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Chapter One

“That guy is such an asshole, why did he have to go and invite himself?”

My fiancé was less than pleased to learn that I’d be flying to meet a client halfway across the country with a coworker he couldn’t stand. Not because he was worried about me cheating on him. No, Michael knew I would be spreading my legs for strangers the moment I got to the hotel, or at least that had been the plan. But with Jefferey now coming along, I’d have to behave myself. No flirting. No playing. No anonymous internet ads telling strangers I’d be waiting, blindfolded in my hotel room, for them to stop by and stuff me full of cock. I might be an insatiable slut, but I was smart enough to keep that little secret from my colleagues. If that kind of thing got out, it had the potential to really fuck up your career.

“I don’t know, he’s apparently friends with the client,” I responded. “Maybe that guy’s a big asshole too?”

“You know he wants to fuck you, right?” Michael asked. “It was like he was undressing you with his eyes the whole Christmas party.”

“I’d be a little disappointed if he didn’t,” I confessed. Jefferey was hot. He had that irresistible Big-Dick-Energy, and I was dying to find out if it was justified. But no, I told myself, he was off limits.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” he asked.

“Maybe not as much as you,” I replied. “You’d love to watch me crawl under his desk and take his hard, throbbing cock right into my pretty little mouth.”

“Stop it, Kara,” Michael said, but his heart wasn’t in it. “You need to be good.”

“Since when is that ever my strong suit?” I was already moving to my knees, my hands unbuttoning his pants. “I guess you’ll just have to help me get it all out of my system before I leave.”

“Baby,” he laughed. “That’s all your system is. You were born to fuck.”

I took his cock into my mouth, savoring the taste. Knowing it’d be the last one I sucked for at least the next three days.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “I wish I could just come with you.”

“Just call out, they’d never know.” Sometimes he was a little too nice, you know? All he had to do was tell his boss he wasn’t available this weekend, then he’d be living it up with me, eating room service steak and lobster while I sucked his dick. Or Slurp and Turf, as I called it.

Traveling always makes me horny – there’s just something about being in a new place where nobody knows a damn thing about you, and you know you’ll never see them again. It never fails to bring out my inner slut. I love walking down the hall of a hotel, knowing that everyone in the surrounding rooms had listened to me scream and moan all night.

I had big plans for this weekend, before Jefferey invited himself along and ruined it all. Half my suitcase was packed full of lingerie and slutty outfits that I now couldn’t wear.

“Y-y-you know I can’t call out,” he stuttered as I took his cock deep into my throat. “They need me to be there.”

“But I need you.” And then, my fingertips running over my pussy, I added, “here.”

I was fresh out of the shower, clad in only my bra and panties. I still had an hour or two before I had to leave for the airport, and I was grateful for that. At least I could get laid before heading out. Would the airport security guy smell the cum leaking from my cunt while they patted me down? I hoped so.

Michael shuddered as I ran my tongue up his shaft, then lapped up the precum pooling at the tip. Fuck, the taste of cum always made me so incredibly wet. Maybe I’d swallow down just one load, real quick, before letting him fuck me properly. This was the problem when there was only one man around – as incredible as it was to look into his eyes as I sweetly sucked down his sperm, the hollow ache inside my slick pussy demanded more. So much more. I loved to suck dick, but I lived for the feeling of a hard cock throbbing and spurting a thick, messy load deep into my cunt.

My hand found its way to my fiancé’s balls, heavy and full with his seed. At least I could drain them a time or two before I left. Even when I was just leaving for work in the morning, or running out to the store, I tried to make sure he was taken care of. What can I say, I’m going to make a fantastic wife.

Massaging his balls, I took him deep again, feeling the swollen tip of his cock slipping back down my throat. His hands settled onto my head, fingers twisting into my hair. He’d enjoyed the warm-up, but I knew he was ready to take what he needed - to fuck my face until he blew his fat load right down my throat.

“Fuck,” he grunted. “I’m going to miss your slutty mouth.”

His ballsack slapped against my chin as he pounded into my throat. My cunt was sopping wet, burning with need. Spit and precum drooled from my mouth, dripping down my chin and falling warmly onto my tits. I was aching to feel him pulsing inside me.

“It’s too bad nobody else will get to use this mouth for a few days,” he said, and I knew he was imagining me on my knees for another man. Or maybe men. It always made him hard as a rock when I sucked more than one dick at a time. He just loved to see his fiancée’s pretty little face surrounded by huge throbbing cocks. Watching them stretch and use my mouth always led to an extra hard fucking, usually with their cum still pouring out from between my lips as he drove himself into me.

Looking up at him with my big, watering eyes, I could sense that he was close. The precum was flowing freely, filling my mouth with the teasing taste of what was to come. My aching cunt was desperate for him to finish, already eager to get to work on earning that next load.

Michael pulled back a little, leaving only the last few inches of his cock inside my mouth. A sign that he was ready to blow. He loved that I could take him down my throat, but when it was time to finish, he wanted to fill my mouth so I could taste it all before swallowing it down.

I stroked his glistening shaft, jerking him off into my mouth until I felt his body tense and his cock swell. Then he erupted, pumping rope after rope of his hot seed onto my tongue. It filled my mouth, and I let a little spill out and drip down onto my tits. I fucking loved the feeling of a warm load on my chest. Or anywhere, for that matter.

When he was finished emptying himself into my mouth, he smiled down at me. “Such a shame that mouth is going to be empty all-”

-His buzzing work phone interrupted. “Sorry, baby,” he apologized. “Just let me check or it’s all I’ll be able to think about.”

“Really?” I asked, pulling my panties to the side. Offering up my cunt, lips already puffy and slick with need. “That’s all you can think about?”

But it was too late, he’d already picked it up. “Fuck,” he muttered. “I have to go.”

There would be no arguing with him. One of the downsides of being with a firefighter was that when the call came, they didn’t really have much choice but to go. Scurrying across the room, he gathered up clothes and pulled a shirt over his head. I took his deflating cock into my mouth for just a moment, sucking down the remaining few drops of his cum.

It was the last taste I’d get for a few days.


Chapter Two

I was a few drinks deep when Jeffrey showed up at the airport bar. I get why Michael hated the guy; he had real Big-Dick-Energy that rubbed a lot of folks the wrong way. His only saving grace was that Jeffrey had the body to match the ego. I might have caught him undressing me with his eyes a few times, but I had to admit I’ve returned the favor more than once.

