story - one of debauchery and forbidden pleasure.

After a quick shower, I got dressed in a simple white top and khaki skirt, tucking a few stray strands of hair into a neat bun. Makeup was kept to a minimum, a light dusting of powder and a swipe of lip gloss.

My stomach twisted with a mix of nerves and anticipation as I arrived at the country club, clutching my name tag that got me through the front gates. I found Richard's office without issue, knocking politely before entering when summoned.

Inside, Richard sat behind his imposing mahogany desk, a stack of files and papers spread out before him. He looked up as I entered, a slow, appreciative smile spreading across his face as his gaze raked over my modest yet alluring attire.

"Well, well, look at you," he said, standing to greet me. “You look beautiful, as always.”

He closed the distance between us, reaching out to tuck a stray lock of hair behind my ear. His touch sent a shiver down my spine, reigniting the embers of desire that still smoldered within me.

"Now, let's get down to business," he continued, guiding me to my knees. "Have you ever sucked a cock before?"

I shook my head, meeting Richard's gaze with wide, innocent eyes even as my mouth watered at the prospect. "No, sir. This will be my first time."

Richard's eyes gleamed with approval and something darker, more predatory. He reached down to unzip and wrap a hand around the base of his erect cock, giving it a slow, deliberate stroke as he pulled it out of his pants.

"Excellent," he purred, his voice dripping with lust. "Then you aren't starting with any bad habits. As a free use girl, all you need to do is keep your lips parted and your throat open. The members will do the rest."

I nodded, swallowing hard as I took in the impressive size of Richard's manhood. It throbbed in his grip, the tip already glistening with pre-cum. I licked my lips unconsciously, my mouth watering at the thought of tasting him.

"Okay," I whispered, my voice barely audible over the pounding of my heart.

With a subtle nod of encouragement, Richard guided the swollen head of his cock to my waiting lips. I felt the heat emanating from him, the musky scent of his arousal filling my nostrils as he pressed forward.

"Relax your jaw," he instructed, his voice a low rumble. "Let it sink in naturally. If you need to breathe, just take the head out for a second."

As I followed his guidance, the first inch of his thick shaft slid past my lips, the velvety smoothness sending tingles through my tongue. I explored the ridges and veins, savoring the taste of his precum as I gradually took him deeper.

Richard's hands came up to cradle the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my hair as he began to gently thrust, setting a steady rhythm.

I relaxed my jaw further, allowing Richard's cock to slide effortlessly into my mouth. The stretch was pleasant, not painful, as I adjusted to accommodate his generous size. My tongue swirled around the sensitive underside, lapping up the salty-sweet fluid leaking from the tip.

Each slow pump of his hips sent vibrations through my lips and cheeks, the sound of wet suction filling the room. I breathed through my nose, inhaling his masculine scent and letting it fuel my growing arousal.

As I grew more comfortable, I began to move with him, sucking gently and hollowing my cheeks to create suction. My hands rested on his thighs, feeling the muscles flex and contract with each thrust. Richard's praise and encouragement spurred me on, and soon I was lost in the rhythm, my mind focused solely on pleasing him.

Richard's breathing grew heavier, his thrusts increasing in depth and urgency as he fucked my willing mouth. "That's it, Dana," he groaned, his grip tightening in my hair. "Take it in your throat, nice and deep."

Emboldened by his words, I relaxed my throat further, allowing his cock to hit the back of my mouth with each stroke. Saliva pooled around the base, easing the glide as I bobbed my head in time with his movements.

The lewd sounds of our encounter echoed off the office walls - the slap of skin, the obscene gluk-gluk of saliva and precum, and my muffled moans around his shaft. It was filthy, degrading, and utterly intoxicating.

Suddenly, Richard stiffened, his hips jerking as he buried himself to the hilt. He gripped the back of my head, keeping me in place as thick ropes of hot cum erupted from his cock, painting the inside of my mouth and throat with his essence. I swallowed reflexively, gulping down every drop as he filled me to capacity.

