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Free Use At The Factory


A Filthy And Fun Free Use Adventure



Chapter One




The alarm went off at 6:30, but I was already awake, lying in bed, thinking about today. My first day at the factory. As a temp, I’d worked a lot of different jobs, and this time I had landed a spot in the admin team, tucked away in the office upstairs. Office hours, air conditioning, free coffee. And the real perk? The place had a free-use policy. For women like me, anyway.

I bit my lip and turned over to see my husband, Ben, already watching me with that sleepy, horny look in his eyes. He reached out, running his fingers over my bare stomach, then lower. I’d slept naked on purpose. Just thinking about today had kept me on edge all night.

“You ready to be the factory’s little cum slut?” he murmured, sleepily. His fingers trailed over the trimmed hair of my mound.

I giggled and rolled into him, feeling his morning wood press against my thigh. “Mmm. Gonna get passed around like a dirty office toy. Think anyone will even let me finish the HR paperwork first?”

Ben groaned and grabbed my ass, pulling me on top of him. My big breasts hung down, framed by my messy blonde hair. My nipples brushed over his chest.

“Fuck, Molly. Those tits of yours. They won’t be able to keep their hands off you.”

I straddled him, grinding slowly, feeling the head of his cock push against my soaking wet opening. “What?” I said innocently, leaning down to kiss his lips. “You don’t like thinking about me bent over a desk, tits bouncing while some greasy shift supervisor uses me like I’m just part of the furniture?”

“I like it too much,” he growled, grabbing my hips and thrusting up into me.

I gasped, arching my back as he filled me. He stretched me easily, my pussy welcoming him like it had been desperate for this for hours. I rocked my hips, my hands planted on his chest. His hands came up to squeeze my tits, hard, and I came, pleasure washing over me in intense waves.

Ben fucked me through it. “Gonna be dripping with other men’s cum by lunch,” he grunted. “You’ll probably forget half their names.”

I laughed breathlessly, bouncing faster. “That’s the point, baby. Just holes for them to use. I don't need to know their names.”

Ben’s hands tightened on my hips, and he fucked me harder, the bed creaking under us. “Fuck, I’m going to come,” Ben gasped.

“Come in me,” I moaned desperately.

He thrust up one last time and came deep inside me, growling as he held me down tight. I clenched around him, moaning at the heat of it, the first load of what I hoped would be many today.

We stayed tangled for a moment, breathless, his cock still inside me, my pussy gripping it. Finally, he kissed me hard, then slapped my ass.

“I’ll make you breakfast,” he said, smirking. “You’ll need your strength.”

I slid off him slowly, cum already starting to drip down my thighs. “I can’t wait,” I said, heading for the shower with a little extra sway in my hips. “Let’s see how filthy this factory really is.”


Chapter Two




The factory was huge. Long metal buildings with the steady hum of machines inside. A few workers were unloading crates from a truck as I walked in, heels tapping on the concrete. A woman was waiting for me in the reception area, with dark hair, a ponytail, and an elegant skirt suit that hugged her figure in all the right ways.

Her blouse was silk, her lipstick a sharp, precise red. I felt underdressed in my pencil skirt and sheer blouse, my nipples faintly visible if you knew where to look.

“You must be Molly,” she said, her voice warm but a little wicked around the edges. She had a filthy glint in her eyes. “I’m Gemma. Come on, I’ll take you upstairs.”

We walked through the factory floor first. It was hot, and loud, and smelled faintly of plastic and lubricant. Men in coveralls glanced at us as we passed, a few of them doing double-takes when they saw me. One actually licked his lips. My thighs clenched. God, this place was going to ruin me.

Up the metal stairs to the admin office, things got quieter and cooler. The walls were cheap paneling, but everything was neat and organized. Gemma led me to a corner desk with a view of the factory floor below through dusty glass.

“This’ll be you,” she said, gesturing. “You’ll be helping me with the shipment paperwork. Business is booming right now, and a big international order came in. We needed someone fast, and I saw your profile on the job site.” She winked. “I liked what I saw. And I figured the workers need a bit of an extra incentive with it being so busy.”

I blushed, grinning. “So what exactly do you make down there? I didn’t get a lot of details.”

Gemma smirked. “Sex toys.”

I blinked. “Seriously?”

“Yup. Vibrators, dildos, plugs, sleeves, and a few high-end fucking machines. Basically, everything your dirty little heart desires.” She leaned closer, her voice lowering slightly. “And we get to test everything before shipping if we’re lucky.”

My breath caught. “You’re free use too?”

“Oh yeah,” she purred. “This department’s free use. Just us girls. Factory staff can come up anytime they want. We keep the admin wheels turning and let them blow off steam. Edith says it’s good for morale.”

“Edith?”

“You’ll meet her in a sec.” Gemma turned and knocked lightly on the door behind us, then opened it. “She’s our head of department.”

The woman inside looked like someone’s grandmother had wandered into the office by mistake. Her enormous breasts were barely contained by her stretched blouse, hanging down and resting on her lap. They were properly massive, the buttons straining across her soft, pillowy chest. She looked up from her desk, glasses perched low on her nose.

“Is this our new temp?” she asked, her voice cheerful and friendly.

“Yes,” Gemma said, ushering me in. “This is Molly. She’s with us for the next two weeks.”

Edith stood up and walked over to shake my hand. She was only about five feet tall and quite chubby, even apart from her gigantic chest. Her grip was surprisingly firm for an older lady, and her smile was all kindness… and mischief. Her blouse gaped open just enough to reveal a pink parachute of a bra.

“Welcome to the filthiest admin team in the country,” she said sweetly. “Gemma tells me you’re keen.”

I grinned. “I am.”

“She’ll fit right in,” Gemma added, crossing her arms under her chest and watching me with lazy approval.

“Mmm, good. Well then.” Edith turned and bent over her desk, rummaging for something in the bottom drawer. Her skirt rode up high over her big, soft ass. She didn’t seem to care that I could see her chubby, pale thighs and her pink, lacy panties. Her impressively bushy pubic hair escaped out of the side of her underwear.

“First thing you need to know, Molly,” she said without looking up, “is that the men down there work hard. Long shifts. Heavy lifting. Sometimes they just need a quick release before getting back on the floor.”

She found what she was looking for and straightened up. It was a lanyard, with “Free Use” written across it. “This is for you,” she said.

“She means it,” Gemma said behind me, her voice thick with amusement. “I’ve watched Edith take three guys in a row during a ten-minute coffee break. She’s filthy. Loves every second.”

Edith winked. “I’m old, not dead. And frankly, I come harder now than I did at twenty. Especially when I’m stuffed full of young cock. Some of the men out there are hung like bulls.”

I felt like my brain was short-circuiting. In the best way. I was already coming to adore my new co-workers.

“Ready to get started?” Gemma asked, leading me to my desk.

I nodded, heart pounding. “Absolutely.” I couldn’t wait. I wondered who was going to fuck me first.

“Right, we’ll start with compliance training. The HR policy section should only take a few hours.

A few hours?


Chapter Three




Iblinked at the screen. “Wow, there’s a lot of this.”

Gemma gave me a sympathetic smile. “Factory rules. Everyone’s gotta do it. Even the free-use girls.”

Then she turned and walked off, heels clicking across the office, leaving me staring at a bright blue screen that said MANDATORY STAFF TRAINING. I sighed. Not exactly the kind of mandatory session I’d been hoping for.

The first hour dragged on. Safety videos, harassment policies, hygiene protocol, and storage guidelines for “sensitive goods.” The narrator’s voice was a slow drone, the kind that made my clit throb from sheer frustration. I shifted in my seat, squeezing my thighs together, trying not to touch myself right there at the desk.

Every time a guy walked past the office window, I perked up. Maybe this one would come in. Maybe he’d bend me over, slide into me from behind while I stared wide-eyed at the dull video, trying to keep working like a good little slut.

But they all just walked by. No knocks. No cocks.

It was nearly lunchtime when I finally let out a huff, slumping back in my chair. My pussy ached. My panties were soaked through from daydreaming about cocks. I was starting to wonder if the factory’s free-use policy was just some elaborate hazing ritual, get the new girl worked up and leave her squirming in her chair.

Then I heard heels again. I looked up to see Gemma sauntering over, a coffee in one hand. Her blouse was unbuttoned lower than before. Her dark hair gleamed under the office lights. She didn’t say anything at first, just perched on my desk, sipping from her cup, eyes sliding lazily over my body. Her skirt had ridden up slightly, and I could see the top of her hold-ups.

“How’s compliance going?” she asked.

“I’m going insane,” I said.

“Time for a break, Molly.”

Relief flooded me. Finally. “Thank God. I was starting to think nobody here wanted to use me.”

But Gemma didn’t call anyone over. Instead, she set down her coffee and spread her knees slightly. Her tight skirt rode up her thighs.

“You misunderstood,” she said softly. “I need a break.”

I blinked. “Oh.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Something wrong with that?”

I shook my head quickly. “No. Not at all.”

I glanced between her legs. I could see her panties, plain and pale blue. There was an unmistakable, darker wet patch in the middle.

“Good,” she said, voice dropping to a low purr. “Then get on your knees, Molly.”

Heat flushed through me instantly. I scrambled to the floor, the industrial carpet rough under my knees as I positioned myself between her legs. She slid forward just enough to let me lift her skirt up further.

I pressed my lips to her panties, kissing her clit through the fabric and inhaling her scent. She let out a low hum of approval.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Let’s see if you’re as good with your mouth as your resume would suggest.”

I tugged the panties aside. Her pussy was completely bare. Her labia were large and swollen, already glistening with dampness. I leaned in, running my tongue along her slit. She was soaked, and I moaned softly as I tasted her. Her thighs tightened slightly around my head.

“That’s it, baby,” she sighed. “Lick your boss’s filthy cunt.”

I did. Eagerly.

Her folds were soft and warm, her clit already swollen. I wrapped my lips around it, flicking my tongue, loving the way she gasped and ground herself against my mouth. I had one hand braced on her thigh, the other sliding between my own legs, rubbing frantically through my soaked panties.

Gemma grabbed a fistful of my hair, holding me tight against her.

“You looked so fucking needy this morning,” she growled. “Squirming in your chair like some desperate little office whore.”

I whimpered, licking faster.

“You wanted cock so bad,” she hissed. “But guess what? The first thing you taste here is me.”

She leaned over, spotting what I was doing with my hand.

“Stop that!” she said. “Put your fingers in me instead.”

I whimpered with frustration but did as I was told, sliding two fingers into her tight, wet cunt.

She gasped above me, her thighs tensing as I curled my fingers, still licking her clit with slow, teasing strokes. Her body responded instantly, hips grinding against my face, a soft, breathless moan slipping past her perfect red lips.

“That’s better,” she breathed. “Fuck me harder.”

I did. I pushed deeper, twisted slightly, and increased my tempo. I finger-fucked her as hard as I could. Her arousal ran down my fingers, her cunt gripping me tightly. My mouth didn’t stop either. My tongue circled, sucking and flicking at her. Soon, she was shaking, one heel digging into the floor as the other leg trembled against my shoulder.

Her moans got louder. “Yes… fuck… don’t stop, don’t you dare stop…”

She came hard, hips jerking, grinding herself down on my face as I held her steady, fingers buried deep inside her. I felt her walls clench around my fingers. Her thighs clamped around my head, and I kept going until she finally pulled away, panting.

I sat back on my heels, mouth wet, hand soaked, gasping for air.

Gemma adjusted her skirt, smoothed her hair, and picked up her coffee again like she hadn’t just used my face to come.

“Good girl,” she said simply, already turning to walk away. “You’d better finish that compliance training.”

I stared after her, stunned… aching.

She didn’t look back.

No kiss, no return orgasm, not even a thank-you. Just a smug little smile as she went back to her desk. I was left kneeling on the office floor, soaked panties sticking to me, my pussy throbbing with unsatisfied need.


Chapter Four




Abell rang on the factory floor, and it was lunchtime. The dull roar of machines paused, replaced by the shuffle of boots and heels heading toward the canteen. Gemma appeared by my desk, flashing that wicked smile again.

“Come on,” she said. “It’s time to eat.”

I swallowed hard, heart pounding. I’d been starving for more than food all morning, so I hoped she meant cock.

She led me down the narrow hall to the canteen, a cavernous room with long tables and steaming trays. The aroma of fresh food mixed with the faint smell of sweaty workers. The kitchen door stood slightly ajar, and through the crack, I caught a glimpse of the chef, a burly man with arms like tree trunks and a stained apron stretched over his broad chest.

Gemma’s fingers curled around my wrist. “It’s always a good idea to get on the right side of the chef,” she whispered, eyes gleaming.

Before I could react, she guided me inside the kitchen.

The chef looked up, eyes darkening when he saw me. “Who’s this?” he asked. “I don’t like people in my kitchen.”

“She’s just joined my team,” Gemma replied.

His face softened. “Well, in that case…”

“Get on your knees,” Gemma ordered.

My pulse raced, and I sank down onto the cold, tiled floor. The chef wasted no time removing his apron and tugging down his pants. His cock sprang free. It wasn’t particularly long, but it was very thick and already rock-hard. He grabbed my hair, pulling my head toward him. I parted my lips and took him in.

The chef groaned, rough hands gripping my head as I bobbed eagerly. My mouth watered, saliva running down his shaft and coating his balls. Gemma stood behind me, fingers trailing lightly across my back.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

I sucked harder, desperate to please but painfully aware of how much I needed to be touched myself. The chef’s grip tightened in my hair, and with a loud howl, he spilled into my mouth, hot and messy. I swallowed every drop.

When I pulled away, I looked up at Gemma, pleading with my eyes.

“Not yet,” she said, a cruel smile on her lips. She dragged me away before I could plead for more. “Come on, let’s eat.”

Lunch was chicken curry and rice in beige trays, a bottle of water, and a slice of bread. Gemma ate slowly, chatting about sports and the weather. I glanced around the canteen. A few workers stared at me as they passed, some with smirks, some with open hunger in their eyes. I shifted in my seat, legs pressed tight together. But none of them approached.

Gemma’s gaze flicked up and caught me watching. She smirked.

“What?” I asked.

She sipped her water. “Enjoying the attention?”

