
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Agreement

I never thought I'd be the type of guy who'd share his girlfriend, but life has a way of surprising you. My name is Ethan, and this is the story of how my relationship with Mia took a turn I never expected.

Mia and I had been together for three years, both of us now 25 and settled into our careers—me in software development, her in marketing. We'd moved in together six months ago, and our sex life was good, but lately, there'd been something different about her. She'd become more experimental, more daring.

It started with a fantasy she shared one night after we'd had a few drinks. The living room was bathed in the soft glow of the TV, some forgettable movie playing in the background. She was curled against me, her chestnut hair tickling my chin.

"Have you ever thought about watching me with someone else?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

I nearly choked on my beer. "What?"

She traced circles on my chest. "The idea of being used... of being available... it turns me on." Her eyes, those deep hazel pools I'd fallen for, looked up at me with a vulnerability that made my heart race. "I want to be yours, but I also want to be... free use. For whoever you allow."

The term hung in the air between us. Free use. I'd seen the porn, of course. Who hadn't? But this was Mia—my Mia—suggesting something that would fundamentally change our relationship.

"You're serious?" I managed, my mouth suddenly dry.

"Dead serious." She straddled me then, her cotton shorts doing little to hide her warmth as she ground against my rapidly hardening cock. "The thought of being taken whenever, however... God, Ethan, it makes me so fucking wet."

I swallowed hard, my hands automatically finding her hips. "And you want me to... share you? With other guys?"

She nodded, biting her lower lip. "Your friends, people you trust. Whoever you decide." Her movements became more deliberate. "But you'd always be in control. You'd always be watching. That's what would make it so hot."

My brain was short-circuiting, torn between jealousy and an unexpected surge of arousal. "I don't know, Mia..."

"Just think about it," she whispered, leaning down to kiss me deeply. Her tongue slid against mine as her hands worked at my belt. "We can talk rules, boundaries. And if you hate the idea, we'll drop it."

But as she freed my cock and sank down on it with a moan that echoed through our apartment, I knew we wouldn't be dropping it. The image of her being taken by another man while I watched was already burned into my brain, igniting something primal I hadn't known existed.

That conversation was three weeks ago. Now, here we were, about to put our new arrangement to the test. My college buddy Jake was coming over to watch the game—and he had no idea what else was on the menu.

"Are you sure about this?" I asked Mia as she emerged from the bathroom wearing nothing but one of my dress shirts, unbuttoned enough to show the swell of her breasts. No bra, no panties. Just as we'd agreed.

"I'm sure if you are," she replied, a nervous excitement in her voice. "You remember the rules, right?"

I nodded. We'd spent hours discussing this—the boundaries, the safewords, the expectations. No meant no. If either of us wanted to stop, it stopped. Protection was non-negotiable. And most importantly, this was about physical pleasure, not emotional connection.

"Jake's gonna lose his fucking mind," I muttered, adjusting myself as the doorbell rang.

Mia's smile was wicked. "That's the point."

I opened the door to find Jake, six-pack in hand, wearing his lucky jersey. He hadn't changed much since college—still built like the linebacker he used to be, with a easy grin that got him more women than I could count.

"Ethan, my man!" he boomed, pulling me into one of those half-hugs guys do. "Ready to watch our team get destroyed?"

I laughed, taking the beer. "Always the optimist. Come on in."

Jake followed me into the living room, where Mia was curled up on the couch, legs tucked under her in a way that kept her decent—for now. Jake's eyes widened slightly at her attire, but he recovered quickly.

"Hey, Mia," he said, clearing his throat. "Good to see you again."

"You too, Jake," she replied, her voice honey-sweet as she uncurled herself, the shirt riding up to reveal the smooth expanse of her thighs. "Make yourself comfortable."

I caught Jake's eye and gave him a slight nod—the signal we'd agreed on. His brow furrowed in confusion, but he sat down on the couch, leaving space between himself and Mia.

"Beer?" I offered, tossing him a can before he could answer.

"Thanks, man." He popped it open, taking a long swig as I turned on the TV and found the game.

For the first quarter, things were normal. We watched, we drank, we complained about the refs. But I could feel the tension building, see the way Mia was shifting on the couch, the way her nipples had hardened against the thin fabric of my shirt.

During a commercial break, I decided it was time.

"So, Jake," I said casually, "Mia and I have been talking about trying something new."

He glanced between us, clearly sensing something was up. "Yeah?"

Mia leaned forward, the shirt gaping open to give him a clear view of her breasts. "I'm going to be very direct, Jake. Ethan and I have an arrangement now where I'm... available. To him, and to men he approves of."

Jake's beer froze halfway to his mouth. "Available? What are you saying?"

"She's saying," I continued, my heart pounding, "that if you want to fuck her, you can. Right now. While I watch."

The silence that followed was deafening. Jake stared at me, then at Mia, then back at me. "This is a joke, right? You're fucking with me?"

Mia answered by standing up and slowly unbuttoning the shirt, letting it fall open to reveal her naked body—the curves I knew so well, the trimmed patch of dark hair between her legs, the pink flush spreading across her chest.

"Does this look like a joke?" she asked, her voice husky.

Jake swallowed hard. "Ethan, man... you're serious? This isn't some test where you kick my ass for looking at your girl?"

I shook my head, surprised at how steady my voice was. "No test. We've talked about it a lot. It turns us both on. But there are rules—protection, respect, and I'll be here the whole time."

He ran a hand through his hair, clearly processing. "Holy shit. I mean... holy fucking shit."

Mia moved toward him, confidence in every step. She stopped directly in front of him, between his spread knees. "It's okay if you're not into it. No pressure. We can just watch the game."

Jake's laugh was incredulous. "Not into it? Fuck, Mia, I've thought you were hot since the day Ethan introduced us. I just never said anything because, you know, bro code."

My cock twitched at his admission. Somehow, knowing he'd always desired her made this hotter. "Bro code's been amended," I said, settling into the armchair across from them. "Show her what you've got."

That was all the permission Jake needed. He reached up, his large hands cupping Mia's waist, pulling her down onto his lap. She went willingly, straddling him, her back to his chest as she faced me. The visual was electric—my girlfriend, naked and flushed with desire, poised above my friend's lap.

"You're really okay with this?" Jake asked me one more time, his hands hovering just above Mia's breasts.

I nodded, my mouth dry. "More than okay."

With that, his hands closed over her tits, kneading them roughly as Mia's head fell back against his shoulder with a gasp. "Fuck, your girlfriend has amazing tits, man," he groaned, pinching her nipples until she squirmed.

"I know," I replied, adjusting myself in my jeans. "Wait till you feel how wet her pussy is."

Jake's hand slid down her stomach, finding the slick heat between her legs. "Jesus Christ," he muttered as Mia moaned, spreading her legs wider. "She's fucking soaked."

I watched, mesmerized, as his thick fingers parted her folds, circling her clit before dipping inside her. Mia's hips bucked, her eyes locked on mine as another man fingered her for the first time in our relationship.

"You like that, don't you, slut?" Jake growled in her ear, adding another finger and pumping them roughly. "Getting fingered by your boyfriend's friend while he watches?"

"Yes," she gasped, her chest heaving. "Yes, I fucking love it."

The crude words from Jake's mouth, words I'd never use with her, seemed to drive Mia wild. She was grinding against his hand now, her pussy making obscene wet sounds that filled the room.

"I think she needs more than fingers," I suggested, my own arousal painful against my zipper.

Jake didn't need to be told twice. He lifted Mia off his lap long enough to shove down his jeans and boxers, revealing a cock that was impressively thick—thicker than mine, though not quite as long. Mia's eyes widened at the sight, and I could see her practically salivate.

"Condom," I reminded them, tossing the packet I'd had ready in my pocket.

Jake caught it, tore it open with his teeth, and rolled it on with practiced ease. Then he positioned Mia over his lap again, this time facing him, her knees on either side of his hips.

