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Introduction



Dear Reader,

First off, thank you for picking up this spicy little number. You're not just in for a treat—you're also helping to cook up some real-world magic.

"Not-So-Guilty Pleasures: 45 Filthy Stories for a Cause" isn't just a mouthful to say (though we're sure you'll find plenty of other things to do with your mouth while reading). It's a labor of love, born from the desire to help those affected by recent hurricanes.

When Mother Nature decided to play rough, a couple of our authors got caught in the storm. It lit a fire under our collective behinds to do something about it. And what do erotica authors do best? We write filthy stories that'll curl your toes and melt your... heart.

With 45 sizzling tales and over 160,000 words of pure heat, we've packed more action between these covers than a firehouse calendar. From forbidden fantasies to second-chance sizzlers, we've got enough variety to satisfy even the pickiest of appetites.

But here's the best part: every penny of profit from this anthology goes to World Central Kitchen. So while you're getting all hot and bothered, you're also helping to put warm meals in the bellies of those who need it most. Talk about a win-win!

We've got to give a shout-out to Lacey Cross, who used her connections to bring this spicy dish together. And a big thank you to Kristin Lance for coming up with our cheeky title and that oh-so-suggestive cover. (Who knew peppers could look so... enticing?)

So go ahead, indulge in these not-so-guilty pleasures. Fan yourself with abandon. Maybe even read it in public—we dare you. Just remember, that flush on your cheeks? It's not embarrassment, it's the glow of charitable giving.

Now, enough chitchat. It's time to dive in and get your hands dirty—figuratively speaking, of course. (But hey, we won't judge if things get a little... messy.)

Happy reading, you beautiful, charitable souls!

With love and a wink,

The Authors of "Not-So-Guilty Pleasures"

P.S. If anyone asks, you're reading it for the articles. *wink*


A Hotwife Hall Pass by Lacey Cross

MF, Howife



Chapter 1

My Husband Gives Me a Free Pass, and I Get Us a Microwave


Pop!

A flash of bright light from the microwave makes me scream and jump towards my husband, Scott. What the hell was that? Scott runs over and pulls the plug, and the air fills with the smell of burnt plastic. Yeah, no one is touching that thing again.

He and I stare at each other for a moment before we both laugh. I guess we didn’t want to heat leftovers in the microwave this weekend.

Fuck. This is a bad time for something to go wrong. Our cat recently had some major vet bills, and then our sink plugged up and we had to call the plumber in. Our meager emergency fund is draining fast, and this is just another dumb bill. I swear something keeps breaking every week around here, and I’m getting sick of it.

“Well,” my husband sighs, and I can tell the reality of the situation has sunk in. “I guess we’re heating food on the stove for a bit.”

“Yeah, I guess so…” I trail off as an idea pops into my head. “What about Brandon? Didn’t you say he works at the appliance store downtown? Could he get us a discount?”

Brandon is one of my husband’s DnD gaming buddies. He’s attractive and always says hi to me when I see him, but I don’t know him well enough to ask for a discount. I’m hoping my husband does.

Scott laughs, “Maybe if you ask. He thinks you’re hot.”

Oh, really…hmmm…this gives me a dirty idea that makes my stomach flutter.

“So let’s go to the store tomorrow if he’s working, and I’ll flash him some leg for a discount.”

I have long, sexy legs, and I’ve definitely used them to my advantage before. Hell, Scott took one look at my legs when we first me, and he was hooked.

My husband rubs his thumb along my cheek as his eyes bore into mine. I can tell he’s contemplating his response. How did a broken microwave suddenly become something sexual?

Finally, he says, “We don’t have to wait until tomorrow to find out. Why don’t you go put on a skirt and we can go right now? They close in an hour.”

My body tingles at his suggestion. I blow him a kiss and run to change.


Chapter 2



We walk into the store about 30 minutes to closing, and Brandon and another worker are chatting. The store is pretty much empty. Coming tonight was a good idea. Tomorrow might have been too busy, and he wouldn’t get time to get a good look at my legs.

Brandon looks surprised as he spots me with Scott, but his gaze travels down my body, taking in my incredibly short skirt. If only he knew I didn’t have panties on under this. My pussy hums and I suddenly imagine Brandon bending me over one of the display dishwashers and fucking me.

Um…okay, where did that come from?

Pushing down the naughty thoughts, I step closer to my husband’s friend and bat my eyelashes. “Hey Brandon, you’re just the man I wanted to see.”

Beside me, my husband and his friend exchange an amused glance before Brandon stares down at my V-neck top, taking in the curves of my cleavage.

His grin is lazy and slow, sending shivers down my back as he asks, “Scott, Nora—to what do I owe the pleasure?”

I walk to a random microwave display case and lean against it with my hands resting on the countertop so my butt sticks out. I’ve done this before to seduce a man, and I have his full attention now as he notices my long, smooth legs.

Giving him an innocent expression, I wiggle my shoulders with feigned unease. “Oh, our microwave broke, and I was hoping you had a sale on a replacement.” I move my hand and tap the glass with the tip of my finger. “This one is nice.”

When I look up at him again, I catch him glancing at my ass. I giggle and swing my hips. “Of course, the main thing is you giving me a good price on it so our savings account doesn’t totally take a hit.”

While his eyes travel my body again, I look over at Scott, feeling proud of myself. I think we’re going to get a discount.

I’m not prepared for the haze of lust emanating from my husband—nor the obvious bulge in his jeans. Mmm, looks like my sexy routine got my husband worked up as well. I bet I get a good fucking when we get home. Maybe my husband will even bend me over the counter, and we’ll roleplay while he fucks me and makes me beg for a discount.

When I tear my gaze from my husband, I meet the steady, hooded eyes of my husband’s friend, who now stands inches from me. I tremble, realizing he also looks turned on.

Brandon doesn’t look at the other worker in the store as he talks to him. “Mitch, why don’t you head home? I’ll close up after I help Scott and Nora.”

He doesn’t have to tell Mitch twice; with a quick, “Yes, sir,” Mitch takes his apron off and whistles on his way to the timecard machine.

Brandon calls out to him. “Lock the front door on your way out.”

Mitch agrees, and within minutes we’re alone in the store.

Brandon looks over at my husband and raises an eyebrow and asks him, “Did you plan this?”

What? Plan? I took at my husband, and his face is flushed.

He says, “No, but it’s perfect timing.”

Uh…what’s going on?

Scott walks over and takes my hand and squeezes it, getting my attention, and I focus on him. His voice is husky when he speaks. “We've talked about you being a hotwife before. You don’t have to say yes to this, but I keep thinking of seeing you fuck someone else. If you want to, you have a free pass to do whatever you want with Brandon. He asked me if I ever thought about sharing you, and I have.”

Wait…what? I blink. “You want to share me right here, right now? And watch?”

My pussy tingles, and I want to climb onto the nearest table and spread my legs and beg one of them to fuck me. My husband and I have talked about me being a hotwife in the future, but he doesn’t know fucking some dude at his job is one of my ultimate fantasies. Now he’s handing me a golden ticket to the forbidden delights. Is this really happening?

My husband leans forward and brushes his lips against mine. “Yes. Go wild. Have fun.”

Well, in that case…my husband better be prepared to see how slutty his wife can get.

Grinning wickedly at my husband, I grab his cock through his pants and give it a squeeze before turning my attention back to his friend. I sashay over to Brandon with a deliberate shake of my hips with each step that says ‘take me’.

Standing on tiptoe, I whisper into Brandon’s ear, “Maybe instead of selling me a microwave, you can just bend me over something and take me in trade.” I giggle when I move back and see his hungry expression, and I can’t stop myself from teasing him. “I’m not wearing any panties.”

That gets his attention, and with a growl, he pushes me, front first, against the nearest appliance—which happens to be a flat top stove. He’s rougher than my husband, and I whimper, enjoying his strength. As he presses his weight against my ass, pinning me to the range top, I rock my hips back against his crotch so he can feel the firm swell of my round ass and know how willing I am to be fucked.

Grabbing the hem of my skirt, he roughly pulls it up and over my ass. He hums with appreciation when he finds I really don’t have any panties on. A ripple of desire floods down my spine, and I tilt my ass up to him as his fingers lightly slide down the curve of my back to my ass and down the backs of my thighs.

As his touch travels from my knee up to the juncture of my pussy, I open my legs, allowing him to push his fingers inside me. I moan loudly, not caring that anyone could walk past outside the showroom and peer into the window, finding me being finger-fucked over an appliance. That turns me on more as he pumps his fingers into me and I rock my hips in rhythm to his hand movements.

Behind me, my husband gasps, and I imagine how erotic this must look to him. I want to be even dirtier, so I ask my husband, “Is this what you wanted to see? Do you want to see your slut wife getting railed by someone else?”

Scott’s soft “yes” gives me a deep sense of pleasure, and it drives me even more wild. I look over my shoulder at Brandon and wiggle my ass some more. “So, big boy, what are you waiting for? Are you going to fuck me?”

Instead of answering my question, he asks one of his own. “Are you going to be a good little slut and beg me to fill you up?”

Mmm…yes, please. He slams his fingers in faster, and I cry out, “God, yes! Just fuck me, please.”

Oh fuck. This is amazing. This is so much better than I imagined it would be.

Without warning, he stops and steps back. I turn and start to protest when he yanks my top up, exposing my bra. “I want to see those tits.”

Oooh, okay. I remove my top and throw it at my husband. Wiggling out of my bra, I free my heavy, full breasts, and as they spring loose, my nipples pucker, begging for attention. Brandon dives onto a nipple, biting down and drawing a squeal from me, and I cry out from the mix of pleasure and pain.

Holy fuck! He sucks on the swollen tip for a minute before spinning me around and pushing my shoulders down to the surface of the stove.

I rest my cheek on the cool surface as the sound of a belt unbuckling tells me I’m about to get fucked. My skin is flushed with heat, and I lick my lips as I imagine what my husband must be thinking as he watches. I move my hands to my breasts and toy with my nipples, anticipating the moment Brandon sinks his cock into me.

Brandon steps up behind me, and I barely get any warning before he slams into my pussy, stretching and filling me up completely. I whimper at how huge he feels. Holy shit, I didn’t know he had a massive cock.

He immediately starts pounding away at me, and I have to abandon playing with my nipples to grip the edge of the stove to hold myself steady.

I’m not expecting the dirty talk when he starts in with it. “What a pretty little cunt, milking me so tight, trying to suck out my cum and get bred.”

Oh shit. That’s hot.

When my only response is a gasp, he grabs my hips, pulling me to him, and quickens his pace, using me like a rag doll. I do nothing to stop him. It just makes me hotter, and my pussy aches for more as he continues his verbal assault.

“Is this what you wanted when you teased me with your legs? You wanted a gigantic cock filling you so full of sticky cum that it runs out of you?”

I look up over my shoulder to see how my husband is taking this. He’s stroking himself through his jeans, and I can tell he’s loving every moment. Something about his reactions sets off a need to get dirtier with my own words.

“Oh, god, please fill me with your cum. Your huge cock feels so good. Fuck me harder!”

Brandon growls and drives into me with even greater intensity. I’m unable to do anything but moan and take it all as the pleasure increases.

As I writhe beneath him, he grips my waist to hold me still while he fucks me. It’s no use to fight it, and I can only take his savage, animalistic treatment while I teeter on the edge of release, until I finally explode. Pleasure ripples in waves as I convulse beneath him with a wail. The glorious warmth flows to every inch of my body.

Lost in pleasure, I barely hear Brandon groan with his own release. I feel ropes of his warm cum coat my inner walls, and knowing he's filling me up spirals me into another orgasm. I cry out and my entire body shudders as he jackhammers into my pussy, unloading everything he’s got.

At last, I collapse against the oven as Brandon sighs in contentment and slips out of me. He slaps my ass and laughs. “Want a floor model? It’s not brand new, but I can give it to you for free.”

As I lie there panting, my husband says, “Sure, that works fine.”

I smile, knowing that I just got a good deal, and so did my husband. If he ever wants to watch again, we can get a newer model later when we have money. I bet if we come back here, Brandon would give us a hefty discount on a brand new one.


Chapter 3



Scott and I leave the store with our microwave. We're parked by the side of the building, and once Scott slams the trunk closed, instead of getting into the car, he drags me around the corner of the store. It's dark, and no one can see us unless they purposely walk over here.

He pushes me back against the rough brick wall, his hands exploring my body as if it were the first time. His touch is electrifying, and I can feel the urgency in his actions. He leans in to kiss me, his tongue invading my mouth, claiming me as his own once more. I moan into his mouth, my body already responding to his touch, ready for more. I can feel Brandon's cum dripping down my inner thigh, and I'm desperate for my husband to fill me too. I'm such a slut. It's glorious.

He breaks the kiss and spins me around, my hands bracing against the wall. His foot nudges my feet apart, and I can feel his hard cock pressing against my ass. "You're mine," he growls into my ear, his hot breath sending shivers down my spine. "And I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before."

Ooooh, don't threaten me with a good time! I hear him fumbling with his pants for a moment, freeing his cock before he yanks my skirt up. I gasp as he slams into me. I've never seen him like this. He's a wild beast.

His hips pound into me with a ferocity that makes my head spin. His fingers dig into me, holding me in place as he claims me, his cock driving into me over and over again. Shockwaves of delight ripple to my toes as I let him take his pleasure from me. This is about him, his need for me, and my love for him. After watching me fuck his friend, he can use me however he wants.

Despite knowing this isn't about my pleasure, I can feel my orgasm building quickly. I cry out and press back against him, trying to get him to fuck me harder. Scott's hand reaches around, his fingers finding my clit and rubbing it in time with his thrusts. The added sensation pushes me over the edge, and I scream out his name as I come, my body convulsing around his cock.

He doesn't stop, his pace never slowing as he chases his own release. I can feel him growing even harder inside me, and with a final, powerful thrust, he comes, his hot seed filling me, mixing with my juices and Brandon's cum.

We stand there for a moment, panting and breathless, our bodies still joined. Scott leans forward, his lips pressing soft kisses against my shoulder. "I love you," he whispers, his voice filled with emotion. "More than anything in the world."

I turn my head to look at him and smile. "I love you too. Forever and always."

The spell is broken, and we both begin straightening our clothes, exchanging glances that turn into suppressed giggles.

“Well, that was unexpected,” I say, teasing him.

As we drive home, we're lighthearted and our laughter fills the car. “You know, we might need a new fridge soon,” Scott says with a wink, and my pussy clenches with need.

I give him my best saucy grin. "Maybe."

There's an obvious renewed spark between us, and I suppress a giggle as I think about a whole set of new kitchen appliances.

I squeeze my husband's thigh as a wave of love for him washes over me. Oh yeah, this could turn out to be a very good deal for everyone. Now I just have to figure out how to make another appliance mysteriously break.

The End

Lacey Cross is a writer of wife-sharing erotica with over 100 short stories published since she started in 2021. Her stories emphasize the pleasure found from the wife living her best slut life and embracing the hotwife lifestyle. She explores themes of free use, submissive wives with dominant bulls, BDSM... and oh-so-many men. Join her newsletter for another sexy hotwife story, and find her books at: https://www.lacey-cross.net/


Modeling for Her Husband by Kristin Lance

MMFM, Wife Sharing



Chapter 1



The afternoon light shone through the skylights in my husband's studio, perfectly highlighting his profile as he concentrated on whatever he was sketching. I took a moment to admire him, smiling as I watched his deft fingers guide a small piece of charcoal across the page. He was frowning, biting his bottom lip, and there was a smudge of charcoal on his forehead from brushing his salt and pepper hair out of his face.

At forty, he was fifteen years my senior, and turning into my dream silver fox. From the cute crinkles around his eyes to the flecks of grey in his thick, dark hair, he'd aged like fine wine. He was active and energetic, and still had the fit, lean build he'd had when I'd met him four years ago.

He didn't look up as I made my way across his studio to him, but I didn't expect him to. I'd learned that his intense, passionate focus made it difficult for him to stop when he was in the middle of working on his art, but it was worth it — that focus was incredible when he turned it on me.

Peeking over his shoulder at his work, I gasped softly when I saw the lewd scene unfolding under my husband's talented hands.

"Is this what you needed help with?" I bit my bottom lip, hoping like hell he was looking for me to model again.

"Yeah. Do you have a little time?" he asked without looking up from his sketch.

"I finished the website updates, so my calendar is free. What do you need?" His drawing was sexy as hell, an image that made a liquid heat pool between my legs.

Erotic art was something he'd started exploring recently, and at first it had been for fun, and he'd painted me doing various sensual things. But about a year ago, a friend had spotted Adam's painting of a couple having passionate sex, and asked to display it in his gallery. It had sold almost instantly. Now, a year into it, his erotic paintings and drawings were exploding in popularity, making more than any of his other work ever had. He was doing so well that I'd quit my job to help him maintain his online store and marketing.

"It's lovely." I rubbed his shoulders as I examined the painting, my eyes sliding over the sensual lines. The scene showed four bodies writhing in exquisite pleasure — three men surrounding one woman. He was so damn talented. On his canvas, a gorgeous woman, who looked a bit like me, was pinned between a group of men, taking all of their cocks. "Is this for the client who wanted a group sex series?"

He chuckled. "Yeah. But something's not quite right." He nodded to a pile of discarded sketches on the floor. "Perhaps I'll need to tell him that this is something I can't paint."

"What's wrong with it?" I frowned, stepping forward and inspecting the sketch. "I suppose the body positioning looks a little off. That would take a lot of flexibility."

"Yeah. And her expression is all wrong. I've been watching porn all day, and I can't quite get it to a place where I'm satisfied with it. He wants that feeling of exploration and novelty, and she looks like she's done this a thousand times before. She looks bored."

I laughed. "It's sexy as hell. I'm sure the client will love it."

"But the client asked me to capture an innocent young woman learning what she is for the first time. And he wants some other things, too, which aren't working."

"Is that why you need me to model? Do you want me to ride the suction cup dildo and tell you how it feels?" I grinned, feeling wicked. Since we'd started this venture, I'd discovered that I very much enjoyed masturbating in front of my husband while he sketched me. In most of his paintings, the woman was some version of me, though he usually left my face partially obscured.

"I brought in models. They're changing. Jake has asked two of his friends to join us. They have some figure modeling experience, and they've agreed to help you with this." He cleared his throat. "With, um, an intimate pose. It's only a pose, though."

"Really? They're okay with that?" I asked. Jake was a model my husband used regularly, a gorgeous young college senior who needed the cash — and might have an exhibitionist streak of his own.

"They're guys in their early twenties. They need money and they know how much I pay Jake."

"All right. That sounds awkward, but I suppose I can press myself up against some hot young men if you need it for body positioning." I smirked and shook my head. Though the thought of the sexy men who did figure modeling for the art department getting into this made my body quiver, and my husband's eyes landed on me. He set his charcoal onto the tray next to his easel and turned, facing me.

"Sexy men in their early twenties, around your age. It'll be fun."

Imagining being bare against Jake's virile body was making me feel some kind of way, but I ignored my arousal as I laughed, ruffling my husband's salt and pepper hair. "You'll be the old man in the room, taking command of all the hot young things."

If I wasn't mistaken, there was a blush rising to my husband's cheeks. "I just want to capture your expression as all of those sexy men surround you," he murmured, kissing my lips. "You'll be my innocent woman."

I rolled my eyes. "I'm not that innocent."

"You've never had a man in your ass or down your throat. Hell, you've never had a man other than me." That was true. We'd married young, while I was a junior in college — he'd been a dashing young professor in the art department, and I'd needed to take one of his drawing classes for my digital design degree. We'd flirted all semester, never crossing the line, and finally, he'd fucked me after the semester was over.

I looked at his painting, not surprised to find my body growing hot with lust at the image of the young woman serving three sexy young men. "Once the guys leave, you can fuck my ass and I can think about what it'd really be like."

A throat cleared behind us, and I looked back to see Jake standing there wrapped only in a thin towel. It hung low on his flat stomach, nearly exposing him completely. My eyes landed on the defined muscles of his abs, the line of hair leading my eyes lower. It made me nervous, but I supposed as a figure model, he was accustomed to being naked in front of people.

Jake smiled. "Sorry to interrupt. Professor Hughes, where do you want us?"

He stepped aside, and behind him stood two young men, both college students around Jake's age. One was Asian, with a gorgeous cut physique. Behind him, a tall Latino man with thick, defined musculature stood, frowning.

His eyes dropped to Adam's sketch and his lips twitched. "Ahh. We gonna fuck her, then?"

The guy behind Jake perked up, grinning. "I could get into that." He clapped Jake on the shoulder. "You didn't tell me we got to fuck people. Sly dog."

Jake snorted. "Guys, that's my professor's wife, Julia. He doesn't want us to fuck his wife."

Beside me, Adam made a sound, and I looked down at him, frowning. His cock was a thick ridge against his thigh. Was he hard? Was this more than he was letting on? I leaned in, brushing my lips against his ear.

"Do you want them to fuck me?" I tried to read my husband's face, which held a confusing mix of shock and arousal.

Adam cleared his throat, his eyes wide. "No, I don't think so. I just need to see the body positioning. It's not…" he trailed off. "That wouldn't be appropriate. Jake is my student."

"Not this semester," Jake said. I glanced towards Adam, wondering if history was repeating itself. My husband didn't find his students tempting, but the boldest ones, like me, chased after him.

Adam turned towards the guys. "I need the three of you positioned like the men in the sketch, with her between you. She'll leave her underwear on. This is the way I understand the nuances of body positioning. I want you three nude, so I can see the, er, anatomy." His eyes dropped to the bulge in Jake's towel, and he cleared his throat.

To my surprise, none of the men questioned my husband. Jake nodded, and stepped forward, dropping the towel from around his waist and letting his cock spring free. Damn, he was so thick. I wondered how big he would be fully erect and my mouth watered.

"This is Donovan," he said, pointing at the Asian guy, then the Latino guy. "And Cruz."

Cruz stepped forward and dropped his towel as well. His cock was only half hard, and my fingers itched to stroke him, to find out how that thick shaft looked and felt when fully erect. My husband stepped behind me, unbuttoning my blouse, then slipping my skirt down over my hips, leaving me in only a pair of lacy boy shorts and a sheer bra. My nipples pebbled as the men in front of me drank me in, their gazes hungry.

"Do you mind if I take off your bra?" Adam asked. "I want to see how your breasts move."

I looked towards the camera near my husband's easel, and he moved to stand behind it, setting up a timer. "I'd like to capture the poses I need, if that's all right?" he asked. The guys nodded, and I felt a flush rising to my cheeks as my husband guided me to the pile of blankets and pillows on the platform. He guided Jake onto his back, and had me straddle him, the hard shaft of his cock pinned between my legs against the fabric of my underwear. His muscled body was firm and hot, his strength apparent in even the smallest of moments, as my husband adjusted my body position, massaging my bottom for a moment before positioning me for Cruz.

This couldn't be appropriate, but my husband was all business, discussing the plan with Cruz, who moved between our legs, his shaft slipping against the crack of my ass. I quivered, suddenly frantic with need for the thing I was sure I couldn't have.

"It'll be okay, Jules." Jake's big, rough hands settled on my hips, holding me in place. There was something warm and sexy in his eyes.

My husband manipulated the men, coaxing them closer to me, so that the hard ridge of Jake's cock was pressed directly against my clit.

"This feels…" I whispered. "It's awkward."

"Liar," Jake said, cupping my jaw and holding eye contact. "You don't look awkward. You look like you're fucking loving this." He shifted his hips as my husband arranged Cruz, positioning him between Jake's legs behind me. Jake's silky skin was hot between my thighs, and a moan slipped from my lips as I felt the heat of Cruz's body radiating into my skin.

I couldn't pose like this for much longer, and not because of the physical exertion. My need grew desperate and wild as Adam had Cruz press closer. Last, Donovan stepped up, kneeling by my left shoulder. I turned to face him, my body quivering.

"You guys good?" Adam took out his SLR camera, fiddling with his lenses, then pulled out his pencils and clipped up a new piece of paper. I tried to freeze in place, tried not to think about sex. This was for Adam's art. For our business.

"We can be professionals," Cruz gritted out, his hips rocking against my crack. "Do professionals get hard?" My asshole fluttered, my inner muscles clenching at the thought of taking that monster cock. This was hurting the guys as much as it was hurting me.

"He likes to paint my hard-ons," Jake said, grinning up at me. I glanced at my husband.

"He does not," I hissed.

Jake's hands slid around my waist, his thumbs drawing circles on my stomach, and his eyes, darted to a large painting hanging on one wall, of a thick, veined cut cock, with a woman's tongue swiping out to lick up a drop of pre-cum. I swallowed. I'd seen it hundreds of times before, but hadn't thought too much about why Adam wouldn't sell it. He was like that with his paintings sometimes. But knowing it was Jake changed things. My body shuddered as I thought about my husband holding on to a painting of Jake's cock and balls.

"Don't squeeze your muscles," Cruz said. "It's too much..." He trailed off with a delicious groan.

Meanwhile, Donovan reached for the towel around his waist. He was rock hard, his cock springing free as the towel dropped to the floor. It bounced up, slapping against my chin.

"Sorry," he said, flushing a little. His cock was gorgeous; long and perfectly straight, and so tempting. Without thinking, my tongue swiped out and licked a drop of pre-cum off the tip. He groaned, his eyes on mine as he slowly shoved into my mouth. I moaned softly, swirling my tongue.

"Super awkward," Jake whispered, and I backed off with a yelp. Why the hell had I sucked Donovan's cock? I was losing my goddamn mind. I looked frantically at my husband, hoping he wasn't angry.

"Why did you stop? Continue," my husband commanded. "Pose just like that, you were. Don't remove him from your mouth. I want to see how being stuffed with a cock changes the shape of your face."

I whimpered, obeying him and opening up for Donovan, grazing my tongue around him as he slipped between my lips. What was Adam doing to me? I tried to look at him, not surprised to see his hand flying over a sketch, rapidly capturing the scene with his pencils, but it was odd to realize that he didn't look worried about the dick in my mouth.

He looked focused and very turned on.

My body ached to move, to press closer to the two men who were posed behind me. Jake had started rocking softly beneath me, every movement shoving his cock against my clit, stimulating me more. I cried out around Donovan's cock, wiggling my ass, trying to get more pressure where I needed it. Cruz moaned, his grip on my thighs tightening to where it was almost painful.

"Something about this isn't working." Adam rubbed his chin, looking thoughtful.

"You're killing us here, man," Jake groaned. "Let us fuck your wife."

"Hmm. I would like to capture the surprise on her face as she experiences anal pleasure." Adam walked over to his desk, reaching for his camera. "How do we feel about that? Remaining still isn't working. I want to see movement. I want to watch her breasts jiggle as Jake drives into her, her ass slap against Cruz's stomach as he stuffs her full."

"Are you serious?" I couldn't tell if he was into this or if he was losing his goddamn mind.

Cruz chuckled, shifting against my ass. He was rock hard now. "Let us take care of you, babygirl. We'll do you right."

"Yes, please do," Adam said. "You'll need to rim her first. Maybe with Jake already inside her. That could be another image of this series."

I puled back off of Donovan's cock. "Baby? Are you sure you want to watch me with them??"

Adam met my eyes and nodded. "Of course. But you'll need to let these gentlemen know it's okay to fuck you, sweetheart. Ask nicely."

My cheeks heated as I looked down at Jake, who was just waiting, his eyes sparkling. "Please fuck me," I said.

I didn't need to ask twice. In an instant, Cruz was tearing my panties off. I looked down into Jake's bright blue eyes as Cruz grabbed the Jake's cock and dragged it against my slit.

"You like this dick, don't you, dirty slut?" Cruz asked. I shuddered and looked over my shoulder to find my husband focusing his camera on Cruz's hand.

"Jake certainly likes it. He's leaking all over you," Adam said.

"Mmm, Jake is a little whore. I wish I knew this sooner," Cruz said.

Adam chuckled. "You have a talent for dirty talk, young man. Too bad I can't capture your words on my paintings. It's definitely a turn on for me, and it is driving Julia and Jake."

"Fuck, that feels good," Jake groaned.

"You're so sexy Jake. I want to lick you both."

"Not today," Adam said. "Stay focused on what I need for my painting."

"Ah, now you're teasing me, professor." Cruz pressed Jake against my clit, jerking Jake's cock, slapping his thick shaft against the folds of my pussy, teasing us both.

"Fuck," Jake whispered as I bucked against the hot brand of his shaft.

"Please, put him inside me," I begged. Cruz did not comply. He just teased me more. "Please, Cruz."

"What's your series called?" Cruz asked my husband in the most casual voice, as if he wasn't dragging another man's dick through my folds.

"Um, there isn't a name, but the client wants a series of six images of a woman turning from an innocent into someone who would do anything for cock."

Jake shifted, trying to take control despite Cruz's teasing. "Let me fuck her." And finally he did, lining Jake's thick cock up with my pussy and pushing me inside.

"You good with this?" Donovan cupped my chin, forcing me to look up into his warm brown eyes just as Jake's cock was forced into my quivering body. Behind me, I heard my husband's camera click, documenting my behavior for all time.

I nodded, smiling at Donovan for a beat before I lunged for his delicious cock, sucking him in deeply. I was trapped between the three men, and when Cruz's tongue swiped against my asshole, I almost lost it. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw my husband switch from camera to sketchbook, drawing in rapid strokes as his eyes roamed over our bodies.

I cried out, losing track of Donovan's cock for a moment. I swiveled my head around to try to watch Cruz's tongue disappear into my asshole, grabbing his hair and holding him there as I bounced on top of Jake's cock.

Jake was so big, filled me so full, that I would have been satisfied with just him. But I needed more. I took Donovan's perfect cock back into mouth and Cruz's fingers, slick with lube, started working my asshole open. I didn't know where to focus. It was all too sexy.

"Fuck, you're a dirty little slut," Cruz murmured. "Is this her first time?"

"Yep," my husband said. "But it won't be her last. She's gonna be insatiable for you guys, I think."

Jake smirked up at me, grabbing my hair and pulling my head back so Donovan could thrust deeper.

I screamed as I felt the head of Cruz's thick cock against my ass, teasing me, whimpering and crying out as Donovan pressed forward, straddling Jake's face and burying his dick between my tits to fuck them as I arched my back, letting them manipulate my body where they needed it. Cruz pinched my nipples, a hard, relentless pressure that made me thrash between the three men, crying out.

"Oh yeah, Jake, suck my fucking balls." Donovan pressed down onto Jake's face, squeezing my tits around his dick as he pistoned between them. I looked down, wanting to see what Jake was doing, but not quite able to. Inside my pussy, his big cock pulsed as he gripped my ass and drove his hips up into me again and again.

"That's it, baby. You ready for this?" Cruz asked as he lubed up and slowly pressed into me. My pussy throbbed around Jake's cock, so close to climax. Donovan thrust faster between my tits, grabbing the lube and slicking it all over my chest. My body should have been uncomfortable like this, my back arched, Jake driving into me from below and Cruz from behind, but instead I relaxed, letting them manipulate me, hold me where they needed me.

"Oh fuck, so good," I whimpered as Cruz pushed deeper, filling me up until I was completely surrounded by his body. Jake grunted his approval, his hands gripping my hips, his cock still buried in my pussy, pounding into me. Donovan's cock slid lewdly between my tits and I raised my hands to press them together more, wanting him to enjoy himself. I dipped my chin, slurping hungrily at the head of his cock every time it peeked from between my mounds.

I turned my head to look at my husband. He was staring at Cruz, watching him push into me, watching my ass get taken for the first time. I smiled at him, and he unzipped his pants, stroking himself in time with Cruz's rough thrusts. My grunts and whimpers filled the air as the three men thrust faster and harder. This was what I wanted. I wasn't innocent anymore. I was a sexual being, and I loved the way these guys used me, fucked me. My body was stuffed so full and I loved it.

"Fuck, I can't hold back any longer," Cruz groaned.

"Pinch her nipples. Make her come," Jake said.

"Yes!" I cried out, and that last bit of pressure making my body quake around Jake's cock.

He jerked below me, his hips slamming into me as his cock hit the sweet spot inside me, sending sparks of pleasure through my body. I came hard, screaming, my head thrashing as Donovan's cum erupted all over my face and tits. Jake was next, exploding in a warm rush inside me, and Cruz held on, grabbing my hips and hauling me up as he wildly fucked my ass. I screamed, not sure if I should fight the intense sensation or run with it. Then Jake's fingers trailed over my clit, and my body was like a live wire. I slammed back against Cruz, riding the cock in my ass with wild abandon.

My husband was already standing, his pants around his ankles, his cock jutting toward the sky. A low growl rumbled in his throat and he positioned himself in front of my face, jerking wildly until his cum joined Donovan's, painting my lips with his salty taste, just as Cruz unleashed inside my ass, filling me with a hot rush. I lunged forward and sucked my husband dry, thanking him for what he'd given me.

We lay there like that for a moment, panting. Donovan stood, and Cruz backed off. I looked down into Jake's eyes, enjoying the feel of his softening cock still inside me.

"So, I suppose we'll take you up on that offer, Adam," Jake said, holding eye contact.

"What offer?" I asked, lifting my head and staring at my husband.

"Before we met up today, he told us he'd give us free rent in your guest house this semester if we help him finish this series with you. I guess the client is paying big, huh?" Jake ran his hands down my back, massaging my ass.

"A series?" I asked.

Adam nodded. "A sort of progression. Where you and the guys explore all aspects of your sexuality."

Donovan swallowed. "All aspects? Like…" He glanced at his two mostly naked friends, widening his eyes.

"Wherever this might lead." Adam smoothed my hair, then rubbed a stray glob of cum against my lips. "And if my wife is okay with it, I think we'll give you three something else as well."

The End, or Is It?

Should they do more? I haven't written it yet, but I might if you ask nicely. Find my other kinky couples, throuples and more at https://kristinklance.com


My Night as a Truckstop Hooker by By Kirsten McCurran

MF, Hotwife



Chapter 1



I climb out of our SUV and straighten my spine as I walk across the large parking lot, trying to project confidence. It’s late now, and the truck lot activity has died down. Semis are parked in neat rows, many with their running lights on, others dark for the night. The lot was teeming with activity when we arrived a couple of hours earlier. I’m glad we didn’t arrange our meet when the lot was crowded. This is hard enough with few people about.

I feel eyes on me when I cross to the semi that flashed its lights at us. I’m sure truckers are watching from their dark cabs and they have me pegged for a lot lizard. My outfit is not subtle, but that’s what my husband wanted. Deep down, it’s what I wanted too. If I’m going to be a whore tonight, I want to be dressed like one. A big, slouchy purse is slung over my shoulder. It holds condoms, my phone, a small knife, a taser, and my cellphone, which is already dialed in to my husband. Safety first.

My white cotton crop top is thin enough to see the dark of my nipples through the fabric in the orange light from the fixtures high overhead. I feel my pert, braless tits bounce as I walk. They aren’t huge, but they look great in the crop top. The little fringed denim skirt barely covers my ass. My wedge sandals lace up my calves and make my legs look fantastic. I’m a slender brunette in my late 30s, and I hope my trick likes my tight body. The other moms at the Little League snack stand would shriek and lock up their husbands if they saw me like this. Wonder what their husbands would do?

The date was arranged over a CB. I broadcast on Channel 13 for truckers looking for commercial comfort. A lot of guys screwed with me, and several were too creepy over the air for me to ever consider getting into a cab with them—even with my husband close by. We finally found a guy who seemed okay. He called my burner phone from a blocked number, and the arrangements were made.

I only stand beside the black semi-cab for a moment before the door pops open. It’s a big, black hulk towering over me, and I pull myself up to climb into it, giving the driver a great view down my crop top. He’s in the driver’s seat facing me. I slam the door behind me.

“I’m Tex.”

“I’m Melody.” Not my real name.

“You’re even prettier than I hoped. I don’t see many lot lizards that look like you.”

“Thanks. I want to look good. Presentation matters. Have you seen many lot lizards?”

“Not up close like this. Damn, you’re sexy, Melody.”

“Thanks, Tex.”

Tex is just about what I expected. He’s at least ten years older than me and heavy-set, with thinning gray hair. The only light in the cab comes through the windows, but I can see he’d been handsome when he had fewer miles on him. Tex isn’t a guy I’d ever let pick me up in a bar, but he’s the perfect guy for this encounter.

“Do you want to move into the back?”

“Sure.” I smile and touch his arm.

Tex sweeps aside a curtain to reveal a well-made narrow bunk with storage cubbies on either side of it and above. One holds a microwave, and the other side has a built-in mini fridge. Tex sits in the middle, facing me, and I move into the gap between the seats. My bag goes on the passenger seat, close enough that I can grab it if needed. I have just enough headroom to stand. He turns on lamps to get a better look at me.

“Don’t be nervous, darlin’. I ain’t gonna hurt you. I’m just looking for some company.”

I guess projecting confidence isn’t working. I feel like he can see my heart pounding in my chest like I’m a cartoon character. My husband had often discussed this working girl fantasy, but this was the first time we’d gone this far. I dressed up in a tight little black dress and staked out a hotel bar once, but I chickened out. I was afraid hotel security was going to bust me. My husband suggested we try this instead. I think he liked it because it was sleazier.

“Company’s nice. The road must get lonely.”

“I’m not feeling alone right now.” Tex pulls a pint bottle of whisky from one of the cubbies, takes a swig, and offers it to me. “For your nerves?”

“Does it show? I haven’t done this much.” The confession just slips out. At least, I don’t tell him I’ve never done it. I take the flat bottle and knock back an even bigger hit than he did. “Maybe I’m not nervous. Maybe I’m just shy.”

“That’s fine with me, Melody. I like shy. I like your outfit.”

I run my hands down my body self-consciously. His hungry look makes my pussy wet. All of this may have been my husband’s idea—his dare—but the fantasy of selling my body always made me come hard when we role-played it.

“Your tits look perfect. Come closer, Melody.”

Tex touches me when I’m within reach. His hand runs down my side before sliding back up and over my breasts. I shiver when he outlines my nipples through my thin top, and they tighten for him. It’s weird, but I feel like they’re even more obvious outlined through my top than they would be if I were topless. He smiles when he sees my reaction to his touch.

I doubt the other lot lizards he’s had have been into it. I tell myself I must stay strong and keep it professional. This is just supposed to be a blow job. Do the other girls let truckers touch them? Does that cost extra? Tex keeps teasing my nipples, and I bite my lip, but I can’t control my reaction to his touch. I know my pale skin is flushing with excitement. I let him pull the crop top straps from my shoulders and peel it down past my breasts.

“Those are perfect tits, Melody. You’re too hot to be working a place like this.” His big, warm hands cover my breasts, and I fight the urge to push into his grasp. I need to be cool and act like it’s a transaction, but I need to flirt, too, because that’s what these girls do.

“You have nice warm hands, Tex. I like the way you’re touching me.”

Tex chuckles. “That’s usually bullshit, but I can tell it’s real with you, darlin’.”

He sees right through me and proves it by rolling my nipples. I manage to whimper instead of moaning, but I can’t stop my knees from going weak, which pushes my breasts into his hands. He squeezes them harder, which makes my core tighten. His hands feel too good, and I need to stop him. I place my hands over his and weakly try to pull them away. Tex resists.

“I don’t remember touching me being part of the deal.” My voice is shaky with desire.

“I’m willing to pay extra. I don’t get to play with such a nice set of titties every day.”

Tex keeps touching me. My effort to stop him grows weaker.

“But I want to see what you have.”

I nudge my knee into his crotch and feel a huge lump there. Tex is a big man, so it’s not surprising he’s big in his jeans, too. That lump twitches and grows when I rub it with my knee. Butterflies launch in my tummy. I’m excited to see what he’s packing. I’m not good at the professional detachment thing—not when it comes to dick.

“We have plenty of time, Melody.”

“I don’t want to rush you, but I can’t be in here all night, Tex. I have money to earn.”

I find the willpower to step back. I stumble into the driver’s seat, but it gets his hands off me, and I get a moment to breathe. Tex looks disappointed, but he pushes his belly out of the way and undoes his jeans. He pulls up his t-shirt and leans back with legs spread to show me what I’m working with.

Tex is big. Like, really big. Does it make me a shameless whore that seeing that thing makes him more attractive to me? I’ve always been happy with what my husband has, but he’s not packing like Tex. I’m excited to get my hands on it and disappointed I won’t get to feel it inside me. I mean, I could, but that’s not the plan.

“Don’t be shy. You said you wanted to see it. Come get a closer look.”

I kneel on the strip of carpet in front of his bunk and stare at it like I’m afraid to touch him. I’m not usually shy, but it’s usually my husband’s dick I’m touching. Tex puts my hand on it, and my fingers instinctively tighten around the warm flesh. He’s still not fully hard—should I be insulted—but he grows when I squeeze and tug it. Tex grunts when I add my other hand, gripping his base and pulling the rest. He’s not groomed down there, and as he grows, I realize his curly pubic nest obscures his size. His thing is even bigger than I thought.

“Mmm, you have nice smooth hands, darlin’. You like playing with that thing, don’t you?”

The other girls he pays must look bored, but handling him stokes my fires. My juices run down my thighs when I squeeze them together. I’ll need a better poker face if I do this again. It’s not good if the trucker sees how into it I am.

“It’s nice. I like it. You’re big, Tex.”

“Have you had one this big before?”

Tex is much thicker than my husband. I don’t know how I’m going to get my mouth around it. I’m excited to try. His excitement drips from the tip, and I use it to make stroking him easier. It curves upward when I have him fully hard. I’m indifferent about the man it’s attached to, but I love this thing.

“Nice girls don’t compare.”

“I hope you’re not too nice, Melody.”

“Is this nice?”

I stop wasting time and stuff it into my mouth. He tastes a little gamey, but it’s masculine, and I don’t hate it. My husband usually hasn’t showered when I give him road head. I can’t get much in, so I lick my lips and try again. I push down, and my mouth is full, but my lips are stretched to the limit. My tongue swirls all over that thing, and my cheeks hollow when I suck it. Tex grunts and nudges his hips forward, but I stay in control. I don’t need encouragement. My mouth is full of his meat, and I’m devouring it.

“C’mon, darlin’, show me how much you can really take,” he moans.

Hearing the pleasure I’m giving him excites me, and I stuff even more into my mouth. He’s just at the back of my throat when my nose buries in his pubes. I need to concentrate to alternate sucking and breathing. Tex still humps his hips at my mouth, but I’ve got it all. The strangest sounds come from my throat as I wrestle with that fat cock—weird grunts and strained swallowing, and gagging noises. I never make these noises with my husband’s dick.

“Uhnn…that’s it, darlin’…suck that thing…love that hungry mouth…”

My pussy throbs, and I can’t resist slipping my hand up my skirt. The thong I chose is so tiny it’s easily pushed aside, and my fingers stroke up and down my slit. I tremble and moan into my mouthful. Tex strokes my dark hair back from my face and tilts it up to make me look him in the eyes. The scorching desire I see there makes me weak. I’ve always struggled to resist a man who looks at me like that.

“This ain’t just a job, is it, darlin’? I see you love sucking dick. That puss is soaked, ain’t it, Melody?”

I moan a yes into his cock and nod as best I can. Tex holds my head and slowly takes control. He’s not aggressive about it, but he guides my sucking, making me go faster. Drool runs from my lips into his pubes. It’s hard to breathe, and I’m dizzy. My fingers dance across my little button, and the wave of pleasure is so intense I almost pass out.

Tex pulls me off his dick, and I gasp for air. I’m a panting, drooling mess, my body sizzling with excitement. He presses a thumb to my lips, and I suck that too. I’m shameless. This is not how a pro behaves, but I can’t help myself. Playing a truck stop lot lizard is more intoxicating than I dreamed possible.

“Come on up here, darlin’.”

Tex has muscle under that bulk and lifts me like I’m nothing. He twists to lay back on the bunk and pulls me on top of him. My scramble to get down is stopped short when he hikes my skirt and pushes those delightfully thick fingers inside me. I cry out and tense, screwing myself back onto them. I sound so wet when his fingers churn in and out of me. We’re so close I smell the whisky on his breath. I’m surprised he doesn’t try to kiss me, but everyone knows whores don’t kiss. I’m so horny I’d let him do it. This is dangerous, but I don’t want to move.

“You really need it, don’t you, Melody?”

“Ahhh…Tex…”

“I’m gonna give you what you need. Don’t worry about that. I know how to treat girls like you, darlin’.”

“Tex…I…that…wasn’t…the deal…”

“I think the deal’s changed. You want it.”

His confidence alone makes me want to surrender to him. Those fingers have me stuffed fuller than my husband’s dick ever feels. Tex is right. I do want it. I need it. But that wasn’t the deal—not just with Tex, but with my husband. He wanted me to come out here and suck someone’s dick. We’ve role-played it every time I’ve gone down on him for the last month. I think we both want me to fuck someone else too, but I don’t know if either of us were ready for that. I feel ready now.

I groan my disappointment when his fingers leave me. I’m not empty long. His blunt head pushes at my slick lips. I don’t move until it’s splitting me open. I roll to the side and drop into the gap in front of the bed, banging my head on the storage space. It doesn’t hurt. I’m too keyed up.

“If you’re worried about getting paid for it…”

I turn away from Tex and try to calm my pounding heart. My husband is hearing all of this through the phone in my purse. What does he think? Is he urging me to do it, or is he horrified I haven’t fled the cab yet? I could pull up my top, grab my purse, and run out of there. Tex isn’t quick enough to stop me if he wants to. Instead, I reach into the purse for a condom.

“I don’t usually do this, but I really like you, Tex.” I smile like I’m confident in this decision.

“You like this, darlin’,” he says, shaking his fat dick. He’s already gone a little soft again, but I’ll take care of that. “But I really like you too, Melody.”

The condom barely stretches around him. I didn’t think I might need Magnums. I was supposed to put it on him before I started sucking, but I didn’t even think about it. Tex plays with my tits while I tug him back to hardness, and I purr. His calloused fingers feel so good on my tender nipples. My husband’s hands are so smooth. The thong drops to the floor, and I hike up my skirt.

Tex helps me climb back on top of him. My knee wedges between the wall and his bulk. It’s challenging to get the right angle and I lay on his chest again and back onto it. OH. MY. GOD. He pushes in, and I keep stretching and stretching. I’ve only been with about half a dozen guys besides my husband, and none were this big. It aches when he pushes deep, and I gasp and try to relax. I’ve never been so drenched, but he still has to work to open me up.

“Take it easy, darlin’. Just breathe. Relax, and you’re gonna love it.”

“Ahhh god…I…I don’t know…ahhh god…”

“You are fucking tight, Melody. I believe you don’t usually do this,” he grunts with the effort of pushing it inside me. “Most of the girls out there on the lot are looser than a four-lane tunnel.”

His hands nearly encircle my waist when he holds me. My body throbs with the pulse of his dick. It’s like we’re one being in that narrow bed. I don’t know how we’re going to do this, but then Tex moves me. He pulls me back and forth, moving slowly but making sure to fill me every time. Just his head rests inside me, and he pushes me back onto it, and I bottom out. My cry is pleasure, not pain. It still hurts a little, but that little bit of hurt feels so good. Panting gives way to moaning as excitement races through me, pulsing out from my core.

“There ya go, darlin’. You’re likin’ it now.”

“Yea…yea…ahhh…”

“Let it open ya up, Melody. Let go.”

“Yea…ahhh…yea…ahhh…”

The slow, steady penetration is heaven. I’ve never been so stuffed. I’ve never been so full. I’ve never been so possessed by a cock. My world is centered on that thing splitting me open. Every tiny move, every jostle sparks pleasure through me. Tex touches places no man ever has. I never thought size mattered, but Tex’s thickness is next level.

I’m fucking him back. I don’t know how it starts, but my hips are moving. I want it harder. I want it faster. I need a hard fucking. I’m going to fuck Tex’s brains out and earn every penny. I love feeling like such a whore.

Tex pushes to help me sit up. I have maybe five inches of headroom, but I use it to ride that thick cock. I brace my hands on the padded ceiling above me to get leverage and pound my pussy down on him. Oh my god! I feel like he’s going to turn me inside out. I shriek over and over and it’s deafening in the small space, but I don’t care. I don’t care if the trucks around us can hear me. I’m going to come so hard. Tex palms my bouncing tits, and I kick into overdrive when he pinches and rolls my nipples.

“Unahhh…unahhh…god…ahhh…unahhh…ohhh…fuck…fuck!”

I go stiff on him with one more sharp cry, and the climax blazes through me. I come so hard I can’t breathe. Oh my god! I didn’t know how much I needed this. Tex digs his fingers into my waist and keeps me bouncing on him, which keeps the party in my pussy going on and on. He’s going to keep using me until he finishes, too. It’s what he’s paying for.

Tex dumps me off his lap so fast I bump my head before landing on my butt at the other end of the bunk. He moves with surprising speed for such a big man in such a tight space. I’m pulled by the leg onto my back, and he stands hunched over beside the bed.

Tex hardly has the condom off when he starts blasting. Jets of cum blast over my breasts and tummy and even across my cheek. He must have been saving it up because he comes like a firehose, coating my tits with cum. It’s so filthy, and I rub my slit. I still feel the aftershocks of my last orgasm, so I don’t know if I’m coming again or just extending my orgasm. It doesn’t matter because it feels so good.

I’m figuring out how I’ll clean up when Tex presses $200 in my hand in dirty, crumpled bills.

“You were worth every penny, darlin’. But make sure you remember to get the money upfront next time. Not all guys are as nice as me.”
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Chapter 2



I stagger back to my husband waiting in our SUV. I tried cleaning up with wet wipes from Tex, but there’s still a lot of cum on me. A trucker crossing the lot looks at me and shakes his head. Another smiles and winks.

My husband looks shell-shocked when I climb into the SUV. He stares like he doesn’t recognize me. He probably doesn’t. This is the first time in our 16 years of marriage that he’s seen me covered in another man’s cum. He just stares without speaking. His pants and down, and his dick sticks straight up.

“Justin…”

“Oh my god, Sara.”

“I can explain.” Can I?

“Get in the back.”

I climb between the front seats and drop onto the second-row seats. Justin has more trouble getting through, but he follows. He’s right on top of me, hikes up my skirt, and shoves it in. I left my stretched-out thong on the floor of the cab. Justin pounds it into me.

“Fuck, Sara. You’re so wet and loose. Did he come inside you?”

“Ahh…he came all over my tits, baby…can’t you feel it?”

Justin pulls down my top and touches my sticky chest. I’ve never heard him make these animal sounds before. He fucks me hard, and I tighten my core, but it still feels different so soon after Tex. We don’t share the same friction.

“Oh god…oh god…fucking whore…”

Justin shudders and comes inside me. Tex lasted more than twice as long. My husband’s load feels tiny, too. I don’t come, but that’s okay. Another orgasm after what Tex gave me might kill me.

“Was I a good whore?”

“I fucking love you, Sara. You’re fucking incredible.”

I’m shocked when he shoves his tongue into my mouth. He must taste Tex’s dick. I still taste it. Justin kisses me harder than he ever has before. I push on his chest because the awkward position begins to hurt.

“I guess you’re okay with what happened?” I ask.

“I was shocked, but if you wanted it, I’m good. I don’t ever want to hold you back, Melody.”

“I don’t know what happened. It was all just so hot, and I didn’t want to stop.”

“Did you have fun?”

I laugh. “You heard the whole thing. Couldn’t you tell?”

“Yeah, I might need to read some books and brush up on my skills. I’ve never heard those sounds from you before.”

“It was the situation, honey. I love it when we make love.”

“You didn’t come just now.”

“Sorry. I’m a little sore.” I don’t add, and you were a little quick.

“Was he as big as you said, or were you making him feel good?”

A hopeful note in his voice suggests he hopes it is the latter. We don’t lie to each other, and I won’t start now—not even to spare him.

“He was pretty thick, but it wasn’t, like, ridiculous. You don’t have anything to worry about, honey.”

“I wish I could have been there to see him stretch you out.”

I laugh again. “Really? You want to watch me take a big dick?”

“You know it.”

“Next time, I’ll tell him my pimp has to watch. Tex comes through here every other week, and he has my number. Oh, I almost forgot.”

I pull down my skirt to get into the tiny pocket where I stashed the money from Tex. I hand it over to my husband—my pimp. He counts the crumpled bills.

“$200? I think you’re a more valuable piece of ass than this, Melody, but it’ll do for now.”

“I’ll be sure to work this ass harder next time.”

“You’d better, or I’m getting the belt.”

“Mmm, promises promises.” Justin pulls me into his arms, and we laugh. “Take me home so I can get cleaned up.”

“I’m going to pamper you, Sara. You earned it tonight. Literally.”

The End

Kirsten McCurran is a pioneer in the hotwife erotica genre and the author of over 60 sexy books, including the recent bestsellers Good Wives, Bad Behavior, and Picking Forbidden Fruit. Her latest book, Tara’s Homecoming, is now on sale. Shop all of Kirsten’s books at https://books.kirstenmccurran.com.
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Chapter 1



Shawna came back from the new Planet Fitness on 42 nd Street saying one of the gym rats there had the biggest cock in Christendom and wasn’t afraid if people knew. So, of course, her husband forbade her from ever going there again by herself.

My wife, Laura, volunteered to go with Shawna as her chaperone from then on.

‘Doesn’t he trust her to keep her hands off it?” I joked.

At that, my beloved wife gave me a look.

I shrugged. ‘Why doesn’t she just go to a different gym?’

‘Around here? Are you kidding?’

We didn’t live in the best area. Still just about affordable, though. I didn’t mind her going with Shawna. Any excuse to ogle Laura in her lycra shorts and sports bra. I probably would have gone with them myself, except, you know. Lazy.

Come to think of it, why didn’t Travis just go with his wife?

Anyway. I watched my sweetheart get changed to go, and there was this unusual atmosphere between us. Laura was pleasantly exhilarated, as if she were venturing on some wild hunting trip, but she made great effort to appear cool and dispassionate so her husband wouldn’t think her main reason for going was to glimpse some other guy’s junk.

I didn’t care. For some reason it vaguely excited me that she wanted to go down there to perve on some dumb jock while working out in her tight outfit. Maybe she’d get a rise out of him, so to speak.

Strangely, the odd tension in my chest didn’t disappear when Laura and Shawna left to go down there. I lay on the couch watching Netflix, regretting that I wouldn’t be there if the guy felt like hitting on my wife.

Even more weirdly, thinking that he might try it out with her gave me the horn. I guess I hoped she might flirt with him a little, then come home to take it out on me.


Chapter 2



Ninety minutes later, the two women returned from their workout wittering like a couple of songbirds at dawn, and it was pretty clear there had been a verified monster sighting.

‘It was totally huge,’ Laura laughed, so buzzed from a successful hunt that she forgot not to talk about another guy’s equipment in front of her husband. ‘I mean… I don’t even know if it would fit.’

Difficult to get mad at someone when they’re helpless with the giggles.

Since I didn’t get visibly irritated, Laura seemed comfortable talking about the adventure even after Travis had come by to pick up Shawna on his way home from the office. I didn’t mind. I liked her high energy, her jubilant mood.

And I got to tease her a little about being a pervert going down the gym just to check out guys in tight shorts.

‘Are you jealous?’ she asked me.

I had to think about it for a moment. ‘No, I’m not,’ I said at last. ‘Why should I be jealous? As long as you come back to me when you get horny from being a pervert…’

She smiled when I called her a pervert. Then she grabbed hold of my hand and dragged me to the bedroom, naughty wench. Encasing me in her arms and jamming her lips against mine while I peeled down her damp gym clothes. She was practically trembling with lust.

‘You want me to take a shower first?’ she asked.

‘Nope,’ I said, savoring the musty aroma of her recent exertions, tasting the salt on her lips. I liked that she was still sticky with sweat. She looked exquisite, freshly flushed from her workout — and from lusting after another guy’s massive tool.

And when I peeled down her sodden underwear, she was already well-oiled and ready for the task at hand.

Funny how much I liked that my wife got so turned on staring at another man’s package. I really wasn’t jealous at all. I was confident she wouldn’t just leave me, considering the number of people who’d had to sit in church watching her say ‘I do.’

When she knelt at my feet and hauled down my trunks to look upon my more modest offering, I said, ‘Disappointed?’

Defensively self-deprecating.

She gazed up at me and smiled. ‘I think it’s perfect,’ she said gently, adding, ‘I wouldn’t want anything bigger.’

Her little white lie was made so obvious by the careful, deliberate manner in which she handled my cock. The way she examined it, appreciation dawning in her pretty face like she suddenly realized what she’d taking it for granted so long. When she took it into her mouth like she was trying it for the first time, and was pleasantly surprised at how much she enjoyed having it there.

Well. As far as I was concerned, she could fantasize about any huge cock she liked if it made her this horny for sex with me.

When I eventually coaxed her up onto the bed and slid my tongue-lashed manhood inside her, it only took three or four thrusts before she came like a nun on a washing machine.

After that, she joked that next time she went to the gym, I should come along to check out the competition. I said, ‘Sure.’
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Chapter 3



Laura seemed keen to embrace a new focus on her fitness the very next evening. I stepped into the role of chaperone.

On the way down to the gym, we shared an enormous sense of trepidation.

Would the guy be there? What if he was wearing baggy sweatpants this time?

But our fears were unfounded. Guys like that don’t change their spots. Laura flashed me a look of teasing delight when we went in and immediately saw him there, taking up a prominent position.

He was a good-looking guy, I guess. Short, dark hair, mud-brown eyes, square jaw. His over-inflated muscles were barely contained by a teeny tank top and the kind of shorts middle schoolers would have nightmares about wearing.

If I was a jealous type, I might have suggested he was well acquainted with anabolic steroids — except that’s supposed to give a guy a small pecker.

Anyway, he seemed handsome enough for successful dating even if he didn’t have that ridiculous thing lurking between his beefy thighs.

And it certainly was ridiculous.

I swear, his shorts were so tight you could tell he was circumcised. Every possible minute, he was on some kind of machine where he could spread his thighs and give everyone an eyeful.

But I enjoyed how taken Laura was with it.

We took to the ellipticals together so she could gawp at him via one of the mirrored walls. She kept shooting me little glances to check I’d noticed it, to make sure I fully appreciated how ginormous it was, to recognize that we were in the presence of greatness.

I mouthed, ‘Is it even real?’

She nodded like she was a known authority on the matter.

God. I loved that she was so fired up by it. It wasn’t just the prospect of what she would do to me when we got home. I was thrilled by her unbridled lust for it. I was elated that another man so obviously turned her on.

When I glanced at her burnt umber eyes, I found myself hoping — and believing — she was fantasizing about taking that thing deep.

Why on Earth did I suddenly want her to cheat on me?

She seemed perpetually amused at my uneven response. I think she was waiting for me to snap, and then storm out, never to return. She believed my decision to come here had been an act of braggadocio, and now we were facing down the beast, I would soon turn tail and flee.

She even tried silently taunting me — fanning herself with a hand, melodramatically wiping sweat from her brow, biting her lip like she enjoyed the flavor.

I was taking it well, though, I thought. Other guys in the gym seemed to be studiously ignoring the elephant dick in the room. A couple of other women seemed outright hostile.

Over on the treadmills, a group of college students were sniggering at something, and it didn’t take Einstein to guess what.

Laura was attempting to appear calm and unflustered, even though she could hardly take her eyes off that thing. She wanted me to think her interest was somehow ironic. That she could maintain an air of sophistication while being an out-and-out lech. I saw through her subterfuge easily enough.

Laura’s the kind of classically freckled redhead whose pale complexion makes it impossible for her to hide any emotion. If she gets angry or agitated — or turned on — she glows pink to varying degrees. She’s absolutely terrible at poker.

Tonight she’d been flushed a gentle rosy red before she even started exercising.

For some reason, her interest in another guy’s cock only made me desire her more.

With hindsight, I’d tell you something about the male instinct responding to the possibility of losing his female to another guy by bestowing an erection on him so that he might be immediately ready to inseminate her if the other guy happened to jump in and do it first. It was a biological strategy to ensure the OG passed on his genes via the female instead of the challenger. The side effect was that the hapless male brain might misinterpret the erection as meaning he was turned on by the sight of another guy going after his woman.

But there, in the gym, I wasn’t in a mood to question my motivations.

On the other hand, I was curious about how a guy could publicly expose himself like that and not feel even a little self-conscious. It also tickled me to ponder how Laura would react if I confronted him.

So I wandered over there.

‘Hey, buddy,’ I said.

I heard Laura gasp behind me. That alone made it all worthwhile.

The guy looked up at me and said, ‘Yeah?’

There was a little glint of recognition in his squint, like this had happened to him before. I could see his muscles tense up, ready for a jealous boyfriend to start getting hot and heavy. I suspected he was familiar with self-defense.

‘You are aware your shorts are so tight everybody can see what you’re packing?’

Well, no point beating about the bush. And from here, I could tell he didn’t have a bush.

‘Sure, why not?’ he said, glancing over at the giggling girls on the treadmills, looking like he wanted to fight me so he’d have a fresh opportunity to impress them.

But I wasn’t provoked. I was fascinated. ‘You don’t mind people looking?’

‘Let ’em look,’ he shrugged. ‘I don’t have anything to feel bad about.’

‘You don’t worry people will think you’re… weird?’

Another shrug. ‘Some of them.’

I couldn’t help but be impressed. How do people like that exist? And yet they do. Plenty of them run for office.

‘Does it ever… work?’ My curiosity knew no bounds. Sue me, I’m a journalist. ‘I mean… do any women ever… want to take you home?’

He grinned, relieved I didn’t sound like I wanted to smack him. ‘They all want to take me home. But, yeah, sometimes someone’ll ask me to walk her to her car.’

God. He really didn’t care. He’d let hundreds and hundreds of people think he was a complete freak — so long as one lusty female might someday wander over and ask for his deets. He played the numbers game like an old lady slipping quarters into a Vegas slot machine all night.

In awe, I couldn’t quite keep control of my tongue. I said, ‘My wife wants to know if it even… you know… fits…’

I heard Laura gasp again — much louder this time — as I betrayed her confidence.

Our well-endowed friend merely flashed us another easy smile. ‘Sure, it fits. The female body is an amazing thing, you know?’

I nodded.

Then he added, ‘Your wife want to see for herself?’

His offer astonished me. He knew I was her husband, I was standing right there, and yet he was offering to take my wife away and shove his big dick into her.

Still, even now, I wasn’t angry, I wasn’t upset, I wasn’t jealous.

I was turned on.

Behind me, Laura had dismounted her elliptical. She covered her face with sprawling fingers, like she was watching Michael Myers run after Jamie Lee Curtis with a machete.

‘You want to… see for yourself?’ I teased her.

She slowly lowered her hands, but her jaw was stuck in the dropped position.

The Gym Rat said, ‘Lots of guys wanna watch their wives on this thing. Usually don’t have the balls to try it.’

I looked into her eyes, and she looked into mine. I could tell she was as curious as me.

But it astonished her that her husband actually looked serious about her sleeping with another man.

‘Honey…’ she breathed.

I could practically see her chest pulsating, her heart was beating so hard.

The Gym Rat said, ‘I’m clean — I can show you the test results.’

Goodness. Did he really just say that? It was so unbelievably transactional.

The gym around us suddenly seemed empty. As though everyone else had been worried I was going to fight this guy — and that they might be called as witnesses. Nobody had time to be on a jury anymore. It suddenly seemed to hit us that nobody was here to see us take Gym Rat home. Nobody was here to judge.

I quietly underlined the point, telling my wife, ‘Nobody would have to know about this, sweetie.’

Oh, it was just ludicrous. It was totally insane.

But it wasn’t like I was asking for a threesome with another woman. I guess many wives would worry their husbands had some kind of ulterior motive, but Laura knew I wasn’t sophisticated enough to possess hidden layers.

Laura no longer looked shocked or dismayed. One of her eyebrows slowly rose as she contemplated how unexpectedly kinky her hitherto vanilla husband was turning out to be.

We gazed into each other’s souls, and she could tell I wasn’t kidding around anymore. I wanted to see my pretty wife riding this guy’s Mustang. She was almost as taken by the fact her husband would want this as she was by the monstrous manhood straining against that guy’s tight shorts.

Later, I would discover she’d read something about husbands willing to share in some of the erotic literature she read secretly at night on her Kindle. She wasn’t coming at this scenario completely cold.

So then she smiled, and faintly mocking his accent, she said softly, ‘You wanna watch your wife on that thing?’


Chapter 4



The Gym Rat turned out to be called Ted, but when he mentioned it was short for Edward, Laura instantly insisted on calling him that instead. Well, she’d grown up on Twilight.

Ted — Edward — followed us in his car, and we took great efforts to ensure he didn’t lose us in the late evening traffic. We also to strides to make certain nobody we knew would see him come home with us.

When we reached our destination, we even circled the block a few times so we were sure no-one was around to observe three of us entering the apartment together at such a late hour.

Then the front door closed behind us, and there we were.

Boy, oh boy.

At first, Laura and I stood like deer frozen in the headlamps. Shocked it had gotten this far. No idea what came next.

Edward, bless him, seemed like he really had done this before. His profligate ego came to the rescue. He said simply, ‘Bedroom’s through here?’

Then he took Laura’s hand and led her through there.

My sweet wife flashed her big brown eyes at me as she went past, the corners of her mouth quivering in wry amusement at my stunned expression, her raised eyebrow inviting me to stop all this from happening if I was getting scared.

But I remained silent. He let him take her to the marital bed.

I could feel my heart hammering against the wall of my chest.

Inside our den of iniquity, Edward offered me a seat and then pulled Laura in for a kiss. I watched his big hands clamp on my wife’s beautiful ass, kneading it like bread dough while he sucked on her lips.

Jesus.

I felt like I might need an oxygen mask. I sat back in the armchair in the corner of the room and tried to look like this was way less of a big deal than it really was.

Laura grinned. ‘So, can I see it now, honey?’

I felt an initial burst of irritation that she would call him ‘honey’ — but then I saw she was directing her question at me. This was fun. Almost as fun as the way Edward was looking at my wife in her tight workout gear. I liked the feeling of other men wanting what was mine.

I said, ‘Edward, why don’t you… lose the shorts?’

Laura stepped back to watch the muscle-bound Lothario slowly peel down his lycra shorts. Even before they were below his balls, my rose-cheeked sweetheart had reached out to grasp the beast that sprang free.

‘Oh my God…’ she gasped, curling her fingers around the upper half.

It stiffened up fully as she began to stroke it. The damn thing was thicker than her forearm.

It struck me that I’d never really seen another guy erect before in person. I was surprised at how calm I was about it. It was weird — doubly weird to see it in my wife’s hands — and yet now it was happening, I seemed to accept it. I even felt confident enough to start stroking my own, more respectably-sized manhood through my gym shorts while I watched.

Laura seemed delighted to see me getting so comfortable in the armchair.

She knelt down, continuing to slowly pump his enormous shaft, and she looked so hungry for it.

‘It’s so heavy,’ she said in awe, lifting it as she leaned in to kiss its base.

Attempting to sound entirely unfazed by the extraordinary events of the evening, I asked, ‘You think it’ll fit?’

She grinned, ‘I wanna try…’

Then she licked her way to its tip, and stretched her lips around the massive thing. She couldn’t even get the top half into her mouth. It felt good enough to Edward, however, judging by his moans.

‘Oh my God, honey…’ she said when she finally came up for air. ‘It’s so huge.’

She worked him with her mouth and her hands. It looked like hard work — and yet she was so turned on by its size, and perhaps because she wasn’t supposed to have it, that she was moaning with genuine pleasure every moment.

Oh Boy. It was so filthy watching my sweet wife toying with that thing. We really weren’t the type of people to do this. We weren’t swingers; we had never even thought about the possibility of an open relationship; Laura had never so much as lusted after another guy in front of me before becoming Shawna’s chaperone.

And now the pretty redhead I had started dating five years ago was on her knees in front of a buff stud muffin, his brutal erection stuffed down her throat, her flushed cheeks drawn in as she sucked on him.

‘Oh my God. So fucking big.’ She couldn’t stop saying it. I wasn’t going to stop her.

Her enthusiasm was just a joy.

‘You like watching, honey?’ she asked, pausing briefly to remove her sports bra.

‘Uh-huh,’ I said, sensing that we’d reached a turning point in our relationship. I suspected that once a kink like this was revealed, it would be tough to put it back in the box.

She beamed, ear-to-ear. So sexy.

She grasped his shaft again, tightly, and said, ‘Honey… I want you to take out your cock and stroke it for me.’

Gee. Zuss.

Her unabashed demand seemed to betray her familiarity with this kind of scenario. It also stole the sense of power I’d had from instructing Edward. But I didn’t mind. What was I going to do, say no? And yet even though he had an enormous dick, the fact that Edward’s manhood was right out in the open seemed to make it easier for me to pull down my shorts and allow mine to spring free.

‘Yeah, just like that,’ Laura smiled as I began to slowly stroke my throbbing hardness.

She seemed to enjoy being watched. The way she moved on his cock, exaggerating her enjoyment of it, was like playing up to the camera. At first, I thought she was showing off for his benefit, but the way she kept sneaking glances at me — making sure I was taking in every second — suddenly made me realize the show she was putting on was for me.

How could her sexual relations with another man somehow strengthen our love for each other? And yet it did.

She loved how much I wanted this for her. How turned on I was by watching her enjoy another man. I loved how she tried to include me in this experience and how she wanted to perform to turn me on.

I said, ‘Are you going to let him fuck you, my sweet?’

Her mouth was full of cock, but her moans sounded strongly in the affirmative.

Edward took her hands and urged her up from the floor. I was trembling with anticipation. But when the big man bent Laura over the end of the bed, he stepped aside and gestured for me to come over there.

‘You want to make sure she’s ready for me, my friend?’ he said, removing his shirt to stand there in all his gym-buffed glory like a Greek God.

I didn’t quite know what he meant at first, but then he directed a hand toward Laura’s delicious behind, and I realized what he was suggesting.

I knelt behind her, ducking down to kiss the soft but fiercely warm flesh of her sumptuous ass. I could smell her arousal thick in the air even before I tugged down her soaking wet panties.

‘I think she’s pretty much ready already,’ I said, inhaling the heady cinnamon spice of her arousal like a connoisseur appreciating the bouquet of a fine wine.

But Edward stood there waiting, and I understood that what he meant me to do was more for my benefit than hers. I could sense that Laura was a little apprehensive — she’d only just been to the gym; she hadn’t taken a shower — and yet there seemed like no opportunity for her to spurn Edward’s suggestion.

I leaned in and parted her pink-flushed cheeks before touching my mouth to her burning hot sex.

I’d been correct to say she was wet enough to forego the services of a spousal fluffer. As I pressed my lips to her pussy, a little dribble of nectar escaped her darkened labia, like juices running from a beautifully ripe peach. I opened my mouth and slid my tongue inside her, and in mere moments, my entire face was soaking wet with her excitement.

She tasted so good, and the thought of preparing her for another man to penetrate only made the experience even more of a turn-on for me.

I moaned as I ate her, and she seemed to relax into it, trusting that this was pleasurable for me. She lifted one of her knees, stretching out her thighs so that I could get a better angle on her exquisite sex, and from the way she quivered, I think she even came a little on my eager face.

But now it was time for me to make way.

I returned to my armchair, my face cooled by her moisture, saturated with her scent. I watched Edward lie on the bed, Laura sliding beside him, lifting a leg over him.

‘You want this, babe?’ he said, touching the tip of his cock to her entrance.

‘Oh yes please… please, please, please….’

She wailed as it went in — but there was only a split second where I feared she was in pain.

‘Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God…’ she gasped, breathless. ‘Oh, fuck yes…’

I sat there just stunned. I’d never seen my wife from an angle like this before. And here she was with another man’s colossal cock half-buried in her juicy pussy.

She cried out with every thrust as she rode him — but she was the one in control.

‘Oh… oh… oh… so fucking good…’

Even at their peak, he couldn’t seem to get more than two-thirds of it inside her. But I have never heard her make the kind of sounds she made as she fucked him. Maybe I was a little envious, but I still held onto the thought that she was mine — she had married me. She wanted me to watch. Edward was only a toy.

He told her how beautiful she was, how amazing she was, how incredible she felt as he thrust that big thing into her. I fixated on the fact that she would stay mine when this was over, and he would leave.

He was just a sex toy for us. To drive Laura crazy when he pounded her from behind. To make me hard while I watched his cock shine with her wetness as it disappeared again and again into her body. He was gym equipment to give her the most incredible workout.

I watched him lift her and fuck her against the wall. I watched her bend over her dresser while he slammed into her from the rear. I watched him slide into her while she was lying on her front, pounding her when she lay on her back and thrust into her from beneath as she rode him like a stallion.

I couldn’t get enough of how much screaming and yelling she was doing. The incredible beauty of her glowing, freckled form as she rode his enormous, glistening pole — the way her pussy clung to it as she bounced on it. The sounds she made as he fucked her. The thick scent of sex I inhaled with every breath.

I just wanted to keep out of the way and let him send her to heaven and back again. And yet he pulled me into their routine. He had me hold her hands while he was fucking her, to lose myself in the dark pools of her diluted pupils while he made her come. He had me kiss her mouth while he took her from behind; he had me slip my cock into her mouth while he took her like a deranged missionary.

I sat back on the armchair and kissed her mouth as she lay on top of me, and he continued to fuck her from behind.

He even had me lie under her on the bed so that she could grind her pussy against my face while he fucked her mouth some more. Then she lifted up, and I watched close-up as his monstrous cock squeezed inside her dripping sex.

It was the dirtiest, sweatiest, most outrageous sex Laura and I had ever experienced.

Transformational in every respect.

But nothing seemed quite as transformational as when she finally lay on top of me, lovingly gazing into my eyes, and he slammed into her from behind, and came deep within her.

We were both convulsed by his final thrusts — as he emptied his entire load inside my wife.

‘You want me to take a shower now?’ she grinned, flicking a few strands of her ginger hair out of her face.

‘No,’ I said, and then as I felt the weight of our dance partner lift off, and saw Edward withdraw from our bed, I eased my own hard cock into the searing-hot wetness of her sex.

Laura gasped again, her eyes wide as I slid straight into her, lubricated by another man’s cream.

‘Does that feel as good for you as it is for me?’ I asked her.

She nodded, apparently unable to speak.

God, it was like I’d taken some kind of drug that somehow enhanced my senses. I gyrated my hips to stir my engorged cock deep within her, and even though we weren’t taking dramatic movements, it felt the most intense of any sexual experience I’d had.

I kissed her deeply as I ground my hard cock up against her cervix, and my hilt against her clit.

It’s hard to explain what it was like. Her mouth tasted unfamiliar, her body smelled different, her pussy wasn’t how I remembered. As I sucked on her lips, I could tell she’d stretched them around another man’s cock, and it drove me wild. Every time I breathed in, my chest was filled with the musk of another man emanating from her skin. When I thrust my hardness inside her, it felt like Edward had stretched her.

From the way she shuddered and shook as I reached orgasm in record time, it seemed like her senses had been heightened by the experience as well.

‘You won’t tell Shawna about any of this, will you?’ I asked her.

She shook her head.

Then she glanced up at Edward, who was already putting his clothes back on. She said, ‘Next time we’re in the gym, d’you think you can pretend not to know us?’

The Gym Rat seemed to understand where we were coming from. He shrugged, ‘Sure, no problem.’

My gorgeous, glowing, freshly double-fucked bride gave him an enormous smile and added, ‘Only in public, of course. Whenever you want to… you know… come home with us… you don’t have to pretend anything.’

God, she was sexy as hell — already plotting our next monster-hunting adventure.

The End
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Chapter 1

Hotwife sub with an Alpha Stag Dom Hub enjoying a Wife Sharing Stranger Hookup, including Exhibitionism, Voyeurism, and Mild Impact Play BDSM.


Laney shifted in the seat as her insides popped in bursts of excitement. She was fidgety. She couldn’t help it. They were charting new waters in their hotwife way of life, and she was ecstatic about their plans for the day. She glanced at her husband, his eyes were shielded by sunglasses, but his little smile told her he loved this impending adventure just as much. His determination to help her continue to explore her kinks was actually starting to repair even the deepest damage he’d piled on her heart in the past, an unlikely and treacherous trek back from that she legit hadn’t expected to succeed. She counted herself lucky. Where her friends in similar positions had taken the next step to divorce, she and John had bravely stridden into more openness. Apparently midlife sucked, but not for her. She smiled, biting her lower lip.

“John, I’m so excited I could burst!” She shifted her legs and pressed her palms to her thighs. Her mind spun with hope as she imagined what kind of man they’d find to play with at the gas station. She’d shared her taboo fantasy with John last week, and immediately he sculpted out an opening in his work schedule to take Laney on this escapade to fulfill her secret desire of stranger sex in a gas station bathroom. It was raunchy, wicked, and taboo, and fantasizing this scenario had made her come many late nights while alone with toys.

But now John knew, and he was doing something about it.

“I’m very excited too. And I’m still thrilled you decided to share it with me.” His tone was happy. She glanced down and could see his erection was at full peak in his pants.

She reached over and stroked his full cock beneath his shorts.

“I’m going to help you find the ideal man to fuck you, then I’m fucking you right after, so be ready for my rage. I’m already near peak, so I’m going to fuck you hard.” He grinned. “Gotta claim my little wench back now don’t I?”

She shuddered with glee as her mind dared to image both parts.

John had chosen the large gas station that truckers frequented at the highway rest stop just three exits away from their town. She wondered if she’d get an older man, or a gruff horny biker dude, or would she get a sex starved divorced guy who would rail her like his life depended on it. She wanted someone so desperate for sex they’d go a bit overboard. Those were the most delicious men to her. She literally couldn’t wait. The other fantasy she’d often used, that she hadn’t shared yet with John, was knocking on the truck doors of sleeping drivers at such a gas station and offering to fuck them. She’d hop truck to truck making her way down the line fucking all the men. But that was a fantasy for another day. Today was already claimed.

“And you will tell them the full fantasy?” she asked, though she already knew the answer, she just liked hearing him say it. It solidified to her that he was okay with it, and she wasn’t a total freak. Well, that was subjective of course. In her old vanilla life, she’d probably have called herself a freak, but that was before she’d become enlightened to strut about the world as a bona fide hotwife slut. Her every sexual whim had become John’s mission in life, as long as he was in charge. That’s just how she wanted it too.

She tugged her sundress up her thighs as her clit screamed for her touch, but John had strictly said no action could happen down there until she was in front of the stranger and bared naked for a fuck.

John’s grin was lecherous as he met hers. “Don’t you touch,” he warned. “I want you ripe as possible. You going to make sound?”

She’d been nervous about his request that she be loud while she got nailed in the bathroom. She liked the attention of onlookers, but she didn’t want to go to jail today. That would ruin a perfectly good hookup day, not to mention throw her in a jail cell where no dicks would be. She wanted her dick fix, not some butch dickless mama jail cell mate.

She snickered wondering what that would be like, to be a husky woman’s bitch with bars for walls. That was another avenue to explore with her toys that she hadn’t mounted, but certainly worthy fodder for her next alone time session though. She’d most certainly need a dildo involved to finish.

John pulled into the giant truck stop gas station. There was a sea of semis parked behind it and Laney mused how many men were in the truck beds of their cabs jerking off to porn. She mused most were. That was a hot thought, and it stoked her libido further. Thinking about lots of horny truckers inside the privacy of their trucks, like so many little microcosms chock-full with primal sexual activity, charged her up. She clenched her hands into tight fists as he parked.

They were inside the large gas station store in a flash. John pulled her along as they casually walked up and down the aisles. Her heart thudded like she’d just run from a lion. Some kind of nasty sex-hungry beast of a man would fit her perfectly right about now. She was randy as fuck. John had made her go twenty-six hours without climaxing and she was a damn righteous bitch in heat, ready to present her holes to a series of dicks she may never even see the faces of. But she reminded herself, this wasn’t to be a group event, but a single man one. Denying that request over breakfast had made John a bit of a party pooper. No matter, she’d get hers anyhow.

Laney spied a young man over by the soda pop fridge. She nudged John, but he stopped cold in his step when a young woman joined him.

John made eyes with her and shook his head.

They continued their trek around the store until Laney spotted a leather clad biker carrying black leather gloves, a bag of Cheetos, and a Dew. She froze in place as her jaw dropped open. He was muscular with thick firm looking thighs, tallish, but shorter than John, and his expression held the right amount of scowl to make Laney’s clit jump. He had strong looking hands and didn’t seem to have a wedding ring. She instantly imagined him slapping her ass with the gloves and she released a slow breath, which did nothing to tame her nerves that were in a tangled mess of jittery excitement. He moved with a grace his size defied, and his firm buns in the smooth sheath of the leather called to her fingers. She craved caressing the tight fit with her hands while kneeling before him.

He had tufts of gray hair sticking out of the scarf tied around his head, with a bountiful handful of curls rimming the base of the makeshift hat along the nape of his neck. He hair didn’t reach his back, but there was a nice handful to explore while French kissing him for sure.

John met her gaze and ticked his head to the side while raising his eyebrow. “Him?” he whispered.

She nodded heartily as her pussy lips flared begging for his cock already. “Please, yes,” she cooed. “He’s perfect.”

She would love to be fucked doggy while draped over his bike, but that would certainly land them in jail.

John pointed to the ground. “Don’t move.” He hurried over to the man who looked ready to check out.

Laney watched as her hubby conversed with the biker. His face registered in alarm first, then shifted to contemplation, then quickly bloomed into a lewd expression.

Laney’s lust seethed.

John turned towards her and pretended to grab something invisible in the air and rapidly jerked his hands upward.

She giggled as she grasped the hem of her sundress. She glanced around and saw no eyes peering her way, so she obeyed John and flashed them.

The biker’s eyes flared wide as she lifted the dress past her bare pussy mound and all the way up to her braless tits.

John swiveled his hand in a circle, and she spun around, baring her ass to them as she slightly bent over.

She didn’t stay that way for long and righted her dress, wondering if she had just been on video in the station’s surveillance system, which was another hot element that stroked her horny bone even higher.

She squealed quietly to herself as both John and the biker started making their way towards her. The biker looked very excited, his brown eyes filling with more lust with each step. As he came nearer, Laney noted the stranger was likely just a touch her and John’s elder. That also made him ideal.

“Laney, this is Bruce.” John’s gaze was direct and full of unquestionable dominance, as if he was commanding her that this was the man she was to submit to without question.

She swayed as she played with the fabric of her dress, her submission quaking in her gut like a lit fuse burgeoning to express itself to both men.

Bruce’s skin was grizzled with a layer of beard scrub, which she instantly desired to feel brushing her shoulder blades as he had his way with her from behind.

“Hi,” she said, not hindering her sudden desire to be seductively demure.

“Bruce is interested in fucking you. I’ve filled him in on everything.” John’s intense gaze filled her with confidence that this was going to be an epic hookup, and that Bruce legit fit the bill of her fantasy to perfection. Her spouse could say so much to her with just his eyes these days.

“Hi,” said Bruce, his straight white teeth offset by a single crooked tooth that jutted out, as if in belligerence to the rest of his nicely aligned teeth. His lips were plump and seemed roughed up, likely from riding the highways in the rushing wind for hours on end. He had the air of a loner ready to fuck her into a wild blistering of skin smacks, his pelvis colliding relentlessly against her backside. Well, that was her hope anyway. “Pleased to meet you. Yes. I’d love to fuck.” His chuckle unfurled like he’d just won the lottery and was ready to cash it in.

“Let’s go,” John said, motioning towards the back of the store.

Bruce set his chips and drink on the shelf and boldly reached for her ass, giving it a slight swat. He continued to give her light spanks as the three of them walked, as if to hurry her along.

She loved a sexually impatient man; they always unleashed the most commanding and juiciest passions. She squawked with each butt smack as she followed John. An older man, perhaps in his seventies, caught sight of the slapping and smirked, but then turned away. Laney instantly wished he was following Bruce in their little parade to the bathroom too.


Chapter 2



John held the door for Laney and Bruce as Bruce gave Laney a harder spank to usher her into the men’s bathroom. He wielded his hits, and his domineering glances, with a brute-force that tickled Laney’s urgency for his cock.

“This is the best surprise of my life,” Bruce stated, his libido evident from his swagger to the nuances of his tone.

John locked the door and checked the stalls for feet. “We’re good.”

Bruce smiled at her and her heart dropped to her toes. His eyes shifted into a hard glare. One she’d expect of such a virile man who drank his way to beast mode frequently in biker bars, then fucked the waitress rather than paying his bill, slipping out the back with drained balls and a brain full of wicked memories.

“John is a very lucky man.” He slapped his gloves into his left hand on repeat. “A little rough is your taste today,” he stated as if this was his choice too.

She nodded as she looked at his gloves then met his eyes again. She couldn’t keep the libidinous grin from filling her face. She felt it was her place to remain silent.

He smacked the gloves harder against his palm, the harsh sound filling the otherwise silent bathroom. “That’s no problem, it’s my usual go to.”

Laney didn’t doubt that for one second, his calloused knuckles and meaty palms telling her he had years of manual labor under his belt.

“Ass and tits, but nowhere else,” John instructed firmly. “Max of five.”

“You got it, my man.” Bruce held John’s gaze, an air of mutual respect coursed between them that was evident even to Laney, confirming her notion that Bruce was a dominant too.

The desire for a threesome birthed in her, but she knew that wasn’t John’s plan, which was fine. Her mind always jeered off into new fantasies on these sex dates, it was wild with its bold primal off shoots no matter how hard she tried to keep her brain on the current one. But that was also something John had come to love about her newfound open sexuality. It had become a favorite part of their post play debriefings.

Bruce took her face in his hands, and she quivered from his grip, bracing for the unknown. With the cool wind-kissed leather of the well-worn gloves pressed to her cheeks, he kissed her on the lips so gently that it surprised her. His eyes told her of the sexual aggression he harbored at the ready to unsheathe on her. “I never fuck a lady I haven’t first kissed on the lips,” he said gruffly. Then his grin grew greedy. He pulled her into a full embrace, pressing first his lips to her, then his tongue to explore the inside of her mouth.

He smelled like sandalwood and Ivory soap, like the kind her mom had bought when she was a kid.

His hands mauled her back as they kissed. Kissing in the bathroom wasn’t supposed to be romantic, but his insistence on kissing her before shoving himself into her had an odd but welcomed thread of romance to her. Which was a ridiculous thought because this was to be nothing but raw unadulterated sex, without even a whisper of romance. She’d let her naïve feeling sit, however, because she liked it.

He stepped back from her and she caught sight of John’s gaze. He looked proud and anticipatory, and wanton as fuck.

Bruce grabbed her cheeks again, then slid his hands firmly down her neck and on to her arms, as if claiming her. Never had Laney felt such a claiming caress in her life. It sent a shiver through her torso, and a spasm through her clit.

After a leering trip of his eyes up and down her body, he grabbed the skirt part of her sundress and yanked it upwards, which rendered her naked so fast she forgot to breathe. His growing lascivious gaze gave him a predatory air that ticked her arousal even higher. “You’re mine for the next fifteen minutes,” he chortled. “Or less.” He collected her naked self to his leather and grinned down at her.

His janky smile filled her with a scrumptious unease. What would this reckless man do to her if John were not present? She shuddered in his arms dreaming of it.

“I love a woman who shows me exactly what she’s feeling,” he kissed her again before pushing her backward. “So don’t hold back,” he instructed.

His shove made her bottom smack into the counter’s edge. The bright lights of the bathroom, which generally made everyone look ugly as sin, only showed her more clearly the illicit thoughts that were obviously coursing in his brain. He raised his gloves and slapped them on her right tit.

She cried out upon the impact.

“One,” Bruce stated, his eyes never leaving her face. He smiled, his smile confirming for her again that she was his toy for the moment. He slapped the gloves on her other tit. “Two.”

She released a louder cry.

His ogling of her was poignantly evil as his grin deepened. He gripped her shoulders, spun her around, and pushed her forward which put her tits right into the cold porcelain sink. She cringed, having her boobs upon such a germ-filled surface.

She gasped as he hit each of her ass cheeks once with the gloves. “Oh, fuck.” she cried out.

“One left, I’m reserving.” He chuckled like only the wicked can and caressed her bare ass.

This man was surely the cold hard steel of sex in human form.

He leaned on her bare back and crushed her to the counter, the rod of his erection pressed in the crack of her ass. He fondled her breasts as she squirmed in his arms.

John remained silent as Laney watched him in the mirror. He maintained a licentious expression as he watched Bruce maul her body.

“Look me in the eyes,” Bruce commanded as he thrust his clothed hardon in the crevice of her buns, crushing her body against the counter. “You don’t want anal, but that doesn’t mean I’m not imagining it,” he slurred.

She met his eyes in the mirror, getting more of a full taste of his brand of possessive wildness. It struck her with terror and ecstasy at once, the taste of both building the steady rise to her big O.

“Aw, yeah, that’s it,” he murmured, his breath making her hair flop as he spoke. “You’d take it if you were really mine.”

She’d melt into a pile of ardent mush if it weren’t for her devotion to remain standing so she could feel his cock sliding against her G spot, which she hoped was imminent.

He reached between her legs and tapped her thighs. “Spread your legs for me.”

She widened her stance as he tickled her lower lips with his fingers. Her arousal skyrocketed when he crested her clit and rubbed it. He pulled his fingers back and pressed them into her wet slit. She moaned and writhed in the constriction of his hold on her. She couldn’t have gotten away if she tried.

“Good girl,” he muttered after she released a particularly loud moan.

He pumped his fingers in her at a rapid pace, smacking her clit with his thumb. He then pulled himself off and swiveled her to face him. He pressed her to lean back and kept on pushing until the sink handles jabbed into her back. She grimaced, but he didn’t stop. He spread her legs apart roughly as she teetered uncomfortably on the uneven backrest of the sink. He raised his gloves and smacked them down square on her clit.

She lurched forward as she cried out, the stimulation both jarring and arousing, strangely at odds but cumulative. She curled further around his hand at her crotch as the aftershocks of the sensation caused her clit to throb.

“I’d do more of that,” he said without remorse as he stroked her clit aggressively.

“Three more like that,” John stated, a curious appreciation in his voice she couldn’t wait to hear more about later.

Bruce grinned devilishly. “Excellent choice.” He glanced back at John. “You own a leather pussy slapper? I know a woman.”

He brought the gloves down on her clit with a force that made her yell out louder each time. Bruce chuckled wickedly. “Like that, don’t you?”

She nodded as the reverberations in her clit gave her an urgency she only had felt when she’d been serviced by multiple men. “Fuck me,” she pleaded.

“Again,” Bruce said as he undid the top button of his pants.

“Fuck me,” she said with more gumption.

“Good girl,” he said unzipping his pants.

He gripped her hips, his fingertips pressing deeply into her flesh, and spun her to face the mirror once more.

She gasped as he went straight to finger-fucking at such a rapid pace, she knew she’d come quickly.

Bruce rode her cunt with his large fingers making a barrage of wet squishy sounds. He was a skilled lover, managing to also properly accost her thickened clitoris.

Her moans hit a crescendo, and then she fell silent as she hit the peak. Her orgasm took over and she curled further into the sink as her body twitched riding the euphoric climactic wave. With her face against the porcelain, she gasped and sputtered, stunned from the strength of her orgasm.

“Aww, that’s right, that’s a good girl,” Bruce muttered, his hot breath bathing her.

He rose off her back as she continued to twitch through her aftershocks.

Her breathing rate was accelerated as she met John’s eyes. He was smiling with so much satisfaction it thickened her satiation.

Bruce rubbed the meaty head of his cock along her pussy lips and then brusquely penetrated her.

His groan as he entered her tanked her arousal again, and as he began to ride her from behind, smacking his pelvis into her ass at an ever-increasing pace, she bought into his arousal. She was going to come again. She loved it when a man enjoyed her body, especially when he made it very clear.

He rammed himself into her, rocking her body and deftly filling the air with the sounds of their bodies smacking together. He pounded her hard, her butt jiggling voraciously as he rode on.

Laney was getting off on John watching Bruce use her just as much as they both surely were.

Bruce growled. His sounds of enjoyment as he caressed her internal walls held some legit promise of her climaxing again. She was so close.

He grunted as he roughly shoved himself in. “Fuck toy,” he muttered as he took her as easily as he would a fuck doll, his strong arms trapping her tightly to him.

After a few more aggressive jabs into her, he pulled his erection from her body and sprayed his cum all across her back and ass. “Aw, yeah, that’s it.” He sighed. “So fucking good.”

He spread his cum all across her back as far as the fluid would go. He caressed her hips and bottom, his hands sliding less easily as the cum thinned out.

“Nicely done,” John said with approval laced in his words. “I’ve got a few new things to try with her, thanks for that.”

Bruce chuckled. “Happy to help.” He put his cock back in his pants and zipped them up. “All yours, my man.”

Laney righted her body and spun around to face the men. She felt dazed.

“Thanks for the ride, better than my bike every day,” Bruce said as he stepped back and out of John’s way. “So, you still want me to watch?”

John stared Laney in the eyes, his passion mimicking a lion’s gaze on its prey. “Yes.” He unveiled his thickened cock with a tug, it swung in the air as he moved closer to her.

Laney’s yearning for her husband rolled luxuriously in his lubricious stare back. “Fuck me,” she said to John, her voicing dripping with want.

“That won’t ever not happen,” he said as he forcefully pulled her to him.

They kissed deeply as Bruce watched from about four feet away. “I might just have one to rub out as I watch,” he snickered as he unzipped his pants once more.

John kissed down her neck, his hands claiming her back as he pinned her to the counter. Laney watched as Bruce stroked his cock, his jerking off sounds meeting John’s mouth smacks against her right breast. John suckled her erect nipple as she finger-combed his hair. He had a few more strands of grey in his locks that the harsh lights of the bathroom revealed.

He finished his tit-sucking then fingered her freshly fucked pussy. “Nice and moist,” he said with a shitty ass grin.

He spun her around and pressed her to the bathroom counter once more. He lined up his cock at her womanhood and entered her with ease. His fucking of her started slow but quickly grew with ardent urgency.

She flicked her gaze from between watching Bruce jerk off in the mirror to watching her husband’s face as he enjoyed using her body.

John reached under her and stopped thrusting while he played with her clit. He masterfully roused her, as only he knew how to do, and she rose rapidly to another blessed peak. She wiggled as she tried not to come yet, but she felt her grip on stopping it waning. The seconds were an eternity as she closed her eyes in attempts to make herself less stimulated. She craved those special words from him and would try her damnedest to wait.

“Come for me, babe,” he commanded.

She allowed the orgasm to birth, and the waves radiated out of her vaginal walls in delectable eruptions of pleasure. She lost count how many contractions launched as she opened her eyes in the final winddown of her orgasm.

“That’s my good girl,” John said, his tone full of praise.

He straightened up. It was his turn. He banged himself into her in a hurried rush until his body jerked with his climax, his cum spewing inside her.

She was panting as she glanced at Bruce. He had another happy grin on his face as he secured his limp penis back into his pants.

“That was hot,” he said wiping his hand down his leather-clad thigh. “Thank you. Best joy ride day of my life.”

“Thank you for pleasuring my wife,” John said as he helped Laney off the counter.

“Oh, that was nothing. That my pleasure.” His grin was the biggest she’d seen yet.