I nodded, slowly. “I just thought… someone might want to use me.”

She shrugged. “Maybe they do.”

“Then why hasn’t anyone?”

That wicked smile again. “Maybe I told them to wait.”

My breath caught. “Why?”

“Because it’s fun to watch you squirm. And you have to finish your compliance training first.”

I stared at her, heat rushing to my face. “You’re keeping them away.”

She raised an eyebrow. “You’re not here to get off, Molly. You’re here to work. And make everyone else’s day better.”

I couldn’t argue. Not with the ache between my legs, not with the way my nipples strained against my blouse, not with how much I wanted to be touched. Used.

She stood up, smoothing her skirt.

“Come on,” she said. “Break’s over.”

Back in the office, the second I stepped inside, I heard it. The rhythmic sound of skin slapping against skin. Heavy breathing. Grunts. A wet, sucking noise.

Then Edith’s sweet voice. “Ohhh yes, that’s it boys… stretch me out... come on, fuck this old lady nice and deep…”

Gemma didn’t even flinch. She walked in like this was perfectly normal. I turned toward Edith’s office and froze. She was bent over her desk, enormous tits spread out across the table under her open blouse. Her bra was tangled around one arm. Three men were on her, and every single one of them was hung like a stallion.

One was behind her, pounding her thick ass with relentless force, thighs slapping against her wobbling cheeks. Another had his cock shoved deep in her mouth, her lips stretched wide, her eyes fluttering. The third knelt below her, licking and sucking at her soaked folds whenever the one behind her pulled out, his giant cock swaying unattended.

Her whole body rippled with movement, belly jiggling and tits swaying. And she loved it.

“More!” she cried, spit running down her chin. “Fuck me like you mean it!”

Gemma dropped into her seat like nothing unusual was happening and opened her laptop. I stood frozen in the doorway, heart racing.

Gemma looked up lazily. “You’ve got work to do, Molly. Get that compliance training finished.”

I sat down, legs trembling, trying not to just plunge my fingers into my cunt.

In the background, Edith cried out as one of them came deep inside her, and another sprayed cum all over her face, groaning.

And still… no one touched me.


Chapter Five




Idon’t know how I survived another hour of dull videos and ridiculously easy questionnaires. My panties were soaked through, sticking to my mound, and my thighs were glued together in a constant attempt to relieve the pressure.

Gemma barely looked at me. She sat at her desk calmly typing away. I caught her smirking once or twice when I shifted in my chair or let out a frustrated little whimper. She was enjoying this.

When I finished the last module and clicked “Submit,” the screen blinked with a message: Congratulations! You have completed your mandatory training.

I looked up, biting my lip. “Gemma…”

She spun slowly in her chair, sipped her water, and tilted her head. “Yes, sweetheart?”

“I finished.”

“Oh, good,” she said, standing. “You’ve earned a reward.”

Hope bloomed in my chest.

She walked past my desk and crooked a finger. “Come on. I’ll show you some of our products.”

We took the stairs back down to the factory floor. The air was warm, filled with the hum of machines and the steady rattle of conveyor belts. Boxes were stacked high, and everything labeled with barcodes. A long metal belt carried rows of gleaming dildos, standing upright like a bizarre parade. Some were sleek and simple, others thick and veined, some absurdly massive. They moved slowly past, getting spritzed with cleaner, inspected, tagged, and then boxed.

Gemma glanced at me and grinned. “Production line four. All penetrative toys. One of our busiest sections.”

We turned a corner and came to a small workstation where a skinny guy in coveralls was hunched over a control panel. He had shaggy brown hair, wire-frame glasses, and a nervous look like he wasn’t used to seeing women this close. His hands were covered in black grease.

“Hey, Brian,” Gemma said smoothly. “Still fighting with the suction calibrator?”

He startled slightly. “Uh… yeah. It keeps surging past safe pressure. I think one of the sensors is glitching again.”

Gemma stepped closer to me, resting a hand lightly on my lower back. “Molly, this is Brian. Our resident engineering genius.”

Brian flushed. “Oh, uh, hi.”

I gave him a shy smile. He was cute in a gangly, awkward way. His eyes flicked to my large chest, then immediately away, cheeks turning red.

“Don’t worry,” Gemma said, stepping around him toward a nearby plastic bin filled with toys. “We’re just here to show Molly some of the products.”

Gemma reached into the bin and pulled out a bright pink dildo shaped like a spiraled unicorn horn. She turned to me with a mock-serious expression. “This one’s called the Magical Mare.”

I giggled.

She pulled out another, a double-ended, semi-transparent jelly toy with glitter inside. “And this sparkly beauty? The Galactic Slutrail 9000. I don’t know who names these, but I suspect someone in marketing is on edibles.”

We both laughed. Even Brian cracked a nervous smile.

Gemma tossed the glittery one back in the bin and pulled out something that looked like an oversized, rigid traffic cone.

“Now this,” she said proudly, “is the Punishment Pyramid. Not for beginners. Only for optimists.”

I stared at it, wide-eyed. “Has anyone ever actually…?”

“Oh, Edith has,” Gemma said, deadly serious. “Took the whole thing. Got a standing ovation from the guys on the shop floor.”

She reached deeper into the bin. “Ah, this is the one to try,” she purred, lifting out a dildo that was dramatically lifelike, complete with veiny shaft, a prominent head, and even a swinging pair of molded balls. It was hefty, almost intimidating.

“Wow,” I said, eyes wide. “That one’s… detailed.”

Gemma grinned. “Modelled after a real porn star. A guy named Johnny Bigone. Absolute legend. He came in to get cast a few months ago. And before you ask… yes, I did.”

She pressed a button near the base, and the toy began to buzz gently in her hand, a low purring vibration that made my thighs clench involuntarily.

Brian looked like he wanted to vanish into the wall. He started paying even more attention to the dials on the machine.

Gemma turned to me, eyes gleaming with mischief. “You’ve been very patient today, Molly.”

I felt my pulse start to race.

“And this… might help you get acquainted with the product line.”

I nodded slowly, swallowing.

“Good girl,” she said softly. Then, to Brian: “You don’t mind, do you?”

He blinked rapidly. “I… uh… I can give you privacy, I should probably…”

Gemma cut him off with a wave of her hand. “Stay where you are.”

He squeaked slightly but did as he was told, eyes fixed firmly on the dials in front of him like they were the most interesting things in the world.

Gemma turned back to me. “Bend over.”

My heart thudded. I obeyed, leaning forward, bracing my hands against the metal surface of the machine. My breath came in quick, shallow pants.

She lifted my skirt slowly, teasingly. I could feel the air against the back of my thighs.

“Mmm,” she murmured, fingers trailing lightly over my mound. “So fucking wet.”

I whimpered.

I felt the toy buzz gently against the inside of my thigh, a mere preview. Then she slipped my panties down so they pooled around my ankles. I caught Brian glancing at my exposed pussy and then looking away.

Gemma moved my legs apart a bit more and parted my lips. The touch of her fingers sent a pulse of electricity through me. Then she slid one inside me.

“Mmm, wet, but tight,” she purred. “You’re not ready for this beast yet.”

She added another finger and started to fuck me with them. I moaned, my pussy aching with desire. She stroked the dildo up my thigh, and then it brushed my clit. The vibrations almost made me come immediately.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

“Oh, you like that?” Gemma smirked. She added a third finger, stretching me open some more. “You’ve been holding back all day,” she murmured, pressing the vibrating dildo against my clit again. “I think it’s time you let go.”

I could barely breathe. My fingers clenched around the edge of the workstation, my body caught in that delicious, torturous place between pleasure and need. She pressed the vibrator firmly against my clit, and I came hard.

My orgasm hit like a wave, crashing through my body with a force that made me cry out. My thighs shook, and my cunt clenched around her hand. My vision blurred as the pleasure overtook me, deep and desperate and utterly overwhelming. It had been hours of teasing, of denial, of aching frustration, and now it all came flooding out in one shattering release.

But I’d barely had time to recover before she pulled her fingers from me and replaced them with the smooth, buzzing length of the toy. I gasped at the size, the fullness. The head pushed past my entrance with firm pressure, and slowly, gently, she slid it deeper inside me.

“Good girl,” she said softly. “Just relax and take it.”

I could feel every buzzing inch, stretching me deep, deep in my cunt. Finally, I felt the vibrating balls against my clit. The overwhelming sensations intensified as it seated fully within me. Gemma held it steady with one hand while her other hand slipped inside my top and squeezed my nipple.

I came again, deeper this time, my whole cunt contracting around the toy as waves of pleasure washed over me. I would have collapsed to the floor, but Gemma held me up.

Finally, she pulled the toy out with a filthy, wet sound. I was panting heavily.

“How do you like our product?” she smirked.

I could barely get the word out. “Good.”

Gemma looked at Brian. He was standing there with his mouth open, watching the whole thing.

“Don’t just stand there, then,” Gemma told him. “Get your dick out and fuck her.”


Chapter Six




Brian froze. Gemma tilted her head and gave him a look. “Well?”

He looked at me, still bent over, skirt hiked around my waist, flushed and trembling from the orgasms.

“I… uh,” he stammered, then swallowed hard. “Yes. Okay.”

He tried unsuccessfully to wipe his greasy hands on the leg of his pants and stepped closer. His movements were a little awkward as he unzipped and peeled off his coveralls. Underneath, he was wearing tight white briefs. But there was no mistaking the bulge in them. He pulled his cock out.

It was enormous. Bigger than the pornstar dildo I’d just fucked. He was lean everywhere else, all elbows and nervous glances, but somehow his cock was the exact opposite: thick, long, and already hard. My eyes widened as he freed it from his briefs, and even Gemma gave a low whistle.

“Looks like the quiet ones really are full of surprises,” she said. “Why haven’t you come to see me before, Brian?”

Brian blushed furiously, but he stepped closer. His hand trembled slightly as he reached out, unsure where to touch me first. I was still braced against the worktable, my release dripping down my thighs.

Gemma came to his side, wrapping a hand around his cock and stroking him firmly.

“Fuck her,” she commanded gently.

I looked over my shoulder, eyes meeting his. “Please,” I whispered.

He stepped behind me, one hand on my hip, the other guiding himself. I felt the head of his cock nudge against me, hot, thick, and more than I expected. My breath came fast as he started to press in, stretching me open.

“Oh my god,” I gasped. He was so much.

My body stretched to take him, still slick and trembling from the toy, but this was different. Real and pulsing. I felt every inch as he sank deeper, and a broken moan escaped my lips as my walls clenched around him.

“Fuck,” Brian muttered under his breath, his hands tightening on my waist.

He moved with surprising control, his strokes slow and deep, filling me in a way that made my whole body tremble. The sound of our bodies coming together echoed in the high-ceilinged factory room, almost drowned out by the distant conveyor belts and hum of machinery.

Gemma watched, arms crossed, a satisfied smirk on her lips. I could only moan in response, already feeling another climax build inside me. Brian’s hips moved faster now, deeper, every stroke sending a fresh wave of pleasure rushing through me. My fingers curled against the edge of the machine. His cock filled me so completely that I was already on the edge.

“That’s it,” she purred. “She’s close, Brian. Don’t you dare stop.”

I felt it build. My thighs trembled, and my vision blurred. My whole body tightened around him, and then… I shattered.

The orgasm hit like a flood, sweeping everything away. My cry echoed off the factory walls, and I buried my face in the crook of my arm as my whole body pulsed and clenched, my knees buckling beneath me. Brian held me, surprisingly strong, riding it out with me as I came hard around him.

By the time I was able to breathe again, I felt deliciously wrecked.

Gemma hopped up onto one of the nearby metal tables, slipping off her panties and hiking her skirt up. She spread her legs, exposing her pink, shaved pussy. “My turn,” she told Brian.

His eyes widened again, but he didn’t hesitate. He stepped forward, his massive dick still hard and wet from me. Gemma welcomed him with a little moan as he lined himself up.

She looked over at me. “Don’t just stand there like a spent little toy,” she said, crooking a finger. “Come here.”

I obeyed, my body still shaky but buzzing with the afterglow.

“Oh… that’s it,” she murmured as Brian slid inside her. “Fuck he’s big. Now, Molly, you put that mouth of yours to good use.”

Her blouse had already fallen open, and I moved in close, taking in the sight of her flushed skin, the soft curve of her breasts rising and falling as Brian began to thrust. I bent forward, pulled down the cup of her bra, and pressed my lips to her nipple. I sucked gently, then harder, rolling my tongue in slow circles as she gasped.

“That’s it,” she whispered, hand sliding into my hair. “Such a good girl.”

Her breathing got faster as Brian picked up his rhythm. Soon, he was slamming hard into her, making her moan with every thrust. Her hand clutched the table’s edge, knuckles white, body arching into the pleasure. My mouth moved from one nipple to the other, teasing, biting just a little, delighting in the way her body responded beneath me.

“Brian… yes... right there,” she panted.

And then she came, loud and glorious. Her thighs clamped around Brian, and her fingers dug into my scalp. Her back arched, and her cry echoed even louder than mine had moments ago.

With a soft grunt, Brian’s balls tightened and he let go, his thick cock pumping load after load into her cunt. He stood there, panting for a few seconds, before pulling out. A waterfall of cum followed, running down her ass crack and pooling on the table.

Gemma looked at me. “Lick it up then.”

I bent between her legs, lapping at the salty cum as it leaked from her pussy. Then I moved lower, licking it from her asshole. She murmured with pleasure.

My encounter with Brian had been fun, but I was still aching for more. I wanted my own load of cum.


Chapter Seven




It was almost the end of the day, and I was beginning to think that I wasn’t going to get any more action. It seemed like a big order was due to go out before closing, and everyone on the factory floor was running around, far too busy to come and see us admin girls.

I’d just resigned myself to waiting until I got home to my husband when Gemma’s posture shifted. She sat up straighter, eyes zeroing in on the window overlooking the factory floor. A slow, unmistakably filthy grin spread across her face.

“Well, well,” she murmured, straightening her blouse and tugging it down to reveal a bit more cleavage. “Look who it is.”

I glanced over. Three men had just sauntered into the building. They were all wearing sharp suits and polished shoes. One even had sunglasses on indoors. They moved through the space with a cocky swagger, like they owned it.

