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Chapter 1

The smell of toast and coffee drifted into the bedroom as I dressed. Downstairs, I could hear Ben humming to himself. My perfect husband. Always up early, always making sure I was well fed before I left for work. He knew what kind of job I was starting today. And he absolutely loved it.

I headed downstairs, a contented smile on my face.

“Morning, flower girl,” Ben said, turning to face me as I entered the kitchen.

I padded across the tile floor barefoot and kissed his cheek. “Morning.”

His eyes dipped immediately to my chest, looking down my impressive cleavage. I’d chosen a white blouse with a push-up bra underneath. My ample tits were practically falling out. I wanted to look good on my first day.

“So this one’s at a florist, huh?” he asked, turning back and tipping scrambled eggs onto the toast. “Do they really do free use… in a flower shop?”

“Mmhmm.” I took the plate he offered and perched on a stool, crossing my legs. “Apparently, the owner’s a hippie. Free love and all that. She said they have certain VIP customers I’ll have to service as well.”

Ben groaned and adjusted himself in his joggers. “Jesus. You're making me hard already.”

“You’re always getting hard,” I smirked.

He came over and kissed me on the forehead. “God, I married a dream.”

I wiped some crumbs from my lips and kissed him back. “And I married someone who gets off on sending me out to get used like a slut by strangers.”

He laughed, his hands sliding down to squeeze my ass. “I can’t wait to hear all about it tonight.”

I checked my watch. I should probably get going. I shoved the last of my breakfast in my mouth and looked around for my bag. Then I padded out to the hall and slipped on my heels. Ben followed me.

“Alright,” I said, pulling my long blonde hair over one shoulder. “Wish me luck.”

“God, Molly,” he said softly, looking me up and down. “You’re going to knock them dead.”

I stepped forward to kiss him goodbye. Before I could even touch my lips to his, he pushed me back hard against the wall, pressing his body against mine. His hand slid up my dress and cupped my mound between my thighs.

I gasped, feeling a sudden rush of arousal. “Ben…” I whispered.

He tugged down my panties to my thighs and pushed two fingers into my cunt.

“So fucking wet,” he groaned into my mouth.

“Always,” I replied, my breathing coming hard and fast now.

He yanked down his joggers. His cock was already hard. I wrapped my hand around it and gave it a few firm strokes. He hooked one arm under my thigh and pinned me up against the wall, spreading me open.

“I don’t have time…” I started. But it was a feeble protest; I needed him too badly.

“Two minutes,” he growled. “I need to fill you up before you go get wrecked by the hippies.”

His thick cock found my entrance, and I tilted my hips toward him. Then he thrust hard inside, stretching me as his dick filled my pussy. I moaned as he bottomed out in one deep thrust, my hands gripping his shoulders.

He grabbed my ass, supporting me against the wall as he began to fuck me hard.

“Take it,” he grunted, fingers digging into my ass cheeks. “You need to go in there already used.”

I bit back a cry, the slaps of skin on skin echoing down the hallway. “Yes, fuck, yes.”

And then I came, my cunt clenching around his cock as he fucked me through it.

He didn’t last long. He never did on mornings like this. With a sharp growl, he thrust deep one final time and came inside me, his cock pulsing, cum spilling into me. I clung to him, breathless.

When he pulled out, his cum dripped immediately down my thighs.

“Perfect,” he whispered, tucking himself back into his joggers. “Now go be the shop’s little bouquet slut.”

I turned and kissed him. “Love you.”

He smacked my ass again as I opened the door. “Text me if you get laid on the first morning.”

“I’ll send pics.”

And with that, I stepped out into the morning sun, full of cum, and anticipation.




Chapter 2

The bell above the door chimed as I stepped inside. It smelled incredible. A heady mix of roses, earth, eucalyptus, and something else. The shop was bright but cluttered, full of tangled greenery and an eclectic range of plant pots. Cut flowers stood on every surface, and dried ones hung from the ceiling in bunches.

I spotted Ivy right away. She was kneeling by a bucket of sunflowers, trimming the stems with slow, deliberate snips. She was barefoot and wearing a wraparound tie-dye skirt. Her hair was black, streaked with gray, wild and frizzy, hanging loose down her back. A thin tank top clung to her body, no bra in sight. Her large, pendulous breasts swayed freely as she moved. Under one raised arm, I saw a tuft of dark armpit hair.

She looked up and grinned lazily.

“You must be Molly.”

I nodded, trying not to stare too openly at her heavy tits. “Yep. Reporting for... flower duty.”

Ivy stood, wiped her hands on her skirt, and crossed the space toward me. She looked older than me, maybe late forties, but she glowed with a sexual energy.

“God, the agency wasn’t kidding about you.” She reached out and ran a hand down my bare arm. “You're absolutely edible.”

“Thanks,” I breathed, arousal pooling between my legs.

Close up, I could smell her: jasmine, weed, and honest sweat.

“You know this is a free use job, don’t you?” she said.

“Of course.”

She looked me over slowly. “That’s a nice outfit for an office, but you won’t be needing it here.”

She walked to a hook behind the counter and grabbed something: a simple green apron with the name of the shop embroidered across the chest in white stitching.

“This is your uniform.”

“Just that? Do I wear it over my blouse and skirt?” I asked.

“Oh no,” she smirked. “This is your whole uniform.”

“Is there somewhere I can get changed?”

Her smirk grew bigger. “You can change right here.”

I hesitated for half a second and then began unbuttoning my blouse. I shrugged it off and then unhooked my bra. My ample breasts flopped down, hanging heavy, the nipples stiffening in the humid air. Ivy stared openly at me, licking her lips.

I pulled down the zipper on my skirt and wiggled my hips to let it drop to the floor. Then I hooked my fingers in my panties and slipped them off, too. Ivy didn’t move as I stood there completely naked in the middle of the shop. Her gaze slid down over my full tits, my soft stomach, the curve of my hips, and the neat triangle of hair above my pussy.

“Mmm, you’re going to be very popular here,” she giggled.

I took the apron and slipped it over my head. The strings dangled loose until Ivy stepped forward and tied them herself, slow and tight. Her hands brushed my waist, then my lower back. The apron covered the front of me… barely. From the side, the swell of my tits was visible, nipples just hidden, and when I turned around, my entire ass was exposed.

Ivy gave it a little slap. “Perfect.”

