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Chapter One




Iglanced at the clock. If I didn’t leave soon, I was going to be late, but I was still hovering in front of the full-length mirror in the bedroom, adjusting the uniform I’d chosen for my first day at The Fitness Center.

"Molly! Come on, babe, you’re going to be late!" Ben’s voice called out from downstairs.

"Coming!" I yelled back, giving my reflection one last, nervous appraisal.

Although I was only going to be working on the gym’s reception, I’d gone completely over the top, leaning into the 'fitness' theme with slutty abandon. I was wearing a white crop top that was laughably small; the stretchy fabric was pulled so tight across my heavy breasts that the bottom hem barely cleared my nipples, threatening to let them fall out with every breath I took. Below that, I’d squeezed into a pair of gray, high-cut gym shorts. They were thin and a size too small, hugging my curves so aggressively that the seam disappeared right up into my crotch, creating a deep, unmistakable camel toe that was proudly on display.

I grabbed my gym bag and hurried to the door. When I stepped out onto the porch, Ben was checking his watch, but the second he looked up, he froze. His jaw didn’t just drop; he actually let out a low whistle.

"Holy... Molly," he breathed, his eyes traveling slowly from my straining chest down to the vivid detail between my legs. "Wow. You’re actually going to work like that?"

I did a playful little pirouette, making my tits bounce provocatively. "I want to look the part, Ben. It's a high-end studio. I need to show them I'm... accessible. Do you like it?"

Ben stepped closer, his hands instantly reaching out to grip my hips. He pulled me flush against him, his eyes dark with immediate lust. "Like it? Molly, you look like a walking invitation. Every guy in that gym is going to have an erection while they work out."

"That’s the idea," I whispered, leaning in to brush my lips against his.

"I'm walking you," he said firmly. "I need to make sure you actually make it to the front desk without causing a multi-car pile-up."

He didn't let go of my waist as we started down the driveway. The studio was only around the corner, a short walk through a quiet, leafy residential area. But with every step, the thin fabric of my shorts rubbed against my clit, and I could feel myself getting slicker by the second.

We reached the edge of the small park that sat just behind the studio's parking lot. Ben’s hand was getting lower, stroking the curve of my ass as we walked. He looked around; the path was empty, shielded from the main road by a dense line of tall laurel bushes.

"Ben, we’re almost there," I breathed, my heart racing as he suddenly veered off the path, pulling me into the shadows behind the greenery.

"I can't wait," he growled, spinning me around and shoving me back against the wooden fence hidden behind the bushes. "Your tits have been bouncing the whole way down the street, Molly. If I don't get inside you right now, I'm going to lose my mind."

His hands, rough and urgent, gripped the waistband of my tight shorts and hauled them down just past my hips. My little black thong went with them, snapping against my thighs as he exposed my damp, aching pussy to the cool morning air.

"Turn around," he commanded.

I obeyed instantly, my heart hammering against my ribs. I turned and leaned forward, bracing my palms against the rough wooden slats of the fence. I stuck my ass out, giving him a perfect view of my spread cheeks and the glistening, swollen slit that was already dripping with anticipation. Behind me, I heard the sound of his zipper and the heavy rustle of his clothes as he freed his rock-hard cock.

"Look at you," he muttered as he grabbed my ass. “Those gym boys are going to lose their minds. I wonder how many of them are going to take you today.”

Without another word, he guided his head to my opening and thrust home with one powerful, desperate shove. I let out a choked cry, my tits swinging wildly beneath the tiny white crop top as he buried himself to the hilt.

Knowing we didn’t have much time, he began to fuck me with frantic thrusts, his pelvis slamming against my ass with a rhythmic smack that seemed deafening in the quiet park. I clung to the fence, my knuckles turning white, as he pounded into me. Each thrust sent a jolt of electricity through my body, making my toes curl inside my trainers.

"You’re going to be... the best slut... they’ve ever had in that gym," he panted, his hands moving from my waist to grip my hair, pulling my head back so he could see the look of pure, slutty bliss on my face.

The friction of his thick cock against my cunt walls, combined with the risk of being caught, was too much. I felt the familiar heat rising, the pressure building quickly inside me. He fucked me harder, making my tits bounce out of the bottom of the crop top and slap together with every thrust.

"Ben, oh God, I'm going to…" I gasped. He yanked my hair back even further.

“Come for me, slut,” he growled.

The world blurred as my internal muscles clamped down hard around him, milking him desperately. I shivered and cried out, my entire body racked with a powerful orgasm that left me sobbing for breath, my tits swinging wildly as my legs nearly gave way.

I could feel him reaching his limit, his thrusts becoming shorter and more frantic. "I'm close," he gasped, his voice straining. "Get down. Now."

He pulled out, and I dropped to my knees on the grass immediately. I didn't care about the grass stains on my bare knees or who might be walking past the bushes. I looked up at him, my lips parted, my breasts hanging out the bottom of my crop top.

He forced his cock into my mouth, and I sucked hard, my eyes locking onto his as he let out a loud groan. He throbbed in my mouth, and I felt the thick, hot cum spill over my tongue. I didn't miss a drop, swallowing every thick, hot burst.

When he finally slumped against the fence, catching his breath, I pulled back and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, giving him a wicked, satisfied smile.

"Now," I whispered, standing up and shimmying my tight shorts back into place, making sure the camel toe was even more pronounced than before. "I think I'm ready to start my first day."


Chapter Two




Itook a deep breath, adjusted the tiny white crop top to ensure it was actually covering my nipples, and pushed open the heavy glass door of The Fitness Center. The blast of cool, filtered air hit me, carrying the scent of distant sweat. Behind the sleek, marble-topped reception desk sat a woman who looked like she’d rather be anywhere else.

She had a thick, dark ponytail and was chewing gum with a slow, rhythmic motion. She was heavily pregnant, at least eight months along, her swollen belly stretching a tight black maternity tank top to its absolute limit. Her breasts were enormous, swollen by pregnancy to a size that made mine look almost modest.

I cleared my throat. "Hi. I'm Molly. I'm the new... free-use receptionist?"

The woman looked up, her eyes tracing a slow, cynical path from my face, down to the straining white fabric over my tits, and lingering for a long second on the deep camel toe my shorts were highlighting. She popped a bubble with her gum.

"I'm Skylar," she said. "It’s my last day before maternity leave, thank God. I was wondering when the new girl would show up."

She stood up slowly, bracing her hands on her lower back. Her belly was a massive, hard dome that bumped against the edge of the desk.

“Pleased to meet you, I’m Molly,” I said, keen to make a good impression. “Are you free-use, too?”