“The sales team,” Gemma said, practically purring. “They’re back early.”

The men laughed as they passed a group of workers, high-fiving one of the foremen, grinning like they’d just closed a million-dollar deal.

“They usually come up here if they’re feeling… frisky,” Gemma added, licking her bottom lip. “And they’re always feeling frisky.”

Sure enough, the three of them headed for the stairs. One of them looked up and winked directly at our window.

Gemma stood, adjusting her skirt. “Oh, Molly,” she whispered. “You’re about to get busy. I hope you like having your ass stretched.”

“My ass?” My stomach flipped, and I felt my pussy getting even wetter. As their footsteps echoed up the stairs, I scrambled to tuck my long, blonde hair behind my ears and undo the top button of my blouse.

The door swung open.

“Ladies,” said the one in the middle, his voice like warm whiskey.

Gemma rushed to the door and greeted them, kissing them all on the cheek. They obviously knew her well; each of their hands strayed to Gemma’s ass or side, quite contrary to the compliance training I had been given.

I stood up from my desk. The man in the center, dark-skinned and dazzling, raised an eyebrow as his eyes locked on me.

“And who is this beautiful woman?” he asked, smiling.

Gemma smirked. “That’s Molly. She’s joined the admin team in a temporary capacity. And yes, she has the same… duties as the rest of us.”

The effect was immediate. All three men turned toward me at once, their energy shifting, tightening, like a pack that had just scented prey. I straightened a little, my heart thumping in my chest. My thighs clenched, and I could feel the heat flood through me under their gazes.

The man who’d spoken first stepped forward and extended a hand.

“I’m Marcus,” he said. “Sales manager. A pleasure to meet you.”

Behind him, a lean man with icy blue eyes and messy blonde hair gave a lazy salute. “Dylan,” he said. “I handle international accounts.”

“And I’m Jace,” said the third, shorter than the other two but thick in the chest and thighs, his suit straining in the best ways. “Domestic sales and special demonstrations.”

My mouth had gone dry. They were all devastating in different ways.

Marcus took a step closer, eyes flicking down over my body, then back up to my face. “Welcome to the team, Molly.”

Gemma let out a soft laugh. “Careful, boys. She only just finished compliance training.”

Dylan grinned. “Perfect. We’ve just closed a huge deal with Sweden and are looking to celebrate.”

They were all around me now. My breath quickened. My body already knew what it wanted, and it wanted all three. Gemma watched from the side, her arms still crossed. She was clearly enjoying every second.

Marcus was the first to move, stepping in close enough for his chest to brush against mine. He reached up, slow and deliberate, and tugged at the first button on my blouse.

“Nice blouse,” he murmured.

“It looks like it’s from Goodwill,” Gemma replied dryly from the side. “Tear it.”

He did. Buttons popped, fabric parted, and cool air swept across my flushed skin. My bra was sheer lace, black, and already doing little to hide the hardness of my nipples.

Dylan was behind me now, his fingers brushing my shoulders as he pushed the blouse off entirely, letting it slide down my arms and fall to the floor. I could feel his breath by my ear. He unhooked my bra, and my large, soft breasts hung free.

Jace unfastened my skirt and pulled it down. My panties followed. I stepped out of them without hesitation, feeling their gaze on my trimmed bush. The three suited men surrounded me now, fully clothed, while I stood there stripped and trembling with desire.

Marcus tilted my chin up with two fingers. “On your knees.”

The carpet was rough on my skin, but I didn’t care. I knelt before them, head tilted slightly back. My nipples ached in the open air.

Gemma leaned back on a desk. “She’s such a quick learner.”

Jace was the first to unzip. His belt clinked as it slid loose, his suit jacket falling open as he stepped in close. I looked up, heart pounding, mouth already parting with need. His trousers dropped enough that he could pull his cock out. It was short but thick and hard.

Marcus undid his fly slowly, deliberately, his eyes on me. Keeping his pants on, he reached inside and pulled out a long, black cock. Dylan, meanwhile, had dropped his pants and underwear completely, standing there naked from the waist down with his throbbing erection in his hand.

I reached out, grabbing the cocks on either side of me. Then I wrapped my lips around Jace, tongue swirling. I moaned softly, bobbing my head, taking him as deep as I could. I worked my way from one to the next, my mouth wet and eager as their hands tangled in my hair. I got praise when I got a cock all the way in my throat, and a laugh when I gagged on it. But I kept going, spit running down my chin and dripping onto my tits.

To one side, Gemma bit her lip and murmured, “This might be the best hire I’ve ever made.” Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Edith come out of the inner office and lean against the door to watch approvingly.

Marcus was already undoing his tie, tossing it onto the desk. “This desk sturdy, Gemma?” he asked with a grin.

“Built to take a pounding,” she replied without missing a beat. “Just like she is.”

Jace and Dylan were already lifting me up, turning me so I was bent over the paperwork-strewn surface, tits pressed to the cool laminate. My legs were parted, and my body offered up without question. I was dripping again, absurdly ready for more.

“God, she’s soaked,” Dylan muttered, spreading me as wide as he could with his hands. “You lot been warming her up all day?”

Gemma laughed. “I’ve been teasing her all day. She’s been begging for it, the poor thing.”

Marcus moved behind me. I felt his hand between my thighs, his fingers pressing inside my aching pussy, stretching me, examining me. I felt his thumb on my asshole, rubbing the tight muscles there.

“Think she can take all of us?” he asked.

“I’m sure of it,” replied Gemma.

He grabbed hold of his cock and slid it all the way inside me in one movement. I gasped for breath as he bottomed out inside me.

“Fuck!” I whimpered.

“God, she feels amazing,” said Marcus. “So fucking tight, but wet enough to take it.”

He started to thrust into me, fucking me raw and hard. My hands scrambled for purchase on the desk, my moans of pleasure filling the air.

Gemma sauntered over and slapped Marcus on the ass. “Come on, you can fuck her harder than that,” she laughed.

Marcus took that as a challenge and started pounding into me as hard as he could. The sensations were overwhelming, sending me spiraling. I came hard, face down on the desk, my cunt clenching around his cock.

He pulled out, gasping. “Fuck, nearly lost it there,” he smirked. “Someone else have a turn.”


Chapter Eight




Marcus stepped back, his breathing heavy, running a hand through his hair as he admired the flushed and swollen mess of my pussy. My legs were still trembling, my palms flat on the desk, my chest heaving. I could feel the heat of their eyes on my skin.

Dylan took his place, slipping his cock easily between my folds and setting a steady pace. He was slower and more deliberate. His hands roamed my body, touching and exploring me. Behind me, I heard a little moan from Gemma. She was perched on the desk with her panties around her thighs and her fingers in her cunt.

Dylan’s hand curved up and cupped the side of my jaw, turning my head so I could see him. His icy blue eyes locked on mine.

“You like it in the ass, sweetheart?”

“Yes,” I managed to gasp.

“That’s enough talking,” said Jace, and stepped forward, pushing his cock roughly into my mouth. At the same time, I felt Dylan collect up some of my arousal on his fingers and push two of them into my ass.

I moaned around Jace’s cock, my eyes rolling back in my head at being pleasured in three holes at once. Dylan fucked me like that, with his cock in my pussy and his fingers thrusting in and out of my ass. I felt my climax building again, and it didn’t take long before I went over the edge, groaning with relief as it washed over me.

“Right then… Jace,” groaned Dylan in between thrusts, “time for the famous sales force DP. Pussy or ass?”

“Rock, paper, scissors?” he suggested, his cock still deep in my throat.

They quickly played best of three as they fucked me, and Dylan won.

“I’m having her ass then,” he smirked. “It’s so fucking tight.”

He pulled out, leaving me gaping and clenching around empty air. Jace pulled me over to a neat sofa at the edge of the office. He sat down, his erect cock pointing straight up, and dragged me down on top of him. My needy cunt stretched open again around his shaft, and I rode him for a few seconds.

But Dylan was already lining himself up behind. With a firm thrust, he slid his cock into my ass. With Jace in my pussy, I was even tighter now, and I cried out in ecstasy as I felt their dicks rub against each other through my walls.

I gasped, caught between them, every nerve ending alight. The sheer fullness, the way their bodies moved together inside me, sent shockwaves through my core. My hands gripped Jace’s shoulders, my ample tits bouncing in his face. I arched back into Dylan, the air full of my moans and cries.

Marcus sauntered over, and I hungrily pulled his thick, black cock into my mouth.

“Look at her,” Gemma whispered, sounding like she was about to come herself. “A perfect little free-use whore getting triple stuffed.”

She was right, my body was stretched to its limits, but I didn’t want them to stop. I couldn’t get enough. I closed my eyes and came so hard I nearly passed out. I could feel my cunt clenching around Jace’s cock, as my ass contracted on Dylan’s.

“Fuck, this slut’s ass,” groaned Dylan, “I’m not going to last long.”

“Give me a go on it then,” laughed Marcus. My stomach did a flip. He was a lot bigger.

Dylan pulled out, and Marcus took his place. It was hard for him to get his cock in me at first, and he spat on my ass for some extra lube. When he finally entered me, I felt stretched like never before.

“God, I love sluts like this,” murmured Marcus, working his cock deeper into my ass and making me cry out again. “Reminds me of that air hostess on the flight back from Sweden.”

Dylan looked over at Gemma. “There’s another slut over there,” he smirked. He walked over to her and grabbed her roughly by the arm. He pushed her down next to me on the sofa, her ass in the air, and spread her cheeks with his hands. “Another slutty asshole that wants some cock,” he laughed.

Then he pushed his cock deep into her ass and started fucking her. Soon, her cries of ecstasy were mixing with mine, as we both got fucked hard. They didn’t stop. They moved harder, faster, their hands gripping us, their big dicks pounding into us in every available hole. On and on.

I lost count of how many times I came. Eventually, Marcus let out a loud groan, and I felt him throb as he spilled his warm cum in my ass. Soon after, Jace let go with cries of relief, and I took another load in my pussy. When I rolled off onto the sofa, I could feel it pouring out of me and making my thighs sticky.

Dylan and Gemma were still going. Dylan had her pinned down on the sofa with her knees on her shoulders, his ass pumping up and down hard as he fucked her pussy. When he finally came, he pulled out at the last minute and spurted all up her front. Some of it went on her smart, black skirt, some on her exposed tits, and some even on her face.

Gemma just licked the cum off her lips and purred. “Thank you, boys.”

“Yes. Thank you,” I managed to whimper, my body still shaking with aftershocks.

When I finally stepped out of the office, my legs were still shaky and my mind buzzing. My body ached in the most delicious ways, my thighs sore and my lips tingling. I pulled my jacket tight around me as I walked to the car, trying to suppress the smug little smile that kept playing across my lips.

At home, I slipped quietly through the front door. Sure enough, the kitchen lights were on, and Ben was there: barefoot, in joggers, humming along to something I couldn’t hear, a glass of wine already poured on the counter for me.

“Hey, babe,” he called without turning. “How’d it go?”

I kicked off my heels and dropped my bag, letting the weight of the day slide from my shoulders. “Busy,” I said. “Eventually.”

I stepped up to him, kissed his cheek, and leaned close enough to whisper, “I need a shower. But first…”

I reached for his hand and guided it up my skirt. His fingers slipped into the side of my soaked and ruined panties and brushed the soaked, sticky mess of my pussy, still leaking cum. His breath caught.

“Jesus, Molly,” he murmured, eyes darting to mine.

I leaned back just enough to watch his expression. His pupils dilated, and his cock started straining at the fabric of his joggers.

“You’re still full of cum,” he said, his finger pushing up inside me.

“And in my ass,” I whispered.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You slut.”

“Mmhmm,” I said sweetly, stepping back and letting my skirt ride up as I bent over the kitchen table. “Now, what are you going to do about it?”

I heard the soft swish of fabric as he pushed his joggers down and stepped in close; the heat of him pressed against me. His hands gripped my hips. He slid inside me with one deep, urgent thrust, groaning as he felt how wet and open I already was. I gasped, fingers curling around the edge of the table.

Afterward, he made me dinner, gave me a massage, and ran me a bath. He really was the perfect husband.


Chapter Nine




The next day at the office, everything felt normal. Gemma gave me a casual greeting, without even the slightest whiff of the fact that, less than twenty-four hours ago, we’d both been fucked in the ass together by the sales team.

“Molly,” she said, placing a steaming mug of coffee beside me, “I need you to clean up the Q2 data sheet and update the supplier costs. It’s a mess.”

She leaned over and opened up a file on my desktop, showing me what to do. She was so close I could smell her perfume and see down her top at her perfectly shaped breasts. I got a sudden flashback to how they had bounced when she was getting fucked, and felt a rush of heat between my legs. But this morning, Gemma was like any normal boss, setting me a task. I tried to concentrate on what she was saying.

Once I knew what I was doing, she walked off, her ponytail swinging. Cool, calm, not a single hair out of place. Meanwhile, I was already squirming in my seat, my brain full of memories that had nothing to do with spreadsheets. I shifted in my chair, trying to focus, but my knickers were damp and my attention span was non-existent. I desperately hoped I wouldn’t have to wait as long for some action today.

I’d barely gotten started when someone knocked on the office door. One of the product designers, Harrison, poked his head in. He was tall, tattooed, and never looked like he’d ever worn a tie in his life.

“Sorry to interrupt,” he said, his accent smooth. “We’ve got one of the new prototypes ready. We need someone to help with testing.”

Gemma didn’t even look up from her laptop. “Perfect. Molly’s free.”

My head snapped up. “I… what kind of testing?”

Harrison smiled. “Just come with me.”

Gemma looked over her glasses and gave me the tiniest smirk. “Don’t worry, Molly. You’ll be excellent at it.”

Whatever it was, my heart was already pounding. I stood, trying to act like a professional person with normal thoughts and a functioning brain, and followed Harrison down the corridor.

“Is this like a... usability thing?” I asked as we walked.

“You’ll see,” he said, grinning.

The door to the testing lab opened automatically and slid shut behind us with a hiss.