“Is this really how I’ll be serving customers?” I asked.

“Oh yes, you’re not the first free-use sales assistant we’ve had. Our customers expect it now.”

She picked up a pack of herbal cigarettes from the counter and lit one. “Right,” she said, exhaling a perfect ring. “Let’s teach you how to use the till.”

Ivy leaned in and ran her finger along the back of my arm as she showed me how to enter sales, print labels, and cancel errors. Two customers came in, one after the other. A young woman buying plant food and a man in a suit who asked for “something apologetic.”

I smiled sweetly, rang them up, and wrapped their purchases in brown paper. Ivy watched me from behind. I could feel her gaze on my bare ass.

When the shop door closed on the second customer, she moved close behind me. She knelt behind me, her hands on my thighs. Then my ass. I felt her spread my cheeks. And then her warm tongue slid between them. Her tongue circled the tight muscles around my asshole with slow precision. I leant forward, my hands on the counter, and let out a long, low moan of pleasure.

She continued to explore me with her tongue, licking firmer now, making me squirm with pleasure. Just as my eyes started to roll up in my head, the shop bell rang and a customer came in. It was a little old lady with a cane. She moved slowly and carefully across the floor towards me. I expected Ivy to stop what she was doing, but if anything, she intensified her frantic lapping at my ass.

“How… can I help… madam,” I managed to gasp.

“Oh hello, you’re new, aren’t you, dear?” she said, peering short-sightedly at me. Hopefully, she didn’t notice Ivy crouched behind me.

“Y… yes,” I stammered.

“What happened to the other girl then?”

“I think… she’s just… on holiday,” I braced myself on the counter, struggling to stay under control. “I’m just… the temp…”

“Well, that’s nice,” she said, opening her purse and rooting around in it. “I enjoyed seeing her fat, naked ass bending over to water the plants. Anyway, I’ll just take one of your discount bouquets. It’s for my husband’s grave, so no need for anything fancy.”

Fortunately, the discount bouquets were right next to me on the counter. I grabbed one and wrapped it in brown paper, my hands shaking as Ivy continued to send bolts of pleasure through me.

“Here you…” I began. That’s when Ivy slid her finger up into my soaking wet cunt. My tight walls gripped her as she bent her finger slightly and rubbed it over my G-spot. I almost came, but managed to squeak out the end of my sentence. “... go, madam.”

“Thanks, dear,” said the old lady, passing over the cash and taking her flowers.

She turned and started moving slowly back to the door. I was right on edge, struggling to suppress what I knew would be a loud and shameless orgasm. Ivy’s other hand slid up my thigh, pressing firmly against my clit. She started massaging it. I whimpered and leaned even heavier on the counter. Jesus, that woman is slow, I thought, as she continued to hobble carefully towards the door.

I was hanging on for dear life, my fingers gripping the edge of the counter, desperately trying not to come. Finally, the lady reached the shop door. I’ve got away with it!

She turned and waved. “My husband used to like licking my asshole,” she cackled. “Enjoy!”

The second the door shut behind her, I moaned out loud. Ivy didn’t stop. She licked my ass in long, hungry strokes while her fingers moved faster on my clit, and my legs nearly buckled as the orgasm hit. It rolled through me, hot and messy and shameful, my thighs shaking and my cunt dripping my release down her hand.

I sagged forward, collapsing on the counter, panting as wave after wave of pleasure rushed through me. Ivy rose slowly behind me, her face flushed, and her mouth wet.

“Welcome to the team, baby,” she murmured, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.




Chapter 3

I’d barely gotten my breath back when the bell above the door chimed again. That’s when he came in.

Tall. Movie-star face. Chiselled jaw with perfectly imperfect stubble. Tanned skin like he'd just come back from sunbathing on a yacht. His expensive-looking suit was slate grey, perfectly tailored, and his shirt was open at the collar just enough to hint at a muscled, hairy chest.

He moved like he knew every eye in a room would always turn to him. Calm, confident, and impossibly sexy. I felt it immediately between my legs; an intense ache of desire. My mouth actually dropped open.

“Oh,” I breathed. “Hello.”

Then Ivy’s voice sliced clean through the moment.

“I’ll handle this one,” she said, stepping in front of me.

She adjusted her top, which made her enormous breasts jiggle dangerously.

The man gave her a smile that made my knees buckle a little all over again. “Hey, Ivy. Got a minute?”

“For you, Mr Smith?” she purred. “Always.”

I tried to speak. Tried to say I could help, that I knew how to handle flower orders now. But Ivy was already steering him through the door that led into the back room, the curtain of hanging plastic strips swaying in their wake.

I was left standing there, naked under my apron, heart racing, lips parted, and absurdly, suddenly jealous. I peeked through the curtain to the back room. It was even messier and less elegant than the shop. Big sacks of compost were stacked against one wall, next to tall buckets filled with long-stemmed flowers. Terracotta pots in every size were scattered across shelves, and a workbench ran the length of the space.

On the workbench were rows and rows of flower arrangements, delicate round things meant for wedding tables.

The man… the groom, I realized, was inspecting one of them.

“Exactly what we talked about,” he said, running a finger over the petals. “These are perfect. Are they ready?”

Ivy stood beside him, flushed but composed, her nipples visibly hard beneath her thin tank. She looked at him like she wanted to be devoured. “Thank you, Mr Smith,” she whispered, sexily. “They’re ready whenever you want them.”

He turned to her. “And what about you, Ivy?”

She smiled slowly. “I’m always ready.”

In one swift movement, he grabbed her by the hips and spun her around. She gasped as he bent her over the nearest stack of compost bags. He lifted her skirt. She wasn’t wearing any panties, her slightly chunky bare ass immediately exposed. Between her legs, her bush was one of the bushiest I’d ever seen, spreading right down her thighs and around her asshole. It was black, streaked with gray like her hair.

My mouth dropped open again, and I held my breath.

He didn’t waste time. He shoved his trousers down just enough to free himself. I let out another little gasp. His cock was massive, thick, and long. He lined up and slammed into her gaping, wet gash in one brutal thrust.

Ivy cried out, loud and raw. The sound shot straight through me, my own pussy already drenched. How she took that entire length in one go, I’ll never know. But as soon as he was fully in, he started thrusting, slamming into her with a wet slapping sound.

