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Free Use At The Fire Station


A Filthy And Fun Free Use Adventure



Chapter One




Standing in front of the full-length mirror, I pulled my tight pencil skirt up over my hips. I had to shimmy a bit to get it over them. Had I put on weight? Maybe. But I didn’t mind, the way it hugged my curves only made me look even sexier. As I moved, my huge breasts bounced in the lacy white bra. I had to admit, they were my best feature, the kind of tits that no one could resist staring at when they talked to me.

I pulled on a sensible white blouse, buttoning it up except for the top two buttons, making sure that I had plenty of cleavage on display; I wanted to make a good impression on my first day at my new job, after all.

Just then, my husband Ben came out of the bathroom. His gaze immediately dropped to my chest.

“Fuck, babe,” he said, straightening his tie as he prepared to go to his own job. “You look great. Looking forward to your first day at the fire station?”

I giggled, smoothing my skirt down. “I sure am. I think I’ll be the only woman there now that the other admin girl’s on maternity leave. I hope the firemen are nice to me.”

“I’m sure they will be,” Ben smirked, standing behind me and putting his hands on my hips. “And I’m sure you’ll be nice to them too. I know what a slut you are for men like that.”

I giggled again and turned to face him, giving him a long kiss on the mouth, my tongue playing with his. “I love you, Ben,” I said, pulling away finally. “I’m so lucky you like sharing me.”

Ben’s hands were on my ass now, and I could feel his cock pressing against me through his pants. “It turns me on to think of you getting fucked and used,” he whispered in my ear.

I put my hand on his cock, giving him a squeeze through his pants. “Have you got time for a quickie?” I asked.

He pushed me towards the bed until my knees hit the edge, and I fell back. He reached under my skirt, tugging off my panties and revealing my soaking pussy. I opened my legs, letting him admire my gaping opening. “I hope they like my bush,” I said. “Do you think I should have shaved for my first day?”

“No,” said Ben, unzipping his pants and pulling out his hard cock. “I think it’s perfect.”

He climbed between my legs, sinking his dick deep inside me in one smooth motion. Then he started fucking me, pounding me hard into the bed and making me cry out with pleasure on every thrust. But I knew we had to be quick or we’d be late for work.

“Oh fuck, come in me,” I begged, my own arousal already spiralling quickly. I felt the tight knot building in my core as he upped the pace, fucking me even harder.

“Oh god, your pussy feels so good,” groaned Ben, still pounding into me. “I can’t wait to hear about all the big firemen cocks you’re going to take.”

With one final hard thrust, I felt him spilling his load deep inside me. That tipped me over the edge, too, and I came too, screaming with bliss, my fingers digging into his back as his warm cum filled me. We stayed like that for a moment, his cock throbbing inside me. Finally, he pulled out, standing and fastening his pants back up. I just lay there, my pussy leaking cum onto the bed.


Chapter Two




The moment I pushed open the fire station door, a rush of nerves fluttered through me. The scent of smoke, leather, and pure testosterone filled the air, making my pulse quicken. Behind the front reception desk sat a man so ridiculously sexy I had to remind myself to breathe.

He was twice my age, at least fifty, but fuck, he wore it well. Rugged and built like he spent more time lifting weights than pushing papers. His tight black uniform t-shirt clung to thick, muscled arms, and his broad chest looked like it could stop a battering ram. Dark stubble covered his square jaw, flecked with just enough grey to make him look dangerously attractive.

“Hello,” I squeaked nervously. “I’m Molly, the admin cover.”

His piercing eyes swept over me, lingering just long enough to make my thighs clench. Then he broke into a friendly grin, standing up and coming around the desk. He was tall, towering over me, and when he took my hand in a firm, warm grip, I nearly gasped.

“Molly, welcome!” His voice was deep, commanding, the kind that made a girl want to drop to her knees just to hear him praise her. “I’m Chief Anderson, the station chief, but please, call me Dave.”

“Hi Dave,” I said, feeling a rush of heat between my legs at being so close to such a tall and muscular older man.

“Let me show you around,” he grinned.

As he led me through the main garage, the air was thick with the scent of soap and wet concrete. Two men were washing the fire truck, water sliding down the gleaming red metal. The first one was young, nineteen, the Chief told me, and named Jake. He was lanky and fresh-faced, with floppy hair that made him look more like a college kid than a firefighter. He seemed too shy even to look at me.

“He’s here to have a man made of him,” the Chief laughed, clapping him on the back so hard he almost fell over. “Should probably start by shaving off his hippy hair.”

Jake flushed red, barely glancing at me before mumbling a shy hello. Cute. But it was the second who stole my breath. He was called Saul, and he was a huge, black man who looked like a professional weight lifter. His shoulder muscles were so thick that it was like he had no neck. And the way he looked at me? Predatory. Like he could see straight through my clothes, see exactly how wet I was getting just standing there.

He took my hand and practically crushed it in his grip, his deep brown eyes dropping straight to my cleavage. He didn’t even try to hide it.

“Delighted to meet you, Molly,” he said to my tits, his voice even deeper than the chief’s. “Hope to get to know you better soon.” I knew exactly what he was hinting at.

The rest of the team was out on a training exercise, so the Chief led me into his office, where we went through the necessary paperwork. I tried to focus, I really did, but every time he leaned forward, his t-shirt stretched tight over his chest, and I found my mind drifting to very unprofessional thoughts.

When we finally finished, he leaned back in his chair, watching me with sharp, knowing eyes. “Any questions?”

“Actually,” I said, crossing my legs so that my skirt rode up my thighs. “When the previous admin lady interviewed me, she said…” I hesitated.

“Yes?” he prompted.

“She said,” I continued, “That the job came with certain… perks.”

He raised an eyebrow, a filthy gleam in his eyes. “What sort of perks?” he asked, his tone deliberately innocent.

I bit my lip and decided to just say it. “She said that you all… fucked her. That she was your free use secretary and you could all use her whenever you liked.”

He nodded, regarding me carefully. “And you’d like to continue that tradition, would you?”

“Yes, please,” I replied, my heart pounding in my chest.

His eyes darkened with pure, filthy amusement. He leaned forward, elbows resting on the desk. “Well then, Molly,” he said. “Why don’t you stand up and take your clothes off?”


Chapter Three




Ipushed my chair back and stood up, my fingers going to the buttons on my blouse, slowly undoing them. The Chief leaned back in his chair behind the desk, hands behind his head as he watched me with a big smile on his face.

When I had the last button undone, I slipped the blouse off my shoulders, revealing my heavy breasts in their lacy bra. The fabric was sheer, and I knew he could see my dark nipples through it. He regarded me passively as I unzipped the skirt and slipped it over my hips until it pooled around my feet. My white panties were also slightly transparent, allowing him to see my dark bush inside. I hesitated, feeling exposed and incredibly turned on.

“Beautiful,” said the Chief. “Keep going.”

I reached behind to unhook my bra, letting it drop to the floor and exposing my large breasts. The cool air made my nipples harden instantly. His eyes shone with lust as he watched, and I could see the bulge in his pants growing bigger. Finally, I slipped my panties off, and I was fully naked in front of him.

“Come here,” he ordered.

I stepped around the desk, my pulse hammering as I approached. The bulge in his trousers was impossible to ignore, straining against the fabric. When I reached him, he grabbed my wrist and pulled me down onto his lap.

His hands were huge, rough, sliding over my bare thighs, squeezing the soft flesh of my ass. I gasped as he pulled me against him, my naked skin pressing against his uniform. His hands skimmed up my sides, thumbs brushing over my hard nipples before he took both of my tits in his hands, squeezing them roughly.

“Fuck, these are perfect,” he growled, his thumbs flicking over my stiff nipples. I moaned, arching into his touch, grinding against his cock through his trousers.

Then, suddenly, he grabbed me by the hips and flipped me over onto the desk.

I let out a gasp as my bare breasts pressed against the cool wood, my ass now up in the air. He stood behind me, his hands gripping my hips.

“You want to be our free-use secretary?” he said, his hands spreading my ass cheeks as he examined me. His fingers trailed down between my legs, sliding through my slick folds. “You’re already fucking soaked.”

I whimpered, pushing back against his touch. “Yes… please.”

He let out a laugh, then I heard the unmistakable sound of his belt unbuckling, his zip sliding down. My breath caught in my throat.

Then… his cock was against me. Thick. Hot. Pressing at my entrance.

“Tell me how much you want it,” he commanded.

I moaned, gripping the desk. “I want it so bad. I need your cock, Chief Anderson.”

With one hard thrust, he slammed inside me, stretching me wide. I cried out, the burn of his thick cock quickly melting into overwhelming pleasure.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, gripping my hips like he owned me. He pulled back, then thrust in again, harder. I gasped, my fingers digging into the desk as he fucked me rough and deep, his thick cock pounding into me.

His hands spanked my ass, making me yelp. “This is my station,” he growled. “You’re mine now, Molly.”

“Yes! Fuck, yes!” I sobbed, pleasure crashing through me with every brutal thrust.

The desk creaked beneath us, the sound of our bodies slamming together, filthy and raw. My pussy clenched around him, milking his cock, desperate for more.

He fucked me like he was claiming me, owning every inch of me with each deep stroke. My orgasm built fast, spiralling out of control.

“Come for me, slut,” he growled, gripping my hair, pulling my head back.

That was all it took. I screamed as I came hard, my pussy pulsing around him, my body shuddering beneath him.

With a deep groan, he slammed into me one last time and spilled his hot load inside me,

We stayed like that for a moment, panting, his cock still throbbing inside me. Then, slowly, he pulled out, his cum dripping down my thighs.

He laughed darkly, zipping up his trousers. “Welcome to the fire station, Molly.”


Chapter Four




The rest of the day passed in a blur of paperwork, introductions, and the heavy ache between my legs. By the time the rest of the team returned from their training exercise, I’d pulled myself together, at least on the outside. But inside? I was a filthy mess, my pussy still leaking Chief Anderson’s cum, my thighs sticky with it. Every time I shifted in my chair, I could feel it, a constant reminder of how hard he’d fucked me over his desk.

I bit my lip, stealing glances at him whenever he passed through the office. Would he do it again? Would the others?

It was almost disappointing when nothing happened.

I spent the afternoon organising files and making small talk with the firefighters. Most of them were older, rugged men with a quiet confidence. There was Rick, in his late thirties with sharp green eyes and an easy smirk. Lewis, mid-forties with salt-and-pepper hair and a thick, powerful build, and Connor, barely thirty but cocky as fuck, constantly flexing his biceps when he caught me looking.

Then there was Jake.

The nervous nineteen-year-old barely spoke to me, avoiding my gaze like he was afraid he’d combust if he looked too long. But I caught him staring when he thought I wouldn’t notice, his eyes flicking to my cleavage, my legs, the curve of my ass when I bent over. Oh, I made sure to bend over to pick something up whenever he was near, letting my skirt ride up so he could catch a glimpse of my panties. Playing with him like this was making me even wetter.

Poor thing. He was completely out of his depth. I started getting bolder, stretching in ways that made my tits press against my blouse, leaning over him just enough for him to get a good view. I could practically hear his heartbeat hammering every time I got too close.

But would any of them take me today?

The thought sent a dirty thrill through me. I wanted it to be bent over, used, filled by more than just the Chief. But as the hours ticked by, nothing happened.

Then, as the sun dipped low and the shift wound down, the Chief’s voice cut through the quiet.

“Molly. My office. Now.”

Every head in the room turned towards me. I felt my stomach drop, excitement, nerves, and filthy anticipation.

I swallowed hard and stood, smoothing down my skirt. “Yes, Chief.”

When I followed him into the office, Jake was already there.

The young recruit sat stiffly in the chair across from the Chief’s desk, his hands gripping his knees. He looked nervous, his face flushed, his jeans straining against an obvious, rock-hard bulge.

Chief Anderson smirked from behind his desk, eyes dark with amusement.

“Close the door, Molly.”

I did as I was told, my pulse hammering.

The Chief leaned back in his chair. “Jake here’s had a bit of a problem all day,” he said, nodding towards the young firefighter. “Haven’t you, lad?”

Jake swallowed, shifting uncomfortably. His hands clenched into fists. “Y-yes, sir.”

My eyes flicked down to his lap. His cock was straining painfully against his jeans, the outline large and impressive for such a skinny boy.

I licked my lips. “Oh.”

The Chief laughed. “See, Molly, Jake’s still new. Still a virgin.”

My breath caught. Fuck.

“And you’ve been toying with him all day, haven’t you? Bending over, showing him your cleavage.”

Jake’s ears burned red, his gaze fixed on the floor. He looked humiliated, desperate.

The Chief stood and circled the desk, coming to stand behind me. His hand went to my ass, squeezing it and making me shiver.

“I figured, since you’re so eager to be our free use secretary…” he whispered against my ear, his hands sliding around to cup my tits through my blouse, “you wouldn’t mind… helping him out.”

I gasped as he squeezed, rolling my nipples between his fingers. My knees nearly buckled as the pleasure rushed through my body.

“Would you, Molly?”

I swallowed hard, my pussy throbbing. I looked at Jake, his eyes wide, his breath shallow, his cock practically twitching in his pants.

“I wouldn’t mind at all, Chief,” I giggled.

He slapped me hard on the ass. “That’s my girl.”

He stepped back, leaning on the desk. “Strip.”

I obeyed without hesitation, heart pounding, pussy dripping.


Chapter Five




Jake’s eyes went huge as I peeled off my blouse and bra, exposing my heavy, naked tits. His breath caught when I wiggled my skirt down my hips, letting it pool at my feet. Then, finally, I hooked my thumbs into my soaking panties and slid them off.

I was completely naked in front of him. His eyes went to my thick, curly bush.

“I bet you’ve never seen a real woman, have you lad?” said the Chief. “They’re all shaved bald on the Internet. Well, you’re in for a treat.”

His throat bobbed, his hands trembling on his thighs. “F-fuck…”

I smirked, stepping closer, placing my hands on his knees. His whole body went rigid as I leaned in, my tits brushing his face.

“Have you ever fingered a girl, Jake?” I purred.

He shook his head in my cleavage, barely breathing.

“Would you like to?”

He nodded frantically.

I grabbed his wrist and guided his hand to my bare thighs, sliding it up, up, until his fingers brushed against my soaking cunt.

He let out a shaky moan, his touch tentative, inexperienced, but eager.

“Go on, baby,” I whispered, spreading my legs wider. “Touch me properly.”

Jake let out a strangled groan as two of his fingers slid between my slick folds, exploring my cunt for the first time.

I gasped, grinding against his touch, my wetness coating his fingers. “Good boy,” I purred.

“Go easy on him, Molly,” the Chief teased. “Wouldn’t want to break the poor lad.”

I grinned, pushing Jake back against the chair, reaching for his jeans.

“Don’t worry, sir, I’ll be gentle,” I said, freeing Jake’s cock. Fuck, it was massive, long, thick, and uncut. For such a shy boy, he was packing a heavy, veiny monster, the kind that made my mouth water and my pussy clench with need.

I stroked him slowly, watching his face twist in overwhelmed pleasure. “You’ve never had a girl touch you like this before, have you?” I purred, squeezing around the base of his cock.

“N-no,” he gasped, gripping the arms of the chair like he was holding on for dear life.

The Chief laughed behind me, his pants and underwear dropping to the floor as he exposed his own thick cock. “Poor lad. No wonder he’s been walking around all day like a bomb ready to go off.”

I giggled and lowered myself between Jake’s spread legs, my hands trailing over his tense thighs. “Don’t worry, baby,” I purred. “I’m gonna take real good care of you.”

I flicked my tongue over the leaking tip of his cock, savouring the salty taste of his pre-cum. Jake shuddered violently, his hips jerking up involuntarily.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered, his knuckles white as he gripped the chair.

I wrapped my lips around the swollen head, sucking softly before sliding my mouth down his entire length. His cock pulsed against my tongue, stretching my throat as I took him deep.

Jake let out a groan, his head falling back. “Sh-shit, Molly…”

I moaned around his cock, the vibrations making him twitch and squirm beneath me. He was so hard and sensitive, his whole body trembling as I bobbed my head up and down, working him with my mouth.

The Chief stepped closer, stroking his own dick as he watched. “Looks like he won’t last long.”

I pulled off with a wet pop, stroking his length as I looked up at him. “That’s okay,” I teased, licking the underside of his shaft. “He’s young. He’ll get hard again.”

Jake whimpered again. The poor thing was already right on the edge.

I took him deep again, hollowing my cheeks, my hand twisting around his shaft in time with my sucking. His thighs tensed beneath my fingers, his moans growing desperate.

“I… I’m gonna.. fuck, I can’t…”

With a loud shout, Jake came hard, his hips jerking as he spilled down my throat. Thick, hot spurts of cum filled my mouth. There was so much of it, but I swallowed every drop, sucking him through his orgasm until he was groaning and squirming beneath me.

I pulled off with a satisfied moan, licking my lips as I sat back on my heels.

“Delicious,” I purred.

Jake was a panting mess, his chest rising and falling rapidly, his cheeks flushed deep red.

I grinned, straddling Jake’s lap, feeling his still-hard cock pressing against my soaked folds. I reached between us, stroking him.

“You’re young, baby,” I purred, rubbing his tip against my aching entrance. “I bet you’ve got another round in you.”

I sank down onto his cock in one slow, wet slide.

He gasped, loud and desperate, as I took every inch inside me. Fuck, he was thick. He stretched me wide, filling me in a way that made my pussy throb with need. I could feel how tightly my lips were gripping him as I sank all the way to the base.

“Oh my god,” I moaned, rocking my hips. “Fuck, baby, you feel so good.”

Jake’s fingers dug into my hips, his breath coming quickly. “Molly…”

I bounced on his cock, riding him hard, grinding down to make sure he felt every slick, tight inch of me squeezing him.

The Chief also groaned, wanking his cock hard as he watched. “That’s it, Molly. Break him in.”

Jake moaned helplessly, his hips thrusting up to meet me, his cock twitching inside my clenching pussy. I rode him faster, chasing my own pleasure, using him like a toy. A very big toy. His inexperience only made it hotter, his helpless whimpers, his desperate little thrusts, the way he shuddered and gasped every time my pussy clenched around him.

The Chief moved closer, grabbing my face with his hand and turning it towards him. I opened my mouth for him and he thrust his cock in, almost making me choke. He started to fuck my face, as deep as he could, as I continued to impale myself on Jake.

“I’m… fuck, I’m gonna come again,” Jake panted, suddenly.

The Chief pulled his cock out of my mouth with a loud pop. I turned and slammed my wet, swollen lips onto Jake’s mouth, kissing him deeply as if I was trying to eat him up. Then I grabbed his face, pulling back and forcing him to look into my eyes as I fucked him into oblivion.

“Come inside me, baby,” I moaned. “Fill me up.”