"You ready to get fucked, Mia?" he asked, his cock pressed against her entrance.

She nodded, breathless. "Please."

He grabbed her hips and slammed her down on his cock in one brutal thrust. Mia's cry was almost a scream, her back arching as she was filled completely.

"Holy fuck," Jake groaned, his fingers digging into her ass. "Your pussy's even tighter than it looks."

I watched, transfixed, as my girlfriend began to ride my friend's cock. Her movements were desperate, hungry, as she bounced up and down, taking him to the hilt each time. Jake's hands roamed everywhere—squeezing her ass, slapping it until red handprints appeared, reaching up to roughly twist her nipples.

"That's it," he grunted, thrusting up to meet her. "Take that cock like the slut you are."

The dirty talk was clearly working for Mia. Her movements became more frantic, her moans higher pitched. "Harder," she begged. "Fuck me harder."

Jake obliged, standing up suddenly while keeping her impaled on his cock. He turned and bent her over the arm of the couch, her face now towards me, her ass raised high as he positioned himself behind her.

"Watch your boyfriend," Jake commanded her, grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her head up. "Watch him while I fuck you."

Mia's eyes found mine, glazed with pleasure but still present. I could see every emotion crossing her face—the lust, the slight shame, but mostly the overwhelming arousal of being used like this.

Jake began to pound into her with a ferocity I never used. Each thrust drove Mia forward, her breasts swinging, her mouth open in a continuous moan. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, drowning out even the TV.

"Your girlfriend's a fucking whore, Ethan," Jake panted, spanking her ass hard enough to leave a mark. "Taking my cock like she was made for it."

I should have been jealous. I should have been angry. Instead, I was harder than I'd ever been in my life, watching Mia come apart under another man's touch.

"Tell him," Jake demanded, pulling her hair harder. "Tell your boyfriend what you are."

"I'm a whore," Mia gasped, her eyes never leaving mine. "I'm a slut who loves cock. I'm your free use fuck toy, Ethan."

Her words pushed me over the edge. I couldn't just watch anymore. I stood up, crossing to them, and positioned myself in front of Mia. Without a word, I unzipped my jeans and freed my aching cock.

"Suck it," I commanded, pressing the head against her lips.

Mia opened eagerly, taking me deep into her mouth as Jake continued to pound her from behind. The vibrations of her moans around my cock were incredible, and the visual—my girlfriend being used at both ends—was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen.

"Fuck, that's hot," Jake groaned, his pace becoming more erratic. "Spit-roasting your girlfriend on game day. Best fucking Sunday ever."

I grabbed Mia's hair, guiding her movements on my cock as Jake's thrusts pushed her forward. The coordination was messy at first, but we found a rhythm—Jake pulling back as I pushed forward, ensuring Mia was constantly filled.

"She's close," I told Jake, recognizing the familiar signs—the flush spreading across her chest, the way her thighs trembled. "She gets even tighter when she comes."

Jake reached around, his fingers finding Mia's clit and rubbing it roughly. "Come on my cock, slut," he demanded. "Squeeze it with that tight little pussy."

The dual stimulation was too much for Mia. She came with a scream that was muffled by my cock, her body convulsing between us. I could see the moment her orgasm hit Jake, his eyes widening at the sensation of her pussy clenching around him.

"Fuck, I'm gonna come too," he groaned, his thrusts becoming desperate.

I pulled out of Mia's mouth, letting her catch her breath as Jake pounded through his own orgasm, cursing and gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. When he finally stilled, both of them were panting, covered in a sheen of sweat.

Jake pulled out carefully, removing the condom and tying it off. Mia remained draped over the arm of the couch, her hair a mess, her lipstick smeared, looking thoroughly fucked.

But I wasn't done yet.

"My turn," I said, positioning myself behind her. I didn't need a condom—one of the perks of being the boyfriend. I slid into her easily, her pussy still contracting from her orgasm, slicker than I'd ever felt it.

Jake watched, fascinated, as I reclaimed my girlfriend. "Damn, that's hot," he muttered, stroking himself back to hardness as he watched.

I fucked Mia with a possessiveness I'd never felt before, marking her as mine even after she'd been used by another man. She responded with renewed enthusiasm, pushing back against me, begging for more.

"Only you know how to fuck me just right," she moaned, and though I knew it was just dirty talk, the words sent a surge of satisfaction through me.

I reached around to pinch her nipples, hard enough to make her yelp. "Who do you belong to?" I demanded.

"You," she gasped. "Always you, Ethan."

"And who decides who gets to use this pussy?"

"You do. Only you."

Her words pushed me toward the edge. I fucked her harder, faster, feeling my orgasm building at the base of my spine. When I came, it was with a primal groan, flooding her with my seed as I marked her internally in the most basic way.

As I pulled out, Jake approached, his cock hard again. "Mind if I go for round two?" he asked, a new understanding between us.

I looked at Mia, who nodded eagerly despite her exhaustion. "Be my guest," I said, collapsing onto the couch. "The game's almost over anyway."

And so our Sunday continued, the football game forgotten as Jake took Mia in positions I'd never even tried with her. By the time he left, she was a mess of sweat, saliva, and come, thoroughly used and glowing with satisfaction.

As we lay in bed that night, her body curled against mine, I knew our relationship had crossed a threshold we couldn't return from. But the way she looked at me—with love, trust, and a newfound respect—told me we were heading in a direction that worked for both of us.

"So," I murmured against her hair, "who should we invite over next?"

Her sleepy laugh was all the answer I needed. This was just the beginning of Mia's journey as my personal free use slut, and I couldn't wait to see where it led us.


Chapter 2: The Handyman's Special

The thing about opening Pandora's box is that you can never quite close it again. It had been two weeks since Jake's visit, two weeks of Mia and I falling into a new rhythm—her walking around our apartment in various states of undress, me taking her whenever the urge struck, both of us riding the high of our new arrangement.

"The sink's still leaking," Mia mentioned casually one morning, perched on a kitchen stool as she scrolled through her phone. She was wearing just an oversized t-shirt, her naked ass visible when she shifted.

I glanced at the steady drip from our kitchen faucet. I'd tried to fix it myself twice, but plumbing was definitely not in my skill set. "I'll call someone today," I promised, pouring myself coffee.

Mia set her phone down, a mischievous glint in her eye. "You know, we could use this as an opportunity."

I raised an eyebrow, already knowing where she was going with this. "You want to fuck the plumber?"

"Not necessarily a plumber," she said, standing and walking over to wrap her arms around my waist. "But a handyman... someone who works with his hands." She looked up at me through her lashes. "Someone different from Jake."

The memory of watching my friend pound my girlfriend still featured prominently in my spank bank, but I understood what she meant. Jake was a known quantity—a friend, someone safe for our first experiment. A stranger would be something else entirely.

"And if he's not attractive?" I asked, my hands finding their way under her shirt to cup her ass.

Mia shrugged. "That's part of the excitement, isn't it? Not choosing. Being used regardless." Her breath hitched as my fingers dipped between her legs, finding her already wet. "Besides, you'll be the one making the call. You could ask for someone young."

I chuckled, circling her clit slowly. "Planning to seduce some poor kid on his first job?"

She moaned softly, spreading her legs wider. "I'm planning to be whatever you want me to be."

That was how, three hours later, I found myself on the phone with a local handyman service, specifically requesting someone who could handle a "big job" that afternoon. The woman on the other end assured me they had someone available, a newer employee named Carlos who specialized in plumbing and general repairs.

"He'll be there between two and three," she told me, and I thanked her, a flutter of anticipation in my stomach.

I texted Mia, who was at work: "Handyman coming this afternoon. Carlos. Be home by 1:30 to prepare."

Her response was immediate: "Yes, sir. 😈"

When Mia walked through the door at exactly 1:25, she looked like she'd just come from a business meeting—pencil skirt, blazer, hair pulled back in a professional bun. But the flush on her cheeks told me her mind had been elsewhere all day.

