
        
            
                
            
        

    
There’s nothing like a good massage. When I’m on the table, all my worries melt away. I always sleep like a baby afterwards and wake up relaxed and ready to take on the new day.

The problem is, massages are expensive. And when you’re a real estate agent drowning in credit card debt who hasn’t sold a property in almost a year, justifying $100+ for a sixty-minute session just doesn’t make sense.

But God, I needed one bad. I reluctantly cancelled my monthly massage appointment yet again, feeling the tension build in my neck and shoulders as I hung up the phone. My fingers drummed a staccato rhythm on the worn Formica countertop of my tiny kitchenette, echoing the frustration simmering inside me.

With a heavy sigh, I turned to face the cramped living room that doubled as my home office. Stacks of unsold property listings teetered precariously around me, their color-coded tabs now faded and dog-eared from repeated handling.

I needed a break. I pulled up my phone and googled "cheap or free massage services" for my area. I didn't care if they were bad, or just in training. I needed someone to rub my back with purpose.

As I scrolled through the results, my eyes landed on an intriguing listing - "Free Use Massage Parlor." Curiosity piqued, I clicked on the link and read through the details.

The website was sparse, lacking even basic contact information. Just a few grainy photos of dimly lit rooms and a single paragraph of text:

"Come relax with us at Free Use Massage Parlor. Our experienced therapists provide soothing massages in exchange for your time and attention. No money required, but we appreciate your company."

A shiver ran down my spine at the implication. It sounded shady, possibly illegal. But desperation made me bold. I typed out a quick message asking about availability and hit send before I could second-guess myself.

30 minutes later, my phone buzzed with a response. "Your appointment for 9pm is confirmed. Use the back entrance at 1429 West 3rd Street tonight. Come alone." I stared at the cryptic message, my mind racing with possibilities. Was this some kind of scam? A trap?

But the ache in my muscles won out over my paranoia. I needed relief, no matter how risky it was. I texted back, confirming my attendance.

By 8:45, I was standing outside the nondescript brick building, my heart pounding in my chest. I took a deep breath and pushed open the door, stepping into a dimly lit foyer with a sign that simply read "Massage". A tall, imposing figure stood behind a counter, eyeing me critically.

He was easily six feet tall, his broad shoulders straining against the fabric of a crisp white shirt. His dark hair was slicked back, revealing sharp facial features that seemed chiseled from granite. Piercing blue eyes narrowed as he looked me up and down, assessing me like a piece of meat at a butcher shop.

"Name?" he demanded, his voice low and commanding.

"L-Lily," I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper. I fidgeted under his intense gaze, suddenly acutely aware of the way my blouse clung to my curves in the warm evening air.

He jotted something down on a clipboard, then handed it to me. "Please sign," he said.

I started to scribble my signature with shaky hands, trying not to meet his gaze. I skimmed the paragraph above. "Client shall let all massage therapists cum inside whatever holes they please and will assume all responsibility for the consequences."

My pen froze mid-stroke as the implications sank in. This wasn't just a free massage parlor - it was a den of sexual deviance, where clients surrendered their bodies to the whims of unlicensed therapists.

I was no virgin - I had been in a string of relationships for the past two decades and had plenty of experience with sex that wasn’t exactly vanilla. But I had never done anything outside of a bedroom, or with someone I had just met.

I thought about putting the pen down and walking out. But the image of those skilled hands kneading the knots from my shoulders kept flashing through my mind. The promise of release from this relentless stress was too enticing to resist. With a deep breath, I signed my name, sealing my fate.

The man nodded curtly and gestured towards a hallway lined with closed doors. "Room three," he said, handing me a small key. "Please undress and wait for your therapist there."

My heart raced as I walked down the corridor, the click of my flip flops echoing off the walls. At number three, I inserted the key and turned the lock, pushing open the door to reveal a dimly lit room with a massage table in the center. The air was thick with the scent of lavender and something muskier, more primal.

I stepped inside, shutting the door behind me with a soft click. The room was small, with cream-colored walls adorned by a few abstract prints that cast eerie shadows in the dim light. A window high on one wall allowed a sliver of moonlight to slice through the gloom, casting an ethereal glow across the polished wood floor.

