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Chapter 1

When John handed me the box, I could already feel the familiar hot flush on my face and spark-like tingles between my thighs.  It was seductively wrapped, a black gift box tied with red ribbon that looked like it might have originally contained a pair of high heels.  I could feel my legs quiver slightly with anticipation as I wondered what he was planning for me, and when I looked up at his face, his dark features wore an expression that betrayed just the slightest hint of sadistic amusement.

“Well, what are you waiting for?  Open it,” he said as his eyes scanned my body, passing over my exposed legs, up the short, skin-tight black dress I had worn to dinner that night, and stopping briefly at the rose-gold eternity collar around my neck before settling on my face, waiting expectantly for my response to whatever was inside the box.

I sat down on the bed, set the box on my lap, gently untied the ribbon, and pulled off the lid.  Sitting inside was a large, realistic dildo, a bottle of lube, and a black lacy blindfold.

“These are our toys for tonight.  You’re going to show off your cock-sucking skills for me and maybe even take two cocks at once, like the horny little slut you are.  Does that sound good?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good girl, Emma.  Now get on your knees.”

I set the box down and bent down onto the floor, John’s athletic figure towering over me, my face about level with the swelling bulge in his well-fitted dress slacks.  Being in such a submissive position made my heart skip and my blush deepen.  The whole evening had been building up to this moment, from the minute we left the house.  I wanted so badly to undo his belt and fly, pull his thick cock out of his pants and fill my mouth with it, feel it expand in my mouth until I gagged, and suck him until he exploded down my throat.  I started reaching towards his belt, but he immediately grabbed my hand and forced it back down, his amused smirk growing.

“Wow, so horny already, are we?  You don’t get to have this yet,” he whispered with a warm, throaty tone.  I saw his hand start to inch towards the box lying on the edge of the bed.  “Did you notice how many people at the restaurant were looking at you tonight?  I bet none of them realized that you’re actually an owned slut,” he said, tracing my eternity collar with his index finger.  He reached into the box with his other hand and pulled out the blindfold.

“Chin up,” he ordered, and as I lifted my face towards him he slipped the blindfold on me, deftly tying it around the back of my head.  Not being able to see heightened the feeling of being exposed, and I started to feel some wetness between my thighs. 

“Now, let’s see those cock-sucking skills you were so eager to show off just now.”

I tried to respond with a “Yes, Sir,” but before I got the chance, I felt a cock push up against my lips.  It wasn’t John’s cock, though; it was the dildo.  I relaxed my jaw and let it inside my mouth.  It felt naughty, like I was sucking someone else’s cock, especially because I couldn’t see anything.  John was the only person I had ever been with, as he and I were high school sweethearts, and I had gotten so used to his shape and size that feeling something different felt so wrong and dirty.

I felt the cock slide towards the back of my throat until I gagged, and when he pulled it out, a long strand of my spit dripped out of my mouth down my chin.  He settled into a rhythm of aggressive strokes, each one punishing my throat but stopping just shy of gagging me.  It felt like I was getting used by a stranger, filling me with a mixture of humiliation and deep arousal. 

“Remember the guy sitting at the table right across from us?  He was undressing you with his eyes all night, right in front of his wife.  I’m sure he would have loved to take you out into the alley behind the restaurant tonight and fuck your face just like this,” he said as he picked up the pace of the thrusting.  He grabbed the back of my head, forcing it farther down onto the cock. 

“I’m sure you’d love nothing more to be a trashy whore for a stranger, huh?”

I attempted to mutter a response, but I had cock in my mouth and couldn’t quite get the words out. 

Without warning, John withdrew the dildo.  I could feel that I was a sloppy mess; my nose running, my hair mussed and tangled, my chin covered in spit.  A proper whore.  I felt his hands wrap around mine, guiding me up onto my feet again, then untying the blindfold. 

“Strip for me.”

I nodded.  My hands were trembling with the intense amount of stimulation I had just endured, combined with the hotness of the whole evening.  My pussy hadn’t even been touched yet, but I was soaked, and could feel a small drip down my right inner thigh.  My brain was fogging up; the arousal was making me unable to think straight.  Subspace was setting in.

I stripped off my dress and was quickly reminded of another one of the instructions he had given me that evening – that I wasn’t to wear any underwear.  John looked me up and down, his expression intensely focused, hungry, and completely absorbed in my exposed body, which was naked save for my collar. 

“It’s time for me to inspect my plaything,” he said as he reached his hands out to touch me. 

The first touch, on my collar bone, sent little jolts of electricity through my body.  As he ran his fingers over my delicate shoulders and neck, then lowered them down my ribcage and towards my hips, a hot, pulsing energy began to well up inside me.  It was such a rush to finally be touched after all that teasing. 

Right as he got to my hips, he turned me around so I was facing away from him and bent me over so that my ass was facing out towards him, my hands planted on the bed to hold me up.  John’s hands immediately worked their way to my ass, firmly kneading and groping it.  Finally, he spread my cheeks open and admired the butt plug he had instructed me to put in before we left the house for our date that evening.  He gave my butt a quick slap and kept me spread out so he could get a clearer look at my plugged butthole. 

“I wonder if that guy that was looking at you from the other table could see under that little dress you were wearing.  Maybe he saw your pussy, or even better, that slutty butt plug that you were wearing in public, in front of everyone.  Did it make you wet thinking about being in a public place with your ass stuffed with a toy?” he asked as his fingers grasped the base of the plug. 

All I could was moan in response, remembering the embarrassment I felt at wearing such a short dress out in public with no underwear.  It was embarrassing to be dressed in such a slutty way out in public, to have my most private parts ogled by a horny stranger.  But on some level deep down, the idea of being seen by someone other than my husband turned me on.  I quickly pushed away the thought and focused back on what John was doing.

With one hand, he grabbed the bottle of lube from the box while holding the base of the plug with the other.  My body jolted at the cool shock of lube dripping around the base of the plug, encircling my stretched asshole.  Using the extra lubrication, he slowly pulled the plug out of my stretched asshole.

“You’re such a dirty anal slut,” John said as he used two fingers to stretch open my already loosened hole.  “I can see all the way inside you like this.”  We had just started doing anal play, but my asshole had already been stretched to accommodate a medium sized plug.

John pushed me down to my knees again and picked up the dildo, using its suction cup base to secure it to the bed frame, right in front of my face. 

“I want you to suck this like the depraved, cock-hungry whore you are.  Don’t stop no matter what.”

I got to it right away, sucking as sloppily and deeply as I could.  After a few moments, I heard an unzipping sound, and I felt John rest his sizable member onto my lower back.  He lined it up against my butt and lower back and I realized how deep it would go filling me from behind like that.  I felt my pussy clench in anticipation, but instead of what I was expecting, he pushed his whole length into my ass. 

I cried out in surprise because we had never actually had anal sex before.  But to my surprise, I didn’t feel much of any discomfort of pain.  Instead, the feeling was more of an overwhelming sensation, and a unique one.  I could feel every ridge and vein of John’s cock when it was in my ass.  It really felt like he was inside me.  It wasn’t exactly pleasurable, more overwhelming than anything, but it was definitely erotic.  When John started thrusting, the feeling spread throughout my body, making me almost forget about the dildo I was sucking.  I hurriedly got back to sucking it.

“That’s a good girl,” John said, watching me suck the dildo.  “How does it feel to be fucked from both ends at once?”

“It feels great, Sir…  I love it,” I stammered between thrusts.  Every time he pushed into me, his thrust forced my mouth onto the cock in front of me, jamming it deep down my throat.  My arousal continued to build the longer this went on, the feeling alternating between humiliation at being used like a fuck toy for multiple cocks and frustration at my pussy still not being touched.  I was so turned on and was craving release, but it seemed that John was intent on not letting me have it.  As a result, the heat in my lower belly continued to grow and grow until it was starting to feel like it was going to spill over somehow.  I could feel something coming but I wasn’t sure what it was.  The feeling was more intense than anything I had experienced in the past, not quite orgasmic, but maybe even more intense in its own way.  As it grew and grew it became so intense that I felt like I could hardly handle it, and I took the dildo out of my mouth and started panting heavily, my whole body quivering from the sensation.

John, on the other hand, was relentless, pounding away at my asshole with his thick cock, deep moans emanating from his chest.  I could feel him starting to twitch and engorge even more, and in a few moments he exploded inside my ass, shooting rope after rope of hot cum inside me.  As he orgasmed, he grabbed hard onto my hips and pulled me deeper onto his cock until his entire length was inside me, twitching as it continued to spurt his seed deeper.  As his orgasm subsided, his grip relaxed and he slowly pulled out, leaving me feeling empty and thoroughly exhausted. 

He helped me up to a standing position and when I tried to walk, my legs were a bit weak.  I was spent.  He held me in his arms, my naked body against his clothed one, still in his dress outfit from dinner. 

“So, did you enjoy yourself tonight?”  he asked, his dominant demeanor softening to the gentler one he usually wore.  I looked into his eyes and saw the endearing twinkle he always had after rough sex, a satisfied look that one might expect to have after a deep, cleansing massage.  While his demeanor in a scene was always callous and degrading, John was actually a really sweet and considerate man, and he always knew exactly what I liked and planned scenes accordingly.

“Um, what do you think?”  I responded, smiling back at him.  The night was perfect.  From the fancy dinner date with my sexy outfit to the anal spit roast we just had.  He built up my arousal at a delicious pace, and the payoff was so…  well, actually, come to think of it, what was the payoff for me?  John came in my ass, but I didn’t even get any stimulation to my pussy!  Once I realized that, I began to notice that my pussy was still burning with arousal. 

“Wait, when were you planning to take care of… you know…”  I trailed off.  Even after such a degrading, intense scene, I still had a hard time saying things like that out loud.  John looked at me quizzically. 

“What do you mean?” he asked sweetly.  At first, I thought he just wasn’t getting what I was trying to say, but upon looking up into his eyes again, I noticed that the twinkle in his eye had more of a mischievous dimension to it than I initially thought.  The realization dawned on me. Fuck, he plans to keep me like this all night, I thought to myself.  My first thought was to relieve the urges myself, but I immediately remembered that I couldn’t.  One of the rules in our dynamic was that I could only cum on his command.  Usually he just used it to toy with me during a scene, but this time it seemed like he had something different in mind.

“I know you thought the scene just finished up,” he caressed my hair while he spoke, drawing me into his musky scent.  “But I have something else planned for you, something I think you might like even more than this.  But for now, it’s time to go to sleep.  You’ll find out more details when the time comes.”  He walked over to the closet and started changing into his night clothes, and I went to the bathroom to clean myself up.  I could feel his cum dripping down my leg as I walked.  I blushed thinking about what he could possibly have in mind that was even more intense than this, and my aching pussy throbbed.  I climbed into bed nude and John spooned me from behind, wrapping his muscular arms around me, one hand cupping my breast. 

“Goodnight, Emma,” he whispered into my ear as we both went to sleep.


Chapter 2

Gingerly picking up the tray so nothing spilled, I walked over to the den to meet John, who had just gotten home from work and was reclining on the couch.  As usual, I was struck by my husband’s effortless sexiness upon seeing him for the first time that evening.  He had taken off his button down and shoes and was just wearing his work slacks and a basic white undershirt.  Underneath the thin undershirt I was able to discern the subtle but clear outlines of his athletic form, lean muscle acquired and maintained by countless diligent hours at the gym, his posture relaxed but confident, his gaze gentle but penetrating.  God, what a sexy man, I thought to my self as I walked over to him.  

“Hey cutie, how was work?” I asked as I set the tray of food on the coffee table in front of him.  I had heard on a podcast that it was good practice for couples to try to have a consistent, weekly date night, especially in longer relationships, so John and I made Friday nights our dedicated “us” time, since we both were off on Saturdays and could stay up later.  This evening we had decided to stay in and do one of our favorite activities, having a home-cooked meal while listening to some new music.  I was the chef this time and I kept it simple, making some beef noodle soup and grilled cheese, perfect for a cozy night of cuddling and musics. 

“Hey Emma,” John replied, smiling at me.  “Work was okay, nothing special.  I’ve been looking forward to our date night all day, though.  And that soup smells delicious.”  He bent over his plate and vigorously inhaled the hearty aromas while I walked around the coffee table and sat down next to him on the couch.  I streamed my phone to the TV and pulled up the playlist of new songs I had assembled for that night.  I hit play and the gentle strains of a soft acoustic guitar filled the room as one of my favorite Indie artists started to play while we ate our soup and sandwiches. 

There was something about such a simple and modest date that felt really romantic to me.  It was nice to just sit together with my husband and share a meal, quietly enjoying each other’s company.  Though, beneath the air of easy-going serenity, there was one thing I couldn’t get off of my mind. 

I hadn’t had an orgasm in over two weeks. 

John was serious when he had said that the scene from that night wasn’t over.  What I had initially thought was just a tease to build up the tension turned into full-on orgasm denial play.  After going to sleep orgasm-less following our spit-roast scene, I had woken up the next morning feverishly horny.  I often was horny in the morning, and usually rubbing my bare ass against my husband’s cock to wake him up was enough to initiate morning sex.  Though my usual grinding tactics were enough to get his attention, the outcome was not what I was expecting.  Instead of fucking me right there like he normally would, John grabbed the bottle of lube, which was still sitting on the nightstand where he had left it, and started lubing up my asshole.  After a few minutes of fingering my already-loosened hole, he slid his cock inside, anally fucking me in the spoon position while we lied in bed.  He thrusted in and out of me at a leisurely pace, never quite giving me the hard fucking I was craving.  Additionally, the angle of his thrusting stimulated my pussy through the wall of my rectum, but it wasn’t nearly enough to make me cum, just enough to make me even hornier than I was.  When he was done, he deposited another load in my ass, then got out of bed, gave me a light peck on the lips, and went to the bathroom to take a shower and get ready for the day.  I realized at that point that I wasn’t going to get any easy release.

From then on, John made a point of ignoring my pussy and reminding me that I needed his permission to masturbate or cum.  Of course, I wasn’t able to actually acquire said permission.  Instead, he used my ass almost every day, stretching my hole with his thick cock over and over until I hardly even needed any foreplay for him to lube up and slide right in. 

It was both extremely arousing and extremely frustrating, as I had never felt so horny before but had no clue if or when I would be allowed release.  After two weeks of this routine, I could hardly go a few minutes without thinking about getting fucked and thinking about my constantly wet, neglected pussy.  Just looking at John was enough to get me aching with need. 

As my mind wandered, I felt a large, firm hand rest itself on my bare thigh, causing a jolt of unexpected arousal to flood to my groin.  I looked up and realized I had been spacing out, thinking about how fucking horny I was all the time.  I noticed John smiling at me, but with that slightly ornery, mischievous twinkle in his eye I had become accustomed to the past couple weeks.   I blushed back at him, having almost forgotten where I was. 

“Do you mind if I play a couple of mine now?”  he asked, picking up his phone. 

“Yeah, of course,” I replied quickly, trying hard to get my mind off of my aching pussy and back to our date night.  The harder I tried to think about something else, the more firmly cemented on it my mind became.  Fuck, I need to just focus on the music, I decided.

As John queued up his songs, I nestled myself against him, trying to get cozy and just get my mind back on date night.  The music he played was nice, some kind of modern classical or something.  It was a little academic for me but I still enjoyed listening to it.  Just as I began getting a bit more into it, I felt John’s weight shift, his right arm wrapping around my shoulder, fingers lightly stroking my arm as he listened.  Normally, such an innocuous touch wouldn’t bother me at all, but in that moment any kind of touch would have lit me up. 

John shifted, relaxing into the couch.  “What do you think about the music?  It’s pretty, right?”  As he listened, I noticed the confident, masculine way he had splayed out on the couch, self-assured and dominant, as if he was patiently awaiting someone to service him.  My eye caught the glint of his belt buckle, and a tingle of subby arousal washed over me.  I wanted to get up right then and there, kneel between his legs, and start worshipping him on the spot.  Though, as much as I wanted to, I knew it was pointless to even try, since John had full ownership of my body.  The thought frustrated me and turned me on at the same time.