Through it all, I maintained eye contact, watching the pleasure contort Richard's features and seeing the satisfaction in his gaze as he marked me as his. It was a potent aphrodisiac, stoking the flames of desire that had been building within me since yesterday's initiation.

When he finally released his grip on my hair, I slowly withdrew, his softening cock slipping from my lips with a pop. I licked it clean, savoring the lingering taste of his release.

Breathing heavily, I met Richard's eyes, a sultry smile playing on my lips. "Was that satisfactory, sir?" I asked, my voice husky from the prolonged oral service.

Richard exhaled a satisfied sigh, running a hand through his disheveled hair as he admired the sight of me, flushed and panting after servicing him so thoroughly. "More than satisfactory, Dana," he praised, his voice low and approving. "In fact, I think you're ready to start working the course. Check in at the cart house to get your beverage cart and instructions."

I stood up, smoothing down my skirt and blouse, trying to appear composed despite the residual heat and dampness between my thighs. "Yes, sir. Thank you for the opportunity."

With a final nod, I turned to leave, pausing only to glance back at Richard over my shoulder. Our eyes locked, a silent understanding passing between us - this was not the end of my training, and I would prove myself worthy of his favor.

I exited his office, my steps light and purposeful as I made my way to the cart house. Today marked the start of my new life as a country club cum slut, and I couldn't wait to see what other pleasures and challenges awaited me on the exclusive greens.


CHAPTER 3

The sun beat down on the immaculately manicured lawns as I drove my cart along the winding paths, pouring cocktails or opening beers and exchanging pleasantries with the affluent patrons. Every interaction was charged with a subtle undercurrent of innuendo, their eyes roving over my curves as they handed me tips and compliments. I played the part of the demure, flirtatious server perfectly, batting my lashes and giggling coyly at their advances.

But beneath the veneer of polite banter, I was acutely aware of my role, and how I could be expected to service one of them at a moment's notice.

By mid-afternoon, the sun was high overhead, casting dappled shadows across the lush green fairways. I'd worked up a sweat driving around in my cart, the thin fabric of my blouse clinging to my skin and highlighting the swell of my breasts.

I stopped to greet the threesome on the 14th green. "Hello gentlemen, anything I can get you?"

One of the men, a handsome, middle-aged fellow with thick black hair, leaned forward, his eyes fixed on my cleavage. "Why don't you join us for a shot of tequila?"

His friends chuckled, clearly amused by his bold suggestion. They weren't so bad looking either. I smiled sweetly, my pulse quickening at the prospect of drinking with these wealthy, powerful men.

"Is it okay that I'm only 18?" I asked as I poured the shots. The men exchanged knowing glances, their smiles widening as they assessed me with renewed interest. "We won't tell if you don't," the dark-haired man said, his tone suggestive.

He signaled to the others, who picked up their glasses and clinked them against mine in a toast. "To beautiful young things like you, Dana," the blond one said, his eyes roaming appreciatively over my body. "May you enjoy your time here and grace our club with your presence for years to come."

I laughed, feeling a thrill of excitement mixed with nervousness. These men were used to getting what they wanted, and I knew my services extended far beyond pouring drinks. But I was eager to please, to learn, and to earn their favor.

After finishing our shots, the dark-haired man leaned in and grabbed me around the waist.

His strong arms pulled me close, his breath hot against my ear as he whispered, "The course is playing a little slow today. Let's have some fun while we wait for the group in front."

Before I could respond, his friends knelt around me, one in front, and one in back. They both lifted my skirt before lowering my panties.

I gasped as cool air hit my exposed sex, my legs trembling slightly from the sudden exposure. The men's hands roamed over my thighs, spreading them wider apart as they positioned themselves for a better view.

"Look at her, guys," the blond one murmured, tracing a finger along my slit. "She's practically dripping for us already."

A shiver ran through me at their touch, my body responding instinctively to their bold caresses. I bit my lip, trying to maintain an air of coy innocence even as I arched into their fingers.

The man behind me spread my cheeks before diving his face in and licking my tight rear passage with wild abandon.