“Yes, thank you. I really loved it.” She beamed a smile back at them both. “Epic.”

“A true goddess you have there,” Bruce said pointing at Laney. “See you next time.” He turned, walked to the door, unlocked it and left.

John snagged her sundress off the floor and handed it to her.

She slipped it over her head, despite her distaste for adorning clothes that had rested on a public restroom floor for twenty minutes. But she really had no choice in the matter. “I can’t believe no one knocked on the door to come in.”

“Oh, they did,” John said with a laugh. “You didn’t hear it?”

She shook her head and joined him in a laugh. “No, I totally didn’t. I guess I was rather occupied.”

“That’s for sure.” He pulled her close and kissed the top of her head. “Let’s go home, you deliciously promiscuous slut. I can’t wait to hear all your thoughts.”

He let her go, then grabbed her hand, pulling her out into the hallway.

“Let’s find a diner on the way. I have hankering for a big burger with fries as we talk about it.”

He nodded. “Sure thing, babe. I’m in.”

They left the gas station store, the breeze of summer gracing their plastered grins as they strode along.

The End, for now…
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Chapter 1



“Hey dickhead, I’m walking here.”

I turn around and look, but I already know it will be her. And there she is on the other side of the road, flipping me the bird with a big smile on her face.

We used to be in a few classes together at school; I had a huge crush on her and I always got the feeling that she liked me. We did a project together for our Community Studies class and her boyfriend threatened to beat the shit out of me because he thought we were fucking. Somehow after school, we had lost touch with each other and drifted apart. I hadn't seen her for at least four years.

“You know, like when we met?” she shouted as she crossed the road towards me.

I smiled and nodded. It was the first thing she had ever said to me. I had transferred to the school the day before and didn’t know anyone. Coming out of the Art class, she had walked straight into me and knocked me over. When she called me a dickhead, I think I did a full-body blush. But she hadn’t meant it, had just been joking to make up for her own embarrassment over crashing into me.

“Hey Pet” Her name was Petula, but no one had called her that for years, and the last one that had called her that got kicked in the balls for it.

“What are you doing?” she asked, ruffling my hair as she reached me. A scent of orange filled my nose. As long as I knew her I always thought of her smelling of orange, so much so that I no longer knew if it was real or just in my mind.

“Not a lot. Just… passing the time.”

It was true. Since splitting with my boyfriend a few weeks ago, most of my days had been pretty much pointless wandering about passing time.

“Well then, you’re coming with me. I have to go into Banbury to pick up some stuff and I don’t want to go alone and besides you owe me a favour.”

It was true. She had almost got expelled for starting a fight at school to distract a teacher who nearly walked in on me taking it in the ass in the school gym from my current crush. After, all she would say was “You’re cute, I didn’t want to see you get in trouble”.

She slipped her arms through mine and leaned her head on my shoulder, looking up and giving me her best puppy dog eyes.

“Ok. Ok. But you better not get us into trouble. OK?”

She pouted and kissed my chin

“When have I ever done that?”

Every time.

Half an hour later, we were on the train to Banbury.

For those that don’t know Banbury, don’t fucking bother. It’s one of those historic towns that never moved on, filled up with cheap shops and cheaper people. The only good thing about it was that there were many ways to leave it.

“So why are we going to Banbury?”

She was sprawled over the seat opposite me. Nowadays you would say her style was Kawaii but back then it was just cute as fuck. I didn’t know a single other girl her age who wore a hello kitty skirt just for fun.

“I’ve been living there for about 6 months. But it didn’t work out, had a fallout with one guy who lived there, moved back in with my mum, going to have a new living situation soon. But I need to pick some stuff up.”

I hated to think what type of shitty accommodation she had been living in if it was a shared place in Banbury.

“So….you still sucking cock?” she asked.

The elderly lady behind her swiveled her head and nearly did a full Linda Blair.

“I mean, not that there’s anything wrong with sucking cock. I’m pretty partial to it myself. I was just wondering if…..you know…..you’re still?”

She almost looked embarrassed, which was a first for her.

“Yes, I am, as you said, still sucking cock. Well, maybe not at the moment. But yeah.”

The elderly lady had by now moved to another seat, making sure we heard her tutting as she went.

“Exclusively cock?” she asked.

At the time we had been at school together, it had been exclusively cock. Not that I wasn’t interested in girls, I just didn’t get many chances. New to the school, a little nerdy, with a weird Scottish accent, and without the years of flirting that the other guys had built up, I didn’t have a chance with most of the girls. The gay guys didn’t mind, they didn’t care about your backstory if you were letting them jizz all over your face.

“No, not exclusively cock. Not that I’m doing anything at the moment.”

She seemed pleased by the answer and bounced over to sit next to me.

“In that case, you won’t mind helping me with this, would you?”

Leaning back into the seat, she flipped up her skirt to reveal her smoothly-shaven pussy.

“I always find a train journey turns me on and I know I could just get myself off, but since you’re here maybe you could help?”

I glanced around the carriage. The only person looking our way was the old lady, and she was so far away that she couldn’t see what was going on.

I turned slightly towards her and let my hand slip forward, fingers caressing her leg before dipping downwards. My fingertips brushed along her pussy, opening her up, and I was just about to insert my fingers when she leaned against me and whispered “Not yet. Just... rub my clit, nice and slow”

I tried to take it slowly, rubbing in the smallest of circles, listening to how her breathing changed as my fingers strayed. Ever so softly, she pulled her skirt back down a little to cover my hand. Now it just looked like she was cuddling up to me with her head on my shoulder.

“If I ask you to do something for me, will you freak out?” she asked, her voice light and sounding far off.

“I’m fingering you in the middle of a train in the middle of the day. If I was going to freak out, it would have already happened by now.”

Her hand reached over and delicately lifted mine to her neck.

“Can you… um… can you choke me?” there was almost a pleading quality in her voice.

“You want me to…” My fingers stopped moving as I pondered her request.

“Don't stop… please don’t fucking stop. Yes….. I want to feel your fingers digging into my throat”

I let her guide my hand, placing it on the front of her throat, squeezing against the sides and away from the windpipe.

She let out a long, slow, deep moan. The type that comes from deep inside.

I squeezed harder and felt her rise in the chair. Her legs were squeezing my hand now, trapping it there like a vice.

“Fuck…Im going to cum. Oh fuck. Oh fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkk.”

The last fuck was loud enough for pretty much everyone in the carriage to hear. But she didn’t care, she was lost in her orgasm, eyes rolled back in her head and riding out every ounce of pleasure she could get.

As much as I didn’t want it to stop, I could see that the train was pulling into Banbury station.

“We have reached our destination,” I said

“We so fucking have,” she replied as her legs slowly opened and freed my hand.

“No, I mean we are in Banbury.”

She straightened up in her chair and glanced down the carriage at the ticket inspector who had just come aboard.

“Well, in that case, we better get moving. I may have forgotten to buy the tickets before we got on the train. We're going to have to make a run for it.”

Like I said, she was always getting me into trouble.

We didn’t stop running till we hit the town center. Panting and laughing and gripping onto me for support, she didn’t mention what had just happened. I wasn’t going to bring it up first, at least not out in the middle of town.

She took my hand and led me off the main streets and into the estate. I had been right in assuming that wherever she had been living was not a great place. Everything was dirty and worn down and depressing.

Eventually, she stopped outside a worn-down house. Fishing under a pot by the door, she pulled out a key and let herself in. Thankful that it was the middle of the day, I followed her inside.

It was as I suspected. Looked like a million students were living there and not one of them had ever cleaned a thing. Glancing into the front room, I was surprised to see a TV in the corner. I would have thought that anything worth any value would get snapped up and sold straight away for more beer and pizza.

Pet led me up the stairs and into one of the bedrooms. And that was pretty much all that it was, a room with a bed in it. No furniture, no decoration, not even curtains in the window.

“You really live the highlife, don’t you?”

She laughed and pushed me onto the bed. Then while I watched, she fished about under the bed and pulled out a box. Flipping the lid to check inside, I could see that it was full of sex toys.

“That’s why we’re here?” I asked.

She giggled and pushed the box to the side before jumping up onto the bed and standing over me.

“Sure, girls got to come, right?.”

She had a point.

“So…. when we were at school, why did you never try to fuck me.”

Her abrupt change of conversational topic was something that I had grown used to over the years.

“Well Pet, you may remember that at the time you had a boyfriend.”

She smiled and lifted her skirt.

“Are you saying this fine cunt wouldn’t have been worth a beating from him?” she said, that damn twinkle in her eyes that told me we were entering trouble territories again.

“No, if he had beat me up, I would have probably gotten off on it. I’m saying that because you were with someone I wouldn’t have tried anything.”

She thought about this, swaying her hips above me.

“Well, I’m not with anyone now.”

We let that sentence hang in the air for a moment or two.

She sunk down onto the bed, straddling me, and put her head on my chest. I’m sure that it was no coincidence that this put my crotch right next to her pussy.

“Mike said that you had a really thick cock,” she purred.

Mike was one of the guys I had dated at school. Handsome jock type during the day, a hungry cum slut at night. He was also the first guy whose face I had cum on and that was the image that always came to mind when I thought of him. And it did this time, no doubt letting her feel my cock twitching under her.

“Yeah, well, Mike said a lot of shit.”

It was true. Mike had said after school we were going to get together but instead dated the Prom queen and left town with her when he knocked her up less than a month after they started dating. Mike’s only other legacy was that he had once told me that Pet was wet for me.

Pet slipped her hand down slowly and rested it against my crotch. Her fingers lightly tapped out a little tune right on top of my balls. Her head bent so she could look up at me with her big eyes.

“He never used to lie about the important stuff though,” she countered

Her hand flattened against me and rubbed. Her nimble fingers tracing out the shape of my fast-hardening dick. Slowly up and down, squeezing and gripping, like she was trying to milk the cum out of me.

And then she was pulling at the belt of my jeans and flicking each button open.

“Best just check, I think,” she said before her head slipped downwards.

I looked up at the ceiling, making patterns out of the mold above me. So here I was about to get something I had dreamed of, something I had jerked off to for years, and it was going to happen in a shit hole in Banbury while the neighbors looked on through the curtainless window. Somehow…. it just seemed about right.

“You’re very quiet,” she said while pulling my cock free. It arched upwards, the cold air hitting it and making it twitch. She stared at it like it was some type of exotic animal or a meal that she’d not had before.

“I’m just thinking that when I woke up this morning, I didn’t think I was going to end up cumming in your throat.”

Her fingers wrapped around my shaft and started to slowly pump. Her eyes seemed to follow the curve from the base to the tip.

“What makes you think you’re going to get to use my mouth,” she asked.

“Because,” I replied as she started sucking on my balls and making me sink back into the bed “as soon as you started jerking my cock we both knew that I’m going to fuck your face and you're going to swallow it all down.”

She glanced up at me, did a kinda “yeah… I suppose you're right” shrug, and then slipped my cock between her lips.

Explosions went off behind my eyes. Whether it was the situation, the longing from all the years of waiting, or the fact that she took me down to the base of my cock in one quick motion. But I know I moaned out loud.

I grasped her by the back of her head and lifted it up. Some saliva dripped from her lips as she looked at me quizzically.

“Slow down Pet, you keep going like that and I’m not going to last.”

She giggled, her lips against my tip, the vibrations making me throb.

“Mike said you liked it rough.”

I pushed the back of her head and she let herself sink onto my shaft.

“I liked it rough with Mike because we were at school and I wanted it quick so we didn’t get caught. I want to take my time with you, it’s not like we’re going to have someone walk in on us.”


Chapter 2



And it was at that point someone coughed.

I looked over at the door. Standing there was a girl in her twenties, with black hair, jeans, and an iron maiden shirt (Number of the beast if I remember correctly) with a lumberjack shirt over the top.

“Hi, I’m Eva,” she said, leaning back against the wall. No sign of embarrassment or outrage, just mild amusement at the situation.

Pet didn’t stop from her task of trying to lick to the center of my dick and instead gave a jolly little wave to Eva. I was disinclined to stop her in her quest.

“Don’t worry, Pet doesn’t mind me watching. I’ve done it a few times.”

Eva sauntered across the room and stopped next to the bed. I could just about see her flicking up Pet’s skirt and I’m not sure what she did next, but Pet bucked and just about swallowed the whole of my cock.

“You…uhhh…..yummm…..you don’t mind if……uh …Eva joins in, do you?” Pet mumbled as she took me out of her mouth and started to butterfly kiss down my shaft.

I didn’t bother answering, as Eva was already out of her jeans. Somehow I didn’t expect her to be wearing Iron Maiden underwear, but she shrugged them off so quickly that I might have been mistaken.

Her standing there in her t-shirt and shirt and nothing else was a powerfully sexy sight, enhanced by her watching Pet stroke her fingers up and down and in circles around my cock.

I thought Eva might keep fingering Pet, or maybe ask if she could take over sucking my cock. What I didn’t expect was for her to sit on my face.

With a deft little swing of her legs, she was on the bed and facing Pet, her pussy hanging above my mouth, wet and juicy and inviting. And then I was licking it and swirling my tongue. She pressed down on me and rocked herself back and forwards, making sure I paid as much attention to her asshole as her cunt. She said Pet’s name as she came for the first time, flooding my mouth with her wetness. My hands went up and pulled her ass wide so I could lick and tease. As she came for the second time I think she called out for Jackie. I don’t know who that was, but I’m guessing she had stuck her tongue in her asshole a few times.

Meanwhile, Pet was taking all of this in her stride, jerking my cock up and down like she was playing an arcade game in the 80’s.

“Tell me when you’re going to cum,” she said, barely heard over Eva making me abuse her cunt with my mouth.

“I’m nearly there,” both myself and Eva said at the same time.

And then Pet shoved her thumb into my asshole and jerked down hard on my cock, and I sprayed the room.

I bucked up and down on the bed, Pet not letting my cock go, jerking it as hard as she could, wanting to get every drop out. Eva seemed to have gone into a similar state and had gripped the headboard behind her to steady herself as she fucked my tongue.,

After some more groaning, moaning, sucking and stroking, we came to a halt. Eva slowly swung herself off the bed, gave my face a little gentle stroke, said “Cute boy” and then walked out of the room. I assumed she would collect her panties and jeans later. I also noticed that the front of her t-shirt was covered in my cum.

Pet sat up and smiled, her hand still stroking me.

“Much as I would love to keep doing this, I need to go talk to Eva and sort some stuff out, you’ll be ok here won’t you?”

I nodded a yes and sank back into the bed, watching Pet’s ass as she walked across the room.

The two of them talked for a while in the other bedroom, and from the sound of it, they did more than that.

Laying on the bed, listening, stroking my cock to the sound of Pet coming, I glanced over at the sex toy box. Poking out from under a vibrator in the shape of a gun was an old Polaroid.

I swung my legs off the bed, leaned down, and picked it up.

It was me and Pet arm in arm on one of our school trips.

The journey back was a lot less eventful. Pet finished up in the house, gave Eva a deep kiss that went on an almost uncomfortably long time, collected her box and then we departed.

I never saw Eva again but my last image of her was looking out of the upstairs window, making a finger-in-hole motion and pointing at Pet.

I got the picture.

This time I bought the train tickets, and we sat opposite each other on the way home. Pet seemed happy in the silence and quietly hummed “hard to handle” by the Black Crowes as she watched the countryside go by.

I spent the entire journey thinking about pulling her legs apart and fucking her till she screamed my name.

At the station, we got off, wandered out onto the main road, and stood there.

“Well, you’ve got your box,” I said, stating the obvious.

“Yes, yes, I have.”

Neither of us were good at communication, it was one reason we never ended up together.

She slipped her arm around me.

“It’s cold. Can you walk me home?”

I remembered the many times I had walked to her home to help her with homework, just enough time to listen to “Whole Hearted” by Extreme on my Walkman, rewind it and listen to it again and that would take me from my front door to hers.

“Of course I will,” I said and fought the urge to pick her up into my arms.

When we got to the house, she let us in and called out to her mom. I had known Mary quite well then and got on well with her. I had been sitting watching Twin Peaks with Pet one night in her bedroom when Mary knocked on the door, stuck her head in the room, threw us a condom, and said she just wanted to make sure we were safe.

Presumably, she wasn’t worried about Pet having a boyfriend, either.

The three of us sat in the Kitchen and talked for a while and drank tea. It was nice.

But as soon as Pet suggested we went to her room, my heart started beating so loud that I couldn’t hear Mary say goodbye.

As soon as the door shut behind us, she was biting my neck and pulling my jeans down.

“I need you in my cunt. I need you to fuck me. Please, please fuck me.”

If she hadn’t said it, I would have said something similar.

I picked her up and thrust her against the wall. She let out a moan that started in despair and went all the way to ecstasy.

I thrust into her so hard that the wall shook.

Her hands seemed everywhere, ripping and tearing, nails dragging over my skin and drawing blood. Her lips gave the softest kisses while I fucked her as hard as I could against the wall.

Her arms reached round and gripped me, her legs wrapping around. It was hard to thrust with her so close to me, but she was grinding herself hard against me and whispering my name again and again in my ear.

“Don’t come for me yet, don’t cum for me yet,” she said like a mantra as her fingers went into my hair and she pushed her head back against the wall.

And with a full-body shudder, she came.

I held her there, my cock throbbing inside her tightness, my fingers digging into the plasterwork.

“Again….. I need it again,” she said

I moved her towards the bed, but she stopped me.

“We need to go out.”

I looked at her

“I need to be able to be loud.”

Behind the house was a short path that led to the ring road, then over that into a field. It was part of an old, abandoned military airfield. We walked hand in hand under the darkening sky and Pet whispered secrets into my ear.

“I've wanted you to fuck me, needed you to fuck me since school.”

“Why me? I’m nothing special.”

She sighed and kissed me on the lips.

“You were to me. When we meet you were something new and different. Your attitude was different from everyone else. You didn’t give a shit what anyone thought of you. In fact, you went out of the way to tell people you didn’t care. And you never treated me with anything but respect. Any other guy in the class would have fucked me in an instant, boyfriend or not. You wouldn’t have considered it for a second though I knew you had a hard-on for me every time you were around me.”

It was true; I had never cared what people thought of me, still don’t today. As long as the ones I cared for were on my side, I couldn’t give a fuck about everybody else.

“And,” she said, pulling me into one of the old crumbling buildings at the edge of the field “you were the first person I ever heard say cunt in a sexual way. I had been called a cunt before and heard guys shout it as insults. But you were talking about someone in a sexual way and when you said cunt I felt myself get wet and wanted you to bang the fuck out of me.”

She pulled me down onto the floor and pulled down my jeans, her face above me and above her the stars.

“Can you say it again… tell me what you want to do.”

“I want to fuck your cunt Pet, I want you to ride up and down on my cock and make me cum for you.”

She gave a shudder that could have been the night air or could have been her shivering in ecstasy.

She straddled me and started stroking my dick, letting it rub up against her pussy, pushing the tip against her clit.

“Why didn’t you fuck me in Banbury?”

She pulled her top open, letting her breasts spill out. Her skin was always pale, but it looked translucent in the moonlight.

“Well, you seemed pretty busy sucking my cock, and Eva kinda took over.”

“Is that all?” she asked, guiding me into her

“And…. and I didn’t want to share you.”

Her hands pressed against my chest, and she ground against me.

“Fuck…it feels so good,” she moaned. I could see why we had to leave the house. I’m sure she startled some passing wildlife.

“Was Mike right?” I smirked.

Her eyes closed as she rode my shaft, her hand reaching between her skirt.

“So right…. Mike never lied about the important shit.”

I went to move my hands from her knees, but she stopped me. She just wanted me there under her, letting her do the work, letting her get us both off.

Instead, I reached up and rubbed my fingers across her nipples, feeling how hard they were.

“I….” she started, but I stopped her with a finger. I knew what she was going to ask.

I reached up and put my fingers on her throat, squeezing hard enough to leave marks.

“FUCK YES” she shouted out into the night, either for me or her or for the world to hear.

I rolled her over onto her back, pinning her under me, my hands on her wrists and my eyes locked on hers.

“How long have you wanted this?” I asked, almost pulling out of her soaking wet pussy.

“Forever,” she moaned back

“Why?”

“Because I need you inside me, need you fucking my cunt.”

She started to cum again, her eyes rolling into the back of her head.

My hand grabbed her face, bringing her round.

“No, don’t lose focus. I want you to remember all of this. Always.”

She nodded her head, trying to focus as her body shook and I thrust into her.

I fucked her there on the floor, ripping her top open, sucking her breasts into my mouth. Every time I thought I was taking her to her limit, she told me to go harder and faster.

“A picture….” she sighed

“What?” I pulled back, slowing my pace.

“In the box. I have a picture of you. I get off to it. I fuck myself with my vib or I stick my finger inside my cunt and I make myself cum while looking at you and wishing you were there.”

I could feel the pressure in my shaft, the heat radiating upwards. I knew I was about to come.

And she did too. She pushed me off and sunk to her knees, her mouth sucking eagerly as her hands cupped and squeezed my balls.

After the day I had I couldn’t stop. I filled her throat full of cum.

She kept sucking, kept licking, kept me hard for her. As she stroked me back to full length she giggled and said, “You told me you’d come in my throat”

“It’s not just Mike that tells the truth.”

We sneaked back into the house later. Most of her clothes had been destroyed, either by the harsh ground, the undergrowth, or by my teeth and fingers.

We kissed in the hallway, her milking the last drops of cum from my cock onto her hand and then licking it clean before kissing me deeply.

The next day her boyfriend got out of prison, came back home, and moved into a new house with her within the month. I still don’t know if we met that day by accident or whether she had somehow planned it. I know that she needed it to happen for her to go on.

We only ever meet once more, many years later. I was walking down the street and a voice shouted “Hey dickhead, I’m walking here”.

I turned around, and she was standing there, a girl in her twenties and a boy of about 5 by her side.

“Like when we met,” I said, hugging her.

We chatted for a while; it turned out that the girl and boy were both her kids. She also had an older son who was at college. All three were from the boyfriend who was then the dad who was now out of the picture.

We hugged and kissed goodbye, maybe a little too friendly, as the girl gave us a funny look, and then she turned to leave.

But she stopped, turned around, and leaned in.

“You still sucking cock?” she whispered

I smiled and nodded my head

“Exclusively?” she asked

A shake of my head.

She smiled and was suddenly the girl I had known at school

“I’m good on my own. I don’t need a father around. I have my kids. I’m stuck in my ways and like my house my way. But…..”

She leaned closer

“I still have my box….. and I still have my picture of you.”

And with a light kiss on the cheek, she was gone.

The End
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Chapter 1



The bright sunshine streaming through the bedroom windows screamed that summer was officially here. While a lot of people loved the warmer days, it made me want to cry. Give me fall and winter every day. It was much easier to stay warm than get cool.

Groaning, I turned away from the window.

"I really hate summer."

Ciaran tousled my hair and laughed.

"Didn't you say it was the best time of year to enjoy the pool?"

Instead of answering, I hit him gently with my pillow. I hated it when my husband was right. Laughing, he pulled the pillow away and dropped it on the ground.

"Hey! Give that back."

"Why? You're not using it for anything good!"

Since I was wide awake now, I might as well use some of my energy. I lunged forward to straddle him. Folding his bottom lip between his teeth, Ciaran placed his hands under his head to watch me. While I wasn't going to kiss him with my morning breath that wasn't the only thing I could do with my mouth.

Cocking my head to the side, I leisurely pulled my camisole off. Ciaran let out an appreciative groan at the sight of my breasts but didn't move to touch them.

Fine. We'll see how long you can keep your hands off me.

I tossed the camisole on the bed and started to roll my hips - rubbing my clothed pussy against his hardening cock.

"Fuck," he whispered.

The implied plea in his voice brought a smile to my face. I always loved teasing him like this - for as long as he would let me, anyway. This morning, he was satisfied with letting me get away with a lot because he lay still even as I felt his pre-cum wetting my panties.

"Hmm. I wonder if you'd come faster in my mouth or my pussy."

"Only one way to find out," he replied through gritted teeth."

"True."

Despite my wily smile, he resisted the urge to move me. His efforts at restraint were reflected in how his muscles flexed from keeping his arms in place. I walked backward on my knees until I was no longer blocking his cock from view. Pulling his boxers down, I licked my lips when it sprang forward - thick, long, and ready for my tongue.

The doorbell rang as I bent my head to take him into my mouth. I looked up at him.

"Expecting company?"

His brows furrowed as he fought to retrieve his memories with my tongue playing on the tip of his cock.

"I don't think so."

"Interesting," I said before dipping my head to suck on one of his balls.

Then the doorbell rang again. Ciaran raked a hand through his thick, dark curls.

"Oh, shit. Wait. I'd asked Zane to drop by to have a look at our pool."

Now, that caught my attention.

"Who's Zane?"

"He came by the garage yesterday to drum up some pool cleaning business for the summer. I completely forgot that I asked him to come by today." He smirked at me. "Well, I'm pretty sure I remembered before your lips touched my dick."

I giggled.

"Well, I guess you should go."

Nodding, he pulled up his boxers and rolled off the bed.

"You're coming with me. I think you'll like him."

I rolled my eyes but reached for my robe. If my husband thought I would like this guy, there was only one thing he could mean and I was intrigued.
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Though he didn't ring the doorbell again, Zane was still on the front porch when we got there. It was easy to see why Ciaran thought I'd like him. He was tall with the outline of muscles pushing against his T-shirt. I could already imagine what he would look like with it moulded to his chest when he started to sweat.

I don't even want to think about the way those jeans hug his ass.

"Hey, Zane! Thanks for coming by," Ciaran said. "Let's go take a look at the pool. This is my wife, Madeline, by the way."

I reluctantly tore my gaze away from his lower half and my heart jumped to find his eyes on me. His slate-grey eyes appraised me coolly from head to toe.

"No problem, Mr. Adams." He shook Jeffrey's hand and then extended his to me. "It's nice to meet you, Mrs. Adams."

If I hadn't been paying attention, I would have missed the slight tilt at the corner of his lips when he said my name.

Interesting.

"Madeline, please."

"Okay."

Though he let my hand go and stepped back, his presence still radiated into me. It tempted me to draw closer but I stayed behind Jeffrey. I was following his lead after all.

"Let's have a look at the pool, then," my husband said.

Just when I started to wonder if I should follow them, he took my hand and pulled me outside. Smiling, I looked down to make sure my robe was still in place. In the hurry to get downstairs, I hadn't put the camisole back on. Hopefully, I didn't flash Zane while he checked out our pool.

My worry waned when we finally got to the backyard. Ciaran led me to one of the lounge chairs before going to Zane's side to chat about the pool. Being left alone gave me more time to admire the young man's physique. As his muscular thighs flexed in his jeans, I wondered which sports he played in college.

"So, was I right?" Ciaran asked.

I'd been enjoying the view so much that I'd missed my husband's scrutiny.

"You were definitely right."

"Good," he replied while sitting on the chair beside mine. "Because I think it might be time to fully indulge our little fantasies. With young Zane's consent, of course."

Hearing my husband call someone else 'young' put things in perspective. Ciaran was a decade younger than me at 27 but as a college student, Zane was a different level of forbidden in many people's books. Anyone who judged our marriage would have a heart attack if they knew what our proposal to Zane would be.

"Ah, so I get to touch this one?"

Ciaran grinned and reached across to squeeze my exposed thigh.

"I would hope that you'd do more than touch."

As his hand travelled farther under my robe, Zane turned around. He swallowed but let no other evidence of being flustered slip through. Instead, he cleared his throat in an attempt to get us in a decent position. Ciaran's smile only grew wider.

"Do you have some good news for us, Zane?"

To his credit, the young man tried to keep his eyes away from my slightly parted thighs. Could he do the same if the top of my robe happened to fall open a little to show a large but firm breast?

"I'm familiar with your setup, Mr. Adams so this is definitely something I can do."

"And how much will it cost?"

"Barring any unforeseen issues, I can get it done for $200."

"Sounds fair."

It was more than fair but I had other things on my mind with Ciaran stroking my clit through my panties.

"Awesome. When would you like me to come back?"

"How does next Saturday sound?"

Zane nodded.

"That works. I'll see you then."

"I have another proposal for you, Zane."

"Okay."

"How would you like to fuck my wife while I watch?"

His eyes widened. I couldn't read his expression but on the plus side, he hadn't left...yet.
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Zane was quiet for so long that I wondered if he'd gone into shock. Or worse yet, that he was looking for the right way to refuse. Finally, he cleared his throat.

"Uhm, is this a trick?"

My husband shifted the robe so Zane could get a good look at how he was playing with my pussy over my panties.

"Does this look like a trick?"

His cheeks took on a slight shade of pink and he swallowed.

"It doesn't."

"Come closer. I don't want you to miss anything."

When Zane got to the foot of my lounge chair, Ciaran slid my panties to the side to expose me. As he slowly swirled his finger on my clit, Zane licked his bottom lip. He'd finally dropped the mask to show the naked desire in his eyes.

Feeling emboldened, I spread my legs over either side of the chair. Ciaran took the invitation to slide his fingers inside my dripping wet pussy.

"Are you just going to look, Zane? I know how hot my wife is. You can start with her tits."

Zane didn't reply but almost tripped getting to my side. Stifling a giggle, I undid the robe's belt to reveal my breasts. He didn't hesitate. Meeting my gaze for a moment, he quickly cupped one of my breasts.

"Now, isn't that nice?" Ciaran asked.

"Absolutely."

While Ciaran had been encouraging him before, Zane didn't need anything else. He used one hand to play with my right nipple and then sucked the left one into his mouth. My pleasure skyrocketed. I'd fantasized about this very thing with Ciaran but this was miles better than my imagination.

Then Ciaran dropped his head to suckle my clit and I bucked against his face. As the pleasure between my thighs started to build, I couldn't help reaching down to bury my hand in Jeffrey's hair. I hadn't thought that my husband would eat me out in front of the college guy I'd just met but the effect was maddening.

Then again, it might have been a challenge. It was his way of showing Zane what we expected if he said 'yes'. Who was I kidding? Of course, he was going to say yes. Stealing a glance at him, I noticed that his eyes were closed while he worshipped my breasts with his tongue and fingers.

It was hard not to think about how good it would feel to have him do the same between my thighs. With any luck, I'd find out soon. Then Ciaran found my G-spot with his fingers and all my thoughts fled. My only focus was being touched, sucked, and licked by the two men who had me.

Dropping my head back, I gave in to the sensations building inside me - letting loose countless moans. In no time, I felt an orgasm pull me under. Even as pleasure surged through my veins, Ciaran and Zane didn't stop what they were doing. Just when I thought they were going to make me come again, Zane lifted his head.

Ciaran was next, though he kept his fingers buried in my wet pussy.

"So what do you think, Zane?" he asked.

Zane's gaze flicked from mine to my husband's.

"I'd love to."

Though I didn't think he'd refuse, a weight lifted off my shoulders when he finally said it. Ciaran grinned.

"We'll see you on the weekend, then."
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While Ciaran showed Zane out, I stayed on the lounge chair. My skin still tingled from having the two of them play with me. Thankfully, the sun hadn’t found this part of the yard yet so I had time to get comfortable.

“Nothing like a morning orgasm, huh?” Ciaran asked.

Grinning, I looked up at him.

“Uh-huh. Especially when it ended with us finding a hot young guy to fuck me on Saturday.”

Sliding his hand up my inner thigh, Ciaran slowly pulled my panties to the side. His eyes met mine while he pushed two fingers deep into my dripping wet pussy.

“And you can’t help getting turned on by that, can you?”

I licked my bottom lip and spread my legs farther apart for him. We’d played this fantasy several times but this was the first time there was a real person involved. Now, we had a name to tease each other with.

“Like you weren’t getting hard at the sight of Zane’s hands on my body? My nipples in his mouth?”

Ciaran groaned and curled his fingers against my G-spot. Bending, he lowered his head to my ear. His voice was raspy when he spoke.

“I’ll always enjoy the sight of someone fucking my hot wife. As long as everyone remembers who this pussy belongs to.” His thrusts grew faster as he whispered. “No matter how often Zane makes you come, he’ll never be me or claim what’s mine.”

“Are you sure? Zane seems pretty capable.”

He chuckled while pulling his fingers from me.

“You know…I was going to let you come but I don’t think that’s what my bratty little slut needs.” Rising, Ciaran pulled his sweatpants down to free his cock. “Get on your knees.”

It crossed my mind to be cheeky again but I obeyed instead. As soon as my knees hit the ground, he grabbed my hair.

“Let’s put that mouth of yours to better use.”

I looked up at him while parting my lips. He might say that he was punishing me by fucking my throat instead of my pussy but we both knew the truth – I was going to come either way. While keeping a good grip on my hair, Ciaran thrust into my mouth.

When I reached up to stroke his shaft, he glared down at me.

“Don’t you dare,” he said through clenched teeth.

Whimpering, I dropped my hands to my sides. As he built up to a punishing rhythm, my pussy clenched – silently begging for his cock. And yet, knowing that he was only going to use me for his pleasure right now made me so wet that my panties were soaked.

Panting and needy, I ground my hips against the textured tiles as if that was enough to bring me relief. Ciaran chuckled.

“Look at my needy little slut. You want so badly to be fucked, don’t you?”

I nodded while sliding my tongue along his thick shaft. It was a desperate ploy to make him change his mind. Maybe the right moves would make my husband realize that my mouth wasn’t enough. I wanted him to crave my dripping wet cunt as much as I yearned to be filled with his throbbing cock.

But when he laughed softly, I knew his resolve was stronger than mine.

“Not yet. I’ll bury myself deep in that sweet pussy when I feel like it. Now, I want to dump my cum down your throat so you can swallow it up like a good little cumslut.”

Fuck.

He knew what talking dirty did to me. It meant that even though I couldn’t stop writhing on the ground and dripping into my panties, I was going to do exactly what he said. Once his rhythm became erratic, I knew was getting closer and closer to coming.

Closing my eyes, I relaxed my throat so I could take all of him. In moments, he pushed balls deep into my mouth. I swallowed his cum – moaning and rocking my hips in pursuit of my own pleasure.

“Fuck, yes,” Ciaran groaned. “Swallow it all. Fuck, I love your mouth.”

Holy fucking shit.

The combination of his words, his cum in my throat, as well as the friction between my clit and the ground was enough to push me over the edge. With Ciaran’s twitching cock in my mouth, I rode the wave of my climax until I couldn’t keep my soft moans in.

When the euphoria started to fade, I looked up at Ciaran. I wasn’t surprised to see an amused expression on his face.

“You’re determined to be naughty, aren’t you?” he said, pulling out of my mouth.

I grinned.

“Bet you didn’t think I could get off rubbing my pussy on the ground, though.”

“I didn’t but it was hot as fuck.”

“Hotter than what’s going to happen on the weekend?”

“I doubt it.” He extended his hand to help me up. “And now that you’ve got me thinking about it, I just want to bend you over the chair.”

Wiggling my ass, I laughed softly.

“What’s stopping you?”

“I need to get to work.” He slapped my ass then gave it a little squeeze. “And you’re still being punished.”

Right.

“If you say so.”

I took my panties off and lifted the robe as I walked away. Hearing his sharp intake of breath brought a smile to my face. Ciaran might want to punish me but two could play that game.
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By Saturday, my stomach was twisted in knots from anxiety and excitement. Though my husband and I had talked a lot about our fantasy of having someone else have sex with me, it was something else to be hours away from the real thing.

Worse yet, I had to wait for Zane to finish with the pool before he had time for me. He must have been dying to get his hands on me, though, because he was knocking on the front door faster than I anticipated. My husband grinned and waved him inside.

“Zane! There’s something for you to eat in the kitchen. Once you’re done, you can shower in the guest room. I’ll show you where that is.”

His gaze flicked to mine before he quickly nodded. The naked hunger in his eyes told me that he would have preferred not to wait. Since my imagination was already running wild, I understood the urgency. Giving him a small smile, I sauntered toward the guest room.

As expected, it didn’t take long for Ciaran and Zane to join me. The pool boy shed his clothes on the way to the bathroom while my husband got comfortable on the chair beside the bed. One look at Ciaran’s toned body tempted me to join him in the shower. Instead, I forced myself to be patient.

A cock like that is worth waiting for.
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After about 20 minutes, he stepped out of the bathroom – steam swirling behind him as the sweet aroma of apples and vanilla filled the air.

“You smell lovely,” I quipped.

Grinning, he joined me on the bed.

“I bet I smell just like you.” He rolled over to spread my legs. “Let’s see what other ways I can get your scent on me.”

Before I could reply, he buried his face between my thighs. Zane suckled greedily on my clit while squeezing my ass cheeks. Moaning, I looked over at Ciaran to see if he was enjoying this as much as I was. I was rewarded with a bright smile while he stroked his cock through his slacks.

Fuck, yes.

Knowing that my husband was as turned on as I was only made me want Zane even more. Then the pool boy slid two of his fingers into my dripping wet pussy. As he stroked my sensitive ridges, I couldn’t help grinding on his face. Everything within me wanted to drench those luscious lips with my juices.

Thanks to his talented tongue, it didn’t take long for me to give in to the pleasure exploding between my legs. While Zane kept licking my sensitive bud for a few moments after my climax, he didn’t wait for me to completely recover to flip me over on my stomach.

Licking my lips, I turned so that I could face Ciaran. I wanted my husband to see every emotion that flitted across my face as the hot younger man fucked the hell out of me. Zane spread my legs wide and guided his thick cock past my entrance. As wet as I was, my muscles still ached from the stretch.

“Oh my, God,” I whimpered.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Zane mumbled behind me.

Damn right.

It wasn’t the first time I’d heard that. Ciaran told me all the time. Still, hearing it from another man while he rocked his hips to get balls-deep in my pussy was a whole other thrill. When he filled me to the hilt, Zane reached around to stroke my nipples. They pebbled easily from his obviously practiced touch.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair for leverage while he fucked me deep and hard. As I cried out from the building pleasure, Ciaran continued to stroke his hard cock through his pants. Even as the hot pool boy brought me to soaring heights of ecstasy, I wished I had my husband’s cock in my mouth. I wanted to get filled from both ends.

Maybe next time.

But why was I thinking of a next time, anyway? Who said Zane would want to do this again. His groans painted a different story. It was obvious that he was enjoying being in my dripping wet pussy as much as I liked having his cock inside me.

Suddenly, a sharp zing zapped me out of my thoughts. I didn’t know what Zane did differently but he was hitting all the right spots and I was barely holding it together. I flicked my gaze to Ciaran’s though I could barely see. His curt nod gave me the permission I sought and I let go.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I muttered as I came.

Zane wasn’t far behind me and his curses filled the room as he twitched in my pussy. At the last minute, he pulled out and came all over my back. I wondered if he and Ciaran had discussed that little fact. We wanted to play around but my husband was the only man allowed to come inside me.

As my vision cleared, I locked gazes with my husband again. Seeing his grin, I didn’t need to ask if he’d enjoyed the show. But something else shone in his eyes – a feral hunger that wordlessly drew me to him. Our evening of fun wasn’t done until I was full to the brim with Ciaran's cum.

[image: image-placeholder]

Leaving Zane on the bed, I sauntered over to Ciaran. He spoke to the young man without taking his eyes off me.

“Thank you for all your work today, Zane. We’ll be in touch.”

“Of course,” Zane replied.

I didn’t know if he felt used or amused but we’d have to talk about that some other time. Right now, my focus was on my husband. Even with one orgasm under my belt, my body craved what only Ciaran could give me.

“Was it as good as you thought it would be?” I asked.

“Seeing my wife get railed by another man? Absolutely. You’re so fucking beautiful when you come.”

My lips curved into a satisfied smile.

“Good.”

Ciaran rose to tower over me. Cocking his head to the side, he reached down to tug on my nipple.

“But nothing will ever please me as much as burying my cock deep in your sweet cunt and reminding you who you belong to.”

My pussy pulsed at his words. There was never any doubt about who owned me but I couldn’t help the way my body reacted when he got possessive like this.

“Okay.”

He wrapped his fingers around my throat gently to take my lips in a rough kiss. The way he ravished my mouth spoke volumes about what he needed. I was proven right when he threw me on the bed and climbed on top of me. He plunged his fingers inside me.

“Look how nice and wet my slutty little wife is. Zane really got you all worked up, didn’t he?” Chuckling, he pulled his fingers out to grip his cock. “But he definitely doesn’t know how much you enjoy a deep, rough fucking that makes you scream.”

Without waiting for my reply, he slammed deep into me – filling me to the hilt. He took my nipple into his mouth as he fucked me so hard, the bed shook. We’d talked about how turned on we’d be after he shared me but this was even better than expected. Our need for each other was pretty much through the roof at this point.

I moaned from the pleasure that was building inside me again. Ciaran wasn’t wrong. I’d never had orgasms this intense with anyone else. As our bodies slapped together in search of mutual climax, I weaved my fingers through his hair to pull him closer. This craving wouldn’t be completely satisfied until every inch of my skin was in contact with his.

“Ciaran,” I breathed.

“Yes. Tell me who this pussy belongs to,” he replied through clenched teeth.

I was so close to coming that his name came out as a breathy whisper. Grunting, he dug his fingers into my hips. In moments, we both tumbled over the precipice of ecstasy because of his determined pace. Crying out, I felt him fill my wet pussy with his cum.

“Oh my, God. Ciaran…fuck!”

My name fell from his lips in fevered whispers until his cock stopped twitching inside me. I wrapped my arms around him as he got comfortable on top of me.

“That was amazing,” I murmured.

“Yes, it was. I’m looking forward to having Zane around again.”

I giggled.

“Do you think he’ll come to town for Thanksgiving?”

“I’ll certainly ask.”

Kissing his neck, I closed my eyes. Now that our fantasy man had a face, I knew there was no limit to the kind of fun we could have. Our kinky life had only just begun.

The End
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Chapter 1



My wife calls me from the office. I am at home, preparing dinner.

“Drop what you’re doing,” she says. “I’m heading home early. I want you naked on the bed when I get there. Don’t ask any questions.”

I never do, but she always likes to remind me who’s boss.

“Yes, Miss,” I say. When she was in this mood, I always call her Miss. Not dear, not sweetheart, just Miss. “And what should I do about dinner?”

I know I’ve screwed up the moment I open my mouth.

“I said no questions,” she doesn’t raise her voice, but I can hear the seething in her tone. My wife loves me, but she is a harsh mistress at times. “Put everything away and get into the bedroom.”

She hangs up.

“Yes, Miss,” I sigh. I'm sorry for disappointing her, but I'm also hard as a rock thinking about what she has planned for me.

I hear her car before I hear her voice.

I am lying on the bed, face down, naked. My cock is rigid, caught between my abdomen and the bed. Pre-cum is staining the covers.

I track her movement by the sounds she makes. The garage door closing. Keys jangling in the crystal bowl on the small table in the entryway. The refrigerator door opening and closing. High-heeled shoes on the hardwood floor. Her breathing.

I can smell her arousal. A pair of panties land on the bed next to my face. They are drenched.

“See what you do to me, the thought of your submission. It gets me wet. No! Don’t turn around.”

I have no plans to. I know she only wants me to move if she gives me specific direction.

I’m relaxed, ready for anything but what actually happens.

Smack!

A paddle comes down hard on my ass. I can’t help put yelp in pain and my cock pulses as I enjoy the heat turning my pale cheeks dark pink.

“That’s for the question.”

Smack!

There’s silence for a moment. I’m waiting for her to tell me why I got a second whack. I know better than to ask.

Smack!

I jump when she gives me a third.

"So, Bill hit on me again today. That's why I'm so frustrated. It's why I needed this."

My wife knows she doesn't have to explain, but she does it nonetheless.

She gives me a couple more light spanks before continuing.

"He knows I'm happily married, but he keeps flirting. And I can't help but flirt back. He winked at me and I felt my pussy gush. It's humiliating, the way he makes me feel so easy."

She puts her full weight behind the next whack. I almost scream out my safe word, but I don't.

“Good boy,” she says as she tosses the paddle away. A sense of pride of courses through my body. I love when she tells me I’ve been good. It’s what I strive for.

I feel a drop of soothing lotion fall onto my tender ass. The pain vanishes as she lightly rubs the lotion into my skin. She pours on more lotion and I feel it trickle down my crack. And instead of rubbing it into my burning cheeks she runs her fingers between them and starts circling my anus.

I wiggle a bit and she smacks my ass with her palm. It stings.

“Be still,” she demands. “Relax.”

I try. But then she starts inserting her finger into my dark hole.

I moan. Pain mixed with pleasure short circuits my brain. My cock pulses and I tense up trying to keep from coming. That’s something my wife would not be pleased with.

“I said relax. Good. Let me in.”

I relax my anus and feel her finger pop in.

“Good boy.”

My cock twitches a bit and more pre-cum oozes out.

My wife begins working her finger deeper into my ass and massages my prostate.

“Oh, you like that.” It’s not a questions. She’s not wrong.

When she removes her finger I moan in disappointment at the feeling of emptiness. My wife chuckles at that.

"Get up on your elbows," she commands as she moves onto the bed.

My wife plops down in front of my face, her legs splayed wide. Her shaved pussy glistens with excitement.

"See what Bill's done to me," she says as she grips a fistful of hair and pulls my face into her cunt. Her musky aroma overwhelms my sense. "Make me cum, slut."

I start lapping at her pussy, just like she likes it. I begin with her labia, her flesh pebbly under my tongue, before moving to her clit.

"Oh fuck," she sighs. "So good. I've needed that."

She moans as I worship her glorious treasure. Her arousal tastes divine on my tongue.

"I love that tongue of yours," she says and my heart swells with pride. "Too bad you can't make me come with that cock of yours."

Her humiliation makes my penis swell.

"Oh I wish I could feel Bill's cock inside me, instead of your tongue," my wife says. "I bet he'd make me come, pounding away. Touching me deeper than you ever have."

Her words cut like a knife, but the pain feels somehow comforting. She knows I like the humiliation and she's wants me to get as much out of our little game as she gets.

I speed up my lapping as she continues to imagine how good of a lover her co-worker is.

"Oh shit. I wish I could feel him grab my waist and drive his huge cock deep inside me. Oh fuuuuuuck, that would feel good." She's playing with her tits as I hungrily eat her juices. "Yes. Yes. Yessssssss"

She's grinding her cunt into my face. Rubbing her clit against my nose. I tickle her fleshy folds with my tongue and she rewards me with the song of her climax.

"Fuck, soooooooo gooooood,"

I eat her through her orgasm until she's had enough and pulls me away. She holds my head a few inches above her pulsing pussy so she can lean back and catch her breath. When she comes back to earth she smiles at me.

“I know I’ve been a bitch recently.”

“No, Miss.” During our play, I don’t talk unless she asks me a question.

“Hush. I am harsh, but it’s for your own good. You need a strong hand, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Good boy. Now I’ve got a real treat for you. Something I’ve promised I'd do for so long.”

She gets off the bed, pressing down on my back to let me know I'm to stay where I am.

I smile to myself because I think I know what she was about to do. It’s something I’ve asked for, but she’s always denied me. Says I’ll enjoy it too much.

“You’ve been such a good boy these last few weeks. Dinner on time, and delicious, by the way. The house clean. And your tongue, I can’t say enough about that.”

She’s silent for a moment but I can hear her fiddling with something. It sounds like a belt buckle. Now, I’m sure I know what she’s doing.

The bed moves again as she gets back on. She's kneeling behind me, between my legs. She grabs my ass cheeks and forces them apart. I feel a few drips of lotion on my ass and then a hard solid object pressing against my anus.

“Relax,” she says.

I do and feel her push in. She’s lubed me up well, but still my ass resists penetration. She presses harder and I feel my anal ring slowly and painfully open up.

“Ah, fuck,” I say. I can’t help myself. My virgin ass is being stretched open. “Miss, it’s too big.”

“Hush,” she says. She’s leaning over my body, her breasts resting on my back. I can feel her hardened nipples rubbing against my skin. “Be a good boy and relax.”

It feels like a baseball bat pressing against me. I try to relax and let it in. I feel her press hard, heavy pressure against me. Suddenly, I feel my ass give way and she’s inside me. Or, at least the dildo she has attached to the harness she is wearing around her waist is inside me.

I feel so fucking filled. My cock is hard.

My wife slowly presses forward. Inch by inch, she fills my ass. I’m loving every painful moment.

“You’re doing well, my sweet boy,” she whispers into my ear. “You’re taking my cock so well. Good boy.”

I feel her hips touching my ass cheeks and I know she’s full embedded inside me. She presses further and holds. I swear I can feel the dildo in my throat.

“You like that, don’t you, my little slut.”

Again, it’s not a question. She’s correct. I love it.

“Now, I will fuck you, like you deserve. And remember, I can go all night.”

She pulls back and it feels like my ass is on fire, and then the feeling intensifies as she thrusts forward.

“Such a tight little ass,” she says as she owns me. She’s vigorously fucking me with her strap-on. I can feel sweat dripping from her tits, hitting my back. My ass aches, but I’m in heaven.

As she’s pounding away, she’s rocking my body back and forth, my cock is rubbing against the mattress and I feel close to release.

“I’m going to cum, Miss.”

“You better not,” she says as she keeps railing me. “You better not come until I tell you to come.”

It’s an impossible task. My body is enjoying being fucked, but my mind is focused on controlling my orgasm. My wife fucks me relentlessly. And I can tell she wants me to come. She wants me to disobey her, so she can punish me.

While I’ll probably enjoy the punishment, I hate to disappoint my mistress. She’s the light of my life and I want nothing more than to give her pleasure. What I realize as she continues to drive the dildo into my ass is that it gives her pleasure to punish me. She wants me to come, so she can truly have her way with me.

She will tie me down and take a belt to my ass. Then she’ll take a paddle and give me a few more whacks until my cheeks are bright red. She’ll probably take a riding crop and smack my balls a few times.

I hate that, but she loves the reaction it elicits. The pain is excruciating, and she’ll keep at it until I give her my safe word. It’s the only way she ever gets me to say it and she considers it a win when she does.

But that will come later.

In the moment, I am holding my climax. My mind is a steel trap, but the friction is too much.

“I’m going to come,” I yell.

“You better not,” she says as she continues to fuck me.

“You need to stop, Miss. Or I'll come.”

“You don’t tell me what to do, slut.”

“I’m going to come. I can’t help it.”

“No! I haven’t given my permission.”

I hold out a little longer, but I feel my balls tighten against my body. “Please Miss. Let me come.”

“Oh, sweet boy, I can’t do that.”

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh” I scream as my body betrays me and my cock begins to pulse and I shoot semen into the mattress.

My wife reaches under my stomach and strokes my deflating cock, milking the last few drops of pearly white cum onto her hand.

“Tsk, tsk,” she says. “You didn’t wait for my permission. You will need to be punished.”

I hear the glee in her voice. She presents her fingers to my mouth and I let her feed me my own come.

“Good boy. Clean my fingers. Lick all the cum off of them.”

This is not my punishment. I know that. If she didn’t feel like spanking me, she’d put a cage around my cock and keep me locked up for a few days, unless she was really disappointed and then she’d lock me up for a month or more.

When I’ve licked the last of my tacky semen from her hand, she lets me up. My wife chuckles at the crusty cum drying on my crotch.

“You’re going to have to change the bed linen, obviously, slut.”

My wife looks oddly sexy, standing in front of me, her arms akimbo. She is naked, save for a black and red harness belted around her waist, with a five inch dildo attached.

I would have sworn she had fucked me with a twelve inch cock. It felt like it when it was embedded in my ass.

“You think this little thing wrecked your ass?” She points to her plastic cock. “This thing is smaller than you are, and I have no trouble taking you.” Yes, she lets me fuck her ass on occasion. “We’ll be working you up to that.”

She smiles. “I see that excites you,”

My cock is slowly filling with blood.

“You are an insatiable slut,” my wife says. "Now, on your knees. You must be punished for coming without permission."

I have no idea what my wife has in mind but I quickly kneel before her.

"Open up," she says as she presents the fake dildo. She has one hand holding the plastic phallus in front of my face while she grabs a fistful of hair with the other.

I slowly open my mouth and she presses the dildo past my lips.

"Suck my cock, slut," she says and she push it deeper into my mouth. It tastes musty with a hint of strawberries from the flavored lube she used. She's never fucked my mouth before. This is new. "Take it, you cocksucker. Take it all. Imagine, feeling it pulsing in your mouth, blood pumping through it's veins. Then the warm salty taste of a load of cum blasting down your throat."

I moan around the plastic cock as her words burn my brain. I let the humiliation wash over me and I relax my throat letting my wife push the dildo as far down as she can.

"Such a good boy," she says. She's gripping my head now and holding me. My nose is pressed against the harness. I smell the leather and a hint of her arousal. "Oh, I wish it was a real cock. I'd love to watch you suck a real man's cock."

Eventually she lets me go.

“But that will have to wait," my wife says as I catch my breath. "You've had enough punishment, you need to go finish cooking me dinner.”

“Yes, Miss.” I reach down for my clothes.

My wife slaps my ass.

“Ouch.”

“No clothes. I want to watch you cook, au naturel.”

I smile. I love pleasing my Mistress.

The End

Sean Geist has been publishing his erotic musings for over a decade. He mostly writes Hotwife and Cuckold stories, but sometimes he likes to explore other genres as the mood takes him. He believes all sex between consenting adults is good sex. If you want to know what his favorite story is, he would say Cuckold's Gift. You can find that story and many more at his Amazon author page: https://www.amazon.com/author/seangeist


Losing Her Innocence in Paradise by Rose Richards
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Chapter 1



The Hawaiian sun caresses my skin as I wander along the beach. The air is an intoxicating blend of ocean and tropical scents. My hair flirts around my face, and my favorite boho dress—white cotton with colorful stitching—ruffles with the breeze. This freedom tastes sweet and I’m trying to forget that my sophomore year at college is starting soon. My parents treated me to this vacation, and it’s the last one I’ll have for a while, so I’m trying to enjoy it.

I pull my phone out of the pocket in my dress and take a picture of the ocean. I type a quick message to Grace, my college roommate.

Victoria
The beach here is amazing. I never want to leave! 



I attach the picture, and as I hit send and shove the phone back into my pocket, a sudden gust swipes my straw hat. Oh no! I laugh and chase it down the shore towards a guy walking alone like I am. I don’t have time to really look at the guy, but just as I’m about to grab my hat, a strong arm intercepts.

“I believe this belongs to you.” The voice is deep and a delightful shudder ripples through me.

I look up... and up... and up... into the most handsome face I’ve ever seen. Warm brown eyes crinkle at the corners, and suddenly I’m hyper-aware of how I’m probably flushed and windblown. He’s tall and athletic, dressed in khaki shorts that hug his thighs. His white linen shirt is open at the collar, and my mouth goes dry. Is it legal to look this good?

“Thank you,” I squeak out, taking the hat.

Our fingers brush, and a tingle of energy makes the hair on my arm stand up. My mind races with images of those hands exploring all my sensitive spots. Oh god, I need to get it together! He’s got to be in his thirties. Mom and Dad would have a coronary if they knew I was eyeballing a guy his age.

“I’m Kyle,” he says, his hand still extended.

I know I should thank him and walk away, but my body betrays me. My heart races as I slip my hand into his. “Victoria. Nice to meet you.”

His grip is strong and lingers way too long to be casual. I feel myself drawn in even as I’m rooted to the spot. I can’t bring myself to pull away.

“The pleasure is all mine,” he murmurs, his eyes roaming over me with an intensity that thrills me.

Heat rises in my cheeks. Oh god, is he checking me out?

His lip twitches as if he can sense my thoughts, and he says, “You seem to be enjoying island life. Vacation?”

I laugh, trying to sound more sophisticated than I feel. “Yeah, just a week of paradise before heading back to reality.” And college, but he doesn’t need to know that.

Kyle’s chuckle does something strange to my insides. “It’s not easy leaving this behind. What do you do for work?”

Oh shit, what do I say? I can’t tell him I’m in college and here with my parents—I don’t want him thinking about my age. Instead, I latch onto my dreams for the future and blurt out, “I’m researching to start a travel blog.” The words tumble out faster than I can control. “I want to inspire people to explore the world, to step out of their comfort zones.” God, I’m babbling. Why can’t I be cool and collected around hot guys?

I need to get him talking about himself instead of me. “What about you? Business or pleasure?”

“Definitely pleasure.” His gaze holds a subtle heat. “I’m a nonprofit lawyer. First vacation in years. I needed it.”

Yep, way too old for me. A wave crashes nearby, startling us both. Without consciously agreeing to it, we begin strolling together along the beach. Our feet sink into the warm sand with each step as we talk like we’ve known each other for ages.

After we share stories about our pets and favorite movies, I ask him to tell me about his work. He gestures passionately as he speaks, and I can tell he really loves his job.

“That’s wonderful” I say, genuinely impressed.

I’m captivated by his dedication, but with each word, I feel more out of my league as doubts swirl in my mind. What am I going to do with my life after college? For some reason I want to open up to him, and I surprise myself by saying, “I’m still figuring out what I want to do. The travel blog is a start, but sometimes I worry it’s not enough.”

He stops abruptly, turning to face me. His expression softens as he tucks a loose strand of my hair behind my ear, and I shiver when his fingertips brush my cheek.

“Don’t underestimate the power of following your passion.”

A deep yearning pulls at me. What if he’s my passion right now? This is the first guy I’ve ever really felt attracted to. I’ve tried dating, but I never felt that spark with anyone until this moment. What is it about him that makes me want to climb him like a flagpole and wrap my legs around him? My body has gone haywire, and someone needs to tell it that I’m not here for a vacation fling--especially since I’m a virgin.

When I don’t respond, he continues. “You know, I admire your spirit. It takes courage to pursue your dreams. I’ve learned success isn’t just about achievements—it’s about finding fulfillment in what you do.”

I lean into him, craving more contact. When our eyes lock, the world fades. It’s just us, the sound of waves, and this electric energy. Suddenly, a crazy thought hits me: I want him to be my first. What would he do if I threw myself at him?

Guess there’s only one way to find out.


Chapter 2



I’m emboldened by the magic of the moment. My heart pounds as I try to project a fearless woman who knows exactly how to get what she wants.

“You know,” I say, trailing a finger down his arm, “I’m feeling courageous right now. I need an adventure, and to...explore.”

Kyle’s head tilts, and I have a moment of hesitation. Oh shit, was that cheesy?

Before I can dwell on it, he raises an eyebrow as if he’s intrigued. “Oh? And what did you have in mind?”

Oooh, I think he’s going for it. A surge of confidence bolsters me since he didn’t immediately reject me. I step closer to him and purr, “Maybe you could take me somewhere more private?” I bite my lip, looking up at him through my lashes. “I bet you know at least one secret place where no one would bother us.”

He chuckles. “That’s quite an offer, but you’re way too young for me, baby girl.”

The way he says ‘baby girl’ sends a jolt of delight straight to my core and I can feel a wetness between my thighs. His reluctance only fuels my lust.

I challenge him. “We’re both adults here. No one said you had to marry me.”

His fingers twitch as if he’s fighting an impulse, and I instinctively can tell he wants me. It’s a heady feeling, and I revel in it, but he quickly masks his own desire by taking a small step back to create some distance between us.

His words are measured and careful. “As much as I’d love to take you up on this, there’s no way you can handle me. You need to find someone your own age.”

I fight an impulse to snort in frustration, and my reaction surprises me. I pause, considering the dangerous game I’m playing. What am I really after here? Validation? Desire? Or something deeper I can’t yet name?

“You’re wrong. You don’t know who I am or what I’m capable of.” The words come out breathier than I intended, betraying my uncertainty. I steel myself, adding with more bravado, “Maybe YOU can’t handle ME.”

He snorts, his eyes narrowing as he contemplates me. The weight of his gaze makes a tingling sensation spread across my skin, and I can see the internal struggle playing out across his features--the need warring with restraint.

Suddenly, he growls, “You have no idea what you’re asking for. The things I want to do to you...” He trails off, shaking his head.

My pulse races as my imagination runs wild. I need to know what he wants to do to me. I step closer and press my body against his. He stands there, immobile, while I whisper, “Try me.”

I really have no idea what the fuck I’m doing, but it seems to be working.

He cups my face, brushing his thumb across my lower lip. “Such a beautiful mouth.”

I’m mesmerized, and for a moment, I think he might give in. But then he straightens. “No,” he says firmly, though I can hear his regret.

His rejection stings, but there’s also a part of me that admires his self-control. It makes me want him more. “Age is just a number,” I argue, even as I feel my cheeks flush with embarrassment. “I know what I want.” When he huffs as if he doesn’t believe me, it makes me cranky. I blurt out, “Fine, if you don’t want me, I’m sure I can find someone else to fuck me.”

Kyle begins to turn away, but halts abruptly as his muscles stiffen, his entire body rigid with sudden alertness. His expression darkens. “Someone else?” My nipples harden in response to the dominance in his tone. “You think you can just go find someone else to scratch this itch for you?”

The air thickens with tension and I realize my declaration flicked a switch in him. There’s been an undeniable shift. This is no longer playful banter.

Before I can respond to him, he steps closer, his massive size making me feel deliciously vulnerable. He cups my face again, but this time his grip is stronger and it steals my breath. His gaze bores into mine, a storm of desire. “So you want me to fuck you?”

Oh god, if he’s just toying with me, I’m going to scream--or beg. “Yes,” I whisper as the humiliation of how close I really am to begging makes my body light up with pleasure.

His shoulders stay tense, radiating power and control. I can see the battle within him, and I almost think he’s not going to relent, but then his lips crash down on mine. It’s a punishing kiss--a statement of intent. His mouth moves against mine with a hunger that sends a shockwave of pleasure coursing through me. My body and mind melt into submission under his touch.

His hands shift from my face to my hips, pulling me against him. I feel every hard line of his body. It’s exhilarating. I moan as his tongue delves deeper, tasting me with a possessiveness that sets my senses ablaze. I clutch his shirt tightly as the world swirls around me. I’m overwhelmed by a pleasure I’ve never experienced before.

Kyle’s grasp on my hips tighten as his fingers dig into my flesh. He breaks off the kiss. “Is this what you want? Do you want to be treated like a little slut? Because that’s what you’d get with me.”

I can barely form a coherent thought, but all I know is I do want that—all of it. I want to be his slut, even if it’s just for a brief time. My eyes are half-closed with passion, and I moan, “Please.”

He kisses me again, and it feels like he’s trying to consume me whole. I cling to him, losing myself in the storm of passion.

His hands roam over my body, possessive and demanding. My skin feels like it’s on fire, every nerve ending screaming for more. I arch into his touch, surrendering completely.

Kyle breaks the kiss again, his forehead resting against mine. “Fuck, you’re driving me crazy, baby girl,” he groans. “I shouldn’t want you this much, but I do.”

He needs to stop fighting this. I keep my voice firm. “So take me.”

He groans, his restraint snapping. He pulls me along the sand, and I almost trip as I try to keep up with him. I have no idea where he’s taking me, but if I don’t get his hands on my bare skin soon, I might combust.

He heads towards some rocks and before I know it, we’re in a secluded alcove formed by large boulders. The sound of the waves will drown out any noise we might make. He presses my back against the stone, his lips brushing against my ear. “Are you sure about this?”

“Yes,” I moan as I push against him, my body aching with anticipation.

He draws back a fraction, his gaze probing my own. He sees my neediness and consent. He nods, a slow, predatory smile spreading across his face. “You’re playing with fire, baby girl.”

He brings a hand to my chin, tilting my head up. He captures my mouth in a brutal kiss. His other hand slides down to cup my ass. He gives it a firm squeeze before landing a sharp smack. I gasp into his mouth, the sting sending a jolt of pleasure through me. Why is he spanking me?

Before I can say anything, he pulls me over to a flat rock and sits on it, dragging me down over his lap--ass up. He tugs on my dress, exposing my panties to the cool air. A flood of endorphins leaves me feeling giddy. I want this, even if I don’t fully understand why.

His hand comes down again, harder this time. I moan as a rush of warmth pools between my legs. Why does this feel so good?

“You like that, don’t you, baby girl?” Kyle asks, his voice laced with satisfaction. I moan louder when he spanks me again. “You like being punished like a little slut.”

I squirm, feeling a blush spread across my face. Oh god, I do. “Yes,” I admit.

He lands another smack, this one harder still. I gasp, as a rush of sensual energy flows through my limbs. His voice is gruff. “Tell me what you are.”

“I’m a... I’m a little slut,” I say, as I tremble with a delicious mix of embarrassment and arousal. There’s something about being under his control that’s making everything he’s doing feel amazing.

Kyle rubs my ass, soothing the sting. “Good girl,” he praises, and I feel a surge of pleasure. “But you’re not just a little slut. You’re desperate for my cock, aren’t you?”

My cheeks flame brighter and I’m glad he can’t see my face as I whimper, “Yes. God, yes.”

He spanks me again, and I cry out.

“Tell me what you want,” he demands.

Oooh, fuck. My head swims from the pleasurable pain and I gasp out, “I want you to fuck me hard! Please.”

He lands one more smack before pulling me up to sit on his lap. His eyes glint with desire–the same feeling that’s coursing through my veins. “Hard? You’re sure about that?”

He sounds serious, but there’s also a hunger simmering beneath the surface. I don’t know what ‘hard’ entails, but I don’t care. I want it. “Yes, fuck me hard. I can take it.”

He studies me for a moment, then nods. “All right, baby girl. But remember, you asked for this.”

My lips are swollen and sensitive as he captures my mouth in another searing kiss. I melt into him, ready to give myself over completely. His hands move to the neckline of my dress, pulling it down and exposing my strapless bra. I shiver as the cool air hits my skin. He frees my breasts easily and nibbles along the column of my neck as his thumb circles my nipple. I moan when he tugs on it, the sensation sending bolts of pleasure through me.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmurs, and his obvious appreciation thrills me.

When he abruptly pushes me off his lap, I squeak in protest. He stands up and puts pressure on my shoulder, forcing me to sit on the rock. I’m at eye level with his crotch and I can see a large bulge underneath his shorts. Um... he seems huge. Should I tell him I’m a virgin?

Before I can say anything, he drops to his knees in front of me. Wait, what is he doing? His eyes hold mine as he hooks his fingers into my panties. I lift my ass a little to help him remove them, and he peels them down my legs. The rock is sandy and cool on my ass, but I don’t care. I’m too mesmerized by everything he’s doing. He kisses my knee, and I groan when he spreads my legs. His hands grip my thighs firmly as he kisses up the inside of one of them. Ohhh, god. Is he doing what I think he’s doing? I’ve never had a guy lick me before. I want to squirm from embarrassment, but I’m also desperate for it. He leans in, his breath warm on my pussy.

He murmurs, “You’re so wet for me. Such a good little slut.”

His tongue darts out, licking a slow, deliberate line up my slit. I moan, the sensation unlike anything I’ve ever felt before. He licks me again, his tongue circling my clit. Oh holy fuck. I rest back on my elbows, closing my eyes as pings of bliss ripple through me. My body responds to his every lick, and my hips move in time with his tongue.

He sucks my clit into his mouth, and I can feel the tension building, the pleasure threatens to consume me. I’m on the edge, ready to fall over, when he slides two fingers into me.

My eyes fly open and I gasp at the intrusion, but soon enough, my body adjusts to the sensation. He begins to move his fingers, hitting a spot that makes my toes curl. His mouth is still on my clit, sucking and licking in tandem with his thrusting fingers.

Oh god, oh god, oh god, I mentally chant as the pleasure increases. I can feel every stroke, every lick, every suck, pushing me higher and higher. I rock against his hand and mouth, chasing my release.

His fingers move faster, harder, his mouth relentless on my clit. I’m almost there, teetering on the edge. I can feel my muscles tensing. I’m close, so close...

“Come for me,” Kyle’s voice vibrates against my sensitive flesh. “Let me taste you, baby girl.”

When his fingers massage the perfect spot inside me, I explode. Pleasure pulses through my veins like wildfire, and my body convulses from the force of my orgasm. He doesn’t stop, his fingers and mouth drawing out every ounce of pleasure until I’m limp.

Kyle slowly withdraws his fingers, and licks them clean. He gives me a wicked grin, and his tone takes on a husky quality. “You taste so fucking sweet.”

I watch him with heavy lids as he uses the collar of his shirt to wipe my juices off his face. Oh god, this is so dirty. I blush while my body still tingles with aftershocks of pleasure. But even with how great that felt, I’m not done yet. I want more.

Suddenly, a lightness enters my chest and I feel powerful and sexy. “Mmm, now I want to give you pleasure.”

His smile widens. “Good girl.”

His praise makes my heart squeeze in joy as he stands up and unzips his shorts, letting them drop to the sand. His cock springs free, hard and impressive, sending a zing of lust between my legs. Oh fuck, I was right--he’s massive. Yeah, I don’t care. I’m not backing down.

He helps me off the rock and gently presses on my shoulders. “On your knees, my sweet slut.”

Oooh, I like being his sweet slut. I sink down onto the warm sand. Looking up, I study his cock. Never mind it fitting in my pussy, is that thing going to fit in my mouth? It’s thick, and a bead of moisture glistens at the tip. I’ve never seen an actual cock before, but something tells me this one is more impressive than most.

“Suck it,” he commands. He’s enthralling me, and I’m desperate to please him.

I lean in, wrapping my lips around the velvety head of his cock. A low groan escapes him as he grips my hair, guiding me. I take him deeper, inch by inch, feeling his hardness fill my mouth. I’m surprised when I can get most of him inside. My tongue swirls around the head, tasting the salty sweetness of him. Fire pools in my belly, my own neediness growing with each stroke of my mouth.

He tangles his hands in my hair to hold me steady. “You’re a good little cocksucker, baby girl. Your mouth feels so fucking good.”

I feel his body tensing under my touch. I want to make him come--to give him as much pleasure as he gave me. Taking him deeper, I relax my throat, swallowing him down. His groans fill the air. My body responds as my nipples tighten. My pussy aches to be filled with each slide of his cock between my lips.

“Fuck, you look so sexy with my cock in your mouth,” he growls. “You’re such a good little cocksucker, taking me so deep.”

His words send a tingle of delight straight to my core. I didn’t know I’d enjoy dirty talk this much. But the way he’s making it sound endearing while saying filthy things is making my head spin.

When his thigh muscles quiver, I know he’s getting close. I hold onto his thighs, pulling him into me and urging him deeper. I want all of him, every inch, every drop.

Suddenly, he pulls out and yanks me to my feet. “I need to be inside you.”

His eyes are wild with hunger, and I feel a corresponding yearning pull at my core. He spins me around, bending me over the rock. I brace my hands against the surface as my heart pounds. He kicks my feet apart, opening me up to him. The tip of his cock presses against my entrance, and my body hums in anticipation of his first thrust.

“Hold on, baby girl,” he groans. “This is about to get rough.”

He slams into me. Waves of pleasure and pain shoot through my body. I cry out from the sharp pinch.

He pauses, realization dawning. “You’re a virgin?”

“Yes,” I whimper, quivering from the pain. “But I want this. I want you.”

“Fuck, baby girl,” he murmurs, rubbing circles on my lower back, soothing me. “You should have said something. I would have been gentle.” He presses a soft kiss to my shoulder. “We’ll go slow, okay? Tell me if it’s too much.”

I peep out a tiny, “Okay.” I appreciate his tenderness. He begins to move, gently at first, allowing me time to adjust. The initial discomfort fades, replaced by growing bliss. Oh, wow. I start to roll my hips, meeting his thrusts. Whenever he slides fully inside me, the pleasure is all consuming. It feels like he’s reaching a part of my soul that is suddenly awake after having been asleep forever.

“That’s it,” he murmurs. “You feel so good.”

His pace quickens, and I match his rhythm as the delight magnifies with each thrust. He leans over me, one hand snaking around to cup my breast, the other finding my clit. He rubs in time with his thrusts, as a blissful euphoria flows through my limbs.

“More,” I gasp. “Give it to me hard.”

He growls, body tensing. “You sure about that, baby girl? I don’t want to hurt you.”

I look over my shoulder at him with determination. “Do it.”

His eyes darken, and he stands up. He pulls out slowly, then slams into me, groaning, “Fuck, you feel incredible.”

He drives into me with force. Every thrust blends ecstasy with a subtle ache. I have to steady myself against the rock as he hammers into me.

“Is this what you wanted, baby girl? Is this hard enough for you?”

My body is on fire, and all I can do is cry out, “More!”

He groans, hands tightening on my hips. The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the alcove, the rhythm wild and primal. I feel the tension coiling tighter and tighter.

He twists my hair around one fist, pulling my head back. The slight pain sends a rush of heat through me, amplifying the pleasure.

“You’re mine now,” he growls possessively. “Say it. Tell me who owns you.”

His dominance thrills me. “I’m yours,” I gasp, my body on the edge of release. “I’m so fucking yours.”

His thrusts become more urgent. “I could fuck you forever, baby girl. So tight and perfect.”

When he hits a particularly pleasurable spot, it forces my orgasm and I squeal. My body convulses, and I’m reeling from a surge of rapture. My vision goes white as he pounds into me, each thrust sending waves of delight from my fingertips to my toes.

“That’s it, baby girl.” His voice is rough with desire. “Come all over my cock.”

My body trembles with pleasure and I can barely form coherent thoughts. But deep inside, I feel an urgent need, a hunger that only he can satisfy.

“Kyle,” I beg. “I need you. I need you to fill me up.”

He groans, his muscles tightening as he thrusts into me with desperate, uneven strokes.“ You want my cum? You want me to breed you, to fill you with my seed?”

Oh. My. God. Breed me? Suddenly, I’m desperate for it. “Yes,” I gasp. “Breed me. Fill me with your cum.”

He maintains his relentless rhythm, plunging forcefully into my pussy. “Beg for it, baby girl. Beg for my cum.”

“Please,” I whimper, my body on the verge of another explosive orgasm. “Please, give me your cum. I want to be yours completely.”

With a final, deep thrust, he roars as he unloads ropes of sticky cum deep inside me. The warmth of his seed triggers another orgasm and I scream out as the pleasure short circuits my brain. He drives into me forcefully, unloading every last drop.

With a final tremor and a groan, he slumps on top of me. We stay like that for a moment, our bodies still joined. I’m not sure I can speak yet.

His lips brush delicately against my shoulder, and he sounds awed. “That was... incredible.”

“Mmmhmm,” I mumble, euphoria making the world fuzzy.

He pulls out, then helps me up. When he sits on the rock, he tugs me into his lap and cradles me. I wrap my arms around him and lay my head on his chest as I float in my happy place. Who knew sex felt this good?

After a few minutes, a chuckle rumbles through his chest. “You’re in trouble now, baby girl. I’m never giving you up.”

I giggle in happiness. “I’m good with that.”

Just then, a sharp ding breaks through our bubble of bliss. He shifts slightly, reaching for something on the rock behind him. “Your phone. You should check it. Might be important.”

Oh shit, how did it get from my pocket onto the rock? I hope it’s not my parents looking for me. Reluctantly, I take the device from him, squinting at the bright screen. It’s a text from Grace.

Grace


Hey, I just found out my brother is in Hawaii too. If you run into a guy named Kyle, tell him to reply to his texts!




My breath catches in my throat. “You’re... Grace’s brother?”

He looks confused. “Yes?”

Panic floods through me, replacing the warmth of moments ago. “Oh god! She’s my roommate! She’s going to kill me.”

Kyle’s eyes widen for a moment, then he chuckles, pulling me closer. “Well, that’s unexpected. But it doesn’t change anything, baby girl.”

I’m not fully convinced. “But Grace... she’ll be so mad. What if—"

He cuts me off with a gentle kiss. “Shh, it’s okay. Grace will understand. And if she doesn’t right away, she’ll come around.”

He’s soothing me, but I still feel uncertain. “Are you sure? I mean, this is crazy, right?”

Kyle intertwines his fingers with mine, giving my hand a gentle squeeze. His eyes fill with warmth. “Oh yeah, it’s crazy, but you’re stuck with me now. And at least you know I come from a good family, right?”

I can’t help but laugh at that, the last of my worry dissipating. “That’s true. Grace is pretty awesome.”

“See? It’s meant to be,” he says, pulling me in for another kiss. When we part, he adds, “Besides, no other guy is going to compare now that you’ve had a taste of me.”

I rest against him and look up at him, fluttering my eyelashes, “Mmm, maybe. But I think I’ll need a lot more taste tests before I know for certain.”

A smile tugs at his lips. “I think that can be arranged.”

I wiggle around in his lap and hold in my giggle when I feel his cock growing hard against me. I keep my tone serious. “I think it’s time for that second taste already.”

“It definitely is,” he growls in my ear as he grasps my hips, forcing me to rotate and rub against his cock.

Within moments, we’re both panting. He lifts me up and positions himself so I sink onto his cock. As he stretches me out, my mind blanks from the pleasure. But even while practically delirious from rapture, I somehow know this is going to work out between us. He’s right. This was meant to be.


Chapter 3

Epilogue


Two months later...

Kyle’s body presses against mine, his warmth enveloping me, making me feel safe and wanted. He’s above me on the bed, our bare skin touching. He holds my gaze as he eases into me and immediately sets a steady rhythm that makes my head spin from pleasure. The sensation is spectacular, and I moan and wrap my legs and arms around him. I meet his thrusts, each one deeper than the last.

“You’re mine,” he groans. “You and our baby.”

We just found out I was pregnant earlier today. I smile, my heart swelling with love and joy. “Yours. All of us, forever.”

His thrusts become more passionate. I can feel the tension building, the pleasure threatening to boil out at any moment.

Suddenly, he stops and pulls out. I’m confused as he reaches into the bedside table. He pulls out a small, velvet box and my mind blanks from excitement. Oh. My. God.

He opens the box, revealing a beautiful ring. It’s simple yet elegant, a single diamond gleaming in the soft light.

“Victoria,” he says, his voice thick with emotion. “I love you more than words can express. I want to spend the rest of my life with you and our child. Will you marry me?”

Tears spring to my eyes, the emotion overwhelming me and I practically sob, “Yes, yes, yes!”

He smiles, and I can see his shoulders relax as if he was afraid I would say no. He slips the ring onto my finger. It fits perfectly. He captures my lips in a deep, passionate kiss.

As we break apart, I can’t help but giggle. “So, should we start planning a shotgun wedding?”

Kyle eyes twinkle with mirth. “Well, we might want to beat that baby bump to the altar. How does next month sound?”

I laugh, feeling lighter than I have in weeks. “Perfect. But I want to marry you in Hawaii where we met.”

“Deal.” His expression softens, and he caresses my still-flat stomach. “I love you. Both of you. Forever and always.”

My heart glows. “We love you too. Forever and always.”

As we make love, slow and tender, I feel a sense of peace and contentment wash over me. It took a bit for my parents to accept Kyle as my boyfriend, and the news of the pregnancy and engagement is going to be a shock, but this is exactly where I’m meant to be—in Kyle’s arms.

My fiancé. My love. The father of my child. My forever.

The End

This story is the beginning of a series that involves younger women falling for older men at their friend’s weddings. The next short story is about Grace in Summer Bridesmaid Age Gap Love. Find my books and get a free forbidden age gap story on my website. https://roserichards.net/
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Chapter 1

My Boyfriend’s Best Friend Walked in on Us While We Were Having Sex — and Then He Joined In!


I’d been dating my boyfriend Kyle for about seven months now, and this was our first Thanksgiving together. I didn’t have any family in town and neither did Kyle, so when he suggested we make our own special Thanksgiving dinner together I readily agreed.

We weren’t living together yet, but I was pretty sure we would be soon. Things were going great between us, and I was planning to spend the four day holiday weekend at Kyle’s house. Hopefully, it would show him how great it would be to have me there twenty-four seven.

“Mmm, everything smells delicious.”

Kyle came up to me while I was checking on the food in the oven, careful not to touch me until I got the pans back inside. As soon as I stood up, his lips went to my neck.

“It’s so hot watching you cook for me.”

I rolled my eyes. “That’s the heat from oven. Besides, you promised to help me, remember?”

If Kyle thought I was going to wait on him all weekend, he had another thing coming.

“That’s exactly what I came in here to do,” he reassured me.

“It’s half time, isn’t it?” I guessed as I turned around.

He gave me a boyish grin. “Yeah. But I still want to help.”

I gave him a long look. His hair was tousled, making him look younger, and he hadn’t shaved today, leaving his square jaw covered in scruff. His broad shoulders stretched against the thin tee shirt he wore, and when I glanced down, I could see he was sporting a semi. I was pretty sure I knew exactly how he wanted to help.

“You can mash the potatoes,” I suggested with a smirk.

“I have a better idea.”

He pulled me against him, kissing me deeply. His tongue slid into my mouth, his kiss hard and dominant. While we kissed, he walked us towards the kitchen table. When my hips hit the table, I pulled away.

“How is this helping me cook?” I asked.

“I’m relaxing you.”

He grabbed my hips, lifting me up to sit on the table, then pulled my tee shirt over my head. He made quick work of removing my bra, tossing it over his shoulder and leaning down to take one nipple in his mouth. I gasped as his lips clamped down, drawing on my tit. I’d always been super sensitive and the sensation of him sucking on my tight bud was incredible.

“Kyle!”

My fingers went to his dark hair, holding him closely as he teased the nipple into a stiff peak before moving onto the other one. My breasts felt full and heavy from the attention, and my panties were rapidly growing damp.

Who was I kidding? They were soaked.

Kyle pulled away, a mischievous smile on his face as he stepped back to unzip his jeans. I watched as he shoved his jeans down to his ankles, followed by his briefs. His thick cock bobbed free, fully hard now and dripping with pre-cum.

I reached out to give it a few tugs before Kyle pressed on my sternum, laying me down on the kitchen table. I was wearing a plain cotton skirt that hit me just above the knee, and he shoved it upwards, bunching it around my waist.

“You’re wearing panties with cartoon turkeys on them?” he asked with a laugh.

“Well, it is Thanksgiving,” I reminded him.

He pulled my panties down my legs, baring my shaved pussy, then bunched the panties up and stuffed them in my mouth. I moaned around the damp fabric. My hands were free so I could have pulled them out, but being gagged with my own panties was hot enough that I didn’t want to remove them.

“The Johnsons are having company today,” he told me, referring to our upstairs neighbors. “They don’t need to listen to you having a screaming orgasm while they eat.”

I narrowed my eyes at him in mock anger, but he was right. I was a screamer, especially with someone who knew how to play my body. And Kyle knew how to play my body.

He dragged my ass to the edge of the table, lifting my legs around his hips. Without preamble, he shoved his giant cock into my opening and began thrusting slowly in and out of my pussy.

I cried out against the panties in my mouth. I was wet, but not wet enough for this invasion. My channel stung from being stretched so quickly. Kyle shifted to bring one thumb to my clit, strumming it back and forth to ratchet up my arousal and help me relax.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he grit out as he plundered my pussy. “I love that about you.”

As my inner muscles relaxed, he picked up his pace. Strong fingers bit into my hips as he snapped his hips back and forth with increasing roughness.

I gripped the side of the table to keep him from fucking me across the room. With every thrust, my breasts bounced wildly, and when I looked at Kyle, he was staring at them as if he was hypnotized.

“These fucking tits…”

“Oh, oops. Sorry.”

We both paused as a man entered the kitchen. He looked vaguely familiar. When I saw he was wearing military fatigues, I realized it must be Kyle’s best friend. I hadn’t heard a knock, so the guy must have had a key.

“Matt! I thought you couldn’t get leave for the holiday!”

My boyfriend seemed overjoyed to see his best friend. He also seemed to have forgotten that I was completely naked with his cock buried deep in my channel.

I pulled my panties out of my mouth. “Kyle!”

I kept my voice soft as if that would make his best friend not notice me. Of course, they both looked at me.

“You must be Gina,” Matt said casually. “Nice to meet you.”

I couldn’t believe he was being so casual about finding us in such a compromising position. I squeezed my thighs against Kyle to get his attention.

“Let me up,” I said urgently.

“Don’t stop on my account,” Matt said, pulling up a chair. “I don’t mind watching. I don't get to see things like this in the military, that’s for sure.”

My mouth dropped open in shock. Kyle grabbed my discarded panties and slipped them back into my mouth before he slid his hands under my ass, tilted my hips, and started fucking me again. The change in angle made his dick slide against my G spot with every stroke. I panted and moaned around my panties.

“How was your trip?” Kyle asked conversationally as he continued thrusting inside me steadily.

“Not bad.” Matt watched us carefully, his eyes taking in everything as his best friend fucked me. “Your girlfriend is hot, dude.”

“Isn’t she?” my boyfriend said proudly.

Kyle sped up his thrusts, his hips pistoning into me even faster while he talked to his best friend.

I couldn’t believe he could have a conversation while we were doing this. It was like I was just some fuck toy for him right now, here for his pleasure — and his best friend’s. My face burned with humiliation but damned if I didn’t kind of like it. My entire body was lit up.

“This is hot as fuck,” Matt said after a few minutes. “Better than porn.”

He pointed to his crotch. “Do you mind if I…?”

Kyle nodded. “Please. Go right ahead.”

When I turned my head Matt was unzipping his pants, freeing a monster cock that looked like it was even bigger than his best friend’s. It was hard and angry looking. I’d always been totally vanilla in the bedroom, but suddenly I wondered what it would be like to have them both fucking me at the same time.

Matt gave his cock several hard strokes. I realized he was moving in time with his best friend. I stared at his hand on his cock while his best friend continued pounding into me.

Against my will, my fingers moved up to my breasts, pulling on my nipples.

“That’s right sweetheart, get yourself off for us,” Kyle said.

“Here, let me help,” Matt said.

He shifted his chair closer, using his free hand to strum my clit as his best friend continued fucking me roughly. Overcome by sensations, I finally succumbed to my release, screaming around the panties in my mouth as the strongest orgasm I’d ever had hit me.

My back arched off the table and I tightened my legs around Kyle as the two best friends continued to fuck me through my orgasm. I finally sagged back against the table, pulling the panties out of my mouth as I gasped for breath.

“Are you thinking what I am?” Kyle asked.

“I sure am,” Matt answered.

Matt stood up suddenly just as Kyle pulled his cock out of my pussy. My boyfriend gave himself two hard strokes, then groaned loudly as cum spurted out, covering my pussy and belly.

His best friend was a second behind him, gasping as he found his own release. Matt’s cum spurted over my belly and breasts, leaving me covered in cum from my neck to the top of my thighs. I was a sticky mess.

When they were done coming, both men stared at my cum-covered body with huge smiles on their faces as if they were proud of themselves.

“That’s fucking beautiful,” Matt said. “Thanks for letting me use your girlfriend.”

“Absolutely,” Kyle agreed. “Maybe after dinner, we can have some more fun.”


Chapter 2

I Sucked Two Cocks After Thanksgiving Dinner


“I think yours is definitely thicker, but mine’s a bit longer.”

I looked up from my phone as I walked into the living room, then promptly dropped it on the floor when I saw what was happening. My boyfriend Kyle and his best friend Matt were right next to each other, pants opened as they compared their dicks.

“What the hell are you two doing?” I asked, staring at the sight of the two good-sized dicks held side by side. Thank God the blinds were closed.

Kyle looked up with a smile. “We’re seeing whose dick is thicker.”

This day was getting weirder and weirder. A few hours ago, it was just me and my boyfriend cooking Thanksgiving dinner. I wasn’t expecting his best friend to come in while we were having sex – and I really hadn’t expected him to join us. Being spread out on the table while two guys covered me with cum turned out to be hotter than I would’ve ever imagined.

Needless to say, I’d needed to take a shower after all that.

Afterwards the three of us finished making dinner and sat down to eat a huge holiday feast, like it was just a normal Thanksgiving. Until now.

“Why are you measuring your dicks?” I couldn’t help but ask.

“We figured one of us could fuck you in the ass later while the other was in your pussy. We thought the most courteous thing to do was give you the thinner one in your back door,” Kyle answered.

He said this as calmly as if he were talking about the weather instead of exposing himself in the middle of our living room.

“Kyle won,” Matt added helpfully. “He gets your ass.”

My jaw dropped open, and I felt a flood of arousal dampen my fresh panties. I’d always wanted to try double penetration, but I’d never shared that fantasy with anyone. And now there were two hot guys in my living room discussing how to make DP good for me? Sign me up.

I stepped closer, my eyes going from one penis to the other. The best friends were definitely blessed in this particular area. Both cocks were long, thick, and straight.

I licked my lips as they both started to grow hard under my perusal. It made me feel powerful.

“I’m not sure which one of you is really smaller,” I said, my voice low and seductive. “I think I need to find out for myself.”

Striding closer, I dropped to my knees. I slid Kyle’s pants and underwear the rest of the way over his hips and down to his ankles, then did the same with Matt. When I looked up, they were both watching me with rapt attention.

It would be easy to mistake them for brothers instead of best friends. They both had the same square jaw, long nose, and large brown eyes. Kyle had some scruff today, while Matt was clean shaved. Similarly, Kyle’s hair was longer, long enough to put in a little rat tail, but Matt’s was closely cut in a regulation military cut. Their bodies had similar shapes, but Matt was wider, thicker, and much more muscular. You could really see the differences when you compared their arms or thighs.

My boyfriend had a great body, but his best friend’s was next level. So many yummy muscles.

Their cocks looked almost identical. I stared at them, trying to see a difference, but not really seeing any other than the fact that Matt’s dick had a slight bend and was darker in color. If they were serious about taking me at the same time, I was really going to be stretched wide. I shivered in anticipation.

I wrapped my right hand around Kyle’s dick and my left one around Matt’s and began stroking them slowly. They were each growing harder in my hands, reacting to my touch. I thrilled at the fact that I had this power over them.

When I tightened my grip and began to move more roughly over their cocks, they both groaned, almost in unison. They were both so responsive. This was going to be fun.

I jacked them both with my hands until they were both fully erect, then I wrapped my mouth around the mushroom head of Kyle’s dick. My hand kept moving on his best friend’s cock as I licked around Kyle’s tip a few times before sucking him into my mouth. I gave him a couple of long, hard sucks, then switched dicks.

Despite the fact that they looked so similar, Matt’s dick tasted different somehow. Not that I minded. They were both delicious.

Like I’d done for his best friend, I circled my tongue around the tip a few times before taking him into my mouth. Hallowing out my cheeks, I began to suck hard.

“Damn, your girlfriend gives good head,” Matt groaned.

“I know.” Kyle sounded proud. I tightened my fingers around his cock even more so he wouldn’t feel neglected while I was sucking off his best friend.

Matt’s fingers tunneled into my hair, pulling me closer, as he began to fuck my face. I chocked as his cock pressed against the back of my throat, and then he pulled back a bit before pounding deeply into my mouth again.

My jaw was already aching from taking such a thick cock, but I pulled off slowly and switched. Matt’s cock was slippery with my saliva as I stroked him while wrapping my lips around Kyle’s cock this time.

“Yeah, just like that, baby,” Kyle groaned as I slid my tongue along the underside of his shaft and sucked hard.

I loved doing this. Loved knowing that I was the one who could bring a man to his knees with only my mouth and my hands. I almost wished I could put both of their cocks in my mouth at the same time, but they were just too big.

After switching off a few times between the best friends, I knew that they were getting close. Time to turn up the heat.

Deciding that Kyle should get to come first, since he was my boyfriend and all, I took him as deep as I could in my throat, lightly grazing his cock with my teeth as I bobbed my head up and down his length.

He moaned softly as I reached between his legs and cupped his heavy balls in my palm. I squeezed them gently, then sucked his cock with all my might. His hips punched forward, cutting off my airway for a second before he shifted back and started spurting his warm, salty cum down my throat.

I swallowed rapidly, determined to take it all as his cock jerked inside my mouth.

“Jesus Christ,” he gasped as he slowly pulled out of my mouth, leaving a little strand of saliva stretching in the air between us.

Licking my lips, I turned back to Matt. “Your turn to come now,” I said saucily.

I felt Kyle stroking my hair as I serviced his best friend. I couldn’t believe he was okay with this, but I was glad that he was, because this was, hands down, the hottest sexual experience of my life. It was even better than what we’d done in the kitchen a few hours ago.

I glanced up at Matt. His face was screwed up in a mask of concentration and somehow, I knew he was holding back. Determined to break his control, I snaked an arm around his hip and slid my finger between his ass cheeks. He stiffened, and I pressed one finger against his pucker. He sighed deeply, releasing the clench, and I slid my finger inside him up to the first knuckle.

His groan sounded like it was ripped from his body.

I pushed my head up and down his cock, using my other hand to wrap around his base. I hummed around his man meat while I gave him shallow thrusts in the ass with my finger. It only took another minute or two before Matt finally lost control.

“Fuck!” he shouted as he shoved his cock so deep in my throat I knew I’d taste him for days.

His cum seemed to be ripped from his body, coming in long spurts that I quickly swallowed down until he was spent.

I removed my finger and released his cock, sitting back on my heels. Matt was totally silent, eyes closed, hands fisted at his sides, breath coming in harsh pants. Kyle smacked him on the shoulder.

“Did she suck the life right out of you?” he teased his best friend.

Matt opened his eyes. “That was definitely worth coming home to.”

Almost perfectly in sync, the two men pulled up their pants, hiding their magnificent cocks behind their zippers. My disappointment must have shown on my face because Kyle patted my head and said, “Don’t worry sweetheart. We’re just getting started. Matt has three whole days of leave!”


Chapter 3

A Doubly Good Finale


After lounging on the couch all evening with my boyfriend and his best friend, it was time for bed. I was exhausted after a long day of cooking, eating, and fucking, and apparently the guys were too because they both fell asleep on the couch.

I headed into bed alone, wondering what would happen next.

I didn’t have to wait long to find out. I was coming out of the shower the next morning, wearing only a towel that I’d tied around my body, when I heard voices coming from Kyle’s bedroom. Sure enough, the guys were sitting on Kyle’s bed, both of them completely naked.

“What’s happening here?” I asked, pointing between them.

It was a rhetorical question. If the smiles on their faces wasn’t enough of a hint, the twin dicks pointing in my direction would be. They were both hard as they lazily stroked themselves, clearly waiting for me.

“Get on your back in the middle of the bed,” Kyle ordered, his voice deeper than I’d ever heard it. “We are about to blow your mind.”

They’d done that yesterday, but I was up for seeing what they had for me next.

Dropping my towel, I laid on the bed. Kyle scooted up next to me, kissing me deeply while his hand kneaded my breast, pinching and squeezing my nipple. Meanwhile, Matt shouldered his way between my legs, pulling my lower lips apart so he could lick my center.

I moaned against Kyle’s mouth as Matt licked me up and down roughly, heightening my excitement.

“You like this, don’t you?” Kyle growled against my lips. “You like being a slut for me and my best friend.”

There was no sense denying it. “Yes.”

He pinched my nipple hard enough to make me cry out. “Dirty girl.”

His hard words and Matt’s questing tongue were enough to send me over the edge. I cried out loudly as an orgasm hit me. My body shook under the weight of the two men holding me down, their control over me just increasing my pleasure.

My inner muscles were still fluttering when Kyle hopped off the bed. The guys exchanged a look, having a silent conversation, then Matt crawled up the bed as Kyle gently pulled me to my feet. He gave me a long, deep kiss, then pulled away to rummage in the bedside drawer.

“Lube,” he said, holding up the container.