The lab looked like something out of a sci-fi film… if sci-fi films had racks of vibrators instead of ray guns. The walls were lined with sleek shelving units, each displaying a different prototype: toys in silicone and metal, remote controls, tangled bundles of wires, and the occasional half-finished casing lying open like a dissected robot.

A couple of engineers were busy at their stations. One guy was hunched over a soldering bench, the soft smell of melted solder in the air. Two women in lab coats were talking over a laptop, pointing at the screen. It showed a 3D rendering of what looked like a rocket-powered dildo slowly rotating on the screen, glowing in pink and chrome.

Then I saw it. Right in the middle of the room. A saddle.

No, really. Like a fucking saddle. Black leather, bolted to a low platform, with proper stirrups and a thick, shiny dildo sticking up from the middle.

“Oh my god,” I muttered.

“Ah, yes,” said Harrison, “That’s what we need to test.”

I looked at him, trying to play it cool. “What is it?” I asked, already knowing full well what it was.

“We call it the Wild Pony. It’s got programmable rhythms, pressure sensors, oh, and it’s AI-controlled to work out exactly how to make you climax.. Still in beta.”

I swallowed nervously. “So… what exactly do you need me to do?”

He didn’t blink or smirk. This was just his job. “We just need you to run through the sequence. See how it feels. Give us honest feedback.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You mean sit on it.”

“Exactly. You’ll need this.” He handed me a small tub of lubricant.

I hiked my skirt up and slipped my panties down to my ankles. The lab was air-conditioned, and I felt the cold breeze on my pussy. I scooped out some of the lube and rubbed it around my entrance, then pushed two fingers in my cunt, making sure I was nice and slick.

Then, nervously, I threw one leg over the saddle. I ran my hands over the attached dildo. It wasn’t very long, but it was very thick and slightly curved. I moved over it and spread myself with my fingers, pressing it against my entrance. Then I sank down on top of it, an involuntary moan coming from my lips as it stretched me wide open.

“How does it feel?” asked Harrison. The rest of the technicians had gathered around to watch now. One woman in a lab coat was making notes on a tablet.

“Good,” I gasped, still getting accustomed to the thick shaft. They all stared at me, and I realized they wanted a bit more than that. “I’m enjoying how thick it is… um… ooh, and the curve is nice,” I added, moving slightly and feeling it rub against my G-spot.

“Put your feet in the stirrups, and hold onto the handle at the front,” he instructed. “This button here is the emergency stop; you can hit that at any time. Are you ready for the program?”

I nodded. He walked over to a laptop nearby and clicked the mouse. Suddenly, the whole saddle started humming with vibrations. It was subtle, but the rush of pleasure was immediate, flooding my body with sensations.

And then the whole thing started to rock slowly back and forth like one of those mechanical bulls. Every movement made the dildo inside me rub against my sensitive spots. The rocking intensified, just slightly, enough to make me let out another breathless gasp. The stirrups forced my legs wide apart, and I felt completely open, completely on display. My clit throbbed against the leather as the machine bucked gently beneath me.

“Pressure sensors are kicking in,” one of the women said, glancing at her tablet. “Look at the spike on the pelvic contact data.”

“The AI should start adapting to her pleasure cues about… now,” said another.

It did… something happened, and I started unraveling. My fingers clenched the front handle as the rhythm shifted again, slightly faster now, the angle adjusting automatically so the tip inside me hit exactly where I needed it. I whimpered.

“Rate the penetration on a scale of one to ten,” said the woman with the tablet, her tone totally clinical. “And detail any discomfort.”

“Ten,” I said instantly, struggling to get the word out. “No… eleven. And no discomfort. Jesus.”

“Let’s try the pulsing algorithm,” Harrison said.

The dildo inside me began to throb, a deep, rhythmic pressure that matched the rocking motion. It was like being fucked and teased at the same time. I could feel my orgasm already starting to build, fast and hot, curling through me like wildfire.

“She’s not going to last much longer,” someone behind me said.

My hips rocked with the motion of the saddle, greedy now, chasing the pressure. My skin was flushed, my nipples stiff under my blouse. I was soaking, the lube mixing with my own release and running down the base of the dildo to make the saddle wet.

The machine tilted slightly, the angle of the thrust shifting so the curved shaft inside me stroked up and forward, slow and deliberate. I cried out, my whole body clenching.

“Oh fuck… yes… that… oh my god…”

I came like a tidal wave. It was sudden, brutal, and completely overwhelming. My thighs shook, my feet strained at the stirrups, and I couldn’t stop the scream coming out of my mouth. I was grinding down, riding the machine shamelessly as it drew the orgasm out longer, harder. It seemed to adapt to my movements, coaxing more and more out of me as my orgasm went on and on.

Before one orgasm had finished, I felt another one wash over me, more and more pleasure, making me dizzy. I’d never felt anything like it. Wave after wave it came, on and on, the machine dragging out more and more pleasure from my shaking, screaming body.

But suddenly, it was too much, I slammed my fist on the emergency stop button, and the whole thing ground to a halt. I collapsed forward against the handle, panting. I could feel sweat sticking my blouse to my back. My pussy was still twitching, sensitive and wet, and clenching around the dildo.

“Wow,” said Harrison, stepping forward and offering me a bottle of water like I’d just finished a gym session. “That was some excellent data. And we achieved a new record length orgasm at fifty-eight seconds.”

The lab team was already going over the readouts, murmuring things like “peak duration” and “sustained response curve,” like I hadn’t just publicly ridden their machine to the most intense orgasm of my life.

I looked up at Harrison, flushed and dazed. Despite his professional demeanor, his pants were tented at the front, his stiff cock straining at the fabric. There was something else I needed now, and I wasn’t going to stop until I got it. I practically crawled across the floor until I was kneeling in front of him. I unfastened his belt and pulled down his zipper.

“Um…” he started to say.

I pulled out his cock. It was rock hard and already leaking at the tip.

“Did you like watching me come?” I purred, looking up at him as I lazily stroked his big erection.

“Yes…” he whimpered. “The test subjects don’t usually…”

But I stopped him speaking by taking his whole cock deep into my throat. He groaned, his fingers automatically twining in my hair.

“Mmm-mmm,” I murmured around his cock, making him whimper again as he felt the vibrations in my throat.

About to gag, I pulled my head back, spit connecting my mouth to his dick. I looked up at him and gave his shaft a long, lazy lick. His cock was so hard it was visibly throbbing.

“Do you want to come all over my face?” I whispered, looking him in the eyes.

He nodded frantically, unable to speak.

I wrapped my hand around his shaft and started stroking him, occasionally taking the head into my mouth and hollowing my cheeks. I knew he wasn’t going to last long. When he started to groan, I stroked faster, looking up at him with my mouth open.

He came. A fat load of thick cum right into my mouth. The next load went across my cheek and nose. I closed my eyes. More and more pulsed out of him, warm and wet on my face as he completely covered me.

“Right, you’ve had your fun, back to work, Harrison,” one of the women in lab coats said. She handed me a box of tissues.


Chapter Ten




On the walk back to the office, my thighs were still trembling, and my legs were weak. I could hardly walk. The look on Gemma’s face when I entered said she knew exactly what I’d been up to. She didn’t say anything right away. Just handed me a coffee, while I sank into my chair like someone who had just ridden a robotic cock to multiple screaming orgasms in front of a team of engineers.

“So,” she said after a sip of her own drink. “How did the testing go?”

I blinked, flushed, and tried to act normal. “Fine,” I said, voice slightly hoarse. “Very… thorough.”

Gemma smirked over her cup, her eyes flicking briefly to my blouse. “I’ll bet.”

She turned to her laptop, tapped a few keys, then glanced back at me. “You know, I’ve enjoyed teasing you, and you have been very patient. As a reward, I’ve arranged a little something for you during morning break.”

I opened my mouth. Closed it. My pussy clenched automatically.

“What kind of… something?” I asked, heat already pulsing between my legs.

Gemma just smiled and checked her watch. “You’ll find out in about three minutes.”

I stared at her, a million filthy fantasies ricocheting through my brain. Three minutes later, the factory bell rang, sharp and metallic.

Gemma stood. “Come with me.”

She didn’t wait for a reply. Just turned and walked toward the break room, her heels clicking on the tiles, her ponytail swinging behind her.

When she pushed open the break room door, I stopped dead. The room was full. There must have been a dozen men, maybe more. They were all factory floor workers: big, muscular, sweat-streaked, still in their coveralls and safety boots. Some had already unzipped, revealing thick, hard cocks in eager hands. Others were just watching me, eyes dark, hungry. The smell of sex and engine oil clung to them like heat.

One of them smiled. “This the new girl?”

Gemma nodded. “Yes, and she’s been a very good girl.”

Every eye turned to me. My heart was pounding in my chest.

“So, Molly,” Gemma said, stepping behind me and sliding her hand down my back, over the curve of my ass. “What do you say? Want your reward?”

My cunt was already soaking wet. I looked around at the wall of horny, hard men, then back at Gemma. “Yes, please.”

The men surrounded me, eyes greedy, their cocks already stiff. They led me to the center of the room, where there was a low table. It was heavy wood, about knee height. They peeled off my blouse slowly, buttons popping open one by one, revealing the lace of my bra and the flushed skin beneath. Someone unhooked it, and my big breasts fell out.

“Fuck, look at those titties,” murmured one of the men.

I squeezed my breasts together in my hands. “You boys hungry?”

A chorus of affirmations erupted from the group. I climbed up onto the table, dropping to my knees and crawling across the surface, skirt riding high on my hips. I reached under, hooked my soaked panties, and slid them down my thighs, tossing them to one of the men like a prize. He caught them and stuffed them in his pocket with a grin.

Another man stepped forward. Huge, dark-skinned, with forearms like tree trunks and a cock that looked as thick as my wrist. He reached out, testing the slickness between my thighs with his fingers. I gasped.

“She’s dripping,” he said, grinning at the others. “Fuckin’ ready.”

Hands were on me from every direction, rough palms squeezing my ass, fingers tugging at my nipples, and someone pulling my hair back as they fed me the first cock of the session. I opened my mouth gladly, taking him deep, moaning around his thickness.

Another man lined up behind me and shoved inside my cunt without warning. I was already so wet that he slid up to the hilt on the first thrust. I cried out, my voice muffled by the cock in my throat.

“God, she’s tight,” the one fucking me groaned, hands gripping my hips like a vice.

I was caught between them, throat full, cunt stuffed, and getting fucked hard. My moans were constant now, my body already spiraling towards a climax. Someone else moved next to me and offered his cock to my hand. I wrapped my fingers around it and started stroking, eager to please all of them at once.

There were cocks everywhere, rubbing against my face, slapping against my tits. They were slick with precum and eager for my attention. I couldn’t get enough. I was sucking and fucking, drool dripping down my chin, juices running down my thighs onto the table beneath me.

Gemma stood in the corner, sipping her coffee and watching the scene like a queen surveying her kingdom.

“She’s such a good girl,” she said softly. “Takes cock so beautifully.”

They started rotating. The one fucking me came with a groan, his hot load flooding my cunt, and immediately another took his place, this one faster, rougher, spanking my ass with every thrust. I switched cocks in my mouth, taking a new one down my throat. The owner of it gripped the sides of my face and fucked my mouth. I came hard.

Then they moved me onto my back, legs spread wide and feet in the air. One of the men, overweight with a short, fat cock, started fucking me in the ass while another one ejaculated onto my tits. The table creaked beneath us. Sweat poured down my body. I was soaked, sticky, absolutely ruined, and loving every second of it.

Men groaned and shouted as they came, in my mouth, on my tits, across my belly. The fat guy came in my ass and was quickly replaced by someone else. One of them managed to get his cock in my pussy at the same time, and soon the two of them were pounding me in sync. I came so hard that I nearly passed out.

By the end, I was lying sprawled across the table, covered in cum, my cunt still twitching from yet another orgasm, my makeup a total mess, my throat raw, and my body trembling with satisfaction.

The factory bell rang again, and break time was over. The men gradually pulled up their pants and disappeared. Gemma stepped forward, finally, and helped me sit up.

“How was your little surprise?” she asked, brushing a stray lock of hair from my flushed face.

I smiled, utterly fucked-out, glowing with satisfaction. “Best… coffee break… ever.”

She stroked my cheek. “But now you’ve got to finish updating the supplier costs. Get back to work, you dirty slut.”

THE END

Follow Cleo at www.cleocarnell.com to get updates and special offers.


Free Use At The Florist


A Filthy And Fun Free Use Adventure



Chapter One




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

I headed downstairs, a contented smile on my face.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I turned and kissed him. “Love you.”

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

“I’ll send pics.”

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


Chapter Two




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

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

She looked up and grinned lazily.

“You must be Molly.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Of course.”

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

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

“This is your uniform.”

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

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

“Is there somewhere I can get changed?”

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

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

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

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

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

Ivy gave it a little slap. “Perfect.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Y… yes,” I stammered.

“What happened to the other girl then?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three




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

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

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

“Oh,” I breathed. “Hello.”

Then Ivy’s voice sliced clean through the moment.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes… fuck, yes… harder… God…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Come for me,” he growled.

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

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

“Fuck… oh god…” she moaned.

“Again,” he commanded.

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

And still, his thumb didn’t stop.

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

“Please,” Ivy whimpered, her voice hoarse.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four




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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ash?”

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

“Er… okay.”

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

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

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

He blinked when he saw me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I smiled. “You’re sweet.”

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

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

He didn’t need any more encouragement.

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

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

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

“Where should we…?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Say it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Use me…” I gasped. “Fuck me…”

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

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

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

“Come on me,” I panted.

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

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

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

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

“You found Ash, then?”

“Yes. Er… do you have a shower?”

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

“Sounds perfect,” I replied.


Chapter Five




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ivy hadn’t warned me about a delivery.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m Chad,” said the short one.

“Nice to meet you. Molly.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I could hardly breathe; I felt so full.

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m going to fill her,” Mike said.

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

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

They climbed off and helped me down from the truck.

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

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

“Thank you,” I managed to croak.

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

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

“There was a delivery,” I said.

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


Chapter Six




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

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

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

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

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

I didn’t deny it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good girl,” he said.

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

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

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

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

“Pansy,” she whispered.

“Turn around,” he said.