I let out a startled yelp, my hips bucking involuntarily as the man's tongue delved into my most intimate recesses. The sensation was overwhelming, his warm tongue and lips sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core.

Meanwhile, the blond in front continued to explore my slick folds, his fingers sliding easily through my juices as he circled my clit with gentle pressure. "So responsive," he praised, his eyes locking onto mine with a hungry intensity. "I bet she tastes amazing too."

With a moan, I nodded eagerly, desperate for more of their attention. The man behind me doubled his efforts, sucking and nibbling at my tender flesh until I was squirming and whimpering with need.

The blond dove his face into my slick folds, licking my clit in circles as he penetrated me with two fingers.

I cried out, my back arching as waves of pleasure crashed over me. The dual sensations of one man licking my pussy while the other licked my asshole pushed me closer to the edge with each stroke. The man kissing me pulled down my top, exposing my breasts to the open air. He took a nipple into his mouth, swirling his tongue around the sensitive bud while his other hand kneaded my other breast.

The combination of oral and nipple stimulation was too much, and I felt my orgasm building, coiling tighter and tighter in my belly. I gripped the scalps of the men beneath me, my nails digging into their hair as I teetered on the brink of ecstasy.

"Cum for us, Dana!" the blond urged, pumping his fingers faster and applying increased pressure to my clit with his tongue. "Show us how much you love being used like a dirty little sex toy!"

The dark-haired man joined in, adding a third finger to stretch me open as he curled them to hit that magical spot deep inside. Their combined assault shattered my control, and I screamed in rapture as my climax detonated through my entire body.

My vision blurred, stars exploding behind my eyelids as I convulsed in their grasp. Waves of intense pleasure radiated outward from my core, leaving me breathless and shaking.

As I slowly came down from my high, I became dimly aware of the men cleaning me up with their tongues, lapping at my spent sex and savoring every last drop of my release. It was degrading, but also strangely empowering, to be so completely at their mercy. When they finally released me, I stood there panting, a sated smile on my lips.

The two men on the ground rose to their feet, dusting off their clothes with smug grins. "Well done, Dana," the dark-haired one praised, tucking a stray lock of hair behind my ear with one hand as the other pulled out his cock. "Now it's our turn to cum."

I nodded, still reeling from the intensity of my own orgasm. Without hesitation, I dropped to my knees, taking the dark-haired man's hard cock in my hand and stroking it slowly.

The blond and his friend unzipped their pants, freeing their own throbbing members. I looked up at the three men with wide, innocent eyes.

The dark-haired man groaned, his grip tightening on my head as he guided his cock to my waiting mouth. "Open wide, baby," he commanded, pushing past my lips and thrusting deep.

I parted my lips obediently, letting him fill my mouth with his thick shaft. As he began to fuck my face, I reached up to grab the other men’s cocks, stroking them in time with the thrusts of the man in my mouth.

The men grunted and cursed, their pace quickening as they fucked my face and hands. I focused on relaxing my throat, taking turns letting each one enter my mouth.

I gazed up at them with adoring eyes, my mind foggy with lust and submission. Each stroke of their cocks against my tongue sent vibrations through my body, making my nipples harden again.

The dark-haired man in my mouth started to thrust harder, his balls slapping against my chin. I knew he was close, and I redoubled my efforts, bobbing my head and hollowing my cheeks to suck him deeper.

With a guttural roar, he exploded in my mouth, shooting spurt after spurt of hot cum down my throat. I swallowed greedily, milking him for every drop as he twitched and throbbed against my tongue.

The other two followed suit soon after, painting my hands and face with their own releases as they found their peaks. Exhausted but exhilarated, I collapsed onto my heels, gasping for breath.

As I sat there, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and accomplishment. I had pleased these powerful men, earning their approval and satisfaction. And in doing so, I had discovered a new side of myself - one that craved domination and submission.

I caught my breath, my chest heaving as I gazed up at the trio of satisfied men looming over me. Their faces were etched with pleasure, eyes gleaming with a mix of admiration and hunger.

"You did well, Dana," the blond purred, extending a hand to help me up. "We'll see you around."