Jake let out a loud cry, gripping me hard as he came, his cock pulsing inside me, thick loads of cum flooding my pussy, one after the other. The sensation pushed me over the edge, and I cried out, shaking, grinding against him as I came hard around his cock. We clung to each other, breathless, spent, our bodies damp with sweat.

When I lifted off of Jake, cum poured out of me and down my thighs.

“We’re not finished yet, Molly,” The Chief said. “Sit on the edge of the desk there.”

I perched on the edge of the desk and opened my legs. My bush was soaked through with sweat and cum, the curls dark and matted. My cunt was swollen and dark pink, already gaping open as I spread my legs. More of Jake’s cum dripped out, running down my ass.

The Chief spread my lips open, looking deep inside me with a filthy grin on his face. Then he moved closer, guiding his cock easily into my soaking hole. His cock wasn’t as long as Jake’s, barely average in length, but it was so very girthy and had a delicious upward curve. He stretched me wide around him as he slid inside and started to fuck me on the desk.

I was still full of Jake’s cum, and the air was filled with obscene wet sounds as Chief Anderson pumped his cock in and out of my cunt. He was hitting me with all the right angles, and I felt the pressure building up quickly inside. He groped my breasts roughly as he fucked me, his fingers pulling on my nipples.

I came again, throwing myself back onto the cool desk as my body shuddered and shook as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me.

Suddenly, the Chief pulled out, holding the base of his cock as he laid a long line of thick, white cum all the way up my stomach.


Chapter Six




Back at home, Ben had thoughtfully made me dinner. As we ate, I told him about my first day at the fire station. At first, I left out the debauchery I’d gotten up to. I could see Ben was desperate to find out if I’d had sex with anyone, and I teased him by skirting around the subject.

“So,” he said for about the tenth time, “Did any of the firemen show any interest in you physically?”

I put my knife and fork together and pushed the plate back. I stood up and offered my hand. “Come with me to the sofa and I’ll tell you all about it,” I said.

When we got to the sofa, I slipped my panties off and lay back, hiking up my skirt so he could see my pussy. “If you please me with your mouth, I’ll tell you all the details,” I said.

With a big grin on his face, Ben buried himself between my thighs, his tongue exploring my wetness before circling my clit, applying just the right pressure. I started to tell Ben all about my sexual encounters, first with the Chief and then with the inexperienced Jake.

The more I talked, the more turned on Jake got, and the harder he licked and sucked at my clit. When I got to the part where Jake blew his load in my mouth, Ben put two fingers in me and I came hard, drenching his face.

Ben couldn’t wait any longer. As I started to describe riding Jake, he unbuckled his belt and moved between my legs. He pressed his cock against my soaking folds and thrust inside me. Panting and gasping, I continued to describe Jake coming inside me as Ben fucked me. The more I told him, he harder he fucked me.

“Oh god, you’re such a slut,” he groaned as he pounded me.

“And then…” I continued, my fingers digging into Ben’s back as I gasped in his ear, “The Chief took me… on the desk, his cock… made all Jake’s cum flood… out of me onto the desk.”

“Oh fuck,” groaned Ben, trying to hold off his own climax as he continued to thrust into my cunt.

“Finally…” I panted, “he pulled out and came… all over me.”

“Fuck,” moaned Ben into my neck, and I felt him empty himself into me.

When our breathing had returned to normal, Ben stroked my face gently. “I love you, my free use slut,” he smiled.


Chapter Seven




The next day at work, I was walking through the garage when I spotted Saul loading equipment onto the fire truck. His muscles flexed effortlessly as he lifted huge, heavy reels of hose, stowing them away like they weighed nothing.

I paused to watch, biting my lip. Fuck, he was strong.

He caught me staring and flashed me a knowing grin. “Hey, Molly,” he rumbled in his deep voice. “Ever been inside a fire truck?”

“Never,” I admitted, tilting my head. “But I’d love to.”

His grin widened. “Allow me.”

He held out a massive hand, and I placed mine in his, feeling the rough strength of his calloused fingers as he helped me up into the cab. It was a long climb in my high heels, and I knew damn well that from his vantage point, he could see right up my skirt, a perfect view of my skimpy little panties barely covering my pussy that was already getting wet.

Saul climbed in after me, his broad frame filling the cab. I ran my fingers over the dashboard, feigning interest in the buttons and levers, but my mind was entirely on the sheer size of the man beside me, his thick arms, his powerful chest, the way his eyes lingered on my thighs.

Saul leaned over, his broad chest brushing my arm as he flicked a switch on the dashboard. The fire truck rumbled to life beneath us, a low vibration humming through the seat.

“Wanna hit the lights?” he asked.

I bit my lip. “Can I?”

Saul caught my wrist, guiding my hand to the switch that controlled the lights. The second the blue lights flashed on, a rush of excitement shot through me. “Wow,” I breathed, watching the reflection flicker across the garage walls.

Saul laughed. “Gets the blood pumping, doesn’t it?”

I turned to him, my pulse already racing. “I bet that’s not the only thing pumping around here.”

“You’ve got a dirty little mind, Molly,” he said. “Is it true you’re offering yourself up like the last girl?”

“It is,” I said. I let my gaze drop deliberately to his lap. “And I bet you’ve got a pretty big… fire hose.”

Saul smirked at me. “You wanna find out?”

Without another word, I slid off the seat, sinking to my knees between his spread thighs.

I reached for his belt, fingers deftly unfastening it, my hands brushing against the thick, hard bulge straining against his uniform trousers.

Fuck. I was right, he was huge. I dragged the zipper down slowly, teasing him as I stroked his length through his briefs. “Mmm,” I purred. “Looks like someone’s ready to put out a fire.”

I pulled his big black cock free, thick, heavy, and hot in my hand, and licked my lips. I ran my tongue teasingly along the length of the shaft, savouring the weight of it in my hand. Saul groaned, his massive frame tensing, his fingers gripping the edge of the seat.

“Fuck, Molly…” He groaned as I flicked my tongue over the tip, tasting him.

I glanced up at him, locking eyes as I took him deeper, letting my lips stretch around his sheer size. His hand moved instinctively to the back of my head, fingers sliding into my hair as he guided me just a little deeper.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Take it nice and slow. Don’t want you choking too soon. I haven’t done my resuscitation training for a while.”

I sucked him for a while, working his cock up and down in my mouth, my tongue lapping at the shaft. I pulled off with a wet pop, stroking him slowly. “You know, I can handle a little rough,” I teased, my tongue flicking over the swollen tip again.

I grinned, taking him back into my mouth, hollowing my cheeks as I bobbed my head faster, letting him feel just how much I could take. He grabbed the back of my head, forcing me deeper. I moaned around him, my own arousal dripping down my thighs as I let him use my mouth just how he wanted.

Just when I thought he was about to spill in my throat, he yanked me off him with a deep growl. “Not yet,” he murmured, his eyes burning with hunger. “I’m not done with you.”

Before I could catch my breath, he grabbed me by the waist and hauled me onto his lap, manhandling me like I weighed nothing. I let out a gasp as I straddled his thick thighs, my skirt riding up, my soaked panties pressed against the hard head of his cock.

I ground against him instinctively, needing more, needing him inside me. “Please,” I whispered, rubbing my clit against his length. “Put it in me.”

Saul grinned, gripping my ass with both hands and spreading me open. “You want it that bad?”

“Yes,” I moaned, rubbing against him. “I need it.”

His hands tightened on me, and in one swift, effortless move, he tore my panties completely off, ripping the fabric like it was nothing. His thick fingers slid through my wetness, opening me up.

“Fuck,” he murmured, coating his fingers in my release before pressing them against my lips. “Taste yourself.”

I sucked them into my mouth, moaning around them as I licked them clean, never breaking eye contact. Then, with one rough motion, he lined himself up and slammed me down onto his cock, stretching me wide, filling me to the limit. I cried out, gripping his shoulders, nails digging into his skin as I adjusted to his sheer size.

“That’s it, slut,” he groaned. “Take every fucking inch.”

He grabbed my hips and started moving me, hard and fast, using me exactly how he wanted. The truck rocked with the force of it, his cock slamming deep, hitting every spot inside me that made me scream.

“Such a tight little pussy,” he growled. “You were made for this.”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t think, just pure, blinding pleasure as he fucked me like he owned me, his grip leaving bruises on my thighs, his breath hot against my neck. Suddenly, I was over the edge, my entire body shaking, spasming around him as I came, screaming his name.

Before I could catch my breath, he wrapped his arms around me and lifted me off him, his black cock sliding out, coated with my sticky, white release. I gasped as he spun me around, forcing me onto my hands and knees across the wide leather seat.

“You’re not done yet,” he growled, pushing my shoulders down so my ass was high in the air.

I barely had time to brace myself before he slammed back into me from behind, knocking the breath from my lungs.

“Fuck,” I cried out, fingers gripping the seat as he stretched me open again, pounding into me without mercy. His big hands gripped my hips, dragging me back against him with each brutal thrust. The truck rocked slightly under the force of it, the windows fogging up with our heat.

“You love being used like this, don’t you?” he groaned, one hand coming down hard on my ass, making me yelp.

“Yes! Fuck, yes!” I moaned, pushing back against him, taking him deeper, harder, my mind lost in the sheer filth of it.

Saul reached forward, grabbing a fistful of my hair, pulling my head back. “Look at you,” he murmured, his voice rough with lust. “Bent over like a little whore, soaking wet and begging for more.”

I could only moan in response, my body completely at his mercy. His cock slammed into me over and over, my thighs shaking, my orgasm building again.

“Fuck, I’m close,” he growled, his thrusts growing erratic, harder, rougher.

I felt his grip tighten on my hair, his cock pulsing deep inside me, and then, with a deep groan, he spilled his hot release inside me, filling me completely. His cock throbbed over and over again as he emptied himself in my cunt.

We stayed like that for a moment, panting, sweaty, trembling. Then, finally, he pulled out, his cum dripping from my used, swollen pussy, sliding down my thighs.

And that’s when I heard it. A slow clap. There, leaning in casually through the door of the truck, was Chief Anderson. His eyes swept over my wrecked, fucked-out body, drenched in sweat and leaking cum all over the fire truck’s seat. “Well, well,” he laughed. “Looks like our new admin girl is settling in just fine.”


Chapter Eight




The afternoon had been surprisingly normal, well, as normal as it could be after getting absolutely ruined in the front seat of a fire truck while the station chief watched. I’d managed to clean myself up, but my legs still felt weak, and every shift of my thighs reminded me of the mess Saul had left inside me.

Now, I was in the admin office, sorting through a stack of paperwork, trying to focus.

Then the door swung open. Three firemen sauntered in like they owned the place. I’d been introduced to them already: Rick, Lewis, and Connor.

Connor, the cocky, confident one, was younger than the others. He was smirking like he already knew exactly what was about to happen. “So,” Connor drawled, leaning against the doorway, arms folded. “Heard you had a real productive morning.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Oh?”

Rick laughed, stepping closer. “Yeah, word travels fast around here. And from what we’ve been told, you’re very… dedicated to the team.”

I bit my lip, pretending to be innocent. “I don’t know what you boys are implying…”

Connor sat on the edge of the desk. “We figured,” he said, “since you were so generous with Saul this morning… maybe you wouldn’t mind sharing a little more of that generosity?”

Lewis leaned in, lowering his voice. “With all of us.”

I knew I should be playing coy, pretending to resist. But fuck that.

I let my gaze flick between them, one by one. Three strong, filthy men, all looking at me like they wanted to devour me.

I licked my lips slowly. “Well,” I purred, leaning back in my chair and spreading my legs slightly, giving them a glimpse up my skirt. Saul had destroyed my panties earlier, so they could all see my exposed bush that was already starting to glisten with wetness. “I’d hate to disappoint the team… let’s see what you’ve got.”

Rick, the oldest of the three, broad-shouldered with a long beard, stepped forward, his heavy boots thudding against the floor. “You might regret saying that, sweetheart.”

“Oh, I doubt it.”

“You got a smart mouth,” he muttered. “Let’s see if it’s good for anything else.” He pulled his cock out of his trousers. It was a decent size, nice and thick, and already hard. Wrapping my hand around the base, I licked a slow, teasing stripe up the underside before taking him into my mouth. Rick let out a deep groan, one hand tangling in my hair as I sucked him in deeper, hollowing my cheeks as I worked his length.

“Fuck, she’s eager,” he laughed.

Connor appeared next to me, that cocky grin plastered across his face as his fingers made quick work of the buttons on my blouse. “She’s got more than just a smart mouth,” he said, pushing the fabric off my shoulders and pulling my bra down to reveal my bare breasts.

He let out a low whistle, his hands immediately cupping my tits, thumbs brushing over my dark nipples until they hardened beneath his touch. “Damn, look at those fucking nipples.”

As I worked on Rick’s cock, Connor dropped to his knees until his face was level with my exposed pussy. His fingers spread me open, and they could all see how wet I was.

“Jesus Christ,” Connor muttered. “You really do like this, don’t you?”

I moaned around Rick’s cock as Connor’s tongue slid over my slit, teasing at first, before diving in with long, deep strokes. He ate me like he hadn’t had a meal in days. Behind us, Lewis was watching, stroking himself slowly as he leaned back against the desk. “Damn, she’s something else,” he muttered, his eyes glued to the way Connor’s face was buried between my legs.

Connor pulled back just enough to speak, his lips slick and shining. “Get over here, Lewis. We’re gonna need some help keeping her busy.”

Lewis stepped forward, his cock already hard and heavy in his hand. He pressed the tip against my cheek, rubbing it firmly over my face as Rick finally pulled out of my mouth to let me catch my breath. As soon as one cock was out of my mouth, Lewis pushed his in. I sucked them both in turn, my hands stroking their shafts as Connor sent me to heaven with his tongue.

Finally, Connor looked up at me from between my legs. “Ready to be fucked?” he asked.

I licked my lips, looking between the three of them. “Yes, please,” I said.

Rick’s large hands gripped my hips, lifting me out of the chair and bending me over the desk in one smooth motion. My skirt rode up over my ass, leaving me completely exposed, and I felt Connor step up behind me, his cock brushing against my slick entrance. He held my cheeks apart with his hands, making me gape open.

“Fuck, she’s so ready,” Connor muttered, his hands gripping my thighs as he pushed inside me.

The stretch was instant and overwhelming, his cock filling me inch by inch until he was buried to the hilt. Lewis grabbed my hair and pushed his dick into my mouth. My moans were muffled around Lewis’s cock as Connor started to move, his pace slow and teasing at first, like he was savoring every inch.

“Damn, you’re tight,” Connor groaned, his fingers digging into my hips as he picked up speed. Lewis thrust into my mouth at the same time, his cock sliding deeper as I relaxed my throat, taking as much of him as I could.

Behind me, Rick wasn’t content to just watch. His hands gripped my ass, spreading me open further as Connor pounded into me.

“She’s a fucking mess,” Rick muttered, his thumb collecting up the slickness where my lips stretched tight around Connor’s shaft. “Soaking wet and still hungry for more.”

Then I felt his thumb circle my other hole, playing with the tight muscles around my ass, teasing, and my whole body tensed in anticipation.

“Oh, she likes that,” Connor said, his voice strained as he slammed into me harder. “Don’t you, sweetheart? You want to take it in the ass?”

I pulled off Lewis’s cock just long enough to gasp, “Yes… fuck, yes!” before he pushed back into my mouth, muffling my cries as Rick pressed his thumb inside my butt, slow and deliberate.

They tugged me to my feet, guiding me toward the open space on the floor. Lewis lay down and his strong hands cupped my ass as he lowered me onto him, his cock sliding inside my dripping pussy with one smooth motion. I braced my hands on his chest, starting to ride him slowly, rolling my hips as his thick cock filled me over and over again.

Rick crouched behind me, his large hands spreading my cheeks as he teased my other entrance with the tip of his cock. He didn’t make me wait long. With one slow, deliberate push, his cock slid inside my ass, the stretch intense but delicious as my body adjusted to the overwhelming fullness.

“Oh, fuck,” I cried out, my head falling back as both men started moving, their cocks filling me at the same time.

“Goddamn,” Rick groaned, his hands gripping my hips as he thrust into me from behind. “You’re so fucking tight. Taking us both like the filthy little slut you are.”

“She loves it,” Lewis muttered, his hands moving to my breasts, squeezing and teasing as I rode him faster, chasing the edge of another orgasm. “Look at her.”

Connor stepped in front of me, his cock hard in his hand as he tapped it against my lips. “Come on, sweetheart,” he said. “Open up. Let me see if that mouth is as good as the rest of you.” Parting my lips, I took Connor’s cock into my mouth, moaning around him as he slid in deeper. My tongue swirled around the head before I sucked him in completely, my throat relaxing to take as much of him as I could.

The sensation of all three of them at once was overwhelming. Lewis’s cock stretching my pussy, Rick filling my ass, and Connor sliding in and out of my mouth. My body felt like it was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure as they used me, their hands gripping me, claiming me for their own pleasure.

“Look at her,” Rick growled, “Bet she’s gonna come again any second now.”

And he was right. The combination of sensations, the fullness, the roughness, the sheer filth of it all, was too much. My body tightened around them, my muscles clenching as another orgasm crashed over me, leaving me trembling and moaning around Connor’s cock. My cunt pulsed around Lewis’s shaft as my ass contracted on Rick’s thick cock. And wave after wave of pleasure consumed me until I nearly passed out.

Rick was the first to let go, his cock buried deep in my ass as he came with a low growl, his hands gripping my hips so tightly I knew I’d have bruises.

Lewis followed, thrusting up into me one last time before spilling inside me, his cock twitching as he filled me with his release.

Connor was the last, his hand frantically stroking his cock as he pulled out of my mouth and came full in my face.

The three of them surrounded me, their hands running over my body as I caught my breath, my heart still racing from the intensity of it all.

“Damn,” Connor said. “You really are something else.”

I looked up at him, a satisfied smile on my face as cum dripped down my chin and poured out of my holes. “Told you I could handle it.”


Chapter Nine




When I got home, my legs were still wobbly, my thighs sticky with the evidence of everything I’d done that day. My heart raced as I stepped through the front door, my body still humming with satisfaction but also craving more.

Ben was in the kitchen, setting the table for dinner, but the moment he saw me, his eyes darkened with lust.

"Well?" he asked, “How was your second day?”

I bit my lip, stepping closer. "Busy," I teased, running a finger along his chest. “Let’s just say I had a guided tour of the fire truck, and then in the afternoon, three of them took very good care of me.”

Ben groaned, gripping my waist and leaning in to kiss me on the neck. "You let them fuck you, didn’t you? You let all three of them use you?"

I nodded, heat pooling between my legs again. "Yes. Filled me up. In my ass too."

That was all it took. With a growl, Ben grabbed me and spun me around, shoving plates and glasses off the dinner table with a loud crash. Before I could react, he lifted me onto the wooden surface, pushing my legs apart.

