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Chapter 1: New Job, New Life

⚜

The mountain air hit my face as I stepped out of my beat-up Honda Civic, the crisp Montana breeze carrying the scent of pine and something else I couldn't quite place. Haven Valley stretched out before me, a picturesque town nestled between snow-capped peaks, looking like something from a postcard. After losing my job at the coffee shop in Seattle and burning through my savings, this small town felt like my last chance at a fresh start.

Smoothing down my simple blue dress, the fabric hugged my figure in a way that made me self-conscious. At twenty-two, I'd always been told I had a nice figure - large, perky breasts that pressed against most tops and a round ass that drew attention whether I wanted it or not. My long blonde hair fell in waves past my shoulders, and a strand needed tucking behind my ear as I approached the post office.

The building was quaint, with weathered brick and a hand-painted sign that read "Haven Valley Post Office - Serving Our Community Since 1952." A bell chimed as I pushed open the door, and I found myself face-to-face with a middle-aged woman behind the counter.

"You must be Daisy Parker," she said with a warm smile. "I'm Margaret, the postmaster. We're so glad you could start today."

"Thank you for giving me the chance," I replied, genuinely grateful. The job posting had been vague - just "mail carrier position, must be friendly and community-oriented" - but I needed work desperately.

Margaret led me to a back room where my uniform waited: a fitted postal shirt that molded against my breasts snugly, and shorts that barely covered my ass cheeks. Confusion washed over me as I stared at the outfit.

"Is this... the standard uniform?" I asked hesitantly.

Margaret chuckled. "Oh honey, you're not from around here, are you? Haven Valley is special. We were one of the first towns to fully embrace the Federal Free Use Act. Our mail carriers are very... interactive with the community."

Blinking in confusion, I tried to process her words. "Interactive?"

"You'll see," she said with a knowing smile. "Just remember, your job is to serve the community in whatever way they need. The residents here are very appreciative of good service."

After changing into the revealing uniform, Margaret handed me a mail bag and a route map. The shorts rode up between my ass cheeks as I walked, and the shirt's neckline plunged low enough to show the swell of my breasts. Exposure seemed to be the point, though Margaret acted like this was perfectly normal.

"Your route covers the residential district," she explained, pointing to various streets on the map. "Take your time, get to know the residents. They're all very friendly."

As we stepped outside, other service workers around town caught my attention. A young woman in a barely-there uniform that stretched tightly over her full, round ass and showcased her ample cleavage was washing windows at the bank while a businessman stood behind her, his hands on her hips as he thrust into her from behind. She continued cleaning, seemingly unbothered by the encounter, even pushing back against him with obvious pleasure.

My mouth fell open. "Is he...?"

"Oh yes," Margaret said casually. "That's Sarah, our window cleaner. Very dedicated to her work. The residents appreciate her thoroughness."

Shock held me transfixed as the man gripped Sarah's waist tighter, his movements becoming more urgent. She moaned softly, her breath fogging the glass as she pressed her face against the window. Other pedestrians walked by without giving them a second glance, as if public sex was completely normal.

"I don't understand," the words came out as barely a whisper, my cheeks burning.

"The Free Use Act, dear. Certain service providers are available for the community's needs. It's all perfectly legal and consensual. Sarah loves her job - she makes excellent tips."

My mind struggled to process it, to fit this casual, public act into any framework I knew. It was wrong, wasn't it? Yet, even as the thought formed, a traitorous thrum started low in my belly, a confusing counterpoint to my bewilderment. Watching Sarah being taken so publicly, so casually, sent a flush spreading through me. My nipples pebbled against the thin fabric of my shirt, and pressing my thighs together couldn't ignore the unexpected slickness.

"Am I... am I supposed to...?" The question died on my lips.

Margaret patted my shoulder. "Just be yourself, honey. Serve the community. You'll figure it out."

She handed me the keys to a small postal truck and pointed me toward my route. As I drove through the tree-lined streets, my mind raced. What exactly had I signed up for? But despite my confusion, my body continued to respond to what I'd witnessed. The image of Sarah being used while she worked replayed in my mind, making my pussy throb with an arousal I didn't understand.

As the residential streets unfolded before me, more examples of the town's free use culture revealed themselves. A jogger with toned legs and a bouncing chest had stopped to bend over a park bench while a man in a business suit took her from behind, her ponytail bouncing with each thrust. The jogger glanced back, a breathless smile on her face as she met the businessman's eyes, before turning back with a soft sigh that seemed purely content. At the outdoor coffee cart, a barista with generous curves barely contained by her thin top was serving drinks while a customer fondled her breasts, her nipples visible through the fabric. She giggled, leaning slightly into the customer's touch as she handed him his change, her eyes sparkling with amusement rather than discomfort.

Each scene sent fresh waves of warmth through my body, my arousal building with every casual display of public sex. The normalcy of it all, the genuine pleasure on the women's faces, made something deep inside me ache with want.

The first stop on my route was a small apartment complex on Maple Street. According to my delivery list, a package waited for Tommy Morrison in apartment 3B. Climbing the stairs, my ass bounced with each step in the tight shorts, and then came the knock on the door.

It opened to reveal a young man about my age, maybe nineteen, with tousled brown hair and sleepy eyes. He was shirtless, wearing only a pair of loose basketball shorts that did little to hide the obvious bulge beneath. His lean chest was lightly muscled, and my gaze lingered longer than it should have.

"Package delivery," I managed, holding out the small box.

Tommy's eyes widened, his gaze fixed on me – on the way the postal shirt sculpted my breasts and how the shorts traced the curves of my backside. "You're the new mail girl," he said, his voice slightly hoarse. "I heard we were getting someone new."

"Yes, I'm Daisy. Just started today."

He stepped aside, gesturing for me to enter. "Come in, please. Been waiting for this package."

Hesitation gripped me at the threshold. Something about the way he looked at me, the hunger in his eyes, sent my heart racing. But stepping inside felt inevitable, and he closed the door behind me.

The apartment was typical college student fare - a couch facing a large TV, empty pizza boxes on the coffee table, clothes scattered around. Tommy moved closer, and his masculine scent reached me, clean but with an underlying musk that made my head spin.

"So," he said, his voice dropping lower, "are you available?"

"Available?" The word repeated itself, though something deep inside me already knew what he meant.

"For the community service. The free use program." His hand reached out, fingers barely grazing my arm. "You're really hot."

My breath caught. This was what Margaret had meant. What I'd seen with Sarah, with the jogger, with the barista. A fresh surge of heat coursed through me, and before my brain could catch up, a nod was my reply.

"I... yes. Think so."

Tommy's face broke into boyish excitement. "Really? You want to?"

Looking at his eager expression, his obvious arousal pressing against his shorts, I felt something shift inside me. He was cute, sweet even, and my body was responding in ways I'd never experienced. The ache between my thighs was becoming impossible to ignore.

"Yes," the word came out barely audible, surprising myself with how much I meant it.

He moved closer, his hands tentatively reaching for my waist. "You're so fucking gorgeous," he breathed, his inexperience evident in the way his hands trembled slightly. "I can't believe you're here."

His lips found mine, and melting into the kiss felt natural. It was hungry but clumsy, the kiss of someone who wanted desperately but lacked experience. He explored my body, squeezing my ass through the tight shorts, then moving up to cup my breasts through the thin shirt.

"God, these are incredible," he groaned, his thumbs brushing over my hardened nipples. The sensation shot straight to my core, making me gasp against his mouth.

Pressing against him came instinctively, feeling his hard cock through his shorts. A tell-tale dampness already stained the fabric, and knowing I was affecting him so strongly made me even wetter.

"Can I... can we...?" he stammered, fumbling with the buttons of my shirt.

"Yes," I breathed, helping him undress me. The shirt fell away, revealing my large breasts barely contained in a lacy white bra. Tommy stared like he'd never seen anything so beautiful.

"Fuck," he murmured, immediately covering my breasts, squeezing and kneading them. "They're perfect."

He unhooked my bra with clumsy fingers, and my breasts spilled free. Tommy's mouth was on them instantly, sucking and licking my nipples with desperate enthusiasm. Arching my back, I pushed more of my breast into his mouth, the sensation making me moan.

He worked at my shorts, pulling them down along with my panties. Stepping out of them, completely naked in this stranger's apartment, I'd never felt more aroused in my life. Tommy's eyes devoured my body - my full breasts with their pink nipples, my narrow waist, the curve of my hips, and my completely bare pussy that was already glistening with arousal.

"You're so wet," he said in wonder, his fingers tentatively touching my slick folds. "Is this really okay?"

"Please," I whimpered, my hips bucking against his touch. "Need it."

Tommy quickly shed his shorts, revealing his hard cock. It wasn't huge, but it was thick and curved slightly upward, the head already purple with need. A bead of pre-cum pearled at the tip, and licking my lips at the sight felt automatic.

I guided him to to the couch, and straddling his lap felt like the most natural thing in the world. The head of his cock pressed against my entrance, and slowly sinking down, taking him inside me, we both groaned at the sensation - he at my tight, wet heat, and me at the feeling of being filled.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck," Tommy chanted, gripping my hips as I began to move. "You feel so good. So fucking good."

Riding him slowly at first, adjusting to his size, but soon bouncing on his cock with abandon felt right. My breasts bounced with each movement, and Tommy couldn't take his eyes off them, reaching up to squeeze and play with them as I fucked him.

"That's it," he groaned, his hips thrusting up to meet mine. "Oh god, you're... you're really using me, aren't you? It's unbelievable."

The words sent a thrill through me. Yes, that's exactly what I was doing, and it felt incredible. Using this sweet, eager boy for my own pleasure, and he was loving every second of it.

My orgasm was building, pleasure surging through me, hot and overwhelming, tightening every muscle. Tommy's cock hit just the right spot inside me with each thrust, and his touch on my breasts was driving me wild. Throwing my head back, my long hair cascaded down my back as I rode him harder.

"I'm gonna cum," Tommy gasped, his movements becoming erratic. "Can't hold it. You're too good."

"Yes," I moaned, grinding down on him. "Cum for me. Fill me up."

With a strangled cry, Tommy thrust up hard, his cock pulsing inside me as he came. His hot cum flooding my pussy triggered my own orgasm. Crying out, my body convulsed as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. My pussy clenched around his cock, milking every drop from him.

Collapsing against his chest, both of us breathing hard. Tommy's arms wrapped around me, holding me close as we came down from our high. His cock was still inside me, softening but still filling me, and his warm semen seeping out around him was a delicious reminder.

"That was..." he started, then trailed off, apparently at a loss for words.

"Incredible," I finished, and meant it. Never had I experienced anything like that - the raw, primal pleasure of being used, of giving myself completely to someone's desire. My body was still humming with satisfaction, and already craving more felt natural.

"Will you... will you come back tomorrow?" Tommy asked hopefully, stroking my back.

Lifting my head to look at him, seeing the boyish hope in his eyes. "Have to deliver mail every day," I said with a smile. "So yes, I'll be back."

A wide grin spread across his features, and he pulled me down for another kiss. "Can't wait," he murmured against my lips.

Eventually, getting dressed and continuing my route became necessary. Tommy watched me put my clothes back on, his eyes drinking in every inch of my body. The postal uniform felt even more revealing now, the fabric clinging to my skin that was still flushed from our encounter.

"Thank you," Tommy said as I gathered my mail bag. "For... you know. Being so generous."

Kissing him one more time, tasting myself on his lips. "Thank you for showing me what this job really means."

Walking back to my truck, the trickle of Tommy's cum slowly seeping out of me, dampening my panties, created an oddly thrilling sensation - a reminder of what had just happened. My reflection in the truck's side mirror showed hair that was mussed, lips swollen from kissing, and a glow to my skin that hadn't been there before.

Looking like a woman who had just been thoroughly fucked, and loving it.

Starting the truck, checking my route map for the next delivery. My body was still tingling with residual pleasure, and looking forward to the rest of my route with an anticipation I hadn't expected felt right. If this was what being a mail carrier in Haven Valley meant, then this job was going to be perfect.

The slick readiness between my legs had become an ache, a need that demanded satisfaction. Whatever happened next on my route, readiness filled me. Ready to discover what it truly meant to fulfill this community's desires, whatever they might be. My old life in Seattle felt like a distant memory already.

This was my new beginning, and anticipation for where it would lead consumed me.
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Chapter 2: Learning the Route

⚜

The next morning, I woke with a delicious ache between my thighs, a reminder of yesterday's encounter with Tommy. My body hummed with anticipation as I slipped into my revealing postal uniform, the tight shorts hugging my round ass and the fitted shirt molding against my large breasts. The fabric felt different against my skin now - not embarrassing, but exciting. I was beginning to understand what this job really meant, and my pussy was already growing wet at the thought of what today might bring.

Margaret greeted me at the post office with a knowing smile. "How was your first day, honey?"

"Educational," I replied, feeling heat rise in my cheeks as memories of Tommy's eager hands and desperate thrusts flooded back.

"Good. Today's route has some new addresses. Mr. Fletcher on Oak Street has been waiting for a package, and the Hendersons on Maple Avenue have a delivery too." She handed me the mail bag, her eyes twinkling. "Both are very appreciative residents."

The morning air was crisp as I loaded my truck, my nipples hardening against the thin fabric of my shirt. Every movement reminded me of how the uniform displayed my body - the way my breasts bounced slightly as I walked, how the shorts rode up between my ass cheeks. Yesterday I'd been self-conscious. Today, I felt powerful.

My first stop was 1247 Oak Street, a modest two-story house with a well-maintained garden. According to my delivery list, Mr. Fletcher had a package waiting. I grabbed the medium-sized box and walked up the stone pathway, my pulse quickening with nervous excitement.

The door opened before I could knock, revealing a man in his fifties with salt-and-pepper hair and piercing blue eyes. He was tall and broad-shouldered, wearing a crisp white dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up, revealing strong forearms. His gaze immediately swept over my body, taking in the way my postal shirt stretched across my breasts and how my shorts barely covered my thighs.

"You must be the new mail carrier," he said, his voice deep and commanding. "I'm Richard Fletcher."

"Daisy Parker," I managed, holding out his package. "Package for Mr. Fletcher."

His eyes lingered on my chest as he took the box, his fingers brushing mine deliberately. "Please, come in. I'd like to... inspect the delivery properly."

Something in his tone made my stomach flutter with nervous excitement. This wasn't the boyish eagerness I'd experienced with Tommy. Mr. Fletcher's every action conveyed a confidence and control that made my body respond instinctively to his authority.

I followed him inside, noting the masculine décor - leather furniture, dark wood, and the faint scent of expensive cologne. He led me to his home office, where papers were scattered across a large mahogany desk and a computer hummed quietly.

"I work from home," he explained, setting the package aside without opening it. "Consulting. It can get quite... lonely during the day."

He moved closer, and I could feel the heat radiating from his body. "Tell me, Daisy, are you available for community service?"

A jolt of nervous energy shot down my spine. "Yes," I whispered, my voice barely audible.

"Good." His hand reached out to cup my chin, tilting my face up to meet his gaze. "You're very beautiful. I think we're going to get along well."

Before I could respond, his mouth was on mine, kissing me with a hunger that made my knees weak. His lips were firm and demanding, his tongue exploring my mouth with practiced skill. This wasn't the clumsy enthusiasm of a college boy - this was a man who knew exactly what he wanted and how to take it.

Instead of immediately groping me like Tommy had, Mr. Fletcher took his time. His hands traced the outline of my waist through my shirt, then slowly moved upward, his palms skimming the sides of my breasts before cupping them fully. The deliberate nature of his touch made my breath hitch as fire spread through my veins.

"Such perfect curves," he murmured against my neck, his voice rough with desire. "Let's see what you're hiding under this uniform."

He began unbuttoning my shirt with swift, efficient movements, his eyes never leaving mine. When the fabric parted, he pushed it off my shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. My lacy white bra was revealed, and he smiled with dark appreciation.

"Exquisite," he breathed, reaching around to unhook the clasp with practiced ease. My breasts blossomed into view, and he immediately lowered his head to take one nipple into his mouth, sucking hard while his hand kneaded the other breast.

A sharp cry escaped me as heat pooled low in my belly. "You like that, don't you?" he asked, biting gently. "You like being handled by someone who knows what he's doing."

"Yes," I gasped, arching my back to offer more of myself to his mouth. "Please..."

He chuckled, a low sound that made desire coil low and tight within me. "Such a responsive little thing. Now let's get these shorts off."

His hands moved to my waist, quickly unfastening the button and zipper of my shorts. The fabric pooled around my ankles, leaving me in just my damp panties. Mr. Fletcher's eyes fixed on the wet spot that had already formed, and he smiled with satisfaction.

"Already dripping for me," he observed, running a finger along the damp fabric. "I can smell your arousal from here."

The touch made me whimper, my hips bucking involuntarily toward his hand. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of my panties and pulled them down, leaving me completely naked in his office.

"Magnificent," he said, his gaze burning over me. "Turn around. I want to see that perfect ass."

I obeyed, turning slowly to give him a full view of my round buttocks. I heard him inhale sharply, and then his hands were on me, gripping my ass cheeks and spreading them apart.

"Bend over the desk," he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

My heart pounded as I leaned forward, placing my palms flat on the cool wood surface. The position left me completely exposed and vulnerable, my pussy and ass on full display for his inspection. I could feel his eyes on me, studying every intimate detail.

"Such a pretty little cunt," he murmured, running a finger along my slick folds. "So wet and ready. You really are perfect for this job."

I heard the sound of his belt buckle, followed by the rustle of fabric as he undressed. When I felt the blunt pressure of him against my opening, I gasped at its size. He was much larger than Tommy, thick and hard, and I wondered if I could take all of him.

