
        
            
                
            
        

    
Alex's voice cut through the quiet. "Hey Anny, you're looking like one hell of a slut." 

 

She heard Footsteps. but there were two sets making Anne's heart kick hard. 

 

Is it him? 

 

"I brought my friend over, Anny. Do you remember sucking his cock like a good slut?" 

 

Heat was already pooling in her belly. "Mmmhh… yeahh…"

 

Alex's hands were all over her naked body after that. He twisted one nipple until she yelped, then pushed two fingers straight into her. She couldn't see a thing. 

 

"You don't know his name, right? So you call him Master. Otherwise he won't let you suck his cock, Anny. And you don't want that… do you?"

 

"Nooo… I want him."

 

"Then beg." 

 

It came easier now. "Please stay, Master…"

 

"Good girl. He's gonna fuck your brains out tonight." 

 

Her nipples were already tight and her pussy throbbed harder. 

Alex's hand slid down and eased those fingers back in, curling. "Tell me what you did today." 

 

 

"I've been waiting to get fucked before my husband comes home." 

 

"There she is." He stepped back. "He'll take care of you now." 

 

A bigger hand settled between her legs then thick fingers found her clit and rubbed slow. The orgasm started building fast. She knew it was him. she remembered touch of those hands from her dreams. 

 

"Give it to me, Master." 

 

Then something hot and slick replaced the fingers. A tongue, dragging right over her clit. 

 

Anne came hard while a broken sound tore out of her throat. He kept going, licking through it like he couldn't get enough. In the dark it felt endless to Anne. 

 

He is licking my pussy. 

 

"Yes… please…" she begged.

 

Master shoved her thighs wider and buried his face between them. His tongue was relentless. Broad strokes up her folds, then a tight circle around her clit that made her thighs shake. He sucked it into his mouth and pulled, while his fingers slid back into her and curled against that swollen spot deep inside. 

Wet sounds filled the room. Her juices ran down his chin. He moaned against her like she tasted better than anything. All Anne could feel was the pure lust roaring through her naked body. 

 

Anne's hands flew to his hair, holding him there. Another orgasm slammed into her before the first had even faded. She ground against his mouth, gasping. 

 

He didn't stop. Tongue flat, then pointed, sucking into her while his thumb kept working her clit in tight circles. Every time she got close again he slowed just enough to keep her right on the edge, then sucked harder until she broke crying out, legs locking around his head. 

 

Alex watched from the side, just letting it happen. 

 

Master licked her slower now, cleaning every drop while she trembled and whimpered under him. 

 

Alex took over her mouth. He held her head and fucked into her throat, and every moan Master pulled out of her came out muffled around his cock. 

 

Then the stranger began to move. They weren't synchronized. That was the thing. One pulled out as the other pushed in, leaving her no moment to regroup, empty at one end and full at the other, again and again. 

 

Her throat clenched around Alex and he swore. 

 

"You're a good cock sucker, Anny." 

 

Then Anne was turned around by those powerful hands. 

One broad hand between her shoulder blades folded her down until her cheek pressed into the patch of her own juices soaked into the sofa. The smell of it only aroused her more, humiliation and all. His cock found her opening without help and pushed in through the loudest, wettest sound she'd ever made. She clenched in shame, which only made it hotter. 

 

 

yeahh.. That's what I craved this whole time 

 

He fucked her long, not fast. Full strokes that drew out until she gripped the head and returned until his hips struck the backs of her thighs. His weight pressed her deeper into the damp cushion with every thrust. She breathed herself in. 

 

"Use me, aghhh," she moaned. "I'm a... I'm a slut. I'm... whatever you want. I'm whatever you want. Master." 

 

The hand on her neck pressed down a little. She came shamelessly with her face in her own mess while his hips never changed pace. The orgasm lasted way longer than she expected. When it passed, she felt something switch off in her head. Maybe it was the last bit of hope of going back to Nathan's dick. 