“Why don’t you sit on my lap?”  John asked, guiding me towards him.

“Yes, sir,” I replied automatically, embarrassed at my immediate shift into sub mode but so turned on that it didn’t really matter. 

When I lowered down onto his lap, I immediately felt his bulge press against my ass, straining through his slacks, only separated from my holes by his pants and my tiny booty shorts.  John wrapped his muscular arms around my waist, making me immediately aware of the smallness of my body compared to his.  I started melting into him, and, to my surprise, I felt one of his hands wandering towards the area in between my legs.

“You’ve really been wanting this, haven’t you,” he breathed into my ear as he inched his hand closer to my swelling pussy, slipping underneath my waistband.  My heart skipped.  Was this what he had been planning all along?  My mind went back to that night two weeks ago, when he told me he had “something else planned” for me.  Was he going to take me back to the bedroom and ravage me after all this denial?  Did he maybe even have something else in store, like a new toy, or some kind of new kink we’ve never done before?  The anticipation was intense.  God, I just wanted him to completely own me. 

“Do you remember when I said I had something planned for you?” he inched his hand closer to my pussy.  “I wanted to get you nice and warmed up for the main event.  I think I succeeded pretty well at that.”  I nodded meekly, too focused on his hand, practically close enough to reach my clit.  I felt his palm grazing my pubic hair. 

“Well, I have one more little surprise for you.  Tonight isn’t actually the main event, contrary to what you might be thinking.  I’m gonna have to make you wait one more night.  The real surprise is what happens tomorrow.” 

With that he slid his hand back out of my pants, hoisted me up, and sat me back down next to him on the couch.  He gave me a kiss on the cheek and stood up, picked up the plates and silverware, and started making his way towards the kitchen.  As he was leaving the room, he looked back at me and said, “Oh, by the way.  When you wake up tomorrow, look on the nightstand.  There will be some instructions for you.  Hope you’re ready,” then walked away, leaving me both desperately horny and curious. 


Chapter 3

I spent all of the next day distracted in anticipation of what was going to happen that evening.  The instructions John had laid out were cryptic but erotic and I knew something big was going to happen.  The two of us had spent the whole morning and afternoon hanging out.  John made pancakes for breakfast, we played cards on the porch outside, then spent the early afternoon watching a new show on TV and lounging around.  I enjoyed it but couldn’t get my instructions off of my mind.  When 4:00 PM finally rolled around, I noticed the clock change with a start and somewhat nervously went to the bedroom to begin prepping for the scene, as per the direction on the note I had found on my nightstand the previous night. 

I climbed the stairs to the bedroom hurriedly, my mind racing with the possibilities of what could be happening.  I was quite literally on edge, both from the suspense and mystery of the situation and from the combined horniness of all the ass-fucking and orgasm denial I experienced in the past two weeks. 

Upon opening the bedroom door, I noticed a familiar sight that sent a shiver of arousal through me.  Sitting on the bed was the black box, the same one that had contained the dildo, lube and blindfold weeks ago. 

This time the contents were different, but they were equally erotic in their own way.  I opened the lid of the box to find a set of lacy black and purple lingerie. 

The outfit was sexier than anything I had worn before – I had sets of skimpy underwear and had worn provocative clothing out on dates before but had never worn anything so outright sexual.  I stripped down completely naked and started putting on the lingerie.  Looking in the mirror as I changed, I became acutely aware of how exposed I felt wearing this.  My ass was on full display, with only a g-string blocking access to my asshole.  The top hugged my waist, making it look extra small compared to my hips, and pushed up my boobs dramatically, making them the definite focal point of the outfit.  It was like I was being put on display for men’s arousal, a perfect sex toy for them to either ogle or use to get off.  The thought of being surrounded by horny men made me blush fiercely, and I quickly pushed the thought out of my mind as I went to the bathroom to do my makeup. 

John had instructed me to put on a full face of dark, dramatic makeup.  As I applied the makeup, I reflected on the tasks I found on the note on my nightstand.  At this point, I had followed all of the instructions to completion and there were only a couple left.  Most of them seemed pretty straight-forward and easily understandable.  It was those last few that had me the most nervous and curious.  I had gone upstairs to the bedroom, opened up the package to find the lingerie, got dressed up, and did my makeup.  Understandable enough.  At this point I had to do just two more instructions.  One was easy but made my stomach flutter.  The other one seemed a bit confusing, making me think there was more going on in this scene than I had been predicting. 

Once I finished my makeup, I walked back into the bedroom, clad in my sexy lingerie and dramatic makeup, and kneeled down on the floor, sitting back on my heels, facing the door.  That one was simple enough.  The only remaining instruction was the one that got me wondering – I was to not speak a single word no matter what, except to give a safeword if need be. 

That combination of these two instructions caused me to feel a unique sense of vulnerability.  I was kneeling submissively, dressed up like a slut, boobs bursting out of my top, not allowed to speak, and with no idea what was about to happen or when.  My heart was racing and I was quickly starting to feel more and more submissive, even though play hadn’t even properly started yet.  The silence in the room and the uncertainty about the scene magnified the erotic tension and the adrenaline pumping through me. 

After waiting for what felt like hours, the door to the bedroom finally opened.

At first, I was just confused.  I did not have an extremely strong emotional response because I was trying to take in what I was seeing.  It wasn’t John that walked through the door.  It was another man, completely naked except for a black masquerade mask he wore that concealed his identity. 

Once I finally registered what was happening, a stronger wave of adrenaline shot through my body, and I could feel my nipples harden and my clit start to swell.

It seemed funny to say, but despite how kinky and dirty John and I got, I had never even seen another man naked before, let alone ever touched one.  But here I was, kneeling in front of a naked man, my face at dick height.  I could see his cock bobbing up and down with arousal, sticking straight out in front of him and hungrily throbbing.  His balls were large and engorged, the head flushed a dark pink hue.  His cock wasn’t nearly as long as John’s, but it was so thick that I wondered if I’d even be able to get something like that in my mouth. 

The man walked towards me until he was standing directly over me.  Though he seemed freshly showered I could still smell a hint of his natural scent, completely different than John’s.  I looked up and saw his cock waving inches away from my face.  At that moment, the realness of the situation started to hit me.  I was kneeling in front of a naked, rock-hard man.  He could see my whole body, exposed by the erotic lingerie I had on, enjoying a view that no one had ever seen but my husband.  And despite my nerves, I was extremely turned on. 

Before I got a chance to think of much of anything else, I felt the tip of the stranger’s cock press against my lips. 

At that moment, something shifted inside me.  I had started feeling that intense feeling in my lower stomach that I had felt when John was spit-roasting me with the dildo, only this time I wasn’t afraid of losing control anymore.  I was feeling hungry for cock.  More than that, I was hungry to be slutty.  I wanted to completely let loose.  No more thinking.  I wanted, more than anything, to just completely surrender to the moment. 

So, I decided to do exactly that.

Before the man got a chance to do anything else, I grabbed his butt with one hand so I could pull him in towards me.  I felt his cock slide into my mouth.  It was thicker than anything I had ever had in there before, which caused me to gag a bit, involuntarily, but I pushed through, forcing him even deeper until my entire mouth was filled in a way I had never experienced.  His cock was straight and was a bit more flexible than my husband’s, so once I got it in, I was able to deepthroat him, something I had never done before. 

I felt his cock twitch in the back of my throat, and with my free hand, I started stroking and massaging his big, heavy balls.  The size and feel of his balls were much different than John’s, and I reveled in the naughtiness of doing all this in the bedroom I shared with my husband. 

As I massaged him, I started bobbing my head on his shaft, my eyes watering as I started to suck his shorter but extremely girthy cock.  Who was this man, anyways?  Was he a stranger that John invited in via a reddit post?  Did he find him at a bar and invite him to face-fuck his wife?  Or hotter still, was he maybe someone I personally knew?  A neighbor, a co-worker, maybe even a mutual friend of John and mine?  I blushed at the thought of being known as the neighborhood slut, sucking off any willing man who would come into my room with his cock out.  It also felt degrading that this strange man could keep his anonymity by wearing a mask while I was completely exposed, half-naked, on my knees.  The thought turned me on even more. 

As I sucked, I felt a pair of strong hands on the back of my head, and the man started forcing his cock even further down my throat until my nose was pressed into his groin.  Holding my head in place, he started skull-fucking me, causing tears to form in my eyes and making my makeup run.  He fucked my mouth with increasing intensity, making my jaw sore in a way I had never felt before. 

After a few minutes of this, he took his dick out of my mouth and started jerking himself off.  He grabbed my hair with one hand and pulled my face back, so he was jerking himself directly over it.  I kept massaging his balls while he stroked himself, using my spit as his lube.   

With a loud groan, he shot rope after rope of thick cum all over my face.  It felt like my face was nearly covered by the time he was done.  As soon as he finished emptying himself all over me, he left without a word. 

I was shaking with arousal.  I had never done anything that nasty before, and I was ready for more.  I thought about wiping off the cum, but I felt like more of a slut leaving it on.  I could feel spit hanging off of my chin, the stranger’s cum all over my mouth, note and cheeks, and my runny makeup smeared around my eyes.  I could only imagine how depraved I looked.  I reached my hand down between my legs and could feel my wetness already soaked through my panties.  My pussy was pulsing with need. 

Not too long after the man left the room, the door opened again and someone new stepped in.  As with the other man, he was naked except for a similar black masquerade-style mask he wore, making it impossible to figure out exactly who he was.  He was tall and well-built, with muscular legs, sizable, strong-looking arms, and washboard abs.  His cock was average in length and width, had a bit of a downward curve, and was rock-hard, glistening with precum that had already formed at the tip.  The man’s posture and demeanor gave off a commanding and intense aura.  Everything about him was sexy and I wanted him in me so badly.

“Give me your thong and get on your hands and knees,” he said in a deep, commanding tone. 

I happily complied and removed my soaked thong, handing it to him.  He looked at it and smirked, probably surprised by its wetness.

“Open your mouth,” he ordered, and grabbed my jaw, forcing my mouth wide open for him.  I could feel thick strands of the last man’s cum hanging between my lips when I opened my mouth, and upon forcing it open, the stranger stuffed my panties into my mouth.  When they went in, the strong taste of the first man’s cum filled my mouth along with them, as well as the overpowering taste of my own wetness. 

Mouth stuffed, unable to do much more than moan, I kneeled down and went onto my hands and knees, sticking my butt out into the air like a bitch in heat. 

Without skipping a beat, the man walked around me, went into the drawer where we kept our lube, lathered up his cock with it, and came back to where I was positioned.  He kneeled down behind me, lined up his cock, and slid it in my ass without any warm-up. 

My first time fucking a man other than my husband and I had my own dirty panties stuffed in my mouth, cum all over my face, and his cock in my ass.  I looked down at the floor as he fucked me and noticed my wedding ring on my left hand, which made me feel even naughtier. 

I noticed in that moment that John had been fucking me in the ass so much recently that I was completely ready to take a cock.  Instead of just feeling overwhelming it felt pleasurable, different than vaginal but still amazing.  In addition, the way this man’s cock pointed downwards gave me some extra stimulation in doggy style because it rubbed up against my wall and indirectly stimulated my pussy.  I moaned through my panty gag and thrusted back onto his cock.  He started fucking me even more violently, his balls slapping against my clit, his hands grabbing onto my hips roughly. 

“Your asshole is so nice and loose, you whore,” he growled at me while he fucked me.

The combination of his cock stimulating my pussy and his balls slapping my clit was driving me crazy.  This was the first time my pussy had been touched at all in weeks and it felt much more sensitive than normal.  I whimpered and moaned through the pleasure and was occasionally rewarded by a hard smack on my ass. 

Moments later, the man tightened his grip on my hips and spasmed violently, pushing his cock as deep as he could into my ass.  I felt him pulsing hard inside me as he filled me up with cum. 

After he had finished and pulled out, he came back around to face me, removed my thong from my mouth, and shoved his cock back in my mouth for me to clean it.  I tasted my ass and his cum, and I sucked him thoroughly until all that was left on his cock was the glisten of my spit.  Once I finished, he took his cock out and left the room, taking my cummy panties with him.

I did not have to wait long for the door to open again.  This time two men came in together.   They did not seem as imposing as the previous man, but both gave off vibes of extreme horniness and desire.  They both walked up to me and held up hands to help me stand up.  

Once I was up, there was a flurry of motion.  One man got behind me and the other stood in front.  I felt a hand roughly squeezing one of my ass cheeks, then spreading them, surely looking at the cum dripping out of me.  I felt a hand slide over my stomach and sides, groping me, then moving down to my pussy and stroking it roughly, making me shudder with desperate arousal.  Four hands were roaming all over my body, touching me callously, with no regard for my pleasure. 

The situation was impossibly hot.  I had just been orally and anally used by two different strangers.  I had cum in two different holes, had my thong stolen, had a cumshot all over my face, red marks on my ass, smeared makeup, and hadn’t had an orgasm in weeks.  I probably looked like a total mess.  And at this moment, I had two guys who were so desperately horny that they didn’t care about that, only able to think about feeling me up and using me too. 

As the man in front was groping every inch of my flesh, the man in the back began un-clasping my lingerie top, eventually lifting it over my head and rendering me completely nude and exposed for the first time.  While he took off my lingerie, I could feel his cock pressing into my ass.  It didn’t seem completely hard yet, but it had to be nearly as long as my forearm.  That scared me a bit, but I wanted it.  I rubbed my ass against him, probably smearing the previous man’s cum on his cock, but he didn’t seem to mind.  I could feel his cock stir against me. 

Once I was naked, I got on my knees and positioned myself so the two men were directly in front of me.  I took both of them in my hands and began stroking.  One of the men was a bit taller and thinner and had a somewhat small cock.  It was short and skinny and had a bit of a curve to one side.  He seemed very confident and eager though, and when I stroked him, I heard him sensually groan at my touch.  The other man was almost his opposite – about medium height and build with a monster cock.  I had never seen anything like that before and didn’t know they got that big.  This man was more quiet and focused, not reacting much when I started stroking his heavy cock.  His body responded to my touch though.  As I stroked him, I felt him grow even harder and girthier until I couldn’t reach my fingers all the way around his shaft. 

Stroking two strangers’ cocks at once was a whole new level of naughtiness that I never imagined before.  I loved that every little touch I administered elicited moans of desire.  I felt like such a whore, feeling the cum drip out of my asshole and drying on my face while I stroked them.  I wanted their cum all over me, and wanted every hole to be filled, especially my neglected pussy. 

Once I got both guys fully hard, I gestured for them to stand closer together, and I took the guy with the small cock in my mouth while stroking the other one.  He was easy to suck due to his size, and I was able to do a lot with my tongue while he was in my mouth.  He moaned with ecstasy as I did that and grabbed one of my exposed tits while I sucked him.  I went all the way down and even managed to get his balls in my mouth along with his shaft.  Then I moved on to the other man. 

I stroked his shaft with two hands while sucking him, since I could hardly fit more than the first few inches in my mouth.  Instead of forcing myself down on him, I made sure to work my tongue as much as I could.  I heard a grunt of approval at my tongue-work and I could taste his precum leaking into my mouth.

The other man, who I was not touching at all, started vigorously stroking himself right in front of my face.  It was hot seeing a man stroking himself while watching me suck someone else’s cock.  Eventually, though, I got a better idea.

I took one hand off of the monster cock I was sucking and pulled the other guy closer.  I started stroking him again until he was at full mast, and then shoved his cock into my mouth at the same time as the one I was already working on. 

As I sucked the two men, the door opened again and another man walked through.  This time it was my husband, not wearing a mask, instead clad in a well-fitted suit, which was often his preferred outfit during scenes.

I immediately felt a flash of guilt and almost completely stopped what I was doing, but when I saw the intensely focused look on his face that signaled his deep arousal and concentration, I knew everything was fine and was according to plan. 