Once I got back to my cart, I drove towards the clubhouse. Richard had told me that some members don't like seeing the girls covered in cum, so it was important to clean up between sessions. I endeavored to try and swallow it all next time.

On the way to the locker room, I was stopped by two young men on the 17th fairway.

They eyed me hungrily, their gazes lingering on my flushed skin and disheveled appearance. One of them stepped forward, a mischievous grin spreading across his face.

"Hey there, beautiful," he said, his voice low and smooth. "Looks like you've been having quite the afternoon."

I blushed, realizing the evidence of my earlier activities was still visible on my skin and clothing. "Oh, um, yeah... I was on the way to clean up," I stammered, hoping they wouldn't press the issue further.

But the man's grin widened, and he took another step closer, his eyes never leaving mine. "Don't worry, I like it. I'm Josh, this is my friend Darren."

I smiled politely, trying not to seem too flustered. "Hi, nice to meet you. I'm Dana. This is my first day."

Josh reached out and gently wiped some cum off my neck, his touch sending a shiver down my spine despite myself. "You know, we were just talking about how horny we were, and then you came along."

Darren chuckled, moving in closer to flank Josh on my left side. "Yeah, seems like fate brought her to us," he teased, his hand drifting down to rest on my hip.

Josh leaned in, his breath warm against my ear as he whispered, "Why don't you get on all fours for us?" His fingers trailed down my arm, leaving goosebumps in their wake.

I hesitated for only a moment before complying, sinking to my knees and then putting my hands down on the lush green grass. I looked up at them with a mixture of nervousness and anticipation, my heart pounding in my chest.

Darren moved behind me, his hands finding my hips as he positioned himself above me, his fingers playing with the hem of my skirt. Josh knelt at my head, one hand grasping my hair as the other pulled his cock out.

"Open your mouth, Dana," Josh ordered, his voice firm yet seductive. I parted my lips, allowing him to slide his thick length past them. He groaned in pleasure, his hips rocking forward as he began to fuck my mouth with slow, deliberate strokes.

Meanwhile, Darren tugged my skirt up, exposing my ass to the cool breeze. He ran his palms over my curves, squeezing and caressing, before leaning down to whisper in my ear, "Your ass is perfection."

I moaned around Josh's cock as he thrust deeper, the salty taste of pre-cum mingling with my saliva. I relaxed my throat, taking him as far as I could, reveling in the power he wielded over me.

At the same time, Darren's hands roamed freely over my exposed flesh, his fingers dipping into my wet slit and teasing my clit. I bucked my hips back against him, craving more of his touch.

Josh's grip on my hair tightened as he picked up speed, fucking my mouth with increasing urgency. I gagged slightly as he hit the back of my throat, but he didn't relent, using my mouth for his pleasure.

Behind me, Darren's cock probed at my pussy as he slid a finger into my tight asshole.

I whimpered around Josh's cock, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes from the forceful fucking. But the pain only heightened my arousal, making me ache for more.

When Darren's finger pushed into my ass, I cried out, the dual sensations overwhelming my senses. I pushed back against him, desperate for friction anywhere I could get it.

Darren's cock sunk easily into my still slick folds, filling me completely as he began to move, his hips slapping against my ass with each powerful thrust. Josh continued to ravage my mouth, his cock hitting the back of my throat repeatedly.

I felt Darren's balls slap against my clit with every pump of his hips as his finger teased my asshole, the stimulation driving me closer to the edge. Josh's relentless thrusting sent shockwaves through my body, my nose pressed to his groin as I struggled to breathe around his girth.

Suddenly, Darren's movements became erratic, his thrusts growing shorter and more forceful. "Fuck, Dana, I'm gonna cum," he gritted out, his fingers digging into my hips.

My own climax crashed over me as Darren buried himself deep inside me, his seed flooding my already sensitive pussy. I screamed around Josh's cock, my throat constricting as I tried to draw in air between his thrusts.

