
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER 1

As a red-blooded, American woman, I have always been attracted to firefighters. The muscles, the outfits, the bravery, the brotherhood, what’s not to like? Which is probably why I married one straight out of college. For the first half of the next decade, things were great. He showered me with love and attention, doting on me constantly, bringing home flowers every Friday after his shift.

Working in the fire station had made him a pretty good cook too, and he loved to spoil me with decadent meals over a bottle of wine.

When I got pregnant with our first child, things between us began to change. I was told that this was normal. Every relationship evolves when you bring a kid into the picture. You won’t have the same energy for each other and that’s okay. But he only seemed to grow more and more distant, even as I worked hard to lose the post-baby weight. A couple years after that I was pregnant again, this time with twins.

I discovered the texts between him and the other women before I had even given birth to our daughters. My first instinct was to burn everything down. Leave him and take the kids, kiss that small town goodbye. Friends convinced me to stay, to give him another chance, to let him prove he was worth my love.

This was a mistake. Less than a year later, freshly post-partum, I discovered another affair with a different woman. All of the apologies in the world couldn’t convince me to stay this time, but I knew that I had to be calculated. He had roots in this small town. His family was friends with the judge. The local police captain played on the high school football team with him.

So I contacted an out-of-state lawyer and started drawing up plans. I began stashing some money from my tutoring gigs, saving up for an apartment in another town. I remember feeling so lost, like I didn't know who I was anymore. I used to be this vibrant, confident woman who could talk anyone into anything. Now, all I felt was fear and uncertainty. I didn't know how to be a single mother, much less one who was starting all over in a new town. And yet, there was something empowering about making decisions on my own. Deciding what bills to pay, what food to buy, where we would live...it was terrifying, but it was also liberating.

Months passed and I kept the secret of knowing about his affair. Every time we interacted, kissed, or shared a meal together it ate away at my insides. I finally secured enough cash to leave, put down a security deposit for a new place, and had my lawyer ready to serve him papers, but I still wasn't satisfied. I was long past getting mad. It was time to get even.

I spent countless nights dreaming up the best revenge. One night it hit me. I knew how to humiliate him and ruin the thing he loved the most, his precious job: by fucking the entire fire station.


CHAPTER 2

It was a Saturday night, and I had sent the kids to my parents for the weekend. Jack said that he had work but the tracker I installed on his car said otherwise. He was at her place, probably making her one of his famous gourmet dinners before he fucked her and acted like he had to work late at the station again.

I slipped into my tightest little black dress, the one that showed off all my curves and drove men wild. I curled my hair and painted my lips a deep crimson color. Then I grabbed my purse and headed out the door.

I walked into the firehouse using the code I knew, went up the stairs, and found the crew watching a football game. They all turned to look at me and I smiled sweetly. "Hey guys," I purred.

They all looked shocked, then curious, then interested. Jack's friend Tyler stood up and came over to me, looking concerned. "What are you doing here, Jenny?" he asked. "Jack had to make a run to-."

"I know where Jack is," I said with a smirk. "I've known what he's been up to for months."

Tyler's eyes narrowed. "What do you mean?" he asked.

"Oh Tyler," I said innocently. "It's sweet for you to cover for him. Bro code and all that. But you can drop it now."

I sat down on the couch beside Tyler and gave him a coy smile. "Don't worry, sweetheart," I whispered. "You don't need to protect Jack anymore."

Then I turned to the others and said loudly, "Consider my body free use tonight, gentlemen. I want you all to cum in or on me, no exceptions."

The room went silent except for the sound of the football game playing in the background. The men looked around, unsure of what to do next.

I slipped off my dress, revealing the lacy black lingerie underneath. I spread my legs on the couch and opened my mouth wide.

I watched as the men stared at me, their eyes roaming over my body hungrily. I could see the bulges forming in their pants and I smiled. Things were beginning to go to plan.

As the silence stretched on, I saw the gears turning in their heads. They were all thinking the same thing - they wanted me, and I was offering myself up willingly. But could they betray one of their own like that? Finally, Tyler spoke up, breaking the spell.

"Well, uh, since you offered..." he said, his voice shaking slightly.

Tyler took a step closer, his eyes fixed on my breasts. I could see the desire written all over his face, and it only fueled my own arousal. "Come on, Tyler," I cooed, reaching out to grab his belt buckle. "Let's show these other boys how it's done."