“Where are your panties?” he asked.

“Ripped off,” I replied.

"You’re still dripping with them, aren’t you?" he murmured, his fingers sliding between my folds, finding me wet and messy. "Fuck, you’re filthy."

I gasped as he gripped my thighs, yanking me forward. "You love it," I taunted, breathless. "You love knowing I’ve been fucked by other men."

He groaned, undoing his belt with one hand, his other still holding me in place. "I love knowing you’re mine to ruin afterward."

I barely had time to breathe before he was inside me, deep and unrelenting, his hips slamming against mine, the force of it making the table shake beneath us. Dinner was forgotten, plates shattered on the floor, but neither of us cared.

"Fuck, you’re still so wet," he growled, his fingers digging into my hips as he pounded into me. "Still stretched from them."

I cried out, arching my back as his hands roamed my body, gripping, owning. "Yes! Yes, Ben!"

His pace was brutal, his need overwhelming, and I felt myself shatter beneath him, my body clenching, pulsing around his thick cock.

He pulled out, his cock dripping with my release. “Now I’m going to claim your ass too,” he growled, pushing me back onto the table and lifting my legs to get access to my rear entrance. He thrust hard inside, making me cry out as he stretched me open. Then he started fucking me hard in the ass. But he didn’t last long. With a deep, shuddering groan, he spilled inside me, marking me as his.

For a moment, we just breathed, tangled together in the wreckage of the table.

“What’s for dinner?” I asked.


Chapter Ten




The next day at work, something exciting happened. Suddenly, a loud bell started ringing, and the men quickly gathered, their heavy boots stomping on the concrete, their strong arms adjusting their gear. Chief Anderson shot me a look as he strapped on his helmet. “Settle in, Molly. We’ve got a call.”

The alarms blared, loud and urgent, and my pulse raced. The energy in the room was electric, testosterone and adrenaline thick in the air. The men rushed to the truck, their deep voices barking orders as they piled in. I caught a glimpse of Saul’s bulging arms flexing as he hoisted himself up, and Jake’s lean body moving with fresh determination. It was a sight that sent a shiver down my spine.

Then, just like that, they were gone, sirens wailing as the truck roared out of the station.

And I was alone.

The silence felt almost deafening after the rush of movement. I glanced around, my body alert and aroused after the display of raw masculinity. And then my eyes landed on the chief’s office. His chair sat there, big, imposing, and leather-bound, still holding the warmth of his body from earlier. Before I could stop myself, I was stepping inside, closing the door behind me.

I sank into the chair, inhaling deeply. My fingers trailed down, over my blouse, brushing the swell of my breasts, teasing the hardened peaks through the fabric. I let my legs spread just slightly, my skirt riding up my thighs as my hand slid lower. The thought of them out there, facing the heat, the danger, the intensity of the flames, while I sat here burning up in an entirely different way was too much.

My fingers dipped beneath my panties, finding myself already soaked, swollen, aching. I bit my lip, stifling a moan as I began to stroke, my hips shifting against the seat. I put my legs up on the desk and spread my thighs. I imagined Chief Anderson’s rough hands gripping my skin, pinning me down as he growled in my ear. I pictured Saul’s massive body towering over me, his deep voice murmuring filthy things as he spread me wider. And Jake… sweet, eager Jake, watching with hungry, innocent eyes.

The fantasy consumed me, my body spiralling closer to the edge. My fingers moved faster, my breath coming in short, desperate gasps. My body trembled, my muscles clenching as waves of ecstasy crashed over me, drenching my fingers in my own arousal and leaking onto the leather seat. I slumped back in the chair, chest heaving, skin damp with sweat, as I let the aftershocks course through me.

I think I must have fallen asleep in the comfy chair. Because suddenly, the sound of heavy boots filled the garage once again. The men were back. Quickly, I straightened my clothes, smoothing my skirt, trying to steady my breathing. But as I stepped into the garage, there was no one to be seen. I could hear laughter coming from the changing rooms to one side, so hesitantly I followed the sounds.

As I moved through the changing rooms, the laughter got louder, mingling with the sound of water splashing against tiles. My heart pounded as I peeked through the door into the communal showers. Steam filled the air, curling around the naked, glistening bodies of the firemen as they washed each other down. Muscles flexed and gleamed under the hot spray, soap suds running over thick, powerful arms and broad, heaving chests.

That’s right, they were washing each other. Chief Anderson stood under the central showerhead, water running down his rugged torso, as Connor scrubbed at his back. Beside him, Saul worked his hands over Jake’s shoulders, the younger man shivering slightly under his strong touch.

And then I saw it, they were already hard. All of them. Six hard, throbbing cocks were already upright and erect. Rick lathered up some soap in his hands and started running them around Lewis’s hard shaft.

“Enjoying the view?” The Chief’s voice boomed over the sound of running water, his eyes locking onto mine.

I gasped, caught red-handed, but before I could step back, Saul grinned, running a soapy hand down his own massive chest. “No need to hide, Molly. There’s plenty of room for you.”

“Come on,” Chief Anderson said. “You’re part of the team now.”

A thrill of arousal shot through me as I slowly unbuttoned my blouse, feeling their gazes roaming my body. In no time at all, I was completely naked.

“Get in here,” the Chief ordered, stroking his hard, curved cock with one hand.

My heart pounded as I stepped forward, the hot spray hitting my skin, mingling with the damp heat already pooling inside me. Strong, wet hands immediately reached for me, pulling me into the midst of their wet, powerful bodies.

Saul’s massive hands slid down my waist, his fingers gripping my hips as he pulled me closer. His breath was warm against my neck as he growled, “Hope you’re ready for this.” Behind me, Jake hesitated for only a moment before his hands joined in, reaching round and exploring my tits like he’d never touched a big pair like mine before. They were all around me, six strong men with six big erections. I was so turned on I couldn’t even remember to breathe.

The Chief took me first. Lifting me up and pinning me against the cool tiles, his hands on my ass to support my weight, but also to spread me open. His short, thick cock thrust up inside me, stretching me deliciously, the upward curve hitting the perfect spot inside me. He fucked me hard against the wall, while the others groped and touched me. I came quickly, my fingers digging into his back as the waves of pleasure rushed through me.

When he put me down to stand on the floor, Saul bent me over, guiding his huge black cock into me from behind. I found at least three dicks practically in my face. Without knowing which was which, I took one in each hand and wrapped my mouth around the third. Saul fucked me hard, holding my hips with his strong hands to keep me in position.

I came hard again and would have fallen to the floor if they hadn’t been holding me up. As the water still washed over us, Rick took Saul’s place. “I’m going to take her up the ass,” he smirked.

“Why’d you always go straight for the ass, Rick?” laughed Connor.

“Dunno,” he said, pressing the head of his cock against my tight rear opening. “Just like it.” He applied enough pressure to open me up and slipped the head of his cock inside, making me cry out with a mix of pleasure and pain.

“Is it okay, sweetheart?” asked the Chief.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Fuck me.”

Rick did as I asked, starting to fuck me hard in the ass. The pressure and pleasure were overwhelming, and all I could do was cling to the two hard cocks on either side of me as he took me.

Suddenly, the hot water ran out, and it started running cold. Ice cold. With cries of surprise that turned to laughter, the men hastily turned off the taps and ran to the changing room. They all grabbed towels, quickly rubbing themselves to dry off.

The Chief passed one to me. “Let’s take this to the break room,” he said.


Chapter Eleven




The break room was large and cosy, with a big TV on one wall and some sofas scattered around. It was there that we quickly continued what we had started in the showers. I lay back on one of the sofas, opening up my legs and inviting someone to take me.

Connor went first, his hard cock slipping easily between my soaked folds. He pumped his white ass up and down, thrusting hard into me, his hot tongue in my mouth. God, I loved being fucked. And it was even better with so many sexy men all standing around watching and stroking their erections.

When he’d made me come and pulled out, I noticed the new recruit, Jake, hanging around nervously at the back of the group.

“Hey,” I called to him, “Why don’t you have a go next?”

He looked at me gratefully and moved to kneel between my legs. His cock was huge and looked even more impressive on his skinny frame. He guided it between my soaking, hairy folds and pushed inside me. Thicker even than Saul, he stretched me wider, my lips gripping his shaft tightly. It felt fantastic as he worked his way deeper with every thrust.

But after only a minute, he let out a strangled cry. Pulling out, he grabbed his dick and cum sprayed out all over my body. There was so much, load after load throbbed out all over my stomach and tits. The others laughed, mocking him for coming too soon.

“Don’t worry, Jake,” I said, stroking his face. “You can have another go in a minute.”

Lewis went next, getting me to sit on him and ride him as some of the others played with my bouncing tits. Seeing an opportunity for more anal action, Rick joined in, guiding himself back into my ass at the same time. Having two cocks in me at the same time, thrusting just out of phase with each other, quickly sent me right over the edge, and I came loudly.

“Molly!” came a familiar voice from the doorway.

Everyone froze.

Standing in the door was Ben, my husband. I was still straddling Lewis, my pussy stretched tight around his thick shaft, with Rick buried to his balls in my ass. In one hand I had the Chief’s cock, and in the other, Saul’s. No one moved.

“You left your lunch on the counter,” said Ben, holding up a brown paper bag. “There was no one on the front desk, so…”

“Everyone,” I said. “This is my husband, Ben.”

There were a few embarrassed murmurs from the guys of “Hi Ben.”

“Don’t worry,” I laughed. “Ben loves sharing me. Do you want to join in, honey?”

“Yes, please,” said Ben with a smirk, already undoing his belt.

The tension melted away, and everyone laughed. Chief Anderson gave Ben a hearty handshake and a slap on the back. “Welcome to the fire station, buddy,” he said. “Your wife has been fitting right in. A real team player.”

Rick and Lewis started fucking me again. Ben moved in front of me, his cock inches from my mouth. I licked my lips hungrily, opening my mouth to take him in. His hand tangled in my hair, guiding me as I sucked him deep, my tongue swirling around his shaft as I moaned around him.

Lewis groaned beneath me, his hands tightening on my hips as he thrust up into me one last time. “Fuck,” he growled, his cock twitching as he came, spilling inside me and leaving me trembling.

Rick wasn’t far behind. His hands gripped my ass hard as he buried himself deep, letting out a loud cry of relief as he emptied himself inside my ass.

They all took a turn, every one of them, fucking me hard until I was a quivering, sweaty mess. My body felt like it was on fire, the pleasure overwhelming as they used me, their hands and cocks claiming every part of me. I came so many times, I lost count.

Ben took me last, of course. We kissed as he fucked me, his cock making obscene wet noises in my cum-filled cunt. Finally, with one hard thrust, he came, adding his thick cum to the other loads inside me. Ben collapsed into his arms, a happy smile on his face as he looked around at the exhausted, spent firefighters.

“Guess I’ll be bringing lunch in more often,” he said with a laugh.

THE END
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Free Use At The Finance Office


A Filthy And Fun Free Use Adventure



Chapter One




“Ihave to say, your résumé is very impressive, Mrs Maloney,” the interviewer said, peering at me over her horn-rimmed glasses. She was a smartly dressed lady in her fifties, with her hair tied up in a tight bun and a prim, high-necked white top that swelled with her gigantic bosom.

“It’s unusual to find someone so qualified and with so much free-use experience.”

“Thank you, Miss Pilkington,” I replied, coyly, trying to talk to her eyes and not her chest.

“And the references from your previous employment at…” she glanced at her notes, “the fire station couldn’t be better. If you can handle a station full of firefighters, I’m sure you’ll have no problems here.”

“They were a bunch of sweethearts, really,” I giggled.

“I’m sure,” she replied, shuffling her papers. “So, it’s a one-month contract to cover extended sick leave for the personal assistant to the VP of Finance. This is the remuneration,” she said, sliding over a sheet of paper to me. My eyes opened wide. It was a lot of money.

I tried to play it cool. “I think that will be acceptable,” I said, hiding my grin as I reached for a pen to sign the contract.

“Can you start first thing tomorrow?” she asked as I scribbled my name on the paper.

“Not a problem,” I replied, shaking her hand. I couldn’t wait.

Miss Pilkington led me briskly out of her office, her heels clicking against the polished marble floor. “I’ll give you a quick tour before introducing you to Mr Johnson,” she said, glancing back at me.

As we passed the cubicles, I caught the curious stares of employees who clearly weren’t used to seeing a new face. Or perhaps it was my long blonde hair or the exceedingly short skirt I was wearing, paired with a clingy blouse that gaped open at the top to expose the cleavage of my impressively full breasts.

“This is the main office floor,” Miss Pilkington explained, gesturing at the open-plan space. “You’ll find Marketing in the far corner, IT in the basement, of course, and the break room over there.”

We passed a couple of employees gathered by the water cooler, and one of them, a handsome young man with shaggy blond hair and a cocky grin, caught my eye. “New girl, huh?” he said, leaning lazily against the cooler.

“This is Molly Maloney, the temporary PA,” Miss Pilkington said curtly, her tone making it clear she wasn’t interested in interruptions.

“Nice to meet you, Molly,” he smirked, his eyes dipping to my chest like it was magnetic.

I smiled politely. “Likewise.”

“You’ll want to stay away from Dylan,” Miss Pilkington said in a low voice once we moved on. “He’s trouble. HR’s worst nightmare.”

“Duly noted,” I replied, already determined to see just how much trouble I could get into with Dylan.

“Who was the other guy?” I asked. He’d been quiet, with slicked-back hair and a geeky look.

“Oh, just the intern,” she said dismissively. “I forget his name.”

As we rounded a corner, she motioned toward a glass-walled office where a strikingly beautiful woman was talking with someone on the phone. She had fiery red hair, a tight green dress that hugged every curve, and an air of authority.

“That’s Vanessa. She’s in charge of Public Relations. Don’t be fooled by the friendly smile; she’ll eat you alive if you get in her way. Even Mr Johnson does exactly what she says.”

Vanessa glanced up, caught my eye, and winked.

Finally, we arrived at the double doors of the VP’s office. Miss Pilkington straightened her hair, then knocked sharply before opening the door without waiting for a reply.

“Mr Johnson, your new assistant is here,” she announced.

The man behind the desk barely looked up. He was seated in a leather chair, his sleeves rolled up to reveal strong forearms as he typed rapidly on his laptop. He was black, his dark skin gleamed under the office lights, and incredibly handsome.

I stepped forward, a little breathless at just how beautiful my new boss was. “Molly Maloney, sir. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” I noticed a few flecks of gray in his hair; he was older than I had first assumed, probably early fifties.

“Mm-hmm,” he muttered, still typing frantically on his laptop.

Undeterred, I tried again, leaning forward over the desk to give him a generous view of my cleavage. My top gaped open, my breasts practically falling out of my bra. “I’m very excited to work under you, Mr Johnson.”

Nothing. Not even a flicker of his eyes towards my tits.

Miss Pilkington sighed dramatically and pulled me over to the side of the room for a quiet word. “Mr Johnson is a very busy man, Molly. You’ll learn that he sometimes needs… extra persuasion to tear himself away from work.” She gave me a pointed look.

I blinked, unsure if I was interpreting her correctly.

“You’ll have to earn his attention,” she said.

I hesitated for a moment before stepping closer to the desk, heart pounding. He didn’t stop typing, even as I moved around to his side of the desk.

“Mr Johnson,” I said sweetly, kneeling beside his chair. I reached out, slowly unzipping his pants. “I’m here to help you however you need.”

Finally, he paused, his fingers hovering over the keys. His eyes flicked down to me, properly seeing me for the first time.

Miss Pilkington stood by the door, watching with a satisfied smirk. “Good girl,” she murmured.

I pulled out his cock. It was soft, but surprisingly large, both thick and long.

“Oh my god,” I whispered before I could stop myself, feeling the exceptional weight of his massive black dick.

Mr Johnson let out a laugh, clearly amused. “Problem?”

“N-no,” I stammered, regaining my composure. “No problem at all.”

“Good,” he said. “Then get to it. What was your name again?”

“Molly, sir,” I replied, opening my mouth and wrapping it around his thick cock. I closed my eyes, savoring the weight and heat on my tongue. Slowly, I began to move, my lips sliding down his length as my hands worked the base and his balls. He quickly hardened, his cock throbbing and growing.

I pulled back to look at him. He was rock hard now, his cock thick and veiny, the head smooth and shiny. And it was so long it took my breath away. I could feel my arousal already pooling in my panties. I bent back over, barely able to get my lips around the shaft. Slowly, I began to move, my lips sliding down his length as my hands worked the base.

He let out a soft groan, his hand tangling in my blonde hair as he guided me, pressing me lower. I relaxed my throat, determined to take as much of him as I could.

Miss Pilkington watched from her spot by the door, her sharp gaze assessing my performance. “There you go,” she said approvingly. “I knew you were going to be a good hire.”

Mr Johnson’s breathing grew heavier, and I felt a sense of triumph as his composure started to unravel. His hips started to thrust back at me, and I adjusted, matching his rhythm with my mouth and hand.

“That’s good,” he gasped, his voice strained as his grip in my hair tightened. “Keep going.”

Encouraged, I picked up the pace, hollowing my cheeks and swirling my tongue around the tip. He groaned louder, his head falling back against the chair.

His hips moved faster now, each thrust sending his cock deeper into my throat. Tears welled up in the corners of my eyes, streaming down my face and making my mascara run. Obscene sounds came from my throat as I gagged on his huge cock. But I didn’t stop.

“Fuck,” he growled. Beads of sweat glistened on his forehead.

I felt his cock twitch in my mouth as the hot flood hit the back of my throat. I swallowed instinctively, my hands still stroking him. He pulsed again, filling my mouth, and again. It was too much. Cum streamed out of my mouth, running down my chin and dripping down to pool in my cleavage.

His grip on my hair loosened, and he let out a satisfied sigh. I swallowed what was in my mouth and licked his shaft clean. I sat back on my heels, looking up at him, my panties completely soaked through and desperate for more.

“Thank you, Molly,” he said, tucking his cock away and zipping up his pants. “That will be all for now.” He turned back to his laptop and was already typing away by the time I stood up. Miss Pilkington ushered me out the door.

“You’re going to do just fine here, Molly,” she said. “Let me show you out.”


Chapter Two




When I got home, I slammed the front door shut behind me, the sound echoing through the house. My body was buzzing. After what happened with Mr Johnson, but not getting any relief myself, I was on the edge of losing it.

The smell of garlic and butter wafted through the house, and I followed it to the kitchen. Ben, my husband, was at the stove, stirring something in a pan.

“Hey, babe,” he said without turning around. “How’d the interview go?”

I dropped my bag on the counter and stepped closer. “I got the job,” I said, “I start tomorrow.”

“That’s great!” he said, “Well done. What are they like?”