 

They withdrew from her greedy body. But her ass still in the air, her body humming from the stranger's last stroke. Neither of them said anything. Then hands slid under her arms and hauled her upright. 

 

"Stay up," Alex said, close to her ear. His chest was at her back, his cock hard against the cleft of her ass. The stranger was in front of her, and she felt his heat before he touched her, then his hands on her thighs lifting her. Her feet left the floor. She had a second of weightless panic before they had her pinned between them. Her legs were hooked over Master's arms, her back flat against Alex's chest while her cunt ached for the man in front of her. 

Alex's cock slid along her ass. She was stretched, empty, and ready, and she knew it. She could feel both of them waiting. 

 

 

Alex's hands gripped her hips hard from behind. "Your ass is mine tonight, Anny." 

 

Master's thick cock pushed up into her soaked pussy in one long thrust. She cried out while her cunt clamping around him instantly. 

 

"Fuck... Master..." 

 

Alex spat on her hole, then pressed the head of his cock against it. There was no teasing. He shoved in slow, stretching her open while Master stayed buried deep. 

 

The full, incredibly arousing stretch hit as both of them filled her at once. 

 

"Oh god. Oh fuck.." 

 

Alex fucked her ass with a low groan, balls flush against her, his rhythm steady. Master's cock twitched inside her. She could feel every ridge, every pulse. 

 

Alex pulled almost all the way out of her ass, then slammed back in. Master thrust until they locked into the same savage pace. 

 

Every thrust drove her forward onto Master's chest. Every withdrawal left her empty for half a second before both cocks punched back in together. Anne was dripping from both holes. She couldn't process the sheer need soaring through her body. 

Filthy sounds filled the room while Her pussy squelched around Master. Alex's cock dragged through the tight heat of her ass with long, slick strokes. 

 

 

"Look at that," Alex panted, hands spreading her cheeks wider so he could watch himself disappear. "Taking both of us like the perfect little slut." 

 

Master reached up, pinched both nipples hard, and rolled them. Then a word slipped out. 

 

"Good girl." 

 

Anne came suddenly, the arousal tipping over. 

 

That's the same voice. Am I dreaming? No, I'm tripping. 

 

Just shut your mouth and enjoy this Anny. 

 

"Do you.. ahhh.. know me, Master?" 

 

But only Alex answered. 

 

"Do you want us to stop?" 

 

"Noo. pl...hhhh." she gasped. 

 

"How do you feel?" 

"So fucking full. Soo good." 

 

 

Alex snarled and started pounding harder. Master matched him stroke for stroke. The dual pressure dragged against her from both sides with every single thrust. 

 

Another orgasm built fast. 

 

"Don't you dare stop," she begged. "Use me. Fuck me. Fill both my holes." 

 

Master's hands locked around her waist and yanked her down onto every upward thrust. Alex leaned over her back and his hips slammed in brutal digs that made her ass jiggle. 

 

She came screaming into Master's neck. Her cunt and ass both clamped in violent pulses. The pressure only made them fuck her through it harder. 

 

Alex didn't slow. "Again. Come again while we're both still in you." 

 

Master's thumb found her clit and rubbed tight, vicious circles. Alex reached around and slapped her swollen lips against Master's cock. 

 

Another orgasm ripped through her almost immediately. Her whole body seized. Juices flooded down Master's shaft and balls. Alex groaned at the way her ass fluttered and milked him. 

 

They kept going. 

Deep, punishing strokes. Master bottoming out in her cunt while Alex bottoming out in her ass. Anne felt like she was living her dreams. 

 

"Good girl taking both cocks." 

 

"Such a greedy fucking hole." 

 

"We're not stopping until you can't walk." Alex never let up on the humiliation. 