Josh responded to my orgasm by pounding even harder, his cock throbbing against my tongue as he chased his own release. I could tell he was getting close when his grip on my hair turned almost painful, his thrusts becoming frantic and uncoordinated.

With a final, brutal thrust, Josh erupted in my mouth, his hot cum coating my tongue and filling my cheeks. I swallowed reflexively, gulping down every drop as he rode out his orgasm, his hips jerking erratically against my face.

As the aftershocks subsided, Josh withdrew, his softening cock slipping from my lips with a wet pop. I lay there panting, my body trembling from the intensity of the encounter. Darren stood up, adjusting his clothes with a satisfied smirk. "That was incredible," he said, offering me a hand up. I accepted gratefully, my legs feeling like jelly.

Josh nodded in agreement, tucking himself away. "Definitely a memorable first day on the job," he quipped, winking at me.

I laughed, feeling a newfound confidence wash over me. He couldn't be more right.

I made my way to the locker room once more, hoping no one else would interrupt my endeavor to clean up. Searching the clubhouse, I could only find an entrance to the men's locker room. I finally managed to find another staff member and asked him where the women's was. He laughed. "There isn't one. You're supposed to shower in the men's." The staff member gestured vaguely down the hall.

I blinked, not expecting such an arrangement, but not totally surprised, considering how the club worked. "Really? Okay, thanks for letting me know," I replied, trying to sound nonchalant despite the blush creeping up my neck at the thought of sharing facilities with the male members.

Making my way to the men's locker room, I took a deep breath and pushed open the door, steeling myself for whatever lay ahead. The room was bustling with activity, several men showering and changing in various states of undress. I spotted an empty stall and quickly claimed it, eager to start cleaning up.

As I stepped in and closed the curtain, I heard a bustle of commotion outside. I stripped off my sweaty clothes and folded them on the bench before turning on the water.

The hot spray washed over me, soothing my tired muscles and rinsing away the remnants of my encounters. I let out a contented sigh, savoring the warmth as it enveloped my body.

Just as I was starting to relax, I heard the curtain rustle and realized someone had entered the stall with me.

I spun around, my heart racing as I found myself face to face with none other than Richard, my boss. He was fully naked, his chiseled physique glistening with droplets of water from his own shower.

"I hope you don't mind the company," he said with a charming smile, stepping closer until our bodies nearly touched. "I wanted to make sure everything went smoothly for your first day and give you your final lesson."

Richard reached out, trailing a finger down my cheek and along my collarbone. "You did very well today, Dana. I think you're going to fit in perfectly here."

His touch sent shivers down my spine, and I found myself leaning into his palm. "Thank you, sir," I breathed, my voice barely audible over the sound of the water.

He smiled, his eyes darkening with desire. "Call me Richard," he murmured, his hand sliding lower to cup my breast. "Do you know what your final lesson is?"

I bit my lip, my pulse quickening as Richard's skilled fingers played with my nipple, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core. "No, sir... I mean, Richard," I corrected myself, my voice trembling slightly.

He chuckled, the sound low and husky. "Some of our members prefer anal. It's time to make sure your tight little asshole can take a pounding." A gasp escaped my lips at his blunt words, my cheeks flushing bright red. Despite my initial shock, I couldn't deny the thrill that coursed through me at the prospect of being taken so intimately.

Losing both my vaginal and anal virginities to the same man on back-to-back days wasn’t something I had envisioned when I drove up to those gates, but there was no turning back now.

"Okay," I whispered, my resolve crumbling under Richard's intense gaze. " P-please fuck me in the ass." I turned around and leaned against the shower wall, presenting my plump ass to him.

Richard groaned, his hands roaming over my curves possessively as he positioned himself behind me. "Such a good girl, asking so nicely," he praised, his breath hot against my ear.

Without further warning, he pressed the head of his thick cock against my puckered hole, applying gentle pressure. I tensed instinctively, but he just held steady, waiting for me to adjust. Slowly, I started to relax, allowing him to penetrate me inch by delicious inch.

Once he was fully sheathed, Richard began to move, his powerful thrusts rocking my entire body. The sensation was unlike anything I'd experienced before - intense, yet strangely pleasurable. I moaned, my head resting against the shower wall as he fucked me relentlessly from behind.