“Sure am, and look what happened,” she sighed, indicating her swollen belly.

“Er… wow,” I said.

"Anyway," Skylar said, grabbing a laminated sign from under the desk. "I'm supposed to show you around, so I guess we’d better get it over with."

She slapped the sign onto the marble surface. It read “Reception Closed.”

I glanced at the door. "What if someone comes in and needs help?"

Skylar just shrugged, her massive pregnant tits swinging with the movement as she stepped out from behind the desk.

"Then they’ll have to fucking wait," she said flatly. "Follow me, Molly.”

We walked down a corridor towards the changing rooms. Skylar didn't even slow down as she led me toward the men’s.

"Shouldn't we... knock?" I stammered, my heart starting to race.

Skylar didn't even break her stride. "Nah," she said, pushing the door open with a loud thud.

The air inside was thick with steam and the heavy, musky scent of testosterone and expensive body wash. My eyes went wide. It was like the scene from a gay porno. Men were everywhere in various states of undress. To my left, a tall, muscular guy with a tribal tattoo was drying his hair, his thick, heavy cock swinging freely between his legs as he moved. Further down, a group of guys was laughing by the lockers, completely naked, their tight, muscular bottoms shining with a sheen of sweat, entirely unconcerned by our presence.

Over in the open shower area, two guys with wide, hairy chests were soaping each other up, their hands sliding over slick, muscular shoulders. Their cocks were semi-hard, twitching slightly as their heavy lengths dripped with soapy water.

I felt a wave of heat wash over me, my nipples hardening so much they became visible through my top. My pussy was already aching, getting so wet that I worried it might soak through my panties into my shorts.

Skylar, however, looked completely unimpressed. She stood in the middle of the locker room, one hand braced on her massive pregnant belly, the other on her hip, slowly popping a bubble with her gum.

"See this?" she said, gesturing vaguely at a pile of discarded, damp towels on the floor. "The men here are total slobs. You’ll be coming in here every hour to pick up after them."

"In here? While they're... like this?" I asked, my voice trembling slightly as I watched a Black guy with a massive, semi-erect cock walk past us toward the sauna.

"Especially while they're like this," Skylar replied with a cynical smirk, her dark ponytail swaying as she turned to face me. "They like to watch you bend over. And believe me, in those shorts, you’re going to be doing a lot more than just picking up towels."

I was attracting a few looks now, one or two of the naked men appraising my body with their eyes. I wanted to stay there all day, but Skylar was already holding the door open for us to leave. With a sigh, I followed her out.

The next door along was the female changing rooms. They were filled with women who looked like they belonged on the cover of a fitness magazine. They were all stunning, with bronzed skin, toned gym bodies, and high, small breasts. As they moved about, completely uninhibited, I couldn't help but notice how perfectly groomed they were, most of them sporting smooth, shaved pussies.

A woman who looked exactly like an Instagram model, with long blonde hair, a tiny waist, and legs that went on forever, looked up from a nearby bench. She was completely naked, her skin glowing with a light sheen of post-workout sweat.

"Hi, Skylar," she chirped, her voice bright and airy.

Her eyes went straight to my straining white crop top and the obscene display of my camel toe in the gray shorts. She gave me a wink.

"New girl?" she asked, reaching into her designer gym bag.

"Molly," Skylar grunted, popping her gum. "She's taking over my desk."

The model nodded, pulling out an enormous, thick purple vibrator. She didn't seem the least bit embarrassed. "Welcome to the team, Molly. Hopefully, I’ll get to catch up with you later.”

She turned and sauntered toward the shower cubicles. A second woman, equally gorgeous and already wet from the spray, peeked her head out of a stall and beckoned her in. The blonde stepped inside, and a second later, the deep, low thrum of the vibrator began to buzz through the air, followed by giggling.

I stood there, my mouth slightly open, feeling a fresh wave of moisture soak into my thong. The sounds of their muffled moans started to drift over the top of the stall.

"They're allowed to do that?" I whispered, my voice thick with arousal.

Skylar let out a laugh, her massive pregnant belly shifting as she turned toward the exit. "Allowed? Those two are the aerobic instructors. If they aren't getting fucked by the members, they're fucking each other. Usually both."

She headed for the door, not waiting to see if I was following. "Come on. If we stay here, you’ll end up in that shower with them, and I still have to show you the rest of the gym before my back gives out."


Chapter Three




We left the locker rooms behind and headed toward the main gym area. As Skylar pushed open the double doors to the weight room, the sound of clanking iron and heavy, rhythmic breathing hit me.

It was a paradise of muscle. Dozens of men were scattered across the floor, most of them shirtless and sweaty. I watched, mesmerized, as a guy on the bench press let out a loud grunt, the veins in his thick arms bulging as he pushed a massive amount of weight toward the ceiling.

Then, I saw him. A man separated himself from a group near the squat racks and began walking toward us. He was breathtaking, perfectly tanned, with a physique that looked like it had been chiseled out of marble. His dark hair was effortlessly slicked back, and his face was ruggedly handsome. He was wearing nothing but a pair of thin, black gym shorts that sat low on his hips.

As he got closer, I couldn't help but stare at the unmistakable, heavy outline curving down his left leg. It was easily one of the biggest cocks I had ever seen, thick and long even while flaccid. I felt a sudden, sharp ache between my legs, my clit throbbing so hard against the seam of my shorts that it was almost painful. I was suddenly, desperately hungry for him.

"Skylar," he said, his voice impossibly deep. "Taking the new girl on the grand tour?"

"Molly, meet Kane. He’s the head instructor here," Skylar muttered, popping her gum with a weary snap.

"It's... It's a pleasure, Kane," I stammered, leaning forward to shake his massive hand. I gave him my most provocative smile, my eyes locked onto his. "I’m the new receptionist. I’m sure I’ll be seeing a lot of you."

Kane gave me a polite, professional nod, his eyes grazing over my chest for a split second before returning to my face.

"Welcome to the team, Molly," he said coolly. "Just make sure you keep the towel bins full. We go through them fast." He looked past me, spotting a member with poor form on a shoulder press. "Excuse me, I need to correct a lift. Nice to meet you."

He turned and walked away, his muscular back rippling with every step. I watched his ass move under the shorts, my mouth literally watering.

"Oh my God," I whispered, turning back to Skylar. "He is incredible. Is he... does he use the free-use policy?"

Skylar let out a cynical snort, one hand resting on her belly. She looked at me with something like pity.