He hesitated for just a moment longer before nodding and letting me pull him onto the couch. I quickly unbuttoned his shirt, revealing a chiseled chest and abs that made my mouth water. I leaned in, pressing my lips against his neck as I fumbled with his zipper.

"God, you smell amazing," I breathed, nipping at his earlobe. "I've always wondered how you taste..."

As soon as his cock sprang free, I wrapped my hand around it, stroking him slowly.

Tyler groaned, his head falling back as I touched him. I could feel him growing harder in my grip, and I smiled to myself. This was going exactly as planned.

"Fuck, Jenny," he gasped, his hips bucking into my hand involuntarily. "You're so hot... I never pictured you for such a slut."

I laughed, a low, sultry sound. "Oh, I'm only a slut for revenge," I purred, giving his cock a firmer squeeze.

With that, I dropped to my knees, my tongue darting out to lick the tip of his erection. Tyler threw his head back, a string of curses spilling from his lips as I took him into my mouth.

I moaned around Tyler's thick shaft as I bobbed my head, taking him deeper with each pass. His salty flavor filled my senses, and I reveled in the power I held over him in this moment. I could feel his hands tangling in my hair, guiding my movements, but I set the pace, sucking him with a fervor that left him panting.

Glancing up, I locked eyes with him, my gaze burning with lust and malice. "Mmm, I bet Trudy doesn't take it this deep," I murmured, my words muffled by his cock. "Bet she doesn't suck you like this." Trudy had always been a bitch to me, never once accepting me into her little small town clique. This revenge was getting more delicious by the second.

His response was a guttural groan, and I sensed his resolve crumbling under my ministrations.

I felt Tyler's fingers tighten in my hair, a mix of pleasure and frustration evident on his face. He was clearly torn between the ecstasy I was providing and the guilt of betraying his wife.

"Stop, Jenny," he pleaded, trying to pull away. But I held firm, my lips sealing around him as I sucked harder, determined to push him over the edge.

Suddenly, his body went rigid, a strangled cry escaping his throat. With a final thrust, he came undone, his hot seed flooding my mouth. I swallowed every drop, savoring the taste of his defeat.

As he stumbled back, gasping for breath, I released him with a pop, a triumphant smile playing on my lips. "Who's next?" I asked, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand.

My eyes scanned the room, landing on Matt who was watching the scene unfold with wide, hungry eyes. I could practically see the wheels turning in his mind as he considered the temptation laid before him.

"Mmm, looks like someone's eager," I purred, standing up and sauntering over to him. I ran a finger down his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart beneath my touch. "What do you say, Matt? Want a taste of what your buddy got?"

Before he could respond, I grabbed his wrist and guided his hand to cup my breast through my bra. I let out a soft moan, arching into his touch as I gazed up at him with a seductive smirk.

"Just imagine how good I'd feel wrapped around your cock," I whispered, my hot breath tickling his ear. "All that pent-up anger and resentment..." Matt's eyes darkened with lust as I teased him, his fingers digging into my flesh. He seemed to be struggling with his own desires, the conflict clear in the way his jaw clenched and unclenched.

"You're playing with fire, Jenny," he warned, but there was no real conviction behind the words. His gaze kept drifting down to my cleavage, his pupils dilating with each passing second.

I pressed closer, until our bodies were almost touching, and whispered in his ear, "Good thing you’re an expert with that."

Without waiting for a response, I reached down and palmed his hardening length through his pants. Matt let out a sharp intake of breath, his hips surging forward into my touch.

"I bet you can't wait to bury yourself inside me," I continued, my voice a husky purr.

Matt's resolve crumbled under my skilled touch, his body responding instinctively to my provocations. I could feel his cock throbbing against my palm, straining for release.

My hand slid lower, tugging at the waistband of his pants. "Let's get rid of these clothes, shall we? I want to see every inch of you."

As Matt helped me strip off his clothing, I couldn't help but look around at the other men in the fire station. All were glued to their seats, evidence of their arousal clear by the bulges in their pants.

The atmosphere in the room had become electric, charged with a potent mix of lust, betrayal, and forbidden excitement. Every man present was now half or fully erect, their gazes fixated on me as I disrobed Matt.

I tossed the discarded garments aside carelessly, reveling in the raw, animalistic hunger etched on their faces. Matt pulled me onto the couch, making me straddle his lap as I ground my soaked panties against his cock.

"This is what you've all been dreaming about, isn't it?" I taunted, my voice dripping with seduction.