At that moment, an intense desire to put on a show for my husband came over me, and I went wild on the men in front of me, my mouth stretched as wide as it would go to accommodate two cocks at once, sometimes taking them out of my mouth to work the balls, sometimes sucking one and stroking the other.  John around us and watched from behind, so I arched my back a bit and stuck out my ass for him to view.  I heard an unzipping sound from his direction, then a sound that could have only been him stroking himself. 

A few moments later, I heard his voice.

“Get on your hands and knees for me, Emma.  Let’s put what we practiced two weeks ago into action.”

My heart jumped in my chest as I started realizing what he meant.  I immediately adjusted my position and waited for the drip of lube on my asshole expectantly.

Instead, I felt the tip of his cock brush up against the entrance of my pussy.

I cried out in surprise, my moan muffled by the cocks in my mouth.  In that moment, desire completely overtook me.  Instead of waiting for John to decide what to do, I pushed back against him with all the force I could muster, fully impaling myself on his shaft. 

It was the most powerful sensation I had ever felt.  After being denied and built up so long, then being used everywhere but my pussy all night, and after doing things dirtier than I would have ever imagined, my body was on fire with pleasure.  I did not even give John a chance to fuck me; instead, I used the momentum from the men in front of me thrusting into my mouth to thrust back onto John’s cock, fucking him aggressively.  I felt him reach around and start rubbing my clit, and I moaned loudly.

“You were desperate for this, huh, you dirty slut?” John exclaimed.  I moaned even louder. 

I felt John twitching inside me as I fucked him, and I knew he would not be able to last long.  Fortunately, I knew I wouldn’t either.  Just the vaginal stimulation alone was enough to drive me close to the edge in seconds. 

I took the two cocks out of my mouth and began stroking them vigorously while John began aggressively slamming into my pussy while rubbing my engorged clit.  The man with the small cock began moaning loudly and suddenly came loudly, shooting cum onto my face, in my hair, and onto my back.  A few seconds later, the other man started tensing up, then started stroking himself, aimed into my mouth, and filled it up with warm, creamy cum.  I held the cum in my mouth while John fucked me.

Moments later, I felt the familiar sensation of John’s thick member growing to its biggest size, getting ready to unload inside me.  I felt a powerful sensation building up in my core, spreading through my whole body.

My orgasm ripped through me while John shot into me, causing me to shake intensely and convulse all over his cock.  The orgasm was so intense I could hardly see, and I accidentally opened my mouth, causing all the cum that was in there to pour out all over the floor.  For a few moments, I felt like I was beside my body, looking down on it.  I looked like such a whore, and I loved it. 

John pulled out of me when he was done cumming and lifted me up, still in the midst of my orgasm, so he could lay me down on the bed.  After what felt like a few minutes, my orgasm finally started to subside, and I lied on the bed in a haze of pleasure.  I could still taste cum from two different men in my mouth and reached down to my pussy to feel John’s creampie dripping out.  The other two men in the room left, leaving John and me alone on the bed together. 

John wrapped his arms around me and cuddled me.  I could feel him shifting out of scene mode, and his warm, strong arms enveloped me in comfort.  I was starting to feel really overwhelmed processing the intensity of what had just happened, but I felt really good overall, especially considering having my husband lying with me and making sure I was alright.

“When you’re done resting there, how about we get you in the shower so I can wash you, then maybe we can watch a movie or something,” he whispered gently to me, and I nodded faintly.  We did, and midway through the movie I fell asleep, dressed in my favorite robe, and with my head on John’s chest. 

The next morning, while John was making pancakes for us, I felt like I was radiating afterglow from the previous scene.  John even commented on it, saying I seemed a little different somehow, like I exuded a sort of sultry aura.

“I’ve never seen you like that before, how you were last night,” he remarked, smiling slightly and remembering back to the previous evening.  “What happened?”

“Neither have I,” I commented, a mischievous grin curling the corners of my mouth.  “But I definitely think I awakened something inside myself.  I was always afraid to really let loose, like I was worried I would lose control or something.  But now that I have experienced something that intense and slutty, I think I definitely want more.  I love being your personal, owned slut.”

I walked over to him, gently pressed my boobs against his back, and reached around him to grab his cock. 

“I think that can be arranged,” he said with an ornery grin.


Filled By Her House Guests


Chapter 1

If one of my students saw me right now, I’d be in so much trouble, I thought as I felt the young man’s hand reach around from behind and tentatively cup one of my breasts.  I didn’t get a great look at him in the haze of strobe lights and sensuous darkness of the club, but he looked to be at least half my age, probably a college student at one of the local universities.  If felt so wrong grinding on someone almost young enough to be one of my students, or even one of my kids, but the taboo of it made it even hotter. 

Hesitantly at first, he started squeezing and kneading my breast with one hand, the other hand firmly grasping my left hip, holding me in place.  When I responded by grinding my ass into his crotch, he got more confident and began groping me with more intensity, causing my nipples to harden immediately. 

This alone was enough to send a bolt of hot electricity through my whole body and straight to my core.  It was such a turn-on being in the middle of a crowded dance floor, surrounded by people and being felt up, on display for anyone to see.  It felt so slutty and improper, but I couldn’t help myself.  I loved being watched and being used by this sexy young stud. 

As he hungrily groped me, I felt the bulge in his pants start to grow.  His hands wandered all over my body, grazing over my toned stomach, lightly pinching my nipples that poked through my revealing dress, then going lower, inching closer and closer to my sweet spot. 

I responded in kind, grinding harder against him and guiding his large, strong hands towards my crotch. 

He slid his fingers under the high slit in my dress, hardly needing to hike it up to be able to get what he was after.  A surge of adrenaline washed over me as I felt the younger man’s fingers on my bare pussy, easy to access since I never wore underwear when I went to the club.  I could tell he was surprised but I eagerly ground myself against his fingers, encouraging him to use me however he saw fit. 

Without a second thought he plunged two fingers into my pussy, which was so soaked with arousal that they went in easily.  He started roughly fingering me, overcome with raw desire.  I could tell he wasn’t that experienced, but that turned me on even more.  Was I one of his first? Maybe he fucked girls all the time but thought his muscles and cock were all he needed to please a woman.  I would have so loved to take him home and teach him all there was to know about really taking care of a woman. 

My gyrations slowed as I got lost in the heat of the moment, and without warning I felt one of the young man’s hands roughly grab my jaw, forcing my mouth open.  He slid his fingers out of my wet slit and shoved them into my wide-open mouth, forcing me to taste my own wetness.  I could feel how strong he was by the way he man-handled me.  Was he an athlete?  The feeling of his young, fit body against mine made me completely melt into him. 

Not missing a beat, I closed my mouth around his fingers and sucked, enjoying the dirtiness of tasting my own pussy in a crowded public place.

I looked around me a bit and noticed we were beginning to get some stares.  Maybe it was time to move things off of the dance floor.  Regardless, I absolutely needed to get a better taste of his body. 

Turning around to face him, I cupped his face in my hands and went in for a deep kiss.  I slipped my tongue in, filling his mouth with the taste of my dripping cunt.  As his tongue started mingling with mine, I felt his large hands reach around and start groping my ass.  I felt him start to hike my dress up so he could cop a feel of my fully exposed ass.  As much as I wanted to fully expose myself in front of everyone in the club, I knew it would be too risky.  Before he got the chance, I pulled away from the kiss, lightly grabbed the corner of his shirt, and gestured for him to follow me, leading him off of the dance floor with me.

As we walked through the club, I noticed guy after guy staring lustfully at me, undressing me with their eyes.  My cheeks flushed as I thought about the naughtiness of the situation, wearing such a skimpy outfit, showing off my toned, sculpted physique that I honed through countless hours at the gym.  I wondered if any of these guys would masturbate to me when they got home that night.  For a moment, I felt guilty at the thought of what my students’ parents or fellow faculty members would think if they saw me like this.  I was generally known as one of the most diligent and disciplined teachers at school, but if someone knew what I did after hours… 

My thought was interrupted when I noticed that we had arrived at a spot I could use – the restrooms.  I grabbed the young man’s hand and pulled him into the small hallway leading up to them.  As we walked by, I noticed a number of couples getting a bit handsier than the average club-goers on the dark couches lining one side of the hallway.  A man fingering a girl sitting on his lap, a few couples making out, a girl with one tit out of her shirt, getting it sucked by another girl. 

Pulling him behind me into the men’s room, I scanned the stalls and urinals for people.  No one.  I pulled him into a stall with me.  Now that the room was lit better, I could actually see some of the young man’s features.  He had a youthful, attractive face, pretty forest-green eyes that were brought into focus by strong cheek bones and a square jaw.  His hair was short and dirty blonde, in a basic short cut.  Despite his young-looking face, he had an imposing form, towering over me and rippling with muscles.  Definitely an athlete. 

I eagerly kneeled down, my bare knees on the cold bathroom tiles, and pulled down his joggers by the waistband, then quickly did the same with his boxers.  Fuck, I’m actually doing this.  I’m gonna suck a random college kid’s dick in the bathroom of a club, I thought, an intoxicating cocktail of guilt and arousal welling up from deep within me.

As I pulled down his boxers I got my first glimpse at his cock, uncut and dripping with precum.  I held it in my hand, feeling its considerable weight despite being mostly soft.  I heard him groan slightly, obviously surprised and excited at his luck. 

In my younger years, I would never have had the guts to do something like this.  In the first place, I wouldn’t have wanted to be seen as a slut.  But as a more mature adult, I became much more comfortable just going after what I wanted. 

Wrapping my hand around his cock, I firmly stroked it until it was at full mast, using my other hand to gently fondle his big swollen balls.  Within seconds he was fully hard, his cock looming over my face, bobbing up and down with lust.  A single drop of precum dripped down onto my face as I looked up at him, his expression intensely focused and ravenous, trained on my lips.  I obliged him and took him into my mouth.  Without any warning, I forced his entire sizable length down my throat until my nose was pressed into his pelvis and my eyes started to water.  I looked up at him and saw his eyes go wide.  His cock spasmed in my throat.  I used my tongue to stimulate the underside of his shaft, then started bobbing my head, feeling his balls slapping against my chin at the end of each thrust.  It didn’t take long for my throat to start to burn slightly from the skull-fucking, but that just meant I’d have a reminder of my debauchery the next day.

Groaning louder than before, he grabbed my head so he could thrust into me at his own pace.  He began brutally punishing my throat, making my makeup run and spit dribble down my chin onto the dirty floor tiles of the bathroom stall.  My knees were getting a bit sore from kneeling for so long but all I cared about was milking a thick load out of this college jock.  The sound of his cock sliding in an out of my throat echoed through the bathroom.  If anyone came in here, they would immediately know what was going on. 

“You’re such a fucking slut,” he snarled at me as I gagged on him.  “How many cocks have you sucked to be able to take this much down your throat?”  I could hear his breath picking up.  He grabbed a handful of my hair right by the base of my scalp and started thrusting into my mouth with even more intensity than before.

I reached down, hiked my dress up to my waist, and slid a finger into my pussy.  I was wet and swollen, aching for more.  I alternated between fingering myself and feverishly stroking my clit while allowing him to fuck my throat. 

Moments later, I felt his whole body go rigid, his shaft growing harder in my mouth. 

“Mmph, I’m gonna cum,” he moaned.  He withdrew his cock from my mouth and started vigorously stroking it, using my spit and his precum as lube.  Within seconds, he exploded onto me, shooting out rope after rope of cum, most landing on my tongue and in my mouth but one or two streaking my face.  I stood up, pulled my dress down so it covered my ass, and winked at him seductively before leaving the stall. 

I walked back out to the main club area, fresh cum painted on my face.  The thought of having a stranger’s cum on my face in public made my swollen pussy pulse. 

Passing the dance floor, I headed to the couches near the bar and found my husband Scott sitting down, sipping on a drink. 

“Hey Tracy, how has your night been?  Have you been having a fun time?” He asked, gesturing for me to sit down with him.

I smiled naughtily at him and opened my mouth wide, showing him the huge load of cum I had been holding there for the past minute or so.  I swallowed it, then opened my mouth once again to show him it was all gone. 

“Ah, I see that you have,” he chuckled and gave me a pat on the head.  “I know I enjoyed the part of the show I got to watch.  You love showing off your sexy body and seducing younger guys, don’t you?”

“Yeah, I do,” I replied, blushing a bit but glowing from the hotness of the whole night.  If there was one thing I loved more than being on display and getting used by strangers, it was doing it all for my sexy husband to watch.  He loved seeing me doing slutty things, being his personal porn star. 

He got up out of his seat and put out his hand to help me up.  My legs were a little shaky with the excitement of the night, and I walked out of the club with him, my hand in his, a stranger’s cum still streaking my face.  Once we got outside, Scott called up an uber and we headed home for the night. 


Chapter 2

My workouts were always some of the highlights of my week.  No matter what was going on that day or that week, I knew I always had the stability and consistency of my workouts to wind myself down and let off some steam.  It was nice to know that in a sea of faculty meetings, lesson plans, and tests and essays that needed to be graded, that I could relax into a nice long jog on the treadmill, do some yoga, or do my bodyweight exercises to get away from it all.  It felt good to know that my hobby made me healthier too. 

That said, there are other reasons as well that I like going to the gym, I considered as I jogged on the treadmill after work one day, lost in thought.    

The main one was that I could attract the lusty attention of almost any guy there with my lean, well-kept body.  It always gave me a little thrill seeing men’s heads turn when they noticed my tits bouncing while I ran on a treadmill, a sports bra hugging my chest with my nipples poking through.  I loved seeing men double-take when they looked at my curves, my butt accentuated by high-waisted leggings, my mid-section fully exposed.  Better still, anyone who knew me knew that I was one of the most serious and proper teachers at the local high school, someone who was professional and dedicated at school, yet quiet and reserved personally.  Basically, I was seen as unattainable, especially considering that I had been married to my husband Scott for twelve years. 

While Scott and I had a very respectful, communicative and tender relationship, we also had a darker, kinkier side that most people did not know about.  Our kinks mainly revolved around my exhibitionism and Scott’s voyeurism.  He loved showing me off as his “trophy wife,” though our vanilla relationship was fully egalitarian and balanced. 

It started with Scott picking out my outfit one night when we went to a nice dinner for his work.  He picked out a long red dress for me that was more revealing than what I would ordinarily wear to a formal occasion.  It hugged my curves and showed off my cleavage.  I was initially uncomfortable at the thought of being seen in something so risqué, but when I saw how excited he was about it, I decided to give it a try just for that night.  Surprisingly, I loved being shown off by him.  He loved seeing all the men’s eyes on me, seeing how much they desired me.  From there, we gradually upped the stakes, making sure to go to places where I wouldn’t be recognized, like night clubs in the city.  I loved the release from the normal strictness with which I conducted myself. 

We had never done anything quite as intense as that night a couple weeks ago, though.  I didn’t do much more than just dance with a few guys at the club, maybe make out a bit, while my husband would hang back and watch.  This time was different, as we were both ready to take it up another level.  I could still remember the excitement of the stranger’s cock on my lips and down my throat, his cum filling my mouth.  I wanted more.  And as dirty as I felt about the big age gap, that part was maybe the hottest thing of all.  I pushed the thought quickly out of my mind, but not before a rush of wetness soaked my panties. 

Before I had a chance to fully get my mind back to my run, a familiar voice called my name from a nearby vending machine. 

“Hey, Tracy!  Just wanted to say hi since I’m about to head out.  How is everything?” 

It was my friend Veronica, a woman who lived in the same housing plan as Scott and me.  She had middle-school aged son and was a beautiful, 30-something woman with an alluring, womanly frame.  She had long, wavy hair that was a natural muted red color, soft facial features, and glowing bright blue eyes.  I always admired how naturally beautiful she was, not to mention kind and sweet.  The two of us got to know each other from the gym, but we originally met through an open house from when I used to teach grade 5 a few years ago. 