"Don't even think about it, honey," she said, her voice dry. "That’s Kane. He’s got a girlfriend, and he’s the only man in this building who looks but doesn't touch. He’s strictly professional."

I felt a sharp pang of disappointment. "Really? Not even once?"

"Trust me," Skylar sighed, starting to walk back toward the exit. "I’ve spent the last eight months trying to get that monster between my legs.”

I looked back over my shoulder at him one last time, watching him lean over a client, his huge cock straining the leg of his shorts. My heart sank. The one man I wanted more than anything was the only one I couldn't have.

Skylar led me away from the free weights and toward the cardio section, where the rhythmic thumping of feet on treadmills created a steady, driving beat. The air here was even more humid.

My attention was immediately taken by a woman on one of the treadmills. She was a stunning Black woman with a flawless, dark complexion and incredibly long, thick fake eyelashes that fluttered with every stride.

She was wearing a neon-orange sports bra that looked like it was fighting a losing battle against her massive, heavy breasts. Even with the support, they were bouncing like crazy, surging upward and slamming back down with every heavy footfall.

She was pushing herself hard. A thick sheen of sweat covered her skin, and dark, damp patches had bloomed across the center of her sports bra and the crotch of her tight leggings. As we approached, she caught my eye and gave a little wave, her long lashes sweeping against her cheeks. She hit the stop button and let the machine whirr to a halt, leaning forward to catch her breath. Her chest heaved, her breasts practically spilling out of the top of the bra as she panted.

"Well, hello there," she purred in the well-spoken voice of someone with a lot of money. "You must be the new addition to the staff."

"I'm Molly," I said, feeling that familiar flush return to my face. Up close, she was even more intimidatingly beautiful. “I’m the new free-use receptionist. You… you can let me know if you need anything. Anything at all,” I said hopefully.

She stepped off the machine, her eyes roaming hungrily over my body, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

"I'm Roxy," she said, stepping into my personal space until I could smell the heat coming off her body. She reached out with a manicured hand, her long, sharp nails lightly grazing my hip. "You are absolutely delicious, Molly. If I didn’t have a boyfriend, I’d be very tempted to take you up on that offer.”

I sighed. Another hot monogamous person. My pussy was aching with need, making me even more desperate for some action.

Skylar didn't give me time to dwell on my disappointment. She turned on her heel, her heavy gait already taking her toward the back of the gym. "Come on. The spin studio is through here, and the yoga room is at the end of the hall. It’s all the same; mirrors, sweat, and people looking to get fucked after they burn their calories."

We skimmed through the rest of the facility, Skylar pointing out the towel storage and the staff break room with a disinterested wave of her hand. My head was spinning with the sensory overload of the place, but my body was still vibrating with need.

"Alright," Skylar grunted as we arrived back at the marble-topped reception desk. "That’s the grand tour. Now for the most important part of the job: keeping the lead receptionist happy in her final hours."

She walked behind the desk and sank heavily into the padded office chair with a long, weary groan. "My back is killing me, my feet are like balloons, and this baby is sitting right on my bladder."

I stood in front of the desk, confused, until Skylar reached down and grabbed the hem of her skirt. She hiked it up over her knees, then higher, exposing her pale thighs. She reached under the fabric, shimmying until she pulled a pair of soaked, oversized white cotton panties down and tossed them onto the desk next to the phone.

"Get down there, Molly," she commanded, her voice thick and bored as she spread her legs wide. "My hormones are driving me crazy, and I need a release before I head home to put my feet up."

I dropped to my knees behind the desk, shielded from the front door. Skylar was incredibly hairy, a thick, dark forest of curls covering her mound and spilling down her inner thighs. Her pussy was dark and heavily swollen, the lips protruding and slick with arousal.

"Don't just stare at it," Skylar snapped, though her head was already leaning back against the headrest. I leaned in, my tongue darting out to taste her. She was delicious, sweet, and salty. I buried my face in her dark hair, my tongue finding her swollen clit and swirling around it with desperate hunger.

Skylar, meanwhile, reached for a metal nail file from a cup on the desk. She began to calmly file her nails, the rhythmic scritch-scritch of the metal against her fingernails the only sound other than my wet licking.

"Mmm, yeah, right there," she muttered, and let out a bored, low-energy moan. "You're pretty good at this, Molly. Better than the last temp."

I doubled my efforts, my fingers reaching up to grip her thighs. I sucked on her clit, my tongue working with a frantic pace.

Suddenly, the nail file clattered to the desk. Skylar’s bored expression shattered as her body went rigid. Her hands flew to the armrests of the chair, her knuckles turning white.

"Oh… oh fuck! Molly!" she screamed, her voice losing all its cynicism. Her hips bucked violently against my face, and before I could even react, she came hard, her release soaking my face. She shrieked, her head slamming back against the chair as she screamed, her internal muscles pulsing rhythmically against my tongue as she squirted again and again.

She slumped back, panting heavily, her massive belly heaving. I stayed there for a moment, dripping with her, my heart racing.

“Fuck, I nearly gave birth right then,” she smirked. She picked up her bag from under the desk and started putting things in it. “Right, that’s me then. Now you’re here, I can fuck off home.”

I stood up, trying to wipe my face with the back of my hand. “You’re leaving me in charge?” I asked.

“Yep.” She laughed. “Good luck, you’ll need it in this place.”

She heaved herself to her feet and waddled towards the front door. Just before she left, she paused and turned.

“Watch out for the rowing team. That can get pretty intense.”

And then she left.


Chapter Four




Skylar hadn’t even shown me the computer system, so I spent the next few hours figuring out the gym’s software by trial and error. To my surprise, I actually enjoyed it. A few members came in looking for lost key fobs or asking about class schedules, and I handled them with a bright, professional smile.

The sexual frustration, however, was agonizing. Every person who walked through those glass doors was gorgeous. Tanned guys in vests with bulging biceps, women with sculpted legs and high, tight ponytails… everyone was a ten. And they all saw me. They saw the way my nipples were practically hard enough to cut glass under my tight top, and they definitely saw the deep, unmistakable crevice of my camel toe as I stood up to reach for towels or files.

But no one made a move. By noon, my stomach gave a loud growl. I reached into my bag and pulled out the lunch Ben had packed for me. He’d made me a chicken and avocado wrap, along with a little container of sliced mango. He’d even tucked a sticky note inside that said: Hope your pussy is as full as your stomach soon. Love, B.

By the time I had eaten it, I couldn't take the inactivity anymore. My pussy was throbbing with every heartbeat. If the men weren't coming to the reception desk for their "service," then I was going to have to bring the service to them.