I swear my entire body clenched. I’d never had anal before and suddenly I was as nervous as a virgin on prom night.

Kyle noticed my reaction. One hand came up to cup my cheek.

“Don’t worry, baby. You’re gonna love this, I promise.” He pressed his lips against mine for just a second before saying, “Now hop on up on Matt and show him how grateful we are for his service.”

On the mattress, Matt snickered.

Kneeling on the bed, I threw one leg over Matt’s body until I was straddling his hips, his erection in front of me. I used my hand to jack him off a few times, although he didn’t need it. He was already hard as a rock.

With a quick glance at Kyle for reassurance, I lined up Matt’s cock with my entrance and slowly lowered my body, not stopping until my hips met his. I gasped as his thick cock stretched me wide, then blew out a slow breath, willing my inner muscles to relax.

I began riding him, the motion making my heavy breasts bounce. Matt’s hands came to my hips, fingers taking control and slowing me down. I heard the squelch of lube behind me, and when I looked over my shoulder, my boyfriend was greasing up his dick. I had no idea how that thing was going to fit but I was excited enough to try.

Kyle pressed on my back until I was draped across Matt’s chest, then he roughly grabbed my ass cheeks.

“Come a little closer,” Kyle said, and Matt slid down a couple of more inches until his feet were on the floor and his ass was right at the edge of the bed.

Kyle squired some lube between my cheeks, spreading it around with his finger.

“Are you read?” he asked.

“Yeah.”

I stifled a scream as I felt the tip of Kyle’s cock breach my back entrance. Matt drew my head down for a kiss, distracting me as Kyle continued to press inside me.

Suddenly I felt a sharp slap on my ass and when I gasped, my muscles relaxed, allowing Kyle to slide all the way in.

“Holy fuck.”

I had never felt so full in my life. Two giant cocks inside me at the same time was indescribable.

Kyle started thrusting in and out of my ass, slowly at first, then a little more quickly. After a few strokes, Matt began rolling his hips upward, fucking me from below. Sandwiched between these two guys, there was nothing I could do but take it. So I did.

I closed my eyes, relaxing into the sensation. The guys’ movements started to sync up, both of them pushing in and pulling out at the same time. The air was filled with the naughty sounds of flesh slapping against flesh.

“Your girlfriend’s pussy feels so good,” Matt said, his voice sounding strangled.

“She’s got a great cunt, nice and tight.”

The guys talking about me like I wasn’t there somehow made me even more excited. I didn’t understand why I liked this so much, but I wasn’t going to question it. Instead I dug my fingers into Matt’s shoulders, moaning loudly as I took both men.

“That’s right baby,” Kyle growled. “We’re going to fill you up with our cum and make you our slut.”

I screamed as my orgasm crashed through me, making me violently shake. The guys picked up their pace, pounding into me so roughly I could scarcely breathe. I heard Kyle groan my name, and then I felt the warmth deep inside me as he released his cum in my ass.

Matt gave a few more thrusts, his movements turned more erratic, then mumbled “Fuck” as he shot jets of his creamy seed into my womb.

Kyle pulled out of me, moving to the side of the bed, then Matt rolled me over and separated our bodies, leaving me in the middle of the two of them with cum dripping out of both of my holes. I felt completely debauched.

My boyfriend leaned over and gave me a solicitous look. “Are you okay, baby? Was that too much?”

I gave him a smile. “Nope, that was just enough.”

I turned my head to look at Matt. “How long is your leave again?”

The End
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Chapter 1



He must have done something right in a past life.

That was Marc’s first thought when he glanced up at the sound of high heels marching militantly down the hallway. Those heels were on the dainty feet of his son’s ex-fiancée, who was headed straight for his corner office.

Sierra’s sexy, femme fatale black dress seemed out of character for her quiet personality. She’d dressed for war, but she was out of her element. Even as he watched, she tugged at the fluttering skirt threatening to expose her cute little ass.

It didn’t matter, either way. The minute he’d seen her, a countdown had started to that dress ending up in shreds on his floor.

When his son had brought her home six months ago, Marc had known the relationship was doomed. Nathan didn’t know what to do with a woman like Sierra. She was twenty-three, with succulent curves and sweet lips that Marc wanted to equally kiss and feel wrapped around his cock.

His son had insisted on a long engagement, to Sierra’s visible disappointment. She was ready to settle down, and start a family. But Marc had known right away she’d be carrying no one’s baby but his.

And she’d be pregnant very soon. Sierra was already his. Now, he was about to claim her.

She stormed into his office, and he dragged his eyes up from the teasing glimpses of her soft inner thighs. He leaned back in his executive chair, watching as she tried to look anywhere except directly at him.

Sierra was too naïve to recognize her own attraction to him. She didn’t realize that she’d been eye-fucking him for months. He was tempted to seat her plump little ass right on his desk, spread her legs, and catch a glimpse of the pussy he knew was already wet.

Five minutes of talking. That was all he would allow her. Then he would give her the revelation of her life.

She dropped a folder on his desk, and it landed with a loud slap. Marc raised a brow.

“I’ve been trying to get my savings back from your son for weeks.” She lifted her chin, and her lips trembled. “Just for him to tell me it’s long gone. He gambled it away on meme stocks.”

Marc swallowed a snort. The engagement had already imploded, and his son was still fucking up. He should thank Nathan for delivering Sierra to him on a silver platter.

He opened the folder, and blinked at the paltry transactions on the joint savings account.

“It may not seem like much to someone like you. But I worked my ass off to save it.” Her eyes watered. “I planned to use it to design our nursery. At least, until Nathan got cold feet, and decided he wasn’t ready for a baby. Or a wife, for that matter.”

Marc’s nostrils flared, and he swept her with another intense glance. “You’re here to recover the money?”

“Nathan says he can’t pay me back. If he can’t, then…” Her throat worked. “I’ve hired a l-lawyer.”

Marc stood abruptly. She stumbled back when he rounded his desk and towered over her.

“If you have a lawyer, where is he?”

“I… I told him I wanted to speak with you on my own, first.” She kept her eyes trained on his chest.

She was a terrible liar.

“Did you, now?” Marc murmured.

He lifted Sierra’s chin with his finger, until she was forced to meet his gaze. Her bottom lip trembled again, and he slid his thumb slid over it, mesmerized. She drew a shaky breath.

“How about we discuss this somewhere more private?” he suggested.
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His. All his.

Marc parked in the round driveway of his estate. When he opened the passenger door for Sierra, she pressed her short dress down, trying to maintain her modesty.

She was lucky he hadn’t finger-fucked her on the drive home.

He led her inside, but she stopped in the foyer. She crossed her arms and lifted her chin once more. “So are we talking, now? Are you willing to fix this?”

“It’s already fixed.”

She blinked at his soft words. “What do you mean? If you’re planning to wire the money or something, why are we here?”

“This is where you belong.”

Sierra gaped.

His eyes dropped to her mouth. “There’s several empty rooms upstairs. Pick whichever you like for the nursery.”

“I don’t…”

Marc drew her up against him and squeezed her ass. He swallowed her gasp in a hot, claiming kiss, exploring her mouth with his tongue until she shuddered.

“Nathan never knew what to do with you,” he rasped against her lips. “I’ve thought of nothing but what I would do to you. In my bed. Bent over my desk. On your knees.”

“Mr… Mr. Crawford—”

“Marc,” he growled. “Tell me you haven’t been looking at me for months. Thinking about me. Tell me that lie, and I’ll drive you home immediately and wire the money. No questions asked.”

Sierra’s wide, dark eyes met his, but she dropped her gaze quickly without speaking.

He dipped his hand under her maddening dress and straight into her soaked lace panties. His fingers slid over her wet clit, and she rose on her tip toes with a whimper.

Marc thrust two fingers into her pussy, and a harsh groan escaped him. So wet. So goddamned tight. Her sweet, young cunt clung to his digits as he pumped them into her. It took all his control not to rip her clothes off immediately and rut her on the foyer floor.

His cock was rock-hard and leaking precum, ready to ravage her snug channel. Sierra was his. Claiming his son’s ex would be the scandal of the neighborhood, and his family. His son might never forgive him.

Marc would be too blissed-out to care while he bred his new, hot young wife, fucking her to oblivion and filling her with everything he had to give.

Sierra sagged against him. Gasping sobs escaped her, and she lifted her ass, desperately rubbing herself on his hand.

“Ride it,” he commanded.

She obliged at once, rocking her hips as she rode his fingers. He lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist. She climbed him eagerly, her heels clattering to the floor.

He carried her through the house and up the winding staircase while she clung to his neck, grinding herself down on his hand. Her pussy juices slid down his fingers and over his palm.

Marc reluctantly withdrew his hand and set her on her feet in his bedroom. The horny pout forming on her lips quickly vanished with a shocked cry when he tore her dress clean down the middle. The pieces drifted to the floor.

He licked his wet fingers and hummed in appreciation.

Her bra soon followed, revealing her mouthwatering tits with sweet, upturned nipples. He caught her waist, pulling her close to draw one of the irresistible buds into his mouth.

Sierra jerked in his arms as he sucked her nipple greedily. “Mr— Marc!”

His arm tightened around her. The thought of her breasts lush and full with milk left him growling. He licked, sucked, and nibbled both until she sobbed.

He stood back and impatiently shed his own clothing, tossing his tie and jacket to the floor. Sierra’s mouth fell open when he tugged down his boxer briefs, and his cock sprang free. Her tongue traced her lips.

Hell. He’d meant to ease her into serving him, but now would suffice.

Marc sat on the bed and spread his thighs wide. He pointed to the floor at his feet. “Kneel for me, Sierra.”

The speed at which she rushed to obey him had more precum beading up at the head of his cock.

It was something Nathan had never understood, but Marc had seen it in her needy eyes immediately, every time she’d offered him a drink at family gatherings. She was desperate to please. To give.

And he was ready to take.

His muscles twitched when her soft hands landed on his inner thighs. She lifted her eyes from his erection and glanced at him uncertainly.

Marc wound his hand in her hair. “Take me. I’ll show you just how I like it.”

Her head dipped between his legs, and he drew a sharp breath when her hot, wet mouth enveloped his shaft.

“That’s perfect, Sierra.” He caressed her face with his free hand. “Good girl.”

Sierra whimpered around his cock and drew him in deeper, sucking on him desperately.

Marc grunted, his hand tightening in her hair. He worked her over him, fucking her eager mouth as the greedy lust in him coiled tight.

His jaw flexed. He wanted nothing more than to shove his cock deep down her throat, showing her just how much she could take. To spill his cum over her tongue and force her to swallow every drop.

She slurped his cock loudly, and his hips flexed.

“More,” he demanded. “Deeper.”

She slid down his shaft another few inches. His eyes rolled back when he bumped the back of her throat. He held her in place as he thrust deep, and she whimpered again. Her throat spasmed, and her pert ass lifted off the floor.

With a growl, he pulled her mouth away. Sierra drew in a ragged gasp, and looked up at him with dazed eyes. She licked her swollen lips.

He couldn’t wait a minute longer. Scooping her off the floor, he spread her over his sheets, and drew her lace panties down her legs.

She tried to close her legs shyly, but he caught her knees and pushed them high. Her gleaming, delicious pussy greeted him as she squirmed in his grasp.

Marc held her in place as he lined himself up with her entrance. He teased her with his cock’s head, sliding it through her wetness and over her sensitive nub. Sierra gasped, her legs trembling.

A low, long moan escaped her when he began to push into her channel, stretching her wide.

“Oh, fuck,” Marc growled.

She was so fucking tight. He’d never felt anything like it. Her pussy lips parted obscenely around his shaft as he eased into her and settled balls-deep. Slowly, he withdrew, and pushed back inside with a hard thrust.

“Oh, god,” Sierra cried. Her thighs trembled, and her toes curled in the air.

“That’s right.” Marc began to move, his pelvis slapping her ass. “Take it, Sierra.”

Her pussy was so wet that he could hear every slide of his cock. He shifted his hands to grip her waist, letting her legs fall to bounce on either side of him while he pounded into her.

Marc smoothed a hand over her belly, already imagining it round and full with his child. He trailed a hand up to her mouth, and she opened it eagerly, sucking his fingers. So needy, for all of him. He’d make sure to feed her his cock every morning.

Her cunt was heaven. Pure bliss. He sped up and bottomed out on every thrust, forcing surprised squeals from her. Her tits bounced delightfully on every drive.

More. He needed more. Marc leaned over her, gripping the headboard as he fucked her furiously until the bed slammed against the wall.

“I hope you’re ready for me,” he told her. “All of me. I’m not pulling out. You’ll be taking every drop. Every time.”

He reached down between them and found her clit, rubbing the wet nub in firm circles as he pressed his body against hers. Her eyes glazed over, her core tightening around him as her nails dug into his arms.

“My Sierra. And soon, my wife. You’ll be on your back until you’re fully mine, taking my cum until you’re properly bred. Until your breasts swell with milk. Then I’ll keep fucking you as I taste it,” he growled in her ear.

Sierra shrieked and shuddered violently, her eyes wide with surprise even as her pussy clamped down on his shaft.

Marc fucked her ruthlessly through her climax, driving his cock deep into her spasming channel. “Open up. Give it all to me.”

He felt his balls drawing tight. So good. Too good, and he wasn’t ready for it to end. He pulled out, and flipped her onto her belly.

He slapped her ass. “On your knees.”

Sierra rose unsteadily on trembling limbs. She looked over her shoulder at him, biting her lip as she lifted her ass in the air.

Her well-fucked, swollen pussy lips greeted him, and his cock twitched at the sight. He pushed his fingers into her, enjoying how her sensitive cunt gripped him, still fluttering from her orgasm. Nudging her legs wider, he gripped her waist, and thrust back into her.

Fuck. Her tight, young pussy enveloped him once more, driving all coherent thought out of his brain. He pounded into her, hearing the bed slamming the wall again as his balls slapped against her.

His hungry thrusts drew gasping cries from her, but there was no slowing down. Every cell in his body was focused on claiming her. Marking her as his in every possible way.

The room faded from his vision, leaving nothing but his own animalistic growls and her breathy cries. Marc bared his teeth and wound his hand into her hair, drawing her head back. He held her immobile as he took and took, claiming every inch of her delicious cunt.

He was lost, to dark, selfish pleasure. Lightning raced down his spine. His balls began to drawn up tight again. He yanked her back into his punishing thrusts until she began to squeal once more.

It was her delightful squeals that finally pushed him over the edge.

“Fuck,” Marc snarled. He bucked, and shuddered violently. “Fuck. Sierra.”

He kept pounding as his cum spilled inside her, his eyes nearly crossing. With loud, wet thrusts, he fucked his seed deeper and deeper.

Her knees buckled from his forceful drives, and he followed her down, his ass flexing as he emptied his balls inside her.

“Take it, Sierra,” he demanded. “All of it. Take everything I give you.”

Groaning, he slowed, covering her body with his own. He wrapped his arms around her, enjoying the feel of his cock throbbing inside her slippery, snug channel.

Sierra whimpered, and he kissed her shoulder. His fingers dipped between her legs, and her lush ass twitched when he began to massage his cum into her clit.

He stroked her relentlessly, until her body tensed beneath him. Her hands fisted the sheets, and she shuddered, crying into the pillow as her climax washed over her.

Marc groaned again at the feel of her pussy squeezing and milking his cock, drawing his seed even deeper inside. He finally withdrew and sat up, caressing her damp skin.

Sierra rolled over to look at him. Her dark gaze was shy once more, and uncertain. He could see the questions in her eyes, as she likely wondered if he meant what he’d said.

He trailed his fingers over her quivering abdomen. “Next week, we’ll move your things into the house. You’ll have to make do until then. I’ll buy you whatever you need.”

“Why next week?” she whispered.

“Your first trip out of this house will be to become my wife.” He palmed her belly. “Outside of that, we’ll be too occupied for much else.”

Sierra stared at him in surprise. “You really want me pregnant?”

“I want nothing else, Sierra.” He nudged her thighs open, enjoying the sight of his cum trickling out of her folds.

His Sierra. Beautifully bred. And all his.

The End
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Chapter 1



The locker room has emptied, the coaches and assistants off to bed and the players off to trouble. Many of them are on their way to pros, but they're still college kids. The rest of the medical staff packs up as I sneak out my electric kettle and brew myself a cup of tea. Once I'm sure I'm the only one left, I undress and slip into the sauna.

And promptly let out a squeak and run back out.

"Come back!" a deep voice calls with a warm chuckle.

"I'm so sorry!" I yell through the door to whomever’s in there. I just saw skin and skittered out. "I thought everyone had gone for the night."

"Everyone but me. Come on back; I won't bite."

I should get dressed and run away, but that seems rude. And I think I splashed tea on the floor. I have to clean that up before anyone slips on it. I don’t want to end some guy’s career the dumbest way possible—especially since it’s Mason Hodges, the starting quarterback. He’s stretched out on the upper bench, watching me curiously when I return and mop up the spilled drink.

His towel is unfolded beneath him. I'm a nurse. In this locker room, I've seen pretty much everyone naked, including Hodges. But the environment stops being professional the moment I’m dressed in only a towel.

The benches make a horseshoe, and he's in the middle. I sit by his head but around the corner and on the lower bench. Not too close, and thankfully, he has one foot planted next to the other knee, covering his genitals.

He rolls his head back to see me upside-down, a terrible position for his neck and shoulders to be in. "Do you always drink hot tea in saunas?" he asks.

"I like my tea hot and my coffee cold. Just a thing." I look around the room and notice he isn't drinking anything. "Ooh, you shouldn't be in here without some water, not after a game."

"What are you, a doctor?" he asks. Not defensive, just curious.

"I'm one of your team nurses. Which you'd know if you ever came in after a game like you should," I chide with a wary eye. He never gets massages, and now I see he's not hydrating properly. He's a great quarterback, definitely going pro, and he's going to regret not taking care of his body in college when everything hurts at 27. It's not even professionalism so much as just basic caregiving that has me saying, "Let me go get you a bottle of water. Please. I can hear your veins desiccating from here."

"Nah, you stay."

I go to argue, but he's already standing.

Naked.

I avert my eyes but not quickly enough. My mouth goes dry at what I see hanging between his legs, but I'm a professional. I stare blankly at the heating unit as Hodges passes me without a care in the world, and I swear he pauses at the door to make sure I get an eyeful of ass.

He returns with two bottles of water. He sets one down next to my tea cup, winks as he says, "In case you want to cool off after that hot tea," and sits himself down on the other side of me.

Lies down. With his head on my lap.

One leg propped up again, but I'm above him now. I can see everything.

Again, I train my eyes to the damn heater.

"My girlfriend is a bitch," he says with a heavy sigh. "Was a bitch."

I’ve actually met his girlfriend. Once, but that one brief interaction was enough to make me agree. "Was? Did she die? Or just reform?"

"She's not my girlfriend anymore." He cracks open his water, pours it into his mouth. I realize this is the standard way of drinking out on the field, but we're in a sauna. His head is on my lap. Water drenches my towel.

I'm not really sure what to say.

"So, you're, like, a student nurse or something?" he asks. I feel his blue eyes burning into my chin, daring me to look at him.

"No, I'm a nurse nurse. Specializing in sports medicine. They wouldn't allow me to touch you otherwise."

"You haven't touched me yet," he says.

I look down at him to glare properly, and he's grinning up at me.

"You have pretty eyes. Do you do massages? My girlfriend always massaged me after the game."

I roll my eyes back up. Unless his girlfriend was a masseuse, she was no doubt doing more harm than good. But I’m fairly sure that was a pick-up line, and I’m not opposed to a fling. "Do you need a massage, Hodges?"

He nods. "But call me Mason." He rolls over and goes limp face-down in my lap.

"I can't massage you like this."

He flops his right arm out off the bench, indicating that it's free to grab. I shake my head, but angst-fueled boys are insufferable. I resituate us as best as I can and lean over to grab his arm.

He's probably going to suffocate between my thighs and my boobs the way that I'm leaning, but it serves him right. Apparently, he'll die happy, though. I'm not gentle with his arm, that's not what he needs, but he groans contentedly as I make my way up the limb.

His shoulder is a mess. Whether he’s got ulterior motives or not, I’m going to work on this. "You need this daily, after practice. Not from a girlfriend; from trained medical personnel."

"From you?"

"I work the health clinic Mondays, Tuesdays, and Thursdays, noon to seven. You come in then, I'll give you a massage."

The jerk actually wiggles his butt as though excited, and dammit, he has a really nice butt. "Hmm. I bet you’d do house calls for me, though. What's your name?"

"Jenny."

"Mmm, Jenny."

I feel that rumble right in my core.

I move to his left shoulder, having to twist myself slightly, and he kind of…nuzzles my thigh?…as his left hand goes to my butt.

"Umm, Hodges?"

"Mason," he corrects me again.

My skin heats up at that.

I take deep breaths as I work down his back, and now Hodges has his right hand on my thigh, which isn't quite covered. I lean over him to dig in.

He uses his cheek to push my towel farther up so he can rest his face directly on my skin.

To breathe on it.

To brush his lips over it. Not quite a kiss, but—

But his hand is moving up my thigh, and he's managed to dig his left hand under my butt, getting close to where I'm—

I'm breathless. I don't realize it until I do try to talk, and it come out as a weak "Ah!" that he takes advantage of by nudging my thighs apart. He snakes his left hand up, and one of his fingers brushes over my labia.

"Hodges!" I whine, trying to sound indignant and instead sounding like I'm in a porno.

He does kiss my thigh this time with an angry, "Mason," before pressing his nose against me. "You smell so good, Jenny—no, don't stop."

I do as he says, pressing into his lower back, his spine, working his muscles as he works his finger into me. He pushes my thigh out and winnows his tongue in to flick at my clit. I can do nothing but follow his lead, massaging him in tempo with his finger and his tongue.

This is wrong, ridiculously wrong. He doesn’t know me, and he just broke up with his girlfriend. I feel like I’m taking advantage of him even though he’s the one touching and licking me. But breathless squeaks filter out of me, and he responds with encouraging rumbles I feel to my core.

Why shouldn't I have this? I'm a single adult, he's a single adult.

He's the star quarterback. I've never even thought about this. I didn't get into sports medicine to score an athlete, they're just a unique sort of clientele. Happier. Healthier. Motivated. Appreciative of my care. But I want more.

I reach down to his butt, thinking massaging him there will encourage him to at least put another finger in me.

Instead, he grunts and says, "No, I don't want you to touch me there."

I try not to sound disappointed. But then he rolls over partly, and I lose my balance, landing half on top of him and smacking my cheek on his thick, long cock.

"That's it," he says with a chuff as he lifts my thigh over his head, bending it so it rests on his arm. "That's where I want you to touch me."

Despite everything that's already happened, I'm still gobsmacked by this moment. His cock is inches from my face, so hard it's practically pulsing, a deep, blood-flushed red pushing on purple. Cum already trickles down the head.

I lick it on impulse, and he groans against my pussy, encouraging me to lick it more.

I run my tongue up and down his length as his fingers work my pussy and his tongue torments my clit. I have to brace myself on my elbow, but my other hand is free to grab his shaft by the base, stroking it and steadying it as I nip and suckle at the tip.

"Fuck, Jenny," he groans, rubbing his cheek against my thigh for a moment before pulling my clit between his lips.

"Hodges!" I gasp.

He clips me with his teeth, making me tremble. "Say it," he growls. "Say my name." But he's working me harder, three fingers pumping me roughly. He manages to get a hand down to my tits, to twist and flick my nipple, and I'm barely keeping his cock in my mouth.

"Say it!" he barks out.

"Mason!" I scream as an orgasm barrels through me and he rolls a bit more, getting me under him.

"That's it, Jenny," he murmurs against my pussy, laying sweet kisses along my slit. "I'm not your teammate, I'm your lover."

Lover. I don't know why that word makes me whimper, but I do as I nudge my nose along the seam of his cock. His body shivers over me.

"Keep sucking me, don't stop," he says, but he returns the favor in kind, licking me in broad strokes that eventually morph into fucking me with his tongue as he thrusts into the back of my throat.

I don't mind. I'm going to come again. And I don't mind when his cock jerks and fills my mouth with cum, either.

I swallow with a gulp and a smack of my lips to prove that as weird as this was—I genuinely never considered 69 to be a valid position—I did enjoy myself. And then I realize how awkward the position is and let out a giggle over how impossible it is for us to get cozy. I suppose that’s a good thing, though. This wasn’t a cozy thing. We itched scratches, that’s it. He had his rebound fuck. I’ll have a risqué story for my coworkers once Mason graduates and I don’t have to worry anyone pitching a fit. It’s all good.

I do my best way to wiggle out from underneath him, and he actually seems to let me go, only to snatch me as my feet hit the floor. “Where do you think you’re running off to?” he asks, righting himself and scooping me up to straddle him on the bench.

“I was…umm…grabbing a towel,” I say nonsensically as he presses me against his still-firm erection.

He eyes the towels scattered around us to call my bluff. “I’m not done with you yet, Jenny.” With firm hands, he lifts me into him just enough to position his cock within my channel and lower me onto him.

I squirm out of his hold before he can penetrate. “Wait. Protection.”

He grins boyishly at me. He’s a charmer, much to the irritation of the girls on campus. He’s got a reputation for partying hard, flirting just as hard, but he’s also notoriously monogamous. He was with that bitch girlfriend for over two years, and I heard he’d tried to do the long-distance thing with his high school girlfriend before that. I suppose he could have been sleeping with other women, but secrets like that don’t keep very well on this campus.

So, yeah, his grin charms me enough not to roll my eyes when he says, “You’re my nurse; you know I don’t have anything.”

“You have sperm,” I remind him.

That charming grin turns to something sly as he lays me down on the bench. He places a gentle kiss on my stomach and says, “And I’m guessing you haven’t done anything to keep my sperms from swimming up inside you and making friends with your eggs?”

“That’s absolutely the most revolting way you could have described it, but correct.” I try to keep the laughter out of my voice but fail.

So he hums skeptically, kisses me lower down on my pelvis, and slides two fingers into me. “Are you sure? Just think about it. Think about if I pushed my cock into your sweet, tight cunt,” he says, curling his fingers to scrape them into my upper wall, making my entire body clench with need around him.

He keeps his fingers curled as he pushes them deeper and then slides them back what little distance he can.

“If I slid my cock like this inside you while you touched yourself here,” he continues, guiding my hand to my clit and encouraging me to stroke myself. “Until you came all over my cock and I sprayed my cum deep inside your cunt.”

He demonstrates this by adding a third finger and sliding them all deep, wiggling them within me to stretch my pussy in all directions.

I gasp and squirm and rub my clit harder, mindless to what he’s saying, needing to ride his fingers to my orgasm.

But then he stops wiggling inside me and brings his fingertips back out to circle my rim, instead using his other hand to walk his fingertips up my mound to my pelvis, pressing gently into the soft flesh there. “And my sperm made its way deep, deep, deep into your womb, until it found your egg and penetrated that, too.”

A single, rough thrust of those three fingers has me crying out.

“And then your belly got bigger, bigger, bigger,” he says, thrusting those fingers again, then adding his fourth, twisting his wrist with his final thrust as though he can thread his knuckles into me to fit his fist within.

He doesn’t quite make it in, but I feel those knuckles even as I writhe, wanting more and less at the same time.

He stops again, lays another kiss on my belly, and says, “Until it’s not just you and me but the whole world that knows this pussy is mine forever.”

I groan in frustration, hating how good that sounds, hating how desperately I want that in this moment, wishing the world could truly be this easy. Get the degree, get the guy, get the family. Get the job that keeps us together for the rest of our lives because yes, landing a spot on an NFL medical crew is a stretch goal, but I’m on a clear path toward it. Get this all handed to me because I’m the lucky girl who decided to have a cup of tea in this sauna.

But it’s not real.

“You don’t know me,” I gasp, attempting to peel away from him.

The hand he has on my pelvis pushes down with just enough weight that I know he’ll make me stay, but he’s still gentle. Careful. “I just have this feeling. I think you feel it too.”

I don’t know what I feel. I feel his fingers inside me. I feel his charm. I feel this…inevitability, I suppose, when I look in his eyes, that this is a path that only has one end point.

He shifts his position, drags himself over me, and snags one of my knees on the crook of his elbow while taking hold of my shoulder to spread me wide and lock me beneath him.

“This is…this is just a rebound,” I gasp, but I’m the one who lifts my ass to make the head of his cock rub in my folds, leaving a slick trail of precum.

“Or it’s fate.”

He’s overwhelming. Intoxicating. The heat of his body, the clean musk of his body wash. He has soft, sandy hair that tickles my cheek when he nuzzles at my neck. If he hadn’t just gotten off the field, I would have thought he was drunk. Or I was drunk. I don’t know. “You don’t even know my last name.”

“Pretty sure I do.” He lines his cock up to my pussy, a breath away from slipping into me. I already know how thick he is. How long he is, too. I know how he tastes. “Let me inside you, Jenny. Let me fill you up with my cock and then my cum and then my baby. Let me inside, and I’ll tell you your last name.”

This is so stupid.

But I say, “What’s my last name, Mason?”

He kisses me hard as he slams into me, claiming my lips and my pussy. With the one arm tangled on my leg to grip my shoulder, the other digging into my hip, he has me locked firmly in place so he can fuck my pussy brutally. I’m so keyed up I can’t imagine him going any gentler. He’s in his prime, lean but solid, his grip biting. I could die happy like this.

I toss my head back, languishing in the way he possesses me. And with my surrender, he slides his hand up to my tit, engulfing it in the spread of his fingers, making me whimper.

The pinch of my nipple has my other leg pulling up, locking onto his hips. The bench goes slick with my sweat, and I start to slide on each thrust until he fucks me into the wall and I have to brace my hand there.

“Touch me,” Mason growls. “I want your hands on me.”

I’m not about to get a concussion fucking Mason Hodges, but my free hand goes to that soft hair, grabbing it in my fist, tugging it until he moans. “What’s my last name?” I ask again, barely able to get the words out.

“Just a second. We’re almost there.”

We are. With another couple of thrusts, he suddenly goes still, his cock jerking within me on its own. He doesn’t leave me hanging, though; even as he comes, he rears back and rubs my clit, forcing me to tumble over the edge with him. My pussy pulses and clenches, sucking his seed deep, holding him deep inside me, refusing to let him go even when he finally slumps down over me.

He’s careful about repositioning us to get his weight off me while keeping us tangled together. There’s a long silent moment. It’s funny; usually at this point, I’m peeling myself away and puttering about to clean up and get my clothes on, hopping in the shower and putting on pajamas or taking a quick potty break and getting back in the clothes I arrived in, depending on where I am. But right now, I just want to stay like this for a very long time.

And then Mason says, “Hodges.”

“Hmm?”

“Your last name. It’s Hodges now. Jenny Hodges.”

The End
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Chapter 1



When Harriet called to ask if I was up for another night out, I was thrilled. After a quiet Christmas with the kids and a very sedate New Year’s Eve at my sister’s, I was ready for a little fun.

The club was bouncing, almost as busy as when we’d last been there just before Christmas. We stopped at the bar and downed a couple of shots, then hit the dance floor. After strutting our stuff for a few songs, we returned to the bar for more liquid refreshment. Then we headed down to the dance floor in the cellar, where the music was more to our taste.

A few songs in, a couple of would-be suitors moved in and started to dance with us. Mine was cute. He was about thirty with short brown hair and a few days’ stubble. When the music slowed, he moved close and slipped his arms around my waist, introducing himself as Noah. The song ended and he showed no signs of letting go, so when the next song started we continued to dance.

I glanced over his shoulder, looking for Harriet. She was dancing close with the other guy, laughing at something he’d said. He was good-looking, and although she looked to be having fun, I felt a little uncomfortable about her acting that way. This sort of behaviour had seemed okay at Christmas because everyone had been kissing and having a good time. But tonight, there was no mistletoe.

While I was now single and free to flirt, Harriet was happily married. What’s more, her husband Luke was a really sweet guy. Their business was starting to earn them good money, and they were looking at buying a bigger house.

Another song started. Noah ran his hand down my back. I decided to stop fretting about Harriet and enjoy the attention. I let my hands explore his shoulders and back. He was built. I smiled up at him. He leaned in to kiss my forehead very gently. I responded by rubbing my face against his. His stubble scratched, and I wondered briefly how it’d feel against the soft skin of my inner thighs. Before the third slow song had finished Noah had his tongue in my mouth while his hands gripped my arse. I pushed my body against his, thrilled to feel his hard-on pressing against me.

“Are you always this forward?” he whispered, as I rubbed my mound against him.

“No.” I sucked on his lower lip for a second. “Only when I’m horny.”

He gave a confident smile. “Do you want another drink?”

“I have to be careful. When I drink tequila, I tend to lose all my inhibitions.”

“Really?” He gave another sexy smile. “So, what should I get you?”

I ran my hand over the bulge in his trousers. “Tequila will be fine.”

He held my gaze for a second. “I’ll make it a double.”

I laughed, and he headed to the bar.

Harriet appeared by my side. “You seem to be getting on okay with your guy.”

I nodded. “Yeah, he’s cute. What happened to Mr Tall Dark and Handsome?”

She rolled her eyes. “Turns out his name’s actually Mr Tall Dark and Annoying.”

I laughed, then turned toward the bar. “My fella seems nice, and—”

“Don’t worry, I won’t get in your way.” She looked around, then smiled. “I’ll grab a drink, then dance by myself.”

Noah came over as Harriet made her way to the bar. “Everything okay?” he asked, passing my drink.

“That depends. Is this tequila?”

He grinned and nodded.

“In that case, everything’s hunky-dory.”

We both downed our drinks and went back to dancing. Even though the music became more uptempo, he kept his arms around me, and I kept pressing my body against his. After maybe half an hour, I noticed Harriet strutting her stuff on the other side of the dancefloor. A few guys hit on her. She danced and laughed with them, then moved on to the next guy when the song changed. I noticed Noah ogling her as well, but I couldn’t really blame him.

I asked Noah if he wanted to come back to my place. The fact he’d been pressing his hard-on against my tummy for the last hour made me pretty confident I knew the answer.

I went to see Harriet. With Luke being in France, she’d intended sleeping at my house. “So,” I said, “Noah’s coming back for a coffee.”

Harriet laughed. “That’s fine. I’ll let the taxi drop you guys off then take it home.”

“But your car’s at my house.”

“No problem. I’ll get another taxi to yours in the morning. If the curtains are still closed, I’ll just drive off.”

I gave her a hug, and we all grabbed our coats and headed out to the taxi.


Chapter 2



When it stopped outside my house, I got out. Noah followed me, and Harriet leaned forward and gave the driver her address.

“Why don’t you come in for a drink?” Noah said to her.

Harriet looked surprised. “No, I should probably be—”

“You can call another taxi in an hour or so,” Noah suggested.

She glanced at me. I smiled and nodded, feeling a little guilty that she was going back to an empty house. Harriet got out and we headed into my house. I went to the kitchen to grab a bottle of wine. When I came back in, Harriet was sitting on the couch and Noah was looking at the pictures of my kids on the mantelpiece.

“They’re cute,” he said.

I smiled and walked over to stand beside him, pointing to the two beautiful faces in the photo. “Tia and Finn.”

“Where are they now?” he asked.

“With their dad at his new girlfriend’s house.”

“Ah.”

I wandered back and sat in the armchair. I poured three glasses of wine, and Noah had to take the only free seat, which was on the couch next to Harriet. We chatted for about twenty minutes. Harriet told us about Luke’s trip to France, how it had been quicker to fly to Switzerland then take a train to Dijon, rather than flying to Paris and getting a train from there. She also revealed they’d put their house up for sale.

Noah seemed captivated by her, but that was nothing new. Harriet had been enthralling the opposite sex since we were teenagers.

The conversation petered out. I was keen to get Noah to myself, and felt relieved when Harriet took out her phone.

“Well,” she said, searching through the numbers. “I’ve had a lovely time, but I’m going to call myself a taxi.”

“There’s no need to rush off,” Noah said.

I could have punched him, but then I thought maybe he was just being polite.

Harriet laughed out loud. “There’s no way I’m spending another night listening to her getting railed from the other room.”

“Who said anything about you being in the other room?”

Harriet blinked, then looked at me with wide eyes.

“She’s a happily married woman,” I said, glaring at him.

“She wasn’t acting like she was a happily married woman earlier,” he pointed out. “With that guy in the blue shirt.”

Harriet laughed. “Well, my husband and I have an arrangement.”

I felt my jaw drop.

“What sort of arrangement?” Noah was leaning into her, a teasing smile on his face.

“The sort where he allows me to have a little fun if I want to.”

I stared at her, too stunned to speak.

Noah didn’t seem to have any such problem. “So your husband wouldn’t have any problem with you not getting a taxi home?”

Harriet held his gaze for a second then shook her head. “No, he wouldn’t.” She glanced at me, but I still couldn’t find my tongue.

“Great,” Noah said, leaning his shoulder against hers again as he grinned across at me.

My heartbeat kicked up a notch. It took me a few seconds to realise it wasn’t shock I felt. Well, not just shock. This was a situation I’d never been in before. The thought of what might happen made my insides flutter.

The possibility of Harriet gate-crashing my night of passion with Noah seemed like a crazy notion when I saw him kiss her. A coldness settled in my stomach, but down below a fire raged. She kissed him back, her jaw working as they went at each other with unbridled hunger. Suddenly I felt discarded. Was it Harriet that Noah had wanted all along?

She broke the kiss and looked over at me, then glanced at the space on the other side of him. Still in shock from her revelation, I stood up and walked the three steps from my chair to the couch as if in a daze. As soon as I sat next to Noah, he kissed me. His stubble scratched my chin and his tongue pushed into my mouth. I sucked his tongue then pushed back with my own.

When I felt his hand on my bare thigh, I opened my legs. His hand slid up under my short dress, the knuckles of his little finger grazing the gusset of my panties. He broke the kiss but continued to knead my thigh and push his finger against my sex. He turned away and kissed Harriet again. His other hand was under her dress. She straightened her leg and moaned when his fingers presumably found their target.

Noah came back and kissed me, his hand now pushing the soaked cotton gusset between my engorged outer lips. I was already wet, and he must have been able to feel it.

When he broke the kiss, Harriet leaned forward and undid the buttons of his trousers. I watched her, still struggling to accept that my closest friend had kept her open marriage from me. We’d told each other everything since we were kids. The night I lost my virginity, I’d gone home and phoned Harriet. We’d gone to different universities but still met up every month to discuss our adventures with the men we’d met. The night before her wedding, we’d sat up in the hotel and she’d told me how great Luke was and that she was going to have his babies and be the happiest woman in the world. I don’t know what I found more surprising, the fact she and Luke slept with other people, or the fact she’d never told me about it.

Harriet slid off the couch and knelt by Noah’s feet. I helped her open his trousers and watched as she released his cock from his shorts. He was fully hard, and a good size.

She looked up into my eyes and raised her eyebrows, then reached over and picked up the phone she’d intended calling a taxi with just a few minutes earlier. So much had changed in those minutes. She unlocked her phone and tapped the screen, then passed it to me.

“Here,” she said. “Take a photo of this so I can send it to Luke.”

Without waiting for my response, she bent over Noah’s groin and took almost his full length into her mouth. He moaned and dropped his head back against the couch.

I took the photo then stared at the image on the screen. She looked so incredibly sexy with her eyes closed and lips stretched around his girth. Her eyelashes reached halfway down her cheeks.

I glanced up from the screen to see her slowly bobbing her head. Noah was letting out low moans, and again I wondered if he’d care if I wasn’t there. Harriet released his cock and held out her hand for the phone. After I’d given it to her, she angled Noah’s cock towards me. It was slick with her saliva.

I slid off the sofa and knelt on the floor next to her, his legs separating us. Watching Noah’s face, I lowered my head and sucked his cock, making him sigh. Harriet tugged his trousers down his thighs and leaned in to suck his balls, then stuck out her tongue and moved up his shaft. I pulled my mouth off his cock to let her suck it, but to my amazement she kissed me, opened mouthed. I closed my eyes and my head spun. She was soft and tasted of lipstick.

Harriet pulled back, eyes sparkling with mischief, then took his cock back into her mouth. Her lips were so far down his shaft the top half of his dick must have been in her throat. I was intimidated but didn’t intend letting either of them know it. I got my head in and took his balls into my mouth. Then I copied her action of licking up his shaft. This time I started our kiss, and I pushed my tongue into her mouth.

Noah was murmuring encouragement at our kissing, then I had his cock in my mouth—though not as far into my throat as Harriet had managed—and rather than sucking his balls, she was kissing the side of my face. I released him again and Harriet got him into her mouth and started bobbing her head quickly. I glanced at Noah’s face, saw his mouth drop open and heard him let out a grunt. His balls lifted in his sack, and Harriet gulped.

He was coming in her mouth, letting out sighs and whimpers, and again I felt surplus to requirements. She eventually released his cock and gripped the base as she licked it all over. She smiled up at him, and he stared at her with puppy-dog eyes.

Without warning, Harriet reached over and rubbed my boob through my dress. I gasped, and she laughed. Noah bent down and lifted me onto his lap, my back pressed against his chest. I could feel his cock softening against the tops of my thighs. He pulled me back and cupped my boobs, then ran his hands down my body. My dress was hiked up my thighs, and he had no problem slipping one hand down my panties. I groaned as he pushed two fingers inside me.

Harriet knelt up and gripped the waistband of my panties. “Let’s get rid of these, shall we?” She smiled as she peeled them down my legs and dropped them on the floor.

Noah still had his fingers inside me, and he started to roll his wrist forward and back, finger-fucking me.

I let out a groan and pumped my hips. Harriet stroked the outside of my thighs, watching Noah’s hand pleasure me. Suddenly the dam broke and I arched up as I came, crying out with pleasure.

Harriet leaned down and kissed my hip, then bit it. When I yelped, she laughed and did it again. Noah pulled his fingers out of me and reached down for Harriet, who was the only one of us yet to have an orgasm. I helped him haul her onto the couch, and she lay down on the cushions. He ran his hands up her legs and pushed her dress up, revealing lacy black panties. He stared at them for a few seconds before pulling them down her long legs and over her bare feet.

Harriet parted her legs and watched his face. He leaned down and planted a kiss on her black pubic hair, then moved lower and ran his tongue through the glistening opening of her sex.

My legs were still shaking from my own orgasm, and I would have just watched the two of them if Harriet hadn’t reached out and pulled me close. While Noah licked her sex, she looked into my eyes and pulled my head down to hers. When our lips met it was a soft, warm kiss. Cradling my head, she kissed me with such tenderness I was shocked and thrilled at the same time. She’d been my best friend for twenty-five years and never had I known she felt like this about me.

Harriet let out a low moan and started to writhe, but I didn’t stop kissing her. Noah was the one who was going to make her come, but she was sharing her pleasure with me. She moaned and held my lips to hers as she came. I fucked her mouth with my tongue. I’d never fantasised about being with a woman before, but suddenly I wished it had been my tongue that had brought Harriet to orgasm.

Finally, we broke the kiss and she smiled at me. Then she glanced from me to Noah. “Maybe we should go upstairs now.”

I led the way up to my bedroom and the other two followed. Noah fumbled with his shirt buttons while kicking off his shoes, then took off his trousers and shorts. As Harriet and I stripped, I couldn’t help worrying about Noah comparing our bodies. She’d always had a lovely figure—pert boobs, peach-shaped bum and long legs—and she hadn’t had kids. She didn’t need to worry about stretchmarks or tits that had been sucked dry by two hungry kids.

Fortunately, Noah didn’t grimace when his eyes took in my naked body, and I certainly liked the look of his broad chest and muscular shoulders. What’s more, he was sporting another erection.

Harriet told him to lie on the bed. Once he’d done so, she came to stand next to me. “Who’s going to ride him first?”

Harriet and Luke had an open marriage, which probably meant she’d done this many times. My husband had left me for another woman, so although I’d happily groped Noah on the dancefloor, I was a little intimidated now.

“You go first,” I whispered.

“Okay.” She crawled onto the bed, then looked over her shoulder. “You sit on his face.”

I got on the bed and knelt over Noah’s head, facing Harriet. I watched as she gripped his dick and swiped it through her lips, then slowly lowered herself down onto it. She let out a low moan and began rocking her hips. I glanced down at Noah, then lowered myself onto his face. His tongue pushed inside and I rocked on it, leaning forward slightly to try and get some friction on my clit.

Harriet reached out and caressed my breast. It felt nice, and I stroked hers. Then I placed my hand on the back of her head and pulled her in for another kiss. This went on for a couple of minutes before she broke the kiss and rocked faster, grinding down on him until her eyes squeezed shut and she let out a long exhale.

She lifted off and suggested we change places. We crawled over the prostrate man on my bed and took our new positions. As Harriet lowered herself onto his face, I slipped his cock inside me and let out a grateful sigh. His finger had been good, but his cock felt so much better. I didn’t know how long he’d be able to last, but hoped the fact he’d already unloaded once meant I’d be able to come before he did. Closing my eyes, I concentrated on the feeling of his dick sliding in and out of me.

Harriet started murmuring and I opened my eyes. She was grinding herself down onto his face, smearing him with her juices. Noah was lapping at her and I realised she was going to come again. I ground my clit on his pubic bone and just about beat her to it. Incredibly, Noah had managed to hold out without splurging.

Harriet and I let him up and we both knelt on all fours, side by side facing the headboard. Noah moved behind us and Harriet let out a groan. He fucked her for a while, then moved over and entered me. Harriet nuzzled the side of my neck while I was being fucked, then Noah pulled out and it was her turn again.

When he came back to me, Harriet dropped onto her back and scooted underneath me. As Noah plunged in from behind, she pulled my upper body down so our boobs mashed together. She stroked my face and stared into my eyes as Noah gripped my hips and fucked me harder. I felt his cock twitch and throb as he unloaded.

We fell onto the bed in a tangle of limbs. I pulled the quilt over us, then we snuggled down, exhausted, with Noah in the middle.

A sense of disbelief washed through me. I watched my best friend fall asleep with her arm around the guy whose cum was still inside me. We’d met him less than three hours ago, and yet he’d already shared something no other man had ever done. He’d fucked us both.

As teenagers, Harriet and I made a pact. We decided that no boy was worth risking our friendship over, and so I vowed never to go out with any of the boys she’d dated, and she did the same. We stuck to it, breaking some hearts along the way. Yet here, fifteen years later, a guy we’d known for just a few hours had double-dipped and now had our juices drying on his tired dick. What’s more, Harriet had swallowed his first load while his second was now seeping out onto my thighs. I wondered if this was something we’d ever repeat, and I thought again about my reaction to her kisses, and the softness of her body pressing against mine.

I was roused from sleep by the sound of a man muttering. We’d left the bedside lamp on the lowest setting, and I could see Noah’s face. I immediately knew what my friend was doing, and I pushed the quilt down to reveal her kneeling between his legs, sucking his cock. She glanced at me, smiling with her eyes, but didn’t stop the blowjob. I scooted down the bed and knelt behind her, then ran my hand over her perfect bum. She wiggled it from side to side and, without thinking, I leaned forwards and slid my tongue up the slit of her sex. She tensed, but when I repeated the action, she began to rock her hips. I stroked her soft thighs and probed with my tongue, mesmerised by what we were doing.

Noah probably hadn’t a clue what was happening—wouldn’t see anything beyond his blowjob—but Harriet reached down and squeezed my hand as I pressed my face into the soft wetness of her body. Her juices coated my cheeks but I didn’t care. Suddenly she was pulled away and pushed onto her back. Noah had evidently decided he needed more than a blowjob. Harriet spread her legs and he fed his cock inside her. I moved up the bed to lie beside her. It wasn’t that I felt like I was missing out. I simply wanted to watch her get fucked.

She undulated beneath him, stroking his back and whispering things into his ear. Then she turned her head and smiled at me. She reached out and pulled me in for a kiss. Noah raised himself up on straight arms, affording us more room. Harriet licked her own juices from my face, then pushed her tongue into my mouth. I sucked it hungrily.

She pulled back and flicked her eyes toward Noah. “You want some of him?”

I shook my head. “No, I want you to get this one.”

She held my gaze, completely ignoring the guy whose cock was slamming in and out of her. “Sit on my face.”

I frowned and shook my head, leaning close so Noah wouldn’t hear. “I have his stuff dripping out of me,” I whispered.

“I know. Sit on my face and I’ll clean it out.”

I stared at her in shock.

She motioned me to do as asked, so I crawled up the bed and knelt on the pillow. Noah leaned back to make room for me, and I lowered my still seeping sex onto my best friend’s tongue. A sigh escaped my lips as she held my hips and pulled me down. Her tongue invaded me, not just licking and lapping at my petals, but probing right into my channel. I groaned and rubbed my clit against her chin.

Noah seemed to like what we were doing and fucked her harder. Harriet pulled me down so tight I worried I’d suffocate her, but then I was tumbling into yet another orgasm and nothing else mattered. Noah pushed in and grunted, then started thrusting again. He’d just come for the third time in as many hours. I was impressed by his stamina. Harriet was rolling beneath us and I lifted up to watch her face as she came yet again. I’d lost count of how many times she’d got off.

We all settled down and again the quilt was pulled over us. This time I slept more soundly, probably for several hours.

It was light outside when I woke up. The other two were still asleep, and I slipped out of bed and went to the loo. When I crept back into the bedroom, Harriet was awake. She watched as I walked naked to the bed, and I felt suddenly awkward. We’d been best friends forever, but last night had taken things to a whole new level. I worried that I was a little bit in love with her.

She looked down at Noah, who was having a well-earned rest, then prodded him in his ribs. He jumped, opening his eyes and looking startled.

She smiled sweetly at him. “Good morning,” she said.

He shook his head. “God, you’re insatiable.”

“You’d better believe it, mister.” She sat up and pushed the quilt down to uncover his cock. “Either you get that thing hard again, or you go downstairs and make us some breakfast while we sort ourselves out.”

I couldn’t help laughing, but Noah proved to be more than up to the challenge,

He got up onto his knees and lay the two of us side by side, then looked down at us.

“Does your mouth do anything but complain?” he asked, a teasing smile on his face. It was a rhetorical question because he knew she’d made us both come with her mouth.

Harriet raised her eyebrows, then opened her mouth wide. He crawled up the bed and pushed his flaccid dick into her mouth. She closed her eyes and bounced her head up and down. After a while he pulled it out and pointed it at my face. I copied her actions and enveloped him with my mouth. His cock was starting to thicken. He went back into Harriet’s mouth, and by the time he pushed it back into mine he was fully hard.

He crawled down the bed and entered me. I groaned and pushed my head back into the pillow, still a little tender from the previous night. After a short time he moved over and fucked Harriet, and she raised her legs and wrapped them around his waist as she bucked beneath him. I was amazed when she came again so quickly.

Then she pushed him off. “Okay, do her now.”

Noah came back and fucked me hard, but I knew I wasn’t going to come again. Suddenly he pulled out, held himself up on one arm, angled his cock at our chests and sent thick ropes of cum over us. Considering he’d already come three times, the volume was impressive.

Harriet writhed and moaned, then started rubbing it into my boobs with her hand. I did the same to her. Noah knelt at the end of the bed and watched as we rolled onto our sides and hugged each other, smearing his cum between our bodies.

When we eventually parted, we all knew our session had come to an end. Noah got off the bed and started looking for his clothes. I put on my robe, and Harriet went for a shower.

I took Noah downstairs and made him a coffee while he phoned for a taxi. Harriet came down with her hair wet and last night’s dress on, her heels dangling from her fingers. The taxi arrived and we said goodbye to Noah.

As soon as the front door was closed, I looked at Harriet. “How long have you had an open marriage?”

She gave a shy smile. “A while.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

She shrugged. “It’s not the sort of thing I could just slip into a conversation.”

I looked down at the floor, then back into her eyes. “I’ve never been that way with a woman before.”

“Me neither.”

I held my breath, willing her to say more.

She must have sensed my nervousness because she leaned close and rubbed her nose against mine. “Are we still okay?” she asked.

“I hope so.” I smiled. “Will you tell Luke what happened?”

“I’ll tell him we both slept with Noah.”

“What about what happened between us?”

Harriet held my gaze for a second, then shook her head. “No, I’ll keep that part to myself.”

“Ashamed?”

“Not at all.” She kissed me gently on the lips. “It’s just something I want to keep a secret for a while.”

“Oh.” I realised my heart was thumping in my chest. “Is it a good secret or a bad secret?”

“A good secret.” She squeezed my hand. “And something I think we should talk about another time, but I need to go. Luke’s on his way home.”

“You’ve spoken to him?”

“I just sent him the photo you took.”

“Wow. What did he say?”

She laughed. “Not much, he was about to get on a plane.” She put her shoes on and picked up her coat. “I’ll call you in the week.”

I watched her walk to her car, then went back to bed to catch up on my sleep.

The End
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Chapter 1



Olivia was so goddamn sweet I was certain if you pricked her, she would bleed caramel. The candy apple red of her lipstick that day added to the whole metaphor, and it was those lips and those big mischievous eyes I was drawn to from the moment I came through the door.

Our daughter’s college friend was barely wearing a stitch of clothes. Her big breasts strained against tiny triangles of a bikini top, her slim tummy naked, showing off her belly button piercing. The shorts were more modest than the top but only by degrees, the denim cut off so high on her hip I had no doubt she’d show off a little ass cheek if she stood up and turned for me.

For Olivia to make me ignore my wife was a hell of a feat. Katherine was seated on the loveseat at an angle to the couch where Olivia sat, one creamy, freshly lotioned leg under her butt. At that angle, given her short tennis skirt, Olivia probably could see a hint of her panties. My wife gave me a self-satisfied smirk, poised like a cat that was very pleased with itself. She toyed with a lock of her blonde-brunette hair, one of her flirty gestures.

Already I could gather a mental picture of what must have happened. My wife loved no other form of exercise more than tennis and played regularly with some of the other thirty- and forty-something women around the community at a local court. Olivia lived in one of the new apartment complexes equidistant on the other side and probably saw her best friend’s mom playing. They said hello, Katherine invited Olivia back here to go swimming like she used to before our daughter Molly graduated from college, and now here she was, in our house, looking up at me with that beatific, mysterious smile of hers.

To this day I’m not sure exactly why I did what I did. I thought Katherine had Olivia on the reel. We’d talked about her in bed a couple months back when we found out Olivia turned twenty, how ripe she was, how she looked at me sometimes, how she would laugh at my jokes and touch my arm. My wife loved to torture me like that, feeding me fantasies about the hot women in our lives. Sometimes she even made them come true.

I thought that’s what this was. It had all the earmarks of it. A hot twenty-year-old barely dressed in our living room, my wife practically showing off her pussy to her. I pounced on it, never realizing until later that it was no setup.

Olivia stared up at me as I crossed the room, her smile shifting into something more curious. Katherine shifted on the couch, my name falling from her lips too late. “Kellen.” I heard her tone but I didn’t process it fast enough. I gripped Olivia by the chin and kissed her, as my hand went to my belt and began to free it.

“Here I was wondering if I would have to make the first move,” Olivia said softly. She glanced aside at Katherine and arched one of her fine eyebrows. Katherine held her hand to her lips, cheeks bright red, but she had the presence of mind to nod.

I noticed all this but my brains were making a fast exit and my primal need for our daughter’s hot college friend took over. My hand went to my belt, and Olivia’s joined it, working at my zipper while I stared down at her gorgeous face and the slopes of her breasts.

I didn’t bother taking my slacks or boxes off. Instead, I shoved them down to my hips. Olivia took in the size of me and her smile grew even wider. She looked up into my eyes as I lifted one foot and set it on the couch cushion beside her.

“Suck it,” I said. “Take my cock in that pretty little mouth and suck it.”

“Fuck,” Katherine whimpered.

Olivia took my cock in her slim hands and sucked my tip, staring up at me. I hardened as she teased it with her lips and tongue, bobbing her head up and down the first couple inches as I grew and grew. When I was fully hard, I put a hand on her shoulder.

“Sit back,” I said, my voice brooking no debate.

She scooted back on the couch until I could stand on it entirely, wondering what the fuck I was doing until I was looming over her, one hand on the wall, the other going to the back of her head and driving her face down the length of me.

Oh fuck, that mouth felt good wrapped tight around my dick. I didn’t relent. I wanted to own that pretty face, to drive my cock down her throat, to fill her up with my cream.

“Mmmmf!” she choked out around me.

I pulled back so Olivia could take a breath, then I shoved even deeper into her mouth, hitting the back of her throat. Her eyes watered as she stared up at me, her cheeks going as red as a tomato. It took a few thrusts for her to acclimate to me but when she got in the game, she gave as good as she took, lashing me with her tongue, hollowing out her cheeks, teasing my tip when I’d pull back to her lips.

On the loveseat, Katherine tugged her sports panties down and spread her legs wide, sinking slowly down as she watched us. One hand went to her pussy and she moaned, “Suck his cock, that’s a good girl, taking so much of my man.”

Olivia came off me with a gasp and a cough. “Good girl,” she whimpered, and drove back down my cock, her hands wrapping around me and jacking my wet length as she sucked.

“Our very good girl,” I said.

One of her tits slipped free of the near-nonexistent bikini top, her small pink nipple joined soon by its bestie. One of her free hands dropped to her shorts, popping the button and sliding in. I fucked her face even harder, knowing she liked this, knowing she was ours.

“You’re ours now,” I grunted.

“Urgh!” she gagged around me, blinking up at me with those sweet eyes.

“Oh, Olivia, you’re going to look so sexy with him sliding that big dick inside your sweet little pussy,” Katherine cooed.

Oliva came off me, gasping, “Oh God, oh, oh-URK!”

You can guess why she was cut off so sharply. I held her head in place and fucked her face, going for broke. Katherine was now at an angle to us, one her back, one leg on the floor, the other bent, her fingers playing at her clit and her pussy with lightning fast flutters. Olivia’s eyes kept flicking towards her, but I wanted them on me.

“Look at me now, baby, look at me as I feed you my come,” I said.

Olivia drew a sharp breath through her nose. She drove down as far as she could take, my cockhead resting against the back of her throat, her jaw stretched to her limits. I jerked back, my hand joining hers on my cock.

“Take it, take every drop of him,” Katherine said.

Olivia tried. She really did. The first few blasts she swallowed, her throat working noisily to try and keep up, but there was so much of me she had to cough it out, spattering her chest and my thighs with my come. She gasped for air, her fist still a blur up and down my length as I fired the last shot across her chin.

I stepped off the couch and pulled Olivia to the edge. I dropped to my knees and gripped her shorts and the bikini bottoms she wore underneath. She pushed up and I tugged them off her, leaving slim folds, pale pink pussy, and her big hood bared to me. Her hand went to her pussy, rubbing her clit in wide circles.

“Show her why I keep you around,” Katherine said, her own legs spread wide as she watched the show.

Far be it for me to deny Katherine anything. I moved Olivia’s hand aside, brought my thumbs to her hood, and flicked my tongue against her clit. She responded immediately, her butt jumping as I made contact. I teased with fast flicks before licking it hard, keeping my thumbs right where they were, rubbing the sensitive skin around her button. I ignored her pussy for the moment, going for her orgasm fast and hard, using every trick I knew Katherine loved.

“Yes, ohhh, oh yes, Mr. Smith,” Olivia moaned. Hearing that fall from her lips — Mr. Smith — as I was doing this to her made it so much dirtier. I was reminded again I was nearly thirty years older than her. She was so fucking young.

“Lick her clit, baby, make our new pet come…” Katherine told me.

“Mm, your pet,” Olivia moaned. “I like th-that.”

“We’ll have to… get you a little collar… to let everyone know you’re ours.”

Fuck. That thought brought my cock back to life and drove me into a frenzy. I flicked and sucked her clit as I imagined it, sexy twenty-year-old Olivia walking down the street between us with a collar around her neck with our last name on it. That was fucking hot as hell.

“I think… he likes that… idea,” Olivia gasped. “Oh, oh f-fu… like that, please, just like that, ohhhh… that’s it, I’m going to… I’m close… oh, ohhhh!!”

Her voice went high and keening, her knees jerking upward. She came, her hands clutching at my hair, and I drove my mouth down to her wet pussy. Playing with her clit had been for her. Tasting that sweet young cunt was for me. I loved how fresh she was, and wet to boot. She thrust her hips up and rolled her head back, still gripping my hair. She bucked against my tongue, still so sensitive, and beside us I heard Katherine mewl with her own pleasure, a sure sign she was close.

“Mm, Kellen, lick her, lick her pussy, I can’t wait to taste her myself…”

She wouldn’t, not until I had my fun. Katherine loved to watch me with other women. It was her biggest kink.

“He’s so… good with his… mmmm, h-his tongue…” Olivia said.

“Wait until you feel his cock inside you.”

Olivia loved that idea, her hips thrusting upwards, eyelids fluttering. “Yessss, his cock… inside… me, oh, ohhhh!”

I could take no more of this and had to fuck her. I gripped the couch cushions on either side of her knees and shoved up to my feet, my cock right at face level again. She took it in her mouth for a couple of long sucks as I dropped my sport coat behind me and kicked off the loafers I forgot I’d been wearing.

Still in my slacks and Oxford, I pulled back and growled, “On your knees, Olivia. Face Katherine.”

She scrambled to obey, and I ran my hand over her spectacularly tight young ass. “Good girl,” I said, and spanked her lightly.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she moaned. Her eyes widened and she looked at me with genuine embarrassment.

I chuckled and teased her pussy with my thumb. “I like it. Katherine calls me that too.”

“Oh, we are keeping you,” Katherine breathed. She moved slowly, like she was in a dream. Getting onto her hands and knees too, she curled a finger at Olivia. Our young lover scooted forward so the two women could kiss at the corners of the couch and loveseat. I knelt on the couch behind Olivia, first spreading her cheeks apart to get a good look at her little bleached asshole. She’d need practice with toys before I could fuck her there, but I promised myself I’d be back , and soon.

As for now, no more easing. I had to have her. I pressed my cockhead to her pussy. Her back arched upward before I’d even cleared her entrance, her big tits shaking with the movement.

“Oh my God, oh fuck, I’m really…” I slid deeper inside her and she wailed, “I’m fucking… oh… OH!”

She never did complete that thought. In that moment I slid deeper into her, my big dick filling her nearly virginal pussy.

Katherine cupped her chin and asked, “Is it too big, darling, is it too much?”

“Don’t stop, don’t stop, it feels so good,” Olivia cried out.

I didn’t. I took her with fast, hard strokes, pushing deeper and deeper inside her every time. Tight though she might be, she took an insane amount of me, right to the balls. Only Katherine had ever been able to do that, and yet here our newest toy could too.

“Fuck,” I growled, bouncing her back and forth with every thrust. Her tits kept up the rhythm with us, swaying back and forth. She strained to kiss Katherine now and then, brief butterfly kisses that never landed in the same spot twice. Katherine watched us with heat in her eyes, panting hard, her hand between her thighs as she rocked in subconscious imitation of Olivia, like it was my cock doing this to her instead. Even with the sharp skin-against-skin thwaps of my body against Olivia’s, I could hear my wife’s fingers slide in and out of her pussy, wet squick squick squick noises that only served to drive me even wilder.

Olivia couldn’t take that fucking for long before her arms gave out on her. She fell against the couch’s arm, and I popped free of her. I grabbed her arms and pulled her back up to her knees, my cockhead pointing the way to her pussy like a dowsing rod. I kept hold of her arms and drove right back into her, making her cry out as I punched deep inside her cunt.

“Oh, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!” she cried out. She started giggling then, a breathless, hiccupping sound punctuated by, “I’m… I’m coming, I’m coming, I’m co-coming…”

I kept fucking into her, keeping her upright by pulling back on her arms. Katherine gasped, “So sexy, so fucking sexy, baby…”

“Good… girl?” Olivia asked, jerking with my thrust.

“So fucking good, such a good girl, such a good girl for your Daddy.”

“Yes! Daddy’s… good… girl!”

They came, Katherine first, her eyes closing, face drawn in rapturous pleasure. I’d never seen her buck like she did then, her hips jerking, her head twisting to the side. Her eyes only opened again when Olivia cried out, “I’m coming, I’m coming, oh, oh I’m coming for Daddy, comi… ohhhhhh!”

I kept fucking her harder and harder. When I let go of her arms, she fell forward, gasping and panting but just as fast I had my hands full of her tits, lifting her back up and fucking up into her as she bounced back against me, her head twisting to look at me over her shoulder. I stopped just long enough to kiss her, then starting hammering up into her wet pussy. She could say nothing except make a keening, “Oh! Oh! Oh!”

“Are you on the pill, baby girl?” I asked.

“S-s-s-shot,” she stuttered out, her head bouncing with the fucking. “On the shot, please, Daddy, come inside me, come inside me!”

Thank God. I was close and I wanted to feel her around me as I came. I pulled her back with me as I sat on the couch, still clutching her around the waist and cupping her tits as I thrust up into her. She rode me, catching something of a second wind, and like a bullet, my wife was off the loveseat and between our legs, lapping at the connection of my cock and our daughter’s friend’s pussy.

I could take no more. I fucked up into Olivia one more time, squeezing her tits and pulling her tight against my chest. She cried out with delight when I spurted deep inside her. I brought one hand up to her chin and twisted her head again so I could kiss her. She shimmied up and down my body, one of her trembling hands on my wife’s head as Katherine lapped up the come drizzling out of Olivia.

“I think…” she said, her voice hoarse. “I think I made a mess out of your pants and shirt.”

I looked down, finally realizing I was still mostly clothed. I chuckled and dropped my head back against the couch cushion. “Jesus. Olivia. We are not letting you leave this house.”

“I hope not,” she said. “Best sex of my life.”

“Wait until Katherine gets involved,” I said.

“Mm. Can’t wait. Does the old man have a round two in him?” Olivia asked Katherine.

My wife grinned up at her, gripped my knees, and stood up to kiss her. “A round two, and probably a round three or four. Time has only made him even hornier.”

“Old man,” I muttered. I thought of Olivia calling me Daddy and chuckled to myself as I cupped her tits again.

“What?” Olivia asked.

“I have no idea what we’re going to tell our daughter when she comes home and finds you wearing a collar and calling me Daddy.”

The End

Hey there, I’m Ian Snow. Thanks for picking up this charity anthology and reading my little short story. Hope you enjoyed it. If you like this story, you can find my work on Amazon here.


On My Knees for My Boss by April Cross

MF, D/s, Office Play



Chapter 1



“Shit!” I gasp as coffee splashes down my front. I stare down with dismay at the huge brown stain spreading across my light blue blouse. This is not how I wanted to start the second week at my new job. I was already five minutes late, and now this.

Ugh, I’m going to have to endure judgmental looks all day. And of course, it’s right on my breasts. Setting my coffee down at my desk, I grab a stack of papers and hurry to the copy room, trying to catch up because I already feel behind and it’s not even 8:15 a.m.

My foot catches on nothing, and I tumble forward, papers flying everywhere. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” I mumble in frustration.

As I scramble to gather the mess, I want to laugh at how absurd this is. My day has barely begun. What else is going to go wrong?

I take the papers back to my desk to straighten them out, and while I’m working, an incredibly sexy guy in his early forties comes into the office and pauses at my desk.

“You must be Lily.”

The tone of his voice is deep, and my mouth goes dry as I stare up at him. Well, hello Daddy. The guy is about six feet tall with dark hair, piercing hazel eyes, and a killer smile. His salt-and-pepper beard is trimmed perfectly.

“I am, hello!” I give him a cheery smile, hoping that there’s nothing stuck between my teeth.

When he holds out his hand to shake mine, my eyes are drawn to his forearms and the way his muscular biceps strain the fabric of his navy dress shirt.

“I’m Mr. Harrison. It’s nice to meet you.”

His palm is warm against mine, and I swear I feel an electrical tingle run up my arm. Ohhh, he’s my new boss? He was on vacation last week while his previous administrative assistant trained me. I’m his personal admin, so we’re going to be working closely together. Mmm, something tells me I won’t mind working close to him. This job just got better.

His eyes flicker to my shirt, and I try not to squirm awkwardly. Yeah, so they hired an admin with two left feet. He would have learned that soon enough because everything that’s happened so far this morning isn’t that uncommon.

When he wishes me a good morning and heads down the hall to his office, I try my best not to watch him. I’m unsuccessful. He's got a fine ass. Dammit, why am I so attracted to older men? I’m twenty-eight, and my body needs to get with the program and be interested in guys my own age.


Chapter 2



When the intercom on my desk buzzes thirty minutes later, I jump in surprise and have to hold in a yelp.

Mr. Harrison’s smooth voice comes through the speakerphone. “Lily, please come to my office.”

“I’ll be right there, Mr. Harrison.”

I quickly put on lip gloss and run my tongue over my teeth to double check that none of my breakfast bagel is stuck to them. Fluffing my brown curls, I straighten my skirt and take a deep breath. This isn’t a big deal. I’ve known Mr. Harrison for less than an hour. He can’t have formed a lasting opinion about me already.

Glancing down at the stain on my shirt, I sigh. Yeah, I just wish this hadn’t happened today. Oh well, there’s nothing I can do about it now.

As I stand up, I straighten my shoulders and sashay into his office as if I’m the most confident woman in the world instead of a twenty-eight-year-old who can’t manage to drink a cup of coffee without incident.

I knock once, even though the door is open. Mr. Harrison glances up from the monitor of his computer and waves me in. “Lily, come in, close the door, and sit down.”

Nervously, I take a seat in the leather chair facing his desk and place my hands demurely in my lap.

I flush as he studies me for a moment before asking, “How was your first week?”

Oh god, he wants to make small talk. I clear my throat, hoping to sound sophisticated and not like I have a frog in there.

“Very well, thank you.” I resist the urge to tug on the fabric of my shirt self-consciously. “Mrs. Alvarez was a very patient instructor and was extremely helpful in teaching me your expectations for the position. I believe I can deliver quality results to meet your goals.”

I hate how stiff and formal my response is. It wasn’t a question requiring a PowerPoint presentation, but I want to prove I can be the best assistant ever.

When a slow smile spreads across his face, I relax a little. He looks down at his hands on the desk for a moment, and I notice his lashes are really long. I’m jealous of how beautiful they are. When he meets my eyes again, my heart flutters.

“Yes, Maria is quite organized and was my personal assistant for years. I’m sure she trained you well. But please use my first name, Bren. We aren’t formal around here.”

I nod and respond with a quick “Yes, sir.”

Oh fuck. He raises an eyebrow, and I can feel my face turning pink.

“I mean, Bren.” I correct myself with an internal grimace.

I know why I called him sir. From the way my body is reacting to him, it’s not surprising it popped out. He’s exactly the type of person I daydream about tying me up and using my body for all sorts of delicious things. On top of being handsome, he smells wonderful, and it’s making my body go haywire. The scent is a mixture of sandalwood and masculinity that draws my attention to the fact we’re alone in a small room together. As my body temperature increases, I mentally chide myself. Stop acting like this is high school. This is my new boss, for fuck’s sake.

While I wrestle with my hormones, he explains, “You’ll be handling all of my needs...”

When he says the word ‘needs,’ my brain blips out and I miss the rest of his sentence as I consider what needs of his I’d like to take care of. I’d get on my knees and handle whatever he wants. God, I’m such a slut who needs to get laid. I’ve never reacted this strongly to anyone before, and it’s been a year since I broke up with my last boyfriend. A very long year where I’ve focused on myself and my career instead of hooking up with guys.

I tune back in when he asks, “Are you single?”

My eyes widen in surprise, but I remind myself it’s probably a simple question because he can see I’m not wearing a wedding band. I raise my chin and keep my tone professional. “Yes, I'm single.”

This seems to amuse him, which is weird. Can he tell I find him attractive? How dirty is it to be lusting after my new boss? He gives me another smoldering look, and my stomach clenches with desire. I want him to call me his slut and order me to my knees or bend me over his desk. While his eyes roam over me, I shift in my seat. I’m being silly, and I hope my reaction to him isn’t obvious.

He returns to the task at hand. “Your performance reviews will be given monthly for six months. My goal is to work closely with you so that our professional relationship is successful. Do you agree to that, Lily?”

I nod, not trusting myself to speak.

He instantly responds in a commanding voice. “Use your words.”

“Yes, sir.” My pussy clenches in need at his dominant tone.

When his expression grows heated, I quickly remember and amend my statement. “Yes, Bren.”

I try to stop from squirming with desire. Fuck, I should be focused on keeping my job and proving myself as a stellar employee, not thinking about sex.

His gaze travels down to where my breasts strain against the fabric of my coffee-stained blouse. He mutters, “Is this going to be a problem?” almost as if he’s speaking to himself.

When he focuses back on my face, I realize he wants me to answer. I don’t know what to say, but when my eyes lock onto his, I get an overwhelming sense that he’s attracted to me—and that he’s a dom in the bedroom. Yep, I’m going to do something crazy. God, I hope I’m not wrong about this.

Leaning back in my chair, I cross my legs slowly, forcing my skirt to ride up. His eyes flicker down to my legs and the newly exposed skin of my upper thigh.

“Problem, sir? I don’t think so. I’d like to handle all your needs.”

There’s no way he can misinterpret what I mean. When he moves his hands under the desk and shifts his stance, I get a thrill in the pit of my stomach. I am affecting him—coffee-stained shirt and all. If I’m wrong about any of this, I might be about to get my ass fired, but my reckless inner slut doesn’t care.

I lower my eyes, giving him submissiveness even while my tone stays bold. “Do you want me to tell you about how I dream about men with powerful arms pinning me down, tying me up, and spanking me before they use my body? In my experience, you get the most pleasure if you relinquish complete control.”

With each word I utter, my body gets more aroused. When his nostrils flare and his pupils dilate with lust, it reinforces my suspicion that I picked the right thing to say. I keep my mouth shut, waiting for him to tell me what he wants.

He replies in a low voice. “Well, this is unexpected. You’re not afraid to be direct.”

I flash him a naughty grin. “I enjoy mixing business with pleasure.”

Yeah, I’m full of shit. I’ve never done anything like this before, but he doesn’t know that. I don’t even know where I’m finding the gumption to say all of this to him, but it seems to be working. His fingers drum on the arm of his chair as if he’s deciding what he should do with me.

When his gaze drops to my breasts again, I feel a stab of lust. Oh, yeah. This is happening.

He finally breaks the silence. “Do you need to get back to the work, or do you have time for a special assignment right now?”

I shake my head. “I have nothing to do this morning except attend to your needs.”

His eyes grow hungry, and a shiver of desire runs through me. I think I answered correctly.

I’m expecting him to tell me to come give him a blow job, so I’m surprised when he says, “Before this goes any further, we need to discuss a few things.”

I nod, eager to learn the rules. Since I'm already risking getting fired to fuck him, I'm not sure what else matters.

He stares directly into my eyes. “We can’t tell anyone about this.”

“Of course,” I respond breathlessly, which makes him pause.

Finally, he nods in satisfaction. “Good girl.”

My clit pulses when he says good girl. He hits all my buttons with one simple sentence.

He continues, “Also, we both have to understand this is only for fun and nothing more. Your job isn’t dependent upon you doing anything with me, and when either of us wants to stop doing this, we stop with no hard feelings. As I said, I have high standards for my employees, and I’d like to maintain a positive work environment for everyone.”

My thoughts spin, and I process his comments. Huh, I assumed a boss who was willing to fuck their employee thirty minutes after meeting them was probably not a nice person, but he actually sounds reasonable. I didn’t envision sex negotiations this morning, but whatever, as long as I get this guy’s cock in me, I don’t care at this point.

I bite my bottom lip as my curiosity grows. “What happens if I don’t please you?”

His eyes drift to my lips. “You’re going to keep trying until you do.”

Oh fuck, this guy is seriously going to wreck me.

“Lily, do you understand the rules?”

I nod.

He takes a deep breath before speaking again. “There is one last thing. Use the color system to let me know if you want to slow down or take a break, yellow to slow down, red to stop.”

My brain processes his comment before it hits me. Is he going to do something to me that might require a safe word? My entire body buzzes as I imagine him spanking my ass to the point of me saying “red,” and my pussy quivers with need.

When he cocks an eyebrow at me, I stumble over my words. “Yes, sir. I understand.”

He rewards me with a slow grin. “Good girl. Are you ready for your assignment now?”

“Yes, sir. I mean, yes, Bren.”

The tone of his voice changes, like he’s done playing around. “Calling me sir is fine when we’re alone.”

I’m getting wetter by the minute. This guy is going to be trouble. I love how I’ve accidentally managed to fulfill my wildest fantasy of fucking my boss after just a week on the job. Is he going to let me orgasm or is he just going to use me to get off? This is so hot I’m not sure I care either way.

He stands up and walks over to the door, locks it, and closes the blinds. He moves in front of me and puts his hands on his belt.

As he unbuckles it, I breathe out, “Do you want me to give you a blowjob?”

“No, not this time. I want to fuck your tits. Now unbutton your blouse.”

Oh Jesus, that’s filthy. My nipples get hard at his announcement. As I slip the buttons free, I can see the bulge in his pants growing. My shirt falls open, and he groans when he sees my white lace bra. I freeze as he moves closer and his fingers unclasp the front hook of my bra with one flick. As the fabric slides to the side, my breasts pop out. He tweaks my nipples, and when he groans again, my pussy throbs with need.

“I wish I had more time right now, but this is going to be a fast fuck. I have a meeting soon that I can’t be late for, but I’ll make it up to you later.”

I want to ask how, but I don’t. Instead, I keep quiet as he sits in his office chair.

“Now be a good slut and kneel between my legs so I can fuck those gorgeous tits.”

I can’t get out of my chair fast enough, and as I sink to my knees in front of him, he pulls his thick cock from his pants. Oh. My. God. The man is packing. Holy shit, his cock is gorgeous. His cock curves slightly upwards, and the veins stand out and make me want to run my tongue over them. The thought of how he would feel sliding into my pussy makes me press my thighs together. Okay, so maybe I care what he does. I will not be happy if I don’t have that monster inside me at some point.

When he opens a desk drawer, I’m confused for a moment, but he pulls out a bottle of lotion and squirts some on my breasts.

“Press your tits together and hold them tightly around my cock. You’re going to do all the work while I sit here and enjoying it.”

Shit, why is this so hot? I should hate everything he’s saying to me, and yet I’m ready to do whatever he asks. Leaning forward, I press my breasts together around his cock. As I move them up and down, his shaft spreads the lotion, so he glides smoothly between the soft globes.

As I work his cock, he closes his eyes, and a shudder runs through him. “God, you are such a good little slut. After my meeting, I’m going to fuck you so hard that you’re going to have to cover your mouth so the entire office doesn’t know how big of a slut you are.”

I moan from need and move faster. His pre-cum mixes with the lotion, and the wet sounds of my breasts slapping against his cock fill the office as my clit pounds. I can feel his cock pulsating, and when he starts to thrust up, I know he’s close.

“Shit,” he growls, and the first string of his cum splashes across my neck.

I jiggle my breasts as he moans and shoots the rest of his cum all over chest. I’ve never done anything like this, and I feel amazing. My boss finds me attractive, but I don’t think he would have tried anything with me if I hadn’t been so blatantly interested. The sexual thrill I get from making this man come is a high I’ve never experienced before. I’m a goddess.

As he comes down from his orgasm, his eyes open, and his heated gaze on me lets me know this definitely isn’t the only time he’ll have me on my knees for him. I grin and keep my breasts pressed firmly around him so his cock stays warm while he recovers.

As his cock softens, he pushes me back and slips his cock out from between my tits. He pulls some tissues from a box next to him, handing me a few while he cleans himself up. My breasts are a mess, and I don’t think tissue is going to be enough, so it makes me giggle. I must look like a slut covered in his cum.

When his cock is clean, he tucks it back in his pants and zips up. Standing up, he smiles down at me and extends a hand to help me rise. I wobble slightly when I get to my feet. He cups my breasts and pulls at my nipples, making me gasp and sway towards him.

Gesturing to my shirt, he says, “Get cleaned up, and after lunch, I want you to come back to my office prepared to take my cock in whatever hole I want to put it in.”

My mouth pops open, and I almost want to protest that he has to fuck my pussy, but instead, I whisper, “Yes, sir.”

His eyes twinkle, and he gives me a wicked grin. “Good girl. Now get back to work. You pleased me.”

He gives me another sexy look before he chuckles and turns back to his desk to sit down and focus on the computer. I stand still for a moment, slightly in shock from what happened but knowing I’m going to be a wet mess all day waiting for lunch to be over.

Once my brain starts working again, I tuck my breasts away in my bra and straighten my clothes. His cum is going to dry on my skin, but I’m going to know it’s there.


Chapter 3



My head spins as I return to my desk. What just happened? Who am I now? Am I still the same girl who stumbled into this office this morning, or am I the desirable sex object that just gave in to my boss's lustful demands? The lines between my two identities blur, leaving me aroused and disoriented. Ugh, lunch is too far away. How am I going to make it through the morning?

The rest of the morning goes by in a haze as I try to focus on my work. I'm so distracted by the memory of Bren's cock between my breasts and the anticipation of what's to come that I can barely concentrate. When lunchtime arrives, I rush to the bathroom to compose myself. My panties are damp, and he’s going to know exactly how turned on I’ve been all day.

I force myself to eat a little of the sandwich I brought, and when lunch is over, I walk back to Bren's office on wobbly legs. His door is ajar, and I stand in the doorway, waiting for him to tell me what to do.

He’s seated behind his desk, and he looks me over with a heated gaze. “Come in and lock the door.”

I swallow and do as he says, locking the door behind me. The room feels hotter with just the two of us in it. I try to maintain my composure, but I’m so turned on and wondering what he’s going to do to me that it’s hard to know what to focus on. I’ve never fucked my boss before, and I want to be at his mercy. The thought is both thrilling and terrifying.

"Strip," he commands, his voice firm and unyielding.

My hands tremble as I unbutton my blouse, exposing my lacy bra. My breasts spill out from the top, and my nipples harden under his gaze as I unclasp it. My clit throbs as I slowly slide my skirt and panties down my thighs, revealing my recently trimmed landing strip. Thank god I tidied things up down below over the weekend. As I remove each item of clothing, I drop them on the floor in a pile.

Once I’m naked, he growls, “Now bend over the desk like a good slut.”

My heart pounding, I obediently rest my forearms on the cold surface of his desk, propping myself up on my elbows. With my ass in the air, it leaves me vulnerable and exposed for him to take me however he pleases. My inner thighs are damp, and as he moves behind me, I know he’s got a graphic view of my wet sex.

The moment stretches on forever before I feel his warm hands caressing my ass cheeks and spreading them apart. He squeezes each cheek roughly, and a shiver runs down my spine as he spanks me lightly on one cheek and then the other, eliciting a moan from me. How crazy is it that I’m being spanked by my new boss the same day I met him? But instead of being alarmed, I want more.

"You have a very nice ass," he grunts, his voice thick with lust.

His fingers probe my wet folds, seeking out my entrance before sliding one inside me. Intense pleasure surges through me as he starts to finger-fuck me, his other hand spanking me a few times. I bite my lip to stifle a moan, but a whimper escapes. Shit, I can’t be too loud, or the entire office will know what we’re up to.

"Oh, you like that, huh? I'm going to fuck you so hard, you won't be able to sit down for a week."

Ohhhh, why is that hot? His palm strikes my ass hard, making me jerk as the sting settles in. Then he slides a finger into my pussy as he spanks me again, hitting a sweet spot that makes me gasp. I tremble from the sharp pain as his palm repeatedly connections with my ass while his fingers probe my pussy. I have to clutch the desk to stabilize myself, and he must notice because he stops spanking me and his voice turns harsh.

"Spread your legs."

I position my feet further apart and grip the edges of the desk so that I don't collapse. His thumb runs along the seam of my pussy before circling my asshole. Fuck, he's not going to…

But then he moves his hand back down my pussy and I almost sigh in relief. I know I said he could fuck any hole, but I'm not sure I'm ready for that on the first day of meeting him. That's usually a third-date activity, although we skipped several dates and went straight to fucking with no strings attached.

The roughness of his stubble scratches my ass cheeks as his warm breath blows against my skin. Wait, what is he doing? He kneels behind me and licks my exposed slit as he probes my pussy deeply with his tongue. His finger continues to brush against my clit, and the vibrations from his deep groan start a wave of pleasurable tremors.

It's taking everything in me to remain standing as I drown in bliss. He nibbles my clit softly as he swirls his tongue along my lower lips and laps at my arousal, coaxing forth even more wetness from within me. Fuck, he's incredibly talented at this.

His hands cup my ass cheeks and spread me even wider. He spreads the tender flesh as if to gain better access, and my eyes roll back in my head when he fucks me with his tongue. If I had known him using me included his tongue in my cooch, I wouldn't have negotiated for a higher salary for as long as I did. This is one office perk I wasn't expecting. He knows what he's doing, and I'm ready to cum on his face right now, but I don't want it to end this quickly. I want to prolong this pleasure for as long as possible.

As he abruptly stops teasing my clit with his tongue and stands up, a shiver runs down my spine. The faint sound of his clothes rustling tells me he's getting his cock out, and I brace my hands flat on the desk, waiting for the first thrust.

"Ready for me, you little slut?"

Bren's dominant voice makes me ache with need. I shake my ass eagerly, unable to speak as I wordlessly plead for him to fuck me. The tension between us is electrifying, each second feeling like an eternity as he teases me with the tip of his cock along my wet slit. I push back, silently begging him to enter me. I'm so close to the edge of orgasmic bliss that it wouldn't take much for me to cum all over him.

When I whimper in frustration, he chuckles. "You’re desperate for my cock, aren’t you?”

“Yes. God, yes.”

I love how controlling he is, and I sink further into submission as he presses into me. His thick girth stretching my tight walls takes my breath away, and I relax my body so I can take all of him. When he wraps his hands around my hips and pulls me back onto his cock, I moan when he bottoms out.

"You're such a good little fucktoy,” he grunts as he rocks in and out of me, starting out with shallow pumps and gradually increasing to deeper strokes.

The friction of his cock moving in and out of me has me writhing with pleasure as my entire body hums with delight. I pant with need and grind back against him, impaling myself on his cock. It drives him wild, and he leans down to squeeze my tits and pinch my nipples before grabbing hold of my hair. He tugs at the ends, forcing me to arch my back as he rides me.

Tingling waves of pleasure flood my core, and I try my best to maintain the position as he tugs on my hair. His breathing is ragged and the muscles in his legs tense against the backs of mine as he thrusts powerfully into me.

"You better come before I do," he orders, his voice raw and commanding.

"Yes, sir," I reply immediately, desperate for my release.

Reaching beneath me, he strokes my clit, and the pleasure builds to the breaking point. I cry out as my pussy flutters and the pleasure washes over me. My entire body convulses uncontrollably as the delight spirals through my core.

His fingers continue to circle my clit until the last ripples subside, and he thrusts into me one final time before exploding deep inside me. I can feel his warm cum coating my insides, and he fucks it back into me until he’s done unloading.

When he releases me, my legs fold, and I fall forward on the desk. Holy shit, that was amazing. I’m a puddle of quivering flesh, and I want to say something, but my mind is too numb from the experience to form a coherent sentence.

Bren clears his throat as he pulls his slacks up and fastens his belt. I prop myself up on the desk and try to steady my legs so that I'm stable. Fuck, that was good.

Once I’m able to stand up, we remain silent while he helps me get dressed. As he’s sliding my shirt on, he gently kisses my bare shoulder. I melt a little on the inside from the tenderness of that one small kiss.

When I’m finished dressing, he sits in his office chair and motions me over to him. When I get close, he tugs me down into his lap. I'm not sure what to do, but when I wrap my arm around his shoulder, he holds me. Is this really happening?

He's so handsome, I can't stop looking at him. When he catches me staring, I blush, and he smirks.

"Is something on your mind, Lily?"

My mouth opens, and without thinking, I say, "I like this part."

His lips twitch as if I amuse him. "You like me holding you?"

"I don't know. Maybe? I didn't expect it."

He shifts slightly as if he's getting more comfortable, and I rest my head on his shoulder. His scent is intoxicating, and mixed with the smell of sweat and sex, it makes me dizzy with delight.

His arms feel so strong wrapped around me it's soothing. We rest together for several moments, and if someone had told me I would sit in my boss’s lap and cuddle with him and it wouldn’t feel awkward, I wouldn’t have believed them. But it feels oddly natural to be sitting like this.

When I come down from my high and yawn, he chuckles. "Let's get you to your desk before you fall asleep on me. You can blame it on eating a carb-filled lunch."

He pats my ass as I stand up, and he grabs a protein bar out of his desk drawer and hands it to me. "Eat this when you get back to your desk and drink some water. If you don't, I'll know."

I open my mouth to ask him how he'll know, but when he raises an eyebrow at me, I clamp my mouth shut.

"Yes, sir."

I scurry out of his office, grinning ear to ear. I've been used, but in the best way, and I can't believe that happened. My boss just fucked my brains out in his office, and it was one of the most enjoyable sexual experiences of my life. My clit still tingles with satisfaction, and I know what my sex dreams are going to be fueled by today.

If I'm good at my job, will I get to have regular "meetings" with him? He didn't really say anything about doing this again. Now that I've had a taste of him, I want more. I want to experience all the wicked fantasies running through my brain.

I’m barely at my desk five minutes when the intercom on my desk beeps and I jump in my seat before pushing the button to turn it on.

"Yes, Bren, how can I help you?"

He responds, "Eat your protein bar and drink some water."

"I'm on it."

"Good girl.”

The End

Writer of spicy stories... okay, I'll be honest, most of my stuff is ghost pepper spicy. I started writing wife sharing stories before branching out to longer romantic erotica. I write power play stories with guys who demand to be in control. Join my newsletter and find my books on my website: https://books.april-cross.com/
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Chapter 1



Michael brushes a strand of hair away from my cheek, his touch firm but gentle. I tilt my head toward his hand and close my eyes, letting the sensation of his skin on mine wash over me. His fingers slide down and curl around my chin, turning my face up.

"Do you trust me?" he asks, voice low and warm.

"Yes," I say, without hesitation. I open my eyes and look up at his full red lips, which are turning up into a smile.

I'm sitting on the edge of his bed, still in my long red gown from our night out, head spinning from the way he twirled me gracefully across the dancefloor, fingers on my hip and back and shoulder guiding me effortlessly as the strings played waltz after waltz. My heels and stockings lie on the floor, my feet buzzing with relief at their release. He stands over me, my knees between his thighs, his bowtie dangling undone from his collar and his cufflinks loose at his wrists. His smile spreads to his eyes, flecks of gold dancing in emerald pools, and I feel my pulse quicken.

"Completely?" he asks.

"Of course," I say.

My whirlwind six weeks with Michael have been a master class in trust, and in surrender. At first I was suspicious, even resistant. My track record with men who demand my trust hasn't been great; too often, their demands to succumb are a poor bargain, with nothing returned to me for the gift of my submission but humiliation and heartbreak. I want to surrender, I want to hand myself body and soul into the hands of a man who will mold me into a vessel for mutual pleasure; instead, I'm treated as a plaything to be used up, broken, and tossed away.

But Michael has been completely different. He approaches me cautiously and carefully, drawing me out of the thick shell I've built around myself with humor and gentleness, guiding me step by tentative step into each new experience. When I pull back, timid or afraid, he gives me space to retreat and gather myself before taking another tentative step onto the path he's prepared. With each new adventure, I find myself less timid and more trusting, ready to embrace the pleasures Michael lays out before me.

"You remember your word, right?" he asks.

"Of course," I say, taking his hand in mine and lacing my fingers between his, pulling his palm against my lips. "Rhubarb," I whisper into his skin, stifling a laugh at how silly the word feels in my mouth.

Michael had insisted on a safe word the night he brought me into his bedroom and showed me the padded straps dangling from the frame.

"You need to use it," he said as he locked one cuff around my wrist and tested the cable that trapped me; it was firm, making the metal frame rattle when he tugged. "If anything is going too far, going someplace you don't want it to go, you need to use it, and I'll stop."

"You'd never take me too far," I said as he walked around to the other side of the bed and cuffed my other hand. Just a week in I knew that, deeply, I was as sure as anything that Michael knew my limits better than I knew them myself, and that respect was the iron pillar of his character.

"I might," he said, positioning himself above me, knees on either side of my naked hips, his eyes sparkling and hungry. "Only you know how far you can go. Say the word, Elizabeth — say it now."

And we practiced the word that night, for hours it seemed, Michael stopping abruptly in the middle of our passionate entanglements and reaching for the clasp that would release my restraints the second those ridiculous syllables passed my lips. I was a stretched and trembling mass of nerves, brought to the edge of release and then abandoned at the doorstep of delight, as we rehearsed the word over and over. My throat was raw the next day from the cry I let out when Michael finally signaled that he trusted my trust in him and let me surrender completely to his fingers, mouth, and rigid cock.

"Rhubarb," I whisper again, then trace my tongue along the base of his thumb, tasting the salty tang of his skin. "But I won't say it tonight."

"You might," he says, pulling his hand back. He reaches behind himself, and his hand returns with a narrow black strand of fabric between his fingers. "Every journey is a new route, even one you think you've walked before, and every route needs to have a resting place."

Michael stretches the fabric between his hands and holds it against my cheek. It's smooth and soft, tightly spun silk with no gaps at all between the impossibly small threads. He drags the band up my face and stretches it over my eyes, blotting out the dim, warm light cast by the lamp standing in the bedroom's corner. My breath catches and I feel my heartbeats speeding as the darkness descends.

"Is this good?" Michael asks as he pulls the blindfold tight against my eyes.

A hot surge of panic rises from my belly, but I push it down. I knew a man once who tried to blindfold me, promised that it would heighten my other senses and turn me into putty in his hands, but I didn't trust him; I was clawing at the rough cotton mask tied too tightly over my face only minutes after the light was blotted out while he laughed. I couldn't bear the thought of being blind in his presence — he was the kind of man who needed eyes on him at all times, for fear that he would step over all the lines I had drawn around myself.

But I don't need to see Michael to trust him.

"Perfect," I say as he ties the blindfold behind my head, carefully lifting my hair so it doesn't tangle in the knot.

I feel him move closer to me, his weight pressing gently against me, his smell — warm and sweet, like freshly baked bread with a hint of something malty and rich — filling my head. I yield to his descent, falling back against the bed, my arms moving to his hips to guide him into place.

Michael's kisses are gentle and soft, tracing a line from my ear to my chin and down to my throat, his tongue and teeth barely touching me. I shiver and dig my fingers into him, slowly pulling at the satiny poplin fabric of his shirt. I can feel the loose tails of his tie brush my collarbone as he hovers over me.

His fingers tug at the strap of my gown, and I shrug my shoulders to let him know he can proceed — I want him to peel the gown away, strip me bare, suddenly stifled under the shiny satin. But he toys with the strap instead, sliding his thumb over and under and around, twisting and pulling until my skin tingles. His kisses make their way across the top of my breasts, still too soft, still too light, and I let out a little groan of need.

"Patience, Elizabeth," Michael whispers. I can hear a hint of laughter in his voice. "You need to have patience."

I sigh and shift under him, taking his shirt tails in my fingers and tugging them free of his trousers. Patience does not come easily to me. I've learned that when I want something, I need to grab it and run, because I might never get another chance to seize my desires. Pleasure has been snatched from me too often, too quickly, for me to have any patience at all.

