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Chapter One




My hand worked feverishly between my legs, my body twisting and turning under the thin sheets, which were now damp with my sweat. I circled my clit, faster and faster, feeling myself approach the edge of the precipice. Suddenly, with a cry of relief, I pushed through the other side, my orgasm flooding through my whole body, making me shake and moan.

My fingers slowed, teasing the last bits of pleasure from my core as I gradually returned to my senses, lazily teasing out the last tremors of bliss. My chest rose and fell as I fought to catch my breath. Still panting, I kicked off the sheet, letting it pool around my ankles as the cool morning air kissed my flushed, naked skin.

The sunlight poured in through the large window of my apartment, flooding the room with a warm, golden glow. I lay there, basking in it for a moment, my mind pleasantly foggy. My husband had already gone to work, his usual early departure leaving the apartment blissfully quiet.

I had no commitments today, no meetings with the church committee or the food bank where I volunteered. No shopping trips planned or chores to do. My schedule was deliciously clear. But that didn’t mean I had no plans. I had plenty of plans.

Reaching for my phone on the bedside table, I settled back against the pillows, spreading my legs wide as I opened the camera app in selfie mode. Holding the phone between my thighs, I tilted it just right to capture the view. The screen showed my swollen cunt, pink and puffy from my orgasm. The trimmed hair framing it was damp, matted with a mix of sweat and my release.

I watched as my lips parted slightly, revealing the glistening slickness inside. My sticky white essence was clearly visible, evidence of the pleasure I’d just indulged in. The sight made my heart race all over again.

I snapped a few photos, angling the camera slightly to make sure the light hit just right. After scrolling through the shots, I picked the most enticing one. My thumb hovered over the screen for a moment before I sent it to the group chat, pairing it with a simple, teasing message: “Who’s available in the next hour?”

Oh, I didn’t tell you about the group chat yet? It’s my little secret, just me and over twenty men. All of them are guys I’ve met on dating apps, and all of them have fucked me behind my husband’s back.

It’s not just a random collection of faces, mind you. There’s a standard to get in. These men have one thing in common: they’re phenomenal in bed. No half-hearted thrusts or fumbling about, they’ve got skills. To make it onto the group chat, you’ve got to bring your A-game. I’m talking about the kind of lovers who make sure I come at least two or three times before they even think about themselves. The bar is set high, and I’m not about to lower it.

Secondly, they were all hung. That was basically a prerequisite for the first point, as far as I was concerned. Let’s be honest, there’s nothing quite like the thrill of a really big cock. The way it fills you, stretches you just right, leaving you aching for more... God, I loved it. And on the flip side, nothing turned me off faster than a small one. It’s harsh, maybe, but I know what I like.

And thirdly, they were all well built; strong, muscular, the kind of men who practically lived at the gym. You know the type: broad shoulders, rock-hard abs, arms that could pin you down while they fucked you senseless. They weren’t just good to look at; they knew how to use their strength to make me feel weak in the best way possible.

You could definitely say I had a type.

I decided to have a shower. On my way to the bathroom, I passed a mirror and stopped to glance at my reflection. The soft light from the window highlighted the curves of my naked body, and I took a moment to admire what I saw. My blonde hair, still messy from the bed, hung in soft waves around my shoulders. My breasts, full and heavy, hung slightly lower now that I was approaching thirty, with just a hint of stretch marks. Between my legs, a nest of blonde hair, left quite long but neatly trimmed and waxed at the bikini line.

In the shower, the hot water cascaded over my body, streaming down my back and pooling at my feet, steam curling around me like a lover’s embrace. I tilted my head back, letting the spray drench my hair, and closed my eyes. My hands wandered almost instinctively, slick with soap, gliding over my skin.

I started with slow, deliberate strokes, running my fingers over my breasts. The heat of the water made my nipples stiffen as my thumbs teased them, sending a shiver down my spine that had nothing to do with the temperature. My free hand drifted lower, trailing over my stomach until it found its way between my legs.

I leaned back against the cool tiles, the contrast sending a fresh wave of tingles through me. My fingers slipped over my clit, the warm water and soap making everything slippery and smooth. I let out a soft moan, barely audible over the hiss of the shower, as I circled it gently at first, then with growing urgency.