"Go shower," I instructed her, taking her briefcase. "I want you clean and ready for him."

She nodded, already unbuttoning her blazer as she headed for the bathroom. I heard the shower start, and my cock twitched at the thought of what was to come.

Twenty minutes later, Mia emerged wrapped in a towel, her skin pink from the hot water, her hair damp around her shoulders.

"What should I wear?" she asked, a delicious vulnerability in her voice.

I considered this. With Jake, we'd gone for the obvious—my shirt, no underwear. But for this scenario, I wanted something different.

"The white sundress," I decided. "No bra, no panties. And that pink lipstick I like."

She smiled, dropping the towel right there in the hallway and walking naked to our bedroom. I watched her ass sway, marveling at how quickly this arrangement had changed things between us. There was a new confidence in her movements, a sensuality that hadn't been there before.

When she returned, she looked like the perfect picture of innocence—the white dress floating around her thighs, her face fresh with minimal makeup save for the bright pink lips. Only I knew what lay beneath that facade.

"Perfect," I murmured, pulling her close to kiss her deeply. "Remember the rules?"

She nodded, her eyes serious despite her arousal. "Condom required. I can say no if I'm genuinely uncomfortable. Our safe word is 'raspberry' if either of us needs to stop completely."

"And most importantly?"

"You're in charge," she finished. "Whatever happens is because you allow it."

I smiled, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. "Good girl."

The doorbell rang at 2:15 on the dot. I gave Mia one last appraising look before going to answer it, schooling my face into neutral expectation.

Carlos was not what I'd expected. Instead of the young rookie I'd imagined, he was probably in his mid-thirties, with the muscular build of someone who worked with his hands for a living. Dark hair cut short, stubbled jaw, and warm brown eyes that crinkled when he smiled. He wore a company polo shirt that strained against his biceps and jeans that had seen better days.

"Afternoon," he said, his voice carrying just a hint of an accent. "I'm Carlos from All-Fix Repairs. Heard you've got a leaky faucet?"

I shook his hand, noting the calluses. "That's right. Kitchen sink's been driving us crazy. Come on in."

I led him through to the kitchen, aware of Mia hovering in the living room doorway. Carlos spotted her immediately, his professional smile warming a few degrees.

"This is my girlfriend, Mia," I said casually. "Mia, this is Carlos, here to fix our sink."

"Nice to meet you," she said, her voice slightly higher than normal. She stepped forward to shake his hand, and I noticed Carlos's eyes flicker briefly to her chest, where her nipples were visibly hard against the thin white fabric.

"Likewise," he replied, recovering quickly and turning back to me. "So, show me what we're dealing with."

I explained the issue with the sink while Carlos set down his toolbox and began examining the faucet. Mia hovered nearby, ostensibly making tea, but I could see her positioning herself to bend over more than necessary, giving Carlos glimpses of her cleavage.

"Looks like the washer's shot," Carlos said after a few minutes. "Easy fix. I'll have to shut off the water under the sink and disassemble this. Should take about thirty minutes."

"Perfect," I said. "I've got some work emails to catch up on. Mia will be around if you need anything. Right, babe?"

Mia nodded, a slight blush coloring her cheeks. "Anything at all," she agreed.

Carlos glanced between us, a flicker of something—confusion? interest?—crossing his face before he turned back to the sink. "I'll get started then."

I retreated to our home office, leaving the door ajar. Our apartment was small enough that I could hear everything from the kitchen—Carlos's occasional muttering as he worked, the clink of tools, Mia moving around, asking if he wanted water or coffee.

After about fifteen minutes, I heard Mia's deliberate giggle—the signal we'd agreed on. I smiled to myself and quietly moved to the hallway, where I could see into the kitchen without being immediately visible.

The scene before me was exactly what I'd hoped for. Carlos was on his back, half under the sink, while Mia stood directly over him, supposedly handing him tools. From his position, he would have a perfect view up her dress to her naked pussy. The tent in his jeans confirmed he'd noticed.

"Wrench, please," he said, his voice slightly strained.

Mia made a show of bending over to look through his toolbox, her dress riding up to reveal the curve of her ass. "This one?" she asked, holding up a wrench that was clearly too large.

Carlos cleared his throat. "No, the smaller one. The adjustable."

She found it and handed it to him, deliberately brushing her fingers against his. "Sorry, I don't know much about tools."

"That's okay," he replied, sliding out from under the sink to make an adjustment. As he sat up, his face was level with Mia's thighs, and I saw his eyes darken. "You, uh... you've been very helpful."

It was time to make my move. I stepped into the kitchen, making sure my footsteps were audible. Carlos jerked away from Mia, busying himself with the sink again. Mia turned to me with an innocent smile that wouldn't have fooled anyone.

"How's it going in here?" I asked, leaning against the counter.

"Almost done," Carlos said, not quite meeting my eyes. "Just need to reassemble the faucet."

I nodded, then deliberately placed my hand on Mia's lower back, sliding it down to squeeze her ass through the thin dress. She leaned into my touch, her breath catching.

Carlos stared, clearly confused by my open display of affection while he was right there.

"You know," I said conversationally, "my girlfriend has been watching you work. She thinks you're very... capable."

Carlos's brow furrowed. "I'm not sure I—"

"What my boyfriend is trying to say," Mia interrupted, her voice husky, "is that we have an arrangement. And we were wondering if you might be interested in being part of it today."

Understanding dawned on Carlos's face, followed quickly by suspicion. "Is this some kind of joke? Or a setup?"

I shook my head. "No joke. No setup. Just a simple proposition." My hand continued to caress Mia's ass, now lifting her dress slightly to reveal more skin. "Mia is available to you, if you want her. With my full permission and participation."

Carlos's eyes widened, darting between us. "You're serious?"

Mia answered by reaching for the thin straps of her sundress and slowly pulling them down, letting the top fall to her waist and exposing her breasts. They were perfect handfuls, her nipples dark pink and hard with anticipation.

"Completely serious," she said, taking one of Carlos's hands and placing it on her breast. "The question is, are you interested?"

His Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed, his hand automatically squeezing her flesh. "I could lose my job if my boss found out."

I smiled. "Then we won't tell him. This is just between us."

That seemed to decide him. Carlos stood up, towering over Mia by several inches, and cupped both her breasts roughly. "I've been staring at these since you opened the door," he admitted, his accent thickening with arousal. "And that ass... fuck."

Mia moaned as he pinched her nipples, her eyes fluttering closed. "Tell me what you want," she breathed.

Carlos glanced at me, still seeking permission. I nodded, leaning back to watch the show. "Whatever you want, man. Just use a condom for penetration."

A grin spread across his face—predatory, hungry. "Turn around," he commanded Mia. "Hands on the counter."

She complied eagerly, bending over to present her ass to him. Carlos flipped her dress up, exposing her completely. "No panties, huh? You were planning this from the start, weren't you, puta?"

The Spanish word—one I recognized even with my limited knowledge—made Mia shiver visibly. "Yes," she admitted. "We both were."

Carlos chuckled, running his calloused hands over the smooth globes of her ass. "Your boyfriend likes to share his toys, and you like being shared. Dirty little slut."

Without warning, he brought his hand down in a sharp slap across her right cheek. Mia yelped, more in surprise than pain, her back arching.

"You like that?" Carlos asked, delivering another smack to her other cheek.

"Yes," Mia gasped. "Harder."

He obliged, spanking her rhythmically until her ass was bright red and she was squirming against the counter. I watched, mesmerized by the transformation of the professional handyman into this dominant figure manhandling my girlfriend.

"Look how wet you are," Carlos observed, sliding a finger through Mia's folds. "Dripping for a stranger's cock while your boyfriend watches. What a whore."

Mia moaned as he pushed two thick fingers inside her, pumping them roughly. "Please," she begged. "I need more."

Carlos looked at me again, and I nodded, reaching into my pocket for the condom I'd stashed there earlier. I tossed it to him, and he caught it one-handed, his other hand still buried in Mia's pussy.