I didn’t bother answering. Instead, I grabbed the waistband of his sweatpants and yanked them down in one swift motion.

“Whoa!” he laughed, “What’s up with you?”

“I haven’t been touched all day,” I said through gritted teeth, sliding my hand into his boxers and wrapping my fingers around his cock. “My new boss has the most amazing big cock, but I only got to give him a blowjob.”

Ben raised an eyebrow, clearly amused, his cock stiffening in my hand. “An interview for a free use job and they didn’t touch you?” he asked.

“Not even a little bit,” I scowled, stroking him harder.

“Alright, alright,” he said, his grin widening, his cock now rock hard in my hand. “Guess it’s my job to pick up the slack, huh?”

“Damn right it is,” I muttered, dropping to my knees and freeing him from his boxers entirely.

He groaned as my tongue flicked over the tip of his cock, and I took him into my mouth with a hunger I couldn’t hide. I moved quickly, working my lips and tongue over him, my hand stroking the base as I took him deeper and deeper.

“Fuck, Molly,” he groaned, his hand tangling in my hair as I hollowed my cheeks and sucked harder. “You’re on fire today.”

I pulled back abruptly and stood, grabbing his shirt to pull him toward me. I gave him a kiss on the lips and then spun around, planting my hands on the counter. “Just fuck me,” I said, looking back at him over my shoulder.

He didn’t need to be told twice. Lifting my short skirt just enough, he moved my panties to the side and thrust his hard cock deep inside me.

“Jesus, you’re soaked,” he said, his hands gripping my hips as he thrust into me. “They really didn’t give you anything at work?”

“Nope. Harder,” I panted, the sound of his hips slamming into me filling the room. He pounded into me harder, and I matched his rhythm, pushing back against him as my body clenched tighter and tighter. Every thrust sent a sharp jolt of pleasure coursing through me, the wet, filthy sounds of our bodies slamming together echoing in the kitchen.

His fingers dug painfully into my flesh as he drove into me, deeper and harder, over and over again. “God, Molly,” he groaned.

I could feel the tension building in my core, a coil winding tighter and tighter with every thrust. My thighs shivered, my knees barely able to hold me up as I braced myself against the counter. My body clenched down around him, tightening like a vice, and I couldn’t hold back anymore. The tension snapped, and I screamed as my orgasm hit me, my whole body shaking violently as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

“Fuck, Ben,” I cried, barely able to hold myself up as the pleasure kept rolling through me, dragging me under. My pussy throbbed around him, milking him with every pulse as I pushed back against him, desperate to feel every inch of him inside me.

“Fill me up, Ben. I want to feel you come,” I gasped.

That sent him over the edge. He gripped my hips hard enough to leave bruises as he slammed into me one final time, burying himself deep inside me with a loud growl. I felt him release, his warm cum filling my cunt. When he finally pulled out, it ran down my thighs in a torrent.

Ben pulled his pants back up and went back to stirring the dinner. “Well, I hope they take better care of you tomorrow,” he laughed.


Chapter Three




Iarrived at the office for my first day nice and early. There were only a few cars in the parking lot as I pushed open the office door. The building felt almost eerily empty this early, but I wanted to make a good impression on my first day. Well, that, and the excitement, had gotten the better of me. After yesterday, I couldn’t get the images of Mr Johnson’s giant dick out of my mind.

I made a beeline for Mr Johnson’s office, hoping to show some initiative. If I were lucky, maybe I could catch him alone and… introduce myself properly. When I reached the door, it was already slightly ajar. I hesitated for just a second, my fingers brushing against the handle, before I decided to push it open.

He wasn’t alone.

Mr Johnson stood behind his desk. His suit jacket was tossed carelessly over a chair, his white dress shirt unbuttoned at the collar and pushed up at the sleeves. And Miss Pilkington? She was bent over the desk, completely naked from the waist up, her enormous, sagging breasts hanging down and dragging against the polished wood as he pounded into her from behind.

She was looking right at me, her horn-rimmed glasses askew, and her mouth hung open in a dazed expression. Her eyes were glazed, so consumed by what was happening that she didn’t even seem to register my presence.

Mr Johnson, on the other hand, locked eyes with me the moment I walked in. His expression didn’t change, not a hint of embarrassment, not even a flicker of surprise. He just stared at me with the same calm, impassive look he’d had yesterday, as if I wasn’t witnessing something utterly obscene.

Miss Pilkington moaned loudly, her voice echoing in the room as his hips slammed into her again and again. Her massive breasts swung with each thrust, the tips of her nipples grazing the desk with every movement. The wet, rhythmic sounds of their bodies colliding filled the air, and I couldn’t look away.

“Oh, god… ohhh, god, yes,” Miss Pilkington slurred. “Yes, Mr Johnson, please… don’t stop.”

Her fingers clawed uselessly at the desk as her body began to shudder violently. Her moans turned into high-pitched cries, and then her head tipped back, her eyes rolling up into her head as she came hard, her entire body shaking as the orgasm took over.

Mr Johnson didn’t slow. His pace stayed steady, his hands gripping her hips firmly as he rode out her climax, thrusting into her with the same controlled, deliberate rhythm. I stood frozen in the doorway, my cheeks burning as I watched him chase his own release. His gaze never left mine, even as his movements grew rougher, more urgent.

Then, with a low groan, he slammed into her one last time, holding her tight as his body stiffened. He stayed there for a moment, buried deep inside her as I imagined his thick, cum pulsing out into her cunt.

Miss Pilkington let out a satisfied, contented sigh, collapsing onto the desk like a rag doll. She looked utterly wrecked, her glasses slipping off her face as she closed her eyes and smiled dreamily.

I cleared my throat awkwardly, finally breaking the silence. “Um… sorry. I… I didn’t mean to interrupt.”

Mr Johnson pulled out of her with a wet sound, his thick cock semi-erect, coated with Miss Pilkington’s sticky, white release and dripping cum onto the floor. He raised an eyebrow, adjusting his sleeves like nothing had happened. “You’re early, Miss Maloney,” he said. “Miss Pilkington was just helping me… prepare for the day. Why don’t you get yourself a drink and come back in thirty minutes?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, unable to stop my gaze from drifting back to Miss Pilkington’s thoroughly used body. Her massive breasts were still pressed against the desk, rising and falling with her shallow breaths.

I stepped back through the doors, closing them behind me, and headed to the break room. I realised my panties were already soaked through.


Chapter Four




The break room was brightly lit and smelled of fresh coffee. The day hadn’t even started, and I was already feeling aroused by the image of Miss Pilkington getting wrecked on Mr Johnson’s desk.

“Morning, newbie.”

The voice snapped me out of my daze, and I turned to see Dylan leaning on the counter, sipping a coffee. He stepped closer, setting his coffee cup on the counter as his eyes trailed over me in a way that sent a shiver down my spine.

Dylan took another step closer, a wide grin on his face. “You seem a little… flushed,” he said, his voice dropping slightly. “First day nerves? Or did you see something in Mr Johnson’s office that got you… flustered?”

“Something like that,” I giggled. God, he was attractive, that messy blond hair and the way he swaggered about.

“You look like you need a little relief,” he teased. Before I could respond, his hands found my hips, sliding up the curve of my waist to rest just under the edge of my blouse. My breath caught as he pressed me gently back against the counter. His mouth met mine, his insistent tongue parting my lips and swirling around mine. I felt a deep ache of desire between my legs, a desperate need to be touched.

I didn’t resist when he guided me over to the sofa in the corner. My heart raced as he lowered me onto the cushions, his hands already sliding up my thighs as I leaned back.

“Oh, god, Dylan,” I moaned, my pussy aching with anticipation.

“Trust me,” he said, reaching under my skirt and hooking his fingers into my panties. “I got a ten for oral skills on my last appraisal.”

He yanked my panties off, tossing them casually aside. I opened my legs, showing him everything.

“God, you’re stunning,” he said. His fingers brushed through the thick curls between my legs, parting my folds and spreading my soaking opening. “I love that you’re all natural, you don’t see that very often these days. So fucking sexy.”

Before I could respond, his mouth was on me, his tongue sliding over my folds in a slow, deliberate lick that made me cry out. My head fell back against the armrest as he buried his face between my thighs, his tongue working me with a skill that had my toes curling almost instantly. He licked and sucked like he was starving, his hands gripping my thighs to keep me in place as I squirmed beneath him. Every flick of his tongue sent a jolt of pleasure through me, and I couldn’t stop throwing my head back and moaning loudly.

“Oh, god, Dylan,” I gasped, my fingers tangling in his messy blond hair as he licked me out.

I shuddered as he slid a finger inside me, his touch gentle but firm as he curled it just right, making me cry out. And then I felt his other hand trailing lower, teasing over my other entrance.

“Relax,” he said, looking up at me with a cocky grin from between my legs. His finger pressed gently against my rear entrance. “You’ll love this. Trust me.”

Before I could reply, he slid his finger inside my ass, sending a rush of pleasure through me. He dived back in, his tongue flicking faster, his fingers curling deeper, until the tension inside me finally snapped. Dylan kept going through every wave of pleasure, his mouth and fingers never slowing until I was a trembling, gasping mess on the sofa.

When I finally opened my eyes, Dylan was grinning up at me and pulling his hard cock out of his suit trousers. He sat down on the sofa next to me, stroking himself. “Climb aboard, then,” he said.

I straddled him, pushing him back onto the sofa, my skirt still bunched around my waist. Reaching down, I guided his cock between my soaking wet folds. When I had him in position, I sank all the way down on him, feeling the delicious stretch as he filled me. I started to rock my hips, loving the feeling of him twitching inside me.

I set a slow, teasing pace at first, grinding against him, feeling the friction of clit against his body. He unbuttoned my blouse enough to pull my tits out of my bra, his hands squeezing and kneading them before pulling on my erect nipples.

But just as I was about to pick up the pace, his phone buzzed on the coffee table.

“Don’t answer it,” I groaned, thrusting down on him again and taking him particularly deeply.

“Relax, newbie,” he said, picking up the phone and swiping to answer. “Work call.”

Before I could protest, he pressed the phone to his ear. “Dylan speaking,” he said, his voice suddenly all business.

I glared at him, but he just gave me a cocky little smirk and tightened his grip on my ass. Then, to my surprise, he gave a subtle thrust upward, making me gasp. I clenched around him, but he barely reacted, nodding along to whoever was talking.

“Mmm, yeah, I’ve got those numbers right here,” he said smoothly, sounding completely unbothered even as I sat there, still impaled on him, massaging his hard cock with my cunt. Was he really going to make me sit here like this while he had a goddamn business conversation?

If he was going to be a cocky little shit, I was going to make him suffer.

I lifted myself up slightly before sinking back down, slow and deliberate. Dylan’s breath caught ever so slightly, but he kept talking.

I started fucking him harder.

And harder.

Each time, I rolled my hips, dragging him deep, watching for any crack in his composure. But somehow, the bastard kept his voice steady, still discussing profit margins like he wasn’t buried inside me.

I picked up the pace, bouncing slightly, gripping his shoulders as I fucked myself on him, determined to break his focus.

Dylan shot me a warning look, but I just smiled sweetly, tightening around him as I moved faster.

He cleared his throat. “Yeah, those projections should be in the… ah… quarterly report,” he said, his voice nearly giving him away. I bit my lip to keep from laughing.

Bracing my hands on his chest, I started riding him properly, rolling and grinding, taking him deep, my pleasure building with every movement.

I was going to come. And he was going to hear it while talking about fucking equity percentages.

I clenched around him on purpose, chasing that peak, my breath coming faster.

“Mm-hmm,” Dylan said, voice tight. “We’ll… uh… revisit that in the next… fuck… meeting.”

But Dylan was actually enjoying this. I felt his hand on my ass move slightly, opening me up, and then… he stuck his finger right up my ass again.

Suddenly, I felt that tight coil snap, pleasure crashing over me in waves as I gasped, my body shuddering around him and my cunt clenching around his cock. My nails dug into his shoulders as I struggled to keep quiet, but a little moan escaped anyway.

“Yeah, let’s circle back on that later,” he said quickly, then hung up and tossed his phone aside.

He rolled me suddenly, flipping me onto my back on the sofa, his body covering mine as he pinned my wrists above my head.

“Oh, sweetheart,” he murmured, his dark eyes flashing. “You’re gonna pay for that.”

He started to fuck me hard, pounding, thrusting me into the sofa. His hands gripped my wrists painfully, holding me down as he screwed me as hard as he could. His mouth found mine, and he kissed me as he buried his cock deep inside.

But then he pulled out. He smirked down at me as he guided his cock lower. To my asshole. I felt the pressure of his head against the tight opening. “That’s right, newbie,” he laughed. “I’m going to cum in your ass.” And then with a hard thrust, he was inside. I cried out in a mixture of pain and pleasure.

Dylan began to fuck me hard, thrusting inside me a little deeper each time. Again and again, until finally his balls were slapping against me. My eyes rolled up in my head as I came hard, going lightheaded as an orgasm exploded deep inside me and sent waves of pleasure through my whole body. He thrust hard into me one last time. I felt him twitch, and then the flood of warm wetness as he unloaded into my ass.

He lay on top of me, panting, as his cock twitched and gave me load after load. When he finally pulled out, it poured out of me onto the sofa. He grabbed his phone and took a few snaps of my dripping, hairy pussy and ass. “My buddies on the WhatsApp group will love these,” he said. “We all love an unshaven cunt.”

He tucked his cock away and straightened his tie. “Anyway, see you around, newbie, there’s work to do.” And he swaggered out of the break room, leaving me sweaty and cum-filled on the sofa.


Chapter Five




Once my work day started, things got busy. Mr Johnson was incredibly efficient and expected me to be too, handing me a long list of tasks to complete. I threw myself into the work, trying very hard not to let my mind wander to the size of his cock or to what I’d done earlier in the break room with Dylan. But the images kept creeping back, and part of me was desperate for more action.

By late afternoon, it was driving me insane. I’d expected him to do something by now. To pull me into his office at some point, bend me over his desk like he had Miss Pilkington that morning, or… something. Instead, he was all business, rattling off financial jargon like he wasn’t one of the most sexy men I’d ever met.

I took every opportunity to tease him, leaning over his desk just a little too far when I handed him documents, brushing against him on my way to the filing cabinet, running my fingers slowly up my thigh when I caught him watching.

Nothing.

By the time five o’clock rolled around, I was practically vibrating with horniness. As everyone else started to head out the door, I gathered my things together and prepared to leave as well. I found myself doubting myself. Maybe he preferred older women like Miss Pilkington. My breasts were lovely and full, but maybe he only liked gigantic, saggy swingers like hers.

“Molly.”

I turned at the sound of his voice. Mr Johnson stood in his office doorway, his expression unreadable.

“Come in here for a second.”

I swallowed hard, my pulse quickening as I stepped inside. The second the door clicked shut behind me, he spoke again. “Take off your clothes.”

Heat rushed to my pussy as I stepped forward, my fingers already unbuttoning my blouse, my heart hammering. And then he was behind me, his hands undoing the last of the buttons and slipping it off my shoulders. He unhooked my bra, and it fell to the floor, my big breasts dropping out. I felt the cold air of the air conditioning on my nipples, making them stiffen. I pushed back against him, gasping at the feeling of his erection pressing against me, the ache between my legs intensifying.

“Do you have any idea how distracting you’ve been all day?” he said, running his hands over my tits, brushing his fingers over my aching nipples. “Parading around my office like that with your tits hanging out, trying to get my attention.”

I bit my lip, suppressing a grin. So he had noticed.

“You’re a naughty girl, Molly,” he said, but I could hear the amusement in his voice. He leaned down, his mouth brushing against my neck as he planted a row of kisses.

I shimmied out of my skirt, letting it pool around my ankles, and then dropped my panties. I stood there, completely exposed, feeling his eyes roam over me like he was taking inventory of every inch of my skin.

“Woah,” he said finally, stepping back slightly to get a better view. “That bush is amazing.”

I flushed with pride, feeling my cheeks heat even as my confidence soared.

“You like it?” I asked.

“Love it,” he said, his hand reaching out to trail his fingers through the soft curls. They brushed across my clit, and I let out an involuntary gasp of pleasure.

He spun me around, his dark eyes blazing with hunger as he bent me over his desk. The edge dug into my thighs, and I gasped as he spread my legs wide, leaving me completely open to him. He spread my cheeks with his hands, taking in the sight of my tight asshole and dripping cunt.

“You’ve been begging for this all day, haven’t you?” he said, his hand slipping between my thighs to play with my clit.

“Yes,” I breathed, arching into his touch.

His fingers slid through my slick folds. “So wet already,” he murmured.

“Yes, Mr Johnson,” I gasped. “Please…”

I heard the slow, deliberate sound of his zipper.

My breath caught as I glanced over my shoulder just in time to see him freeing himself from his trousers.

Oh my God.

That massive cock. Thick and heavy, standing proud and intimidating. My eyes widened as I took in the size of him, and I suddenly understood why Miss Pilkington had looked so utterly wrecked this morning.

I gripped the edge of the desk and bent over further, my legs spreading instinctively. His hands slid over my hips, firm and commanding as he positioned me exactly how he wanted. The head of his cock brushed against my entrance, and I held my breath. He pressed forward, just enough to tease me, and I bit my lip.

The tip began to ease inside me, and I sucked in a sharp breath as he stretched me open. It was overwhelming, pleasure mixed with a delicious ache as my body struggled to accommodate his size. He thrust forward another inch, and I cried out, my walls gripping him tightly as he filled me.

“Good girl,” he murmured, pausing to let me adjust. His hand slid up my back, pressing me flat against the desk as he continued to push inside, stretching me further than I’d ever been before. He pulled back slightly before driving forward again, sinking deeper, and I couldn’t stop the moan that escaped my lips. My legs trembled as he filled me completely, his hips pressing against mine as he thrust again and again, deeper each time.

I couldn’t speak, my mind hazy with pleasure as I tried to process the sensation of him buried so deep inside me. Finally, he was all the way in. I couldn’t believe I could take it all. He began to fuck me harder, each thrust sending shockwaves of bliss through my body.

My hands scrambled for purchase on the desk, papers scattering everywhere as I cried out in pleasure. “Oh, God, Mr Johnson,” I gasped.

His hands slid up my body to grab my breasts. He pinched my nipples between his fingers, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core. “Let me feel you come on my cock, Molly,” he said.

My body tensed as the wave hit me, white-hot pleasure radiating out from my core and spreading through every nerve. I cried out, shaking as the orgasm ripped through me, my walls clenching tightly around him.

But he didn’t stop. He drove into me harder, deeper, prolonging my climax as he chased his own release. My body was still trembling, hypersensitive and buzzing with aftershocks, but I could feel him swelling inside me, his movements growing more urgent.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, his pace faltering as he buried himself deep, holding me in place.