My fingers worked faster now, stroking and teasing, my other hand gripping the edge of the soap dish for support. My legs trembled as the tension inside me coiled tighter and tighter, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps. With one final stroke, the pressure burst, and I cried out, my voice echoing around the bathroom. My orgasm ripped through me, leaving me weak and breathless as I slumped against the wall.

When I came back from my shower, my phone was lighting up with replies. A flood of fire emojis filled the group chat in reaction to the picture I’d sent, along with a few messages expressing regret: "Out of town, wish I could," and "Stuck in meetings all morning, damn it."

But one reply stood out; an enthusiastic affirmative from Josh. He was a fireman, the kind of man who looked like he’d been carved out of stone, and luckily for me, he didn’t have a shift this morning. Better yet, he lived nearby.

"I can be there in thirty minutes," he texted.

I smiled, biting my lip as I typed back: "Hurry."

This was the genius of my group chat: whenever I wanted it, sex was just a message away. And not just any sex; mind-blowing, toe-curling, no-fucking-around sex. It was my secret weapon for ensuring I was never left unsatisfied.

Take last week, for example. My husband was out of town, and I’d set up a date with a prospective new friend. Things started off fine, but as the evening dragged on, it became painfully clear he wasn’t what I was after. His conversation was dull, and, frankly, his body didn’t live up to the perfectly lit and filtered pictures on his profile.

When he excused himself to the bathroom, I seized my chance, pulling out my phone and firing off a quick message to the group chat. Within moments, one of the lads replied, fairly local, eager, and ready to host me immediately. That was all I needed.

When my date returned, I put on my best apologetic smile, made up some excuse about an early morning, and called it a night. He looked disappointed, but I didn’t care. I hailed a cab and was at my new destination within ten minutes.

Five more minutes later, I was bent over his kitchen table, my cries echoing off the walls as he pounded into me with the kind of skill my unfortunate date could only dream of. No small talk, no disappointment, just raw, unfiltered pleasure.

That’s the beauty of the group chat: it never lets me down.


Chapter Two




Anyway, back to my morning appointment. There was no point getting dressed, so I put the front door on the latch and lay on the bed. My fingers drifted down to my clit, teasing it softly, coaxing myself back to wetness.

To help things along, I opened my private gallery on my phone. The screen lit up with snapshots of my escapades: me bent over, pinned down, or stretched out, caught mid-thrust with ecstasy written all over my face. Caught with cum all over my face, even. Flicking through the images, I felt the familiar heat building inside me, my fingers circling faster as I anticipated Josh’s arrival.

It wasn’t long before I heard the front door creak open, followed by heavy, deliberate footsteps. My heart raced as he appeared in the doorway, and fuck, he was even hotter than I remembered. It had been at least a month since I’d seen him, and I’d clearly forgotten just how perfect he was.

His thick, muscled arms strained against the sleeves of his t-shirt, the fabric clinging to his broad chest. His jaw was sharp, shadowed with just the right amount of stubble, and his blue eyes flicked over my naked body with a hunger that made me bite my lip.

"Miss me?" he asked, as he kicked the door shut behind him.

My heart pounded in my chest as I nodded. He strode over, his boots thudding against the floor, and I watched, mesmerized, as he started to strip off. First, he removed his shirt, revealing a chiseled torso that spoke of countless hours in the gym and a tough, practical job. Tattoos traced over his biceps, adding an edge of rugged masculinity, each one telling a story. His broad shoulders and sculpted arms flexed under his skin.

He paused for a moment, giving me a smile that sent shivers down my spine. Slowly, he pulled off his boots, the floorboards creaking softly as he shifted his weight. Next, he unbuttoned his pants, sliding them down to leave him in just his tight briefs. The fabric clung to his hips, outlining the impressive length and girth of his already hard cock. I licked my lips, unable to tear my eyes away from the sight of his bulge.

He hooked his fingers in the waistband of his briefs and whipped them off in one go. His huge, throbbing cock sprang forth, proudly erect. I licked my lips, unable to tear my eyes away from the sight of his thick, pulsating dick, the veins standing out against his smooth skin.

I couldn’t wait any longer. “Get over here and fuck me,” I begged.