He fucked her hard. Animal hard. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back into every thrust, and the wet sounds of her pussy filled the space between the grunts and moans. Her huge breasts bounced with every movement, her voice climbing louder and louder.

“Yes… fuck, yes… harder… God…”

Her whole body shuddered, and she came loudly, her voice echoing through the back room.

But he wasn’t done. He hauled her up from the compost bags like she weighed nothing and lifted her onto the workbench. Flower buckets rattled as she hit the surface, legs falling open and exposing her wrecked, open cunt. Her matted, dark hair framed her slit, which was pink and flushed, visibly dripping.

He moved between her legs, his erection ridiculously large and throbbing. His cock was coated in her sticky, white release. He yanked up her top, freeing her massive breasts, which spread to her hairy armpits.

He drove into her again, and she wrapped her legs around him, drawing him in. Her head fell back, her tits bouncing with every thrust. Her moans turned to cries. Desperate, uncontrolled cries, almost sobbing. I watched, mesmerized, as his perfect, firm ass pumped back and forth.

I slumped against the doorway as I watched, my legs weak. My hand had a mind of its own, sliding under the apron and stroking my pussy. I alternated between sinking my fingers deep into my cunt, and then rubbing my arousal into my clit.

Mr Smith was still fucking Ivy hard. She was a mess under him, splayed out, fucked, moaning wildly, and still, he didn’t let up. One of his hands moved from her hip and slipped between her legs, his thumb pressing hard and deliberately against her clit.

“Oh fuck… fuck…” Ivy’s whole body jolted.

He circled her clit once firmly, slow and cruel, before rubbing it with practiced, merciless pressure. She thrashed against him, gasping, her legs kicking against the side of the bench.

“Come for me,” he growled.

She obeyed, screaming as she came, squirming under him on the bench.

He just grunted and kept fucking her, deep and steady, his cock slamming into her soaked cunt while his thumb ground rhythmically against her clit.

“Fuck… oh god…” she moaned.

“Again,” he commanded.

He kept fucking her as another orgasm ripped through her. This one made her sob. Loud, gasping sobs between broken moans. She clawed at the edge of the bench, tits bouncing, her whole body overstimulated and seizing with pleasure.

And still, his thumb didn’t stop.

“Don’t stop begging,” he growled, his voice low and ragged. “I’m not done with you.”

“Please,” Ivy whimpered, her voice hoarse.

Another orgasm slammed into her, shorter, sharper, but no less devastating. Her whole body arched, legs flailing weakly, a spray of wetness splashing against his stomach.

I was behind the curtain, breath shallow, fingers grinding into my clit, just enough pressure to ache, not enough to come. The sounds Ivy made had me trembling. And the groom, Mr Smith, still fucked her like she was just a pretty hole for his use. He looked almost untouched, controlled, and powerful.

She came again, one long moan that went on and on. With a loud grunt, he slammed into her one last time, unloading himself inside her. He held himself there as his balls tightened and his shaft throbbed. I let myself come, the orgasm washing over me so intensely that I would have collapsed to the floor if I hadn’t been leaning against the door frame.

Quiet descended over the room. All I could hear was Ivy whimpering as she lay motionless on the bench.

Mr Smith slowly pulled out with a wet sound, his cock softening slightly. A flood of cum followed it, pouring down her ass crack onto the bench and then dripping to the floor. He tucked himself back into his pants, barely out of breath.

“When will the flowers for the church be ready?” he asked, smoothing his shirt.

“Tomorrow,” whispered Ivy, still lying there motionless, hardly able to speak.

“Perfect. See you then,” he said. He marched past me, still quivering in the doorway.

“Good day,” he nodded to me, as if I hadn’t just witnessed him completely destroy my boss.

“Goodbye, Mr Smith,” I called, but he was already out the door.




Chapter 4

Ivy didn’t move for at least fifteen minutes. She just lay there on the workbench, leaking cum. I kept an eye on the shop and served the few customers who came in. Finally, Ivy staggered shakily through the curtain, eyes glassy, skin flushed, and leaning heavily against the wall. Her tank top was still twisted, and one of her breasts had slipped free.

“Mr Smith is one of our VIPs,” she said, her voice still a little hoarse. She reached for a bottle of water and drained half of it.

I looked her over, smirking. “Very Important Penis?”

“Exactly,” she laughed. “He’s been in quite a lot recently. The wedding is this weekend.”

“Maybe I could help him tomorrow?” I asked, my tone light, but my voice hopeful.

“I think it’s best I handle him,” she said, slightly haughtily. “But you deserve a reward for your hard work this morning. Go and find Ash, he’ll be in one of the greenhouses. Tell him I sent you.”

“Ash?”

“He’s responsible for the flowers that we grow here ourselves,” she said, trying to smooth her hair and failing.

“Er… okay.”

I headed through the backroom and out into the bright sunlight. The shop was set at the front of a large plot of land, right on the highway. Behind stretched rows of large greenhouses.

I wandered past the first few. Each one was dense with color: roses, dahlias, and neat rows of lavender. One was full of expensive-looking orchids. There was nobody to be seen. Just the buzz of bees and the distant sound of traffic.

Then I heard something. A soft clang of tools and a shuffle of boots. I followed the sound and stepped into the third greenhouse. At the end, there was a man crouched by a trough full of carnations. He wore battered jeans and a sleeveless tee, both stained with dirt and sweat. His arms were lean but toned, and his neck glistened in the heat. He had shaggy brown hair that curled just above his collar.

He blinked when he saw me.

“Oh… hi. Are you… the new girl?” He sounded a little nervous.

“Molly,” I said, stepping closer. “Ivy said to come find you.”

“Oh. Uh. Right.” He wiped his hands on a towel and straightened up, suddenly very aware that I was wearing nothing but an apron with bare legs and clearly no bra. He actually blushed.

“Ivy said I deserved a reward,” I added.

He turned a brighter shade of red. “Right. Um… okay. We can… yeah.”

He stepped closer, then hesitated. “Just… do you actually… want to? I always feel like it’s taking advantage of the free-use girls.”

I smiled. “You’re sweet.”

I took his hand and placed it on my hip, just under the apron string. Then, holding his wrist, I slid his hand under the apron and over my bush.

I leaned in close to his ear. “Fuck me,” I whispered.

He didn’t need any more encouragement.

Ash leaned in and kissed me, soft at first, and a little nervous. When I pressed closer and opened my mouth, he groaned and deepened it. His hand found my wet folds, and he pushed two thick fingers into my pussy.