What would it be like to undo the buttons on his collared shirt, one by one, slowly revealing his sculpted chest? Or to unbuckle that belt, spread the teeth on his zipper and reach inside to finally discover if he had the size to match his ego.

Usually, I tried not to think about it. Out of respect for my fiance, mostly. He was kind enough to let me fuck whoever I desired, why bother with a guy he couldn’t stand? And also because Jefferey really was just a huge asshole. Even though he’d never find out, I still didn’t like imagining the satisfaction he’d get if he ever learned that I thought he was hot.

Today, though, I didn’t give a fuck. Frustrated from this morning’s interruption and a little tipsy, I allowed my eyes to wander freely. His other shortcomings aside, I had to admit the man knew how to dress. A suit seemed a little overkill for the flight, but I wasn’t going to complain. If only more guys knew just how quickly a man in a nice suit can get our panties soaking. It was like lingerie for men, practically a cheat code to getting in my pants.

It fit his broad shoulders perfectly, and I had to wonder, had he gotten it made for him? Was that still a thing guys could do? Just the idea of him standing there, with some girl on her knees taking his measurements, was strangely sexy. Maybe it was just because a part of me was dying to measure him myself.

“What time do we board?” he asked. No “hello”, no “how are you”, no apology for inviting himself along at the last minute. For the first time, I actually took a good look at my boarding pass.

“What the fuck, Jeff?” I couldn’t fucking believe it, “You booked us in FreeUse First Class?”

“Relax, Kara,” he smirked. “The company only booked us on Economy, but I got us an upgrade.”

I shook my head, absolutely furious. The fucking gall of this asshole. “Upgrade? Now I’m going to have to spend the whole flight surrounded by creeps trying to fuck me.”

“Look, it was the only way. Women fly free up there, so I was able to fund my seat with the money we saved on you.”

“I am not fucking doing this, Jeffrey.” The Bloody Mary’s had gone a little ways towards dulling the aching need burning in my cunt, but this had brought the desire gushing back. I was in serious trouble. My coworkers can’t find out I’m a secret slut.

“Can’t you change it back?”

“Yeah,” he admitted. “It’s not like they can force you to fuck anyone, so you can always swap back to economy. But you’ll have to pay for it yourself.”

Goddammit Jeff. Why the fuck had they put him in charge of the travel arrangements anyway? The guy’s only real skill was schmoozing with other douche-bags like him. Granted, that accounted for a lot of our clients, but come on, he should never be put in charge of anything. Was this as bad as it was going to get, or was there still more to come? Booking us an “upgraded” hotel room with just one bed sounds exactly like something he would do.

“Fine,” I spat, “I’ll fucking pay for it myself. There’s no way I’m letting a bunch of middle-aged creepers have their way with me just for a few extra inches of legroom.”

“Suit yourself,” he said with a shrug.

We still had another hour to kill before boarding, so I flagged down the waiter for the next round, then sank bank into the plush pleather armchair. I guessed that’s about as close to luxury as I’d be getting on this trip. I did my best to enjoy it, knowing a hard, cramped economy seat was waiting for me.

~

The boarding announcement came, and I eyed the folks lining up. First was the parents traveling with small kids, and I was grateful that at least I wasn’t dealing with that. Trying to control a toddler on an airplane must be a special kind of hell. God bless those parents.

Next up were the FreeUse First Class passengers, and I had to admit I was a little surprised. This was my first time flying since the airlines implemented the policy, but when I read about it, I imagined a bunch of horny old men and the kind of girls you’d see working on a street corner.

If they hadn’t announced it, I never would have guessed this lot was about to spend the next couple hours sucking and fucking in a midair bacchanal. In addition to Jeffrey, there were half a dozen young guys wearing matching team jackets, and three nervous looking college girls. I suppose the free airfare would make it easier for young women to travel or go home to visit their families. There was also an older guy, but there wasn’t anything skeezy about him. Like Jeffrey, he was dressed in a well-fitting suit , but he had a more classy, subtly powerful vibe. Whereas my colleague always seemed to be trying his hardest to radiate alpha-male “superiority”. He looked like old money, and I had to wonder if maybe he wasn’t aware of the new Free Use policy in First Class. That dude was going to be in for a shock. And maybe a treat, if those coeds could escape the hockey players for a little while.

One by one, they all disappeared into the plane, while I tried to guess the carnal activities they’d soon be partaking in, playing it all out in my head. Those poor girls didn’t know what they were in for.

Finally, it was my turn to board. I hadn’t realized how turned on I was getting, but as I walked to the gate, I felt the slickness on my inner thighs. Usually, having a pussy that gushed at the drop of a hat was a blessing, but now I was worried that everyone near me was going to smell my arousal.

Entering the plane, I was surprised to see that First Class wasn’t just bigger seats and a little more legroom anymore. Couches lined the walls, and a metal hand bar ran along the ceiling overhead on both sides of the aisle.

There was a fluttering in my stomach as I felt the eyes of the hockey players lingering on my chest as I passed. Jeffrey, seated nearest the divider to Economy, gave me a smug look as I stepped through the portal from luxury to...

...a fucking zoo. Kids, refusing to be confined to their seats, ran amuck, screaming their little heads off. I hadn’t heard a peep in the First Class cabin, but I guess it made sense that it would be sound-proofed. I squeezed through the narrow rows, finally reaching my seat. A fucking middle seat.

Even before I sat down, I was beaten over the head with the scent of cheap department store perfume mingled with the astringency of Bengay. Holding my breath, I sank into the seat besides the elderly woman next to the window.

Barely a moment had passed before a family of four stopped at the row across the aisle from me. Three seats. Four of them. I may have been a bit buzzed, but I could still do the math. Dear lord, I prayed, please deliver me one of the parents. The Dad was kinda cute, I could deal with being next to him for the next few hours.

Yeah, praying has never worked for me, so I wasn’t exactly surprised when a little boy hopped up onto the seat next to me and immediately pushed my arm off the armrest. Little shit.

Two seconds later, he had his video game out and was happily blasting away at full volume. I felt my fingers balling up into fists and tried to calm myself. Deep breaths, while  I tried not to choke on the sickly musk of old-lady perfume.

The brat next to me sneezed, launching a rocket of mucus against the seat-back screen.

“Ma’am!” I called while punching the button for an attendant over and over. I had to get the fuck out of here.