As my eyes adjusted, I noticed a large mirror hanging on the opposite wall, its surface reflecting the room back at me. I felt a shiver run down my spine at the thought of being watched while I disrobed.

Slowly, I began to peel off my clothes, each item falling to the floor with a soft rustle. First my blouse, then my bra, followed by my skirt and panties until I stood naked before the mirror, my pale skin illuminated by the faint lunar light.

My reflection stared back at me, a stranger's body that I hardly recognized anymore. The years of stress and poor eating habits had taken their toll, leaving me softer and rounder than I remembered. But despite the physical changes, my eyes still held a spark of defiance, a hint of the fiery spirit that had driven me to succeed in my demanding career.

I studied my reflection, taking in every curve and contour. My breasts were fuller than they used to be, spilling slightly over the edges of my bra cups. My stomach was rounded, the remnants of a once-flat tummy now carrying a few extra pounds. But it was my hips and thighs that truly surprised me - plump and juicy, like ripe fruit.

I reached out a hand to touch the swell of my hip, tracing the line of my waist with a finger. For a moment, I forgot about the sinister purpose of this place, lost in the simple pleasure of rediscovering my own body.

Then, a knock at the door shattered the spell, making me jump. "Time to begin," a low, husky voice called out from the other side. "Please lie face-down on the table."

My pulse quickened as I moved to comply, climbing onto the padded table and stretching out on my stomach. The cool leather felt strange against my overheated skin. I rested my head on the cradle, closing my eyes as I waited for...whatever was to come.

The door creaked open and a pair of footsteps entered the room, growing louder as they approached the table. I tensed, bracing myself for the unknown. A warm, calloused hand covered in warm oil settled on my lower back, fingers splaying wide as they began to knead the tight muscles there.

The pressure was firm but gentle, easing the knots and kinks that had built up over months of stress and tension. I let out a slow exhale, melting into the touch as the therapist worked his way up my spine, applying just the right amount of pressure to coax out the deep-seated aches.

His hands were incredibly skilled, gliding effortlessly over my skin as he targeted each trouble spot. I found myself relaxing further with each passing moment, surrendering control to this mysterious masseur.

As he continued to work, his touch grew bolder, sliding lower to explore the curves of my ass and thighs. His fingers dipped between my legs, teasing along the sensitive inner flesh before circling my clit with deliberate intent.

A gasp escaped my lips as his fingers found my most intimate area, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through my core. I bit my lip, trying to stifle any further sounds as he stroked and teased, gradually increasing the pressure and speed.

My hips rocked instinctively, seeking more of that delicious friction. I was already so close to the edge, teetering on the brink of climax. The rational part of my brain screamed at me to stop, to pull away before I crossed that line, but my body had other ideas.

With a muffled moan, I gave in to the sensation, letting go as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. My inner walls clenched around his probing fingers, pulsing with the force of my orgasm. I lay there panting, trembling in the aftermath.

As the last tremors of my climax subsided, I felt the therapist's fingers slide out from between my thighs, leaving a trail of wetness on my skin. He moved up to my shoulders, applying firm pressure to roll my muscles beneath his palms.

"You're very responsive," he murmured, his voice low and approving. "Most clients don't reach their first climax so quickly during their first visit."

I couldn't respond, my throat too dry and my mind too foggy from the intensity of my orgasm. All I could do was nod weakly, my cheek pressed against the cool leather of the massage table.

The therapist continued to work, his hands gliding over my skin with practiced ease. But now, there was a new edge to his touch - a hunger, a desire that went beyond mere massage technique.

I sensed the change in him, a subtle shift in energy that made the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. His hands roamed over my body with increased boldness, exploring every inch of exposed skin with a possessive intensity.

One large palm cupped the fullness of my breast, thumb brushing over the hardened nipple in a circular motion. I heard the other undo his belt, and his pants fall to the floor.

I felt his rigid length press against my thigh, hot and insistent. His hand left my breast to grasp his cock, stroking it slowly.

"I'm going to fuck you now," he growled, his voice rough with lust.

Before I could respond, he climbed onto the massage table, straddling my plump ass.

I cried out as he pushed inside me, his thick shaft stretching my pussy to its limits. It felt huge, almost painful at first, but as he started to move, the discomfort gave way to a different kind of ache - the good kind, the kind that signaled pleasure.