“Hi Veronica, it’s good to see you!  Things have been good here; I’ve just been preparing study guides and whatnot since finals are around the corner.  How is your family?”

“All is good here.  Steven has been swamped with work, so I haven’t gotten to see him much lately, but he’s good otherwise.  Kyle has made friends in his class and is doing well in school.  You know, we really haven’t hung out much recently.  What are you doing this weekend?”

Come to think of it, I hadn’t spent much time with anyone other than my husband recently.  School tended to keep me fully occupied most of the time, and the few free nights I had were always spent with Scott.  Wait, maybe I could invite Veronica to the party! I realized. 

“I’m busy on Friday and Sunday, but if you’re free Saturday evening, Scott is hosting a party that I’d love for you to come to,” I replied with a warm smile.  Scott had been planning a party the past couple days, which was unusual for him, but I thought it was sweet and would be a nice release from my work.  Maybe Veronica and I could get some nice girl time in, something I was sorely in need of. 

“I’ll be there!  I’ll see if Steven can come too,” she said.  We said our goodbyes and she headed out. 

I got back to my workout and got somewhat lost in thought.  I wondered who my husband was inviting to the party.  He was a bit vague about it, so I assumed it would mainly be his usual friends just coming over to drink beers and watch a game in the living room.  Not necessarily my speed, but maybe it would give me a chance to show off a bit for them, I thought to myself.  The thought made me push even harder in my workout, and before long I forgot all about it and went home, getting focused on preparing for my students’ upcoming finals. 


Chapter 3

“Wait… y-you want me to wear what?” I stammered, realizing what Scott had planned.

“What, I think it’s cute!  I’m sure it’ll be a big hit tonight,” he replied, a devilish look on his face.  He had to have planned this all along. 

I had woken up on the morning of the party relatively unsuspecting.  Not that it was all that normal for Scott to plan a party for no apparent reason and not even include me in the planning or invites, but I must have just assumed it was going to be a glorified guys’ night.  Come to think of it, maybe it really is going to be a glorified guys’ night, just not in the way I initially thought, I mused to myself, fighting the embarrassment that washed over me when I realized what he was planning. 

We had planned for guests to arrive at around 5:00, so I spent the day lounging around, trying to keep my energy up in anticipation of having a long evening of entertaining people.  When the time came to get ready for the party, I decided that I’d put on my sluttiest makeup and outfit.  As I was doing my makeup, Scott came up from behind me. 

“Hey, have you decided on your outfit?  Because I have something in mind that I think will be more fun than anything you might have planned.”

“I don’t know about that,” I winked at him playfully, laying on some seductive charm.  “I think our guests will be well-entertained tonight.”

“Just trust me,” he replied.  “When you finish your makeup, come follow me to the bedroom.  I have your outfit laid out on the bed.” 

My curiosity piqued, I headed across the hallway to the bedroom.  When I looked at the bed, my heart skipped a beat.  I expected a revealing bodycon dress or maybe a low-cut top and short skirt, but all I saw was a pair of red heels and a tag attached that had the words “Tracy’s Outfit” on them in Scott’s handwriting. 

“I can’t just wear those in front of people…  I could lose my job.  Who is even coming to the party tonight?”  My face burned with embarrassment.  What if the neighbors saw me like that?  Even Scott’s friends seeing me like that would be too much.  I had never even been seen in my underwear by anyone I wasn’t at least dating, let alone being seen naked by my husband’s friends.  It would be a huge scandal if word got out that a local high school teacher hosted a party in just a pair of heels. 

Scott wrapped his arms around me from behind, his t-shirt barely concealing the well-defined lines of his muscles.  “Like I said before, I think you’ll be a hit.  I picked out the invite list carefully… you’ll be totally safe.  No one will find out outside of this party.  And besides, I know you enjoyed upping the ante two weeks ago at the club.  I figured this might be just the thing to get you all hot and bothered for me,” he whispered softly into my ear while tracing his fingers over my hips and waist, making my heart flutter a bit. 

“Also, you’re extra cute when you’re beet-red,” he added, which made me blush even harder.  Without another word, he left the room and headed downstairs to continue prepping for the party.

I looked myself up and down in the mirror, examining my naked body, my hair and my makeup.  It was funny to think like this, but even though I was in my 30’s I felt sexier and more beautiful than ever.  It was a long time in the making, involving lots of self-doubt and self-confrontation, but I felt comfortable in my own skin.  And I worked for my looks, too.  You know what, fuck it, I thought.  I trusted Scott and knew he wouldn’t do anything that would put my career in jeopardy.  If I was being truly honest with myself, the idea of being on display, naked, in front of whoever Scott wanted to invite was extremely hot.  I knew that if I wanted to explore new territory, I would need to venture a bit out of my comfort zone.  I stepped into the heels Scott picked out for me and went downstairs to meet him, fully naked.

A large grin spread across Scott’s handsome face when he saw me come down the stairs to meet him. 

“I love those long legs you have, they look great with your new style,” he mused, eyeing me up and down.  It was true; my legs looked much longer with the heels, and they brought out the natural curvature of my butt.  Wearing them like this had to make me look like some kind of porn star.  He gave me a light smack on the ass, then grabbed the supple flesh and gave it a firm squeeze.  His strong arms and hands made me feel small and owned by him, reminding me that I was his trophy wife to show off to anyone he pleased, a toy to share as he saw fit. 

“Normally, I like to just pick your outfit and let you run wild, but today I have a couple instructions for you,” he said, walking over to the kitchen and setting out some bottles of various alcohols and mixers. 

“The first thing is that you are going to be today’s host.  If any of the guests at the party need anything, you will be the one that takes care of it.  Make sure to be as accommodating as you can, since I’m sure you want our guests to be as comfortable as possible,” a sly gleam flickered in his eye.  “Any snacks, any drinks, or any special requests will be up to you to fulfill.” 

Hearing him say that made my imagination run wild at the thought of what I might be asked to do.  I could feel my body starting to tingle. 

“The second thing is that you will be answering the door, taking the guests’ bags or jackets, and showing them through the house if they are unfamiliar.”  I figured I could handle that pretty well.  After all, I’d have to be naked all night anyways.

“The last thing I wanted to let you know, just so you’re aware, is -” Scott started, but before he could finish his thought, the doorbell rang.  I looked at him to finish, but he just smiled back at me devilishly and made his way back to the kitchen, leaving whoever knocked on the door for me to handle. 

My heart was pounding, wondering who it would be.  I had thought that this instruction would be the easier of the two, since all I had to do was take some coats.  I was wrong.  The uncertainty of who was behind the door was exhilarating and nerve-wracking.  I could feel my legs starting to shake.  What if it was Jeff, our next-door neighbor?  What if it was just a delivery man that wasn’t even associated with the party?  What if a student stopped by to pick up some work from a missed school day?  I trembled and wanted to just run upstairs and escape, but I knew I couldn’t.  Whoever was there was waiting for me to answer, and I couldn’t just keep standing there doing nothing. 

I braced myself and scraped together all the courage I had in me, then walked to the door and opened it up.  When I saw who it was, I felt all the blood rush to my head.  It was Mark, a friend of Scott’s and a neighbor from down the street.  When he saw me his eyes darted straight down to my breasts, but he pulled them back up quickly, training them on my lips, then just looking away awkwardly.

“Oh, hi Mark, welcome to the party,” I squeaked out as I gestured for him to come in.  I could feel the cool, early summer breeze on my bare skin and I nervously shivered, acutely aware that there was nowhere to hide and no way to cover up.  I closed the door behind him and hung his coat in the closet.

“You can feel free to hang out in the living room, kitchen or wherever else.  If you need anything, let me know and I’ll take care of it for you,” I assured him, blushing deeper at the submissive tone.

“O-okay, thanks,” he replied absently.  He seemed a bit nervous too.  As I walked out of the room to bring in some snacks, Scott walked in to greet him and keep him company since he was the first guest to arrive.  As I walked out of the room, I could feel Mark’s eyes on my ass, watching it sway back and forth, put on display even more by the heels. 

A few minutes later, I heard another knock on the door, and my heart started fluttering again.  Opening the door this time, I was greeted by four men, all of whom I recognized.  Daniel and James I knew for years, having been long-time friends of my husband.  The other two, Noah and Jackson, were familiar faces who I didn’t know quite as well, new work friends Scott made after getting his new job.  Maybe they felt a sense of security in numbers, but none of them seemed all that timid or hesitant.  They all comfortably greeted me, none of them afraid to eye my body up and down.

“Hey, nice outfit Trace,” James joked, giving me a playful smack on the butt as he walked past.  I was instantly wet.  I was always drawn to his easy demeanor and attractive features and I couldn’t believe I was naked in front of him like this.  I was still embarrassed, but I felt the first wave of arousal of the afternoon seeing him.  The other guys followed him into the living room, already engrossed in conversation with each other.  

It seemed like everyone had arrived, and the guys all settled into the couch and drinking beer, some of them watching a game on the TV, others mainly catching up, talking with Scott.  I could hardly get a break from “hosting” them; it seemed like every other minute someone was asking me to get him a drink, refill the pretzel bowl, or show him to the bathroom.  Each one of the requests seemed like an excuse just to see my ass as I walked out of the room, or to get a closer glimpse of my tits as I bent down to set a beer on the coffee table.  My confidence was growing as this all went on; it felt kind of good to be the object of desire for all these people I knew.  I loved having their eyes glued to my every move.  I started giving my ass a little extra wiggle when I would get up to do something, or I would squeeze my boobs together with my arms when leaning over to talk to one of the guys.  I started feeling like a real seductress surrounded by these horny men.  This felt good, almost as good as my adventures at the club the other week.  All I need now is some young cock to suck in the bathroom, I mused to myself.  As I fantasized, the doorbell rang again.

I ran over confidently to answer it, excited to see who I’d get to surprise next with my nakedness.  I quickly opened the door and my jaw dropped. 

I forgot I had invited Veronica and her husband to the party.

Without thinking, I slammed the door in the couple’s faces and mentally freaked out.  They definitely saw me… How could I have been such an idiot?  I can’t let Veronica see me like this.  It would be so embarrassing, I thought, trying to stave off my panicky feelings. 

Scott perked up at the sound of the door closing.  “You alright, Honey?  I think there is someone at the door.  Why don’t you show them inside?” he asked.  I realized it was probably too late to do anything about it now since they probably already saw me anyways.  I opened the door back up to greet Veronica and Steven, one hand over my chest to try to cover myself up. 

“Hey Veronica…  I forgot you were coming, haha.  Come on in!  Sorry if this is too weird, it’s just a crazy dare Scott made, you know how he is.  Oh, hi Steven!  Good to see you.  You can put your shoes on the mat…” I stared at the floor as I let them into the house, wishing this wasn’t happening.  As they crossed the threshold, I noticed there had been a third person behind them who had been standing quietly in the doorway.  I looked up to see who it was as he spoke.

“Hello, Mrs. Williams… Mr. Williams told me you were having a get-together so I thought it might be nice to come in.  I’m sorry if I caught you off guard; I can leave if you want.”  The voice belonged to Evan Miller.  He was a former student of mine who had just graduated the previous year.  Scott knew him because he coached baseball and Evan was on the high school team.  This was definitely the worst-case scenario.  I could lose my job if word got out about this, especially with a former student who had only been graduated for a year.  I wanted to scream at Scott, but I had to keep my cool since so many of our friends were here. 

I sheepishly looked at up at him, my ears burning.  Of course, it had to be him, too.  Evan was a strong, good-looking kid, fit and toned from years of sports.  His hair was a light auburn and his skin was always tan from being outside so much.  He had deep brown eyes that pierced into me every time I looked at him.  I always maintained an extremely strict professional demeanor in school, but I couldn’t help but always notice him when he was around, despite how inappropriate it felt.  On more than one occasion I would find my fantasies drifting to him while masturbating before promptly shutting them out, thinking about his strong jawline, his well-defined forearms and biceps, the quiet intensity with which he carried himself through school.  I knew it was wrong, but I just couldn’t help it. 

“No, you can feel free to come in.  Help yourself to any snacks and I can get you water or pop if you want,” I said, blushing fiercely.  Evan didn’t look straight at my tits like the other guys did, he looked me right in the eyes, with that same intensity I always noticed during lectures at school. 

As I showed him in, Veronica turned to me.  Fortunately, she didn’t seem too off put by my nudity either.  In fact, she gave off an air of surprised amusement that made me feel more comfortable.  Thank god this didn’t make things weird, I thought. 

“This seems like an interesting party, to say the least,” she smirked, her finger tracing my forearm.  “You said Scott set this all up?  Seems like fun to me.” 

She slipped one arm of her cardigan down over her shoulder and winked at me.  “Do you suppose this party might be able to use a second host?  Maybe it would make things a bit more comfortable for you.”

Her total willingness to get in on the party caught me off guard, but it helped me to loosen up a bit.  Maybe I was taking this all too seriously.  I wanted to take her up on her offer and see where this all went.  I took a deep breath, relaxed my shoulders, and smiled at Veronica.

“I think we could arrange that,” I replied, reaching around her and pulling off her cardigan then tossing it on the floor.  Veronica walked into the living room and addressed all the guys sitting on the couch and chairs.

“Hey all, did someone order a second host?  I’m here if you need anything,” she called out to the room.  The guys looked over with surprise, and as soon as she got their attention, she peeled off the low-cut, forest green t-shirt she had on, exposing a lacy black bra.  She threw it behind her and seductively peeled off her black leggings, eliciting cheers from all over the room. 

“Trace, can you undo my bra for me?” she asked sweetly, as she leaned over to take off her thong.  I unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor, exposing her large, full breasts and pale, puffy nipples.  Her thong dropped around her ankles and she tossed it into the crowd where it fell into Mark’s lap. 

Jackson spoke up over the cheering.  “You said the hosts would do anything we asked right?  Let’s see you two make out a little!”  Veronica and I looked at each other, feeling each other out.  She eyed me with a playful, sultry gaze and turned to face me.

“What do you say?” she whispered to me, cupping my face carefully with her hands.  I smiled at her and leaned in for a kiss.  Her lips were soft and supple, and she kissed me with a gentle passion.  It felt so dirty, my first kiss with a girl and it was in front of a group full of horny men.  I felt her large breasts pressing up against mine and slipped my tongue into her mouth. 

The kiss elicited even more cheers, and Veronica responded by kissing her way down my neck, over my collarbone, down to my smaller, perky breasts.  She took one nipple into her mouth and sucked, squeezing the other breast hungrily. 

After a while, another voice piped up from the audience.  “Why don’t you come here and sit with us a little?  Don’t keep all the fun for yourselves.”  I felt a hand grab onto one of mine, pulling me towards the couch.  It was Daniel’s.  When I looked over, I saw that Veronica was heading over to the other side of the big sectional couch in our living room, sitting down between Noah and her husband.  Daniel pulled me onto his lap, so I was right in between him, James and Jackson.  I looked around for my husband, but when I noticed him, he was off in the corner of the room in a chair, talking casually to Evan and just watching everything that was going on.  I looked at him intently and he gave me a thumbs up and a smile.  It seemed like things were going to heat up, and I decided I would give Scott the best show yet.

“Does anyone need anything from me?” I asked, eyeing the three men surrounding me.  I was sitting sideways on Daniel’s lap and he had his arm wrapped around my waist.  I lied back a bit, stretching my arms out, my head resting on Jackson’s lap.  I saw the three men’s eyes glue themselves to my breasts and stomach, on display right in front of their faces. 

“You know, I think I might like a bit of what she had,” Jackson said, lifting up the back of my head in his hands.  I looked at him with my sluttiest expression and pulled him in for an intense, sloppy kiss.  I felt Daniel grow hard, his bulge straining against his pants, just a thin layer of fabric between his cock and my bare ass.  I stretched out my legs towards James, who was staring at me intently, and started rubbing his crotch with my feet.  After so many years of spending time together, seeing each other in bathing suits, bonding over food and drinks, and being almost as close as family, I was stroking his cock over his pants with my feet.  I felt like such a slut and I loved it.