The greenhouse was stifling, every breath humid and heavy. We were both already coated in a thin layer of sweat and water from the plant misters. I pulled his shirt off, revealing more sweat-covered skin, and tugged at his belt.

His jeans dropped to his ankles, and his cock sprang free, thicker than I expected for such a skinny guy, already flushed and hard. I wrapped my fingers around it and gave a slow stroke, enjoying the way he shuddered.

“Where should we…?” he asked.

I looked around. There was a long, wooden potting bench covered in soil and fallen petals.

“Sit there,” I told him. He seemed like he needed me to take charge.

Ash blinked, then nodded quickly and backed up to perch on the edge of the potting bench, dirt smearing his ass and the backs of his thighs. His cock stood stiff and needy, twitching slightly as I stepped between his legs.

I pulled the strings on my apron and slipped it off over my head. He looked at my naked body, wide-eyed and hungry.

I knelt down in the dirt in front of him, feeling my knees sink into it. I kept my eyes on him as I leaned in, tongue flicking across the flushed head of his cock. He gasped, his hands gripping the bench. I smiled, then took him deeper, slowly and deliberately, until the thick length of him slid against the back of my throat.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

I moaned softly, the vibration making him groan. One of his hands found my hair, cautious at first, then firmer as I bobbed my head. I worked him with long strokes, tongue teasing the underside, my hands gripping the base and his balls. He was thick, and I loved the way his legs tensed every time I took him deep.

I pulled off with a wet pop and smiled up at him. I stood, wiped the back of my hand across my mouth, and straddled his lap, rubbing my clit up and down his shaft. He groaned again, his hands going to my ass cheeks.

I put my arms around his neck. “Do you want it inside me?” I whispered in his ear.

“Yes,” he groaned. I felt his cock twitch between my legs.

“Do you want your thick cock inside my soaking-wet cunt?” I asked him again.

“Yes. Please,” he said, starting to sound desperate.

I moved up slightly, letting the head of his cock nestle right against my opening.

“Say it.”

“Please,” he begged. “Please, fuck me.”

I sank onto him with a slow, greedy roll of my hips. We both moaned. I started riding him, slow at first, but so deep I could feel him completely fill me. His hands gripped my ass tightly, spreading me as my lips stretched tight around his shaft. His eyes were wide, watching my breasts bounce with every thrust.

The greenhouse was stifling now, sunlight pouring through the glass, sweat trickling down the small of my back and between my breasts. The smell of soil, pollen, and sex filled the air. Ash started thrusting up into me, finding a rhythm. Our bodies slapped together, wet and loud, and I leaned back slightly, grinding my clit against his pelvis with every bounce.

“Fuck, Molly,” he gasped. “You feel so good.”

I was close already. The heat, the fullness, the contrast between his shyness and the way he was fucking up into me pushed me right over the edge. My orgasm hit hard, making me go light-headed and collapse on top of him as he continued to thrust into me.

Ash grunted, lifting me and lowering me down to the greenhouse floor, planting me firmly on my back between two long rows of potted flowers, his cock still buried inside me. He pinned my legs back and thrust deep. My mouth fell open in a broken moan. His cock filled me fast and hard, his body pressing me into the ground, and I felt the grit of soil grinding into my back, sticking to the sweat already slicking my skin.

It was like something had snapped inside him now, and his shyness vanished. He started fucking me hard, pounding me urgently. I arched against him, crying out with each thrust. Dirt stuck to my back, to the backs of my thighs. I was sweaty and filthy, and loving every second of it.

“Use me…” I gasped. “Fuck me…”

He shifted, pushing my knees back, opening me wider. The new angle was devastating. I felt every inch of him, deep and relentless, rubbing over my G-spot. My moans turned into gasps, then whimpers, my voice shaking as a second orgasm built quickly.

I clenched hard around him again, body tensing under his, toes curling in the air. My climax tore through me like a wave as I came harder than before. I squirted at the same time, spraying his stomach with clear liquid, hearing the wet sounds as he pounded into me.

“Fuck,” Ash gasped. “I’m going to come.”

“Come on me,” I panted.

He pulled out, dick throbbing. He grabbed it, gave it one long stroke, and exploded all over me. Long, thick lines of cum, painting patterns up my stomach, my tits, and my flushed neck. More and more, warm and wet against my skin.

“Fuck,” he groaned, sitting back on his heels and giving his cock a last few strokes.

Both of us were panting heavily, our bodies filthy and soaked. The greenhouse was quiet again. Just the hum of insects and the distant rustle of leaves.

When I could walk, I staggered unsteadily back to the shop. Ivy looked me up and down with an amused look on her face. I was a state, covered in dirt, sweat, and cum. There were leaves in my hair, and my knees and ass were black with soil.

“You found Ash, then?”

“Yes. Er… do you have a shower?”

She laughed. “There’s one out the back, just cold water mind.”

“Sounds perfect,” I replied.




Chapter 5

The outdoor shower was next to the first greenhouse, barely more than a pipe sticking out of a corrugated wall, with a wooden slat platform underfoot and a partial screen on one side. But it would do.

I turned the tap. There was a rattling in the pipes, and then a burst of freezing cold water shot out and hit me square in the chest.

“Shit!” I gasped, staggering back half a step, goose bumps exploding across my skin. My nipples stiffened and puckered up. It was cold and bracing. But after the humid greenhouse heat, the shock felt wonderful. I stood still, shivering, arms at my sides, and let the water run down my body. It washed the dirt from my back, the dried sweat from my thighs, and left streaks of Ash’s cum sliding down my stomach.

I tilted my head back into the stream, eyes closed.

That’s when I heard it. A throat clearing. I opened my eyes and saw two men standing right in front of me, leering at my naked body.

The first was tall and thin, with a fox-like grin and a half-buttoned hi-vis vest. His brown curls were flattened slightly under a backwards cap, and he leaned casually against the fence like this was the most normal thing in the world.

The other was short but huge, thick arms, thick neck, wearing tight work shorts and steel-toe boots, with a cigarette clamped between his teeth.

“Got a delivery for you, love,” said the tall one.

Ivy hadn’t warned me about a delivery.

“Where’s the usual girl?” asked the short one, staring openly at my bush. But I didn’t cover up, I felt a thrill run through my body at them looking at me.