"Patience," he says again, his mouth against my ear. His breath is warm and moist.

"I'm not a patient person," I say, dragging his shirt up so I can run my fingers over the thin cotton of his undershirt. Too many layers, I think, resisting the urge to dig my nails into the fabric and tear.

"I know," Michael says, letting his laughter rise as he pushes himself up and off me. I let out a frustrated groan.

Most men, even the ones who claim to be decadent sensualists — especially the ones who claim to be decadent sensualists — regress to grunting, thrusting beasts in heat the second they have a woman in their grasps. I've learned, in response, to be just as greedy and desperate for satiety, clawing for climax and scrambling up the peaks of orgasm before the ride is over too soon. At one time, I prided myself on how fast I could come, treating sex like a wild, sprinting race — if a man was going to prove himself to be a one minute wonder, I could get the job done in thirty seconds.

My first time with Michael, bent over a chair in his living room with the after dinner coffee still brewing in the kitchen, I came with a mighty roar the instant he pushed himself into me. He had warmed me up, of course, his tongue and fingers working magic I had never experienced before while I lay on the couch, and my climax was fast and hard, sending tremors through my thighs that made the chair rattle against the hardwood floor.

"Already?" Michael whispered into my neck, the disappointment unmasked in his voice.

"I ... I can keep going," I stammered, breathless, and not really sure that I could keep going after coming so hard. I've had men apologize for their hurried sprints — this almost never happens to me — but I had never before felt the need to make amends for my own hasty finish.

Learning to run a marathon and not a sprint has been the most difficult of all of Michael's lessons.

"Let me look at you," Michael says, "while you lie there. I want you to feel where you are, hear where you are, be completely in this moment."

I groan again. Sometimes Michael can sound like a meditation teacher, treating sex like something ethereal and sublime and not the rough, sweaty coupling I've always known it to be. After a lovely night of dinner and dancing, of candlelight and waltzes, I want to be thrown onto the bed and fucked senseless until I pass out in Michael's arms. Is that too much to ask?

Maybe I should use my safe word to cut his philosophical ramblings short ...

"Tell me what you feel," Michael says.

I feel his fingers pressing into the sole of my foot, working their way up to the pads of my toes. A ticklish sensation surges through me and I flinch, trying to tug my foot free. He holds me firmly, thumbs pushing hard against my instep.

"That tickles!" I gasp, squirming on the mattress.

"But what does a tickle feel like?" he asks.

"It feels ticklish! How else should it feel?"

"Does this tickle more," he asks, his voice infinitely patient as he slides a finger between my two smallest toes, "or does this?" He scrapes his nails down the sole toward my heel.

I make wordless sounds as I try to pull my foot away, to no avail.

"The toes!" I gasp breathlessly. "Oh fuck, the toes are more ticklish!"

"Good," he says. "This, or this?"

His fingernails drag across my ankle, and a spark of pain tinged with pleasure shoots up my calf. Then he pinches my big toe, and I grimace when I hear a cracking sound that is far louder than the sort of dainty noises I should be making.

"Good," he says. "And this?"

I feel his lips press dryly against the center of my sole, and suddenly his tongue flicks across my skin. He's found a nerve that runs straight up my leg and wraps itself hot and throbbing around my clit, pulled tight and burning until I think I'm going to burst, and I emit a chattering groan.

"That," I whisper when I can take a breath again. "Do that again."

He laughs against my foot, and I'm afraid he's going to move on to something else, but instead he licks my sole with his tongue pressed hot and wet into my skin. The thread tying my foot to my clit tightens again, and I roll my head back against the bed, moaning with abandon.

Just as I think I'm about to come from having my foot licked — there's no shame in it! — Michael takes up my other foot and applies the same attention to it. This one is wired differently, though, with nerves that branch through my belly to my breasts and end with fiery needles that pierce my nipples. I bite my lip and wiggle, my hands flopping as I resist the urge to push him away. The sensation is wonderful and terrible at the same time, and I can feel the first droplets of sweat forming on my brow.

He gives each toe one last kiss before dragging his fingers up my calves, pushing my satin gown up to my knees. At last, I think, relaxing into the bed and letting my legs dangle. Enough teasing, you've made your point, let's get to the main attraction ...

But no. His touch is still too light, his fingertips tickling my shins and knees, making my skin tingle and tighten, my nerves buzzing with need. I tense my thighs, hoping to draw his touch higher, but he stays where he is, his touch pausing just above my kneecaps before retreating to my ankles. I throw my arms wide, willing the throb of my clit to return, but there appears to be no connection between my knees and my pussy the way there was with my feet.

"Too much?" Michael whispers as he runs his fingers in circles around my knees.

"Not enough," I gasp, the frustration tangling like a knot in my belly.

"Interesting," he says.

His lips graze my left knee, and then his touch is gone, leaving the ghost of a tingle behind. I prop myself up on my elbows, swiveling my head from side to side even though I can't see a thing.

"What do you hear?" he asks.

He sounds further away now, maybe at the foot of the bed. I shift my weight, making the bedsprings creak, and strain toward his voice.

"Nothing," I say.

"Surely you hear something," he says.

There's a metallic clink, like something being dropped onto a hard surface. His cufflinks, maybe, falling into the earthenware dish on his dresser? I hold my breath, listening for more sounds: I hear the quiet hum of traffic far below us, the soft sigh of a breeze against the window, the quiet shuffle of his stocking feet on the carpet as he moves from the dress to the nightstand, passing behind me.

I name these small, insignificant sounds as I strain for more clues. There's the rustle of fabric behind me, the almost silent murmur of a zipper, another metallic click — his belt buckle hitting the floor? I hope it's his belt buckle hitting the floor, I think, conjuring in my mind's eye Michael's black boxer briefs sitting low on his hips, hugging the curve of his ass, barely containing his stiffening erection.

And then I hear the drawer in the stand beside the bed sliding open, and my pussy gushes in Pavlovian response. I've come to think of that drawer as Michael's treasure box, a magical place from which emerge toys and devices, lotions and creams, all with the sole purpose of bringing me delight. Last week, he introduced me to the wonders of nipple clamps, lying beside me as he pinched and released, pinched and released, until I was delirious with arousal. Before that, it was a slippery lotion that smelled of green tea and ginger and, when spread generously between my belly and thighs and slathered across my delicate folds, provided a glowing, tingling warmth that made me insatiable all night, well past the point that exhaustion should have laid me low.

"You're getting something from the drawer," I whisper, lying back on the bed and turning my head toward the nightstand. "What are you getting from the drawer?"

"You'll have to tell me," Michael says.

The mattress shifts under his weight as he sits on the edge of the bed, near the top of my head. I breathe in his scent again — the sweet smell of fresh bread, yes, but also something richer, darker, a hint of arousal that his smooth shirt and black slacks can no longer suppress. I roll onto my belly and slide closer to him, reaching out my fingers to find the bare skin of his thigh, the coarse hair stiff under my touch, his flesh warm and firm. My hand drifts up his thigh, drawn by the heat I sense between his legs, his arousal a magnet pulling me closer. When my fingers find his cock, the veins standing in relief along its length, Michael reaches across to brush my hair back and trace a finger down the back of my neck. I shiver, feeling that touch all the way to my core, and wind my fingers around his shaft.

"Let me taste," I whisper, sliding closer, but not waiting for his answer. I will taste his cock, bathing his length with my tongue and drawing it between my lips. My hunger makes my belly tighten and my mouth water.

Laughter makes Michael's stomach shake, and then I hear him take in a deep breath as I lick my way to the tip of his cock. His fingers press into my neck and work their way down to my shoulder, digging into flesh as I run my tongue up and down his length. His flavor is rich, salt and musk mingling against my tongue, and I feel him stiffen against my lips.

Then I hear a quiet clicking sound, followed by a low, steady hum like a swarm of bees. My pussy sobs in anticipation — whatever Michael has pulled from the drawer, it promises to be magical.

Before Michael, my experience with vibrators was limited to accidentally stumbling across my college roommate's while looking for the mate of a mismatched sock in her drawers. I never saw the appeal of them: noisy, expensive, and exuding an aura of lonely desperation. The men in my life may not be up to the task, but resorting to a plastic lover didn't seem like a path to erotic victory, either.

Until the night Michael introduced me to a little white wand with a quickly oscillating blue tip. Despite my scepticism, I let him hold its vibrating length against my belly, slide it up and over my breasts, run it slowly down my flank, all while kissing and nipping at my thighs, his tongue just inches from my increasingly aroused and hungry pussy. The constant, steady stimulation of the wand served as the backdrop to Michael's playful exploration, slowly raising my arousal to the boiling point until I was shaking with a sudden climax. "A force multiplier," Michael called his little tool, and from then on I was thrilled when he brought reinforcements to bed.

"It sounds like you have a little friend," I say between licks.

"A brand new little friend," says Michael.

The buzzing grows closer, louder, like a swarm of tiny bees is hovering beside my ear. I feel a hard, smooth shape press against the sensitive spot where my neck meets my shoulder, a place Michael has learned will draw shivers from me when his tongue traces a line across it. It draws more than shivers — I completely forget the delicious cock beneath my tongue as the tremors of sensation shake me, and my moaning sigh joins the buzzing chorus.

Michael presses the vibrating device against my shoulder and rolls it across my back. It feels egg shaped, wider at one end than the other, rolling unevenly between my shoulder blades. His fingers tug at the straps of my gown, and suddenly he's straddling me, his knees pressing into my sides, searching for the zipper in the back. When he finds it, he peels the satin away from my back and rolls the vibrator down my spine, eliciting more moans and sighs.

I arch my back, rising up on my elbows, and Michael yanks my gown down, freeing my breasts. He clasps a breast with one hand, squeezing my engorged nipple between his fingers, and presses the vibrator into the small of my back. The sensation makes my shoulders ache with tension, and I can see flashes of light in the pitch blackness behind the blindfold as my brain struggles to process everything I'm feeling.

"Too much yet?" Michael whispers in my ear. I can barely hear him over the buzzing of the vibrator, and the buzzing in my brain.

"Not enough," I gasp. A small part of my brain is whispering, Rhubarb rhubarb rhubarb, but I push it down. I know from experience with Michael that there is a reward on the other side of this dizzying, disorienting intensity.

He has my gown pulled down past my thighs now, and I feel my panties soaked, twisted, askew. The little egg nestles between my ass cheeks, sending waves of vibration through my core. I grit my teeth and tense my muscles, torn between welcoming and resisting the terrible, wonderful torment. The little device gives off waves of vibration far stronger than such a tiny thing should be able to make.

Suddenly Michael grasps my hips and flips me onto my back. With the little egg no longer buzzing against me, I feel abruptly adrift, as if I'm floating in a lightless, weightless void. My head spins and my stomach lurches, and I'm glad that my eyes are covered — I'm sure the spinning ceiling above me would curdle the delicious dinner we shared tonight.

He kneels between my thighs and tugs at my panties, pushing the crotch aside. I lift my ass off the mattress and lift trembling legs into the air, urging him to pull them free. Michael catches a leg on his shoulder and bites my calf while his other hand slides up my thigh. His fingers brush my sensitive, trembling folds, dancing delicately over my tender skin, but I'm in no mood for dainty touches and teasing strokes. I'm ready for something more, something hard.

"Fuck me," I gasp, bucking my hips against Michael's hand. "Fuck me, damn it ..."

Michael laughs and continues to tease, but his fingers are opening me as he circles my pussy, pulled in by the warmth and wetness. My clit throbs when his thumb grazes the tip, and I let out an animal growl.

"Fuck me!" I shout, reaching out with my hands. I slap my palms against his chest in my frustration, tears wetting the silk stretched across my eyes.

"Patience," Michael says, stifled laughter making his voice shake.

The harder I push my hips against him, the softer his caresses become, until his touch is lighter than a feather. I can feel tears trickling from beneath the mask, staining my cheeks, and my breath is sharp and ragged. Surely Michael knows he has me teetering on the edge of madness now, a steel spring about to explode. How can his cruelty be so absolute? My lip trembles at his betrayal and my body quivers with need. Has my trust been so badly misplaced?

And then, just as I feel the despondency seeping into my soul, Michael enters me. He fills me so completely that there's no room for air anywhere in my body, and I let out a heaving sigh at his first thrust. My fingers find his shoulders and I pull him down against me, delighting in the sensation of skin on skin.

"Is this good?" Michael whispers in my ear. His breath is warm, his voice ragged, and his thrusts slow and steady.

"More," I gasp, dragging my nails up and down his back.

The buzzing sound I'm suddenly hearing, I realize, isn't just in my brain; the vibrating egg that fell away when Michael flipped me over is by my head again, and making its way toward my body. When he presses it against an achingly stiff nipple, the flashes of light behind the blindfold take on a neon rainbow of colors. I surrender to the tremors, letting the sensations rush through me.

When he presses the egg to my belly and rolls it down, down, down, I feel that I'm on the verge of losing consciousness. Reality is compressed into the raging, trembling ache between my legs, a pinpoint of intense pleasure that consumes me in a white hot inferno. Michael lets his weight cover me, his heaving chest pressed into my breasts, and pushes the vibrator mercilessly into my clit until I explode, my atoms burst asunder and scattered into the darkness.

I don't know how long it takes my body to weave itself back together — centuries, probably — but when I push my way up through the darkness, gasping like a diver surfacing from a bottomless pool, Michael is still there, still filling me, his heart pounding against mine.

"Already?" he says into my neck, his lips grazing my skin and his fingers tickling my flanks.

I laugh, feeling the tears and sweat hot against my cheeks, my nerves pulsing with the dissipating power of my climax.

"I can keep going," I say, my voice a million miles away. "I can ..."

The End

I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about. Find all of my filthy tales at https://books.corneliaquick.blog/bm-buy-my-books


Home Alone by Cyra Wilde

MF, Sharing, Boyfriend Watching, Dirty Talk, Praise



Chapter 1



It’s pushing ten, and the stupid spreadsheet on my screen is barely halfway done. To top it off, my boyfriend’s back in Michigan with his family, gearing up for Christmas, while I had to bail on the trip because my boss couldn’t handle his own last-minute disasters.

So here I am, home alone, with a half-eaten slice of pizza and cheap wine for company. All for the promise of a two percent increase in my paltry pay.

Doesn’t help that my eyes keep veering to my phone every now and then — like that’ll somehow remind Kyle I exist. What’s he even doing over there anyway? Partying it up? Or still brooding about that silly argument we had before he jetted off?

Whatever. My brain’s mush, these numbers don’t make any sense, and frankly, I’m over this whole weekend.

I drag myself to the bedroom, strip down to my blue cami and black lacy panties, then flop face-first into a cold, empty bed that feels a lot bigger tonight.

After tossing around forever, I snatch my phone from the nightstand. Social media’s dead—guess everyone’s busy celebrating IRL.

I scroll through my gallery instead. Kyle and I used to get off on making naughty clips, watching them together afterward. The last ‘scene’ we shot was nearly six months ago — we were both too drunk and horny to find the ideal angle, but the visual of him kissing down my body has my toes curling in anticipation.

Goddammit. I miss Kyle. I miss being touched.

And mostly, I miss getting fucked raw and hard. We were kind of in the middle of a dry spell, and my pussy could use a saber.

On cue, my phone rings.

“Hey, baby,” Kyle coos as soon as I hit Answer.

“Looks like someone’s been having a blast,” I deadpan.

“Just hanging with the fam. Now I’m in my room, lights off, pretending you’re right here with me.”

“Sorry, still mad?”

“A bit. Only because I miss you. I hate how we left things. Did you finish that report?”

“Nope. Got distracted watching … you know, something.”

“Oh, yeah? What’s got you so breathy, hmm?”

And needy.

“Were you having a little solo fun?” he presses.

“What else can a girl do when she’s horny and all alone?”

A deep chuckle. “I should teach you a lesson for being naughty. But hey, I got you a surprise.”

I roll onto my stomach, propping myself up on my elbows. “What is it?”

“You’ll find out soon.”

“Okay, let’s pretend I’m there, in that musty bedroom of yours.”

“It’s not musty. I’ve got fresh sheets, music, and candles here. It’s actually pretty romantic.”

I laugh. “Yeah, right. So, how would you punish me, sir?”

“Let’s see. I’d rip off that cami, along with those panties. Gotta get you naked so I can run my hands over that smooth, soft skin of yours. Your neck, your shoulders. Those perfect tits. You’d be squirming by then, and the second I slip my fingers inside you, you wouldn’t be able to stop moaning my name.”

Damn, that was hot, but I’m not about to admit he’s already got me wet and tingly.

“But I wouldn’t touch that greedy pussy just yet. I’d spank that sweet ass red first. Or maybe, I’d have you on your knees, hands tied, sucking me off like my good little slut.”

My nipples tighten, and I bite my lip, pressing my thighs together to ease the ache. “How about you give my pussy some loving after you spank me?”

“Can’t.”

“Why not?”

“Because then my whole family would hear you scream.”

“I’ll be quiet.”

Another chuckle. “Nah. You’re a dirty, loud slut.”

“Mmm-hmm, your dirty, loud slut deserves a reward for being stuck here, doing her lousy job.”

He clicks his tongue. “Once I’m back, I’m gonna fuck you so hard you’ll feel me for days. But for now, let’s have some fun, hmm?”

I smirk. We both know where this is heading.

“Go ahead,” he says, his voice gravelly. “Squeeze those tits for me.”

“Can you feel me teasing your nipples, twisting and pulling?” he continues as I pinch, knead, and tug. “Are they aching for me, all stiff and begging for my tongue?”

“Fuck, yes.”

“I’d lick and suck on them till you squeal.”

I draw a nipple into my mouth, picturing his warm, wet tongue flicking around the tip, his teeth nibbling gently. My free hand slides between my legs, and I moan at the dampness already soaking through my panties.

Kyle chuckles.

Oh, he thinks I’m easy. But if he were here right now, he’d be hard and throbbing. He’d be the one begging.

“I’d spread your legs wide open and …”

I freeze mid-stroke—is that the doorbell? Kyle goes on, but my ears are straining to catch that sound.

There it is again. Ding-dong.

I push myself up and check the time—22:56. The pizza guy is long gone, so who could it be at this hour?

“… riding my face and—”

“Shit, someone’s at the door.”

Kyle laughs. “That’s Theo. He’s late.”

Our tall, dark, and totally swoon-worthy neighbor? We’ve traded nothing more than a few casual hellos. “Did you invite him over?”

“Can’t let you be alone tonight, can I?”

Kyle has shared me with others before, but he’s always been there in person. This is new territory. “So it’s just gonna be me and him?”

“You can tell me the details later. Or I can watch you getting railed. Think of it as an early Christmas gift—if you want it.”

Hell, do I ever. Plus, with Kyle staying on the line, it’s the best of both worlds.

I pad to the front door and peek through the peephole.

There he is—my surprise booty call—all six-foot-something of Theo, dressed in a hoodie and jeans, looking delectable.

“You swear you won’t hang up?” I whisper.

“And miss the good stuff? Not a chance. How about I tell you both what to do, hmm?”

“Sweet. But is Theo game?”

“Just wait until I put him on the spot. The guy loves a challenge—and trust me, he knows what he’s getting into. One sec. Let’s switch to video chat.”

Kyle pops up on screen, lounging in nothing but sweatpants, his hair tousled and sexy. What a total snack. “Hey, babe. You look absolutely ravishing.”

I snort. “Wow, you really lit those candles, huh?”

“Told you. Jenna gave me this fancy set that smells like cinnamon rolls and insisted I use them. Total Christmas vibe.”

The R&B music playing in the background is probably his kid sister’s favorite.

The bell rings again, and Kyle grins. “Better not keep our guest waiting.”

Waiting to come in and wreck me. Swallowing hard, I swing open the door.

“Hey, Mia.”

Theo hands me a bottle of Merlot, his gaze raking over my barely covered assets just as mine roams along those broad shoulders and the tantalizing hint of a six-pack under his hoodie.

I clear my throat and step aside for him to enter.

He swaggers past me, leaving a trail of vanilla and musk in his wake. Holy hell, the guy smells like a lusty Christmas dream.

The door clicks shut, and the two of us stare at each other for a long, awkward moment before I switch Kyle to speaker and hold up my phone.

“Hey there, neighbor. Thanks for dropping by to keep my girl entertained.”

“My pleasure.”

I pop the cork off the wine bottle and set it down with a flourish as I sneak glances at Theo. He’s soaking in our Christmas décor, eyes drawn to those stockings hanging from the mantel.

Then he removes his hoodie to reveal a snug black tank top underneath. Those broad shoulders and tattoos snaking up his forearms have my lady bits flaring back to life.

I pour two generous glasses and hand Theo one before taking a fortifying sip, trying my damnedest not to stare at his bobbing Adam’s apple.

God, I’m dying to get down to business, but how?

After another awkward beat, Kyle finally saves the day. “How about we cut to the chase? Mia, why don’t you strip for our honored guest?”

Whoops, my bad. I almost forgot my boyfriend’s still on the line.

Showtime. I prop the phone against a cushion then shrug off my clothes—which aren’t much to begin with—acutely aware of both men observing me. Thank God I shaved this morning.

“Theo, my man, like what you see so far?” Kyle chuckles from my phone screen.

Sliding in on the couch next to Theo, I shoot Kyle a sultry look.

Theo clears his throat, his gaze flitting between my chest and the phone. “Definitely.”

“Go ahead. Touch her tits. Squeeze them. Mia likes it, don’t you, baby girl?”

A tad condescending, but I can’t complain when Theo palms my breasts.

I moan, encouraging him to grope a little more with those large, calloused hands.

“She sure does,” he murmurs, flicking his thumbs over my nipples, pinching both tips.

I give Theo a gentle push. My turn to inspect the goods.

The guy seems to take the hint, obligingly peeling off his tank top.

Wowza. There are more tribal tattoos across his sculpted torso.

“Nice ink,” Kyle remarks, but my focus now is on that treasure trail leading straight to my prize.

I lean back in a lazy sprawl, waiting for Theo to continue.

The zipper glides down, and his cock springs free. He wraps his fingers around the beautifully veined shaft, his gaze locking with mine.

Kyle grunts, and I glance at the phone. He’s got his dick out now, his strokes slow and easy, mirroring Theo.

My pussy clenches around nothing as I watch these two jacking themselves off, their breathing increasingly ragged. One’s right in front of me, the other miles away — it’s almost surreal.

“Enjoying the show?” Kyle says.

A whimper is all I can manage.

“Check and see if she’s wet.”

Theo grabs my hips and slips one hand between my thighs.

I stifle a groan, my cheeks heating when he raises his shiny fingers to the camera before sucking them clean.

“How does she taste?” Kyle asks.

“Delicious.”

Kyle groans. “You’re killing me, bro.”

Well, he’s killing us.

“Stroke his dick, Mia.”

I planned to draw this out, to tease both men, but that tone—raspy, commanding, and utterly enticing—makes me shift closer, my entire body buzzing with need. Kyle playing director is hot. Theo going along with it is even hotter. I can almost taste the electricity in the air.

Curling my fingers around the thick, hard cock, I give Theo a few long, even strokes from base to tip, relishing the way his breath hitches.

“Fuck,” he mumbles, and that’s all the invitation I need to slide my other hand lower, massaging his balls as well.

He groans, bucking against me, his jaw clenching.

“That’s it. Nice and slow. And kiss him,” Kyle rasps, his voice low and husky. “Kiss him like you would kiss me.”

Leaning in, I brush my lips over Theo’s. We taste and tease each other, my pussy getting wetter with each flick of his tongue and Kyle’s filthy words.

“Work your magic on him. Make him feel good with that gorgeous mouth of yours.”

I kneel on the floor between Theo’s thighs. He spreads his legs wider, allowing me better access.

After adjusting the phone for an unobstructed view, I drag my tongue down that veiny underside in one deliberate stroke, swirling it around the tip.

Both men let out an appreciative hiss, and Kyle mumbles something like, “That’s my perfect little slut.”

“She’s so good at this.”

Reveling in their praises, I hollow my cheeks and take Theo as deep as I can without triggering my gag reflex.

His fingers sink into my hair, and I can tell by the way his grip tightens that he wants to set the pace but is somehow keeping himself in check.

“Show her how much you love it, man,” Kyle croons. “Fuck that pretty mouth of hers. She’s into it. Aren’t you, babe?”

I gaze up through my lashes at Theo and bob my head for ‘hell yeah.’

He starts pumping in earnest, hitting the back of my throat with every thrust.

My eyes are watery, my jaw aching, but fueled by the sweet-salty taste of Theo and the feel of his thigh muscles flexing under my palms, those slick, slurping sounds, and their low moans, I stay still, opening as wide as I can like a good girl—their perfect little slut.

Theo pulls out with a hiss. “Damn, your mouth feels pretty fucking amazing.”

Gasping, I wipe my chin and glance at the screen. Kyle is still pumping away but slower now, his gaze hooded, chest heaving.

Theo fists himself lazily. “Kyle says you haven’t had a cock inside you all week. Is that true?”

I toss my man a sultry glare and smile at Theo. Nothing like a decent blowjob to break the ice. “Uh-huh. Are you gonna put me out of my misery?”

Kyle chuckles. “Oh, he’s gonna take good care of you for me.”

“She needs a bit more warming up, though. Don’t worry, she’ll be dripping wet by the time I’m done.”

Wow, looks like Kyle isn’t the only dirty-talking expert. I stretch out on the couch, part my knees. Theo prowls up my body with the grace of a panther and pins my legs over his shoulders.

“Show me her pussy,” Kyle rasps.

Theo grabs the phone, holding it so the camera is directly in line with my pink, glistening cunt.

Kyle grunts in approval. “She has the sweetest, juiciest pussy, doesn’t she?”

Theo flashes me a lopsided smirk. “Can I taste it now?”

“Be my guest.”

Theo passes the phone to me then buries his face between my legs. He laps at my clit, sliding lower and lower to slip his tongue inside before circling back up.

Struggling to keep the phone steady, I part my pussy with my other hand, spreading myself wider for the benefit of my audience.

“Fuck, you look real tasty …”

I can barely focus on what else Kyle is saying. Turns out Theo is quite the pussy-eating champ.

He devours me like he has something to prove, driving me to the brink with feathery licks and luscious swirls.

The phone slips from my grip. I try to reach for it, but Theo knocks it aside when he cups my ass and yanks me closer—feasting like a man starved.

“Oh, God, yes …” I clamp my thighs around his head, my climax surging at breakneck speed.

Kyle lets loose a string of curses. “Mia, are you coming on his face like a good little slut?”

I arch off the couch, a string of incoherent words spilling from my lips.

“Answer me.”

Breathless, I fumble for the phone and scoop it up—showing Kyle exactly what’s happening.

Theo gives me a parting nip before pulling away with a smirk. “Best damn pussy, Kyle. You’re one lucky devil.”

“World-class,” Kyle returns. “The finest.”

Theo chuckles. “Think she’s ready for my cock?”

More than ready. And why are these two talking as if I’m not in the room?

“Absolutely,” Kyle drawls. “I can’t wait to watch you fuck my girl.”

Oh, right. Because I’m just their plaything tonight.

Theo doesn’t hesitate lining his dick against my slick entrance, but he takes his own sweet time teasing the hell out of me—until I buck my hips and try to get him inside.

He snickers and shoves himself in, ripping a yelp from me.

“Look at this tight, wet pussy swallowing my cock. Kyle, you’re missing out, man. Your girl feels fucking fantastic ...”

Kyle growls something, but I can barely hear him over the furious throbbing of my pulse and my own ragged moans as Theo takes me for a ride.

“Harder, bro. She loves it rough.”

Theo withdraws almost all the way then slams into me.

“How does she feel?”

“So good,” Theo growls, his hips pistoning with wild abandon. “So fucking hot and tight and wet.”

My nails dig into his biceps as I hook my legs around him, spurring him on.

“Scream for me, baby,” Kyle goes on. “I wanna hear every single moan. Don’t hold back.”

I don’t. I can’t. My body’s already hurtling toward another climax, my skin flushed and tingling, the room spinning.

“Yes, yes, yes …” I mewl as Theo rams into me non-stop, hitting that divine spot deep inside again and again.

And again.

An explosion of mind-numbing, white-hot ecstasy.

“I’m close,” Kyle growls.

“Me too,” Theo grits out. “Where do you want …”

“Inside me,” I whimper.

“Yes, fill her up. Ah, fuck. Fuccckkk. Mia, come for us. Come for us, slut.”

Theo picks up his pace, hammering away, pounding me into oblivion.

“Give it to her. Fuck her like you mean it. Breed that filthy little slut. I wanna see that creampie, man. And suck those tits again. Suck them hard and ram that—”

“I’m coming! I’m coming, Kyle. Theo. Oh, God, nngh …” The whole metropolis of nerves within me is on fire.

Theo groans, his rhythm faltering as he chases his own release.

We both tumble at the same time—me in full-blown bliss and him with a triumphant roar, every hot pulse wringing a tremble from me and stretching out my aftershocks.

He pulls out and slumps beside me, our hearts pounding in unison.

Kyle, now the last man standing, throws his head back, his fist a blur. He seizes his phone for a close-up of him shooting his load all over his abs.

Giddy with afterglow, I nuzzle into Theo.

“Thanks, buddy,” Kyle calls out at last. “I owe you one.”

“Happy to help.” Theo grins, brushing the damp strands from my eyes. “That was so fucking hot. You guys down for a repeat?”

“Depends on how many times you can make me scream tonight,” I purr.

“Challenge accepted.”

Kyle groans, saying he needs to get some rest because his family has an early start tomorrow. “Keep the noise down, will ya? Don’t want the folks around us to know what a dirty slut my girl is. Night, guys.”

“Love ya.” I hit End Call, my lips curling into a saucy grin as I turn to Theo.

He hauls me onto his lap. “Now, where were we?”
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Later, much later, after seeing our good neighbor out and climbing into bed, pleasantly sore and thoroughly sated, I call Kyle. “Hey, sleepyhead. You awake?”

“My mom will be wondering if I don’t show up for breakfast in ten minutes.” He yawns. “And Merry fucking Christmas, babe. Did you enjoy your gift?”

I giggle, snuggling into the covers. “Uh-huh. Would’ve been way more exciting with you here.”

“How about we invite Theo over for New Year’s Eve? We can have fun all night long. Sound good?”

“Sounds pretty damn amazing.”

Kyle and Theo double-teaming me? Fireworks and a whole lot of banging, for sure.

The End

Cyra enjoys manipulating words to weave heart-pumping, blush-inducing stories that are achingly good and deeply satisfying.
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Chapter 1



I stared at the spreadsheet on my computer screen and tried desperately to focus. It was no use. Since I’d gone to my knitting group last night, I’d only been able to think about one thing. Becoming a hotwife.

It felt a little silly that it was my knitting group that had brought it up. Sure, stick a bunch of women in a room and the odds of the conversation getting pretty raunchy pretty quickly were high. But it was the unofficial matriarch of the group, a woman in her fifties, who brought it up, swearing that the hotwife lifestyle was the reason she and her husband were about to celebrate their thirtieth anniversary…it had been a different vibe than I’d expected. Not that I was complaining.

What had really blown my mind was how many women in the group she’d already encouraged to try it out. Several of them had gone home to their husbands and explained what they wanted to do. They’d ended up getting railed, used, and completely satisfied by gorgeous young men with stamina for days. All of them were planning on going back for more. My new best friends were a room full of slutty knitters, and I absolutely loved it.

They’d teased me a little, saying I should give it a try. I’d blushed a bunch, and hadn’t quite had the courage to tell them that this was not the first time I’d heard of hotwifing. My husband had brought it up to me several months before. He took me out to a nice dinner, then asked me over appetizers if I’d ever thought of fucking another man. I’d been shocked. “It’s okay if you have, Maggie,” he’d said. “In fact, if you wanted to…I think we could figure something out.”

I hadn’t known what to say. I’d been caught completely off guard. My husband, Liam, and I had a perfectly happy marriage, and our sex life was great…when we had time for it. The truth was that he was busy with his new job, and he was slowing down a little as we headed towards our forties. Meanwhile, my libido had kicked into high gear, and while vibrators could be a lot of fun, I missed the real thing.

But I hadn’t said anything beyond “thanks for telling me” when we were out, and then I didn’t know how to bring it up again. How would that work, anyway? Would he pick a man? Would I? So I’d just…kept quiet about it.

My new friends had been more than willing to share some incredibly specific details, however. The answer was all of the above. When I’d gotten home, I’d told Liam that I wanted to talk about this wife sharing thing again, but we’d both been tired, and we’d agreed to talk about it tonight.

The problem now was that I couldn’t focus. I had no idea who Liam would choose if he decided he really wanted me to fuck some other guy, but I knew who I wished for, even if it was completely inappropriate. My superhot intern, Zach, who was half my age, had been walking eye candy since his first day in the office. I’d worked hard to stay appropriate with him, but when I was at home, enjoying some quality time with my hands or my battery-operated bestie, I couldn’t keep his face—and shoulders—and hands—out of my mind. It would be completely unacceptable for me to proposition him. I was his boss! But if I had my choice of who I wanted to have fuck me until I was screaming? It would be him.

The good news was that the entire office had left early since it was Friday. All that was standing between me and my weekend was this damn spreadsheet. I banged my head gently on my desk and tried to stop thinking about having Zach fuck me from behind on my desk. It wasn’t working.

Maybe what I needed was to take the edge off. There was a vibrator in my desk from a day where Liam had wanted to hear me play with myself. It was big and thick enough to do what my fingers wouldn’t on their own, give me an earth-shattering orgasm that would give me a little peace from my body’s complaining. If I could just get off, maybe I could get this damn thing done and go home.

I pulled out the little vibe and wiggled my skirt up to my hips. After a moment, I pulled off my panties and tossed them on the floor. If I was going to be filthy in the office, I might as well go all the way. I unbuttoned my blouse enough to reach a nipple and roll it between my thumb and my forefinger as I switched the vibrator on and pressed it to my sensitive clit.

Immediately, I was gasping, my body shaking with need. I pressed the vibrator in harder, working my clit in little circles, and felt pleasure slamming into me in waves. I moaned at the feeling and let my mind wander, thinking of Zach, and what it would feel like to have his hands on me, to have his mouth working my clit. I moaned again, feeling the pleasure closing in—

“Maggie? Do you want a coffee?”

I yanked the vibrator away from my clit, the ruined orgasm making me choke back a whimper. My cunt pulsed on nothing, and I frantically tried to silence the buzzy vibrator. But there was no way I could look decent; my blouse was a mess, my skirt was up to my hips, and my panties were gone. So when Zach pushed the door all the way open, I looked exactly like what I was: a slutty woman who’d just gotten caught fucking herself in her office.

I didn’t know what to say, but I refused to look embarrassed. I set the vibrator down on the chair, when it wasn’t visible, and sat up straight, giving Zach a professional smile. “Hi,” I said. “I thought you’d gone home for the day.”

“Clearly,” he said. “I was working on that last report you needed. It didn’t seem fair to abandon you with it. I was stopping by to see if you needed anything.” He looked me up and down, and his grin was not professional. “It seems like you need something more than coffee.”

That made me blush. I looked down—and saw that his khaki pants were doing nothing to hide his raging erection. I looked back up and met his gaze. I let myself really look at him.

Zach was fresh out of college, and he was exactly the kind of man I liked. Broad shouldered and barrel chested, with big hands that I knew could hold me down wherever he wanted me to be. He had dark hair that flopped over one eye, and his gaze was absolutely smoldering.

“I’m sorry you heard that,” I tried, not sure what to say, even with him studying me like I was a tasty treat.

“I’m not,” he said. “You sounded so fucking sexy. In fact, I’m sorry I interrupted you. I would have enjoyed hearing you come.”

My heart was pounding. Did he…actually want me too?

“If I’m entirely honest,” he said, “I’ve been fantasizing about what you’d sound like when you came since the first time I saw you. Of course, I didn’t imagine you coming on your fingers.” He paused, looking me up and down. “Tell me to go, if you want me to. Tell me to leave and I will. I won’t tell anyone about this.”

It was an easy out. I could pretend that I hadn’t been craving him for months. But there was a sudden chance that I could have this man, have the fantasy, and I took it. “Why didn’t you say something before?”

He moved around the desk to stand in front of me. My rumpled blouse had been clear from the doorway, but now he could see my skirt hiked up and my bare pussy. He made a low sound, and I would have sworn I actually saw his cock twitch. He leaned down and tapped the gold band on my left finger. “Seemed disrespectful.”

“I see.” I bit my lip. “Unless you’re into that sort of thing.”

His pupils blew wide, and his nostrils flared a little as he sucked in a deep breath. His voice was carefully neutral. “What sort of thing?”

“Fucking another man’s wife.”

He was leaning on my desk, and his hands tightened so hard on the wood that his knuckles went white. “And if I was?”

My cunt was aching, soaked, and my clit was a pinpoint of need. “I’d need to make a phone call.”

“Do it,” he said. His voice was firmer, harsher. I dug my phone out of my purse while he went to my office door. This time, he made sure it was shut and flipped the lock.

My hands shook a little as I brought up Liam’s contact and hit call. He answered immediately. “Hey, love, what’s up?”

I took a deep breath. “Remember that conversation we had a while back? About other men?”

I heard my husband’s breath catch. “Yes.”

“Do you still want that?”

“Yes.” His words were almost a growl. “Are you with someone now?”

“Yeah.”

“Tell me every fucking detail when you get home. Every one.”

“I promise,” I said. And I disconnected the call.

Zach was still standing by the door. He was watching me carefully, and every inch of his body radiated controlled need. “All set?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” I didn’t quite know what to expect. Him walking slowly toward me and standing in front of me again wasn’t it. “Finish.”

I blinked. “What?”

He gestured at my bare pussy, the vibrator tucked under my leg, as if that would hide it. “I want to see how you would have come if I hadn’t walked in.” He grinned. “Besides, you’re going to need to be looser than you are if I’m going to bend you over this desk and fuck you until you’re screaming.”

I groaned with the need of it. “I can take a lot,” I said.

He chuckled. “I’m sure you can. Now.” He gestured at my body again.

My cheeks flared red. It was different, doing this while he watched me. I turned the vibrator on and brushed it against my clit. I whimpered, but I couldn’t relax into the sensation.

“Spread for me,” he said. He reached down and grabbed my knees, lifting me up so that my high heels were hooked on the desk and my butt was scooted low on the chair. The chair was fancy enough to recline some, so I didn’t tip over. “I want to see you.”

I brushed the vibrator over my clit again, and this time my body shuddered. I was aching, so needy, and the ruined orgasm had just made me crave more. I rocked with it, pressing the vibrator more deeply into my clit and circling it gently.

“More,” he said. “Fuck yourself for me.”

My cheeks were flaming red, but I did what he said, pressing the vibrator into my cunt. I was soaked, but I still had to work it in. I’d bought a big model on purpose, and it stretched me as it settled into my body. Heat flared through me as I thrust it deep into my cunt. “Oh, fuck.” I moaned.

“Like that,” Zach said. “Yes, just like that.” He worked the zipper of his pants and then his cock was in his hand. My eyes went large. He wasn’t kidding that I was going to need to be loose to take him. He was huge, and the thought of him stuffing himself into my cunt made me desperate for more. I worked myself harder on the vibrator, my eyes locked on his hand. He was stroking himself slowly, but I could see precum glistening on the tip of his cock. I was close, so close, but I couldn’t tip over the edge. “Use your fingers, if you want to,” he said.

I groaned. Two hard swirls of my fingers over my aching clit and I shattered. My body arched, driving the vibrator deep into my cunt again and again. Zach’s hand was moving faster, his eyes glued to my cunt, and for a moment, I thought he might spill directly onto my face.

And then my body sagged, the sensation flipping from glorious to too much. He took it out of my hand, turned it off, and pulled me to my feet. “I’m going to bury my cock in your slutty cunt,” he murmured in my ear, guiding me to brace my hands on my desk and stick my ass out. My skirt was still around my waist, and in this position, my breasts were barely contained by my bra. I’d never felt like so dirty. I loved it. “It might hurt.” He stroked one hand down the curve of my ass. “I don’t really care.”

He lined the head of his cock up with my opening, and then he was shoving deep into me, and I howled. I didn’t care if I was wrong, if someone else was in the office, he was huge, and just the head of him spreading me wide was a burn unlike anything I’d ever experienced. I needed it like I needed to breathe, and when he started to thrust, slow and steady, I pushed back, helping him work himself into me. I cursed and moaned at the sensation, and he stroked his hand down my spine. “Stop fussing, baby,” he murmured. “You can take it.”

The tone of his voice and the sensation of fullness were almost enough to set me off again. I moaned and rocked back, pulling him deep into me until I was finally, finally full of him. “Oh god,” I murmured. “Oh please.”

“You want me to fuck you, hm? Like this?”

He pulled back and shoved deep into me in one long thrust that made me scream. I was so full that the head of his cock dragged over the sweet spot deep in my cunt every time he moved, and my body was swirling up towards pleasure already. I didn’t even need to touch my clit, I was panting and arching into him. “Yes,” I gasped. “More.”

He rocked into me again, a steady rhythm that made me cry out every time he slammed home. It forced me up toward an orgasm, higher with every stroke, until I shattered around him. He moaned as I convulsed, my cunt squeezing his cock so hard he could barely move in me until my body collapsed into aftershocks. I held myself up on shaking arms, trying to catch my breath.

“I need you,” he said, stroking my back again. “But I think you have more to give, first.” He rocked into me gently, nursing me through the last of the orgasm, and then he laughed. “I know just the thing.” I heard my desk drawer open, and my cheeks flared again. I knew exactly what he’d found. “This isn’t the first time you’ve played with yourself in your office.”

“No.” And I was starting to think it wouldn’t be the last.

I felt the cool gel around my ass, and I thought it would be his fingers that pressed into me. I whimpered at the thought of it, at the need that was roaring through me.

“Let’s see how full you can be,” he said. And it wasn’t his fingers that pushed into my ass. I heard the buzz of the vibrator for just a moment before he pressed it into me. I screamed as I came again, my body shuddering with need as he pushed the vibrator past the tight rim of my ass until its flanged base was tight against my skin. The ripples of pleasure ran through me over and over, peak after peak, as he started to thrust into me. He’d been careful and controlled before, but now he was wild, slamming into my cunt in a vicious, harsh rhythm that left me crying out with every thrust. He was cursing, barely formed sentences about my tight cunt, my gorgeous body, my slutty, slutty ass. My breasts were loose from my bra now, hanging down and swaying with every thrust. He reached for one, rolling my nipple harshly between his fingers and I shattered again, exploding harder and higher. I met his thrusts as hard as I could, even though it hurt, because I wanted his big cock to stretch me out, fill me up, and make me scream.

He came with a shout, calling my name as he shot deep into me, his hot ropes of cum the last thing I needed for the pleasure to finally shatter me. My body came apart, and he caught me, rocking slowly through his release and mine. His cum was running down my thighs, and my arms were shaking when he gently pulled the vibrator free, turned it off, and set it aside. He gathered me up and lowered both of us into my office chair, holding me close.

“Holy shit,” he murmured. He pressed a light kiss to the top of my head.

I nuzzled in under his chin. “That was incredible,” I said. I bit my lip. “But you’re going to need to transfer to another team leader.”

“Oh?” His voice was curious, not upset.

“Yes. Because we are absolutely doing that again.”

He laughed and tugged me closer. “Happily.” I could already feel him hardening under me again. I moaned, shifting on his lap, and he made a low, happy sound. “As many times as you want.”
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Liam had needed to work late, so even though Zach and I spent the rest of the afternoon fucking our way through the entire office, we still got home at about the same time. As soon as he saw me, Liam grabbed me by the hair and pushed me up against a wall, his fingers sliding up my thighs, under my skirt. He cursed when he realized my panties were gone. He was rock hard against me, and I stroked him with my hand. “Where’d you leave them?”

“I gave them to him as a trophy.”

Liam moaned in my ear. He pushed my skirt up and worked his zipper. I turned so that I was facing the wall and shifted so that he could slam his cock into me. It was easy to take him now, and he was already worked up. “Play with yourself, Maggie,” he spat out. “I want to feel you coming on my cock.”

As exhausted as I was, I still always had something left for my husband. I found my clit and worked myself hard. I could feel Liam’s thrusts becoming shorter and more erratic, and I knew he was close. I was dancing on the edge, feeling myself close to shattering. “There’s something you should know,” I gasped, forcing myself to wait, knowing that this would be worth it.

“Tell me,” he snarled.

“I didn’t clean up before I came home.”

Liam came with a roar, slamming into my cunt and shooting deep, his cum coating me so thick that I didn’t know who was dripping down my thighs. The sensation sent me over the edge, screaming his name as my body shook with the orgasm.

Afterward, he held me tight. “Are you happy?” I asked.

He nodded. “You?”

“Desperately.” I snuggled into him, letting him gather me tight against him. “I can’t wait to tell the girls.”

And then I had to tell him about all the slutty knitters, and he laughed until he couldn’t breathe. “I love you, wife,” he said, kissing the top of my head.

“Hotwife,” I corrected. “And really fucking happy about it.”

The End
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Chapter 1



“You ready to be fucked?” My husband’s words spill like syrup from his tongue, singing sweetly in my ears.

A hand clasps my ankle and another on the opposite thigh. I gasp, fingers curling into the mattress behind me, straining at the silky tie that binds my wrists. “Ready,” I whimper, breathy as my pussy pulses in desire. “So, so ready.”

My eyes try to flutter open, but the satin blindfold sits snug on my nose. All I can see is darkness, but I can feel everything.

I can feel my husband’s smug tone and the scuffle of feet when he steps away. I can feel the dip in the mattress with the weight of two men, looming over me. I can feel the eagerness building in my body, simmering right under my skin.

And touch isn’t the only heightened sensation.

The two men grunt, breaths harmonizing in time with my husband’s low moan. An oaky musk comforts me like a campfire as the scent of sharp leather jolts through my core in promise.

My husband has given two men permission to fuck me, and my heart races in anticipation of the final sense—taste.

“Look at you,” one of the guys says. His voice is rough, low, and husky. “Wrapped up like a pretty present for us.” Hard, calloused hands squeeze my calves. “Didn’t think you guys were into this”—a low chuckle—“but I’d be a damn idiot to give up the chance to fuck Kate.”

My name sounds reverent on his tongue and my mind races to place that voice. Heady. Heavy. A little impatient? I bite my bottom lip. It must be Dane—my husband’s oldest friend.

“Nobody would give up this opportunity.” It’s the second man. More even. Tempered. “I’m honored to be chosen.” Soft hands with long fingers play at the edge of my lacy corset. “I won’t let either of you down.” So measured with his touches and crisp with his words. It can only be Matt, my husband’s business partner.

This man I want to see undone—well, with the blindfold, it’ll be more like feel undone.

Even if I can’t see them, knowing who’s between my legs sets my core aflame. I can’t help but smirk as my nipples peak. These are two men I’ve invited to dinner. Two men my husband sees on a regular basis. Two men who are going to have intimate knowledge of my body.

And I can’t fucking wait!

But these guys are holding back. I want their mouths, their hands, their cocks all over me! I want them ripping off this matching lace lingerie set. I want my pussy fucked and filled until it can’t take any more.

And I want my husband to be here for all of it!

“Figured out who’s going to be fucking you already?” my husband teases. A chair creaks beside the bed and nails rap on the arm rest. “Smart, gorgeous, and so damn needy.” A short laugh. “Let’s not keep her waiting.”

The mens’ slow touches heat my skin and let my mind race with possibilities. I’ve given up complete control here, letting my husband dictate what these men do. I trust my husband more than anything in the world. He knows what I like, and my pulse pounds, thinking of what I’ll get to experience tonight.

“Slide that hand up her leg, Dane,” my husband growls.

My husband’s oldest friend drags his calloused hand upwards. His touch leaves a breathless trail—up my calf, under my knee, settling at the juncture of where my thigh meets my pelvis. His thumb presses deep, grazing the lacy leg of my panties. “Fuck, she’s so wet already,” he says.

Dane is a firefighter, and built like the brick houses he scales to save lives. He’s settled between my legs, pushing them wide open with his own. So well muscled, my legs twitch with the stretch. My pussy is covered, but the soaked fabric clings to my lips. I bet he can see everything from this angle.

“Of course she’s wet.” My husband’s voice fills the room. “Kate can’t get enough, can you, Baby?”

I squirm under all the masculine gaze here. “It’s never enough,” I whimper, pushing out my tits as my bound hands find the edge of the headboard. “Please, touch me!”

My husband clicks his tongue. “So needy.”

I bite back my response. I’m needy as all hell, but only for my husband and the men he picks out for me!

“Slip a finger under there. Give her a taste of her own neediness.”

Dane doesn’t waste any time listening to my husband. A thick finger slips under my panties, parting my folds. There’s no ghosting this touch. It’s not light, it’s not measured. It’s all Dane. He slides around my pussy with a purpose, grazing his knuckles against my folds and letting his fingertip trace my entrance. The flick of a nail at the base of my clit has me bucking in pleasure.

“Fuck, yes! Just like that!” I blurt, rolling my hips.

“Not yet, Baby.” My husband is so affectionate when he addresses me. Firm and demanding, but there’s a softness that doesn’t exist for the guys.

The finger pulls away from my pussy, obeying my husband’s words. What was the next part? Show me how wet I am? How would Dane do that when I’m blindfolded?

The question is answered before it’s spoken when the same finger—dripping wet—taps at my bottom lip. I don’t realize how much I’m craving this until the finger is sliding into my mouth and my tongue is lapping at my own juices. I’m salty, sweet, and so eager that tasting my own arousal makes my pussy gush with more.

Dane keeps his finger in my mouth, pushing it in deeper, mapping me from the inside-out as Matt shifts near my side. His hand is flat on my torso, barely moving like he’s measuring my breaths. The languid, purposeful movements make my eagerness boil over. I can’t take it! I need more!

My mouth hollows out, sucking hard on Dane’s finger. I’m bobbing up and down on it like it’s a cock.

Please! Please! Touch me! Fuck me!

The desperation overflows as I tug against the silk. I’ve always had a high libido, but nothing like this!

“Look at how eager she is.” My husband’s smug tone transcends the blindfold. “Better give her something to hold onto, Matt.”

The otherwise calm and measured man finally moves. Long fingers slide over the bottom curve of my breasts. “Your husband is a lucky man.” His voice gives nothing of his arousal away. “These tits”—a light squeeze—“these nipples”—a brush of his thumb over the lace—“the flush on your skin.” He hums, tugging at the lacy corset. “You were just made to be fucked, weren’t you?”

I can’t take it anymore! I pull back from Dane’s finger, letting the saliva that connected us drip down the side of my mouth. “I was,” I moan, “I was made to be fucked.” My back arches, pushing my tits further into Matt’s grip.

He pinches and rolls my nipple through the lace, and the texture mixed with his heat sends me reeling. My breaths come out in short puffs, sweat beads down my neck to settle at my cleavage.

When my husband first suggested this, he was still inside me. Yeah, needless to say, I didn’t take it super well. After all, why would my husband ask if I would sleep around with other men when his cock was still inside me? I definitely overreacted because when my husband explained this wife sharing idea later that night, I was so on board.

I wouldn’t have thought about sleeping with other men until my husband suggested it. He said he wanted to watch me take other guys. He wanted to show me off. He wanted the world to have a taste while he got to keep the meal.

And suddenly, it all clicked for me.

He wants to share me because he loves me. Because he loves that I’m always ready to go! And knowing that this only makes my marriage stronger spurs on my arousal.

“Ready for more, Baby?” My husband can’t keep the needy hitch out of his voice.

“I’m ready! I’m so ready!”

“You heard my wife. Fuck her. Fill her. Use her.” Every command increases in feral, unhinged arousal. “Keep her pussy warm for me.”

With permission for free rein given, tension hangs between the two guys. I can’t see what’s going on, but I imagine they’re exchanging a look. They’re making a plan. Who gets my pussy first? I hang on every minuscule noise with baited breath.

And as quickly as the tension formed, it breaks.

I’m tugged to the edge of the bed. The movement rides up my lingerie and my heated skin cools to the air. My pussy throbs, begging for the same attention, and squeezing only a second later when a sharp rip of fabric echoes around us.

“I’ll get you a new pair for your birthday,” Dane says.

The mattress shifts and Matt chimes in. “You weren’t kidding, she’s so wet for us already.”

Soft fingers find my entrance, sliding in with ease. A rough, damp thumb swipes at my clit. I thought they might take turns, but they’re taking me at the same time! I’m bucking into their hands, grinding my hips, seeking as much as they’ll give me.

Fingers curl into my pussy, stretching out my walls as they flutter to accommodate Matt’s motion. I’m so wet that with every small pump, a lewd, wet sound escapes my pussy. And the swipes along my throbbing clit only make me gush more. I’m dripping past my pussy lips, coating the edge of the bed.

My core tightens and my thigh muscles quiver. I know this budding feeling all too well, but I’ve never gotten it like this. Not with two men between my legs while my husband watches.

I turn my head toward where I think my husband is seated. Is his cock out? Is he wrapping his hand around his shaft, slowly pumping himself while my pussy squeezes another man’s fingers?

“Fuck,” my husband mutters. “You’re taking them so well, I couldn’t keep my hands off myself.”

The image of my husband’s dark eyes and thick fingers wrapped around his cock flashes through my mind. Getting that confirmation that my husband is enjoying himself as much as I am pushes me over the edge.

Matt’s fingers press into my g-spot, and Dane pinches my clit hard enough to send my nerves into overdrive. My eyes are pinned shut, bursting with fireworks behind my shielded lids. My toes curl, my head is thrown back, and I let out the lowest, longest, moan my body could possibly make.

With my hands restrained and eyes darkened, I can feel everything. The loud thrumming of my heart beating, the heat of my blood rushing to my core, the breaths that catch and release with new waves of pleasure.

“Fuck, she looks so good when she comes.” My husband’s raspy voice accompanied by the sound of wet pumps—skin against skin.

“So good that we’re not just gonna stop at one,” Dane says with a rumble through his chest.

“She’s going to give us two more, isn’t that right, Kate?” Matt’s tone is firm.

I can only respond with a soft laugh. If two more are anything like this, I’m going to just be a puddle in this bed.

“Use those words, Baby,” my husband encourages my recovery.

“Yes,” I whimper, “yes, please, just fuck me and I’ll give you two more!”

“You heard my wife.”

The words barely come out of my husband’s mouth when the guys take away their fingers and my legs swing upwards. I squeak when my head hits the mattress. In this position, my lips are spread, pussy pulsing around the cool air rushing to my soaked walls. I’m so vulnerable, but I feel only aching desire. My trust in my husband taking care of me makes me roll my hips. I’m presenting myself like an animal in heat!

The mattress around my head dips. A set of knees ghost my ears, bracketing my head. Long fingers slide down my neck before tilting my jaw upwards. “Tap his shin with your ankle if you need a breather,” Matt whispers close enough that his breath sends a shudder from the tips of my ears.

Even in the heat of the moment, my husband’s friends take the time to remind me how much they value this. How much they value me and my marriage. I’m warmed by the gesture and lick my lips, darting out my tongue in eagerness. “I will,” I pant, “just give me your cocks already!”

There are moments that are just so damn euphoric that time stands still. The moment I said “I do” was one of them. The moment that Matt and Dane’s cocks slide into my mouth and pussy is another.

Matt guides his cock right down my throat, easing his passage by rubbing his palm flat against my throat. The other hand curls into my hair, holding my head up right as he bottoms out.

I take a deep breath through my nose, letting Matt’s cock settle into my throat. It’s the last sense—taste. And it’s fucking delicious. Salty, sweet, everything that makes my mouth water and lose all train of thought.

But before I can get too deep, Dane pulls me back between my legs. His cock head stretches me out and he pushes in almost unbearably slowly.

If I didn’t have my blindfold right now, maybe I’d try to shift my view around to watch the expressions of the guys, or revel in the way my husband must be pinned to the points where their cocks enter me. But as is, I’m completely at their mercy.

And my body loves it so much.

My breaths tickle Matt’s pelvis as he rocks his cock into my throat. I gulp, contracting around him, and he rewards me with a sharp twitch.

“Fuck,” Dane mutters, “her pussy pulled me in real tight just now. Do that again.” He’s talking to Matt like the two of them are working in tandem, using me.

Matt thrusts, tugging back against my hair. The delicious tension at my scalp makes my cheeks hollow out and Matt’s thrust stutters. “So tight…wet…fuck!” The otherwise soft spoken man is starting to come undone.

Pride morphs into a pleasure that rocks through me, transferring energy from one cock to the other.

“Rub her clit,” Matt groans when the hand at my throat slides down to my chest. The softness is gone when he pushes down the cups of my lacy lingerie, rubbing peaked nipples with thumb and forefinger. “We promised her two more”—a broken chuckle—“we have to hurry if I’m going to last that long.”

Matt doesn’t actually have to worry about lasting because the moment Dane’s thumb is on my clit again, my next orgasm ripples through me. This one’s different. The last one had a bit more build up, but this one takes everyone by surprise. My pussy clenches so tight that Dane’s slow rolls freeze. My back arches and Matt’s cock goes so deep that I forget to breathe.

I’ve never come this easily before, but the sensations of being filled from both ends—both men pinching sensitive buds—pushes me into a writhing ecstasy.

And my new pleasure pushes the two guys over the edge too. It finally snaps their rope of control and Dane is the first one to slam into me.

He pounds into me so hard and so deep that my whole body rocks up toward Matt. My nose presses against short curls before Matt slides out of my throat—just enough for me to catch a full breath—and pounds back in.

My body welcomes it, opening itself to pull him in deeper.

“Fuck, Kate.” My husband’s raspy voice gives me a grounding to focus on. “You look so perfect like this. Taking them so well. Giving them a show they’ll forget.”

Slick sounds of cocks pushing into my wet canals fill the air. When Dane pushes, Matt pulls. Fingers sinking into skin hold me in place. My tongue pushes flat against Matt’s shaft as my walls map out Dane’s hardness.

Every single nerve end is on fire as their thrusts pick up pace. Soft grunts turn into hard moans, rough growls, and whispered swears. My tits bounce, my thighs tighten, and the bed screeches against the hardwood floor.

“One more, Baby, give us one more.”

It might be my husband’s friends fucking me right now, but it’s my husband’s word that fans the flame in my core. And my third orgasm pulls the guys over the edge with me. I whimper, and the vibrations shoot through Matt.

Hot cum spurts into the back of my throat, sliding down before I even have the chance to gulp. My pussy clenches, pulling Dane in deep as his twitching cock spills a full load right into me. My walls are thirsty, guzzling it all up, pulsing rapidly to not spill a single drop.

Matt slides out first—his leaking tip gently slides along my bottom lip, giving me the gift of a lingering taste. “Did so damn well,” he says like he’s seeing me in a new light. “It’s not easy taking it like you did.” He pushes back my hair off my sweat-slicked forehead. “Tom’s a lucky, lucky man.” My back hits the mattress again, letting my muscles relax.

Dane takes his time, rolling his hips until his cock goes soft and rises to half-hard again. When he slides out, a rough thumb replaces his tip, plugging my entrance and holding his cum in place.

I’m sure that after being shared like this, my body would be too exhausted for more. But when Dane’s thumb rubs against my entrance, it’s not soreness I feel.

It’s need.

Specifically, a need for my favorite cock.

I pout and squirm against my restrained hands. My husband must pick up on my cues because before I can say anything, I’m lifted in the air and set down on strong, familiar thighs.

“You did so well, Baby,” my husband groans beside my ear. “You want one more? You want my cock?”

My back is flush against his heated chest and I throw my head back, landing against his shoulder. “Yes,” I whimper, pussy clenching and leaking. “One more, please.” My lashes flutter against the blindfold. “I wanna see you fucking me.”

“Anything for my needy wife.”

A tug at the back of my head and my gaze focuses, taking in the cocks I’ve just taken for the first time.


Chapter 2



I know Dane and Matt. They were at my wedding. They’ve come to Thanksgiving. We’ve even gone on short vacations with them.

But when I lay eyes on them this time, my breath hitches.

Dane’s dark hair is messy, pointing in all different directions like he’s been tugging at it. Sweat glistens at his abs—the sign of a job well done. Matt’s normally composed look is darkened and he licks his lips, watching me grind against my husband’s hard shaft on his lap. Soft blue eyes are now steel like there’s nothing he’d rather be watching.

Then, my gaze slides down to their cocks.

Even though I’ve had both cocks in me—I’ve milked them dry from both ends—their shafts are springing back to life. Deep red tips are coated in a translucent glaze. My pussy juices and saliva still drip down, mixing with any leaking remnants of their cum. Proof that they’ve gotten a taste of my body.

“You see what you do to them?” my husband asks, wrapping a hand around my waist and tapping a finger at the top of my clit. “The cum in your pussy isn’t even dry yet, but watching you is getting them hard again.”

Pride swells as my muscles tighten. I thought that it was the blindfold enhancing my senses, but now that I can see the effect I have on the guys, my sight is only boosting my arousal.

My husband presses into my clit in a way that instantly makes my mouth fall open and leave all my thoughts behind. As much as I loved getting off with guys, nobody knows my body better than my husband. My tied hands clench and unclench until my husband tugs on the tie, undoing me so I can steady myself on his thighs.

Dane and Matt wrap their hands around their cocks, pumping themselves to the rhythm of my gyrations.

“You wanna show us how it’s done, Tom?” Dane cocks a brow, teasing my husband.

“Think you can top three orgasms?” Matt adds fuel to the fire.

My husband scoffs. “First time fucking my wife and they’re already cocky.” His lips brush against the sensitive spot behind my ear. “Quantity is good, but when I fuck my wife, it’s about quality.” My husband shifts his hand so his thumb takes over the tight circles at my clit and two fingers slide into my pussy. “Watch how it’s done and maybe you’ll learn something before I let you fuck her again.”

My breath hitches at the thought of taking both Dane and Matt again. I might’ve been apprehensive when the topic first came up, but I’m on board now. I want to be fucked while my husband watches. I want to give him full trust over my body. I want to be shared!

“You like that, do you?” My husband’s smug tone is palpable as he curls his fingers.

“Oh, fuck yes!” My nails sink into his thighs and I grind against his hand, fucking myself on him. “I’ll fuck anyone you want me to!”

“That’s my wife…knew you’d have too much of a good time to give this up.” He pumps his fingers two more times, massaging my g-spot just enough to heat my core and make my skin tingle. When he slowly pulls it out, it’s coated in Dane’s cum. He holds it in front of my face, tracing it along my bottom lip where Matt’s drippings are drying. “See how your needy, tight pussy was so desperate for cum?”

As much as I love my husband teasing me like this, the throb in my core starts up again, taking over my mind and body. My tongue darts out for a long lick and I hum in delight with the mixture of arousal. I lick my husband’s fingers clean before finishing with a thumb across my lips. I barely recognize my heady voice when I look over my shoulder and respond, “It’s not just my pussy desperate for cum.”

With a growl, my husband grabs my jaw and twists my body to pull me into a heated kiss. A nibble at my lip, the flick of his tongue against my teeth, he swallows my moans in a way that only he knows how.

I’m breathing hard when he pulls away. If I didn’t already looked thoroughly fucked, I’d be there now.

“You’ve been so good—trusting me with your first sharing. Taking these guys without seeing them.” My husband grabs my waist, lifting me so I’m hovering over his long, hard cock. “You ready for your reward?”

“Please, yes—”

I’m cut off when my husband bucks up, pushing his cock all the way to the hilt in a single motion. I’m already stretched out and my pussy is wetter than a waterfall, but sinking onto my husband’s cock after taking other men is like coming home.

My pussy accommodates him perfectly—walls flush and pulsing against the ridge of his head and the thick vein running down his shaft. My pulse races when our hips meet and my husband angles himself exactly how I like it. He grabs my ankles, tucking them around his thighs. Knowing hands tangle into my hair, tugging backwards so my back is arched. I know what’s next, and all I can do is prepare by grounding my hands on his knees.

And then, he thrusts.

In no time at all, I’m seeing stars.

My husband bucks, uninhibited, losing himself in my pussy. He always fucks me like he means it, but there’s something new in his movements now. He’s growling, practically holding me up with his cock, and sinking deeper than ever.

I’m barely holding on for the ride as pleasure thrums through my veins, ready to burst out with just one more—

“Ohhhh, fuck, right there!” I moan, throwing my head back and letting the waves on waves of my orgasm smash into me. Every muscle tenses and releases, every inch of skin tingles, and my throat is raw—not just from cock, but from mewling in pleasure. My eyes are pinched shut, but without the blindfold, I see more than ever.

My husband groans, bucks into me one more time, and my pussy is rewarded with a flood of his seed. My walls clench tight, holding him in place until he’s done twitching. His cum seeps past his shaft, dripping onto legs, mixing with Dane’s cum.

I’m limp with pleasure by the time my eyes can focus again. I’m cradled into my husband’s hold, his cock rocking in me until it slides out, spent. The guys have streaks of cum running down their abs and my pussy is full once again. If this isn’t the sign of a job well done, I don’t know what is.

A soft, languid chuckle whispers past my lips. I had no idea that being a shared wife could lead to not one, not two, but four of the best orgasms of my life. “We are so doing that again,” I murmur as my husband places a light kiss on my temple.

“Whatever my wife’s pussy wants, my wife’s pussy gets.” It’s a promise as strong as our vow.

The End

Sierra writes about women being passed around, used, and shared—all with the encouragement of their loving husbands. All stories are about the hottest wives being pleasured in every way possible, whether by one man or multiple! Find more of her works and her Amazon page on https://sierradumont.com !


Cheating with My Husband’s Mentor by Evie Dawn

MF, Cheating Wife, Risky, Office Shenanigans



Chapter 1



I rolled my eyes as I read the message from my husband, Jacob. He had asked me if I wanted to go on a date tonight, after work.

Fucking asshole.

After treating me like shit, now he remembered I was his wife and was trying to woo me with dates and gifts? Of course, I was sure he was also hoping that, if I was in a good mood, I would spread my legs for him.

Yeah, that wasn’t going to happen.

Since, in his words, I wasn’t important enough, he was free to use his hand to take care of his needs. Not to mention that the mere thought of him touching me summoned a pang of jerking guilt within my lower belly, making me feel like I was cheating on Anthony.

This was actually funny. And, yes, I knew how wrong it was, but I had ceased to care about that. Maybe I wasn’t important enough for my husband, but for my affair partner, I was. I knew I was only a temporary toy for him, but even so, it made me feel good.

Even when I was on my knees, savoring every inch of Anthony’s beautiful, enormous cock, I felt more powerful, desired, and adored than when I was in my husband’s arms.

I smiled, thinking of what Jacob would do if he learned about my affair with our boss. He worshiped this man and considered him his mentor, so a part of me couldn’t stop asking myself if he would care more about me cheating on him or Anthony being the one I was betraying him with.

Well, he had kind of already accused me of trying to seduce our boss, even when I had tried to fight against my illicit desires and stay loyal. So now, fuck it. He could go to hell and shove his dates and gifts up his ass.

I quickly tapped on my smartphone, telling Jacob I had to work overtime, so he shouldn’t wait for me.

I’m not important enough anyway, right?

“Lydia,” Anthony purred as he walked into my office.

God, the simple sound of his voice and the raspy, seductive way he said my name made my pussy clench. It still amazed me every time how he had such an effect on me. Older men had always been my weakness, but with him, it was more than that.

Anthony was almost double my age, somewhere in his late fifties, and yet he was hotter than any man I had ever seen. With that salt-and-pepper hair and beard and the confident smile, he had made my body buzz alive from the moment we had first met.

It should have been illegal for someone his age to be so fucking hot. It still blew my mind that, between him ruining his enemies and creating and running his own business, he always found enough time to work out.

My pussy fluttered as I remembered that moment when I had gone to the gym and found him in the middle of his training. God, back then, I had wanted nothing more than to drag my tongue along his torso and beg for his cock.

And Anthony’s constantly flirting and hitting on me didn’t help my desperate attempts to control myself, his mere presence making my knees tremble.

I had been a loyal wife, though.

I had pushed him away every time.

But given how Jacob had treated me, in the end, I stopped trying to deny myself what I had been craving for months and ended up on my knees in front of Anthony, moaning and purring, with his cock in my mouth.

And now, having him right in front of me, my inner slut was already drooling, assessing the chances of getting a good fuck. I let my eyes linger on him. His jacked frame perfectly filled the custom-made, elegant, navy-blue suit he was wearing.

Tingles of pleasure rushed through me as he approached my desk and stopped right next to me. His gaze traveled along my body, stopping for a moment on the swell of my breasts. I arched and leaned back into my chair, putting my deep cleavage on display for him.

Damn, he was only giving me a once-over, and my nipples were already hard. Slickness was flooding my pussy, lust was flushing through my veins, and my system was in overdrive. I was such a desperate whore for him, and yet, I enjoyed this side of me that he always brought to life.

“Are you busy? I need you for an important task,” he said, trailing his fingers through my long, black hair and pushing it behind my ear. “One that is going to be perfect for you, my little slut.”

Fuck, his words made my clit throb. My pulse quickened as he caressed me and skimmed his digits along the lines of my face. A flush of warmth claimed my skin as he pressed his thumb to my lips.

I instinctively parted them, but before I could suck on him, he cupped my chin, making me look directly into his hazel eyes. I shivered, my breathing coming out more quickly.

Anthony was looking at me, and given the mix of satisfaction, amusement, lust, and possessiveness written all over his face, I knew he could tell exactly what filthy thoughts were floating through my head.

“So, are you busy, Lydia?”

“I’m never busy if you need me,” I purred.

Standing up, I pressed myself into him, moving my palms along his chest and shoulders. Damn, I felt like the ultimate slut, and I loved it. I always thought I had been needy and desperate when I was with my husband, but with Anthony … everything was more intense than I could comprehend.

Anthony wrapped his arm around my waist, and a moment later, his mouth was connected to mine. His tongue probed at my lips, and I immediately granted it access. Once inside, it quickly found and dominated mine as they danced together, making me moan in our kiss.

“Perfect. Then come with me,” Anthony said as we broke apart for air.

The glimmer of playfulness and lust in his eyes made me tremble. My pussy was dripping with desire, and my entire body hummed as he led me out of my office.

I have no idea what he needs me for, but I’m all in!


Chapter 2



Jolts of pleasure spiked through me as he palmed my ass while we walked. My face burnt with embarrassment, and a new surge of arousal coursed through me.

The hallways were empty, but what if anyone saw us? What if my husband popped up out of nowhere and found the man he respected and admired touching his wife?

Yet, once again, the thrill of being caught added more embers to the inferno of need within me, making everything even hotter.

I had no idea what Anthony was planning, but I hoped he was going to fuck my brains out soon. Damn, it was as if I was addicted to him, and now, having him stroking my ass cheeks was heightening my desire to an almost painful level.

Thankfully, we reached what I supposed was our destination before my inner slut stole every last ounce of control I had and made me forget about being at my job and start begging for Anthony’s cock.

I looked around. We were in a small room, with only a table and a chair and what looked like a wall-sized window. I had never been here. Honestly, I hadn’t even noticed it before now. The door had been locked, and Anthony opened it by tapping in a code.

I was sure I had passed by it many times without sparing it a second thought. Given how huge the building was, I wasn’t sure whether anyone knew what all the spaces were meant for.

“What is this place?” I asked, looking around once again.

Anthony locked the door behind us and gave me a sly smile. Electricity pricked my skin as he led me to the desk. Oh, was he going to fuck me on it? I was all in for that. My pussy approved with a flutter, and at this point, I was sure my panties were completely drenched.

“You know how much I like to know everything and be in control,” Anthony said.

He hugged me from behind, facing us toward the wall-sized window. I couldn’t see anything through it. The glass was completely opaque, showing us our reflections.

I smiled as I caught sight of the two of us. At that moment, having Anthony hug me in such an intimate way, we looked like two lovers. My heart swelled and whispered something she wasn’t allowed to even dream about. A pang of guilt rushed through me, but I ignored it.

Fuck Jacob. The asshole deserves it.

Anthony moved his palms over my flat stomach, traveling higher. I moaned and closed my eyes as he cupped my tits and started to massage them. Hooking his fingers over the top of my dress, he pulled the fabric down, releasing my breasts.

I gasped and quivered as the air tickled my skin. My nipples stiffened so much that it hurt as he pinched them. Liquid fire coursed through my veins as he lazily played with my tits, stroking my flesh in his firm hands. Trembling and arching, I pushed myself more into him.

“Press that green button on the table,” he ordered me.

Button?

God, I was so lost in my forbidden pleasure that I didn’t even notice it. My breath came out in quick pants as Anthony kneaded my breasts. I could feel his bulge pushing against my ass, and my pussy ached with need.

“Lydia. The button,” Anthony repeated while nibbling at my earlobe.

Oh, yes, he wanted me to press it. My hand trembled as I complied, euphoria spreading through my body with every new movement of his firm hands.

“Oh, God!” I gasped.

My eyes widened as I found myself staring directly at my husband. My heart leaped to my neck, strangling me. I froze, all my muscles tense.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

Anthony chuckled and placed a kiss on my neck.

“He can’t see or hear us,” he murmured in my ear. “Nobody knows about this room except for me. And now, you. I like to observe meetings without the clients or my employees knowing I’m listening and watching everything. This way, I can learn more about them, discover their weaknesses, and use them when needed.”

A strange, confusing mix of emotions overwhelmed my system. Knowing that I was the only one Anthony had shared this with made me feel special. And definitely important enough, despite anything Jacob might think.

My husband was facing us, and knowing my husband had no idea what was happening right in front of him added a taboo thrill to everything, arousing me even more.

He was talking to a client, but I couldn’t hear what he was saying. I didn’t recognize the man he was speaking to, either, since he had his back to us. Honestly, I didn’t even care about it, especially not when Anthony was sensually tormenting my breasts, his movements turning rougher with each passing second.

“Press the blue button now.”

Shame and arousal mingled within me as I obeyed, and Jacob’s voice filled the room. Now I could hear him perfectly, and my pussy throbbed as my mind processed the entire filthy situation.

I moaned and squirmed, my legs trembling. Anthony chuckled and moved one hand lower while using his other one to stroke my tits. I gasped as he slid his palm into my panties.

“I was sure you were going to love this, Lydia,” he said, swirling his fingers over my swollen clit. “It turns you on, doesn’t it, little whore? It arouses you to see your pathetic husband working, kissing the client’s ass, and making sure I’m going to make even more money while I’m busy pleasuring his slutty wife.”

God, his dirty talk was driving me wild. I rolled my hips, desperate to have more of everything he was giving me. I could feel the orgasm building within my body at the speed of light. A delicious pressure twitched inside my core, and I couldn’t hold back my loud moan.

“Answer me,” Anthony ordered, his commanding voice sending a shiver of arousal directly to my clit.

Fuck, he was kissing, biting, and licking my neck while his hands made my body sing for him. Waves of ecstasy coursed through me from head to toe as he played with my breasts and pussy.

“Yes,” I whimpered, shivering.

I was pressed flush against his muscular frame, and all his ministrations were feeding the blazing fire within me. Hearing and watching my husband work while I acted like a whore for our boss switched so many buttons in my brain that I could feel myself gnawing at the door of my climax.

It was so taboo.

So forbidden.

So wrong.

Yet, when my orgasm swept me off my feet, nothing else but Anthony, me, and our illicit pleasure mattered.

I screamed his name as a tide of chaotic euphoria engulfed me. Everything turned blurry around me and stars played in front of my eyelids. Anthony kept stroking my body as I rode out the sweet waves of my release, spasming and trembling in his arms.

Anthony hugged my waist with one hand and moved his other to my hair. Fisting my locks, he made my body arch like a bow.

“Oh, fuck!” I mewled and quivered as he dragged his tongue along my exposed neck and chin.

The stiffness of his beard covered me in goosebumps. Aftershocks were still doing laps through my body. My brain was mushy, and all I could think about was how much I wanted to have his cock inside me.

“You have been such a bad, slutty wife, Lydia,” he purred, nibbling at the pulsing point of my throat. “To come undone like this, under the touch of another man, while looking at your pathetic husband working his ass off.”

For a moment, the loyal wife within me awoke enough to want to tell Anthony not to speak like that about Jacob, but as soon as I remembered my husband’s words, any glimmer of guilt vanished.

I wasn’t important enough, right? So why should I bother defending him, then?

My moans dissolved into needy whimpers as Anthony’s mouth continued peppering kisses along my skin. I squirmed against him, letting out a weak, “Please.” God, the desire to have him balls-deep inside me, fucking me with abandon, was overwhelming.

His lips curled into a sly smile as he placed a kiss on the corner of my mouth.

“Please, what, my little slut? Do you want me to call Jacob in here so that your husband can see what a filthy whore you are for me?”

My pussy ached. Fuck, why was that so arousing? His dirty talk and the idea of having my husband catch us turned me wild, more melted hotness dampening my panties. My heart thumped, and I lifted my hand, burying my fingers into Anthony’s hair.

I glanced at my husband. Jacob was speaking enthusiastically with the client, telling him about how the company could help his business and showing him some financial reports. He looked like a happy puppy on a mission, hoping he would get a bone from his master.

I bet he was so proud of himself because Anthony had given him this task. Had he ever been this involved in our relationship? So determined to make me happy? To show me how much he loved me?

Right, I wasn’t important enough.

Fuck him!

Well, for Anthony, I definitely mattered. I wasn’t a fool. I knew I was Anthony’s temporary fun, the slutty assistant he fucked until he found something new. But even so, being only his plaything, I felt more cherished and appreciated than I had ever felt with Jacob.

“Please, fuck me,” I mewled, looking at Anthony.

He gave me an arrogant smile and pressed his lips against mine. His rough, dominant, and possessive kiss swallowed my moans. I used my hold on his hair to press him even more into me. Damn, I wanted so much more of this.

As we hungrily made out, I could hear my heart whispering again something she wasn’t allowed to do. I knew I shouldn’t let myself dream about that, but every time I was this close to Anthony, I couldn’t stop myself from hoping he might, at least for a moment, see me as more than a temporary toy.

My train of thought shattered as he abruptly broke the kiss and bent me over the desk. From the position I was in, I could see my husband perfectly. A thrill of forbiddenness ran down my spine, and I moaned as Anthony hitched up my dress and ripped my panties.

Slickness leaked from my pussy and dripped down my inner thighs as I heard the rustle of clothes and the zipper of Anthony’s pants. Oh, fuck, I couldn’t wait to have that enormous cock of his inside me.

Yes! Please! Yes!

Knowing he was going to fuck my brains out while we watched my unaware husband, who was busy doing his job for Anthony, added such a taboo flavor that a fresh wave of pleasure washed over me.

“Fuuuck!” I cried out as he suddenly drove himself into my wet pussy.

Bolts of electricity overwhelmed my system, and my body hummed as he stuffed me completely, mercilessly nestling himself to the hilt inside my greedy pussy.

My inner walls hugged him tightly, stretched once again beyond their limit. My breath came out in quick, short pants, ecstasy flooding my veins. The room spun around me and my entire being quivered, yielding to him.

“I’m always amazed at how tight you are,” he groaned, moving his palms over my ass cheeks and hips in lazy caresses. “So fucking wet and warm, so responsive, so perfect. So mine.”

I yelped as he landed two hard slaps on each of my buttocks, making me clamp down hard on him and shudder. I assumed he loved the sensation, given that he followed with a few more spanks that made my toes curl.

“Oh, yes,” I mewled.

Pleasure and pain mingled, blending within me into a feral, arousing mix that flooded my system. My cries and yelps of joy turned into desperate, needy moans. I rolled my hips, trying to fuck myself on him but also to meet his slaps sooner.

I glanced at Jacob. What would he think if he saw me acting like this for his mentor and boss? I had always been a slut in bed for him, but with Anthony … fuck, this man was on an entirely new level.

“Such a perfect, beautiful toy,” he groaned.

Anthony let out a deep growl and gave me a few more hard slaps that made my flesh ripple. Caressing my abused skin, he talked to me in that husky, seductive, almost hypnotizing timbre that always made me tingle.

“Look at him, Lydia. He’s working so hard in his pitiful attempt to impress me. I’m never going to understand how the fuck he’s married to a woman like you.”

His voice got a note of annoyance as he muttered the last part, but before I could entirely process it, he grabbed my hips and started to thrust, banishing all rational thought from my mind.

“Oh, yes! Yes! Yes!” I cried out. “Fuck me!”

My entire body felt as if on fire when he launched himself into a feral rhythm, plowing me from behind like a ruthless beast in heat. His rough movements jostled me over the mahogany surface of the desk at every stroke.

I desperately clutched the edges, my loud screams of pleasure covering my husband’s voice. As he glided in and out of my pussy, I succumbed to a dreamlike state of blissful submission, all my cells getting drunk with ecstasy.

My mind was engulfed by a fuzzy fogginess, and everything around me faded away, leaving only the two of us and our illicit pleasure. The wet slaps of his thighs against my ass aroused me even more.

Anthony fisted my hair and yanked it, making me look again at my husband. The sweet pang of pain awoke my brain cells enough to process the lewdness of what we were doing. A new wave of wetness claimed my pussy.

“I want you to look at him while you’re coming on my cock, Lydia.”

I squeezed him hard, his words crashing on top of me like a tidal wave of pleasure. I mirrored his movements as much as I could, trying to get him as deep inside my pussy as possible.

The scent of sex permeating the room was intoxicating. My muscles tensed as the pressure built within my core, coiling and jerking at every new bone-shuttering impale.

Anthony used his hold on my hair to balance himself while he ravished me. My cries of bliss turned animalistic as I begged him to fuck me rougher. All the while, I stared at Jacob.

“You’re mine, little slut,” Anthony growled, punctuating each word with tugs at my hair and toe-curling thrusts. “Only mine. I don’t give a fuck you’re married to him. You’re not going to allow him to touch you. I own you.”

Fuck, that was already true. I’d no longer had sex with Jacob for months at this point. At first, it had been the bad timing and then how hurt I had been by his words, and now … the mere thought of having my husband touching me made me feel as if I would be cheating on Anthony.

It was crazy and wrong on so many levels, but I couldn’t deny what I felt. I was his, more than he could ever know or believe.

“Mine, Lydia. Only mine,” he grunted.

The possessiveness in his voice and his words opened the gates within me. My insides melted as a chaotic climax was unleashed with the force of a billion orgasms. Wildfire stormed through every inch of my body.

I arched and milked Anthony’s cock, shuddering and spasming under his merciless assault, screaming his name in pure, primal rapture. His massive cock teased my G-spot at every relentless thrust, heightening me even more into the realm of bliss.

“Look at him,” Anthony repeated, yanking my hair.

I complied, a fresh wave of pleasure joining the others as I watched my husband working while I came around his mentor’s cock. I felt like the ultimate whore, and that only made everything more intense.

I loved it.

Warmth flushed my body as Anthony roared and nestled himself completely inside my pussy and emptied his balls. His liquid hotness spread through me, claiming my core and throwing me into another release.

I cried out in pleasure as a new set of wildfire spirals traveled along my body from head to toe as another orgasm engulfed me. My heart hammered as each new euphoric tide radiated through me, leaving me completely spent and barely able to breathe.

My juices mingled with his cum and leaked along my legs, an undeniable proof of our forbidden activity. I took another glance at my husband. He was smiling while talking to the client, completely unaware of what his wife had just done.

I should have probably been ashamed and felt guilty about it.

I didn’t.

A part of me had ceased to care about Jacob and his opinion. Those words had hurt like hell, but … why should I listen to them? I knew who I was, and Anthony proved to me every fucking day how important I was.

Do I still even love Jacob?

Fuck, I didn’t know, and all my brain cells were too drunk with euphoria to process all that right now. Anthony pulled out, but I didn’t move, staying draped over the desk, panting and whimpering, too exhausted to do anything else.

Everything was fuzzy around me, and my vision was blurry. I closed my eyes, my mind shutting off for a few moments. It felt so good, and I could still feel pleasure rippling through my body.

“Lydia,” Anthony murmured, making soothing, slow circles over my back with his palm.

I moaned, unable to speak. My pulse was still pounding in my veins, and my breath was labored. I quivered and whimpered as he helped me to my feet and turned me toward him. I immediately clung to him, melting against his powerful frame.

Fuck, since that first time, when I sucked him off in his office, he had ruined me for any other man. No one could make me feel like this.

What the fuck am I going to do when he gets bored and throws me away?

My body thrummed as Anthony hugged and nuzzled me. I purred as I felt the touch of his lips on my hair while he peppered kisses on me. God, I had no idea what would happen next, but for now, I knew I was going to enjoy every forbidden second of this.

Of feeling as if I were his.

I tilted my head, looking at him, and the intensity of his hazel eyes made me hum. Swallowing hard, I kissed him. It was different from the one before. Not as rough and primal, but even more passionate and possessive.

I moaned against his lips as our tongues entwined into a slow dance. He cuddled me into him as we made out, and I instinctively molded myself against his body in an attempt to have as many connection points as possible.

I wanted this moment to never end.

I wanted him.

Fuck, what the hell am I doing?

The End
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Chapter 1



“Surprise.”

Finn strolls into the living room as if he owns the place, not just has a spare key to our Freeuse Suite. Yes, my husband turned the guest wing of our Northern Beaches mansion into a suite with a separate entrance so his friends can come and play with me at will.

I’ve been forbidden from seeing the finished product, but the plans were based on a sex dungeon that you would find at a high-end adult club. Finn should know. My husband’s friend owns Australia’s best-kept secret—a chain of invitation-only BDSM-themed adult nightclubs and he introduced his style team to my husband.

My husband. Twelve months married and I’ve never been happier—or more sexually satisfied. I promised to love Caleb forever and to forsake all others, but then he introduced me to his best friends—The Big Swinging Dicks and our marriage became complete. Yes, I’m Caleb’s freeuse hotwife slut. Yes, all his friends have fucked me in ways you could only imagine.

Yes, I can’t wait for each one to introduce me to the toys and delights they have waiting for me in the Freeuse Suite. Apparently, each man has a cupboard to store his personal stash of toys—and I’m not allowed to peek. Seriously though, the anticipation of not knowing what’s there or who will use me first is half of the fun.

Will it be Finn? With hooded eyes, strong jawline, broad shoulders, and a bigger personality, Finn owns any room he enters. He screams rough and dirty sex, and I know he delivers.

“Finn,” I stand and brush down my electric blue evening gown, drawing his attention to the slutty deep V almost to my naval, spaghetti straps, and braless breasts. I’m dressed to accompany Caleb to a business dinner, but I guess plans have changed.

“Eva, it’s always a pleasure,” his words are for me, but he greets my husband first, bringing him into a bro hug. “Cal, good to see you.”

Caleb and Finn do some sort of handshake that must have taken hours to perfect—when they were drunk college students. Yes, my husband and his friends are more like brothers than just friends. In the decades since meeting, they’ve carved up the world. Between businesses, hobbies, and women, they've competed with and against each other for decades. And to avoid any woman coming between them—all wives must agree to be shared. Caleb is the only man currently married which means I’m the only woman currently lucky enough to be shared.

“Trust you to turn up early,” Caleb says as Finn twirls me around, inspecting my curves. I dressed to impress my husband’s business associates, but I blush, remembering all the ways Caleb’s friends have appreciated me. “If I didn’t know better, I’d say you have a thing for my wife.”

“What you call a thing, will give your wife more pleasure than she can get with you,” Finn banters back while his hands become reacquainted with my ass, fondling me through my dress. “Fuck you are beautiful.”

“Thanks, but I prefer to be called ruggedly handsome.” Caleb jokes and I stroke down his chest until I can grab at his waistband, yanking him into me.

My soft brown eyes meet his dark blue. “I think your friend didn’t get the memo that we are going out for dinner.” I remind him even while suspecting that Finn isn’t here by accident. “I’m going to be the perfect corporate wife enchanting your boring guests.”

“Plans change, sweetheart,” Caleb nibbles on my ear lobe and I want to rip him out of his dinner suit and make myself a cock sandwich. Hmm, Finn and Caleb. Memories come flooding back from when they both had me, and I want a do-over - just to refresh my memory. “I’m going solo tonight, but I’ve left you a sampling menu.”

“Sampling as in I get more than just Finn?” I finally capture Caleb's cock through his trousers with one hand. I want nothing more than to reach behind me for Finn, but I know my husband’s rules and keep my hands on Caleb. “I wish I'd known,” I say with a smile and lick my lips in obvious desire. “I would have undressed for the occasion.”

“We can fix that.” Caleb’s hand starts at my knee and works up my thigh where the dress falls apart in a slit. As Finn draws his fingers around my ass, diving between my cheeks and spreading them for his seductive massage, Caleb’s hands edge slowly higher and higher, sensually massaging between my thighs.

Four hands work together. Four eyes fuck me and two mouths want to tongue fuck me. I’m already moaning, rubbing my body into their hands, my pussy dripping in anticipation. Yes, I love it hard and fast, but this slow and gentle touch gives me time to anticipate what they have planned. My nerves come alive and I’m already panting in need.

Caleb chuckles and looks at Finn. “My wife is overdressed for the occasion.”

“I can have this dress torn from her body in seconds,” Finn says, and I shriek.

“It’s brand new.”

“And I appreciate you in it, but I’ll appreciate it more when it’s around your ankles on the floor.” Finn’s fingers clench me so tightly, that he might tear the fabric by accident.

“Fine, fine,” Caleb mock grimaces, finding my g-string thong and tugging it along my clit, spreading my wetness up and down my folds. Oh, fuck me dead already, I’m drenched. “You won’t be needing this.”

Finn momentarily releases my ass for Caleb to tear my panties, the string snapping and the men help the torn fabric drop down my legs. They could do the same with my dress, but they don’t. Their four hands are now using my dress to rub along my body—Finn sliding the fabric easily along my crack, while Caleb smears my wetness up and over my stomach and between my legs.

These men know how to turn me on, and it takes all my strength to remain standing. I want to explode—I want to collapse to my knees and pay homage to their cocks with my mouth. But they are in charge and if they want to turn me on, then I’m the greedy freeuse slutwife who will take whatever they have to offer.

Desperate to be involved, I keep squeezing Caleb’s cock, my thumb gliding over the tip as I chase Caleb’s mouth with mine. I need to kiss him. I need all parts of me to be connected to these men, and that starts with my husband.

His tongue glides against mine in a soft dual until his fingers start flicking at my clit. “That’s not fair,” I moan into our kiss, deepening it until our teeth clash and he almost sucks my tongue down his throat. He is so hungry for me and I’m always willing to spread my legs for him—because there is no man better than my husband. I’ll fuck his friends for as long as it works for our marriage, but I need Caleb to know that I’ll always be his.

His to own, his to adore—and his to share. Why hasn’t he permitted me to touch Finn the way he’s touching me? Again, the nervous anticipation sends bolts of electricity through my nerves, bringing my body alive.

“Hey,” Finn says, his hands still working my ass, massaging and kneading my flesh as if I’m nothing more than bread dough to be stretched and pummeled into shape. “Leave something for the rest of us.”

Finn pretends to tug me out of my husband's arms and now I’m just a pawn in their handsy tug of war. Caleb cups my pussy, not letting me go while his tongue continues to fuck my mouth without mercy. I try to press my tits against his chest, wanting the friction of his shirt fabric against my nipples, but he’s holding me at bay—tormenting bastard. My body hums with desire. I can’t predict their hands, or their cocks—where they’ll go or how hard or the pace. All I know is that if they don’t start fucking me soon, I’ll be on my knees and begging for anything.

“Caleb,” I moan. I want him to promise that he’s not going to leave me on the edge of an orgasm, “use me.” I grind my body into their hands. I want to be fucked, and don’t care if my dress becomes a shredded mess or if it takes a week to hide the marks. Caleb’s mouth devours me, and I’m slowly losing the will to fight back.

I want to lie down and take it like a woman.

“Caleb,” I purr again in desperate need, breaking our kiss to get a better grip around his cock.

“Strip her,” Caleb demands and Finn drops my gown straps over my shoulders and down my arms. My breasts are so large, that they trap the gown and my men have fun easing it over my hard nipples. “Fuck, I never get tired of these,” Caleb says, tugging at a nipple with his teeth.

“Luckily, there’s enough to share.” Finn cups the other breast from behind as I relax into their touch. It’s visceral. It’s sexual. I’m getting a two for the price of one deal—which makes me a greedy cum-loving bitch.

With his spare hand, Finn drops his trousers to the floor, and I turn to watch his erection waving at me like a long, lost friend. I want to touch him. My fingers ache with the need to fist his cock until I can guide it to my wet pussy, but I know the rules.

I will be spread out and eaten, fucked, licked, and enjoyed by Caleb’s friends, but only with his permission. Tonight, he’s asked me to greet Finn, but I’m still waiting for permission to do more. Frustrated as hell, I’m forced to watch as Finn slowly strokes himself. I watch the way his hand caresses his cock, noting how hard he likes to be squeezed and that he gives the knob a gentle palming to coat it in his pre-cum.

“Caleb?” I moan, wanting to have both cocks at my disposal. I’ll drop to my knees, I’ll lay on my back, I’ll bend over whatever furniture my husband desires, as long as I have these two cocks in me … now.

In response, he turns me fully towards Finn, pushing me forward until I can brush my pelvis against Finn’s waving cock. It’s not enough, but I trust Caleb won’t leave me hanging on the edge of an orgasm. He wouldn’t be that cruel, would he?

“That’s my girl, be a good girl and flex your ass around my cock.” Caleb steps in close enough to press his cock between my ass cheeks, dragging it down to capture my slick and I bend forward just enough for him to start gliding up and down. “Fuck, you feel good,” he moans before saying the golden words, “Why don’t you make our guest comfortable. We have fifteen minutes before I have to leave.”

Yes. I want to scream in pleasure, but there’s time for that, later. Permission to play has been granted and even better, we’re on a time limit which means the slower we start, the harder we’ll finish.

Caleb’s hands grip my hips tighter, and he presses me forward toward Finn. I’m already wet and aching, knowing how quickly this will escalate. “Make him feel welcome, Eva,” Caleb’s voice rumbles low in my ear as he teases the edge of my tight hole with his cock. “Make me proud to share you as my wife.”

“Yes, sir,” I whisper, pushing my hips back just a fraction to meet his teasing touch while Finn steps closer, cock erect and ready. My body hums with excitement, knowing that Finn will be inside me soon too.

Finn’s fingers tilt my chin, his lips brushing against mine before he growls, “On your knees, beautiful.”

I obey, sinking down onto the soft carpet, my hands immediately reaching for his cock, stroking his hardness while Caleb removes and folds his trousers before placing them on the coffee table.

“This isn’t going to be pretty,” Caleb growls, quickly taking up his position and pressing his hard cock to my entrance. Finn watches me, his eyes heavy-lidded with lust, and I know the dynamic here—Caleb is in control, but Finn is never shy about taking what he wants. I glide my tongue along Finn’s shaft, tasting him as Caleb thrusts into me from behind, filling me without mercy. The combination of both men surrounding me, one pushing into me, the other in my mouth, sends shivers up my spine.