As I made out with Jackson, I felt hands on my breasts, roughly groping them.  I wondered whose they were.  After a few seconds, I could feel a sizable bulge in James’s pants too.  My curiosity about what he was packing was overwhelming. 

“I think I know what you boys need,” I cooed at the three guys.  I stood up, then turned around to face the guys, who looked back at me, equal parts curious and horny.


Chapter 4

“Why don’t you three take your cocks out for me?” I asked, grazing my hands lightly over Jackson’s and James’s thighs, while looking deeply into Daniel’s eyes. 

They all three complied, quickly unbuttoning their pants and dropping them down to their ankles.  Seeing three sexy men with their cocks out in front of me immediately got my pussy soaked.  They all want me and would do anything to get their hands on me, I thought, taking in their hungry expressions as they started stroking their cocks.  Jackson was already fully hard and ready to go, his cock average in length and width but very nice to look at, the tip dripping precum already.  Daniel’s cock was a bit smaller but thicker, and was also fully hard and lightly bobbing, looking like it wasn’t too far from exploding at any second.  My eyes scanned over to James.  His cock was something else.  It was long, but the most noticeable trait was its thickness.  I wondered if I’d even be able to wrap my hand around it.  It wasn’t even really hard and it was already that thick.  My pussy involuntarily clenched and I forced myself to take my eyes off of it.  I felt a bit guilty lusting after my husband’s friend like this, but the guilt also turned me on.  This was already by far the dirtiest thing I had ever done. 

Once they had all taken their cocks out, I went back towards Daniel and straddled his waist, so that my pussy was rubbing against his hard shaft.  Daniel groaned in pleasure and I started grinding against him, not letting his cock enter my pussy, just sliding it back and forth over his shaft.  I was already so wet that I didn’t need to use any spit to lube him up – it just slid effortlessly to and fro.  Realizing what I was doing made my heart skip a beat.  I was grinding on the cock of one of my husband’s best friends, while my husband watched!  I could feel the head of his cock rubbing against my clit, sending shocks of pleasure up my body.  I could feel myself shaking a bit from the nerves of what was going on, but I didn’t care.  This was too hot.

Once I got a rhythm going, I reached my hands out towards Jackson and James, grabbing both of their cocks.  They both pulsed in my hands, warm and throbbing with need.  Both guys moaned at the same time when I wrapped my fingers around them.  The whole room was filled with moans, barely anyone talking.  Hearing multiple men moaning for me at once was a thrill.  I started stroking both Jackson and James.  As James got hard in my hand, my eyes went wide.  I couldn’t wrap my hand the whole way around him.  I wondered what he would be like in my pussy.  The thought both thrilled and scared me.

Shortly into this, I heard Daniel moan louder than before.  I felt his cock grow and his body start to shake and buck, his breathing escalating.  I could tell he was nearing an orgasm.  But before I got a chance to finish him with my hand, he grabbed my hips to steady me and thrust himself into my pussy.  Immediately, I felt him pulsating inside of me, unloading his cum deep into my womb.  I was shocked but equally turned on. 

After thrusting into me for a few more moments, I felt Daniel’s body go slack and he pulled his cock out of me.  I stood up and let him get off the couch to head to the bathroom, and I felt his cum running down my leg. 

Jackson smirked at me.  “Hey Trace, I think I could use some of what he got, too.”  I smiled in response and positioned myself on all fours on the couch, my ass facing Jackson and my face towards James. 

Without missing a beat, Jackson got into position and thrust into me.  I inadvertently locked eyes with James right as Jackson filled me up, and I stared into his eyes while I got fucked.  I took James’s girthy cock into my hand and started sensually stroking him while Jackson pounded away at me.  James stared right back, seeming hesitant at first, but then relaxing into what I was doing.  I felt his pre-cum lube up my hand a bit, making the handjob slick and sloppy. 

“You like my cock in your cummy pussy, you slut?” Jackson growled.  He grabbed my long, blonde hair near the scalp and pulled it, forcing my back to arch and my head to tilt back.  I moaned at the mixture of pleasure and pain and started stroking James’s cock even harder.  The sounds of Jackson’s balls slapping against my clit and the wet sounds of my hand stroking James filled the room, coupled with other moans and noises.  The smell of arousal was heavy in the room. 

Moments later, Jackson pulled out of my pussy, started stroking himself vigorously, and shot a huge load all over my ass and back.  Some of it even went into my hair.  He sat back down, totally spent. 

“Do you want a turn too, James?” I asked, getting up to face him more directly.  Gently sliding my hands up his stomach and chest, I gave him a soft and passionate kiss, causing electricity to course through me.  He leaned gently into my kiss and reached his hands around me, cupping my butt in his hands.  Jackson’s cum was all over me but James didn’t seem to care, just focusing completely on the moment with me.  Doing this with him felt so naughty and filthy, but at the same there was a tenderness to it that must have been the culmination of years of getting closer to each other and developing a deep emotional bond. 

“I’d love to,” he grinned, a look on his face I had never seen before.  He lifted me up by the butt and slid me down onto his cock so that I was sitting on his lap, facing him.  I had never felt anything like his cock before.  My husband’s was a good deal longer and was thick, but James’s sheer girth made me feel like I was getting split in two.  I winced from discomfort for a moment, but I relaxed into it, and the discomfort turned into a feeling of deep fullness. 

“Fuck me, James,” I moaned to him, reaching my arms around him so we were embracing each other.

James thrust deep into me, sometimes even lifting me by the butt as if I were a human fleshlight.  I could feel Daniel’s cum dripping out of my pussy even more, being fucked out by James’s huge member.  I felt like I was being impaled and the pleasure was overwhelming. 

We fucked like that for a while, and eventually, I felt the tell-tale signs that James was getting close to finishing.  He tensed up, his cock expanded even more inside of me, and he leaned in to kiss me again while pumping his seed into me. 

This was more than enough stimulation for me to reach my first orgasm of the night.  After all these years of sexual tension, feeling him cum in me caused a powerful orgasm to rip through me.  I clenched down on James’s cock and moaned loudly.

“Mmmph, I’m cumming, fuck me!” I moaned, breaking off the kiss with James.  I came for a solid minute, reduced to a quivering mess.  I felt James growing soft inside me, and I lifted myself off of him.  His cock flopped out of me and cum gushed out of me, making a small puddle on the leather sectional couch.  I lied down on my back, enjoying the last ripples of my orgasm.

The sound of wet gurgling and slapping roused me from my post-orgasmic stupor.  I looked to my left and saw Veronica on the far end of the sectional couch, a few cushions away from me.  She was sitting back, her legs splayed open, her husband eating her pussy while Noah fucked her face.  With her left hand, she was stroking Evan over his pants.  She looked like a sex goddess, a cock in her mouth, one in her hand, and a mouth on her pussy.  I wanted to join in. 

Veronica noticed me staring.  “You look like you just had some fun.  Why don’t you come over here and play with me?”  I obliged and crawled seductively towards her.  I straddled her, just giving Steven enough space to continue licking her pussy, and started sucking on her voluptuous tits.  With my free hand, I started fondling Noah’s balls.  As I did, I felt that they were slick with Veronica’s spit. 

I stopped sucking on her nipple and looked over at her, admiring how sexy she looked getting her face fucked. 

“Can I help you with that at all, Noah?” I asked.  He nodded and I held Veronica’s head in place, grabbing onto her tight red curls.  Noah thrusted harder into her mouth and I could hear her gagging on each stroke.  I continued to massage his balls.  Moments later, he groaned, pulled out of her mouth, and shot a load all over both of our faces.  I felt rope after rope of hot cum pour out over my face, some of it getting on my lips and tongue.  It was hot and salty, and I loved taking a facial at the same time as Veronica while her husband ate her out.  How dirty. 

“Fuck, you have really been making your rounds tonight, huh?” Veronica said, panting. 

“Yeah, I guess so,” I laughed.  “Then again, so have you.  I had no idea what a slut you are!  In a good way.”  She stuck her tongue out at me playfully and I saw that it was sticky with Noah’s cum. 

“Well, I don’t see any reason to stop now,” she said.  I nodded and leaned in for a kiss.  I tasted Noah’ cum all over her lips and tongue.  We swapped it back and forth while we made out.  At one point, Veronica pulled my head back and spat a mixture of his cum and her spit into my mouth.  As we made out, I could hear her moaning from Steven’s ministrations on her pussy.  She slapped my ass, then brought her hand back up to my face and caressed my cheek, rubbing Jackson’s cum over my already-cum-splattered face. 

Veronica paused.  “I think someone here wants to get in on the action too,” she cooed, and I realized I had hardly been paying attention to the fact that Evan was here this whole time.  Here I was, his high school teacher from barely over a year ago, making out with another woman while covered in four guy’s cum loads. 

Evan looked over at me, a flicker of amusement and curiosity dancing across his eyes. 

“Is it okay if I touch you, Mrs. Williams?” he asked politely but fervently.

I swallowed hard, realizing I was about to cross a line bigger than any I had crossed up to this point. 

My body started quivering with anticipation.  This was the moment of truth.  I thought hard for a second about all the decisions I made up to this point.  You know what, I’ve gone this far, and I said it myself: I need to go out of my comfort zone to adventure.  I can’t be strict and professional all the time.  Maybe what I really need is a no-holds-barred debauchery.  Maybe I should fuck my student. 

“Sure, Evan.  I give you permission to do whatever you like.” 

Veronica smiled deviantly at me and pulled me onto the couch on top of her. 

“Whose cum is that?  I can feel it dripping on me,” she laughed as some cum dripped from my pussy onto hers. 

“Not sure, it could be a couple people’s,” I whispered into her ear, then nibbling on it, causing her to grip tightly onto my arms.  I pressed my breasts into hers and started making out with her again. 

As we made out, I felt a hand run through my hair.  I looked up and it was Veronica’s husband, Steven. 

“You know, ever since I first met you at open house a few years ago, I wanted to see you naked,” he said.  “You don’t know how badly I’ve wanted this to happen.”  Steven had his cock out, and positioned it right in between my mouth and Veronica’s, interrupting out kiss. 

“Suck my cock, you sluts,” he growled, and I saw Veronica grin lasciviously.  My pussy pulsed hungrily and I started licking the head of his cock while Veronica licked the underside, his balls resting on her forehead. 

While I focused on Steven’s cock, I felt a hand grab my ass. 

“Is it okay if I go inside, Mrs. Williams?” I heard Evan say.  My heart started pounding, but I was resolved. 

“Please do, Evan.  My pussy is hot for you,” I replied, arching my back and sticking my butt farther towards him to invite him in. 

Without pause, I felt him force his cock into me.  It was at least as big as James’s, which startled me, but fortunately I was stretched out enough to take it.  Evan started pounding me mercilessly, completely filling up my hole with every stroke, and forcing me to take his entire length.  I was so taken by my former student’s cock that I almost forgot about Steven’s, so I licked and kissed all over Steven’s shaft with Veronica while submitting to the pounding I was getting from Evan.

Just as I started to really get into Evan’s rhythm, he abruptly pulled out.  Within seconds, I heard the tell-tale erotic sounds of a cock entering a pussy, and realized he had starting fucking Veronica, who was lying right underneath me. 

For what felt like hours of raunchy, nasty debauchery, Evan alternated between fucking our pussies while we sucked Veronica’s husband.  After a few minutes, he came, spurting a thick load on both of our faces, making Veronica’s second load of the night and my fifth.  Evan followed suit shortly after, shooting some of his load into my pussy and some into Veronica’s.  The two of them slouched into their seats on the couch and their breath slowed. 

Finally, the action seemed like it was calming down.  I got off of Veronica and lied down on my back, my pussy stretched and cum splattered everywhere.  The room was getting quiet; most of the other guests left after their orgasms, and now it was just me, Veronica, Steven, and… my husband, who had been quietly observing the whole orgy.  I almost forgot he was there, I was so taken with everything that was happening.

“That was a great show, Tracy, but how about we do one more little scene to cap it off?” Scott said as he got out of his seat and walked towards me.  I spread my legs open to show him my gaping, stretched pussy, thoroughly used.  He undid his belt and unzipped his pants, taking his cock out.  God, my husband is sexy, I thought.  It was really fun fucking all these guys but no one could quiet beat my husband.  I immediately felt ready to go again.  Veronica stirred next to me. 

“You know, I think I might be down for a little closing act too,” she purred, running her hand down my body, over my breasts, landing on my pussy.  Scott kneeled onto the couch, his cock hard and glistening with precum, and put the tip up against my entrance.

“I think that could be arranged,” I replied to both of them, reaching my hand up to touch Scott’s face.  I was completely cock-drunk and euphoric from everything that just happened, and I would have been down to do almost anything. 

Scott slid inside of me and I screamed with pleasure. 

He started moving in and out sensuously, patiently, enjoying the wet slurping sounds of the three loads I already had inside me.  I wanted him to fuck me harder and faster, but he must have known that, because he went frustratingly slowly, just enough to make me want more. 

Veronica started slowly rubbing small circles around my clit with her finger, coming oh-so-close to touching it but always stopping short.  She started licking cum off of my forehead, nose, cheeks and chin while she rubbed me.

“Open up, Trace.  We need to clean you up for your husband,” she whispered.  I opened my mouth and she spit all the collected cum into my mouth.  I promptly swallowed, savoring the combined taste of all our party guests. 

Scott began thrusting with more intensity, stopping just short of bottoming out inside me.  He always knew just how to touch me, and especially just how to fuck me to elicit the most pleasure.  Years of marriage with such a considerate and attentive lover as my husband got me addicted to his lovemaking. 

“You were so slutty and sexy tonight, baby,” Scott growled sensually, shifting his hips to hit a deeper angle in my pussy.  I just moaned in response.  Veronica danced her fingers over the hood for a bit, then finally started rubbing my swollen clit directly, causing me to spasm on Scott’s hard shaft.  She kissed me and started rubbing softly but firmly, matching the rhythm of Scott’s thrusts.  I melted underneath both of them and felt the heat in my pussy start to build. 

As Scott fucked me progressively harder, I could feel an orgasm coming, but a much bigger one than before.  Veronica rubbed my clit with more fervor and intensity and started biting and sucking on my breasts.  Scott leaned in and we shared a passionate kiss that made me feel like I was leaving my body.  I started moaning into his mouth, and seconds later, an earth-shaking orgasm took over me, making my mind go blank and my body convulse uncontrollably.  As I came, my contractions elicited an orgasm from him as well, and his body quaked into mine as he shot a final load inside of me.  Veronica moaned with us, taken with the sexual vibes and vicariously enjoying my orgasm.  The next minute, we all collapsed into a tired heap on the couch, all three of us cuddling. 

“Fuck me, that was fun,” Veronica sighed, stretching out and wrapping her arms around both of us.  Scott stroked my arm and I nestled my head into the crook of his armpit. 

“You’re right about that,” I replied. 

Steven got up from the chair he was relaxing in and gestured to Veronica.  “You about ready to go, hun?  It’s getting late.”

Veronica nodded, throwing on her leggings and shirt, the latter of which immediately got soaked through in spots because of all the cum on her body.  She looked at her thong, which had been left on the coffee table.  It had cum stains all over it.

“I guess Mark really had fun with that,” she quipped, picking it up and throwing the discarded thong and bra in her bag. 

I followed the two of them to the door.  “You know, I had no idea this party was going to turn into an orgy when I invited you, but I sure am happy that you came out.”

“Same here,” she laughed, giving me a peck on the cheek.  “I think we should do this more often.  Scott mentioned to me earlier tonight that the two of you had some fun night club adventures the other week…  Do you suppose we could maybe make a double date out of it?” 

I blushed a bit at the thought.  “Sounds like a plan.”


Used In Public


Chapter 1

I could feel the unopened note burning a hole in my pocket, the anticipation of what would be inside making my heart skip nervously.  I swallowed.  The crisp spring breeze rushed between my legs, flipping up my too-short skirt and revealing my bare ass.  Someone definitely saw that, I thought as I felt my pussy start to swell and dampen.  