Matt groaned, his hands roaming greedily over my curves as I rode him.

Matt's fingers dug into my hips, holding me in place as I moved against him. I could feel his cock twitching, begging for entrance, and I knew he wouldn't last much longer.

"Tell me how much you want it," I demanded, leaning in close to whisper in his ear. "Use me."

Matt's response was a choked moan, his grip on me tightening. "Please, Jenny... fuck me," he begged, his voice strained with need.

Encouraged by his plea, I reached down to yank my panties aside, then positioned myself over his throbbing member. With a swift downward motion, I impaled myself on him, crying out at the sudden fullness.

"Oh god, yes!" I gasped, beginning to ride him with wild abandon.

The couch creaked ominously beneath us as I bounced on Matt's lap, his cock plunging deep into my clenching heat with each frenzied thrust. The lewd sounds of skin slapping against skin mingled with our ragged breathing, creating an obscene symphony that echoed through the room.

Matt's hands roamed my body, squeezing and kneading my breasts, tracing the curve of my ass. His fingers delved between my thighs, finding my swollen clit and rubbing it in tight circles that sent jolts of pleasure coursing through me.

The other men watched, transfixed, their cocks leaking precum through their pants as they rubbed them in time with our rhythm. Their heavy-lidded gazes followed every move, drinking in the sight of me losing control atop Matt.

Matt's fingers on my clit sent shockwaves of pleasure through my core, pushing me closer to the edge. I could feel my orgasm building, coiling tighter and tighter within me like a spring ready to snap.

"Fuck, Matt, right there!" I cried out, grinding down on his pistoning cock as his thumb pressed firmly against my sensitive nub. "Don't stop, make me cum!"

My walls clenched around him, rippling with the force of my impending climax. Matt's grunts and groans grew louder, his thrusts becoming erratic as he neared his own peak.

With a final, brutal plunge, Matt buried himself to the hilt inside me and roared his release. His hot seed pumped into my spasming channel, triggering my own explosive orgasm. I screamed his name, my vision blurring as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me. It had been years since another man had given me an orgasm. I had forgotten how amazing they could be and was hungry for even more.

As the aftershocks of our climaxes subsided, I collapsed against Matt's chest, panting heavily. His arms wrapped around me, holding me close as we both struggled to catch our breath.

The room was silent except for the distant wail of police sirens outside, a stark contrast to the primal sounds of passion that had filled the space mere moments ago. The football game had long ago been turned off. I could feel the weight of the men's gazes still upon us, their desire palpable even in the aftermath of our tryst.

I lifted my head from Matt's shoulder, meeting his gaze with a sultry smile. "Thank you," I murmured, my voice husky from exertion. "But I'm not done yet."

With a playful wink, I slid off Matt's lap and stood before him, my naked form glowing in the dim light. I could see the awe and hunger in the other men's eyes as they drank in the sight of me, still flushed and trembling from my recent climax.

"Who's next?" I repeated, my tone a challenge. I bent over a chair, pushing my ass towards them invitingly. "Just think of me like a communal sex doll right now."

The air was thick with tension as the men hesitated, clearly torn between their burning desire and the taboo nature of the situation. One by one, however, they rose from their seats, approaching me with a mix of trepidation and anticipation.

Tom was the first to take my invitation. He stepped forward, his large hands gripping my hips as he positioned himself behind me. With a deep grunt, he thrust into me, stretching my already well-used passage further.

I let out a low moan, my head falling forward as Tom began to pump into me with relentless strokes. Each driving thrust sent vibrations through my body, making me shudder with renewed pleasure.

Behind me, I could hear the others undressing, their hurried movements punctuated by occasional curses or gasps of excitement.

As Tom's thick cock pounded into me, I felt a sense of satisfaction wash over me. This was exactly what I needed - to be used, claimed, and pleasured for all of my husband's coworkers to see. The ultimate humiliation.

Suddenly, I felt a new presence in front of me. A large, veiny cock prodded at my mouth, seeking permission to join the party.

I looked up, catching the eye of the newcomer - Mike, if I remembered correctly. With a nod, I urged him forward, eager to taste his cock.

Mike's cock slipped past my lips, the salty tang of his pre-cum flooding my senses. I wrapped my tongue around the thick shaft, savoring the velvety texture as I began to suck him off.

Meanwhile, Tom continued to rut into me from behind, his powerful thrusts driving me forward with each stroke. My legs trembled, struggling to maintain balance as I bobbed my head on Mike's cock, taking him deeper with each pass.