I stood up, smoothed my shorts over my aching crotch, and grabbed one of the large plastic laundry bins. “Time to check the towels,” I muttered to myself.

I pushed open the heavy swinging door of the men’s locker room. Skylar hadn't been exaggerating; the place was a disaster zone. Damp white towels were strewn across the benches and dumped in sodden piles on the floor. It was pretty quiet now that the lunchtime rush had died down, and there was only one guy in the showers at the back.

He was older, with a solid "dad bod" and a thick, masculine coating of dark hair across his chest, back, and shoulders. He was standing under a steaming jet of water, his eyes closed. He was completely naked, and as he lathered up with a bar of soap, his thick, heavy cock, already semi-hard, swayed between his hairy thighs. Every few seconds, he gave it a slow, rhythmic, soapy stroke.

I felt a surge of heat so intense it made my head spin. He opened his eyes, blinking through the water. He didn't look surprised or embarrassed; he just looked me up and down.

"Hi," I breathed. "The... the towels were a mess. I'm Molly, the new girl." I paused, my heart thumping. "Do you... Do you need any help with that?” I glanced down at the cock in his hand.

A slow grin spread across his face. He stopped stroking himself and gestured to the space under the shower head. "Yeah," he grunted, his voice deep and gravelly. "I need help. Get in here, Molly."

I didn't need to be told twice. My fingers flew to the hem of my tiny white crop top, peeling the fabric over my head and tossing it onto the floor. My heavy breasts swung free, my nipples dark and hard. I kicked off my sneakers and slid the gray spandex shorts down, my soaked thong coming with them.

I stepped into the spray, the hot water slicking my skin instantly. I grabbed the bar of soap from his hand and began to lather my own body, my hands sliding over my tits and down my stomach before I pressed myself against him.

The sensation was incredible. His hairy chest was rough against my sensitive nipples, and I could feel his thick, soapy cock pressing hard against my belly. I reached down, my hand closing around his shaft.

"That's it," he growled, his hands moving to grip my wet ass, squeezing the cheeks hard. "Work it, you little slut.” His hands abandoned my ass to reach between my legs. He brushed over the wet hair of my trimmed bush and plunged two thick fingers deep inside me.

"Oh God, yes!" I cried out in relief. He added a third finger, stretching my tight entrance to the limit, while his heavy palm slammed rhythmically against my swollen clit. I was a mess of tangled limbs and gasping breaths, my big breasts swinging and slapping against his hairy chest as he worked me over with a rough intensity.

"God, you have a nice cunt," he hissed into my ear.

I couldn't hold back. My internal muscles clamped down on his fingers, and I let out a long, high-pitched wail as a violent orgasm ripped through me. I shook in his arms, the spray of the shower washing over my face as I came hard, my body sagging against him.

Before I could even catch my breath, his powerful hands gripped my ass cheeks, hoisting me up effortlessly. I squealed in surprise, instinctively wrapping my legs around his thick waist, my ankles locking behind his back. My soaking wet pussy was presented gaping right above his cock, and he didn't hesitate. He guided it to my opening and thrust upward with one deep, hard swing of his hips.

I let out a choked gasp as he buried himself inside me all the way to his balls. The angle was incredible; every time he slammed me back against the shower wall, his cock rubbed against every perfect spot inside me. The wet sound of our bodies colliding echoed off the tiles, competing with the roar of the water. I gripped his hairy shoulders, my fingers digging into his skin as he pumped into me, my soapy tits crushed between us.

His strength was incredible, holding me up off the floor, and every time he thrust upward, his cock buried itself so deep I felt it bottoming out inside me, sending waves of pleasure through my body. His hands were on my ass cheeks, stretching me wide, the tips of his fingers brushing against the ring of muscles around my stretched asshole. The feeling made me need more.

“Yes… fuck…” I gasped. “Put your fingers in my ass.”

While his cock continued to punish my pussy, he shifted slightly and jammed two thick, soapy fingers into my tight rear entrance. The double penetration was too much. My internal walls clamped down on his cock, and I came hard, shaking in his arms.

"Please," I whimpered as the tremors subsided. "Please... I want your cock in there. Fuck my ass."

He smirked, his hands sliding down to let me stand on my own shaky legs. Then he reached for his waterproof washbag hanging on the shower hook and pulled out a small, travel-sized tube.

"A man in this gym always carries lube, Molly," he grunted, the cap popping open with a sharp click. "You never know when a slut like you is going to be begging for it."

He turned me around, shoving my head down so I was bent at the waist, and my ass was hiked high into the air. I braced my hands against the wall, my breasts swinging and heavy, dripping with water and soap. I felt the cold, slick gel being smeared over my asshole, and then the head of his thick cock began to nudge against me.

I let out a muffled shriek as he breached me, the pressure immense as he stretched me wide open. He slowly sank the full length of his cock into my tight ass. The initial burn turned into a deep, throbbing ache of pleasure. He filled me completely, his hairy belly slapping against my rear as he began to move, his thick shaft sliding in and out of my ass with a wet, rhythmic sound.

"You're a real little anal slut, aren't you?" he laughed, reaching forward to grab my hair and pull my head back. “And now I’m going to come in your ass.”

“Yes! Please! Fill me up!” I gasped.

He didn't hold back, his thrusts coming harder and deeper. I could feel his balls slapping against my soaking pussy with every lunge.

“I’m coming!” he grunted.

He buried himself one last time, his cock throbbing as he began to erupt. I felt the first thick pulse of his cum hit my insides, and the sensation was so intense that I came again. My legs gave out, and if he hadn't been holding my hair and pinning me with his weight, I would have collapsed onto the shower floor.

We stood there for a long minute, the hot water washing away the soap, but nothing could wash away the delicious feeling of being completely used.

He gave my wet ass a sharp sting of a slap. "Good girl, Molly. Welcome to the gym." He turned off the shower and went to walk away. “Oh, I’m Mike, by the way,” he said, leaving me leaning against the cold tiles, finally feeling like I’d started my first day at work properly.


Chapter Five




Iwas just about to pack up and go home for the day when Kane finally strolled toward the reception desk. I was still buzzing from my locker room encounter, my skin sensitive and my pussy still slightly swollen, hidden beneath my gray shorts.

Kane looked as perfect as he had that morning, his skin glowing from exercise. He leaned one arm on the marble counter, and my eyes immediately dropped to the heavy curve in his shorts.

"First day almost done, Molly," he said. "Before you head home to your husband, I thought you might want to enjoy one of the best perks of working here."