I walked into the mall, trying to maintain my cool composure.  I had a job to do. 

The second I entered the building, I noticed people staring brazenly at me, eyes scanning up and down my body.  Some people were surely looking at me with contempt, others with lust and desire.  I felt completely naked under everyone’s gaze, like I was reduced to nothing more than a sex object, a doll for people to project their fantasies onto.  It was both humiliating and erotic. 

As per the first note I had received from Levi, I had to walk the whole way across the mall, entering the back way through the JC Penney, and head to the food court on the other side, where I would find a seat and read the next note.  I braced myself for more stares and briskly walked through the store, my face burning with embarrassment at how I was dressed.  Everything about my outfit was too much for the mall – the low-cut crop top with a push-up bra, the four-inch stilettos, the dramatic eye look.  If Levi was here with me, he would have laughed at how humiliated I was wearing the outfit he had picked for me in public.  Avoiding eye contact, I headed into the main plaza of the mall, pretending not to notice all the heads turning around me.  The worst part was walking up the steps, as I knew there was nothing I could do to prevent anyone below from seeing my exposed ass. 

Once I got to the top level of the mall, I headed straight to the food court, sat down at a vacant table, and immediately pulled the next note out of my pocket, a folded sheet of notebook paper, taped closed and marked with a “2.”  I opened it up, filled with a mix of dread and eagerness. 

Hi, Tori.  Good job making it to the food court!  I knew you could do it.  I bet you enjoyed giving everyone a show, didn’t you…?  Even if you didn’t act like you did.  When it comes down to it, you’re such an eager little slut.  Anyways…  your next assignment is simple.  Taped to the bottom of this note is an index card with a message on it that reads, “Come to a dressing room with me.”  Remove the index card from this note and keep it on hand.  Once you’ve done that, I want you to hang out at your table and people-watch.  You’ll keep an eye on the men that walk through the mall.  Once you see someone you like, show him the index card and see how he responds.  If he responds well, take him to a dressing room and suck his cock.  Make sure you send me and Gabriel a pic of the aftermath…  Oh, and one more thing.  I know your legs are probably glued shut right now.  Keep them open for me – it will add to the excitement.  That’s all here.  Have fun, slut! 

Love,

Levi

Looking down at my legs, I noticed they were, in fact, pressed tightly together with nerves.  As I opened them up, I felt my wetness sticking to my thighs.  Fuck, I’m horny, I thought as I forced myself to keep my legs open.  Anyone looking to closely in my direction would be able to see my uncovered dripping pussy, but I knew I had to keep them open because I didn’t want to disobey Levi. 

It felt like I was sitting there for hours, scanning the crowds of passerby, looking for a suitable guy.  Most of them were either too old or too… gross, I guess.  I couldn’t subject myself to someone like that, letting him touch me with his sweaty hands, slapping my face with his cock, stroking out his cum all over my tits – I stopped myself, realizing I was kind of getting off to the nastiness of it.  I realized I probably wouldn’t encounter a guy as hot as my boyfriend out here, and even if I did, what were the odds he would agree to let me suck his dick in a mall changing room?  I would have to go with someone who I knew wouldn’t say no.  The thought made me feel disgusting, but in the same moment I also notice my pussy dripping, my cum running down my butt cheeks and puddling on the seat underneath me. 

A few moments later, I saw the guy.

He was wearing a red flannel shirt, light-colored dad jeans and dirty sneakers.  His hair was a dirty blonde and was a bit messy and unkempt.  He was somewhat tall, but seemed sort of awkward and backwards, like the kind of kid that never got a girlfriend in high school, and appeared to be in his mid-20’s, so about my age.  He seemed clean enough, but had a bit of scraggly facial hair that he seemed to not realize looked bad.  This guy would definitely accept my offer.  Despite not really being attracted to him, I started heating up at the thought of the situation.  It would be so obvious that something was up if people saw me, all dressed up, walking with this dorky guy through the mall.  It made me feel like a cheap whore, like a nymphomaniac, like some sort of animal. 

As he came closer to my table, I waited for the right moment.  I knew he would check me out, so that would be my chance.  I angled myself somewhat towards him and pulled my top down a little, exposing maximum cleavage. 

When he noticed me, I immediately made deep eye contact with him.  His eyes went wide.  He looked behind him to see if I was looking at someone else.  When he looked back, I smiled seductively at him.  I held up my index card so he could read it. 

“Well…?” I asked coyly, spreading my legs ever-so-slightly wider so he could definitely see underneath. 

The man stood there motionless, so I took the initiative.  I got up out of my seat, grabbed his hand, and led him back across the mall.  I decided to use a dressing room nearer to where I parked so I could have a quick get-away if need be. 

The stares I had gotten on the way in only increased once I walked by with this stranger.  I was clearly much hotter than him, so they knew something was amiss.  Normally I would have been acutely embarrassed by something like this, but I was getting into it.  Once I got into slut-mode, depraved things like this just turned me on.  I clenched harder onto his hand as I pulled him behind me, his palm already sweaty and clammy.  Ooh, he’s nervous, alright, I thought to myself, my mind already wandering to what I was about to do to him.  

“Um… Where are we going?” he asked nervously.

“A dressing room, silly!  Didn’t you read the note?” I flashed him a devilish smile.  I stopped walking and turned to him, giving him a clear view down my shirt.  “I’m gonna suck your cock.” 

We arrived at the dressing room and I shut the door behind us.  I picked a department store I had not been too yet so as to avoid being recognized, but that was close to the parking lot. 

“So, anything in particular you’d like to do?” I asked the stranger, staring into his eyes and letting the beginnings of a mischievous smile curl onto my lips.  When he just stood there and stared, I lowered right onto my knees and decided to get right to it.  I undid his belt with one hand, rubbing his crotch with the other and letting out a bit of an involuntary purr under my breath.  Levi had planned “note games” like this before, but never had me do anything as bold as hooking up with a stranger in public before.  It was intimidating, but that just spurred me on even more.

I undid his fly, pulled his boxers down with his pants, and his cock flopped out in front of my face.  It was average in size, uncut, and had some nice sized balls.  Seeing that it was still mostly soft, I did something I rarely got to do with Levi – put his entire cock into my mouth, including the balls.  He gasped in surprise and I instantly felt his member swelling in my mouth.  Within seconds I was gagging and had to take it out.  Now, this was more like it.  He looked pretty sizable at full mast, though still nothing quite like Levi… or like Gabriel.  I stroked his throbbing cock and looked back up at him.  He was lost in pleasure and was staring down at me, an animalistic, hungry look on his face.

“You wanna abuse my mouth, don’t you?  You naughty boy…” I quipped before grabbing his ass cheeks and forcing his cock as far down my throat as it would go.

“Yeah, you dirty slut.  Give it to me,” he growled, grabbing the back of my head and knotting some of my long, blonde hair in his fists before forcing my head down on him.  He pushed me down farther than I wanted to go and I sputtered out a wet gagging sound, choking on his length.  I gave in, allowing him to skull-fuck me, forcing me so far down onto his cock that my nose got smushed into his pelvis with every stroke. 

God, this is exactly what I deserve, I thought to myself.  I’m just an easy whore that lends out her mouth to anyone… The thought made my toes curl. 

After a couple minutes of roughly fucking my throat, he pulled his cock out of my mouth and pulled me up to a standing position.

“Tit-fuck me,” he whispered in my ear, callously pulling down my top to expose my large, full breasts.  He squeezed them hard enough that it hurt, then sat down on the bench along the wall of the dressing room and gestured to me. 

“On your knees.  Now.”  I didn’t need any more encouragement and eagerly bent back down between his legs.  I considered just spitting on his cock for lube, but then thought of a naughtier idea.  I felt between my legs and, as I thought, I was hopelessly soaked with need.  Rubbing my hand down there was enough to get it completely soaked with my juices.  I stroked him with my lubed up hand, then positioned his cock deep in my cleavage and enveloped it with my tits, holding it in position with my hands.  I started tit-fucking him, enjoying the naughty wet noises his cock and my breasts were making together.

After a minute or two of stroking his shaft with my tits, I felt it start to tense and bob, precum dribbling from the head in a steady stream and mixing with my pussy juices.  I saw the stranger’s face start to contort slightly, focusing intently, a groan welling up from deep in his diaphragm.  I knew what was coming next.  When I felt him get past the point of no return, I kneeled lower, positioning my face right in front of his spasming cock.  Within moments, the man exploded into an orgasm, coating my face with thick ropes of spunk.  He came for what felt like a minute straight, shooting out what felt like multiple loads of cum on my face.  I opened my mouth and took some on my tongue, too.  It felt so dirty to swallow a stranger’s cum in a dressing room, but I loved it.  If only I could make myself orgasm, I mused, sighing softly to myself, regretting for a moment that my orgasms belonged to Levi.  It will be worth it in the end, though.  Giving up control to Levi hasn’t been the worst thing in the world, I thought, smiling and licking up a bit of cum.

Before the man had a chance to put his pants back up, I took out my phone. 

“Is it okay if I take a picture to commemorate this monster load?”  I asked him.  “Don’t worry, your face won’t be in it.”

“Yeah, that’s fine, I guess… It’s a bit of a weird request, but then again, you seem kind of weird, to say the least,” he replied.

Flipping the camera onto selfie mode, I positioned his semi-hard cock next my face and snapped a picture, smiling gleefully into the camera.  I pulled my shirt back up, my tits still covered in my pussy juice and his precum. 

“Thanks for the meal,” I said, smirking playfully at him, his cum still streaked across my face.  Before I gave him a chance to say anything, I left the dressing room and hurried to my car, hoping no one saw me like this, since it actually could get me in trouble.  Once I got to my car, I snapped one more picture with the cum on my face and added a caption that read, Hey Levi, I completed everything on the notes, just got back to my car.  No incidents.  You’re in for a good story when I get home.  I hit send and sent the other picture to both him and Gabriel.  After sending Gabriel the picture, I also sent him a text saying, Maybe you’ll get to do this to me soon (; If you’re wondering, that’s not Levi’s… I wiped off my face and drove home, somewhat tired from the adrenaline starting to wear off, but also extremely horny.  Fuck, I need Levi so badly, I thought to myself, hardly able to resist plunging my fingers into my throbbing slit. 


Chapter 2

“Not so fast, honey,” Levi scolded, holding me gently by my shoulders so I couldn’t pounce on him.  His tone was firm but his facial expression betrayed his amusement.  “You have to ask nicely to get things you want.” 

I growled at him in frustration, partly humorously but also partly because I was in a total haze of arousal.  All I could think about the entire car ride home was how badly I needed to ride him, have him pound me from behind, slap me around, and tell me what a pathetic slut I was.  I loved when Levi played rough with me, both physically and verbally.  Nothing turned me on like being verbally degraded and treated like an animal in heat.  Unfortunately, Levi seemed intent on even denying me pain, which was a bit of a mind-fuck. 

“P-please, Sir…” I stammered, panting and looking down at the tiles of the kitchen floor.  “I need you so badly…  Can you make me cum, please?” 

“If you ask so nicely, what can I say?” Levi responded.  I could almost hear the smirk in his voice.  “I do have one more question, though.”

“What is your question, Sir?”

“Can you look me dead in my eyes and tell me you deserve an orgasm tonight?” I heard his smirk grow into an ear-to-ear grin. 

My legs started to quiver with a potent cocktail of arousal and frustration.  He got me right in the weak spot.  I knew this wouldn’t be easy to do.  On the surface it seemed simple enough.  All I had to do was tell him I deserved it and I might get my reward.  But a few different thoughts crossed my mind all at once.  Did I deserve it?  I always did my best to obediently carry out all of Levi’s instructions, but was that enough to earn an orgasm?  And if I did say I deserved it, would that just be a self-serving attempt to get a reward?  Did I even deserve a reward if I would be tempted to say yes just to satisfy my hunger for his cock?  On the other hand, if I said I didn’t deserve it, maybe I would get punished, the thought of which made me tingle…  But, then again, if I did that, wouldn’t I just be rewarding myself even though I didn’t actually deserve a reward?  So, if I truly didn’t deserve it, shouldn’t I say I did deserve it in order to avoid rewarding my masochism by saying I didn’t deserve it?  Ultimately, it was Sir’s decision whether or not I got rewarded; it would have been wrong of me to take the choice away from him.  All the thinking was making my head spin, but I made my decision:  I would tell Levi I deserved an orgasm.

I lifted my head up and looked up his body, drinking up his well-built form, his confident posture, while becoming acutely aware of myself, quivering and cock-drunk, my chest glistening with my own wetness, hair mussed and knotted, makeup smeared.  My eyes passed over his well-cut jaw, confirming the naughty, sadistic grin he was wearing, moving up his face. 

When my eyes reached his, I froze and my heart jumped in my chest.  Levi’s gaze cut straight to my core.  His grin quieted and his expression became inscrutable, intensely focused, patiently observing…  It was like he could read me inside and out.  I felt more naked and vulnerable than at any point during my mall adventure. 

“Well… Do you deserve to cum or not?”  he asked, his eyes trained on mine. 

My legs were feeling like Jell-O and shook even harder, getting weak at his gaze.  He dominated me completely with just a question and a look, and I became incapable even of rational thought.  I shrank down into his shadow but knew I had to respond, as he was waiting for me.

“No, Sir…  I’m a worthless animal that doesn’t deserve an orgasm…” I whimpered at him.  I shrank into myself, hardly able to maintain eye contact with him.  I started wincing in anticipation of a punishment for failing.

A moment passed.  Then a few.  No punishment came.  My heart was pounding so hard that I could feel it in my ears.  I saw Levi’s hand lift up in the air, then gently caress my cheek. 

“Is that so?  Poor thing.  It seems like you’ll just have to try harder next time.”  He kissed me tenderly on the forehead and turned away, starting to walk toward the steps to head to the bedroom.  “I’ll run you a bath and set out some pajamas for you.  Do you need anything?”

“Um, no thanks,” I muttered, feeling confused and dazed. 

It was hard to tell how I was feeling.  My immediate emotion was shame that I didn’t deserve to cum, then relief that he didn’t punish me for saying I didn’t deserve it.  But then, a different feeling settled in.  I realized that since he didn’t fuck me or punish me, my masochism went completely unsatiated.  I noticed my pussy was aching harder than ever and my heart was still pounding out of my chest.  All this build-up, just for… nothing?  An empty feeling filled my gut, leaving me both frustrated and exhausted.  But then, one final thought came over me. Wait… What if being denied pain is actually the deepest masochism of all?  The thought made my head spin – it seemed like Levi really wanted to mind-fuck me after all.  Either way, the day had been exhilarating and I was spent. 

I meandered upstairs after getting myself a glass of water, still feeling wobbly.  I could hear the shower water running and headed straight into the bathroom to get in.  Levi was waiting for me with a towel.  He helped me get undressed and set out my shampoo, conditioner and body wash for me within easy reach.

“You really got messy today, huh?” Levi said as he peeled off my top, which was sticking to the skin of my chest.  Looking into his eyes again, I saw that he wasn’t in BDSM-mode anymore; he was back to his normal, gentle self.  Seeing him like that relaxed me too, and I began softly coming out of sub-space.  One thing I always loved about Levi was that, no matter how intense the scene got, he always made sure to bring me back to reality afterwards and take care of me.  Aftercare was always an absolute necessity to him and I never complained about being treated like a princess after a scene.  Degradation was my main kink, but outside of play I enjoyed being pampered.  In fact, Levi and I had a very wholesome, gentle vanilla relationship outside of the bedroom.  Our dynamic was very egalitarian and somewhat progressive.  Most people would never have suspected the kind of hardcore kink we got into.