"Relax," he said, his hands gripping my hips. "I'm going to stretch you open completely."

He pushed forward slowly, stretching me open inch by inch. The sensation was overwhelming - a delicious burn as my body accommodated his girth. I moaned, my fingers gripping the edge of the desk as he continued to sink deeper.

"Christ, you're tight," he groaned, his voice strained with effort. "Like a fucking vice around my cock."

When he was fully seated inside me, I felt stretched to my limits, his impressive length occupying me entirely. He paused for a moment, letting me adjust to his size, before beginning to move with slow, deliberate strokes.

"That's it," he murmured, his hands tightening on my hips. "Take every inch like a good girl."

His pace gradually increased, each thrust driving deeper and harder. The desk creaked beneath us as he fucked me with growing intensity, his cock hitting spots inside me that made me see stars. I could hear the wet sounds of our coupling, the slap of skin against skin, and my own desperate moans filling the office.

"You love this, don't you?" he panted, one hand moving to grip my hair and pull my head back. "Love being bent over and used like a little slut."

"Yes!" I cried out, the degrading words only making me wetter. "I love it! Please don't stop!"

He responded by fucking me even harder, his hips slamming against my ass with bruising force. The pleasure was intense, building rapidly toward something explosive. I could feel my climax approaching, my inner walls beginning to flutter around his thick shaft.

"Come for me," he commanded, reaching around to rub my clit with rough fingers. "Come on my cock like the good little whore you are."

The combination of his words, his touch, and the relentless pounding sent me over the edge. Waves of heat washed over me as my vision blurred, sensation peaking in a shuddering release that wracked my frame. My legs shook, and I would have collapsed if not for his strong hands holding me up.

"That's it," he groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic. "Milk my cock with that tight little cunt."

He pounded into me through my climax, prolonging the intense sensations until I was sobbing with pleasure. Finally, with a deep growl, he surged into me one last time and emptied himself deep within me, his hot release pulsing inside. I could feel it marking me, claiming me as his.

We stayed like that for several moments, both breathing heavily as we recovered. When he finally pulled out, I shakily reached for my panties, slipping them back on. His warm fluid, trickling between my thighs, immediately began to soak into the fabric.

"Excellent service," he said, his voice returning to its normal composed tone as he began to dress. "I'll be sure to request you for all my future deliveries."

I straightened up on shaky legs, my body still humming with satisfaction. As I gathered my clothes, I caught sight of myself in the window's reflection - hair disheveled, lips slightly bruised and swollen, a tell-tale flush creeping up my neck. I looked debauched, pleasantly wrecked, my usual composure replaced by a languid sensuality.

"Thank you," I managed, pulling on my uniform with trembling hands. "For... the opportunity to serve."

He smiled, a predatory expression that made desire coil low and tight within me again. "The pleasure was all mine. I'll see you tomorrow, Daisy."

As I walked back to my truck, the evidence of our encounter was a constant reminder of how completely he had claimed my body. My legs were still unsteady, and I had to grip the truck's door handle to steady myself.

Looking at my route map, I saw my next delivery was just a few blocks away on Maple Avenue. The Hendersons were expecting a package, and after my encounter with Mr. Fletcher, I was eager to see what other surprises my route might hold.

The Henderson house was a charming suburban home with a white picket fence and colorful flower beds. As I approached the front door with their package, I could hear laughter coming from inside. I rang the doorbell, smoothing down my hair and trying to compose myself.

The door opened to reveal an attractive woman in her early thirties with shoulder-length auburn hair and warm brown eyes. She was wearing a fitted sundress that hugged her curves, emphasizing her full breasts and narrow waist.

"You must be Daisy!" she said with a bright smile. "I'm Lisa Henderson. We've been so excited to meet the new mail carrier."

"Nice to meet you," I replied, holding out their package. "Delivery for the Hendersons."

"Perfect timing," she said, taking the box. "My husband Jake just got home for lunch. Would you like to come in? We'd love to... get to know you better."

There was something in her tone that made my pulse quicken. I nodded, following her inside to a cozy living room with comfortable furniture and family photos on the walls.

"Jake, honey," Lisa called out. "The mail carrier is here."

A man emerged from the kitchen, and I felt my breath catch. Jake Henderson was tall and athletic, with dark hair and green eyes that immediately fixed on my body. He was wearing jeans and a t-shirt that showed off his muscular build, and when he smiled, I noticed the way his eyes crinkled at the corners.

"Well, hello there," he said, his voice warm and inviting. "Lisa's been talking about you all morning."

"All good things, I hope," I managed, suddenly very aware of how my uniform displayed my body.

"Oh, very good things," Lisa said with a laugh, moving to stand beside her husband. "We were wondering if you might be available for some... community service."

Anticipation coiled low in my belly. "Yes," I said without hesitation. "I am."

Jake and Lisa exchanged a look that was full of heat and anticipation. "Wonderful," Lisa said, moving closer to me. "We've been looking forward to this all week."

She reached out to touch my arm, her fingers trailing along my skin in a way that made me shiver. "You're even prettier than we heard. Isn't she, Jake?"

"Absolutely gorgeous," Jake agreed, his eyes roaming over my body appreciatively. "Those curves are incredible."

Lisa's hand moved to my waist, pulling me closer. "Would you like to join us on the couch? We can get more... comfortable."

I nodded eagerly, letting them guide me to the large sectional sofa. Lisa sat beside me while Jake settled on my other side, effectively surrounding me with their warmth and attention.

"Jake and I find the Free Use program... inspires us," Lisa said, her hand resting on my thigh. "Especially with someone as lovely as you."

"It lets us share experiences with beautiful women like you," Jake added, his hand joining his wife's on my other thigh. "We both find it incredibly exciting."

Their touches were gentle but purposeful, slowly working their way higher on my legs. I could feel my arousal building again, slickness blooming between my legs despite my recent encounter with Mr. Fletcher.

"Have you ever been with a couple before?" Lisa asked, her fingers now tracing patterns on my inner thigh.

"No," I admitted, my voice slightly breathless. "This is all new to me."

"Then we'll take good care of you," Jake promised, his hand moving to trace the outline of my breast through my shirt. "We want you to feel amazing."

Lisa leaned in to kiss me, her lips soft and sweet against mine. It was different from kissing a man - gentler, more exploratory. Her tongue danced with mine as Jake's hands worked to unbutton my shirt, but instead of rushing, he took his time, kissing my neck and shoulders as each button came undone.

"Beautiful," he murmured, pushing the fabric aside to reveal my breasts. Unlike Mr. Fletcher's immediate possession, Jake's touch was reverent, his palms barely skimming my skin before cupping my breasts gently.

Lisa broke our kiss to help Jake remove my shirt completely, then her fingers found the front clasp of my bra, releasing it with a soft click. My breasts were bared to their hungry gazes, and Lisa immediately lowered her head to take one nipple into her mouth while Jake lavished attention on the other.

The dual sensations were overwhelming - Lisa's soft lips and Jake's hot mouth sent powerful, distinct waves of pleasure through me, making me moan. Their different techniques created a symphony of sensation that was unlike anything I'd experienced.

Lisa pulled back to help me out of my shorts, her hands gentle as she slid them down my legs. When I was naked between them, their clothed bodies a stark contrast to my exposed skin, I felt cherished rather than simply used.

"Your turn," I said breathlessly, reaching for Lisa's dress. She laughed and stood up, slowly pulling the garment over her head to reveal she wasn't wearing any underwear. Her body was stunning - full breasts with pink nipples, a trim waist, and long, shapely legs.

Jake was already stripping off his clothes, revealing a muscular chest and a hard cock that made my mouth water. When they were both naked, they returned to the couch, positioning me between them once again.

"We like to take our time," Lisa explained, her hands roaming over my body. "Explore every inch."

They proceeded to do exactly that, their hands and mouths exploring me thoroughly, touching my breasts, my stomach, the sensitive skin of my inner thighs, leaving no part of me unattended. Lisa focused on my breasts, sucking and licking my nipples until they were hard peaks, while Jake's fingers explored my pussy, finding me already wet and ready.

"She's so responsive," Lisa murmured against my breast. "Look how ready she is for us."

"Mmm," Jake agreed, sliding two fingers inside me easily. "And so tight. I can't wait to feel this around my cock."

Their words and touches were driving me wild with need. I reached for Jake's hard shaft, wrapping my fingers around its impressive girth, while my other hand found Lisa's breast, kneading the soft flesh.

"That's it," Lisa encouraged, moving to straddle my face. "Touch me while Jake takes care of you."

I found myself looking up at Lisa's beautiful pussy, her pink folds glistening with arousal. Without hesitation, I extended my tongue to taste her, marveling at her sweet flavor. She moaned above me, grinding down against my mouth as I explored her with growing confidence.

Meanwhile, Jake positioned himself between my spread legs, the blunt pressure of him nudging at my slick entrance. "Ready for me, beautiful?"

I could only moan my agreement against Lisa's pussy as he slowly pushed inside me. He was thick and long, stretching me deliciously as every inch of him was sheathed within me. The sensation of being penetrated while pleasuring Lisa was incredibly erotic, and I felt my arousal spike even higher.

"Oh god, she feels amazing," Jake groaned, beginning to move with slow, deep strokes. "So tight and wet."

"And her tongue is incredible," Lisa added, her hips rocking against my face. "She's a natural."

They found a rhythm together, Jake's thrusts pushing me deeper into Lisa's pussy while she rode my face with increasing urgency. I was completely overwhelmed by sensation - the taste of Lisa on my tongue, the feeling of Jake's cock stretching me open, the sounds of their pleasure filling the room.

"I want to taste her too," Lisa said breathlessly, climbing off my face. "Let's switch positions."

They rearranged us so that I was on my hands and knees, with Lisa lying beneath me in a sixty-nine position while Jake continued to fuck me from behind. The new angle allowed him to go even deeper, hitting spots that made me cry out with pleasure.

Lisa's mouth on my clit was electric, her tongue flicking and sucking while Jake pounded into me. I tried to return the favor, licking and sucking her pussy while fighting the overwhelming sensations coursing through my body.

"She's getting close," Lisa observed, her voice muffled against my pussy. "I can feel her getting tighter."

"Good," Jake panted, his hands gripping my hips as he increased his pace. "I want to feel her come on my cock."

The combination of their attention was too much to resist. My climax seized me, a wildfire spreading from my core, my inner muscles gripping him convulsively. I screamed against Lisa's pussy as my body convulsed, my inner walls clamping down on Jake's cock.

"Fuck, yes!" Jake groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as my orgasm triggered his own. "Take it all!"

His final thrust drove all thought from my mind as he came, his essence spilling into me, a final, profound intimacy. The feeling of being filled while Lisa continued to lick my clit prolonged my climax, making me shake with the intensity of it.

We collapsed together in a tangle of sweaty limbs, all breathing heavily as we recovered. Lisa's head rested on my thigh while Jake remained buried inside me, his softening cock still twitching occasionally.

"That was incredible," Lisa murmured, pressing soft kisses to my inner thigh. "You're amazing, Daisy."

"Absolutely perfect," Jake agreed, slowly pulling out of me. "We definitely need to make this a regular thing."

As we slowly untangled ourselves and began to dress, I felt a deep sense of satisfaction. This was so different from my encounters with Tommy and Mr. Fletcher - more intimate, more connected. The Hendersons had made me feel cherished and desired, not just used.

"Same time tomorrow?" Lisa asked hopefully as she walked me to the door.

"I'll make sure to save time in my schedule," I promised, meaning every word.

As I walked back to my truck, I could feel the lingering warmth of their combined attention, a pleasant soreness that reminded me of our encounter. My body was thoroughly satisfied but already craving more. This job was turning out to be everything I never knew I wanted.

Looking at my route map, I saw I had several more deliveries to make. A thrill of expectation ran through me at the thought of what other encounters might await me. Haven Valley was teaching me things about myself I never could have imagined, and I was eager to learn more.

The afternoon sun felt warm on my skin as I drove to my next stop, my body humming with satisfaction and my mind already wondering what tomorrow would bring. This was only my second day, and already I couldn't imagine doing anything else.

I was exactly where I belonged.


⚜




Chapter 3: Expanding Experiences

⚜

By my third day as Haven Valley's mail carrier, I woke with an immediate thrum beneath my skin, my body already remembering yesterday's encounters and eager for what today's postal route would bring. The memory of Jake and Lisa's hands still tingled across my skin as I stretched beneath the sheets. The uniform had become a second skin, its familiar lines a silent promise of the day's intimacies - the fitted shirt seemed to caress my breasts with familiar intimacy, while the shorts settled against my curves, their familiar tightness now a welcome signal of how they displayed my assets.

Margaret was sorting mail when I arrived at the post office, her eyes sparkling with barely contained excitement as she looked up from her work.

"Special delivery today, honey," she said, handing me a package addressed to 1847 Riverside Drive. "The boys at the biker house have been waiting for this all week."

A sharp pull deep inside my core made me catch my breath. I'd heard whispers about the biker house from other residents - five men in their thirties who shared a large house on the outskirts of town. The way people talked about them, with a mixture of respect and barely concealed arousal, made a deep, resonant hum start in my core, spreading warmth outward.

"They're... friendly?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

Margaret chuckled, her lips curving in a sly grin. "Oh, very friendly. They appreciate good service, and they're quite... thorough in showing their appreciation. You'll love them."

As I loaded my truck, the package felt heavier than it should have, weighted with possibility. The drive to Riverside Drive took me through a rougher part of town, where the houses were larger but more weathered, with motorcycles parked in driveways and the sound of engines echoing through the morning air.

1847 Riverside Drive was a sprawling two-story house with a wraparound porch and at least six motorcycles gleaming in the driveway. The sound of classic rock drifted from inside, along with the deep rumble of male voices. My pulse hammered at the base of my throat as I walked up the gravel path, the package clutched in my trembling hands, my hips swaying naturally in the tight shorts with each step.

Before I could knock, the door swung open to reveal a mountain of a man with shoulder-length dark hair, a thick beard, and arms covered in intricate tattoos. He was shirtless, revealing a broad chest and muscled abdomen, wearing only worn jeans that hung low on his hips. His gaze was a tangible brand on my skin as it swept over me, lingering on the way my shirt hugged my curves before meeting my eyes with a possessive smile.

"Well, well," he said, his voice a deep rumble that sent a current shooting through me. "You must be the new mail girl we've been hearing about. I'm Diesel."

"Daisy Parker," I managed, holding out the package. "Package delivery for this address."

"Perfect timing," he said, stepping aside to let me in. "The boys are gonna love this."

I followed him inside, immediately overwhelmed by the masculine atmosphere. The living room was dominated by leather furniture, motorcycle memorabilia, and the lingering scent of motor oil and testosterone. Four other men were scattered around the room - all built like Diesel, all shirtless, all turning to stare at me with predatory interest gleaming in their eyes.

"Guys, meet Daisy," Diesel announced. "She's got our delivery."

A blonde man with piercing blue eyes and a tribal tattoo covering his shoulder stood up from the couch. "I'm Rex," he said, his voice rough with want. "Word is you're real generous with your deliveries."

"This is Tank," Diesel continued, gesturing to a massive man with a shaved head and arms like tree trunks. "Viper," he pointed to a lean man with dark hair and snake tattoos coiling around his arms. "And Hawk," he finished, indicating a man with sharp features and an eagle tattooed across his back.

They surrounded me slowly, their focused attention and the way they moved making my breath catch. I was one woman surrounded by five powerful men, a situation that should have been terrifying. Instead, a wave of exhilarating anticipation washed over me. Each one was different but equally intimidating - and equally arousing. My body answered with an immediate, liquid welcome, responding instinctively to their obvious desire and the raw power they radiated.

"So," Rex said, moving closer until I could feel the heat radiating from his body, "hoping you've got time for more than just dropping off packages today?"

The question hung in the air, and I felt all five pairs of eyes on me, waiting for my answer. My skin felt suddenly too tight, and the damp fabric against my slit was a constant, insistent reminder of how ready I was. The thought of being used by all of them at once should have terrified me, but instead it sent electricity racing through my core.

"Absolutely," I breathed, my voice husky with desire. "I'm available."

The change in the room was immediate. The men exchanged glances filled with dark promise, and I felt the single point of their focused interest, a thrill racing through me.

"Good girl," Diesel said, his hands reaching for the buttons of my shirt. "We've been looking forward to this all week."

They didn't waste time with gentle touches or sweet words. These men knew what they wanted, and they took it. The small buttons of my shirt gave way under his deft, almost impatient tugs while Rex moved behind me, his hands gripping my waist and pulling me back against his hard chest. I could feel his erection pressing against my ass through his jeans, substantial and demanding.

Tank stepped forward to help Diesel remove my shirt completely, revealing my lace bra that barely contained my large breasts. "Christ, look at these," he growled, his massive hands immediately cupping them, his fingers digging into the soft flesh. "Perfect."

Viper moved to my side, his fingers trailing along my exposed skin while Hawk watched from nearby, his hand already rubbing the obvious bulge in his jeans. The sensation of being surrounded, of having multiple hands on my body at once, was overwhelming and intoxicating.

"Let's get these shorts off," Rex said, his hands moving to unfasten them. The fabric pooled around my ankles, leaving me in just my bra and panties in front of five men whose stares were heavy, possessive. Their gazes devoured every inch of my exposed skin, and I felt more aroused than I ever had in my life.

"No hesitation from this one, boys," Viper grinned, his thumb brushing the tell-tale dampness. "She's more than ready."

He was right. My panties clung to my pussy lips, doing nothing to hide my arousal. The knowledge that they could see how much I wanted this only made me wetter.