Finn grabs a fistful of my hair, guiding my face until he pushes his cock past my lips in one slow, long thrust. He groans as I take him to the back of my throat while I stifle my gag reflex. One of these days, I’ll remind these men that their large cocks require some getting used to. But no, Finn uses my hair and head to control his pace, while I try and use him to brace as Caleb’s hands tighten around my waist. My moans vibrate against Finn’s cock as I arch my back, savoring the way Caleb pounds into me relentlessly, twisting my hips, slapping my ass, and taking me how he pleases, not caring if I need to work hard not to lose Finn. The room echoes with the sounds of sex, of breathy moans, and the undeniable groans as both men fight for dominance over my body. They want me to scream for them—but I refuse to be tamed, knowing it will only make them fuck me harder.

I gag as Finn continues to hit the back of my throat, his slower pace giving me no relief as Caleb hurtles toward his release. I know my husband. This is his lay back and let me fuck you until you beg for relief kind of fuck. He’s taking without giving. I don’t care. I’m his wife—I’m his possession to adore. I also know he loves me more than life itself and if he doesn’t give me relief, it’s because his friends will.

With a frustrated moan, Caleb pulls out and steps aside, slapping my ass to release Finn. I do, but remain on my knees as Finn shoots me a knowing grin.

“Half time, change sides,” Caleb instructs Finn and waits to watch his friend kneel behind me, rubbing his wet cock over my ass, teasing me until he shoves inside, making me gasp and rock forward. He starts fucking me with the same careful pace as he had fucked my mouth, allowing me to brace for what’s to come. Neither man likes to finish without ensuring my body will remember them for days.

As Finn slowly increases the pace and intensity of each thrust, Caleb stands in front of me, brushing the hair out of my face and tipping up my chin until I have to meet his eyes. I’m on my hands and knees, Finn thrashing away from behind, but Caleb demands my full attention. “You’re mine,” he whispers, his eyes locking on mine as he strokes his cock in front of my face. “But I love watching you being fucked like this.”

I moan in response, pleasure building as Finn’s pace quickens. Caleb holds my chin, forcing me to look at him, and I know this isn’t just physical—it’s an act of trust. He trusts his friends to look after me, and he trusts me to remember whose ring I wear.

Finn grips my hips tighter, and I cry out as he goes deeper, hitting that spot that has me trembling. Caleb fists his cock, aiming it at my face, and I suck in a breath, knowing how this will end. Opening my mouth, I ready for impact, positioning my tongue ready to catch whatever he has to give. “Good girl,” he murmurs, and the praise sends me spiraling closer to the edge as my boobs bounce around, begging to be caught.

Just when I’m about to fall over the edge of pleasure, Caleb demands, “Now,” and Finn fills me with cum. I feel it ooze down my thighs as he withdraws, loving the power of being his cum-filled slut. Then, I gasp and almost choke as Caleb aims at my mouth, filling it quickly with his cum before he sprays the warm, sticky goo at my tits, laughing as it covers and drips from my nipples.

“That’s enough for now,” Caleb says, grinning down at me as I struggle to catch my breath.

The bastards didn’t let me come.

“What about…?” I begin to ask, desperate and needy. Do they want me to beg? Because I will.

Caleb wipes my face with the expensive gown before silencing me with a kiss. “Trust me. I’m leaving you in good hands.”

[image: image-placeholder]

Caleb stands up, his movements unhurried, deliberately fixing his clothes as if he has all the time in the world. His eyes linger on me, watching as I lie there, breathless and needy as Finn leans against the wall, grinning like the cat that spilled the cream for someone else to clean up.

My body’s a mess of sensations—pulsing, aching, craving more. I want to cry in frustration and physical pain—orgasm denial is usually a punishment, and I don’t know what I did wrong. “Didn’t I please you?”

“You always please me,” Caleb says as he buckles his belt, his gaze sharp, and commanding, and yet there’s a softness there, too. The kind that always makes me weak. He sighs, as if already regretting getting dressed, before bending down to brush fingers along my cheek before trailing them down my neck and over the curve of my breast. He doesn’t stop until his hand is between my legs, where I’m still slick and swollen. I gasp as his fingers slide through the wetness Finn left behind, teasing me in that way only Caleb can—precise, controlling, completely his.

“You’re such a good girl,” he murmurs, his voice low, dark. His eyes never leave mine, watching every flicker of pleasure that crosses my face. I bite my lip, my breath catching as his fingers slip inside me, slow but firm. He curls them just slightly, and I can’t stop the moan that escapes my lips.

He smirks, leaning in close, his breath hot against my ear. “Don’t forget,” he whispers, his tone thick with possession, “all of this is mine. Every last inch of you.” He pulls his fingers out, leaving me on the edge, desperate for more.

My body trembles, longing for his touch, the ache between my legs growing more intense with each passing second. I nod. “Always.”

“Look after my woman,” he demands, his eyes flicking between Finn and me, issuing his friend a subtle challenge as well as a command. “I expect her to be completely spent by the time I get back. If I have to do anything more than spread her legs and fill her, then you won’t have done your job and I might have to rethink our arrangement.”

Finn’s grin is slow, dark. “Don’t worry,” he says, his eyes fixed on me with a hunger that makes my stomach flip. “I’ll take good care of her.”

In a flash, Caleb slaps my pussy and brings his fingers to his lips. Watching him suck at my juices, my core clenches and I wish he’d allowed me to come. “Good girl,” he murmurs, “you’re my good girl.”

I don’t have time to beg him to stay before he grabs his jacket and leaves.

At least, I have Finn.


Chapter 2



The front door slams behind Caleb, and suddenly, it’s just me and Finn. His presence fills the room, thick and heavy, and I feel a rush of anticipation curl through me. Finn steps forward, his hand outstretched, and I take it, my fingers trembling slightly as they meet his.

He doesn’t say anything at first, just helping me to my feet before leading back the way he came, towards the Freeuse Suite. This is it. My heart races. After months of designing, workmen coming through my home, throwing me knowing glances as they turned Caleb’s dream into reality, and it’s time.

When we reach the door to the Freeuse Suite, Finn places his hand on the panel and I hear the distinctive click as the door unlocks. Finn gives me a look as if to say, last chance to change your mind, before pushing the door open.

The room inside takes my breath away.

My initial reaction is that the room is larger than some homes but broken down into discrete spaces. It’s a sensual man cave, with mahogany-lined walls, to the wine-red velvet curtains that drape dramatically across tall windows, their heavy fabric pooling sensuously on the floor. Discrete cupboards to my left bear the engraved name of Caleb and his friends, while a plain St Andrews cross and wooden bench are up against the far wall.

The oversized bed in the center of the room is nothing short of decadent, its dark wood frame carved with intricate designs that look like me. My face, my breasts, my body is carved into the wood in such beautiful detail, that I could spend hours admiring the craftmanship. The silk sheet is the same color as the curtains, with black and deep purple pillows of all sizes scattered around. Brass rings are attached to the bed head, and when I glance up, there are more rings attached to straps that look like pulleys. We could spend days in this room and never want to leave or get bored of the toys.

To my right, there’s a lounge area—deep, leather chairs and a large chaise perfectly positioned to watch the action on the bed, or to be part of the action. Everything is designed for indulgence, relaxation, and complete surrender to the pleasures of the moment.

Soft, golden lighting casts shadows in all the right places, and when Finn presses buttons on a remote, a painting turns into a television screen. “It’s a man cave,” I say with a laugh.

“It’s a sex cave,” Finn corrects and points to the a floor-to-ceiling cabinet behind us with an array of toys and accessories—leather restraints, silk blindfolds, paddles, and more. “And we will be able to watch you from any angle.” He waves to the strategically placed mirrors line parts of the ceiling and walls. He’s right. No matter where I stand, I can see every angle of the room, every reflection of what unfolds.

It’s a space designed for observation, seduction, and play—with enough room for Caleb and his friends to watch or fuck me at the same time.

In the corners, small red lights hint at discreet cameras and I assume Caleb is recording tonight to watch it with me later. It’s a subtle reminder not to hold back on facial expressions and moans. Fine, I think. If he wants a show, I’ll give him one hellova show and he can judge—and reward me, later.

My feet won’t move. With so much to see and do, I don’t even know where to start, the paddles? The bed? Finn laughs at my confusion, and stands behind me, his cock already hard again as he fills his hands with my breasts. My moan is automatic, reminding me that my body is owed at least one orgasm from these men and Finn is the last man standing.

“You feel so good,” he murmurs, his voice low and gravelly, vibrating through my skin. His hands squeeze, rough and commanding, making it clear who’s in control of this moment. When Caleb is in the room, he is the alpha, but when he leaves, his friends fight to take his place.

I arch into Finn, my body responding to the relentless pressure of his fingers, his hands claiming every inch of me. My breath hitches as one hand snakes down, slipping beneath my legs. “Already so wet,” he whispers, his voice thick with desire.

“You left something behind,” I say, joking. “Want it back?”

“I want to give you more.”

“What are you gonna give me in return?” Do I need to remind him that I’m owed a fucking orgasm? I mean, what does a girl have to do to come?

“What do you want?” he says and I gasp as he slides two fingers between my folds, dragging them up and down my slick heat before pressing inside me with a slow, deliberate thrust. His thumb finds my clit, circling it in a teasing rhythm and I collapse onto his hand. Yep, my knees can’t be expected to work when my clit is on fire.

Finn presses his mouth against my ear, his breath hot and heavy as he whispers, “I’m going to be the first one to make you come in this room.” I tremble, knowing this is more than just a physical claim. Of all his friends, Caleb has always hesitated before leaving me with Finn. There’s something about their competitive friendship that has my husband on edge. He couldn’t even watch Finn fuck me the first time. Is that why Caleb fucked me before leaving me with Finn? Do I care? Hell, no. As long as I get my overdue orgasm, I don’t care who gives it to me, or how.

Finn’s fingers move faster, plunging deep inside me with every thrust, his thumb working my clit in perfect sync. My body arches against him, desperate for release, and I can feel the tension building from my toes to my core. Finn hasn’t let go of my breast with his other hand, continuing to pinch and squeeze as I ride his hand.

“Come for me, Eva,” he growls softly, his voice rough with need. “Look up at one of the little red dots and come for me. I want Caleb to know that I was the first. There will never be another first, not in this room. He’ll have to burn down his home and build another and he still won’t be able to remove the memory of what I’m going to do to you tonight.”

His words push me over the edge, my orgasm crashing through me in violent waves. My body clenches around his fingers as I cry out, my hips rocking against his hand as he guides me through every pulse of ecstasy. His hold tightens, refusing to allow me to fall as I ride the high, my body convulsing with relief … finally.

He pulls his fingers from me slowly, trailing them up my inner thigh, making sure I feel every second of the loss. When he brings them to his mouth and sucks them clean, his eyes never leave mine. “You taste like heaven,” he says, a satisfied smirk tugging at his lips. “Caleb’s going to love hearing about this.”

I’m still catching my breath when he takes my hand and pulls me to a large black box between the bed and the couch. I don’t know why I didn’t notice it before—perhaps I was so overwhelmed with all the toys and opportunities to play. Or, perhaps I was too focused on needing an orgasm that nothing else mattered.

“You bought me a gift?” I cuddle into his arm, loving the way his bicep flexes at my touch. Who says older guys aren’t hot as fuck? “Oh, Finn, who says you don’t know how to treat a woman?”

“I think I just showed you how I can treat a woman.” With a chuckle, he pulls me into his side before continuing, “But this is a gift for all of us.”

I gulp. What are they going to do with a box? It’s chest height and long enough to hold an icebox on its side, woodgrain, with a few strategically placed holes. I’m all for surprises, but there is something about the box that has my heart racing. Fear of the unknown? No. I trust Caleb. He has to know about the box. Which means it has to be for my pleasure … right? “What’s inside?” There’s no way of keeping the tremble out of my voice.

He smirks, pulling me closer to the box, his breath hot against my ear as he whispers, “You’ve heard of a glory hole, right?”

I nod, remembering the phase where Caleb and I binged on glory hole porn. But those were rooms, not a box.

“Well, this is Eva’s Glory Box,” Finn says, propelling me forward until we reach a clasp and he opens one side.

“My what?” I don’t know how to describe my emotions. I should have expected Caleb to notice my fascination with the women in those glory hole rooms—the idea of not knowing when a cock would slam inside me or which of my holes a man would want to take. Since our freeuse play pact, one of my favorite kinks is expecting the unexpected. But this? I don’t know. Do they want to lock me in a box? What about air, or food? What about being fucked through those holes and not knowing who by? Okay, I can’t deny the thought has my nipples hardening.

“Your ultimate trust fall,” Finn murmurs in a low growl that hits all my lady parts as if I didn’t just cum. “Once you’re inside, you’ll be in the dark except for the light coming through the holes. You can suck us. You can offer your pussy, your mouth, or your ass to us, but you’ll never know who’s wanting to use you or how many of us there are.”

“It’s not just for you?” I say before we both turn toward the external door where someone is rattling a key. Who’s here? What did Caleb say about a sampling menu?

“In you go, darlin’,” Finn doesn’t hesitate, shoving my head down until I duck to get inside. “For the next two hours, you’re ours to use. Decide which one of us is your favorite.”

He shuts me inside the box and before I can process what’s happened, I hear another two—or is it three—male voices join him.

I’m naked, inside a box, and I’m about to be glorified in the best possible way—for two hours.

The End

Dilana Rose is an Australian-based erotica author who believes one man is never enough and two or three cocks are better than one. Eva’s Hotwife Adventures start with a challenge—can Caleb watch his friends fuck his new bride and what are the consequences if he looks away? Go back to the beginning, or continue with Eva’s Glory-ious Freeuse

Link: https://mybook.to/EvaHotwifeAdventures. All books are free with KindleUnlimited.
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Chapter 1



I take a sip of my drink and look around the bar. My husband is out of town and texted me last night to get dressed up and go to the hotel bar tonight. He has a surprise for me. So here I am, waiting patiently in my black body con dress and black heels. I kept my long dark hair loose, curled it, and put on some red lipstick. My favourite colour.

“Ma’am?” A man in a suit comes up next to me holding an envelope. “This is for you,” he says.

I take it, and as soon as he leaves, I open it up. Inside is a letter and a room key.

Come up to room 102. Your gift is waiting. Trust me.
Your safe word is Red
Love, Alexander

My thighs clench together at the thought of what this gift will be. Him telling me my safe word means things are going to get spicy and I can’t fucking wait. There are quite a few options as to what this can be. Maybe Alex is waiting for me in the room. Or maybe it’s another man, which I would totally be up for.

I pay for my drink and head to the elevator.

We have been trying different things for years to spice up our marriage, and one thing we’ve come across is me becoming a hotwife. That was a huge hit. The first time it happened, Alex fucked me as I told him about the man from his workplace who fucked me in our living room, and we’ve done it a few times since.

The elevator dings and I step out, my heels clicking against the floor as I walk to the room. I open the door and step inside to a large dark room, the sweet scent of vanilla in the air.

Anticipation grows in me as I walk farther into the space. It’s two rooms and when I enter the bedroom portion there is a man in a dark suit sitting in a chair in the corner of the room.

“Oh, my God! You scared me,” I gasp.

“My apologies,” the man says in a dark, seductive voice.

He turns on the lamp next to him, then nods to the bed, where there is another envelope on it.

I walk over to it, a little nervous as to what is going on, and open it up.

This is Tanner and if you’re into it I’d like you to fuck him. Then when I want to hear all about it. Enjoy.
Love, Alexander

I turn to Tanner, and with the light on I can get a better look at him. He’s big and muscular. His suit jacket is barely holding in his biceps. He’s got tattoos on both of his hands, and they seem to be on his arms too. Sharp blue eyes look me up and down, and a tingle runs down my spine.

He looks like he comes out of one of those mafia romances. Tall, dark, and handsome, and judging by the erection pressing against his slack, ready to fuck.

I take both envelopes and shove them into my coat pocket, then place my coat on the table that sits across from the bed.

Tanner stands up and walks towards me, his scent invading my space. Mint and leather, a heady and appealing combination.

“What’s your safe words, Mary-Anne?” he asks.

“Red,” I say, my fingers itching to run down his chest.

“Good. You want this?” he asks, waving his hand from me, then back to him.

I nod and let out a breathy, “Yes.”

He gives me a wicked smile, then says, “Good. Then turn around and bend over.” He nods to the bed, and I do as he says, my panties already damp with need.

I bend over, my dress riding up so much so I can feel cool air hit my pussy.

“Your husband said I can fuck you any way I wish. Only to stop when I’m satisfied, or if you say your safe word.” Tanner runs his hands up my thighs and pushes my dress up until it’s at my waist.

He leans down and I can feel his erection pressing against my backside.

Whispering in my ear, he says, “And I want to fuck you hard, Mary-Ann.” He reaches down and tears my panties off and I harsh gasp leaves my lips.

“I want to use this tight little cunt until she’s soaking my cock. I want to smear that pretty red lipstick of yours. And I want you feeling me between your legs for days.”

He reaches out and grips my jaw with his big hand, forcing my head up.

“You want that too, darling?” He rubs his crotch against me. “You want me to fuck your cunt with my big, fat cock?”

“Yes.” My voice comes out all gravelly and needy. I’m so desperate to be filled, and I want this walking, talking romance hero to be the one to do it.

“Fuck me, Tanner. Use my little cunt. Make me scream,” I beg.

Tanner chuckles darkly, then releases my jaw only to grip my hair. I can hear him undo his belt with his other hand, then pull down the zipper, just as my arousal drips down my leg.

“He also said I can fuck you without a condom. Are you alright with that?” he asks.

“Yes,” I reply, then I feel his hand slip between my legs, and he runs his fingers between my folds.

“Fuck, you’re soaked already. I didn’t know Alexander’s woman was such a dirty little whore.”

I moan at his dirty words and wiggle my ass, needing him inside me.

He yanks on my hair and growls, “I’m in charge here, darling. I will fuck you when I fucking feel like it, not a moment before. You’re my little fuck doll tonight.”

Fuck me, the dirty talk coming out of this man is so fucking filthy. I love it.

Tanner flicks my clit once, twice, three times, and I swear I almost come from it.

Then I feel him press the head of his cock at my entrance. Slowly he pushes in, but only the head. I can already tell he’s big. Not much bigger than my husband, but if he fucks me as roughly as he said, I will feel it later.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he groans, then pushes in farther.

I mewl and grip the sheets as he fills me inch by inch.

“That’s it, darling. Let me in.”

I didn’t realise I was holding my breath until he bottoms out inside me, and then I let it out. The pleasure just from him sinking into me has my legs shaking. I don’t know how long I’ll last.

Tanner grips my hips and starts to move.

“You can come whenever you want, darling. I don’t mind.”

The way he says it is almost like a dare. Like he knows I won’t be able to and he’s daring me to try.

I take some deep breaths as he picks up the pace. His balls slap against my clit and his grip on my hair adds to the pleasure.

Smack!

Out of nowhere, he slaps my ass, one cheek then the other, and it sends a ripple of ecstasy through my body.

“Fuck. I love the way your pussy clenches around my cock when I spank you,” he says, then spanks me again and groans at the sensation of my pussy gripping and releasing him.

Then he turns my hair and grips my jaw before kissing me roughly. His tongue invades my mouth, and I groan into it. I can just picture this in my mind. His tattooed hands gripping me, his cock buried deep inside me and his kiss messing up my lipstick.

We’re both panting hard when he releases the kiss. He runs his thumb over my bottom lip and grins.

“Exactly as I pictured,” he says, referring probably to my lipstick.

He stands up straight and releases my hair, then grips my hips. I start to relax as he pulls out, but then grip the sheet as he slams back in. He turns the dial up to ten and fucks me without mercy.

Wet, slapping sounds fill the room and I feel my orgasm build strongly and quickly.

Fuck, I’m going to come.

I try to breathe through it, but Tanner’s words push me over the edge.

“Don’t deny me, Mary-Anne. Don’t deny yourself. I know you want to come. Good sluts like you always want to come. So be a good girl and come for me.”

I scream into the sheet as my orgasm rips through me. Wave after wave of pleasure hits me and he fucks me through it and doesn’t stop even when it starts to recede.

“Good girl,” he groans and pulls out.

“Fuck, look at that,” he says. “My cock is soaked with your arousal.”

He’s only out for a moment before he slams back inside.

“Fuck!” I gasp.

His grip on my hips is rough, and I feel another orgasm building as he thrusts into me again and again.

“Oh, my God!” I cry out.

“Yes, that’s it. Come for me again, darling. I love feeling the way your pussy grips me when she comes.”

Tanner kicks my legs wide, and he sinks deeper inside of me. I grip the sheets harder and ride out my second orgasm.

“Fuck yes,” he growls, then stills inside me. As I come, so does he, and I can feel thick ropes of cum fill my pussy. It makes a mini orgasm shoot off inside me.

Tanner pulls out, then grips me by the waist and sets me on my knees in front of him.

“Clean me up,” he commands, holding out his cock for me like it’s a prize.

Dazed from my orgasms, I look up at him, his blue eyes glazed over with lust, his cock still half hard between his legs and covered in our cum.

I set both of my hands on his thighs and wrap my lips around his cock. The taste of our cum makes me shiver. I moan and suck him off gently and I feel him grow hard in my mouth. I release him and lick up his shaft. He holds himself for me as I lick every inch of his skin from the base to the tip. I even lick his balls.

“Fuck, darling. Yes,” he groans, and I take that as permission to do more.

I take one of his balls into my mouth and suck, causing him to curse and throw his head back. He settles his free hand on the back of my head but doesn’t press. Just lets me suck one ball, release it, then suck the other. By the time I’m done, he’s fully hard again and I’m aching between my legs.

I stand up on shaky legs and run my hands down his chest, feeling the hard ridge of muscles underneath the dark blue dress shirt.

Tanner pushes my hair behind my ears, then cups my face.

“You look pretty like this. All used and messy,” he says.

“Thank you,” I say.

“I’m not done with you yet. I still need to taste you,” he says and turns me around. He pulls at the zipper of my dress then lets it fall to the ground, leaving me naked since I didn’t wear a bra with this outfit.

He turns me back around and hisses when he sees my naked body.

“Fuck,” he groans and cups my breasts. My nipples harden from the touch and when he pinches them, I gasp.

“Such beautiful tits,” he murmurs.

Tanner pushes my tits together and nuzzles them. I cup the back of his head and keep him pressed against me. He runs his lips and tongue across the skin, then sucks each nipple into his mouth. When he releases them, he stands up straight then lifts me up, places me on the bed, and crawls between my legs.

He places my legs on his shoulders, and I moan as his tongue runs between my folds. His tongue flicks over my clit and my thighs start to shake.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I chant as my orgasm builds.

I cry out as Tanner sucks my clit into his mouth. My hands grip his hair, and I grind my pussy against his face, chasing my orgasm. And when he shoves his tongue inside me, I come.

After I finish coming, Tanner pulls away and sinks his cock inside me. I wrap my legs around his waist and he fucks me quick and hard. The bed shakes underneath us, the headboard bangs against the wall, and I can only imagine what the neighbours are thinking.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” Tanner says, looking down at me. “You gonna come with me too, darling?”

I nod as somehow another orgasm hits me out of nowhere. I shudder around him and he holds me tight, burying his face between my neck and shoulder as he empties himself inside me for the second time tonight.

“Mmm, fuck yes,” he moans. “God, you feel so good. Your husband is a lucky man.”

I smile at the mention of Alex.

“Yes, I am.”

Pulling out, he cleans me and himself up and leaves me in bed, cuddling the sheets .

“Thank you, Tanner,” I say, then yawn.

“You’re welcome, Mary-Ann. It was nice to meet you. Goodbye.”

“Mmm, bye.” I say sleepily.

The last thing I hear is the door clicking as I fall asleep.


Chapter 2



The next morning, I wake up from a blissful sleep, but then freeze when I feel someone behind me. Slowly I turn around, and even before I see his face, I know it’s Alex. I recognise the phoenix tattoo on his shoulder and that sandy blonde hair.

His grip around my waist slightly tightens. The sleepy face of my husband greets me, and I smile.

“Hello, husband,” I say, nuzzling my nose against his.

“Hello, wife,” he replies, then tips his head and kisses my lips gently.

“I take it you had a good night,” he says.

“Yeah, how did you know?” I ask.

He taps my lips and says, “Your lips are still a little swollen. Plus, I can smell him on you.”

“Is that a good thing or a bad thing?” I ask, placing my leg around his waist and feeling his bare cock probe my entrance.

“It’s a good thing. A very good thing,” he says, then pulls me closer.

“What happened?” he asks, sinking his bare cock into me. I’m a little sore from last night, but so turned on by what’s about to happen that I don’t care. I need my husband inside me.

“First he fucked me from behind. His tattooed hand was gripping my jaw, and he even messed up my lipstick. He said he was going to. He wanted to see it all messed up.”

Alex moans, then pushes me onto my back, settling between my legs.

“How did it feel?”

“So good,” I moan as my husband fucks me slowly.

“Did he fuck you roughly or sweetly?”

“Roughly. And his dirty talk was insane.”

Alex chuckles. “You were always a sucker for dirty talk. That’s why I picked him. That, and I knew he could fuck you rough. Plus, you love hand tattoos.”

I moan and bite my bottom lip as I nod.

“Did you come hard?” he asks, fucking me a little faster.

“Yes. I twice before he pulled out and made me lick his cock clean.”

“Fuck,” Alex groans. “I can picture it. You on your knees, sucking his cock.”

I can feel an orgasm building and I know it’s going to feel so fucking good.

“I sucked his balls.”

Alex’s cock twitches inside me and I gasp.

“You did?”

I've sucked Alex's balls several times. He loves it when I play with them.

“Yes. It got him hard again, but inside of fucking me he went down on me. It was quick, but it felt good. After that, he fucked me again. Quick and hard. I could feel how desperate he was, and I could feel his cum inside me.”

My husband fucks me wildly now, images of last night playing in his mind, turning him on and getting him closer and closer to orgasm.

“He tucked me in after cleaning me. It was nice,” I add, and Alex smiles.

“Good,” he says and kisses me. This kiss is softer than Tanner’s kiss but no less passionate. My legs grip my husband’s waist and I know he’s close. I am too.

I run my hands through his hair as his cock brushes against my g-spot.

Marrying Alex was the best decision I ever made. All my friends told me that our sex life would diminish if we got married. Or just by time alone, but it hasn’t happened to us. Fifteen years later, we’re still horny for each other, and it’s great. We explore our sexuality through role play, sex clubs, and other people. We talk about everything, about our wants and needs and what makes us feel good, and that has not only kept our sex lives very lively, but it has helped us grow as a couple.

As Alex and I come together, his cum filling my pussy as she clenches around him, I am reminded of how much I love my husband, how much he makes me happy, and how lucky I feel to have found my soulmate that first day of college when I accidentally ended up in the wrong class and sat next to him.

“I love you, Mary-Ann,” Alex says against my lips.

“I love you too, Alex,” I reply, kissing him.

Yeah, for sure, the best decision I ever made.

The End

About The Author: Aileen Gallagher is the alter ego to Aila Glass. She writes hotwife, freeuse and steamy erotica. 
If you are interested in checking her out you can find her first book here: https://geni.us/ubtfpebook
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Chapter 1



‘George!’

I call out to my neighbor as I cross the street and corner him next to his parked car.

‘Hey, Simone. How’s it going?’ George is a few years older than me, but still ruggedly handsome and every time his eyes fix on me with that intense gaze, I feel like he’s imagining what I look like naked.

I don’t mind.

‘Good, uh, do you have a few minutes? I need to move those and they’re pretty heavy.’ I raise my voice slightly at the end, doing my best damsel in distress as I motion towards a dozen bags of fertilizer that were delivered earlier today. It’s a gorgeous day and I’m worried that if I don’t get my flowers planted now, I’ll lose my chance until next week.

He glances at his watch and shakes his head.

‘Sorry. I’d love to help, but I’m on my way to a meeting. I’ll see if Drew can give you a hand.’ He shoots me an apologetic smile and I shrug. His son’s been away for his first year of college and is back for summer break. I remember him being scrawny and awkward and uncomfortably moody, but the bags aren’t that heavy and he should be able to handle it. ‘He’s got a friend here, so maybe they can split the load.’

I like the sound of that and smile gratefully as he walks back towards the house and opens the front door.

‘Drew get out here. Mrs. Taft needs your help.’ George returns to my car and I hear some intense complaining coming from inside. ‘They’re good kids, just make sure you tell them exactly what you need or they’ll fuck it up.’ He smirks as he gets into his SUV and I wave as he drives off.

I wait patiently by the curb, but realize after a few minutes that they’re not coming so I walk towards the suburban tract house that looks identical to all the others on this block and peer into the screen door.

‘Hello!’ I call out. There’s some cursing coming from inside and I get a frustrated shout in response.

‘Yeah, coming.’ I see one of them jogging towards the door and take a step back as Drew comes into view. He’s grown over the past year and the scrawny kid I remember is a few inches taller and has obviously been spending a lot of time in the gym. I stare at his taut muscles, then smile as I shade my eyes from the low afternoon sun.

‘Your dad said that you could help me move a few things.’ I remind him as he runs his hand through his sandy blond hair and gives me a grin. His eyes lower to my full breasts that are barely being covered by my skimpy tank top and I feel my nipples tighten as he stares, then licks his lips.

‘Adam, come here for a sec.’ We stand in awkward silence as we wait for his friend, who emerges from the back of the house and is just as hot as Drew. I feel a chill rush through me as I motion for them to follow and I hear the sounds of jostling behind me as we cross the street.

‘So.’ I stand at the edge of the driveway, watching and waiting as Adam pulls a ratty t-shirt over his chiseled abs. Once he’s dressed, I point towards the pile of bags and remember what George said about instructing them. ‘I need you to carry these bags into the back yard and put them in the flower bed beside the pool.’

‘You have a pool?’ Adam asks excitedly and Drew elbows him.

‘Yes and you’re more than welcome to use it once you’re done moving this stuff.’ I reply as I unlock the gate and prop it open, then point towards the spot where I want the bags.

They start lugging the bags and each time they pass, they give me an awkward smile and make a genuine effort to not stare at my tits. Twenty minutes later, they’re finished and dripping with sweat. Drew takes off his shirt and flexes his pecs smugly as Adam rolls his eyes.

‘I really appreciate your help, guys. You’re more than welcome to use the pool.’ I say, hoping that they’ll take me up on the offer.

‘Yeah, sure. We’ll go change.’ I nod and they rush back to their house as I cut open one of the bags and start pouring the contents on the flower bed. By the time they get back, my hands are covered in grime and as they cannonball into the pool, I watch jealously, desperately wanting to join them.

‘You should get in Mrs. Taft, it feels really good.’ Drew is standing on the opposite side of the pool, his wet, muscular chest reflecting the late afternoon sun.

‘It does look nice.’ I bite my lip as I stare and decide to go for it- there’s no reason why I can’t enjoy myself for a few minutes.

I rush inside and change into a bikini. My breasts are sore and heavy and full of milk and I realize that I should have pumped earlier in the day, but I don’t feel like dealing with it right now. I shrug and give myself one last look in the mirror, running a hand through my blonde hair and adjust the black triangles that are stretched precariously across my aching breasts before heading back downstairs.

Their eyes lock onto me as I emerge, cross the yard and sit primly on the edge of the pool. The warm breeze wraps itself around my body and I can feel the guys trying not to stare as the hot sun beats down on my skin.

‘Where’s Mr. Taft?’ Drew asks as he swims closer and the small waves from his movement caress my calves.

‘Working. He has a late meeting today and probably won’t be home for a few hours.’ A droplet of sweat trails between my breasts and a chill rushes through me as I imagine both of them latching onto me and sucking me dry. The thought causes a rash of goosepimples to cover my skin and I realize that I want to lay in the sun for a few minutes, hoping the heat will purge the increasingly dirty thoughts from my mind.

I get up and grab a towel, then spread it over one of the lounge chairs and attempt to make myself comfortable as I watch them. Every few minutes, they shift their attention to me and Drew whispers something into Adam’s ear and they burst into laughter.

When Adam pulls himself out of the water and pads towards me, dripping wet, I bite my lip in anticipation.

‘Drew told me that he’d give me fifty bucks if I could get you to kiss me.’

‘You’re not supposed to tell her that, fuckface.’ Drew splashes water at his friend and a few droplets ricochet onto my hot skin.

‘Really?’ I murmur. The thought is absolutely intoxicating and I want it to happen, to feel his hot lips against mine as he runs his hand down my tingling body.

‘So?’ He asks as he squats next to me.

‘You know I’m married.’ I tease him a bit, hoping that the obligatory reminder won’t deter him.

‘It’s just a kiss and I promise I won’t say anything.’ His dark eyes hold mine and I nod softly.

‘Ok. Just a kiss.’ He leans closer and smiles, brushing a strand of hair away from my forehead. His shallow breaths are short and sharp and I can tell he’s nervous, even though he’s trying to impress his friend. When his lips meet mine, a charge of electricity rushes through me and I give in, enjoying the overly confident movement of his mouth as his tongue flits softly against my lower lip.

When he pulls away, I’m disappointed, but bet won, he stands and points at his friend.

‘You owe me fifty bucks.’

‘Shit!’ Drew slams his fist against the water and pulls himself out, walking towards us as he chews his lip, trying to figure out a way to avoid paying his friend. ‘It doesn’t count. You told her.’

‘You never said I couldn’t.’ Adam winks at me as he tries to defend his victory.

‘What if I let Drew kiss me, would that even it out?’ I ask, hoping to settle this minor disagreement in my favor.

‘Yeah.’ Drew kneels down next to me and licks his lips, then glances at Adam. ‘That sounds fair.’

Adam shrugs and watches as his friend leans closer. Drew’s eyes are locked on mine and he takes the same short, nervous breaths as Adam and I can feel myself getting increasingly wet as I imagine how he tastes and how the velvety smooth skin of his cock would feel in the palm of my hand. He makes contact, tilting his head as his mouth opens and he slides his tongue along my bottom lip. I reach up, brushing the backs of my fingers against his light afternoon stubble as he pulls away and his pupils are like wide black disks.

‘So which one was better?’ My heart his pounding and I can see that Adam’s shorts are getting tight as his cock presses against the fabric.

‘I don’t know.’ The sun is hot and as they stare at me, I shrug. ‘I think I need Adam to kiss me again.’

‘Really?’ He looks at his friend victoriously before returning his gaze to my body. I run my finger across the triangle of fabric that’s barely covering my swollen breast, then brush against my stiff nipple as I nod. A wicked grin creeps across his lips as he leans down and kisses me again, this time pushing his tongue into my mouth as his hand hesitantly rests on my stomach.

I hear Drew inhale sharply as he watches and as Adams hand creeps upwards, I don’t stop him. His finger flits against the bottom of my breast and he sits up, surprised that I’m letting him continue.

‘Your turn.’ I face Drew as he kisses me again. Like Adam, this time is less hesitant and I can feel him relaxing into it as Adam pulls the fabric away from my breast, exposing my nipple and leaning down to kiss the sharp, pink nub. Before I can stop him, his lips are wrapped around it and he sucks lightly, pulling away with a gasp when he gets his first taste of milk.

‘What the fuck?’ He wipes his mouth and Drew stares at his friend. ‘What was that?’

‘Sorry, I should have told you, but…’ Drew stares at my exposed nipple and wipes away the droplet of milk that’s hanging precariously on the tip. He touches his finger to his tongue and laughs.

‘That’s so fucking cool. It’s like that manga, you know the one where the chick’s squirting milk out of her tits.’ The expression on Adam’s face changes and he smiles and nods.

‘Oh yeah. Fuck.’ He murmurs as he arches his eyebrow and stares at me. ‘You’re ok if I…’ He motions towards my breast and I shrug.

‘Absolutely,’ I pause, gauging their expressions before I continue. ‘But there’s something I want from you first.’

Drew sits back on his heels and eyes me suspiciously. ‘Do you need us to move around some more shit?’

‘No.’ I laugh as Adam reaches out and pinches my nipple again and his eyes widen as a trickle of milk seeps through the porous flesh.

‘Christ.’ He murmurs and licks his lips, staring at me with an intensity that I can feel. ‘What do you want?’

‘I want you to kiss Drew.’ He pulls back his hand like my body is made of molten larva, then makes a face and I’m worried that I’ve lost them. ‘It’s only a kiss, right?’ His expression relaxes slightly as he stares at his friend. ‘I promise, after that, you can have as much as you want.’

I sit up in my lounger, watching as their eyes lock and Drew shakes his head. ‘No way man. I want to fuck her but I’m not into that.’

‘Yeah, but look.’ I can tell Adam wants to do it and watching the negotiation is making me hornier than I’ve ever been in my life. ‘It’s a one time thing and we’re not, like, into each other so it’s not gay or anything. And…and she’s fucking hot.’ Drew’s face softens as he stares at me and I reach up and untie the string around my neck. The fabric falls away from my breasts and his body responds almost instantly.

‘Goddammit.’ The sun is sinking in the sky and a cool breeze blows his sandy hair as he considers the possibility. ‘Ok, but like make it quick.’ He turns his attention to me and narrows his eyes. ‘Don’t you dare say anything about this to my dad.’

‘My lips are sealed.’ I say as I smile slyly and watch Adam close the distance between himself and his friend. Their tightly corded chests are coated in sweat and Drew eyes me nervously before exhaling slowly.

They’re close enough that their bodies are barely touching and I can feel myself getting hot as their lips meet. They linger for a few beats longer than necessary and I wonder if they would go further if I wasn’t there. Drew turns to stare at me as Adam wipes his lips and a red flush creeps across his cheeks.

‘That wasn’t so bad, was it?’ I ask. Drew leans down and traces his finger across the curve of my breast then takes my nipple into his mouth and begins to suck. I feel my body convulse at the sensation and I arch my back against the lounge chair as I pull him towards me. Adam watches, chewing on his lip as I motion for him to come closer. He latches onto my other breast and I wish I could keep them here with me all day.

There’s a commotion in the neighbor’s yard and I sit up, realizing that we should probably take this indoors. I kiss Adam lightly, tasting the sweet milk on his lips, then grab their hands before leading them inside and towards the kitchen. The cool air is like a slap across the face after the wet, sticky heat from outside, but I don’t want any of my nosy neighbors to find out how I’m spending my free time.

Almost as soon as we enter the house, Drew pushes me against the wall and kisses me, his hand squeezing my breast roughly before his fingers untie the strings of my bikini bottom. It falls to the ground and his hand explores the soft skin between my legs, fumbling around until I guide him to my clit. Adam watches, then leans down and takes my nipple between his lips, adjusting his mouth until a steady stream of milk pours out. It feels divine and I run my fingers through his dark hair, pulling him closer and giving in to his greedy sucking.

My hand snakes into Drew’s shorts and I wrap my fingers around the velvety soft skin of his thick, stiff cock, giving him a few quick strokes as he moans. The smooth tip is slick and swollen and I repeat the motion with Adam, more than happy with what I find. I pull them away from my leaking breasts, and walk towards the kitchen, maneuvering myself onto the counter and motioning for them to come closer. I remember what their father told me and tell them exactly what I want.

‘Come here.’ I crook my finger at Adam, desperately needing his handsome face buried between my thighs. ‘I want you to lick my pussy, ok?’ I murmur and he nods before I push his head between my legs, spreading my thighs apart as I kiss Drew. ‘I want to suck your cock.’ His eyes widen as I say that and I lean backwards over the marble counter, my sweaty skin sticking to the smooth surface as Adam’s tongue weaves through my slick slit and a moan escapes my throat.

Drew walks behind me and traces my lips with his finger before shoving his cock into my mouth, silencing another moan that’s threatening to erupt from my throat as Adam drags his tongue across my clit, then shoves his fingers inside of my wet, needy cunt. I wrap my thighs around his head, pulling him closer as Drew goes further, entering my throat as he roughly twists my peaked nipple, waves of pleasure shooting through every nerve.

I feel milk leak out and as it drips down my torso, Adam shifts his attention away from my pussy and towards the steady stream of liquid, cleaning me off with his tongue as I feel the tip of his cock tease my sticky folds. He torments me, sliding the smooth tip through my wet flesh before easing himself inside of me.

‘Yeah, like that.’ Drew murmurs and I’m not sure if he’s talking to me or Adam as his gaze rests on his friend slowly working himself into me. I have to adjust my hips to take him and as he inches inside, my body comes alive. ‘How does she feel?’

‘Good, man. Really good.’ Adam moans and Drew pulls himself out of my mouth before leaning over and taking my worked nipple into his mouth. Adam does the same on the other side and I grab onto the edge of the counter to hold myself in place. They suckle for a few more beats before Drew’s attention is drawn elsewhere.

‘Fuck off, man. I want to do her.’ Drew says petulantly and I suddenly feel like I’ve lost control of the situation. As Adam slides out, I sit up, milk leaking copiously from my breasts as Drew forces my thighs further apart and positions himself between them, his cock thick and swollen and ready to fuck me.

‘Don’t worry, you’ll each get a turn. Now make up.’ I lean closer to Drew, brushing my lips against his, then doing the same to Adam. As I pull away, I see Adam glance at Drew and when their lips meet, my heart is pounding loudly enough that I’m worried they’re going to hear.

‘Good job.’ I praise them and as Drew’s hand lower’s to his friend’s engorged dick, I hold my breath, watching as he wraps his fingers around the smooth skin and gives him a few languid strokes. ‘You should clean him off.’

Adam closes his eyes and I weave my hands in his tangled hair, turning his head to kiss him as Drew gets on his knees and takes his friend into his mouth. He sucks slowly as Adam leans back and relaxes into my arms. I reach down to ruffle Drew’s hair as he swallows Adam’s cock, moving his head back and forth as Adam’s expression softens with pleasure and I realize that I need both of them to fuck me right now.

‘You’re both my good boys, aren’t you?’ I purr and Drew stands to kiss me and I can taste my juices on his lips as I slide off the counter and lead them into the downstairs bedroom. I push Adam onto the soft bed before mounting him. His thick, veiny cock fills me and a feral moan escapes my throat as I twist my hips and begin rocking slowly as it strokes the sensitive nerves inside of me.

Drew slides behind me, lowering his fingers to my clit before wrapping his hand around my breast and releasing a spray of milk into his hand. I feel his hard cock pressing against me and he pushes me down towards Adam as he works his slick fingers into my asshole, stretching me as he positions his cock at the entrance. I try to relax as he slides inside of me, slowly forcing his way in as I adjust to being filled completely.

They take turns with their thrusts and I can feel myself rushing towards an orgasm as Drew fists my hair, pulling me back towards him and kissing my lips as a groan escapes his mouth and a gush of cum fills my body. He starts to soften inside of me and I spasm as his fingers pinch and pull my sore nipples. I slowly rock on top of Adam until he wraps his hands around my hips and guides me. He thrusts more forcefully and I feel myself clench around him as he releases inside of me, collapsing onto his back as a laugh escapes his lips.

I fall onto the bed, completely spent, and pull them into my arms as they latch onto my nipples and finish draining me. Every inch of me is sated and they dutifully clean me off, lapping up the spilled milk like kittens. It’s getting dark outside and as much as I want them to stay, I realize that they should probably get home. I help them find their clothes and see them off, then take a long, hot shower to clean my sore body.

I hear the door open and pull on a robe, greeting my husband with a kiss when he enters. We head towards the kitchen and I start the preparations for dinner.

‘How was your day?’ He asks as he grabs a bottle of beer from the fridge and sits at the counter where only an hour ago, I was getting fucked by two men that weren’t him.

‘Good.’ I say, winking as a wicked smile curls my lips. ‘I’ll tell you all about it after we eat.’

The End
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Chapter 1



I fiddled with the red pen in my hand, fidgeting and silently lamenting that my hunky Professor wasn’t around to stare at. Instead, I was stuck glaring at a pile of Evolutionary Biology tests I’d started grading.

Honestly, I wanted to be elsewhere. I knew quite a few of the students who took these tests and the whines from some were going to be epic whenever I’d hand them back.

Running away was sounding better and better.

Maybe I could just head to the Park next to campus? Or probably not. It was still light out, but the sky was already filled with the golden tinge of sunset. No need to risk a mugging or worse.

I ran my other hand through my short, blonde hair, frustrated at the way the Professor had so thoroughly mixed the essay questions and multiple choices up from one test to the next. Although it was clever and made cheating a lot more complicated, it also made grading the papers notably and annoyingly more time consuming.

With my four morning classes done for the day, I’d been toiling away in Dr. Konstantin Xenakis’ Office since lunchtime. I’d arrived all set to help him with anything he needed done, but the Doc was out. All that greeted me was a note indicating the pile of tests to grade (three freaking classes worth, for fucks’ sake!), plus logging the grades, and then needing to get some books issued from the campus library for his current research paper.

Lots to assist on, but no Konstantin to hang around with while doing so?

It sucked.

I was definitely dejected. Not about the amount of work, just the lack-o-Doc. Like, I took this Teacher’s Assistant job of my own free will and it was going to look good on my resume and such, but seriously? Without Dr. Kon around, it was tedious, boring, and totally not fun at all.

Let’s be real, there are plenty of resume padding jobs out there, but I picked this one for a very specific and easy to understand reason.

I’d come in early today expecting to have lots of opportunities to lustingly ogle at Dr. Eye-candy Xenakis, but nooooo, he’s elsewhere doing… well, probably important stuff, but just because he’s a busy guy doesn’t make me less petulant!

My obsession with the good (awesome, hot, and incredibly fuckable) Doctor started when I was a freshman. I had signed up for his class ‘cause I wanted to be a Marine Biologist.

Seriously, what else could I aim for? I grew up in Florida and practically lived on St. Augustine beach, and I’m pretty sure my blood is over fifty percent Atlantic seawater! (At least my Mom claims I’m that salty.)

So, I worked my butt off in high school, scored a few nice scholarships, and applied wherever I could that had a degree program that matched my needs. I got accepted and was all set to put my nose to the grindstone and power through to a Bachelor’s, Master’s, and then a Doctorate degree. I’d charted out every class and credit needed and I was ready to Go!

For a total beach bunny, I am quite the planner.

What I hadn’t anticipated was that the first day I walked into Dr. Kon’s class, I would fall hard for him.

Now I know that love at first sight isn’t a real thing, but I defo had a case of lust at first sight ‘cause the guy was pretty close to my view of perfection.

Standing right at five feet and ten inches, he’s almost exactly an inch taller than me (unless I’m rockin’ some heels), so no looming over me or anything creepy like that. His extra curly, shiny black hair and barely there short beard framed his face in a very Romanesque and erotic way but without looking scruffy at all.

And, oh…oh my god, his eyes are a dreamy brown so dark that they’re almost black but with flecks of gold that left me drooling in my panties.

I remember my steps faltering down to a crawl the first time I saw him. I guess it looked like I’d stumbled or maybe had a stroke, and Doc Kon flashed me a concerned look, walked over to me, and asked, “Are you ok?”

His voice was a low throaty rumble of basso profundo that almost had me stepping up to grab him by the cock.

Fortunately, I realized there was an entire classroom full of folks watching and avoided ending my academic career on the spot, simply raising my hand and fluttering it about in my best ditzy blonde imitation. (Actually being blonde makes that particular act easy; people expect what they see to match the cliches in their heads.)

“Me? Oh, right, yeah, no no I’m fine, just took a couple of cold meds and they went straight to my crot… cranium. My brain, right? Good old loopy cold meds, ya know?”

After that perfectly mortifying blather, I scurried away to a seat in the back.

Then and whenever possible since then, I’ve spent a whole lot of periods just staring at Kon, my very own too-hot-to-be-human teacher.

The insta-infatuation should have been one of those balloons that pop after a little while when your crush turns out to be a prick, but Konstantin was stupendously un-prickish. He is, in fact, nice to the core.

Couldn’t finish a project? No problem, he’d just fill out an adjusted time line for submission.

Didn’t understand some tricky point? He schedules time to go over it with you personally.

Feeling overwhelmed and all alone in the hostile halls of academia? He comes to the cafeteria with you and tells anecdotes and jokes until you’re ready to face the world with a renewed and positive attitude.

And none of it is fake, None of it!

As my undergrad years zoomed by, I had a lot more classes with him. It was almost like I deliberately fed my growing obsession by picking courses that he was teaching. Luckily enough, he happened to teach quite a few of the classes I’d planned on taking, and I graduated with my Bachelors of Science degree in three and a half years.

I’m so proud of that early graduation! I’ve had my diploma framed and it hangs behind my desk, letting everyone know that I, Deidre D. Knudsen, have graduated with highest honors! (Fuck you high school assholes who called me ‘Didi de’Nude’ and said I’d end up as a stripper like every other natural blonde!)

And now I’ve started work on my Master’s degree here (hey, don’t blame my Kon-crush for that, I picked this place for its comprehensive set of coursework all the way through Doctorate), and the grindstone has barely even polished my nose!

As a super special bonus, a job as Dr. Kon’s assistant opened up and I fought tooth and nail for it! Oh there was no way I was missing out on that, no way, no how! I even bought one of those Interviews for Dumb-dumb books and read it cover to cover.

I was so freaking disappointed about getting the job after the first round of applications and not having to seduce him during the interviews. Just another perfect fantasy shot down.

Anyways, now I get to watch Dr. Kon even without being in the undergrad classes he teaches. I get to be near him. To talk to him and chat him up and spend time with him throughout the week….yeah, okay, I have it bad. Probably pretty close to stalker level bad?

Although maybe not that much. It’s just a case of infatuation, right? It isn’t like I’m following him home to his address at 1207 Redwood Lane.

Which I just happen to know ‘cause I’ve brought him stuff there when he needed it.

Although I still haven’t gotten a tour of his bedroom. Or even a quickie on his couch.

Hell, I’d settle for a quick grope while grabbing a beer.

Not that I’m a stalker or anything…

… Damn it, Didi, get it together, girl!

I tried to focus on the essay question I was grading. I’d read the answer about three times, before realizing I wasn’t registering what .. ‘Suzi’? Who spells like that?! … was actually trying to say.

Fuck. I was in complete moping mode, and totally distracted by the naughty thoughts that insisted on auto-playing through my head in ever filthier loops.

Dropping my attempts to grade, I checked my text messages. Alas, nothing except an invite to some rando mixer tomorrow. With mixers and parties in mind, I pulled up Dr. Kon’s socials and stared at his sexy pictures. Not that they’re nudes or anything, but I like seeing him, okay?

I mean I really like looking at him.

I shifted in my seat, feeling the wetness in my panties. Thinking about my Dr. Kon always makes me hot and bothered. I bit my lip as I smoothed my hair again, but it didn’t slow my imagination at all. I realized I was already fantasizing about him.

I ran my fingertips up my forearms as I imagined it all…

His incredibly deep voice was almost a purr as he approached.

“I want you, Deidre.”

Kon pushed me to my bed. We’d both already gotten naked and he’s getting on top of me, pressing me down, his hot body pressed close, pinning me in place with his hard cock snug onto my belly and mound.

Kon touches my sides, taking his time, rubbing slowly and sensually; the curve of my hip, the inside and slightly ticklish part of my upper arms, my already aching with need boobs, and then down to squeeze my firm, athletic ass.

Kon is leaning down, kissing me on my lips. Kissing hard, full of want.

No, not just want.

His kisses are full of lust, full of need!

I put my arms around his neck, pull him close and kiss him back with every bit as much passion and lust.

I leaned back in my chair, moved my legs apart, and hoisted up my pretty red plaid skirt. My right hand snaked over my panties, rubbing my pussy as she begged for attention.

My panties soon went from moist to soaked as my rubbing pace increased and my cunny readied herself for my imagined fucking.

Dr. Kon eventually and reluctantly pulls away, flashing me his devilish smile. Leaning down, he captures my pink perky nipples between his lips and I arch my back as he bites down, moaning his name.

“Kon, oh fuck yes, my sweet Konstantin,” I whisper as he suckles and bites me, marking me, claiming me as His.

I hiked up my white shirt, too eager to bother with buttons, and with my free hand I grabbed my breasts, squeezing them, one after the other, making the same groaning growls and gasping sighs that fantasy Kon was forcing from me.

He bites and sucks, again and again, until I’m begging him for more while also pleading with him to stop.

“Please, Kon, no more. Please don’t…don’t stop, please…”

My beautiful man laughs at my conflicted requests and alternates his kisses with more bites, more of the ones that leave marks.

Words fail me as I grind my naked wet pussy directly on his hard cock.

“Yessss, like that,” I hissed as I slid lower in my chair, pushed my panties to the side, and directly rubbed my throbbing clitty. Pleasure threatened to drown me and I shivered in my seat.

I stretched one of my long legs up across the stupid pile of test papers, accessing my pussy more as I envisioned Kon doing similar.

He moves down, hikes my left thigh up over his shoulder, and faces my pussy, his hot breath caressing my very soaked lips.

Pausing just long enough to drag a whimper from me, he kisses my pussy, changing my whimper to a loud, enthusiastic moan.

After several deeply appreciated cunny kisses, he changes to licking me, sliding his tongue up inside me then slurping up and over my clit, and even suckling at my hooded hot button while freaking humming, creating vibrations that soon have me howling like a B-movie mid-transformation werewolf.

Kon backs off slightly and rubs my pleasure spots hard, making a game out of seeing how loud he can make me call out. I play along, of course, filling the air with groans, moans, gasps, and inarticulate guttural grunts, each one louder than the one before.

And each delightfully tortuous flick has me thrashing about like the slut I want to be for him.

I thrust my hips at Kon, making myself and my pussy a very willing offering to whatever desires he has for me.

My fingers run through his silky, soft curls and then I grab them, pushing his face to my cunny as I take command. I shove his mouth onto my cunt, not caring at all what he thinks about it, smearing his face with my gushing juices.

Kon, luxuriating in my need, sticks his tongue deep inside, more than willing to fully meet the demands he’s created.

As for me? Yeah, I happily rode that long, limber tongue.

I rubbed and abused my throbbing clit, grudge-caressing back and forth, sometimes throwing in a bit of frantic circling.

Mmm I was feeling it, the waves of pleasure growing stronger, that crazy pressure as you get ready to rush up to Cloud 9.

I’d sometimes use one hand or the other to pinch my nipples, going at them rough and leaving them aching for more whenever I’d put both hands back to work on my hungry little puss.

I glanced down and Dreamy Dr. Kon was looking up from between my legs.

“Had enough?”, he teased.

Oh Hell No.

“Mmmmorrrre!”

Dr. Kon obliges, shoving two fingers into my pussy as he leans back down and power-sucks my tender but eager clit.

I mimicked my fantasy, shoving a pair of fingers deep into my dripping wet cunny. I sighed and started fucking myself just like I wanted him to.

In and out.

In and out.

Fast.

Demanding.

My thumb pressed again and again at my clit with each stroke, and I was squirming around in that goofy office chair. My juices already had it soaking wet, and everytime I plunged my fingers into my pussy I’d end up sliding myself around in the seat.

It was intense, possibly a bit hazardous, and maybe even a little bit funny (though I wasn’t exactly laughing right then).

“Mmmmm Kon…you are sooo fucking good at that.”

Dreamy Dr. Kon didn’t respond. Entirely focused on eating and finger-fucking me, he pounds away at my pussy while slurping up every last drop that sprays out. I am ready to do anything he wants, anything and everything.

I arch my back and make mewling noises, completely out of control and on the edge.

I closed my eyes, imagined his breath and his rough, hot, possessive touches as I smashed myself with my fingers and dreamed, they were his.

Dreamy Dr. Kon looked up again and demanded, “Now, Diedre, cum for me!”

He shoved another finger in and curled all three, hitting that wonderful, oh so unbelievably wonderful but elusive spot.

Imagining that moment, I went over the edge, loudly moaning, “Fuck…fuck! Fuck!!! Fuck me Dr. Kon!”

My fingers banged and curled inside my pussy as my orgasm washed over me. I felt my pussy walls contract around my fingers, almost like they were really Dr. Kon’s fingers, or even like they would if they were his cock and I was trying to milk his last cum-drops into my ever so ready pussy.

My juices covered most of my hand, and when I lazily pulled it out to lick the wetness off, I couldn’t stop imagining it was Dr. Kon licking his and my mingled cums.


Chapter 2



I was in a post-orgasm haze, smiling to myself and feeling very naughty. I’d just jacked off at freaking work in my boss’s office, right?

Of course, that’s when I heard the door to the office being unlocked.

Shit Shit Double Shit!

I quickly pulled my leg down, and fixed my top, and scooted my chair up under my desk to hide the small lake I’d deposited on the seat.

Dr. Kon strolled in, finally arriving and blissfully unaware how close he’d been to catching the best live sex show in town!

“Good evening, Didi.”

Dr. Kon entered, putting his briefcase on his desk, unbuttoning his gray trench coat, and loosening his navy-blue tie.

God, he looks so delicious right now, I could eat him up.

“Good evening, Dr. Kon!” I said, trying not to sound way over excited in his presence.

Keep it together, Didi, no panting like you’re in heat and all set for breeding.

…not even if you are.

Dr. Kon watched me, and flashed me his 115% charming smile as he sat down at his desk.

“How are you, Deidre? I didn’t pile too much work on you today, did I?”

“No! Certainly Not! I’ve finished grading half of the papers,” I asserted as I patted the pile where my leg had recently been trembling. “However, it does take a while when all the tests require personal attention for the essay answers as well as for sorting the order of the multiple-choice ones. It’s going to take me another day to fully finish.”

I paused a moment before wistfully asking, “What about you? You were gone for quite a while.”

“Apologies, I hadn’t planned to keep you waiting. I had a meeting with the head of the department.” Dr. Kon opened his briefcase, pulling out a stack of reports and arranging his desk a bit.

He looked like every college girl’s professor fantasy in his suit, button up shirt, tie, and slightly rebellious fancy boots. His hair looked like he had run his fingers through it several times and he might have seemed a bit tired, but those just added that touch of vulnerability that makes me want to take care of him in non-carnal ways as well.

Dr. Kon nodded and glanced at my desk.

“Half done already is excellent progress. Grading tests with essay questions is always a pain in the posterior, but they’re the best way to see if students are actually understanding the materials. I’m very fortunate to have you, someone whom I trust to grade accurately and impartially or I’d be totally swamped.”

Kon is so sincere and open with his praises. It makes me want to cuddle him and pet him almost as much as I want to fuck him!

“I won’t bore you with the administrative details, Didi, but I do want to share my good news with you.”

If he announces he’s engaged or anything similar, I’m gonna go Shakesperian.

“After an incredibly long, tedious talk, the department head finally got around to telling me that they were offering me tenure!”

The pride in his voice was clear as day, and before realizing it, I shot up from my seat and gave him a huge and totally excited hug.

“OhMyGod Kon, Congratulations! You totally deserve it! I mean after your latest publications on improved genetic sequencing techniques, how could they not? Although I’m delighted that the politics of promotions didn’t get in your way, cause on merits you’re hands down the bestest choice out there!”

I grinned like a very high marijuana test monkey and gushed on.

“I know how hard you’ve been working, teaching so many classes as well as doing important and successful research. They’d have to be too stupid to have their jobs as department heads if they didn’t scoop you up with tenure.”

I rambled on and on, still embracing Dr. Kon, not even realizing that his hands were clasped around my waist and mine around his neck.

However, you can only stand with your tits shoved in a fellow’s face for a rather limited time before realizing it. The blush exploded all over my cheeks as I stood there feeling awkward and thrilled at the same time.

I cleared my throat and stepped away, but I’d almost swear I felt his arms tighten around me as I did so … but it was so brief that I couldn’t be sure it wasn’t just wishful thinking.

However, as I backed away Kon looked at me. I mean he really, really looked, his gaze sweeping from my head to toe, lingering on my chest and long legs.

My breath caught as my heart tried to climb into my throat, but I managed to finish my babble somehow.

“I mean yeah! Congrats.”

“Thank you so much, Didi.”

Dr. Kon’s voice seemed a bit raspy when he said my name, and an involuntary shudder went through me, striking like a slap to my pussy as another wave of arousal hit me.

How could I be so horny after such an excellent orgasm mere minutes ago?

Duh! How could I not when my Doctor Kon said my name like that!?

Then the awkward silence settled in for a few moments before he cleared his throat and continued.

“Would you mind picking up those books from the library for me? I’ll need them at home later tonight.”

“Books? ... Oh! Right, the books! Sure, I can do yo… that! I’m here for all your needs. I mean, that’s my job! It won’t take me long!”

I scooped up my jacket and exited the office with a quick good-bye and headed out, swaying my hips in my tiny plaid skirt and hoping that Kon was enjoying the view.

During the trip to the Library, I couldn’t get Dr. Kon out of my head. How we’d embraced. How his body felt, so solid and sleek. How his arms had stayed possessively around my waist. If he’d just grabbed my ass. I’d have fucked him right then and there!

I did try to remind myself that he was still a teacher at the school I attended as well as my boss. Not only that, he was getting tenure here. He wasn’t going to get involved with me, regardless of how much I needed him.

But forbidden, unobtainable desires are the ones we all want most, right?

At the library, Stacy, our librarian, went to the reserved stacks and retrieved the books I needed. It was quite a quick task until I had to lug those fat-assed technical manuals back to Dr. Kon’s office.

How the fuck Stacy doesn’t bulk up like a gorilla is such a complete mystery!

The stroll there and the struggling, lugging return had given me plenty of time to cool off, but not even close to sufficient motivation. I was still almost soggy enough to make squishy sounds with every step.

I groaned, trying and failing to get my shit together before getting back.

Come on, Didi, get it together!

I’d have had better luck convincing the Devil to repent.

I kept imagining my Kon as he stripped me naked, and the naughty thoughts moved into my head and took over.

Usually, I knock before opening the office up, but I was more than a bit overloaded. I quickly unlocked the door, hip-bumped it open, and staggered in on a scene straight out of a porn video.

Dr. Kon was sprawled out in his chair, head thrown back, and eyes closed. Although I couldn’t see it from the doorway, I could tell from the motions of his arm that he was stroking his cock.

My Doctor Konstantin was jacking off.

Right here in our shared office.

OhMyFuckingGod, Thank You!

I could have turned around, snuck out, and closed the door.

Hahahah! Yeah, right!

I eased the door quietly shut, stepped softly forward, and gently planted the books right on his desk before clearing my throat and saying, “I have the books, Dr. Kon.”

Dr. Kon froze mid-stroke. His eyes snapped open and he stared at me wide eyed. It was the first time I’d caught him off guard and I was sure I was going to love every moment of him trying to find something to say.

“Deidre! I didn’t expect… I was …”, and I realized I was wrong. I didn’t want him embarrassed or ashamed.

But I most definitely did want him,

Before he could say anything else, I boldly strode behind his desk and saw that he had his cock in his hands.

I didn’t allow him to protest and I certainly didn’t question my actions.

I licked my lips and knelt on the floor between his legs.

“Don’t worry. I told you I am here to help with everything, remember?”

I winked at him and he made lots of mouth motions, but I’d left him speechless.

Slut mode was ON and dialed up to eleven as I gently moved his hands aside, grabbed his hard cock, and gave a couple of full-shaft-length strokes, all while staring him in the eyes.

Doc Kon gave a couple of very satisfying gasps, but he had a lot of self-control and I could tell he was about to protest about boundaries, or age differences, or some other BS that I wasn’t caring about.

Before he could organize his objections and spew them forth, I leaned over and licked his cockhead, quickly covering it with kisses and drool.

I don’t know how many times I’ve imagined tasting and sucking Dreamy Dr. Kon’s cock, but the real thing was soooo much better.

Dr. Kon let out a nice little groan and said, “Fuck, Deidre, we…”

Nope, Not listening!

I bobbed my head up and down, popping his cock in and out, sucking like a proper little whore for a few minutes.

There were several, “Didi, please”, “We can’t”, “No, this isn’t right”, and similar ineffective protests from Dr. Kon, but I just ignored them.

Dr. Kon and I were exactly where I wanted us to be, so ignoring his attempts to disengage was extra easy.

When I got around to coming up for air, l told him, “You’re absolutely right. We shouldn’t.”

I could almost feel the disappointment in his dick, but then I continued.

“However, I’ve dreamed about touching you, kissing you, sucking you, and fucking you ever sense the first time I stumbled into your class. I’m not going to stop now that I’ve finally managed to grab hold of your beautiful cock! Capiche me, Doc?”

I continued stroking his length with both my hands, finding him to have an impressively hard eight inches of schlong. Not too small at all, with close to a two-inch girth. I wanted him to fill my pussy right away, but I wasn’t about to rush this long-anticipated hook-up!

I spit on his cock, opened my mouth, took him in, and sucked him. Hard.

Dr. Kon groaned as I slid him into my mouth. I was sure I had him where I wanted him.

But then he grabbed my blonde hair in both his fists and all I could think of was that he was about to yank me away.

I mean, what I was doing was totally inappropriate and Good Doctor Xenakis was normally very much a play-by-the-rules sort.

He’d been my teacher every semester I’d been going here and now we had a working relationship as well! There was no way he was gonna allow this to play out.

But then he pushed my face to his balls as he shoved his cock down my throat.

Oh My God! I love this.

Dr. Kon’s inhibitions had collapsed before my enthusiastic cocksucking! (I was the offer he couldn’t refuse, ooooh yeaaah)

I, however, absolutely refused to let myself dick-gag. No disappointing my Kon!

Moving and swallowing him in sync with his thrusts already had him panting and pumping into my throat, but I wanted and needed more and so did he.

Dr. Kon stood up, kept his hair pulling hold on my head, and face fucked me.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

Actually? I don’t think he cared about me at all right then. Instead, he pounded away at my mouth like he was trying to breed my tonsils. All the while his hands clutched at me with a grip so strong that I thought he might rip my hair right off my head.

And I took it like a champ. I had fantasized about him for years and Kon wasn’t disappointing.

His hands kept me locked in place, his hips thrust at me repeatedly, and his cock slammed into my throat time after time. Tears leaked down my face as Kon used me for his pleasure.

The need to gag and throw up was almost overwhelming. Trying to avoid doing so, I worked my shirt and bra out of the way while grabbing, fondling, and squeezing the Hell out of my tits.

Dr. Kon watched me through a lust glazed gaze, his lips parting as I kept one hand on my boobs and used the other to yank down his pants and shorts, gaining easy access to his balls. As soon as I’d grabbed those dangling beauties, his pace picked up a little with every stroke.

“Fuuuck..ugghhhff…Didiiiiii…Fuck…Can’t wait coming I’mmmmmgh fuuuuck!... cumming!”

Kon moaned in that sexy rumble of his and it set me to swallowing, trying to throat milk his cock even before the first gush of jizz.

His cock and his cum and his slam-fucking my throat were all hitting at once, trying to overwhelm me, but I was like some God-be-damned Warrior, soldiering on and standing my ground! (Or at least kneeling my ground, cause, hello, blowjob?)

When he started telling me he was ready, I grabbed his balls, massaging and squeezing them like a two-year old’s favorite toy.

Kon couldn’t hold out versus that. He bellowed out a cry and sprayed my mouth full of his spunk.

I did my best to gulp down every last drop while Kon spilled out glob after glorious glob of his yummy cum into my eager mouth.

Exactly the way I like my men, hot, tasty, and in my belly.

Doc Kon staggered back, slipping from my lips, his cock still mostly erect. I looked at him licking up any last bit of his jizz and giving him my most wicked of smiles.


Chapter 3



Dr. Kon was looking at me with appreciation and embarrassment, an answering smile spreading across his face.

“That was amazing Deidre, I mean, seriously amazing. I’m sorry if I got too rough, though. I couldn’t help myself.”

Gotcha!

“Don’t worry, Doctor, I’m a big girl! I can handle myself … and you.”

When Dr. Kon took my hand, it felt so electric I suspected that my hair stood on end like some silly cartoon, but when He pulled me close and kissed me full and hard on the lips? I thought the cartoon was turning hentai! I mean, holy fuck, he was the perfect kisser.

As I wrapped my arms around his neck, his hands finally went to my ass and grabbed hold. All of my Dreamy Dr. Kon scenarios were coming true. The one I wanted most however, was the one where he fucks my cunt as roughly as he’d just fucked my face.

Leaning into his kiss I shoved my tongue in his mouth. Within moments our tongues were twisting round each other like mating cobras.

I played with him every bit as much as he played with me. Teasing him and exploring every other part at the same time with my fingers and hands all over him. When we finally came up for air, I’d gotten his cock to reverse its softening trend and had it standing back at attention, erect and ready for me.

“Deidre, you’re … exquisite.” Kon whispered in my ear, sucking and nibbling at its sensitive little lobe.

It was crazy, but I swear I had a mini-orgasm at that statement and it grew to an almost full one when he said...

“I’ve wanted you and fantasized about us since the first day when you walked into my classroom.”

I startled back slightly as what he said sank in. It took a moment before I could articulate even a simple request for details.

“W- wait… what did you say?”

He grinned and nodded, “Teachers don’t fraternize with students, but I so very nearly did on many, many occasions, though you never seemed interested or even aware of me as a man.”

AAAAaaaargh! I’d been this close for the last almost 4 years and never knew it!?

Somebody shoot me… but not now!

“And then you graduated and I was sure I’d missed my chance, but you went straight into our graduate program and even applied to be my assistant. It was like Fate or Luck of some crazy romance novel. I had another chance!”

He peppered me with kisses and then continued.

“I knew it was just going to be a matter of time before I’d lose control. I was afraid every day that when I did it would scare you away or offend you or ruin it all.”

He kissed me again, palming my breast with his firm but gentle hand.

“So, now you know that your very respectful teacher was just barely able to stop himself from throwing you up against the wall and fucking you in front of the whole class, tenure and reputation be damned.”

My sighs were muffled as he claimed another kiss. His confession had me on fire and I couldn’t tell if my pussy was soaking wet or melting from the heat in my crotch.

I pulled away, and scooted my ass up onto his desk while holding a hand against his chest to have enough room to work.

I teasingly and slowly peeled off my shirt and bra and sat topless in front of my Kon.

He stepped up just a bit and stood between my parted legs. He reached forward and brushed and rolled each of my nips, making them both ache for further play.

But my titties would have to wait their turn as I hiked my skirt up and offered Kon access to my oh so ready cunt.

Doc Kon growled his approval, and then leaned down to suck on my breasts.

I guess they didn’t have to wait after all.

And somehow all the dirty dreams coming true led me to being honest.

“I …I wanted you too, Dr. Kon. For far too long.” I gasped out between sighs. “So much so that I masturbated in our office right before you arrived today. I want you to know... If you had fucked me in front of the class, I’d have been fully okay with it.”

He was genuinely surprised and more than a bit ego-stroked and I was delighted!

“Touch me. Touch me, touch everywhere, and when you touch me there, you’ll know that I’m ready for you, that I want you, that I want you to claim me and make me yours.”

Dr. Kon grew more excited and roughly suckled at my tits. As he did, his hands tore my panties aside and his fingers danced all over my pussy, getting coated in my sweet nectar, and when he paused and brought his hand up, I stared entranced as he licked those fingers clean.

So this is Paradise… Cool!

The show was short though, because Kon and I were both eager, him with his throbbing hard cock and me with my super-soaker.

Between him devouring my perky tits and giving me hard kisses, I was more than eager to have him inside, so I grabbed his cock in my hand and tugged him snug up to my pussy as I lay back on his desk.

I rubbed his big and hard between my lips to lube him up a bit and I whimpered with need. I’d never ever been this ready to fuck, not even in my wildest fantasy!

I couldn’t even stop myself from thrashing around and knocking all sorts of student papers off Kon’s desk, but I couldn’t give half a damn cause the only feeling I had was an overwhelming need for Konstantin cock.

“Fuck me, Dr. Kon. Please…”

I begged like … like … like a little beggar girl, okay? I couldn’t stop asking for his dick as I spread my legs as wide as I could and tried to pull him inside

“As you wish, Deidre.”

He over me, kissing tender, kissing soft, frustrating the ever-loving snot out of me, and without any warning at all he shoved himself balls deep into my tight little cunny; just one slamming, fucking stroke and the Doctor was IN!

Shouldn’t he have taken his time? I mean that could have really hurt! But frankly, it didn’t matter. As soon as he filled my cunt with that gorgeous prick, I was done. I was his. I was signed for and ready to be his very personal whore to use and abuse.

“Fuck…fuck..fuuuuuuck meeee,” I begged, and wow, Kon did so, immediately and fervently!

Kon pressed me down on the desk, moving in and out, pounding my little cunt like it had somehow insulted his entire belief system or something! Stroke after stroke after stroke, he hammer-fucked me.

I tried meeting his thrusts with my hips, matching his strength as much as I could, tried to give as good as I was getting, but it was like keeping up with a tidal wave in a freaking canoe.

Kon fucked me rough, he fucked me fast, and he fucked me HARD.

It was all excellent, but the best thing was how he hit all the spots that I needed him to hit. His dick was angled just right to punch my G-spot button with every thrust, and just before pulling back he was grinding against my clitty.

And every stroke in, he’d run his cockhead up against my cervix like he was trying to batter down a door. And each of those deep strokes, his balls would slap against my ass as he filled my begging cunt.

I’d gotten so wet that I could hear the juicy sounds of our fucking, and it just made us both fuck faster and harder.

But he wasn’t content in just fucking me, oh he was going to be rougher. Because next thing I knew, he had pulled me close, shoved my legs up to my shoulders, and had me ass up and available for his use.

He wasted no time and started spanking me, alternating between each buttcheek.

With each stroke, I would get a sharp, stinging slap!

“Mhmmm Deidre. You’re a bad, bad girl, aren’t you?” Spank.

“Masturbating in our office?” Spank.

“Thinking all those naughty thoughts about fucking me?” SPANK.

Spank. Stroke. Spank. Stroke. Spank. Stroke. Spank.

I couldn’t wait anymore! \

“Fuck fuck fuckkkkk! I am - I am gonna-”

Without a word, Kon snaked a hand between us and spanked my clit. One time, two times, five times… I lost count. He fucked me and clit slapped ma and spanked my ass until I was screaming his name, but he didn’t even pause.

He abused my ass, tormented my clit, bit at my nipples, and fucked my pussy like he wanted to drill through me to the other side.

And my pussy contracted and I came all over his big cock.

“Kon…Ughhhgrh Kon…fuck me..fuckmeeee... II’m cuuuumming!!”

And my cum was all he’d been able to hold out for.

“Fuck, you’re…so fucking tight… such aaaaah… a hot fuuuuuck!” Kon groaned and as he fucked me while I came, he was pushed over to the edge too.

I clenched my muscles hard, milking his cock with my cunt and demanding, “Cum inside me. Cum inside me Right. Fucking. Now!”

With a hard, bruising kiss on my lips, he held me close, and spilled his seed inside me, pumping and grunting and filling me up so much that we gushed all over his formerly pristine desk.

I kissed him back, my arms wrapped around his neck, and by the time we pulled apart, we were both breathing fast and ragged.

My Doctor Kon stayed inside me for several more minutes before he finally got soft and very reluctantly pulled out.

“You look amazing, Didi.”

“Yeah? How so?”

“Freshly fucked and all mine.”

Kon stood as he pulled his pants back up and winked at me.

Yeah, I have it bad for my fave teacher. Probably at least partly because one moment he treats me like a bitch in heat, and the next moment he’s all sweet and silly … and just like I’ve said; he’s freaking perfect.

I laughed, and sat back, trying to re-org myself. And maybe find where the fuck my bra went. I looked around at the mess we had made of our office.

“Aw. I graded those papers this afternoon.” I said, pointing to a pile that was all over the floor now.

Kon leaned in and grinned.

“Although it’s your job to Aid me in such menial things, I cannot help but feel that I am, in some ever so small way, perhaps partly responsible for this mess. I will, therefore, take care of it and then I will see you tomorrow again at lunch.”

I racked my post fucked brain for tomorrow’s schedule. Wait, it was Saturday tomorrow and I had Saturdays off…

“Dr. Kon…I-”

“Oh come on, surely you don’t think I am so bad that I would have you drop by on your day off just to fuck you, right? Not that I’m against the idea, but I was kind of thinking that maaaaaybe you’d be willing to go on a date. What do you say, Miss Deidre Knudson.”

I blushed bright fucking red but I managed to nod,

“Yes. That would be wonderful, Konstantin.”

“Oh please. Much as I like my Greek heritage and all, stick to Kon, please.”

He leaned in and placed another kiss on my lips.

“It makes me feel more like I’m yours.”

Don’t just sit here grinning like an idiot!

“Fine. Fine. You’re my Kon, Boss!”

Sometimes obsessing and fantasizing over crushes pays off in the best fuck ever.

Who knew, right?

The End
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Chapter 1



It was just another day. I was sitting on the soft black couch while some soccer game played in the background. The TV had been on from the start of the game, but I didn’t have a clue who was leading, as I couldn't focus on it.

The one thing I could focus on, though, was the heat of the two hot bodies pressing into my skin and making me melt. Kaleb sat on my left side, while Caden was on my right. Both were concentrating on the game, paying me no attention.

I could feel every movement they made, all the twitches and the tensions. Whenever one of their favorite players got closer to the ball, I could sense their muscles straining. Without realizing it, they squeezed me into an even tighter space and pressed me even further against each other. The boys were so enchanted by what was on the screen that they didn't seem to notice they were leaving me almost no space on the already small couch. Soon, I would have been forced to climb on the lap of either of them.

My eyes narrowed and my thoughts flicked back to that scenario. Maybe this was going to be the way to get their attention. Seduce and distract.

Before I could start with my plan, Kaleb jumped off the couch, yelling, and nearly knocked me over. All my seduction thoughts disappeared as my survival instincts kicked in. My hands went to hold on to the nearest object, which turned out to be Caden’s muscly arm, and I grabbed it for dear life. My fingers gripped it tight, almost stopping the blood flow through it, but his arm didn’t even buckle. When the danger disappeared, I released my digits but let them trail on his skin for a few seconds more than necessary. I looked at his muscles, admiring all the strength he held inside, before moving my hands back close to my body.

The enthusiastic man sat back down and took his previous position, once again squeezing me between the two bodies.

Caden, on the other hand, was sitting and quietly watching the game. His gaze moved between the players, not missing a single pass, his eyes following the screen as if his life depended on it. His hands were spread on top of his thighs, and his chest was slowly rising and falling. He looked so stoic that, at moments, it seemed like he wasn’t even breathing. Perfectly still as a statue.

Before the game started, the air in the small apartment had felt so tense that I could cut through it with a knife. Now the tension had moved from between both of them, to between them and the screen. It was that time of the year during which their respective favorite teams were playing against each other, so I knew no matter how the game ended, it was going to be a war zone in the flat in the hours after. Even now, the testosterone in the room was so strong, it dazed me with its power, almost leaving me breathless.

It was quite pleasurable living with them, for most of the year. All three of us had met in college and were getting along quite well for roommates, even if we had quite distinctive differences.

Kaleb was a superstar, a jokester, the guy that everyone liked. The atmosphere around him was always light, and wherever he went, he brought the jokes with him. One would think that funny was the only trait he had, but he was also devilishly handsome. Dirty blond curls covered his head, and combined with his chocolate eyes, they were the reason girls fell in love with him, head over heels. He was such a great charmer that it was not just once or twice that he had escaped suspension or some other punishment in college. He only needed to open his mouth to convince you to do something, without you even realizing what was happening or what you were agreeing to. He was careless and carefree, and has always made me feel like I could fly. He was like the day—bright and warm, and something you wanted to keep forever.

Caden, on the other hand, was the complete opposite. He was a night, or a nightmare, as some people called him. If you could imagine a brooding character in a movie, and then make him ten times more introverted, you would get a version similar to Cade. He was shorter than Kaleb’s 6’5, but more muscular and, for sure, scarier. His body looked like something pulled out of an art magazine, all hard lines and pecs, with no line that wasn’t perfect. And everything about him was dark—from his black hair and shadows instead of eyes, to the way that he dressed and the motorcycle he rode.

As much as Kaleb looked approachable, you wanted to stay away from Caden just as much. Yet here I was, squished between both of them. Their bodies pressed into mine and made me dizzy from their closeness.

Both of them were mine, and I was theirs.

Suddenly, something pulled me out of my thoughts and returned me to reality. I felt a large hand sliding up on my right thigh, stopping just a few inches short of my pussy. In a second, my whole body flushed and my pulse quickened.

The heat from the palm seeped through my stockings and warmed my skin, making me feel even hotter. I gulped. My heart pounded faster against my ribcage, and my breath stuck in my throat. Shivers slid down my body and went straight to my core, almost making me moan out loud. I bit my lip and tried to take a deep breath in an attempt to calm my suddenly warm and pulsating body.

"Come on, Caden, you promised no playing during the game," Kaleb whined, and turned his head in our direction, sensing the change in the atmosphere without even looking at us. His eyebrows furrowed and his lower lip moved forward, creating a cute pout. He looked like an adorable gray cloud, hiding the sun. "You're trying to distract me because you know your team will lose."

The man on the right just laughed deeply and leaned toward me, his face almost touching mine. My skin prickled at the closeness, and my heart started beating even faster, so fast I thought it was going to explode any time now.

Caden’s nose grazed my skin, while his tongue slowly licked my neck, going higher and higher, and leaving a wet trail behind it.

My hands immediately went to him, and my fingers wrapped around his hair. When his tongue reached my ear, a loud moan rippled through me and shook me up. My nipples became rock hard and heat flooded my panties, leaving them soaked.

Kaleb was sitting still a few inches away from us, watching us. His gaze roamed all over me, and I could almost feel it as a physical touch.

When Caden’s lips sucked on my ear, though, I was forced to break eye contact with Kay and roll my eyes. Pleasure shot through me and another wave of goosebumps broke onto my skin.

Somewhere in the background, I could still hear the soccer game playing on the TV, but it was long forgotten by my lovers. The tension, however, hadn’t disappeared. It had transformed into something else.

"Why don't you show Kaleb how much of a slut you can be?" Caden’s deep voice murmured next to my ear, and it took everything in me not to melt right then and there. His tongue slowly licked my soft skin, making me moan, and then just so slightly his teeth bit into it, forcing a flash of pleasure to burst inside of me.

I tried to squeeze my thighs to ease some of the pent-up need, but another leg wriggled in between them and stopped my movement. A frustrated growl left my lips, which only made Caden’s lips spread into a smile. Bastard.

I bit my lip, and my eyes flicked back to Kaleb, who hadn’t moved from his place. His gaze penetrated mine and made me sharply inhale. He might’ve looked oh so charming and nice, but I knew exactly how savage he could be if he wanted to.

A wolfish grin spread on his lips, before he asked me, "That's not going to be fair, is it?"

I just bit my lip, not wanting to reply, and let myself feel Caden’s touch. His lips were trailing my neck with small kisses, and each one of them pulled a small gasp out of me.

“I think Caden wants us to punish you, Ali,” Kaleb stated, and his words made another flash of pleasure rock through my body. I loved some sweet pain.

I felt the lips at my neck forming a smile before taking the bait. "Just trying to enjoy her to the fullest." The vibration of his words bounced through me and made the hair on my skin prickle. His hand gripped my thigh roughly and pulled it to the side, opening me wider and making me gasp.

A slow burn was traveling through my insides, melting my brain and stopping me from forming a coherent thought. I could just feel, watch, and enjoy what was happening.

I felt some movement change before I sensed Kaleb on my other side. One of his hands had roughly made its way to my head, and was pulling my hair, while his other was sitting on my left thigh, burning me with its hotness.

Seconds later, Kaleb shifted, and his mouth landed on my neck, just inches away from where Caden was leaving his marks.

I moaned and arched my back, meeting Kaleb’s hard body. Instinctively, my ass started wriggling, seeking some friction, and soon it found it in the golden boy’s package. I heard him taking a sharp breath while his hand grabbed my thigh, trying to keep me in place. But three could play this game.

"How wet is our girl's pussy?" Kaleb slid his hand up my thigh before reaching my panties. His fingers snuggled in behind the fabric and touched my very wet pussy.

I moaned at the contact and pressed myself even closer to his palm, looking for the perfect amount of friction.

Teasingly slow, his fingers started moving. I felt them gathering some of the liquid I had made, before moving to my clit and circling it.

My pussy clenched empty, needing something inside of her, while my clit pulsed from the attention, turning more and more sensitive with each motion.

Kaleb was an artist, painting my arousal all over the canvas of my body, and leaving me wanting more.

I was breathing hard, my breaths shallow and quick, as my lungs barely gulped the needed air. My heart was booming hard against my chest, a layer of sweat had formed on my skin, and my head was a mess only filled with pleasure.

Another set of hands moved over my body and landed on my breasts, cupping them. Caden’s fingers went over my nipples, making them rock hard, and forcing another moan out of me.

“Fuck,” he growled against my throat, “I love your tits.”

His words were almost too much. His touch. Kaleb’s fingers. It overstimulated me to a level I’ve never known before, making it almost painful to feel.

When Caden’s digits pinched my nipples, a flash of pleasure struck at my core and made me squeeze my legs. However, before I could even move an inch, one of his hands left me and moved to grab my hip, not allowing me to close myself from their touch.

Kaleb’s fingers moved lower on my pussy, and seconds later, they were entering me.

A cry of ecstasy rolled out between my lips, and my head fell backwards.

"Such a filthy, greedy cunt." Kaleb’s filthy words were putting oil on the fire and making me burn. “Always so needy to come.”

He pressed the heel of his palm to my clit and slowly started to rub it, applying more and more pressure.

Another moan slipped out of my mouth, and with my barely open eyes, I saw him grin. A devil.

He pulled his fingers out, leaving me empty once again, and way needier than before.

I cried out in protest, but by the wicked smile on his face, I knew he was more than enjoying my struggle, my desperation.

Kaleb raised the hand that had been in my panties in front of my face and showed me exactly how wet I had been. His fingers dripped with my arousal and glistened from the light. He observed them for a few more seconds, before moving them to his face and wrapping his lips around them, sucking them clean. His eyes closed, and he let out the quietest moan.

The scene was so erotic, it made my air stuck in my throat, and my eyelids lower. A feral part of me loved how possessive and primal he could get, and I just got more and more turned on.

"Have you ever tried anything tastier?" Kay asked his rhetorical question once his lips had licked clean all the moisture from his hand.

Caden grunted next to me, and I realized that throughout this whole scene, I had shifted my pose and now my body was rubbing against his.

Kaleb’s fingers moved to my chin and he squeezed me slightly. “Open,” he ordered me, and I obeyed immediately.

My lips departed and I poked my tongue out. Before I could react, Kaleb was hovering over me, and his spit was flying into my mouth. As soon as it landed on my tongue, I tasted myself. It had a sweet and tangy aroma, and it was so taboo that it made me shiver.

“Swallow,” he challenged me, a devilish spark filling his eyes.

I swirled my tongue around the juices once more, tasting both him and me, before I gulped down.

His fingers left my chin, and a slow smile appeared on his lips. “Good girl.”

My body melted from hearing the words, and all my muscles weakened.

Caden, not wanting to miss out on the fun, grabbed my neck and squeezed it lightly.

"I think it’s time to see how impatient our whore can be, how desperate." His deep growl echoed throughout my body, and the threat of his words made adrenaline spike inside of me. I loved how small and vulnerable he made me feel.

I bit my lip, and almost mewed at the words.

A second later, my stockings were torn apart and my skirt was removed violently, before it got thrown somewhere on the floor. The lower part of my body was left completely naked, exposed for anyone to see.

Cold air hit my very wet pussy and sent another wave of shivers up and down my body, making me even more excited.

Caden released my throat and moved from behind me. Seconds later, he was kneeling in front of me, his greedy eyes centered on my pussy, while his hands covered my thighs. “Beautiful,” he murmured, before grabbing my legs and placing them on his shoulders.

I was sitting completely open before his gaze, and a slight ping of shame burned through me. My cunt clenched from the humiliation, and for a second I just wanted to close my legs and hide somewhere, but before I could do any of that, his fingers were on me.

Teasingly slowly, he traced my lower lips, and my clit, making my core pulse with need.

“Always so eager,” Caden smiled, before his eyes shifted to mine. “Just like a real slut.”

I swallowed the lump that had formed in my throat and nodded. He was right. I was acting just like a whore. Letting two men use me however they wanted.

The man at my feet got closer to my center, but just when I expected to feel his lips wrapping around my clit, he turned his head, and his teeth dug into the skin of my thigh.

I gasped, and a shock wave rocked through me. The feeling was just painful enough to distract me, but also to make the flames inside of me burn even higher.

Before I could feel anything else, Kaleb’s hand grabbed my throat, and his thumb pushed my jaw to the side, so I could move my gaze from Caden to him. He pulled my neck even closer to him, before his lips smashed into mine, stealing my breath. Kaleb’s tongue wrapped around mine in a sinful dance, while Caden’s reached my center, making me go wild.

Each second I became more and more drunk on the feeling, dazed from the pleasure, and absolutely bound to both of them. One ravaged my mouth, while the other one was taking care of my pussy.

My moans were turning into a melody, and all I could do was breathe in between.

Their movements were ruthless, captivating me, penetrating my most intimate parts. Kay tightened his grip on my neck even harder, almost stopping the air from reaching my lungs, while Caden’s tongue turned even more ravenous, even hungrier as he lapped my juices.

I was drowning in pleasure, my limbs had gone numb, and I all could feel was what they were doing to me. Their hands. Their tongues. Their bodies pressed into mine.

I felt a soft bite on my lower lip and opened my eyes, meeting Kaleb’s. There was another grin plastered all over his face, and I knew that either something really good was coming my way, or something really bad.


Chapter 2



"Hey, Caden, don’t you think it’s time to give our girl some reward?" Kay’s low voice echoed in the small space.

Caden took his time to answer. He continued playing with my pussy, sucking my clit, and gathering all the moisture I had made between my lower lips. His tongue probed inside of me, penetrating me just enough to hint at what was coming later, but not enough to satisfy me fully.

Neither of them hurried with their actions. Their touches were intentionally slow and teasing, and I knew they wanted to drive me crazy between allowing me to come. They wanted to torment me, to ruin me, to make me beg. And once I gave them that, I would be like jelly in seconds.

“Does she deserve one?” Caden finally replied. “Cause so far she’s been acting like a complete slut, rubbing that pussy all over my face.” His deep voice radiated straight to my core, making me tremble.

“Hmmm,” Kaleb’s hands moved to my lower body before picking me up and placing me back down, this time not on the sofa, but on his lap. He spread my legs wider than before, placing them on the outside of his own, and opened me even wider for the man at my feet.

I had just a minute to take a deep breath before Caden returned to his torture. His movements were driving me wild and making me lose my mind.

Sharply, my T-shirt was torn, and the remains were dumped somewhere behind us. My exposed breasts stood proudly in front of both men, while my nipples begged them for their attention, hardened even more from the cold air.

I was so desperate for a touch that I was ready to beg. But before I could open my mouth, Kaleb growled and gave me exactly what I needed. He slid his free hand over my stomach and cupped one breast before pinching my nipple. The other hand he still pressed firmly against my neck, reminding me that he was the one in control.

“How much do you want to come, sweet girl?” Kaleb whispered near my ear, sending shivers all over my body.

“Please,” I begged, my words barely louder than a whisper.

“Not coming before you are allowed to, slut.” Caden’s booming voice echoed around, making his stance loud and clear.

I mewed out loud, and tried to wriggle away from his touch, but his arms wrapped even tighter around my hips, and stopped my movements. As if punishing me, his lips started putting extra pressure on my bundle of nerves, and I knew I was doomed. There was no way I could stop the orgasm when it came.

I was on the verge of tears. My whole body was shaking, while my brain tried everything possible to distract me from their touch. I tried concentrating on the walls, the furniture, or the blurry screen in the background, but with each touch, my mission was getting harder.

They wanted me to break the rules, so they could punish me, hurt me, own me.

Kaleb’s hand squeezed my breasts, moving from one to the other. His fingers playfully pinched my nipple, making it burn sweetly. Then he moved to drawing figures on top of the sensitive skin before pulling my nub.

It felt like I was in both heaven and hell, embracing both the sweet pain and the sharp pleasure.

Things only got worse when Caden moved one of his hands to my other tit and started groping it. Both of them played with me in different patterns, so it made it all the more challenging to not focus on any of them. My mind jumped from one kind of pleasure to another before turning into mush.

The hard bulge that was pressing into my ass didn’t help either, because with each second I was getting more and more desperate to welcome it inside of me. Images of Kaleb entering me flashed through my mind, and the hum of orgasm started to reveal itself in the periphery.

I wanted to touch him, to touch them, to play with them the same way they played with me. To show them I was not going down without a fight.

Finding a new mission, I moved my right hand around and slowly started sliding it over Kaleb’s thigh, before I finally found some space between my back and his stomach and pushed it there. My fingers wriggled around, trying to grasp his erect dick, but he just moved from underneath me, escaping my touch.

Loud laughter echoed in the room, making my cheeks burn, before Kaleb murmured, “Our kitten wants to play dirty, Caden.” His hoarse voice only spread the fire in my body, while the humiliation of getting caught made me jump one step closer to the orgasm.

Caden moved away from my private parts for a moment and his eyes shifted to mine, examining me as if I was a file he could skim over. He saw the torment written all over my face, but instead of giving me his mercy, he just grinned.

"If she is sane enough to do that, then maybe we need to add a few more touches to the picture," he said seconds before his hand shot up, and then landed on my clit, slapping it lightly.

I cried out. A burn roared through my lower parts, making me try to close my legs once again and protect myself. But once the pain faded, pulsating pleasure started radiating through me and almost pushed me over the edge. An edge that had turned too high and sharp. An edge that I knew would slice me once I jumped over it.

A few weaker blows followed up on my thighs, before his hand finally grabbed my ass.

"Please," I begged in a meek whisper.

My body was shaking uncontrollably, and everything felt like too much, but instead of giving me what I wanted, both of them just smiled and continued the game.

I know they loved torturing me. They liked me begging, needy, and at their mercy. And I usually loved giving it to them, but this time was different. It was more than everything I’d taken before. The pleasure was stronger, but so was the pain. And my body didn’t know how to handle them.

"Maybe we need to make the game harder for her. Maybe for a slut like her, this is nothing," Caden suggested. He looked at Kaleb for one last time, then nodded.

He lowered his head, before sucking my clit so hard that I started seeing stars up close. My body twitched and my vision darkened.

"What did we agree on about coming, babygirl?" Kay whispered softly, before squeezing my neck at the same time as my nipple.

I twisted my head and looked into his eyes, pleading. Before I could say a word, a second wave swept over my body, making me lower my eyelids.

If Caden continued like that, I was sure I would die before I came.

"Please, please, please," I mumbled. I didn't know what I was begging for, for them to stop torturing me and just leave me be, or for them to keep going until I came.

Caden slid two fingers inside me and curled them, before pulling them out. He then used his thumb and forefinger to pull my skin back before licking me all the way from my hole to my very exposed and sensitive clit, just before he latched onto it.

This time, the pleasure that overwhelmed me was so strong that I felt my stomach tighten and my cunt twitch. I came with a scream. My whole body froze while my mind went to heaven. White bliss filled me, making me blind and deaf to the outside world. I shook and shivered, too overstimulated to focus on one particular sensation as I drowned in pleasure.

My wild heart slowly returned to a normal rhythm, and I came back to earth. My mind cleared, and I realized I was wet. Like really wet. My cheeks were chilled by a trail left from my tears, while my whole thighs were covered in a completely different kind of wetness.

I slowly opened my eyes, only to see Caden grinning, his whole face and shirt soaked with what I could only hope was squirt. His gaze caught mine and he turned serious.