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

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

“Quiet,” he said.

She bit her lip, trying to obey.

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

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

She came instantly, screaming and shaking.

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

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

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

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

He didn’t stop.

“Keep count,” he growled.

“T… two…” she choked out.

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

“Three,” she gasped.

Then the fourth.

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

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

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

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

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

He withdrew, watching the mess drip from her.

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

I scrambled back into the shop, chest heaving.

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

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

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


Chapter Seven




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

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

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

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

“Hmm,” I said, suspiciously.

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

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

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

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

They greeted me with a chorus of smiles and pleasantries.

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

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

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

There was a ripple of laughter.

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

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

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

More giggling.

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

“Oh, I never do.”

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

The innuendos came thick and fast.

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

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

I blinked. “Uh… no.”

“Just like the regular girl, then?”

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

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

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

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

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

The apron slipped from my body.

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

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

“Lay her down,” someone said.

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

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

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

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

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

They helped me up and handed me back my apron.

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

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

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


Chapter Eight




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

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

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

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

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

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

I raised an eyebrow. “I could always…”

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

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

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

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

And Ivy was gone. It was my turn.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He gestured casually to the two men beside him.

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

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

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

“Molly, sir,” I said.

“Do you like sucking cock, Molly?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then get on your knees.”

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

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

Then I was surrounded.

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

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

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

I moaned around his cock, already soaked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wider,” he said.

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

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

He pushed into me in one slow, hard stroke.

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

“F-fuck…” I whimpered.

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

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

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

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

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

“Another one,” Mr Smith growled.

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

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

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

“Ride him,” Mr Smith said.

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re going to come,” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE END
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Free Use At The Flight School


A Filthy And Fun Free Use Adventure



Chapter One




The smell of frying bacon drifted upstairs as I finished touching up my makeup in the mirror. Down below, I could hear Ben clattering pans. My lovely husband, always making sure I was fed before I got sent off to a new temp job.

I padded downstairs to the kitchen. He looked up from the stove, grinning when he saw the ridiculous little outfit I’d chosen: a cropped red tee, denim hotpants barely covering my ass, and knee-high socks with stripes. I tossed my blonde hair over my shoulder and sent him an air-kiss.

“Jesus Christ,” he said, spatula in hand. “That’s what you’re wearing to your first day at the flight school?”

“Apparently so,” I said, reaching for a mug of coffee. “I’m not sure what I’ll be doing, to be honest. But you know the rules…”

“Free use,” he finished for me, his grin widening.

I nodded, sipping. “Anyone who wants me.”

“And they won’t be able to wait to peel down those hot pants,” he said, already getting turned on.

I giggled and rolled my eyes. He was always like this before I started a new job. Ben put down the spatula and came over, eyes already locked on the way my large tits strained the little crop top.

He pressed me against the counter before I could even sit down. “I like knowing you’re going to come home stretched and dripping, telling me everything that happened.” His hand slid straight down the front of my shorts. His fingers brushed my bush and dipped between my folds, already finding me wet.

“Ben,” I gasped, clinging to his arm.

“You’re soaked already.” He groaned against my neck. “How long until you have to be at the airport?”

I glanced at the clock. “Fifty minutes.”

“I only need two.”

He turned me around and pushed me against the counter, tugging my shorts and panties down to my thighs in one swift yank. His cock was already hard, tenting his joggers. He pulled it out, thick and ready. “Got to fill you up before those hot flight instructors get their turn.”

I stuck my ass out for him, giving it a little wiggle. I whimpered as the blunt head of his cock pressed against me, and then he drove inside with one hard thrust. My back arched, the counter digging into my hips as he buried himself deep.

“God, yes,” I moaned, clutching at the counter.

He fucked me urgently, hips slamming against my thighs, each thrust hard and needy. His breath was hot against my neck. “How many of them are you going to let use you?”

“No idea… any of them… all of them…” I panted as he pounded into me.

“Do you think they’ll fuck you on an actual plane?”

“No idea… I hope so… god, fuck… yes, like that…”

His hand reached around, finding my clit and pressing two fingers to it. He circled it roughly, pulling me back onto his cock. I moaned again, arching my back even more.

My orgasm hit fast, my cunt clenching around him as he drove into me. He groaned, teeth against my shoulder, and with one final thrust, he emptied himself inside me, cock pulsing as cum flooded me. My legs went weak as I bent over the counter, shaking like crazy.

We stood there for a few seconds, panting. When he pulled out, I felt his cum run down my thigh.

“Perfect,” he murmured, pulling my shorts back up over the mess.

I kissed him, laughing breathlessly. “I love you.”

“Shit,” he said, suddenly, leaping back to save the bacon, which was starting to burn in the pan.

I just giggled, sitting down to wait for my breakfast.


Chapter Two




When I got to the airport, I collected my security lanyard from the gate and found the hangar where the flight school was based. The place smelled like jet fuel, grease, and coffee. A handful of men were already there, dressed in crisp white shirts with epaulettes on their shoulders, black ties, and neatly pressed pants. The pilots. They looked every bit the part: clean-cut, professional, and very aware of how hot they were. Their eyes landed on me the second I walked through the door.

“Hi,” I said brightly, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear as I smiled at them.

One of the instructors stepped forward. He looked like he was the most senior, probably in his early fifties, with flecks of grey in his dark hair and neatly trimmed beard. His name tag read Captain Harris. His eyes ran over me shamelessly before he extended his hand.

“You must be the new temp,” he said, his voice smooth and commanding. “Not exactly dressed for office work, are you?”

I shook his hand, batting my lashes. “Guess I was dressing more for the free-use side of the role.”

That earned me a ripple of laughter from the others. But their attention never left my body, my bare thighs, the tight line of denim hugging my hips, the obvious outline of my nipples pressing against my crop top.

Captain Harris’s smile sharpened. “No worries. We like initiative around here. Why don’t you come with me? I’ll show you around and then introduce you to your boss, Janet. She’s in charge of all the bookings and flight plans, so I imagine you’ll be helping with that.”

As I followed Harris across the hangar, I caught the whispers of the other men behind us. They weren’t even pretending not to stare at my ass. My pulse quickened. Captain Harris was so hot, I just wanted him to take me right there.

He led me across the hangar, past a couple of small planes. When we came to a set of metal stairs, he let me go first. I could feel his eyes on my ass as we went up. At the top, a door opened up into an office.

“This is Janet,” he said.

Behind a wide desk stacked with binders sat a beautiful woman. She was mid-forties, maybe, but polished to perfection. Her ginger hair fell in glossy waves to her shoulders, framing a face with subtle eyeliner and bright red lips. She wore a tight white blouse that looked ready to burst at the buttons, her breasts so generous they made my own look modest. A pencil skirt hugged her hips and thighs, ending just above her knees.

She glanced up at me over the rim of her reading glasses. “So you’re the new girl,” she said. Her eyes swept me up and down, lingering on my hot pants. I felt my cheeks flush under her gaze. “I hope you’ve been keeping your hands to yourself, Captain Harris,” she smirked.

“As always, Janet. You know how I am with my hands. I remember you when you first started here as a free-use temp. You were every bit as needy as our new girl looks.”

Janet looked a bit flushed, crossing her legs tighter. “That’s true, Captain Harris, and I can still be needy when I want to be.”

Harris checked his watch. “Anyway,” he said, turning to me. “I’ve got a lesson now, but I thought I might take you out for a flight this afternoon, show you what we do here.”

“Oh my,” I replied, my heart pounding with excitement. “That would be wonderful.”

Janet sniggered. “If you’re getting the Mile High treatment later, then you’d better buckle down to some work this morning. I’ll show you how to file flight plans.”

And with that, Captain Harris left the office, the door clicking shut behind him, leaving me alone with Janet. She showed me to my desk and slid a binder across as she came around to my side. “Alright, let’s get you started. Nothing complicated, just filing the flight plans and making sure the bookings line up with available aircraft. Easy enough.”

She leaned over me to point at the computer screen. Her perfume washed over me, and with her blouse gaping, I had a perfect view straight down into her cleavage. Her tits looked even bigger from this angle, full and heavy, the lace of her bra just visible beneath the straining buttons.

“See this?” she murmured, one manicured finger sliding across the screen. “All the incoming students get entered here. Then we assign them an instructor…” Her voice slowed as she noticed me staring at her chest. Instead of pulling back, she smirked.

“You know what?” she said. “Fuck work. I doubt you can wait until this afternoon, and I know I can’t. Follow me.”

She straightened and swept toward the door, hips swaying, and heels clicking on the floor. My pulse quickened as I hurried after her, wondering what was going on.


Chapter Three




We went down the stairs and through the hangar until Janet pushed through a side door into one of the workshops. The air was heavy with the scent of oil and metal, the clang of tools echoing against the concrete walls.

Two mechanics looked up from where they were hunched over an engine block. They were broad, filthy with sweat and smears of black grease, their coveralls tied at the waist to show off their bare chests. Both of them froze when they saw Janet stride in with me trailing behind.

“Morning, boys,” Janet purred, leaning against the nearest workbench. She popped open the top couple of buttons on her blouse, and the swell of her cleavage spilled out a little more in the lacy bra. “I’ve brought you a treat.”

The mechanics exchanged a look, grinning like wolves, their eyes flicking between me and Janet.

“Janet,” one of them said, wiping his hands on a rag, “you’re too good to us.”

“Molly,” she said. “Meet Brad and Tony.”

Brad gave me a little salute. He had shaggy blonde hair, like a surfer. Tony was darker, with black hair and olive skin.

Janet tilted her head, beckoning me closer with one finger. As I moved closer, she unhooked two more buttons, her blouse gaping fully open. She grabbed the back of my neck, pulling me in for a long, sloppy kiss, with lots of tongue. I felt a rush of arousal between my legs, my panties getting instantly wet as I felt her tits squash against mine.

“Fuuuck,” murmured Brad, as if he’d never seen anything so sexy.

Janet spun me around so that I was facing the men, and she was behind me. Then she grabbed the hem of my crop top and lifted it over my head. I wasn’t wearing a bra, and my heavy tits dropped down. Janet threw my top to the side and grabbed hold of my breasts in both hands, giving them a good squeeze.

“She’s got great tits, eh, boys?”

“Fuck, yeah,” said Brad.

“Sure has,” agreed Tony.

“Shall we see if she knows what to do with her tongue?” she purred.

The guys nodded, eyes wide and hungry for the show.

With that, Janet hiked her skirt higher, then slipped her panties down her thighs until they dropped to the concrete floor. She stood proudly, one leg propped on the step of a rolling ladder, exposing herself. A gloriously thick ginger bush framed her cunt, glowing amber in the harsh workshop light. She was glistening, soaking wet, her curls matted with arousal, her pink folds flushed and open.

She spread herself with two fingers, giving the mechanics a perfect view. I could see arousal pooling in her pussy. “Get over here, Molly.”

I sank to my knees instantly, trembling with excitement. The scent of her arousal hit me first, and my mouth watered as I leaned in, tongue out, and gave her a long, slow lick from her clit down to her entrance.

Janet moaned loudly, pressing against my mouth. “Mmm… yes… just like that.”

I pressed my tongue deeper, pushing into her soaked cunt. Her taste filled my mouth; salty, sweet, and utterly addictive. I lapped hungrily, sucking her clit between my lips, then plunging my tongue as deep as I could.

Behind us, Brad groaned. “Jesus Christ, look at her eat that pussy.”

Tony’s voice was thick with lust. “Fuck, she’s really going for it.”

Janet tangled her fingers in my hair, grinding her hips against my mouth. “Ohhh… she’s a natural, boys. God, she’s making me come…” Her thighs trembled as I flicked her clit faster with the tip of my tongue, sucking hard while thrusting two fingers inside her.

She cried out, head thrown back, tits bouncing as her orgasm ripped through her. Her juices spilled over my chin as I licked and fingered her, drinking down everything she gave me.

When her spasms finally slowed, she dragged me up by the hair and kissed me hard, moaning against my mouth, her taste smearing between our lips. She pulled back just enough to turn toward the men.

“Now, why don’t you fuck us?” she said simply. “Both of us. Right here.”


Chapter Four




The words shot straight through me, heat pooling between my legs. Before I could even think, Brad grabbed me by the hips and spun me toward the workbench, pushing me down so my chest pressed against the cool metal. Beside me, Janet bent over in the same position, her skirt hiked up over her ass.

“Oh yeah… fucked side by side,” she murmured, flashing me a wicked grin.

I heard the rustle of zippers, the slap of cocks pulled free. I glanced over my shoulder to see both men holding long, fat dicks in their hands. Then strong, dirty hands yanked my hot pants down, baring my ass. Brad spread me wide, not bothering with gentleness, and shoved himself inside with a rough, hungry thrust.

I gasped, the cold metal under my cheek, the sudden stretch making me cry out.

Beside me, Janet let out a long, throaty moan as Tony slammed into her just as roughly, the sound of his hips meeting her ass echoing in the workshop.

The two of us clung to the edge of the workbench, tits pressed against it, while they pounded into us hard and fast, grunting with effort. Greasy fingers dug into my hips, dragging me back onto his cock with every thrust, the smell of oil and sweat and sex thick in the air. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to be getting fucked thirty minutes after arriving.

They both started fucking us hard. Brad had a nice, thick cock, and he stretched my cunt open perfectly as he pounded me from behind. Tony was taking Janet hard too… so hard that her breasts had popped out the top of her bra and were swinging back and forth like crazy.

“Oh god, fuck me,” she moaned, over and over, her eyes locked with mine. Then they rolled up in her head, and she cried out as she came hard.

Brad snarled behind me, one hand suddenly tangling in my hair. He yanked my head back, forcing me to arch my back, his cock spearing me deeper than before. “Fucking free-use slut,” he growled.

I could only moan, my body jerking helplessly as he fucked me harder, hips smacking against my ass with filthy, wet slaps.

Tony reached forward, one greasy hand wrapping around Janet’s throat, forcing her head up as he pounded her. Her eyes rolled back, mouth open in a silent cry of ecstasy. She looked gorgeous being fucked like that. The workshop rang with the brutal rhythm of four bodies colliding, the sharp grunts of the men, our desperate cries, the slap of skin on skin.