My bra, the last flimsy defense, was dispatched with a knowing flick, and my breasts swelled into the charged air, bouncing slightly as they were released. All five men made appreciative sounds, and immediately Tank's mouth was on one nipple while Hawk claimed the other, sucking and biting until I was gasping with pleasure.

"God," I whimpered, not even sure what I was begging for.

"Don't worry, sweetheart," Rex said, his hands hooking in my panties and pulling them down. "We're gonna take real good care of you."

When I was completely naked, they guided me to the large sectional couch, positioning me on my hands and knees in the center. The leather was cool against my skin, a stark contrast to the heat radiating from the men surrounding me.

"Who wants her mouth first?" Diesel asked, already working on his belt buckle.

"I'll take it," Viper said, moving to kneel in front of me. His cock sprang free as he pushed down his jeans - long and girthy, with a slight curve that made my mouth water. "Open up, beautiful."

I parted my lips eagerly, taking him into my mouth as deeply as I could. He tasted musky and masculine, and a low sound vibrated in my throat as he began to thrust gently, his hands tangling in my hair.

Behind me, I felt hands spreading my ass cheeks apart, exposing my dripping pussy to their intense regard. "Fuck, she's drenched," Tank's voice rumbled. "Look at this pretty little cunt, just begging to be fucked."

A substantial finger slid into me easily, then another, stretching me open as they explored my slick walls. My pleasure escaped as a broken sigh around Viper's cock, pushing back against the intrusion, desperate for more.

"She's tight," Rex observed, his fingers working in and out of me. "But she can take it. Can't you, sweetheart?"

I could only make a sound of agreement, my mouth full of Viper's cock as he continued to thrust between my lips. The dual sensations of being filled from both ends was incredible, and a delicious coiling started low, promising an imminent crest.

"Time to switch," Rex said, and I felt the blunt pressure of his cock against my entrance. He was bigger than Tommy, bigger than Mr. Fletcher, and I gasped around Viper's shaft as he slowly pushed inside me, stretching me wider than I'd ever been stretched before.

"Christ, she's perfect," Rex groaned, his hands gripping my hips as he began to move. "Tight as a fist and wet as sin. Made for this."

The rhythm they established was relentless. Rex drove into me from behind while Viper fucked my mouth, their movements synchronized as they used my body for their pleasure. The other three men watched, stroking themselves as they waited their turn, their eyes burning with lust.

"That's it, take it all," Viper panted, his thrusts becoming more urgent. "Such a good little cocksucker."

The crude words only made me wetter, my pussy clenching around Rex's heavy shaft as he drove deeper with each thrust. My senses narrowed, pleasure building to an unbearable, exquisite point.

"She's close," Rex announced, feeling my inner walls beginning to tighten. "I can feel her body getting ready."

"Let her," Diesel said, his voice rough with arousal. "We want to see her fall apart."

Rex's fingers found my clit, rubbing the sensitive bundle of nerves as he continued to drive into me. The added stimulation was too much, and I screamed around Viper's cock as release tore through me, a blinding nova of sensation that left my body convulsing with pleasure.

"Fuck yes," Viper groaned, his cock pulsing as he came in my mouth. "Swallow it all, baby."

I did as he commanded, swallowing every drop of his release as my own orgasm continued to ripple through me. Rex wasn't far behind, his thrusts becoming erratic before he buried himself deep inside me with a roar, his warmth flooding me.

But they weren't done with me. Not even close.

"Next," Tank said, moving to take Rex's place behind me. His cock was even more substantial than Rex's, and I whimpered as he pushed inside my already stretched pussy, the sensation of being filled so completely making my eyes roll back.

Hawk took Viper's place in front of me, his cock sliding between my lips as Tank began to move. The cycle continued, each man taking their turn using my mouth and pussy, sometimes switching positions, sometimes taking me together. I lost count of how many times I came, my body becoming a vessel for their pleasure and my own.

Diesel was the last to take me, and by then I was a trembling, sweaty mess, my hair plastered to my face and my body glistening with perspiration. But I wanted more. I needed more.

"Please," I gasped as he positioned himself behind me. "I need it. Need all of you."

"Greedy little thing," he chuckled, but there was approval in his voice. "Don't worry, we're not done with you yet."

His cock was the most imposing of all, and I had to consciously relax to take his full width as he pushed inside. The sensation was overwhelming, bordering on too much, but the pleasure was incredible. He fucked me with long, deep strokes, every thrust sending lightning through my core.

"Look at her," Hawk said admiringly. "She's completely lost in it. This is what she was made for."

He was right. In that moment, being used by these five powerful men, I felt more alive and fulfilled than I ever had. This was where I belonged.

When Diesel finally came, his release spilling deep inside me, I collapsed onto the couch, my body spent but deeply satisfied. The men gathered around me, their hands gently stroking my skin as I caught my breath.

"That was incredible," Rex said, pressing a kiss to my shoulder. "You're something else, Daisy."

"Best delivery we've ever had," Tank added with a grin.

As I slowly got dressed, my legs still unsteady from the intense encounter, the evidence of their encounter clung to me, a warm, sticky souvenir that painted my thighs. The sensation was a delicious reminder of what had just happened, and I knew I'd be thinking about it for the rest of the day.

"Don't make this your last visit," Diesel said hopefully as he walked me to the door.

"I'll make sure to save extra time for your deliveries," I promised, already looking forward to it.

The rest of my route passed in a blur of arousal and anticipation. A pleasant languor settled deep in my bones from the biker house, but already I was craving more. The way they had used me, the way they had made me feel so completely desired and fulfilled, was addictive.

My next stop was the hardware store on Main Street, where I needed to deliver a package to the owner, Mr. Garrett. He was a man in his sixties with calloused hands and a kind smile, and when I walked into his shop, a becoming color stained my cheeks, and my eyes held a languid, satisfied light that he immediately noticed.

"Eventful morning?" he asked with a knowing twinkle in his eye.

"Busy," I replied, handing him his package. "Very busy."

"Well, you look like you could use a break," he said, his weathered gaze appreciating my disheveled state. "Why don't you come to the back office? I've got some cold water."

I followed him to the small office behind the counter, noting how his eyes lingered on my ass as I walked. The office was cramped but private, with a desk covered in invoices and a small couch against one wall.

"You know," he said, closing the door behind us, "I've been hearing wonderful things about your customer service."

"I try to be accommodating," I said, my pulse quickening as he moved closer.

"I can see that," he murmured, his weathered hands reaching out to cup my breasts through my shirt. "These are beautiful. May I?"

I nodded eagerly, and he began unbuttoning my shirt with surprising dexterity for his age. When my breasts were exposed, he spent long minutes just admiring them, his hands gentle but sure as he explored my body.

"It's been a long time since I've had such a lovely visitor," he said, guiding me to sit on the edge of his desk. "Would you mind if an old man indulged himself?"

"Please," I breathed, spreading my legs as he moved between them.

He was gentle and patient, taking his time to explore my body with his hands and mouth. When he finally entered me, his movements were slow and deliberate, each thrust calculated to bring maximum pleasure. It was a stark contrast to the rough intensity of the bikers, but equally satisfying in its own way.

"You're a gift to this community," he whispered as he moved inside me. "Such a generous, beautiful girl."

His words made me feel cherished and appreciated, and when I came around his slowly thrusting cock, it was with a deep sense of contentment. He followed soon after, his release warm and satisfying inside me.

"Thank you," he said as we dressed, pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead. "You've made an old man very happy."

The afternoon brought more encounters - a quick tryst with two construction workers on their lunch break, who bent me over their truck and took turns fucking me in the parking lot behind the diner. Their hard hats and work boots stayed on as they used me, their calloused hands rough on my skin as they drove into me with the urgency of men who only had a short break. Being bent over their truck, the rough denim of their jeans chafing slightly against my thighs, their grunts in my ear - it was crude, fast, and utterly thrilling.

By the time I finished my route, I had been used by eight different people, eight cocks claiming my body. My panties bore the wet, heavy proof of my marathon day, each damp patch a distinct memory, and my legs were unsteady as I walked back to my truck.

But I wasn't tired. If anything, I felt energized, alive in a way I'd never experienced before. Each encounter had been different - rough or gentle, quick or leisurely, dominant or worshipful - but all had left me feeling fulfilled and desired.

As I drove back to the post office, I caught sight of myself in the rearview mirror. My reflection showed a new wildness in my eyes, a vibrant energy I hadn't possessed before. My usual composure was charmingly ruffled, replaced by a visible contentment, and there was a glow to my skin that spoke of thorough satisfaction.

Margaret was waiting for me when I returned, her eyes holding a spark of conspiratorial amusement as she looked up from her work.

"Good day?" she asked.

"The best," I replied honestly. "I think I'm really getting the hang of this job."

"I can see that," she laughed, taking in my disheveled appearance. "The residents are already talking about you. Word is spreading fast about our new mail carrier."

The thought of my reputation growing, of more people wanting to use me, sent a fresh wave of arousal through my already sensitive body. I was becoming known as the town's most accommodating service provider, and the idea thrilled me.

"Same route tomorrow?" I asked hopefully.

"Even bigger route," Margaret confirmed. "We're expanding your coverage area. Seems like demand for your services is growing."

As I drove home that evening, my nerves still tingled, vividly remembering the feeling of their hands on my skin and the intensity of their bodies against mine. I realized that I had found my true calling. This wasn't just a job - it was my purpose. I was meant to serve this community, to bring pleasure and satisfaction to its residents, to be used and enjoyed by anyone who desired me.

The shy barista from Seattle was gone, replaced by someone who lived for the next encounter, the next opportunity to be claimed and used. I was becoming exactly what Haven Valley needed, and I couldn't wait to see how much further I could go.

Tomorrow would bring new addresses, new residents, new ways to serve. And I would be ready for all of it, eager and willing to give myself completely to anyone who wanted me.

This was my life now, and I had never been happier.


⚜




Chapter 4: Popular Mail Carrier

⚜

By my fourth day as Haven Valley's mail carrier, I woke with a familiar ache between my thighs and an immediate pulse of anticipation. My body had adapted to the constant sexual activity, becoming more sensitive and responsive with each encounter. Slipping into the uniform was an act of empowerment; the shorts, once a source of embarrassment, now cupped my ass with a promising tightness, and the shirt stretched over my breasts, a banner of my newfound role. As I looked at myself in the mirror, I could see the transformation. My eyes held a new confidence, a hunger that hadn't been there before I started this job. My skin glowed with satisfaction, and there was a languid sensuality in the way I moved.

Margaret greeted me at the post office with her usual knowing smile, but today there was something extra in her expression - pride, maybe even admiration.

"Your reputation is preceding you, Daisy," she said, handing me an even larger mail bag than usual. "The phones have been alight. Requests for deliveries have tripled this week. Seems like everyone in town wants to be on your route."

A sharp tug low in my belly made me catch my breath at her words. Being wanted, being desired by so many people, sent a liquid warmth blooming deep inside me. "I'm happy to serve the community," I replied, meaning every word.

"I can see that, honey. Your regulars are particularly excited to see you today. Tommy called this morning asking what time you'd be by. Mr. Fletcher specifically requested you for his package delivery. And the Hendersons have something special planned."

The brush of my shirt became suddenly delightful as my nipples responded to the mention of my regular customers. Each of them had been so different, so satisfying in their own ways. The thought of seeing them again, of feeling their hands on my body, made slickness bloom between my legs.

"Same route?" I asked, though I was already heading for the door, eager to start my day.

"We're adding a few more hopefuls to your list today," Margaret corrected. "Sunset Manor assisted living facility. They've been requesting mail service for weeks, and I think you're exactly what they need."

The drive to Tommy's apartment building felt different today. Instead of nervous anticipation, I felt confident, almost predatory. I knew what I was walking into, and I craved it. My body was already responding to the memory of his eager hands and desperate thrusts. The evidence of yesterday's encounters with the bikers still lingered - a pleasant soreness that reminded me of how thoroughly I'd been used.

The door opened as I approached, as if Tommy had anticipated my exact arrival. He was shirtless again, but this time his loose shorts did nothing to conceal his impressive erection. His eyes immediately fixed on my breasts, then traveled down to where my shorts hugged my curves.

"Daisy," he breathed, his voice rougher than I remembered. "I've been thinking about you all night."

"Have you?" I asked, stepping closer until I could feel the heat radiating from his body. "What were you thinking about?"

"About how good you felt," he said, his hands already reaching for my waist. "About how tight and wet you were. I want to last longer this time. Want to really fuck you."

The crude words sent a jolt like a live wire straight to my core. This wasn't the shy, inexperienced boy from my first day. Three days of anticipation had transformed him into something hungrier, more confident.

"Show me," I challenged, pressing my body against his.

He pulled me inside, his mouth crashing against mine with desperate hunger. His kiss was still eager but more skilled now, his tongue exploring my mouth with growing confidence. His hands roamed my body, squeezing my ass through the tight shorts before moving up to cup my breasts.

"I've been practicing," he murmured against my neck, his teeth grazing my skin. "Watching videos, learning how to make you feel even better."

The thought of him studying, preparing for me, made my cunt throb with raw need. "Good boy," I whispered, and felt him shudder against me.

He wasted no time undressing me, his movements more assured than before. When my shirt hit the floor, he paused to admire my breasts before reaching around to unhook my bra. As my breasts spilled free, he immediately lowered his head to suck on my nipples, alternating between gentle licks and harder bites that made me gasp.

"God, these are flawless," he groaned, his hands working at my shorts. "Shaped just to fill a man's hands."

When I was naked, he guided me to the couch, but instead of lying down immediately, he knelt between my spread legs. "I want to taste you first," he said, his voice thick with desire. "Want to make you come with my mouth before I fuck you."

The first touch of his tongue against my pussy made me cry out. He was clumsy but enthusiastic, licking and sucking at my folds with desperate hunger. When he found my clit and focused his attention there, sensation spiraled through me like wildfire.

"Yes," I moaned, my hands tangling in his hair. "Just like that. Don't stop."

He followed my guidance, his tongue working my clit while his fingers explored my entrance. When he slid two fingers inside me, curling them upward, I nearly came off the couch.

"You're dripping for me," he marveled, his voice muffled against my pussy. "So fucking ready."

He continued his assault on my clit, his fingers pumping in and out of me with increasing confidence. The pleasure built rapidly, my body responding to his eager attention. When my climax seized me, I screamed his name, my vision blurring as ecstasy splintered through me.

"Fuck, that was hot," Tommy panted, his face glistening with my juices. "I love watching you fall apart."

Before I could recover, he was positioning himself between my legs, his erection pressing insistently at my entrance. He was harder than I'd ever seen him, his shaft thick and pulsing with need.

"I'm going to fuck you so hard," he promised, his eyes burning with lust. "Going to make you scream again."

He pushed inside me with one smooth thrust, filling me completely. The sensation was incredible - he felt bigger somehow, more substantial. Maybe it was his confidence, or maybe my body was just more sensitive after days of constant use.

"God, Daisy, you always feel... even better than I remember," he groaned, beginning to move with long, deep strokes. "Like you were made for my cock."

This wasn't the quick, desperate fucking from our first encounter. Tommy had learned control, pacing himself as he drove into me with steady, powerful thrusts. Each stroke hit deep inside me, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my core.

"Harder," I begged, my nails digging into his shoulders. "Fuck me harder."

He responded immediately, his hips colliding with mine, a rhythmic, powerful impact that resonated deep within me. The couch creaked beneath us as he pounded into me, his rhythm finding that perfect, hidden angle, sending jolts of pure light through my system. I could feel another orgasm building, the pressure coiling tight in my belly.

"That's it," he panted, his movements becoming more urgent. "Take my cock. Take all of it."

When he reached between us to rub my clit, I exploded around him, my pussy clenching his shaft as pleasure tore through me. My screams filled the apartment, and I felt him pulse inside me as my release pushed him over the edge.

"Fuck yes," he roared, his hips jerking as he emptied himself deep inside me. "So good. So fucking good."

We collapsed together, both breathing hard. Tommy's arms wrapped around me, holding me close as we recovered. His cock remained buried inside me, gradually softening but still providing that intimate connection, and I could feel his warm release beginning to leak out around him.

"That was incredible," he murmured, pressing kisses to my neck. "You're incredible."

"You've definitely improved," I said with a satisfied smile. "I'm proud of you."

His face lit up at my praise, and I felt his cock twitch inside me. "I'm already counting the minutes until tomorrow. You are coming back, right?" he asked hopefully.

"You know my route, Tommy," I promised, meaning it completely.

After cleaning up and getting dressed, I made my way to Mr. Fletcher's house. The memory of his dominant touch, the way he'd bent me over his desk and taken me so thoroughly, had my nerves singing with anticipation. My body was still humming from Tommy's enthusiastic fucking, but I was already craving more.

Mr. Fletcher answered the door in his usual crisp dress shirt and slacks, his piercing blue eyes immediately taking in my slightly disheveled appearance. A predatory smile played at his lips.

"Busy morning already?" he asked, stepping aside to let me in.

"Very productive," I replied, handing him his mail. "The community is very... appreciative."

"I can see that," he said, his gaze lingering on my flushed skin and the way my shirt clung to my breasts. "You look thoroughly satisfied. But I think we can do better."

He led me to his office, but this time he closed the door and locked it. The sound of the lock clicking sent a thrill through me - whatever he had planned, it was going to be intense.

"I've been thinking about you," he said, moving to stand behind his desk. "About how responsive you are, how eager to please. I think you're ready for something new."

"What did you have in mind?" I asked, my voice already breathless with anticipation.

"Turn around," he commanded, his voice taking on that authoritative tone that made my knees weak. "Hands on the desk."