"You want this cock, slut?" he asked, withdrawing his fingers to unzip his jeans. "Beg for it."

Mia looked back over her shoulder, her face flushed with desire. "Please fuck me, Carlos. Please use my pussy. I need it so badly."

I watched as Carlos pushed his jeans and boxers down, revealing a cock that was impressively thick, curved slightly upward, and already fully hard. He rolled the condom on with practiced ease.

"Spread yourself open," he commanded. "Show me where you want it."

Mia reached back with both hands, pulling her ass cheeks apart to expose her glistening pussy. The sight was obscenely erotic—my girlfriend presenting herself to another man in our kitchen, begging to be used.

Carlos positioned himself behind her, rubbing the head of his cock against her entrance. "Your girlfriend has a beautiful cunt," he told me, his eyes never leaving the point where their bodies were about to join. "You're a lucky man."

"I know," I replied, my own cock straining against my zipper as I watched.

Without further preamble, Carlos thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth motion. Mia's cry echoed through the kitchen, her fingers digging into her own flesh as she was filled.

"Fuck, she's tight," Carlos groaned, holding still for a moment to savor the sensation. Then he began to move, establishing a brutal pace that had Mia's breasts bouncing with each thrust.

The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, punctuated by Mia's increasingly desperate moans. Carlos was not gentle—he fucked her with a primal intensity, his hands leaving marks where they gripped her hips.

"You like this cock, puta?" he demanded, pulling her hair to arch her back even more. "Better than your boyfriend's?"

"Different," Mia gasped diplomatically, her eyes finding mine. "So good... so fucking good..."

I moved closer, wanting to see every detail. From this angle, I could watch Carlos's thick shaft disappearing into Mia's body, could see how her pussy stretched to accommodate him, how her juices coated the condom.

"Touch yourself," I told her, my voice rough with arousal. "Make yourself come on his cock."

Mia immediately reached between her legs, her fingers finding her clit as Carlos continued to pound into her. The added stimulation quickly pushed her toward the edge.

"I'm going to come," she warned, her voice breaking. "Oh god, I'm coming!"

Her body tensed, then shuddered violently as her orgasm washed over her. Carlos didn't slow down, fucking her through it until she was nearly sobbing from overstimulation.

"Where do you want me to finish?" he asked, his rhythm becoming erratic as his own climax approached.

"Keep the condom on," I instructed. "But you can come wherever you want otherwise."

Carlos nodded, then suddenly pulled out. He spun Mia around, pushed her to her knees, and tore off the condom. "Open your mouth," he commanded.

Mia obeyed, looking up at him with wide, eager eyes as he stroked himself rapidly. With a guttural groan, he came, thick ropes of semen landing on her face, her open mouth, and her exposed breasts.

The sight of my girlfriend covered in another man's cum was even more arousing than I'd anticipated. Carlos stepped back, tucking himself away as Mia knelt there, panting, cum dripping down her chin.

"That was..." Carlos began, then shook his head, apparently at a loss for words.

"Not quite what you expected from a service call?" I suggested, helping Mia to her feet.

He laughed, surprisingly genuine. "Definitely not in the job description."

Mia excused herself to clean up, leaving Carlos and me to an oddly comfortable silence. He returned to the sink, finishing the repair as professionally as if he hadn't just fucked my girlfriend against the counter.

"All set," he announced a few minutes later, packing up his tools. "Faucet's good as new."

I reached for my wallet. "What do we owe you?"

Carlos hesitated, then grinned. "The company charges eighty-five for a basic plumbing repair. But considering the... extra service, let's call it even."

I insisted on paying for the actual repair—no need to complicate things with potential questions from his employer—but added a generous tip. As I walked him to the door, Mia reappeared, face washed clean, dress back in place, though her thoroughly fucked appearance was unmistakable.

"Thank you for your help today, Carlos," she said, a knowing smile playing on her lips.

He nodded, a hint of color touching his cheeks. "My pleasure. Truly." He turned to me, extending his hand. "You've got a special arrangement here, man. Hope it works out for you both."

After he left, Mia and I barely made it to the bedroom before I was inside her, reclaiming what had been temporarily shared, her body still sensitive from Carlos's attentions. As she came around my cock for the second time that afternoon, she whispered in my ear: "The bathroom shower head has been acting up too. Should we call Carlos back next week?"

I laughed against her neck, already imagining the possibilities. "Maybe we should try a different service next time. Expand our options."

Mia's answering moan told me she approved of the plan. Our journey into this new lifestyle was just beginning, and the road ahead looked promising indeed.


Chapter 3: The Delivery Special

Spring was giving way to summer, and with the changing seasons came a shift in our relationship. What had started as an experiment was becoming something of a lifestyle for us. In the month since Carlos had fixed our sink (and fucked my girlfriend on our kitchen counter), Mia and I had settled into a new normal—one where the boundaries of our relationship were simultaneously more fluid and more defined.

"I'm starving," Mia declared, sprawling across our couch in nothing but one of my t-shirts. It was Saturday evening, and we'd spent most of the day in bed, exploring each other in ways that still felt fresh despite our years together.

I glanced up from my laptop, where I'd been half-heartedly answering work emails. "Want to order in?"

"God, yes." She stretched like a cat, the shirt riding up to reveal she wasn't wearing anything underneath. "Pizza?"

My mind immediately went to places it shouldn't. "Pizza delivery guy, huh?"

Mia caught my meaning instantly, her eyes lighting up. "Is that too cliché?"

"Sometimes clichés exist for a reason," I pointed out, already reaching for my phone. "Meat lovers?"

She snorted at the double entendre. "Extra sausage, please."

I rolled my eyes but couldn't help smiling as I pulled up the app for our favorite local pizza place. "You're terrible."

"You love it." She sat up, suddenly more alert. "Are we really doing this?"

I paused, my finger hovering over the order button. "Do you want to?"

She bit her lower lip, considering. "I mean, it's such a porn stereotype, right? 'Hot girl can't pay for pizza so she pays another way.'" She made air quotes around the words.

"We don't have to follow any script," I reminded her. "And you definitely don't have to fuck anyone you don't want to."

Mia nodded, her expression growing more determined. "No, I want to try. But let's not be too obvious about it. Let things develop naturally."

I agreed, placing our order—one large meat lover's pizza, garlic knots, and two sodas. The app estimated delivery in 30-45 minutes, which gave us just enough time to prepare.

"Shower," I instructed Mia. "And then we'll figure out what you're wearing."

She disappeared into the bathroom while I tidied up the living room, straightening the cushions and making sure any evidence of our day-long sex marathon was cleared away. By the time Mia emerged, wrapped in a towel with her hair damp around her shoulders, I had a plan forming.

"I was thinking," I said, leading her to our bedroom, "we play this one a little differently."

"How so?" She dropped the towel, standing naked before me as she waited for instructions.

I opened our dresser, pulling out a pair of tiny sleep shorts and a thin tank top. "More innocent this time. Like maybe the delivery guy catches a glimpse of something he shouldn't, and things escalate from there."

Mia took the clothes, examining them. "No bra, I assume?"

"Definitely no bra." I watched as she slipped on the shorts—they barely covered the curve of her ass—and the tank top, which clung to her still-damp skin. Her nipples were clearly visible through the thin fabric, especially when she moved.

"How's this?" She did a little twirl, the outfit leaving very little to the imagination while still technically being modest enough to answer the door.

"Perfect," I approved. "Let your hair air dry—it looks sexier that way."

She grinned, running her fingers through the damp strands to give them that tousled look. "And what's my motivation in this scene, director?"

I laughed. "You're just a normal girlfriend, hanging out with her boyfriend on a Saturday night. Maybe you're a little flirty because you know I'm watching, but you're not actively trying to seduce the delivery guy... at first."

"And you'll be...?"

"In the bedroom, 'on a work call'," I made air quotes of my own. "So you have to handle the delivery yourself."