 

Anne's arms gave out. She collapsed onto Master's chest, face pressed to his skin but her ass was still raised for Alex. They never pulled out. They just kept using her, her pussy and ass stuffed full, bodies locked together. The relentless double penetration ground every coherent thought out of her head until the only thing left was the raw, overwhelming need to stay exactly like this, split open on both of them at once. 

 

Then they put her down. 

 

Anne's knees buckled under an overpowering orgasm and she sank onto her hands and knees on the rug. 

 

She lifted her ass for the stranger as he shifted behind her, begging for more. His cock, still wet from her cunt, slid up between her cheeks and settled against her tight hole. 

 

The head pushed at her and her body tried to refuse on pure reflex, clenching against it. But he didn't wait. The head slipped in, and the rest followed in one long slide until his hips were against her. 

Alex knelt in front of her and fed her his cock. He'd gone half soft watching, and he thickened in her mouth over a dozen slow strokes. She worked him with everything she had, sloppy but grateful, spit stringing from her chin to his balls and swinging with every thrust from behind. 

 

Alex glanced at the stranger and waited for the small nod before he spoke. "Boss, give me your hand." Then, to her: "Anny, come up on your knees. Don't straighten, stay bent over." 

 

She pushed herself up off her hands, back arched, palms landing on Alex's thighs to steady her. Alex reached out, and the two men's arms crossed above her, one on each side of her head, and their hands found each other. Their forearms made a bridge over her, a lock that pinned her between them. 

 

"Welcome to Eiffel Tower, Anny," Alex laughed. 

 

Then they used her. Each time the stranger drove into her, his grip on Alex hauled her forward onto Alex's cock, and each time Alex pulled back, the same grip dragged her onto the stranger. Neither of them had to touch her. They moved against each other through her, passing her back and forth along the length of the bridge, and she couldn't brace or turn or breathe except where they let her. 

 

She moaned around the cock in her throat, because being in this position was doing something to her she'd never have admitted out loud. Humiliation had always sounded amateur to Anne when she was a proud wife. But now it made heat climb her chest, along with the awful, thrilling certainty that they didn't even need her to hold herself up. 

 

I'm not even a person right now. 

Her arms folded and she dropped to her forearms, and the locked hands above her didn't let her fall any further. They held her in the air of that bridge while the stranger fucked her through it, her whole body clenching around him in waves. She moaned hard around Alex, and Alex swore and drove into her throat, his fingers tightening in the stranger's grip. For a while they just ran her like that, between them, and she didn't just let them. She pushed back into it. She begged without words. 

 

She finally came down hard, body jerking, a small ragged sob spilling out of her. The stranger didn't pull out. He slowed only long enough to feel her fluttering around him, then sank back into her in long, deep, merciless strokes that kept her pinned flat to the rug. Every thrust ground her nipples into the coarse weave until they burned. 

 

Alex wasn't ready to free her just because she gave up. He sat cross-legged right in front of her face. She had nowhere to go. Her cheek was forced against the hot skin of his thigh, nose buried in the dark hair at the base of his cock. She could feel the thick length of him against her face, already smeared with her own spit from earlier. 

 

"Open your mouth, slut," he said. 

 

She did, with no hesitation left in her. She turned her face into him and licked along the underside of his shaft like it was the only thing she was allowed to do. The taste of him filled her mouth. 

 

"That's it," Alex murmured, fingers sliding into her hair, holding her exactly where he wanted her, face pressed into his lap so she couldn't look away from what she was doing. "Keep that tongue out like a good girl. Nice and slow. Let him see your skills." 

Behind her the stranger found a brutal rhythm. Every thrust drove her forward, shoving her mouth deeper onto Alex's cock whether she was ready or not. Her moans turned into wet, choked sounds against his shaft. The rug scraped her knees raw. Her tits dragged back and forth with each push. She didn't care. Her hips were already pushing back on their own, greedily. 

 

"Look at her," Alex said, with awe. "Fucking cock-drunk already. Taking it like she was built for it." 