“She’s on vacation,” I answered. “Can you pass me that towel, please?”

The tall one passed me my towel, and I started to rub myself dry. “Where do you want it then?” he asked.

I felt a flutter between my legs. “Excuse me?”

“Where do you want the delivery? It’s sacks of potting compost, gravel, and a couple of sand.” The short one dropped the cigarette to the gravel and ground it out under his boot.

“Oh, right.” I looked around for Ivy, but she must have been busy with a customer. “Just put it in the back room with the rest, I guess.”

With a quick, backward glance at my naked body, they headed back to their truck. I watched as they hauled heavy sacks back and forth, depositing them in a pile in the storeroom. Their muscles flexed every time they lifted one up onto their shoulders. After the first couple, they both stripped off their tops, tanned bodies glistening with sweat and muscles rippling. I stood there, helplessly turned on, my pussy dripping once again.

When they’d finished, the tall one wiped his forehead with his hand, then turned and gave me a wicked grin. “Gonna need a signature.”

“A signature?” I echoed, brain foggy with lust.

“Yeah,” said the big one. “Paperwork’s in the cab.”

I wrapped the towel tighter around myself and padded barefoot across the gravel toward the truck. The tall one opened the passenger door and climbed up to rummage through the glove box. “Here we go,” he said, pulling out a clipboard.

“I’m Mike,” said the tall one, as I scribbled my signature on each sheet of paper.

“Hi Mike,” I said, giving him a sexy smile.

“I’m Chad,” said the short one.

“Nice to meet you. Molly.”

Chad leaned against the truck next to me. “So are you… covering all the duties of the other girl?”

God, my pussy was aching now. I knew exactly what was coming, and I couldn’t wait.

“I certainly am.” I blew him an air kiss.

I went to hand the clipboard back to Mike, but he managed to drop it. “Oops,” he smirked.

I bent over to pick it up. Chad was already behind me, lifting the towel and spreading my cheeks with his hands. “Fuck, Mike, natural pussy, and it’s already dripping.” He crouched behind me. “Shit, you’ve got it running down your thighs.”

Mike stepped in close, loosening his belt and dropping his pants. He pulled out his cock, hard and curved. “Let’s see what your mouth can do.”

I opened eagerly, tongue out. He grabbed the back of my head and fed me his dick slowly, until it was deep in my throat. Meanwhile, I felt the blunt head of Chad’s cock against my pussy lips. One firm thrust, and he stretched me open, slamming his thick cock deep inside me. I cried out around Mike’s length.

“Fucking hell,” Chad groaned. “She’s even tighter than the other little slut.”

I braced my hands on my knees as the two delivery men fucked me from both ends. Chad’s thrusts were brutal, slamming into me with a heavy, workmanlike rhythm. His cock stretched me wide, and I moaned shamelessly, my bare breasts swinging freely beneath me.

Mike’s hand moved to my chin, holding me as he fucked my mouth. “You like getting used on your first day?”

I moaned around him, eyes rolling up in my head as spit poured down my chin.

The big one pulled out suddenly. “Put her on the back of the truck.”

They lifted me easily onto the flatbed truck, legs spread wide. Mike moved between my legs and sank his cock all the way inside me. Chad moved next to me, his fingers roughly pressing against my clit. I came hard, back arching, body jerking, my cunt spasming around Mike’s dick as Chad’s fingers rubbed my clit like he was trying to force a second orgasm right on top of the first.

Mike pulled out slowly, grinning as he smacked my ass. “Up. Get on top.”

He sat back on the truck bed, legs spread, cock glistening with my slick arousal.

I was dazed from being fucked, but I crawled onto him and sank down onto his cock with a needy whimper, thighs trembling as I filled myself again. My hands went to his shoulders, breasts swinging as I began to ride him, each bounce wet and messy, my cunt sucking him in greedily.

I felt Chad move behind me and line himself up. One hand spread my ass, the other gripping my hip. He dropped a thick load of spit drip onto my waiting hole. Then the head of his cock pressed against it. He pushed forward, slow but steady, and I gasped, body stretching to take him. Inch by thick inch, he filled my ass until I was impaled on both of them. Mike was buried in my pussy, and Chad shoved all the way into my ass.

I could hardly breathe; I felt so full.

“Fuuuck,” Mike groaned. “You feel that? She’s fucking shaking.”

Chad growled behind me. “Tight as anything. Filthy little fuckhole.”

They started to move with opposite rhythms, cocks driving into me in both stretched holes, and my brain just melted. I collapsed forward onto Mike’s chest, moaning into his neck as the truck rocked beneath us. They fucked me hard and relentlessly, like I was just a toy to fill and use. My mouth hung open, no words left, only gasps and cries and whimpers as they took me.

I came again, harder than before. My whole body clamped down, convulsing between them, juices squirting around Mike’s cock as Chad slammed deep into my ass, forcing every wave of pleasure to hit harder.

“Good girl,” Chad grunted. “Fucking take it.”

“I’m going to fill her,” Mike said.

He gripped my hips tightly as his cock twitched inside me and he pumped my pussy full of warm, sticky cum. Seconds later, Chad slammed into me one last time, cock pulsing as he emptied himself into my ass, his groan loud in my ear.

I collapsed onto Mike, my body twitching, both holes clenching and leaking.

They climbed off and helped me down from the truck.

“We’d better be getting off to our next delivery then,” said Mike, giving me a stinging slap on my ass.

“Here’s your copy of the paperwork,” said Chad, tearing the top sheet off the clipboard.

“Thank you,” I managed to croak.

They climbed into the cab, and the truck bumped off down the dirt track, back to the highway.

I stumbled back into the storeroom, still naked. Ivy was there looking at the new pile of sacks.

“There was a delivery,” I said.

She looked me up and down, especially at the cum streaming down my inner thighs. “So I see,” she smirked.




Chapter 6

The next morning, I returned to work with a spring in my step. I was starting to enjoy working at the florist. Not just the sex, but the place itself. The scent of flowers, the warm light filtering through the dusty front windows, and even the humidity of the greenhouses.

However, any fun would have to wait; there was hard work to be done first. Ivy had me out back early, trimming stems and building up the wedding bouquets. There were buckets of pale roses, ranunculus, sprigs of jasmine, and eucalyptus. The scent was thick and sweet, clinging to my skin even as my hands became wet with flower sap.