I obeyed immediately, bending over his mahogany desk and placing my palms flat on the cool surface. The position bared me to him, a raw offering that left me thrillingly defenseless, my ass raised and my pussy on display. I heard him move behind me, his hands trailing along my curves as he admired the view.

"Such a flawlessly curved ass," he murmured, his fingers tracing the outline of my shorts. "I think it's time we explored all your possibilities."

My breath caught as I realized what he meant. Anal. The thought should have scared me, but instead it sent a raw need shooting through me. I wanted to experience everything, to push my boundaries and discover new depths of pleasure.

"Have you ever been taken there?" he asked, his hands working to remove my shorts and panties.

"No," I admitted, my voice barely a whisper. "But I want to try."

"Good girl," he said approvingly. "I'll take care of you. Make sure you're ready."

When I was naked from the waist down, he spread my ass cheeks apart, exposing my most intimate places to his hungry gaze. I felt incredibly vulnerable but also incredibly aroused. The cool air against my exposed skin made me shiver with anticipation.

"So beautiful," he breathed, his finger tracing around my tight entrance. "So perfect and untouched."

He moved away for a moment, and I heard him opening a drawer. When he returned, his fingers were slick with lubricant, cool and slippery against my skin.

"Relax," he instructed, his voice gentle but firm. "Let me prepare you."

The first touch of his lubricated finger against my ass made me gasp. He circled the tight ring of muscle, applying gentle pressure until I began to relax. When his finger finally breached me, sliding slowly inside, the sensation was utterly novel, a deep, invasive pleasure that bypassed all my known responses, carving out a new territory of feeling within me.

"How does that feel?" he asked, his finger moving slowly in and out.

"Strange," I admitted. "But good. Really good."

He worked patiently, adding more lubricant and gradually stretching me with one finger, then two. The initial discomfort faded, replaced by a deep, aching pleasure that made my pussy drip with arousal. When he added a third finger, I moaned loudly, pushing back against his hand.

"You're ready," he said, his voice thick with desire. "Such a quick learner."

I heard him undressing behind me, the rustle of fabric and the sound of his belt hitting the floor. When I felt his substantial length pressing against my prepared entrance, my heart raced with excitement and nervousness.

"Deep breath," he instructed, his hands gripping my hips. "Push back against me."

His cock breached me slowly, the stretch intense but not painful. He paused, letting me adjust to the sensation, before pushing deeper. Gradually, he filled my ass, the feeling of fullness overwhelming and incredible.

"Fuck," he groaned when he was fully seated inside me. "You feel amazing. So tight, so perfect."

He began to move slowly, his cock sliding in and out of my ass with careful, measured strokes. The sensation was indescribable - a deep, aching pleasure that seemed to radiate through my entire body. When he reached around to rub my clit, I nearly screamed with the intensity of it.

"That's it," he encouraged, his pace gradually increasing. "Take it all. You were made for this."

The combination of his cock in my ass and his fingers on my clit was driving me wild. I could feel an orgasm building, different from any I'd experienced before - deeper, more intense, threatening to consume me completely.

"I'm going to come," I gasped, my body trembling with the approaching climax.

"Come for me," he commanded, his thrusts becoming harder and faster. "Come with my cock in your ass."

The climax that seized me was utterly novel, a deep, invasive pleasure that bypassed all my known responses. It started deep in my core and radiated outward, making my entire body convulse with pleasure. I screamed his name, my ass clenching around his cock as my senses fractured into pure bliss.

"Fuck yes," he roared, my release pushing him into oblivion. "Take it all."

Even as my orgasm ripped through me, he continued his relentless rhythm, his own release a scalding flood that seemed to sear itself into my core as his cock pulsed its final tribute. The sensation of being claimed so completely, so intimately, made my pleasure spike even higher.

When we finally separated, I felt empty and thoroughly used in the best possible way. Mr. Fletcher helped me clean up, his touch gentle and caring as he tended to me.

"How do you feel?" he asked, his eyes searching my face for any sign of discomfort.

"Amazing," I said honestly. "Incredible. I never knew it could feel like that."

"You're a natural," he said with obvious pride. "I knew you would be."

As I got dressed, I could feel the lingering effects of our encounter - a pleasant soreness that reminded me of how thoroughly he'd claimed me. My body was becoming more adventurous, more willing to explore new pleasures, and I loved it.

My next stop was Jake and Lisa's house, and I was practically vibrating with anticipation. The memory of their gentle but thorough attention, the way they'd made me feel cherished while using my body for their pleasure, had my cunt aching with need.

Lisa answered the door with her usual bright smile, but today there was an extra sparkle in her eyes. She was wearing a flowing dress that accentuated her curves beautifully, the fabric clinging to her full breasts and highlighting her narrow waist.

"Daisy!" she exclaimed, pulling me into a warm hug. "Perfect timing. We have a surprise for you."

"A surprise?" I asked, my pulse quickening.

"Our neighbor, Marcus, has been dying to meet you," she explained, leading me inside. "We thought you might enjoy some variety."

In the living room, Jake was sitting on the couch next to a man I didn't recognize. Marcus appeared to be in his early thirties, with dark hair and an athletic build. He was handsome in a rugged way, with strong features and intense brown eyes that immediately fixed on my body.

"Marcus, meet Daisy," Jake said with a grin. "Our favorite mail carrier."

Marcus stood up, his gaze traveling over my curves with obvious appreciation. "I can see why you've been raving about her," he said, his voice deep and smooth. "She's even more beautiful than you described."

The way he looked at me, like he wanted to devour me completely, sent a tightening low in my belly. I could feel my nipples tingling, peaking against the fabric, and I knew they could all see my obvious arousal.

"We thought we could all have some fun together," Lisa said, moving to stand beside me. "If you're interested."

"Very interested," I breathed, already imagining what it would feel like to be used by three people at once.

"Excellent," Jake said, standing up and moving closer. "Why don't we get more comfortable?"

They surrounded me slowly, their hands beginning to explore my body through my clothes. Lisa's fingers worked at the buttons of my shirt while Jake's hands roamed over my curves. Marcus stood behind me, his hands settling on my waist as he pressed his body against my back.

"Such perfect curves," Marcus murmured in my ear, his breath hot against my skin. "I can't wait to feel you."

Lisa helped me out of my shirt, revealing my lace bra underneath. All three of them paused to admire the view before Lisa reached around to unhook the clasp. My breasts tumbled free, and Marcus immediately covered them with his hands, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh.

"God, these are magnificent," Marcus said, his voice thick with desire. "So full and perfect."

Jake worked at my shorts while Lisa kissed my neck, her soft lips trailing along my skin. When I was completely naked, standing in their living room with three pairs of hungry eyes devouring my body, my arousal peaked, a wild, untamed thing that left all previous sensations paling in comparison.

"Your turn," I said breathlessly, reaching for Marcus's shirt.

They undressed quickly, revealing three beautiful bodies that made my mouth water. Jake's familiar muscular frame, Lisa's soft curves and full breasts, and Marcus's lean, athletic build with a cock that made my eyes widen with anticipation.

"How do you want to do this?" Lisa asked, her hand trailing down my stomach toward my already wet pussy.

"However you want," I replied honestly. "I'm yours to use."

They exchanged glances, some silent communication passing between them, before Jake moved to lie down on the couch. "Come here," he said, patting his chest. "I want to taste you while Marcus fucks you."

My pussy clenched at his words. I straddled his face, gasping as his tongue immediately found my clit. Behind me, I felt Marcus positioning himself, the crown of him pressing intimately against my entrance.

"Ready?" Marcus asked, his hands gripping my hips.

"Please," I moaned, pushing back against him.

He entered me slowly, his thick cock stretching me deliciously as Jake's tongue worked my clit. The dual sensations were incredible, pleasure building rapidly as they worked together to drive me wild.

"So tight," Marcus groaned, beginning to move with deep, powerful strokes. "Fuck, you feel amazing."

Lisa positioned herself beside us, her hands roaming over my body as the men used me. She cupped my breasts, pinching and rolling my nipples between her fingers, adding another layer of sensation to the overwhelming pleasure.

"That's it," she encouraged, her voice husky with arousal. "Take them both. You look so beautiful like this."

The combination of Jake's skilled tongue, Marcus's thick cock, and Lisa's gentle touches was driving me toward the edge rapidly. I could feel my orgasm building, the pressure coiling tight in my belly.

"I'm going to come," I gasped, my body trembling with the approaching climax.

"Let go for me, Daisy, I want to feel every tremor," Marcus commanded, his thrusts becoming harder and faster.

The orgasm that crashed over me was intense and overwhelming. I screamed their names as my body convulsed, my pussy clenching around Marcus's cock while Jake's tongue continued its relentless assault on my clit.

"Fuck yes," Marcus roared, my intense response triggering his own climax. "Take it all."

He drove into me through my orgasm, his cock pulsing as he filled me with his hot release. The sensation of being claimed so completely while Jake continued to lick my sensitive clit made my pleasure spike even higher.

When I finally collapsed, thoroughly spent, they rearranged us on the couch. Lisa straddled Jake's cock while I took Marcus in my mouth, tasting myself on his shaft. We continued like this for what felt like hours, switching positions and partners, each of us taking and giving pleasure in equal measure.

By the time we were finished, I was covered in sweat and various fluids, my body thoroughly used and completely satisfied. They helped me clean up, their touches gentle and caring as they tended to me.

"That was incredible," Marcus said, pressing a kiss to my shoulder. "I can see why you two are so fond of her."

"She's special," Lisa agreed, stroking my hair. "We're lucky to have her on our route."

As I got dressed, I could feel the evidence of our encounter coating my thighs. My body was becoming more resilient, more capable of handling multiple partners and intense sessions. I was transforming into exactly what Haven Valley needed.

The final stop on my expanded route was Sunset Manor, the assisted living facility Margaret had mentioned. As I pulled up to the modern building, I wondered what to expect. The facility was clean and well-maintained, with a beautiful garden and comfortable outdoor seating areas.

Inside, I was greeted by a woman in her fifties with kind eyes and a warm smile. She was wearing scrubs that hugged her full figure, and I noticed the way her gaze lingered on my postal uniform.

"You must be Daisy," she said. "I'm Nurse Patricia. We've been so excited for your visit."

"Happy to be here," I replied, holding up my mail bag. "I have several deliveries."

"Wonderful. The residents have been looking forward to meeting you. They don't get many visitors, especially not young, beautiful ones like yourself."

She led me through the facility, pointing out various amenities and introducing me to staff members. I noticed that several of the male residents we passed watched me with obvious interest, their eyes following the sway of my hips and the bounce of my breasts as I walked.

"Here's our recreation room," Patricia said, opening a door to reveal a large, comfortable space with several men in wheelchairs scattered around. "Gentlemen, our new mail carrier is here."

The men looked up with immediate interest, their faces lighting up as they took in my appearance. There were five of them, all appearing to be in their fifties and sixties, but their eyes held a vitality that made my pulse quicken.

"This is Robert, James, William, Frank, and George," Patricia said, introducing each man. "They've been our most eager residents when it comes to... community services."

I understood immediately. These men were part of Haven Valley's free use culture, and they'd been waiting for someone like me to visit them.

"Gentlemen," I said with a warm smile, "I'm here to serve the community in whatever way you need."

A palpable shift occurred in the room. The men's expressions shifted from polite interest to hungry anticipation, and I felt that familiar thrill of being desired, being wanted.

"Patricia," Robert said, his voice rough with age but strong with desire, "would you mind giving us some privacy?"

"Of course," she replied with a sly glint in her eye. "Take all the time you need."

When the door closed behind her, the atmosphere in the room became charged with sexual tension. I stood in the center of the room, surrounded by five men in wheelchairs, all of them looking at me with obvious lust.

"We haven't had a visitor like you in months," James said, his eyes fixed on my breasts. "You're even more beautiful than we heard."

"Thank you," I replied, moving closer to him. "What would you like me to do?"

"Everything," William said bluntly. "We want to touch you, taste you, feel you. It's been so long since we've had the pleasure of a young woman's company."

The honesty in his voice, the raw need, sent a flush spreading up my chest. These men had been denied physical pleasure for so long, and I had the power to give them what they craved.

"Then let's not waste any time," I said, beginning to unbutton my shirt.

The men watched with rapt attention as I slowly stripped out of my uniform. When my breasts were revealed, several of them made appreciative sounds, their hands already reaching for me.

"Come here, sweetheart," Frank said, patting his lap. "Let an old man appreciate your beauty."

I moved to straddle his wheelchair, settling onto his lap with my breasts at eye level. His hands immediately covered them, squeezing and kneading with surprising strength. His touch was different from the younger men I'd been with - more reverent, more grateful.

"So soft," he murmured, lowering his head to take one nipple into his mouth. "So perfect."

The other men wheeled closer, their hands joining Frank's in exploring my body. I felt fingers trailing along my thighs, cupping my ass, stroking my back. Being surrounded by so many eager hands was intoxicating.

"My turn," Robert said, and I moved to his lap, feeling his obvious arousal pressing against me through his pants. Despite his age, he was hard and ready, his desire evident.

One by one, I moved between them, letting each man touch and explore my body. Their hands were experienced, knowing exactly how to touch a woman to bring her pleasure. When George's fingers found my pussy, already wet with arousal, I moaned loudly.

"She's so responsive," he observed, his fingers sliding easily through my slick folds. "So wet and ready."

"Please," I gasped, my hips bucking against his touch. "I need more."

"Help me out of these pants," James said, and I quickly moved to assist him. When his erection jutted forward, I was surprised by its size and hardness. Age hadn't diminished his impressive endowment.

I straddled him immediately, sinking down onto his shaft with a moan of satisfaction. He filled me completely, his cock hitting deep inside me as I began to ride him slowly.

"Christ, you feel incredible," he groaned, his hands gripping my hips. "So tight and wet."

The other men watched with obvious arousal as I rode James, their own cocks freed from their pants and standing at attention. I reached out to stroke William and Frank while continuing to move on James's shaft, wanting to pleasure them all.

"That's it," Robert encouraged, his voice thick with lust. "Take care of all of us."

I moved between them systematically, riding each cock in turn while using my hands and mouth to pleasure the others. Their enthusiasm was infectious, their grateful moans and words of encouragement spurring me on to greater heights of passion.

When I took George into my mouth while riding Frank, the dual sensations sent me spiraling toward climax. The taste of him on my tongue, the feeling of Frank's cock deep inside me, the hands of the other men roaming over my body - it was overwhelming in the best possible way.

"I'm going to come," I gasped around George's cock, my body trembling with the approaching orgasm.

"Come for us, sweetheart," Frank urged, his hips thrusting up to meet mine. "Let us see you fall apart."

The climax that tore through me was intense and satisfying, my pussy clenching around Frank's cock as a tide of sensation washed me away. My screams of ecstasy filled the room, and I felt Frank pulse inside me as my climax triggered his own.

"Beautiful," William breathed, stroking my hair as I recovered. "Absolutely beautiful."

We continued for nearly an hour, each man taking his turn with my body while the others watched and participated. By the time we were finished, I was thoroughly used and completely satisfied, my body glistening with sweat and marked by their grateful touches.

"Thank you," Robert said as I got dressed, his voice filled with genuine emotion. "You've given us something precious."

"It was my pleasure," I replied honestly. "I'll be back tomorrow."

"We'll be waiting," James promised with a smile.

As I drove back to the post office, my body still humming with satisfaction, I reflected on how much I'd changed in just four days. I was no longer the shy barista from Seattle. I was Haven Valley's mail carrier, a woman who lived to serve her community's needs, who found deep satisfaction in being used and desired.

Margaret was waiting for me when I returned, her eyes taking in my thoroughly satisfied appearance with obvious approval.

"Good day?" she asked.

"The best yet," I replied. "I think I'm really finding my place here."

"I can see that," she laughed. "The phone's been ringing all afternoon. Word is spreading about our exceptional mail carrier. Tomorrow's route is even bigger."

The thought of more encounters, more opportunities to be used and to bring pleasure to others, sent a fresh wave of arousal through my already sensitive body. I was becoming exactly what I was meant to be, and I couldn't wait to see how much further I could go.

Each encounter sculpted me further, revealing new facets of my own desire and my capacity to meet the town's needs. The shyness I arrived with was now a distant memory, replaced by an audacious hunger for the next experience.


⚜




Chapter 5: Special Deliveries

⚜

The holiday season had transformed Haven Valley into a bustling hub of activity, and my mail route had expanded dramatically to accommodate the surge in packages and deliveries. By my fifth week as the town's mail carrier, the familiar rumble of the truck's engine vibrated up through the seat, and a now-common heat bloomed low in my belly. Weeks of this work had tuned my body to a constant state of readiness, every nerve ending seemingly closer to the surface, eager for the day's first touch. The revealing postal uniform had become like a second skin, the tight shorts molding perfectly to my round ass and the fitted shirt stretching across my large breasts in a way that announced my availability to every resident I passed.

Margaret greeted me at the post office with an unusually large stack of packages and an excited gleam in her eyes. "Holiday rush is in full swing, honey," she said, loading my arms with boxes. "The biker house has been expecting a special delivery all week - seems they have some out-of-town friends visiting for the holidays."

A liquid heat pooled low in my abdomen at her words. The memory of my last encounter with Diesel, Rex, Tank, Viper, and Hawk still made my pussy clench with need. The thought of meeting new men, of being used by an even larger group, sent a shiver of anticipation tracing my spine.

"They specifically requested you for the delivery," Margaret continued with a sly curve touching her lips. "Said they wanted to show their guests some proper Haven Valley hospitality."

My breath hitched, a silent acknowledgment of the craving that made my nipples tighten against the thin fabric of my shirt. "I'll make sure to give them excellent service," I replied, my voice already husky with arousal.