My heart did a literal somersault. This is it, I thought. He was just waiting for the crowds to thin out. I felt my nipples harden instantly, pressing against the fabric of my crop top. "I’d love that, Kane. I’ve been... waiting all day to see what you had in mind."

"Great," he said with a professional smile that didn't reach his eyes the way I wanted it to. "Let's get you set up with a personalized training program. Every staff member gets a free session with the head instructor to start them off."

The disappointment hit me like a bucket of ice water, but I followed him anyway, desperate for any reason to be near him. He started me on the treadmill to warm up. As I began to run, my big breasts began their frantic, rhythmic bounce. I could see him watching me. He stepped up behind me, his hand landing firmly on the small of my back to "correct my posture." The heat of his palm through my thin shorts made me nearly trip.

"Keep your core tight, Molly," he murmured. "And keep those shoulders back. Good girl."

Hearing him say the words good girl almost made me come right there.

Next, he moved me to the weight machines. Every exercise was an exercise in torture. When I did leg presses, he stood right over me, his monster of a cock inches from my face inside his shorts. When I did lat pulldowns, he stood behind me, his chest almost brushing my back, his hands reaching over mine to guide the bar. He touched me constantly, adjusting my grip, touching my thigh to check muscle engagement, his fingers lingering just a second too long on my skin.

I was dripping with sweat, my breathing ragged, and the sight of his massive cock in those tight shorts every time he moved was driving me to the brink of insanity. I was certain he was doing it on purpose.

Finally, after a set of squats where he'd kept his hands on my hips to "stabilize" me, I couldn't take it anymore. I turned around in the middle of the gym floor, my chest heaving, my face flushed with a mix of exertion and pure lust.

"Kane, please," I panted, reaching out to grab his muscular forearms. "Look at my crotch. I'm so wet it’s soaked through my gym shorts, I'm desperate... I don't want a workout. I want you to take me into the office and fuck me until I can't walk."

I looked down at the bulge in his shorts, then back up at him, my eyes pleading. "Please. I’m the free-use receptionist. Use me."

Kane’s expression didn't change. "You’re a very attractive woman, Molly. But like I think Skylar might have mentioned, I don't participate in the free-use policy. I have a girlfriend, and I'm very happy with her." He picked up his clipboard, checking off a box. "That’s a good start for today. We’ll work on your upper body tomorrow. Get some rest."

He turned and walked away toward the squat racks, leaving me standing alone in the middle of the gym, sweaty, rejected, and more frustrated than I had ever been in my entire life.

That evening, the frustration from Kane’s rejection boiled over into a feral, desperate energy that Ben was, initially, more than happy to absorb. I dragged him from the sofa to the rug and finally to the bed, riding him frantically while I fantasized about the heavy bulge in Kane’s shorts. But after several hours, he was exhausted and begged me to let him go to sleep.

The next morning, I arrived at the studio nice and early, my outfit even more obscene, just a thin, red sports bra that lifted my breasts up and gave me deep cleavage, and a cute little tennis skirt that was so short my panties were visible.

It wasn’t long before a couple of members came in, a pair of thick-necked powerlifters with massive, tree-trunk thighs. As they scanned in, I saw their names were Andrew and Carl. They headed toward the back of the weight room. I put the closed sign up and followed them. I caught up with them in the corner by the heavy squat racks, and without a word, I dropped to my knees and beckoned them over.

Within seconds, I had two short, thick cocks shoved into my mouth at once, my cheeks bulging as I looked up at them with wide, hungry eyes. The sensation was overwhelming. Having both of them filling my mouth at once forced my jaw to stretch to its absolute limit. And they weren't gentle; they took turns thrusting, their hips snapping forward as they tag-teamed my throat. One would pull back just far enough for the other to shove deeper, their heavy balls slapping against my chin.

"Look at this slut," the taller one grunted, his hand tangling in my hair to hold my head steady as he buried himself to the hilt. "Didn't even say hello before she started begging for it. And at least she isn’t whining about her back like the last receptionist."

They eventually pulled back, leaving my lips swollen and my chin dripping with thick saliva. Carl tugged my sports bra off over my head and squeezed my heavy breasts. Andrew wasted no time in lifting up my shirt and tugging down my thong.

They guided me over to a weight bench nearby. Andrew grabbed my waist and hiked me up, laying me back across the firm, black vinyl. I felt the cold surface against my back as they shoved my legs wide, pushing my knees toward my shoulders until my soaking wet pussy and stretched asshole were perfectly presented. Carl reached out and spread my pussy lips wide, exposing the bright pink, soaking wet interior that was already pulsing in anticipation.

"Look at that," Carl grunted, nudging Andrew. "She’s soaking.”

Without another word, Carl shoved two thick fingers deep inside me. He hooked them upward, finding my G-spot with brutal precision, and began to pump. The friction was incredible. Each curl of his fingers sent a jolt of electricity straight to my brain. I arched my back, my big breasts pointing at the ceiling.

"Yes! Right there! Don't stop!" I wailed.

He picked up the pace, his thumb slamming against my clit while his fingers worked me over from the inside. I felt the pressure building like a tidal wave, a heavy, liquid heat pooling in my core. Suddenly, my body stiffened, my toes curled, and I let out a scream as a massive orgasm took hold. All I could hear was the wet slapping sounds from my cunt as clear liquid bubbled out, soaking Carl's hand and splashing onto the bench. I was squirting uncontrollably, my internal muscles clamping down on his fingers in a desperate rhythm.

I was still shaking from the climax when Carl pulled his hand away and replaced it with his thick, rigid cock. I’d never seen one that was shorter than average, but quite so thick. He drove into me with one heavy thrust, burying himself deep and stretching me so tight I cried out.

At the same time, Andrew moved to the head of the bench. He stood over me, his thighs framing my face, and guided his equally thick shaft toward my mouth. I looked up at him, my jaw aching as he slid deep into my throat. The sensation was total. I was being stuffed from both ends, my senses overwhelmed as they fucked me hard.

My tits bounced frantically with every movement, and I felt like a true free-use toy, completely used and filled to capacity right there in the gym. It was just what I needed. After several minutes of relentless pounding, they finally pulled out, leaving me gasping and twitching.

But the break was short-lived. Andrew, the shorter and stockier of the two, sat back on the end of the bench and hauled me toward him.

"On top, you little free-use slut," he commanded.

I scrambled up, my shaky legs straddling his thick, tree-trunk thighs. I lowered myself onto his rigid shaft, gasping as he filled me once more. I began to ride him, my big, sweaty breasts swinging wildly and slapping against his chest. I leaned forward, grinding my hips so that my engorged clit slammed rhythmically against his pelvis. The friction was unbearable in the best way possible, and it wasn’t long before I climaxed again.