I gasped at the sensation, feeling every throb of his cock as he pulsed inside me, his release hot and thick. He gripped my hips tighter, grinding against me as he emptied himself, his deep groans vibrating through me.

For a moment, the office was silent except for the sound of our heavy breathing.

“Fuck, Molly,” he muttered, finally pulling out of me, my gaping cunt leaking cum all down my thighs.

Tucking his dick away, he was suddenly all business again. “We’ve got an important meeting tomorrow to finalise the merger. I’m going to need you there,” he said.


Chapter Six




The next day, the office buzzed with an air of importance. Mr Johnson had made it clear that a major business meeting was taking place, a potential merger with another company, and that I should stay nearby in case he needed anything. I spent the morning completing admin work at my desk, occasionally sneaking glances toward the boardroom where serious-looking men in tailored suits came and went. Miss Pilkington was the only one entrusted to enter the boardroom, ferrying in tea, coffee, and cookies.

By lunchtime, I was just about to grab my sandwich when Mr Johnson’s door opened. “Molly,” he called, his deep voice making my pulse quicken.

I straightened up immediately, smoothing my skirt as I stepped into the boardroom.

The room was big, with floor-to-ceiling windows showcasing the city skyline and a massive oak table dominating the center. Around it lounged two business executives, both sharply dressed.

“Molly,” Mr Johnson began, gesturing for me to step closer, “these gentlemen, Mr Carter and Mr Vaughn, have been instrumental in today’s discussions. I thought it was only fair to offer a little... hospitality.”

“Of course,” I said softly, my gaze flicking between the two men and Mr Johnson.

“So why don’t you start by showing us those beautiful breasts of yours?” smiled Mr Johnson.

I licked my lips, feeling them all watching me as I stood there. My hands went to my blouse, slowly unbuttoning it and then shrugging it off my shoulders. I reached behind me to unhook my bra and let it drop to the floor. My large tits bounced free.

“Beautiful,” said Mr Carter.

“Amazing,” said Mr Vaughn.

“And now the rest of your clothes,” ordered Mr Johnson.

I unzipped my skirt and let it drop to the floor, quickly followed by my panties. I was now completely naked in front of them as they stared at me with hungry eyes.

“God, look at that full bush,” said Mr Carter, leaning forward in his seat.

“I know, quite something, isn’t it?” replied my boss. “Jump up on the table, then, Molly. Spread your legs and get yourself off for us.”

Heart racing, I climbed up onto the giant boardroom table. I lay back and opened my legs, positioning myself so they could see everything. I was wet already, of course, soaked with arousal at these powerful businessmen looking at my naked body. My fingers slipped between my folds, opening myself up more, letting them see inside my gaping pussy.

I collected up some of my release on my fingers and started to circle my clit with my fingers. “Oh, god,” I gasped softly. I stared up at the ceiling as the pleasure started to radiate out from my core. I continued to work my fingers, driving myself higher and higher. My free hand went to my breast, squeezing and teasing the nipple until it was hard and pointed. I squirmed on the desk, pleasure flowing through my body, made ten times more potent knowing that the men were watching me.

As my climax approached, my back arched off the table. My fingers worked frantically on my soaking pussy. And then I was coming. My body shook, and I let out a long, loud moan of ecstasy as the waves of pleasure consumed me.

I collapsed onto the table, chest rising and falling. That’s when I felt firm hands grab my thighs and pull me to the edge. It was Mr Carter. His suit trousers and underwear were around his ankles, and his hard, erect dick stood up proudly between his legs. He pressed the head against my dripping opening and thrust hard into me.

“Fuck,” I cried out as he penetrated me all the way to his balls. Then he started pounding into me, hard and fast. I could feel his thick cock filling me, stretching my needy pussy as he thrust right up inside me.

And then Mr Vaughn’s cock was in my mouth. He was thick and hard, forcing my mouth open and thrusting into my throat, muffling my moans of pleasure. God, I loved having a cock in my mouth while being fucked, it just made the whole thing so intense. Mr Vaughn put his hand on the back of my head, roughly pushing himself deeper and making sure I couldn’t pull away. That was exactly what I needed and came hard.

The waves of orgasm consumed me, leaving me overwhelmed and shaking. I felt Mr Carter’s cock twitch inside me as he released, warm cum flooding my pussy. He pulled out, leaving me overflowing onto the table. Mr Vaughn moved between my legs, taking his own turn.

He was slower, more deliberate, and he savored every thrust of his thick cock into me with a low groan. As he fucked me, he forced the cum out with an obscene wet sound. I felt my climax building already. Glancing over at Mr Johnson, I saw him watching impassively, his monster dick in his hand, and I felt another rush of arousal knowing he would be next.

Mr Vaughn’s long, firm thrusts sent me over the edge, crying out loudly as my back arched off the table and I grabbed my breasts. He kept going at the same steady pace through my orgasm, and then just as I was coming down, I felt his thumb on my swollen and sensitive clit. That was too much, and I instantly came again, screaming with bliss.

He carried on for a further five minutes or so, that wonderful firm, regular pace soon making me come again. But finally, his thrusts became more erratic, and with a loud groan of relief, he filled me too, his cum mixing with Mr Carter’s deep in my cunt.

As soon as he pulled out, Mr Johnson took his place, throbbing and hard, impatient to have his turn. I braced myself for the extra stretch of his giant dick, feeling it opening me up and filling me so completely I couldn’t help crying out. It took four or five hard thrusts, but eventually he bottomed out, filling me so deeply that it took my breath away. His grip tightened on my waist, steadying me as he moved, each thrust sending a fresh wave of sensation through me.

He fucked me hard, his hand reaching out to grope my tits. I was squirming in delight, my whole body shaking and twisting as he took me relentlessly. Finally, he came too, his cock throbbing inside me as he unloaded all his cum to mix with what was left of the others. The feeling of him releasing in me sent me over the edge one last time, too, leaving me shaking and exhausted on the boardroom table.

“What a lovely, wet cunt,” said Mr Carter approvingly, doing up his belt.

“Delightfully tight,” agreed Mr Vaughn.

The men quickly went back to their meeting, leaving me panting and leaking on the table. They ignored me as I got up and found my clothes, pulling up my panties and feeling their cum soaking into the crotch. My legs weak, I stumbled out of the boardroom, leaving them discussing acquisition percentages as I closed the doors softly behind me.


Chapter Seven




Later that evening, as most of the office had cleared out, I found myself still at my desk, trying to finish a spreadsheet for Mr Johnson. The adrenaline from the boardroom encounter hadn’t fully faded, leaving my body buzzing with energy.

The sound of heels clicking against the tiled floor snapped me back to reality. I looked up to see Vanessa, the PR lady, sauntering toward me, her hips swaying hypnotically in that same tight green dress. The office lights caught her fiery red hair, making it glow. She was so beautiful, I suddenly felt intimidated by her.

"Still here, Molly?" she asked, giving me a friendly smile.

“Y-yeah,” I stammered, sitting up straighter in my chair. “Just finishing up some work.”

She stopped by the edge of my desk, one hand resting on her hip. Her eyes roamed over me in a way that made my skin tingle.

“You’ve been busy today,” she said, teasingly. “I heard about your... hands-on involvement in the boardroom. Apparently, it helped seal the deal.”

My cheeks flushed. “Uh, thanks…” I started to respond.

“Relax, sweetheart,” Vanessa said, leaning in closer. I could smell her perfume, and it was making my head spin. “In fact…” Her lips hovered near my ear, her breath warm against my skin. “I think I’d like to see for myself what all the fuss is about.”

My heart thudded in my chest as I turned my head to meet her gaze. Her green eyes sparkled with mischief. “You’re not just free use for the men you know,” she smirked. “Come with me.” She straightened up and motioned for me to follow.

I hesitated for a moment before standing and trailing after her, my pulse racing. Vanessa led me down the hall, her confident stride making it impossible not to watch the way her dress hugged her body. She stopped in front of her office, pushed the door open, and held it for me.

Once inside, she closed the distance between us, her hands sliding up my arms and pulling me closer. Her lips brushed against mine, soft at first, then more demanding as she claimed my mouth with a hunger that left me breathless.

Her hands moved to the buttons of my blouse, her fingers deftly undoing them one by one until the fabric fell open, revealing my bra beneath. She slipped the straps off my shoulders and let my breasts fall out of the cups. Her thumbs brushed over my nipples, making them hard. Then she reached up under my skirt and yanked my panties down.

Her hand went between my legs, her fingers running through my thick hair. “Mr Johnson was right, you have a beautiful bush,” she smiled. “And so wet already.”

Taking my hand, she led me to the leather sofa in the corner of her office. It looked expensive, the kind of furniture someone would buy to impress clients. “Get comfortable,” she said.

I sank into the cool leather and leaned back, opening my legs for her.

“Now, Molly,” she purred, “I’m going to have a little fun with you, and you’re going to take it like the good little office pet I know you are. Understand?”

“Yes,” I breathed.

“Good girl.”

She unzipped the back of her green dress with a slow, deliberate motion and let it slide down her body. Underneath, she wore nothing but a pair of black lace panties. Her body was flawless, toned, and curvy.

“Like what you see?” she teased, climbing onto the sofa and straddling my lap.

“Yes,” I whispered, my hands instinctively moving to her hips.

Vanessa leaned in, her lips brushing against mine in a kiss that started slow and teasing before deepening into a passionate dueling of tongues.

“I’ve been waiting for this,” she murmured. “Ever since you walked into this office, all doe-eyed and innocent, I knew you were trouble. And now you’re all mine.”

Vanessa pushed me back, turning herself around so her hips hovered above my face, her perfect ass and soaked panties right in front of me. My hands slid up her thighs, pulling her lacy thong to the side and exposing her perfectly shaved pussy. I pulled her down toward me as my tongue darted out to taste her. She let out a soft, satisfied moan, her hips rocking against my face as I explored her with eager, swirling movements.

Vanessa didn’t waste any time returning the favor. Her tongue found my clit, swirling and flicking in a way that had me arching my back and gasping against her. The sensation of her mouth on me, combined with the taste of her on my tongue, sent my head spinning. Everything was sending me wild with arousal, her hips grinding against my face while my fingers dug into her thighs, and her tongue working magic between my legs.

“God, Molly,” Vanessa groaned, her voice muffled as she buried her face between my thighs. “You taste so fucking good.”

The pressure built inside me, every nerve in my body buzzing with electricity. Vanessa’s movements grew more frantic, her moans louder and more desperate as she neared her own climax.

When it finally hit, it was like an explosion. My body shook beneath her, my cries muffled against her as I came hard, the pleasure radiating through me in waves. Almost simultaneously, Vanessa’s thighs clenched around my head as she let out a long, shuddering moan, her squirting release spraying onto my tongue. I’d never seen a woman squirt like that before, but I loved it.

For a moment, neither of us moved, our bodies tangled together in the aftermath. Finally, Vanessa rolled off me, collapsing onto the sofa beside me with a satisfied sigh.


Chapter Eight




“Now for the main event,” Vanessa said as she slid off the sofa, leaving me sprawled there, naked, and still catching my breath.

She walked over to her desk, her hips swaying with every step, and pressed a button on the intercom. “Ryan, Mark,” she said, “come to my office. Now.”

I felt a shiver of anticipation course through me. Vanessa turned back to me, crossing her arms under her bare breasts. “My two assistants,” she said. “I want to introduce you properly to my PR team.”

Before I could respond, the door opened, and in walked two young men dressed in sharp business suits. Ryan was tall and broad-shouldered, with dark hair that was combed neatly. Mark, slightly shorter but no less striking, had a lean, athletic build, a shaved head, and a cocky grin that made my pulse quicken. Both of them stopped in their tracks, their gazes locking onto my naked body sprawled on the sofa.

“This,” Vanessa replied, gesturing toward me with a flourish, “is Molly. She’s new, and she’s been very… useful today. I want to watch her get fucked so completely that she forgets what day it is.”

Mark laughed, his eyes locked on my soaking pussy. “That’s the sort of assignment I can get on board with.”

“Goddamn,” Ryan muttered, “I’m going to enjoy this.” He was already shrugging off his suit jacket and loosening his tie.

Vanessa stepped forward, placing a hand on his chest to stop him. “I’m in control here,” she said. “You’ll do it exactly how I tell you.”

She turned back to me. “On your knees, Molly,” she commanded.

I obeyed, sliding off the sofa and kneeling on the plush rug in the middle of the room. My heart raced as Ryan and Mark stepped closer, towering over me as they began to unbutton their shirts and unzip their trousers.

Vanessa circled us like a predator, her eyes gleaming as she watched. “Ryan, why don’t you take that gorgeous cock of yours and let her warm up with it?” she suggested. “Mark, you can get behind her. I want her filled with your fat dick.”

My breath caught as Ryan stepped forward, his thick, hard length already in his hand. He guided it to my lips, his movements deliberate as he slid it into my mouth. I moaned softly, taking him deeper, my hands gripping his thighs for balance.

“Fuck, she’s good,” Ryan groaned, his head tipping back as he sank into my throat.

Behind me, I felt Mark’s hands on my hips, spreading me open. His fingers teased my entrance, sliding through the slickness before pressing inside me.

“She’s so wet already,” Mark laughed. “You been getting her going already, Vanessa?”

“Of course,” she giggled, settling onto the edge of the desk to watch. “Now, hurry up, I want to see her take both of you.”

Mark didn’t need to be told twice. He lined himself up behind me and pushed inside, his cock stretching me in the most delicious way. I gasped around Ryan, the sensation of being filled sending a jolt of pleasure through me. Vanessa was right, he really did have a fat cock.

“Good girl,” Vanessa purred, watching intently and slipping her hand into her panties. Mark began to thrust, his movements slow at first before building into a steady rhythm. “Now, Ryan, don’t just stand there. Fuck her mouth properly.”

Ryan’s hands tangled in my hair, holding me in place as he began to move, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth in time with Mark’s thrusts. The room was filled with the sound of my muffled moans as they used me between them.

“Fuck,” Mark groaned with pleasure. “So fucking wet and tight.”

“That’s it,” Vanessa murmured, her breathing coming faster as she fingered herself. “Make her come.”

The intensity of it all, their cocks filling me, Vanessa’s heated gaze, the sheer filth of the situation, pushed me closer and closer to the edge. Mark’s hand reached around to rub my clit in quick, precise circles, and I moaned helplessly, the vibrations making Ryan groan in response.

With a cry, I shattered, my body trembling as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me. The sensation was overwhelming, my release flooding around Mark as he groaned at the sensations of my cunt milking his cock.

Ryan stepped back, his cock still hard and glistening with my saliva, and Mark pulled out of me slowly, his fingers lingering on my hips.

But Vanessa was still in charge. “Boys,” she said, her green eyes filled with hunger. “Take her to the sofa and fuck her together.”

Mark sat first, sprawling back against the leather cushions, his cock thick and ready as he stroked himself lazily. I climbed up to straddle him. I took my time, teasing him by rubbing the tip of his cock against my slick folds. I let out a low groan as I sank down onto him inch by inch, my head falling back in pleasure as he stretched me open.

Ryan moved behind me, his cock still slick with my saliva. He lined himself up and pressed the tip of his cock against my tight rear entrance. Mark grasped my ass cheeks, pulling them open, making my ass relax and open up. With a low growl, Ryan pushed forward, the sudden stretch sending a wave of pleasure through my body.

Then he was in.

His cock was rubbing against Mark’s with only my thin walls to separate them. He started to fuck me hard in the ass, and Mark thrust up into my cunt from below. Ryan groaned in pleasure, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave marks. “Fuck me, her ass is tight,” he gasped, his pace quickening. “I’m not gonna last long like this.”

Vanessa looked like she was close to coming, her hand was working frantically in her panties, and her breathing was deep and labored. “You’ll last as long as I tell you to,” she said, though her voice was strained with pleasure. “And don’t you dare come before I do.”

Mark’s hands squeezed my tits as I rode him, his cock buried deep inside me, filling me completely with every thrust. Ryan’s cock in my ass was only making my cunt tighter, and I gripped his shaft like a vice. His hands held me steady as he worked his cock deeper into my ass, the stretch still sending delicious jolts of pleasure through my entire body. The feeling of them both inside me at once was pure ecstasy.

“Harder,” Vanessa commanded. “Make her scream.”

Ryan tightened his grip on my hips, slamming into me with even more force, and Mark’s thrusts grew rougher beneath me. The intensity of it all, their hands on me, their cocks filling me, Vanessa’s commands, pushed me closer and closer to the edge.

“Oh god, I can’t hold off any longer,” groaned Ryan.

I was helpless to resist. My entire body tensed as the pleasure peaked, and I screamed, the sound echoing through the room as my orgasm tore through me. My walls clenched around Mark, my ass tightening around Ryan, and they both groaned in unison, their movements faltering as they struggled to hold back.

Vanessa’s cries of pleasure joined mine as she came, her body arching on the desk as her hand worked furiously between her legs. She trembled, her head falling back as she let out a long, shuddering moan.

“Now,” she gasped breathlessly. “You can come now.”

Ryan’s grip on me tightened as his pace grew erratic, and with a loud groan of sheer relief, he buried himself deep inside me, his cock pulsing as he spilled load after load of warm cum in my ass. The sensation sent another wave of pleasure through me, leaving me trembling.

Mark wasn’t far behind. With one final thrust, he groaned loudly, his cock twitching as he came, filling me completely. His arms wrapped around me, holding me close, his cock throbbing as he unloaded deep in my pussy.

The room fell quiet, except for the sound of our heavy breathing. Vanessa rose from her chair, her expression one of smug satisfaction as she walked over to us.

“Well done,” she said. “You can all go home now.”


Chapter Nine




Iquickly learned that this office had its own way of unwinding, and I was thoroughly introduced to it. By Friday, I was sore and satisfied, my body humming from a week of being used by many of my coworkers.

In the afternoon, the atmosphere in the office was lighter than usual. Laughter drifted from desks, and I could hear the clinking of bottles being set out in the breakroom, though I wasn’t sure why at first.

Then someone mentioned it was the intern’s birthday.

To be honest, I hadn’t even caught his name; everyone just called him “The Intern.” I’d noticed him, though, quiet, shy, always keeping his head down, as if trying not to draw too much attention to himself. He was young, probably only twenty.

Someone had organized drinks and cake to celebrate. By five o’clock, the boardroom had been transformed, with a makeshift bar set up on the side table and music playing softly in the background. People filtered in with their drinks, chatting and laughing. I spotted the intern standing awkwardly in the corner near the sofa, holding a beer bottle and looking like he wanted to disappear into the wall.

Vanessa sidled up beside me, a naughty twinkle in her eyes. “You know,” she said quietly so that only I could hear, “a birthday isn't complete without a proper gift.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“Why don’t you give him something he’ll never forget?” she suggested, her tone teasing.

