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Wednesday

My husband was in the shower when I picked up his phone. Not snooping, not really. It buzzed, the screen lit up, and I just... looked. I knew his passcode. I’d seen him type it in a million times. That’s all it took.

The message was from Sophie, his PA.

“Hey Nathan. Still thinking about your cock in my throat this morning x.”

I blinked and scrolled up. There were photos. Her massive fucking tits out, nipples pierced. Him replying with a picture of his dick, stiff and glistening, captioned: “Next time I’ll make you swallow every drop.”

Further back there was a photo of Sophie knelt on the office floor, her lips wrapped about a cock. My husband’s cock.

My stomach dropped. Then twisted. I didn’t even know what I was feeling. Rage? Shock? A fucked-up bit of arousal, maybe? I couldn’t tell.

But I didn’t stop looking.

There were more chats. Other women. Some names I didn’t recognize, a couple I bloody well did. And then the photos. Spread pussies, tight little assholes, tits of all shapes and sizes. I clicked on a video. My husband, filming as he fucked a woman on a hotel bed. His cock was sliding in and out of a shaved little cunt, her tits bouncing as he thrust into her.

I realized I was sweating. He went away a lot for work. He was a senior partner at an architecture firm, and he often had to travel to inspect projects, staying away for a night or two at a time. There were a lot of photos of women in hotel rooms.

I watched the video again. The second time, I realized that despite myself, I was soaking wet.

I put the phone down when I heard the water stop. My heart was thudding, my ears ringing, but I stayed calm. I wasn’t ready to say anything. Not yet. I wanted to think.

He came in, towel slung low on his hips, hair wet and dripping down his chest.

"All right, babe?" he said, drying his hair with another towel, muscles flexing. He had that body, covered in hair, not too bulky, but strong. I’d always found him sexy, and it seemed like I wasn’t the only one.

I was sitting on the edge of the bed in just my vest and panties, pretending to scroll through something on my phone. My straight, blonde hair was still damp from my own shower. But my heart was racing. I could feel heat building between my thighs, my thoughts caught somewhere between fury and arousal.

I should’ve felt sick. Betrayed. But my cunt was wet and aching, pulsing with this twisted energy I couldn’t shake. I kept seeing Sophie’s face, lips stretched round his cock. That video, the unknown woman with the shaved pussy, her mouth open in ecstasy as my husband screwed her. And somehow, it made me want him more. Made me want to take him back from all of them.

"Mmm," I purred, looking up at him. "Come here."

He raised an eyebrow, smirked a bit like he thought I was just horny out of the blue. He dropped the towel, and his cock was already half hard. He had a nice dick, too, long and thick. The smug bastard. I reached for him without saying a word, took him in hand, and pulled him closer. I kissed the head, slow, teasing. Then I wrapped my lips around him and sank down. He was rock-hard in seconds.

I sucked him deep, spit sliding down his shaft, hand working the base. His fingers curled into my hair. I kept going, taking him to the back of my throat, thinking about those fucking messages. All those other mouths on him. His cock inside other cunts. The horny, lying prick.

When I pulled off, eyes wet and mouth dripping, I looked up at him.

"Fuck me," I whispered.

He climbed onto the bed, spreading my thighs, and yanking my panties to the side to expose my trimmed bush. His fingers brushed along my slit.

“Jesus fucking christ, Claire, you’re fucking soaked.”

I couldn’t tell him why. "Fuck me," I said again. "I want it rough tonight."

He stared at me for half a second, then pushed his cock inside in one hard thrust that made me gasp. He fucked me like I’d asked, deep, fast and rough. His hands grabbed my wrists, gripping them painfully and holding them down above my head.

I let him pound into me while I thought of her. Thought of all of them. Instead of being disgusted with him, I was… proud? My husband was some sort of sexual stud. I came even quicker than usual, screaming as he held me down on the bed. Then he flipped me over, pulling me onto my knees and burying himself in me again.

I buried my face in the pillows and screamed again as I came hard. He didn’t slow down. Just kept slamming into me, hands gripping me tightly. I felt his thumb on my tight asshole, pressing just enough to send pleasure surging through my body. I could feel him watching me, watching the way I came, how my body clenched around him like it didn’t give a fuck about betrayal.

Then he grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanked my head up, and leaned in close.

“I’m going to take your ass,” he growled, low and filthy, right against my ear.