He gripped my hips hard enough to leave bruises, using them as leverage as he pistoned in and out of me with relentless intensity. Each powerful thrust sent shockwaves of bliss coursing through my veins, building a fire in my belly that threatened to consume me whole.

I arched my back, meeting his thrusts with desperate need. Our bodies slapped together lewdly, the sound of skin on skin mingling with our ragged breathing and the creak of the massage table under us.

The therapist's grip on my hips tightened, his fingers digging into my flesh as he pounded into me with brutal efficiency. I could feel every ridge and vein of his cock, rubbing against my inner walls in a way that drove me wild.

I was completely lost in the sensation, my mind blanking out as he fucked me harder and faster, chasing his own release. I could tell he was getting close, his strokes becoming erratic and his breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

"Fuck, you're so tight," he grunted, his words punctuated by the slap of his hips against my ass. "Gonna fill you up..."

With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself deep and came with a guttural groan, his hot seed spurting into my spasming cunt. I felt each pulse of his cock, milking him for every drop as my own orgasm crashed over me again, even stronger than before.

As we both rode out the aftershocks, the therapist collapsed on top of me, his weight pressing me into the soft massage table. I could feel his heartbeat thundering against my back, matching the frantic pace of my own.

After what felt like an eternity, he pulled out of me with a wet squelch, leaving me feeling empty and chilled. I shivered as the cool air hit my slick, exposed folds. He slid off the table, leaving me sprawled there, utterly spent and vulnerable.

Without a word, he gathered his clothes and dressed quickly, his movements efficient and businesslike once again.

When he finished dressing, he returned to massaging my neck and back. I lay there, still reeling from the intense experience, as his hands resumed their soothing work. It was a stark contrast to the raw passion of moments ago, but I found myself relaxing into his touch once more.

His fingers kneaded the tense muscles of my shoulders, working out the lingering kinks and knots. Gradually, my breathing slowed and my mind cleared, the afterglow of our coupling giving way to a sense of calm serenity.

After several minutes, he spoke, his tone gentle and reassuring. "You are doing wonderful, Lily. I think you're ready to progress to the next phase of your treatment."

I heard him reach into a drawer and looked over to see him pull out some kind of sex toy.

It was a sleek, silver vibrator. The therapist held it up, examining it thoughtfully before turning back to me with a measured gaze.

"This is designed for internal use," he explained, his voice clinical yet tinged with a hint of excitement. "It will help loosen your asshole for my cock."

Without waiting for a response, he set the device to a low hum, coated it with lube, and slowly guided the slender tip into my tight rear passage.

I let out a choked gasp as the vibrating head breached my sphincter, the unfamiliar sensation making my eyes water. The therapist applied steady pressure, working the toy deeper until it was fully seated within me, throbbing gently.

At first, the stretch was excruciating, my body resisting the intrusion. But as the vibrations intensified, I began to relax, my inner muscles clenching rhythmically around the intruding device. The pleasurable buzzing soon overwhelmed the initial discomfort, and I found myself arching my back, pushing my ass against the vibrator in search of more stimulation.

The therapist grabbed handfuls of my plump ass cheeks and started kneading them roughly.

His hands were firm, squeezing and releasing in time with the pulsing vibrations filling my ass. I could feel the heat of his touch seeping into my skin, igniting a burning need deep within me.

The dual sensations of the vibrator and his groping hands quickly escalated my arousal to a fever pitch. I was panting heavily, my juices dripping down my thighs as my clit throbbed with unmet desire.

"Please," I whimpered, not even sure what I was begging for. More of the same intense stimulation? Something else entirely? All I knew was that I needed it, craved it with an all-consuming hunger.

The therapist seemed to understand my plea, adding another layer of pleasure to my already overstimulated senses. He brought a hand around to rub my clit in tight circles, the pads of his fingers expertly finding the sweet spot that made my vision blur and my toes curl.

Simultaneously, he increased the intensity of the vibrator, the humming motor buzzing more insistently against my bowels. The combination of sensations was almost too much to bear - my ass clenched around the toy while my pussy gushed and pulsed with impending release.