“Mr. Smith will be in straight after lunch,” Ivy reminded me as she handed me another bundle to arrange. “Everything has to be perfect.”

She didn’t need to remind me, I hadn’t stopped thinking about him. That movie-star face. That suit. The way he’d handled Ivy and forced the orgasms out of her.

“You're looking dreamy,” Ivy said, giving me a look as she slid a long white rose into place. “Thinking about Mr. Smith?”

I didn’t deny it.

Right after lunch, the bell over the shop door chimed, and my head snapped up. There he was. God. Even hotter than before. This time, he wasn’t wearing a jacket, and his shirt sleeves were rolled to his elbows, revealing veined forearms and a heavy wristwatch that cost more than my entire year’s salary.

“Morning, Ivy,” he said. His eyes flicked briefly toward me before locking back onto hers.

“Mr. Smith,” she purred. “You’re early.”

“I wanted to check the arrangements before the final pickup.”

“Of course,” said Ivy, patting her hair to make sure it was in place. “Anything for our most valued client. Follow me.”

They disappeared through the doorway, the strip curtain flapping closed behind them. I wasn’t jealous, I told myself. I managed to resist for two whole minutes. Just a peek. I pushed one corner aside and peered through.

The back room was filled with flower crates and wedding centerpieces, but my eyes went straight to Mr Smith. He was standing casually in the middle of the room with his pants around his ankles. Ivy was kneeling on the ground in front of him, his immense cock completely down her throat. Her lips were pressed tightly against his body. Her eyes were wide and streaming, looking up at him as saliva streamed down her chin.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Now lick my balls.”

Ivy’s mouth was almost already as wide as it would go, but she managed to open it a little more and push her tongue out along the underside of his shaft. Struggling not to gag, she licked at his balls.

“Good girl,” he said.

Mr Smith glanced over in my direction, met my eyes, and smirked. Then, focusing back on Ivy, he finally let her slide off his cock. She knelt panting on the floor, gasping for air.

“Go and get your vibrator,” he ordered her.

She scrambled to her feet, hastening to obey. She hurried to a drawer under the workbench and pulled out a large wand vibrator. With shaking fingers, she plugged the cord into an outlet above the bench.

“Do you remember your safe word?” he asked.

“Pansy,” she whispered.

“Turn around,” he said.

Ivy did as she was told, presenting herself. She bent forward over the bench, pulling her skirt up and spreading her legs. He stepped behind her and pressed the head of the wand between her thighs. The buzz filled the room immediately.

Ivy jerked. Her hips twitched against the bench, and she let out a helpless, ragged moan. “F… fuck…”

“Quiet,” he said.

She bit her lip, trying to obey.

He adjusted his stance, lined himself up, and shoved inside her in one smooth, merciless thrust.

Ivy gasped, her back arching and her eyes rolling up in her head as he buried his cock deep in her soaking cunt. He held her there for a moment, completely filled, utterly controlled, then switched the wand up to a higher setting.

She came instantly, screaming and shaking.

Her knees buckled, but he caught her easily, one hand wrapped around her hip, the other still holding the wand tight to her pussy as he started to fuck her, hard and fast.

I buried my fingers inside my cunt and started finger-fucking myself furiously, imagining what it would be like to be her.

He kept the vibrator pressed firmly to her clit, even as he drove into her from behind, cock pounding, hips slamming against her ass with every thrust. Her whole body jolted forward with each one, pinned between the buzzing wand and his thick, relentless cock.

Ivy screamed through her second orgasm, legs trembling, body sagging against the bench.

He didn’t stop.

“Keep count,” he growled.

“T… two…” she choked out.

The third came fast; her body couldn’t fight it. She sobbed as she came again, her voice hoarse, her arousal streaming down her thighs.

“Three,” she gasped.

Then the fourth.

“F… ur.” She barely managed the number before collapsing forward, her arms slipping off the bench, hair sticking to her flushed cheeks.

When he got to eight, Mr. Smith paused only long enough to place the vibrator on the workbench.

Then he slid his cock from her dripping pussy, spit once, and without hesitation, pressed the head against her ass. He pushed forward, and she let out a strangled moan as he forced his way in, inch by inch, until he was buried to the base.

That was enough to push me over the edge, and I came, shaking against the doorway. This man was too much. I needed him to fuck me like I’d never needed anyone before.

He started to move again, short, brutal thrusts, balls slapping her slick cunt. Her moans turned to broken gasps, her face pressed to the bench, fingers clawing at the wood as he used her rear entrance. She came again, without the wand this time, just from his cock in her ass. Mr. Smith increased his pace, taking her roughly. Suddenly, he groaned deep in his throat as he emptied himself in her ass, every twitch of his cock forcing another little shudder from her ruined body.

He withdrew, watching the mess drip from her.

Then he turned, pulled up his pants, and walked toward the curtain again.

I scrambled back into the shop, chest heaving.

“See you tomorrow,” he said. Then he paused, as if seeing me properly for the first time. He looked me up and down, my body naked and covered only by the apron. I squirmed under his gaze, desperate for him to touch me.

“Hmm,” he said thoughtfully. Then he turned and left, the doorbell chiming as the door slammed shut behind him.

When Ivy shakily emerged from the backroom thirty minutes later, I had a cup of coffee ready for her.




Chapter 7

That afternoon, I worked hard minding the shop. At around three o’clock, Ivy appeared from the back room with a tray of hot drinks.

“This is for the flower arranging class,” Ivy said. “They’re out in the big shed behind the herb beds. Just be helpful, be polite… and try to keep your apron on for a little while.”

I narrowed my eyes. “What sort of group is it?”

Ivy smiled a sly smile that usually meant something was not quite what it seemed. “It’s a weekly thing. Local women. Mostly married. Mostly bored.”

“Hmm,” I said, suspiciously.

She waved me toward the door. “Just bring them their tea. See if they need help with anything. And don’t underestimate them.”

I made my way across the garden to the largest of the old sheds, converted inside with strings of fairy lights, trestle tables, and bundles of cut flowers in tall vases.

Inside, eight women were already gathered around the long tables covered in cut stems, scissors, string, and empty vases. All of them looked… normal. Middle-aged with neat hair and confident, well-spoken voices. A few wore smart blouses, one was in yoga gear. Some of the older ones wore frumpy summer dresses.