My cunt fluttered at the words. He reached down between my legs, collecting my arousal on his fingers, and rubbing it over my asshole. And then I felt his cock, pressing against my rear entrance. He pushed in slow, inch by thick inch, groaning as my ass opened up for him. It burned, it filled, it hurt just enough to make my toes curl. But then the pain turned to pleasure.

“Fuck, Claire,” he muttered, buried deep. “You’re so tight like this.”

He started moving, short thrusts at first, then longer, harder ones, like he couldn’t hold back. He was fucking my ass like he owned it, still pulling my head back by the hair.

My cunt throbbed with every movement, arousal running down my thighs. I reached down, rubbing my clit fast and messy, needing to come again. And I did. Fucked right in the ass, used and ruined by my bastard, cheating husband. I screamed as I came, filthy and shaking, knowing he had no idea what I was thinking about the whole time. Thinking about him fucking them all.

I felt him tense, and then his cock throb as he spilled cum in my ass.

We collapsed, sweaty and shaking, in each other’s arms. It wasn’t long before he was fast asleep, his face a picture of pure innocence.

But I couldn’t sleep.

My body was still buzzing, twitching with aftershocks and leftover anger. My brain wouldn’t stop. It kept replaying that message from Sophie. Her smug face. Her giant tits.

I stared at the ceiling, my cunt still aching, my ass sore and used, and I thought: He doesn’t own me anymore. I wasn’t his good little wife in the dark anymore. I knew everything now. The lies, the sneaking around, the fucking… so much fucking. And he didn’t even look guilty.

I realized I wasn’t going to confront him. I wasn’t going to blow up our marriage. We had a great marriage, and I still loved him. And you know what? It made things clear. If he could get his cock sucked in an office chair between meetings, then I could do whatever the fuck I wanted.

I didn’t have to feel bad about looking. About getting wet for someone else. I could take what I wanted now.

My mind flicked through possibilities, faces, moments, the way a cute barista once looked me up and down and bit his lip. A hot guy at the gym who kept offering to spot me. The photographer from that design meet-up last month, who’d asked if I’d ever posed nude.

I’d always said no. Been the perfect wife. But now?

Now I was going to say yes.

I was going to have the time of my life.


Thursday

Working as a freelance illustrator from home gave me plenty of opportunity to embark on my new life. I decided to start simple. As soon as Nathan left for the office, I downloaded a hook-up app. One of the filthy ones, not the boring dating shit. I wasn’t looking for candlelight and conversation. I wanted cock. I wanted a stranger to make me forget my husband’s lies by fucking me so hard I’d forget my own name.

The sign-up was quick. I took a few photos. One in a low-cut vest, hair messy, no bra. One in just panties from the back, a little cheeky. Within five minutes, my inbox was full. Dicks, mostly. Men begging to eat me out. Some were gross. Most were boring. But one... one caught my eye. His bio said that he was single, but he had a thing for married women.

His name was Elliot. He had a shaved head, dark skin, and a long, thick beard. He also had tattoos up his forearms. He was the sort of rough, dangerous man I’d only ever dreamed of. I sent him a message and he replied instantly. He was polite, respectful, and suggested meeting for oral sex in a nearby parking lot that very afternoon. Fuck.

I pulled into the mall parking lot, a bundle of nerves. The parking lot was absolutely huge, able to accommodate the hordes of shoppers that descended on the mall every weekend. But today, on a Thursday afternoon, it was mostly empty. He’d given me instructions, told me he would be parked in the furthest section, around the back of the mall. No one would bother parking that far away.

Sure enough, I spotted his car over in the corner. A red Subaru, all alone. Heart pounding, I pulled in next to it. As I came to a stop, he opened the door and stepped out of the car. I climbed out to join him. He was even better in person. Tall and solid. He had a calm confidence like he’d done this many times before.

“Claire?” he asked. His voice was low and deep.

I nodded, suddenly shy. My mouth had gone dry.

He smiled and opened the rear door of his car. He gave me a look that went straight between my legs. “After you.”

I slipped inside, straightening my dress as he followed. I’d chosen something summery and floaty. Cute rather than flat-out sexy. It also had a low neckline and showed off my cleavage perfectly.

He got in after me, shut the door, and suddenly the whole world narrowed to the inside of that car.

“Claire, you’re fucking gorgeous,” he murmured, staring at my tits. He put his hand on my thigh, pushing the hem of my dress up slightly.