The best description of Levi’s kink was that he enjoyed seeing me act like a slut.  It started with him picking out sexy outfits for me when we would go to parties or bars, and eventually evolved to him sharing me with others and sending him pictures or videos back.  I loved showing off for him, but more than anything, I loved when he dominated me.  Levi was the epitome of dominance to me – rippling muscles, intense facial features, and an effortless but self-assured air with which he carried himself.  Additionally, the bond we shared from dating for seven years further cemented my attraction and connection with him.  He was a great guy and a fantastic Dominant.  Being dominated and degraded by him, being treated like I was a worthless pig, turned me on more than anything.  Especially when he added some pain into the mix. 

After showering, I put on the comfortable pajamas Levi had set out for me in the bathroom, put my hair in a towel, and walked into the bedroom, only to find that he had even heated up some soup for me that he had made the night before for dinner and set it out on a tray so I could eat in bed.  I lied down with him and set up my tray and soup, and he put on the next episode of a show we had been watching together. 

A few minutes in, I heard my phone vibrate and, when I checked it, my heart fluttered.  It was Gabriel.  He responded to the picture I sent him.  His message read, Shit Tori, that’s hot af.  I’d love to add another load to that.  I responded, Maybe you will, who knows.  I’ll have to talk to Levi and see what he thinks.  Heading to bed now, ttyl.  I set my phone back down and got back to Levi’s delicious beef noodle soup. 

“Who was that, babe?” Levi asked absentmindedly, focused on the show. 

“Oh, it was just Gabriel,” I responded.  “I sent him that pic of me holding that guy’s dick.”  Gabriel was a good friend of Levi’s who he had met in college a couple years ago.  I had always thought he was really cute, but since I was with Levi, I never thought much of it and just let them have their guy time.  Gabriel came around more and more, and before I knew it, he was just sort of a common fixture around the house.  One day when Gabriel was over, the three of us all got a bit too drunk, and Levi and I started getting handsy on the couch right next to Gabriel.  Before I knew it, we were having sex right in front of him and it turned me on more than anything I had ever done up to that point.  Then Levi asked me if it was okay and invited Gabriel to join in.  Gabriel was only the second person I had ever had sex with, and the connection was amazing from the beginning.  We were worried things would be weird after that happened, but the opposite ended up happening – Gabriel started coming over even more frequently, except he would fuck me too, sometimes just us but often sharing me with Levi.  I got hooked on being shared by two hot guys, and it became a regular thing.  By this point, I almost felt like Gabriel was a second boyfriend, albeit an informal one.  What further cemented the feeling was that we all decided that my pussy and ass were for Levi’s and Gabriel’s use only.  I loved knowing that I was owned by two dominant men, and that my slutty mouth was free to be used by anyone.  After that, Levi still sent me out to be slutty, but when I came home after, it was often to both him and Gabriel, and I would get a rough, passionate fucking. 

My absentminded reverie was cut short by Levi tapping me on the shoulder to get my attention. 

“Oh, speaking of Gabriel, he and I were talking yesterday and we thought it might be a fun idea if the three of us went out for a fancy dinner in the city one of these nights!  We were thinking of doing it this coming weekend if that works for you.  Do you work that Sunday?” 

I checked my calendar and saw that I was free. 

“Yeah, I can make that.  Sounds dreamy,” I responded, smiling at him.  Finishing my soup bowl, I set the empty bowl on the nightstand and set the tray on the floor, then cuddled into Levi, nestling in the crook of his arm and promptly falling asleep. 


Chapter 3

I was naked when I heard the doorbell ring. 

“Hey Tori, can you get that for me?” Levi called out from the bathroom where he was shaving and doing his hair. 

“Would you be able to?  I’m completely naked,” I responded buoyantly.  I was picking out my outfit for our date night and needed total focus to make sure I got it exactly right. 

“I mean, if you’re completely naked, that’s even more reason for you to be the one to do it,” Levi retorted.  “And besides, may as well send the prettier one of us to greet our guest.”  Fuck, he got me there, I chuckled to myself.  As I grabbed a robe to cover up, Levi’s voice cut in again.

“Also, if you were thinking of covering up somehow, don’t.  It’ll be more fun that way.  And besides, it’s probably just Gabriel at the door.”  There was a shade of Dom-mode Levi in his voice that sent a shiver through me. 

“Okay fine,” I replied.  “But if it’s the neighbors, I’ll kill you.”  I shed the robe and walked down the steps to the front door.  I brazenly opened it, fully expecting it to be Gabriel.

Fortunately for me, it was him.  I saw his eyes widen as he took in my naked form, eyeing me up and down.  He let out a little whistle, then walked inside and closed the door.  He was already dressed for the night and was holding a gift bag in one hand.

“Well, that’s quite a welcome,” he smiled, his characteristic sideways smirk emerging onto his face.  I blushed immediately.  Sometimes Gabriel’s cuteness was just too much to handle. 

“You can thank Levi for that one,” I said, and grabbed his hand, pulling him up the steps with me.  He gave my ass a slap on the way up and we headed directly to the bedroom, where I was getting ready. 

“Hey, Levi!  How’s it goin’, bud?  I see you left a nice surprise for me at the door,” Gabriel called into the bathroom.  He wrapped an arm around my side and held me against him gently.  He made me feel so small.  Levi came into the bedroom, fully shaven, and the two of them greeted each other.  I often found my mind wandering off, admiring the sexiness of these two men.  Levi had chiseled features, a cleanly shaven face with piercing blue eyes and medium length, stylishly groomed black hair.  He was wearing grey dress slacks with a matching grey jacket and a well-fitted white dress shirt that had the first handful of buttons undone, showing off his athletic form and sculpted muscles.  Levi always looked imposing and dominating, sometimes even bordering on impenetrable, though he was soft and goofy to anyone who got to know him.  Gabriel had much softer, gentler features, big round eyes, and longer, loosely kept brown hair that always fell naturally around his face.  He was wearing dark blue slacks, a close-fitting white dress shirt, and a sleek green tie that brought out his big, hazel eyes.  Gabriel had a much more relaxed presence than Levi but was often somewhat brooding underneath.  The two of them together were an immensely attractive duo, both very natural socially, comfortable around each other, clean and well-kept.  Sometimes I had to pinch myself to remember that this was real.  I had two hot guys fawning over me. 

They had been talking while I was daydreaming over them and I was awakened from my trance by the feeling of four eyes examining me. 

“Hey, Tori. I know you had some clothes you were considering, but Gabe and I were thinking that it might be nice if we helped you pick out your clothes for tonight.  You know, so we’re all nice and coordinated.” Gabriel nodded in affirmation, and the two of them went into the closet, leafing through my clothes. 

As they dug through my wardrobe, I noticed the bag Gabriel had brought in with him.  I wondered what was in there – was it some kind of present?  It wasn’t my birthday or a holiday or anything.  We had gotten a lot closer in recent months, but it felt pretty intimate to get a random present from him.  I thought it might be a bit rude to ask but my curiosity was getting the better of me.

“Hey Gabriel, what’s in the bag?” I asked, turning back towards the walk-in closet. 

“Oh, that.  I should have mentioned something sooner!  I got a little something for you that I thought you might enjoy – both of you actually.  A little something for you and something for Levi.  He already took his, so you can feel free.”

Gabriel turned back towards Levi and I picked up the bag.  There was a small, wrapped box in the bottom of the gift bag with my name written on it in Gabriel’s handwriting.  I unwrapped it, and inside was a pair of lacy black panties with ties on the sides to adjust the fit.  Hot.  I assume Gabriel wants me to wear these tonight, probably because he wants to tear them off of me later, I mused, getting a little hot imagining it.  I slipped them on, tying the sides snugly so they fit just right.

“That’s the idea!” Gabriel turned around, checking me out in the lingerie panties. 

“I wish we could take her to dinner just dressed like this,” Levi said naughtily, grinning at Gabriel, who nodded in affirmation.

“Yeah, anyone with a body like that needs to be shown off,” Gabriel replied, winking. 

I blushed, becoming acutely aware that I was only wearing a pair of panties, standing in front of these two large men, both fully dressed in formal wear.  I felt like a doll that was put on display for them to play with, and I loved it. 

“On that note, let’s get you all dressed up so we can head out,” Gabriel said, gesturing for me to walk into the closet.  The two of them helped me into the outfit they had selected for me, a loose-fitting red dress that ended midway down my thigh and had a deep V neckline that ended just above my bra.  It was striking, risqué, and just sexy enough without crossing the line. 

“All right, everyone ready?” Levi asked.  We gathered out things and headed out to the car.  Levi got into the driver’s seat and I got into the back, expecting Gabriel to want shotgun.  Surprisingly, he got into the back with me.

“It’s been a minute since we’ve seen each other, I figure we had some catching up to do,” he said, as if he had anticipated my question. 

“Come on back,” I said, patting the seat next to me.  “I have some stories for both of you from my adventures a couple days ago that I think you’ll like.”  Gabriel sat in the middle back seat and wrapped his arm around me as Levi started up the car and we headed to dinner. 

As I recounted my mall adventure in detail to the boys, I noticed Gabriel squirming a bit in his seat.  He was right – we hadn’t seen each other in about a week, which was much longer than usual, and I think he was extra excited to see me, especially given the special greeting I gave him when he came over.  By the end of my story, his hand was on my bare thigh and I could hear him breathing a bit more heavily than before. 

“Do you need something, sir?” I joked with him and innocently stroked his cheek, looking up at him.  “Is something wrong?  Your breath seems a bit labored.” 

“You know, I think I actually do need something,” he breathed, sliding his hand further up my thigh.  My heart jumped and I looked deep into his eyes before leaning in for a kiss. 

Gabriel’s mouth tasted minty and fresh, and I felt him gently hold the back of my head with his free hand as he passionately returned the kiss, letting out a little moan of satisfaction.  My hand found its way to his chest and I grabbed his tie, pulling him deeper into it. 

“You seem like you needed something too,” he sighed.  I felt his fingers graze over my thigh, then squeeze it, then move a little closer to my center.  I let my hand meander down his chest, feeling his rock-hard pecs and abs, then stopping at his belt buckle.  After teasing for a bit, I slowly pulled off the belt and unbuttoned his fly, then slid my hand down his pants. 

“Fuck, you don’t mess around, do you,” Gabriel groaned, pulling away from the kiss briefly in surprise. 

“No point in messing around with someone as sexy as you,” I purred into his ear, grabbing hold of his cock.  I could tell it wasn’t fully hard, but it was at least twice the size of the guy’s from the mall.  Levi was no slouch in that department either, but Gabriel was really packing heat.  After a few seconds I had stroked him fully hard, and his erect cock poked out past the waistband of his underwear.  No matter how many times I see it, the size still surprises me, I thought to myself as I pulled it out.  Gabriel moaned sensuously as I slid my hand up and down his enormous shaft, completely lost in pleasure.  It felt so wonderfully dirty stroking another man’s cock in the backseat of my boyfriend’s car while he drove.  I looked in the rear-view mirror and noticed that Levi’s cheeks had gotten red, the tell-tale sign that he was turned on. 

“Hey Levi, do you like seeing your girlfriend give someone else a handjob while you drive us to dinner?” I asked him. 

“I think you know the answer to that question,” Levi said, flashing me a hungry look in the mirror and smiling at me. 

“Hey, don’t get too distracted now,” Gabriel said, pulling me back in for another deep kiss.  “If you’re gonna talk so much, maybe I should just give you something else to occupy your mouth.”  Pushing the back of my head, he guided my mouth towards his throbbing member.  “Hey, Levi, should I tell her about your present?”

“Maybe you should just show her,” he replied, eliciting a nod of approval from Gabriel.

“Mmmph, mmmmmth (hey, what are you showing me?)” I gagged out, my mouth almost completely stuffed from just trying to take his first couple inches in my mouth. 

“You talk too much, girl.  Maybe you just need more cock,” Gabriel said, forcing my head down further.  I felt like I was being impaled, his ridiculous girth filling my mouth.  I could feel my panties getting soaked with each passing second.  What was he going to show me?  Some sort of surprise for Levi?  I couldn’t think about it much though; I needed to suck this cock.

Wrapping my hand around the bass of his shaft, I started stroking him and bobbing my head up and down in time, trying to create the feeling of going much deeper than I actually was able to.  I felt like my lips were getting stretched to their limit to accommodate him, and on each stroke, I gagged on his length.  Fortunately, both he and Levi liked messy blowjobs, so they must have loved the wet sounds I was making as I sucked him.  Just as I started getting into the flow of the blowjob, I felt Gabriel pull my dress up to my waist, exposing the panties he picked out for me.

“You know, I’ve never met a girl who gets as wet as you,” he mused, pulling the front of my panties off of my skin as if to examine what was underneath. 

I spread my legs wider for him, eager to feel his large, strong fingers on my pulsing slit.  But instead, I felt something cold and hard slide over my pubic mound, heading towards my pussy but stopping right before reaching my clit.  I moaned in protest, but it didn’t come any closer.

“I’m sure you’re wondering what I got for Levi.  It’s a little something for him and me to share.  I don’t know if you noticed, but there is a little pocket in the panties I gave you.  I’m gonna slide this remote-controlled vibrator inside so Levi and I can play with you, even in the middle of the restaurant.  Would you like that?”

I nodded my head and moaned, realizing it would be pointless to try to get any words out while choking on his dick.  Gabriel slid the vibrator into the pocket of my panties, right over my clit, and pulled my head off of his cock, giving me one last kiss before zipping up his pants and fixing himself up so he was presentable again.

“Looks like we’re here already,” he said, as Levi turned off of the road and into the parking garage nearest to the fancy Italian restaurant we were heading to.  It was in the city’s bustling cultural district so the best way to park was to forget street parking and try to find a garage.  I hopped out of the car, nervous and excited for dinner.  I opened Levi’s door for him and gave him a kiss as he stood up out of the car. 

“What a sexy little fox you are,” he breathed, wrapping his arms around me and briefly touching his forehead to mine, looking into my eyes.  Then I felt a third hand pat my butt and turned around to see Gabriel gesturing for us to start walking. 

“Come on, you love-birds!  We have a reservation to make,” he said, starting to slowly walk away on his own out of the garage.

“You’re just jealous, aren’t you?  Don’t worry, you can get some too,” I retorted, running up behind him and planting a kiss on his cheek.  “Let’s head out.” 

We walked to the restaurant, both Levi and Gabriel holding my hands.  We definitely were a sight, drawing stares the whole way to the restaurant, but I didn’t care; it was nice to be together with both of my guys. 

The restaurant sat on the second floor of a building in the heart of the cultural district.  The street outside its entrance was absolutely crawling with people, some probably going to the theater, concerts, sports games or other restaurants.  We headed up the steps and were shown to our seats.  The inside of the restaurant was gorgeous – it had a high, arched ceiling with long string lights casting a gentle, warm glow on its patrons.  The room’s color scheme overall was similarly earthy and warm, and instead of a window on the far wall, the restaurant was completely open to the outside, allowing the warm evening breeze in. 

“Wow, you guys sure know how to pick a nice dinner spot,” I said, taking in the nice city vibes as we were shown to our seats. 

After a minute or two or waiting at our table, a cute young waitress greeted us, welcoming us to the restaurant and telling us about their wine special for that night, then taking our drink orders.  Gabriel ordered a dry red wine and Levi just asked for water. 

“And for you, miss?”  the waitress asked. 

“Oh, sorry.  I’d just like some water for now-” I could hardly finish my thought when I felt my clit start to vibrate.  I let out an involuntary moan at the end of the sentence and remembered what had happened in the car during the drive – I had a vibrator in my panties, positioned right over my clit.  I was already hot and bothered from my back seat adventures during the car ride, and now Levi and Gabriel had full access to my pussy for our entire dinner. 

The waitress walked away and I turned to the guys, my face beet red with embarrassment and arousal.

“You really seemed to enjoy your mall adventure the other day, so I figured you might enjoy some more public fun, just this time with the both of us,” Gabriel said, making his signature sideways smirk. 

“Gabe pitched the idea to me earlier today and I thought it would be a great idea,” Levi said, pulling up something on his phone.  “The best part is, you don’t know when it’s going to happen, or even which one of us is doing it to you.”  He turned his phone towards me.  The screen looked like some sort of control panel.  “We’re controlling the toy through an app, so either of us could be working the vibrator at any time.” 