My stomach flipped, suddenly aware of where this was going. Vanessa didn’t wait for my answer, she clinked her glass with a spoon, silencing the room as she stepped forward.

“Alright, everyone,” she announced, her voice loud and confident. “It’s our dear intern’s birthday today, and we’ve all worked so hard this week. I think it’s time we showed… er… whatever-his-name-is… just how much we appreciate him.”

All eyes turned to the intern, who turned bright red under the attention.

“And Molly here,” Vanessa continued, gesturing toward me, “is going to help us give him a celebration he’ll never forget.”

The room erupted in cheers and laughter, and before I could fully process what was happening, Vanessa’s hands were on my shoulders, guiding me toward the intern. He looked completely stunned, his wide eyes darting as if looking for an escape route.

“Relax,” Vanessa said to him, pushing him hard in the chest so he fell back onto the sofa. “You’re the guest of honor. Let her take care of you.”

The intern stammered something unintelligible, his face so red I thought he might pass out, but I stepped closer, letting my hands trail up his chest as I looked into his eyes.

“Happy birthday,” I said softly.

Someone turned the music up, and I slowly began unbuttoning my blouse, the fabric slipping off my shoulders to reveal my lace bra. I turned slightly, giving the audience a better view, and the cheers grew louder.

“Come on, Molly! Make a man of him,” someone shouted, and I couldn’t help but laugh, the thrill of being watched adding to the heat building inside me.

I unclasped my bra and let it fall to the floor, my breasts bouncing free. The intern’s eyes were locked onto them as if he’d never seen a pair of tits before. I jiggled them in his face. Then, I turned away from him, unzipping my skirt and letting it pool around my feet. My panties followed, and I was completely naked, standing in the boardroom with all eyes on me.

The intern’s breathing had quickened, his beer bottle clenched tightly in his hand. I bent over, parting my legs slightly and giving him a perfect view of my asshole and wet, hairy pussy. Then, moving my hips in time to the music, I climbed onto his lap and straddled him, my hands resting on his shoulders as I leaned in close.

“You okay with this?” I asked, my lips brushing against his ear.

He nodded frantically, his hands hovering awkwardly at his sides.

“Good,” I said, reaching between us to unbuckle his belt.

The room erupted in cheers and whistles as I freed him, his cock springing up hard and ready. Fuck, he was big. Almost as thick and long as Mr Johnson himself. I guided him to my entrance, teasing him by rubbing the tip against my slick folds.

“Jesus Christ,” he muttered, his hands finally finding my hips as I sank down onto him, taking him inch by inch as he stretched me deliciously.

The room exploded in cheers and laughter as I began to move, rolling my hips slowly at first, letting him feel every inch of me as I worked him deeper. His head fell back against the sofa, a groan escaping his lips as his hands gripped me tighter.

“Fuck, she’s good,” someone said, and I felt a flush of pride at the comment.

Vanessa stepped closer. “Don’t go easy on him, Molly. Show him how we do things here.”

I grinned, picking up the pace, bouncing on his cock as his moans grew louder. His hands slid up my sides, groping my breasts roughly as he thrust up to meet me, his shyness seemingly forgotten now in the heat of the moment.

The crowd around us cheered and laughed, urging us on. I leaned forward, my lips brushing against his ear as I whispered, “Happy birthday.”

He came undone beneath me, his body tensing as he groaned, his release spilling into me. I didn’t stop, riding him through his orgasm until he was trembling, his head resting between my tits as he tried to catch his breath.

The room erupted into applause, and I laughed, climbing off him and grabbing a nearby napkin to mop up his cum that was running down my thighs.

“Well done, Molly,” Vanessa said. “I think you’ve just made his year.”


Chapter Ten




But the party didn’t end there.

Before I could even start pulling my clothes back on, a hand wrapped around my wrist. I turned to see Dylan grinning at me, his tie already loosened and his sleeves rolled up. His eyes gleamed with unrestrained hunger as he pulled me back onto the sofa. “Where do you think you’re going?” he asked. “We’re just getting started.”

The room burst into laughter and cheers, and before I could respond, Dylan was guiding me onto all fours on the leather cushions. My knees sank into the soft material, my body buzzing. He pulled out his cock, already rock hard. I gasped as he pushed himself inside me in one long, deliberate thrust.

Some of the crowd around us whistled and clapped, but most of them had stopped paying attention, going back to their previous conversations. Dylan started to move, his hips snapping against me with a steady, relentless rhythm. My body responded as I arched my back, my big tits swinging and slapping against each other as he fucked me from behind.

I glanced over my shoulder and saw a few of the others starting to queue up. Mark, Ryan, some others I didn’t even know by name, all watching intently, their hands already unzipping their trousers.

Dylan wasn’t done yet, though. His thrusts slowed, and I felt his hands slide up my back, his weight shifting slightly. “You know where I want to finish, don’t you, newbie?” he smirked.

My breath caught as I felt his fingers spread me open, his cock sliding out of my pussy and pressing against my other entrance. He didn’t wait, didn’t tease, he just pushed forward with one firm stroke, filling my ass completely.

“Oh, fuck,” I cried out as the stretch sent a jolt of both pain and pleasure through me. Dylan set a brutal pace, his cock driving into me with enough force to make the sofa creak beneath us. “Jesus, her ass is incredible,” he said to the waiting men, his hands gripping me tightly.

I felt another presence in front of me. It was Mark, his cock already hard and wet with pre-cum. He grinned down at me, stroking himself lazily as he moved closer. “Open up, Molly,” he said.

I obeyed, parting my lips and letting him slide into my mouth. The salty taste of him made me moan around his length, my tongue swirling as he pushed deeper, holding my head in place with a hand tangled in my hair. It was pure sensory overload, Dylan pounding into my ass from behind, Mark fucking my mouth, and a queue of other men waiting their turn.

“Make room,” someone said, and before I knew it, Dylan had pulled out. Ryan grabbed my hips, pulling me on top of him and down onto his cock. He filled my pussy, and Dylan moved behind, entering my ass again. The two of them started taking me hard, their cocks rubbing together through my thin walls. The sensation sent me over the edge, and I came hard.

Vanessa’s voice cut through the noise, sharp and commanding. “Move over, boys,” she said, stepping forward with a grin. She stood on the sofa, lifting her dress and pulling her panties to the side. Grabbing my head, she pulled me against her, and I stuck out my tongue, licking and lapping at her soaking pussy. Behind me, Ryan and Dylan continued their relentless rhythm, fucking me in both holes.

“Don’t hog her,” someone else said, and I barely had time to process the voice before they were swapping out, new hands on my hips as another cock slid into me.

The rest of the evening was a blur of pleasure and chaos, cocks filling me from every angle, hands exploring every inch of my body, Vanessa’s thighs trembling against my face as she came over and over again.

Mr Johnson joined in at some point, his deep voice cutting through the noise as he barked commands, his hands gripping my hair as he thrust into my aching pussy.

By the time the party started to wind down, my body was completely spent, trembling and sore in the best way possible. I collapsed onto the sofa, my skin damp with sweat and cum, my breathing heavy as I looked around the room.

Vanessa was lounging in the armchair, her hair disheveled, a satisfied smile on her lips as she sipped from a glass of champagne. The men were scattered around, some still half-dressed, others leaning against the walls, looking just as spent as I felt.

“Well,” Vanessa said, raising her glass in a toast. “Happy birthday to the intern, wherever he’s got to. And congratulations to Molly for being the life of the party.”

THE END
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Free Use At The Farm


A Filthy And Fun Free Use Adventure



Chapter One




Istood at the dresser, running a brush through my hair as I caught Ben’s reflection in the mirror. He was sitting on the edge of our bed, watching me with that smile of his, his tie undone and his shirt half unbuttoned after a long day at work.

"So, you’ve got that interview at the farm tomorrow, right?" he said, stretching out on the mattress. "You ready for a change of pace after the office?"

I smiled, setting my brush down. "I think so. It’s just a little farm shop job, shouldn’t be too hard. And the owners seemed nice on the phone. I’m excited to work somewhere a bit more rural."

"You and I both know that’s not why you’re excited."

I turned, leaning against the dresser with a coy grin. "Oh? And why am I excited, then?"

He sat up, his eyes shining with amusement. "Because you’re a filthy little slut who loves being used. And the idea of working on a farm with all those strong farm boys, knowing you’re going to be passed around like a toy, has you soaking wet already."

A shiver ran through me at his words. He always knew exactly what to say to get me worked up.

"Maybe," I teased, crossing the room to stand between his legs. "But I think you like it just as much as I do."

His hands found my hips, tugging me closer until I straddled his lap. "Damn right I do," he murmured, pressing a slow, lingering kiss to my throat. "Knowing you’re going to spend your days getting fucked by a load of horny farm hands… mmm, that drives me crazy.”

I whimpered, grinding against the bulge in his trousers. "Think they’ll like me?"

Ben reached up, unbuttoning my blouse, his fingers grazing my skin as he pushed it off my shoulders. "Of course they will. You’re every man’s dream; big tits, hairy pussy, soft body, always wet and ready to be fucked."

I moaned as he pulled my bra down, cupping my breasts and running his thumbs over my already stiff nipples. His mouth followed, lips closing around one as his tongue flicked against the sensitive peak.

He gripped my ass as he flipped me over, pinning me beneath him. I barely had time to catch my breath before he yanked my panties down and shoved two fingers into my dripping cunt.

"Fuck, you really are wet," he groaned, watching my spread pussy as he pumped his fingers inside me.

"Please," I whimpered, spreading my legs wider. "I need you."

He didn’t make me wait. He freed his cock, thick and hard, and slid inside me with one deep thrust. I cried out, arching my back beneath him as he filled me, stretching me perfectly.

"Thinkin’ about them already, aren’t you?" he panted, slamming his hips against mine. "Thinking about all the men who’ll get to fuck you next?"

"Y...yes," I gasped, my nails digging into his back. "Fuck, Ben, I love it… love being yours to share."

He groaned, fucking me harder, his cock slamming deep inside me. "Gonna miss this pussy while you’re at work," he growled. "But knowing you’ll be getting ruined by someone else? That makes it so fucking worth it."

I was close, the heat coiling tighter with every thrust. "Ben, I’m gonna… fuck, I’m gonna cum!"

Suddenly, I went right over the edge, my body clenching tight around him as pleasure exploded through me. Ben groaned, burying himself deep, filling me with his warm cum as he came right after me.

We lay there for a moment, breathless and tangled together. His cock still throbbed inside me, his cum leaking out of me onto the sheets.

Ben kissed me, slow and deep. "You’re gonna be the best little free use farm girl they’ve ever had."

I giggled, running my fingers through his hair. "I hope so. But I’ve got to pass the interview first."


Chapter Two




The farm was bigger than I expected, stretching over rolling fields, dotted with sturdy wooden fences and large barns. The gravel driveway crunched under my tyres as I pulled up in front of the farm shop. The building was large, made of rustic timber with a wide porch out front. A customer was loading boxes full of fresh produce into her car, but it was the only car in the parking lot. I saw a small "Help Wanted" sign propped in the shop window.

I took a deep breath, smoothing my tight skirt and adjusting my blouse. My tits strained against the fabric, and I made sure my cleavage was prominent. Time to make a good impression.

Inside, the air smelled of fresh produce and hay. Wooden shelves were stocked with jars of homemade jam, stacks of fresh bread, and baskets overflowing with fruit and vegetables. Behind the counter, a plump middle-aged woman with enormous tits, barely contained by her floral dress, beamed at me. Her cheeks were rosy, and her arms looked flabby and soft, the kind of woman who probably made incredible pies and took care of everyone around her. A name tag pinned to her chest read Martha.

Beside her, leaning against the counter with his arms crossed, was a broad-shouldered older man with a neatly trimmed white beard. His skin was tanned and sun-worn, the deep lines on his face making him look rugged rather than old. Danny. I recognised him from the website, the farm owner. He looked strong despite his years, the kind of man who had spent a lifetime hauling feed sacks and wrestling livestock. His forearms were thick and veined, his hands large and calloused. Even though he was twice my age, I imagined what those rough hands would feel like gripping my soft skin.

He gave me a slow once-over, his gaze lingering on my cleavage before meeting my eyes. "You must be the girl come to interview for the job," Danny said. His voice was deep, with a trace of a Southern accent, the kind that sent a little thrill through me.

"That’s me," I replied, flashing him my best smile.

Martha chuckled, her heavy breasts jiggling. "We’ve been needing extra hands in the shop. And more than just hands, if you catch my drift."

Danny smirked. "Decided it was time to hire a free use employee. Someone who's happy to... serve as needed. Keep the farm hands happy, and maybe some of the customers too."

My nipples hardened against my blouse, and I felt a damp warmth gathering in my panties. "Oh," I giggled, biting my lip. "That’s what I do best. Maybe I should show you what I can bring to the team?"

“Sounds perfect,” said Danny. “Martha, why don’t you close up the shop?”

As Martha went to turn the sign around on the door, I brushed my blonde hair over my shoulder and unbuttoned my blouse. I shrugged it off, my heavy tits spilling free from my lacy bra. I cupped them in my hands, giving them a teasing jiggle.

Martha let out a delighted sigh. "Aren't those just lovely?"

Danny stood up straight. "They are that. Now, let’s see what that mouth can do."

I watched as he unbuckled his belt and dropped his trousers. His cock sprang free, short with a slight upward curve, but very thick and rock-hard. I sank to my knees, licking my lips. Wrapping my fingers around his girthy shaft, I took him in easily, my lips stretching around his thickness. I swirled my tongue around the head, teasing him before sinking all the way down until my nose brushed his wiry white pubes. I moaned around him, loving the way he twitched in my mouth. My tongue flicked out, licking at his balls.

"Fuck, she’s eager," Danny groaned, running a rough hand through my hair.

Martha stood nearby, watching with amusement. "She knows her place already."

I sucked him hungrily, bobbing my head faster, enjoying the weight of his cock on my tongue. His breathing grew labored, his grip tightening on my hair. But I wasn’t just here to suck.

I pulled off with a wet pop, standing and perching myself on the counter. Locking eyes with Danny, I shimmied my soaked panties down my thighs, spreading my legs wide. My pussy was glistening, my full bush on display.

Danny let out a deep laugh. "Christ, you’re almost as hairy as my wife."

Martha grinned. "Good girl, keeping it natural. It’s what real men want."

Danny stepped closer, running a rough hand up my thigh. I gasped as he lined up his thick cock and thrust inside me, stretching me open with a single stroke. My back arched, fingers scrambling at the wooden desk.

"Fuck, you're tight," Danny grunted, gripping my hips as he started to pound me, his thick shaft stretching my walls deliciously. “Not at all like my wife’s cavernous cunt.”

Martha gave him a playful punch on the arm. “Nothing like seeing a young slut properly broken in."

I moaned shamelessly, the thrill of being used like this making my head spin. Danny fucked me hard, his thick cock slamming into me with each powerful thrust, the counter creaking beneath us. I wrapped my legs around his waist, urging him deeper.

"Oh god, use me," I gasped, feeling the pressure build inside me.

Danny growled, gripping my tits roughly, kneading them as he fucked me into the desk. My pleasure was building fast, my body shuddering beneath him. Martha slipped her hand down over my bush and found my clit. She started to circle it with her fingers, sending pulses of electricity through my body.

"You gonna cum for the boss, slut?" she giggled, as her husband slammed into me even harder.

"Fuck, yes!" I cried. Then suddenly, the knot in my core snapped as my orgasm ripped through me. Waves of pleasure consumed me, my pussy clenched around him, milking his thick cock.

Danny pulled out, his cock throbbing and coated with my sticky, white essence. “Turn around,” he ordered.

I turned away from him and bent over the desk. Martha moved closer, spreading my cheeks with her hands. “What a cute little pussy and asshole,” she murmured.

Danny guided his dick between my folds again. He slid it inside me, my lips stretched tight around his shaft as his wife held me open. He started fucking me again from behind, his body slamming against my ass and making a loud slapping sound with every thrust. I was moaning with every thrust, too, his curved cock hitting a perfect spot inside me.

With a deep groan, Danny spilled inside me, his cock twitching as he filled me with hot, sticky cum. We stayed like that for a moment, panting. When he finally pulled out, his thick release poured from my used pussy.

Danny collapsed into a nearby chair, exhausted and breathing hard. Martha giggled, handing me a cloth. "You’ll fit in just fine here, love."

I grinned, wiping the cum off my thighs before looking around for my panties. "You mean I’ve got the job?"

“That’s right, darling. Can you start tomorrow?”

“I sure can!” I replied.


Chapter Three




The next morning, the farm was already bustling when I arrived, the morning sun casting long shadows over the fields. I was greeted by Martha, who looked just as warm and motherly as the day before.

"Morning, love," she said cheerfully, handing me an apron. "Hope you’re ready to work. It’s going to be a busy one today."

I quickly learned that running a farm shop was a hell of a lot harder than I’d expected. It wasn’t just standing behind a till and smiling at customers; I was hauling sacks of potatoes and flour, stacking crates of fresh fruit, and running back and forth between the shop and storage barn. By mid-morning, I was already sweating, my blouse sticking to my back, and my arms aching from lifting heavy boxes.

Most of the other workers were rough and weathered farmers, their clothes dusted with dirt, their hands big and strong. Some of them gave me long, lingering looks, especially when I leaned over to pick up something from the warehouse, my tits nearly spilling out of my blouse. But aside from a few teasing comments, there was no relief, no filthy fun… yet.

There was a girl, called Megan, who also worked in the shop and was a bit different. She was the total opposite of me, small and waifish, with hippie vibes and a shy energy. Freckles dusted her nose, and her mousy brown hair was in plaits, falling over her shoulders as she hunched over stock lists or refilled baskets with organic vegetables. She’d already mentioned about five times that she was vegan.

She wore baggy dungarees over a tight little tank top, and whenever she stretched to reach a high shelf, the fabric gaped just enough to give me a peek at her flat chest where she wasn’t wearing a bra. But what really did it for me was her armpits, thick, dark tufts of soft hair when she lifted her arms. So unashamed, so natural. It made my pussy throb.

By the afternoon, I was desperate and horny. All the men had gone off to work on some big drainage project out in the back field, and I still hadn’t seen any action. I decided I’d have to settle for Megan. If she was up for it.

It started slow. Just little things at first, catching her staring at my cleavage when I bent over to restock the shelves. Watching her blush furiously whenever I made an offhand comment about the hot farmers hauling hay bales. Brushing up against her whenever we passed behind the counter.

We were alone in the shop; it was a hot day, the air thick and heavy. Megan had just finished unloading a box of apples, her dungarees unbuttoned at the top, showing off her stomach under the hem of the tank top. A bead of sweat rolled down her throat, disappearing between her small breasts.

“You ever been with a woman before, Megan?” I asked, leaning against the counter, watching her reaction.

Her eyes went wide, and she froze mid-motion.