He didn’t need any more encouragement. With a hungry look in his eyes, he climbed onto the bed and positioned himself between my legs. His cock pressed against my entrance, the heat of it sending a shiver through me. I was already so wet, literally dripping with desire, that he slid right in, stretching me in the most delicious way. It felt like it had only been moments since he walked through the door, yet now he was buried deep inside me.

A gasp escaped my lips as my back arched off the bed, feeling every inch of him fill me. He started to thrust, slow and deep, each movement deliberate, each stroke driving me wild. His cock pressed against all the right spots, sending waves of pleasure crashing through my body. I couldn’t help but moan as I writhed beneath him.

The rhythm he set was perfect, building a tension inside me that made it impossible to stay still. His hands gripped my wrists, holding them firmly against the bed above my head. His body pressed down on mine as he fucked me deeper, harder. Each thrust had me gasping for air, my nails digging into his back as my body surrendered to him.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” he growled, his breath hot against my ear.

“Don’t stop,” I panted, my fingers digging into his back as I clung to him. “Fuck me harder, Josh.”

He obliged, pounding into me with an intensity that took my breath away. The room was filled with the sounds of our bodies colliding, my moans mixing with his grunts. I was close, so close, my orgasm building with every thrust.

"Fuck, Josh," I gasped, barely able to catch my breath. "I’m…"

But before I could finish, the pleasure hit, crashing over me in a wave that left me gasping, trembling, and completely undone. I squirmed beneath him as he continued to fuck me, riding out my orgasm as it washed through every inch of my body.

Suddenly, Josh pulled out, his grip firm and possessive as he grabbed me roughly, flipping me onto my stomach. The weight of him pressed down on me, his hands strong as they held me in place, forcing me to stay still as he repositioned himself behind me.

I could feel the heat of his body against mine, the tension thick in the air as he ran his cock between my thighs, teasing me for a moment before he slammed back inside. The new angle took me by surprise, and I gasped as his cock rubbed against my G-spot, sending a shock of pleasure straight to my core.

My hands gripped the sheets, my knuckles white as he began to fuck me hard from behind, each thrust deep and powerful, driving me closer to the edge. The sound of our bodies colliding filled the room, my breath coming in ragged gasps as he pushed me further, harder. The feeling of him buried inside me, taking control, was overwhelming.

“Fuck, Josh!” I cried out, my voice muffled by the pillow. The feeling of his cock filling me over and over was overwhelming, every thrust pushing me closer to the edge.

He started to fuck me even harder, using me for his pleasure. The intensity was almost too much, the tension building until I couldn’t hold back any longer. My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, my body convulsing as I screamed into the pillow.

Josh didn’t let up. He kept fucking me through my orgasm, each powerful thrust prolonging my pleasure. I could feel his own climax approaching, his movements becoming more urgent, more desperate.

With a final groan, he slammed into me one last time, his cock pulsing as he came deep inside me. The sensation of his hot cum filling me sent another shiver of pleasure through my body, leaving me trembling and breathless.

He collapsed on top of me, both of us panting and sweaty. After a moment, he rolled off, lying beside me as we caught our breath. I turned my head to look at him, a satisfied smile on my face. We kissed, for the first time since he had arrived, long and passionately.


Chapter Three




But there was another rule of the group chat. A code of conduct, if you will. Josh retrieved his phone from his pants and opened my legs, taking a photo of his cum flooding out of my cunt onto the sheets. Then he posted it to the group.

Josh got dressed as my phone lit up with notifications from the chat as the guys reacted to the photo. Soon he was gone, back to his wife, as quickly as he’d arrived. One message caught my eye, from a guy called Steve. He was an investment banker, but way fitter than you’d expect an investment banker to be. We’d only fucked once before, but it was so good he’d been added immediately to the group chat. His message said, “Do you want seconds? Can be there in ten.”

My heart started racing. I’d never done that before; had one right after another. “Yes, please,” I typed, “I’ll have a quick shower.”

“Don’t you dare,” he replied. Fuck, my cunt was throbbing now. He knew I was sweaty and full of cum and wanted to fuck me like that. The other men cheered him on from the sidelines.