Chapter Three

I swear, the eyes of every guy in First Class lit up when I entered the cabin. Talk about a confidence boost. Though maybe they were just being practical – the coeds were cute, but there was only three of them. With six athletes, Jeffery, and the older gentleman, they’d certainly have their uh… hands full.

Jefffery looked up at me expectantly, like I should obviously sit next to him. But I was still pissed at the audacity of his scheme, so I put a little extra wiggle in my walk as I passed right by him on the way to the silver fox in the suit.

“Mind if I sit here?” I asked.

His dark eyes met mine and he smiled, “Of course.”

Butterflies filled my stomach as I thought about what would happen next. In contrast, he appeared calm and collected. Again, I had to wonder if he knew just what sort of flight he’d booked himself on.

“Attention all passengers,” a sultry female voice echoed from the speakers as a pair of flight attendants appeared.

Well if the silver fox hadn’t known, he certainly did now. My eyes were immediately drawn to the bare breasts of the attendants. They still wore the little navy blue airline blazers, but underneath they were clad in matching under-bust corsets, with their tits spilling out right over the tops.

“Thank you for flying with us today in FreeUse First Class. We know you have a choice in airlines and we hope to fulfill all your needs. Please be aware that anyone can stop at any time and move to Economy if they so desire. Condoms are available for purchase, but we would like to remind you that all passengers tested negative for the STD screening. However, the airline does not accept responsibility for any child conceived on the duration of the flight.

“If you’re having trouble remaining in an upright position, male enhancement pills are also available for an additional fee. Please note that our flight attendants are happy to serve, but are legally prohibited from engaging in sexual acts with passengers. In the event of a loss of cabin pressure, we ask that you don your oxygen masks before continuing with your amorous activities. We will be taking off shortly, please wait until the captain turns off the ‘PANTS’ sign to begin. Thank you for your attention.”

I was still staring at their tits, when the older man beside cleared his throat.

“So, business or pleasure?” my seatmate asked, barely sparing a glance for the topless women preparing their drink trays.

“Uhhh,” he might not have been distracted, but I sure as fuck was. The cabin was filled with a nervous energy as everyone awaited the pleasures to come. Everyone but him apparently.

“Business,” I finally managed to answer. “That asshole over there booked us seats up here.”

“Well,” he said,”Maybe he did you a favor. What kind of business are you in? Name’s Miles by the way.”

I introduced myself and gave him a brief rundown of what the company did. Basically, we manufacture a variety of rare and essential parts for very old machines. Imagine a factory that’s been running along just fine for decades, and now something breaks. You’d be surprised at how many places run on tech that predates the VCR, and none of that stuff is manufactured anymore. Hell, most of the companies that made it no longer even exist. So they can either pay a fortune to modernize, or a slightly smaller fortune for us to build them what they need. And I was on my way to convince a CEO to do just that.

“Well, it sounds like you have something they need,” he explained. “And when they need you, you don’t have to sell so hard. They’ll be begging for you to give it to them.”

And then, casually as can be, Miles began to unbuckle his belt. Two seconds later and I was sitting there transfixed, as he pulled out one of the thickest cocks I’d ever seen in my life.

“See?” he asked, leaning back with his soft, heavy manhood just draped over his lap.

And he was right, he did have something I needed. Before I even knew what I was doing, I had begun to lean over, my mouth already salivating at the sight of him. Without taking even a moment to consider the ramifications it would have on my career to suck a dick just feet away from my colleague, I opened my mouth.

“Good girl,” he sighed, as my lips parted around his bulbous tip. The strong, masculine scent of him filled my nose as I breathed deep, triggering something inside of me that signaled my body to let loose the floodgates. My already damp panties grew positively soaked.

Then I felt the soft heat of him filling my mouth. Gently, I suckled at his dick, tracing my tongue along its rapidly growing length. To feel him growing hard in my mouth was incredible, usually guys are already at full mast before I get anywhere near their junk. He was different. It was like I needed to earn his erection and the pleasure it would bring.

Somehow, he was a grower. Despite his impressive size while flaccid, I could feel him growing inside my mouth. Longer. Thicker. Stretching my lips nearly to the limit. Pulsating with need.

Pulling back for a moment, I admired his glistening manhood. A swell of pride rushed through me at the thought that little old me had awakened that beast from its slumber. It was going to be a challenge to get all that down my throat, but I was determined to give it everything I had.

I barely even noticed the pilot had given the go-ahead, and now the sounds of passengers fucking rang out all around us. I was too transfixed by this fat fucking cock to even spare them a glance. Opening my mouth as wide as I could, I slipped the bulbous tip between my lips and began to slide down his shaft.

“That’s it, Kara.” His whispering my name sent a shiver down my spine and straight to my sopping cunt. Fuck, I would give anything to feel this thing inside me. But I wanted to earn it first.

Call it Daddy issues if you want, but there was just something about this older man that made me melt. I didn’t even know the guy and I was already ready to do anything to please him.

As his cock filled my mouth, I traced the thick veins with my tongue, delighting in the exploration of every ridge. The salty, slightly bitter taste of his precum coated my tongue as I lapped at his opening, astonished by the sheer volume of it. His mere drippings were already approaching the volume of some guys’ entire shot. It was like his need was just flowing out of him and into my hungry mouth. I couldn’t fucking wait to swallow every drop of his load.

Putting my skills to the ultimate test, I took him deeper. Felt him throbbing and pulsing within me. Eyes watering as his swollen head pushed its way into my throat. Despite my best efforts, I gagged on his cock. He groaned in pleasure as my muscles clamped down around him. I struggled to take him, but didn’t back down. Mamma didn’t raise no quitter.

The thick stream of precum was dripping straight down my throat now, just a little tease of what was surely to come. I reached my hand down into his lap and cradled his heavy balls. They practically filled my tiny hand, and I salivated at the thought of how much cum he had swirling around down there, just waiting for me to coax out every drop.

Grabbing his balls, I was able to get enough leverage to finally take his entire length down my throat.

“Well done,” he said coolly, as though he were merely grading an exam instead of throat-fucking a sexy little thing like me. Even as the thrill of pride coursed through me, I resolved to make him break the act. I might be putty in his hand, but he was going to whimper for me at least once before I was done with him.