The drive to Riverside Drive felt electric with possibility. My body was more sensitive than ever after weeks of constant sexual activity, and even the vibration of the truck seat against my ass sent pleasant tingles through me. The evidence of yesterday's encounters - a tender ache that throbbed in reminder and the lingering scent of sex on my skin - only heightened my anticipation for what was to come.

The biker house looked different today. At least ten motorcycles gleamed in the driveway, their chrome catching the winter sunlight. The sound of male voices and laughter drifted from inside, along with the heavy bass of rock music. Each crunch of gravel underfoot seemed to echo the frantic beat of my heart as I approached the front door, adjusting the package in my hands, my fingers slick despite the cool air.

Rex answered the door this time, his massive frame filling the doorway. He was shirtless as usual, his tattooed chest and muscled arms on full display, but today there was an extra intensity in his piercing blue eyes as they swept over my body.

"Impeccable timing, sweetheart," he rumbled, his voice a low growl. "The boys have been talking about you all morning."

He stepped aside to let me in, and I gasped at the sight that greeted me. The living room was packed with men - not just the five bikers I knew, but at least five more strangers, all built like the original gang members. They were scattered around the room, some sitting on the leather furniture, others standing with beers in hand, but all of them turned to stare at me with predatory interest gleaming in their eyes as I entered.

"Guys, meet Daisy," Rex announced, his hand settling possessively on my lower back. "Our favorite mail carrier."

A chorus of appreciative murmurs filled the room as the men took in my appearance. Their collective gaze felt like a physical touch, lingering on the way my shirt stretched across my breasts and how my shorts hugged my ass. The attention sent a familiar thrill through me, my body responding with immediate arousal.

"Damn, you weren't kidding," one of the new men said, a raw current of want thickening his tone. He was tall and lean with dark hair and piercing blue eyes, wearing a leather vest that showed off his tattooed arms. "She's fucking gorgeous."

"This is Snake," Diesel said, introducing the man who'd spoken. "And that's Razor, Bones, Torch, and Blade," he continued, pointing to each of the visiting bikers in turn. "They're from our chapter in Denver."

Each man was intimidating in his own way - Razor with his shaved head and multiple facial piercings, Bones with his skeletal tattoos covering every visible inch of skin, Torch with his red hair and intense green eyes, and Blade with his scarred hands and predatory smile. Together with the original five, they created an overwhelming wall of masculine energy that made my legs threaten to betray my composure.

"We heard you're real accommodating with deliveries," Snake said, moving closer until I could smell his scent - pine and sweat mixed with something sharper that made my pulse quicken.

"Very accommodating," I breathed, words becoming wisps of breath. "I live to serve the community."

The change in the room was immediate. The casual atmosphere shifted to something charged and predatory, and I felt the familiar thrill of being surrounded by men who wanted to use my body for their pleasure.

"Good girl," Diesel said approvingly, his hands already reaching for the buttons of my shirt. "We've got something special planned for you today."

Words were unnecessary; their intentions were plain in the way their hands immediately found me, a symphony of rough, possessive touches. Multiple hands began exploring my body simultaneously - Diesel working on my shirt while Rex moved behind me to grip my ass through the tight shorts. Snake's hands found my breasts, squeezing them through the fabric while Viper worked at unfastening my shorts.

"Christ, look at these tits," Snake groaned as my shirt fell away, revealing my lace bra underneath. "Sumptuous handfuls."

Tank stepped forward to unhook my bra with practiced ease, and my large breasts spilled free, bouncing slightly as they were released. The room filled with appreciative sounds as all ten men stared at my exposed chest, their eyes burning with lust.

"And this ass," Razor said, his hands joining Rex's in gripping my buttocks as my shorts were pulled down. "Built for taking cock."

When I was completely naked, standing in the center of the room surrounded by ten fully clothed men, I felt more aroused than I ever had in my life. Their ravenous stares, the way they talked about my body like I was a piece of meat to be devoured, sent currents of heat coursing through me.

"Let's see what that mouth can do," Diesel commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

I dropped to my knees immediately, the leather couch cool against my skin as the men began undressing around me. Soon I was surrounded by ten hard cocks, each one impressive in its own way. Some were thick, others long, all of them standing at attention and ready to use me.

Snake positioned himself in front of me without a word, and I opened my mouth eagerly. The taste of him was different from the others - saltier, more intense - and I moaned around his shaft as he began to thrust between my lips. Behind me, I felt hands spreading my ass cheeks apart, exposing my dripping pussy to their ravenous gazes.

"Look at her, leaking already," Bones observed, his fingers sliding through my slick folds. "She knows what we want."

He pushed two fingers inside me easily, and I gasped around Snake's cock at the intrusion. My body was so ready, so desperate to be used, that I was already on the edge of climax just from their touches and crude words.

"She's earning her keep," Snake encouraged, his hands tangling in my hair as he fucked my mouth, followed by a guttural sound of approval.

The other men watched and stroked themselves as I serviced Snake, their eyes fixed on the way my lips stretched around his girth. When he pulled out, Torch immediately took his place, his cock sliding between my lips as Bones continued to finger my pussy from behind.

"My turn," Rex said, and I felt the familiar pressure of his thick shaft against my entrance. He pushed inside me slowly, stretching me open as I continued to suck Torch's cock. The dual sensations were incredible - being filled from both ends while surrounded by eight other men waiting their turn.

"God, she's gripping me hard," Rex groaned, his hands gripping my hips as he began to move. "Feels like she's milking every inch."

They established a rhythm quickly, Rex driving into me from behind while Torch fucked my mouth. The other men continued to stroke themselves, their eyes burning with lust as they watched me being used. The crude comments and appreciative sounds only made me wetter, my arousal building rapidly toward climax.

"She takes it like she was born for it," Diesel said admiringly.

When Rex and Torch finished, filling me with their hot release, they were immediately replaced by Razor and Blade. The rhythm of use and replacement became a blur, one man's heat fading only to be supplanted by another's, their desires a relentless, welcome tide. By the time all ten had put their cocks in my holes, I was covered in sweat and various fluids, my body thoroughly claimed but still craving more.

"Time for something new," Diesel announced, his eyes gleaming with dark promise. "You ready for your next lesson, sweetheart?"

"Yes," I gasped, my voice hoarse from sucking so many cocks. "Whatever you want."

"Good girl. Snake, get under her."

Snake lay down on the couch, his impressive erection standing straight up. I straddled him eagerly, sinking down onto his shaft with a moan of satisfaction. He filled me completely, his hands immediately moving to cup my bouncing breasts as I began to ride him.

"That's it," he encouraged, his thumbs brushing over my hardened nipples. "Ride that cock like the good little slut you are."

But they weren't done with me yet. I felt Diesel moving behind me, his hands spreading my ass cheeks apart as he positioned himself at my rear entrance. The realization of what was about to happen sent a jolt of nervous excitement through me.

Diesel grabbed me and signaled to Snake with a nod. I gasped in surprise and then yielded, my body trembling with excited terror.

"Relax," he instructed, pressing the head of his lubricated cock against my tight opening. "We're gonna stretch you open real good."

The pressure was intense as he slowly pushed inside my ass, my body struggling to accommodate both cocks at once. A searing pleasure as Diesel's thickness stretched my other entrance, while Snake's thrusts rocked my core. Every inch of me felt claimed, filled, used beyond any point I'd known, the dual sensations converging into a blinding, singular focus.

"Holy fuck," Snake groaned beneath me, his voice strained. "I can feel him through the wall. So fucking tight."

They began to move together, their cocks sliding in and out of my holes in flawless synchronization. The pleasure was unlike anything I'd ever experienced - deeper, more intense, completely overwhelming. I could only moan and gasp as they used my body, my mind going blank with the intensity of sensation.

"Look at her take it," Rex said admiringly. "Both holes stuffed full and loving every second."

The other men watched with obvious arousal as I was double penetrated for the first time, their hands stroking their cocks as they waited for their turns. The knowledge that I was being watched, that I was putting on a show for their entertainment, only made the experience more intense.

"I'm gonna come," I gasped, my body trembling on the edge of climax. "Oh god, I'm gonna come so hard."

"Unravel for us, Daisy," Diesel commanded, his thrusts becoming harder and faster.

My world fractured into pure sensation. I screamed their names as my body convulsed, my holes clenching around their shafts as pleasure detonated at my core. The intensity was so overwhelming that I nearly blacked out, every nerve ending screaming in ecstasy as sensation consumed me completely.

"Fuck yes," Snake roared, my climax triggering his own. "Take it all, baby."

Both men emptied themselves inside me simultaneously, their hot release filling both my holes as my orgasm continued to ripple through me. When they finally pulled out, I collapsed onto the couch, every muscle humming a song of blissful exhaustion.

But they still weren't finished with me.

"We're not done breaking you in yet, sweetheart," Tank said, his eyes gleaming with dark promise. "Mouth's looking lonely."

I looked up at him with a challenging look, my body already responding to the suggestion. "Yes, please," I whimpered.

They positioned me carefully - Viper lying on his back with me straddling him, his cock buried deep in my pussy. Hawk moved behind me, his shaft sliding into my well-used ass while Torch positioned himself in front of me, his cock pressing against my lips.

The sensation of being filled in all three holes at once was indescribable. I felt completely claimed, utterly used, every part of my body dedicated to their pleasure. They moved together in a rhythm that sent constant waves of sensation through me, their cocks hitting different spots inside me with each thrust.

"This is what you were always meant for, girl," Torch groaned as he fucked my mouth.

The crude words only made me wetter, my body responding to being objectified and used so thoroughly. I was nothing but holes for their pleasure, and the thought thrilled me beyond measure.

The triple penetration continued for what felt like hours, the men switching positions and taking turns using all my holes.

But they had one final act planned for me.

"On your knees, sweetheart," Diesel commanded, his voice rough with satisfaction. "We want to see you properly marked."

I slid off the couch and dropped to my knees in the center of the room, my body trembling with exhaustion and anticipation. The ten men formed a circle around me, their cocks already hardening again as they stroked themselves, their eyes fixed on my naked form.

"Look up at us," Snake ordered, and I tilted my head back, opening my mouth slightly as I gazed up at the ring of men surrounding me.

The sight was overwhelming - ten hard cocks being stroked above me, the men's faces twisted with lust and concentration as they worked themselves toward climax. I felt like a goddess being worshipped, the center of their collective desire.

"That's it," Rex groaned, his hand moving faster on his shaft. "Such a good little cumslut."

One by one, they began to finish. The first hot rope of cum splashed across my face, followed quickly by another across my breasts. I moaned as more and more of their release painted my skin, covering my face, my hair, my tits, dripping down my body in thick streams.

"Take it all," Bones growled, his cum joining the others coating my face. "Every fucking drop."

I kept my mouth open, catching what I could on my tongue, the salty taste mixing with the overwhelming sensation of being completely covered in their seed. By the time the last man finished, I was drenched from head to chest, their combined release marking me as thoroughly theirs.

"Beautiful," Diesel said with satisfaction, looking down at my cum-covered form. "Absolutely fucking beautiful."

One of the bikers gave a gruff nod of approval as they helped me clean up, while Diesel pulled me close for a possessive kiss. "You're ours now," he murmured against my lips.

"Absolutely," I promised, already looking forward to it.

As I drove away from the biker house, my body still humming with satisfaction, the last vestiges of the hesitant Seattle girl had been fucked out of me, replaced by a creature of pure appetite.

The afternoon brought more deliveries, but my mind kept drifting back to the intense encounter at the biker house. My body was still sensitive from being so thoroughly used, and every movement reminded me of what had happened. A delicious lassitude settled into my limbs, and the lingering scent of sex made me feel marked and claimed.

As I finished my official route, I found myself driving through the town center instead of heading back to the post office. The holiday decorations were beautiful, twinkling lights strung between buildings and festive displays in shop windows. But what caught my attention was a group of men standing near the town square, clearly tourists based on their cameras and confused expressions as they studied a map.

Seeing them, lost and separate from Haven Valley's flow, sent a fresh spike of heat straight to my core. It wasn't just the familiar throb of arousal; it was a specific, almost urgent impulse to draw them in, to make them part of the town's intimate welcome. My feet moved before the thought fully formed.

I parked my truck and approached them, my hips swaying naturally in the tight shorts. There were four of them, all appearing to be in their early twenties, dressed in casual clothes that marked them as outsiders. They looked up as I approached, their gazes immediately fixing on my curves and the way my postal uniform displayed my body.

"Excuse me," I said with a warm smile, "are you gentlemen visiting Haven Valley?"

"Yes," one of them replied, a tall man with brown hair and kind eyes. "We're here for the weekend. I'm Mike, and these are my friends Dave, Steve, and Paul."

"I'm Daisy," I said, moving closer until they could smell my arousal and my skin carried the musk of shared pleasure. "I'm the town's mail carrier, and I'd love to show you some of our local... hospitality."

The change in their expressions was immediate. Mike's gaze widened as he took in my meaning, while Dave's attention dropped to my breasts, clearly outlined by the tight shirt. Steve and Paul exchanged glances, their interest obvious.

"What kind of hospitality?" Mike asked, his voice slightly hoarse.

"The kind that makes Haven Valley special," I replied, reaching out to touch his arm. "Would you like me to show you?"

They nodded eagerly, and I led them to a secluded area behind the town square where a wooden bench sat among some decorative trees. The location was public enough for what I had in mind, adding an extra thrill to the encounter.

"Haven Valley has a very... open culture," I explained, beginning to unbutton my shirt. "We believe in sharing pleasure freely."

Their attention was glued to my movements as I slowly stripped out of my uniform, revealing my body to their ravenous gazes. When I was naked, standing before four strangers in the cool afternoon air, I felt that familiar rush of power and arousal.

"Who wants to go first?" I asked, dropping to my knees on the soft grass.

Mike stepped forward immediately, his hands already working at his belt. When his cock sprang free, I took it into my mouth eagerly, savoring the taste of a new man. He groaned at the sensation, his hands tangling in my hair as I sucked him with practiced skill.

"Holy shit," Dave breathed, watching me work. "This is incredible."

I pulled off Mike's cock with a wet pop, looking up at them with lust-filled eyes. "This is just the beginning," I promised. "I want all of you to use me."

They took turns with my mouth, each man experiencing the pleasure of my lips and tongue while the others watched and stroked themselves. When they were all hard and ready, I bent over the wooden bench, presenting my ass to them invitingly.

"Please," I begged, looking back at them over my shoulder. "I need to be fucked. Use me however you want."

Mike was the first to take me, his cock sliding into my wet pussy with ease. I moaned loudly as he filled me, not caring who might hear. The thought of being used by strangers in public, of showing them what Haven Valley was really about, made me incredibly aroused.

"Christ, she's tight," Mike groaned, his hands gripping my hips as he began to thrust. "And so fucking wet."

The others watched as he used me, their attention fixed on the way my breasts bounced with each thrust and how my ass jiggled as he pounded into me. When Mike finished, filling me with his hot release, Dave immediately took his place.

"My turn," he said, his cock sliding into me easily. "Fuck, she feels amazing."

They used me one after another, each man claiming my body while the others watched and waited. I came multiple times, my screams of pleasure echoing through the secluded area as they drove me to climax again and again.

"This is the best vacation ever," Steve panted as he thrust into me, his hands squeezing my bouncing breasts. "We have to come back here."

"Anytime," I gasped, pushing back against his thrusts. "I'll always be available for visitors."

When all four had used me, I was thoroughly satisfied but still craving more. The encounter had awakened something deeper in me - not just the desire to be used, but the need to actively seek out opportunities to serve.

"Thank you," Paul said as they got dressed, his gaze still drinking in my naked form. "That was... incredible."

"Welcome to Haven Valley," I replied with a satisfied smile. "I hope you'll spread the word about our hospitality."

As I got dressed and walked back to my truck, no longer a passive recipient, I was now an architect of my own pleasure, a far cry from the timid woman who first drove into Haven Valley.

The drive back to the post office was filled with reflection on how much I'd changed. My body was more sensitive than ever, constantly ready for the next encounter. My mind was focused almost entirely on sex - when would I be used next, how could I serve the community better, what new experiences awaited me.

Margaret was waiting for me when I returned, her eyes twinkling with amusement as she took in my thoroughly satisfied appearance.

"Heard you made quite an impression on Main Street today, Daisy," she said with a knowing smile. "Old Man Hemlock nearly dropped his teeth and had to sit down."

"I think I'm really finding my calling," I replied honestly.

"I can see that," she laughed. "The phones have been ringing all afternoon. Word is spreading about our exceptional mail carrier. Tomorrow's route is even bigger - seems like half the town wants to be added to your delivery list."

The thought of more encounters, more opportunities to be used and to bring pleasure to others, sent a fresh wave of arousal through my already sensitive body. I was becoming exactly what I was meant to be - Haven Valley's most dedicated service provider, a woman who lived to be used and who found deep satisfaction in fulfilling every desire.

As I drove home that evening, my body still humming with the afterglow of multiple encounters, I couldn't help but smile. This was my life now - constant sexual availability, endless pleasure, and the deep satisfaction of serving my community's needs. I had found my true purpose, and I couldn't wait to see how much further I could go.

The holiday season was just beginning, and I had a feeling it was going to be the most satisfying time of my life.


⚜




Chapter 6: Busy Season

⚜

The winter months had brought an unexpected surge in mail volume to Haven Valley, and Margaret's announcement that morning sent electricity racing through my body. Standing in the post office, frost still clinging to the windows from the overnight chill, arousal gathered between my thighs as she explained the situation. Pine air freshener mixed with the metallic tang of mail sorting equipment, a combination that had become as arousing to me as any perfume.