When Steve arrived, I was still naked on the bed, leaking cum onto the sheets. He was wearing an expensive suit, his chest muscles straining at his shirt. He regarded me as he pulled his tie off and placed his jacket carefully over a chair. I lazily slipped a finger into my slick cunt.

He slowly unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his toned body beneath. I could see the impressive bulge in his fitted trousers, his cock already straining at the fabric. But before I could reach out and touch him, he knelt between my legs, his tongue lapping at my cunt and licking up Josh’s cum. The dirtiness of it almost made me climax again immediately.

He started to focus on my clit, alternating between firm licks and little sucks. When he thrust two fingers into me, I came, my fingers gripping his hair and my thighs clenching around his head. He moved up to kiss me, and I could taste the cum on his hot lips. His hard cock pressed against me through his pants. Then he knelt up on the bed and undid his belt. Pulling his pants down just enough, his big erection sprang forth.

“Suck it,” he ordered me.

He got his phone out and started filming as I wrapped my hand around his hot shaft. “I’m going to stream this to the group,” he said. My heart was thumping in my chest now, my whole body desperate for him.

I put his cock in my mouth, sticking out my tongue and bobbing my head up and down, working it deeper into my throat. I was playing up for the camera, sure, but the act itself was making me even more turned on. I could hear my own phone notifications going crazy as comments on the live stream flooded the group chat.

“Suck it, you slut,” he said, putting his free hand on my head and gripping my hair. He started to fuck my face, making me gag while he filmed me. It made my cunt ache with desire. My hand went between my legs, rubbing my clit. It didn’t take long until I came hard, my cries muffled by his cock. But it was too much, and I collapsed onto the bed, my whole body shaking. He streamed it all live.

Steve stood by the bed, and I moved to the edge, opening my legs and lifting them up. He guided his cock to my cunt, still filming. As he pressed it inside me, I felt Josh’s cum being forced out, coating his cock.

Steve’s big dick stretched me, filling me up completely as he drove into me with powerful, relentless thrusts. One hand gripped my thigh, holding me open for the camera. I could feel Josh’s cum sliding out of me, making the obscene noises of our fucking even wetter.

I reached down, my fingers rubbing my clit as he pounded into me. The pleasure was almost unbearable, my whole body trembling with each thrust. He pulled my legs further apart, spreading me wide open for the camera, making sure the guys in the group chat got the full view of our filthy fuck.

Steve’s pace quickened, his breathing becoming more ragged. “You like this, don’t you?” he asked, his tone taunting. “You like being our little slut.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Fuck, yes.”

His hand moved from my thigh to my throat, squeezing just enough to make me gasp for air. The mix of pleasure and the slight pressure made my head spin. “I’m going to make you cum again,” he promised.

His thrusts became harder, deeper, each one hitting that perfect spot inside me. My fingers worked furiously on my clit, the pleasure building to an almost painful peak. I could feel my orgasm approaching fast, my body tensing in anticipation.

“Cum for me, slut,” he ordered, his grip on my throat tightening just a bit more.

His words sent me over the edge. I came hard, my body convulsing with waves of pleasure, my cries echoing in the room. He didn’t stop, fucking me through my orgasm, prolonging the intense, shuddering pleasure.

“Good girl,” he panted, his voice short of breath. He pulled out, stroking his cock quickly. “Open your mouth.”

I obeyed, opening wide as he moved closer, the tip of his cock just inches from my lips. With a grunt, he came, hot spurts of his cum coating my tongue and lips. I swallowed eagerly, licking my lips clean as he filmed the whole thing.

As we cuddled on the bed, I couldn’t resist checking the group chat. It was buzzing with excitement, lit up with comments and fire emojis, the guys loving every second of the first live performance.


Chapter Four




Afew days later and it was Saturday afternoon. My husband had just left on yet another business trip. I was almost certain he was fucking the colleague he had gone with, a cheeky-looking slut from the finance department who wore obscenely short skirts. I honestly didn’t care.

I’d already been out all morning, getting my hair and nails done and doing a bit of shopping. As I caught the metro back to my apartment, I couldn’t stop thinking about fucking Josh and Steve earlier in the week. I was getting more and more horny, so I decided it was time to try the group chat again.

Pulling out my phone, I looked around nervously, worried that the other passengers might see what I was planning. There was no way they would, of course, but I felt like I must have “Slut” written on my face as I typed the message. “Anyone available this afternoon?”