I put all my skills to use. Every technique I’d learned in a lifetime of sucking dick. It was rare to encounter a man I couldn’t make bust down my throat within three minutes. My sorority used to have blowjob races back in my college days – I don’t mean to brag, but I almost always sucked down that first prize. Sometimes I even lapped the other girls and claimed first and second place for myself.

So this was a matter of pride. And also, I just really fucking loved to hear a man whimper for me, and it was all the better if they trembled at my touch.

I gasped for air as I pulled his dick from my poor throat. It bobbed in the air, glistening with my spit, pulsating in time with the beat of his heart. Fuck, he had a beautiful cock. He looked at me as if he was surprised that I’d stopped.

Our eyes met and I held his gaze as I slowly took every hot, throbbing, inch of his cock back down my throat. When I reached the base, my tongue darted out to lap at his enormous balls.

That earned me a gasp and a shiver that I felt through the thick cock stretching my mouth. Emboldened, I picked up my pace until I was fucking him with my throat. No easy task when his dick was nearly as thick as my wrist.

Strong hands settled on the back of my head, fingers entwining in my hair. Not forceful, not yet at least, but he did offer gentle guidance. His subtle touch urging me to move in time with his needs.

The precum leaked from him as he throbbed and pulsated, coating my mouth and throat with the delicious taste of his need. His grip on my head grew firmer. His cock harder, balls pulling tight against his body. I knew he was ready to erupt. Ready to fill my stretched and slutty mouth with a hot and creamy reward. My heart thudded in my chest, suddenly aware that I needed to suck down his sperm just as badly as he needed to blow his load down my throat. A match made in heaven. Or at least as close as you could get on an airplane.

But I still had one last trick up my sleeve; his whole body shuddered beneath me as I rolled my tongue against his thick shaft. His muscles tensed. Cock stiffened in my mouth. He held his breath, as his pleasure careened him toward the point of no return.

Here it is.

He’s about to blow.

And I… pulled away. His glistening cock slipping from between my lips. A thick strand of spit and precum connecting us like a lifeline. Shock and desperation written all over his formerly calm face.

My wicked smile parted, my tongue slipping out to gently lap at the angry, swollen head. My touch was almost impossibly gentle, like a feather brushing over skin. Denying him that tiny bit of friction that would send him over the edge.

Looking up at him, I drank in his desperation. I fucking had him. This cool-as-a-cucumber, suave, dignified silver fox was crumbling before me. And all because of my slutty little mouth.

Without warning, my fingers danced lightly over the length of his shaft. He leapt at my touch. I closed my hand around his girth and he sighed in relief. I ran my tongue along the ridge of his cock head and felt him twitch as I passed over a sensitive spot. Bingo.

I zeroed in, lashing his frenulum with slow steady strokes of my tongue. The rush of power coursing through me was exquisite as he squirmed. I had him.

And then he whimpered. A soft, delicate, and utterly undignified sound that made my aching pussy gush.

Now that I’d broken him, it was time to get the rest of what I wanted. It didn’t take much, the poor guy had been hanging on by a thread.

I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock, pushing down just past the fleshy ridge and then slowly dragged my lips back up over him. He rewarded me with another whimper, as I used my lips like a tiny, tight, little cunt. Letting his swollen tip spread me open again and again. My hand pumped slowly on his shaft.

When I knew he could take no more, I allowed him to slide beyond my lips, deeper into my mouth. His body trembled as I took his fat cock deep into my throat. I looked up at him just as his body began to convulse. His face contorted in pleasure and I felt his cock swell.

I could have taken his entire load straight down my throat, but I’d worked so very hard for it. I was going to savor every drop.

I pulled back just in time, as the first hot jet of cum gushed into my mouth. Oh my god, there is so fucking much, I thought as my mouth was instantly filled with his load. Even with only the tip of his cock still in my mouth, there wasn’t enough room to hold it all. The next spurt sent a stream of semen spilling out from between my lips, where it dripped down my chin and onto my neck. I swallowed down as much as I could, savoring the salty, masculine taste, but he was already spouting another thick geyser of cum into my hungry mouth.

My hand continued to pump away on his shaft as I let his cock slip from between my lips. I swallowed again and opened my mouth wide, ready to accept his next eruption. Instead, the hot gooey rope splashed forcefully across my cheek and nose, bathing me in his spunk. I corrected my aim and took another few spurts right into my slutty mouth. When he finally stopped spraying, I engulfed his deflating cock, suckling out the last traces of his sperm.

Satisfied that I’d swallowed all there was to swallow, I looked up at him, my face proudly plastered with his jism like a good little whore.

“I’m going to need a minute to recover from that,” he said with a tremble in his voice. “Why don’t you go have some fun?”

That’s when I looked around, finally seeing the debauchery that surrounded us.


Chapter Four

My cunt was fucking soaked. I was desperate for a nice, deep dicking, but first I needed to get cleaned up a little.

One of the coeds was busy getting spit-roasted by two hockey players, her pert young tits swaying back and forth as they slammed into either end of her tight little body.

Another of the girls was on her knees, spit and bodily fluids smeared with her makeup all over her cute, chubby face, as she did her best to suck the three cocks lined up in front of her. The buttons on her shirt had been torn away, the front splayed open and her fat tits pulled out over the top of her bra.

The final athlete seemed to be taking a breather, his deflating cock still hanging impressively large between his muscled thighs. That left Jeffrey with the final coed.

My douche-bag coworker was taking her missionary, as she lay across the couch on her back. I wouldn’t have believed it was possible, but Jeffrey looked even more smug than usual as he thrust into the busty girl laying on her back beneath him. A massive load splattered her bouncing tits, a gift from the recovering athlete, I supposed.

The girl caught me looking, her eyes locking on mine, wide with pleasure and disbelief.

“I can’t believe I’m really doing this,” she said at my approach.

“You were made to take cock like this,” Jeffrey emphasized the words by driving himself deep inside of her.

“Let’s find out if you’re as good at eating pussy,” I said, dropping my panties and hiking up my dress.

Jeff’s eyes grew big and hungry at the site of my pussy. I bet he’d jerked off imagining it a hundred times, and here it was. But not for him. He could look all he wanted, but he wasn’t going to touch. Rules were rules.

“I’m Amy,” the girl said. It was kinda cute that she’d taken the time to introduce herself before I used her willing mouth.

“Kara,” I said, straddling her head and lowering my sopping cunt down onto her face.