He leaned in, kissing me hard, his beard rough, his tongue demanding. I moaned into his mouth as his hand found my soaked crotch and pressed. The tips of his fingers brushed over my clit through the wet fabric.

“Fuck me, you’re leaking through,” he said, before kissing me again, harder.

His fingers pressed insistently, circling my clit through the thin material. I was already close to coming, and I couldn’t help moaning into his mouth.

He pulled back, parting my thighs and sliding the dress up higher. My panties were clinging to me, a dark patch spreading between my legs. He grinned.

“These need to come off.”

I lifted my hips without a word as he hooked his fingers into my waistband and dragged them down. I felt the cool air hit my cunt, and then his eyes were locked between my thighs.

“Fuck, you’re pretty,” he breathed. “The perfect amount of hair.” His fingers traced my trimmed bush down the sides of my slit.

Then he dropped to the floor between the seats, big hands grabbing my thighs, spreading me wide. The angle was awkward, cramped, but he didn’t give a fuck. He buried his face in my cunt like a man starving.

I blushed and bit my lip.

His tongue was thick and firm, licking long, wet strokes up my slit, nose bumping my clit just enough to make my toes curl. Then he locked in, flattening his tongue and pressing hard against the hood of my clit, flicking side to side. His beard tickled me, just a bit, and fuck, every nerve in my body lit up.

I threw my head back against the seat, moaning so loud it echoed in the car. My thighs started shaking almost immediately.

He didn’t stop. One of his hands slid under my ass, lifting me a little so he could get in deeper, and then, fuck, he slipped a finger inside. Then two. Curling them just right, pumping as he sucked my clit.

I was gone. Already right there.

“Elliot… fuck… I’m…”

“Come,” he said, voice muffled against my cunt. “Come for me.”

And I did. Loud, twitching, and gushing against his tongue. It ripped through me like a tidal wave. My legs were shaking, my pussy clenching around his fingers as he kept licking.

He pulled back, spreading my lips with his hands and staring at my swollen, gaping hole.

“Fuck, you’re perfect,” he groaned.

Then he dived back in. I whimpered, legs twitching with the aftershocks, but he didn’t give a fuck. I was still sensitive from the orgasm. It felt almost too good as he lapped at me again, licking up my release and teasing out more. His fingers pushed back inside my cunt, three of them now. My pussy stretched around them, sloppy and open, slick with my first orgasm and still greedy for more. He worked his wrist, fucking me hard with them.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, grabbing fistfuls of the seat, my hips bucking against his face. “Fuck, Elliot…”

His tongue flicked my clit in tight, fast circles while his fingers pounded into me. I could hear how wet I was, the filthy slap of fingers against soaked cunt, the wet suck of his mouth.

My second orgasm hit me hard, like my body had just snapped. I screamed, back arching off the seat, thighs locking around his head as I came again. I was shaking, sobbing, not even trying to hold it in.

But he still wasn’t done.

He slowed for maybe five seconds. Enough to let me breathe. Then another thrust of those thick fingers, all four now. Another lap of his tongue. I was stretched open, absolutely soaked.

“I want one more,” he said, looking up at me. His face was soaked, his beard matted with my arousal. “One more, Claire. Give it to me.”

It built fast, my body was wrung out and oversensitive, but every stroke, every press against my clit dragged me higher. My hips moved on their own, chasing it. I was cursing, panting, begging him.

And then I shattered.

The third orgasm, more intense than the first two. No control, just raw noise. My vision went white. My cunt clenched around his fingers like it was trying to keep them inside. I was soaking the seat, soaking him, ruined.

I collapsed back like a rag doll, eyes glazed.

He pulled away slowly, licking his fingers clean. “You taste fucking amazing,” he said.

I couldn’t speak for several minutes, my chest just rising and falling as I lay there with my legs open, still dripping onto the back of my dress.

Eventually, I managed to sit up, legs still shaking, no panties, cunt absolutely wrecked. Elliot was sitting back on the seat now, watching me with that same calm hunger. He had a frankly huge bulge in his jeans.

“You all right?” he asked, smirking like he fucking knew what he’d done to me.

I gave a breathless laugh. “My turn.”


Thursday (cont)

I unbuckled his belt and popped the top button. He lifted his ass, and I pulled his jeans and boxers down in one go. Holy fuck. I hadn’t imagined it; his cock was massive. Long, dark, and heavy, thick enough that I knew my fingers wouldn’t meet around the shaft. I stared for a second, genuinely wondering how the hell this thing had even fit in his pants.