"Sluts who don't follow the rules deserve punishment, don't they, Kay?" Caden said, but I was too dazed to focus on what his words meant.

Was death from too much pleasure possible? Cause if it was, then I was already dead.

I saw a movement with my hindsight and guessed that Kay was nodding, agreeing with the other man’s previous statement.

Before I could react in any way or disagree, Caden pulled me up and flipped me, forcing me to hold myself on my weak knees. My hands felt like grilled cheese, so I just fell face-first on Kaleb's lap, just inches away from the wet spot I’d left on top of his dick.

"What do good sluts do, Ali?" Caden asked from behind, but I couldn’t focus. When a few seconds passed and I still hadn't answered, a loud sound echoed around the room and a moment later, I felt my ass flaring up. “Don’t make me repeat myself, whore.”

I finally registered his words and mumbled, "They thank their masters."

“Then what are you waiting for? A special invitation?” Caden’s fingers gripped my flaring ass cheek as he spoke.

I raised my lowered eyelids and looked at Kaleb, who was watching me expectantly. Slowly, I raised my hands and moved them to his zipper, before undoing it. I opened the front and pulled the fabric down, until his cock sprung before me in all his thick glory. The head was slightly purple and I could see just a drop of precum waiting to drop.

Suddenly, my mouth filled with saliva, and all I could think about was licking it. I spit on it, wrapped my fingers around it, and started jerking him off. My hand went up and down, and then after a few turns, I added my mouth to it. I opened wide, poked my tongue out, and sucked him deep inside of me.

Kaleb’s hands moved to my hair, and he started controlling the pace.

I licked his length and sucked him deep, hollowing my cheeks. His precum started dripping on my tongue, and his scent was all I could feel. With each pump, he hit the back of my throat.

He started applying more pressure, and soon I had to take all of him, gulping it down deep inside of me. Just when his cock filled my throat, and his hands held my head close to his pelvis, another sound echoed around the room, and my ass flared up again, making me flinch.

“You are the perfect whore, Ali. Aren’t you?” Caden asked after another spank landed on my ass. “So insatiable that you need to have two dicks available at all times.” Rough fingers plunged inside of my still wet-cunt, and curled, making me mew and choke on the cock in my mouth. “So desperate for pleasure that one man will never be enough for you.” Caden’s digits pumped with each word, making me roll my eyes. “Our perfect little slut.” The man behind me finished his speech, pulled his fingers out of me, and before I could even take a breath, he penetrated me, his dick filling my cunt to the brim.

Our moans mixed and turned into music. That was it. The perfect life.

“Our precious little girl,” Kaleb said, moving a strand of hair that had fallen in front of my face. His thumb caressed me before his hands returned to the top of my head.

I started bobbing up and down his dick, making it as sloppy as I could, using all the tricks with my tongue.

Caden pumped in and out of me, making it harder for me to focus. Pleasure had returned to my body, and this time it was building faster than ever before.

I shook my head and tried to focus on my task. I needed to make Kaleb come. I needed to show him just how much of a good girl I could be.

“Just look at her,” Caden groaned behind me. “Her pussy is so greedy that she doesn’t allow me to pull out properly.”

My cheeks flushed. They were right. I was insatiable.

“Bet you want to come again, slut,” Caden murmured in between breaths. “Is this why you are sucking Kay’s dick so sloppy?”

Another wave of embarrassment flushed through me and my core clenched with its rhythm. I put even more effort into the blowjob, and touched that spot under the head that made men go wild.

Kaleb groaned, “That’s right, pretty girl. Show me how much you love that dick.”

He pushed my head down again, and I took his cock, sucked and moved, allowing it to reach my throat once again. I could feel Caden trying to distract me with his tricks. I could feel him changing the angle, and using his hands, but this time I was highly motivated not to disappoint Kay.

After a few more minutes, I felt him getting closer, but before he poured into my mouth and fill it up, Kay pulled my head back and let his dick fall free, away from my lips.

"Come on, Caden, let's show her what happens with little bad girls."

Caden smiled, picked me up as if I weighed nothing, and placed me on Kaleb's lap so I was straddling him. His dick was still inside me, while Kay’s was rubbing against my clit, causing me to shudder.

Kaleb put his hand on my cheek again and stroked it, his eyes staring at mine, as if making sure that I was going to be okay. But I was going to be more than okay.

The golden boy pulled me closer to him and whispered against my lips, "Who is our good girl?"

I smiled, before replying, “Me.”

He smiled before our mouths crashed into each other. I shifted closer to him, and seconds later, his dick was at my entrance.

I took a deep breath and deepened the kiss.

We had only done this a few times, and it usually took me longer to adjust, but this time I was so wet that Kaleb easily slid into me, finally filling me properly.

A loud exhale left my lips, while both of their moans mixed with it. For a few seconds, we just stood there, pressing into each other, and not moving. I could just so slightly feel their cocks twitching inside of my stretched cunt, prompting me to give them what they needed.

I shifted, making it obvious that I was ready, and I felt them starting to pump. Their pace varied, with a complete lack of rhythm, but it was double the pleasure when their asymmetric dicks rubbed my inner walls.

The fast pleasure from before returned, and when Kay placed his hand on top of my clit, it sent me straight into ecstasy.

Caden's lips kissed my neck and sucked on my delicate skin there, while his hands played with my nipples.

Kaleb devoured my mouth and made me all the more focused on all the sensations. It was delirious and beautiful. And when I felt my orgasm approaching, I remembered our rule.

“Please, I need to come,” I whispered in between kisses. My whole body was shaking and the tension in my lower stomach had gone to levels it never had before.

“Then be a good girl and come on our dicks, Ali,” Kaleb ordered.

“Show us who these dicks belong to, little slut,” Caden growled behind me, and his words pushed me over the edge.

I screamed, and I screamed, and I creamed. I came all over them, pulling them as deep as I could.

This time when I came, I touched the sun and burned in it. The wave of pleasure swept me so hard that my brain malfunctioned, and all I could do was feel.

Feel as they kept moving. Feel as their motions turned rigid, as their moans grew louder, as their touches became more desperate. Feel as their seed spilled in my tightening cunt, filling it to the brim.

This was what heaven felt like. This right here was what true satisfaction felt.

We collapsed on the couch. Sweat covered my whole body, and fluid leaked between my legs. But I couldn’t care less. I was happy. Exhausted, but undeniably happy.

A few minutes passed before Kay got up and went to the bathroom. He returned with a wet towel in hand and a wide smile on his lips.

Caden stood up, took the towel from his hands, and cleaned me, making sure to swipe everywhere from my thighs to my pelvis. After I was clean enough, he threw the cloth in the laundry basket and collapsed back on the couch.

"Fuck. We missed who won the game?" They both said, looking at the black TV screen. I snuggled closer to the warmth of their bodies and hugged each of them.

These were my boys. And I loved them dearly.

The End
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Chapter 1



She sighed as the tongue slowly flicked out over her pussy. Feeling the tip of it opening her up, feeling the warm breath, she could hardly contain herself.

The blindfold made it ten times hotter. Not knowing who the tongue belonged to, not being able to see what was coming next, Sally knew she had never felt anything like this before
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It had all started the day before when she was talking to her neighbor Nancy.

“I just don’t know. Mark’s just not interested anymore. When he gets home, he just puts his feet up and watches tv. I mean, it’s not like I don’t work either.”

Nancy shook her head slowly, sipping the green tea. This was far from the first time they'd had this conversation.

“I know, my Darren is just the same. He has not made a sexual advance to me in four years”

Sally nearly choked on her tea.

“FOUR YEARS? Oh fuck, I couldn’t go without sex that long. I’m gagging for it, and it’s only been a couple of months.”

Nancy smiled at her, a smile that seemed to have a hidden meaning behind it.

“I said he’s not made a sexual advance in four years. I never said I’d not had sex”
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Nancy had told her of a place in town, a little nondescript building that most people would walk by without ever thinking about it.

As she stood outside it, she could hear Nancy's words in her head

“They are amazing. They ask you a few questions. Then they take you to a room. And then they give you your heart’s desire.”

The building in front of her didn’t inspire confidence. Just a plain doorway in the side of a building, not the gateway to sexual fantasy that had been promised to her.

“Oh well,” she thought “I’m here now, might as well go in.”

She pushed the door open and stepped inside.

The foyer was actually very nice, in a sleek modern way. A couple of paintings on the wall, Jack Vettriano pieces if she wasn’t mistaken. And a simple desk in the middle of the room with a smart dressed receptionist.

“Good Morning Madam. Do you have an appointment?”

Sally walked forward and handed over a card that Nancy had given her

“Very good Madam, could you fill in this questionnaire for me, please?”

Sally took the form and walked over to the chairs under the paintings. It took her a few moments to fill in, although she had trouble understanding why they needed to know some of the things. What did her taste in color have to do with anything?

She got up and handed the form back.

“Someone will be with you in a few moments.”

Sally turned round and looked at one of the paintings. In it a couple sat at a bar, the man glancing at the women, his glowing smile reflected back by her. Just like she used to be with Mark.

“Oh,” she said, turning “I forgot to ask. The payment. I’m not sure how much this is. I, um, my friend ….”

The receptionist smiled at her

“Don’t worry about that, madam. Your visit has been paid for by a Miss,” she glanced down at a sheet of paper in front of her “Ah yes, a Miss Harris.”

Sally was astounded. Nancy had paid for the visit. She really hadn’t needed to do that, Sally was grateful enough to her just for telling her about this place.

“Your room is ready for you. Could you just go through that door, second room on the left. Room number 6.”
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Opening the door, Sally sighed happily. Now she understood the color question.

“What is your favorite color?”

She had written scarlet red.

The room in front of her was a mass of scarlet red. Cushions scattered about on the floor, red curtains blocking out the outside world. And a giant four poster bed in the middle of the room, scarlet red sheets on it.

And beside the bed, one of the best-looking men she had ever seen.

Short black hair, green-gray eyes, couldn’t be more than 20. And toned in all the right places.

And he looks good in a suit, she thought.

“Hello, I’m, umm, that is to say…”

The man smiled at her

“Please come in, madam. Everything is ready for you. Your questioner has been looked at and dealt with. We here at Heaven Inc welcome you to your personal fantasy.”

She couldn’t help but notice his eyes straying during his speech, taking in her figure.

“Are you my…?” she stammered.

He stepped forward and directed her to the edge of the bed.

“I’m afraid I am not that lucky, madam. I’m just here to get you ready for it.”

He patted the edge of the bed, stepping back as she sat down.

“Now, I’m going to ask you to do a few things. Do you trust me?”

For some reason she did, maybe it was his relaxing voice and polite manner. She slowly nodded her head.

“Good. Everything I ask you is to prepare you for your own personal fantasy. Now, let’s begin. Could you please strip for me? Down to your lingerie.”

“What makes you think I’m wearing lingerie?”

He reached forward and helped her out of her jacket.

“If you’re going to have your perfect fantasy, you’re not going to turn up wearing just any old underwear.”

For some reason this seemed to relax her, that he had been through this situation before and wasn’t the least bit embarrassed. So why should she be? After all, she had a good body, why should she feel embarrassed showing it off.

As she peeled off her clothes, she couldn’t help but enjoy his eyes watching. Mark had hardly ever looked at her like that, certainly not recently.

Clothes discarded on the floor, she stood in front of him in her best agent provocateur.

“If I may say madam, you have a beautiful body.”

“Are you sure you’re not part of my fantasy?” she asked, letting her hand reach out and run over his chest, her shyness fading away.

He leaned forward and whispered in her ear

“Alas madam, if only I was. I’m sure I could make you cum harder than you have for a long time. And I would love to see the look on your face as I fucked you. But it’s not to be, at least not this time. There is someone that you will appreciate even better.”

Sally pouted a little but nodded her head. She liked the idea of there being a next time.

“Would madam please get on all fours on the bed?”

Sally turned round and assumed the position, only now noticing the mirror above the headboard of the bed. She could see he was looking at her ass, even catching him licking his lips.

“Now if madam will hold still for a minute.”

He pulled something out from his pocket and slipped it over her eyes.

A blindfold!

“It has been a delight serving madam. Now if madam will just wait a moment, your fantasy will start.”

She heard the door shut behind him. Leaving her on the bed, on all fours, blind to her surroundings.

As ridiculous as it seemed, she was already feeling turned on. He had looked at her with such longing, more than any man had in years.

And she could not fail to notice the hardness in his trousers.

She reached down and let her hand glide over her silk panties; the material pressing against her pussy.

And then she heard the door clicking open again.

Slow, deliberate steps towards the bed.

And then a hand running slowly along her spine.

Hot breath on her face

This was it, she thought. Whatever this is, it’s about to begin.

Sally sighed at the warm breath on her skin.

“Can I…..”

Before she could go any further, she felt a finger placed over her mouth

“shhhhhh.”

The hand moved, once more tracing its way down her spine.

As the hand reached her ass, it stopped. The touch of the hand made her feel hot, and she knew that if the hand slipped down between her legs, it would find her wet..

Then suddenly

BANG

The hand came down hard on her left cheek, knocking her down into the bed

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.”

BANG

Again it came down, this time on the right side

Sally struggled back onto her knees. The pain and warmth off her ass made it difficult to think straight, but she managed one thought.

Damn, I'm wet.

The bed dipped behind her, and she knew that the other person had climbed onto the bed.

She started to shake in longing, waiting for the next touch, the next feeling.

Then a hand on her head, pressing it down. She sunk down onto her elbows, knowing that whoever was behind her was getting a wonderful view of her ass.

And then fingers pulling at her panties, sliding them down to her knees.

She sank down even further in the bed, her head on the surface and her ass sticking up in the air.

Two hands on her ass, lifting her up, exposing her even more.

And then, a soft tongue ever so slowly, ever so gently rubbing against her pussy.

It moved so delicately, seeming to lick up every drop of her wetness, slipping into every groove, teasing and taunting her.

Sally struggled to contain it but a moan escaped from her, a long low sound, the sound of lust.

Now two fingers joined the tongue, pulling her open, the tip of the tongue dipping into her, making her moan again.

Her hands gripped the bed, nails digging into the sheet.

“Oh, fuck.”

It’s never been this good, she thought, no one’s ever made me feel like my body is on fire. Mark’s attempts at eating her pussy in the past were amateur compared to this.

Soft moans escaping from her lips.

The tongue moved again, and she gasped, the sensation almost too much.

“Oh Fuck!”

She knew if this went on much longer, she would come. She would come for a stranger that she had not even seen, and it would be the best orgasm she’d had in years.

God, I think I’m going to…

Before she could finish the thought, the tongue and fingers disappeared.

She could feel movement and suddenly felt that warmth of breath on her face again.

And at last, a voice

“I’m sorry, I may have misled you a little. You see, this is actually my fantasy.”

She rolled over, shock assaulting her brain.

Her blindfold fell off and there, naked, was Nancy.

Sally was shocked, unable to think, never mind speak. She had never for a moment thought that it would be Nancy, never guessed that her friend was capable of giving her such joy.

Nancy bent down and slowly kissed her, a kiss with more lust and love than Sally had felt in years. A kiss full of want and need, only matched by Sally’s need for those things herself.

And with that kiss, she accepted the situation and decided she wanted more.

“Do it again, now that I know it’s you.”

She lay back in the bed, unashamed of her nakedness. The only person who had seen Sally naked in the last few years had been Mark, and he had shown no interest. Why shouldn’t she enjoy having her friend look at her with lust.

Nancy slowly kissed Sally's chest, her mouth closing on Sally’s hard little nipple, sucking it into her hot mouth and receiving a groan of pleasure in return.

After what seemed an eternity of joy, Nancy moved her mouth and kissed her way downwards, kissing and licking every inch along the way.

At last, she stopped, her mouth inches from Sally’s pussy.

“Keep going, I want to feel your tongue on me,” begged Sally.

Her hands moved down, onto Nancy’s head, and pushed her firmly downward.

Nancy parted her lips and kissed Sally’s folds, sucking into her hot mouth every drop of her arousal.

Sally was soon trembling in pleasure, crying out under the onslaught of Nancy’s tongue. Her orgasm building again, going past the point of no return. Her back arching as Nancy's fingers slipped inside her and slowly thrust.

“Fuck!” yelled Sally as she let go of Nancy’s head and came.

She cried out, louder than she had ever done before. Nothing had ever felt better.

And then suddenly, the room was quiet. Only the sound of the two of them breathing.

Sally lay back in the bed, staring up at the ceiling wondering what had just happened. How had her normal, everyday world suddenly turned into the best oral she had ever had? And not only that but given to her by her best friend.

She felt a hand on hers, guiding her to sit up. As she did so, she saw Nancy kneeling in front of her.

“Thank you, thank you…” she giggled, not knowing what to say.

Nancy smiled at her, “Don’t mention it, I’ve wanted to do that with you for years.”

With that she kissed Sally on the lips, a deep loving kiss, one that said everything that needed to be said.

When they broke the kiss, they both laughed and fell in a heap on the bed, arms and legs wrapping around each other.

“That was fucking awesome,” sighed Sally.

“Yeah, I told you this place was amazing. Oh, and talking of which.”


Chapter 2



“That was fucking awesome,” sighed Sally.

“Yeah, I told you this place was amazing. Oh, and talking of which.”

Sally heard a noise and looked across the room as the door swung open. The guy from earlier walked back in, no longer in a suit, now stripped down to his boxers, and walked over to them.

“I am sorry for deceiving you Madam, but I am grateful that I will indeed get to be part of your fantasy.”

Sally gasped and turned to Nancy, seeing the huge grin on her face.

“There’s more?”

Nancy reached out and grabbed the guy by the cock through his boxers, moving him closer to the bed.

“Oh yeah, there is MUCH more. Noah here is going to help you with your fantasy, only now it’s going to be with added me.”

Sally looked at Nancy, her eyes wide in surprise.

“But, but, but… why?”

Nancy slid her hand between Sally’s legs, rubbing it over her pussy, causing her to gasp in pleasure.

“Because you came here for your fantasy. And that was to be fucked by a guy that wanted you and could give you what you needed. Noah and I have had LOTS of encounters and I have been telling him all about you. And he is very eager to fuck that sweet little pussy of yours.”

Sally didn’t know what to say. She felt Nancy’s hand move away, leaving her totally exposed to the stranger that now knelt on the bed beside her.

He ran his hand over her thighs, pushing them apart, exposing her pussy.

“I won’t do anything you don’t want, Madam. But you have a beautiful body, and I would love to hear you moaning and know that it was me making it happen.”

Nancy kissed Sally on the neck, her hands gently pulling her back on the bed.

“So, do you want Noah to fuck you?”

When Sally said yes, she had never meant anything more in her life.

He stood up and removed his boxers, his cock standing tall and proud. Then gently he climbed onto the bed, moving till he was above her, his hand rubbing her cheek. He moved forward and guided his cock to her entrance, pushing lightly so that his cock slid against her pussy, teasing her and making her needy for him to take her.

Slowly he entered her, his cock stretching her tight pussy. Sally could feel the blood rushing to her head as he filled her completely.

He started slowly, every inch of him sending waves of pleasure through her body, as he slowly thrust inside her.

She felt a hand slip into hers and realized it was Nancy. She felt a reassuring squeeze and then a kiss on the top of her head. It gave her a pleasant buzz of joy and love.

“What does he feel like?” whispered Nancy.

Sally could hardly concentrate on the words. She had never felt anything like this before, never dreamed that sex could feel like this.

“He’s so thick. Every thrust, making me breathless. And he’s not rushing, not like Mark. Fuck, it feels so good.”

Noah bent his head down and kissed her on the neck, growling a little in her ear as he sped up.

“Let me hear you moan,” he whispered.

Sally gasped. This wasn’t like anything she had ever imagined. Never had she known that someone could make her so horny that she could scream in ecstasy. Almost without thinking, she moaned out loud and felt him growl happily in her ear in response.

“Ohhhh Fuck! Fuck me. Harder.”

Noah responded immediately, picking up speed, driving into her harder and faster. His cock felt bigger and thicker with every thrust, hitting places inside her that she didn’t even know existed.

“I want to ask you something,” he whispered in her ear.

“What?”

“Are you going to be a good girl and come for me?” he growled.

“Yes, Oh fuck yes.”

Sally could see it all now.

He was going to make her cum, hard and loud and in front of Nancy, and then he would fuck her and fill her up with his cum.

And if he stopped, she would beg him to keep going.

“I want to come for you, I want to come all over your thick cock and feel you empty yourself inside me.”

His hands moved over her stomach, stroking her breasts, squeezing them.

“You're gonna be a good girl for me tonight, aren’t you?”

She nodded, her eyes shutting as her body started shaking.

“Tell me.”

“I’m gonna cum all over your gorgeous dick, oh god I’m gonna cum!”

Sally screamed out loud, feeling her orgasm ripping through her, her pussy clenching around Noah’s cock in spasms.

He held her tightly as she came, her whole body shuddering.

“You’re a good little girl” he growled, kissing her on the forehead.

He slowed his pace, letting her recover from her orgasm. Each thrust sent tremors through her.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered, “Want you to come.”

Nancy’s face appeared above her, smiling down.

“Oh, he’s going to come. But he’s not the only one that needs some attention. So, I think you need to get back on your knees.”

Noah pulled out of her and sat back on the bed. As Sally pulled herself back onto all fours, she saw the smile on his face and couldn’t stop herself from leaning in for a kiss.

“Now, turn around and face me.” commanded Nancy.

Sally obeyed, turning her back to him, her ass sticking up in the air as she did so.

She could feel Noah’s fingers running over her bottom, gently caressing her cheeks and knew it wouldn’t be long before he would be back inside her.

She faced Nancy, who had now sunk down onto the bed in front of her, her legs wide open and her hand lazily rubbing her pussy.

“Have you ever gone down on a woman before?” she asked her.

“No.” replied Sally.

Nancy smiled at her.

“Well, it’s time that you learned.”

Nancy smiled and sank back into the bed as she opened her legs more, spreading her pussy lips wide open.

Sally dipped her head down, trying to find the best angle, but then Nancy took her head in her hands and guided her, moving her till her lips were touching Nancy’s clit.

“You know what feels good on you, just try doing that,” suggested Nancy.

Sally tried, licking Nancy’s clit.

“Try sucking it.”

Sally moved her body and slid her arms under Nancy's legs, lifting her up. And as her mouth closed on Nancy's clit, she felt Noah slide his cock back inside her.

She moaned into Nancy’s pussy, her tongue moving fast and hard into her cunt. Suddenly she was filled with desire, to please Nancy, to make her come as hard as she had made Sally come. And to hear her moan her name out loud.

“Ohhh Fuck, Yes!” gasped Nancy

Sally felt Nancy’s hands grabbing her hair, pushing her down. The forcefulness of it, being told what to do, was making her fuzzy and turning her on in unexpected ways. Mark was never commanding, just fast and boring. Maybe she needed to be taken in hand and told what to do more often.

As she sucked Nancy’s clit into her mouth and swirled her tongue around it, she felt Noah’s cock throbbing inside her. His thrusts were getting harder and faster and she knew it was going to be a race to which of them was going to come first.

Suddenly Nancy bucked against her face, her hands grabbing at her and pulling her down. Her entire body shuddered as her orgasm ripped through her. For a moment Sally was overwhelmed with joy that she had made another woman come.

Then she felt Noah thrust into her from behind, his cock slamming into her pussy. She felt his warm cum shooting deep inside her, filling her up completely.

The feeling of his cum inside her sent her over the edge, her pussy contracting around his cock, and triggering her own orgasm.

She threw her head back as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her, her body shaking uncontrollably as her pussy milked Noah’s cock dry while he pounded into her again and again.

She gasped for breath as he pulled out, looking up at Nancy, her eyes glistening with tears of happiness.

Sinking down onto the bed, she wrapped herself around Nancy, kissing her on the neck and snuggling in as close as she could. The sudden release of all that built up sexual energy had left her tired, and she needed to be cuddled up and feel safe. When Noah moved in behind her and rested his hand on her hip, she nearly let out a purr of contentment.

How do I go back to my life after this, she thought, to a normal boring life?

As if to answer her question, Noah whispered in her ear.

“That was part one of your fantasy. Shall I put you down for a weekly visit, maybe at the same time as Nancy?”

Yes, thought Sally, that would do nicely.

The End
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Chapter 1

A Tasting Sin Extended Epilogue


"You really didn't like the movie?" It was dark outside the theater, but the still new diamond ring on my finger sparkled under the streetlights when I weaved my fingers with Ronan's. He squeezed my hand, holding it tightly when he led me out onto the sidewalk.

"Not at all." My fiancé shook his head. He rolled his eyes, but when he looked down at me, a smile tugged at his lips. "You can't honestly tell me you did!"

We stepped off the sidewalk and into the parking lot. The lot was empty. Ronan's Mercedes was the only car left under the streetlamp, except for a couple of vehicles on the other side that I assumed belonged to the employees. Still holding his hand, I danced ahead of him just a bit, turning to face him and walking backward. He lifted a brow.

"I didn't just like it," I said, giggling. "I loved it."

Ronan scoffed even though he grinned. Date nights like this had become a routine since he proposed to me two months ago—dinner and a late movie, and then arguing about whether it was any good or not on the ride home. I loved almost every movie. He was the skeptic, but he never hesitated to see any I wanted, no matter how many romcoms he had to sit through.

"It was just another typical romance movie where they fall in love in the end, and everyone lives happily ever after." He shook his head in a mix of disapproval and entertainment as we got closer to the car.

"Stop it. You love cheesy romance," I said, scrunching my nose and looking up at him. I started to let go of his hand, knowing that he would be the one to drive.

"I do not." He lifted a brow, squeezing my hand harder and tugging me toward him. When our bodies met, he wrapped his arm around me, holding me against him. "But I love you."

A giggle erupted from my chest. It filled the quiet parking lot, and I swore Ronan's eyes got brighter. "I love you more."

"I don't think you're going to win this argument, sugar, so don't even start it." His voice was low, and I felt it between my legs. I stifled the laugh when my core warmed, sucking my bottom lip into my mouth and biting down. He narrowed his eyes, and the air felt heavy when I took a deep breath. For a moment, I wasn't sure if it was the tension or the growing Boston humidity. Then I smelled the sweet scent of petrichor, and the hair on my arms stood on end.

"I think it's going to rain," I said, not bothering to move away from the solid muscles to take the few remaining steps to the passenger side. I was frozen in the scent of vetiver and remnants of the vanilla from the cupcakes he'd helped me bake earlier with a hint of popcorn. My voice clung to the sides of my throat. Ronan stared at me, and his gaze bounced to my throat when I swallowed.

"So let it rain." As if on cue, lightning struck. The flash illuminated the abandoned lot just before thunder clapped, causing me to jump. Ronan wrapped his arms tighter around me as the first drops fell on my face.

I looked up at him as the rain started to fall more steadily. Cold drops rolled down my cheeks, warming by the time they reached my neck and crept their way down my chest. Did they cling to my lashes like they did to Ronan's? When he blinked, they trickled over his cheeks and down his jaw, and I wanted to lick the water from his skin.

As it rained harder, I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue, smirking when Ronan's eyes followed the droplets landing on it. Then his eyes met mine, and the rain around us got heavier until a sheet of water blurred the buildings surrounding the lot.

I stayed planted in place, taking a deep breath each time Ronan's chest heaved against mine, even as the rain soaked through our clothes. My shirt clung to my body, the light pink fabric revealing the sheer white lace bra that did nothing to hide my hardened nipples. It was cold—or I was reacting to the intense need pouring off his body.

"I'm soaked," I said breathlessly when a shiver ran down my spine.

Ronan brushed his fingers across my cheeks like he was wiping away the rain. "You're beautiful." Then he wrapped his hand around the back of my neck, weaving his fingers into the hair at the nape of my neck. His other hand stayed around my waist, holding me to him.

When he kissed me, the rain ran between our lips and danced with his tongue on mine. I whimpered quietly, earning a groan from deep in Ronan's chest. "Fuck," he grunted with his lips brushing against mine. "I can't resist you when you whine like that, Nellie. You know that."

"So don't resist me." I bit the inside of my cheek. Then he grabbed both of my hips, gripping them until the soaked denim dug into my skin. He took a step forward, forcing me back a step, and he repeated the action until my back met the wet, cold metal of his car. I gasped, and when I did, he devoured it, sealing his mouth over mine.

I gripped the front of his sweater, squeezing and feeling the water that was wrung from the fabric running over my fingers. I clung to him, holding on to him like I'd fall into the puddles forming on the asphalt if I let go. Ronan growled, roughly sliding his hand from my hip to my breast. He grabbed it, flicking his thumb over my nipple. The friction from his hand and the wet lace filled me with need. I arched my back, desperate for more.

"Ronan, what if someone sees us?" I asked, not wanting him to stop. I pressed my lips to his again before pulling back to scan the parking lot.

Ronan chuckled, continuing to knead my breast and planting his other hand against the car. He framed me in. I didn't see anyone in the lot with us, but when Ronan lifted my shirt, sliding his hand beneath the lace and pinching my nipple, I moaned. "Nobody is going to see us. Relax."

I couldn't relax, not with the sensation of his hands on me. I needed more. I stretched my neck toward him, biting his bottom lip and running my tongue over the small indents left behind. Ronan snarled, using his foot to nudge mine to the side and spreading my legs.

"Do you know how much I absolutely crave you?" he asked, roughly moving his hands to unfasten the button on the front of my jeans. The wet denim made it difficult, and with a quiet grunt, he popped them open. The button landed in a puddle on the ground, and the sound of him pulling on my zipper overpowered my gasp.

I nodded my head. It was equally as difficult for me to resist him, especially when he looked at me like that—with feral desperation darkening his stare. I pushed my hips forward, meeting his hands. "Show me," I said. My voice was quiet, but he heard the message loud and clear over the sound of the rain.

Ronan didn't wait long for another invite. He pushed my jeans and the equally soaked thong down my hips, sliding his hands between my legs before I could even get mine on the buckle of his belt. When his fingers parted my lips, slipping between them to find my already sensitive clit, I fumbled with the clasp.

"You're so wet already." He dipped his head to kiss my neck. "I know this isn't from the rain," he said quietly against my ear.

I shivered, shaking my head as if to confirm that the warm arousal building between my legs had nothing to do with the rain and everything to do with the man kissing me in it. "I want you," I said. "I always want you."

The urgency was the push I needed to finally get the buckle on his jeans unfastened. I stuck my hand past the waistband, feeling his swelling erection pressing against the damp fabric. I palmed it, gently stroking it while it grew thicker in my hand. "I think you want me too," I giggled.

Ronan laughed, the sound mirroring that of a wild animal when he slipped his finger inside me. "Was there ever a doubt?" My pussy rippled around the digit, anticipating the feeling of stretching around his cock. "Your sweet cunt tells me everything. I didn't think so."

He curled his finger, hooking it into the soft spot that made my knees buckle. I held my grip on his shirt tighter, my hand squeezing his cock but no longer moving. It twitched in my hold, and he groaned. "Fuck, sugar."

"Ronan," I whined in response, rocking my hips and grinding against his hand. I couldn't move to demand more than that. With my jeans and panties around my thighs and my legs apart, my balance depended on the wet car behind me and Ronan's hold on me. He grinned, giving me what I didn't have the words to ask for.

When he added a second finger, slowly pumping them both in and out of me, my eyes rolled back. Then he pressed the heel of his palm against my clit, and I cried out, thankful that the theater was closed and the sun had set. "Tell me what you want."

He continued his steady pace, bringing me close to the edge, and when my legs started to shake, he smirked again. When he started to slow down, I shook my head. "Use your words."

I grumbled, not interested in playing his favorite game. I wanted one thing, and my desperation for it emptied my mind of the words to say anything else.

"Fuck me."

An indescribable look crossed Ronan's face: one that I had gotten used to seeing. The look told me I would get exactly what I wanted, and he would enjoy every second of giving it to me. "I love hearing you say that," he said, pulling his fingers from me.

In a swift movement, he turned me around so my chest was pressed against the car window. I heard the rustle of his jeans being moved past his hips before I felt his hard cock against my ass. When I pushed it back, wiggling against him, Ronan gripped my hips. Then he rubbed the tip of his cock against my clit, and I looked back over my shoulder at him.

Our eyes met just before lightning struck, and thunder drowned out the sound of my moan when he entered me. When he pulled out and thrust back in, our skin clapped together. The rain came down in sheets I ignored because I was too focused on the way my pussy stretched around Ronan's cock and the way his hips slammed into my ass when he started to fuck me harder.

"Oh God! Ronan!" I cried when he pumped into me. Our heavy breaths formed small clouds between the raindrops, but even the downpour couldn't muffle my moans growing louder. Every ridge and vein in his cock sent waves of pleasure through my core, and my legs started to shake.

"I love hearing you scream my name." Ronan put his hand on the center of my back, holding me flat against the car while he drove into me harder. My chest moved along the glass with each thrust, and the friction of the wet lace on my almost painfully hard nipples shot to my core. "Do it again," he demanded, pressing harder.

I flattened my face against the car window, bracing my hands against the metal for balance when my knees started to tremble. "Ronan!" I shrieked when my toes curled.

"Don't hold out on me, sugar. Nobody can hear you." He nuzzled his nose against the soft spot on my neck before biting down, pulling a high-pitched gasp from me.

"Fuck, Ronan!" I repeated when the sharp pain turned to a rolling pleasure, and heat started to build in my core. My face felt warm, even against the cold glass, and my breaths came in short spurts.

He growled. "Are you going to come for me?" He already knew I was going to. Every muscle in my body flexed and shook, and my mouth hung open.

I nodded. "Yes. Yes."

"Then do it." Ronan sped up. "Come for me. Let me see how good you feel."

The tension that tightened in my core snapped, and my legs buckled. Ronan grabbed onto both hips, digging his fingers into my skin and holding me to him. My orgasm washed over me, mixing with the cold sensation of the rain, and I rested my body weight against him.

Ronan rode each wave of my release while my body melted into his. He slowed down, thrusting more gently while I quivered. Each sensitive shiver that started in my pussy shot up my spine, and I tilted my head back, closing my eyes. I reveled in the refreshing drops mixed with the heat of Ronan's body.

When Ronan came, he buried himself inside me and stayed there. He kissed my neck just below my ear, making his way along my jaw. His fingers trailed up the center of my stomach and over my chest to my neck, finding their way to my chin. He turned my head toward him, planting a kiss on my cheek before finding my lips. "I always heard that sugar would melt in the rain, and it was even more delicious than I thought it would be."

I giggled, reaching down and pulling my jeans back up my hips. The fabric bunched, and the zipper got stuck, but I ignored it. I turned, wrapping my arms around Ronan's neck and stretching onto my toes to kiss him. Before my lips met him, headlights illuminated the parking lot. I gasped, whipping my head in the direction of a black car hidden in the shadow. One I hadn't noticed earlier.

"Oh my God! Ronan!" I hid my face against his chest as if I hadn't just had my face pressed up against the window. "How much do you think they saw?" My stomach swirled with a rush of anxiety, but my pussy clenched, thinking about who might be in the car.

Ronan narrowed his eyes, squinting in the car's direction for a moment before letting out a dry laugh. "Judging by their timing, I'd say all of it," he said unbothered, leaning down to kiss me again. "And I'll bet they liked it more than that movie."

I scrunched my nose, biting back a laugh. I kissed him again. "I know I did."

The End
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Chapter 1



“Hey, Mrs. Walsh. Need any help?” The deep voice behind me sent a shiver of awareness down my spine. I knew that voice. Smooth and rich, like warm silk. It caressed you, made you want to lose yourself in it. It was a voice you longed to hear murmuring to you in the dark as it promised hedonistic pleasure. I closed my eyes briefly, to steel myself, and took a deep, steadying breath. When I felt I was ready, I opened my eyes and exhaled quietly.

I turned to face the voice’s owner and was once again struck by the attractiveness of my next-door neighbour’s son. At 25 years and six feet-four inches, he was all tanned skin and lean muscle that was amply displayed by board shorts and nothing else. They were his daily uniform during the summer months as he mowed the lawn, washed his car, or played basketball in the driveway with some of his equally appealing and young friends. Not that I stood by my window gawking like I knew many of our neighbours did. But I’d watched him grow up, witnessed the transformation from gangly teen to handsome adult, and was painfully aware that he was a man now—a fully grown and very masculine man. A man who was eleven years younger than me.

A light sheen of sweat coated his skin, and my mouth watered wanting to lick up his salty taste. I was a dirty old woman, and I knew it.

“Thanks, Adam.” I handed him the bags I’d been holding, and his long fingers brushed over mine as he grabbed them. I shivered at the contact, my nipples hardening, and turned to pick up the rest of the bags to hide my body’s reaction.

When I turned back, I was surprised to find that he hadn’t started towards the house. My ex had always gone ahead like he was too busy to wait for me — just another one of the many signs I’d missed leading up to his affair and our divorce. I pushed the lingering bitterness aside and led the way to my front door.

“You can stop calling me Mrs. Walsh, it’s been months since I changed my name back to Dubois.” I paused to unlock the door.

“Six months, to be exact,” Adam confirmed with a solemn nod.

Six long and lonely months. Though truthfully, I’d been lonely for years before that. Now that our daughter was out of high school, my ex had decided to “upgrade” with a yoga instructor. What a fucking cliché, though I refused to succumb to the belief that I’d given that ass the best years of my life. I wasn’t even 40 yet. I had a lot of good years left.

“Yes, so please, call me Ms. Dubois. Or better yet, Bri.”

“I’ll do my best, but sometimes it takes a while for people to get used to change,” Adam continued as his eyes met mine.

My pulse fluttered as his gaze stayed locked with mine. He pierced me with that one look, as though expecting a reaction. Waiting or hoping. I had no idea what for, so I pushed the door open and led the way inside and to my kitchen. It was spacious, with plenty of light from the windows over the sink, and the sliding door leading to the back deck. But with Adam behind me, everything felt closer, more intimate.

I dropped my bags on the marble-top island, and he did the same. Feeling flush with awareness of Adam, I turned and smiled. “Thanks for your help. I can take it from here.”

Rather than take the hint, he opened a bag and started unloading the groceries onto the counter. “If you tell me where some of this goes, we’ll get it done faster.”

“You don’t have to do that.” I protested weakly. I had to think, Had I bought anything embarrassing? Thankfully, not.

He raised one eyebrow and crossed his arms over his muscular chest. My eyes were drawn automatically to the movement, and I eagerly drank in each ripple of sweat-dampened skin. For a moment I imagined getting sweaty with him, between the sheets. Face heating, I pulled my eyes up to his, expecting to see a smirk from catching me ogling him. Instead, he had a stern look on his face. He was gazing at me, fully focused and intent.

My heart raced like a rabbit holding still against the urge to flee from a predator, knowing that any little movement meant its demise. And Adam was the wolf, ready to spring and gobble me up. The thought of Adam eating me – his face grinning at me from between my legs – both shamed and aroused me. My panties might have incinerated if they hadn’t been so damp. Finally, after an eternity and only a few moments, Adam straightened and moved toward me, forcing me to back up.

Had I compared him to a wolf? His walk was slow and surprisingly graceful. His lithe body swayed hypnotically. He was a panther, moving from shadow to shadow, his target in his sights. And I was that target.

He kept approaching until my back hit the cold of the stainless steel fridge. My heart pounded against my ribs, leaving me feeling breathless and lightheaded.

“I’m in no rush to get away from you, Bri.” Adam’s voice was low and firm, and the truth in his words sent a shiver down my spine. “In fact, I’d like to get closer to you. A lot closer.”

There was no escaping his meaning. His eyes trailed down my body, his gaze a heated caress that as good as left a blazing trail along my skin. My skin tingled and tightened; the ache between my legs became a desperate need.

My heart raced in my chest; my nipples pebbled to tight buds. I swallowed past a suddenly dry mouth and licked my lips. His eyes sharpened on the movement and his pupils blew wide with arousal. I sucked in a shaky breath, moaning softly when my breasts – swollen and heavy – brushed against the hard planes of his chest. I was sure I was going to combust from the sizzling heat between us.

He lifted a hand and caressed my arm, from shoulder to wrist, the pads of his fingers surprisingly cool against my flushed skin. My panties were completely soaked at this point. I lifted a hand to push him back and put some distance between us, but the plan evaporated as my palm connected with bare skin. Adam was hot, hard muscle and my stomach flipped.

“Can I tell you a secret?” Adam’s baritone voice reverberated through my chest. I nodded dumbly, still too shocked by this unexpected turn of events to speak.

Adam’s fingers traced up my neck to hold my jaw. His thumb swept over my lower lip and my lips parted on a whimper. Using his gentle grip on my chin, he tilted my head to one side and slid his mouth along my neck until it rested against the shell of my ear.

“I’ve wanted to kiss you for a long time.” His hot breath washed over my skin, as he pressed his body against mine, trapping me against the fridge and letting me feel the hard length of his erection against my belly.

“Six months?” I whispered against his thumb before my tongue – the traitor! – darted out to lick at his salty skin. I wondered how the rest of him tasted and then had to swallow past the overwhelming lust that filled my throat, threatening to choke me.

This time Adam moaned as he thrust his hips forward, pressing his thickness into my soft flesh. My hand slid down his chest, trailing over the defined peaks and valleys of his toned abs and I gripped his hips. My reward was him sliding one thick thigh between my legs, rubbing deliciously against my aching core.

“I’ve imagined kissing you here,” his lips brushed against the side of my jaw, “since I was thirteen.”

I knew I should have stopped him at this revelation, but my body was too touch-starved for rational thought.

“I’ve thought of licking you here,” his tongue swept over my collarbone, and my legs trembled so much I thought they’d give out on me, “since I was sixteen.”

His hand trailed down my side to dip into my leggings. “And I’ve dreamed of touching you here since I was eighteen.”

My thoughts swirled at Adam’s confession. If he was being honest – and I had no reason to doubt him – he’d been harbouring a … crush? … on me for twelve years. I didn’t know what to do with that information. I was a thirty-six-year-old divorcée, with an adult child and a body that my ex said was past its prime. With his next move, though, all thoughts fled from my head as I became lost in the sensations he produced in my body.

His fingers slid between my slick pussy lips, gathering up my arousal and spreading it over and around my clit. My hips moved instinctively, grinding against his hand. But his touch remained light and stayed maddeningly away from where I wanted him. I whimpered my frustration. I ached to be filled. I needed it, almost more than my next breath.

“I need to taste you,” Adam said, voice heavy with lust, right before his lips claimed mine in a kiss that scorched me from the inside out. It was a kiss that moved from exploring to overwhelming, from tasting to possessive in slow steady strokes of his tongue, teeth, and lips.

My body lit up like a bonfire. My heart raced, my blood felt hot and heavy in my veins, and I was practically panting for him. I clutched at his shoulders, digging my short nails into his skin, needing to anchor him to me. His fingers continued to play with me as my stomach coiled tighter and tighter. I was riding the edge of release, so close, that it took me a moment to realize that he’d pulled back.

The fleeting second of panic that he was going to stop before I was satisfied vanished as he dropped to his knees in front of me. His long fingers grabbed the waistband of my leggings and pulled them and my panties down my legs, baring me to his gaze.

“Fuck, you’re stunning.” His voice was full of reverence.

He picked up one of my legs and lifted it to his shoulder, opening me up wider. I barely had enough time to inhale before he was open mouth-kissing my dripping pussy. Unlike my previous though admittedly limited experience, Adam had no trouble finding my clit or my g-spot. Sucking, nipping, licking me to the peak of surrender. When he pressed two fingers into my channel my stomach clenched, and I was shattering. Sweet desolation tore through me, leaving beautiful devastation behind.

Adam hummed his delight as he lapped up all my juices, and I trembled with the aftershocks. When he sat back on his heels and grinned up at me, I braced myself for a brush-off. Now that he’d fulfilled his youthful fantasies he was done with me, right? To my surprise, though, he stood instead and lifted me off my feet. My legs wrapped around his waist automatically, my arms around his neck. He had me on the dining table in a few steps and was shoving his shorts to the floor.

His cock stood proudly from a neat patch of dark curls, a bead of pre-cum leaking from the slit. My mouth watered when I imagined leaning forward to taste him, but a large hand on my shoulder stopped my forward momentum. When I looked up at him, a pout on my face, he smirked.

“Later. If I don’t get inside you soon, I won’t be responsible for my actions.” His voice was dark with warning, and I should have been worried. Instead, I was still floating from my orgasm. So, I lay back on the dark wood and spread my legs, welcoming him between them.

“Good girl.” His praise warmed me.

“Now, lift your top and show me those beautiful tits that haunt my dreams.”

I eagerly complied, pulling my tank and bra off and dropping them to the side. I watched his dark eyes heat as his gaze skimmed my body. Then before I could grow self-conscious, he stepped in between my knees with his thickness in hand and lined himself up at my entrance. As the bulbous head of his cock parted my folds I moaned. He’d barely broached my opening, and I could tell that he was bigger than my ex. Then he was pushing inside me in one smooth motion, and I gasped through the stretch as he made himself at home inside me.

His strokes started slowly, letting me adjust to his size. His head was lowered as he seemed fascinated by the sight of his cock pumping in and out of me and I clenched my inner muscles, hoping to spur him to speed up. He glanced up and his eyes flashed with wickedness.

“Is there something you want, Bri?”

“Please,” I begged, writhing under him.

“I want to hear you say it, beautiful.”

I felt warm and wanton, so I did. I lifted my feet to rest my heels on the edge of the table and looked into his eyes.

“Please fuck me, Adam.”

It was all the invitation he needed. He pounded into me with a fierce energy that had me spiralling to another climax at record speed. Our bodies developed a slight sheen of sweat as he thrust in and out of me and as I tightened on his shaft, I felt him grow even thicker.

“Yes, yes, yes.” My hips lifted off the table, meeting him thrust for thrust. I was so close, but the angle was wrong. As if reading my mind, his hand moved to the apex of my thighs. His thumb barely grazed my clit, and I clamped down on him and came harder than I ever had before in my life.

“That’s it, take it all. Milk me dry.” He growled as he fucked me through my release and then, buried fully inside me, he shouted his climax.

A shuddery breath left me as I felt him release deep inside me, his pulsing organ coaxing another orgasm from me. Spent, he collapsed on top of me, his head resting on my chest over my heart. I played with his hair as we both caught our breaths. Then he pushed himself upright, pulling me to sitting, our bodies still connected.

He lifted his hands to cup my face and lowered his mouth to mine. I could taste the faintest remnants of myself on his lips. This kiss was softer, tender, and my stomach flipped with a bunch of questions. Was this a one-off? Had this been a pity fuck? Did I think he’d just ruined me for all other men? While I had no clue about the two, I was pretty sure the answer to that last was a resounding yes!

My hands wrapped around his wrists, holding him to me. I needed to be grounded, or I ran the risk of being swept away by my spinning thoughts. Too soon he was pulling back and resting his forehead against mine.

“Anything else I can help you with, Ms. Dubois?”

“I’m sure I can think of something.” I grinned up at him. “But I should probably put the groceries away first.”

“You stay there. I’ve got it,” he announced before kissing my forehead and moving back to the kitchen.

I watched him, directing him as needed, as he put everything away while completely naked. It was one of the hottest sights I’d ever witnessed. I made sure to reward him accordingly when he was done. All night long.

The End
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I’m deep into my shift for the ride-sharing company, and I can’t wait for it to end. It’s not the worst job in the world by a long shot but it’s not where my heart is.

At least there’s only time for one more pickup before I clock off and head back to my one room apartment to work on my latest manuscript.

Writing crime thrillers sure ain’t glamorous. I mean, if it was, then they wouldn’t let me do it. At least the money I get now from driving has taken the desperation out of my lack of writing success.

My phone pings and I check the message. Party of two, nightclub a few blocks away. I check their destination address and it’s probably a 20-minute drive. Good money, and long enough that they’ll definitely be my last for the night.

I can’t believe my terrible luck when I pull up and see my passengers. On the surface, it looks fucking awesome. A tall, leggy redhead who could sell rain to Scotland, and a slightly shorter brunette with tan skin and curves to kill for. The redhead pulls open my door and leans in.

“Hi, I’m Belinda. Are you Max?”

“Yup.”

She turns to the other woman, who’s not paying attention to us. “Sweet! Come on, Traci.”

And that right there is the issue. Traci. My ex-girlfriend Traci. The one who broke up with me less than a year ago.

If she doesn’t see my face, or hear my voice, then maybe this will go okay. I mean, she broke up with me, so she can’t get too pissy with me now…right?

Not that I want to cause trouble with her, either. Because the crazy part is, I’d take her back in a heartbeat. She’s an absolute stunner, she has a wonderful heart, and she just happens to be a total firecracker in bed.

What broke us up was my career. Not the ride share driving. My writing. And I’m all too aware calling that a career right now is a bit rich, but what’s that old saying? Fake it ’til you make it.

If Traci could finally accept that writing is what I’m gonna do, no matter what, then maybe we’d have a chance together again. It still hurts that she left me over that, but with the passing of time I’ve come to understand why.

It wasn’t because I was so unsuccessful. It was because I was so miserable about my lack of success. I drove her away…and now I’m about to drive her home.

The girls clamber in the back, clearly a drink or two past their limit. I shoot a quick glance in the rear view mirror and I’m not disappointed. When the skirts are that short and the legs are that long…well, I always get the greatest view.

I don’t need to ask them where they’re headed. It’s all in the text. I’m guessing it’s the redhead’s place, since as far as I know Traci hasn’t moved.

Then again, it’s been nearly 12 months.

I keep my silence and just listen to them as they talk. Traci’s sultry voice has me in a bit of a spin. So familiar, and it still sounds like she got it from drinking rum and sucking cock. I can’t help closing my eyes for a second as I remember that full, pouty mouth of hers wrapped around the length of me.

As I drive, I keep looking back, studying both women as closely as I can, watching the sensuous play of their mouths forming words. The dance of their eyes as they scan the surroundings, and each other.

The way they play with each other’s hair, and kiss each other’s lips.

My eyes bug as I gaze at the image of them, lip-locked and gorgeous. I’m so lost in it that I almost plow into the back of a bus, stopped in front of us at the lights.

When I slam the brakes on, it jolts Traci and Belinda out of their embrace, and of course it’s my ex who gets all uppity about it.

“What the hell’s wrong with you, man? You never seen two women in love before?” I say nothing, because the instant I speak to her, she’ll recognize me. “Well, perve? Answer me.”

I let out a sigh and hang my head. “Yeah, I have. Just not when one of them’s you, Trace.”

“Fuck. Max?”

I turn half around, keeping an eye on the traffic lights. “Yeah, it’s me. What’re the odds, huh? My last fare for the night and I happen to get you.”

“So, you finally gave up on the writing, huh?”

“Wait,” Belinda says. “This is your Max? The John Grisham wanna-be?”

“More a Lee Child wanna-be,” I shoot back. “And no, I haven’t quit. I just, uh…” Make it sound good, you fuckwit. “I get good stories by driving. Y’know, to flesh out characters and backstory, and…uh…”

“And you get actual pay,” Traci says. Not cruelly, not sharply. She’s not digging the knife in, here. If anything she just sounds sad.

It’s galling, but she’s right. And it’s even more galling that she knows me that well, but left me anyway. Again, not that I blame her, now.

The lights change, and that allows me to turn my attention to driving, instead of my continued lack of success.

The girls lean back in their seats, but—unfortunately—don’t get back to what they were doing. They simply chatter at low volume, firing lighting-quick glances my way in the mirror.

When we pull up at Belinda’s place, I figure I’ve got out of this whole thing relatively unscathed. Then the ravishing redhead leans on the back of my seat on the window side, and the sweet scent of her hair subdues me.

“So, Traci tells me things.”

“I’ve no doubt.”

“She says you’re kinda wild in the sack.”

The hair on my neck bristles, like there’s a wolf inside me trying to come out. “I’ve been known to break a bed or two.”

She leans right in close, her breath caressing my ear. When she speaks, it’s barely a whisper, and yet it slices straight through all other sounds.

“Well…we have a bed inside. It’s never been broken in any way at all.”

Traci leans over the other side and I lose myself in memories the moment I smell her perfume. “What do you say? Are you up to the challenge, Maxie?”

“Uhhh…”

“Because y’know,” she continues. “I eat a mean pussy, but sometimes it’s nice to have something…big.”

“Hard,” Belinda whispers.

“Long, and thick,” Traci hums, as she bites into my ear lobe. “And I fucking know you can bring it, big man.”

When Belinda reaches over and clicks my seat belt open, I know it’s a done deal. How could I possibly resist?

We make our way up to the apartment my ex now shares with her lover, and I can barely concentrate on keeping my feet moving while I watch their tight, shapely asses bounce and sway before me.

Once we’re inside, I’m actually on guard a little. It’s not like it ended real bad between Traci and me, but clearly there are things about her I never knew. Like that she was even into women.

And that has me cautious. Are these two playing some kind of cruel joke on me? Or do they have a couple of boyfriends who’re right now stealing my car?

My fears evaporate a moment later when they link hands and walk right up to me.

Traci strokes her fingers over one cheek, while Belinda leans in and kisses the other. I close my eyes and let my head thump back against the door.

There’s one hand exploring my chest and another comes down and squeezes my aching hard-on. I don’t know whose hand is where. I just know it feels so fucking good that I might just be dreaming.

“Mm,” Belinda says with a hum. “It feels so big.”

“Wait until you see it,” Traci replies.

“You know I can never wait for anything.”

I glance down to see Belinda gliding down the side of my body, landing on her knees. She attacks my jeans like a ravenous wolf, and a moment later she hauls my hard cock out.

“Ohhh…fuck.”

She’s barely finished saying it before she opens up and drives her beautiful lips halfway down me. A punch of sharp bliss fires all the way up my body as she pumps me in the sweet heat of her mouth.

Traci drops down at the other side and licks her lips. Belinda clearly notices, and she comes off the end of me and hands me over to her girlfriend.

My ex-girlfriend. Whose skills at sucking cock still taunt me whenever I jerk off in the shower.

It’s clear in an instant that she hasn’t lost her touch, even though I guess she hasn’t practiced this since we split. Traci strokes my length with her tongue as she twists my balls in her soft little hand.

Belinda leans over and kisses Traci’s cheek, and then they lock lips at the tip of my cock and glide up and down my length.

I’m dreaming. I must be. I crashed my car after I picked them up, and I’m in the hospital, in a coma.

But if that’s true, it’s the most realistic unreal thing that’s ever happened to me.

The girls release my cock and stand, and Belinda yanks down on Traci’s shoulder straps. My ex’s gorgeous tits pop out and quiver so fucking enticingly, before her girlfriend dives and buries her face between them.

I can’t hold in the tortured groan of pleasure as I watch them. Belinda zeroes in on Traci’s perky nipple, flicking with her tongue for a moment before hauling that cheeky bud into her mouth.

Traci grips her girlfriend’s head and lets out a long, sweet moan, all breath and no sound. She lifts her shoulder and pushes forward, driving her perfect tit against Belinda’s beautiful face.

I could watch this all fucking night. Two beautiful women going to town on each other? Hell, yeah. But no way am I going to miss out on what they’ve offered.

I step around behind Belinda and grip the zipper of her dress. She flips her hair out of the way and I unzip her, then pull the whole dress down to the floor.

And of course, she’s absolutely bare beneath it. And her ass is just as perfect as I remember Traci’s being.

My ex looks at me over the top of Belinda’s head. “You’re still dressed, dude?”

I get naked so fast I think I set a land speed record. Traci eases her tits away from Belinda and grabs her hand, then mine. She leads us up the hall to the bedroom and my cock pulses in anticipation with every step.

At the side of the bed, the girls team up and push me flat on my back. As Belinda climbs up over me, Traci lets her dress drop the rest of the way to the floor.

My ex glides forward and wolfs my cock back down her throat, as her new girlfriend straddles my face. Belinda gazes down into my eyes, all soft beauty and serenity.

Then she plants her sweet cunt down on my mouth and I open instantly, and drink down the rich spice of her arousal.

I stroke through her slick lips, over and over again, stopping every now and then to suck on her clit. All the while, Traci pumps her tight, hot mouth up and down my cock.

Belinda moans as she writhes on the tip of my tongue, and I reach up to grasp her gorgeous breasts. She holds my hands and pushes them harder into herself, and I groan with pure need.

Traci lets me glide out of her mouth, and the bed rocks for a moment. She presses my tip to the heat of her slit, and then drops like a stone.

I roar with pleasure, my voice buzzing against Belinda’s hot pussy. Traci wails out loud as my cock finds a home deep inside her.

She leans forward and kisses Belinda’s shoulder, and I slide my hands down to the gorgeous redhead’s hips. Traci takes hold of her girlfriend’s tits and squeezes, while she rocks her pussy all over my cock.

“Mmm…fuck, Trace,” Belinda moans. “You never said how well he ate pussy.”

“I was too busy eating you myself, babe.”

“Mmm…”

Belinda comes up off me for a moment and swings around. When she plants her gorgeous cunt back on my mouth, she leans forward and drives her tongue deep into Traci’s mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” my ex moans. “I need to taste you, babe.”

They both come up off me, and Belinda rolls down onto her back. Traci dives between the redhead’s long, shapely thighs, and plunges her tongue where mine just was. Deep into that hot, pink cunt.

I’m lost for a moment, just watching my ex-girlfriend eating pussy. Clearly not for the first time, but it’s the first time I’ve seen it. And holy fuck, it’s hot.

She looks over her shoulder for a moment. “Maxie? I’m gonna need you to keep fucking me, dude.” She indicates her upturned ass, and I come up onto my knees so fast it’s like I levitated.

I slot myself in behind Traci, and guide my cock into the fragrant heat of her pussy again. When I grip her shapely ass, I pause for a second, and then thrust forward.

She howls in bliss, the sound muffled by her sexy girlfriend’s pussy. Every pump of my hips drives another moan out of my ex’s throat.

Belinda catches my eye, her face a picture of pure desire. She pulls her legs higher, angling her knees wider, opening herself up to Traci’s tongue.

And when she grips my ex-girlfriend’s hair in her alabaster fists, and yanks Traci down harder, I groan with unadulterated need.

Belinda licks her lips and my cock pulses. “You gonna put that thing in me, too, big guy? Huh?”

“Mmm,” Traci groans. “You’ll love it, B.”

“Damn…”

I come out of Traci’s hot, tight little kitty and she rolls to the side. I zero in on the glistening split between Belinda’s thighs, and crawl forward.

As I guide myself into place, Traci comes across, this time facing me, and straddles her girlfriend. She plants herself down and gasps in bliss.

I punch my hips forward and the blistering heat of Belinda’s cunt embraces me. I arch my back and bellow out with pleasure.

My ex leans over and kisses me, her lips and tongue rich with Belinda’s sweet juices. It’s all so fucking hot and overwhelming, and I know I’m not gonna last much longer.

“Mm,” Traci hums into my mouth. “Oh, fuck. I’m gonna come.”

She grinds herself down on Belinda’s mouth, harder than ever. The sexy redhead cries out and spanks my ex’s ass, and squeezes my cock so tight with her pussy that I see nothing but white light.

Traci howls as her girlfriend brings her to climax. Belinda cries out as I take her there, too.

And that just leaves me. While they’re both still gasping and whimpering, I growl and thrust and grip and moan.

“He’s gonna blow!” Traci says, with a cheeky smile.

I pull out of Belinda’s perfect pussy, and take my cock in my fist. As I pump it furiously, Belinda holds out her hands toward me as if begging for an embrace. Begging for me to come all over her.

Traci knocks my hand out of the way and grips my cock, stroking me the way she knows I love it. How every guy likes it. Fast. Hard. Tight.

Then I howl in ecstasy as my orgasm hits me, a wide, sharp punch in the guts that sends my juice flying. Bolts of hot cum shoot out of me, and land on Belinda. On her belly, her beautiful tits, her heavenly face.

The last drops dribble down Traci’s hand, and she makes one last tight stroke. Then she brings her fingers up to her mouth and drinks my cum from her fingers, and licks Belinda’s juices from her palm.

She turns to her girlfriend with a smile. “What did I tell you?”

“Wow,” Belinda says, little more than a whisper. “You were so right, Traci. He’s the best ride we’ve ever shared.”

The End
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Chapter 1



"Shit, my roommate is home," my hookup for the night whispered, ignoring me as she scrolled through her phone. I dragged her against me and pressed her into the trunk of a nearby tree, sucking on her neck, trying to distract her from the glowing screen. "Guess this is goodnight!" she said breezily, seemingly unaffected by the neck sucking.

"Babe, I'm so horny, I need to come."

"Yes, well, you might just have to do it the old-fashioned way," she said, making a jerk-off gesture with her hand.

"Come on, gorgeous, I need you. Let's fuck in the bathroom. Or right here." I could get behind the public sex thing. The thought of getting caught buried balls deep in this beautiful woman was beyond sexy. Maybe we'd get caught by a hot female security guard, and she'd join in.

Not that I'd ever seen a hot female security guard on campus, but you never knew.

She took a step back, narrowing her eyes at me. "All night you've been calling me 'babe' and 'sweetheart.' You don't even know my name, do you?"

"Umm…" I blinked. "Whitney?"

"What the fuck, Logan?" She gave me a little shove. "We've been on like ten dates. I'm done with these casual hookups. How many girls are you rotating through?"

"You got me wrong. It's only three. Or four." The only people I ever picked over her were my horny ex-girlfriend who still needed dick, and Amber, who was a cheerleader and very flexible.

Perhaps, if I hadn't listed her in my phone contacts as 'Willing Redhead,' I'd be able to remember her name.

Yeah, I was self aware enough to realize that I was an asshole. But I was also horny enough that it was difficult to make myself care. Nothing ever seemed to be quite enough — nothing scratched the indescribable itch inside me. It just kept eating away at me, begging me to keep fucking, to seek the ultimate orgasm.

Willing Redhead took another step back and turned towards her dorm, shaking her head. "Don't follow me. And delete my number."

"You could tell me your name," I shouted after her. Her only reply was a middle finger in the air. Which was fair.

I blinked, left standing on the dark sidewalk outside her dorm with a hard dick and nothing to show for it. It was late, and there weren't many students around. Maybe I could find somewhere to take care of it. I tentatively ran a hand over my aching erection, trying to find some relief. A man walked by and gave me an odd look, not exactly disgusted, just curious. He was probably wondering what the hell kind of pervert I was.

Did people get off on watching guys jerk off in public?

I needed to get home before I got arrested for publicly sporting an indecent boner. Was it a crime to have something so big out in public? I was fully clothed and yet it was still so painfully obvious, lewdly tenting my shorts. I needed to get home, to an evening with my Fleshlight, which wasn't entirely satisfying, but better than nothing.

My heart thudded in my chest as I opened up my rideshare app, hoping against hope that there would be a driver close by. I chewed on my bottom lip, scrolling to the cheapest option. Luck was on my side, but as soon as I read that I'd have to share a ride, I hesitated. What if someone climbed into the car and saw my current state wood problem? The surge of embarrassment at that thought only made my cock harder.

I was so fucked up.

Though, I supposed, it didn't have to end badly. Maybe I'd share the ride with a cute girl with a craving for dick, and she wouldn't be able to resist. Though it was possible, the ride would be a guy, and surely that thought should have deflated my erection, but it didn't. My imagination ran wild as I frowned down at the phone, scrolling through the other nearby drivers, then decided I'd take the gamble on the shared ride, which was closest and cheapest. It was dark, and surely no one would be looking at my lap.

Even if I wanted them to. I closed my eyes and had a glimpse of a man sitting next to me, staring in fascinated horror as I frantically jerked off. His cock would be hard, and he'd finally give in and reach out to help me. I gasped softly, trying to erase the mental image of a man's big hand around my cock. When I'd started the fantasy, I'd meant for that entire scenario to be a woman.

The ride pulled up quickly after I completed the order, and I opened the door cautiously, hoping to avoid any embarrassing exposure as I desperately angled away from the driver's gaze. I should have been losing my erection, but instead, heat coursed through my body as I imagined being caught. Why did this have to happen to me now? These strange, desperate desires were coursing through me… I prayed no one would discover my hidden shame.

Casting a quick look up at the driver, who was a big black guy with a wide, friendly smile, I fastened my seatbelt and tried to angle myself so he couldn't see much of me. He was close to my age, and looked a little tired, and after a brief exchange of greetings, didn't try to talk. He had music playing and seemed occupied with driving as he pulled away from the curb, tapping his long, thick fingers against the steering wheel to the beat.

I ran my hand over my cock again, moaning quietly. I shifted a little in my seat, trying to get more comfortable. I tugged my underwear out of the way, then wound up pressing my cock down the leg of my shorts, giving it some room to breathe.

My shorts had ridden up a little and my dick was long enough that I could see the head next to my left thigh, peeking out of the hem. I glanced at the driver once again, then surreptitiously stroked the head of my cock through the leg opening. Fuck, I was so damn horny. The driver met my gaze in the mirror.

"You look tired," he said, grinning.

"I am," I rasped, still stroking the head of my cock as best I could. I was leaking everywhere, making a mess, and I wondered if I was getting off on this illicit behavior, on the thought of getting caught doing something so wrong.

The car pulled to a stop, and my heart pounded in my ears, my cheeks heating as I thought about getting caught by the new passenger. My cock ached, pulsing with every naughty thought. I quickly adjusted my shorts as another guy, a slim, young white guy with light brown hair and cute glasses, climbed into the other passenger seat and buckled in. Cute glasses? My cock ached to be touched, and I glanced at him, noting that he was looking out the window. Cushioned by soft leather seats in an air-conditioned car, I slipped the leg of my shorts down a little, telling myself I could sneak in just one more touch.

I only needed a little more pressure. I was desperate for it.

A throat cleared, and I looked towards the passenger, only to find him staring straight at the exposed head of my cock. His nostrils flared, and his eyelids drooped like that of a curious animal catching sight of something enticing. He licked his lips and shifted his own junk in his jeans. Was his bulge hardening in response to seeing mine?

Why did that make my cock twitch and leak against my palm?

We sat like that for a moment, both of us quiet and touching ourselves, and I decided it wasn't so bad, especially not the way he looked at me like he'd never seen anything so delicious. I watched him grow and harden, forming a tent against his jeans. He was chewing on his bottom lip, his breathing shaky.

"Want a taste?" I whispered.

His eyes widened, and he glanced at the driver for a moment before carefully unbuckling his seat and leaning forward. I was too far gone and his mouth felt too good to think very hard about the fact that a gay boy had his mouth on the head of my cock. He made a frustrated noise, then shifted, tugging the waistband of my shorts. My erection sprung free with a lewd slap against my stomach, and he moaned softly, his green eyes warm with excitement.

He wrapped his hand around the base of my cock and guided it between his lips. He swallowed me all the way down, sending pleasure coursing through my body as if his mouth were made for me. I leaned back, surprised to find that I was not at all turned off by being sucked off by a guy.

I supposed all mouths were the same, and this boy had one that was especially delicious; silky, full lips and a wicked tongue that swiped at the most sensitive spots on my shaft and head. He sucked me deeper, licking and sucking my cock with a practiced skill that left me wanting more. I combed my hand through his hair, pulling him closer to the tip of my cock. He tilted his head and took me deep in his throat while he cupped my balls gently in one hand.

I'd never had someone deep throat me before, and when he swallowed around me, I wasn't sure I could go back to regular blow jobs ever again.

"Oh fuck," I whispered, my eyes rolling back in my head. He sucked me in long, lewd, sloppy strokes, like a porn star would, like he couldn't ever get enough, and his eyes were on me the whole time. I ran a hand down his back and cupped his ass, wanting to thank him. He made an approving noise and sucked me harder.

I threw my head back with a shout, shuddering violently as waves of pleasure washed through me. I grabbed his head, holding onto him like he was my anchor and I was drowning. His tongue teased my cock, flicking over the tip as his hand massaged my balls, and suddenly I exploded in his mouth.

"Liam, what the fuck was that?" The driver's voice startled me out of my post-orgasmic stupor, and I looked around. We were in front of my building, and the guy with his mouth on my dick lifted his head and grinned, a little of my cum trailing from one corner of his mouth.

"You know I'm a slut, Simon. And he was too yummy," he said, shrugging. I scooped up the cum on his chin and fed it to him, and he took it happily, then licked his lips and kissed my spent cock. "See you around, Logan," he said, giving me a little wave before climbing over the center console and into the front seat to straddle the driver's lap, kissing him wildly, whispering something in his ear.

"Fucking slut is right," the driver grumped, sucking on Liam's neck as Liam squirmed in his lap. "Need to have your hole pumped full?"

"Please, Simon," Liam whimpered. They were going to fuck in front of me, and I wasn't sure I wanted to leave.

"Maybe we can take him back and you can ride that big horny dick?" Simon said, and Liam lifted his head, meeting my eyes over Simon's beefy shoulder.

"How do you know my name?" I asked, stunned.

Liam lifted his head. "We have chem lab together. You agreed to be my partner."

I blinked, realization dawning. In the dark cab, I hadn't recognized him, but Liam was the nerdy little guy from Chemistry. He'd been wearing a t-shirt with the periodic table on it. I'd barely paid attention to what he looked like, picking him only because I figured he could help me pass chemistry class.

"Fuck," I whispered, sitting there stunned for a moment as Liam went back to kissing the driver.

"It's going to be a fun year, isn't it?" Liam asked. "I'll help you pass chem, and in return, you can use my holes any time you like."

"Those perks seem like they're both for me," I muttered, frowning, then cursed silently as I realized I'd just called fucking my male chemistry partner a perk.

"Do they, though?" The knowing tone in his voice told me he'd read the panic on my face. From my seat, I could just barely see as the driver shoved his hand down the back of Liam's pants, doing something that made the smaller man buck in his lap.

I tumbled from the car in a panic, not wanting to admit to the way my body responded to that. Not even a little.

The End
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Chapter 1



She waited impatiently on the bed, kneeling. Roger took his time, making her wait, getting her all giddy and excited. He had already worked a buttplug in earlier and now she sat with her ass resting over the heels of her feet, shifting and squirming, enjoying that pleasurably stretchy feeling. She was naked. Roger seemed to prefer that to lingerie and Emma aimed to please. The only thing she wore was a thin leather choker that Roger had given her, with an O ring in the front. It was cute and she thought she looked pretty badass wearing it.

"It's not a punk rock sorta thing, you understand?" Roger chuckled, watching Emma admire herself in the mirror with it on.

"I know what it is," she assured him, flipping her hair over one shoulder, meeting his eye in the mirror's reflection. "And I really like it. Thank you!"

She brought her hand up to feel it around her neck, just as the bedroom door opened and Roger stepped inside. Her face lit up at the sight of him and the impending fun, but the smile faltered at the sight of the second man who followed through the door. Her heart sped up. This was unplanned.

They had played around with the idea before. He would fuck her pussy with one of her lifesized dildos while shoving his cock deep down her throat and tell her to imagine that it was another guy pounding her. Emma did so, gladly. The idea was absolutely hot and she came hard at the thought. But now that it was real, she felt nervous and unsure about going through with it.

Her eyes switched between Roger and the other man. He was only slightly shorter, and perhaps a bit broader in the shoulders than Roger was. He had a neatly trimmed beard and a head full of messy, chocolate-brown hair. He might have been a bit younger than Roger and she found him attractive, she quickly decided. Roger looked more clean-cut next to him, lean, with neatly parted dark hair speckled with a hint of gray, and a faint five o'clock shadow on his face. Roger's eyes twinkled as he watched her squirm, hands in his pockets.

"You look a little anxious, kitten," Roger cocked his head to the side. Emma shook her head, biting her lip. She didn't want to be anxious. She didn't want this to scare her. She was all in. He reached out a hand, cupping her chin. "I'm sure my little slut can handle two cocks." She nodded silently. Her pussy clenched at his words. "Sit up high for me. Hands behind your back." Roger instructed.

She assumed the position she knew he liked, her arms linking together in a Roman handshake behind her back, pushing out her perky, generously sized breasts without covering her ass. He lightly tapped her inner thigh, reminding her to spread them a bit wider. She liked her body and she knew that Roger loved it, every last bit of it. He took his time looking Emma over, running his fingers over her skin, making her nipples tighten and pebble. Having the second man there made her a bit self-conscious though. Her eyes shifted to him, seeing his appreciative gaze over her breasts, and the definitive tightness of his pants over his crotch.

The situation seemed tense, none of them speaking as Roger brought both hands up to her breasts and cupped them, before moving on to play with her nipples. He twisted and pulled at them, sending a deliciously stinging sensation through her. She watched his hands twisting the skin, pinching her hard nubs.

"Give 'em a feel, Liam," Roger invited the other man and Emma's eyes shot right to Liam's face. He seemed tentative but reached out for the breast that Roger vacated and gently cupped it, stroking a thumb over her nipple. It was an intoxicating feeling, the idea that two different men were simultaneously touching her. Roger's fingers pinched and tugged roughly while Liam flicked and rubbed over her nipple in a far gentler way. It almost distracted her from Roger's hand moving up her thigh and towards her pussy, fingers dipping between her folds unceremoniously. "Oh, kitten, you're dripping wet." She sucked in a breath, feeling both of her nipples and her pussy simultaneously stimulated. "Fuck, you're really enjoying this huh?" She looked up at him. "Answer me."

"I am," she blew the breath out with the words. It was almost overwhelming. Almost.

"Such a dirty little slut, huh?" Roger smiled down at her. "Unzip for me, sweetheart."

Emma immediately unclasped her hands and reached out to unbuckle his belt, undo the button, and pull down the zipper. She didn't reach in to pull out his cock right away though, looking up at Roger's face for directions.

"Unzip Liam too, kitten," he told her, kicking up her heart rate.

She obeyed, reaching over to the other man who stood calmly near the bed, and repeating the process of unbuckling, unbuttoning, and unzipping. There seemed to be tension between them for a moment. Or maybe Emma had imagined it. Roger sat down on the bed between where Emma was kneeling and where Liam stood.

"Have a seat," Roger gestured at the desk chair a few feet away and Liam nodded in agreement. There was some distance between them now and Emma seemed to breathe easier. Roger smacked her ass, jolting her back to attention. "Suck my cock, sweetheart," he ordered and she was more than happy to oblige.

Emma pulled his cock out through the fly of his boxer briefs, kneeling next to him on the bed, and lowered her mouth over the tip. He was already fully hard, his shaft thick in her hand. She licked around the head of the cock, flicking her tongue over the small bead of precum that just made its way to the surface and then down the underside of the shaft to his balls. She was meticulous, licking up and down every inch of his cock, before lowering her mouth onto it. Her lips circled the thick erection, gliding down to its base. She relaxed, the way Roger had taught her, taking even breaths through her nose and pushing his cock further and further into her throat with each slow pass.

"That's it, little slut, let's get you nice and ready to have that mouth fucked." His words caused her thighs to squeeze together, her pussy twitching. She wanted that just as much as he did. She was so proud of how deep she could take him now without gagging and felt a strong urge to show off to Liam what a pro she was. Maybe this wasn't exactly the type of accomplishment she should be proud of, but it felt almost like a superpower. With a sudden jerk, Roger pulled her back and off his cock by the hair. Her roots stung, sending tingles over her scalp and down her neck. "On your back, off the edge of the bed," Roger ordered.

Emma sprang to change positions, her eyes inevitably skirting over Liam, who sat back in the chair, seemingly at ease, stroking his cock. She tipped her head back over the edge of the bed and almost immediately Roger's cock thrust into her open mouth. He had stepped out of his pants and underwear and his lean, toned thighs now flanked her face on both sides. He leaned forward over her and a sharp slap rang out against her thigh, reminding her to open up her knees and spread her legs. His thrusts into her throat picked up speed and the next slap came against the handle of the butt plug she had inserted. Emma couldn't restrain the cry that came out muffled around Roger's cock. The sensation was simultaneously jarring and incredibly arousing. Her pussy gushed as Roger landed another slap against the plug.

"Mhmm," she hummed around the cock in her mouth. Roger slammed in harder, making her gag. Sparks of tears shot out of her eyes as she coughed around his thick erection, sending streams of drool pouring out of her mouth.

"Come 'er, Liam," Roger called out, not pausing at his task of fucking her mouth. She could hear the other man get up from the chair, walking over to the bed. "Look at this dripping wet pussy. She just loves having a cock rammed down her throat." She flinched when fingers slid through her folds, scooping her moisture. She couldn't tell whose fingers they were, but in the next moment they were wiping the moisture down her thigh. "Such a dirty. fucking. slut." Roger punctuated each word with a deep thrust into her mouth and concluded with another slap against the butt plug, making her whimper.

A moment later he was suddenly pulling out of her mouth, standing up straighter over her, and Emma felt the warm splatter of cum over her chest. Thick ribbons painted her skin as she tried to catch her breath. She turned her head, now that she was free to do so, and looked over at Liam standing a few feet away, watching her, his fist at the top of his deflating cock, carefully holding onto the cum pooled there.

Once Roger emptied, he moved to the side table to hand Liam the box of tissues. The man turned away from her while cleaning up, still fully dressed, his jeans loose around his hips. Roger came back to sit next to her head, grinning devilishly.

"My little cunt doesn't get to clean up," he dragged a finger through the cum on her chest and brought it to her lips. She licked it clean without hesitation and he repeated the gesture several times. "You're gonna wear my cum until I decide otherwise."

She wondered what was coming next. Both men had just come and she wasn't sure what Roger planned on doing now. He got up, moving towards her legs and grabbing her around the thighs, pulled her up onto the bed so that her head was no longer hanging over the edge. He opened her knees wide, looking down between her legs, and reached for the butt plug.

It wasn't a rough, sudden slap this time. Instead, he worked the plug out slowly, twisting it in place, and then sunk it back in. It felt fantastic, stimulating all the sensitive nerves at the opening. After giving her back entrance some attention, he pressed two fingers inside her hot, tight pussy, hooking them and dragging them out slowly. The moans reverberated through her chest and escaped her mouth, her eyes closing. What Roger was doing felt fantastic.

"No stealing orgasms," he slapped her inner thigh unexpectedly. This was her least favorite part of her entire relationship with Roger. She loved his dominance and his authority. At twenty-nine, she rarely felt like a little girl anymore, rarely felt so carefree, letting go of adult responsibilities and giving all control over to Roger. She loved the way he talked to her, the way he fucked her mouth, slapped her, and pounded every one of her holes, leaving her filled and covered with cum. She loved their dynamic. It was so different from the men she dated before, especially because Roger was twelve years her senior. But the way he made her wait to come, the way he teased her and brought her to the very edge only to deny her release, was the most frustrating thing she's ever felt. And he knew it.

"Get on your hands and knees, facing Liam," he ordered. She obeyed immediately, though tension knotted in her gut. Would this be where the other man would finally join in? She looked at him. Liam was sitting back in the office chair, his posture relaxed, legs spread comfortably. His hand was tugging leisurely on his half-hard cock as if he felt completely at ease. His eyes were on her.

Behind her, Roger resumed playing with the butt plug and fingerfucking her pussy, bringing her back to the edge. She moaned, watching Liam's cock stiffen in his hand. The anticipation of what he'd do to her was building and she imagined being spit-roasted between the two men.

"Your cunt is dripping," Roger punctuated his words with a smack on her ass. The sting felt fantastic coupled with her filled asshole. He struck again. "So wet and needy."

Another slap and she had to squeeze her eyes shut at the intensity of the sensation.

She felt Roger lining up behind her, his thighs leaning against hers, sliding his cock back and forth through her folds before he pushed it into her pussy.

"Fuck!" She exclaimed, unable to hold it in. Her outburst was followed by another hard slap against her ass and then she was coming. There was no more holding back the torrent of endorphins flooding her brain. Her pussy squeezed around the thick cock thrusting rapidly into her. Her thighs shook, threatening her knees to buckle. She always came so much harder when both of her holes were filled. She was suddenly imagining what it would be like to have both Liam and Roger moving inside her, two cocks stretching her holes in a synchronized pounding. The thought had her on the cusp of another orgasm when Roger pulled out. Her eyes flew open, heart pounding, wondering what was going to happen next.

Liam still sat in the chair watching, his cock now at full mast in his hand, his balls cupped in the other. He seemed entirely consumed in watching Roger fucking her. Roger had pulled out the butt plug, applying more lube to her ass before lining up the tip of his cock and pressing it in. He grunted, trying to take it slow. Emma's eyes stayed on Liam who calmly took in the scene. Drops of precum gathered at the top of his cock and ran over the edge onto his fingers, but he seemed to be in no rush to come, stroking at a slow and even rhythm.

"You're watching Liam wanking while I'm fucking your ass, huh?" He landed another slap against her already sore bottom, making her whimper. "I bet you are gonna come for me again too, huh, while watching another guy's cock."

He picked up speed, rocking into her, his hands holding on tightly to her hips. His fingertips dug in, making Emma anticipate the bruises that would form there. He reached forward, over her, cupping a breast in his hand and squeezing, then giving her nipple a sharp tug.

"Come for me again, sweetheart, with my cock deep. inside. your ass." He emphasized each word with a thrust. She was nearly there already. "Are you imagining having Liam's cock in your mouth right now? Licking and sucking that, long, hard shaft. Having him shove it deep into your throat? Shooting his load..." she shuddered before he finished that thought. Her head dropped forward, chin to chest, eyes closing, a low moan rattling through her as her body shook with pleasure. It rolled in unending waves, vibrating through her. "That's it. That's my filthy little girl. I'm about to cover you in cum inside and out."

He shoved in deep with a growl, shooting cum inside her ass, then pulled out, landing the next spray over her butt cheeks and onto her back. The final spurts dribbled in the crease between her ass cheeks, just before she collapsed on the bed.

When she finally opened her eyes, Liam had apparently finished, cleaned up, and was tucking himself back into his pants. She felt a little confused when Roger pulled on his boxer briefs and ushered Liam out the door, probably walking him out. Emma tried to ponder over what had happened, what made Liam leave without fucking her, but her brain seemed to be too tired to think.

Roger came back with a washcloth, wiping the cum off her back and then laying next to her on the bed, stroking Emma's hair.

"Did you have fun, kitten?" There was a smile in his voice. She opened her eyes to see it.

"It was really good," she nodded.

"I'm glad you enjoyed it." Small wrinkles caught the corners of his eyes and his hand tenderly slid over her cheek.

"I thought you and Liam were both gonna fuck me," she admitted. "At the same time." Roger let out an amused sigh, his eyes shifting between hers.

"Well, that's what I wanted you to think," he pulled her into his arms, wrapping her up and holding her close to his chest. "But I definitely wouldn't be able to do that, Emma. I couldn't let another guy fuck you." His admission was surprising to her. "I want you all to myself. I don't want another guy's cock inside you."

"Oh." She was stunned. A new sort of tingling spread through her body.

"I guess I'm a little possessive." He kissed the top of her head.

"I like that. I want to be just yours," she looked up at his face.

"Good."

The End
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Chapter 1



“Did Rob arrive, love?” I asked as I walked into the living room.

I yelped as I found myself swiftly yanked and turned around by strong arms. A moan left my mouth as a pair of soft lips crushed mine. I guess I had my answer. I didn’t need to open my eyes to recognize my husband’s best friend.

Oh, yes!

His hands were all over my body as we made out, and my inner slut was already drooling. Since my husband, Caden, shared me with Rob at my bachelorette party, I’d embraced my taboo, filthy desires more and more.

“I can assume my naughty slut got her answer,” my husband laughed, hugging me from behind.

“Oh, she did,” Rob chuckled.

A jolt of electricity darted through me and exploded at my clit as they both inched even closer, trapping me between their tall, muscular frames. Yeah, my inner slut was already dancing, and my pussy tingled in anticipation.

“Yes, I did,” I said, squirming between them and undulating my body, teasing both guys. “Are you two ready for our movie night?”

“Mmmm, I think the movie can wait,” Caden murmured in my ear.

I gasped and shuddered as he pressed me against his chiseled chest while kissing my neck. My husband cupped my tits, massaging them through the thin fabric of my dress.

“The movie can definitely wait,” Rob chuckled, kneeling in front of me, palming my long, bare legs.

Every part of my body quivered under his ministrations, and I was in complete agreement with them. Yeah, the movie could wait. If they were going to keep it up like this, I would be begging for a cock in seconds.

Caden tugged at my dress, freeing my breasts. I arched and moaned, closing my eyes in lust as he pinched my nipples, making them stiffen. Goosebumps covered me as he peppered kisses on my neck, the roughness of his stubble summoning tingles along my skin.

Squirming against him, I lifted my hand and ran my fingers through his short hair, pressing my husband against me.

Rob skimmed his palms along my legs and lifted my dress. A shudder of pleasure rumbled through me as he teased my clit through the fabric, and I couldn’t hold back a soft moan.

“You’re so fucking wet, Jess,” he teased, applying more pressure to my clit. “You’re so lucky to have a whore like her as your wife, Caden.”

“Yes, I am. This insatiable slut is the best thing in my life.”

Their dirty talk and the way they talked about me as if I were their fucktoy and nothing more aroused me and made everything even hotter. Wetness flooded my pussy, and I gasped and quivered when Rob slipped down my panties.

“She’s drenched. Are you ready to beg for a cock, Jess?”

My mind turned mushy as he slid his fingers inside my channel. Using his thumb on my clit, he pushed them in and out of me in fast, hard thrusts, sending sparkles of bliss through my body.

“Oh, fuck!” I whimpered, rocking between him and my husband.

Caden massaged my breasts more roughly, his movements heating up my body. Spirals of warmth coursed through me every time Rob plunged his fingers inside my pussy. Trapped between them, I moaned and quaked, closing my eyes in lust.

“You didn’t answer Rob’s question,” my husband murmured, nibbling at my earlobe. “Are you ready to beg for a cock like the little slut you are?”

Damn, his words almost pushed me over the edge. I was gnawing at the peak, all my muscles tense and every inch of me electrified. Pleasure rippled through my core at every tiny gesture they made.

Was I ready to beg? That wasn’t even close to describing how desperate I was to have them both filling me.

Since that first time wife-sharing at my bachelorette party, Caden had involved himself more and more, and during our honeymoon, he had even fucked me at the same time as my bull.

The idea of having both him and Rob inside me was driving me wild, and a fuzzy warmth washed over my body as my mind went haywire with lewd images starring me getting double dick from both my husband and his best friend.

I moaned and thrashed, pushing myself as much as I could against them both in my desperate attempt to take more of everything they were giving me.

“Answer, little slut,” Caden said, kissing, biting, and licking my neck.

I could feel his possessiveness in every touch of his mouth on my skin, and I knew I was going to have a hickey there. It felt as if my husband had branded me as his, and that thought aroused me even more.

“Do you want my cock inside you, Jess? Do you want both of us fucking you like the filthy whore you are?”

Dammit, their dirty talk summoned a wave of cozy drowsiness, and all I could do was moan, tremble, and let out tiny mewls of joy as they worked me up. I tried to focus enough to answer them, but all I could mumble before my orgasm hit me was a quick, “Yes, please, I beg you! I want both of you to fuck me.”

The pleasure was so intense that it burned as it spread through my entire being. I spasmed and trembled between them, crying out my delight. They continued to torment my body, prolonging my bliss.

Rob pulled his fingers out of my channel, and I moaned as my husband turned me around. Every part of me purred as he wrapped his arms around my waist, crushing me against him as his lips captured mine. His kiss was rougher and more possessive than usual, and my inner slut buzzed alive thinking about his reclaiming of me.

“Is my naughty slut ready to have both me and Rob inside her?”

My pussy clenched in anticipation. Of course I was ready. My husband brushed his lips against mine. A thrill of excitement ran down my back as his brown eyes seared into mine. I understood the question in them, and I quickly nodded.

“Yes, I want this.”

He smiled and gave me another mind-shattering kiss that left me breathless and craving more. I moved my palms over his chest, feeling his muscles ripple under my touch.

“Then be a good girl and remind me how incredible your mouth is,” he said, giving me a playful slap, hard enough to shoot a spike of pleasure up my spine. “On all fours.”

I followed him with my gaze as he walked toward the couch. In only a few movements, he undressed himself and plopped down, spreading his legs wide open as if it were a lewd invitation to me.

My mouth watered as I fixed my gaze on his cock. Dropping onto my hands and knees like an obedient pet, I crawled toward him, making sure I was undulating my body at each movement for both Caden’s and Rob’s pleasure.

And mine.

I’d never imagined I would love being watched and desired in such a lewd way so much, but after everything Caden and I had done in public during our honeymoon, I had been embracing this slutty side of myself even more.

My husband and Rob groaned, so I assumed they appreciated my little show. Caden wrapped his fingers around his cock and started to jerk off as I approached him. He was staring at my tits, which were currently swaying and bouncing into each other as I crawled. I smiled as his cock twitched.

Damn, I could already taste him on my tongue.

I want him so badly! I want both of them fucking me as soon as possible.

Stopping right between my husband’s legs, I didn’t waste a second before pouncing on my favorite toy. Caden moaned as I wrapped my lips around the mushroom head, gently sucking on it.

“Fuck, Jess,” he murmured, petting me.

His voice was laced with need, and I basked in his desire. My slurps echoed in the living room as I bobbed my head, taking him deeper and deeper with every stroke. I could smell his masculine musk and the familiar forest notes of our shower products, and his unique taste made my clit throb.

Humming around his cock, I glanced at him. A quiver of pleasure darted through me as I met my husband’s hooded, lust-filled eyes. He channeled his attention on the way his shaft was gliding between my lips, and my confidence boosted as he throbbed in my mouth.

I worked my tongue along his length, making sure to tease each of his favorite points. He was the best husband in the world, and the love of my life. I wanted to pleasure him as much as possible.

“You feel so good,” he moaned, running his fingers through my hair and turning my long blonde locks into a makeshift leash. “So. Fucking. Good.”

Visible shudders traveled along his body as he used my hair to guide me faster up and down his cock. I purred in approval, and given his pants and groans, I assumed the vibration aroused him even more.

I gasped as I felt Rob’s cock grazing my ass. Oh, yes! Yes! Yes! That was perfect. My body flushed hot as he rubbed the tip between my soaked folds. My inner walls pulsed in anticipation as I remembered the feeling of having that porn-star level of a cock inside my pussy.

“Are you ready to be fucked like a whore, Jess?”

Damn, I knew Caden had told Rob some time ago, before he had even shared me with him for the first time, that I liked dirty talking, but this guy was always on fire.

I gasped and quivered as he gave each of my cheeks a hard slap, summoning embers of fire within me. My pussy fluttered and more slickness leaked down my thighs. I guessed he wanted an answer, but I was momentarily busy with my husband’s cock, and fuck me if I was going to release him for even one second.

I moaned in approval and rocked my hips in an attempt to impale myself on his cock. Rob chuckled and muttered, “Insatiable whore,” before driving himself inside me.

Fuuuuuuuck!

Wildfire stormed through my core, and my toes curled in my high-heels as he filled me completely. My inner walls pulsed, stretched once again beyond their limits. My husband’s cock muffled the scream of pleasure I was dying to let out, and my mind shattered from all the bliss that had engulfed me.

Dammit, I had really missed the feeling of having his cock inside my pussy.

“Your cunt always feels like heaven,” he groaned, moving his palms all over me, and pushing the fabric of my dress higher. “You’re so fucking tight.”

I wiggled in a show of appreciation at his praise. Rob grabbed my hips and started to thrust, making me moan around my husband’s cock.

My bull’s fat, enormous shaft stuffed me completely with each plunge. Shivers of bliss traveled through me from head to toe every time he buried himself to the hilt inside my pussy, his cock massaging my G-spot and making me see stars in front of my eyes.

“You’re wonderful, little slut,” Rob grunted.

I moaned and channeled my attention on Caden, teasing all his favorite spots. My cheeks hollowed with suction as I deep-throated him, and my husband rewarded me with a loud groan.

Caden and Rob found a lewd synchrony, fucking me in such a way that made me take my husband’s cock deeper down my throat every time my bull slammed hard into me. It made me feel like a toy used for their pleasure, and that added an entire new layer of filthiness, intensifying my arousal.

I could tell my husband was close to his release. He tightened his grip on my hair and slammed me against his pelvis, burying my face into his crotch at every stroke.

Rob dug his fingers into my hips, keeping me in place as he mercilessly rammed into my pussy. The silence was broken by our lewd sounds — the slaps of flesh against flesh, my slurping and gargling, our labored breaths, and our moans, growls, and grunts.

Sparkles of pleasure darted through me as my husband moaned my name, telling me I was a needy, insatiable whore. Oh, yes, I was all of that and more. I was his slutty wife.

Caden’s words had fed the fire within me, and I could feel my orgasm building fast, each passing moment adding more embers to the inferno of euphoria inside my core.

I could tell they were both as close to their releases as I was to mine. Their movements turned rougher and more frantic, and they jackhammered into me, throwing me from one cock to the other.

Damn, I felt as if I was in heaven. Another sharp slap on my ass threw me over the edge. I cried out around my husband’s cock, shuddering and spasming as I burst out in pure bliss.

Aftershocks swept me away, and my mind blipped out from all the pleasure. As my orgasm washed over me in waves, they fucked me relentlessly, and I could tell they were both chasing their own climax.

My husband’s cock twitched and swelled in my mouth, and I could feel Rob throbbing inside my pussy. Tears of effort and joy flooded my eyes, and I could feel the drops of saliva dripping down my chin.

This is so good!

Basking in the lewdness and their need for me, I could feel myself spiraling toward the peak once again. The steady, rough rhythm both of them had found was driving me wild.

Warmth swirled inside my core, and when Rob moved his hand between my legs and attacked my clit, I succumbed once again to my euphoria.

My orgasm wrecked my body, making me thrash and shudder in their firm grips. Rob hissed as I clamped hard on his cock, and a moment later, he exploded inside my pussy, painting my inner walls white.

Caden followed suit, using my hair to slam me against his pelvis, keeping me there as he fed me his cum. Moaning in approval, I greedily swallowed everything, not wanting to miss a single drop.

Time seemed to stop as they filled me up, warmth engulfing my entire being, scorching me. Rob pulled out of my pussy and gave me another slap, drawing a soft whimper of joy from me.

“Thank you, Jess. I’m never going to get tired of fucking you. Maybe next time, I’ll fuck your ass again.”

My inner slut screamed in joy. When he had fucked my ass at the wedding, I thought my mind was going to explode. Even now, at the mere thought of it, my body buzzed as if I had been set alight.

“Yeah, you should,” my husband chuckled, using my hair to pull me away from him. “Maybe we should organize something this weekend. What do you say, Jess? Would you like that?”

“Of course,” I said, my mind already drifting toward more lewd fantasies of being fucked with abandon. “I would love that.”

I moaned and busied myself with licking his cock clean. I wanted even more of his salty sweetness, and I purred as I made sure I didn’t miss a drop.

Rob and Caden bumped fists, both grinning and joking about me being the perfect slutty wife. Rob headed toward the bathroom, and my husband looked at me, caressing me as I worshiped every inch of his cock. He wasn’t hard again yet, but he was still heavy and big, his warmth and familiar taste making the sensual tension inside my lower belly swirl and tingle.

“Come here, little whore,” he said, hauling me onto his lap.

I straddled his body and cuddled against his chest, melting into him. Caden ran his fingers through my hair, his soft caresses drowning me in a state of blissful calmness.