“Fuck,” I moaned as her tongue made its first tentative contact with my pussy. Nervously, she licked along the length of my slit, making me tremble. To steady myself, I grabbed onto the metal railing circling the ceiling.

“You like the taste of that pussy?” Jeffrey asked.

In response, Amy merely groaned against my snatch, the vibrations sending another jolt of pleasure through me.

“What about you?” he asked me. “Do you eat cunt too, or just suck fat cocks?”

I guess he’d seen my with the silver fox. “Wouldn’t you like to know.”

“I have a feeling I’m going to find out.”

Fuck, why was his cocky attitude getting me so wet? Amy’s eager tongue lapped at my juices, but I could still feel some dripping down her cheeks and my thighs. The swaying of her big tits was hypnotizing as Jeff pounded away at the girl. I filled a hand with her soft flesh, delighting in the way my fingers slid through the cum that covered her chest.

Amy moaned again into my cunt as I pinched a nipple between my fingers.

“Fuck, do that again,” Jeffrey commanded. “It made her cunt clamp down on my dick.”

I did as instructed, more for her sake than his. Pulling the other nipple as hard as I could before her stiff peak slipped from between my cum-slick fingers.

The sticky mess on my hands was too much to resist – I licked them clean, relishing the taste of hot young cum as Amy found my clit with her tongue.

Leaning over, I took her tits in both hands, using them like handles as I ground my cunt against her face. This position put my face near her waist, giving me an excellent view of my coworker’s dick as it stretched out her tight young pussy.

I hated to admit it, but he had a nice big cock, complete with a lovely pair of gigantic swinging balls. They swatted against her ass with every thrust, the slap ringing through the cabin, melding with the cacophony of pleasure echoing through the room.

I contributed my own moan of pleasure as Amy probed my dripping hole with her tongue, reminding me how badly I needed to be filled by a nice fat dick.

Without warning, Jeffrey pulled out of Amy’s cunt with a delightful squelch, and shoved his cock into my open mouth. The shock and annoyance gave way to grudging acceptance as I tasted the young girl’s sweet pussy on his throbbing meat.

“Mmmph,” I muttered indignantly around a mouth full of cock.

“About time you had my dick in your mouth,” he said. “I always knew you were a fucking slut.”

It was hard to argue with that as I sucked Amy’s juices from his cock. I was a fucking slut. And that part of me was doing battle with my self respect and the last vestiges of professionalism, as this asshole used my mouth like the whore he knew I was.

I knew I’d lost the fight when he dipped his cock back into Amy, bathing himself in her juices before returning it to my mouth. I just couldn’t resist sucking him clean once more. Then twice more. Then again and again as he alternated between our willing holes.

Amy hit her stride, zeroing in on my clit with a fervor that reflected her own all-consuming need. My grip on her breasts tightened, my fingers slipping against her slippery cum-covered flesh as my thighs squeezed her head. All the tension from a day of teasing was building up like a flooding river, and the dam was about to blow.

Jeffrey, sensing that I had transformed into full-on slut mode, slapped his heavy cock across my cheek with a wet smack. That final, exquisite indignity, along with Amy’s tongue steadily working my clit sent me crashing over the edge.

My mouth opened in a silent scream, only to be stuffed with my coworker’s pussy-coated cock. My own cunt gushed as spasms rocked my body, every muscle convulsing in pleasure as my pussy squirted all over this poor girl’s face. Her first time eating cunt and she got a squirter. Amy took it like a champ and didn’t let up, her tender mouth carrying me through the waves of pleasure until I collapsed on top of her.

Not two seconds later and Jeffrey was grunting as he filled Amy’s cunt with his load. When he’d finished, he brought his creamy cock back up to my mouth for one last cleaning.

I came back to my senses with a growing awareness of the hollow ache deep inside me. Amy’s tongue had taken the edge off, but I needed more.

I needed to be filled with cock.


Chapter Five

Looking around, I spotted two of the hockey players looking for their next goal. With a little shimmy, I slipped out of my dress in a silent invitation. The boys didn’t need to be told twice.

From the looks of their throbbing hard-ons, the thin blonde they’d been double-teaming had tapped out before they’d blown their loads.

Amateur.

Athletic guys with this kind of stamina needed a true slut. Oh well, her loss was my gain. They grinned in unison at the wicked look in my eyes as I moved in on them.

The first one towered over me, a hungry look on his face as he looked down at my naked body. Effortlessly, he scooped me up into his muscled arms and held me in the air. My legs instinctively spread for him, wrapping around his thick waist and clenching him tighter against my body.

I jumped when his cock brushed against my slick pussy lips. “Please,” I whimpered. “I need you to fill my cunt.”

I gasped as his bulbous cock-head nestled between my lips, hovering right outside my opening.

“Make her beg for it , Brett,”  his friend said.

I gasped as he pressed himself into me, ever so slightly. Just enough to stretch my entrance around his girth. Fuck, was every guy on this flight hung like a horse?

“Oh, this slut is gonna beg, alright.”

“I’ll do whatever the fuck you want,” I tried to wiggle my body down deeper onto his cock. “I just need to feel this thing inside me.”

“Oh?” He asked in feigned disinterest. “What’s in it for me?”

“Absolutely anything you want, baby,” I put on my best sultry voice. “I know for a fact that I’m the biggest slut on this plane. These girls are cute, but they’re not even competition. You can tear up my every hole. You can feed me load after load, until your balls are empty and aching, and I’d still beg you for more.”

From the way his cock throbbed at my entrance, I knew I had him. Still, couldn’t resist giving him one more nudge. “But if your cock isn’t making me scream within the next five seconds, I’m going to fuck all your friends instead and leave you to jerk off and watch.”

That did the trick.

I screamed out as his girthy manhood tore into me, driving deep into my core. “That’s it baby,” I panted. “Rip me open on your fat cock.”

Between my own dripping fluids and that blonde’s pussy juices still coating his dick, he slid right into my tight folds. Within seconds, he was buried balls-deep inside of me as he held me suspended in the air.

Scruff scratched against my chest as his eager mouth sought out my breasts. A ragged gasp escaped my lips as his teeth nipped at the tender flesh of my nipple. Then he was sucking as much of my tit into his mouth as he could fit, hollowing his cheeks to create a vacuum. There was just something so fucking hot about a guy sucking on your tits. I was in absolute heaven.

But it got better.

“Mind if I join you?”

I knew he wasn’t asking me. Nobody needed a slut’s permission. Before Brett could even answer, I felt his friend’s cock pressing against my backdoor.