Richard's cock stretched me wide, the burn giving way to a dull ache as he pounded into my ass with increasing vigor. I could feel every ridge and vein of his shaft rubbing against my inner walls, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through my nerves.

My breasts swung heavily with each impact, and I arched my back, pushing them more firmly against the cool tile. The contrast between the heat of Richard's body and the chill of the shower wall created a mesmerizing sensory experience.

"You like that, don't you?" Richard growled, his fingers digging into my hips as he drove deeper, chasing his own release. "Taking my cock in your tight little ass... Such a naughty slut for it."

Richard's praise and the filthy things he called me only served to heighten my arousal, my pussy clenching around nothing as I focused on the exquisite sensation of his cock splitting me open from behind.

"Yes, yes, I love it!" I panted, my voice muffled against the tiles as I surrendered to the relentless pounding. "F-fuck my ass, Richard! Use me!"

Emboldened by my wanton cries, Richard increased his pace, slamming into me with brutal force. The showerhead battered my skin, adding to the overwhelming assault on my senses. I was lost in a haze of pleasure, my mind foggy and my body operating on pure instinct.

With a final, savage thrust, Richard buried himself to the hilt and came, his hot seed flooding my bowels as he grunted his release.

My own climax crashed over me, triggered by the feeling of Richard's pulsing cock throbbing inside me and the sheer intensity of the moment. I screamed, my vision blurring as waves of ecstasy ripped through my body.

As we both slowly came down from our highs, Richard slid out of me, his softening dick leaving my stretched hole feeling empty and sensitive. I slumped against the wall, gasping for air, my limbs weak and shaky.

Richard wrapped an arm around my waist, turning me around and pulling me against his chest as he nuzzled my neck. "You were amazing," he murmured, his voice filled with satisfaction. "I knew you'd be a natural at this."

I leaned into Richard's embrace, basking in the afterglow of our passionate encounter. His words of praise warmed my soul, and I felt a sense of pride and accomplishment wash over me.

"That was... incredible," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. "I never imagined I could enjoy something like that."

Richard chuckled, his warm breath tickling my ear. "Trust me, sweet thing, you have no idea what you're capable of until you try."

I looked up at him, my eyes searching his face for any hint of insincerity, but all I saw was genuine admiration and approval. "I guess you're right," I conceded, a small smile playing on my lips. "I'm definitely eager to learn more about pleasing our members."

Richard grinned, his grip on my waist tightening. "Oh, judging by the audience outside, I don't think you'll have to wait long."

At Richard's words, I glanced towards the shower curtain, my heart skipping a beat as I caught sight of a group of shadowy figures peering in through the gap. Their lewd whispers and knowing smirks told me they hadn't missed a single moment of our intimate display.

A flush of embarrassment and excitement mixed within me, realizing that my every move was now being watched and evaluated by these powerful men. The thought alone sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through my veins, my nipples hardening against Richard's chest.

"Well, then," I said, my voice steady despite the tremors running through me, "I suppose it's time to get to work, isn't it?"

Richard's eyes gleamed with approval as he squeezed my hip. "That's the spirit, Dana."

I stepped out of the shower completely nude, not even bothering with a towel. What was the point?

With a deep breath, I strode confidently out of the bathroom, my wet skin glistening under the lights. The group of men parted ways as I approached, their gazes raking over my exposed form with undisguised hunger.

A completely nude, muscular man sat on a bench nearby, his cock standing proudly erect. He motioned for me to come closer.

I walked towards the man, my steps measured and deliberate, acutely aware of the eyes following my every movement. As I drew nearer, I could see the outline of his impressive physique beneath his chiseled features, and the prominent size of his erection seemed to beckon me closer.

When I stopped in front of him, he reached out, his large hand wrapping around my wrist and guiding it to his straining cock. "Go ahead, pet," he commanded, his voice low and gravelly. "Show me how much you've learned from Richard."