The other men gathered around, some watching intently while others joined in, their hands roaming my body. The cacophony of grunts, moans, and wet slaps created a deafening symphony of depravity.

In this moment, I was nothing more than a cumdump, a plaything for these men to use as they pleased. And I couldn't be happier about it.

As I sucked Mike's cock, I could feel Tom's pace quicken, his balls slapping against my clit with each brutal thrust.

Suddenly, Tom let out a guttural roar and buried himself to the hilt inside me, his hot seed erupting deep within my womb. The sensation triggered my own orgasm, and I came hard around him, my inner muscles milking his cock for every drop, my legs trembling as I fought to stay on my feet.

Mike took advantage of my heightened sensitivity, grabbing the back of my head and fucking my mouth with renewed vigor. I gagged slightly as he hit the back of my throat, but I didn't pull away, determined to suck him to completion.

As Tom's semen dripped from my stretched hole, I felt another cock nudging against me, seeking entry.

The newcomer, Brian, pushed into me without preamble, his girth stretching my abused cunt to its limits. I winced at the intrusion, but quickly adjusted, relishing the feeling of being so thoroughly claimed by multiple men.

Brian set a steady, pounding rhythm, his hips slamming against my plump ass as he fucked me with reckless abandon. I could feel his cockhead repeatedly brushing against my cervix, sending sparks of pain-tinged pleasure shooting through me.

At the same time, Mike continued to piston his dick in and out of my mouth, his grip on the back of my head tightening as he chased his own climax. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking harder, desperate to coax out his load.

The room was a blur of sweat-slicked bodies, grunting men, and the lewd sounds of flesh slapping against flesh.

Brian's relentless pounding pushed me to the brink once again, his cock hitting that sweet spot deep inside me with every thrust. I clawed at the back of the chair, my nails scraping against the fibers as I teetered on the edge of another earth-shattering orgasm.

Mike's cock twitched in my mouth, signaling his imminent release. I doubled my efforts, sucking harder, swallowing around him as he started to unload his warm, sticky seed down my throat.

The combination of sensations - Brian's cock hammering into my pussy, Mike's cum filling my mouth, and the knowledge that I was being used as a fucktoy for these men - proved too much. I came with a scream, my body convulsing as waves of intense pleasure ripped through me.

Through the haze of my climax, I felt Brian's cock throb inside me, his hot cum flooding my already stuffed cunt.

As Brian finished inside me, his softening cock slipping free, I collapsed against the chair, utterly spent. My legs gave out, and I would have crumpled to the floor if not for Harry's strong arms catching me.

He lifted me effortlessly, cradling me against his chest as he carried me to the couch. The other men followed, gathering around us like a pack of wolves that had just feasted on their prey.

I lay there, boneless and exhausted, as the men loomed over me. Their faces were etched with a mix of satisfaction and lingering lust, their eyes roving over my ravaged body with a predatory gleam.

Harry settled beside me, his hand drifting down to cup my breast possessively. "Jack's wife is quite the little slut, isn't she?" he remarked to the others, his voice dripping with approval.

The men chuckled in agreement, their admiration for my debauchery evident in their smirks and nods. Harry's hand migrated down towards my ass, squeezing a cheek before sending an exploratory finger between the cracks. "Have you ever been fucked in the ass before?" he asked me.

I let out a soft moan as Harry's finger probed my tight rear entrance, feeling it stretch open under his insistent touch. "No... never," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. Jack had asked for anal many times, but it was something I had never been that interested in. But in this moment, driven by desire and revenge, it seemed like it was just what the doctor ordered.

Harry grinned, clearly thrilled by my inexperience in this area. "Well then, we're going to have some fun," he purred, withdrawing his finger and lifting me so I sat on his lap. He probed his member at my rear entrance.

Slowly, inexorably, he worked his way into my virgin asshole, the initial resistance giving way to a burning stretch as he sank deeper. I bit my lip to stifle a cry, my body tensing up at the unfamiliar sensation.

But Harry was a patient man, taking his time to ease me into the pleasure-pain of anal penetration. Once he was fully seated, he paused, letting me adjust to the novel feeling.

As I acclimated to the foreign sensation of having my anus penetrated, I felt a strange tingling spread through my body. It was a mix of discomfort and curiosity, my mind racing with thoughts of how far I'd come since my marriage vows. Slowly he lifted my ass up and down on his lap.