“Dude,” Brett said. “I think we might have finally found a big enough slut to take both our dicks at once.”

It was a strange thing to feel proud about, but I’m not going to lie, fulfilling these college kids’ double penetration fantasy was giving me the warm and fuzzies. But it didn’t take long before that sense of fulfillment was overshadowed by actually being filled. Or more accurately, stuffed to the fucking limit, as the cock pressed into my tight little ass. Coated in the cream of another girl’s pussy, it slowly slipped inside. I swear, I felt him pressing deep into my guts, rearranging my insides to make room for these two enormous cocks.

Their dicks rubbed together inside me, separated by only a thin layer of skin. I’d never felt so full in my life.

“Holy shit!” came a breathy voice from behind me, as his cock bottomed out somewhere deep in my bowels. “This filthy slut did it, she took me all the way up her tight little ass.”

“Fuck, Dave,” Brett said. “I can feel your cock in her.”

“No homo, though, right?”

I was happy to serve as fuckmeat between these two hung jocks, but if I had to listen to them discus their latent curiosities, it was going to put a serious damper on things. “Just shut up and fuck me,” I commanded.

Sometimes being properly dominated requires a little bossing folks around. Luckily, they took the hint and began thrusting together into my stretched out holes. It only took a moment before they settled into a rhythm, one of them pumping into me as the other withdrew. In no time, they were using me like a fuckdoll, suspended in the air between them, Brett’s strong hands on my ass supporting my weight as he shared my body with his friend.

“God damnnnn,” came a voice I thought may have been Amy’s, but sandwiched between these two hulking men, all I could see was their muscled flesh.

“Look at her take those dicks,” another female voice echoed. “Where the fuck is she putting all that cock?”

I honestly had no fucking idea. They were reaching parts of me that I didn’t even know existed. I swear, they were hitting every nerve ending in my body. Every little part of me felt like it was on fire as they pumped in and out. And I was completely at their mercy, hanging in the air helplessly between them, just taking everything they gave. Every hot, pulsating inch. Stretching me. Filling me. All the way to my core.

My legs tightened around Brett’s waist as the pleasure crashed through me like a tidal wave. It had come on all at once, almost as soon as my body had adjusted to their invasion, it hovered on the edge of bliss. For a long moment, I hung there, and then I lost what little control I had left as the orgasm rushed through me.

And it didn’t stop. They were hitting all the right spots, pushing my buttons over and over as my slutty cunt squirted all over their cocks and down their legs. The climaxes blended together, one after another until I was afraid they’d never stop.

My muscles convulsing around them was too much for them to take. First, the cock in my ass began to swell, expanding inside me. Just when I thought I was about to burst, it erupted deep in my ass, filling my insides with his seed. A moment later, Brett exploded into my pussy, and I had two cocks pulsating inside me. Together they dumped an ungodly amount of semen into my abused little body. All the while I was still whimpering through my own climax.

The last thing I heard before I blacked out was, “Oh my god, look at it all pouring out of her!”


Chapter Six

When I finally came back to myself, I was laying on the floor where they’d left me. Swollen cunt aching. Asshole burning from the pounding it had taken. And warm gooey loads dripping from both my well-fucked holes. It had been a long time since I’d felt so slutty.

“Oh good,” Brett’s voice rang in my ears. “I was starting to think we’d broken her.”

The two athletes stood over me, large cocks dangling enticingly between their legs. A few of their teammates eyed my sweaty body hungrily, eager for their turn with the biggest slut they’d ever seen. My pussy clenched at the thought of taking them all. So much fucking cock, all for me. But first I needed a little break. I might be a total whore, but I was only human.

My salvation came from an unlikely place. Jeffery pulled his thick cock from the chubby coed’s plump little pussy, sending a flood of semen pouring out of her pink opening.

“Hey, Kara!” A filthy gleam in his eye as he called out to me. “Be a good slut and come suck the cum out of her cunt, I can barely feel a thing.”

Legs still shaking, I crawled over to where the girl lay on the couch. I recognized her from earlier, she had been the one sucking off three of the athletes at once. And from the look of her sticky body, she had succeeded. And then some.

A part of my brain was screaming at me not to let Jeffrey order me around like this. It was bad enough that he’d discovered just how badly I craved cock, but if I started submitting to him he would never let it go. So much for not shitting where you eat.

On the plus side, the girl’s pussy looked fucking delectable. Her fat lips were swollen and splayed obscenely from the fucking she’d been given. A rivulet of jizz seeped from her stretched little opening. Poor girl looked just old enough to be in her first year of college, with just a hint of baby-fat on her cum covered face. The freshman fifteen had hit her with some killer curves – the kind of huge tits guys just loved to fuck, nice wide hips, and a big juicy ass.

More importantly, I recognized the look in her eyes. Her friends might have been here for the excitement or the novelty, and they’d go back to school like nothing had happened. But this girl hungered for cock. Craved the thrill of submitting to these men. She was a true slut.

Just like me.

So I dove into her pussy, my bottom lip scooping up a heaping mouthful of the cum streaming out of her hole. The bitter and salty taste of God-knows how many loads filled my mouth. Fucking delicious.

I tried to be as gentle as I could while I lapped at her battered cunt, licking up a seemingly never-ending flow of sperm. She made soft mewling noises as my tongue danced over her sensitive folds. Slowly, her hips began to move, subtly at first and then building in intensity like a rising storm of need, until she was grinding her pussy against my face.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered as my tongue circled her clit. “Girls eat pussy so much better.”

It was true. Just a fact of life, sorry dudes. Plus, how many guys would gulp down several loads worth of jizz from a girl’s creamy cunt? It wasn’t many, but kudos to the sexy few who weren’t going to let a little cum stop them from giving a gal what she needed.

Just then, she made a conscious effort to un-clamp her thick, cushioning thighs from around my head. “I want to taste you too,” she said.

Never one to turn down a willing mouth, I climbed on top of her and lowered my aching cunt down onto her eager face. Just as I did, I felt a big glob of semen drip from me and splatter across her cheek. A moment later her tongue slipped into my folds, lapping up the bitter nectar Brett had been kind enough to pump into my hungry cunt.

I bent over, burying my face in her twat as she continued to clean my filthy pussy. The softness of those huge pillowy breasts pressed against my stomach, the glaze of semen causing them to glide over my skin.