Brad slammed into me even harder, snarling in my ear, his sweaty chest pressed to my back now. I could feel him thick and urgent inside me, stretching me, using me. “Come for me,” he whispered in my ear.

That was enough to push me over the edge, and I came hard, my cunt clenching around his thick cock as he fucked me through it. Then he slowed, before finally pulling out and letting me collapse face down on the workbench. But I didn’t get a rest for long. The guys swapped, and Tony guided his cock into me instead.

Soon, they were both fucking us hard again; Brad slamming into Janet, while Tony held my face down firmly against the metal of the workbench.

“You want my cum on your face?” he growled, fucking me harder as he chased his release.

“Yes… please…” I gasped.

Brad and Tony both pulled out, and Janet and I spun around, kneeling on the floor in front of them. The men stroked their thick cocks above us, faster and faster. Suddenly, Brad erupted, thick cum spewing all over Janet’s upturned face. Tony followed seconds later, long lines of warm cum over my tongue and across my cheek.

Beside me, Janet moaned shamelessly as Brad’s load dripped from her lashes, streaked her red lips, and slid down the valley of her cleavage. We knelt side by side on the concrete floor, both of us a filthy mess, faces dripping with cum while the men groaned above us, squeezing out every last drop. Their hands stayed wrapped tight around their cocks, milking themselves, strings of white still spattering our chests and hair.

I caught Janet’s eye through the mess. She laughed softly, then leaned over and licked a thick streak right off my cheek. “Mmm,” she purred, licking her lips. “Delicious.”

I couldn’t help myself; I leaned toward her, and our mouths met in a sloppy kiss, cum smearing between us and dripping onto our tits, tongues tangling as the mechanics watched.

Brad groaned, tucking himself away with a satisfied smirk. “Jesus Christ, it was hard enough to get any work done with just Janet here.”

Janet finally pulled back, strings of spit and cum still connecting our mouths. She stood and extended a hand to me. I took it, legs wobbly as she pulled me up beside her.

We cleaned ourselves up in the restroom before heading back to the office.

“Those guys are great fun,” said Janet as we climbed the stairs. “But they’re all wham, bam, and then it’s over. Wait until you get some time alone with Mr Harris.”

“What’s he like?” I said, already getting turned on at the thought.

“You’ll see,” she smirked.


Chapter Five




Icould hardly wait for the afternoon. Finally, through the office window, I spotted Captain Harris’s plane rolling across the tarmac, taxiing smoothly toward the hangar. Even from here, I could see the way he sat tall, one hand on the yoke, every inch the confident pilot. My pulse quickened just watching him, remembering the way he’d looked at me earlier, promising to take me up in the plane after lunch.

Beside me, Janet followed my gaze and smirked knowingly.

Suddenly, the desk phone rang. Janet picked it up. “Flight school bookings, Janet speaking.” A pause, then… “Oh, Miss Fairchild… again so soon? Mm-hm. Yes, of course, we’ll arrange that. Right away.”

She hung up and turned to me. “You’ll have to wait. Our favorite heiress wants another lesson, right now, and she only has Captain Harris.”

The plane pulled to a stop, and Harris and the student climbed down onto the tarmac.

Minutes later, a sleek black limo glided up the access road, pulling to a stop beside his plane. A uniformed driver leapt out to open the door, and out stepped the heiress. She was tall, dark-haired, and dripping in wealth. She had huge sunglasses, diamonds flashing at her neck, and a tight designer dress hugging every curve. She strutted straight toward Captain Harris.

I leaned against the glass, watching intently as she pressed her body up against his, running her hand over his chest, moving in too close with a spoiled, hungry smile.

“Unbelievable,” I muttered, jealousy twisting inside me.

Janet laughed softly, filing her nails like this was the most ordinary thing in the world. “Never mind, sweetheart. Yes, she’s a bratty little slut, but the customers come first, I’m afraid. With any luck, Harris can take you up tomorrow.”

I turned from the window, flushed and horny. I couldn’t wait until tomorrow. “Is he really going to fuck her?”

Janet rolled her eyes. “The heiress is a complete slut. She’ll have her hands on him before they’ve even cleared the runway. And once they’re cruising? They’ll be fucking in the sky. Count on it.”

I scowled with envy.

Janet laughed, closing her binder with a snap. “Poor thing. But we do have other pilots, you know.”

Before I could answer, she reached over and pressed the intercom switch. Her voice rang through the PA system, broadcasting to the whole hangar. “Attention instructors. Is anyone available for a quick briefing with our new free-use recruit in the briefing room?”

She released the button, then winked at me. “Let’s see who’s feeling generous. Why don’t you head down to the briefing room and see who turns up? I’ll handle the flight plans.”

“Thank you!” I beamed, kissing her on the cheek and bouncing down the steps to the briefing room. It was a small room, with two rows of chairs facing a projector and a table. The walls were covered in maps and charts. I had to wait less than five minutes before two figures appeared at the door.

The first was young for a pilot; he couldn’t have been more than twenty-one, with floppy blond hair falling into his eyes. His epaulettes gleamed on a freshly pressed shirt. His smile was boyish, but his eyes flicked immediately to my legs in my tiny hot pants.

The second was older, taller, a striking black man with a chiseled jaw and shoulders that filled out his uniform perfectly. His tie was loose, his grin confident, the kind of man who knew exactly how attractive he was.

“Afternoon,” the older one said smoothly. “We heard there was a new girl who needed some… attention. I’m Captain James, but you can call me Tom.”

“Hi, Tom,” I purred, crossing my legs and suddenly feeling very horny.

The younger one shifted awkwardly, trying to look composed but failing to keep his eyes from darting at my cleavage. Tom noticed and smirked. “This is Nathan,” he said, clapping the blond so hard on the shoulder that he nearly fell over. “Still in his first year as an instructor. But he’s keen, eager to learn, and exceptionally good with our female clients, if you know what I mean.”

Nathan blushed, but his grin gave away his excitement. “It’s, uh… it’s nice to meet you.”

I leaned back in my chair, arching my back a little to make my tits strain at the crop top. “Nice to meet you, too, Nathan.”

Tom sat next to me. “So, Molly… what exactly are you hoping to learn today?” His hand brushed against my bare knee, sliding higher without waiting for permission.

His touch was already making me breathless. “I… I don’t know. Maybe you could show me how instructors look after their female clients?”

Tom’s grin widened. “Gladly.” His hand pushed between my thighs, firm and deliberate, finding the damp heat through my hot pants. He cupped my mound firmly over my clothes. “Are you already wet for us?”

I gasped, my hips squirming. Nathan’s eyes widened, but he came and sat next to me on the other side. He licked his lips and reached out a hand, fingers brushing my arm, then drifting to trace the side of my breast.

“Go on,” Tom urged him. “She likes it. Don’t you, Molly?”

“Yes,” I breathed, shivering.

That was all the encouragement Nathan needed. His hands slide under my top, fingertips grazing my nipples, while Tom’s thick fingers pressed harder against my pussy from the outside, grinding the fabric into my soaked folds.

Nathan pushed my little red crop top higher until both of my tits spilled free, nipples already stiff and aching.

“God…” he whispered, staring for a moment before leaning in. His mouth latched onto one nipple, hot and wet, sucking greedily. His tongue flicked it, then circled, pulling moans from deep in my chest.

Tom’s grip between my legs grew firmer. His palm ground over my pussy in slow, deliberate circles, pressing my hot pants tight into my folds. Each drag of fabric against my clit made me whimper louder. I knew my panties must be soaked through now, as he made me twist and squirm in my seat.

“That’s it,” Tom murmured in my ear. “Let Nathan play with those perfect tits while I make you cum right here.”

Nathan’s other hand came up, squeezing my free breast as he sucked harder on the first. His teeth grazed my nipple, making me gasp, then he switched sides, his lips tugging at the other one while his fingers pinched and rolled the one he’d just left wet and swollen.

Meanwhile, Tom didn’t let up. He moved his hand in slow, grinding circles, rubbing me exactly where I was desperate for it. The fabric of my underwear dragged over my clit, the pressure almost unbearable.

I whimpered, hips bucking helplessly against his hand.

“You’re close, aren’t you?” Tom breathed, his teeth grazing my ear. “Soaking already, and we haven’t even gotten these shorts off. You’re going to come just like this. Come in your panties.”

Nathan moaned against my tits, his lips sucking me harder, sloppier, as if he couldn’t get enough. His breath was hot on my skin, his tongue leaving wet trails across my breasts while he kneaded them desperately.

My whole body trembled, legs shaking as Tom bore down harder, his palm pressing and grinding the fabric against my swollen clit in tight circles. The sensation built and built until I was crying out, clutching at Nathan’s hair, pulling him tight against my tits as the orgasm ripped through me.

I came hard, bucking against Tom’s hand, my pussy pulsing even through the fabric, soaking the inside of my shorts. My thighs clamped around his wrist as if to trap him there, while Nathan groaned against my nipple, sucking like his life depended on it.

When it finally eased, I sagged back against the chair, breathless, my chest and face flushed. My tits were wet from Nathan’s mouth, my panties drenched from Tom’s relentless hand.

Tom pulled his hand away slowly. “Now let’s see how she tastes,” he said.

Before I could catch my breath, both men took me by the arms and lifted me easily from the chair, setting me down on the edge of the table. Charts and papers fluttered to the floor as they cleared space for me.

Nathan’s hands were clumsy but eager, tugging my crop top up and over my head, tossing it aside. Tom was more deliberate, unbuttoning my shorts and peeling them down with my panties in one smooth motion, baring me completely. I gasped at the sudden exposure, heat rushing to my cheeks as their eyes raked over me.

“Perfect,” Tom said with a low growl.

They guided me onto my side, one leg bent, the other stretched out, leaving me wide open. The cool surface of the table pressed against my shoulder and hip while their hands roamed greedily over my bare skin.

Nathan dropped to his knees first, burying his face between my thighs. His tongue found my pussy immediately, lapping up the wetness they’d already coaxed from me, circling my clit with messy, desperate strokes. I moaned, clutching at the edge of the table as pleasure surged back through me.

Then Tom knelt behind me, spreading my ass with his strong hands. I shivered at the cool air against my rear entrance, then cried out when his tongue pressed firmly against my hole. He licked me there without hesitation, slow and thorough, the obscene sound of it mixing with Nathan’s frantic slurping at my pussy.

The sensation was overwhelming; two mouths working me at once, one on my dripping cunt, the other on my tight ass. I writhed between them, every nerve ending alight, my voice breaking into shameless cries.

Nathan moaned into my pussy, his tongue stabbing deeper, fingers spreading me, gaping wide so he could lick everywhere at once. Tom’s grip was rougher, holding my cheeks apart as he dragged his tongue over and over my rim, circling, teasing, then pushing just enough to make me squeal.

“God, yes!” I gasped, my whole body trembling. “Don’t stop… oh fuck, don’t stop…”

Pinned on my side, bare and dripping, I came hard for the second time, my vision going black as the sensations ripped through me. They licked me through wave after wave of pleasure, until finally I couldn’t take any more.


Chapter Six




Tom stood, slowly unbuttoning his shirt, his dark chest broad and gleaming under the strip lighting. His trousers hit the floor next, his thick cock springing free, heavy and already erect. Nathan was right behind him, fumbling with his belt in his eagerness. He stripped off in seconds, his lean young body flushed, cock jutting proudly. His dick was slimmer than Tom’s, but long, curving up toward his stomach as if begging for attention.

“On your knees, Molly,” Tom said.

I slid down from the table, my body still shaky from my climax, and dropped to the floor between them. Their cocks loomed above me, one dark and fat, the other pale and curved, but both hard as rock. My mouth watered just from the sight.

“Open wide,” Tom murmured.

I leaned forward, tongue out, and licked a slow line up Nathan’s shaft while my hand wrapped around Tom’s. They both groaned, their cocks twitching in my grip. Then I took Nathan into my mouth, sucking him down as far as I could manage, my lips sliding wetly over his length.

Tom growled above me. “Good girl. Now take us both.”

I gasped around Nathan’s cock as Tom pressed the head of his against my lips. He pushed forward, claiming one side of my mouth while Nathan stretched the other. My jaw ached as both cocks slid between my lips at once; two hot, throbbing lengths filling me, rubbing against each other on my tongue.

“Fuck,” Nathan whimpered, his hand tangling in my hair.

I gagged slightly, drool spilling down my chin, but the filthy thrill of it made me moan around them.

They moved together, shallow thrusts at first, then deeper, feeding me cock from both sides of my mouth. My tongue flicked frantically between them, tasting both men at once, while spit and pre-cum ran down onto my tits.

My throat was stuffed full of cock, drool dripping down my chin as I bobbed between them, when suddenly Tom’s hand caught Nathan’s jaw.

“Come here,” he growled.

Before I could react, the two men were kissing over my head; hard and rough, their tongues clashing as they thrust into my mouth side by side. The sight made my pussy gush all over again. Two pilots, kissing hungrily while I knelt between them, sucking them both. It was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. My moans vibrated around their cocks, and they groaned into each other’s mouths, thrusting against my lips.

Tom broke the kiss first, his chest heaving. “Now let’s fuck her.”

They hauled me up easily. Tom sat on one of the chairs, pulling me down onto his thick cock, impaling me in one hard, glorious thrust. I cried out, clutching at his shoulders as his length filled me completely, stretching me wide.

“Ride me, Molly,” he ordered, his big hands gripping my hips.

I started to fuck myself on him, slamming all the way down to take him so deep it almost hurt.

But Nathan wasn’t about to be left out. He pressed in behind me, kissing the back of my neck as his cock nudged between my thighs. Tom spread my legs wider, holding me open for him.

“Go on,” Tom urged.

Nathan groaned, guiding himself to my swollen pussy. He pushed forward slowly, sliding into my cunt alongside Tom’s fat cock. My eyes rolled back, the stretch almost unbearable, two cocks squeezing into me at once, rubbing hard against each other inside my soaked cunt.

“Fuck, that feels good,” Nathan gasped, gripping my waist.

“Push deeper,” Tom growled. “I want to feel your cock against mine.”

They both thrust together, stuffing me completely, my pussy stretched around both their lengths. The chair creaked under us as they fucked me in tandem, cocks sliding wetly side by side inside me.