"Daisy, honey, we're getting a new girl to help with the holiday rush," Margaret said, her eyes twinkling with that knowing look I'd grown to love. "Her name's Harper, and she's nineteen, fresh out of high school last spring. Sweet little thing, but she's never worked a route like ours before."

My pulse quickened beneath my skin at the implications. A new girl meant someone to train, someone to introduce to Haven Valley's unique approach to customer care. The thought of guiding another woman through her first experiences sent warmth blooming low in my belly, but underneath the arousal, something else stirred - a flutter of protective instinct. I remembered my own trembling hands on that first day, the way my voice had cracked when Tommy first touched me. Would I be gentle enough? Patient enough?

"She confessed to me that she's a virgin," Margaret continued with a sly smile, "but she's been asking a lot of questions about the job. Says she's very eager to learn and fulfill the community's needs properly."

The door chimed, letting in a gust of cold air that carried the scent of snow and pine needles. I turned to see a petite brunette entering the post office, her cheeks flushed pink from the winter morning. Harper was absolutely stunning - maybe five-foot-four with shoulder-length chestnut hair that caught the fluorescent light, bright green eyes that darted nervously around the room, and a slender but curvy figure. Her breasts were smaller than mine, probably a C-cup, but they sat high and firm on her chest, and her round bottom filled out her jeans perfectly. She had that fresh-faced innocence that made my core clench with anticipation, but also stirred that protective urge deeper.

"Harper!" Margaret called out. "Come meet Daisy, our star mail carrier. She's going to show you the ropes today."

Harper approached with a shy smile, her breath still visible in small puffs from the cold outside. "Hi," she said softly, her voice carrying a slight tremor that reminded me painfully of myself a few weeks ago. "I've heard so much about you, Daisy. Everyone in town talks about how... dedicated you are to customer satisfaction."

I studied her face, noting the way her pupils dilated slightly when she looked at me, the unconscious way she bit her lower lip. She was nervous, yes, but there was something else there - a hunger she probably didn't even recognize yet. "I love my job," I replied honestly, letting my gaze travel over her petite frame. "And I'd be happy to show you exactly what it means to fulfill our residents' unique expectations."

Margaret handed Harper her uniform, and I watched her eyes widen as she took in the revealing outfit. The fabric was the same crisp navy blue as mine, but somehow it looked different in her hands - like a promise waiting to be fulfilled. When she emerged from the back room, the transformation was complete. The postal outfit clung to every curve, transforming her innocence into an open invitation.

"How do I look?" she asked, tugging self-consciously at the hem. The gesture was so familiar it made my chest tight with memory.

"Breathtaking," I breathed, meaning every word. "Absolutely perfect for the job." But even as I said it, I found myself wondering if I was pushing her too fast. Every curve was highlighted, every inch of exposed skin seemed to glow under the office lights.

Margaret loaded us up with packages and mail, giving me Harper's route map. The weight of the mail bag felt heavier today, loaded with the responsibility of Harper's training. "Start with the regulars," she suggested with a wink. "Tommy's been asking about deliveries all week, and Mr. Fletcher has a special package waiting."

As we loaded the truck, Harper's nervous energy showed in the way she moved, her round ass swaying as she bent to pick up packages. The sight made heat pool low in my belly, but I also noticed the slight tremor in her hands, the way she kept glancing at me for reassurance. The morning air was crisp against our exposed skin, and I saw her shiver slightly as we stepped outside.

"Cold?" I asked, though I knew the answer. The winter air bit at our thighs where the shorts ended, a sharp contrast to the warmth building between my legs.

"A little," she admitted, her breath forming small clouds. "But it's... exciting too. Like everything's more intense."

I knew exactly what she meant. The cold made every touch feel electric, every sensation heightened. "You'll warm up soon enough," I promised, starting the truck. The heater kicked in, filling the cab with warm air that carried the faint scent of our arousal.

"So," Harper said as we drove toward Tommy's apartment building, her hands fidgeting in her lap, "what exactly does 'customer satisfaction' mean? Margaret mentioned it, but she was kind of vague."

I glanced at her, taking in her flushed cheeks and the way her thighs pressed together involuntarily. How could I explain what this job had become for me? How could I tell her that every delivery was an opportunity to lose myself in pleasure, to feel wanted and needed in ways I'd never experienced in Seattle? "You'll see," I said with a mysterious smile. "Haven Valley has its own way of doing things. The residents here have... particular expectations."

"What kind of expectations?" Harper's voice was barely a whisper, but excitement threaded through her nervousness.

"The kind that make this job incredibly fulfilling," I said, watching her reaction. "Trust me, you'll understand once we start making deliveries." I paused, remembering my own confusion and fear on that first day. "Harper, I want you to know - you can say no. To anything. At any time. This job... it changes you. But only if you want it to."

Harper's breath hitched. "I've never... I mean, I'm completely inexperienced," she admitted, her cheeks burning red. "But I want to learn. I want to feel... alive."

The word hit me like a physical blow. Alive. That's exactly what this job had made me feel - alive in ways I'd never imagined possible. "Even better," I assured her, reaching over to squeeze her hand. Her skin was soft and warm, and her pulse raced under my fingers. "Tommy will love being your first. He's sweet and eager, and he'll make sure you feel incredible."

We pulled up to Tommy's apartment building, and Harper's chest rose and fell rapidly with nervous excitement. Her nipples were clearly visible through the thin fabric of her shirt, and there was a flush spreading down her neck that spoke of arousal rather than just embarrassment. The building looked different in winter - icicles hung from the fire escape, and our breath fogged in the cold air as we climbed the stairs.

"Let your body guide you," I told her as we climbed the stairs, my own excitement building with each step. The metal handrail was ice-cold under my palm. "Feel every touch and respond naturally. And remember - you're in control. Always."

Tommy answered the door before we could knock, his eyes immediately widening as he took in the sight of two postal workers on his doorstep. He was shirtless as usual, his lean chest and obvious erection straining against his basketball shorts making Harper gasp softly beside me. But I noticed something else - the way his gaze lingered on Harper with genuine appreciation, not just lust. There was kindness in his eyes, and some of my protective tension eased.

"Daisy," he breathed, his gaze traveling hungrily over my familiar curves before fixing on Harper. "And you brought a friend."

"This is Harper," I said, stepping inside and pulling her with me. The apartment was warm, almost stifling after the cold outside, and the musk of male arousal mixed with coffee and something else - anticipation. "She's new to the route, and I thought you might like to help with her training."

Tommy's shaft twitched visibly in his shorts as he looked Harper up and down, taking in her petite frame and nervous excitement. But instead of immediately reaching for her, he smiled gently. "Brand new?" he asked, his voice rough with desire but tempered with something softer.

"Yes," Harper whispered, her voice trembling but not with fear. "I've never... but I want to learn."

Tommy's pupils darkened, his breath caught, and he moved closer until heat radiated from his chest. But he moved slowly, giving Harper time to adjust, to pull back if she wanted. "I'd love to teach you both," he said, making her shiver. "But only what you want to learn," he added as we entered his apartment and he closed the door behind us.

I moved behind Harper, my hands settling on her waist as Tommy turned and cupped her face gently. The contrast was striking - my hands on her hips, his on her face, both of us surrounding her with warmth and attention. "Relax," I murmured in her ear, my breath hot against her skin. "Let us take care of you."

Tommy's lips found Harper's in a gentle kiss, and her body melted against mine as she experienced her first real kiss. Her bottom pressed back against my hips, and heat radiated from her body as arousal took hold. But more than that, trust flowed through her - the way she leaned into both of us, letting us support her weight.

"Beautiful," I encouraged, my hands moving up to cup her firm breasts through her shirt. The fabric was thin enough that her nipples hardened under my palms, and her breathing quickened. "Feel how good it is to be touched."

Harper moaned softly into Tommy's mouth as I squeezed her breasts, her nipples hardening further under my palms. Tommy's hands joined mine, and together we began undressing her slowly, savoring each inch of revealed skin. But we took our time, letting her adjust to each new sensation, each new level of exposure.

When her shirt hit the floor, revealing her C-cup breasts with their pink nipples, Tommy groaned with appreciation. "God, you're gorgeous," he breathed, but instead of immediately attacking her breasts, he traced one finger gently around her areola, watching her face for her reaction.

Harper cried out at the sensation, her back arching as pleasure shot through her untouched body. The sound was pure and unguarded, and my own arousal spiked in response. I worked at her shorts, sliding them down her legs to reveal a pair of simple white panties that were already soaking wet.

"Look how ready you are," I murmured, running my finger along the damp fabric. "Your body knows exactly what it wants."

Harper whimpered as I touched her through her panties, her hips bucking involuntarily toward my hand. The movement was instinctive, primal, and I felt a surge of pride at how naturally she was responding. Tommy continued his gentle exploration of her breasts, his mouth following the path his fingers had traced.

"Please," she whispered, though I wasn't sure she knew what she was begging for. Her voice was thick with need, and conflict showed in her eyes - the war between her inexperience and her body's demands.

"Why don't we get more comfortable?" Tommy suggested, quickly shedding his shorts to reveal his hard shaft. Harper's eyes widened as she saw her first erection, her gaze fixed on his impressive length. I watched her face carefully, looking for any sign of fear or hesitation, but all I saw was wonder and growing hunger.

I guided her to the couch, positioning her between Tommy and myself as I began removing my own clothes. The leather was cool against our skin, and Harper's sharp intake of breath echoed as the cold surface touched her heated flesh. Harper watched with fascination as I revealed my larger breasts and experienced body, her hands tentatively reaching out to touch my curves.

"You're so beautiful," she breathed, her fingers tracing the swell of my breast. The touch was hesitant but reverent, and something shifted inside me - not just arousal, but a deeper connection. "Both of you."

Tommy positioned himself in front of Harper while I knelt behind her, my hands roaming over her body as he kissed her again. This time the kiss was hungrier, more demanding, and Harper responded with growing confidence. She relaxed against me, trusting us to guide her through this new experience.

"I want to taste you first," Tommy said, gently pushing Harper back against the couch. His voice was thick with desire, but there was still that underlying gentleness that made me grateful I'd brought her to him first. "Open for me."

Harper obeyed, sliding off her panties and parting her thighs to reveal her glistening entrance. The sight was breathtaking - her pink folds were swollen with arousal, and moisture gathered at her opening. Tommy groaned at the sight, immediately lowering his head to run his tongue along her untouched folds.

Harper screamed at the first touch, her body convulsing with pleasure she'd never experienced. The sound echoed off the apartment walls, raw and unfiltered, and my own center clenched in response. Her hands flew to Tommy's hair, gripping the strands as waves of sensation crashed over her.

"Oh god," she gasped, her voice breaking with wonder. "That's incredible."

I moved to straddle her face, lowering my slick heat to her mouth. The position felt natural, right - me above her, Tommy below, all of us connected in this intimate triangle. "Taste me," I commanded gently. "Learn how to please a woman."

Harper's tongue was tentative at first, but as Tommy continued his assault on her sensitive bud, she grew bolder, licking and sucking at my folds with growing enthusiasm. The sensation was electric, but more than that, it was emotional - this sweet girl learning to give pleasure even as she received it.

"Don't hold back," I moaned, grinding down against her mouth. The vibrations from her moans sent shockwaves through my core, and my climax built already. "Use your tongue just like that."

Tommy slid two fingers into Harper's narrow channel, and she screamed against my heat as he stretched her for the first time. Her tongue worked frantically against my sensitive bud as pleasure overwhelmed her inexperienced body. She was learning, adapting, finding the rhythm that made me gasp and writhe above her.

"She's ready," Tommy said, his voice thick with desire. His fingers were slick with her arousal, and the way her channel gripped them, reluctant to let go. "Are you ready for your first experience, Harper?"

Harper pulled away from my heat long enough to gasp, "Yes, please. I need it." Her face was flushed and wet with my arousal, her eyes glazed with lust, but underneath it all trust showed - she trusted us to take care of her, to make this good for her.

I moved aside, watching as Tommy positioned himself between Harper's spread thighs. His shaft looked enormous against her petite frame, and the mixture of nervousness and desperate need showed in her eyes. The head of his cock was already slick with pre-cum, and I watched as he rubbed it against her entrance, coating himself with her moisture.

"Take your time," I advised, settling beside them so I could watch every detail of Harper's deflowering. My hand found her breast, squeezing gently in encouragement. "Let her adjust to you."

Tommy pressed the head of his shaft against Harper's entrance, and we both watched as he slowly pushed inside her untouched channel. Harper's face contorted with a mixture of pain and pleasure as he stretched her open, her narrow walls gripping his length. The exact moment he broke through her barrier showed - her eyes went wide and she cried out, a sound that was part pain, part wonder.

"Breathe through it," I whispered, stroking her hair as Tommy worked deeper. My fingers combed through the silky strands, and she trembled beneath my touch. "The pain will pass, and then it's going to feel amazing."

When Tommy was fully seated inside her, Harper was panting heavily, her body trembling with the overwhelming sensation of being filled for the first time. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes, but they weren't tears of pain - they were tears of overwhelming sensation, of crossing a threshold she could never uncross.

"It's so big," she gasped, her voice filled with awe. "I feel so full."

"You're doing beautifully," Tommy groaned, his control evident in the way he held still, letting her adjust. Sweat beaded on his forehead from the effort of restraint, and his muscles trembled with the need to move. "You feel incredible, so tight and hot."

After a moment, Harper began to move her hips experimentally, and Tommy took that as his cue to begin thrusting slowly. The sight of his shaft sliding in and out of her formerly untouched entrance, glistening with her arousal, was incredibly erotic. But more than that, it was beautiful - the way they moved together, the way Harper's face transformed from pain to wonder to pure pleasure.

"How does it feel?" I asked, my own hand moving between my legs to stroke my sensitive bud as I watched. The sight of them together was almost too much to bear - the intimacy, the trust, the raw sexuality of it all.

"Amazing," Harper moaned, her voice filled with wonder. "I never knew it could feel like this." Her body was adapting to Tommy's size, her channel stretching to accommodate him, and the exact moment when the last of her discomfort transformed into pure pleasure showed.

Tommy's pace gradually increased as Harper's body adapted to his size, her moans growing louder with each thrust. The exact moment when the last of her pain transformed into pure pleasure showed - her eyes rolled back and she cried out, her body arching off the couch like she'd been struck by lightning.

"My turn now," I murmured, slipping down between their tangled bodies as Tommy continued to thrust into Harper. The heat radiating from them drew me in, and I pressed my face between Harper's trembling thighs, my breath ghosting over her slick, swollen clit. I let my tongue flick gently at her, tasting the sweet, unfamiliar tang of her arousal, while Tommy's cock stretched her open just below my tongue.

Harper's hands flew to my hair, her hips jerking as I circled her clit with slow, teasing strokes. I could feel Tommy's shaft moving in and out of her, the motion so close to my mouth that I could taste the mingled wetness on his skin. I let my lips trail lower, nuzzling the base of his cock, my tongue lapping at his balls as they slapped against Harper with every thrust.

The sounds they made-Harper's gasping moans, Tommy's ragged breathing-spurred me on. I alternated between sucking Harper's clit and lavishing attention on Tommy's balls, my tongue slick with their combined arousal. The rhythm of their bodies set the pace for my mouth, and I lost myself in the act of pleasuring them both, feeling the vibrations of their pleasure echo through me.

"God, Daisy," Harper whimpered, her thighs trembling around my head. "Don't stop, please-"

Tommy groaned above me, his cock twitching as I sucked gently at his balls, my tongue tracing the sensitive skin. I could feel the tension building in both of them, and I pressed my mouth harder to Harper's clit again, determined to push her over the edge while Tommy fucked her deeper.

The taste, the heat, the closeness-it was almost too much. I reveled in the feeling of being between them, my mouth and tongue coaxing every ounce of pleasure from their bodies as they moved together.

Harper reached up to cup my breasts, her inexperienced hands exploring my body as Tommy pleasured us both. Her touch was reverent, almost worshipful, and her wonder at being part of something so intimate, so intense showed.

"I'm going to come," Harper gasped, her voice filled with amazement. Her body was tensing beneath me, every muscle coiling tight as her first orgasm approached. "Oh god, I'm going to come."

"Let it happen," I encouraged, my fingers working frantically on my own sensitive bud. The sight of her approaching climax was pushing me toward my own edge. "Come on his shaft, Harper. Show him how good he makes you feel."

Harper's orgasm hit her like a freight train, her formerly untouched body convulsing around Tommy's length as she screamed with pleasure. The sound was primal, unguarded, and it triggered something deep inside me. The sight of her climax, the feel of Tommy's tongue working desperately against my clit, the knowledge that I had helped create this moment - it all combined to send me over the edge.

I came hard too, my body shaking with the intensity of it. But this orgasm felt different - deeper, more meaningful. It wasn't just physical pleasure; it was the satisfaction of seeing Harper discover her sexuality, of being part of her transformation.

Tommy wasn't far behind, his thrusts becoming erratic as Harper's narrow channel milked his shaft. "I'm going to come," he warned, pulling out of Harper suddenly. His shaft was slick with her arousal, and how close he was to the edge showed. "On your knees, both of you."

Harper and I quickly moved to kneel in front of him, our faces close together as he stroked his shaft rapidly. Our combined arousal scented the air, and heat radiated from Harper's flushed skin. "I want to mark you both," he groaned, his hand moving faster.

"Yes," Harper breathed, her eyes wide with excitement. There was no hesitation now, no fear - only hunger and anticipation. "I want to feel it."

Tommy's release erupted across both our faces, hot ropes of his seed painting our cheeks and lips as we knelt before him. Harper gasped as the first splash hit her, but then she opened her mouth eagerly, catching what she could on her tongue. The taste was salty and musky, and I watched her face as she experienced it for the first time.