Behind me, I sensed Carl had moved into position. He reached out and gripped my hips with his hands, tilting me forward until my chest was pressed against Andrew’s.

"Don't stop moving for him," Carl hissed, and then I felt the wide head of his lubed cock pressing against my rear entrance. Using my own movements, he let me press back against him, applying more and more pressure to my asshole. It took a while, but as soon as he felt it open up, he lunged forward.

I let out a muffled shriek into Andrew’s thick neck as Carl buried himself in my ass. The double stretch from their fat dicks was intense. I was pinned between them, my soaked pussy sliding up and down Andrew’s cock while my ass was being claimed by Carl. My internal walls were in a state of constant spasm, gripping their cocks with every heave of my hips.

"Jesus," Andrew panted, his hands coming up to squeeze and knead my heavy breasts as I bounced on him. "She’s taking it even better than that pregnant whore." Hearing him say that through the fog made me glow with pride.

As they both picked up the pace, my world narrowed down to the wet, slapping sounds of our bodies and the incredible, double assault between my legs. My brain switched off and back on again as I came so hard I passed out for a second. My internal walls clamped down on their shafts, and I squirted again all over Andrew.

I felt Carl’s hands dig into my waist as he let out a groan of relief, flooding my ass with warm cum. A second later, Andrew grunted beneath me and erupted into my pussy. I slumped against Andrew’s chest, completely spent as their cocks pulsed and released inside me. They held me there for a long moment, their heavy breathing the only sound in the room.

Finally, they both pulled out with wet, heavy squelches. I slid off Andrew’s lap, my legs failing me as I sank to the floor, a mixture of their cum and my own arousal leaking down my thighs and onto the gym mats.

"Good session, Molly," Carl panted, wiping sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand as he started to pull his shorts back up. "It’s always good to start the day with some cardio."


Chapter Six




And then in the afternoon, the rowing team came in.

There were seven of them. Six were tall, broad-shouldered and smelled of sun lotion and testosterone. The seventh, the cox who steered the boat, was barely five feet tall, thin with a shaved head.

“I’m Brian,” the cox said. “And this is the rowing team. Meet Tyler, the captain.” He indicated the golden-haired giant next to him. Tyler reached over the counter, took my hand, and hauled me over the marble top like I weighed nothing at all.

"We need a proper warm-up, new girl," he grinned.

They marched me back to the rowing studio, where the cooling fans were already whirring. I was stripped to my sneakers in seconds, six pairs of strong hands touching me all over my body. But they didn't try to fuck me at first; they didn’t even take their dicks out.

Tyler pushed me down onto one of the long, padded benches. While Brian watched with his arms folded like he was supervising, the rowers crowded in, a tight, wall of muscle and tanned skin. Two of them gripped my ankles just above my trainers and, slowly spreading my legs wide until I was completely exposed to the bright fluorescent lights.

"Look at her," one of them whispered. "She’s already soaking."

Tyler stood between my knees, but he didn't reach for his zipper. Instead, he leaned down and began to run his thumbs over the insides of my thighs. His touch was agonizingly slow, circling higher and higher toward my crotch but never quite reaching the center. At the same time, five other sets of hands began to roam. Someone was kneading my breasts, pulling at my nipples until they were hard and aching, while another used his fingers to trace the curves of my waist and hips.

Then Tyler spat on his fingers and slid his hand down between my ass cheeks to massage my puckered rear entrance. The sensation was dizzying. A hand slid under my back, arching me upward, while another stroked the sensitive skin behind my ears. Soon, there were fingers in my pussy, fingers in my ass, fingers stroking every inch of my body. I felt like I was being worshiped as a goddess.

"Please," I whimpered. "Someone... fuck me."

"Patience, new girl," Tyler murmured, adding a third finger to my ass. With his other hand, he began to grind in a slow, circular motion over my swollen clit. I moaned at the intense pleasure. The other boys picked up the pace, their hands rubbing over my tits and my stomach, curling around my throat, and pinning my arms back. The pleasure rose and rose inside me, unstoppable.

"She’s close," Tyler noted, his grin widening as he watched my eyes roll right back in my head. He increased the pressure, his fingers finding the perfect spot inside me. Just as I thought I couldn’t take any more, I came so hard my body vibrated on the bench like I was having a seizure. My cunt and ass clenched around the fingers inside me as wave after wave of ecstasy consumed me.

“Okay team, she’s ready. Let’s go!” ordered Brian.

Almost in unison, the sound of six zippers filled the quiet studio. The rowers stripped out of their gear, revealing the kind of powerful, athletic physiques that only hours of daily rowing could forge. They were all thick and hard, their dicks standing proud and heavy.

Tyler stepped back into place between my trembling thighs, grabbed his thick shaft, and buried it in me with a slow, authoritative lunge. I let out a loud moan, my pussy still sensitive from the orgasm, but the sheer, stretching fullness felt incredible.

“Not too fast to start with,” said Brian. “Pace yourself.”

Tyler established a steady, rhythmic pace, his body slamming against mine with the force of a man used to pulling heavy oars.

“That’s it,” coached Brian, as if he was instructing them in the boat. “One... two… one… two.”

The steady pace felt too good. “Oh…” I moaned, “Fuck… I’m coming…”

As soon as I’d finished climaxing, he pulled out, and Brian signalled for the next rower to step in. They moved with the precision of a crew team, the cox orchestrating them, each one taking his turn to rail me until my pussy was aching and swollen. By the time the sixth man pulled out, I was a dazed, panting mess, my inner thighs coated with sweat and my leaking release.

"Ready for the main event?" Brian asked.

Tyler didn't give me time to answer. “Let’s go, team,” he urged.

He grabbed my waist and flipped me over, pushing my chest down against the bench so my ass was hiked high into the air. I felt the heat of bodies crowding in behind me. One rower, a dark-haired boy with massive quads, guided his dick to my pussy, sliding deep inside me, while Tyler stepped over and positioned himself at my rear entrance.

He spat on his palm, lubed himself up with it, and pushed into my tight, puckered ass. I screamed into the vinyl as I was filled in both holes, my body stretched to its absolute limit. They worked in tandem, their thrusts synchronized so they met in the middle of my body. The friction was almost too much to bear; it felt like I was being split apart. But the pleasure was so intense I couldn't stop my hips from bucking back to meet them.

“That’s it, stay in sync,” the cox urged, moving to the side to get the best view. “One… two… one… two. Not too fast.”