I screamed with pleasure, clawing at Tom’s chest. Every thrust filled me fuller than I thought possible, the pressure almost unbearable. I was an incoherent mess, moaning continuously.

Tom’s mouth crashed to Nathan’s again, the two men kissing roughly over my shoulder even as they drove into me, their groans mixing with mine. I came, my whole body going rigid. My cunt clenched helplessly around their shafts as wave after wave of pleasure flooded every nerve in my body. It stretched on, dragging me over the edge again and again. The pressure of two cocks grinding inside me kept setting it off in waves, one crashing orgasm flowing straight into the next.

“Good girl,” Tom groaned, holding me down on his cock as if to pin me through it. “Come all over us.” I was suddenly aware that Tom’s thighs were soaked with my release. I must have squirted all over him.

Nathan was whimpering behind me, thrusting desperately like he was right on the edge. But it was Tom who was the first to lose control. Still buried to the hilt, he groaned deep in my ear, his whole body going rigid under me. Then his cock jerked hard inside me, thick spurts of hot cum pumping deep into my pussy.

The sensation of being filled while I was still quivering on the edge sent fresh aftershocks ripping through me. I gasped and clung tighter, my pussy clamping down around him like a vice.

That was it for Nathan, too. With a strangled moan, he slammed deep from behind, pressing me even harder down onto Tom’s cock. His body shuddered against mine as he spilled inside me too, his cum flooding over Tom’s, the two loads mixing hot and thick inside my cunt.

“Oh my god!” I cried, feeling the double warmth gush into me. The fullness was incredible, two cocks swelling and pulsing together, pumping me full from both sides. They held me pinned, groaning as they emptied themselves completely. Cum leaked out around them already, running freely over Tom’s thighs. I could only whimper, overstimulated and cock-drunk, my body still trembling.

Finally, they pulled out, leaving me sweaty and dripping.

“That concludes our briefing today, Molly,” Tom said, smirking as he buttoned up his shirt.


Chapter Seven




The next morning, I wanted to look my best, so I dressed in a short pleated skirt that barely covered my ass, and a thin vest top without a bra. The fabric clung to my skin, making me look every bit the eager slut I felt like.

When I walked into the hangar, Mr Harris was already waiting by a sleek four-seater plane, sunglasses on, arms folded. He looked every inch the captain: broad shoulders, crisp uniform shirt rolled up at the sleeves, confidence radiating from him.

“Morning, Molly,” he said, flashing me a smile. His eyes slid down my bare legs before flicking back up to meet mine. “I’m sorry we had to cancel our flight yesterday, so I’ve rearranged my schedule for today. Are you ready to go right now?”

“Yes please, Captain,” I purred, already feeling a rush of excitement and arousal.

We climbed into the plane. Mr Harris was in the left seat, and I was in the right. The cockpit was narrow, intimate, his thigh brushing mine as he started the engine. The vibration ran up through the frame, through my seat, and straight into my core.

He talked me through the basics, showing me the throttle, the pedals, and the yoke. I nodded like I was paying attention, but really I was just staring at his strong hands as they guided mine. He taxied us down the runway, and I felt my stomach lurch when we took off.

Soon, we were high above the city and the fields. I could see the ocean, stretching on forever and sparkling in the sun.

“Your turn,” he said once we were cruising along.

I gasped as he let me hold the controls, the plane banking gently under my shaky hands. He watched me with amusement, his calm confidence making it all feel effortless.

“Not bad,” he murmured. “Now… let’s switch on the autopilot, and we can have some fun.”

He flicked a switch, and the aircraft banked slightly, flying in a wide circle, out over the ocean and back again. My heart was racing for reasons that had nothing to do with flying.

Harris leaned back, unfastened his harness, and nodded toward the rear. Behind the cockpit, there were two extra seats with enough room between them to stretch out… almost like a bed.

“Come on,” he said.

We climbed into the back, the engine humming steadily as the autopilot held course. He pulled me down onto the leather seat, his hand already sliding up my skirt.

“You dressed even hotter than yesterday,” he said approvingly, his fingers finding the dampness of my thin panties.

“Yes, Captain,” I whispered, shivering as his fingers stroked me.

He kissed me, hard and deliberate, while his hand explored lower. His fingertips pulled my panties to the side, and he teased my folds. Then he slid inside my pussy, curling perfectly against the front wall of my cunt. I melted under his touch. He was so controlled, so assured. Every flick of his fingers, every brush of his thumb over my clit was devastating.

The vibrations of the plane seemed to amplify everything. My thighs shook, my pussy clenched desperately around his fingers, and within minutes I was gasping into his shoulder. Out of the window, I could see the blue ocean, dotted with boats. To them, we would just be a tiny plane up in the sky, and they would have no idea what filthy things were happening inside.

I was trembling, every nerve on fire, hips lifting helplessly against his fingers. But just when I thought I might tip over the edge, he slowed, withdrawing just enough to keep me quivering but unsatisfied.

“Not yet,” he murmured, his lips brushing my ear. “I want you begging for it, Molly. I want you desperate.”

I whimpered, my hands grabbing at my own breasts and squeezing my nipples. My legs trembled as the sensation of being edged flowed to every nerve in my body. “Please… please, Captain… I need to come…”

With his fingers deep inside me, he pressed a palm firmly against my clit, teasing it with gentle, torturous circles. “Not enough. I want you to ask me for it. Tell me how much you need it.”

I let go of one breast and grabbed at his crotch, feeling his huge, hard bulge inside his pants. I squeezed it. “Please… fuck… please make me come!” I gasped, my voice trembling.

“That’s better,” he purred. “Say it again. Tell me exactly what you want.”

“I want your fingers… I want your cock… I want to come, Captain… I’m begging you… please!” I cried, my pussy clenching around his fingers.

He grinned, leaning down to bite lightly at my neck as he stroked and teased me, never letting me get close enough to relieve the tension fully. “That’s it. You’re a good girl, asking so nicely. But you have to hold on until I say you can. Can you do that?”

“Yes! Please, I’ll do anything… I’ll be good… I’ll cum when you say!” I whimpered, helpless, my body trembling with overstimulation.

He moved with slow, deliberate precision, curling his fingers against that perfect spot, stroking my clit, keeping me right on the edge. Each movement was exquisite torture, my lips stretched tight around his fingers, my body spasming as he denied me, bringing me so close and then easing back just enough to make me ache for more.

“Beg me harder,” he whispered, lips against mine, then he bit my bottom lip, making me moan even more.

“Please… please make me cum… Captain, I’ll do anything… you can do anything to me,” I cried, shaking, thighs clamped tight around his arm as my body trembled.

“Are you going to let me fuck you in your sweet little ass?” he whispered in my ear.

“Yes! Yes… anything,” I begged.

“Then you may come,” he said. His fingers moved a bit quicker, his palm pressing firmer against my clit. I let myself go and gushed all over his hand, squirting as I came hard. My ass lifted off the seat, my hips squirming as waves of release finally washed over me. He guided me through it, and when it was done, it left me panting and breathless.


Chapter Eight




Slowly, he moved to kneel in front of me, spreading my legs wide so he could admire my soaking and swollen pussy. He took off his belt and unzipped his pants, pulling them down to his thighs with his underwear. His cock sprang free, and fuck, it was big. Thick and heavy, with veins running up the side. It was perfectly straight and uncut. I reached out a hand to stroke it.

“Fuck me,” I whispered.

He positioned himself at my entrance, pressing the tip of his thick cock against my slick folds.

I moaned as he pushed slowly in, inch by inch, until he was buried in me to his balls. The stretch was delicious, the fullness overwhelming, and the sight of him entering me made my thighs tremble even more.

“God… Captain,” I moaned, hips pressing forward on their own, desperate to feel every inch.

The plane hummed steadily under us, the autopilot keeping us smooth and level. Outside the window, the coastline was a ribbon of color stretching endlessly. It was surreal, getting fucked so high above the world.

Harris began to move, slow at first, letting me adjust to the depth and making sure I felt every inch. Then he picked up the pace, each thrust deliberate and controlled. He watched me, watched the way his cock split me open. He watched as my tits bounced and my face flushed. My hands gripped his shoulders, my nails digging into his uniform as he fucked me right there in the back of the plane, high above the world, our moans mixing with the hum of the engine.

“Do you like that, Molly?” he groaned, one hand gripping my breast, while the other moved to my clit, teasing and rubbing with perfect rhythm.

“Yes! Oh god… yes, Captain!” I cried, every nerve ending on fire as he drove into me, watching his cock disappear and reappear. I threw my head back and came hard, my body shaking and my cunt spasming around his dick.

Then he shifted me gently, turning me around so I was on my hands and knees, ass up, facing the back of the seat. I could see out the window better in this position, the tiny cars and buses making their way along the highway, oblivious to us above them.

He slid into me from behind, and I gasped at the new angle. He thrust slowly, making sure I felt every ridge of his cock deep inside me. I could still glimpse the endless blue ocean below, the tiny coastline, the sensation of being suspended in the sky, while he pounded into me like this, sending shivers through my entire body.

“Oh god… oh god, yes…” I moaned, clinging to the back of the seat.

Harris’s thrusts slowed, but only so he could reach back and spread me wider, one strong hand gripping my hip. His other hand slid lower, trailing over my ass. I gasped as his thumb pressed gently against my tight little hole, circling it, testing how I’d react.

“Yes, Captain…” I whimpered, my voice shaky.

His thumb pressed a little firmer, rubbing in small, steady circles until my tight ring softened beneath his touch.

“That’s it,” he murmured approvingly. “You’re going to take me here. I’m going to fuck your ass while we’re flying high above the ocean. No one will ever know what a dirty little slut you are up here.”

“Yes… yes, Captain,” I breathed, trembling.

He eased his cock free from my pussy, slick with my arousal, and rubbed it slowly between my cheeks, dragging the head over my rear entrance. I cried out softly, my body tensing with anticipation.

“Relax,” he ordered, and then he slid his cock deep into my ass.

“Ohh… fuck!” I gasped, my nails digging into the leather seat. The burn was sharp, but it quickly turned to pleasure.

“That’s it… that’s a good girl,” he groaned, holding himself there, letting me adjust.

I whimpered, hips twitching. “More… fuck me… please…”

He pulled back and thrust into me again. I threw my head back and moaned, pleasure flowing through my body. He started to fuck me in the ass, long, firm strokes that made me see stars every time he went impossibly deep in me with his giant cock.

He drove faster, relentlessly, his groans mixing with my high, needy cries. The pressure built in my core, the stretch making me teeter on the edge of another climax.

“Say it,” he growled, slamming into me, his balls slapping against my pussy. “Say what I’m doing to you.”

“You’re… oh god… you’re fucking my ass, Captain!” I screamed, “You’re fucking me in the ass… You’re stretching me wide open with your huge cock…”

“And you love it.”

“Yes! I love it, I love you fucking me in the ass.”

The thrusts got harder, his hips pistoning into me, cock battering deep until my vision blurred. The orgasm ripped through me without warning, white-hot and overwhelming. My pussy gushed even as my ass clenched tight around him, my release running down my thighs and spraying over the leather seat.

“I’m going to come in your ass,” he growled, behind me.

“Yes, Captain… come in my ass,” I whimpered.

The plane shuddered faintly in the air as the autopilot tried to react to our relentless fucking. With a final savage thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and roared, his cock jerking deep inside me.

Hot cum flooded my ass in heavy spurts, thick and warm, the pressure filling me until I could feel it spilling out around the base of his cock. The sensation pushed me into another wave of release. I screamed as my pussy gushed again, squirting messily down my thighs while his seed pumped into my ass.

“Fuck, Molly…” he groaned, still grinding against me, his cock still buried in my ass.

I collapsed against the leather, trembling, ass stretched and dripping. The world outside blurred into blue and green, tiny and distant. Up here, no one knew I was bent over in the back of a plane, freshly fucked and filled by my Captain.

Slowly, he pulled out, and I gasped at the rush of warmth leaking from my ass. Harris smirked at the sight, dragging a finger up through the mess.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “A free-use slut, flying high with my cum inside you.”


Chapter Nine




The wheels kissed the tarmac with a soft bump, the engine throttling down as Harris guided us back to the hangar. I was still trembling, my panties full of cum. I tried to smooth my hair in the reflection of the side window, but there was no hiding the glow in my cheeks.

As the plane rolled to a stop, I spotted a sleek black limousine waiting on the apron. The door opened, and out stepped Miss Fairchild, the heiress from the day before. She was even more stunning up close: glossy black hair cascading over her shoulders, oversized sunglasses hiding her eyes, her dress a slinky strip of designer fabric that clung to her thin, model-like body.

She walked with a lazy, predatory confidence, heels clicking against the concrete as she approached. The sunglasses came off, and her gaze landed squarely on me.

“Well, well,” she purred. “A new girl at the flight school.”

My cheeks flushed as I climbed out of the plane. “Uh… yes. I’m Molly.”

“Are you one of their free-use employees?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She closed the space between us, one manicured hand sliding brazenly over my hip, her fingers grazing just under the hem of my short skirt. I could smell her expensive perfume.

“She’s adorable,” the heiress said over her shoulder to Harris. “And I can imagine what you’ve been doing with her up in your plane, you filthy boy.” The heiress’s smile widened. Her hand trailed lower, slipping under my skirt and squeezing my ass just enough to make me squeak. Then she leaned in, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered: “You’re coming with me tonight.”

I blinked. “What… what do you mean?”

“My private jet to Vegas. Me and my friends. Captain Harris here is flying us, and I want you as my… flight attendant.” She emphasized the words with another squeeze of my ass, making my pussy throb all over again. “You’ll take care of us, won’t you?”

I could only nod, breathless. “Yes, ma’am…”

“Get the flight school to add it to my personal account, Harris,” she said.

Harris nodded. “As you wish.”

“Good girl.” She kissed my cheek, almost on my lips, then pulled away, sliding her sunglasses back on. “Eight o’clock. Don’t be late.”

She returned to her limo, leaving me standing there flushed, my heart pounding with both nerves and excitement.

Harris laughed. “Looks like you’ve been recruited. Better take the rest of the day off and rest up, Molly. You’re going to need it.”