His free hand worked its way up to my neck, gripping it firmly as he leaned in close, his warm breath ghosting over my ear. "Come for me, Lily," he commanded, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through my entire being. "Let go and soak this table with your juices."

His filthy words, combined with the relentless stimulation, finally pushed me over the edge. With a keening cry, I convulsed in ecstasy, my orgasm ripping through me like a tidal wave. My pussy clamped down hard, gushing a torrent of fluid that soaked the table beneath me. At the same time, my ass spasmed around the vibrator, milking it for every last pulse of pleasure.

As the waves of bliss receded, I slumped bonelessly onto the massage table, drenched in sweat and trembling with residual pleasure.

The therapist withdrew the vibrator with a satisfied grunt, wiping it clean before setting it aside. He then turned his attention to my quivering form, running a comforting hand over my damp skin before removing his pants and climbing back onto the table.

I looked back, transfixed, as he freed his massive cock from his underwear once again.

He straddled my body, the blunt head of his dick nudging against my quivering asshole. Without preamble, he thrust forward, sheathing himself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. I cried out at the sudden invasion, my body stretched taut around his girthy length.

The therapist began to move, pulling nearly all the way out before slamming back in, setting a punishing rhythm that had me seeing stars. Each forceful plunge sent shockwaves of pleasure-pain rippling through my core, my ass cheeks clenching desperately around his pistoning cock.

His hips smacked against my ass with a lewd cadence, the sound echoing through the room along with our labored breathing and the squelching of flesh on flesh. The therapist's balls swung heavily against my sensitive skin, adding to the overwhelming sensory assault.

Reaching around, he grasped my breast, pinching and rolling the nipple between his fingers as he continued to pound into me with ruthless abandon. His grip on my breast tightened, his thumb and forefinger closing around the sensitive nub and twisting sharply. The sudden pain mixed with the intense pleasure, catapulting me towards yet another climax.

A scream tore from my throat as the sharp twist of his fingers sent lightning bolts of agony-tinged ecstasy coursing through my nerves. My back arched violently, my tits jiggling in his grasp as my pussy clenched around his thrusting cock in preparation for another explosive orgasm.

The therapist sensed my impending peak and redoubled his efforts, fucking me with wild, desperate strokes. His heavy sack slapped against my clit with each brutal penetration, sending me careening over the edge into a maelstrom of rapture.

I came with a wail, my asshole spasming wildly around his shaft as I milked him for all he was worth. Through the haze of my climax, I felt his cock twitch and swell inside me, his hot seed flooding my insides in thick, pulsating ropes.

The therapist's climax seemed to go on forever, his cock jerking and throbbing as he emptied himself deep within my ass. I could feel each spurt of his cum, coating my insides with his essence as my own contractions milked him dry.

Finally, he stilled, his chest heaving as he struggled to catch his breath. He remained impaled on my ass, his softening member still nestled inside me, as he ran his hands tenderly over my sweat-drenched body.

After a moment, he carefully extracted himself, his semen leaking out of my well-fucked hole in a sticky trickle. He dressed himself once again, resuming his massage by starting to work on my thighs.

As he massaged my thighs, I couldn't help but notice how sore and tender they felt, evidence of the rough treatment I'd endured during our session. Despite the lingering ache, however, I also felt strangely relaxed, my muscles loose and pliant under his skilled hands.

"I think you've helped me more than you know," I murmured, my voice husky from exertion and post-orgasmic bliss. "And I don't even know your name."

The therapist smiled warmly, his eyes crinkling at the corners. "My apologies for not introducing myself earlier, Lily. You can call me Tyler. And please, consider these sessions a gift - a chance to explore new depths of pleasure and self-discovery without judgment, for both of us."

He continued to massage my thighs, his touch gentle now, soothing the residual tension from our intense encounter. "And if I'm being honest, you are quite a good fuck."

I blushed at his frank assessment, a mix of embarrassment and pride warring within me. When I first stepped into this room, I had been overly critical of my body, but Tyler's expertise and encouragement had shown me a side of myself I never knew existed. Under his skilled guidance, I had discovered hidden reserves of sensuality and resilience, embracing my desires without shame.

That I was capable of such raw, uninhibited pleasure. That my body, although softer than it was in my youth, was still strong, resilient, and deliciously responsive.