 

Alex tightened his grip and tilted her face up just enough that she felt his eyes on her even blindfolded. Her lips were swollen, shiny with spit, a string of it still connecting her lower lip to the underside of his cock. 

 

"Can you take both of us, Anny?" he asked. "Say it. Out loud. Tell us what you are right now." 

 

She tried to nod hazily. 

 

"I need words." 

 

"Y-yes," she whispered, voice wrecked. "I can take both of you. Please." 

 

The stranger's breath hitched. He slammed into her harder, forcing another wet sound out of her throat as her mouth was driven further onto Alex. 

 

"Please what?" Alex asked, his thumb stroking over her spit-slick lower lip. "Use the words. Be a good little slut and tell us exactly what you need." 

 

Her face burned. She could feel both of them watching her. No way to pretend this was anything but what it was. 

"I need… both of you," she managed, the confession scraped raw from her throat. "I need your cock in my mouth while he fucks me. I need to be used. Please use me." 

 

 

He pushed her face back down onto him, guiding the head of his cock past her lips until she was forced to take him deeper with every push from behind. 

 

"That's our girl," he said softly. "Now stay just like that. Taking it. We're not done making you admit what you are." 

 

"He goes faster when you tell the truth," Alex said. "You'll learn what that costs. When's the last time Nathan made you come?" 

 

"Around..." The cock went deep and she had to reset her voice. "Last month." 

 

"You faking it?" 

 

"Every time." 

 

"Every time?" 

 

"He asks if I finished. Every single time he asks, and I tell him I was so close." 

 

The hips behind her sped up. 

 

"And what are you?" 

"A slut. I'm his slut wife. I'm a hole with a wedding ring on." She turned her face into the rug to say the worst part. 

 

The stranger's hips stuttered. 

 

"No, Anny. You're not his wife anymore. You're just a slut." 

 

She came with her face in the rug, confessing in pieces. 

 

I love him, I love him, I know, I know, don't stop, don't you dare stop. 

 

She did love Nathan. That was the sickest part. The love had stayed but it never surfaced like before. Behind her, a man whose name she didn't know kept wrecking her on the floor of her own living room, silent except for her wet moans. 

 

Her phone rang suddenly. 

 

"Ohh, it's Nathan," Alex said. "Perfect timing, buddy." 

 

The stranger stayed inside her, completely still. 

 

"I'm going to answer it. And you have to talk to him while we're inside you," Alex said. 

 

"Noo pls." 

"Maybe he's close. Do you want to get caught naked with two men in your living room?" 

 

Anne knew she had no choice. 

 

"Give me the phone. Pls answer it. I can’t see" 

 

"Hey, you home?" Nathan sounded tired. "I got your purse. There wasn't traffic today, luckily. I'll be home in five minutes." 

 

"Uhh.. Thanks, babe." 

 

No, he can't come this early. Not while I'm feeling so good. I need more time. 

 

Okay then make him grab dinner, Anny. 

 

"It's fine." He exhaled. "You okay? You sound breathless." 

 

"I exercised a bit." 

 

"Okay then." 

 

The stranger pulsed slowly inside her, reminding her how good it felt. If Nathan came home now she was going to cry. Not because she was sorry. Because she wasn't ready for it to end. 

 

"Can you grab pizza? I couldn't make dinner today." 

"Could you do Fifth? The Italian place. I know it's out of your way. But I'm craving it." 

 

 

"Fifth?" Nathan sighed. "Babe, I'm tired." 

 

The stranger began to pull out, very slowly. She felt every inch leaving and her cunt followed him out, gripping, refusing. Keeping her voice level took everything she had. 

 

No no, he can't go now. 

 

"So.. you can't or you won't?" Anne felt hate in her voice. Nathan felt it too. 

 

"Hmm, I'll grab pizzaa." 

 

"Thanks." Anne hung up the second the stranger slammed into her again, making her moan despite every attempt not to. 
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