“You’re joking,” I breathed.

He laughed. “Still want it?”

“Oh, I want it,” I said, wrapping my hand around it and giving it a slow stroke. “I just don’t know if my mouth’s up for the challenge.”

He leaned back, watching me. “Why don’t you give it a try?”

I started slow, licking the head, swirling my tongue around the tip, tasting that first drop of pre-cum. He hissed through his teeth as I took more, lips stretching, jaw working. My throat was already resisting, but that just made me want it more.

I used both hands to work the base while my mouth took what it could. Sloppy, wet, hungry. My spit ran down the shaft, onto my fingers. I moaned around him, loving the weight of it on my tongue, the way he twitched when I sucked harder.

“Fuck, Claire,” he groaned, one hand gripping the edge of the seat. “You’ve got no idea how hot you look right now.”

That gave me an idea. If my husband could take videos, then so could I. I looked up at him, spit running down my chin, his cock slick and glistening in my hand. My brain was buzzing, cunt still throbbing from everything he’d already done to me. I wanted to see it after, watch myself gag on that monster, and relive it later.

I reached for my phone in my bag and handed it to him.

“Film me,” I said, my voice slightly hoarse. “I want to see how filthy I look with your cock down my throat.”

His eyes darkened, and he grinned. He took the phone and angled it down at me, already recording.

I pulled down my dress, slipping the straps off my shoulders and freeing my tits. He reached out with his free hand, groping one of my breasts roughly, pulling on the nipple.

“Fucking hell, Claire,” he murmured, “You’re so fucking hot.”

I stuck out my tongue and licked from the base of his cock to the tip, slowly, then took him back into my mouth, eyes on the camera, letting him capture every second. I moaned loudly on purpose.

His hand steadied the phone while I worked him deeper, both hands wrapped around his shaft, spit running down my neck and over my tits.

“Look at that mouth,” he said, filming as I bobbed my head, taking him as far as I could, then pulling off again with a gasp. “Fucking made for sucking cock.”

I grinned at the camera, then leaned back down and opened wide, letting the head bump the back of my throat. My eyes watered, but I didn’t stop. I wanted it to look messy. Wanted him to see how much I loved it.

“God, this is filthy,” he said, his voice tight. “Show the camera what a married little cockslut looks like.”

I took him even deeper into my throat. His grip on the phone tightened. I could hear his breath changing, getting rougher. I felt his thighs tense.

“Claire… I’m gonna come…”

I looked up at him, eyes wet and wide, and moaned around his cock. That was it. He growled low in his throat, let go of my breast, and grabbed my hair, holding me in place.

He pulsed in my mouth once, twice, then he came hard, hips jerking. I felt every spurt hit the back of my throat, then flood over my tongue. I swallowed instinctively, messy and eager, but there was more than I could manage. It spilled from the corners of my mouth, dripping down my chin, sliding onto my chest.

I stayed there, letting him finish with my mouth wrapped around him. When he finally eased back and released my hair, I let him slip from my lips with a pop and opened my mouth for the camera. Cum flooded out, running down my neck and over my breasts. I was a mess.

He stared at me, completely wrecked. Hair stuck to his forehead, chest rising and falling like he’d just run ten miles.

“Fucking hell,” he said. “What a dirty little cumslut you are.”

He leaned back against the seat, still catching his breath, cock twitching slightly with the aftershocks. I reached for the phone and tapped to stop the recording.

“I can’t wait to watch that back,” I said with a grin.

Nathan was late home from work again. No surprise there. Except now, I knew what he was really up to; probably banging Sophie on his office desk while pretending he was stuck in traffic. I didn’t give a single fuck. I had better things to do.

I curled up on the sofa with a glass of wine and opened the video on my phone. That video. The one where I was on my knees in the back of Elliot’s car, eyes wide and mouth stuffed full of cock. God, I looked filthy. Watching it made my cunt soaking wet all over again.

I’d also sent a copy to Elliot, and we’d been flirting by text ever since. I didn’t feel the least bit guilty. Nathan had started it, and now I was going to enjoy it. If he could sneak around with his busty PA and bang any random slut he felt like, then I could do whatever the fuck I wanted too.

And I was just getting started. For the first time in years, I felt alive. I arranged to meet Eliott again tomorrow, same place, only this time I wanted to fuck him. The thrill of it already had my pulse racing.