"Thank you, Tyler," I said softly, meaning it deeply. "For helping me see myself in a new light...and for giving me some of the most incredible orgasms of my life."

I let out a contented sigh as his skilled fingers worked their magic, easing the lingering soreness from my muscles. In this moment, I felt truly cared for, not just physically but emotionally as well. It was a rare and precious thing, and I silently vowed to hold onto this feeling, to nurture the newfound confidence and self-acceptance Tyler had gifted me.

"Your treatment isn't over yet, you know," he said with a sly smile playing on his lips. "I still need to give you your facial." My eyes widened in surprise at his suggestion, a flutter of nervous excitement coursing through me as he pulled his cock out again and walked towards the head of the table.

Tyler stroked his rigid member a few times, the veins standing out prominently against his smooth skin. Then, with a mischievous glint in his eye, he aimed his cockhead at my face and forced it past my lips.

I gasped as his thick tip popped against my tongue, the salty tang of his pre-cum exploding across my taste buds. Before I could adjust, he began to push deeper, his heavy balls slapping against my chin as he fed me inch after glorious inch of his veiny shaft.

Muffled grunts escaped me around his girth, my nose buried in the wiry hair at the base of his cock as I struggled to accommodate his size. But despite the initial discomfort, I found myself growing increasingly aroused by the act, my pussy clenching with renewed desire as I submitted to his dominance.

Tyler groaned in appreciation as I took him to the hilt, my throat constricting around his thickness. He held still for a moment, savoring the warmth and wetness enveloping his cock, before slowly beginning to thrust.

Each deliberate pump of his hips forced air from my lungs, my cheeks hollowing as I fought to breathe around his invading meat. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes, not from pain, but from the intensity of the sensation. My tongue swirled around the sensitive underside of his shaft, coaxing forth more of his musky precum which I greedily swallowed.

Tyler's pace quickened, his heavy balls slapping lewdly against my face with each powerful stroke. The room filled with the sounds of wet flesh smacking together, my muffled moans, and his ragged breathing.

The erotic symphony reached a fever pitch as Tyler fucked my face with increasing urgency, his cock plunging in and out of my mouth with abandon. I lost myself in the sensations, my mind clouded by lust and the need to please him.

Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore, he stiffened, his hips stuttering as he neared release. With a guttural roar, he pulled out and erupted, his hot seed covering my face in thick, creamy pulses.

I closed my eyes and opened my mouth, allowing Tyler's copious load to paint my features with his essence. His semen dripped down my chin, pooling in my open mouth, as he continued to spurt rope after rope of his potent cum.

When his climax finally subsided, he gently wiped the excess off my face with a tissue, then leaned down to press a tender kiss to my forehead. "That was incredible, Lily," he whispered, his voice filled with admiration. "You're an incredibly talented cocksucker."

With a final, affectionate pat on my cheek, he pulled his pants up. "Just one more thing left to do," he said nonchalantly as he moved behind me.

I turned my head, curiosity piqued, as I watched Tyler climb onto the table once again, this time burying his face in my ass.

His tongue delved between my cheeks, lapping at the remnants of our previous activities before focusing on my puckered anus. He circled the rim with the flat of his tongue, applying gentle pressure until it popped open, inviting him inside.

Tyler's mouth sealed around my ass, his tongue probing and writhing, seeking out every sensitive nerve ending. He sucked and licked, driving me wild with pleasure as he ate me out with gusto. His hands gripped my hips, holding me steady as he devoured my rear, his nose pressing against my crack as he drank in my musk.

I moaned loudly, my body writhing on the table as Tyler worked his oral magic on my most intimate area. The taboo nature of the act only heightened my arousal, my clit throbbing in time with his relentless tongue.

I was completely lost in the overwhelming sensations, my mind hazy with lust as Tyler feasted on my ass. Each lap of his tongue sent jolts of electricity through my core, my pussy clenching and unclenching in desperate need.

As he suckled and nibbled, I felt the familiar coils of pleasure tightening within me, building towards a crescendo. My thighs trembled, my back arched, as I teetered on the brink of another earth-shattering orgasm.

"T-Tyler!" I cried out, my voice cracking with strain. "Oh god, I'm going to...!"