I knew I was right about this girl when I felt her mouth form a gentle seal around my gooey opening. Then the filthy little slut literally sucked the cum from my cunt. Holy fuck that was hot. I returned the favor, sucking out as much of the warm oozing mess as I could. Then, with a tongue coated in sperm, I lapped at her clit. Almost in perfect unison, she mirrored my movements. We groaned together in shared pleasure.

A shock of electricity ran through my body when she broke the pattern, her tongue flickering tentatively up to my backdoor. The tip of her tongue pressed gently against my sore asshole, testing the waters. My moan was all the permission she needed, and she quickly began devouring the fresh load still dripping from my ass.

Fuck, this girl was going to make somebody very happy someday. This was prime wife material, eating a stranger’s load right out of my ass. And if she was anything like me, she wasn’t going to let a little thing like marriage stand in the way of making men happy. Or women.

“These whores are sixty-nining!” One of the jocks called out. His voice was quickly followed by a salvo of filthy praise.

“Holy shit,” another voice answered. “I’ve never seen anything so hot in my life.”

“I thought Gabby was straight,” added a surprised female voice that I could have sworn was Amy. It drove me wild to think that these two friends had both eaten my pussy. It was an honor to be the first cunt they ever tasted. I had a feeling they’d be having a lot of fun together back at college.

“Fuck, she’s rimming her too!”

We devoured each other in lockstep, our intensity matched, mirroring each others’ movements. Every flick of the tongue. Every gentle caress. Until our pleasure rose to such heights that the tension coiling within us made even the tiniest movements a challenge. We stalled, right on the brink of climax.

And then a male voice grunted and an incredible warmth splashed across my ass, running down between my cheeks and over my slit, only to be lapped up be an eager tongue.

“Give the sluts some more cum to eat,” Brett instructed.

A moment later, a thick cock appeared just inches in front of me. I glanced up to see one of the athletes I hadn’t yet become acquainted with, jerking off furiously. It only took a moment before he was erupting, spraying my face and Gabby’s cunt with a fresh load.

Gabby bathed my clit in semen, rubbing the cum into my sensitive nub. It was just what I needed. Spasms rocked my body, my cunt clenching on nothing as I came. It was impossible to keep licking while I convulsed in pleasure, but Gabby didn’t care.

Her desperate hands found the back of my head and pushed me down against her cunt. Grinding her needy pussy against my face, cum smearing between us, she came hard. The warmth of her gushing juices streamed down my chin.

Rolling off her trembling body, gasping for breath, I was keenly aware of the emptiness inside me. Having my pussy eaten was great, but I was desperately in need of more dick.

Luckily, Miles – my silver fox – was standing over me with the fattest fucking cock I’d ever seen.


Chapter Seven

“Holy shit, dude. Look at the size of that dick.”

The hockey player may not have been eloquent, but he was sure as fuck right. The cock waiting for me was an absolute monster. Just looking at it made my jaw ache again. Had I really managed to shove that whole thing down my throat?

“Think you’ve warmed up enough to take me?”

The way he said it was casual enough that he could have been asking if I needed a jacket because it was a bit chilly outside. Just an “Oh, hey, by the way, are you ready for the fucking of your life?” no big deal.

My hungry cunt dripped at the sight of it, towering out from his lean frame, bobbing in the air. Swollen with need. Waiting.

For me.

A small crowd had gathered around. The blonde coed, on her knees, mouth stuffed with cock,  watched me through watery eyes. Half the hockey team slowly stroked their cocks in anticipation, still half hard even after blowing their loads on my face and cunt just moments ago. Even one of the flight attendants was lingering nearby, with a hand hidden beneath her skirt.

The lips of my abused cunt splayed lewdly apart as I parted my legs, beckoning my utter destruction. In slow motion, Miles took up his position between my slick thighs. My breath caught in my chest. His gaze met mine, surprisingly tender for a man who was about to fucking ruin me.

Then I felt the heat of his swollen head pressing between my lips. Looking down, the difference in size between us was striking. Terrifying and thrilling. My heart pounded. The hollow space inside me yearned to be filled. Stretched. Torn. Used like the slut I was.

He pushed. Gently. But it already felt as if I was being sheared in two. I clenched my teeth against the pain. But beneath that, there was a current of pleasure coursing through me. That’s where I put my focus as he slid inside me, inch by inch. The bulbous tip spearing through my delicate flesh, parting my folds, blazing the way for that thick shaft to follow.

All eyes were locked on my cunt as it accepted this beast. My swollen lips clung to his girth, feeling every ridge and vein as he pushed endlessly into me. I cried out, somewhere between a whimper and a moan, as he pushed into places no one had ever touched. Finally, he paused, a look of surprised approval on his face.

Every fucking inch of him was buried inside my cunt.

“Where the fuck is she putting all that cock?” one of the coeds asked.

Pride filled my chest.

“I bet she can still take me in her ass,” an athlete stepped forward, only to be stopped immediately by Miles.

“I’m not sharing,” he said. “Do you know how rare it is to find a slut who can take all of me?”

The tone was still that of a gentleman, but he’d called me a slut. What a delicious contradiction. The label felt like a badge of honor, coming from him. It sparked a tiny flame inside me, knowing I’d chipped away at his reserved facade and caused him to use such crude language.

The void he left as he withdrew was almost painful. After being filled so full, the sudden absence was like I’d suddenly lost a part of myself. That fat cock belonged inside me. I almost wanted to cry when only the tip remained, but a moment later he slammed it all back home.

“Mmmph, fuck,” I moaned. “Don’t. Stop. Need. It. All.”

It was like a switch had flipped inside him. The effortlessly smooth gentleman was suddenly thrusting into my ravaged cunt like an animal, making me scream as every fucking inch of his monster cock slammed into me. Again and again.

My onlookers were speechless. I was putting on the show of a lifetime, and my heart raced at the thrill of being seen at my most wanton. Tits bouncing. Cunt dripping. Legs spread wide for a man I didn’t even know, giving him access to the deepest recesses of my body. Asking for nothing but abuse.

The pain twisted with the pleasure, together forming a sensation so intense it felt as if my every nerve was alight with fire from heaven. Pure fucking rapture. My moans and whimpers melded into one continuous scream. A low keening, from deep in my chest. The sound a body makes when the mind is long gone.