“My lovely, slutty wife,” he whispered, pressing a kiss on my head.

I purred and murmured, “Yours,” burying my face into the crook of his neck. Taking a deep breath, I inhaled his masculine scent, filling my lungs with it.

Time no longer mattered, and I wasn’t sure how long we stayed like that. His embrace and the way his arms hugged and kept me close were making me feel at home.

“Do you feel good, too, love?” I asked, tilting my head up and watching him.

I knew wife-sharing had been his idea and that we both loved it. Yet, I couldn’t keep myself from needing to be sure he still enjoyed it as much as I did and still wanted this.

Caden smiled and brushed a strand of hair away from my face. When he pressed his lips against mine, his kiss was both soft and possessive, making my entire being vibrate.

“Of course I do, Jess. You know I like seeing you pleasured out of your mind, and I enjoy knowing that other men crave you. Not to mention how amazing it is to see them losing their minds as I allow them to enjoy you for a while.”

I blushed and nuzzled him, purring as his hands roamed all over me and pressed me into him. A flush of heat spiraled through my core. He was the best husband in the world.

“I felt amazing, but now I think I want to reclaim my slutty wife,” he murmured, giving my ass a squeeze.

I was spent and completely exhausted, and yet, as soon as those words left his mouth, my inner slut awoke with renewed interest. I shifted, marking my husband with my slickness as I rubbed my pussy against his leg.

“Then what are you waiting for, my love?”

Caden chuckled and maneuvered me around, placing me right next to him on the couch. I quickly rolled onto my back and spread my legs for him as he mounted me. A soft cry of pleasure slipped from between my lips as he drove himself inside my used pussy.

My juices and Rob’s cum offered his big, girthy cock an easy slide in. I moaned as he buried himself to the hilt, the sensation of fullness making me tremble and arch against him.

My husband rocked his body in slow, long, sensual thrusts, each penetration birthing a new wave of heat within my core. I moaned as he cupped my breasts, massaging them in lazy circles.

It felt so fucking good.

With Caden, it was always like this. It was as if we were made for each other, our bodies entwining like two puzzle pieces made to fit.

I slid my palms all over him, pulling him closer to me in my need for more connection points between us. I wasn’t sure if it was mating instinct or pure love and lust, but I craved to have him as close as possible, to make one of the two of us.

Caden slipped his arms under my body, hugging me as he relentlessly drove his hips against mine. Wrapping my legs around his waist, I welcomed him as deep as possible at every thrust.

We were flush against each other, our bodies glued together. I could feel his warm, minty breath against my face as he increased the pace. My lips searched for his, and I let out a pampered moan as he kissed me.

Pleasure built within my core, steady and fast. I felt at home like this, in his arms, being his in every possible way.

He pulsed and swelled inside my pussy, and I whimpered as his cock glided over my G-spot again and again. Glimmers of pleasure spread through me, and my entire being hummed. It was as if he was making love to every part of me and even to my soul.

“You’re mine,” Caden whispered against my lips.

I quickly agreed and murmured, “Yours.” I was his in every possible way, and I wouldn’t ever want it to be any other way.

My love.

His movements quickened, his cock throbbing inside my pussy. My husband hugged me tighter, and a few moments later, he was groaning, erupting inside me. His climax detonated mine, and as his warmth claimed me, I succumbed to my release.

I cried out his name as I rode out my orgasm, writhing and trembling in his arms. His mouth mashed with mine, and my mind drowned in a sea of calmness and euphoria as our tongues entwined.

“Mine,” my husband repeated.

“Yours, my love.”

The End

Want more of Jess and Caden? You can find the whole series (and tons of freebies!) right here: https://books.eviedawnauthor.com/sluttywifejess

About the author: Kassia White is an author of hotwife erotica. Her books are light on plot but are packed with heat. All the stories feature slutty women eager to be shared by their happy husbands, sometimes with just one man, and other times with oh, so many.
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Chapter 1

Dr. Katerina Spanks Me Until I Beg for My First Lesbian Experience


“What is this place?”

I was walking down the street when I saw a sign that said “STC Therapy” right between a psychic’s office and a sex shop. Something about the sign drew me in, although I couldn’t say what. The lobby looked like a regular doctor’s office. The woman behind the counter gave me a kindly smile. She looked like someone’s grandmother.

“We offer therapeutic spanking services,” she answered casually, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

“Sp — spanking services?” I asked. “Like spanking-spanking?”

The woman nodded, studying me carefully.

“You look like you’re a bit stressed and overwhelmed, am I right?”

She had no idea. My entire life seemed to be an emergency.

“Yes, I guess I get stressed out from time to time.”

“Our clients find that therapeutic spanking helps release tension, clear their minds, and lessen their anxiety,” the woman explained. “Tell you what, I’ll give you a pamphlet. If it sounds like something that would help you, we’ll get you set up for an appointment.”

I spent the next week reading and re-reading the pamphlet until it was worn from my fingers. I couldn’t deny that I found the idea intriguing. I’d always dreamed of being spanked during sex, had even suggested it to my boyfriend a couple of times, but he’d been too appalled to consider this.

I knew that this clinic was supposed to be therapeutic, but I did notice that one of the add-on services was orgasm therapy. Not that I had any problems in that area of course. I was generally multi-orgasmic. At least with myself…

Resolved to see what a therapeutic spanking would be like, I filled out the online intake forms and paid my deposit. A few hours later the clinic called to schedule my appointment.

“Would you prefer a male or female therapist?” the scheduler asked.

“Oh um, female please.”

I figured if my boyfriend found out I was doing this, he’d freak out less if it was a woman doing the therapy.

A few days later I arrived back at the offices of STC Therapy, feeling a little nervous. The same woman was at the desk. She gave me a friendly smile as she checked me in. I sat fidgeting in the lobby for a few minutes before I heard someone calling my name from the side door. I looked up and saw a stunningly beautiful woman.

She was tall and slim, but with curvy hips and breasts that were on the larger side. Her long dark hair hung straight down, several inches below her shoulders, framing pale white skin, brown eyes, and puffy red lips painted blood red. She looked like a sexy vampire from a movie.

She was dressed in a simple black dress that hugged her curves before ending midway down her thighs, paired with red high-heeled shoes that were almost the exact color as her lips. She looked like she could be working at any office doing anything. Yet there was something about her that radiated dominance.

“Eliza? I am Doctor Katerina. You will come with me please.” Her voice was firm, and she had a bit of an accent that sounded Eastern European.

I followed the doctor into a large room. There was a desk with a computer in one corner, two guest chairs facing the desk. Another corner held a love seat and two plush chairs, these separated by a low coffee table. The other side of the room had some benches and tables as well as some cabinets.

Dr. Katerina directed me to the desk chairs.

“I have read your intake paperwork,” she began, glancing at her computer screen. “You are heterosexual, correct?”

“Yes.”

“And you are satisfied with your current partner?”

For some reason I felt my face flush.

“Um. Well. Mostly satisfied,” I hedged. “I’m really here more because I saw that this, um, kind of thing can help with stress and anxiety. I’ve been super anxious lately, it makes it hard to sleep.”

The doctor steepled her fingers together and touched them to her chin as she studied me. For some reason I had the sense that she didn’t believe me.

“Okay. We will start you over the knee and see how you do, then we will design a treatment plan depending on how you respond.”

For some reason I was surprised by the intimate position. I’d assumed she have me lay on one of the benches in the room.

“Over the knee?” I squeaked.

Dr. Katerina got up and strode over to the couch. “Yes, come over here please.”

The ‘please’ sounded like an order and I didn’t hesitate to follow it. The doctor sat on the couch, which made her skirt ride up her shapely thighs. My gaze fixed on the creamy expanse of those bare thighs, feeling a little tingle move up my spine at the sight. The doctor patted her legs.

“Take off your skirt and lay across my lap.”

“My skirt?” I asked in confusion.

“Yes, come on, you are wasting time.”

Normally someone bossy and rude would make me bristle, but something inside me longed to submit to Dr. Katerina so I kicked off my shoes, then slid my skirt down my hips and placed it over the arm of a nearby chair. Wearing just my shirt and a pair of silky black panties, I moved closer.

The doctor patted her lap again, her expression dark, and gingerly I laid across her thighs. She was seated up against the back of the couch, so my body was supported on either side by the cushions.

She shifted me slightly, the movement lifting my round ass up higher. My face flushed in embarrassment at the humiliating position, feeling like a naughty child. I’d scarcely gotten into place when I felt the first smack.

Thwack!

I gasped in shock. No one had ever spanked me before, and the thin fabric of my panties did little to lessen the sting.

Thwack!

The doctor’s hand came down again, harder this time. I couldn’t help but wiggle. She clamped an arm over my back, holding me in place, and began spanking me with a steady rhythm. It stung a bit, but not terribly, and I felt myself relaxing into the couch as she continued to spank me. With every movement of her body, I caught a whiff of citrus, and I wondered idly if it was her shampoo or her body wash.

Dr. Katerina paused, then grabbed the waistband of my panties and whipped them down my thighs.

“What are you doing?” I asked in shock. The air felt cool against my ass cheeks.

“You are warmed up now, it’s time to move onto your spanking.”

“I thought that was the spanking,” I protested.

The doctor ignored me. I gasped as her palm made contact with the bare skin of my ass, shocked at how much more intense it was without my panties between us.

“Ow! That hurt!”

“Yes of course it hurts, that is the point,” she said dismissively, her accent seeming thicker now. “You will be quiet unless I tell you to speak. Focus on the sensation of my hand connecting with your body and allow your mind to relax now. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Doctor.”

Thwack!

Thwack!

Each time Dr. Katerina brought her hand down, the sound of her stinging smacks seemed loud in the otherwise quiet room. I was shocked by how hard she could hit me with just her hand. I was equally shocked by the way the pain from the spanking seemed to morph into something else, something that made my core vibrate with excitement.

Thwack!

Thwack!

The flesh of my butt cheeks compressed with every smack of her hand. Pain turned to pleasure, and I found myself lifting my ass to meet her hard strokes. I tilted my hips slightly, enjoying the sensation of my clit grinding against her hard thigh with every downward stroke.

Thwack!

Thwack!

After a while I started to calm down and zone out, my mind emptying of all thoughts and sensation other than that of the doctor’s palm meeting my ass.

She paused, gently rubbing my aggrieved skin. It was hot I realized, hot and tingling, but the doctor’s hand felt cooling. Her touch also made me feel…aroused. My clit was throbbing from grinding against her thigh, and I sighed as the slide of her hand on my skin slowed and softened. I wanted her to keep on touching me like this.

Dr. Katerina’s hand slid lower until her fingers were between my thighs, barely skimming my pussy lips. I shivered at her gentle touch.

“Ah. You have found this sexually exciting, yes?”

Her voice sounded amused, making me bristle.

“Of course not,” I protested. “I have a boyfriend!”

“Hmm.”

She slipped a finger between my lower lips, and I realized I was wet. Wet because of the doctor or wet because of the spanking, I couldn’t say. Whatever the cause, I couldn’t help the moan that escaped my mouth as she slid one finger back and forth in my channel.

Suddenly that finger was in front of my face.

“It appears that you are, in fact, sexually excited.”

I was mortified, yet the clinical way she discussed it turned me on even more.

“If you want me to make you come, I will. Sexual release is an optional part of the service,” Dr. Katerina reminded me. “But you will need to ask for it. I must obtain clear consent.”

When I didn’t respond, she smacked my ass right across the center, fast and hard.

Thwack!

I cried out in surprise, then she smacked me twice more again in rapid succession.

Thwack!

Thwack!

“You are not honest, at least with yourself, this is why you struggle with a chaotic mind.”

As she spoke, Doctor Katerina spanked me steadily, each smack harder than the last. I couldn’t believe she still had enough energy to keep going like that.

Tears pricked my eyelids as I struggled to control the conflicting emotions rolling through me. Pain. Relief. Excitement. Embarrassment. I’d never been attracted to a woman before, not even in college. I’d never longed to be kissed by a woman or have her explore the folds of my pussy, finger fucking me until I came all over her hand.

But even though I never had, it didn’t mean I couldn’t feel all those things now.

Dr. Katerina’s hand stilled, resting on my throbbing ass cheeks, and I heard myself say the words I never thought I’d say.

“Make me come, Doctor. Please.”

When she didn’t respond, my tears broke loose, running down my checks.

“I need it, Doctor. Please give me some relief.”


Chapter 2

Tied Up and Teased by the Doctor Until I Finally Lose Control


My words hung in the air for a long moment.

“Very well.”

If Dr. Katerina had any reaction to my begging her to make me come, there was no indication of that in her voice. I had no idea if she even found me attractive. I had no idea if I wanted her to.

The doctor patted my ass softly. “Get up. We will change positions.”

I moved to my feet, nearly stumbling over the panties wrapped around my knees before the doctor grabbed my hip to stabilize me.

“You will remove the rest of your clothes now.”

This time I didn’t hesitate. I removed my shirt and bra, standing in front of the doctor totally naked. Her eyes traced my figure, her gaze almost clinical other than the burning darkness of her eyes that told me she liked what she saw.

The doctor strode toward a table in the corner of the room, her skirt pulling tight over the round muscles of her ass. My mouth turned dry.

“Come.”

I jumped at her stern order. When I got to the table she grabbed my waist and boosted me up. I jumped and yelped in pain as the aggrieved skin of my ass made contact with the cushioned surface. One corner of the doctor’s mouth quirked up, her only reaction.

“You will lay back.”

She pulled out stirrups, the kind you’d see at the gynecologist’s office, but these were padded with Velcro straps. Dr. Katerina fastened the straps around my ankles, then pulled my hands over my head, tying my wrists to something on the other side of the table.

“You are comfortable?” she confirmed. “It is not cutting off the circulation?”

As she asked, she slid a finger between my wrists and the straps, verifying that I had enough space.

“It’s fine,” I squeaked.

“You are in your head again,” she said sternly. “This is not good.”

Her hand came down, laying a smart slap on one of my breast before capturing the nipple between her fingers. She squeezed it tight, giving it a firm tug. I yelped in pain, even as I felt a zing travel from my breast to my clit.

She moved over to the other breast, giving it the same treatment before trailing her fingers down my torso. I shivered as I focused on the feather light touch.

When she reached the bottom of the table, Dr. Katerina pushed the stirrups apart, opening my legs obscenely wide. I struggled a bit as I realized that I was totally immobilized on this table. The doctor leaned between my legs, blowing a breath of air over my mound.

“You want to come, no?”

While she waited for my response, she cupped my mound in her hand, giving it a little squeeze. A rush of arousal flooded my core.

“Yes, yes I do,” I said quietly.

I wanted it more than anything.

“We will begin.”

She slid one finger between my pussy lips, moving it up and down slowly. In the quiet of the room I could hear how wet I was. Dr. Katerina explored my folds with her finger, the heel of her hand pressed against my clit. It felt good, but not enough.

As if the doctor heard my unspoken thoughts, she moved to the side of the table, leaning over my torso until she could suck one nipple into her mouth. She suckled my breast while that finger continued sliding through my moisture. My back arched as much as it could in this position, trying to get closer as she teased my breast with her tongue and teeth.

When I was almost ready to come just from that, she broke off, licking her way down my body, the curtain of her dark hair covering her face. I jumped and cried out as she caught the flesh of my hip between her teeth, biting down hard enough that I knew she’d leave a mark.

Dr. Katerina stood up, moving to the couch to grab a cushion. Placing it on the floor, she lowered herself to her knees between my legs.

“You will not come without my permission.”

Before I could process her words, the doctor’s tongue slipped between my pussy lips, making me shudder as she explored my folds. Up and down, up and down, she left no part of my pussy unexplored.

Guys had gone down on me before, but it never felt like this. Every touch of her tongue brought me indescribable pleasure. My heart was pounding so hard I could hear my pulse in my ears.

I cried out as Dr. Katerina suddenly pushed one finger into my opening. It slid in easily, and she quickly added a second finger, fucking me roughly while I rolled my hips to meet her hand with every stroke.

Later I’d wonder why I liked this. Immobilized. My body at the mercy of this emotionless doctor. So close to orgasm that it was almost painful. I’d consented to this so-called treatment, and I’d consent again in a heartbeat.

“Please. I need to come, doctor.”

I was a horny mess, ready to do anything so I could finally get relief.

“You will wait,” she said firmly.

When I groaned in frustration she clamped her teeth down on the sensitive skin of my inner thigh, giving me another bite. I almost lost it right then. Every muscle in my body tightened as I struggled to forestall my orgasm.

Dr. Katerina resumed the thrusts of her fingers, then lowered her head, her tongue coming to my clitoris. I lifted my head, enthralled with the sight of her head between my thighs. She looked up from beneath her eyelashes, her eyes bright with excitement, the only indication I’d had that she felt anything about what we were doing.

“Doctor, please may I come?”

She lifted her head and gave me a smile of approval. It softened the stern lines of her face, making her move from beautiful to stunning.

“You may come,” she said softly.

Then she took my clit back into her mouth, sucking it gently as she curved her fingers inside me, finding the spot that made me fly right over the edge.

“Oh my God!” I screeched.

Hopefully these rooms were soundproofed.

My entire body stiffened for a long, suspended second, and then I was shaking, thrashing against my restraints as waves of pleasure crashed down my spine, flowing out to every part of my body. I screwed my eyes closed, my head moving from side to side as I rode the waves of my release.

The doctor prolonged my pleasure, her fingers and mouth working in tandem until I sagged down against the bench with a deep sigh of release. I felt her move away from my body, and when I looked up, Dr. Katerina was standing alongside me, her eyes focused on my face.

“How do you feel?” she asked, her voice kinder than I’d ever heard it.

“I feel fantastic,” I said.

She nodded, then moved to the front of the table to release my hands, rubbing the skin of my wrists to make sure they felt okay. I hadn’t even noticed that she’d unbuckled my feet until she pulled me up to sitting, two strong hands clamping down on my shoulders.

“You will drink a bottle of water and eat a snack before you leave,” she said. “Are you okay to get dressed by yourself?”

“Yes, Doctor.”

I pulled my clothes on, then collapsed on the couch to drink my water and nibble on a cookie. I heard a beep coming from the desk.

“Our time is up here,” the doctor said. “I see that we have unlocked a new side of you. You will return for more sessions.”

“Yes, Doctor,” I said docilely.

One corner of her mouth quirked. “Be sure to ask for me.”

The End

This story is part of the Spanking Therapy Clinic series. Check out rest of the stories at: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CTHR2TL5

About The Author: Josie Bale loves nothing more than to feel the sting of a palm on her backside. Or a brush. Or a strap. She’s not picky, as long as she’s getting what she wants. Her stories feature the lighter side of BDSM including spanking, bondage, and power play. Follow her on Amazon to keep up to date on all the new releases.
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Chapter 1



The scent of sizzling bacon wafts through the thin apartment walls, making my mouth water and stomach rumble with fierce hunger. “Harold!” I call out. “Brent’s cooking bacon again. Get in here and fry some up for me. I’ll make it worth your while.”

Harold’s muffled reply drifts in from the living room, but the words are lost, drowned out by the incessant siren song of crispy, savory bacon. Ever since this baby took root inside me, strange cravings overwhelm me at all hours. Harold claims it’s just my imagination—except when I’m craving his cum. Funny how he never questions that particular appetite.

“Did you hear me?” I shout again impatiently.

This time, his voice rings out from closer by. “Babe, you need sleep. You were up all night with heartburn.”

He appears in the bedroom doorway, handsome face etched with concern. He’s right—I barely slept, tossing and turning on the too-firm mattress, my tender nipples aching and tingling with every brush of fabric. But exhaustion wars with the gnawing emptiness in my belly.

I pout at him, playing up the pitiful pregnant wife. “I know, I’m just so tired and hungry. Please, if you make me some bacon, I swear I’ll rest easier after. I think some food will help settle me.”

His jaw tightens. “I’m not making bacon right now, Bri.”

Shock lances through me at his flat refusal. “Are you seriously denying the woman carrying your child some goddamn bacon? I’d fry some up for you if you had to lug this baby around!”

“That’s not fair,” he argues. “I cook for you constantly. I just don’t feel like bacon this minute.”

Indignation flares, irrational and all-consuming. “How is that unfair? It’s just fucking bacon!”

“Remember when you screamed at me for making the pancakes too lumpy? You’re not thinking straight, it’s the hormones—”

“Well maybe if you didn’t suck at cooking, I wouldn’t have thrown the plate at you! I can’t believe you’re blaming me for this.”

Tense silence stretches between us as he struggles for a response. I know my wild mood swings are driving him insane, but I’m too far gone to care. Swinging my legs over the side of the bed, I fix him with a defiant glare.

"Fine. If you won't get me bacon, I'll go next door and offer Brent whatever he wants for some."

Harold's eyes flash with anger. He stalks toward me, voice a low growl. "Don't you dare. You're definitely not getting any bacon now."

Ignoring his impotent fury, I rummage through the closet. I pull out a flowy yellow sundress and slip it on. As I slide my feet into a pair of comfy house slippers, I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror. The dress hugs my belly, but I look pretty dang good. I feel unexpectedly alluring despite my pregnant state.

With renewed determination, I waddle out of the apartment and knock on Brent's door, belly jutting obscenely in front of me. He answers a moment later, fresh from the shower with water sluicing over his chiseled abs, a towel slung low around his waist. Holy hell, he's mouthwatering. But the intoxicating aroma of bacon quickly redirects my focus.

I lean against the doorframe in what I hope is a seductive pose despite my pregnant form. "Hey Brent, sorry to disturb your shower. I'm absolutely starving and can't seem to get what I need at home. Mind if I come in for a minute?"

His eyes rake appreciatively over my curves, a wolfish grin spreading across his face. “Be my guest, beautiful. I’m sure I have just what you’re craving.”

As I step inside, the scent of bacon grows stronger, and my stomach growls. The towel tenting over his crotch catches my eye, and I let out a soft, appreciative murmur. He’s just as yummy looking as his bacon is going to taste.

He leads me to the kitchenette, where a heaping plate of glistening bacon awaits. The sight of it makes my knees weak, and I feel a flutter in my belly.

"I was hoping you might have something else in mind to eat," he says, arching an eyebrow suggestively.

My heart races as I hear the unspoken suggestion in his voice. "Mmmm, nope. Just want your bacon. What do I need to do to get a taste? And please don't make a pregnant lady wash dishes."

He chuckles, his eyes lingering on my rounded belly. "You don't have to do a thing, Brianna." His voice is low and husky, sending shivers down my spine.

"What if I want it?" I ask, licking my lips and sending him a bold look. His cock twitches under the towel in response.

"My bacon?" he repeats, a sly grin spreading across his face.

"Oh yes, definitely your bacon. That's what I want right now." I take a step closer to him, my eyes fixed on his erection hidden from my view. My mouth waters as his bulge grows, and I can feel a flush spreading across my cheeks.

I give him my best innocent look. "What can I do for the bacon? Surely there is something you want?"

His eyes drop to my mouth, and a thrill runs through me as he growls, "Oh yeah. I want something."

He doesn’t have to say anything more. I stand next to the kitchen table and use it to help lower myself to my knees. I feel awkward. I’m a very pregnant kneeling woman, ready to do whatever it takes to get some bacon.

"What would you like from me?" I ask, and his cock jerks visibly through the towel. My desire for him grows with each passing second.

"Open your mouth and stick out your tongue," he orders, his voice low and commanding.

Yes, sir! I obey instantly, my heart pounding as I wait for his next move. He steps closer, dropping his towel to reveal his hard, throbbing cock. Mmmm, yummy. I reach for him, and when I take hold of the base, I can barely wrap my fingers all the way around. He's a freaking stallion. I think I'm in love with his cock.

He shakes his head. "No touching unless I give you permission to do so."

Dammit, I love it when guys get all dominant. I drop my hand as I imagine stroking the velvety skin of his cock.

He presses on the back of my head with his palm, drawing me towards his groin. I let him lead me to what I want. When he starts to feed his cock into my mouth, my tongue circles the it's tip, and I moan in appreciation.

Oh, he tastes good. He's bigger than my husband, and when I try to deep throat him, it's a tight fit. He's hitting the back of my throat, and tears fill my eyes as I struggle to please him. I relax my throat, opening up to take more of him. This is divine.

I brace my hands on his thighs as he pushes deeper into me. The salty pre-cum slides down my throat as I gag. He's almost at my limit, and I can feel him pressing against the back of my throat. Oh fuck, this is so hot.

I can't swallow my saliva. Spit is flowing from my mouth. He pulls my head back off him so I can breathe for a moment. As air fills my lungs, I feel a fire ignite my pussy. He feeds me his cock again, this time being gentle and giving me a chance to breathe while he slowly fucks my face. I take every inch of him deep into my throat, and my pussy aches and gets wetter every time I gag on him.

"Such a beautiful pregnant slut. Does your husband know you're over here sucking my cock for bacon?"

I moan around his cock as the ache in my pussy builds. I pull off of him, so I can answer.

"Yes. I told him that if he didn't make me some bacon, I was coming over here and offering you whatever you wanted for some."

He smirks. "Good girl."

His praise thrills me, and he rewards me by fucking my face hard and fast. I feel dirty and used in the most delicious way. I'm a filthy whore who will suck off some guy for bacon.

And I'm enjoying every. Fucking. Second. Of. It.

I moan as I slobber all over his cock. When he slams in to the back of my throat and holds it, I nearly convulse with pleasure. I'm craving his cum so much that I'm shaking with desire, and he hasn't even touched my pussy.

I'm desperate to touch myself to relieve the building pressure of sexual energy, but my belly is so round I'm not sure I can do it myself. Fuck, this is torture, but I'm going to try anyway.

I shift and spread my knees wider, and as soon as he can tell I'm trying to touch myself, his words stop me in my tracks.

"What are you doing, little whore?"

I freeze, wishing I could answer, but my mouth is stuffed full of cock. I pull my head back and moan, "Need to touch myself."

He grabs a fistful of my hair and fucks my face again. "No touching. You're here for bacon, not to come. Be a good girl."

He's right. I don't deserve to touch. I throw myself onto his cock, determined to earn my bacon. A deep keening noise reverberates from my throat the longer he fucks me, and I lose control of the noises I'm making.

He's controlling me, using me, and I'll do anything to please him. It's the most twisted erotic thing I've ever experienced. My senses are in overdrive. Every time he tugs my hair and calls me his whore, a jolt of lightning shoots through my pussy, sending ripples of pleasure through my veins. He's pounding his massive cock in and out of my throat, and the world takes on a surreal feeling. I'm just a hole for him to use.

I can feel the wetness between my thighs, and it matches the moisture from my mouth. I'm a filthy whore who is creating a slippery mess. Drool is flowing from my lips onto my cleavage. My sundress is damp, and the fabric plasters to my hardened and aching nipples.

When I look up at him with his cock stuffed deep down my throat, I've never wanted a man more in my life. The things I want him to do to me—the depraved acts I want him to perform—make me feel filthy, and it makes me need his cock even more. I'm just a needy, cock-crazy whore and I want him to fuck me in every hole.

Brent's thrusts slow down and become erratic, and I realize that he's close to coming. The thought excites me, and I force myself to focus on making it better for him. I press my thighs together even more tightly and hum in low moans, vibrating my vocal chords to increase the tightness in my throat. When I see the shudder run up his thighs and into his muscles, I know he likes it. His soft moan makes my clit throb with desire, and my body aches for his touch.

"Suck me off, whore. Be a good slut and swallow my cum."

His words turn me on and make me feel a primal connection to him. I'm eager to taste his seed, and I suck for all I'm worth. His fist clenches my hair tightly as he begins to buck wildly into my mouth. I want his cum more than I want anything.

His thighs flex, and his body tenses as he prepares to burst inside me. His cock swells inside my throat.

"Ohhh fuck," he growls, "Swallow it, whore."

He blows a hot load into my mouth, and my throat contracts in reflex to swallow. I moan as he unloads his balls in long streams as he continues to fuck my face. I can't swallow it all, and saliva and cum dribble from the sides of my mouth as he pulses again.

When he's finished unloading, he pulls his cock from my mouth. He stands there looking down at me, his cum dribbling off my lips as I try to lick it all up. My eyes drift to his glorious cock, and a few strands of my saliva mixed with his cum hang from the head of his cock.

I want to finish cleaning him up, but I can tell he's done with me. I know I'm a mess, but I feel wonderful. My breasts are full and aching, and my body feels loose. His eyes are half-closed, and the sated look on his face makes me smile.

He pats my head gently and then grabs the edge of my dress, wiping my face with the soaked cotton.

"Thanks, Brent."

"You're welcome, my pregnant slut."

He helps me up, and I wobble a little as I stand, but I'm content because I pleased him. I can go home a happy slut.

He hands me the plate of bacon, piled high, but doesn't let go of it. "Now remember, you can't share with your husband unless he kisses you with tongue. That's the rule."

Holding on to the other edge of the plate, I grin at him. "Yes, Sir."

He finally surrenders the plate. "Just bring the plate back next weekend."

I give him a cutesy wave and head back to my apartment, clutching my hard-earned plate of bacon.

When I walk in, Harold is sitting at the kitchen table waiting. He looks at me as if he's in a trance.

I set the plate down and run my hands through his hair. "Do you want some bacon, hon?"

He nods, and I lean over and brush my lips against his. As he deepens the kiss without my coaxing him, I smile as our tongues twirl together. Harold moans into my mouth, and I know he's enjoying the taste of Brent.

If he didn't, he'd make me bacon every weekend when I ask.

The End
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Chapter 1



“Layla, please, stay for a few minutes after class. I need to talk to you about a new project I’d like your assistance on,” my professor, Elijah, told me.

“Of course.” I nodded, flashing him a huge smile.

Oh, I had some filthy tasks in mind that I could help him with. Unfortunately, right now, we were in the computer lab with all my classmates around, so I had to behave.

For now.

My best friend and roommate, Bea, giggled and playfully kicked my leg.

“So the sexy professor needs his assistant’s help. This is your chance, girl! Flirt with him, show off those big breasts and peachy ass of yours, and make him eat out of the palm of your hand!” she whispered. “I bet once you play with your blonde hair and bat your eyelashes at him, he’ll be mellowed out and putty for you!”

I smiled, a flush of heat claiming my face and neck. I avoided her eyes and played with the hem of my short summer dress.

Bea knew I’d had a crush on Elijah since first seeing him a few months ago, when I was starting my last year of college and learned he was going to be our new Cyber Security professor.

He was nearly twice my age, somewhere in his late forties, but despite him being a lot older than me, he was the hottest man I had ever seen. Tall, broad-shouldered, ripped as fuck, with short black hair and a well-groomed beard, and with those sizzling green eyes of his, I was smitten before the first lecture had even ended.

What Bea didn’t know, though, was that I had already been flirting with Elijah. And more than that. Me being his assistant had become our pretext for me being his slutty pet.

A thrill of pleasure rushed down my spine, and my face heated even more as I remembered the way he touched and stroked my body and how he claimed my mouth and pussy, making me eagerly surrender to his delicious dominance.

I’d expected him to be good in bed, but I never imagined he’d be such a sex god. I still didn’t know if it was his age and experience, the taboo and forbiddance of our relationship, how handsome he was, or that mix between dominance and tenderness he had shown me every time he fucked me, but with every passing day, I was falling harder for him.

And that was almost unbelievable, given how infatuated I had been with him since we met.

I wished I could tell Bea the truth. She was my best friend, and I trusted her. Yet, I was too afraid of how our illicit moments might affect Elijah’s career — and mine, also — if anyone caught on to us, so I kept my mouth shut about it.

“He’s watching you!” Bea teased me.

She was right, and my pussy clenched as my gaze locked with Elijah’s. Once the lecture ended, he dismissed the class. Everyone hurried outside, ready to enjoy their free time. This was the last seminar we had for the day, so all my classmates were impatient to relax and have some fun.

And so was I, except that my desired guilty pleasure was right in front of me, relaxing in his chair while watching the students storm out from the lab.

I waved goodbye to Bea, who winked at me on her way out. She had been the last one to leave, and my inner slut perked up as soon as my mind realized I was alone with Elijah.

Finally!

Standing up, I swayed my hips as I sashayed toward him. I let my eyes linger on his body. God, how was he hotter each day than the one before? He was wearing a white shirt paired with an elegant black jacket, his taut frame perfectly filling out his clothes.

A fuzzy warmth claimed hold of my core as images of us fucking into oblivion flashed through my mind. Well, I was ready to beg and pout until he made me scream his name again and again if I had to.

Elijah followed me with his eyes, and, oh yes, given the raw desire in them, I could easily tell he was in the same horny mood I was. He stared for a few moments at my deep cleavage before studying the swell of my hips and my long, bare legs with a lot of interest.

A shiver of electricity coursed through me as he focused on my lips. I instinctively licked them, making him grin. Once I reached his desk, I didn’t hesitate before climbing on it, ending up on my hands and knees right in front of him.

God, I had no idea where this slutty confidence was coming from. I was usually introverted and shy, but with him, I always felt the need to behave like the ultimate whore. And truth be told, I liked it.

I never imagined I could embrace this side of myself in such a shameless way, but with Elijah, it was so easy to melt into it and be unapologetically myself.

“Did you say you wanted me for a project?” I purred, lingering mere inches away from him.

Elijah chuckled and leaned in, bracing his arms on the desk, right next to mine. Tingles ran along my hands. The proximity of his palms, so close but not quite touching yet, only fueled my burning urge to have them all over my body.

A shiver of lust rolled down my back as his eyes captured mine. The tension between us felt like electricity, and the wetness between my thighs grew even more. He wasn’t even touching me yet, and I was already buzzing and almost moaning.

Elijah was so close to me that I could feel his minty breath stir against my face, and my pulse quickened as the forest notes of his cologne enveloped me.

God, I had dreamed about his scent since that filthy moment in the classroom when he fucked me for the first time. I took a deep breath, flooding my system with his masculine musk.

Damn, he was just looking at me, and I was already a humming, needy mess. More spirals of fire traveled through me as he said, “Yes, Layla,” and my name rolled off his tongue in that raspy, seductive way it always happened when we were alone.

The scratch of the chair against the flooring echoed as he stood up. I quickly shifted into a kneeling position, inching as close to the desk’s edge as possible without falling from it. Actually…if I collapsed over it, I’d land right in his arms.

Maybe that wouldn’t be such a bad idea.

My pussy approved of my filthy plan with an ache, more wetness soaking my panties. Of course, knowing that today I had the Cyber Security lab, I had made sure to wear one of my sluttiest yet kind of innocent outfits. The dress was blue and tight, and I’d matched it with the skimpiest lingerie set I had.

And given the primal, lust-filled way he was studying me, I bet he approved of my choice, too.

My train of thought came to an abrupt halt as soon as Elijah decided he was ready to play with his impatient, needy pet. I quivered as he placed his palms on my thighs and started to travel along my sides, making a detour over my ass, before stopping on my tits.

“Elijah,” I moaned, arching and pressing myself into his touch.

Even through the thin fabric of my dress and my bra, I could feel the firmness of his palms. My nipples hardened, and I asked myself if he could feel them. Given how thin the fabric of the dress and my bra were, probably yes.

While stirring under his touch, I smiled, taking in all his chiseled features. I let my hands travel along his torso and shoulders, stroking his muscles in the same lazy rhythm he was massaging my breasts.

He was so close to me that every cell of my being was deliciously aware of his. The tiny space between us felt like it was humming with a magnetic pull. The warmth of his body radiated through me, and my clit throbbed more intensely with every movement of his fingers.

“Am I correct in assuming this is the important project you needed me for?” I asked between the little pants and moans leaving my mouth.

I slipped my palms under his shirt, caressing him. His stomach muscles jumped under my touch, and my inner slut drooled as I once again felt the river of strength his entire body was.

“Yes, but this is only the first part of it. You see, today I didn’t have time to eat, and now I’m in a ravenous state. But I want something very specific. Something sweet and pretty.”

I gasped and whimpered as he swiftly grabbed my hips and maneuvered me in such a way that I ended up with my back on his desk and my legs in the air. Oh, that was unexpected, and more jolts of pleasure spiked through me as he palmed my body.

“Elijah,” I moaned, thrashing as he hitched up my dress and slipped my panties down my legs.

The temperature in the room was perfect, and yet, the sensation of the air touching my shaved, glistening pussy felt like a chilly caress, covering me in goosebumps. I spread my thighs as much as I could, offering myself to him.

“So beautiful,” he murmured, skimming his fingers along my legs.

Sparkles of lust rushed through my veins as Elijah licked his lips while staring at my exposed, swollen pussy. I mewled and shivered as he slipped his fingers between my folds.

“You’re always so wet, like a little slut,” he said.

His voice was hoarse, and his eyes were filled with that primal hunger that always switched on all of my buttons. Mixed with his dirty talk and the delicious torture his fingers were now subjecting my clit to, I was already speeding toward my release.

God, he’s incredible! How is he always doing this to me, driving me so wild with so little?

My breath hitched and I thrust my hips upward as he leaned on top of me and placed a kiss on my abdomen. The grainy feel of his beard against my soft skin sent tingles through my entire body.

Elijah grabbed my legs and spread them as wide as possible while his lips worshiped every inch of my torso. His mouth felt like liquid fire, and more slickness flooded my pussy. I let out a weak whimper as he bit my hips. I knew I was going to have a hickey there, and that only skyrocketed me closer to the edge.

His lips trailed lower, closer and closer to my burning point. My heart thumped wildly, hotness engulfing and flooding my system with each new touch.

“Fuck!” I moaned as he buried his face between my thighs.

Elijah attacked my clit, licking, sucking, and kissing me there, while he plunged his fingers inside my channel. I clawed at his head and tugged at his hair, trying to push him further into me.

God, he knew what he was doing, and my body sang for him. I writhed on the desk, flailing my legs in the air as he feasted on me. In my desperate thrashing, I knocked over his laptop and mug of coffee. I froze for a moment, my pulse pounding in my veins.

Did anyone hear that?

Fuck, the door wasn’t closed, and my brain cells finally realized that anyone could come in at any moment. The thrill of danger, the forbidden nature of the situation, and the risk pushed me into overdrive, making everything even hotter.

Elijah didn’t seem to care, though. He was letting out those fucking delicious, greedy growls while devouring me like a starved beast, ignoring everything else around us.

“Fuck!” I panted, arching into him as much as I could.

My entire being was vibrating with the need for release. Every swirl of his tongue and thrust of his fingers nudged me toward my climax. My cries of bliss increased in intensity as he relentlessly ate me out.

“You’re so sweet and tasty,” he growled, doubling down on his efforts.

I was so wet that the lewd squelch of his fingers and the slurps of his lapping mingled with our moans and grunts. My cheeks burned with heat. God, I had never been devoured like this before.

Yeah, I’d had guys in the past eat me out, but none of them had done it with such raw hunger, greediness, and desire. He was insatiable, and his sounds of pleasure aroused me more than anything else.

“That’s my good little whore,” he groaned, giving my folds a long, sensual lick that made my toes curl.

Elijah teased me by blowing a soft stream of air over my swollen clit, making me shudder and cry out in blissful neediness. My mind could barely process all the euphoria he stormed upon me as he attacked my pussy once again.

Everything he did grew more intense. He curled his fingers and moved them more quickly, making me buck every time he hit my G-spot. At the same time, he attached his mouth to my clit with even more greediness, pleasure shooting through me at every swirl of his tongue.

“You’re so responsive,” he groaned between licks. “I love it! What a good slut you are, Layla.”

Everything turned blurry around me. I planted my feet on the edge of the desk to grant myself enough leverage to thrust against his face and take even more of what he was offering me. This was so fucking amazing!

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” I whimpered.

My climax crashed against me with the force of a billion orgasms, making me shudder and involuntarily clench my thighs around his head. Elijah growled and continued his sensual assault on my pussy, lapping up every droplet of the sweet liquid flowing from my throbbing core.

My loud screams of pleasure dissolved into needy cries of joy as euphoria spread through me. Everything around us ceased to exist for a few moments, leaving me floating through a sea of rapture. Elijah continued to devour me until I came back from my height, spent and still trembling uncontrollably, letting out an unintelligible blend of moans, whimpers, and pants.

“What a good pet you are,” he praised me, his words making me tingle. “Come here, little whore,” he said.

All my brain cells were partying, but as I caught sight of him undoing his belt, my mouth watered on the spot.

Oh, was he going to fuck me? Yes, please! Yes! Yes! Yes!

I desperately pawed at his pants, helping him shed his clothes. Oh, I had missed that beautiful cock of his so much. I smiled and my eyes lit up as he finally released it from his boxers.

Fuck, he was so incredibly hard and huge, exactly as I remembered. Warmth coiled and jerked inside my core as I admired the veins slithering along his length, from the base to the mushroom head. Pre-cum oozed from the tip, and I couldn’t hold back the soft moan that ripped through my throat as I admired him.

“I want you so much,” I panted. “Please, fuck me!”

The desire to have him inside my pussy was overwhelming. It felt as if my entire body was on fire. My lust and need were mirrored in his eyes, too, and to my delight, Elijah was quick to make my filthy wish come true. Before I knew it, he was driving himself inside me.

I instinctively wrapped my legs around his waist, melting into him as he nestled his cock inside my pussy.

“Fuck, Elijah,” I moaned.

My inner walls buzzed with electricity and hugged his length. He was so big that he stuffed me completely, teasing all my sweet spots.

“I missed this pretty, tight, warm cunt,” he groaned, hugging and pressing me into him.

I mewled as he rocked his hips and started to fuck me with long, lazy thrusts. He pulled out almost completely before plunging back inside and burying himself balls-deep, massaging my G-spot at every penetration. My head fell back, a stream of moans ripping through my throat.

I could tell he was once again doing that — gauging all my reactions and changing the rhythm and the angle based on my cries of pleasure. And God, he was reading my body and my filthy desires as if I was an open book.

“Yes! Yes!” I gasped. “Fuck me!”

Wrapping my hands around his neck, I mirrored his movements. My insides melted as he pressed his mouth to mine, his tongue probing at my lips. I moaned in our kiss, our tongues quickly finding each other and entwining in an intimate embrace.

“You’re such a sexy little slut,” he groaned as we broke apart for air.

Shudders of pleasure rippled through me as Elijah dug his fingers into my hips and started to plow me faster and harder. My inner walls hummed, pulsing around his shaft as he jackhammered into me.

Using my legs, I pulled him as deep inside my pussy as possible. The room was filled with our lewd sounds of pleasure and the wet, raw, erotic music of our bodies colliding with each other.

“Yeah, I think I forgot it in the lab. No, of course not. Yeah, I checked there, too.”

I froze, clamping hard on Elijah’s cock, as the loud voice reached us. He tensed and dug his fingers into my hips, pressing me against him, not moving. The voice was coming from the hallway, and given the footsteps, it seemed whomever was out there was walking toward us.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

The voice sounded like Angela, one of my classmates. My heart leaped to my throat and remained there, strangling me. I glanced at Elijah. He was staring at the door, and I could see his mind spinning, searching for solutions.

Fuck, this could ruin both of us.

And yet, in the wrongest possible way, the high risk of the situation and the fear of being caught with my professor’s cock buried inside my pussy aroused me even more. Melted hotness engulfed me, and given the way he was throbbing, I assumed it was the same for him.

“Oh, found it! Yeah, you were right. It was in that hidden pocket of my purse.”

Thank God!

I breathed with ease as we could hear the footsteps and the voices moving away from us.

“This was close,” I whispered.

“Yeah,” he said, letting out a sigh of relief. “And hot.”

I knew it! I gave him an amused look and undulated my body, inviting him to resume his sensual thrusting. The fact that we had almost gotten caught and the taboo of our forbidden moment seemed to switch something inside him, too.

Elijah squeezed my hips and started to fuck me with abandon. His cock was like a rough piston as he ravished me, sending waves of pleasure through my body from head to toe. I met each one of his movements with one of my own.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” I chanted, digging my nails into his back. “Fuck me!”

“You liked the risk, didn’t you, little whore? I could feel this pretty cunt of yours milking my cock.”

A flush of warmth rushed to every corner of me. I mewled, “Yes,” too lost in the haze of euphoria his erratic thrusts had turned my head into, to focus enough to speak coherently.

The desk creaked under our frantic movements, its protests mingling with our filthy moans and grunts.

“You’re incredible, Layla,” he groaned, slamming his hips against mine.

The storm of mewls and whimpers that left my mouth seemed to urge him to fuck me even rougher. His wild strokes pushed me toward my orgasm, the sweet tension building rapidly within my lower belly.

Elijah pressed me flush against his body as he pounded me like a beast in heat. My muscles tensed as the pressure grew within my core. I could feel myself gnawing at the gates of another orgasm.

“Layla,” he growled, and the possessiveness his voice was laced with made me see stars.

I chanted his name as I surrendered to my release. Electricity zig-zagged through my body. I writhed and spasmed in Elijah’s arms, crying out my pleasure. Fuck, I was so loud that anyone passing by the door would be able to hear me, but at that moment, I didn’t care.

Jolts of ecstasy burst out within me, spreading a fuzzy warmth through my entire being. Elijah fucked me with abandon, and I could tell he was now chasing his own release, using me for his pleasure.

I felt like a living, breathing sex doll, a set of holes on heels he could do anything he wanted with, and that pushed so many buttons within me that I almost came undone once again in his arms.

His cock jerked within my pussy, and the moment I glanced at him and our gazes locked together, I could feel another climax unleashing within me. There was such an intensity in his eyes and so much raw lust, possessiveness, and desire that every nerve of my body crackled with electricity.

I clenched hard on his shaft, making Elijah hiss with pleasure. The next moment, he roared and exploded inside me, his cum flooding my pussy. Pleasure consumed me as my juices mingled with his seed and leaked down my thighs onto the wooden surface of his desk.

Elijah squeezed me against his taut frame, keeping me in his arms as he unloaded himself. I stirred and trembled, uncontrollable waves of ecstasy coursing through me. Wrapped around him, I cried out and dug my nails into his back, completely lost in my realm of rapture.

Feeling his warmth claiming my pussy and grabbing hold of my core made everything blurry around me. My mind shut off for a few seconds, and all I could do was moan and pant, hugging him and murmuring his name.

“That’s my beautiful, slutty pet,” he whispered.

A cozy drowsiness embraced me as he kissed my forehead. The mix of roughness and tenderness made me shiver. I cuddled into him, purring as he caressed me and planted tiny kisses on my hair while murmuring my name.

How the hell was he always doing this?

Elijah left me completely spent and pushed beyond even what I thought was my body’s limit for filthiness every time he fucked me, and yet, as exhausted and sated as I was, I always craved more of him.

It was as if I was addicted to him.

As if I am his.

My heart beat rapidly as he lifted my chin, making me look at him while still holding me in his arms. His intense gaze captured mine, and I asked myself again if he had any idea what storm of emotions he was summoning within me every time he was around.

“Layla,” he whispered, and my pulse pounded as he trailed his fingers through my hair.

My soul vibrated as he caressed my face. I opened my mouth, but at that moment, I had no idea what I wanted to say. Everything had been so intense and incredible, and my brain cells were too drunk on euphoria for me to think.

I crushed my lips to his, kissing him with abandon, letting our bodies do the talking. His embrace tightened, and he pressed me into him as he deepened the kiss. This was heavenly, but even if I tried, I couldn’t ignore the murmurs of my heart.

Am I falling in love with him?

The End

If you want to read more stories about Layla and Elijah, you can check out the entire series (including a freebie!) here: https://books.ava-kade.com/professorspetseries

About the author: Ava Kade is a passionate writer of sweet and spicy age gap stories, centered around mature, dominant older men and naughty younger women. A lot of them contain a touch of the forbidden and taboo, everything laced together with lots of romance.
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Chapter 1



"This is perfect," I said, smiling as I spun around the pool deck. My parent's generous neighbor had loaned me his backyard for my 21st birthday party, and it was amazing.

My best friend Toby walked by and grinned, giving me a big hug. "Happy birthday, J-bug," he said, giving me a little squeeze. I laughed and punched his shoulder, and he stepped back, looking around. "Pretty dope of Sean to let you use his pool."

I rolled my eyes, laughing. "Don't say dope."

"What? I'm cool!" Toby beamed at me. He was cute, if a bit geeky, with a lean build, glasses, and wavy brown hair that and was perpetually in his hazel eyes. We'd been friends since the fourth grade, when he'd moved in a few houses down, and we'd discovered our mutual love, and mutual lack of skill for skateboarding. And even when I'd moved past that group of friends, Toby had always remained by my side.

"Not that cool," I teased. "But yeah, it is nice of Sean to do this for me."

Sean lived next door to us and was a casual friend of the family, though too young to really get along with my parents. He was in his early thirties and had hit it big with some app he'd developed with a group of friends. Now, he was filthy rich and generous, to boot. The party was far better than anything I could have done in my tiny college student apartment, on my tiny college student budget.

Even better, Sean had a nice tall fence that let us enjoy ourselves without any of the neighbors checking to see what we were up to.

I scanned the crowd, my eyes locking on Sean. I'd accepted Sean's offer partly because I wanted to see my parents' sexy neighbor in a swimsuit. And the play had paid off. He was lounging by the pool, his muscular chest glistening with water droplets.

Might as well thank him for his generosity, right? I gave Toby a little wave and made my way over to the chair where Sean was. Behind me, Jesse and Connor were having splashing in the pool, and I screamed as some of the water got on me, then quickly recovered my cool, posing casually in the chair next so Sean.

"Hey," I said, keeping my voice low and sultry. He looked up, his piercing blue eyes meeting mine, and I reached out and touched his arm. "Thanks again. This is amazing."

"Of course. It's no big deal, and you deserve to cut loose for your birthday, June," he replied, his voice warm and rich. His bright blue eyes skimmed on my body, on the skimpy red bikini I'd chosen for the occasion, and I was pretty sure he liked what he saw. Impulsively, I leaned in to give him a hug, my nearly bare breasts pressing against his hard, sculpted chest. My nipples hardened instantly at the contact, the thrill of our closeness sending shivers down my spine.

"Happy birthday," he whispered into my ear, hugging me back before pulling back, a knowing smile playing on his lips as he set his hands on my hips, keeping me in his lap.

"Thank you. This party goes beyond anything I imagined. You didn't have to." I looked around at my friends splashing in the pool and mingling and smiled.

"Of course I did. What are neighbors for?"

"I don't know. Mrs. Mason across the street never threw me a pool party."

He laughed. "That eighty-year-old bitch."

"I know, right?" I laughed along with him.

"Your dad did me a big favor a few months ago, and when he told me he wanted to give you a great birthday party, I decided that was an easy way to repay him."

"Aww. My hero." I clutched my hands to my chest and fluttered my eyelashes.

"But then I saw your guest list." His hands tightened on my hips, holding me still. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed my ex-boyfriend watching us, jealousy etched across his face. I couldn't resist pressing myself closer to Sean, arching my back and crushing my breasts against his chest as I kissed his cheek.

His hands wrapped around my waist, pressing me away. "June." His breath was hot in my ear, a warning note in his voice. "Careful."

"What is there to be careful of?"

"You're walking on thin ice, little girl. And don't think I didn't notice that the only people you invited to your party are men."

"I just like men. All of my friends are guys."

"Is that because you wanted to fuck them all?" he asked.

I blinked down at him, shock making my heart skip a beat. "What?"

"Look around. There are no other women here." He was right, of course. But my friends were all guys, and that was how it had always been. That didn't mean anything.

"They're just friends. I'm more of a tomboy, and I hang out with guys. I like sports and skateboarding. You know how it goes."

"How many of them want to fuck you?" His thumbs were drawing circles on my bare stomach, and I was having trouble focusing on his words. I looked around the pool, and nearly everyone's eyes were on us. My nipples hardened as I realized what Sean was saying.

"It's not like that," I whispered.

"Mmm, are you sure? Because I see a little slut with an all male entourage so she can get dick any time she needs it?"

"I haven't fucked any of them. They're not my type, they're just friends."

"Seriously? You've got every type of guy here. The cut jock with the eight pack abs." He pointed at Jake. "The geek with the big dick."

When Sean pointed at him, Toby's eyebrows shot up. But I was staring at his bulge, outlined in the damp nylon of his swim trunks. He was right, Toby was huge, the ridge of his cock hanging down so low in his trunks that he was almost exposing himself. I'd honestly never looked at his crotch, because I didn't see Toby in a sexual way. So why was my mouth watering as I stared at the way his wet shorts perfectly outlined the fat head of his dick?

I squirmed in Sean's lap. And as Sean pointed out each of my guy friends, my pussy grew wetter. Cole, with his skater boy good looks, Connor, who was brilliant, but shy, and Dev, the sweet artist.

"They're my friends. That's all."

Sean skimmed his finger along the strap of my bikini. "If they're only friends, why are you wearing this tiny little bikini for them? Putting yourself on display. Maybe you know what it does to them. Maybe you want them to chase you."

I growled in frustration. "I dressed like a slut because I wanted to fuck you, Sean," I shouted, and every head in the pool area turned. He smirked at me and leaned forward.

"You, little pick-me girl, have all the ingredients of an insatiable cockslut. You just haven't started using the cocks yet. A guy has to wonder why. But when I'm done with you, everyone at this goddamn party will know exactly what you are."

. "You're going to fuck me in front of them?" I squirmed in his lap, impossibly turned on by the thought of the guys watching me used by Sean.

"I'm going to turn you into a little whore for them. Every single man here will get to fuck you. You'll never be able to spend time with them again without craving what you'll get today. Go out to the bars with them? You'll be sucking their cocks under the table. Head to their houses? You'll be sprawled out on their couch, taking all the loads of cum they can give you."

"I don't think of them like that," I protested, even as my pussy grew wetter and my nipples pebbled under my swimsuit, imagining what it would be like to have all six guys using me whenever they needed to get off. "This is insane. I figured you for a possessive caveman type."

He laughed. "I'm a different kind of caveman. And you should be running away before I ruin you."

"And if I want to be ruined?" Why had I said that?

"Then arch your back, pretty girl. Show us all those gorgeous tits."

I did, and shifting my weight made me realize how hard he was. He felt so big, so hot. And I wanted all of it. Every single man here will get to fuck you. His words echoed on repeat in my mind, and where they should have inspired fear, instead I felt an intense lust that I couldn't explain.

My friends were gradually noticing that something was going down and moving closer.

"You okay, June?" Braden, the sweetheart of the group, asked, his eyes on the way Sean was toying with the front tie on my bikini. I did nothing as the knot came loose and my breast bounced free, exposed to the guys. I shuddered in his lap, not sure how I felt.

"Don't worry," Sean said. "She's so fucking wet for this."

"Sean!" I gasped, overwhelmed by a heady mix of embarrassment and arousal. Braden took a step forward. I met his concerned warm brown eyes.

"That one definitely wants to fuck you," Sean whispered, tilting my chin down. Braden's cock, thick and impressively long, was tenting his shorts.

I licked my lips, then stopped, afraid Sean would assume that meant I liked what I saw. The party had gone quiet, and all eyes were on my tits.

"Pinch those nipples. Touch your sexy little tits. Give them a show." He leaned back against the backrest of the lounger and watched. "These men would follow you to the ends of the Earth. If you need to be fucked, they're ready."

I whimpered, desire coursing through my body as I stared down at Sean. My nipples hardened more, and I felt sensitive and alive, as if a live wire linked them to my pussy. I ran my hands up my waist and over my chest, still in his lap as I arched my back and squeezed and pinched my breasts, meeting Toby's eyes for a moment as that bulge in his swim trunks grew.

"What are you feeling?" Sean asked.

"I don't know." I glanced around at my friends. I'd known them all for years, and I could barely believe that they were all waiting patiently to see what lewd thing Sean would get me to do next. And in an instant, I knew things had changed forever. "How can I please all of them?"

He grinned. "I wish I knew earlier that you were a dirty little whore. I might have come over and fucked you sooner." The words should've shocked me, but they only fueled my desire. I leaned in and kissed him, moaning as his lips crashed against mine. My face flushed with excitement as I watched the scene unfold, and I felt less embarrassed and more aroused by the moment.

I looked back down at Sean, who smiled. "Your body aches for this, doesn't it? Show me what you want," Sean growled, his grip on my ass tightening. Driven by my lust and the shifting energy of the party, I arched my back and grabbed his hair, tugging his mouth to my nipple.

"Please," I demanded, my voice raw with need. He didn't hesitate, sucking the hardened peak between his lips and swirling his tongue around it. It was electric — each flick and tease sending shockwaves through my body.

He lifted his head. "Fuck, June. You're so damn sexy."

My body screamed with need, my mind consumed by the lustful scene around us. I could feel Sean's hard cock pressing against my pussy as I shifted in his lap, desperate to be even closer to him. We needed to get rid of these swimsuits.

"Baby girl," he groaned, his hand slipping under my swimsuit to feel how wet I was. "You're absolutely drenched." He untied the side ties on my bikini bottom, tossing that aside as well, so that I was completely nude in his lap. A couple tumbled onto the chair beside us, kissing wildly, and I whimpered as Sean's hands roamed freely over my body.

"Please, Sean, I need you."

"Then take what you need, baby," he lifted his hips and slipped his swim trunks down, that thick cock slipping free. It was huge, even bigger than I'd imagined, and I wrapped a hand around it, gasping, softly.

With a firm grip on his thick, throbbing shaft, I aligned myself over him, straddling his lap. My friends cheered as they watched me mount his cock, their gazes fueling my desire to be used and degraded. I wanted everyone to see that this was what I'd wanted all along. This was why I gathered men around me.

"Fuck, you're so tight," he hissed through gritted teeth as I lowered myself onto him, taking every inch of his massive length. The sensation was overwhelming, a mixture of pain and pleasure that threatened to break me apart. I'd never taken anyone as big as him, and I forced his cock in deep, crying out as he filled me up. I looked across the crowd of my friends watching us, and impossibly, it was Toby's gaze that locked with mine. He smiled.

"Show them what you are," Sean urged, his voice a seductive growl. And as I began to ride him, the cheers of our audience filled the air. I knew there was no turning back. Several of the bolder guys already had their cocks out, and I drank in the sight of my friends, realizing how sexy they were.

"Good girl," he praised, his hands gripping my hips as he guided my movements. "Let them all see what a perfect little whore you are."

As Sean's whispered words echoed in my ears, I felt another presence approach. My ex-boyfriend, Jake, appeared before me with a wicked grin, his throbbing cock bumping against my lips. I glanced at Sean for approval, and he gave a subtle nod of permission.

"Go on, June," he commanded. "Show them what a greedy little slut you can be."

Eager to prove myself, I parted my lips and took Jake into my mouth, still riding Sean's massive shaft beneath me. The taste of Jake was intoxicating, and I moaned around his thick length as it slid deeper down my throat.

"Fuck, that feels good," Jake groaned, gripping my hair tightly as he began to fuck my face. "Didn't think you had it in you, June."

I sucked him hungrily, feeling the power shift between us — I was no longer the sweet, innocent girl he had known. With every stroke of his cock, I felt more in control, more alive than ever. My mind raced with thoughts of submission and domination, diving headfirst into this newfound world of pleasure and pain.

"Look at her go," someone in the crowd cheered, and I could feel their eyes on me as I continued to service Jake while bouncing on Sean's rock-hard cock. It excited me, knowing that they were watching my transformation, witnessing my descent into depravity.

"Take it all, baby," Sean growled, thrusting up into me as I took Jake deeper into my throat. I felt Jake's cock throb as his orgasm overtook him, and Sean moved faster, fucking me roughly as Jake's cum spilled down my chin and painted my breasts.


Chapter 2



My birthday party was no longer about my birthday. Or maybe it was, and maybe my friends were gifting me in the best way they knew how, filling me with their beautiful cocks and hot cum. The scent of sweat and lust was thick in the air, and Sean's filthy words coaxed me to embrace my need to serve cock.

"Get on your hands and knees," Sean ordered, lifting me off of his lap. I obeyed without hesitation, and he gripped my hips and position me so that I was exposed to both him and a stranger.

"Ready, June?" he asked, his voice steady and deep. "There's a line of men waiting to fuck you."

"I want your cock," I whined.

He chuckled. "Be a good girl, and you just might get it."

A thick cock slammed into my pussy, and I cried out, looking over my shoulder to find Braden buried inside me. He was so fucking good. Shouting his name, I grappled at the lounge chair, trying to get closer, to take his cock deeper. Sean ran his hand down my spine and slapped my ass as Braden fucked me with wild abandon. Jesse, a friend from my college major, came up and brushed the hard head of his cock against my mouth. He was rock hard and perfectly formed, and I whispered his name like a prayer before sucking him in deep.

Jesse didn't last long, coming all over my face in thick, salty ropes.

"Sean," I whimpered as Braden's cock thrust again and again into my needy pussy, looking around for him. Suddenly, his big cock appeared in front of me. I dove for it so fast I choked on it, sucking as hard as I could as Braden's rough thrusts forced me deeper on to his thick shaft. And Braden, ever the gentleman, started to work my clit with an expertise I never would have expected from him.

I screamed around Sean as an orgasm crashed over me, my pussy milking Braden until he came with a shout, filling me up with his cum.

Sean shifted again and slid into me, his thickness stretching me open. I gasped at the sensation, my body responding to his dominance. At the same time, Connor dragged the head of his cock against my lips, and I opened my mouth to take him in, Jake's and Jesse's cum dripping down my lips. The taste of him filled my senses, and I moaned around him, my body overwhelmed by the pleasure of being spit-roasted.

"Fuck, June," Sean groaned, thrusting into me harder and faster, driving me closer to the edge. My world narrowed down to the cocks filling my pussy and mouth, the fulfillment of my forbidden desires consuming me.

"Shit, I'm gonna come," Sean grunted, his grip on my hips tightening. I braced myself for the flood of warmth, knowing it would be enough to send me over the edge. But at the last moment, he pulled out, replaced by another cock. And someone was fingering my asshole, slicking lube over the opening.

No one had ever penetrated me there, but I needed more with a desperation that was difficult to explain. And the sensation wasn't so bad, at least not with one of my friends slamming into me from below.

I didn't know who was fucking me anymore, and the thought of being used by every single one of my guy friends only fueled the fire inside me, my body desperate for more.

"Good girl," Sean whispered in my ear, his approval sending shivers down my spine. His fingers continued to work my ass, slowly stretching me open. And as the orgy continued around me, I surrendered myself completely to these primal desires — no longer innocent, but forever changed.

The taste of Connor's cum spread over my tongue as he grunted and filled my mouth with his hot release. I swallowed greedily, my body craving every drop. As he stepped back, panting, another man took his place, pressing his thick cock against my lips.

"Open up, sweetheart," Sean commanded, grabbing my hair and offering me to Dev. I obeyed without hesitation. I felt hands on my shoulders, lifting my hips and shoving me onto a waiting lap, and I gasped as I lowered myself onto the hard length beneath me. This man was bigger than any of them, even Sean, and I looked down to see Toby staring up at me. I didn't have a chance to look at the man who was inside me, because someone yanked me around and thrust into my mouth again just as Toby slammed up into me.

He was so big it hurt, and my eyes rolled back in my head as pleasure and pain warred inside me.

"Fuck, she's tight," Toby groaned, his fingers digging into my hips. "I've wanted to do this for so damn long." Another set of hands guided me forward, and I looked over my shoulder to see Sean smiling down at me. In an instant, I found myself skewered between two cocks, one filling my pussy and Sean, his cock slick with lube, pushing deep inside my asshole.

The stretch of two cocks was almost too much to handle, and I grappled for purchase on Toby's shoulders as Sean pulled out, then thrust back inside my tight hole. There was no way he should be able to fit, but he was forcing his way in, making room inside me. An orgasm hit me hot and wild as they started to thrust, and for a moment, I forgot how to breathe.

"Take it all, June," Sean whispered in my ear, his voice thick with lust as he thrust again and again into my ass. "You're doing so well."

My body was a symphony of sensation, the two cocks pounding into me from opposite directions, driving me wild. My hands reached out blindly, searching for more, and I found two more rigid lengths waiting for my touch. I wrapped my fingers around them, stroking them, preparing them for what I needed. Another cock bumped my lips, and I sucked it eagerly, moaning around it.

"Greedy girl, aren't you?" one of the men teased, but I only moaned in response, the overwhelming need for more consuming me.

I rode the crest of pleasure, my body tightening as another orgasm approached. The man in my mouth let out a ragged cry, his cock twitching as he spilled his cum across my face. I blinked through the mess, my vision hazy, but my hunger undiminished.

"Please," I whimpered, my voice raw. "More."

Sean shifted and pressed deeper into my asshole, and I screamed, bucking between them as my best friends showered me in their cum. Finally, I felt Sean let go, his cock swelling and exploding, shooting ropes of cum deep inside me.

"This is what you're made for, isn't it?" Toby asked, slamming up into my pussy one last time, his body shaking as his impossibly big cock unloaded inside me. As the other guys backed off, I looked down at Toby, who looked rather smug. I growled at him, shifting to sit up. I was still impaled on his huge cock, and I whimpered, shuddering, as I wondered if he could stay hard for another round.

Toby reached out and fist-bumped Sean. "Told you."

Sean laughed, shaking his head. "She exceeded my expectations. You guys have fun with her." With that, he turned and walked back into his house, leaving me surrounded by my six best friends.

Braden flopped into a lounge chair beside us. "So what do we do? Work out a rotation for use of June's cunt?"

"Braden," I gasped.

"How about she's my girlfriend, and you guys all have free use of her body," Toby said, grinning. I squirmed in his lap, and he thrust gently, letting me know that he was, in fact, able to go again. "Same sorts of things we always do, but if you need to, you can take my whore girlfriend into the bathroom and shove your dicks down her throat."

"Toby," I whined, starting to bounce on top of him, grinding down into him, taking him as deep as possible.

The other guys wandered off, splashing in the pool and goofing off, as I stared down into Toby's bright blue eyes, thinking maybe, just maybe, he was a little hotter than I'd always thought. I leaned down and kissed him, moaning as he rolled us over and spread my legs wide.

"You thought you were going to get Sean, didn't you, little slut?" he asked, grinning.

"I like you better," I whispered, knowing for certain that it was true.

The End?

Chastity Spears is my spicy side pen focused on age gap and group fun. You can find her stories at: https://read.chastityspears.com
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Chapter 1



“I can’t believe this.” Sheila threw her bag onto the ground, venting her frustration on her imitation Coach bag.

“What do you want me to do about it, Sheila? Sleep in the car?” Rich snapped.

Her light brown eyes widened to almost comic proportions. “I-I didn’t say anything like that! I was j-just surprised.”

“I tried to get separate rooms and even separate beds. This was the only thing available. We’re lucky we got this.” Rich walked over to the small fridge and grabbed a beer out of it. At least the little inn kept the rooms equipped with beer and snacks.

The odd couple had ridden together to go to the Halloween event of the century. Rich with his lanky build and ruddy cowboy exterior and Shelly’s short, curvy body and bougie appearance were from two different worlds. This weekend their friends were crowding to Hollow Lane, where they really did up spooky season. There would be games and prizes and so much drinking. They didn’t really like each other, but Rich had found Shelly stranded on the side of the road with her hood up. Her fancy foreign car had died, and she was stuck. And sobbing. She should’ve bought an American car.

But he couldn’t leave her like that.

And this is how he was rewarded for his good deed. He shook his head and cracked open his bottle of beer.

Sheila turned with a gasp, her hand clutching her actual pearls. “Oh my God, are you going to drink? What are you going to do next? Get drunk and have your way with me?”

Rich started laughing. “Sheila cut the shit. I remember when you moved to town in high school. You had your face buried in the lap of every varsity football player before the end of the season. If I wanted to fuck you, I don’t think I’d have to try very hard.”

Her mouth dropped open. “Maybe you shouldn’t have believed all those rumors, Rich. When did you ever see me act slutty?”

Rich pointed his bottle at her mouth. “Better close that thing. You never know what might drop-in,” he said, and then took a long, satisfying pull from his bottle.”

She shook her head. “You don’t know what you’re talking about. I’m taking a shower. I need to get this grime off of me.” After searching through her bag, she pulled out an outfit and stomped into the bathroom.

“Hey, maybe I need to use it!” he protested. She looked him straight in the eye as she closed the door. He shook his head and chuckled ruefully. She was something else.

After consulting the inn’s menu, he ordered for himself and for Sheila. He figured she’d hate that, but he wasn’t going to complain if he got food and she didn’t have any.

“Damned if you do and damned if you don’t,” he murmured to himself.

He remembered the look of shock on her face when he’d basically called her the high school slut. Maybe those guys hadn’t been as honest with him as he’d thought. He shrugged. High school was a long time ago anyways.

Rich took in the room for the first time since they got there. Other than only having the one bed, it was a pretty good size. Instead of a couch, it had two chairs that were pretty comfortable and an end table. A flat-screen that he probably wouldn’t turn on. It had a small kitchenette, but there wasn’t much food in there other than snacks. He’d been working all day, he needed a real meal. Not just chips.

Everything was all different shades of pink and cream. It looked good against Shelia’s golden brown skin, he thought and then shook his head. Where in hell did that thought come from? He shook his head again, and decided to read a newspaper and see what the market was looking like. Maybe he’d be able to distract himself.

Shelly took her time getting into the shower, shaken to the core. Her day had started at crap and just kept going right down the drain. She’d always known that Rich had a low opinion of her. She hadn’t known why until tonight. He had told her straight out that he’d believed everything those boys had said about her so many years ago.

That’s the thing about small towns. They had long memories.

She adjusted the water until it was the perfect temperature. She grabbed her hair and shoved it into a shower cap.

What are you going to do, get drunk and have your way with me?

Her words made her wince. Sheila got so nervous around him. She inevitably said something stupid, making him think she was the most stuck-up woman ever. He was so damn hot. His picking her up had been a dream come true and her worst nightmare all rolled into one.

Taking a deep breath, Sheila tried to shake it off. All she wanted was to smell beautiful and to get off. Her anxiety had been to the roof today and the best way for her to feel better was a nice orgasm. Fortunately, the shower had a removable head.

Sheila rubbed her golden body down with her customized body wash. As she paid special attention to her nipples, pulling and tugging at them, she thought about Rich’s sun-darkened skin, the way his eyes crinkled when she said something that amused him. Her hand slid lower as she imagined those work-roughened hands wrapped around her throat while he fucked her from behind. Her fingers circled her clit, stroking faster. She put a foot up on the tub, leaning against the back wall to get more access to her aching pussy.

She pulled the showerhead down, spraying her clit with its force while her fingers slid into her cunt. The water’s pulse was so hard against her pulsating button. She knew he would be a hard lover. Taking her fast and furious. Maybe even a little angry? She groaned, it wouldn’t be long now. Her hips starting moving with the motion, bringing her closer to release. Between her fingers and the water’s stream, her body was heating up for a release. She pictured him pulling her hair, his balls smashing against her ass. She cried out his name as a wave of heat took over her body.

Legs trembling, she took a few deep calming breaths. After she could fully stand, she finished spraying her body, rinsing off the soap and got ready to finish this evening with Rich.

Rich froze in the middle of taking a bite out of his sandwich when he heard Sheila call out his name. But it wasn’t a “help me” kind of call.

Nope, not unless she wanted help with making her come.

He put his sandwich down and took another pull from his beer instead. So that’s how it is? He pondered what he’d do with that information. She came out in a cloud of honey and cocoa butter and something else that he couldn’t quite identify. Her skin had a rosy hue and she was dressed in a soft skirt and a T-shirt. Her hair was up in a knot. She looked refreshed.

“Feel better now?” he asked, looking her over again.

She smiled briefly, flashing a dimple. “I feel much better, thank you.”

He held up a sandwich for her. “Hey, I grabbed you something to eat. I remember you like club sandwiches.”

“How did you remember that?”

“That time we all went bowling. Everybody else got Italian subs, you had a club.”

“Oh, right. I can’t believe you remember that,” she said, taking the sandwich. A soft look in came to her eyes. “Thank you.” Her words were soft and her smile was sweet.

“I remember a lot of things,” he said. Like the sound of your voice moaning my name, he thought.

Sheila gave him a quizzical look, her head tilted to the side. “Okay,” she drew the word out slowly.

She sat on the edge of the bed and took a huge bite of her sandwich, munching and kicking her feet.

He looked down at her toes, painted a red that was much brighter than the clothing she tended to wear. He took another pull of his beer.

“I heard you call my name,” he said.

Her eyes widened and she gasped and then started choking in surprise. He stood up to help her, but she held up a hand keeping him back.

After she’d regained her composure, she said, “You heard what now?”

“Do you really think you can pretend like you don’t know what I’m talking about?” He smirked at her, a dark look in his eyes.

After taking an extra-long time to wrap up her sandwich, she put it over on the side table. “Well, so what?”

His eyebrow raised. “So what, huh?”

“Yeah, so what? Do you want to do something about it?” And then she gasped, slapping her hand over her mouth. But it was too late. The challenge had been issued.

And Rich wasn’t somebody to miss a challenge. He uncurled from the chair, standing over her even in his socks. He unbuttoned the first button. The second. She gave an audible gulp as he exposed his collarbones. He walked over to her, his body moving slowly, sensually. Like a big cat on the prowl.

“Actually, yes. I would like to do something about it,” he said when he stopped in front of her. He reached down and gripped the back of her neck, his hand wrapped in the prim bun. Her hands softly landed on his abs, tentatively, like she wasn’t sure if he was actually there. Her head barely reached his shoulder.

“Come here, little princess,” he said, his voice like midnight summer’s heat. Engulfing her ability to breathe. He pulled her up and she gripped his shirt, straining against him.

And then he kissed her, his mouth slanted over hers ruling her. She was soft, rose petals and dew. He groaned, deepening the kiss. Tasting her tongue with his. And she gave as good as she got, leaning deeper into him. The heat they generated could’ve powered the entire town.

He reached down and did something he’d been fixing to do for years. Grabbed her thick ass with both hands, lifting her to rub her against his throbbing cock. Her moan reverberated against him and he swallowed it down gladly. His hands were under her skirt, against her bare golden flesh. No panties. He pulled away from her delicious lips to nip at her neck.

“Naughty girl,” he murmured.

“I have to let her breathe sometimes,” she said, her voice breathy.

His chuckle was dark as he rained kisses down her neck. Her scent was intoxicating. And now he realized what that scent was he hadn’t been able to pinpoint earlier. Her arousal was more evident. He wanted to taste her. She wrapped her legs around him like she was climbing a tree, pressing her soft curves against him.

Her ass was so soft, he squeezed, playing with it. Bouncing it. He caught a glimpse of his handful of ass in the mirror and he bit down on her neck in response. Her hands trailed up to his shoulders, and she dug her nails in, grinding into his cock. He strained against his zipper, and he wanted to sink balls deep into that sweet pussy.

But first… “Unwrap your legs, princess.” His voice rumbled and she immediately complied. He turned, pressing her back against the wall. He slid them down until he was on his knees, and her feet were on the floor. He lifted her skirt, exposing her neatly trimmed cunt to the air conditioned room. A shiver delicately ran down her skin as he whispered to her how beautiful she was.

He looked his fill before he kissed her inner thigh. “Open for me, princess. I want to taste my prize.”

She groaned as she bent her knees a little, opening her legs more. And there she was.

Brown links with a pinkish center. Wet flesh trembling. He licked her lips, her taste sweet, yet musky, so addictive. He could imagine staying there until the end of days. He was delicate, exploring with the tip of his tongue, avoiding her hot button. His thick tongue delved into her folds, every new exploration inviting a new sound from her. A strangled gasp, a quivering sigh, a shaky murmur. Her fingers sank into his hair, pulling at him. His tongue thrust into her, feeling those sugar walls quake around him. He mimicked what he wanted his cock to do to her, over and over again. Her legs trembled as she grabbed onto him for dear life.

He looked up, her hands had snuck underneath her shirt. He could see the very bottoms of them as she pulled and twisted her nipples. He nipped at her thighs, watching her take her pleasure. And then he concentrated on the task at hand. He wanted to give her a reason to call his name.

Her pleasure center was ripe and ready for the taking. He gave her one delicate taste, he was barely there. But her body was so keyed up, she jerked violently. And he delved in.

His lips pressed around her, his tongue flicking her madly. Pressing her gently against his teeth, she ground her pretty cunt down in response, soaking his beard. He ran his finger down her dripping cunt and entered her slowly. She cried out, gripping his hair tightly. He welcomed the pain. He wanted her beyond her self-control. He added another finger, increasing the rhythm of the thrusts along with the flick of his tongue. Swallowing her juices. Fuck she tastes so good.

He pulled back a little, looking up at her, blowing cool air on that clit. She jumped, her legs quivering. “Come for me princess. I want to drink you all up. Give it to me.”

Then he dove back into her juicy pussy, redoubling his efforts. Humming in encouragement, sucking her little center, flicking, nibbling, and fucking her with his fingers. She ground herself down on his face, her hips making delicious circles. He followed her movements, staying with her. Her head was thrown back, her eyes. Mouth moving but making no sounds.

“Come for me, baby. Come for me,” he encouraged and she groaned again. Her body stiffened, and he felt the shudders start inside of her quivering lips, radiating out into her body.

“Fuuuuck..Rich!” And this time when she cried his name, her voice was raw, barely recognizable and sexy as fuck. He held on, swallowing his reward.

Finally her body relaxed and she slumped against the wall. He pulled back, standing up slowly. He wrapped his arms around her.

“You alright princess?” he asked, smelling her in his mustache and his beard. Her scent was all around him. He would be sleeping with her on his face.

“I’m amazing,” she said, her voice drowsy. “But what about you?”

He kissed her forehead. “You think this was going to be our last time? Princess, we’re just getting started.”

The End

Blisse Wynters enjoys writing about women who take charge of their sexuality and the men who bind them. Want more from Blisse? https://medium.com/@blissewynters


Milkmaid for Her Roommate’s Brother and His Neighbor by Dina Pounder
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Chapter 1



I wait patiently in the tidy barn stall that's been converted into something like an office and washing-up space. I'm at the family farm of my college roommate, Kerri, but I decided to stay and continue my software engineering studies online while she went back to campus. It's her brother Sam I’m listening to as he goes about his work inspecting and milking the goats. His voice is soft and gentle as he works through their small herd, greeting them each by name as though they know who they are. At one point, he even calls for Gertrude, and I hear, from the opposite side of the barn, a goat bleating as it trots to him.

I get it. He has big and calloused but surprisingly gentle hands.

I wait patiently for him until he finishes with the last goat, packs up the equipment he was using, and heads to the office to wash his hands.

He pauses at the threshold when he sees me sitting there on the bench, legs parted, completely naked, my breasts swollen and aching.

"Oh dear, did I forget about you?" he asks in the deep, resonant voice that first caught my attention when I came here. He's hot as sin in denim and work boots, but his drawl is what had me installing a keylogger on his computer to find out what kind of porn he likes.

And wouldn't you know, he's into some niche shit that I was more than happy to accommodate.

I look down at my tits, which have gotten so big in the last six months I've had to get my bras custom-made, and puff my bottom lip out.

"I waited for you all morning," I pout as he makes quick work of stripping off his shirt and scrubbing his hands, arms, and chest briskly.

"I'm sorry, Cream Puff," he croons, opening a cupboard and wheeling out a modified milking machine. A lot of stuff in this barn has been customized.

He brings it over to the bench I'm sitting on, but he sets it aside for the moment, instead setting both of his hands around one of my giant tits. He massages it carefully, applying just enough pressure that I squirm but in a good way.

"Aww, you're so engorged. You should have said something. Now I'm going to have knead them to loosen all this milk up first."

I don't think that's true, but I nod like it is. "Thank you, Sam."

"Of course, Cream Puff." He lays a kiss on my lips and then stays there, kissing each breathy moan, each gasp, each whimper, as he takes his time massaging not just my tits but my nipples, as well.

"Why didn't you pump?" he asks, but he's a sweetie. His tone is all honey.

"Because I was saving them for you."

"But they're so big and firm now."

I bite my bottom lip and nod.

"I don't think I've ever seen them so big before." He dips his head to kiss one and then the other, giving the distended nipples a firm squeeze. Then he looks back up and grins. "I guess I've said that before, though, haven't I?"

I nod. There was a time, back when Kerri was here and only a little suspicious, when I thought I'd hit my limit at DD. That seems like mosquito bites now.

"Are they big enough for you yet?" I ask innocently, bowing my back to thrust them out better, not caring that they're so huge they hang off me in gigantic, sagging teardrops.

Sam lifts one and then the other, rubbing my nipples with the sides of his roughened thumbs as the globes overflow his palms in all directions. "Mmm, almost."

Yeah, I saw that porn he likes. I'm not there yet.

"But you're doing so well, Cream Puff. So let me give you your reward."

He grabs a clean, damp washcloth and wipes my tits down, just as he would a goat's udder. Then he turns on the machine, and the sound of it is enough to get me wet between the legs. He's made me come with that machine alone dozens of times.

I part my knees further, as much to show him how aroused I am as to give him space between them. He scrutinizes me with his eyes and a swipe his thumb, but not in my slit. No, he goes to the plump, silky flesh above and gives a satisfied nod at how smooth I am.

He's particular about the hair down there—or lack thereof—but I don't mind. I know why he likes it: better suction.

He goes back to my tit then, taking hold of it and tilting it up so he can hook one of the pumps to it.

The sensation is immediate and blinding, thanks to how engorged I am. The suction that pulls my nipple into the long chamber, designed for the goats' teats but with a dial to control the pressure, triggers the let-down. A second later, I hear the first splash of breast milk landing in the collection bin. I cry out and grab Sam's shoulder to anchor myself as pleasure and relief floods me.

"Poor thing." Sam releases my boob, knowing that the pump is just heavy enough that it'll deepen the rug if it's left to hang. "Let's get both sides going so you feel better, okay?"

I enthusiastically flex my spine, offering my other nipple to him while eliciting an extra thrill from that tug. He tries to suck my other nipple into the pump, but it doesn't latch. There's no suction.

"Oh no," Sam gasps as though genuinely shocked. "I think it's broken. What can we do now?"

There are a lot of sound, reasonable suggestions, but I'm not here to troubleshoot. I'm here to indulge Sam's fucked up fetish. And as much as yeah, I've discovered I'm into it too and can't wait until my boobs are so big I need to wheel them around on a cart in front of me, I'm most excited about the reward I'll get from him. So I tug my bottom lip with my finger while I squeeze that tit that's so heavy I can barely lift it, offering it to him. "They're so full that I don't think we need to save all this milk. So maybe you could suck the milk out of this one?"

His eyes light up. I take a peek down and see the shadow of his cock swelling in his jeans. "Oh? How much do you think I should suck out of it?"

In some ways, this is new to me. I don't have kids, have never been pregnant. I found a way to essentially hack my body from a reddit post, and I was shocked at how quickly it worked. But also, I've built plenty of skills in the last six months, so I know exactly where to pinch the fat, milk-filled flesh around my areola to make it stream out. "I think you should suck it all, Sam. It's so full."

"Yep, looks that way." He licks up the stream of milk running down my arm first before taking my nipple in his mouth.

And then he starts to suck.

The ecstasy that floods me is immediate. It's something he's conditioned into me since I came up to the mountains on a whim with my roommate and decided to seduce her brother the craziest way possible. The moment my nipple gets sucked back over his tongue into the back of his mouth, my body knows I'm going to come. It's just a matter of time.

But Sam is a tease. When Kerri was here and we had to sneak around her, Sam proved himself efficient and flexible, comfortable with milking me while I rode his cock. Since Kerri left, he's taken his time. He's tortured me.

He could put his hands anywhere while he pulls deeply on my nipple, drawing the milk out in a gush. He could put his hands between my legs, on my clit or even right inside me. But he doesn't. He puts them on my hips instead, holding me down on the bench while neglecting my poor, needy pussy.

"Sam, please!" I whimper. I attempt to use my own fingers on myself, and he knocks my hand away with a growl. "But I'm aching there, too!"

He grabs my other hand just to make sure I don't try to slip that in. And we've had these tussles before, so Sam pushes his stool back to keep me from hopping into his lap. It wouldn't take me a minute to grind one out right on his denim-clad thigh.

He leaves me with no options except to press my bare foot right into the crotch of his jeans, rolling it up the length of his bulge.

He groans around my nipple as his teeth graze it.

My pussy pulses with need. I love it when he gets a little rough. Keeping up this level of milk production means I'm constantly battling chafing, and it desensitizes me. Sam has been getting creative to keep from hurting me, but nothing gets me quite like a good chomp.

Nothing except the clank of spurred boots stomping through the barn. "Jason?" I cry out. "Jason, help!"

Sam's friend Jason peeks into the office looking sexy and sweaty and ready to fuck. He hangs his cowboy hat on a hook and shakes his hair out as he asks, "What's got you in a fuss, Cream Puff?"

"I needed my tits pumped out," I whine, and now that Jason is here, suddenly Sam's letting go of my hands like he doesn't want to get in trouble for restraining me. I grab hold of the boob that's hooked to the machine, shaking it at Jason. "But he could only get this side to work, so I figured he could suck the milk out of this side himself. But now he won't give me his cock!"

"You know better than to interrupt a man while he's eating," he reminds me as he takes his boots off and lines them up next to Sam's. But he shucks his jeans, too. He strokes his thickening cock as he approaches us, and I see there's already a pearl of pre-cum beading on it.

I lick my lips. Jason is a bit of a wild card. That pre-cum could end up anywhere.

"Well now, let's see what's going on with your milker." He uses Sam's shoulder to steady himself as he squats down. I feel a zing whenever they touch each other, and my soft moan at the sight does not go unnoticed. Instead of dicking around, he immediately says, "Oh, I see the issue right here. Someone unhooked the tube."

He snaps it back into place and taps the nozzle to test the suction, demonstrating that the 'fix' worked. And then instead of replacing Sam's mouth with the pump, he walks behind me.

He throws first one leg then the other over the bench on either side of me, straddling me between his powerful thighs. His cock drags right down my spine as he sits behind me, and then he wraps his arms around my waist.

He keeps my legs spread while he lines the pump up to my clit.

The latch feels like it's going to suck the soul right out of me. I'm pinned between Jason and Sam, so there's only so much space for me to use it, and I use it. I buck and squeal, I fight the grips Jason holds my wrists in, I writhe.

I gush all over the bench.

I gush all over Jason's lap when he lifts me and brings his legs into space between them

I beg for release when Sam grabs Jason's cock and pushes it into my aching pussy. I start to ride it, unable to hold back, and Jason grunts as the hose of the pump smacks his cock every time.

Sam takes hold of that hose and tosses it over his shoulder, tilting the mechanism up out of the way and stretching my clit.

"No, no, no, no, no!" I screech, unable to make sense of all the flashes of pleasure and pain rocketing through me, and that's before Sam finally unzips his pants and wheels himself back to me.

He lines his cock up alongside Jason's.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck," I whimper, struggling to breathe. Jason leans back slightly and takes me with him, giving Sam plenty of room to thrust his cock in next to Jason's.

My orgasm is white, hot, and obliterating. I shriek, I kick, I thrash. Sam finally releases my nipple to lean over and pin me against Jason. His lips slam into mine, and he forces a mouthful of the milk he just sucked out of my tits down my throat.

I gurgle on it.

I gasp.

And then I beg for more.

Jason holds still while Sam gives me more, but their cocks are rubbing together with only my juices as lube. The friction is building for him as much as it is for me. Jason's railing us both, and Sam is groaning the loudest of all three of us.

"Fuck her harder," he commands. "Wreck that pussy."

Sam takes it to heart, fucking me like it's the only thing that will keep us alive. Wet sounds fill around us as I lose all control, all thought. I'm nothing but a hole for them to spread, spread, spread. I'm nothing but bags to drain and nubs to stretch. I'm theirs to mold and torment and possess in every way.

I want to be fat with their babies.

Not right now, though. Right now, everyone's huffing and puffing, and I blow apart when Sam grabs the hoses of both pumps and yanks them hard enough they pop off.

I scream, and for a second, the world goes black.

When it comes back, they've both pulled out of me, but it's only my own juices that leak out of me. They both have a pump attached to their dicks, but the tubes are too narrow to suck their long, girthy shafts down. I recline on the bench and absently swirl my fingers around my stretched pussy hole as I watch the pumps suck the cum out of their cocks. Only when they're almost done coming do they detach the pumps so they can squirt the last couple droplets into my open, hungry pussy.

They leave me there, naked and dripping and blissed out of my skull, as they clean themselves up and dress. Jason finishes first, so he pops the collection canister from the milk machine.

"Open up."

I open my mouth as wide as I can, and he dumps the contents—my smooth, creamy milk filled with curdled lumps of their cum—all over my face, my tits, and my pussy.

One day, hopefully we'll be able to make enough of the slurry together that I'll be able to bathe in it.

The End

If you love lactation kink and think the friend’s brother trope is better if you cut out the friend part out, check out Dina Pounderon Smashreads and Eden Books.


Taken at the Beach by Darcy Winters

MFMMM, Why Choose



Chapter 1

A Why-Choose Bonus Scene


Elise

They have to be kidding. There’s no other explanation. It’s an elaborate prank that they’re all in on, and it’s going to break my heart when we pack everything back into the car and drive away.

“Why aren’t you happy?” Joey asks me, wrapping his arm around my shoulders. “This place is insane.”

“I’m waiting for one of you to let me in on the joke,” I answer, looking from face to face but only finding confusion. “What’s the punchline?”

“Baby, what are you talking about?” Enzo asks. “This isn’t a joke. It’s a vacation home.”

“It’s at the beach,” I point out.

“Right. A beach house. For vacation.” He’s starting to look concerned, and it occurs to me that maybe it’s not a joke.

“Wait.” I hold my hand up so no one interrupts me. “You’re saying you bought a fucking mansion on the beach? We own it? We can come here whenever we want?”

“Whenever we have time,” Frankie clarifies.

“Do you like it?” Sal takes my hand and pulls me up the front steps and onto the massive wraparound porch. “It has lots of indoor and outdoor space, private beach access, a hot tub—”

“Shut up, dude,” Joey calls from behind us. “Let’s just show her.”

He catches up, and the two of them lead me into the gorgeous house. I look around and take in the white and light-blue color scheme with wooden furniture, but the focal point of the open-concept living area is the floor-to-ceiling windows that overlook the water.

“Wow,” I whisper, mesmerized by the view.

Joey walks up behind me and wraps his arms around my waist. “Isn’t it beautiful? We knew you’d like it.” He trails kisses up my neck and nibbles on my ear, sending shivers down my spine.

“Not so fast,” I say, stepping away from his enticing grip. “I want to see the rest.”

“There are two bedrooms down here, two on the second floor, and one at the top,” Sal says. We leave the living area—including a state-of-the-art kitchen that I barely glance at—behind and go look at the two bedrooms he mentioned.

“Uh… I think something’s missing,” I say, looking into the rooms that are supposedly bedrooms. “Where are the beds?”

“Huh.” Sal scratches his head. “Let’s go upstairs and see if the other rooms have beds.”

The two bedrooms on the second floor are the same as the first-floor bedrooms: a dresser, a desk, and a chair, but no bed.

“If we’re having financial problems, maybe we shouldn’t have bought a beach house,” I suggest, only partially joking. Even though it’s a really nice house, the floor is still uncomfortable to sleep on. A girl needs a bed.

“We’re not having financial problems,” Joey assures me. “Let’s check out the upstairs room before we panic.”

When I push open the door at the very top of the stairs, an involuntary gasp escapes me. “Oh, wow,” I whisper, moving in slow motion around the room to take in every detail.

Unlike the first two floors, the third floor is all one room. The ceiling is vaulted, with wooden beams stretching across the width of the room, and there are French doors that lead to a balcony where we can sit and look at the water. But the thing that has captured my attention is the bed. It takes up most of the room and could probably sleep ten people comfortably.

I squeal and jump into the middle, then turn to look at Sal and Joey. “Where are the other two?” I ask. “Let’s break this thing in.”


Chapter 2



Enzo

“Not so fast, little one,” Frankie says. Sal and Joey turn to look at him with disappointed eyes, but he doesn’t care.

“Come help me make dinner?” I ask Elise, holding my hand out to help her off the bed.

The smile she flashes reminds me why we decided to take this trip. As hard as it can be to get away from the demands of running a massive criminal organization, our girl needs time to relax away from the city and the constant interruptions of the Family.

I lead her back down the stairs and leave the other three with instructions to finish unpacking. In addition to our luggage for this weekend, we’ve been ordering things we all want for the house, so there’s still a decent amount of work to do to get this place ready. But we also need to eat.

“This kitchen… The whole house is incredible,” she says, wrapping her arms around me and pushing up to her toes to press a kiss to my lips. “Are you sure you don’t want to go back upstairs?” She wags her eyebrows suggestively, and it takes everything in me to stand my ground.

“Later,” I promise. “But if we get dinner in the oven before they finish unpacking…” I trail off and let her imagine what she thinks I’m promising.

Elise sidesteps me and opens the fridge, pulling out the groceries I had delivered earlier today. Once we have the chicken seasoned and in the oven and a pot of water boiling on the stove for orzo, she hops up onto the counter and spreads her legs in invitation. I can see the damp spot on her panties, and I know she’s been working herself up in anticipation of what she wants to happen.

I step forward as if I’m going to stand between her thighs, kiss her, and then turn my head to whisper, “Nice try.”

She squeals when I grab her around the waist and set her on the floor, turning her so she’s facing the counter. “Enzo!” Her huff of frustration turns into a gasp of arousal when I flip the skirt of her dress over her hips and yank her panties down to her knees.

“You’re not wearing those in this house. Ever,” I growl. She doesn’t wear them very often at home, but she wanted them to travel in. “It’s only us. You don’t need them.”

She nods and lets them fall to the floor before stepping out of them and kicking them away.

“Good girl,” I say, pushing her upper back so she bends over the counter and gives me the perfect view of her smooth pussy. “How wet are you? Are you ready for me?” I ask.

She arches her back and moans, “Yes. Please, I need you to fuck me.”

My belt and jeans don’t take more than a few seconds to unfasten, and I push them down along with my briefs before stepping forward and pressing my dick against Elise’s ass and leaning over her. “Make sure you scream so the rest of the house can hear you when you come on my cock. I want them to know that I was the first to claim you in this house and that my cum is dripping from your cunt while we’re eating dinner.”

She whimpers and nods, pushing against me in a silent plea for me to put my words into action. Standing back up, I use one hand to guide my tip to her entrance while the other holds her hip, keeping her still. Once I’m in position, I take hold of her other hip and thrust forward while pulling her back, impaling her on my cock and drawing a scream from her pretty lips.

“Hold on tight, babe,” I grunt, pounding into her tight channel hard enough to make her lose her balance if she lets go of the counter. “I’ve been dreaming about defiling this kitchen ever since we bought the house. This is going to be quick.”

Every word makes her pussy clench tighter around me. She’s always so responsive when we fuck her, but dirty talk pushes her over the edge faster than anything else.

“Look at you, taking me like your pussy was made for me. Such a good little slut,” I growl. I release one of her hips and reach around her to rub her clit, slowing my thrusts just slightly.

Her soft moans grow louder by the second and when her walls start to tighten, I slap her sensitive clit a few times. Elise’s body jerks with each slap, and she screams my name. The grip her pussy has on my cock is possessive, like the physical embodiment of how she feels about me. About all of us, really.