The plan set, we settled on the couch to wait, Mia curled against me as we scrolled through potential movies to watch after dinner. The anticipation hummed between us, that now-familiar electricity that came with knowing we were about to invite a stranger into our private world.

When the doorbell rang 37 minutes later, we exchanged a look filled with excitement and nervous energy.

"Showtime," I murmured, giving her a quick kiss before retreating to the bedroom, leaving the door cracked just enough to see the front entrance.

I heard Mia open the door, her voice pitched slightly higher than normal as she greeted the delivery person. "Hi there!"

"Large meat lover's, garlic knots, and two sodas?" a male voice confirmed. Young, but not too young. Perfect.

"That's us," Mia replied cheerfully. "Let me grab my wallet."

I watched through the crack as she deliberately turned and bent over to retrieve her purse from the coffee table, giving the delivery guy a prime view of her ass in those tiny shorts. When she straightened and turned back, I could see the delivery guy—early twenties, lanky but fit, with curly hair pulled back in a small ponytail and a neatly trimmed beard. He was staring at Mia with poorly concealed appreciation.

"How much do I owe you?" Mia asked, thumbing through her wallet.

"Uh, $28.47," he replied, tearing his eyes away from her chest to check the receipt.

Mia counted out cash, adding a generous tip. "Thanks so much for delivering on a Saturday night. Must be busy?"

The guy—his name tag read "Jason"—nodded, accepting the money. "Yeah, weekends are crazy. But it's good money." His eyes kept drifting down to her nipples, clearly visible through the tank top, especially now that the air conditioning was hitting her.

"I bet," Mia said, making no move to take the pizza from him. "Do you deliver to this building often?"

Jason seemed to realize this conversation was going beyond the usual delivery small talk. He shifted, the pizza box still in his hands. "Sometimes. I think I've been here before, but not to your apartment."

"Well, now you know where we are," Mia said, her voice taking on that husky quality that meant she was getting turned on. "For future reference."

Jason swallowed visibly. "Right. Um, your pizza?" He held out the box.

Mia stepped forward to take it, deliberately brushing her fingers against his. "Thank you, Jason," she said, reading his name tag with obvious interest. "Actually, would you mind bringing it to the kitchen for me? It's a lot to carry with the drinks and everything."

It was a flimsy excuse, but Jason didn't hesitate. "Sure, no problem."

I watched as Mia led him into our apartment, making sure to walk ahead of him so he could watch her ass as she moved. In the kitchen, she set the drinks down and turned to take the pizza, but in the process, she "accidentally" bumped against Jason, causing him to step back against the counter.

"Oh! I'm so sorry," she gasped, placing a hand on his arm to steady herself. "Clumsy me."

"It's okay," Jason assured her, his voice slightly strained. The pizza box was now on the counter, his hands free, and Mia was standing very close to him.

"Are you in a rush to get back?" she asked, not moving away. "Or do you have time for a slice? It's the least we could offer after making you come all the way up here."

Jason glanced around the apartment, clearly wondering where "we" were. "I, uh... I probably shouldn't. I'm still on the clock."

Mia pouted slightly. "That's too bad. My boyfriend's on a work call, and I hate eating alone." She leaned in conspiratorially. "Between you and me, these Saturday night calls always go on forever."

I had to admire her acting skills. She'd created a scenario where I was present but unavailable, giving Jason both the security of knowing he wasn't completely alone with her and the excitement of a potential secret encounter.

"Well, maybe just for a minute," Jason conceded, his resolve clearly weakening as Mia opened the pizza box, bending over more than necessary to reach for plates in a low cabinet.

"Great!" she beamed, handing him a slice. "Let's sit in the living room. More comfortable."

I adjusted my position to maintain a view of the couch as they settled there, Mia deliberately sitting close enough that their thighs almost touched. Jason was visibly nervous but equally intrigued, stealing glances at Mia's chest when he thought she wasn't looking.

"So, Jason," Mia began, taking a delicate bite of pizza, "how long have you been delivering?"

"About eight months," he replied, relaxing slightly into the conversation. "I'm in my last year at State, so it's good flexible work."

"College man," Mia nodded appreciatively. "What are you studying?"

"Computer science," he said, with a hint of pride. "Hoping to get into game development eventually."

"That's so interesting," Mia said, shifting to face him more directly, which caused her tank top to pull across her breasts. "You must be really smart."

Jason's cheeks flushed slightly at the compliment. "I do okay. What about you? What do you do?"

"Marketing," Mia replied. "Not nearly as exciting as creating games. Though I do know how to play." The innuendo was subtle but unmistakable.

Jason picked up on it, his eyes darkening slightly. "What kind of games do you like?" he asked, his voice dropping a notch.

Mia set her plate down, licking sauce from her finger in a deliberately provocative gesture. "The fun kind. The kind with... multiple players."

The tension between them was palpable now. Jason set his own plate aside, his body angled toward Mia. "Your boyfriend... he's really on a call?"

Mia nodded, leaning in closer. "He'll be a while. He always is on Saturdays." She placed a hand on Jason's knee. "Does that bother you?"

He glanced toward the closed bedroom door, then back to Mia. "I should probably be bothered, but..." his gaze dropped to her lips, "I'm really not."

That was all the invitation Mia needed. She closed the distance between them, pressing her lips to his in a kiss that started tentative but quickly blazed into something more intense. Jason responded immediately, one hand coming up to tangle in her hair, the other finding her waist.

I watched, my cock hardening as my girlfriend made out with the pizza delivery guy on our couch. There was something incredibly hot about the urgency of it—the way Jason kissed her like he couldn't believe his luck, the way Mia pressed herself against him with a hunger that seemed genuine.

When they broke apart, both breathing heavily, Mia stood up and pulled Jason to his feet. "Bedroom's off-limits," she said, her voice husky with desire. "But the kitchen counter is free."

Jason followed her like a man in a trance, his hands already reaching for the hem of her tank top. "I can't believe this is happening," he muttered as they reached the kitchen. "You're so fucking hot."

Mia laughed, a sultry sound that I'd come to associate with her newfound sexual confidence. "You haven't seen anything yet," she promised, raising her arms so Jason could pull her top off.

He groaned at the sight of her bare breasts, immediately bending to take one nipple into his mouth. Mia arched against him, her fingers threading through his curls to hold him there.

I slipped out of the bedroom, moving silently to get a better view from the hallway. From this angle, I could see everything—Jason's eager mouth on Mia's breast, his hands gripping her ass through those tiny shorts, the way she was grinding against the obvious bulge in his delivery uniform.

"I want to taste you," Jason murmured against her skin, already dropping to his knees. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her shorts and pulled them down in one fluid motion, revealing her completely bare pussy, glistening with arousal.

"Fuck," he breathed, staring at her exposed flesh. "You're perfect."

Mia leaned back against the counter, spreading her legs slightly. "Show me what that mouth can do besides deliver pizza lines."

Jason didn't need to be told twice. He buried his face between her thighs, his enthusiasm making up for any lack of finesse. Mia's head fell back, a moan escaping her lips as his tongue found her clit.

"That's it," she encouraged, rolling her hips against his face. "Right there."

I watched, mesmerized, as this stranger devoured my girlfriend, his hands gripping her thighs to hold her open for his tongue. Mia was putting on a show for both of us—her moans a little louder than usual, her movements more exaggerated but no less genuine in her pleasure.

"I'm close," she gasped after a few minutes, her thighs beginning to tremble. "Don't stop, don't stop..."

Jason redoubled his efforts, focusing on her clit with determined precision. Mia came with a cry that echoed through the apartment, her body shuddering as she clutched his head against her.

When the aftershocks subsided, she pulled him to his feet, kissing him deeply and tasting herself on his lips. "Your turn," she purred, reaching for his belt.

Jason glanced nervously toward the bedroom. "What about your boyfriend?"

It was time for my entrance. I stepped into the kitchen, leaning against the doorframe. "Her boyfriend is right here," I said calmly.