Tyler redoubled his efforts, his tongue plunging deep into my ass as he suckled hard on my hole. The added stimulation pushed me over the edge, my body convulsing as a massive orgasm ripped through me.

Wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed over me, my vision whiting out as I screamed his name. My inner walls spasmed wildly, gushing fluid as I came harder than ever before. The sheer force of my climax caused me to buck and thrash, nearly toppling off the table.

Through it all, Tyler remained steadfast, his mouth locked onto my quivering asshole as he drank in my essence. Only when the last tremors subsided did he release my ass with a satisfied pop, licking his lips clean of my juices before diving back in, this time focusing his efforts on my well used cunt.

Overwhelmed by the aftershocks of my climax, I barely registered Tyler's face in my pussy, his tongue immediately setting about soothing the sensitive flesh. But as he lapped at my swollen lips, teasing my entrance, I felt a flicker of renewed arousal begin to build.

His mouth was a warm, wet haven, his tongue dancing along my slit with expert precision. He paid special attention to my clit, swirling and circling the sensitive nub until I was squirming beneath him, desperate for more.

Tyler's hands roamed my body, caressing and kneading my ass cheeks before working their way up my lower back.

"Please, Tyler," I whimpered, my hips lifting involuntarily as his tongue delved deeper, probing my slick folds with ease. "More...I need more!"

Encouraged by my pleas, Tyler increased the intensity of his ministrations, his mouth devouring my pussy like a starving man at a feast. He sucked hard on my clit, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through my core.

One hand slid around to my front, his fingers finding my sensitive pearl and rolling it between thumb and forefinger in time with his tongue's movements. The dual stimulation was almost too much to bear, my body trembling on the precipice of another explosive orgasm.

"Yes, yes, right there!" I cried out, my nails digging into the table as Tyler worked me towards yet another peak. His skilled tongue and fingers were a perfect combination, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

The coil of tension in my belly wound tighter and tighter, until suddenly, I was flying apart again, my whole body convulsing in ecstasy. My pussy clenched rhythmically around Tyler's probing tongue as I came, waves of intense pleasure crashing over me.

I rode out the aftershocks, panting heavily, my limbs feeling like jelly. As my senses returned, I became aware of Tyler's gentle laps at my sensitive folds, helping to soothe the lingering sparks of pleasure.

Finally, with a soft kiss to my overheated sex, Tyler withdrew, leaving me drenched and utterly spent. He climbed off the table, his chest heaving with exertion, a look of deep satisfaction on his face.

"You've been an absolute delight to work with, Lily," he said, offering me a hand up. "I hope you'll come back and visit me again soon. We've barely scratched the surface of what you're capable of."

As I stood on shaky legs, Tyler guided me to the changing room, where a shower and fresh clothes awaited me. "Do you...do you want to join me in the shower?" I asked hesitantly. I didn't know if this was crossing a line and didn't want to get in trouble. But I wasn't ready to say goodbye to him yet.

Tyler smiled warmly at me, his eyes crinkling at the corners. "Of course, Lily. I'd love that." He undressed and led me into the spacious walk-in shower, the warm spray enveloping us both.

As we washed away the evidence of our passionate encounter, Tyler's soapy hands roamed over my curves, making me shiver with renewed desire. I found myself leaning into his touch, craving more of his gentle caresses.

We rinsed off together, the steam-filled air creating a sensual intimacy. I reached down and gripped his cock, testing if it would get hard again in my touch. To my surprise it was already half erect and quickly swelled to full mast.

Tyler groaned softly as my hand wrapped around his thick shaft, his hips instinctively thrusting into my grip. "You're insatiable, aren't you?" he teased, his own erection straining against my palm.

I bit my lip, giving his cock a slow squeeze. "Maybe I just can't get enough of your talented cock," I replied, my voice husky with desire.

Without warning, Tyler grabbed my hips and turned me around. I bent over and grabbed the shower rail as he thrust into my well used cunt once again.

With a low growl, Tyler began to pound into me from behind, his powerful strokes driving deep into my soaked pussy. Water cascaded over us, mingling with the sounds of our heavy breathing and the lewd slap of skin on skin.