By eight o’clock sharp, I was standing on the private jet apron, my pulse racing as the limo swept back into view. The aircraft waiting for us was nothing like the little four-seater I’d flown in that morning. This was a sleek Gulfstream, painted in shimmering silver. The stairs had been rolled out, and a red carpet had been laid across the tarmac for its owner.

I smoothed down the navy-blue skirt suit the school had provided. It was tighter than any airline uniform I’d ever seen, the jacket nipped in at the waist, the skirt scandalously short, the blouse low enough to show my cleavage. I wore my hair neatly pinned, and inside I was buzzing with excitement.

The limo door opened, and Victoria Fairchild emerged like royalty. She was radiant: a cocktail dress that hugged her figure, dripping with diamonds at her ears and throat, her black hair glossy and perfect.

“Darling,” she said when she saw me, sweeping forward to kiss my cheeks. The diamonds sparkled inches from my eyes, the fabric of her dress brushing against my thighs. “You look delicious.”

Behind her, four young men spilled out of the limo. All rich, all handsome, all dressed with the casual confidence of men who’d never had to worry about money. “Come along, boys,” Victoria sang, sweeping up the stairs with effortless glamour.

I followed them up the steps. Inside, the jet was decadent: cream leather seats arranged in facing pairs, mahogany tables already laid with champagne flutes and bottles chilling in ice buckets. Soft lighting glowed overhead, music pulsed faintly from hidden speakers. It looked more like a party than a flight.

The door to the cockpit was open, and I could see Captain Harris in the pilot’s seat, running through some preflight checks with a clipboard.

The door sealed shut with a heavy hiss, the stairs rolled back, and a steward from the ground crew gave Harris the all-clear. I buckled in with the others, the engines winding up with a deep, thrilling roar that vibrated through the cabin.

Victoria clinked her glass against one of her boys’. “To Vegas, darlings!” she said, diamonds glittering in the cabin lights. The jet began to taxi, and I felt the low rumble as Harris guided us down the runway.

His voice came calmly over the intercom. “Cabin crew, prepare for takeoff,” he said. The jet surged forward, engines screaming, and then the ground dropped away. We were pressed back into the plush seats as the Gulfstream climbed hard into the darkening sky, and the city lights glittered below.

As soon as Harris leveled off, the seatbelt light pinged off, and Victoria immediately unbuckled, tossing her hair back and grabbing a bottle of champagne. “Now we can really start.”

Music pulsed louder from the hidden speakers, a thumping beat more suited to a nightclub.

One of the boys lit a cigar, another pulled a tiny bag of white powder from his pocket with a mischievous grin. Victoria only laughed and leaned across to kiss one of the men full on the mouth. She glanced over at me, her eyes glittering. “Molly, darling, come here. Pour these boys a drink, will you?”

“Yes, Miss Fairchild,” I said automatically, heat rising in my cheeks as I moved down the aisle in my little uniform, filling glasses while their eyes roamed freely over my legs and chest.

Victoria’s hand lingered on my thigh as I passed. “You’ll want to know their names, darling. You’re going to be very well acquainted by the time we land.” Her diamond bracelet caught the cabin lights as she gestured lazily toward the golden-haired one sitting next to her.

“This is Alexander. His family has old money, but he’s much more interested in gambling.”

Alexander smirked, raising his glass in a lazy salute. “And women,” he added, his eyes running shamelessly up my legs.

Victoria giggled, then waved her glass toward a curly-haired one with a leather jacket. “That’s Marco. Rock star until the band kicked him out for never being sober long enough to write a song.”

Marco gave me a slow grin and a wink, the cigar smoke curling around him.

An athletic one came and sat on a seat arm next to us, flashing a grin full of white teeth. “Don’t forget me.”

“Of course not, darling,” Victoria said. “This is Damien. He used to run track for the national team, but he found partying much more exciting than trophies.”

Damien put his hand on mine, his diamond watch glittering. “I’ve still got the stamina, baby. You’ll see.”

Finally, Victoria’s hand swept toward the youngest. “And this is Julian. Sweet Julian. He’s barely twenty-one, and he’s so rich he’ll never have to work a day in his life. But don’t let that face fool you. He’s been corrupted beautifully.”

Julian’s boyish smile widened as he tipped his champagne toward me. “Victoria corrupts everyone eventually.”

The cabin erupted with laughter at that, Victoria included. She leaned back in her seat, one elegant arm draped over the backrest, eyes glimmering as she looked me over like I was already naked. My pussy was aching and wet from being watched by all these beautiful people.

“Now you know their names, Molly,” she said, her hand sliding higher up my thigh, fingers toying with the hem of my tiny skirt. “It’s time for you to put on a bit of a show. Come and sit on my lap.”


Chapter Ten




Iswallowed hard, heat rushing through me as Victoria patted her lap. The boys leaned forward in their seats, grinning.

“Yes, Miss Fairchild,” I murmured, sitting on her lap.

“Good girl,” she purred, one diamond-studded hand resting on my thigh. “Now, spread those pretty legs for us.”

I spread my thighs, conscious of the men watching. My skirt was short, and they could easily see my panties. I’d worn my best pair, white lace, and transparent enough that they could see my dark bush through them. They all leaned in, their eyes hungry.

Victoria’s fingers slid slowly up my inner thigh until they brushed across the lace. I let out a loud gasp, biting my lip as arousal flooded my body. She pressed her finger against the lace right at my clit, rubbing the damp fabric until it clung to my folds. My hips squirmed helplessly, a moan escaping from my lips.

She rubbed harder, slow circles over my clit. My head fell back against her shoulder, another moan spilling out as my thighs quivered wide apart. The men shifted in their seats, eyes locked on the little show, each one stroking the bulges in their expensive suits.

“Who wants to see her come?” Victoria asked.

There were enthusiastic nods and murmurs from my audience. With her free hand, she popped open the buttons on my shirt. Then she reached in and pulled one of my breasts out of the bra. She squeezed and teased it, pulling on the nipple to make it swollen. All the while, she was grinding my clit through my panties.

“God… ohhh god…” I whimpered, my whole body trembling as Victoria’s fingers worked me. The lace was soaked now, plastered to my pussy, every circle of her fingertip sending fire through my clit. My chest heaved, my exposed breast bouncing in her hand as she pinched my nipple hard.

The men groaned openly, champagne forgotten, their eyes devouring me. They were all touching themselves through their pants. Marco actually had his cock out, thick and leaking, stroking himself openly as he watched.

“Mmm. Such a good little toy,” Victoria purred.

“Oh god… I’m coming…” I groaned, my back arching as the orgasm ripped through me. It hit me like a wave, hot and unstoppable. My pussy throbbed, pulsing against the lace as it gushed, soaking her hand. My cries filled the cabin, rising over the low thump of the music and the roar of the engines. I shuddered violently, legs jerking, my release flooding through me until I was left gasping, collapsed against her chest. My nipples were hard and aching, my pussy still twitching under her palm.

Victoria slipped her wet fingers from between my thighs, holding them up so they glistened under the cabin lights. Then she sucked them clean.

“Well, gentlemen,” she said smoothly, “I think it’s time to fuck her senseless.”

They were already unbuckling their belts and dropping their pants. She pushed me off her lap towards them.

The four of them were on me in an instant, hands greedy, tugging at my clothes until buttons ripped off and fabric slid down my arms. My shirt hit the floor, my bra yanked aside so my breasts spilled free. Someone tugged my skirt up around my waist while another tore my soaked panties clean off, the lace ripping in Damien’s fist.

I was naked in seconds, flushed and trembling, with their hands all over me. Alexander grabbed my arm and bent me forward over a table, the wood cool against my bare skin. My breasts pressed flat to the surface, nipples scraping as my ass jutted out toward them.

“God, look at that cunt,” Marco groaned behind me. His hand smacked my ass hard, making me gasp. Then he spread me wide.

Damien seized my hair and fed his thick cock into my mouth. I sucked on it hungrily. Victoria lounged back on the sofa, crossing her legs elegantly. She sipped champagne as if she were merely watching a play.

“Be rough with her,” she instructed. “She can take it.”

Hands spread me wider, thumbs parting my folds, the air cool against my wet heat. Then someone thrust their hard cock deep into my cunt, and I didn’t even know which one of them it was. Hands gripped my hips tight, dragging me back as they started to fuck me hard. My muffled moan vibrated around the cock in my mouth, drool spilling down my chin as he forced it deeper, making me gag. The one in my pussy pounded deep, balls slapping against my clit.

Victoria stood and approached me slowly. I looked up at her, eyes streaming. She reached out and pulled hard on my nipple, twisting it and making me moan even louder.

“Such an eager little slut,” she smirked. “Are you going to come for me?” Her other hand slipped under me and found my clit. She’d barely begun to massage it before I came hard, my cunt clenching on the dick in my pussy. Waves of pleasure rushed through my body as they fucked me through it.

“Now all her holes,” Victoria ordered.

Damien dragged me up and sat back in one of the huge cream leather seats. He pulled me on top of him, guiding me down onto his rock-hard cock. I gasped as he penetrated me, so deep that he bottomed out.

And then I saw the younger one… Julian. He’d been standing to the side, just watching and holding his cock. And what a cock it was, probably even bigger than Harris’s, and it had a dangerous-looking curve. As I started to ride Danien, Victoria walked over to Julian and wrapped a hand around his massive dick.

“Do you think you can take this in your ass?” she laughed.

“I… I don’t know…” I gasped, slightly breathless from Damien’s cock so deep in my pussy.

Victoria smirked, stroking Julian’s fat, curved cock while I bounced helplessly on Damien’s lap, his thick shaft slamming up into me over and over.

Damien growled against my neck, holding me down hard on his cock. “Yeah, open that ass for him, Molly. You’re going to look so fucking good stretched around both of us.”

“Okay… I’ll try…” I panted.

Victoria already had a tub of lube in her hand. She scooped some out and smeared it onto my rear entrance. Then she used two fingers to rub my tight hole, making me relax and open up, even as Damien’s cock thrust up into my pussy from below. When she pushed her fingers inside, I cried out again.

Julian moved closer, cock in hand, and Victoria guided him behind me. I gasped as his head pressed against my ass, the blunt curve pushing insistently at my tight ring. My whole body trembled, Damien’s cock buried in my pussy while Julian forced his way into my ass, stretching me wide, filling me so completely I almost screamed.

I could feel both dicks inside me, rubbing against each other with only my thin walls in between. The sensation was incredible, sending me spiralling.

“Fuck… yes,” Damien groaned, gripping my hips tighter as I was impaled on both of them. “You’re a dirty little slut, Molly. Taking two cocks at once.”

Marco stepped forward, his cock hard and dripping pre-cum. Without hesitation, he grabbed my chin and shoved it between my lips. I gagged as he slid down my throat, but the sight of me stuffed in every hole only made them rougher.

Now I was full… pussy stretched by Damien, ass split wide by Julian, throat claimed by Marco. My body was shaking, helpless, spit running down my chin, tears in my eyes as they used me in a brutal, perfect rhythm. I came so hard that I almost blacked out.

“Look at her,” Victoria laughed, taking a sip of champagne, eyes gleaming. “Three cocks at once, and one more waiting. My perfect little toy.”

The jet engines hummed, and the cabin was a blur of sweat and sex. The men swapped without pause… pussy, ass, throat, each hole claimed again and again until I couldn’t even keep track of who was inside me. Every thrust wrenched another orgasm from my shaking body until I was sobbing with pleasure, my cunt gushing down their cocks, my ass stretched wide.

Through the haze, I heard a familiar low voice cut through the groans and the slap of skin.

“Well, what’s going on back here?” Captain Harris laughed.

“Captain Harris,” Victoria purred, already sliding her panties down her legs. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

Harris loosened his tie and strode toward her with his calm, commanding confidence. Victoria leaned back on the table, spreading her long, elegant legs. I moaned around the cock in my throat, watching through watery eyes as Harris freed his thick shaft, already hard. Without hesitation, he lined up and pushed deep into her perfectly shaved pussy.

“God, yes, Captain,” she moaned, wrapping her legs around him, pulling him deeper. “Harder… give it to me.”

All around us, bodies slammed together in a frenzy. Alexander had me bent over the arm of a leather seat, his cock pounding into my swollen pussy. Julian was behind him, ready to take his turn in my ass again. Marco gripped my hair, pulling me onto his cock, fucking my mouth until drool coated my chin.

Suddenly, Marco groaned, jerking my head tight on his shaft as he erupted down my throat. Hot, salty cum flooded my mouth. I gagged and swallowed greedily, my own orgasm ripping through me, my body convulsing around Alexander.

The others followed, each taking their turn to finish across my face or tits. My skin was slick with sweat, cum, and spit, my holes aching, my voice hoarse from moaning and begging.

Across the cabin, Victoria screamed her release as Harris drove into her one final time, his cock buried deep as he shot inside her. She collapsed back on the table, trembling, diamond necklace glittering against her damp skin. Harris grunted, pulling out slowly, cum dripping between her thighs as she smirked over at me.

The cabin smelled of sex and sweat. For a moment, the only sounds were ragged breathing and the steady hum of the jet engines as we streaked toward Vegas.

“Molly, I think it’s time for another round of champagne,” Victoria said smoothly. She stood up, gloriously naked, cum glistening as it ran down her inner thigh, diamonds still sparkling at her throat. She looked every inch the queen of this decadent little mile-high kingdom.

“Yes, ma’am,” I whispered, my voice hoarse, my legs trembling as I staggered toward the bar. I was naked, but there was no point looking for my clothes; most of them had been ripped off. I looked like a total mess, but none of them seemed to mind. In fact, their eyes followed me with hungry satisfaction, like they couldn’t wait to use me again.

I poured the champagne with shaking hands, passing out glasses one by one, feeling cum still dripping down my breasts. When I handed Victoria hers, she leaned in and kissed me full on the lips, slow and claiming, before pulling back with a wicked smile.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “You can be my flight attendant any time.”

And as I looked around at the laughing, flushed faces, the glittering champagne, and the endless sky outside the windows, I couldn’t help but smile to myself. I knew it was the best job I’d ever had.

THE END
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