Just as I finished texting him, the front door clicked. Nathan. He stepped in, giving me a peck on the cheek.

“Working late?” I said.

“Yeah, the contractors have fucked up again, they’ve used completely the wrong type of cladding. It’s going to delay the project by weeks.”

“Lucky you have Sophie to help sort it out,” I said, trying to hide a smirk.

His face flickered, just for a second, but I caught it. Maybe a flash of guilt or surprise. Either way, it made me grin.

He cleared his throat. “She’s… yeah… she’s a great assistant.”

I didn’t dare push it any further. Anyway, I had other things on my mind. I was desperately horny, and his was the only dick around.

I moved toward him, sliding a hand under his shirt and resting it on his chest. I could definitely smell perfume on him. I’d met Sophie a few times before, and that was exactly what she smelled like.

“You smell good,” I murmured, lowering my mouth to his neck and licking him, my hands already going to his belt.

He pulled back slightly. “Maybe I should shower first.”

I shook my head, grinning wickedly. “No need. I don’t care how sweaty from… work… you are. I want you. Right here. Right now.”

He hesitated, then let me lead him to the sofa. I sank to my knees, undoing his belt and sliding my hands over his jeans. His cock was already hard.

I kissed the tip, then licked up the shaft. He tasted different. Now that I was thinking about it, he tasted of another woman’s cunt. Naughty boy. That filthy thought sent another rush of heat between my legs.

I took him deeper, slow and deliberate, letting the taste fuel my hunger. Soon I had my lips pressed up against his body, his whole cock in my throat. It seemed easy after sucking Elliot’s monster.

“Fuck, Claire,” he breathed, fingers tangling in my hair. “Since when have you been able to do that?”

I pulled off with a wet sound and climbed on top of him, guiding his dick into my soaking pussy, not even bothering to take my panties off. Then I rode him, moaning loudly until I came, screaming, but thinking of Elliot.

He pushed me face-first onto the couch and then started pounding me hard from behind, chasing his own release. I wondered if he was thinking of fucking someone else too. I didn’t care. I came again, and then I felt him release inside me.


Friday

My afternoon date in the parking lot couldn’t come soon enough. When the clock finally hit three, I practically ran out of the house and jumped in my car. The drive to the mall felt like a tease, each red light a reminder of how desperate I was for what was waiting.

I pulled into the same lonely corner of the parking lot, heart pounding. There was his red Subaru, just like before. Eliott was leaning against the driver’s door, the tattoos on his forearms flexing as he checked his phone. He looked up, caught my eye, and gave me that slow, dangerous smile.

We climbed in the back, and the door clicked shut behind us. No polite chit-chat, no waiting around, just our lips crashing together, our tongues fighting each other.

I caught his hand and slid it under my dress. “I’m so wet for you,” I murmured into his mouth.

His fingers slipped inside my panties, pushing inside my desperate cunt. “You’re not fucking joking,” he agreed.

He bit my bottom lip, just enough to make me gasp, and then he laughed. I rocked my hips against his hand, desperate for more.

“Greedy little thing,” he muttered, curling his fingers just right. My head hit the window with a soft thud. I didn’t care. I wanted to be ruined by him, messy and aching. I yanked his belt open, fingers fumbling with the button on his jeans.

“Get your cock out,” I said, breathless. “Now.”

He shoved his jeans down, pulled his boxers half-off, and there it was, bigger than any dick had a right to be. Thick, black, and hard. Twitching just for me. I licked my lips.

“You just gonna stare or are you gonna sit on it?” he smirked.

I straddled him in one motion, my dress hitched around my waist, panties shoved aside.

I reached down and guided the tip between my folds. He was thick, obscenely so, and the first push made me stretch open so much that it made me whimper. I tried to force it inside, and it made my whole body clench.

“Jesus,” I hissed, forehead pressed to his. “You’re gonna split me open.”

Eliott just grinned, that cocky bastard. “You can take it, you’re a married cockslut.”

“Does it turn you on, fucking another man’s wife?” I moaned into his mouth. The whole head of his cock was inside me now. I lifted slightly and slammed myself down, feeling his thickness stretch my whole cunt out.

His hands grabbed my ass cheeks, helping me ride him, helping me get deeper with every thrust. “Only when they’re filthy whores, like you,” he groaned. “Fuck, how are you so tight?”