My entire world was reduced to his enormous manhood, violating places that should never have been touched. Awakening needs I never knew I possessed. Every moment for the rest of my life that he wasn’t inside me, I would feel his absence.

That handsome face looked down on me, a pathetic creature writhing and contorting in agonized pleasure. His mask was beginning to slip, his demeanor shifting. He pumped away, slamming himself into me with a fanatic zeal. A possessive expression creeping onto his face. He’d found someone who could take what he had to give, and he knew a part of me would always belong to him.

There would be bruises, I knew, on the places his fingertips dug into the soft flesh of my hips. With hands like iron, he held me down as he forced every magnificent inch deeper and deeper into my ruined hole.

Somehow, I felt him grow even harder within me. His rigid flesh bulging outward, straining against the confines of my battered inner walls. He was close. And I ached to feel his release. That hot, soothing deluge that would coat every last bit of my aching cunt. I may have needed it more than he did.

“Look at me when I cum in you, slut.”

The words managed to penetrate the lustful fog swirling through my brain and I opened my eyes just in time. Miles’ piercing gaze saw right through me. He knew exactly what I was. What I needed. And with a final grunt, he gave it to me.

A scream tore through my throat as his cock swelled within me. It shuddered, and my whole body convulsed along with it as the first eruption spewed forth into the depths of my cunt. Warmth flooded me as his seed gushed forth, with nowhere to go but deep into my womb. I felt every throb of his cock. Every spurt. His trembling body. The trickle of cum that managed to slip out my tightly plugged hole.

When he pulled himself free, it was all I could do to hold back my sobs. A torrent of semen spilled from my stretched out opening. My cunt gaped obscenely, giving anyone who cared to look a penetrating view into my most intimate anatomy. And they were all looking. Wearing expressions of amazement. Awe. Jealousy. Lust.

Jefferey stepped into view, all of the above blended in his expression.

“Now it’s my turn.”


Chapter Eight

“I’ve always known you were a whore, Kara,” Jefferey said. “All the time we’ve worked together, you think I wouldn’t notice?”

I didn’t know what to say. It’s not like he was wrong, I was a total slut. But I had my golden rule. Fucking coworkers was a surefire way to ruin my career. It’d be like punting a beehive of drama and jealousy right into the office, nobody would get out of there unscathed. I liked my job. Loved my life. Work hard, play hard, fuck hard. Jefferey threatened all of that.

Hard cock pointing right at me, I felt the allure of crossing another line. It was the final boundary, really. That air of professionalism was the only thing holding me back from living life as a slut, 24/7. Just the thought of it had me drooling like the cock-hungry whore I was. No more need to pretend, just a lifetime of hedonistic bliss, living at the mercy of whoever happened to want me at the moment.

Tired of waiting on a response, Jefferey took a step forward, moving between my legs and into the space Miles had vacated just moments before. My colleague was eager. He’d been waiting this whole time for this. And not just the flight. Every moment we spent together at work, I knew he was thinking about my pussy. About this moment.

The engorged head of his cock pressed between my swollen lips. He paused. Savoring the moment? Or giving me one last chance to turn back?

I groaned as his shaft sunk into my stretched out, sopping hole. I never was any good at saying no.

My pussy squelched as his shaft sunk in effortlessly. How many loads was he pushing through? Fluid gushed from around his dick, pouring from my cum-dump of a cunt and dripping down between my ass cheeks.

His cock bottomed out inside of me, Jefferey looked like the kid who finally managed to get his hand into the cookie jar.

“Your sloppy cunt feels so fucking good,” he said, awed. “How have I never fucked you before?”

The physical sensation paled in comparison to the thrill of what I was doing. “I don’t... fuck coworkers,” I panted.

His balls slapped against my ass. “You do now,” he said. “This is only the beginning, Kara. You’re not going to go another day without draining my balls. At work. At Home. Thirty-thousand feet in the air. Nothing is off limits to me.”

“Fuuuuuck…” I moaned as he pounded into me. After the abuse it’d taken, my cunt was swollen and excruciatingly sensitive. Each thrust set my nerve endings on fire. Juices poured out of me – mine, his, everybody fucking else’s. I had no idea anymore.

“Every lunch break,” he continued, indifferent towards my beautiful agony. “You’ll be swallowing my cock. I’ll take you bent over your own fucking desk after hours. Fuck, maybe I’ll do it right in front of everyone. Would you like that?”

“Mmmmyessssss,” Even a one-syllable word was a challenge, but my body confessed without consulting my brain.

“You want everyone to know what you really are?”

Fuck. Just the thought of it was enough to bring me to the brink. Imagining my coworkers, people who thought they knew me, respected me, watching me take cock like a mindless whore. Seeing what it brought out in me. And would they want-

“We could implement a FreeUse policy at the office,” he said. “You could be the FreeUse Office Slut.”

A spark ran down my spine, igniting a powderkeg when it reached my cunt. My whole body convulsed in pleasure as the climax exploded through me. Pain came in pulses as my raw, battered cunt clamped down on his cock. It was all too much. I screamed.

Jefferey gave me a wicked smile, his hands finding their way to my tits and grabbing them tight as he increased his pace. He fucked me like a ragdoll, my shrieking body spasming uncontrollably as orgasm after orgasm rocked me into a drooling mess.

“Fuck, yes!” he yelled as I squirted all over his dick. One hand left my breast and he ran it through the geyser bursting forth from my loins, then stuffed three dripping fingers into my mouth. I sucked them clean, like a good slut should.

“Where do you want my cum?” He asked, and I almost believed my opinion mattered. But his cock was already swelling inside of me.

I groaned as his hot seed spilled into me, soothing my abused flesh and satisfying that primal need constantly gnawing away in the recesses of my brain. “Breed me, breed me, breed me,” it begged at all times.

He collapsed on top of me, his dick still twitching and spurting with diminishing frequency.

“Attention all passengers, please return to your seats and prepare for landing. For all our first class passengers, the flight attendants will be around shortly with a wet-wipe for your convenience. Thanks for flying with us.”

When I’d finally managed to crawl into my own seat, I looked down at the single foil-wrapped wipe waiting for me. Looking down at the cum covering half my body, and the flood pouring out of me, I wondered “what the fuck was I supposed to do with that?”

“You know,” Jefferey said from the seat next to me. “I think your true nature might be an asset to the company. Rest up, we’ve got a big meeting in the morning. And I think they’re  going to fucking love you.”

Or love fucking me.

~
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