"Beautiful," Tommy panted, looking down at our cum-covered faces. His chest was heaving with exertion, and there was a satisfied smile on his lips. "You both look so incredible like this."

As we cleaned up and got dressed, the change in Harper showed. The shy newcomer was gone, replaced by a young woman who had discovered her sexuality and was eager for more. But it was more than just sexual awakening - there was a confidence in her movements now, a sense of self-possession that hadn't been there before.

"Where to next?" she asked as we loaded back into the truck, her voice carrying a note of anticipation that made my core clench. But underneath the excitement, something else showed - gratitude, trust, affection.

"Mr. Fletcher's house," I replied, starting the engine. The heater kicked in again, warming the cab and carrying the scent of our recent activities. "He's going to love you."

The drive to Mr. Fletcher's was filled with Harper's questions about what to expect, her excitement palpable as she described how amazing her first time had felt. But she also asked about me - how I'd started, what it felt like to be so experienced, whether I ever missed my old life. The questions were innocent but perceptive, and I found myself opening up to her in ways I hadn't expected.

"Do you ever regret it?" she asked as we pulled up to Mr. Fletcher's house. "Leaving your old life behind?"

I considered the question seriously, looking at the snow-covered yard, the warm lights glowing in the windows. "No," I said finally. "I was dying in Seattle. Slowly, quietly, but dying all the same. Here... here I'm alive."

Harper nodded, understanding flickering in her green eyes. "I want that," she said softly. "I want to feel alive."

Mr. Fletcher answered the door in his usual crisp dress shirt and slacks, his piercing blue eyes immediately taking in the sight of two postal workers on his doorstep. His gaze lingered on Harper's petite frame and the obvious signs of recent sexual activity - the flush in her cheeks, the slight dishevelment of her hair, the satisfied glow in her eyes.

"Daisy," he said with his characteristic commanding tone. "And you've brought a trainee."

"This is Harper," I said, stepping inside with her close behind me. The house smelled of leather and expensive cologne, with undertones of wood polish and something else - power, control, dominance. "She's new to the route and eager to learn proper customer service."

Mr. Fletcher's eyes darkened with interest as he looked Harper up and down, taking in her flushed skin and the way her postal uniform clung to her curves. But I noticed something else in his gaze - approval, appreciation for what Tommy and I had already awakened in her. "Completely inexperienced?" he asked bluntly.

"Not anymore," Harper said with surprising boldness, meeting his gaze directly. The confidence in her voice surprised even me - this was not the same shy girl who had walked into the post office this morning. "But I'm still learning."

"Excellent," Mr. Fletcher said, his voice carrying that note of authority that always made my heat throb. "I do enjoy training new girls. Come to my office."

He led us to his familiar home office, closing and locking the door behind us. The sound of the lock clicking sent a thrill through both Harper and me, and her nipples hardened in anticipation. The room smelled of leather and expensive cologne, with the faint hum of his computer in the background and the soft tick of an antique clock on the mantle.

"Remove your clothes," Mr. Fletcher commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. "Both of you."

Harper looked to me for guidance, and I nodded encouragingly as I began removing my clothes. She followed my lead, her movements becoming more confident as she revealed her body to Mr. Fletcher's hungry gaze. The cold air from the window made our skin pebble with goosebumps, and Harper shivered slightly as she stood naked before him.

When we were both naked, Mr. Fletcher moved closer, his hands immediately going to Harper's firm breasts. "Exquisite," he murmured, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh. His touch was different from Tommy's - more possessive, more demanding. "Responsive nipples, good size for her frame."

Harper gasped at his touch, her body already responding to his experienced hands. The difference in her reaction now showed - where she had been tentative with Tommy, she was eager with Mr. Fletcher, her body already knowing what to expect and craving more.

"Bend over the desk," he ordered me, his hand moving to grip my hair. The command sent a shiver down my spine, and my arousal spiked in response. "I want Harper to watch how an experienced woman takes instruction."

I obeyed immediately, placing my palms flat on the cool mahogany surface and presenting my bottom to him. The polished wood was cold against my skin, and Harper's sharp intake of breath echoed as she watched me assume the position. The desk was solid beneath my hands, grounding me as I prepared for what was to come.

"Harper, kneel beside her," Mr. Fletcher instructed. "I want you to learn by watching first."

Harper moved to kneel beside the desk, her eyes wide as she watched Mr. Fletcher remove his clothes and position himself behind me. The familiar pressure of his thick shaft pressed against my entrance, and I moaned as he pushed inside me with one smooth thrust. The sensation was intense, overwhelming, and Harper's eyes stayed on me as I surrendered to it.

"Watch how she takes it," Mr. Fletcher said to Harper, his hands gripping my hips as he began to move with long, deep strokes. "See how her body responds to being used properly."

Harper's eyes were fixed on the point where Mr. Fletcher's shaft disappeared into my slick channel, her own hand unconsciously moving between her legs as she watched. Fascination showed in her face, the way she was learning from my responses, cataloging every moan and gasp.

"Yes," Mr. Fletcher encouraged Harper, his pace increasing. "Touch yourself while you watch. Learn what pleasure looks like."

My climax built as Mr. Fletcher drove into me with practiced skill, his shaft hitting all the right spots inside me. The knowledge that Harper was watching, learning from my responses, only made the experience more intense. I was performing for her, showing her what it meant to surrender completely to pleasure.

"Now it's your turn," Mr. Fletcher said, pulling out of me suddenly. The emptiness was jarring, and I felt a moment of loss before anticipation took over. "Harper, take Daisy's place."

Harper moved eagerly to bend over the desk beside me, her small hands gripping the edge as she presented herself to Mr. Fletcher. I moved to sit on top of the desk, positioning myself so I could watch her face as he took her. The mahogany was warm now from my body heat, and Harper's nipples hardened as they pressed against the smooth surface.

"Prepare her mouth," Mr. Fletcher ordered me, and I immediately spread my legs so my heat was level with Harper's face.

"Lick me," I instructed, my voice husky with arousal. "Show Mr. Fletcher how well you learned from Tommy."

Harper's tongue immediately went to work on my folds, her technique already improved from our earlier session. She was more confident now, more aggressive in her approach, and the difference showed in every stroke of her tongue. Behind her, Mr. Fletcher positioned himself again.

"Good girl," Mr. Fletcher said, his hands gripping Harper's hips as he rubbed his cock on her wet pussy. "Now let's see how well you can multitask."

He pushed into her slowly but steadily, his thick shaft stretching her recently deflowered channel. Harper moaned against my heat as he filled her, the vibrations sending pleasure shooting through my core. Concentration showed on her face as she tried to maintain her rhythm on my clit while adjusting to his size.

"Tighter than I expected," Mr. Fletcher groaned, beginning to move with long, deep strokes. "And so responsive. You're going to be an excellent addition to the town."

Harper's tongue worked frantically against my sensitive bud as Mr. Fletcher claimed her, her moans of pleasure muffled by my heat. The sight of her being taken by his experienced shaft while she pleasured me was incredibly arousing, but more than that, it was beautiful - the way she gave and received pleasure simultaneously, the way she had embraced her sexuality so completely.

"Don't stop," I encouraged, grinding against her face. "Take his shaft while you pleasure me. Show us what a good little service provider you're becoming."

The crude words seemed to inflame Harper's arousal, and she attacked my sensitive bud with renewed enthusiasm. Mr. Fletcher's pace increased, his hips slapping against her ass as he drove deeper with each thrust. The sound echoed through the office, mixing with our moans and gasps to create a symphony of pleasure.

"I'm going to come," Harper gasped, pulling away from my heat momentarily. Her face was flushed and wet with my arousal, her eyes glazed with lust. "He's going to make me come again."

"Let it happen," I encouraged, my fingers finding my own sensitive bud and rubbing frantically. "Show Mr. Fletcher what a good little girl you are."

Harper's second orgasm was even more intense than her first, her body convulsing as pleasure tore through her. Her cries of ecstasy filled the office, and Mr. Fletcher pulsed inside her as her climax triggered his own. The sight of her pleasure, the sound of her cries, the knowledge that I had helped create this moment - it all combined to send me over the edge as well.

"Take it all," he commanded, driving deep as he emptied himself inside her. "Every drop belongs inside you."

When he finally pulled out, Harper collapsed against the desk, her body thoroughly used and completely satisfied. His seed leaked from her well-used channel, and there was a dazed expression of pure bliss on her face. But underneath the satisfaction, something else showed - pride, accomplishment, a sense of having found her true calling.

"Outstanding work," Mr. Fletcher said, his voice returning to its normal composed tone as he began dressing. "Harper, you show real promise. I look forward to your future deliveries."

As we cleaned up and got dressed, Harper had been completely transformed. The shy newcomer from this morning was gone, replaced by a young woman who had discovered her true calling. Her movements were confident, and there was a satisfied glow to her skin that spoke of thorough sexual fulfillment.

"How do you feel?" I asked as we walked back to the truck, the cold air biting at our exposed skin.

"Incredible," Harper breathed, her voice filled with wonder. "I never knew my body could feel like that. I never knew I could want something so much." She paused, looking at me with shining eyes. "Thank you, Daisy. For showing me who I really am."

The words hit me harder than I expected, and tears pricked at the corners of my eyes. "This is just the beginning," I promised, starting the engine. "There's so much more to learn, so many ways to serve our community."

Harper settled into her seat with a satisfied sigh, her hand unconsciously moving to touch her tender flesh. "I can't wait," she said. "I want to experience everything, to be the best mail carrier Haven Valley has ever had."

As we drove back to the post office, deep satisfaction filled me. Not only had I successfully introduced Harper to the pleasures of our unique postal service, but I'd also discovered a new dimension to my own sexuality. Training her, watching her transformation from newcomer to eager participant, had been incredibly arousing. But more than that, it had been meaningful - I had helped someone else find their true self, just as this job had helped me find mine.

The memory of her face as Tommy marked us both, the way she'd eagerly licked my heat while Mr. Fletcher claimed her - these images would fuel my fantasies for days to come. But underneath the arousal was something deeper - a sense of purpose, of connection, of having made a real difference in someone's life.

Margaret was waiting for us when we returned, her knowing smile taking in our thoroughly satisfied appearances. The post office felt warm and welcoming after the cold outside, and the familiar scents of paper and ink had become so comforting to me.

"Good first day?" she asked.

"The best," Harper replied without hesitation. "I love this job already."

"I can see that," Margaret laughed, noting Harper's flushed skin and the satisfied glow in her eyes. "Word is already spreading about our new team. Tomorrow's route is even bigger - seems like the whole town wants to meet our newest mail carrier."

The thought of more encounters, more opportunities to train Harper and explore our growing partnership, sent fresh arousal coursing through my body. I was no longer just Haven Valley's most dedicated mail carrier - I was now a mentor, helping other young women discover the incredible pleasures of serving our community.

As we finished our paperwork and prepared to leave, Harper turned to me with shining eyes. "I owe you so much," she said softly. "For showing me what I was meant to do, who I was meant to be."

"I'm glad you found your place here," I replied, meaning every word. "For reminding me why I love this job so much."

Walking out of the post office together, our postal uniforms marking us as Haven Valley's most dedicated service providers, deep contentment filled me. Tomorrow would bring new challenges, new residents to serve, and new ways to explore the incredible bond Harper and I were developing.

This was more than just a job now - it was a calling, a purpose that fulfilled me in ways I'd never imagined possible. And with Harper by my side, eager to learn and serve, I knew our best days were still ahead of us.


⚜




Chapter 7: Perfect Route

⚜

The next morning, I woke with Harper's warm body pressed against mine, her small breasts rising and falling with each peaceful breath. We'd spent the night at my apartment after yesterday's training, and seeing her naked form curled up beside me sent familiar heat pooling between my thighs. Her chestnut hair was spread across my pillow, and the morning light streaming through the window highlighted the gentle curve of her waist and the round swell of her ass. Even in sleep, she looked thoroughly satisfied, her lips slightly parted and a contented smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

"Good morning," I whispered, pressing a soft kiss to her shoulder. Her skin was warm and smooth, still carrying the faint scent of yesterday's encounters mixed with her natural sweetness.

Harper stirred, her green eyes fluttering open as she turned to face me. "Mmm, morning," she murmured, stretching like a cat. The movement made her firm breasts press against my larger ones, and I felt my nipples harden in response. "I had the most incredible dreams about yesterday."

"Just dreams?" I teased, running my hand along the curve of her hip. "Because I was thinking we could make some of those dreams come true on today's route."

Her eyes lit up with excitement, and I watched as her buds peaked against the cool morning air. "Really? Where are we going today?"

"Jake and Lisa's house," I said, enjoying the way her breath caught at the mention of the married couple. "They've been asking about you specifically. And then..." I paused for dramatic effect, "the biker house."

Harper's pupils dilated, and I could see the mixture of nervousness and anticipation in her expression. "The bikers? Are you sure I'm ready for that?"

"Trust me," I said, leaning in to capture her lips in a gentle kiss. "You're more than ready. And I'll be right there with you."

We dressed in our postal uniforms, the familiar ritual now charged with anticipation. Harper's shorts hugged her heart-shaped curves perfectly, and her shirt stretched across her youthful figure in a way that made my mouth water. The fabric clung to every line, advertising her availability to anyone who might see us. My own uniform felt like a second skin, the tight shorts riding up between my ass cheeks and the fitted shirt molding against my large breasts.

At the post office, Margaret greeted us with her usual knowing smile, her eyes twinkling as she took in our obvious excitement. "You two look ready for another productive day," she said, handing us our mail bags. "Jake and Lisa called this morning - they have a special package that needs personal delivery. And the boys at the biker house have been asking about Harper specifically."

A sharp jolt of desire shot straight to my core at her words. The thought of introducing Harper to more intense experiences, of watching her discover new depths of pleasure, made my center clench with need. "We'll make sure they get excellent service," I promised.

The drive to Jake and Lisa's house was filled with Harper's excited chatter about yesterday's experiences. She kept touching herself unconsciously - running her fingers along her thighs, adjusting her shirt over her chest - and the truck's cab grew thick with the scent of her arousal. The winter air was crisp, but the heater kept us warm as we navigated the familiar streets of Haven Valley.

"I keep thinking about how it felt," Harper said, her voice breathless with memory. "Being filled by Tommy while you watched, then having Mr. Fletcher use both of us. I never knew my body could feel so much pleasure."

"That's just the beginning," I assured her, pulling into Jake and Lisa's driveway. The suburban house looked peaceful in the morning light, but I knew the passion that waited inside. "Today you're going to learn what it means to truly serve multiple people at once."

Jake answered the door before we could knock, his muscular frame filling the doorway. He was wearing jeans and a t-shirt that showed off his athletic build, and his eyes immediately fixed on Harper's smaller form with obvious appreciation. Behind him, I could see Lisa approaching, her auburn hair catching the light and her curves highlighted by a fitted dress that hugged her full breasts and narrow waist.

"Our favorite mail carriers," Jake said with a warm smile, stepping aside to let us in. "Lisa's been talking about you both all morning."

"Especially about Harper," Lisa added, moving to embrace the younger woman. The contact made Harper gasp softly as Lisa's full breasts pressed against her smaller ones. "We've heard so much about you already, we've been so excited to see you."

The living room was warm and inviting, with the familiar sectional couch where I'd experienced so many pleasurable encounters. The morning light streamed through the windows, creating an intimate atmosphere that made my skin tingle with anticipation. I could see Harper's flesh puckering under the chilled air as she took in the domestic setting that would soon become the scene of our pleasure.

"We have a package for you," I said, holding up the box we'd brought, though we all knew it was just an excuse for what was about to happen.

"Perfect," Lisa said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Why don't you both come sit down? We'd love to... inspect the delivery properly."

Harper and I settled onto the couch, with Jake and Lisa flanking us on either side. The familiar arrangement sent heat racing through my body, and I could feel Harper trembling with excitement beside me. Lisa's hand immediately found Harper's thigh, stroking the exposed skin above her shorts, while Jake's fingers traced along my arm.

"You look even more beautiful than I though you would," Lisa murmured to Harper, her hand moving higher on the younger woman's leg. "I love how responsive you are."

Harper's pulse quickened visibly at her throat as Lisa's fingers brushed against the hem of her shorts. "Thank you," she whispered, her voice already thick with arousal. "I've been thinking about this all night."

"Have you?" Jake asked, his hand moving to cup my breast through my shirt. The familiar touch sent electricity shooting through me, and I arched into his palm. "What exactly have you been thinking about?"

"About how good it felt to be used for the first time yesterday," Harper admitted, her cheeks flushing pink. "About how Daisy looks when she cums hard. I want to experience that again too, I can't get enough."

Lisa smiled, her fingers now tracing the outline of Harper's sex through her shorts. "Then let's not waste any time," she said, beginning to unbutton Harper's shirt. "I want to see these beautiful breasts."

Jake's hands joined Lisa's in undressing us, and soon our postal uniforms were scattered across the floor. The cool air made my buds peak as Jake's eyes roamed over my familiar curves, while Lisa focused her attention on Harper's smaller but perfectly formed body. The contrast between us was striking - my larger breasts and curvier hips next to Harper's more delicate frame - but both of us were equally desired.

"God, you're both gorgeous," Jake breathed, his hands moving to cup both our breasts simultaneously. The sensation of his rough palms against my sensitive flesh made me moan, while Harper gasped at the unfamiliar touch.

Lisa positioned herself between Harper's spread legs, her mouth immediately finding the younger woman's already wet pussy. Harper cried out at the first touch of Lisa's tongue, her back arching off the couch as pleasure shot through her inexperienced body. The sight was incredibly arousing, and I felt my own desire spike as I watched Harper's face contort with bliss.