Maybe because it was Saturday afternoon, but unusually, within five minutes, I had four replies saying they were available. Overwhelmed with choice, I texted back. “I don’t know who to choose???”

One of the guys, called James, replied immediately, “Why not choose all of us?”

I felt my face flush, and my heart started to race. I also felt a delicious wetness in my panties. Could I really do that? I glanced around the train carriage, but no one knew what I was considering. The other three available men messaged that they would be up for that too. Fuck!

Nervously, I agreed, with appropriate sweating and hot emojis. By the time I got back to my apartment, the first of them was already there. Jay was waiting for me outside, and we air-kissed as if we were just acquaintances. But as he followed me up the stairs to my apartment, he slapped my ass hard, making me gasp with shock and then burst out laughing.

Once inside, I could feel a tingling between my legs, but acting normally, I made him a coffee and waited for the others. James was next, a dirty glint in his eye as he kissed me on the lips and shook hands with Jay.

The apartment was soon buzzing with anticipation. I felt the heat of their gazes on me, my pulse quickening with each minute. Next, Liam arrived, his confident swagger evident as he walked through the door. I could see the fat bulge in his gray sweatpants. He greeted the others with a nod before turning his attention to me, his eyes roaming over my body with unashamed hunger. Last to arrive was Dan, the youngest of the group, not much more than twenty, but no less eager. His boyish grin contrasted with the lustful glint in his eyes.

Fuck, just having four such hot men in my apartment was making me sweaty and flustered. With their big muscles flexing in their t-shirts and their large bulges in their pants, I could hardly form a coherent thought. I bustled about getting them drinks, trying to ignore my soaking panties and nervously putting off the inevitable.

The air was thick with tension as we all stood in my kitchen. I felt a thrill of excitement rush through me, knowing what was about to happen. After they had drunk their coffee, I cleared my throat, breaking the silence. “Well, boys, are you ready to go to the bedroom?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

James smirked, stepping forward and taking my hand. “Oh, we’re more than ready, love.” His grip was firm, sending a jolt of electricity straight to my cunt. “But we don’t need to go to the bedroom.”

I felt another rush of heat between my legs at the sheer filthiness of the situation. I couldn’t believe I was about to do this. Four men, right here in the kitchen I shared with my husband, all eager to have me.

"Take off your clothes," James commanded softly.

My heart pounded as I reached for the hem of my top, pulling it over my head and tossing it aside. My bra followed, and I saw their eyes shining with lust as my full breasts were revealed. My nipples were already hard, and as I looked around at the others, I saw their cocks were stiffening in their pants.

"Good girl," Jay murmured, stepping closer. He reached out, running his hands over my breasts, squeezing and kneading them roughly. I gasped at the sensation, my nipples hardening even more under his touch.

Liam moved to the other side, bending down and sucking hard on a nipple, making me moan with pleasure. The men were all closing in on me now. James’s hands moved to my hips. His breath was hot on my neck as he whispered, "Let's see how wet you are."

He slid a hand down my stomach, slipping it inside my panties and groaning softly as he found my soaked cunt. "Fuck, she's literally dripping," he announced to the others, making me flush with embarrassment and arousal. “These panties are soaked through.”

Dan knelt in front of me, his boyish grin turning dirty as he hooked his fingers into the waistband of my shorts and panties and pulled them down, exposing me to the room. "Can't wait to taste her," he said, talking to the others instead of me and making me even more turned on.

I could barely think as they touched me, their hands everywhere, making my skin tingle and my heart race. Dan’s tongue explored my wet folds, his breath on my clit making me squirm with desire. When he started lapping firmly at me, I was so aroused that I came almost immediately, my legs buckling under me as the guys held me up.

James stepped forward, his cock already hard and straining against his jeans. He unzipped his trousers, freeing himself and guiding my hand to his thick shaft. In a room full of alpha males, I sensed he was the head alpha.

"Suck it," he ordered.

I knelt on the cold tiled floor, my heart pounding as I wrapped my hand around James's throbbing cock. The taste of him filled my mouth as I took him in, my tongue swirling around the tip before sliding down his length. His groan of approval spurred me on, my hand stroking what my mouth couldn't reach.