“I.. I mean,” she stammered, her freckled cheeks blazing red. “Not… properly.”

I smirked. “Not properly?” I stepped closer, trailing a finger up her bare arm, watching the way goosebumps followed my touch. “What does that mean?”

Megan swallowed hard, her eyes darting around like someone might walk in and catch us. “I kissed a girl once,” she admitted. “At a fair. But… nothing more than that.”

I tilted my head, biting my lip. “Do you want to kiss me?”

She blushed and nodded.

I cornered her against the counter, my body pressing into hers, my hand sliding down her hip. I crashed my lips against hers, swallowing the tiny moan she let out as her hands gripped my waist. Her mouth was soft, hesitant, but I could feel her hunger, the way her fingers tightened when I slipped my tongue past her lips.

I slid my hand under her tank top, finding the bare skin of her stomach, trailing my fingers upward until I found her small, perky tits. She gasped into my mouth, her nipples already hard, and I gave one a teasing pinch.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed, her head falling back.

I kissed down her neck, tasting the salt of her skin, then dropped to my knees in front of her. She looked down at me, panting, her plaits framing her flushed face, and I smirked.

“Let’s get these off, huh?” I said, popping the buttons on her dungarees.

She let me, her breath shuddering as I tugged them down, leaving her standing in just her damp little panties. Her bush was so wild and untamed that it spread right out of the sides and down her thighs.

I slipped my fingers under the fabric, feeling how soaked she was. She let out a broken little moan, her hips twitching against my touch.

And then I slid her panties down and buried my face between her thighs.

She was soaked, hairy, and so fucking sensitive, her body shaking as I flicked my tongue over her swollen clit.

“Oh, god… fuck…” she panted, her hips moving desperately, chasing every flick of my tongue. “I… fuck… I think I’m…”

I slid two fingers deep inside her, curling them just right and slamming them against her G-spot. Her whole body locked up. And then she screamed, her thighs clamping around my head as she came so hard she fucking squirted all over the shop floor.

I barely pulled back in time, laughing breathlessly as I watched the mess spray onto the wooden planks beneath her.

Megan stared down in horror, her whole body shaking, her breath ragged. “Oh my god,” she gasped. “I… I didn’t know I could do that.”

I licked my fingers clean, smirking. “Well, now you do.”

She groaned, hiding her face in her hands. “Shit, we need to clean this up before Martha comes back.”

I laughed, getting to my feet. “Better grab the mop, sweetheart. But first… you owe me.”

Megan swallowed hard, her wide eyes flicking up to meet mine.

"Owe you?" she echoed, still breathless, still flushed from the orgasm

I smirked, taking her wrist and guiding her hand between my legs. I was soaked, my panties practically ruined, and she let out a soft little gasp as her fingers slipped over the damp fabric.

"Fuck," she whispered.

"Yeah," I breathed. "Now do something about it."

Megan sucked in a shaky breath before she dropped to her knees.

For a second, she just looked up at me, her freckled face framed by her messy plaits, her lips slightly parted like she was in awe. And then, with a determination that made my thighs clench, she pushed my skirt up to my hips and tore my panties down in one swift motion.

And then her mouth was on me, her tongue dragging through my slick folds, soft and warm, flicking over my clit before sucking it into her mouth. I gasped, my head tipping back, hands gripping the edge of the counter to stay standing.

Oh, she was eager.

She lapped at me with sloppy, messy strokes, like she wanted to devour me.

I was so close. "Fingers," I gasped.

Megan hesitated for half a second before I felt her hand shift. Then, one, two fingers pushed inside me, sinking deep with zero resistance.

"Fuck, yes," I groaned, my hips rocking into her touch.

She moaned against me, the vibrations sending little shocks of pleasure up my spine. Slowly, she started thrusting her fingers in and out, her mouth still working my clit, her shy little moans only making me wetter.

Then she added a third finger, stretching me open wider.

"God, yes," I panted, grinding against her hand, against her tongue.

But I was greedy.

"More," I growled, looking down at her with heavy-lidded eyes.

Megan's eyes narrowed, and I saw something change in her expression. She didn't look nervous anymore. She looked hungry.

She curled her fingers, rubbing that perfect spot inside me, making me cry out. And then, with a flick of her wrist, she shoved a fourth finger inside me, filling me completely.

"Oh, fuck!"

My whole body jerked, my knees nearly giving out. I grabbed a fistful of her hair to keep myself standing, pulling her against me as she fucked me open, her fingers pumping in and out in perfect rhythm, stretching me wide as she went in all the way to the knuckles.

She was a quick learner.

And fuck, I was so close.

She slammed her fingers into me, curling, twisting, her tongue never stopping its relentless assault on my clit.

And then I exploded. I came so hard I nearly collapsed, my entire body locking up as the pleasure slammed through me, leaving me shaking and gasping and completely wrecked.

Megan didn't stop until I was twitching, whimpering, and sinking to the floor.

Only then did she pull back, her mouth and chin soaked with my slick release, her fingers still buried inside me, feeling every last aftershock.

She looked up at me, panting, a filthy grin on her face.

"Think I repaid the favour?" she teased, wiggling her fingers inside me.

I let out a breathless laugh, still trying to catch my breath.

"Yeah," I admitted, my head tipping back, eyes fluttering shut. "Yeah, you fucking did."


Chapter Four




By the end of my first day, I was wound so tight I could barely think straight. Getting off with Megan had been nice… more than nice. But I really needed a big, hard dick. All the men had been busy all day, and not a single one had used me. I was aching. Needy. Practically dripping as I served the customers, pressing my thighs together for any kind of relief.

Finally, the last customer left and I turned the sign on the door to closed. That’s when I heard heavy boots approaching from behind. It was Brad, the site manager. He was tall, broad, and exuded pure confidence. His tight t-shirt stretched over his biceps, the fabric darkened with patches of sweat from a long day’s work. A cocky smirk played on his lips as he leaned on the counter.

“Hey, sweetheart,” he drawled. “How was your first day?”

I swallowed hard, almost too horny to speak.

“It was… good,” I said, trying to sound sexy and teasing. “Everyone’s been nice.” I paused, biting my lip as I trailed a finger along the counter. “But…”

Brad raised an eyebrow. “But?”

I let out a little sigh, tilting my head. “It’s just… I thought working here would be a little more… hands-on.”

His smirk widened, and his eyes darkened. He knew exactly what I meant.

“I’m sorry about that. We had a bit of an emergency that needed all hands on deck,” he said, pushing off the desk and adjusting his cap, “But maybe I should give you the proper welcome. How about a little tour? See the real farm?”

My heart pounded with anticipation. “I’d love that.”

“Come on then,” he said, heading out the door and motioning for me to follow.

Outside, Brad straddled a quad bike, patting the seat behind him. I climbed on, wrapping my arms around his solid torso as the engine rumbled to life beneath us.

As soon as we took off, the vibrations hit me right between the legs.

Oh, fuck.

The thick, throbbing hum of the quad bike sent jolts of pleasure through me, and I clenched my thighs around Brad’s waist, my hips rocking slightly against the seat. Every bump in the dirt path sent another delicious jolt through my swollen clit, and I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning.

I was already so worked up. This was torture.

Brad took his time, riding us through the pumpkin fields, where the orange globes sat nestled in the soil, then past the towering rows of corn, golden and swaying in the evening breeze. We passed the cattle, their dark eyes watching lazily as we sped by.

I barely registered any of it. All I could focus on was the heat pooling between my legs and my soaking wet panties that must have been leaking onto the bike seat.

When we finally climbed a hill overlooking the entire farm, he pulled to a stop, cutting the engine.

The sudden silence made my ragged breathing obvious.

Brad turned his head slightly. “You all right back there?”

I swallowed, my fingers still gripping his waist. “I think… the vibrations were a little much.”

Brad laughed. “That so?”

I nodded. “I was practically about to come on the way up here.”

Brad swung one leg over the quad and turned to face me, his stance wide, his arms crossed over his chest.

“That desperate, huh?”

I bit my lip, standing up slowly, knowing damn well my skirt had hiked up my thighs. “I thought maybe you’d help me.”

Brad’s eyes dropped to my cleavage, lingering there for a moment. “Turn around,” he ordered.

I obeyed instantly, bracing my hands on the quad’s seat. My heart pounded as I felt him step behind me, the heat of his body radiating against my back.

His rough hands shoved up my skirt and yanked down my panties, exposing my bare ass to the open air. I shivered as he trailed a thick, calloused finger along my soaked slit.

“Jesus,” he muttered. “You weren’t wrong.”

I whimpered, pushing my hips back against his touch.

“I’ve been like this all day,” I admitted breathlessly.

Brad let out a low growl, then suddenly I felt it, the thick press of his cock between my folds.

“You wanted to get fucked on your first day, didn’t you?” he murmured, rubbing the tip of his erection up and down my slit.

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Filthy little thing,” he muttered, grabbing my hips. “You’re gonna take me right here, in the dirt?”

“Yes,” I squeaked.

Before I could respond further, he pushed me down onto my hands and knees, the rough ground cool against my palms. My knees dug into the soil, probably getting filthy, but I didn’t care. I felt the thick, blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance. And then, with one hard thrust, he was inside me.

I screamed, my fingers clawing at the dirt as he filled me, stretching me wide. He gave me no time to adjust, just grabbed my hips and started pounding into me, his thick cock slamming deep with every brutal thrust.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, his hands gripping my ass, spreading me open. “You needed this, didn’t you? Needed a real man to fuck you like a slut.”

“Yes,” I moaned, pushing back against him, desperate for every inch. “God, yes.”

He spanked me, hard, sending a sharp sting through my skin.

“Look at you,” he growled. “Bent over in the dirt like a bitch in heat.”

The filth of it made me even wetter. My pussy clenched around him as he fucked me relentlessly, his hips slamming against my ass. The sound of it echoed in the open air, skin against skin, my breathless moans, his ragged groans of pleasure.

Then, suddenly, he pulled out.

“Stand up,” he ordered.

I wobbled to my feet, barely able to stand. He turned me around and lifted me effortlessly onto the quad bike’s seat, my legs spread wide.

“Hold on,” he growled.

And then he slammed back inside me.

I cried out, legs trembling as he fucked me fast and filthy, his hands groping my tits, pulling them from my bra. He watched intently, staring at his cock disappearing into my matted bush as he fucked me.

And then he turned me around, bending me over the quad bike so he could enter me from behind. He pounded into me, gripping my ass, pulling me onto his cock over and over. The quad bike rocked beneath us. My hands gripped the seat for dear life as he drove into me.

I felt his thumb on my asshole, and then he pushed it inside.

Brad’s thumb pressed deeper, stretching me open as his cock pounded into my dripping pussy. The mix of sensations sent electric shocks of pleasure up my spine, making me whimper and grind against him, desperate for more.

"Fuck, you like that, don't you?" he growled, watching the way I squirmed beneath him.

"Yes," I gasped, barely able to form words as he pumped his thick cock into me. "God, yes. More…"

He pulled his thumb out, then suddenly spit right onto my tight little hole, the warm wetness making me shudder.

"Think you're ready to take me back here?" he murmured, rubbing the slickness into my puckered entrance, teasing me.

I moaned shamelessly, my body arching as I nodded.

"Please," I whimpered.

Then, without warning, he pulled out of my soaking pussy and pressed his cock against my back entrance.

I gasped as he pushed the thick head inside, the burn of the stretch making me tremble. He took his time at first, inching in slowly, letting me feel every thick ridge of him as he spread me open.

"Oh, fuck," I moaned, still bent over the quad bike like a little slut.

Brad's breath was heavy as he watched himself sink inside me.

"Jesus Christ," he groaned. "You're as tight as a farm boy fresh out of college."

He gave me a second, letting me adjust, his hands gripping my hips like he was barely holding himself back. Then, he slammed his hips forward, burying himself balls-deep in my ass.

I screamed.

The stretch was overwhelming, the filth of it making my pussy gush as he started fucking me properly, each brutal thrust pushing me harder against the seat.

"Taking it so well," he grunted, his cock spearing me open again and again. "You were made for this, weren’t you? A dirty little farm slut, getting her ass wrecked in the mud."

I moaned incoherently, my legs trembling as he pounded into me, deep and relentlessly.

Then, just to ruin me even more, he reached between my legs and rubbed my clit, his rough fingers circling my swollen bud.

The sensation of his cock stretching my ass while he played with my throbbing clit was too much.

"I'm gonna… fuck, I'm gonna come!" I gasped.

Brad growled, slamming into me harder, his fingers working me over, until I shattered around him.

My orgasm crashed through me in violent waves, my body locking up, my walls clenching as I screamed his name into the open air. My pussy spasmed, gushing wetness down my thighs, and I heard Brad curse under his breath as he fought to hold back his own release.

But he wasn't done with me yet.

He pulled out of my ass and yanked me down onto my knees in the mud.

"Open," he ordered.

I obeyed instantly, my tongue flicking out as I looked up at him with half-lidded, fucked-out eyes.

Brad groaned at the sight.

Then he jerked himself off over my face, his thick, veiny cock pulsing in his grip.

I stared, panting, waiting. Then, with a deep growl, he came all over me, thick ropes of hot cum painting my face, splattering across my lips, my cheeks, my tongue.

I moaned at the sheer filth of it, licking my lips as his seed dripped down my chin.

"Goddamn," Brad panted, staring down at me. "You're a fucking mess."

I swallowed, licking up every last drop I could. For a moment, we just stayed like that, panting, sweaty, covered in dirt.

He smirked, tilting his head. “Welcome to the farm, sweetheart.”


Chapter Five




The next day was even busier. By lunchtime, I was exhausted, my legs aching, and my hair clinging to my forehead. I hadn’t seen the slightest sign of any action all morning, and frankly, I was starting to get frustrated again.

Martha must have noticed because she gave me a knowing smile as she wiped her hands on her apron. "Go on, love, take your break. There’s some sofas and a watercooler in the barn if you need a drink. If you’re lucky, some of the farm boys might be having a break too."

The open-sided barn doubled as a break room, a shaded area with some bales of hay, a wooden picnic table, and a few battered leather sofas. It was empty except for two farmhands, both shirtless, sitting on a hay bale and smoking.

I stopped in my tracks, my eyes immediately drawn to them. They were huge, both of them, muscles carved from hard labour. Tanned, sweaty, rough. The kind of men who could throw me over their shoulders and do whatever they wanted.

One was tall and black, his muscles thick from hard labour, his dark skin gleaming in the afternoon light. A cigarette dangled lazily from his lips as he watched me, his expression unreadable, like he was deciding what to do with me. His forearms flexed as he rested them on his knees, and I could already imagine how those big hands would feel gripping my body.

The other, by contrast, was leaner but just as strong, with dusty red hair, a sharp jawline, and a smattering of freckles across his bare chest. His cocky grin sent a thrill straight to my core. He took a slow drag from his cigarette before blowing the smoke out the side of his mouth.

I swallowed hard.

They both looked me over, slow and deliberate, their eyes trailing from my flushed face down to my heaving tits, my sweat-dampened blouse clinging to my body.

“Well, well,” the dark-skinned one murmured, exhaling smoke. “You must be the new girl.”

I bit my lip, stepping closer. “That’s me.”

The ginger one grinned. “Martha told us about you. Said you’d be real friendly. I’m Colt by the way, and this is Wyatt.”

My stomach flipped, heat rushing between my thighs. Finally, it looked like I was going to get some action.

“Well,” I said playfully. “I’m just as friendly as they come.”

I took another step forward, almost between them now. I reached out a finger, trailing it down the hard plane of Wyatt’s chest, feeling the heat radiating off his dark skin.

“Shit,” he muttered, shaking his head with a grin. “City girls ain’t shy, huh?”

“You boys look like you worked hard this morning,” I said, my fingers moving to the worn leather strap of Wyatt’s belt. “Wouldn’t you like a little… reward?”

Wyatt and Colt exchanged a glance. “Yes, ma’am,” said Colt.

I sank to my knees between them, the rough dirt floor pressing against my legs as I released Wyatt’s belt. Their jeans were already straining, thick bulges pressing against the denim. My mouth watered at the sight.

Wyatt let out a low gasp as I popped his button and eased down his zipper. His cock sprang free, thick, very long, and velvety dark, already hard. I wrapped my fingers around it, feeling the heat and weight of him, and my thighs clenched at the sight.

Colt wasn’t quite as long, but what he lacked in length, he made up for in girth. His cock was thick and flushed, the tip already glistening with anticipation.

“Damn,” I murmured, looking between them.

Wrapping my lips around Colt’s cock, I took him in easily, my tongue swirling around the tip as I worked my hand along Wyatt’s shaft. Colt let out a low groan, his fingers sliding into my hair, gripping tight as I bobbed my head.

I moaned around him, the sound vibrating through my throat, and switched, turning my attention to Wyatt. He was thicker, heavier, and I had to stretch my lips wide to take him in, sucking him slowly, savouring the taste and heat.

“Shit, girl,” Wyatt groaned, his deep voice sending a fresh wave of heat between my legs. “You sure you ain’t been on a farm before?”

I looked up at him through my lashes, giving him a playful wink before taking him even deeper, my throat tightening around him. He hissed through his teeth, his big hand resting against the back of my head, holding me there for a moment before letting me come up for air.

“Bet she’s just as good elsewhere,” Colt muttered.

I pulled off Wyatt with a wet pop, licking my lips. “Why don’t you find out?”

Colt didn’t need to be asked twice.

He grabbed me under the arms, lifting me effortlessly to my feet, and spun me around. Before I could catch my breath, he bent me face-first over the hay bale, my skirt flipping up over my ass.

He grabbed my panties and yanked them down to my ankles.

“Fuck,” Colt groaned, his hands spreading me open from behind. “She’s soaking already.”

Wyatt stepped in front of me, his thick cock still glistening from my spit. He cupped my chin, tilting my face up to meet his dick as he pushed it into my mouth again.

And then Colt pushed inside my cunt, stretching me wide open as he penetrated me from behind. I gasped, the force of it shoving me forward, but Wyatt’s big hand held my hair, keeping me exactly where he wanted me.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Colt groaned, his grip bruising on my hips as he pulled back and drove in again, deeper this time.

My nails dug into the hay bale, my whole body arching with pleasure as Colt set a rough, pounding rhythm. Each thrust sent sparks of heat racing through me, my body already so sensitive from being wound up all morning.

At the same time Wyatt fucked my mouth, his thick head stretching my lips wide as I sucked him in, inch by inch. My tongue swirled around him, my moans muffled by the weight of him in my mouth.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Take it all, baby.”

Colt slapped my ass, the sharp sting making me clench around him.

“Shit,” he laughed. “She liked that.”

He did it again, harder this time, and my muffled moan around Wyatt’s cock told them both just how much I did.

I gasped for air as Colt hammered into me, his cock dragging against my soaked, swollen walls, every thrust hitting that perfect, deep spot.