“Hello, ladies,” I said, placing the tray on the wooden table. “Tea?”

They greeted me with a chorus of smiles and pleasantries.

“Oh, aren’t you darling,” cooed one with a cropped blonde bob and red nails.

“You must be the new girl,” said one of the older ones, peering at me over her glasses.

I smiled politely and pointed to the tray. “Teas all round. Anything stronger, you’ll have to ask Ivy.”

There was a ripple of laughter.

“We keep it civil to start with,” said the bob-haired one. “After that, anything goes.”

For the next few minutes, everything really did seem wholesome. They discussed composition, stem angles, and the importance of greenery as a frame. I helped one woman bind the base of her bouquet with twine, holding it steady while she fussed with eucalyptus sprigs.

“Firm grip,” she said, glancing up. “That’s a good skill to have around here.”

More giggling.

“Don’t underestimate a well-handled stem,” cackled another.

“Oh, I never do.”

“You’ve got to be careful not to get pollen down the front of your dress, though,” laughed blonde-bob.

The innuendos came thick and fast.

The touches were subtle at first. A hand on my elbow that lingered too long. Someone brushing imaginary petals off my shoulder, even though there weren’t any. Another gently tugged at the hem of my apron, pretending to admire the stitching.

The one with her silver hair tied up in a bun reached out and ran a hand down the edge of my apron, brushing my bare hip where the fabric didn’t quite cover. “No uniform under that?”

I blinked. “Uh… no.”

“Just like the regular girl, then?”

I nodded. Surely the flower arranging club doesn’t like a bit of free use?

One of them, tall and severe-looking in a black turtleneck, gestured me over to help tie a bouquet. As I leaned across to adjust the twine, her hand slipped smoothly across the curve of my ass.

Her nails scratched lightly against my skin, dangerously close to my pussy.

“You smell like sex and flowers,” she said. “It’s quite intoxicating.”

Before I realised what was happening, my apron strings were being undone… by multiple hands.

The apron slipped from my body.

I stood there naked in the middle of the shed, surrounded by women old enough to know exactly what they wanted. And they wanted me.

The first mouth closed around my nipple, slow and teasing. Another woman dropped to her knees in front of me, kissing her way up my thigh until her tongue found my slick, aching folds. I gasped, knees buckling slightly.

“Lay her down,” someone said.

They pulled me gently down onto the hay bales in the corner of the shed, hands everywhere, stroking, teasing, spreading me open. Fingers dipped inside me. Lips closed around my clit.

Before long, I was in the middle of a full-blown lesbian orgy. They passed me around like a treat. One woman rode my face while another sat on my hand, guiding my fingers deep inside her. I was licked, sucked, fucked with fingers and a glass toy that might actually have been a flower vase.

At one point, two of them held my legs apart while a third edged me with her tongue, over and over, denying me again and again while I begged shamelessly.

By the end of it, I was flat on my back on a hay bale, soaked and ruined, lipstick smudged across my stomach, a necklace of bite marks blooming across my collarbone.

“Right,” sighed one of them, stretching luxuriously. “Let’s see if we can finish those flower arrangements.”

They helped me up and handed me back my apron.

“Another round of tea would be lovely,” said the one with the blonde bob.

When I stumbled back into the shop, hair full of hay and legs shaking, Ivy barely looked up from the till.

“I told you not to underestimate them,” she smirked.




Chapter 8

The next day, when I arrived for work, Ivy was already flying around the shop like a hurricane in a tie-dye skirt.

“Where’s my clipboard?” she muttered, hair loose and wild around her shoulders. “Did you move it?”

“Nope,” I said. “Still on the shelf by the fridge.”

She snatched it up with a grateful sigh. “Bless you. The wholesalers didn’t send the cut roses. Again. I called twice yesterday. They said, ‘They’re on the truck.’ Well, guess what? No truck.. Anyway, I’m going to have to drive over and get them myself.”

“Don’t worry, I can watch the shop,” I said, slipping out of my dress and tying the apron over my naked body.

Ivy glanced at the clock, biting her lip. “Fuck, Mr Smith is coming to collect his wedding flowers. I don’t want to miss that.”

I raised an eyebrow. “I could always…”

“No,” she said, grabbing her keys from the counter. “I should be back. He said lunchtime. But if he turns up early… do not let him leave.”

“Right, got it,” I smirked. “I’ll take excellent care of him.” I was getting wet just thinking about taking care of him.

But Ivy wasn’t listening; she was already halfway out the door. The bell jingled behind her, and then she was gone, tires crunching over the gravel as her car pulled onto the highway.

I’d barely finished making a coffee when the bell chimed again. There he was. Mr. Smith. Looking as perfect as ever. My stomach flipped, and my heart started hammering in my chest. And this time, he hadn’t come alone. Two other men flanked him, tall, cocky, and immaculately tailored. One had sandy-blond hair slicked back, the other was darker, with a square jaw and thick arms barely contained by his expensive-looking shirt. They all carried that same effortless confidence of very rich, very attractive men.

And Ivy was gone. It was my turn.

“Good morning,” I said, stepping around the counter to make sure they saw my bare behind. “You’re here for the wedding flowers?”

Mr. Smith looked around, then met my eyes with that same slight smirk. “That’s right. I’ve brought my groomsmen to help. Where’s Ivy?”

“She had to pop out. Something urgent at the supplier.”

His gaze lingered on me for a second. “So I’m in your hands.”

“Yes,” I squeaked. My pulse was racing, and I could feel myself already leaking down my thighs.

“And do you have the responsibilities I think you have, judging from your uniform?” she asked, stepping closer.

“Yes, Mr Smith,” I said. I realized I was practically panting with arousal. “I’m here to help you and your friends with your every need.”

“Excellent,” he said, his eyes curving into a warm smile as he looked me up and down. “I don’t think we’ll need Ivy at all. Why don’t you close the shop for a few moments, while we… check everything.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, walking to the door and slipping the open sign around. I could feel their eyes on my naked ass.

When I turned back around, Mr. Smith was still watching me with that calm, confident smile. Like he already knew exactly how this was going to go.

He gestured casually to the two men beside him.

“This is Pete,” he said, nodding to the lean blond one. Pete gave me a smirk and a wink. “And Jack.”

Jack just gave me a slow once-over like he was already imagining me dripping down his cock.

“And what’s your name?” Mr Smith asked.