"That's it, take it all," James growled, his hand gripping the back of my head, guiding my movements. I gagged slightly as he pushed deeper, but the sheer filthiness of it only made me wetter.

Jay and Liam couldn't wait any longer either. They both unzipped their jeans, freeing their cocks. Jay positioned himself close to my face, his shaft just inches away from my lips. "Open up," he commanded.

I turned slightly, my mouth now taking turns between James and Jay. My tongue flicked over Jay's tip, tasting the pre-cum that had already started to bead there. James pulled out for a moment, stroking himself as he watched me pleasure Jay.

"Fuck, she looks so hot like this," Liam murmured, moving his own cock closer so I could give him a turn. They were all bigger than average, but Liam was the biggest, a proper monster cock. I could barely get his throbbing erection in my mouth. I settled for sucking the tip and wrapping my tongue around it.

“No, that’s no good,” said James, grabbing me by my hair. “She needs to try harder.”

He started to move my head, forcing Liam’s cock into my throat. I gagged, my jaw aching and my eyes streaming, but he didn’t relent. And that wasn’t all that was streaming; I could feel myself literally dripping wet between my legs. He forced me to take it deeper and deeper until spit was pouring out of my mouth over my breasts, and I could barely breathe.

“Suck his cock, you whore,” James laughed, clearly enjoying himself.

Liam looked like he was already on the edge. His balls tightened, and he started groaning. James pulled my head back just in time for Liam to ejaculate all over my face. I closed my eyes and felt it coat my face in warm pulsating loads, running down my cheeks. I wrapped my lips around him again, sucking the last of the cum from his cock.

Most of the cum had missed my eyes. When I opened them, I saw that Dan had been filming my filthy behavior on his phone.

“Is that…” I asked him, my throat hoarse from being fucked.

“Yes, live on the group chat,” he said with a grin, “Oh, and Steve says he’s in a taxi on his way over right now too.”

"She’s such a good little slut," Jay groaned as I wrapped my lips around him again, his hand tangling in my hair as he pushed deeper into my mouth.

After a few more minutes of sucking them all, Jay and Liam pulled me upright. James guided me toward the kitchen table, bending me over face down so my breasts pressed against the cool wood. My heart was racing, anticipation coursing through my veins as I felt James behind me again.

His hands slid over my ass, spreading me wide open. “Are you getting this, Dan?”

Dan moved closer, filming deep inside my gaping cunt.

But James couldn’t wait any longer. He slipped his cock between my wet folds and pressed up against my entrance, teasing me. I whimpered, pushing back against him, desperate for his cock.

“You want my cock, baby girl?” he smirked.

“Yes, please,” I whimpered.

“Tell me what you want,” he demanded in a commanding voice.

“Fuck me,” I gasped, my voice trembling. “Please, James, fuck me.”

With one hard thrust, he buried himself inside me, stretching me in a way that left me breathless. My fingers gripped the edge of the table as he began to move. Each thrust was deep, deliberate, and commanding, his hips slamming against me with a force that sent jolts of pleasure through my entire body.

I moaned loudly, unable to hold back, the pressure building inside me with each powerful stroke. My breasts pressed against the cold table, the contrast making my already sensitive nipples ache. He reached forward, grabbing a handful of my hair, pulling my head back to whisper in my ear.

“Come for me,” he ordered.

The command sent me over the edge. My body tensed, pleasure ripping through me as I cried out so loud I wondered if the neighbors would hear. My cunt clenched around him, and he groaned, thrusting harder as he chased his own release.

James finished with a final, deep thrust, his body shaking against mine as he filled me. He pulled out slowly, and I could feel his warmth dripping down my thighs as I slumped over the table, my legs trembling.

But there was no rest. Jay stepped forward next, pulling me upright and turning me around to face him. “My turn,” he said with a smirk, his cock already hard and glistening with precum. He lifted me effortlessly, placing me on the edge of the table, spreading my legs wide.

His lips claimed mine in a rough, hungry kiss as he slid inside me, his cock hitting a new angle that made me cry out against his mouth. His thrusts were fast and urgent, his hands gripping my thighs as he held me open. As he fucked me, James’s cum poured out, making wet, obscene sounds and pooling under my ass on the table.