“Because you’re so big,” I panted. “So, fucking big inside my tight cunt.”

He groaned deep in his chest, head tipping back as I bounced on him, the filthy slap of skin filling the fogged-up car. His cock dragged against every spot inside me, thick as fuck, stretching me wide open with each wet, messy thrust.

“Christ, look at you,” he growled, biting down on my neck. “Dripping all over my cock, like a cock-hungry bitch on heat.”

I gasped, grinding my hips hard against him. “Been aching for this all day. Couldn’t stop thinking about your cock ruining me.”

I slammed down one more time, and he was fully inside me, my body pressed against his. He groaned with pleasure and spread my ass cheeks wide with his fingers.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Rub that filthy little clit on me while I stretch you wide. Come on my cock like a good fucking whore.”

That was it, the way he said it, the sheer stretch of him inside me. My body locked up, my breath caught, and then I shattered. Loud, shaking, cunt clenching around him like it never wanted to let go.

“Fuck!” I cried, grinding down as the orgasm took me. “I’m coming… I’m fucking coming!”

I gripped him tightly as I rode out the waves of pleasure. But I wanted more. I started to ride him again, fast and hard, slamming my body onto him. It felt wet where we joined, I must have really gushed when I came. He gripped my ass and helped me fuck myself on his massive cock.

“Put your… fingers in… my ass…” I whispered in his ear, hardly able to get the words out.

“You dirty slut,” he grinned.

And then he jammed two fingers deep into my ass. The stretch and fullness were perfect. I came hard again, almost passing out as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me and my cunt and ass contracted around him.

I rolled off, onto the back seat, my cunt still clenching and my thighs shaking uncontrollably.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my eyes still rolled up in my head.

He wasn’t done with me. He dragged my panties off and spread my legs wide, opening up my swollen hole. And then he was on top of me, his weight pressing down on me in the cramped space. His dick found my entrance, and he stretching me all over again, hitting new spots inside me in this new position.

He started fucking me hard, his ass pumping up and down as he thrust into me. God, he was big; every time he filled me, it made me see stars and cry out with ecstasy.

“I’m going to come in you,” he growled, fucking me even harder. “I’m going to fill your slut pussy full of cum.”

“Fuck… yes…” I panted. “I need your cum.”

He was screwing me so hard, I wasn’t sure how much more I could take. I gripped his back, my nails digging into him. I came again, my whole body shaking.

And then, with a loud growl, his cock throbbed inside me. He bucked wildly, his dick spilling warm cum deep in my pussy. He continued to fuck me through it, releasing more and more, flooding my cunt. I could hear the obscene, wet sounds as it overflowed, running down my ass. Still he kept thrusting until every last drop was spent.

“Oh my god,” I whimpered, eyes tightly shut, clinging to him as his cock twitched in my cunt.


Epilogue

The house was quiet when I got back, just the hum of the fridge and the ticking of the hallway clock. Nathan came home on time for once. Maybe Sophie had other plans tonight.

We watched some TV together. My cunt still throbbed with the memory of Eliott's cock buried deep inside me, of the way he’d made me scream and grind like an animal in heat. I didn’t feel guilty. I probably should have, but I didn’t.

My only real complaint was the fucking car. My back was killing me. Car sex was sexy in theory, sure. In practice? Cramped and sweaty. Fuck it. Nathan was at work all day, I could sneak my lovers into our bedroom just as easily.

While Nathan was making coffee, I messaged Elliot, inviting him over on Monday.

It didn’t take long for him to reply. “You sure you can handle more?”

“I can handle anything x” I messaged back.

“Great. I’ll bring a friend then.”

I stared at the message, heart thudding hard and fast. Fuck, I was soaking wet again. I bit my lip, a smirk forming on my face. What had I gotten myself into?

“Yes pls x,” I replied.

Nathan returned, handing me the hot mug. “What are you smiling about?” he asked, dropping down on the sofa next to me.

“Nothing.” I suddenly couldn’t wait until Monday.
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Free Use At The Fire Station (Free Use Temp - Book 1) 

https://books.cleocarnell.com/giqk2kp7ko 

Molly knew exactly what she was signing up for when she joined the fire station as cover for the admin girl’s maternity leave… A team of strong, filthy men ready to share her whenever and however they wanted. With her husband’s blessing, Molly throws herself into her new role as the station’s favorite free-use distraction, proving she can handle them individually, and all at once. 
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