Jason jumped away from Mia like he'd been electrocuted, his face draining of color. "Shit, man, I'm sorry—she said you were on a call—I didn't mean to—"

I held up a hand to stop his panicked rambling. "Relax. I've been watching the whole time."

Confusion replaced fear on his face. "You've been... watching?"

Mia moved to my side, still gloriously naked, pressing herself against me. "We have an arrangement," she explained, her hand sliding down to cup my erection through my jeans. "I play, and he watches. Sometimes he joins."

Understanding dawned on Jason's face, followed by disbelief and then cautious excitement. "So this was... planned? Both of you wanted this?"

"Both of us," I confirmed, slipping an arm around Mia's waist. "And if you're comfortable with it, we'd like to continue. Unless you need to get back to work?"

Jason's phone buzzed in his pocket, as if on cue. He checked it and grimaced. "My manager. I should probably at least let him know I'm running behind."

While he stepped aside to make a quick call—something about car trouble that would delay him about thirty minutes—Mia turned to me with a wicked smile.

"He's good with his mouth," she whispered. "Better than Carlos."

I raised an eyebrow. "Better than me?"

She laughed, reaching up to kiss me. "Different. No one knows my body like you do."

Jason returned, still looking somewhat dazed but decidedly more relaxed. "I've got about twenty minutes before I need to head back."

"Then we should make the most of it," Mia said, turning her attention back to his belt. This time, she successfully unfastened it, then worked on his zipper while he kicked off his shoes.

When she pushed his pants and boxers down, his cock sprang free—average in length but nicely thick, already fully hard from eating her out. Mia wrapped her hand around it, stroking slowly.

"Condom?" Jason asked, looking between us.

I pulled one from my pocket and tossed it to him. "Always prepared," I said with a grin.

While Jason rolled the condom on, Mia hopped up onto the counter, spreading her legs invitingly. "How do you want me?" she asked, her voice dripping with desire.

"Just like that," Jason replied, stepping between her thighs. He positioned himself at her entrance, looking to me one more time for permission.

I nodded, moving to stand beside them where I could see everything. "Go ahead. Fuck her."

Jason pushed forward, sliding into Mia with a groan that was echoed by her gasp of pleasure. "Holy shit, you're tight," he muttered, his hands gripping her hips as he began to move.

Mia wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. "And you feel amazing," she countered, her eyes fluttering closed as he established a rhythm.

I watched, stroking myself through my jeans as Jason fucked my girlfriend on our kitchen counter—the same counter where Carlos had taken her, yet the scene was entirely different. Where Carlos had been dominant and rough, Jason was eager and almost reverent, his youth showing in his enthusiastic but less controlled thrusts.

"Harder," Mia urged him, digging her heels into his lower back. "I won't break."

Jason obliged, finding a deeper, more forceful rhythm that had Mia moaning with each thrust. The counter edge must have been digging into her ass, but she didn't seem to care, lost in the pleasure of being filled by this stranger while I watched.

"I'm not going to last long," Jason warned, his face flushed with exertion. "You feel too good."

"It's okay," Mia assured him, reaching down to touch herself. "Just keep going, just like that."

I moved closer, unable to resist any longer. I slipped my hand into Mia's hair, turning her face toward me for a deep, possessive kiss. She responded hungrily, moaning into my mouth as Jason continued to pound into her.

"Coming," she gasped against my lips, her body tensing. "Oh god, I'm coming again!"

Her orgasm seemed to trigger Jason's. He thrust deep one final time, his body shuddering as he emptied himself into the condom. For a moment, the three of us remained frozen in that tableau—Mia on the counter with Jason still inside her, my hand in her hair, all of us breathing heavily.

Then Jason carefully withdrew, removing the condom and tying it off. "That was... wow," he said, a slightly dazed smile spreading across his face. "Definitely my best delivery ever."

Mia laughed, sliding off the counter on slightly wobbly legs. "Mine too," she agreed, reaching for her discarded clothes.

While they both dressed, I grabbed a few paper towels to clean up and offered Jason a bottle of water. He accepted gratefully, downing half of it in one go.

"So, um..." he began, awkwardness creeping back in now that the heat of the moment had passed. "Is this like... a regular thing for you two?"

I exchanged a look with Mia. "It's becoming one," I admitted. "Still pretty new, but we're enjoying exploring it."

Jason nodded, checking his phone. "I should really get back before they send a search party." He hesitated, then added, "This might be weird to ask, but... would it be okay if I delivered here again sometime? I mean, if you order pizza again?"

Mia smiled, stepping forward to press a kiss to his cheek. "We'd like that. In fact, we might become very regular customers."

Jason left with a spring in his step and our apartment number definitely memorized. As soon as the door closed behind him, I had Mia pinned against it, my cock finally free from my jeans and pressing urgently against her.

"You're getting too good at this," I growled, lifting her easily and impaling her on my length. "Seducing strangers right in front of me."

She wrapped her legs around my waist, meeting my thrusts with equal fervor. "Only because you let me," she reminded me, her voice breathy with renewed desire. "Only because it turns you on as much as it does me."

I couldn't argue with that. As I fucked her against the door, the image of Jason taking her on the counter still fresh in my mind, I knew there was no going back for us. This new dimension to our relationship wasn't just a phase or an experiment—it was becoming part of who we were together.

"Next time," Mia whispered in my ear as we both approached climax, "we should order from two different places. See which delivery guy gets here first."

The thought of Mia taking on two strangers at once pushed me over the edge, and I came hard inside her, feeling her inner walls pulse around me as she followed me into ecstasy.

Later, as we finally ate our now-cold pizza, Mia scrolled through local delivery options on her phone. "Chinese, Indian, Thai, sushi... so many possibilities," she mused, a mischievous glint in her eye.

I laughed, pulling her against me. "One step at a time," I cautioned. "But yes, the possibilities are endless."

And they were. Our journey into this new lifestyle was opening doors I'd never imagined, creating a bond between us that was paradoxically stronger for being more open. As Mia curled against me, satiated and content, I couldn't help but wonder what—or who—would come next.


Chapter 4: The House Party

Six months into our arrangement, and Mia had transformed from my somewhat shy girlfriend into an insatiable free-use slut who craved new experiences. I'd watched her take on delivery guys, repairmen, even a door-to-door salesman who'd hit the sexual jackpot when he knocked on our apartment. Each encounter pushed our boundaries further, strengthened our trust, and left us both craving more.

"I want to try something bigger," Mia said one evening as we lay in bed, her body still glistening with sweat from our latest round. "Something... more intense."

I propped myself up on one elbow, studying her flushed face. "Bigger how?"

She bit her lip, a gesture I now recognized as both nervousness and excitement. "What about... a party?"

My cock twitched despite being thoroughly spent just minutes earlier. "A party?"

"Yeah." She rolled onto her side, facing me. "Your birthday's coming up. What if we invited some of your friends over? Guys you trust, obviously. And what if... what if I was the entertainment?"

The image flashed through my mind—Mia, naked and available, being passed around among my friends like a party favor. My mouth went dry. "You'd want that? Multiple guys, all at once?"

She nodded, her eyes darkening. "I've been fantasizing about it. Being used by a whole group of men, all of them knowing I belong to you but being allowed to have me anyway." Her hand slid down my chest. "The thought of being surrounded, of having every hole filled while you watch... fuck, Ethan, it makes me so wet."

Incredibly, I was hardening again under her touch. "How many guys are you thinking?"

"That's up to you," she said, stroking me slowly. "But maybe five or six? Enough to really... overwhelm me."

I considered this, mentally scrolling through my friend group. There were a few I knew would be down—Jake, obviously, who'd been asking when he could have another go at Mia. My college roommate Derek, who now lived across town. Maybe a couple guys from work who I was close with.

"I'd need to be careful who I invite," I said slowly. "Make sure they're discreet, respectful of our rules."