“You’re so fucking gorgeous,” Jay muttered, his lips trailing down my neck as he fucked me hard.

I was still sensitive from my last orgasm, and it didn’t take long for the tension to start building again. I clawed at Jay’s back, my moans getting louder as he brought me closer and closer to another climax.

“Come on, let go for me,” he urged, his thumb reaching down to circle my clit. The extra stimulation was too much, and I shattered around him, my body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

Jay groaned as he finished inside me too, his cum mixing with James’s. He pulled out just as Liam stepped in. “Move over, mate,” Liam said with a grin, his massive cock hard again and already in his hand.

“Fuck,” I murmured, my eyes widening as Liam pushed my legs further apart, positioning himself at my entrance. He was big, bigger than the others, and as he pushed inside, I could feel every inch stretching me.

“Jesus, you’re so tight,” Liam said.

“‘Course she is, you’ve got a horse cock,” laughed Dan, moving closer to capture it with his phone.

Liam took his time at first, letting me adjust, but as soon as he saw me relax, he started to move faster. His size made every thrust feel impossibly deep, hitting spots that left me breathless.

My head fell back, a loud moan escaping my lips as he grabbed my hips, pulling me into each thrust. His strength was overwhelming, his pace relentless, and soon I was tumbling over the edge again, my body spasming around him.

After he had fucked me through my orgasm, he pulled out. “Your turn, mate,” he said to Dan, taking the phone from him. The youngest of the group, Dan’s eagerness was obvious as he slid inside me, his pace fast and wild from the start. His hands roamed my body, squeezing my breasts, my waist, my thighs, as if he couldn’t get enough of me.

“You’re incredible,” Dan panted, his hips slamming against my thighs. I was overstimulated, my body a bundle of nerves, but the pleasure was addictive, each thrust sending me closer to another orgasm.

When I came again, Dan groaned, pulling his cock out and holding it above me. It was slick with my release and the others cum. He gave his dick a couple of firm strokes, and cum erupted from it, all the way up my stomach and even over my breasts. Load after load followed until my body was covered in lines of white cum.

I barely had a moment to catch my breath before the kitchen door burst open. I jumped up, and for one heartbeat I thought it might be my husband. But no, it was Steve.

“Looks like I missed the warm-up,” he said, grinning. He went round the group of men, shaking them all firmly by the hand and introducing himself like he’d just arrived late at a business meeting instead of a gangbang.

Steve shrugged off his tailored jacket and hung it on a chair. “Right. Let’s see if you can handle one more,” he said. He took me by the hand and led me through to the bedroom on shaky legs. The other guys followed.

I grabbed a towel from the bedside table, quickly wiping myself down and lying on the bed as Steve undressed. His body was as impressive as ever, with broad shoulders, defined abs, and that cock I couldn’t get enough of. He dropped his pants and briefs in one fluid motion and climbed onto the bed, settling between my legs.

He ran a hand up my thigh, his fingers exploring my swollen opening. “You’re full of cum,” he smirked. “Still want more?”

“Yes, please,” I replied breathlessly.

Steve didn’t waste time. He thrust into me in one smooth motion, his cock filling me completely. My back arched off the bed as I gasped, my hands gripping his shoulders.

“Fuck,” I moaned as he began to move, his rhythm steady but powerful, each stroke hitting deep. The others gathered around, watching intently, their eyes fixed on my lips stretched tight around Steve’s shaft, cum pouring out of my cunt and running down my ass.

The room was filled with the sounds of skin against skin, my cries of pleasure, and Steve’s groans. His pace quickened, his movements growing more intense as he drove me higher and higher. Liam climbed into the bed, offering me his huge cock. I grabbed hold of it, pulling it into my mouth. The others joined us. Someone sucked on one of my nipples while someone else groped my other breast. I felt the tension building again, my body trembling as another orgasm surged through me. My cunt contracted around Steve’s cock, my muffled moans spilling around Liam’s thick shaft.

With a growl, Steve flipped me onto my knees. He spread my cheeks, taking a moment to admire my dripping cunt and tight ass. His hands gripped me firmly as he guided his cock back between my folds and thrust hard inside, the new angle making me gasp as he hit deeper, more sensitive spots. Dan was the only one not hard, and resumed his role as cameraman. The rest of them brought their cocks to me to take turns sucking.