When I squirted all over the bench, they pulled out, and the cox signalled for two more to take their place. The transition was seamless and ruthless. I didn't even have a second to catch my breath before I felt the dual pressure returning. This time, the rower behind me gripped my hair, pulling my head back so I was forced to look at the other four men standing in a semi-circle, their hard cocks glistening under the studio lights as they watched their teammates work me.

The sensation of being double-stuffed again was even more intense than the first time. I was lost in a haze of raw, animalistic sensation. The rhythmic slap of their bodies hitting my skin echoed around the studio. One wall was a huge mirror, and I could watch what was happening to me in filthy detail. By the time the final pair took their turn, I was barely conscious of anything but the overwhelming fullness and pleasure.

And then Brian stepped forward and dropped his shorts. His dick was massive, the biggest one there, thick and erect. It looked even more impressive on his small, five foot frame. He took me hard, bent over the bench, stretching me like I’d never been stretched before. I came so hard I nearly passed out.

When they’d all had another turn with me, Brian made me kneel down on the floor in the middle of the room. I was a wreck, my hair was matted to my forehead, my chest was flushed a deep pink, and my pussy and ass were both pulsing.

The seven of them surrounded me, standing over my trembling body. They began to stroke themselves, their eyes locked on the mess they had already made of me.

"You did good, new girl," Tyler laughed. "Now you’re going to wear the team colors."

I could only watch, my mouth hanging open in a silent moan, as the first load of hot, thick cum arched through the air and splashed across my tits. Suddenly, they were all coming, unloading line after line of hot, wet cum all over my body. Heavy, white splashes landed on my breasts, my neck, and my thighs. I closed my eyes as a warm jet hit my cheek. By the time the last of them groaned and sprayed his final contribution over my tangled hair, I was completely painted.

Through the haze, I realized that someone was watching through the studio observation window. It was Kane. He smirked at me, winked, and then turned to leave.


Chapter Seven




The rest of the week was a blurred, blissful montage of high-intensity sex. Once the gym members got to know me, they seemed to get over their shyness, and I was called upon for sweaty workout sessions all day, every day.

I became a fixture of the facility, as essential as the resistance bands or the water fountain. By Wednesday, I was so busy that I didn't even bother showering between sessions. I spent Thursday afternoon in the spinning room after the class ended, draped over a bike while the instructor and four of his pupils took turns stretching me out. I was a total mess, a walking invitation, and I loved every second of the attention.

Yet, as Friday arrived, a persistent, nagging frustration dampened my mood. I’d be mid-fuck bent over the reception desk, my mouth open in ecstasy as some anonymous lifter pounded into me, and I’d find myself looking for that familiar, dark-haired silhouette: Kane.

All day, I watched Kane across the floor, his professional focus never wavering. He’d be spotting a client, his massive arms bulging, that heavy, thick outline in his shorts swaying just inches from the floor. Or he’d give me a polite, "Morning, Molly," as I sat there with my hair disheveled and my skin flushed from a quickie in the ladies' bathroom, and it drove me insane.

Then, just after lunch on Friday, the glass doors swung open, and Roxy sauntered back into the gym, looking even more like a high-fashion goddess than she had on Monday. She was wearing a shimmering, skin-tight leotard that made her dark skin glow, and those thick, synthetic eyelashes fluttered as she scanned the room.

Just looking at her made my heart hammer against my ribs. I stood up behind the desk, my pussy giving a sharp, familiar throb. I remembered her nails grazing my skin and the way she’d looked at my camel toe. I was about to offer her a wide, slutty smile when Kane started walking toward her.

I expected him to give her a professional nod or a "Good afternoon, Roxy." Instead, as they met in the middle of the lobby, Kane reached out, spanking her hard on her big ass, and then wrapping a massive, muscular arm around her waist as he pulled her flush against him. Their mouths met in a deep, hungry, tongue-filled kiss that went on forever.

I watched, breathless and paralyzed, as Kane’s hand squeezed her ass. His other hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head back as he devoured her mouth. She let out a little moan that went straight to my pussy. They finally broke apart, both of them breathless. Kane turned to me, his arm still draped possessively around her waist.

"Molly, I don't think I introduced you," he said. "This is Roxy, my girlfriend."

Roxy gave me a slow, triumphant smirk, her eyes raking over my disheveled hair and my sports bra that was still stained with sweat from my morning session with the powerlifters.

"See, Molly?" Roxy purred, stepping forward to lean her hip against the marble desk. “This is the sexy man I was talking about. Isn't he just gorgeous?"

She reached down, her hand brazenly cupping the massive, heavy bulge in Kane’s shorts, squeezing the thick length of him right in front of me. Kane didn't even flinch, but I was sure I saw his cock twitch.

I sat there with my mouth hanging open, my brain completely short-circuiting.

"Close your mouth, sweetie," she purred, reaching out to give my chin a playful little flick. "You’ll catch flies. Or something else."

She glanced up at Kane, who was looking at me now with more interest than he had all week.

"Kane and I have been talking," Roxy continued. "About our relationship, about the free-use policy at the gym... and about how much we both have a crush on you. We’ve decided that our relationship is strong enough to handle a little... outside stimulation. We're opening things up to having threesomes, Molly.”

I felt my heart rate increase, and a fresh surge of arousal hit my thong.

"And," Roxy added, her eyes flashing wickedly as she leaned over the desk, her huge breasts nearly spilling out of the leotard. "We think it’s only fair that our first threesome… is with you.”

I didn’t know what to say. “Yes!” I gasped, nodding vigorously. “Yes, please.”

“There’s a jacuzzi in the back of the pool area. Would you care to join us at some point?"

I grabbed the closed sign and slammed it on the desk. “I’m free now.”

"Good girl," Roxy laughed, reaching over to grab my hand and pulling me out from behind the desk. "Bring your towel, Molly. It’s going to be a very long lunch break."


Chapter Eight




The walk to the spa area felt like a dream. My legs were shaking from the sheer anticipation, not only of finally having Kane and Roxy, but having both of them at the same time. We reached the jacuzzi in the dimly lit corner by the main pool, filled with the hum of bubbling water.

Roxy went first, peeling the shimmering leotard down her body. I couldn't stop staring. Her tits spilled out, looking incredibly soft and heavy, her large nipples almost black. Her skin was like polished mahogany, and between her legs, her pussy was flawlessly shaved. As she turned to climb into the jacuzzi, I saw that her ass was magnificent; big and round.

Then it was Kane's turn. My breath caught in my throat as he kicked off his sneakers and slid his shorts down. I had spent all week obsessing over that bulge, but the reality was even more intimidating. Even soft, his dick was an absolute monster, thick, heavy, and hanging halfway down his thigh.