He reached around to rub my clit in time with his thrusts, sending jolts of electric pleasure through my core. My legs trembled, struggling to support me as he took me with brutal efficiency.

"God I love fucking you," Tyler grunted, his pace increasing as he slapped my ass cheek and chased his own release. "Gonna fill this tight little cunt again..."

With a final, savage thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and exploded inside me, his hot seed coating my inner walls.

"Oh god, yes! Fill me up!" I moaned, my body shaking as Tyler's potent cum flooded my womb. The sensation of being marked and claimed by him sent me hurtling over the edge once more.

My pussy clamped down on his throbbing cock, milking every last drop of his release as I came undone. Wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed over me, leaving me gasping and weak-kneed as I leaned against the shower wall.

As the aftershocks faded, Tyler gently pulled out, his softening cock slipping free with a wet plop. I turned to face him, my eyes locking with his as I felt his cum trickle down my thigh.

"What a fucking man," I breathed, still trying to process the intensity of our coupling.

Tyler chuckled, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips. "And what a willing participant you make," he said, reaching out to tuck a stray lock of hair behind my ear. "I think we've both had our limits stretched today."

He handed me a towel, which I gratefully accepted, wrapping it around my dripping form. As I dried off, Tyler finished getting ready as well, his toned physique on full display.

I couldn't help but stare at Tyler's chiseled abs and broad shoulders, my gaze drifting lower to his impressive cock. Even sated, he was still incredibly sexy.

"Same time next week?" he asked. I nodded eagerly, still marveling at the incredible experience we'd shared. "Definitely," I agreed. "I'll be here, ready for round two."

Tyler grinned, slinging his arm around my shoulders as we walked out of the dressing room together. "I have a feeling this is just the beginning of something very special," he murmured, planting a soft kiss on my temple before we said our goodbyes.

As I left the studio stepped out into the crisp evening air, I couldn't help but feel like our time together had changed me as a person.

In ways I never could have imagined, Tyler had awakened a newfound confidence and boldness within me. The memory of his skilled touch and dominant presence lingered, making me ache for more even as I went about my day.

The next day, I was able to sell two listings that I had been sitting on for years. The rest of the week yielded similar results. I was back on top of the real estate game.

I continued to see Tyler on a weekly basis for the next few years, each session pushing me further outside my comfort zone and expanding my sexual horizons. Our encounters grew more adventurous and daring, incorporating new toys, positions, and even role-playing scenarios.

As my career flourished, I found myself drawing parallels between my success in real estate and the empowerment I felt during our trysts. Both required taking risks, being assertive, and embracing vulnerability. Tyler's guidance had helped me tap into a reservoir of strength and resilience I never knew I possessed.

Years later, when I finally decided to open my own real estate agency, I looked back on those early sessions with Tyler as the catalyst for my success. Without his unwavering support and unorthodox sessions, I may never have mustered the courage to take such a significant risk.

But thanks to Tyler, I had discovered a side of myself capable of achieving greatness - both in business and in pleasure. And for that, I would always be eternally grateful.


About The Author

Ashley Tudor

[image: ]

Ashley Tudor is a contemporary erotica author who crafts steamy free-use tales that ignite the imagination and stimulate the senses.

When she's not writing the next lusty chapter of her Free Use anthology, Ashley enjoys walking her dogs, working out, and watching naughty things.

If you enjoy well-crafted erotic short story that will keep you edging until the explosive climax, look no further than Ashley Tudor. 

Sign up for Ashley's Free Use newsletter for new releases, freebies, and sales.

https://ashley-s-free-use-firm.kit.com/dfc66e0746


Books By This Author

Free Use Farm

Free Use Yacht

Free Use Cabin

Free Use Wedding Day

Free Use Pub

Free Use Club

Free Use Sperm Bank

Free Use Gym

Free Use Secret Agent

Free Use Flight Attendant

Free Use Office

Free Use Subway

Free Use Locker Room

Free Use Fire Station

Free Use Resort

The Trad Wife Swap

Swinger Estate: at Figure Skater Farm Volume One

Swinger Estate: at Figure Skater Farm Volume Two

Swinger Estate: at Figure Skater Farm Volume Three

cover1.jpeg
" ASHIEY TUDOR





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcY9.jpg