I hesitated for only a moment, my fingers closing around his thick shaft. He let out a pleased grunt as I began to stroke him, my movements practiced and confident. I could feel his heated skin pulsing beneath my touch, and the weight of his heavy balls in my other hand.

"Good girl," he growled, his hips bucking slightly into my grasp. Emboldened by his reaction, I leaned in close, my lips brushing against his ear as I whispered, "Is this what you want?"

His grip on my wrist tightened, and he pulled me onto his lap, my thick bare thighs straddling his muscular ones. I could feel the heat emanating from his body, and the hardness of his cock pressing insistently against my slick folds.

"Mmm, you're such a dirty girl, aren't you?" he murmured, his free hand sliding down to cup my breast, thumbing my nipple roughly. "Richard said you were a virgin, but I don't believe it."

He punctuated his words with a firm squeeze, making me gasp.

"O-oh?" I stammered, my breathing growing ragged as he toyed with my sensitive nipple. "How would you know? Have a lot of experience with virgins?"

The man chuckled, a deep, rumbling sound that vibrated through his chest and into mine. "Sorry, didn't mean to offend," he replied, his fingers pinching and rolling my nipple harder. "I've just never seen such a natural."

Before I could respond, he captured my mouth in a searing kiss, his tongue delving past my lips to tangle with mine. I melted into the passionate embrace, my body responding instinctively to his dominant touch.

As we kissed, his other hand moved between us, guiding his cock to my entrance.

I broke the kiss, panting heavily, as he positioned himself at my slick opening. "Wait," I gasped, looking into his intense gaze. "I want to make sure I do this right..."

He raised an eyebrow but nodded, allowing me to take control for a moment. I reached down, grasping his thick shaft once more, and lined it up with my entrance. Then, with a deep breath, I slowly sank down onto him, my walls stretching to accommodate his size.

"Ahh!" I cried out, my head falling back as I felt him fill me completely. It was a delicious mix of pain and pleasure, my body adjusting to the intrusion. Once I was fully impaled, I paused, savoring the sensation of being so deeply joined with another person.

The men standing around us started to pump their own erections, clearly turned on by our lewd display.

The man holding me grunted, his hands gripping my hips tightly as he fought the urge to thrust immediately. "Take your time, baby," he encouraged, his voice strained with restraint. "Let your body adjust."

I nodded, still getting used to the foreign sensation of being so full. Gradually, I began to rock my hips, experimenting with different motions to find what felt best. The man's cock twitched inside me in response, and I could tell he was struggling to maintain his composure.

One of the other men stepped forward, his own cock probing at my asshole as he caressed my crack with his finger.

I tensed slightly as the man pressed against my puckered hole, but the anticipation building inside me made me relax again. "Mmm, yes..." I moaned, encouraging him to continue.

Slowly, he pushed forward, breaching my tight anal ring with his thick finger. I bit my lip, focusing on the new sensations as he worked a second digit in alongside the first. The dual penetration had me seeing stars, my inner muscles clenching around both invaders.

Meanwhile, the man below me was losing patience, his hips starting to buck upward in short, controlled thrusts. Each push sent shockwaves of pleasure through my core, making me cry out and arch my back.

"You like that, don't you?" he panted, his hands roaming my curves possessively. "Love having your holes filled..."

"Y-yes!" I gasped, my voice trembling with need. The double penetration was overwhelming in the best possible way, each thrust sending jolts of ecstasy racing up my spine. My breasts bounced with the force of his movements, and I could feel the sweat beading on my skin as I surrendered to the intense pleasure.

The man fingering my ass increased the pace, scissoring his digits to stretch me wider. I whimpered, my inner walls fluttering around the invading fingers and cock. It was too much, yet somehow not enough - my body craved more, desperate to be filled and claimed in every way possible.

Suddenly, the man beneath me gripped my hips and drove up hard, his cock hitting a spot deep inside me that made stars explode behind my eyelids. I screamed, my vision blurring as waves of orgasmic bliss crashed over me.

My entire body shook with the force of my climax, my pussy clamping down hard around the throbbing cock buried deep within me.