"Of course," Mia agreed. "I trust your judgment. And we'd make the boundaries clear upfront."

I pulled her closer, my cock now fully hard against her stomach. "You really want to be gangbanged for my birthday?"

She laughed, the sound both innocent and filthy somehow. "Well, when you put it that way... yes. I really fucking do."

And that was how, two weeks later, I found myself sending out carefully worded invitations to six select friends for what I described as "a special birthday gathering with an unusual entertainment option." I was deliberately vague, wanting to explain the full scenario in person, but hinted enough that they knew this wasn't just beer and pizza.

All six accepted, though a couple required phone calls where I had to be a bit more explicit about what "entertainment" meant. By the time my birthday arrived, the guest list was confirmed: Jake (eager for a repeat performance), Derek (intrigued and slightly disbelieving), my work friends Marcus and Todd (both divorced and more than ready for some no-strings fun), and two gym buddies, Ryan and Chris, who were known for their adventurous attitudes toward sex.

Mia spent the day preparing herself—a long bath, a full-body wax, her hair and makeup done to perfection. She wore a simple black cocktail dress that hugged every curve, with nothing underneath as per our arrangement. I could sense her nervous energy as we set up the apartment, arranging furniture to create more open space, setting out drinks and snacks, and placing bowls of condoms in strategic locations.

"Remember," I told her as the clock ticked toward 8 PM when our guests would arrive, "you can stop this at any time. Just say the word, and it's over."

She nodded, taking a deep breath. "I know. But I don't want to stop it." She pressed herself against me, her eyes gleaming with anticipation. "I want to be your perfect slut tonight. I want to take every cock you offer me and beg for more."

The doorbell rang at 8:03. Jake and Derek had arrived together, followed closely by Marcus and Todd. Ryan and Chris showed up a few minutes later, each bringing bottles of premium liquor as birthday gifts.

The initial conversation was slightly awkward—all of them knew something unusual was planned, but none seemed quite sure how to act. Mia played the perfect hostess, serving drinks and making small talk while I gauged the room's energy.

After about thirty minutes and a couple of rounds of drinks, I decided it was time to clarify why I'd gathered them all here.

"So," I said, raising my glass to get everyone's attention. "I appreciate you all coming to celebrate my birthday. But as you probably guessed from my invitation, this isn't just a regular party."

Six pairs of eyes focused intently on me, while Mia came to stand by my side, her body humming with tension.

"Mia and I have an arrangement," I continued, slipping an arm around her waist. "One where she is sexually available to men I approve of, while I watch and sometimes participate."

Jake nodded, already familiar with this setup. The others exchanged glances, ranging from surprise to growing excitement.

"Tonight," I went on, "for my birthday, Mia has offered to be available to all of you. At the same time, if that's what we decide. But before we go any further, there are some ground rules."

I laid them out clearly: condoms were mandatory for penetration; no meant no, no matter what; respect for Mia and for each other was essential; and I would be present throughout, sometimes participating, sometimes directing, sometimes just watching.

"This only happens if everyone's comfortable," I finished. "If anyone wants to leave, no hard feelings. This isn't everyone's idea of a good time, and that's fine."

There was a moment of silence, then Ryan spoke up. "Just to be crystal clear—you're offering to let us all have sex with your girlfriend? As a group?"

"That's right," I confirmed. "If you're interested."

"And you?" Todd asked Mia directly. "This is what you want?"

Mia's smile was both sweet and predatory. "More than anything," she assured him. "I've been thinking about taking all of you for weeks."

That seemed to settle any doubts. No one moved to leave; instead, the energy in the room shifted, becoming charged with sexual tension.

"So," Chris asked, setting down his drink. "How do we start this?"

I looked at Mia, giving her the lead. She stepped forward into the center of our living room, her confidence visibly growing as six men and I watched her intently.

"I think," she said, reaching for the zipper at the back of her dress, "we start like this."

Slowly, deliberately, she unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor, revealing her naked body underneath. The collective intake of breath was audible as my friends took in her perfect curves, her perky breasts with nipples already hard, the smooth, bare pussy that I knew was already wet with anticipation.

"Fuck me," Derek muttered, adjusting himself in his pants.

"That's the idea," Mia replied with a wicked smile, moving toward him. "But first, I think all of you are wearing too many clothes."

That broke the ice. Within minutes, the living room was filled with men in various states of undress, all gravitating toward the naked goddess in their midst. Mia reveled in the attention, running her hands over muscled chests, helping with stubborn buttons, stealing kisses as clothing was discarded.

I watched, my own arousal building as my girlfriend became the center of a tightening circle of naked men, all sporting impressive erections. The visual was even more powerful than I'd imagined—Mia, small and delicate in comparison, surrounded by over a thousand pounds of male flesh, all focused entirely on her.

"Who wants to be first?" she asked, her voice husky with desire as she dropped to her knees in the middle of the group.

Jake stepped forward without hesitation. "I've been dreaming about your mouth since last time," he said, his cock already fully erect and pointing directly at her face.

Mia licked her lips, looking up at him through her lashes. "Then come get it."

She didn't need to ask twice. Jake moved in front of her, threading his fingers through her hair as she opened her mouth to welcome his thick shaft. The sight of my girlfriend's lips stretching around my friend's cock sent a jolt of electricity through me—a now-familiar mixture of jealousy and intense arousal.

The other men moved closer, forming a tight circle around Mia. She reached out with both hands, finding two more cocks to stroke while she continued to suck Jake. Derek and Marcus groaned as her fingers wrapped around their shafts, while Ryan and Chris pressed in from behind, their hands exploring her body.

Todd looked at me questioningly, and I nodded, giving him permission to join in. He knelt behind Mia, his hands spreading her ass cheeks to reveal her glistening pussy. "Fuck, she's soaked," he announced, sliding two fingers into her without preamble.

Mia moaned around Jake's cock, pushing back against Todd's hand. The sound seemed to break any remaining restraint in the room. Suddenly, there were hands everywhere on her body—squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples, tangling in her hair, exploring between her legs.

I stripped off my own clothes, stroking myself as I watched my girlfriend being worshipped and objectified simultaneously. She was in her element, alternating between cocks in her mouth, making sure each man got attention.

"I need to be fucked," she gasped after a particularly deep throat session with Chris. "Please, someone fill my pussy."

"Birthday boy gets first dibs," Jake suggested, looking at me.

I shook my head. "Not yet. I'm enjoying the show." I looked around the circle. "Ryan, why don't you do the honors?"

Ryan, the most physically imposing of the group with his rugby player's build, grinned and reached for a condom. "Don't mind if I do."

The men rearranged themselves, helping Mia onto all fours on our plush area rug. Ryan knelt behind her, rolling on protection before positioning his impressively thick cock at her entrance. Marcus took Jake's place in front of her, feeding his cock into her eager mouth, while the others continued to touch and stroke whatever part of her they could reach.

"Fuck, she's tight," Ryan groaned as he pushed into her. "How is she this tight after all the cock she's had?"

I smiled, pride mixing with lust as I watched another man appreciate what was mine. "She's special that way."

Mia's moan of pleasure was muffled by Marcus's cock, but her body language spoke volumes. She pushed back against Ryan's thrusts, taking him deeper, while sucking Marcus with obvious enthusiasm. The men established a rhythm, fucking her from both ends while the others waited their turn.

I moved closer, wanting to see every detail. From this angle, I could watch Ryan's thick shaft disappearing into Mia's pussy, could see the way her lips stretched around Marcus, could observe the flush spreading across her skin as her arousal built.

"Switch," I commanded after a few minutes, wanting to ensure everyone got a turn. "Derek, take her pussy. Todd, her mouth."

The men complied without question, accepting my role as director of this carnal performance. Condoms were changed, positions shifted, and soon Derek was sliding into Mia's well-used pussy while Todd fed his cock into her mouth.

"Christ, she's good at this," Todd groaned, his hands cupping her face as she swallowed him deep. "Where did you find her, Ethan?"