I tore my own clothes off, my sports bra, skirt, and panties hitting the floor in record time. I stood there, my big breasts heaving, my pussy already slick and glistening. I stood there for a heartbeat, exposed and trembling, before Kane reached out and took my hand, guiding me down the submerged steps.

The hot, bubbling water swirled up around my thighs, then my waist, finally settling just beneath my breasts. I found myself perfectly sandwiched between them. Roxy pressed her enormous, soft breasts against my skin and hooked a leg over my thigh, grinding her smooth pussy against my leg. Her hand slid over my shoulders, trailing down until it found my nipple. She groaned into my ear as she teased it between her fingers.

On my left, Kane cupped my other breast, bending down to take the nipple in his mouth. I could feel his cock against my leg. Even semi-soft, it felt enormous. I felt it twitch and pulse as it stiffened against me. When I wrapped my hand around it under the water, I let out a loud moan of pleasure at the feeling of his thick girth against my palm.

We kissed; me with each of them, and then altogether, our three tongues flicking against each other in a glorious triangle.

Roxy’s hands slid down my belly, her fingers brushing my pubic hair and tangling with Kane’s fingers as they both began to explore my pussy. It wasn’t long before they had me squealing and trembling. I didn’t know whose fingers were inside me, and whose were massaging my clit, but it didn’t matter. Seconds later, I was coming hard, my tits splashing water everywhere.

Roxy reached across me to touch Kane’s face. “I want to watch you fuck her tight little pussy,” she purred.

Kane smirked. “Your wish is my command, my sweetheart.” He lifted me easily out of the jacuzzi and placed me on the edge. My legs fell open, my pussy swollen and ready. I lay back on the cool rubber matting, the humid air of the pool room making my wet skin tingle. Kane knelt between my thighs. Up close and fully erect, his cock was terrifying, like one of those massive joke dildos, thick and veiny.

Roxy knelt next to me, her dark breasts hanging almost to the floor. "He’s going to fuck you so good, Molly," she whispered. “I can’t wait to see you screaming on his cock.” She leaned over, using her fingers to spread my pussy lips as wide as they could go, exposing the bright pink, pulsing core of my cunt. “I’ve been thinking about him fucking you all week,” she groaned.

Kane gripped the base of his shaft, centering the broad head against my opening, and pushed.

I let out a sharp, strangled cry as he breached me. The stretch was instantaneous and immense, a feeling of being filled so completely that I felt my internal walls straining against his girth.

"Oh God, you're... you're so big," I gasped, my fingers clawing at the rubber matting.

"Take it all, Molly," Roxy encouraged, before shoving her tongue in my mouth to kiss me.

Kane started fucking me, working his cock deeper and deeper, making me feel every inch. Roxy’s tits were squashed against me, and her hand found my clit, adding another delicious layer to the pleasure. When Kane finally bottomed out inside me, I came hard. My back arched, and my thighs shook as waves of pleasure crashed through me.

And then I was empty, as Roxy pushed him off me onto his back. With a desperate urgency, she straddled him, quickly guiding his dick between her thighs and impaling herself on him. Then she started riding him, her large, soft breasts swaying and bouncing with every frantic movement.

"Yes! Fuck me, Kane! Fuck your girl!" she cried out, her head tossing back, her thick lashes fluttering against her cheeks.

Kane’s hands reached up to grab her heavy tits, kneading them like dough while she rode him into the floor. I moved behind them, watching in awe as Kane’s enormous shaft stretched her tight lips around it. Creamy, white arousal leaked out and ran down his shaft, collecting around his balls. I couldn’t resist reaching out to cup and squeeze them.

Above, Roxy’s big, round ass looked amazing as she fucked herself on him. I used her arousal to lube up my fingers on my other hand and pushed two fingers deep into her asshole. As she bounced up and down, I held my hand steady, letting her fuck her own ass on my fingers.

“God, you look so good together,” I whispered.

“I’m coming…” she screamed.

After Roxy climaxed, she rolled off, and I knelt down between her thighs, licking up her release that was dripping from her opening. While I was on my knees, Kane moved behind me. I felt his cock against my pussy, and then he slid in. The friction over my G-spot in this position was incredible, and he stretched me to my very limits. While I ate out Roxy, her boyfriend fucked me hard from behind, his fingers digging into my hips. I let out a muffled moan against Roxy’s wet pussy.

"That's it, Molly... take care of her while I take care of you," Kane growled. Roxy’s hands came down to cradle my head, her hips bucking upward into my mouth as she neared another peak, her muffled cries joining the wet, slapping sound of Kane’s cock hitting my pussy.

I felt my own climax building again, a frantic, pulsing pressure that made my legs shake. Kane sensed it, too. He let go of my hips and reached forward, his large hands reaching under my body to cup and squeeze my bouncing breasts. He increased the tempo, his thrusts becoming erratic.

“I’m going to come,” he grunted.

“Yes!” Roxy gasped, pulling my face deeper into her. “Fill her. Come inside her!” Then she climaxed, her pussy soaking my face. That pushed me over the edge, too, and I started bucking uncontrollably. Kane gave a final groan, and his cock exploded inside me, filling me with load after load of warm cum. His release flooded my overstretched walls until I was overflowing, and it ran down my thighs.

When Kane withdrew, it really began to flood out.

“I think that belongs to me,” Roxy grinned. She moved quickly to catch his release on her tongue and swallow it down.

We cleaned ourselves off with towels and slipped back in the jacuzzi, cuddling up together. I was sandwiched between them, my head resting on Kane’s broad, hairy shoulder while Roxy draped her leg over both of ours. The heavy, satisfied ache in my pussy was a constant reminder of the monster that had just been stretching me to my limits.

"Molly," Kane murmured. "I have to be honest. I was worried that bringing someone else into our dynamic might be... complicated. But watching you with Roxy? It was perfect."

Roxy leaned over, her soft, heavy breasts brushing against my arm as she reached out to stroke my damp hair away from my face.

"He’s right," she purred. "We've been together a long time, and we've always talked about finding the right person to open things up with. I’m glad we did it with you.”

“I’m glad you did, too.” I was grinning from ear to ear. I glanced at the clock above the end of the pool. “Fuck. I’ve got to get back to work.”

I dried off and pulled my clothes back on, the fabric clinging to my skin in all the right places. The frustration I had felt all week had finally dissipated. I walked back toward the reception desk, my pussy throbbing with every step, claimed and satisfied.
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