It only takes a few short thrusts of my dick in her vice-like pussy for my orgasm to hit, and I bury myself as deep in her body as I can, filling her with my cum only seconds before the oven goes off.

I pull out, and she whines in protest. “Let’s go again,” she says.

I smirk and shake my head. “We have to finish dinner. Make the salad.”

She pouts but does as I say. Fifteen minutes later, we sit down at the table, and I preen at the knowledge that my cum is leaking out all over her thighs and chair while we eat.


Chapter 3



Joey

After dinner, I pull Elise up from her chair and take her to the room I’ve claimed as mine on the first floor.

“Close your eyes,” I instruct. Once she complies, I take her hands and lead her around the corner and into the little room that was mostly empty the last time she saw it. “Okay. Open them.”

Her eyes snap open, and she claps her hands in excitement. “A massage?” She squeals and jumps up and down with her hands clasped in front of her. “Right now? Please?”

I laugh, glad that she likes her surprise. “Yeah, climb up.” She runs to the table and puts a knee up, and I stop her. “Ah ah ah, not so fast. The first rule of massage is to leave your clothes at the door.”

“I don’t think that’s true,” she says, putting both feet back on the floor and reaching for the hem of her dress. “But I’m not going to argue because I’d rather feel your hands on my skin anyway.”

“It’s definitely true.”

While she gets ready, I move to the desk, where I left my bottle of massage oil earlier. Her skin is always so soft, but the oil will help my hands glide over her body and enhance the experience for her.

“I set this up while you were cooking dinner. This is my room,” I explain. “Enzo’s is the other one on this floor, and Sal and Frankie have the two on the second floor. You can keep your stuff in the bedroom, but we’ll all sleep in there.”

“Good. I like when we all sleep together,” she says, looking up at me from where she’s lying on her belly on the table.

“Me too, sunshine. Now it’s time to relax. Ready?”

“So ready.” She lies down, and I dim the lights. I have more plans for this room, but I was only worried about getting the essentials before this first trip.

Once I’m standing next to her, I pour a little oil onto my hands and make sure they’re coated before starting at her shoulders and kneading her muscles. Slowly and methodically, I work my way down her arms and then back to her shoulders. I continue down her back, adding more oil as needed.

When I get to her ass, I skim over it, intending to save the best for last. Her legs are next, and I take my time, working every muscle with my hands until she’s a relaxed, boneless puddle on my table.

“You know,” I say, my voice soft as I pour out a little more oil, “it was nearly impossible for me to ignore the way you and Enzo were going at it in the kitchen. I almost joined you. But then I decided I could have just as much fun—maybe more—in here.”

She hums in response, and I put my hands on her cheeks, kneading them and spreading them until I can see her puckered hole. I’ve lost track of the number of times I’ve taken her there, but it’ll never be enough.

“Did you know that not all massage oils are safe to use as lube?” I ask, but I don’t wait for her to answer. “I had to do a little research to make sure I got the right one.”

I push her thighs apart slightly and find her pussy lips coated with a mixture of her arousal and Enzo’s cum. It doesn’t bother me in the slightest. In fact, I like that she doesn’t mind walking around with the evidence of our love pouring out of her. With a tenderness I reserve for her, I scoop the fluid onto my finger, allowing it to mix with the oil before I press the finger into her pussy, putting Enzo’s cum back where he left it. Elise moans quietly, and I have to adjust myself in my pants when I imagine the ways she’ll respond to my cock in her ass.

“Tell me, sunshine. Did Enzo get you ready for me at all? Did he use his fingers to stretch this perfect hole while he fucked you?”

“No,” she responds. I still have her spread out for me, and I can see the way her pussy contracts at my words. “He just fucked me.”

“I do love when they leave your ass for me,” I say, running my finger over her hole and enjoying the way it puckers for me. “But that means we have some work to do.”

I trail the massage oil down her crack and use my fingers to stretch her out and get her ready for my dick. The first finger slides in easily, breaching her ring of muscle in no time. Once she’s used to it, I add a second finger, repeating the process until she’s taking three without a problem. She moans, and her body shakes every time I withdraw my fingers, so I know she’s close to orgasm already.

Taking a step back, I drop my pants and boxers to the floor before pouring some oil into my hand and rubbing it all over my shaft. The table I chose is strong enough to hold us both, so I don’t worry about it breaking when I climb up behind her.

“Ready, sunshine?” I ask, spreading her legs and settling between them.

She lifts her head out of the hole in the table and nods.

“The table can hold us both, but I’m not sure how much movement it can handle, so I’m going to make love to this sweet ass until we can’t take it anymore,” I say, pressing the head of my cock between her cheeks and slowly entering her prepped hole.

“Fuck!” she gasps. “I’ll never get used to the feeling of your giant cock in there. It’s so good.”

“So fucking tight,” I groan, rocking into her. “Always so tight.”

“Joey!” she cries when I bottom out.

I pause, enjoying the way her body continues to adjust to my intrusion, but then I can’t wait any longer. Slowly, I pull almost all the way out and push back in, setting a steady, unhurried pace that allows us both to feel every pulse of my cock and tightening of her asshole. My orgasm starts to build, and I know she’s going to need an extra push to get there with me, so I pull her with me as I rise to my knees.

“Touch that pretty clit, babe. I’m not coming without you. Use your fingers and work with me so your ass can squeeze the life out of my cock. I want your ass dripping cum when you walk out of this room. Come on, sunshine. We’re almost there.”

While I talk, I maintain the same brutally slow pace that has so far kept the table under us from collapsing, and Elise doesn’t waste any time reaching for her clit. I wish I could have my mouth on her pussy and my dick in her ass at the same time, but my body doesn’t twist that way. She has the sweetest cunt, though, even though there’s almost always someone else’s cum mixed with her juices.

It doesn’t take long before the first waves of her orgasm hit. The flutters deep in her core combined with the memory of how she tastes are too much for me to take, and I let out a long, low groan as I pump my hips a few more times before emptying myself in her ass.

“Fuck—Joey!” Her whole body is wracked with tremors when the full force of her orgasm hits her, and she collapses onto her forearms on the table.

Very carefully, I slide my cock out of her and climb off the table. She stays where she is with her ass in the air, and I smirk before walking next door to get a warm washcloth from the bathroom. After I wipe the extra lube off of her, Sal and Frankie walk into the room and take in the scene before them: Elise is now sitting on the massage table, and I’m standing next to it. We’re both completely naked, but that’s not unusual around here.

“Elise, we came to see if you wanted to go for a swim,” Sal says, ignoring me.


Chapter 4



Sal

Elise’s face lights up, and she hops off the table. “I’ll go get my swimsuit.”

Frankie laughs and shakes his head. “We didn’t pack you a swimsuit. You don’t need it.”

She looks between the three of us to see if we’re joking. “I’m all for skinny dipping, but don’t I need a swimsuit to get to the water?”

“It’s a private beach,” I explain. “The only way someone can see us is if they go by on a boat. Even then, they’re not supposed to be driving close enough that they’d be able to see us without binoculars.”

“So we can just walk around naked inside and outside? Why did we pack any clothes at all?” she asks.

“I don’t need to constantly have three other dicks flapping in my face,” Joey says, making a face. “But you’re right. Next time, we won’t pack you any clothes.”

“Oh please,” I say, rolling my eyes. “You couldn’t handle our dicks in your face.”

“I bet I could suck your dick better than it’s ever been sucked,” Joey retorts, earning a giggle from Elise.

“Sure you could,” she says, patting his chest and winking at Frankie. “Better than Frankie, at least.”

“Unlikely,” he responds. “Come on. Let’s go swim.”

Elise pulls her dress over her head and hands it to Joey with a peck on the lips and then takes off for the back of the house. A glass door leads to the deck, and there’s a set of stairs to take us down to the beach. She runs ahead of us, but we take our time getting to her. There’s nowhere for her to go except into the water, so we’ll catch up to her soon.

“Are you guys sure it’s a good idea to go in there without a swimsuit?” she asks when we get to the shore. “What if a fish swims into my vagina?”

“There won’t be room for a fish in there,” Frankie assures her. “It’ll be full of my cock.”

That one simple promise has my dick rising to the occasion, and I palm myself through my shorts.

“I suppose we don’t need to worry about your dangly bits being mistaken for fish food either then,” she surmises.

“Not a chance,” I agree. “Now get in the water.”

Elise tests the water with her foot while Frankie and I push our shorts down, leaving them on the beach. She turns to make sure we’re following and then wades in slowly with us right behind her. The sun highlights the curve of her waist, and I can’t wait to get my hands on her. I look at Frankie, and he smirks before diving into the water and splashing her on his way past.

“Hey!” She laughs and sends a wave of water flying in his direction. While she’s focused on him, I pick her up by her waist and turn her to face me. She wraps her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist, smiling at me with her eyes full of trust.

Unfortunately for her, no one is trustworthy when it comes to swimming, and I jump slightly before submerging us both in the water. We emerge quickly, and she’s beautifully indignant.

“What was that for?” she asks, her hands on her hips.

“What?” I ask innocently. “You looked like you needed to cool down.”

“I hope a fish takes a little nibble after all,” she mutters, and I cup myself protectively.

Frankie comes up behind her and takes both of her tits in his hands. “Now, little one,” he says, his voice low and dominant, just the way we both like. “Why would you start saying things like that? We all know how sad you’d be if Sal couldn’t fuck you whenever your heart desired.”

She bites her lip, refusing to admit that he’s right, and he pinches her nipples, twisting them hard enough to add a bite of pain to the pleasure we know she gets from our touch. Her eyelids drift shut as she gets lost in the feelings elicited by Frankie’s hands, and I move closer, sandwiching her between us.

I bend down to capture her lips with mine, and she responds with a lust-filled moan. One of her hands comes up to cup the back of my head, and the other reaches behind her to do the same to Frankie. She tilts her head to the side and gives me access to her neck, which I gladly accept, kissing my way down the sensitive skin and savoring the taste of her.

“Please,” she gasps, pulling herself up my body and wrapping her legs around my hips. My cock has been hard since Frankie first used his sex voice on her, and it strains to reach her.

“Please, what? Tell us what you want,” I say, squeezing her ass and pulling her closer to drag my length along her pussy.

“Both of you,” she says. “I want you both to fuck me. Together.”

“Needy girl,” Frankie growls. “Enzo and Joey weren’t enough for you?”

“I need all of you. Please,” she adds.

“What do you think, Sal?” he asks me, making her squirm with need between us while she waits for us to give her what she wants.

“I think we should see if we can wear her out so she’s too tired to test out that big bed.” I laugh when she glares at me and shakes her head.

“Not possible,” she declares. “We’re testing that bed tonight.”

Laughing, I let Frankie turn her to face him, and she goes easily, wrapping herself around him like a spider monkey. He briefly drops his dominant persona and gives her a soft smile that he only reserves for her. She cups his cheeks and presses a kiss to his lips but ends it by biting his lip, intentionally provoking him and drawing out his darker side.

My cock twitches in excitement, and I move in behind her, gripping her waist and helping him hold her in place while he lines himself up with her entrance. Her body tenses at the initial intrusion and then she lets herself fall, sinking onto his cock in the water.

“I hope Joey did a good job stretching your ass,” I say, notching the tip of my dick in her hole. “Because his cum is probably gone, which means we don’t have lube.”

Frankie stills, giving me time to work my way into her ass until she’s stuffed full of both of our cocks. I look over Elise’s shoulder at him, and we silently communicate, opting to take her hard and fast. With practiced ease, he pulls out of her pussy and then I pull out of her ass while he thrusts back in. She holds onto Frankie’s shoulders for balance, but the water helps to hold her up.

We’ve never fucked her like this, with both of us standing up and holding her between us, but I hope we can try it again sometime on land.

“Oh god,” Elise moans, followed by a squeal when I reach around and pinch her nipple. Her body is impossibly soft after Joey oiled her up, and I make a mental note to borrow his massage oil.

“I love being able to feel you inside of her,” I tell Frankie. “The way your cock feels against mine—” I thrust in but don’t pull out, and he joins me. Slowly and intentionally, I grind my cock against his inside of Elise’s body, and her body shakes around us.

“Oh fuck. Fuck! Fuckfuckfuck—” Her eloquent expression of pleasure transitions to a scream, and she detonates, sucking the cum right out of our cocks like it’s the sole purpose of her body.

We stand in the water, a tangled mess of cursing, moaning limbs, until her body goes limp between us, and she rests her head back on my shoulder. The satisfied smile on her lips is the only reason I know she didn’t pass out.

“Let’s go inside,” Frankie suggests. “She looks like she could use a nap.”


Chapter 5



Frankie

“A nap sounds good,” Elise mutters.

Sal and I let our softening dicks fall out of her body, and he swings her around into his arms to carry her to the house. I pick up our shorts and pull mine on before following them inside. Joey and Enzo are watching TV in the living room when we walk in.

“Dude!” Joey shouts, gesturing at Sal’s cock. “We talked about this. Put it away when you’re done with it.”

“I can’t,” he says with a shrug. “My hands are full.”

“Did you guys kill her?” Enzo asks.

Elise rolls her head to look at him. “Murdered in cold blood. Or hot pussy. Hard to say which one.”

“I think we all wore her out with the world’s slowest train.” I smirk and then add, “She needs to sleep, so I guess we’ll have to break in the bed tomorrow.”

“I’m not tired anymore,” she insists. “Put me down.”

Sal sets her on her feet, and she almost loses her balance.

“Nice try, sunshine,” Joey says. “Let’s all go to bed. It’s getting late anyway, and it’s been a long day. The bed will still be there tomorrow.”

She nods, and we all traipse upstairs to get ready for bed.

“This place already feels like a home away from home,” she says once we’re all lying in bed together. “Thank you for buying it.”

“You know we’ll always do everything we can to make you happy,” Enzo says. “Buying this house was an easy decision.”

“I love you all,” she mumbles, and I can hear her losing the battle to keep her eyes open.

Sal squeezes my hand, and I return his silent declaration of our own feelings.

Our family may be unconventional, but it’s exactly what we all need, and I wouldn’t change it for the world.

The End
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Chapter 1



I tighten the strings of my hood, but I can’t do anything about the tip of my nose, which I’m sure is frostbitten after ten minutes hunting down the broccoli in the freezer deck of Verlain, the space brothel. I rub it, but my mittens are just as cold as the air. I cup them over my face and blow, but even the air from my lungs is crystallized in the deep-freeze before it hits my nose.

This sucks.

The heavy door of the elevator creaks open, and a rough, masculine voice yells, “Lainie? Is there a Lainie in here?”

I peek around the shelf I’m behind to see a mountain of a man standing in the doorway. He’s wearing only a strip of chainmail around his waist, but even in the freezer, he doesn’t need any more than that. He can’t wear any more than that. His skin — if that’s even the right term for it — is glossy black scales, and the red glow beneath them makes me think that the scales are more of a volcanic rock.

Water pools at his feet, the layer of frost melting around his toes.

“What are you?” I whisper. Some girls know all the aliens, but I only spent a year on my breeder station before coming to Verlain. My sentence wasn’t long enough to need to work off my time on my back.

“You Lainie?” he asks. At my nod, he says, “Head Chef sent me down to find you. She was worried about you.”

“I can’t find the broccoli.” I gesture helplessly, embarrassed. “I didn’t want to return empty-handed.”

“I’ll help,” he says. Not an offer, just a statement of intent. “What’s broccoli?”

I laugh at him and then feel like a jerk for it. He’s surely never been to Earth. But that’s okay, I’m just as good at laughing nervously, so that covers the initial bark well. “It’s green. It looks like a cloud, but it’s green.”

“Some clouds are green,” he points out, and I’m sure that’s true. He’s probably seen clouds in every color.

He pulls down a box from a shelf I can’t reach and looks inside, cursing.

“Not broccoli,” I confirm when I see the way the lid peels like it’s stuck to the contents.

“No, and I melted this . . . brown goo.”

I peek in and frown. “That was ice cream.”

He puts it on the shelf and steps back, letting me continue on until I pause again to make another attempt at warming my nose.

“Come here,” he says, but when he reaches for me, I flinch. “I’m not going to hurt you.”

“You just look really hot.”

His eyebrows — or, where his eyebrows would be, but he’s hairless — quirks up. “Do I now?”

“You just made the ice cream—oh.” My cheeks burn despite the cold as I realize he’s making a joke. And no lie, despite his strange skin, he is attractive. His eyes are a striking shade of crimson and gold that match the spikes on his head. He’s broad chested with a tapered waist, and despite the scales, there’s something supple about the glow. I’m probably not the only one who’s told him he’s hot, I just didn’t mean it that way.

“I’m gonna warm you up, Lainie,” he says as he reaches again, and I hold myself still, scared that his hand is going to burn me, but seriously, I’m freezing.

He doesn’t touch me. His hand hovers over my face, radiating heat. Blessed, life-giving heat. I may survive this freezer, after all.

“You’re getting color back now,” he says. His voice is stern, lacking the heat of his hand, and when he pushes my hood back, it seems clinical. He’s doing this because he has to. He was sent down to take care of me. But then he studies my face for too long before saying, “Give me your wrist, Lainie.”

That means he wants to pay me via the chip embedded in my wrist, and definitely not for the ruined ice cream. This is the brothel planet, after all. Every visitor is a client, every resident a sex worker.

“We’re in the freezer,” I protest. We’re allowed to turn down clients for any reason, and honestly? I’m not the most adventurous worker here.

“I’m going to warm you up.”

“You’re too hot,” I say swallowing hard.

“I’m not.” His hands go to my cheeks, and they burn, but only in the way that running warm water over cold skin burns.

He leans down and kisses me gently, and his lips only burn a little. They’re rough, but again, only a little. “I owe you for that,” he says. “This, too.” His arm goes around my waist, pulling me against him as he kisses me more roughly.

But not too roughly.

He prods at me, urging my lips to part so he can slide his tongue against mine, proving once more that he’s not too hot. In the warmth of my mouth, he feels just right. When his lips pull away from mine, I moan, and he says, “Your wrist, Lainie.”

I grab my sleeve to pull it up, but he stops me.

“Not like that.” He grabs my coat and unsnaps the buttons one by one, daring me with his eyes to protest. I want to, I should absolutely not be taking my coat off in the deep freeze, but I’ll sound like a broken record.

At the third snap, he reveals my plain tank top and my full breasts, and his lids go heavy. At the fifth snap, he can see the divided seam in the shirt below my breasts, a convenient design for those of us who pump and sell our milk. It’s good money.

“Mmm, I’m thirsty, Lainie. And you’re cold. We pair nicely, I think.”

He finishes with the snaps and peels the coat off me. The cold hits me immediately, and my teeth begin to chatter. “Patience,” he says as he lays my coat over a crate and taps a money transfer. Our wrists touch, transaction complete, and he wastes no time digging his hot hands into my cold waist, dropping my pants and panties to my ankles.

His chainmail drops to the floor, revealing his tall, thick cock. It’s scaled, like the rest of him, and glows with a much greater heat.

“Don’t worry, you’ll love how hot this is inside you.”

I don’t doubt it. The thing is massive, and the longer I stand here, nearly naked and shivering, the more I want him to warm me.

He lifts me by my ass and sets me down on my coat. The fabric is already frosted, and I suck in air, willing my lungs to at least stay calm even while everything below my waist goes prickly. He seems to like it, though. He’s deliberately chilling me more.

He kisses me again as he lifts the flap of my shirt, but he keeps distance between us, letting the cold lick at my nipples until they ache. They pucker so tightly I moan, my upper lip curling back. I’m already desperate for anything that will keep the frostbite from settling in.

The slightest brush of his thumb across the tight peak has me crying out. Damp heat pools between my legs.

“Are you hot for me, Lainie?”

I nod and part my legs so I can drag his hand there.

The bastard puts even more space between us, stepping back and grabbing my thighs to keep them apart, reaching up just enough to part my core without letting his heat touch me there.

The chill sinks in, and his grin turns wicked. “Can you feel that? Can you feel your cum freezing?”

I think I nod, but the cold is turning to burn, to frostbite. My brain grows logy, and there’s a foggy thought floating around that he might be one of the dangerous ones, he might be trying to hurt me. But I can’t think clearly enough to do anything about it.

With his thumbs on my thighs, he digs into the flesh to stretch my pussy further, and I can hear the crackle of ice shattering. I feel it peeling off my skin like candle wax. My pussy clenches at the sensation, which only intensifies it.

And then he runs his tongue up and down my core before delving into my pussy.

The shock is instant, as is the orgasm. One second, I’m dying. The next, I’m coming hard on his tongue. His hands dig into my ass and up my spine and back down my arms, singeing everything he touches. Every touch is an overload of sensations. I’ve never felt anything like it.

I ride his long, rough tongue as he laps up my insides, setting my core on fire. His tongue is my anchor as much as it is my tormentor, flicking orgasm after orgasm out of me, but he lets my cum leak out to freeze along my ass. And he makes me forget where I am, so my instincts to lie back are continually triggered, only for me to jolt over and over again as my back hits ice. My abdomen begins to quake from the strain, and I don’t think I can handle much more of his oral torture.

Until he straightens up and slams his cock into me.

I scream. I think. Blood pounds so heavily in my ears that I can’t hear anything.

He’s so hot. My pussy is on fire.

He pulls out and then slides back in, slowly this time, and it’s no wonder why. Despite how wet I am, I feel the edges of those scales. They’re not sharp enough to cut, but the slower he goes, the better I feel the exquisite tug of each one as it scrapes through my entrance.

I’m positive I’m whimpering this time.

He gets close enough to my ear that, despite the blood still pounding, I hear him say, “I’m gonna fuck you hard, and then I’m going to suck on your tits while I fuck you slow.”

I want that. Holy shit. I want to be devoured by a volcano god in every way. I want that scaled cock to turn me inside out. I want to burn to death in a goddamn deep freeze.

And he’s not joking about fucking me hard. There’s one more slow slide, one more chance for me to feel every single scale scraping down my walls, before he punches his thick, fiery cock into me and rips it out.

He doesn’t pause between thrusts. He fucks me with brutal punches again and again and again. He fucks me like he’s going to die if he stops for a single breath. His hands, his legs, his cock get hotter and hotter, until I’m sure he will burn me. He plows me until I come, and then he keeps going just as hard until he groans and embeds himself fully, lifting my thighs up so he can weigh them down with his rock-solid pelvis. His cock suddenly swells inside me, locking us together, preventing me from escaping.

Not that I would. He acts as though I’m giving him life, but he’s literally the only reason I’m surviving naked in sub-zero.

He spews so much magma inside me I feel it stretching my walls. A thin jet of it gets around his knot and sprays out of me before the heat and pressure can start to spread into my womb.

His eyes are opened to only the narrowest slit as he rubs his palm over the hard mass growing, bulging my belly. “You hot now, Lainie?”

“Your cum is burning me,” I moan. There are plenty of aliens that come with such gigantic loads that they flood the womb like this, and the stretching always burns, but this is literally burning.

“Just heating you,” he says with a low chuckle. “Gonna keep your internal organs warm a good long while so I can get my fill. Even gonna warm up your milk to the temperature I like. Now, hold on to my shoulders and lean back into my hands, like that.”

The feeling of his hands shifting to my lower back with nothing bracing my shoulders is unsettling. He’s strong, unquestionably, but there’s that sensation of gravity plotting to pull me down onto the icy crate. Where I’m sitting on my coat, I’m safe, but I’ll definitely get frostbite if I fall back.

He doesn’t let me fall. No matter how far I bend, I’m safe. And the bend pushes my breasts into the air, giving him plenty of access.

His hot mouth wraps around one frigid nipple, and I dig my nails into his shoulder. His firm lips rub the sore flesh as he suckles on me. The knot in his cock resides near the base, giving him a couple inches of room to fuck me with. Slowly. Gently. As promised.

Those scales make every inch of him a most exquisite torture, bringing me to ecstasy over and over again as he worships at my breasts, praising them as he takes his nourishment from them. He pulls from one and then the other, taking a second round and even a third, just to make sure he gets every last drop.

The whole time, he fucks me slowly. His cum has a thickness to it that keeps my belly bulged. The rest of it slides out in a gelatinous mass that coats my ass and my thighs and squelches up to our bellies, a slickness between us that keeps us together

He certainly looks like the cat who got the cream when he lifts his head, but he says, “You ready for the dessert?”

I’m about to stupidly ask if he means the ice cream he melted before he peels himself upright and starts ramming me so hard the knot batters and stretches my hole from within but doesn’t rip free.

Not until he fists his cock at the root, slams into me hard enough his thumb and first finger penetrate me, and then he starts to pull out.

I remain breached by his digits, and he bellows as he slowly, agonizingly slowly, tugs his cock through the tightened entrance.

I scream with him as the mass that thickened his cock spews inside me, rocketing into my womb until he’s opened up enough space in my pussy to flood that, as well.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!” I sob over and over again, my brain unable to process the heat, the cold, the bloat, the slime coating most of my body by this point. He has only one hand on my back now, and I melt over it.

His cock pops out of me, but he keeps his thumb and finger inside, spinning them lazily, as though he’s twirling his hair. “Fuck, you’re beautiful overflowing with spawn.”

That has my attention sparking. “Did you impregnate me?” I hiss. Not fucking cool.

He gives me a smile that, despite his rocky features, is a bit dopey. “Nah, my race can’t impregnate humans without medical assistance. I just mean this.”

He pulls his fingers from me, and I see that his hand is fully engulfed in the shimmery, viscous, slightly golden slime. He pats my distended belly that’s filled with the same stuff coating his hand and my body.

Right, I do look about five months pregnant.

After a couple sweet, gentle rubs, he peels his hand away. The gunk comes with it. I watch, intrigued, as he grabs the rope of it that runs down my core and pulls his arm back. He pulls the mass from my pussy and then my womb in a single long string that has my body quaking and rupturing uncontrollably.

It’s a very long time before we’re dressed again, and my legs are wobbly enough that he has to help me to the elevator. He pushes the button to take us back up to the surface level.

Just before the doors can close, I groan and slam the open button. “I forgot the damn broccoli.”

The End
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Skylar

Sunny and I had spent a decade looking for the perfect man to finally execute our plan. We had certain traits that we knew would make for the perfect male species to help us conquer the world and rule mankind. One of the qualities we demanded was intelligence, so we knew that we had to grab an assortment of men who were both smart and desirable.

She and I had been on the hunt for a while, and we came close before, around 2012, to find the perfect guy. But our lions ate them. This time, we wouldn’t let the animals come in the way. We had special spells cast to keep them out of our circle.

We had studied under the Goddess Seshat, the Egyptian Goddess of writing. I knew where we had gone wrong last time, and now, ten years later, I would rectify our mistake. The men we had collected would please our goddess, and she would grant us the ability to breed them.

First on the table Logan He was a tall man, built like a football player. His muscles are astounding in size and strength. We had watched him for months, read his works, and knew that not only was his vocabulary strong, but his ability to problem solve and think outside the box was above average. We would use him for his size and knowledge.

Next on the table was Alexander. He, too, was tall and strong. But his trait was his ability to illicit fear. Everyone who came near him cowered when he walked by. That was what we needed: a man who could help the world fear us.

Last but not least, Marty. One thing we have learned in life is that you need someone who is quick on their toes, able to make people feel comfortable and throw them off their guard. Marty did that. People found him funny, and they flocked to him.

Together, these three men would make us a sample of loyal, devoted soldiers who would disarm our enemies and help us trail blaze our way to victory.

We would be unstoppable.

“Do you have all the ingredients?” Sunny asked me as she walked into our circle of protection.

“Yes, I double-checked the list with what the Goddess sent me. I even have extras of everything in case we need to make the spell a few times.”

“Good, we can’t repeat the last time.” Sunny walked over and supervised me putting the ingredients in.

“Just because you’re older doesn’t mean you need to hover around my shoulder, Sunny.”

“I’m not hovering, I’m supervising.” She picked up one of the bay leaves, “Did they not have fresh ones at the apothecary?”

I shrugged, “This was the best they had. I know.”

“Ugh, hopefully, it won’t hurt the spell.”

“The Goddess didn’t say we needed it to be fresh, just that we needed it.”

Sunny shook her head, “Attention to detail; how many times do I have to teach this to you, hussy?”

“You know, just because you have a few months on me doesn’t mean you’re all that much wiser.”

“Yes, it does.” Sunny looked over at our guests, “Have they asked about why they are here?”

The three men were talking among themselves, laughing, and drinking.

“I told them we were all going to have hot and wild sex; no one questioned it.” I couldn’t help laughing. I wouldn’t mind having a pile of them all at once, truth be told.

“Good. I have their uniforms. Why don’t we slip into our robes? Let’s have fun with this.”

Sunny and I laughed, and the men turned and looked at us. We waived and then started to strip. She and I each wore matching black bras and sexy black thongs. Our shapely curves were on full display. Our breasts filled the laced material perfectly, each thread cupping our skin like a glove.

“Fuck,” we heard Logan say while the men looked at us.

“They taste as good as they look,” Alexander chimed in.

“But they are bossy, and that’s hot,” Marty added. “Are you guys ready for tonight? Sky’s told me some of their stories, it’s gonna be wild.”

“You know this all started with me, I’m the dark and mysterious one here.” Alexander grinned almost as if he was proud to have caught our eyes.

“Whatever, you see those asses, I can’t wait. You only live once, am I right?” Logan and the guys all murmured in agreement to his comment.

Sunny looked at me and smiled, “What are they drinking again?”

I grinned back, “Beer, but I didn’t tell them what I did to the beer.”

“Did you get the recipe from Zatanna?” Sunny’s eyebrow shot up as she smiled.

I Beamed with pride. “You know I did, sister.”

We put on our black sheer robes that helped cast shadows along our curves in just the right spots. We walked together to the center of the circle, mere feet away from the men.

“Hello, studs,” I said, my voice as sultry as I could make it. Marty grinned at me, Alexander nodded, and Logan winked. “Are you three ready for the fun?”

I noticed that some of them had better control of their hormones than others. Marty was clearly ready for this next round of excitement.

“What do you two have planned for us?” Logan of course, was the take-charge personality. I would say it was like an Alpha, but I knew he didn’t like being compared to a dog — one of the many qualities I did find admirable in this delicious specimen’s personality.

“Patience, Logan. Skylar must seal the circle.” Sunny nodded her head, and I extended my arms.

With a flick of the wrist, my fingers wiggled, and the wind picked up. “Goddess Seshat, hear me, feel me, give me power.”

“What is she doing?” Marty asked Alexander.

“Silence,” Sunny ordered.

“Protect our circle, seal us in,” I continued to chant.

“It sounds like she is casting a spell, what the fuck?” Alexander started walking towards the edge.

“Stop!” Sunny ordered. “Logan, grab him!”

“Goddess, fill my sister and me with the powers that be, free us from our earthly constraints, and let us fulfill the prophecy.” I slapped my hands together, and the wave that traveled through the air knocked the men on their asses.

“Fools! Why were you talking?” Sunny marched over to the men, her hands on her hips, her supple breasts bouncing as she moved. I noticed all three men were not paying attention to anything she was saying. They were watching her breasts bounce as they stood back up.

“Sunny,” I called.

“Not now, Sky, get started. I will get them into position.”

“Position, like, sex position?” Marty joked. “I think we can figure that out ourselves.”

“She can tell me what to do, I don’t mind.” Logan grinned down at her. He was very tall, and Sunny enjoyed a tall man. I could tell he wanted to dominate her.

“No one is telling me what to do. I don’t like being trapped; let me go.” Alexander started to pace as if he was in a panic.

I quickly put the ingredients into the cauldron and started to mix them together. “Sunny, we need to get them in their spots.” I waved my hand, and tables appeared as if from nowhere. The men all looked at me, stunned.

“Sky, how did you do that?” Marty looked at me with a touch of disbelief.

“You don’t know everything about me.” I teased and walked toward them. “Sunny, start on that side with Logan; I’ll start with Marty.” I handed her a cup of the potion I brewed. I had two more, one for each of the others.

“Marty, come here,” I wiggled my finger at him, his face turned up in a grin, and he came forward.

“What’s this all about?” He whispered in my ear.

“I’m going to give you the best blowjob you’ve ever had,” I whispered back. “All you must do is let me tie you to this table. Do you want another drink? It will help you relax.”

“You know I trust you, and I love when you suck my cock.” He reached out, took the drink, and gulped it down in one shot.

Sometimes, men were very easy to control.

“Guys, this isn’t right; we need to leave.” Alexander was saying. “Girls let me go.”

We ignored him. Sunny was focused on Logan, and I had my attention on Marty. We were working to get them situated when we heard the commotion.

“Ahhh,” Alexander had run towards the barrier and was hurled back towards the center of the circle.He was becoming irate. “What the fuck, let me go!”

“Alex, stop.”

“No, Sky, you stop!” Alexander started to charge at me. I stepped back and moved into a defensive stance. “Let me go!”

He screamed, and as he came at me, Marty jumped in the way, yelling, “Alexander, stop!”

Alexander grabbed Marty by the throat and squeezed. I watched Marty’s body shake as Alexander lifted him up in the air and started screaming at him. It was as if he was possessed. He hurled Marty’s body across the circle until it hit the wall I had enacted and dropped to the ground, lifeless.

Logan and Sunny came rushing over to me, and Alexander snarled at us. “Let me go.”

“We can’t,” Sunny looked at me, “are you sure you did the spell right?”

“Yes, I mean, they were all talking through it, so maybe something went wrong, but yes, I did it right.”

“Well, whatever you two did or didn’t do, he’s fucked up now, and Marty is dead. Give me something to fight with.” Logan ordered.

“I don’t have anything!” I hollered at him.

“I do,” Sunny said, “catch.” She had moved over to the table, grabbed a knife, and tossed it towards Logan.

“Who the hell taught you to throw a knife? Are you two fucking mad?”

Sunny and I both laughed and didn’t respond. Alexander was eyeing us.

“Move Logan.” Alex ordered.

“Alex, I can’t do that. You need to calm down.”

I kept looking at the lifeless body not twenty feet from us. Our friend had killed our other friend. What was happening? No one was supposed to die tonight.

“Let me go, or I am going to kill all of you!” Alexander charged.

Logan pushed me out of the way, and Sunny and I watched in disbelief as Alexander and Logan collided. The knife slipped right into his throat, Logan slicing him from one side to the other.

As his body fell, both Sunny and I felt the wave of magic through the circle. The Goddess accepted the sacrifice. We still had the opportunity to breed one of the three of them.

But we had to act fast…


Chapter 2



Sunny

For years, we had been preparing for this ritual, meticulously gathering the necessary ingredients and practicing the chants and spells. As we stood there, the tension in the air was palpable, and the gravity of what had just occurred hung heavily over us. Skylar and I shared an excited glance. We knew there was no time to waste. If we wanted to complete the ritual and receive the blessings of the Goddess, we had to act fast. The ultimate blessing was the creation of a perfect race of super soldiers. With Logan, we would have that…

I looked at Logan, his breaths labored, blood dripping from the knife in his hand, and a wild look in his eyes. He took a step towards us, and we stepped back, the sound of our feet shuffling on the tile floor filling the silence. He tossed the knife and tore at his clothes, ripping them from his body in a frenzied motion. Skylar grabbed my hand and pulled me further back, her grip tight and urgent.

“He’s ready,” she whispered, her voice thick with anticipation.

“Yes,” I agreed, my heart racing with nervous energy. “He wants a chase. The more we move from him, the wilder he becomes.”

“His cock,” Skylar said in awe, her eyes locked on the monstrous length between Logan’s legs.

“Damn,” I breathed, my gaze fixated on the sight before me.

“Run, Sunny,” Skylar’s voice was urgent, her own desire evident in her tone.

I hesitated for a moment, unsure if I was ready for what was to come. But the urgency of the situation propelled me forward, and I took off running. I raced down the long hall, not sure where I was going. The sound of Logan’s heavy footsteps echoed behind me, the thud of his feet hitting the ground adding to the pounding of my heart. I could feel the heat of his breath on my neck, and I pushed myself harder, the scent of sweat and blood filling my nostrils.

Skylar was beside me when she started chanting the breeding spell. I joined her and chanted. Our voices grew more intense as we ran, and the energy crackled in the air like electricity. Suddenly, Logan grabbed my arm and pulled me back towards his muscular body. With his other arm, he snatched Skylar. I could feel his strength as he held us tight. He would make the perfect bull for us. His wild howl echoed in the air, and his sweat-glistening body made my pussy wet with desire.

His eyes fell on Skylar. “Strip,” he ordered with a feral grin. Skylar obeyed instantly, her breathing heavy, and her dark eyes dilated with desire. Logan pushed us back into the laboratory and shoved Skylar onto the table, while he pushed me to my knees between his legs. His cock bounced proudly in my face, and I could smell his wild scent. On instinct, I licked the tip, and he growled, grabbing my hair and pulling my face forward.

He roughly pushed Skylar’s legs apart, and I could hear the wet sounds of him lapping and eating her pussy. My own sex was dripping with desire. Skylar’s moans and Logan’s grunts spurred me on. I worshiped his cock, licking him from root to tip and back to his balls, gently sucking them into my mouth. My tongue swirled around his balls as I continued to pleasure him.

Skylar’s moans grew louder, and I knew she was close to orgasm. My pussy spasmed and clenched, soaking my traditional kalasiris robe. The linen robe was useless to hide my wetness. Logan suddenly pulled his cock from my mouth, and Skylar groaned at the same time. “What the hell? I haven't cum yet,” she snapped and jumped from the table.

“Stand, Sunny,” he ordered, and I got up, feeling the ache in my knees from being on the hard floor.

His eyes scanned me from head to toe. Suddenly, he ripped my robe and bra with one hard pull, exposing my bare breasts. I gasped as he leaned down and took my nipple into his mouth, biting and sucking it. His other hand ripped my panties and his fingers slipped between my lips teasing my pussy before rubbing my clit. I moaned in pleasure, feeling my body getting closer to the edge. His massive cock throbbed against my belly, pulsing with need. He lifted me up, my legs wrapped around his waist as he plunged deep inside me.

“Get back on the table, Skylar,” Logan grunted as he sat me on the table and kept pounding into me. “Straddle Sunny’s face. Eat Skylar’s pussy, but don’t let her cum. Neither of you will cum until I fill you with my seed.”

I laid back, and Skylar maneuvered her body over my face and lowered her pussy to my mouth. My tongue flicked along her slit and I moaned at her sweet taste.

Logan’s hands gripped my hips tightly as he thrust hard into me. My vaginal walls massaged his cock, sucking him deeper inside me. Logan’s methodical movements made it difficult to focus on Skylar. Her hands kneaded my breasts as she moved her hips, riding my face. The three of us were moving in this wild rhythm while the air around us shimmered with magic. All of us are on the edge of release.

“Pull away Sunny. She doesn’t fucking cum,” Logan roared.

Skylar and I chanted the ancient words as he filled me with his seed. He grunted and pounded harder and faster as his cum shot deep inside of me. My body writhed under him as my orgasm violently tore through me.

Logan pulled out of me, his cock still hard as his seed dripped from my pussy. “Your turn, Skylar,” he sneered, lifting her from the table and pushing her against the wall. I rolled over on my side, my fingers dipping into my pussy, swirling our combined juices around my clit as I watched him pound Skylar. The room was filled with the sounds of moans and grunts, the smell of sex and magic lingering in the air. Finally, after ten years, we had found the one.

Logan was the missing piece, and now he was bound to us by lust, magic, and destiny. And with the blessings from our goddess, we were unstoppable.


Chapter 3



Logan

It felt like my insides were on fire.

“More!” Skylar cried, her legs pinned about my waist. “That’s it, Logan. Give it to me. Fuck me. Fill me up! Complete the cycle!”

I held her aloft, her back pressed against the wall as I pounded my aching cock into her pussy. Every time it slid home, shivers coursed through me. Of delight, sure. But of something else too, something I’d never experienced before.

Power.

It was their spell. It had to have been. I had thought it was just some sort of sex play at first. That was until Alexander had gone mad with it. I could still taste his blood spatter on my lips, but it registered dimly — like the threads of a half-forgotten dream.

Because it had me too. The frenzy. The bloodlust. The lust. The fire burned for release, and somehow I knew the way to quench the flames was by venting every bit of it into their sopping cunts.

But that was what they wanted, and I wasn’t going to give it to them. Not yet, at least.

I seized Skylar by the throat, my cock continuing to pound into her as I forced her to look at me.

“What the fuck did you do to me?” I growled.

“N-nothing!” she stammered.

“Liar!” I roared, fucking her even harder than before. “If you don’t tell me, I’ll —”

It was Sunny that saved her. I heard her voice before I felt her hands on my hips, cool against the fire that raged within me.

“It’s an incantation — a prophecy, really.” Her arms slid around me, and her breath was warm against my ear. “The goddess Seshat promised unlimited power to those who fulfilled her revelation with seed and blood.”

Skylar hissed a warning, but I tightened my grip, and she went silent once more. Sunny moved to my side, her hand sliding between my legs to cup my balls.

“With these, we shall be unstoppable. We will bear from our wombs an army of super soldiers, and the world shall bow at our feet.”

I looked between the two women, fighting the river of fire coursing through my blood. “I’m not fucking bowing,” I growled.

“Nor should you,” she soothed. She massaged my balls in her palm, and I became keenly aware of my cock still buried in Skylar’s depths. “A man like you doesn’t grovel. You take what you want — like you took me just now.” She smiled at the memory.

“You’ll be our consort,” Skylar gasped. Her mouth split in a grin. “After all, we’ll need many, many soldiers.”

The thought of the three of us locked in this sordid dance night after night was an ache deep in my soul. I longed for it like a starving man for bread. I couldn’t help myself. Slowly my hips began to move again, my cock sliding back and forth through Skylar’s pussy.

“You killed my friends,” I said without conviction.

Sunny’s chuckle was a dry rasp. “No. Alexander killed Marty, and you killed Alexander in turn. We killed no one.”

Fuck, she was right. Something about the logic seemed off, but at that moment I couldn’t tell what it was. I didn’t care, either. The need was all-consuming, a living thing thrashing within me and screaming for release. So I did the only thing I could.

I lunged into Skylar again. She gasped with the force of it, and a power-drunk smile stretched her lips. One of her hands slid between us, seeking the pulsing knot of her clit. The need for release was burning inside her as well. Too bad she wasn’t going to get it. Not yet, anyway.

I pulled out of her and set her back on the floor.

“Hey — ” she started, but I grabbed her arms, spun her around, and bent her over again.

My cock slammed back into her pussy, all the way to the root. She tried to bring her hand to bear on her clit, but I had them pinned behind her back. I clucked my tongue at her.

“Uh-uh, honey. You forget what I said? You don’t come till I say so.” I punctuated the words with a thrust of my cock, and she moaned. “You wanted my cum? Well I’m going to fill you to the brim, and you won’t get yours until I’m on empty.”

I laid into her, punishing her pussy in iron strokes. I felt Sunny crawling underneath me, and I widened my stance to accommodate her. The lithe little minx tongued and sucked and massaged at my balls, cradling them with her mouth as I fucked into her sister witch with wild abandon.

It didn’t take long until another orgasm was clawing for release. I felt it welling up like steam from a geyser about to burst. Sunny coaxed it along with her tongue, Skyler rocking back against me with each thrust. She felt my cock begin to convulse within her, and she gave a throaty laugh.

“That’s it, Logan! Come for me. Give me every last drop!”

I buried myself in her as my cock heaved and bucked. It felt like deliverance. Like rapture. But as sweet as that moment was, the hunger for more still gnawed at me. I pulled out of her before my balls had even ceased their trembling, looking down at Sunny.

“Don’t waste it!” they yelled, almost in unison.

Sunny was on her knees already, and she caught the last dribbles of cum from the tip of my cock in her hand. She rubbed it against her pussy, dipping two fingers inside as if to push it deeper into her. She needn’t have bothered. There was more where that came from.

Skylar fell to her knees too, and their mouths warred over my raging cock. I didn’t know how I could still be so hard. I’d come twice, but it seemed like I could go forever. I could already feel the next one tingling upward from the carnal abyss. It was their ritual. Their god’s prophecy. I didn’t know what it meant or how long this would last, but I resolved to give them every bit of what they yearned for.

Suddenly they were no longer kissing my cock but one another, each fighting for the last traces of cum upon the other’s lips. Skylar bore Sunny to the ground in a tangle of arms and legs, pelvises grinding against one another. The madness had infected them too, I realized, but that was all the coherent thought I could manage. The current of fire in my blood swept me away with them, and I went to the ground beside them.

Sunny sensed me, spreading her legs and twisting her rear toward me like a bitch in heat. My cock found her pussy as if by instinct, and I fucked into her deep. Our legs entwined together, a collective of thrusting and groaning bodies — beasts driven by an insatiable urge to breed.

Sky’s fingers found Sunny’s clit, and it didn’t take long before she was coming. I hadn’t said she could, but I was far beyond caring. The only things I knew were those two luscious bodies and the next looming climax, which was upon me in a flash. Sunny moaned her delight as our loins convulsed in unison, and I pumped her full of another load of my seed.

“My turn,” Skylar demanded, her eyes full of rage and need.

I twisted off Sunny, and Skylar grabbed me by the cock, pulling me between her legs. Her pussy was a slavering maw, and it swallowed me whole. I fucked her with abandon, knowing that another orgasm was just around the corner, not knowing when it would be over, not wanting it to ever be over.

Sunny was there as well, her hand on Skylar’s clit, coaxing her toward release, urging me on with a lude lexicon that only stoked my lust higher.

“Fuck that pussy, Logan. Give her more. Fill her cunt so I can suck it off your cock.”

And I did, with Skylar howling as her own climax overtook her.

It went on like that for I don’t know how long, me fucking each of them in turn, filling their wombs as they teased each other toward orgasm after orgasm. We were a triumvirate of sex-mad, cum-drunk animals. There seemed to be no end to it.

Until finally there was. I don’t know if the spell had run its course or if my body finally could take no more, but a sudden lethargy stole over me. I sagged to the ground between them, and the same stillness seemed to take over my dark-haired beauties at the same time. A shared warmth crept over us as they nestled against me. Dimly I heard Skylar’s voice.

“We did it. We finally did it. The three of us will be unstoppable.”

“Yes,” Sunny cooed. “And it was even more glorious than I could have imagined.”

That’s when I began to laugh. I couldn’t help myself. It seized me like an epileptic fit, and I belly-laughed uncontrollably. Sunny and Skylar levered themselves up on their elbows, looking at each other in confusion.

“Care to share the joke with us?” Skylar asked.

“The joke’s on you…” I wheezed between laughs.

“What do you mean?” Sunny asked.

“I’m shooting blanks!” I cried. “Don’t you remember? I joked about my vasectomy on Twitter last year for like two whole weeks!”

The look on their faces could have curdled milk. But then Skylar smiled and reached between my legs to grasp my balls.

“I think I know a fertility spell that can help with that.”

That quelled my laughter. I looked up at her, renewed interest blooming in the back of my mind.

“Is it like the last spell?”

She shrugged. “Not exactly. But we could stand to… embellish it a bit. That is,” she glanced at Sunny, “as long as you’re not scared of a little witchcraft.”

The grin on my face was all the answer they needed.

The End
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Chapter 1



By the time that my bedroom has nearly filled up with thick, vaguely brimstone-scented smoke, I have to admit that I probably fucked up. It’s getting hard to see my phone screen through the haze, making the blurry photo of the ritual incantation even harder to decipher; the spiky, ancient script becoming unpronounceable gibberish. The summoning circle that should have been visible on the hardwood floor just a few feet in front of me is utterly lost in the miasma belching up from it. I swallow my rising dismay and poke the screen, trying to zoom, but my stupid phone kicks me back to the text chain with my friend, Lena.

Below the thumbnail of the ritual, she’d written:

don’t worry gwen, this one’s easy

even you can handle it

it’s sooo worth it swear to god

The last line is followed by a smirking devil emoji, an eggplant emoji, and a frankly alarming number of water droplet emojis.

I curse and tap back into the page from Liber de Secretis Tenebrarum Inferni, trying to find where I’d left off before my excitement can finish curdling into frustration. I should have just gotten high and stuck with my trusty rose vibrator. Sure, it’s not gonna “ruin mortal men for me” like Lena swears this will, but at this point, I doubt I’m gonna manage to summon anything, let alone a nine foot tall, seriously hung shadow demon capable of pounding me into my mattress until I’m a quivering, satisfied mess.

I open my mouth to utter the next line, and am seized with a coughing fit so violent it doubles me over, the oily taste of hell filling my sinuses.

Yeah, fuck this.

I cast my phone in the direction of the bed and feel my way to the window, yanking it up and sticking my head out into the chilly October night. I take in great, gulping gasps, trying to clear my lungs from whatever infernal muck has turned my room into Satan’s hotbox. Crimson colored smoke wafts past me, rising towards the cold, indifferent scatter of stars.

I lean against the window frame, just breathing, glad that we live on a dead-end street and there’s no one around to see the crazy lady shivering in her mostly see-through babydoll nightie. Well, almost no one. High above, Mother Moon sits in Her crescent and I can feel Her disappointment in me, the biggest fuck-up in the coven’s long history. Poor little Gwendolyn Hawthorne, can’t even handle summoning a lower tier demon to fuck.

I utter a cry to the night, wanting to sound indignant. Defiant. What comes out is closer to a pathetic squawk. I suppose I should clean up the mess inside, maybe spray some Febreze and just call it a night. I work opening shift at the diner in the morning, and dealing with whiny, entitled Christians fresh from worshiping their murdered god is going to be annoying enough without adding sleep deprivation to my woefully unsatisfied urges.

I’m just about to duck inside when a high, reedy voice behind me exclaims, “whoa, check out that ass!”

I shriek and whirl around, somehow managing to avoid bashing my head on the window in the process. The smoke has mostly cleared and I can see three squat, impish creatures standing inside the circle of salt on the floor. Each is perhaps two-feet tall, their skin a pale red threaded with faint black veins. Their faces are angular and bat-like, with long, pointed ears, and wide, grinning mouths full of sharp teeth. They’re wearing what appears to be jeans and plain dark t-shirts, accented by loads of garish gold necklaces and rings, like I’d summoned them from one of Hell’s lesser strip malls. Their black eyes sparkling with mischief and lust as they ogle my mostly naked body.

The closest of the three–slightly taller than his companions and sporting a short stripe of black hair like a mohawk–whistles appreciatively.

“You really didn’t have to get all dressed up just for us, but we appreciate the gesture, toots.” He elbows one of the others–this one shorter, bald, several of his fanged teeth glimmering gold as though they’d been replaced.

“Yeah, appreciate it,” the third croons. He’s stockier than his pals, with a little pooch of a tummy and wild, almost crazed eyes that seem to roll endlessly, taking in everything at once.

“Looks like we’ve got a hell of an evening in store, boys!” the mohawked one says and the trio break into horny, self-congratulating chuckles.

“Oh, goddamnit, Lena!” I let out a long, exasperated sigh to really try and sell to myself that this is somehow her fault and not my own ineptitude. I snatch my phone up from the bed and begin aggressively swiping, unsure if the banishment portion of the ritual will even work for these…whatever they are. Assuming I don’t fuck that up too, of course.

“Hey! Hey, sweetcheeks!” Mohawk says, snapping his fingers at me. “Why don’t you put the phone down, let us out of here, and we can get this party started.”

I glance up and see that Mohawk has popped off his shirt. He stands with arms outstretched in a pose that screams come get some. Gold-Tooth is already working on unzipping his pants and Crazy Eyes is giggling uncontrollably while looking around my room like everything is hilarious.

I shake my head. “No offense guys, but this is not how I envisioned tonight going. Just sit tight for a second and I’ll send you back.”

“Of all the fucking nerve,” Mohawk says. “You boys believe this chick? Here we are, having a grand old time in the Abyss when this broad says ‘pretty please come fuck me’, so we drop our plans, come on up here, and now, what? Whassa matter honey, you got a problem with short guys?”

Gold-Tooth and Crazy Eyes take up an indignant chorus of “Hey, yeah!” and “what the Hell, lady?”

“Can you please be quiet?” I say. It’s hard to focus on the spell with their yammering, and the instructions read like they were written thousands of years ago in a long dead language or something. I think it says I just need to extinguish the candles to dispel the entity, but the phrase trails off like the rest might be on another page. This was the only image that Lena sent, so…it should be all?

“Hey, hey now,” Mohawk says again, opting for a softer tone. “Come on toots. Just cool it a minute and give us a chance, huh? I can guaran-fucking-tee you that me and my boys can rock your world so hard, you’ll be begging us to come back.”

I roll my eyes. “Yeah, right.”

Mohawk shrugs. “Or, send us back. Spend your night with whatever battery operated thing you want and tell yourself that it was good enough. Go ahead.”

I look up. Mohawk is glaring at me, arms crossed over his surprisingly muscular chest. My gaze drifts down and I notice for the first time the rather considerable bulge in his pants. My pussy, having been convinced that tonight was a wash, gives a curious, hopeful twinge as if to say well…they’re already here, and it’s better than nothing, right? Besides, you always wanted to try a threesome, and this is like…one more than that!

Goddess, am I really considering this?

As if sensing my wavering resolve, Mohawk uncrosses his arms and raises an eyebrow.

They’re kinda cute, right? Sorta? In a homicidal kinda way? The Mohawk one looks like he’s packing, at least! Hell, they all do! Don’t you even wanna know what those things look like? What if they’re like, the coolest, most amazing cocks ever?

I sigh. I’m gonna be judged for this, I just know it.

“You guys set one foot out of line, and I’m sending you back.” Before they can reply, I raise a finger and muster up my most menacing tone. “I mean it. I’m a…very, very powerful witch. So. Don’t fuck with me. Got it?”

Mohawk says nothing, just regards me, head slightly tilted in evaluation, trying and failing to fully hide the mischievous grin playing at his lips. He grabs Gold-Tooth and Crazy Eyes by the shoulders and pulls them into a brief huddle. I can hear giggling but can’t make out any words.

After a moment, they break and Mohawk nods at me. “Sure, toots. Whatever you say.”

I narrow my eyes and turn to the others, pointing my finger at them like it could unleash deadly power at the slightest provocation. They look about as cowed and fearful of my ability as a pack of hyenas surrounding a rather foolish, overconfident hamster.

I lock my phone and set it on the nightstand, knowing that this has got to be near the top of the list of Gwen’s Terrible Decisions, but honestly, how bad could it be? If they try anything, I snuff the candles. And if that doesn’t work…sure, they look strong, but they’re puntable size. I can handle it. I approach the circle, extend a leg, and give the salt a nudge with my toe, breaking the barrier.

Mohawk’s smile widens, showing me all of his razor sharp teeth. “Now why don’t you get on the bed and let us take care of the rest?”

I’m still half convinced that this will end terribly and my heart is racing, but that low, warm pulse of arousal is back, and I do as he says, opting to quickly shed my nightie so it doesn’t get ruined, and nestling in among my collection of pillows. I can only see glimpses of the imps over the edge of the bed, but hear zippers and the rustle of clothes coming off. A moment later, they climb slowly into view and my heart hammers up into my throat even as I slightly part my legs. The light in the room seems dimmer somehow, and the creatures have become vague shapes; all eyes and teeth.

Gold-Tooth crawls towards me, inching closer to my exposed sex, the candlelight twinkling in his hungry grin. He dips his head and a long, serpentine tongue lolls out, flicking gently against my clit. I gasp, every nerve in my body lighting up at once. The slender, agile tongue radiates an unearthly heat, and as it begins to drag slowly through the wet folds of my pussy, I start to think that maybe she was right and this wasn’t such a bad idea after all.

I shudder, allowing my legs to fall completely apart, trying to resist the urge to raise my hips and press my eager cunt into him, trying to remember the rows of glimmering razor teeth just inches from my flesh.

Mohawk and Crazy Eyes move to either side of me and each is sporting an erection so disproportionately big for their bodies, I’m shocked they don’t topple over. Mohawk waves his over my face, giving me a good look. Like the rest of his body, his cock is a pale crimson ridged with thick, dark veins. The shaft has several bulges along its length; swollen knots that I frankly cannot wait to feel inside of me. The head is a darker hue and comes to a tapered tip, glistening with precum.

“Well, don’t just look at it,” Mohawk says, taking a handful of my black hair and shoving himself into my mouth, pressing the first of the knots past my lips. I make a half-hearted attempt at protest and try to pull back, but the little guy is surprisingly strong, and holds me in place with ease, a fact that should probably trouble me, but at that moment, Gold-Tooth’s tongue slithers its way inside of me, writhing and caressing, and suddenly, I care about very little else.

Every flex and undulating motion of that tongue is like nothing I’ve ever felt, stretching and pressing my pussy in its explorations, working its way deeper and deeper. I moan and Mohawk takes the opportunity to slip a second swollen knot of demon cock into my mouth and begin pumping back and forth, fucking my face with steady strokes.

“Oh yeahhh…that’s it, use your tongue you little slut.”

I try to do as told, pressing up on the underside of his shaft and following the swells and ridges, mostly just doing my best to not choke as his thrusts pick up speed and force.

The imp with the wild, rolling eyes massages my breast, giggling softly to himself while kneading and tweaking the nipple with his sharp fingers, each pinprick a bright explosion of exquisite pain.

The tongue inside of me squirms, expertly teasing all the right places, and I can feel the inevitable wave begin to gather, my hips rolling of their own accord as the warmth builds and builds. Somewhere in the tangle of bodies, fingers find my clit and then I’m gone; that wave crashing free.

Mohawk growls and presses as deep as he can, his cockhead jabbing for my tonsils and the first blast of thick, viscous demon cum goes straight down my throat. I try to pull my head back, gagging at the unexpectedness and sheer volume. He holds me there a moment, clearly relishing my struggles before letting me pull away, laughing cruelly as I gasp and cough a mix of saliva and hot, salty cum onto the bedspread.

“Awww, was that too much for you, witch?” He grabs a fistful of my hair and yanks my head back, making me look up into his black, merciless eyes. “I bet you can take a whole lot more. I bet you loved it, didn’t you?”

I swallow, trying to catch my breath, and my mouth is full of the taste; sticky and almost sweet. And, yeah, I think the little bastard may be right. Love might be a strong word for it, but for a first try, demon cum is surprisingly pleasant. Go figure.

I give up on trying to speak and settle for a weak nod.

The imp smiles. “Get on your hands and knees, and be quick about it.”

Gold-Tooth’s tongue slips out of my throbbing cunt and the pathetic groan that escapes me brings a round of laughter from the group. I move, finding my limbs slow to respond, like the manuals for how to control all this machinery had been blasted away by the sheer force of the most intense orgasm I’d had in ages.

And to think, I’d been disappointed at the lack of a single shadow demon. I can’t wait to tell Lena about my brilliant little ritual alteration. Assuming, of course, that my new friends can give me some notes on what exactly it was that I did to get them here.

I manage to get turned over and onto all fours, though my arms are as shaky as a newborn deer and I think I may collapse at any moment. My trio of hellions shuffle around, mumbling to each other in a coarse language I don’t understand. A pair of hands grab onto my ass, and I can feel the tip of something very warm and slick dip into the soft folds of my cunt and pause there. More shuffling and Gold-Tooth appears in front of me, stroking his hard cock inches from my face.

“Alright, boys,” Mohawk says from behind me. “Let’s give the lady what she wants.”

He presses forward suddenly, pushing the first knot of his thick, bulbous cock into me with a wet, audible popping sound.

“Oh, fuck!” I cry and try to turn my head, maybe tell him to take it slow, but Gold-Tooth has me by the face and there’s a cock in my mouth again, turning any protest into meaningless mumbles.

“Mmm…like fucking velvet…” Mohawk purrs and thrusts deeper, the second knot stretching me to the point of pain, filling me, and it’s even better than I imagined it’d be. I’m not sure I can physically take any more, but holy fuck do I wanna try.

There’s some chatter and laughter behind me, and then the third imp–the one with the wild, rolling eyes–seems to be trying to climb onto me, his claw-like nails digging for purchase in my skin, scooting back and positioning himself as if to–

Oh, fuck waitwaitwait–

The pointed head of his cock touches the tight ring of my asshole and begins to press. As it slips in, the other two follow suit, and suddenly I’m absolutely and completely stuffed with demon cock.

There’s pain, but not as much as I’d feared, and it quickly fades into the background as my brain struggles to compute the overwhelming mix of sensations. Around me. Within me. Clawed fingers digging into soft flesh. Warm bodies pressing against mine. The incredible fullness of those knots gliding in and out of me, driving me to the precipice over and over.

It’s all too much, but I still want more.

The problem is that I’m pretty damned sure I’m going to get it.

I have no idea how long they fuck me–it’s hard to keep time with a cock in every hole–and I lose track of my orgasms after three or four. I begin to wonder if this will just go on indefinitely when Crazy Eyes starts to go, his lithe, muscular body tensing as he pumps my ass full of his seed until it’s overflowing, running down the backs of my thighs in hot rivulets. As he clammers down, I can hear Mohawk hiss at him. “Check the room. We’re getting out of here.”

“But the witch–”

“She doesn’t have any power. Besides, she’s gonna be occupied for quite a while.”

To my credit, I try to do something. Throw them off. Leap up and end the ritual and shut the infernal door that I’ve left wide open. At the very least, stop actively sucking the cock in my mouth and moaning like a whore. But then those damned delightful knots slide back into me and…

It’ll be fine, I tell myself. How much trouble could these little gremlins actually cause?

I get my answer a few minutes later after Gold-Tooth finishes painting the back of my throat. He pulls out and hops off the bed just as another imp–this one more of a greenish color–moves to take his place.

Oh, excuse me, but just who in the fuck are you? I think but don’t say. Once again, there’s a cock in my mouth. The overall theme of the night, apparently.

There’s movement at the periphery of my limited vision and either I’ve been fucked to the point of delirium, or there’s a whole bunch more demons than I’d remembered seeing. I don’t bother counting, since anything more than three is kind of a problem. There’s a familiar, reddish smoky haze in the air and the smell of brimstone, acrid and heavy, is back.

So, yeah. Whoops.

I’d probably be a bit more concerned if I wasn’t floating on a sea of physical pleasure, held aloft by so many hands and mouths and cocks of every shape and size. They turn and flip me, maneuvering my body into endless delightful configurations, coming in me, on me, basically destroying my bed. There isn’t a dry cleaner in the world that could save things, and besides, what would I even say? Oh, haha, got a little carried away the other night; think you’ll have it done later this evening?

At some point, I catch sight of Mohawk, that little bastard, as he slings a leg over the windowsill. As if sensing my gaze, he turns and flashes me a grin.

“Thanks for the fun, toots. Don’t wait up, we may be awhile.”

He winks and vanishes into the night, which I notice with some wonder and dismay is now beginning to turn to a predawn gray. Holy hell, have I been at this all night? Gold-Tooth and Crazy Eyes follow him out, along with a whole line of half-dressed little gremlins that I vaguely recognize from my unexpected orgy.

I’m about to call after them, to try to peel myself up and off the sodden bedspread, when a bright, colorless flame erupts from the summoning circle, making me have to shield my eyes. As the flame fades, I’m left blinking and seeing spots.

No, not spots.

Eyes.

A pair of them, twinkling like cold and distant stars, set in the middle of a swirling black mass roughly nine or so feet above the ground. As I watch, the darkness flows downward, forming shoulders, a torso, arms, legs, and an alarmingly huge shadowy cock.

A voice issues from the dark, something that’s more felt like a tickle in my brain than actually heard. A resonant, pitch-black growl that vibrates through me, bringing my pussy–that wanton little optimist–back to attention.

“You summoned me?”

I start laughing, my voice trembling with exhaustion. Maybe I’m not that much of a fuck up after all. I do my best to roll over and reach for my phone on the bedside table, thinking I should probably send work a message that I’m not gonna make it for my opening shift.

Somewhere in the distance, I can hear the sounds of breaking glass, car alarms, the muffled whoomf of an explosion, and then the shrill, rising cry of sirens.

The End
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Chapter 1



Aris

"As the hour grows upon us, it is time to make one last wish,” his father’s voice boomed across the room.

Aris turned to look at his father. Standing there, he tucked his hands into his pockets, feeling the cool fabric against his fingertips as he debated one last wish. Turning, he scanned the crowd, the murmurs of conversation filling his ears as he wrestled with the decision. Then his eyes locked in on her, his heart quickening at the sight of her. Her white dress hugged her curves, accentuating her beauty as she stood at the back of the room. A smirk spread across his face as the wish floated through his mind.

“A kiss,” he said, turning back to his father.

“A kiss?” A knowing smirk came across his father’s face.

“Yes.”

“Whom shall you receive this kiss from?”

The crowd hushed as he paused dramatically. “Harlow Rathmore.”

“What?” a high-pitched voice squeaked from the back of the room.

His father’s brows furrowed as his lips turned down. “Are you sure this is what you want?”

He knew he disappointed his father with his choice. She was not of their blood, but a stray that had been allowed to live on their lands.

“Yes.”

Aris’s eyes sparkled with anticipation as he turned his gaze towards Harlow, who stood at the back of the room. The murmuring crowd shifted, creating a pathway for her to step forward. Harlow’s face flushed as she locked her intense gaze onto him.

“Well?” he asked as he smirked at her.

She stood there; a figure cloaked in anger. The heat emanating from her body seemed visible, like wisps of steam rising. With cautious steps, her hips swayed, casting a magnetic spell. His eyes leisurely traced her form, devouring every curve. Though he knew he shouldn’t take pleasure in this sweet agony, he couldn’t deny his enjoyment. As she took the stage, her presence filled the air, mingling with the intoxicating scent of her perfume that filled his nostrils. Her eyes burned with a fiery rage, yet he yearned for them to ignite with another kind of passion.

“Why are you doing this?” she whispered.

“You could say no.” He raised an eyebrow at her.

His gaze fixated on her, captivated by the subtle movements of her jaw as it clenched and unclenched. He could almost hear the faint sound of her teeth grinding against one another. He waited patiently, wanting to know which word would slip past her lips.

“Whatever,” she snorted.

“Is that a yes?”

“You know I can’t say no to the prodigal son.”

Laughing, disappointment washed through him. “You just need to say the word.”

“Let’s just get this over with,” Harlow grumbled.

She balanced delicately on the tips of her toes, her lips puckered. He hesitated, contemplating whether to turn away and exact the humiliation she had inflicted on him. But the desire to taste her, which had consumed him since their first meeting, now surged through his veins. As he encircled her waist with his arm, he pulled her towards him, their bodies crashing in a collision of softness against hardness. In that instant, her eyes widened, and a gasp escaped from between her parted lips. With a gentle yet urgent motion, he pressed his lips against hers, his tongue gliding in, igniting a fire.

Pure heaven, he thought. She tastes better than I imagined.

The fiery intensity surged within him as he savored the exquisite taste of her. His fingertips gripped the velvety contours of her hips, sinking into their supple flesh. Tentatively, she trailed her hands along his chest, tracing a scorching path up to encircle his neck, leaving a trail of smoldering desire in their wake. With a sense of triumph, he caressed her backside, pressing her closer. His breath caught in his chest as he fought to stifle the urge to moan.

A soft cough echoed behind him, a gentle reminder it was time to let her go. With a lingering taste on his tongue, he relished the last moment before reluctantly pulling away. As he gazed at her, her eyes slowly opened showing they were darkened with desire. Stepping back, he turned towards his father.

“It’s time,” Tiberias said.

In an instant, the fiery flames of desire transformed into a chilling apprehension that consumed him. The sight before him sent shivers down his spine, the cold metal chains glinting on the posts. Amplified by the eerie silence, his racing heartbeat echoed in his ears. Every nerve in his body trembled as he stood there, waiting for his veins to be drained.

Walking over, he stood between the tall posts. The metallic click of the shackles being fastened around his wrists filled the air, echoing in his ears. The cool touch of the metal sent a shiver down his spine, as if icy fingers were tracing his skin. Anxiety gnawed at his insides, twisting like a vise, making it difficult to breathe. Inhaling deeply, he caught the scent of his father’s aftershave, but it did little to ease his racing heart. With practiced hands, his father loosened the silk tie around his neck. The top buttons of his shirt exposing a sliver of his bare chest.

“It only hurts for a while, alright?” Tiberias said sternly. “I won’t ask if you’re ready.”

Nodding solemnly, Aris closed his eyes. The sound of his father’s labored breathing filled the room as his father’s fangs pierced his neck. A sharp, searing pain shot through him, causing his muscles to tense. Desperation surged within him as he strained against the unforgiving chains, their cold metal biting into his wrists. The metallic scent of blood filled the air as his life drained from him. Chills ran down his spine, intensifying as his vision blurred and dimmed. A wave of dizziness washed over him, causing his legs to buckle beneath him. Despite his efforts to rise, his weakened legs betrayed him, leaving him suspended helplessly from his aching arms.

“You’re doing good, son,” A voice sounding almost disembodied said.

Something icy grabbed hold of his chin, sending a shiver down his spine. The frigid touch seeped into his body, leaving him numb and paralyzed. Desperate, he tried to resist the grip, straining to pry open his mouth, but his feeble attempt lacked any strength. A torrent of warm liquid trickled down his throat, its metallic taste instantly making him want to retch. As his stomach churned and revolted, he gagged, only to have his mouth forcibly closed. Suddenly, a scorching liquid fire ignited in his stomach, surging through his veins and consuming his entire being. His body convulsed, and with a jolt, his eyes snapped open. He desperately fought to rise, his face turning pale as the acidic taste surged in his throat.

“Stand up!” He heard the shout as if it was miles away, drifting into the fog of pain shooting through him.

He pushed up, but his knees buckled under the pain.

“Stand up, Aris!” The voice was louder this time.

As he desperately searched for the source of the piercing screams, his surroundings blurred into a dizzying whirl. Agonizing pain reverberated through every inch of his body, drowning out all other sensations.

“You are a Damascus and you will not do this on your knees!”

Struggling against the force, he exerted himself to rise, his body swaying unsteadily. His legs quivered, their weakness clear. Every muscle fought for peace as his body warred against the pain.

“That’s my son.” Someone grabbed his chin again. “Open up.”

This time, he willingly parted his lips, allowing the liquid to cascade into his mouth. It flowed smoothly down, without triggering a retching reflex. The warm liquid, reminiscent of sweet nectar this time, flooded his senses, filling him up. As it coursed through his veins, the pain subsided, replaced by an overwhelming euphoria that slowly enveloped him.

Opening his eyes, the world around him transformed from a blurry haze to a crystal-clear vision. Every detail became vivid, as if he was witnessing everything in high definition for the first time. The colors that surrounded him seemed to intensify, radiating with brightness and vibrancy. The surrounding sounds became heightened also, each one distinct and clear. He could even discern the faint rustle of fabric from a servant upstairs.

His father patted him on the shoulder, smiling brightly. “You are officially one of us now. I am so proud of you, my boy.”

Smiling, he shook his wrists; the shackles clanking. Nodding, his father got the hint and unlocked them. Rubbing his wrists, he watched as the red marks from the shackles slowly faded away.

He had never felt more alive than he did at this moment. Looking around the crowd, his eyes stopped on her, as her eyes were locked on him she was nibbling her lip. He smiled at her and winked.

His attention drew back to his father as he stepped forward to speak. “I would like to reintroduce everyone to my son, my heir, and the newest member of our coven, Aris Damascus.”


Chapter 2



Harlow

Harlow’s gaze lifted, her eyes fixated on the stage. As Aris locked eyes with her, a rush of crimson embarrassment flooded her cheeks, making her skin tingle. Anxiously, she fidgeted, attempting to conceal herself behind another partygoer, their raucous cheers filling the air. But her efforts were futile, as the bustling crowd shifted, and Aris confidently strode towards her. Those mesmerizing green eyes never wavered, holding her captive, their magnetic pull impossible to resist. Though she yearned to avert her gaze, their enchanting allure drew her further into his spell.

“Let’s go,” he whispered as he held his hand out to her.

A torrent of thoughts raced through her mind, overwhelming her senses. She fought the urge to slap his hand away, her heart pounding in her chest. Despite herself, her hand succumbed to his firm grasp, their fingers intertwining. As he pulled her along, the murmurs of the crowd echoed in her ears, their gaze fixated on them. The burning sensation on her cheeks intensified, but she willed herself to ignore the prying eyes, focusing on his powerful pull through the sea of onlookers. The weight of their stares felt suffocating, making her yearn for escape. Finally, as they stepped out of the ballroom, a wave of relief washed over her, freeing her from the scrutiny. Glancing back, she noticed envious eyes still locked on her, their gaze filled with a mix of longing and resentment. Her feet faltered as they reached the first step, her apprehension mingling with a strange flutter in her stomach, an intoxicating blend of fear and anticipation. She knew she should break free, walk away, and never return, but her hand remained nestled in his, her feet obediently following his lead.

“Where are you taking me?” she asked breathlessly.

He threw a smirk over his shoulder as he continued up the stairs.

Even though she knew the answer, a part of her wanted him to say anywhere else, but where she knew they were heading. As they drew nearer to his bedroom, her stomach fluttered, sending a wave of nervousness throughout her body. The opulent surroundings faded from her awareness, her focus solely fixated on the pristine white door ahead.

With a forceful push, he swung the door open, creating a whirlwind of emotions within her. The pounding of her heart echoed in her ears, as her mind became flooded with a torrent of thoughts. A lump formed in her throat, making it difficult to swallow. As they entered, her feet hesitated, refusing to budge any further. In response, he turned his gaze towards her, those piercing eyes staring a hole into her heart.

“Don’t get timid on my now Harlow,” he growled.

“I…” she started as the words lodged in her throat.

His hand, once warm, now sent a chill through her as it came up and gently caressed her cheek. The touch sent a shiver down her spine, a mix of eager anticipation and underlying fear warring within her. She could almost hear the sound of her own heartbeat pounding in her ears, the only sound besides their breathing. The cool touch of his hand slid down her neck, igniting a fiery sensation that spread like wildfire. Nervously, her tongue flicked across her fangs. With a slow, deliberate movement, his hand traveled to her collarbone, tracing a path of electrifying sensations. As it ventured further down, reaching the crest of her breast, she couldn’t help but inhale deeply, taking in the intoxicating scent of his cologne. The pressure of his hand increased, pressing harder into her delicate flesh, causing a mix of pleasure and a hint of pain that heightened her senses.

Her eyes locked intently with his, their gazes entwined in a magnetic connection that held her captive. His hand sensually glided downwards. As his touch journeyed past her nipple, it puckered up in response to his gentle caress. Moving further down, his hand settled on her stomach before gracefully sliding around her slender waist. Suddenly, he spun her around, causing her head to spin in sync with the swift motion as she now faced away from him. Before her, the grand four-poster bed towered, casting an imposing presence in the room. His hands expertly found their way to the center of her back. With a swift tug, the zipper obediently glided down, unleashing a wave of anticipation within her. The smooth, white silk cascaded down her torso, slipped past her legs until it gracefully pooled at her feet. Standing there, adorned only in delicate white lace panties and vibrant red heels, she could feel his breath, warm and inviting, caressing her neck, heightening her senses.

His nose nuzzled the back of her neck. “I can practically taste the blood pumping through your veins.”

“You’re freshly turned. You’ll get used to that one day,” she whispered.

His serpentine tongue flicked across her delicate neck, sending shivers down her spine. Goosebumps erupted across her back, heightening her senses. Sliding slowly, his tongue reached her shoulder, followed by the sharp intrusion of his fangs piercing her tender flesh. In a forceful motion, he pulled her body against his unyielding form. The mingling aroma of her blood entwined with the alluring citrusy notes of his cologne engulfed her senses, intoxicating and overwhelming her.

“Not too much,” she whispered as her head spun.

As he persistently drank her essence, she swiftly jabbed her elbow into his side. The force of her blow elicited a guttural grunt of agony to escape his lips as he released her.

“That’s enough,” she growled, stepping away.

She felt the itch as her wound slowly began to heal. His eyes, glazed over and distant, remained fixed on her, their intensity unsettling. The front of his once pristine white suit was now saturated with a macabre mixture of her blood and his own, forming a grotesque tableau. With a swift motion, his hand rose to his chin, smearing the blood across his face.

His cocky grin spread across his face, revealing a flash of pearly white teeth covered in blood. His eyes, filled with a mischievous glimmer, slowly traveled up and down her body like a feather-light caress. The intensity of his gaze made her feel both desired and vulnerable, as if he hungered to consume every ounce of her being.

A primal urge to flee surged through her, but her feet remained firmly planted, unable to escape the magnetic pull of his presence. The look he bestowed upon her was a potent blend of desire and a promise to savor every drop of her existence. It was a look that both thrilled and terrified her.

Closing the distance between them, he crashed his mouth onto hers with a force that ignited a symphony of sensations. Their lips collided, creating a tumultuous collision as his tongue invaded her mouth. She tasted the tang of her life’s nectar on his lips, a bittersweet flavor that sent shivers through her soul.

The taste filled her mouth as his tongue danced and swirled, an intoxicating rhythm that left her breathless. Simultaneously, his hands reached down and gripped the supple curves of her ass, drawing her closer to him. With a gentle lift, she found herself standing on tiptoes, her body pressed against his. The hard, undeniable presence of his arousal met the softness of her core, causing a soft moan to escape her lips.

Her hands instinctively sought solace in the tangle of his hair, fingers gripping tightly and tugging in a desperate attempt to anchor herself in the whirlwind of desire.

As his lips parted from hers, a sense of emptiness washed over her, yearning for the taste that once filled her mouth. Slowly, his mouth traced a path down her chin, his moist tongue gliding along her neck, sending shivers down to the pit of her core. The newfound sharpness of his fangs delicately grazed her tender skin, evoking a mix of pleasure and anticipation.

In a hushed tone, he whispered, “Gods,” as his lips caressed her throat, the gentle scrape of his fangs intensifying the sensation. “I crave to drink every drop of you, to explore and taste every inch of you.”

“Aris,” she uttered half in protest and half in request.

“Yes?” he breathed as his mouth went further down. His breath was a feather soft caress on her skin before he sunk his teeth into the flesh of her breast. Anticipating the bittersweet pain of his teeth piercing her flesh, she braced herself, but it never came. Instead, his mouth descended, capturing her taut nipple. The scrape of his teeth against her sensitive flesh as the sensations danced between pleasure and pain before he released it.

He delicately nibbled his way down her stomach, each movement sending a shiver through her body. He stopped at her core as she felt his breath through the lace. His hands gripped the sides of her panties, sliding them effortlessly down, his fingertips tracing a tantalizing path down her legs. As her eyes lowered, she watched the top of his head, his tousled dirty blonde hair inviting her touch. Her own hands reached out, entangling themselves in the soft waves, adding to the sensory symphony unfolding. His hands glided back up her legs, their gentle touch coaxing her to open herself up to him. With a deep inhale, he took in the scent of her desire. His tongue flicked out, unleashing a torrent of pleasure coursing through her entire being. A surge of intensity tightened her core as he sucked her clit into his mouth, intensifying the sensations beyond her wildest dreams.

As the pressure built in her core, his tongue continued to dance across her clit. Feelings she had not experienced since she had been human raced through her blood as he explored her core. Her legs trembled as her fingers dug into his hair to steady herself. His hands slid across to her ass to help steady her. The pressure was building inside her to an explosion, but then he stopped.

Glancing downward, her eyes were drawn to the mischievous glimmer dancing in his eyes, accompanied by the sound of a slow, satisfied chuckle escaping his lips. She was torn between the urge to push him away and the tantalizing thought of burying his face in between her thighs.

“I just need another taste,” he whispered.

Her gaze fixated on him, her brow furrowing as she observed him tracing his tongue across his teeth. With a wide-open mouth, he swiftly sank his teeth into her thigh, eliciting a mixture of pain and pleasure. A torrent of sensations coursed through her, as she could almost taste the metallic tang of her own essence and feel the warm trickle of her life force being consumed by him.

Her head spun, the world blurring around her like a whirlwind. In a desperate grip, she clutched his hair; the strands sliding between her trembling fingers. With a firm tug, she pulled his head back, her blood dripping from his chin. As her eyes met his misty green gaze, a surge of electricity sparked between them. Whispering, she said, “Enough, please.”

His rough, wet tongue eagerly lapped up the warm, metallic-scented blood that slowly trickled down her thigh. The rhythmic motion of his tongue as lapped up her blood, creating an intoxicating symphony of pleasure. The itchiness that accompanied her healing wound merged with the electric currents of desire coursing through her veins. As he rose to his feet, a sense of emptiness engulfed her, aching for more of his touch, craving his tongue, yearning for the completeness that only he could provide.

His eyes, glazed with intoxication, greedily drank in the sight of her. In their depths, she could still see the fiery hunger of blood lust burning. Holding her breath, she trembled beneath the piercing gaze of his emerald eyes. Time seemed to stretch endlessly as she anxiously awaited his next move. A shiver ran down her spine under the intense scrutiny, her skin prickling with anticipation.

After what felt like an eternity, he took the steps, closing the distance between them. Lifting her, he cradled her in his arms. Carrying her towards the bed, he deposited her on it unceremoniously. Pressing himself on her, she felt the length of him. The damp silk of his suit clung to her, cool against her skin, as his mouth crashed down upon hers. A symphony of desperation, his lips devouring her with an insatiable hunger.

Her hands desperately clawed at the delicate silk fabric, yearning to feel his skin against hers. His hands, like skilled explorers, traversed all over her body, leaving a trail of tingling sensations in their wake. The fabric of her being unraveled as his fingers delved deep inside her, causing her hips to instinctively buck in pleasure. She could feel the mounting pressure in her core, like a coiled spring ready to unleash. Labored breaths escaped her lips as she fought to maintain a semblance of control, but it slipped through her fingers, leaving her powerless in the waves of ecstasy flowing through her. Her breath trapped in her throat as the world spun out of control.

Her body eased into a state of relaxation as her mind drifting away on a sea of tranquility. The faint sound of a zipper reached her ears. In a swift motion, his rigid shaft found its place at her entrance, hovering for a moment before filling her completely. A gasp escaped her lips. Pulling at his jacket and shirt, she reveled in the sensation of his skin beneath her fingertips as her nails dug in, leaving indented marks in their wake. Her nose brushed against his chin. Unable to contain her desire, she sunk her fangs into his flesh, savoring the intoxicating sweetness of his essence. His blood, pristine and invigorating, carried a subtle hint of chocolate. As his thrusts intensified, the rush of blood surged through her veins, prompting her to retract her teeth. A euphoric sensation enveloped her, her mind floating amidst the pleasure, while her body tightened like a taut bowstring.

Her back arched, a graceful curve. With each desperate attempt to take him deeper, her senses became consumed by the overwhelming pleasure, blurring the memory of a mere moment ago. Waves of ecstasy crashed over her, engulfing her in a symphony of sensations. Fingers tightly clutched at him, as if he were a lifeboat amidst a tempestuous sea, her only salvation. The mounting pressure intensified, reaching its crescendo, and then exploded once more, leaving her breathless. His groan of pleasure reverberated through the air, blending with the sounds of their entangled bodies. In this intoxicating haze, the world spun around her, a whirlwind of bliss covered in blood.

The End for Now…

Thank you for reading “Birthday Cake”. If you want to read the rest of the story, the complete version will be available on Amazon October 2025.

Thank you for taking the time to read a snippet of an upcoming series by author Johnna Dee. She is a fantasy romance writer who has three series out at the time of publication. Initially, her creative journey began with poetry, where she honed her skills in crafting evocative and lyrical verses. As her passion for storytelling grew, she ventured into the realm of novels, weaving intricate plots and enchanting worlds that transport readers to extraordinary realms.

For more exclusive content and other goodies, sign-up for Johnna Dee’s newsletter https://linktr.ee/johnnadee.


How to Please a Shapeshifter by Fleur Foxx
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Chapter 1



Despite having nothing to drink, we stumbled into my apartment like drunken fools. Sidney kicked the door shut, and leaned against it. He gave me a self-satisfied smile, as if he had trapped me in my own place.

I reached out and fingered the lapel of his navy suit. It felt like wool.

“Are your clothes a part of you?” I asked, using the touch as an excuse to get close to him. He wrapped his arms around me and rubbed my back. “Since your clothes shift when you do, are you technically naked all the time?”

“I guess, yeah.” He laughed. “I never thought about it that way, but I can’t remember ever putting on regular clothes.”

His hands traveled down to the small of my back. He pulled me against him, rubbing his semi-hard cock along mine. I cut off a moan.

“What if the fabric gets ripped? Does it hurt?”

Sydney shook his head.

“Can you feel this?” I asked, rubbing my fingers all over the buttons as I undid his jacket and then his belt buckle.

“A little. I don’t know what it’s supposed to feel like when people touch your clothes,” he laughed again, trapping my hands and holding them against his chest. “Enough talk about my clothes, Oliver. Time to get you out of yours.”

Sydney used his grip on my hands and bigger size to spin us around. Now it was my back against the door and Sydney pressing his body against mine. He pinned me in place with his hips, so he could use his hands to unbutton my shirt. He slipped my jacket and then my shirt off my shoulders, only letting my hips move enough to get my clothes off my arms. He hung the jacket and shirt on a coat hook by the door before working on my pants.

“Who are you in the mood for tonight?” Sydney asked, his voice quiet as if my neighbors could hear us. He stepped away, leaving my pants open but on. I hated when he did that. It was like he forgot that my clothes weren't a part of me.

He shifted his clothes off. They just disappeared in the blink of an eye, as if they were sucked into his body. He stood naked before me in the body he’d been all day.

“Regular boyfriend?” He spun in a circle, showing off a much fitter body than most regular people, but he got to choose it. “Boyfriend plus?” Sydney shifted so all the muscles were a little bigger and he was a little taller. When he faced the front, I noticed he made his dick bigger too. I laughed.

“Or maybe you’re in the mood for a girlfriend?” He shifted into a real-life version of an anime girl complete with gravity-defying breasts.

“No, none of that. I just want you. What do you really look like?”

“What do you mean?” Sydney took a few steps, switching his hips and intentionally bouncing his boobs.

“When you’re not shifting. I want to see you how you really look,” I said. He changed again.

“The shift is my natural state,” Sydney said in a distorted voice. He was over six and a half feet tall now and wore a black coat with a hood that covered his face. Horns curled out from under the hood. He held up white hands with black-tipped fingers. “It’s like a muscle, but when I’m holding the shape, it’s flexed. When it relaxes, I shift.”

“Is that body, um, completely accurate to the book?” I asked. My cock was rock hard at the idea of fucking him looking like that.

“I’m not sure. I haven’t read the book. What’s he packing?” Sydney ran his hand over an obvious bulge in his black pants. He even had the bone rings.

Hadn’t read the book, my ass.

“Never mind. I’m saving that one for another day. An entire weekend.” I shook my head. “But today I want you, however that is. If that’s how shifting works, then just let it happen.” I pushed my pants and underwear low enough to release my hard cock. The relief was immense.

“Really?” Sydney shrunk back to what he called Regular Boyfriend.

“Yeah, of course. Let loose,” I said. Sydney threw his arms around my neck. He smiled as he peppered me with kisses, each one a slight attack.

My eyes were closed, but I felt him changing and shifting against me. At first, he shifted quickly, barely stopping between shapes, as if holding the one shape all day had made the shifting muscle tired. It was exciting and a little scary. Each kiss felt like a different person. Beard, stubble, smooth. Lush lips, small lips, firm lips. They pressed against me one after the other. His height changed, causing me to constantly adjust.

We kissed our way to my bedroom, where his shifting slowed down a little. Sydney walked me backward until my knees hit the edge of my bed and I fell back onto it. I opened my eyes as he yanked off my pants and he was a barreled-chested ginger man. I scooted all the way up onto the bed and lifted my ass to help.

“Are you always a man?” I asked as he climbed onto the bed and straddled me. He knee-walked up my body.

“Mostly.” He fisted his cock and stroked it slowly, drawing my attention to the red pubic hair.

“You don’t have to hold back.” He paused and looked at me quizzically. “You know, if you prefer something else.”

“I’m not holding back.” Sydney shifted into a woman for a second and his hand held nothing, but quickly changed back into a man. This time he was lean with a haircut that would fit in at an 80s punk concert. His cock was hard and curved up slightly. His hand found it again, and he stroked it.

“Sure, it’s nice to change it up, but I think I’m about 90% penis. Besides, I’ve had it in my head through that entire boring function that I’d get to fuck you. I’m sure we'd figure it out, but it’ll be a hell of a lot easier with a cock,” Sydney said.

He leaned over to feed me the cock in question. I immediately wrapped my mouth around the head, licking and sucking as best I could from the angle. I even gave his balls some attention, too.

“Besides,” he panted, changing the angle, so I could blow him properly. “I know how hard you come after a good dicking.” Sydney thrust into my mouth. He hit my throat differently as his cock straightened out and shrunk a little. Suddenly, he could fit almost the whole thing in my mouth.

He had my arms trapped under his legs, so I could only use my head. He knew I liked being dominated a little and this was making me rock hard. I could wiggle my arms enough to reach my own dick, so I stroked that in time with his thrusts until I was leaking all over my stomach.

My eyes were closed but I could feel as he shifted, one minute almost gagging me and the next he fit comfortably in my mouth. He moaned at the onslaught of my tongue.

Suddenly, Sydney pulled out of my mouth and got off of my chest. He was completely gone. I shivered at the loss of his heat.

“Sorry. Too close. I still want to fuck you.” Sydney’s voice was deep. He took a breath. I opened my eyes.

Standing at the end of my bed was the biggest man I’d ever seen with an enormous cock practically touching his own belly button. He has to be kidding.

“Let’s open you up,” he said, holding up a meaty hand and scissored his fingers. It looked like he could palm a basketball.

I blanched. I loved a big cock, but I wasn’t sure even I could pull that off.

“I’m kidding. Oh my god, your face was beautiful.” Sydney laughed. He shrank to more human-sized, still big but not gigantic.

“Fuck you. You’re an ass.” I laughed too, but I made my point by throwing a pillow at him.

“No, I’m going to fuck you in your ass. Toss me that lube.” I grabbed the small bottle that had been under the pillow I threw. Sydney pulled me to him by my thighs. He nestled his cock between my legs on top of mine. They were about the same size now, but his skin was more brown. He rubbed his cock along mine absentmindedly.

“Get me ready, please. I want you inside of me,” I begged. He looked at me from under his dark bangs. His face went serious, his lids heavy. He didn’t stop rubbing my dick with his, but it was too light. I groaned under him. I wanted more.

He popped the lid of the lube bottle and was liberal with it, spreading it all over his cock, my ass, my cock, and my abs. He rubbed it around with his fingers until they were slick, too.

"Roll over. I want to see what I'm doing to your ass," he said. I did what he said. He slid the pillow I threw at him under my hips. I loved the angle but hated that I couldn't jerk myself. I think he liked that part, that he got to control everything.

Sydney massaged my ass, and spread my cheeks. I couldn't see him, so it was a surprise when he slipped one finger into my hole. Pleasure sparked through me, crackling up my spine and out my limbs. Finally, he was inside of me!

He quickly slipped in a second finger. The burn was exquisite. It was exactly as much as I wanted but faded quickly when his fingers brushed my prostate. I squirmed with pleasure. He held me down with one forearm across my lower back while he slipped a third finger inside of me.

Sydney didn’t even have to move his hand. I couldn’t stay still. With his arm on my back, I could only move a little. I humped the pillow, dragging my cock on the fabric while I fucked Sydney’s fingers. I couldn't get good friction against the pillow but my ass felt amazing and that was enough to have me leaking all over the pillow and my stomach, but not enough to get me off. I was desperate to get fucked and come.

“I’m ready, Sydney. Please, fuck me. Please.” He didn’t even have to ask me to beg. I was so turned on, that I started doing it automatically, knowing it would get me what I wanted.

He pulled his fingers out, and the pressure lifted off of my back. I got up on my knees, so my cock hung between my legs and my ass was in the air. I knew I was on full display for him, but I was desperate to get fucked.

When I felt him nudge my hole, I glanced back. He was taller than usual, and lanky, almost skinny, but he was the perfect height for his hips to line up with my ass in this position. His eyes locked on mine as he increased the pressure. I bared down for him, desperate for him, needy. When he slipped past the ring of muscle, I couldn’t keep my eyes open. The pleasure was too intense. He paused for only a moment before pressing in until he was buried to the hilt inside of me, lighting my nerves on fire.

Sydney gripped my hips and waited for me to adjust, but I didn't need to, so the wait was just pleasurable torture. I couldn’t open my eyes, but I felt him changing shape inside of me, from straight to slightly curved down, a custom cock to hit me right in the prostate in this position.

The thought was too much. I couldn’t control myself. Despite his grip, I moved forward and back, fucking my ass on his cock. It was better than I thought. His cock dragged along on my prostate with every pass. I wanted more, though.

“Sydney, please fuck me.”

"Right now, I'm watching this beautiful ass fuck itself on my cock," he said. I moaned and tried to stay still for him. He moved his hips until only the head was inside and then slammed back in all the way.

“Fuck yes. Harder. Please,” I begged. Sydney picked up speed quickly. The bed shook. He fucked me so hard, I dropped to my elbows, gripping the sheets.

It wasn’t long before my legs gave out and he’d fucked me down onto the mattress. My cock was trapped between my stomach and the mattress this time. I thought it wouldn’t be enough to get off, but as he got closer to his own orgasm, I felt him shift and get bigger inside me. That did it. My muscles tensed up, and a tingle started at the base of my spine.

“I’m going to come,” I almost yelled into the mattress. He kept getting bigger and bigger inside of me, until I felt full, even when he pulled out.

“Yes, come on my cock,” he said, so I did. Even as I clenched around him, he kept growing, drawing out more and more pleasure from my orgasm as I shot wet ropes beneath me onto the mattress. Even when no more came out, I was still moaning while my ass twitched and clenched around him as he kept railing me.

Just when I thought he was as big as I could handle, that maybe he couldn’t stop and would keep growing forever. Sydney cried out. His cocked twitched and then painted my insides with his hot cum. I looked over my shoulder. I wanted to witness his pleasure, see the look on his face.

It wasn’t just one face, though. As he came, Sydney’s body let go and shifted rapidly between different bodies, different skin tones, and different faces. Every one with eyes closed and mouth slack in pleasure. I got to see the same pleasure on over a hundred distinct faces as he was at his most relaxed.

I didn’t speak until the shifting stopped.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Mmm, never better.” He slowly pulled out. I winced, but it was a discomfort I loved. “Are you?”

“I’m insulted you’d have to ask,” I joked. “But I do think it’s shower time.” Sydney reached down to help me up. He was in his Regular Boyfriend shape now.

“I’m serious. Was it too much? All the shifting, I mean. I’ve never come so hard. It had to be…something.” I kissed him on his flushed cheek. It was interesting that he could shift his body into anyone, but couldn’t control turning red when he was embarrassed.

“Oh, it was definitely something,” I said. “Give me an hour and then I’ll ride you until you can’t remember what you looked like.” Sydney turned on the water and gave me a grin that melted my heart.

“You’re on.”

The End

I'm Fleur Foxx. I like love interests that are a little different. A lot different.

They're monsters. And supernatural beings.

Moods range from creepy to funny, and pairings across the rainbow. I can guarantee every story will have monsters, smut, and, hopefully, a little bit of feelings. https://reamstories.com/fleurfoxxauthor
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