I could feel the man behind me pull out his fingers. Without warning, he slammed his entire length into my tight rear passage, stretching me wide open around his substantial girth. I let out a piercing shriek, my eyes rolling back in my head as the dual invasions consumed me utterly.

The man beneath me groaned, his cock twitching inside my spasming cunt as he felt my body quake and convulse around him. "Fuck, look at her," he ground out, his hands digging into my hips as he continued to pound into me relentlessly. "So fucking perfect, taking us both like a pro."

My mind was foggy, overwhelmed by the relentless stimulation, but I managed to register the other men cheering and grunting around us, their own releases approaching as they watched me get fucked in both holes.

Waves of pure, unadulterated pleasure radiated through my very being, each thrust driving me further toward the edge of madness. The man behind me picked up speed, his powerful strokes forcing my ass to yield to his dominance. I could feel his heavy balls slapping against my cheeks with every brutal plunge, the lewd sound mixing with my cries of ecstasy.

The man beneath me sensed my impending collapse and redoubled his efforts, his cock pistoning into my soaked pussy with reckless abandon. I was lost, drowning in a sea of carnal delight, my senses consumed by the primal act of being taken by multiple partners.

Just when I thought I couldn't possibly endure any more, the man in my ass roared his release, his hot seed flooding my bowels as he continued to fuck me through my own shattering climax.

My body went limp, boneless, as the final waves of my orgasm washed over me. The man beneath me slowed his thrusts, his cock still twitching inside my quivering cunt as he emptied his own load deep within me. I could feel his warmth filling me, marking me as his, and a sense of satisfaction settled over me.

The men around us found their release, aiming their cum at my exposed body. I sat there, dazed and spent, as the men's semen painted my skin with sticky trails of white. Some landed on my face, dripping from my chin and nose, while others splattered across my breasts and belly. I felt violated, used, but also strangely proud of the debauchery we'd engaged in.

After several moments, the man beneath me gently lifted me off his softening cock, letting me slide down his body until my feet touched the ground. He stood, pulling me with him, and wrapped a strong arm around my shoulders, steadying me as the room spun.

"Wow," I breathed, my voice hoarse from screaming. "That was... something else." I looked up at him, a small, exhausted smile playing on my lips. "Think Richard will be impressed?"

The man chuckled, a low, satisfied sound, and leaned down to capture my lips in a tender kiss. "I think he already is," he murmured against my mouth.

I giggled weakly, feeling a renewed spark of energy at his compliment. As the other men began to clean themselves up and prepare to leave, the man kept me close, his arm still draped protectively around my shoulders.

"You should probably take another shower," he said, glancing down at the mess coating my skin. "Can't have you tracking that everywhere."

I nodded, already feeling the aches and stiffness settling into my well-used limbs.

"Yeah, good idea," I agreed, my voice still husky from all the shouting.

As the warm water rinsed away the remnants of our encounter, I couldn't help but marvel at how quickly my perspective had shifted. Just yesterday, I had been a naive young woman, content with my predictable life. Now, I felt awakened, empowered by the bold desires I had unleashed and the pleasures I had discovered.

I stepped out of the shower, wrapping myself in a plush towel. As I began to dry off and change into fresh clothes, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. My hair was tousled, my makeup smudged, and there were faint marks on my skin where the men's hands had roamed. But despite the evidence of my wild afternoon, I looked radiant, my eyes sparkling with a newfound confidence.

Today, I had embraced my deepest cravings and reveled in the raw, animalistic connection between bodies. And, as I would later find out, had earned just over $10,000 for a single day's work. As I slipped on my spare clothes, ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead, I knew that I had found a one in a million job and wouldn't be eager to leave it any time soon.

After starting my job at the Free Use Country Club, nothing about my life remained ordinary. Yet, I wouldn't trade it for anything. This unconventional path had become my reality, and I grew to love every second of it.

Eventually I would settle down with Richard and bear him several beautiful children. A story for another day. But every now and then, when the desire struck, he liked to bring me around the club and watch my holes get filled.
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