Steve picked up the pace, fucking me through another orgasm. Just as the pleasure rushed through me and my cunt and ass started contracting, he pushed a thick thumb in my puckered rear entrance, making me cry out again. After a few more strokes, he pulled out and moved his cock to my ass.

“I’m going to cum in your ass,” he said, and I could hear the smirk in his voice.

The others held me as Steve applied a bit more pressure. Suddenly, I felt myself relax and stretch around his shaft. “Oh my god,” I gasped. His cock felt massive in my ass, stretching me wide open and making me grip his shaft tightly.

Steve let out a deep groan as he sank fully into me, his hands gripping my hips to hold me in place. “Fuck, your ass is so tight,” he growled. He pulled back slightly before thrusting forward again, setting a steady rhythm that had my entire body trembling.

Steve’s pace quickened, his thick shaft stretching me wide with every thrust. His grunts grew louder, matching the rhythm of his hips slamming against me. Each thrust sent shocks of pleasure through me, my body trembling as I struggled to keep up with all the hard cocks surrounding me.

Steve leaned forward, his weight pressing me into the mattress as he thrust deeper, his cock hitting new spots inside me. The stretch of my ass, the taste of the men in my mouth, and the roughness of their hands on my body all combined into a whirlwind of pleasure.

I felt Steve tense behind me, his hands digging into my hips. With a final deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing as he spilled inside me. The sensation of his warmth filling me sent me over the edge again, my body shaking with another powerful orgasm.

He pulled out slowly, leaving me breathless and trembling. But there was still more to come. “Let’s see if she can take two at once,” grinned James.

There was no way I was letting Liam put his monster cock in my ass, so I pushed him onto the bed and guided him into my pussy. I sank down, letting out another happy moan as he stretched me open again. When he was fully inside, James moved behind us, guiding his cock to my ass, which was overflowing with Steve’s cum.

With Liam’s cock filling my pussy so completely, James had a bit of trouble getting it in, but eventually it slipped deep inside, rubbing against Liam’s dick through my thin walls. They both started to move cautiously, gradually finding a rhythm that was just out of sync with each other.

The sensations in my hyper-aroused body were too much, and I came so hard that I blacked out, my body shaking uncontrollably as my mind went blank. I couldn’t even feel the dicks in me anymore, my brain switched to complete pleasure, and my whole body throbbed with ecstasy. I had another whole-body orgasm, and then another one. I don’t even remember the rest, just a haze of ecstasy with my brain completely off. The only thing that existed was pleasure.

But finally, it was over. They pulled out, leaving me gaping and empty. Cum poured out of my cunt and ass. I was vaguely aware someone else had come on my face. I collapsed on the bed, still shaking, my eyes closed and my heart pounding.

The room grew quiet, the heat and frenzy of the moment fading. I heard murmurs, and then a soft touch on my arm. “You alright?” Steve asked, his voice gentler now.

I nodded faintly, too drained to speak, my body heavy and buzzing from everything that had just happened.

“Get her some water,” James said, still in charge and already grabbing a towel to clean me up.

Jay returned with a glass of cold water, helping me sit up enough to drink. “Good girl. Take it slow,” he said, gently.

I sipped gratefully, the coolness soothing my dry throat. Someone draped a blanket over me, and Liam perched on the edge of the bed, rubbing slow circles on my back.

“Was that okay?” Dan asked, concern in his voice.

I managed a smile. “Yes, perfect,” I murmured. “Thank you all so much.”

“Good girl,” Liam said, his hand warm on my skin. “Let us know if you need anything, yeah?”

One by one, they climbed into bed around me, their bodies warm and solid as they nestled close. Steve lay beside me, his arm draped over my waist, while James stroked my hair softly. I closed my eyes, exhaustion finally overtaking me as I sank into the comfort of their embrace. I fell into a deep sleep.

When I woke, I was alone in my apartment. Shivering, I pulled on a dressing gown and padded to the kitchen. There was a huge hamper of food on the kitchen table and several bottles of mineral water. I smiled to myself and sent them a thank you on the group chat.

THE END
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