"I got lucky," I replied, moving to stroke Mia's hair as she serviced my friends. "But I'm even luckier that she wants to share herself like this."

Mia's eyes found mine, filled with a mixture of lust and love that made my chest tighten even as my cock throbbed. This was what made our arrangement work—the absolute certainty that no matter how many men used her body, her heart remained exclusively mine.

As Derek's thrusts grew more erratic, signaling his approaching climax, I had a sudden inspiration. "Everyone stop," I commanded.

The room froze, all eyes turning to me.

"Mia, on the couch," I directed. "I want to try something new."

She crawled onto the couch, her body glistening with sweat, her makeup slightly smeared, looking thoroughly debauched already. "What did you have in mind?" she asked, her voice raspy from oral sex.

I arranged her on her back, her head hanging slightly over the edge of the couch. "I think it's time we filled all your holes at once."

Her eyes widened, a mixture of apprehension and excitement flashing across her face. "All of them?"

"If you're ready," I confirmed. "Jake in your pussy, Chris in your ass, and whoever you want in your mouth. The rest can use your hands or wait their turn."

Jake and Chris exchanged looks, both clearly on board with this plan. Mia nodded, her breathing quickening. "Yes," she said. "I want that. I want to be completely filled."

The men moved into position with surprising coordination. Jake lay on the couch, Mia straddling him as he guided his condom-covered cock into her pussy. Once he was fully seated inside her, Chris positioned himself behind her, a fresh condom on his cock and a generous amount of lube in his hand.

"Go slow," I instructed him as he pressed the head of his cock against Mia's tight rear entrance. "She's done anal before, but not often."

Chris nodded, easing forward with careful pressure. Mia gasped, her body tensing as the head of his cock breached her ass. "Breathe, baby," I encouraged her. "Relax and let him in."

She focused on her breathing, visibly forcing her muscles to relax as Chris pushed deeper, inch by careful inch. When he was finally fully seated, Mia was sandwiched between the two men, filled in her two lower holes, her expression a mixture of discomfort and building pleasure.

"Now," I said, moving to stand at the end of the couch, my cock level with Mia's upside-down face. "Open up and take me too."

She opened her mouth obediently, and I slid my cock between her lips, feeling the unique sensation of an inverted blowjob. With her head tilted back, her throat was aligned perfectly for me to push deep, and I did, watching her eyes water slightly as I hit the back of her throat.

"Holy shit," Marcus breathed, watching as Mia was penetrated in all three holes simultaneously. "That's the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen."

Derek and Todd moved in, each taking one of Mia's hands and wrapping it around their cocks. Ryan, temporarily without a hole to fill, content himself with playing with her breasts, pinching and twisting her nipples as the rest of us found our rhythm.

It took a moment to coordinate, but soon we were moving together—Jake thrusting up into her pussy, Chris pushing into her ass, me fucking her mouth, all while she stroked Derek and Todd and Ryan teased her sensitive nipples. Mia was completely surrounded, completely filled, completely used in exactly the way she had fantasized.

The sounds in the room were obscene—skin slapping against skin, wet suction noises, grunts and moans and muttered curses. Mia couldn't speak with my cock in her mouth, but her body communicated her pleasure clearly. She was writhing between Jake and Chris, her hips moving frantically as she chased her orgasm.

"She's close," I told the others, recognizing the signs. "Push her over the edge."

Ryan pinched her nipples harder, while Jake reached down to rub her clit. The combined stimulation was too much—Mia's body went rigid, then began to convulse as an intense orgasm ripped through her. The contractions of her pussy and ass sent Jake and Chris over the edge almost simultaneously, both groaning as they emptied themselves into their condoms.

I pulled out of her mouth, letting her catch her breath as she rode out her climax. Her face was flushed, tears of pleasure streaming from the corners of her eyes, her lips swollen from use.

"Switch," I ordered once the aftershocks had subsided. "Derek, Todd, and Marcus—your turn to fill her."

And so it continued for what felt like hours. We rotated positions, ensuring that every man had a chance to experience each of Mia's holes. She took them all eagerly, her initial nervousness completely gone as she surrendered to the experience of being used by seven men in turn.

The highlight came near the end, when Mia—having already taken at least one load from each man in her mouth and swallowed dutifully—requested something special.

"I want to feel all of you come on me," she said, her voice hoarse from screaming and sucking cock. "Mark me. Cover me with your cum."

The men looked to me for permission, and I nodded, aroused beyond words by her request. We arranged her on her knees in the center of the room, naked and already glistening with sweat and traces of saliva.

One by one, each man positioned himself in front of her, stroking his cock until he was ready to explode. Marcus went first, groaning as he painted her breasts with thick ropes of cum. Todd followed, aiming for her face, his seed landing across her cheek and lips. Ryan targeted her stomach, while Chris added to the mess on her tits.

Derek and Jake took longer, having already come multiple times, but eventually added their contributions—Derek across her lower back, Jake in her hair. By the time it was my turn, Mia was a masterpiece of debauchery—covered in the semen of six men, her makeup ruined, her hair a tangled mess, her body marked with fingerprints and the beginnings of bruises from hours of rough handling.

"Where do you want it?" I asked her, stroking myself as I prepared to add the final touch.

"My face," she replied without hesitation. "I want to wear your cum like a badge of honor."

I obliged, aiming carefully before erupting with a force that surprised even me. My release splashed across her forehead, nose, and lips, some of it dripping down her chin to join the mess on her chest.

The room fell silent except for our collective heavy breathing. Mia knelt there, covered in the seed of seven men, looking both thoroughly used and radiantly satisfied.

"Happy birthday to me," I finally said, breaking the tension.

Laughter rippled through the group, releasing the intensity of the moment. Mia smiled up at me, cum dripping from her face, her eyes filled with love and a hint of pride at what she'd accomplished.

"Let's get you cleaned up," I said, helping her to her feet. Her legs were shaky, her body bearing the evidence of a night of extreme use.

While the others began dressing and gathering their things, I led Mia to the bathroom, gently wiping away the most obvious signs of our party before helping her into a warm shower. I joined her there, washing her carefully, tenderly, a stark contrast to the rough treatment she'd endured all evening.

"Was it everything you hoped for?" I asked as I massaged shampoo into her hair, washing away the dried semen.

She nodded, leaning back against me under the spray. "More," she murmured, her voice barely audible over the water. "It was perfect, Ethan. Thank you for making it happen."

"Thank you for giving me the best birthday gift imaginable," I replied, turning her to face me. Despite the exhaustion evident in her features, there was a glow about her—a satisfaction that went beyond the physical.

By the time we emerged from the bathroom, our guests had tidied up the living room and were preparing to leave. There was a new camaraderie among them, the shared experience having created a bond that transcended ordinary friendship.

"This was... unexpected," Derek said as he shook my hand at the door. "But fucking amazing. Your girlfriend is incredible."

"Don't I know it," I agreed, watching as Mia, now wrapped in a silk robe, accepted kisses on the cheek from each departing guest.

When the last of them had gone, Mia and I collapsed into bed, her body curling against mine despite what must have been significant soreness.

"So," I asked, stroking her damp hair, "what's next on your sexual bucket list? After this, it's hard to imagine topping it."

She laughed softly, already half asleep. "I don't know," she murmured. "Maybe we invite the girls next time? Let them see what they're missing?"

The thought of Mia being shared not just with men but with other women sent a renewed spark of interest through me, despite my physical exhaustion.

"We'll talk about it in the morning," I said, pressing a kiss to her forehead. "For now, rest. You've more than earned it."

As Mia drifted off in my arms, I reflected on the journey we'd taken over the past six months. What had started as a tentative exploration had evolved into a lifestyle that fulfilled us both in ways I never could have anticipated. My girlfriend was a free-use slut for any man I approved, yes—but she was also my partner, my love, my equal in this adventure we were creating together.

And I couldn't wait to see where it would take us next.
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