“Goddamn, this pussy was made for getting fucked,” Colt groaned, gripping my ass and spreading me wider so he could watch his cock disappear inside me.

I was completely at their mercy, used, taken, filled - and I fucking loved it.

Wyatt gripped my chin, tilting my head back as his cock popped out. “You ready for a big, black cock, sweetheart?”

I moaned out something that might have been a yes, and Wyatt pushed Colt out of the way. “Time to stretch her proper,” he said as he guided me round to lie on my back on the hay.

Wyatt moved between my legs, his cock thick and glistening, lined up right against my soaking, swollen entrance. I held my breath as he pushed forward, his size making me shudder with pleasure and pain, my body struggling to take him all at once.

“Shit,” Wyatt growled, his hands pinning my wrists down. “She’s fucking squeezing me.”

Colt laughed beside us, stroking himself as he watched Wyatt sink deeper inside me, my body stretching and adjusting around his massive cock. I barely heard them, I was too lost in the pleasure, the fullness, the pure, filthy bliss of being fucked by a man built like a goddamn bull.

Then Wyatt started moving, slow at first, then rougher, fucking me deep and hard, his massive cock hitting spots I didn’t even know existed.

“Fuck yes,” I sobbed, my back arching. “Don’t stop… fuck me harder!”

Wyatt laughed. “You hear that, Colt? She’s just a little cock-hungry slut.”

Colt laughed, stepping closer, pressing his thick length against my lips again.

“Then let’s keep her mouth busy, too.”

I opened up, ready and willing, as Wyatt’s massive cock pounded into me, each thrust sending shudders through my entire body. Colt’s thick length stretched my lips wide, muffling my moans as I sucked him deep. I was in absolute heaven.

And then, I heard footsteps.


Chapter Six




“Well, ain’t this a goddamn sight?”

Colt pulled his cock from my mouth, grinning as he looked over his shoulder. “Look who decided to join us.”

It was Brad, the one I’d fucked last night. “Shit, boys,” he said, stepping closer. “Didn’t even think to invite me?”

“Didn’t know you’d be interested,” Colt teased, stroking himself as he watched Wyatt continue to rail me into the hay bale. “Thought you preferred farm boys.”

Brad punched him on the arm, none too softly.

“Brad can join in,” I gasped, eagerly. “I can take more.”

Brad let out a low whistle. “Damn, listen to her. We got ourselves a needy little thing here, Wyatt.”

Wyatt grunted, slamming into me harder, making me cry out. “Yeah, she’s a greedy one. Her tight cunt is gripping me like a vice.”

Brad stepped up beside Colt, unbuckling his belt, his thick cock springing free.

“Let’s see what that mouth can do then.”

Colt moved aside, and before I could even catch my breath, Brad’s big hand tangled in my hair, pulling me toward him.

“You’re gonna be a good little slut and take care of me too, ain’t ya?” he murmured, rubbing the tip of his cock over my swollen lips.

I moaned, opening wide, and Brad wasted no time sliding inside, his cock pushing past my lips and stretching my throat. He was thicker than Colt, and I had to fight to keep from gagging as he thrust deep.

“Fuck, that’s a pretty sight,” Colt muttered, stroking himself as he watched my mouth stretch around Brad’s cock.

Wyatt’s pace never slowed. His thick length pounded into me mercilessly, his heavy balls slapping against me. I was lost in it, overwhelmed by pleasure, used like their personal fucktoy.

I was so close, my entire body trembling.

Brad felt it, too. He pulled out of my mouth, a thick strand of spit connecting us, and grinned down at me.

“She’s about to come, boys,” he drawled. “Bet she’s a screamer.”

Wyatt slammed into me one more time, and I screamed as the orgasm consumed me. At the same time, I felt him flood my insides with load after load of thick cum. I could feel it, dripping out around him, leaking down my ass. My whole body shuddered, my orgasm rolling through me, raw and unrelenting.

But they weren’t done.

Colt stepped forward. “My turn,” he said with a wicked grin.

Wyatt pulled out of me with a filthy wet sound, his cum spilling from my used pussy, sticky and warm.

“Look at that messy little hole,” Colt murmured, dragging his fingers through the sticky mixture of Wyatt’s cum and my release, spreading it over my swollen clit.

I moaned, squirming under his touch.

He lined himself up, pushing inside me with one hard thrust, forcing a gasp from my lips as he filled me completely.

“Goddamn,” Colt growled. “She’s still tight as hell.”

Colt started to fuck me, deep and hard, each thrust sending shocks of pleasure through my overstimulated body.

Brad’s dick was still resting on my face. “You ever taken two at once, darlin’?” he asked as I licked him up and down his shaft.

“Yes. Please,” I whimpered, the filthy suggestion making my pulse race.

Colt pulled out, gripping my hips and hauling me up onto his lap. “Climb on, sweetheart.”

I straddled him, his thick cock pressing against my entrance, and I lowered myself down, moaning as he filled me up again, stretching me just right.

Brad moved behind me, his hands rough on my hips. “Gotta loosen you up a little first.”

I shuddered as I felt his fingers slide between my cheeks, slick with Wyatt’s cum. He rubbed slow circles, teasing my tight hole, making me moan and rock my hips.

Colt’s hands gripped my ass as I rode him. “Fuck, she’s gonna love this,” he murmured, looking up at my big tits hanging in his face.

Brad pushed one thick finger inside, and I gasped, my whole body trembling.

“Relax, darlin’,” he said, sounding amused. “Let me open you up nice and slow.”

Colt’s hands found my tits, squeezing them, rolling my hard nipples between his fingers. “She’s fuckin’ perfect,” he groaned. “Can’t wait to feel you getting stuffed full, baby.”

Brad added another finger, stretching me, making me gasp and squirm on Colt’s cock.

“You ready for me?” Brad asked.

“Yes,” I whimpered. “Please.”

Brad lined himself up. “Hold on tight, sweetheart.”

And then he pushed inside.

Brad’s thick cock pressed against my tight hole, the head stretching me inch by inch as he slowly pushed inside. I gasped, my fingers digging into Colt’s shoulders, my body caught between overwhelming pleasure and the intense burn of being taken by two cocks at once.

“Shit,” Colt groaned, gripping my hips tight as I clenched around him. “She’s even tighter with you in her ass.”

Brad grunted, his hands spreading me wider, making sure I took every inch of him. “That’s ‘cause she ain’t never been filled like this before.”

I whimpered, panting, my whole body trembling. I could feel both of them inside me, Colt’s thick length stretching my pussy, while Brad’s cock slowly sank deeper into my ass, forcing my body to open up and take him all the way in.

“You’re takin’ it so good, sweetheart,” Brad murmured, rubbing his big, rough hands up my back, massaging my shoulders before gripping my hair and tugging my head back. “But I wanna hear you beg for more.”

I moaned, my mind spinning from the sheer filth of it all.

“Please,” I gasped, rolling my hips. “Fuck me. Both of you. Hard.”

And then they started moving.

Colt thrust up into me, his cock slamming deep as I bounced on his lap, my tits bouncing wildly with each movement. Brad grabbed my hips, holding me steady as he began to fuck me from behind, his cock stretching my ass wider with every deep, slow thrust.

The feeling was insane, both of them fucking me at once, my entire body stuffed full.

“Fuck, she’s so tight back here,” Brad groaned, his fingers digging into my waist as he pounded into my ass, stretching me wider than I’d ever imagined.

Colt gritted his teeth, his eyes locked on my face. “She’s losing her fuckin’ mind,” he said with a smirk. “You love bein’ double-stuffed, huh, baby?”

I nodded frantically, barely able to speak through the overwhelming pleasure.

“Y… yes!” I gasped, my nails raking down his chest, my whole body shaking.

“Fuck,” Wyatt muttered, watching us, his cock rock-hard again in his fist. “She looks like a proper little farm slut now.” He moved closer, and I grabbed his dick, pulling it into my mouth.

“She’s airtight now,” laughed Wyatt.

Colt grabbed my tits, squeezing them roughly, pinching my hard nipples between his fingers. “That what you wanna be, baby?” he murmured. “A filthy little fucktoy for us?”

Brad slammed deep, making me cry out, his hands tightening around my throat from behind.

“She already is,” he growled.

That sent me spiralling over the edge, my orgasm hitting me like a freight train, my entire body trembling violently as pleasure ripped through me. I screamed, my walls clenching down hard around their cocks, milking them as my pussy and ass spasmed uncontrollably.

Brad groaned, slamming into me harder, his cock pulsing inside my ass.

“Shit… fuck… gonna fill you up,” Colt growled, his body tensing beneath me.

Brad growled low in my ear, his hand still tight around my throat. “Me too.”

And then they both came.

Colt thrust up one final time, thick loads of hot cum flooding my pussy. At the same time, Brad buried himself in my ass, his cock twitching violently in my stretched, used hole. He spilled his load inside me, his fingers digging into my hips as he emptied himself completely.

Wyatt pulled his cock from my mouth with a wet pop, gripping himself tight. One hard stroke, and he was spilling his load across my face, each thick rope of cum splattering warm on my skin. I gasped, eyes fluttering shut as I felt it dripping down my cheeks, across my lips, running down onto my tits.

For a moment, we all just breathed, the air thick with sweat and sex, my body wrecked, filled, and used.

Colt ran a hand through his messy red hair, still panting. “Fuck, girl,” he said with a grin. “You’re somethin’ else.”

Brad chuckled, slapping my ass hard, his cum already dripping from my stretched hole. “You’re settling in here just fine, sweetheart.”

I giggled, wiping a bit of Wyatt’s release off my cheek with my finger and sucking it into my mouth with a satisfied hum. I finally pulled myself up, legs shaky, body dripping, and grabbed a handful of paper towels from the stack in the barn.

I cleaned myself up as best I could, smoothing down my skirt and wiping away the mess, though I could still feel their cum inside me, hot and thick. With one last wicked grin at the men, I turned and made my way back to the farm shop.

Martha was behind the counter when I walked in, eying me knowingly. She glanced at the clock, then at my rumpled blouse and flushed cheeks, and smirked. I could feel a bead of cum running down my inner thigh.

“Good break?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

I licked my lips. “Best one yet.”


Chapter Seven




That Friday evening, the farm was hosting a Harvest Festival. I had to help out, but I asked Ben to come along too. When he arrived, the farm was alive with music, the crackle of the bonfire, and the warm scent of hay and cider. The Harvest Festival was in full swing, farm hands and locals drinking, dancing, and celebrating under the glow of lanterns strung between the wooden barns.

I had dressed for attention. A flimsy sundress, no bra, no panties. Every step I took, the cool night air licked at my bare pussy, the fabric fluttering against my thighs. I could already feel the wetness gathering between my legs.

I was clearing some of the empty glasses from a picnic bench when Ben found me, putting his arm around my waist.

“Looking good tonight, babe,” he murmured in my ear. “You gonna behave?”

I turned to him, lips planting a sweet kiss on his cheek. “Probably not.”

His dirty laugh sent a thrill through me, his hand slipping lower to cup my ass under my dress. “Good girl.”

As the night went on, I found myself chatting with the farmhands that I’d gotten to know from working at the farm. They were sweaty, rough men, their shirts half-unbuttoned, arms tanned and strong. I let them flirt with me, their hands brushing against my waist, their eyes lingering as I bent over the drinks table, giving them a glimpse of my bare ass under my short dress.

One of them, Jake, a rugged guy with a cocky grin, leaned in close.

“You sure you should be walking around without panties like that?” he murmured, fingers grazing my bare thigh as I distributed another round of beers. “Seems dangerous.”

I giggled, shifting slightly so that his fingers brushed higher, where I was already soaking. “Maybe I like the danger.”

His grip tightened on my inner thigh, knuckles brushing my slit and making me gasp. Ben sat nearby, watching the exchange with a lazy smirk, sipping his drink, but making no move to stop it. He was enjoying the show.

Jake's fingers pushed a little closer, teasing me right at the edge. “What do you say, boys?” he said, looking at the other farmhands. “Think we should take her somewhere quieter?”

They were all there, Wyatt, Colt, Brad, and another guy called Liam. There was a murmur of agreement, a few filthy comments, and hungry looks. My pulse raced.

Ben leaned back in his chair. “Go on, babe. Sounds like an offer you can’t refuse. I’ll watch.”

They led me behind a rickety old hay wagon, where the flickering glow of lanterns barely reached. The music and laughter of the festival were just beyond the wooden slats. Jake was the first to press me against the wooden beams, his fingers yanking up my dress, exposing my dripping cunt to the night air.

“Fuck, look at you,” he muttered, running his thick fingers through my hairy bush. “She’s ready to be used.”

Rough hands gripped my hips, my waist, my hair, the other men surrounding me. One of them, Liam, grabbed my hair, forcing me to my knees. With the other hand, he pulled his cock out, thick and throbbing. “Open up, sweetheart,” he murmured.

I parted my lips, moaning as he slid between them, deeper and deeper until his cock was in my throat. My eyes watered, and saliva ran down my chin. The others watched, stroking themselves, waiting for their turn. The night air was thick with the scent of hay and sweat, and my own arousal, slick between my thighs.

"Fuck, she’s hungry for it," Wyatt groaned, his big black cock in his hand.

Brad crouched behind me, his hands spreading my ass and playing with the tight ring of muscles around my rear entrance. I moaned around Liam’s cock, my thighs trembling. Hands held me in place, rough and firm, keeping me right where they wanted me. The others moved closer, and I took turns sucking each one, forcing them as deep in my throat as I could manage. Only Wyatt was too big for me to get all the way in.

"Think she’s ready to be fucked now?" said Colt.

Jake pulled out of my mouth with a wet pop, gripping my jaw. "You want it, sweetheart?"

I nodded, my voice hoarse. "Yes. Use me."

Brad was the first, pushing me forward and mounting me from behind, stretching me open in one hard thrust. My nails dug into the dirt as he pounded into me, his hands gripping my hips so tight I’d have bruises tomorrow.

"Fuck, I love how tight she is," he groaned.

Colt knelt in front of me, pressing his thick length against my lips. "C’mon, darlin’, open up."

I did, taking him deep as Brad fucked me harder. The others murmured filthy encouragement, waiting their turn, their cocks in their hands. Brad was fucking me deep, his thick cock stretching me wide as Colt thrust into my mouth, making me gag around him. My body was caught between them, used, filled, exactly how I loved it.

Behind us, Ben was watching, stroking himself. "That’s it, babe," he murmured. "Show them what a good slut you are."

Brad pulled out, and before I could even catch my breath, Jake was there, pushing inside my soaked cunt with a filthy groan. After a while, Wyatt took his place. His cock was fat and heavy against my opening, and I moaned extra loud when he shoved in, stretching me and making me take every inch. My head spun with pleasure, spit dripping down my chin, my knees burning against the hay-covered ground.

"Think she can take two?" Wyatt asked, spreading my ass cheeks.

"Oh, I think she can," Jake growled, dropping behind me, his cock pressing against my other hole. "Can’t you, sweetheart?"

Jake spat on my ass, rubbing it over the tight ring before pressing in alongside Wyatt’s dick. I could feel them rubbing against each other, only my thin walls separating them. The stretch was incredible, filthy, fucking perfect, and I screamed with pleasure.

"Jesus fuck, she’s even tighter with your cock in her," Jake groaned, pushing deeper.

"Don’t stop," I panted, looking back at them with wild, desperate eyes. "Fuck me. Use me. All of you."

And they did. Taking turns, filling my mouth, my cunt, my ass, sometimes two at once, sometimes all at once. Hands grabbing, cocks stretching me, stuffing me, ruining me.

Ben watched it all, stroking himself, his eyes shining with pride.

Wyatt was the first to pull out, stroking his thick cock over my face. "Fuck, look at her," he groaned, his grip tightening as he found his release. Hot ropes of cum splattered across my lips, my cheek, dripping down to my chin.

Colt was next, pulling free of my stretched ass, his cock rock-hard. "Open wide, sweetheart," he ordered, pumping his shaft. I did as I was told, sticking out my tongue just as he groaned and shot thick streams onto it, some dripping down my neck.

Jake and Brad weren’t far behind. Jake grabbed my jaw, tilting my face up as he spilled his load across my forehead and nose, a filthy grin on his face. "You look fuckin’ gorgeous like this," he murmured.

Brad groaned as he finished himself off, streaking warm cum across my tits, adding to the sticky mess. I was dripping in it, covered, owned. Used exactly how I wanted.

And then there was Ben. He had been watching the whole time, stroking himself, his cock rock-hard. He stepped forward, tilting my chin up so I was looking straight into his eyes.

"You did so good, babe," he murmured, rubbing his tip across my already filthy lips. "I’m so proud of you. Now, take your husband’s load."

I moaned, opening wide just as he grunted, spilling thick, hot streams of cum across my tongue. I swallowed every drop, licking him clean, savouring the taste of him after taking all those other cocks.

"Fuck," he muttered, running his fingers through my cum-soaked hair. "You’re such a good little slut."

When I could finally stand, I stumbled back into the festival, my hair a mess, my chest sticky, my dress barely covering my ruined body.

The others laughed, patting me on the ass as they grabbed beers, like nothing had happened.

Ben wrapped an arm around my shoulders, pulling me close, claiming me.

I smirked up at him. “I think I like farm life,” I murmured.

THE END

Follow Cleo at www.cleocarnell.com to get updates and special offers.


Also By Cleo Carnell


Free Use At The Fire Station (Free Use Temp - Book 1)

https://books.cleocarnell.com/giqk2kp7ko

Molly knew exactly what she was signing up for when she joined the fire station as cover for the admin girl’s maternity leave… A team of strong, filthy men ready to share her whenever and however they wanted. With her husband’s blessing, Molly throws herself into her new role as the station’s favorite free-use distraction, proving she can handle them individually, and all at once.

Pounded By The Professor (Cheating Librarian Series - Book 1)

https://books.cleocarnell.com/h05a687fh6

Lauren is frustrated that her rich husband seems to have no sexual interest in her. She finally resolves to take matters into her own hands and cheat for the first time. But working part-time in the local library means she doesn’t meet many men…

Until the professor from the university walks in, that is. Is she brave enough to make a move? And is this older man the one to give her the pounding that she so desperately desires?

Used By His Friends (First Time Hotwife - Book 1)

https://books.cleocarnell.com/lhj5ursx7j

Holly’s always been the perfect wife, sweet, loyal, and enthusiastic in the bedroom. When her husband, Travis, tells her that one of his friends has started swinging, everything changes. Suddenly, Holly can’t think about anything other than being used by as many men as possible… while Travis watches.

So when three of his buddies come over to watch the game, she decides to put on her slutty waitress outfit and live out her fantasies for real.

cover.jpeg





OEBPS/font_rsrc1G2.ttf


OEBPS/font_rsrc1G1.ttf