Harry began to move, his hips rolling in a slow, sensual rhythm that allowed me to grow accustomed to the glide of his thick cock through my tight, untried passage. Each thrust sent jolts of sensation coursing through me, sparking a fire in my core that only intensified as he picked up speed.

The remaining two men watched with rapt attention, their erections straining against their pants as they savored the sight of me being defiled in such a primal way. I could feel their gazes burning into my skin, fueling my arousal even further.

As Harry's thrusts grew more forceful, I found myself meeting them eagerly, my hips undulating to take him even deeper. The room filled with the obscene sounds of flesh slapping against flesh and my muffled cries of pleasure.

With each deep, punishing thrust, I felt myself becoming more lost in the sensation, my inhibitions melting away like wax in a furnace. The burn in my ass gave way to a throbbing ache, a reminder of just how thoroughly I was being claimed.

I reached back, my fingers digging into Harry's thighs as I urged him on, silently begging for more of that delicious friction against my sensitive walls. My other hand slid down to rub at my clit, seeking relief from the building pressure coiling in my belly.

The men's watching eyes only added to my arousal, their presence a constant reminder that I was no longer alone in my desires. That I was wanted, needed, used for their pleasure as much as I was using them for mine.

One of the remaining men, Jeff, stepped forward. He moved in front of me, his hands roaming over my sides and stomach as he positioned himself to enter my still-warm cunt. Without warning, he plunged into me, his girth stretching me wide as I was penetrated in both holes.

I cried out, the dual invasion overwhelming my senses. But I didn't push him away, instead clinging to him as he devoured my kisses, my body adapting to the new sensations.

Jeff broke the kiss, his breath hot against my ear as he whispered, "Look at you, taking both of us like a good little whore."

His words sent a shiver down my spine, a thrill of dark excitement at being so thoroughly degraded. I looked up at him with hooded eyes, my lips curled into a wicked smile.

"Fuck me harder," I breathed, my voice husky with need. "Both of you. I’m yours."

With those words, I surrendered completely, letting go of any last vestiges of shame, modesty, or control. I was nothing more than a plaything for these men now, a vessel for their desires, and the thought filled me with a perverse sense of pride.

As Jeff complied with my demand, driving into me with renewed vigor, I felt Harry's cock twitch inside my ass, his pace faltering. A moment later, he buried himself to the hilt and stilled, his hot seed flooding my bowels as he came with a grunt of satisfaction.

With Harry's climax marking the end of his participation, Jeff redoubled his efforts, pounding into me with reckless abandon. I met each thrust with a desperate clench of my inner muscles, milking his cock for all it was worth.

The room echoed with the lewd symphony of our coupling - the slap of flesh, Jeff's grunts of exertion, and my own wanton moans of pleasure. I could feel the heat building in my core once more, my body hurtling towards yet another peak.

Just when I thought I might collapse from the sheer intensity, Jeff pulled out abruptly, leaving me empty and aching. Before I could protest, he pulled me off Harry’s softening cock and spun me around to face the others, positioning me on my knees before them.

As I knelt there, my body still trembling from the aftershocks of my orgasm, I saw the hunger in the last man's eyes.

Without hesitation, I leaned forward, taking his erect member into my mouth. I sucked him greedily, my tongue swirling around the head as I bobbed my head up and down his shaft. At the same time, I reached out to stroke Tyler's cock, coaxing it back to full hardness.

My actions were deliberate, designed to show these men that I was eager to please, to serve, to be used in whatever ways they desired.

Jeff continued to pound into me from behind, chasing his climax. I focused on pleasuring the man in front of me, whose name I did not know, sucking and stroking until he groaned and pushed my head down onto his cock. I took him deep, feeling his balls slap against my chin as he erupted in my mouth.

As he came, I swallowed every drop, savoring the taste of his release. Only then did I release his softening member, turning my attention back to the man fucking me from behind.

Jeff's thrusts grew erratic, his breathing ragged as he neared his own climax. I clenched my inner muscles around him, urging him on, wanting to feel him fill me up. And then, with a final, brutal shove, he buried himself inside me and came hard, his hot seed pumping into my already overflowing womb.

As Jeff finished, he collapsed against my back, panting heavily. I remained kneeling, my legs shaking from the relentless pounding I'd taken. All of the men stood around me, their erections spent but their eyes still hungry.