As he said that, I felt another vibration course through my pussy, a shock of pleasure traveling up my lower back and through my legs.  I noticed Gabriel looking at his phone, then looking at me, a satisfied look on his face. 

“See?  You never know when it will be or who it will be from.  Pretty exciting, right?” Gabriel said, setting his phone down and taking a sip of his wine. 

We ordered our food and got engrossed in conversation with each other while we waited, but it seemed like every time I forgot about it, one of them would turn on the vibrator, eliciting a moan of surprise from me.  Eventually, they stopped turning it off, and I had to eat dinner in a public place while having my pussy stimulated.  It felt so wrong, but seeing the two boys’ mischievous grins made me want even more. 

“Here are your meals,” the server said, opening up a big circular tray with out plates on it and setting them one at a time on our table.  She set mine down.  “Do you want any cheese on your pasta, ma’am?”

“Um, yes please, I’d like s-” I felt a strong vibration spike through me, much stronger than the others.  It was hard to pay attention to anything, let alone speak coherently.  I tried pulling myself together, expecting the vibration to decrease back to its previous rate, but it didn’t.  Pleasure started building in my core, heating me up even more and making my legs quiver. 

“I’d like some… cheese with that, if you don’t mind…  mmm…”  I forced out, noticing a worried look on the waitress’s face. 

“Okay, just tell me when,” she said as she started grating some parmesan onto my penne. 

As she was reaching the amount of cheese I wanted, I decided to call out “when,” but at the same time, the vibration spiked up again, causing me to just whimper out a weak facsimile of the word. 

“Are you okay, ma’am?”  the concerned waitress asked. 

“Yeah, I’m fine, just…  that time of the month, you know?  Hold on, I just need to use the restroom…  Where’s your restroom?”  I gasped out, as she pointed towards the far corner of the room.  “I’ll be right back, guys.  You can start without me.”  The guys gave a convincing performance of mock concern for me and I grabbed my purse and hurried out.  I didn’t know why I was going to the bathroom – it wasn’t like there was anything I could really do about my situation.  However, I was starting to get close to the edge of an orgasm and wasn’t sure that I could have one without moaning loudly enough for everyone to notice.  I hurried to the bathroom, went into a stall, and shut the door.  The orgasm kept building and building, and I was ready for it.  I hadn’t cum since before my mall adventure, so I was extremely pent up.  But just as it was about to cross the threshold into an orgasm, the vibrations cut out completely.  I was confused and put my hand over my panties to try to see if something was wrong with it.  Maybe it went out of range in the bathroom.  Just then, my phone vibrated in my purse.

Removing it from my purse and opening it up, I saw that it was a message from Levi.  It read, I see you’re enjoying the toy, almost enough to cum.  Gabe and I thought it might be the most fun if you came at the table, so we can see you.  I’m sure you can do it discreetly enough to not draw too much attention.  Also, if you want us to make you cum, take off your bra and put it in your purse before coming back to the table. 

I knew I wouldn’t get off the hook that easily.  But how could I cum in front of all those people?  The waitress already thought something was up, and knowing the guys, they would wait until she was at our table to make it happen.  I couldn’t let myself do something so dirty in front of all those people.  And with no bra on, to boot.  My dress was not meant to be worn without a bra – if I so much as moved the wrong way, my nipples would be on full display.  At the same time, I was so turned on and pent up…  I needed a release. 

Fuck it, I decided.  I’m doing it.  I’m getting this orgasm even if it means we get kicked out of the restaurant.  I quickly removed my bra and put it in my bag.  My tits felt extremely exposed in the loose dress, and I saw that I needed to make sure I didn’t move too much or else they would be in full view.  But, even if they did pop out, so what?  I was already going this far. 

I exited the bathroom and walked confidently back to the table.  When Levi and Gabriel saw me walking back, my tits bouncing with each step, they both grinned like schoolboys. 

“That’s our girl,” Levi said.  “I figured you would want it that badly.”  As soon as I sat down, the vibrations resumed at full force.  It was all I could muster not to let out a full-bodied moan right there.  Within seconds of the vibrations starting, I was already over the edge.  I felt myself involuntarily contorting, my face twisting up in ecstatic pleasure.  Low moans escaped my throat, despite my best attempts to hold them in.  My toes curled.  I grabbed the hem of my dress and shuddered, the orgasm causing my whole body to twitch and convulse. 

As I came down, still buzzing with waves of pleasure, I looked over at the guys and saw that they were both looking at me hungrily, both exuding raw, animalistic energy.  I smiled naughtily and checked the room to see if I caused a scene.  At the very least, no one seemed to be coming over to escort me out of the room. 

“Let’s eat and get out of here,” Gabriel said, subsequently diving face-first into his meal.  I felt Levi’s shoe brush against the inside of my calf and looked up to see him still eyeing me intensely before getting to work on finishing his food.  I wasn’t too hungry at first, but within minutes was fully enthralled by the post-orgasmic munchies I normally experienced.  I wolfed down most of my food and got a box to take home.  We paid promptly and got out of the restaurant.  As soon as we were back on the street, I felt both Levi and Gabriel grab onto my hands and hold them as we walked, but this time with a bit more urgency than before. 

“What’s gotten into you two?”  I asked, having to work a bit to keep up with their walking pace. 

“Oh nothing, just gonna fuck you silly when we get home,” Levi said with a tone that was somewhere midway between joking and serious.  When we got back to the car, Gabriel got into the driver’s seat and Levi got into the back with me. 

“I think we’re a bit overdue for some quality time together,” he said, then grabbed me roughly and went in for a kiss.  Gabriel started up the car and we headed back home, as Levi and I got engrossed in a hot make-out session. 

The drive home flew by and when we finally got back to the house, Gabriel opened up the door on my side, pulled me out of the car, and picked me up, holding me princess-style. 

“I’ve been waiting to do this again with you for a long time,” he said, staring into my eyes.  He walked me towards the door and Levi quickly followed suit, unlocking it and letting us in.  In no time flat, we were in the bedroom. 

Gabriel tossed me effortlessly onto the bed, then started taking off his tie.  As he was unbuttoning his shirt, Levi climbed up onto the bed, pulled me up into a kneeling position, and quickly pulled off my dress.  He began sucking on one of my tits and squeezing the other, roughly pinching my nipple.  I could hear him grunting and moaning as he sucked, excited to finally get to play.  I looked back in Gabriel’s direction and saw that he was already shirtless and was taking off his belt. 

“You sure don’t waste any time, do you?”  I said.  It was nice to see Gabriel’s body again.  He wasn’t as ripped as Levi but was lean, healthy and strong.  More than anything, his easy-going confidence was sexy enough to make him hot no matter what his body looked like.  He gave me a goofy smile, then flipped a switch and started putting on a show for me, seductively gyrating his hips and showing off his muscles as he took off his belt.  Moments later, he was completely naked, and he hopped up onto the bed to join Levi and me. 

There was nothing quite as exhilarating to me as being ravaged by both Levi and Gabriel, feeling them touch my body hungrily.  Seeing how they cooperated and shared me, maybe having one kissing me and one sucking my tits, feeling four strong hands groping me all over, squeezing my ass, stroking or pulling my hair. 

Suddenly, I found myself lying on my back, both men kneeling over me.  By this point, Levi had fully undressed too, and was on my left side, Gabriel on my right.  They both had their cocks out, which were rock hard and glistening with precum.  Gabriel’s was large to the point of being humorous, but Levi was also packing, sporting a long, thick cock I could just barely wrap my hand the whole way around, his shaft pointing upwards at just the perfect angle to hit my G-spot during missionary.   

“You were a big tease tonight at dinner,” Levi said, licking his lips.  “I think it’s about time you returned the favor.” 

I happy obliged, reaching my hand around both of their cocks, feeling them pulse.  I started stroking both of them, eliciting sexy moans from both guys.  Gabriel’s dick was so long that the tip was resting gently on my lips.  Once I noticed this, I parted my lips and took the head in, sucking and licking him all over with my tongue.  With my other hand, I started massaging Levi’s sensitive balls, which I knew he loved for me to play with. 

After alternating for a few minutes between Levi’s balls and shaft, I felt him tense a bit and moan a bit more loudly.  I knew what was coming next. 

Within a few moments, Levi was cumming all over me, splattering my chest and stomach.  Gabriel looked over at him with an amused look on his face. 

“First orgasm already?” he asked Levi, gently ribbing him. 

“Hell, yeah,” Levi nodded, panting.  “I couldn’t resist such a sexy slut.”  His cock didn’t seem to soften at all after his orgasm, which was normal for him.  Levi could usually cum two or three times in a session, while Gabriel was done after one time. 

I sat up, Levi’s cum dripping down my chest, and took turns making out with both guys, one after the other, my hands on their pulsing erections. 

“I need you guys to fuck me, please,” I moaned at both of them.  I was worried for a moment that Levi might try to deny me again, but I didn’t hear a word of challenge from either of them.  Levi lied down on the bed while Gabriel hopped off and went into the drawer to get out the lube.  I straddled Levi’s waist and began grinding my pussy lips on his cock, lubing it up with my wetness and stimulating my clit with the head of his member.  Once he was sufficiently lubed up by my pussy, I grabbed his cock and shoved it inside me.  The feeling of finally being filled after a week of denial was overwhelming.  I couldn’t even move right away because I needed to sit back and enjoy the full feeling, the sensation of being stretched by a girthy cock.  I looked down at Levi and my heart skipped a beat at the sexy expression he was wearing.  I bent down, wrapped my arms around him in a soft embrace, and started kissing him.  Then, once I was settled in, I began slowly sliding my pussy up and down his shaft, sensuously massaging his cock with the walls of my pussy. 

After a minute or so of this, I felt hands caressing my back and butt while I fucked Levi. 

“Are you ready for me to fuck you too?” Gabriel asked as he massaged me.  I nodded and stopped moving so he could get in position.  I felt a spurt of cold lube slide onto my asshole, then a finger sliding inside, coating my asshole with lube.  The next moment, I felt one of Gabriel’s hands grab onto my hip, and the then felt the head of his huge cock probing the entrance to my asshole.  I made sure to fully relax so he could enter, and over the course of a minute or two, he slowly penetrated me, filling me to the brim. 

When we first started fucking, Gabriel was actually very insecure about the size of his dick.  He had been in relationships before where they failed because sex was never comfortable, or because there was very little he could do with a penis of that size.  It was true that it was difficult to fit into my mouth, and the first time we had sex, I didn’t let him move very fast because I knew it would hurt.  On top of that, he could only fit about two thirds of it inside me, no matter how aroused I was.  However, we had great chemistry right off the bat, sexually and emotionally, and I didn’t want to let an obstacle like that get in the way.  I realized that if I could stretch enough to fit him in my ass, he would be able to fit his full length inside me, so Levi helped me train my ass to accommodate objects of Gabriel’s size.  By this point, I was comfortable taking him in the ass, and it was nearly as pleasurable to me as vaginal penetration.  Above all, it was nice to have a way Gabriel could fuck me without having to hold back or be afraid of slamming my cervix by mistake.  And, when we figured out we could do DP, it became a mainstay in our group sexual repertoire. 

“I’m all the way in,” Gabriel said.  “You’re so fucking tight…  mm…  Are you ready for me to move?”

“Please do, I want you to abuse my asshole,” I replied to Gabriel.  I started sliding up and down Levi’s cock again, and I felt Gabriel begin to slowly pump in and out of my ass, occasionally reapplying lube so he was extra slick.  He picked up the speed and was now fucking me hard, his entire length plunging in and out of me.  I moaned loudly, unable to control myself when I got fucked like that. 

“Fuck me harder, please!” I cried out, bouncing harder on Levi and feeling Gabriel penetrate me deeper and deeper. 

I heard both guys moaning with me, and I closed my eyes just to enjoy the sounds.  I could hear the wet sounds of my soaked pussy sliding up and down Levi’s entire length and Gabriel pounding my ass relentlessly, the sound of the boys’ heavy breathing and moans, and the slight creaking of the bed as we fucked.  I was getting intoxicated, cock-drunk, and could hardly think anymore. 

As I continued to make out with Levi, I felt him moan loudly into my mouth before unloading another hot load of cum into my pussy.  His body spasmed underneath me and he broke off our kiss, breathing heavily, absorbed by the sensation. 

“Shit, there’s number two,” Gabriel commented offhandedly, continuing to fuck me. 

“You still good to go for more?” I asked Levi, who was panting heavily underneath me. 

“Fuck yeah,” he breathed, stroking my back gently.  I loved the contrast between Levi’s tender post-orgasmic caresses and the relentless anal pounding Gabriel was giving me.  His cock felt like it was gonna split me in half, but it was all pleasure. 

“Why don’t I give you a turn on my ass then?”  I inquired, giving Levi a kiss on the forehead.

“Yeah, man,” Gabriel said, slowing down to catch his breath.  “You need to try out this ass.  Let’s switch off.”  Gabriel pulled out of me slowly, and after he was all the way out, he whistled.  “You have a really slutty gape going on, Tori.  Levi shouldn’t have any issues picking up where I left off.  You know what, why don’t we try a new position now?  Tori, you lie down on your side.”  I got up off of Levi so he could get out from under me, and when I lifted myself off of his cock, his cum dripped out of my pussy.  I lied down on my side and Gabriel lied down in front of me, grabbing my top leg and pulling it towards him, giving him easier access to my pussy.  Levi lied down behind me and started re-lubing my stretched asshole, immediately sliding what felt like three or so fingers in with no resistance.  Moments later, both men penetrated me at the same time.  The feeling of going from empty to fully filled in a matter of moments was indescribable, and I felt completely engulfed by the two men, one of them on each side of me, surrounding me front and back.

They both started thrusting aggressively, using me like a ragdoll.  Gabriel’s cock stretched my pussy right to the brink of pain, and each stroke elicited dirty, wet sounds from my pussy, his cock lubed up by Levi’s load.  Levi’s dick didn’t stretch out my ass any more than Gabriel’s did, but was a perfect, comfortable fit, which allowed him to pound me even harder than Gabriel could without having to worry about causing me any pain.  The two of them worked me over thoroughly, slapping my ass, pulling my hair, and groping my tits as they went. 

I could feel the second orgasm of the night starting to build as I got stretched by these two sexy, dominant men.  I wanted this to last forever; it was pure ecstasy.  I could feel my pussy clamping down on Gabriel as he stuffed as much of his erection as he could inside me.  My face started to heat up, and I knew my release was moments away.

“Fuck, I’m cumming!” I screamed as my body erupted in a huge orgasm.  My vision went white for a few moments as I came, and I could feel my pussy squirting all over Gabriel.  As the first spurts of my cum erupted from my pulsating slit, I felt Gabriel unload into me, the second load of the night to go in my pussy.  Levi followed suit quickly, shooting his third load in my ass.  Feeling both men erupting inside of me at once was an overwhelming but hot feeling.  As all of our orgasms subsided, the two guys both put their arms around me, making a big cuddle pile.  They both stayed inside me for a minute or two more until they each went soft and slowly pulled out of me, leaving me feeling empty and completely spent. 

I rolled onto my back and put one arm around each of them.  “That was exactly the kind of fucking I needed tonight,” I said to both of them.  Levi nuzzled into the crook of my arm and Gabriel wrapped his hand around mine.  We all lied together like that for a while, then I got up to go to the bathroom. 

“Do you wanna stay the night, Gabe?” Levi asked as he put on some pajamas and I wiped myself clean in the bathroom. 

“Always,” Gabriel replied, “and besides, if a certain someone gets hungry for more double penetration later, I’d hate to be the one to deprive her.”  He winked at me as I came out of the bathroom and I winked back goofily. 

“For now, how about I put in some popcorn and we pick out a movie to check out?” I asked, heading towards the bedroom door to leave. 

“I think that sounds like a fine idea,” Levi said, and we settled in for a nice date night. 
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