"That's it," I encouraged, moving to straddle Jake's lap as he sat beside Harper. His hard cock pressed against my entrance, and I sank down onto him with a moan of satisfaction. "Let Lisa show you how good it can feel."

Jake gripped my hips as I began to ride him, my large breasts bouncing with each movement. The familiar stretch of his thick shaft filled me completely, and I could feel every ridge and vein as I moved up and down his length. Beside us, Harper was writhing under Lisa's skilled tongue, her small hands gripping the couch cushions as waves of pleasure washed over her.

"Switch," Lisa said, pulling away from Harper's dripping center. "I want to taste Daisy while Jake takes care of Harper."

We rearranged ourselves on the couch, with me now lying back as Lisa positioned herself between my legs. Her tongue immediately found my sensitive clit, and I cried out at the familiar pleasure of her skilled mouth. Meanwhile, Jake moved between Harper's spread thighs, his impressive erection pressing against her entrance.

"Ready for me?" Jake asked, his voice rough with desire as he rubbed the head of his cock against Harper's slick folds.

"Yes," Harper gasped, her eyes wide with anticipation. "Please, I need it, I need to be filled and fucked."

Jake pushed inside her slowly, his thick shaft stretching her recently deflowered pussy. Harper's face contorted with a mixture of pleasure and the slight discomfort of being filled so completely, but her moans were pure bliss as he began to move with long, deep strokes.

"So tight," Jake groaned, gripping Harper's hips as he established a steady rhythm. "You feel incredible, Harper."

Lisa's tongue worked frantically against my clit as I watched Jake claim Harper's body. The sight of the younger woman being used so thoroughly, combined with Lisa's skilled attention, was driving me rapidly toward climax. I could feel my orgasm building, the familiar pressure coiling tight in my belly.

"Don't stop," I gasped, my hands tangling in Lisa's auburn hair. "I'm so close."

Harper was already approaching her peak, her inexperienced body responding quickly to Jake's experienced touch. Her moans filled the room, mixing with my own gasps and the wet sounds of our coupling. When Jake reached between them to rub her clit, Harper exploded around his shaft, her body convulsing with pleasure as she screamed his name.

The sight of Harper's climax triggered my own, and I came hard against Lisa's mouth, my body shaking with the intensity of it. Lisa continued to lick and suck at my sensitive flesh, prolonging my orgasm until I was sobbing with pleasure.

"My turn," Lisa said, pulling away from my dripping sex. "I want to feel both of you."

We spent the next hour in various configurations, with Lisa and I taking turns riding Jake while the other pleasured whoever wasn't being filled. Harper proved to be a quick learner, her tongue working eagerly against my clit while Jake pounded into Lisa from behind. The room filled with the sounds of our pleasure - moans, gasps, and the wet slap of skin against skin.

When Jake finally came, spilling his seed across all three of us, we were all spent but humming with satisfaction. Harper collapsed against the couch, her small body trembling with exhaustion and satisfaction, while Lisa and I curled up on either side of her.

"That was incredible," Harper breathed, her voice filled with wonder. "I never knew it could feel so good to share like that."

"You're a natural," Lisa said, pressing a gentle kiss to Harper's shoulder. "We definitely need to make this a regular thing."

We made our way to the bathroom, laughter and satisfied sighs echoing between us as we stepped beneath the hot spray of the group shower. Steam curled around our naked bodies, washing away the evidence of our pleasure but not the glow it left behind. Lisa lathered soap between her hands and began to wash Harper, her touch gentle but lingering, fingers gliding over Harper’s small, perky breasts and down the curve of her waist. Harper shivered, but this time it was with delight, not shyness, her eyes meeting mine with a spark of newfound confidence.

Jake joined us, his hands sliding over my hips as he pressed a kiss to my wet shoulder. I watched Harper lean into Lisa’s touch, her posture open and unguarded, the last traces of her earlier hesitation melting away with the suds. We took turns washing each other, hands roaming freely, laughter mingling with the sound of water splashing on tile. By the time we stepped out and began to dress, Harper’s movements were different-her chin lifted, her gaze steady, her body language radiating the satisfaction of a woman who had been thoroughly pleasured and was eager for more. The shy newcomer was fading, replaced by someone who was discovering her true sexual nature, one touch and shared shower at a time.

"Ready for the biker house?" I asked as we loaded back into the truck, noting the way Harper's breathing quickened at the mention of our next stop.

"I think so," she said, though I could hear the nervousness in her voice. "Will it be... intense?"

"Very," I admitted, starting the engine. "But I'll be right there with you. And Harper?" I reached over to squeeze her hand. "Trust your body. It knows what it wants."

Harper fidgeted in her seat as we drove, her hands unconsciously smoothing down her shorts and adjusting her shirt over her chest. Through the windshield, I could see snow beginning to fall, dusting the familiar streets of Haven Valley with white. The radio played softly in the background, mixing with the sound of our breathing and the truck's engine.

The biker house looked the same as always - the sprawling two-story building with motorcycles gleaming in the driveway and the sound of rock music drifting from inside. But today felt different, more significant. This would be Harper's introduction to the rougher side of Haven Valley's free use culture, and my chest tightened with a mixture of excitement and protectiveness as we approached the front door.

Diesel answered before we could knock, his massive frame filling the doorway. He was shirtless as usual, his tattooed chest and muscled arms on full display, and his eyes immediately fixed on Harper with predatory interest. Behind him, I could see the other bikers gathering - Rex, Tank, Viper, and Hawk - all of them turning to stare at us with obvious hunger.

"Well, well," Diesel rumbled, his voice a deep growl that made Harper shiver beside me. "Daisy brought us a present."

"This is Harper," I said, stepping inside with her close behind me. The familiar masculine atmosphere hit us immediately - leather, motor oil, and testosterone creating an intoxicating combination. "She's ready to learn what real service means."

The men surrounded us slowly, their focused attention making Harper's breathing quicken. I could see the mixture of nervousness and excitement in her wide eyes as she took in their impressive builds and obvious arousal. Each man was different but equally intimidating - Diesel with his commanding presence, Rex with his piercing blue eyes, Tank with his massive frame, Viper with his lean intensity, and Hawk with his predatory smile.

"First time with a group this size?" Rex asked, moving closer until Harper could feel the heat radiating from his body.

"Yes," Harper whispered, her voice trembling but not with fear. "But I want to learn."

"Good girl," Tank said approvingly, his massive hands already reaching for the buttons of her shirt. "We're gonna teach you real good."

They didn't waste time with gentle touches or sweet words. These men knew what they wanted, and they took it. Harper's shirt was quickly removed, revealing her firm breasts with their pink nipples already hardened with arousal. The men made appreciative sounds as they took in her youthful form, their hands immediately moving to explore her body.

"Look at these perfect little tits," Viper said, cupping Harper's breasts and squeezing them roughly. "Just the right size for a man's hands."

Harper gasped at the rough treatment, but I could see the arousal in her eyes as she responded to their dominant touch. My own clothes were being removed by Diesel and Hawk, their familiar hands roaming over my curves with practiced ease. The contrast between Harper's nervous excitement and my own eager anticipation was striking.

"On your knees, both of you," Diesel commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

We dropped to our knees immediately, the hardwood floor cool against our skin as the men began undressing around us. Soon we were surrounded by five hard cocks, each one impressive in its own way. Harper's eyes widened as she took in the sight, her mouth falling open slightly at the sheer size of what she was expected to handle.

"Don't worry," I whispered to her, reaching out to stroke Rex's shaft. "Just follow my lead."

I took Diesel's cock into my mouth, demonstrating the technique Harper would need as I sucked and licked his impressive length. Beside me, Harper tentatively reached for Viper's shaft, her small hands barely able to wrap around his girth. The men watched with obvious arousal as we serviced them, their eyes fixed on the way our lips stretched around their cocks.

"That's it," Tank encouraged, his hand tangling in Harper's hair as she took him into her mouth. "Suck it like a good little slut."

The crude words seemed to inflame Harper's arousal, and she attacked his shaft with renewed enthusiasm. I felt a surge of pride as I watched her adapt to their rough treatment, her natural submissiveness coming to the surface as she embraced her role.

"Time for the main event," Rex said, pulling his cock from my mouth. "Daisy, show Harper how it's done."

I moved to the couch, arranging myself on my hands and knees as Rex moved behind me. His thick shaft pressed against my entrance, and I moaned as he pushed inside me with one smooth thrust. The familiar stretch and fullness sent pleasure shooting through my core, and I pushed back against him eagerly.

"Watch how she takes it," Rex instructed Harper, gripping my hips as he began to move with long, deep strokes. "See how her body responds to being used properly."

Harper's eyes were fixed on the point where Rex's cock disappeared into my dripping hole, her own hand moving between her legs as she watched. The sight of her touching herself while observing my pleasure only made the experience more intense.

"Your turn," Diesel said, and Harper moved eagerly to take a place beside me on the couch.

Tank positioned himself behind her, his massive frame dwarfing her smaller body as he rubbed his cock against her slick entrance. "Ready for something bigger than you've had before?" he asked, his voice rough with desire.

"Yes," Harper gasped, pushing back against him. "Please, I need it."

Tank pushed inside her slowly, his thick shaft stretching her pussy wider than it had ever been stretched before. Harper's face contorted with a mixture of pleasure and the intense sensation of being so completely filled, but her moans were pure bliss as he began to move.

"Fuck, she's tight," Tank groaned, his massive hands gripping her hips as he established a steady rhythm. "Gripping me like a vice."

The sight of Harper being claimed by Tank's impressive shaft while Rex continued to pound into me was incredibly arousing. We were side by side on the couch, both being used by these powerful men, and the shared experience created an intimate bond between us that went beyond just physical pleasure.

"Switch," Viper said, and the men began rotating between us.

For the next hour, Harper and I were passed between the five bikers, each man taking his turn with our bodies while the others watched and waited. Harper proved to be incredibly responsive, her inexperienced body adapting quickly to their rough treatment. She came multiple times, her screams of pleasure mixing with my own as we were used thoroughly by the group.

"Time for something new," Diesel announced, his eyes gleaming with dark promise as he looked at Harper. "You ready for your next lesson, sweetheart?"

Harper looked at him with glazed eyes, her body already trembling with exhaustion and satisfaction. "What do you mean?" she asked, though I could see the anticipation in her expression.

"Time to claim that tight little ass," Diesel said bluntly.

Harper held her breath, and she looked to me for guidance. I could see the mixture of nervousness and excitement in her green eyes, the same expression I'd had when Mr. Fletcher first introduced me to anal pleasure.

"It's incredible," I assured her, moving to kneel beside her. "Trust them to prepare you properly."

Diesel moved behind Harper, his hands spreading her ass cheeks apart to expose her tight entrance. She gasped at the exposure, but I could see her arousal spiking at the vulnerable position. Viper produced a bottle of lubricant, and Diesel began preparing her carefully, his fingers working to stretch and ready her for what was to come.

"Relax," I whispered, stroking her hair as Diesel worked. "Let your body open for him."

When Harper was properly prepared, Diesel positioned his lubricated cock against her entrance. The pressure was intense as he slowly pushed inside, Harper's tight ring of muscle gradually yielding to his invasion. Her face showed the overwhelming sensation of being claimed in this new way, but her moans were pure pleasure as he filled her completely.

"How does it feel?" I asked, watching her face carefully for any sign of distress.

"Incredible," Harper gasped, her voice filled with wonder. "So full, so intense. I never knew..."

Diesel began to move slowly, his cock sliding in and out of Harper's ass with careful, measured strokes. The sight was incredibly erotic, and I felt my own arousal spiking as I watched her experience this new form of pleasure.

"Ready for more?" Rex asked, moving in front of Harper.

Harper looked up at him with lust-filled eyes, her mouth falling open as she realized what he intended. Rex's cock pressed against her lips, and she opened eagerly to take him into her mouth while Diesel continued to claim her ass from behind.

The sight of Harper being taken from both ends was overwhelming, and I felt my sex clench with need as I watched. Tank moved behind me, his massive shaft pressing against my own entrance, and I moaned as he filled me completely.

"Look at them," Hawk said admiringly, stroking his cock as he watched Harper service two men at once. "She's a natural."

Harper was indeed adapting beautifully to the double penetration, her body moving in rhythm with both men as they used her holes. The sounds she made - muffled moans around Rex's cock, gasps of pleasure as Diesel stretched her ass - were incredibly arousing.

"Time for the ultimate test," Viper said, his eyes gleaming with dark promise.

They repositioned us carefully, with Viper lying on his back and Harper straddling him, his cock buried deep in her pussy. Diesel moved behind her again, his shaft pressing against her lubed and stretched ass as he slowly pushed inside. The sensation of being filled in both holes simultaneously made Harper scream with pleasure, her body trembling as she was stretched to her limits.

"Both holes at once," I breathed, watching in fascination as Harper experienced this ultimate form of being used. "How does it feel?"

"Amazing," Harper gasped, her voice barely coherent as the two men began to move in rhythm. "So full, so perfect. I never want it to stop."

Rex moved in front of her, his cock pressing against her lips. Harper opened her mouth eagerly, taking him inside as all three of her holes were claimed simultaneously. The sight was incredibly erotic, and I felt my own climax building just from watching her complete surrender.

Tank and Hawk took turns using my mouth and pussy as we all watched Harper's initiation into the ultimate form of free use service. She was completely lost in the sensation, her body moving instinctively to accommodate all three men as they used her for their pleasure.

When the men finally came, filling all three of Harper's tight holes with their hot release, she collapsed in a trembling heap of satisfaction. Her body was covered in sweat and marked by their rough hands, but the expression on her face was pure bliss.

"How do you feel?" I asked, helping her clean up as the men recovered around us.

"Perfect," Harper breathed, her voice filled with wonder. "Like I've found exactly where I belong."

As we got dressed and prepared to leave, I could see the transformation in Harper. The shy newcomer was gone, replaced by a woman who had discovered her sexuality. She moved with confidence now, her body language showing the satisfaction of someone who had been claimed and used.

"Same time tomorrow?" Diesel asked hopefully as he walked us to the door.

"Wouldn't miss it," Harper replied without hesitation, her voice carrying a note of anticipation that made my core clench with arousal.

The drive back to the post office was filled with Harper's excited chatter about her experiences. She couldn't stop touching herself, her hands roaming over her body as she relived the intense sensations of being used so completely.

"I never knew my body could feel like that," she said, her voice filled with amazement. "Being filled in all three holes at once... it was like nothing I could have imagined."

"You were incredible," I told her honestly. "A complete natural. The way you adapted to everything they wanted..."

"I loved it," Harper admitted, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment. "I loved being used by all of them, loved feeling so completely claimed. Is that wrong?"

"Not at all," I assured her. "That's exactly what this job is about - finding pleasure in serving others, in being available for their needs."

Margaret was waiting for us when we returned, her knowing smile taking in our satisfied appearances. The post office felt warm and welcoming after our intense encounters, and the familiar scents of paper and ink had become comforting reminders of our purpose.

"Productive day?" she asked, though the answer was obvious from our flushed skin and satisfied expressions.

"The best yet," Harper replied without hesitation. "I think I'm really getting the hang of this job."

"I can see that," Margaret laughed, noting the confident way Harper carried herself now. "Word is already spreading about our dynamic duo. Tomorrow's route is even bigger - seems like the whole town wants to experience what you two have to offer."

The thought of more encounters, more opportunities to serve together, sent fresh desire coursing through my body. Harper and I had found the perfect rhythm, complementing each other in ways that enhanced every experience. We were no longer just individual mail carriers - we were a team, dedicated to providing the best possible service to Haven Valley's residents.

As we finished our paperwork and prepared to leave, Harper turned to me with shining eyes. "Thank you," she said softly. "For showing me who I really am, for helping me find my place here."

"Thank you," I replied, my voice thick with emotion. I reached for her, and Harper stepped into my arms without hesitation. Our bodies pressed close, the warmth of her skin seeping through our uniforms. She tilted her face up to mine, her eyes shining, and I leaned in, capturing her lips in a deep, lingering kiss. The world seemed to fall away as we melted into each other, the taste of her mouth sweet and familiar, her arms tightening around my waist.

When we finally broke apart, breathless and smiling, I held her close for a long moment, savoring the simple intimacy of our embrace. Walking out of the post office together, still wrapped in each other's arms, I felt a profound sense of contentment. We had found our perfect route, our ideal partnership. Tomorrow would bring new challenges and new opportunities to serve, but with Harper by my side, I knew we could handle anything the town had to offer.

This was more than just a job now-it was our destiny, our purpose, the greatest source of pleasure and satisfaction I had ever known. And as I squeezed her hand, I couldn't wait to see what tomorrow would bring.
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I needed a job, and the Seraphina Hotel offered good money and a unique "atmosphere" - but I soon discover this Mediterranean island resort operates on a different kind of service where staff are expected to be... available. Can I handle the constant attention and free use culture, or will I tap out before my initiation is complete?
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I'm Evelyn Wild. I recently crashed out of a soul-crushing office job and I'm trying my hand at writing. I've always been an avid reader, and I wanted to see if I could write about some of the things that really get my imagination going.
My stories explore themes of power dynamics, freedom, and the thrill of letting go. I'm fascinated by situations where the usual rules don't apply, and deeper instincts take over. I'm interested in exploring the intense, and sometimes challenging aspects of relationships, because that's what interests me.
This is new territory for me. I'm exploring my own interests, pushing my creative boundaries, and sharing it all with you. It's a journey of self-discovery, fuelled by a desire to break free from expectations. Maybe my stories will help you break free, too.
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