Tyler spoke up, his voice low and commanding. He gripped his cock, bringing it back to life. "My turn to fuck your ass."

I nodded, still catching my breath, and slowly turned around to present my well-used rear to Tyler. I wiggled my hips invitingly, giving him an unobstructed view of my gaping hole.

Tyler wasted no time, lining up his thick cock and pushing forward with a single, powerful thrust. I gasped as he stretched me open once again, his girth forcing its way past the residual contractions from Jeff's recent climax.

Once he was fully sheathed, Tyler paused, allowing me a moment to adjust before he began to move. His strokes were long and deep, each one sending shockwaves of pleasure through my abused channel. I could feel his heavy balls slapping against my ass cheeks with every withdrawal, the sound mixing with the creaks and groans of the furniture to create a lewd symphony.

Matt stepped forward, shoving his soft cock into my wide open mouth. "Make it hard again," he commanded.

I obeyed Matt's instruction, working his length with renewed enthusiasm. My throat constricted around him as I bobbed my head, saliva dripping down my chin to coat his shaft. The combination of Tyler's relentless pounding and Matt's thrusts into my mouth had me teetering on the brink of another orgasm.

Tyler's pace quickened, his hips snapping forward with increased urgency. I could tell he was close, his cock pulsating inside me as he chased his release. The thought of him filling me, of feeling his hot seed join Harry’s in my bowels, drove me wild.

I doubled my efforts on Matt's cock, sucking harder, swallowing more of him with each pass. My own climax built rapidly, my asshole clenching around Tyler's thickness as I struggled to hold back the impending wave of pleasure.

And that's exactly when Jack, my now ex-husband, walked in.

Jack froze in the doorway, his jaw dropping as he took in the scene before him. I was on my knees, Tyler's cock buried in my ass, Matt's dick plunging in and out of my mouth. The other men stood nearby, their erections visible and ready.

For a moment, no one moved. Then, Tyler let out a guttural groan, his hips jerking as he spilled his load deep inside me. The sensation of his cum mingling with Harry’s triggered my own climax. I screamed around Matt's cock, my throat convulsing as I swallowed his essence, making full eye contact with Jack as I did.

As the aftershocks subsided, I slowly pulled off Matt's softening member, turning to face my stunned husband. In that instant, a flicker of something - regret? guilt? anger? - crossed his features. "What the fuck, Jenny?!" he yelled.

I stared back at him, my chest heaving with exertion, my skin slick with sweat. There was no denying what he'd just witnessed. No pretending this wasn't real. No turning back now.

"What?" I said simply, my voice hoarse from screaming and sucking cock. "You get to fuck whomever you want, why can't I?"

Jack's expression hardened, his eyes narrowing. "So you decided to fuck the whole fire station?!"

Jack's outrage was palpable, his face reddening with fury. He stormed over to where Tyler was pulling out of me, his hand shooting out to grab the fellow firefighter by his neck.

"You son of a bitch!" Jack snarled, slamming Tyler against the wall. The other men instinctively moved to intervene, forming a protective circle around me.

I rose unsteadily to my feet, my legs still weak from the intense fucking I'd endured. I glared at Jack, my own anger simmering beneath the surface. "Don't pretend you care about me right now," I spat, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. "I know where you went tonight. And I'm the home wrecker?"

Jack released Tyler with a shove, sending the man stumbling back. He turned his wrathful gaze on me, his fists clenched at his sides.

"How dare you," he growled, advancing on me with menacing steps.

The other firefighters stepped forward, protecting me. "You made your bed, bro," said Jeff. "Time to lie in it."

Jack sneered at them, but didn't back down. "Some friends you are," he snarled, his eyes never leaving mine.

He watched wordlessly as I got dressed, held back by the men who had just fucked me six ways to Sunday. "You should get the divorce papers on Monday," I said with a smirk as I walked out, cum still leaking out of my holes, staining my panties.

As I left the fire station, I heard Jack's shout of rage echoing behind me. The cool night air hit the bare skin on my shoulders, making me shiver, but I barely felt the chill. My body hummed with satisfaction, my mind replaying the events of the evening like a pornographic film strip.

The divorce would go through, and I'd be free of Jack's possessiveness and infidelity, while he would have to live with the knowledge that the people that he had always considered "brothers" had just made his wife a cum dumpster.

I smiled to myself as I got in my car, my cunt still twitching with lingering pleasure. This was only the beginning of a new chapter in my life - one filled with sex, freedom, and no regrets.
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