“Molly, sir,” I said.

“Do you like sucking cock, Molly?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then get on your knees.”

I dropped instantly to the wooden floor. I was face to face with a line of expensive pants and growing bulges.

Mr. Smith undid his belt first; no rush, just confident fingers working open the buckle and zipper. Pete followed, grinning as he shoved his pants down, cock already thick and rising. Jack was slower, deliberate, undoing the top button and sliding his zip down with a quiet rasp that made my stomach flip.

Then I was surrounded.

Three beautiful cocks, different sizes, different shapes, all hard and waiting. Pete’s was thick and elegant, perfectly trimmed. Jack’s was longer, slightly curved, and uncut. Mr Smith’s was just… big. Heavy, widest in the middle, and fucking long.

I reached out with both hands, stroking Pete and Jack at the same time, then leaned forward and took Mr. Smith into my mouth, slowly, letting him fill me inch by inch. My lips stretched around him, cheeks hollowing as I sucked him deep.

“Good girl,” he murmured, brushing a thumb across my cheek.

I moaned around his cock, already soaked.

When I pulled back, I turned to Pete next, kissing the tip, then taking him into my throat. He let out a low hiss of pleasure, one hand sliding into my hair, guiding me just how he liked it.

Then Jack. Jack didn’t wait. He gripped the base of his cock and fed it to me himself, watching with intense, dark eyes as my lips stretched wide to take him. He held my face in one hand and fucked my mouth until my eyes were watering and spit ran down my cleavage.

They passed me between them, casually, like I belonged to them, on my knees between bouquets and display shelves, gagging softly on cock. My cunt was aching, clenching at nothing, desperate to be filled, and I didn’t have to wait long.

Mr. Smith’s hand curled into my hair and pulled me up from the floor, gently, but firm enough that I gasped as I rose. He pulled the ties on the apron and carefully removed it.

“I want to feel how tight you are,” he said, looking down at my trimmed bush. “I’m going to make you come multiple times. It can be a bit… intense. Tell me your safe word.”

“Um…” I looked around the shop for inspiration. “Bucket,” I said, then blushed at how stupid I was.

“Bucket it is,” he smirked. “Now get on the counter and open your legs.”

I sat on the counter next to the till, heart racing. I opened my legs, my soaking gash leaking arousal down my ass.

“Wider,” he said.

I spread my legs wider, lifting them up, fully exposed to the three men.

He grabbed my thighs and pulled me to the edge, lining himself up. His massive cock pressed against my opening.

He pushed into me in one slow, hard stroke.

I cried out, back arching. He was thick and deep, and didn’t stop until he was fully inside me. He held himself there, letting me feel every inch, letting my body tremble around him.

“F-fuck…” I whimpered.

“God, she’s tight,” groaned Mr Smith. “What a perfect little cockslut.”

Pete stepped to one side and bent to take one of my nipples into his mouth, sucking hard. His other hand found the other breast, pinching, rough, and urgent. Jack came to the other side, sliding a hand between my thighs. His fingers found my clit instantly, already swollen and twitching. He rubbed firmly, using all his fingers in a circular motion. Mr. Smith started to fuck me harder.

The counter shook. My moans went high and wild. The pleasure was all over my body, the thick cock stretching me, the fingers on my clit, the mouth on my nipples. I couldn’t tell where one sensation ended and the next began.

My orgasm hit fast and hard, my body shuddering as I came. But instead of letting me recover, they increased the pace, increased the pressure. No sooner had the waves of ecstasy passed than I felt another climax building rapidly.

Jack didn’t stop rubbing. Pete didn’t stop sucking. Mr. Smith just growled and drove into me harder, deeper, until my legs were shaking. I came even harder the second time, fingers scrabbling for purchase on the counter.

“Another one,” Mr Smith growled.

The next one nearly made me pass out. But finally, he pulled out, his cock soaked with my release.

“I think it’s time my groomsmen had a turn,” he said.

Mr Smith grabbed an upright, wooden chair from against the wall, and placed it in the center of the room. Pete sat down, his throbbing cock standing upright.

“Ride him,” Mr Smith said.

I walked over on shaking legs and straddled him. His cock slipped easily into my ruined cunt. His hands went to my ass, guiding me up and down as I started to fuck him. Jack moved behind me, crouching slightly to guide his dick to my rear entrance.

I could feel the thick pressure of Jack’s tip teasing my asshole. He spat once, then rubbed it in with his fingers, spreading me gently, circling until I was twitching and whimpering. He pushed inside. My body tensed, then opened for him, inch by inch, until he was fully inside me. I gasped, one hand grabbing Pete’s shoulder, the other bracing against the back of the chair. I loved having two dicks inside me at the same time, stretched and full. They both began to move, setting a punishing rhythm that had me sandwiched between them, double-stuffed, stretched to my limit.

Mr Smith looked on, stroking his cock in long, slow movements. “Such a greedy little slut,” he smirked.

I couldn’t speak. My brain had melted. I just moaned, loud and wrecked, letting them use me. Every movement sent shockwaves of pleasure spiraling through my core.

The two men fucked me harder, the pressure building inside me. Mr Smith grabbed my face, forcing open my mouth and pushing two of his fingers inside.

“You’re going to come,” he said.

I tried to nod, my eyes glazed. And then he fed me his cock, claiming the last part of me. I was completely filled, throat, cunt, and ass, moaning like a porn star on full volume. I came hard, my cunt clenching around Pete’s shaft as my ass spasmed on Jack’s.

Jack groaned and slammed deep, coming with a grunt. I could feel his cock throbbing inside me, filling my ass with hot pulses. Pete followed, shoving up hard and spilling inside me. Mr. Smith held my face still and came in my mouth, flooding my throat with thick, salty cum. I swallowed greedily, shaking from the overload of sensation.

When they were done, I collapsed against Pete’s chest, cock-drunk and breathless. Jack pulled out with a slow, filthy slide, his cum leaking down my thighs.

Mr. Smith stroked my hair gently. “You did so well,” he said softly. “Such a good girl.”

I smiled, dazed and wrecked. “Do you think Ivy will be mad?”

He laughed. “Don’t worry, I’ll make sure she gets her turn next time.”

The three men were already pulling up their pants and fastening their belts.

“Right,” said Mr Smith, “Let’s get these flowers loaded into the car. We’ve got a wedding to go to.”

THE END
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