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Chapter One




James was leaving for yet another business trip, and that meant a couple of nights away. I was climbing the walls with frustration. I’d spent the whole morning practically dripping with how horny I was, and using my vibrator in the shower had only made things worse.

Yes, I was having a couple of affairs; one with a professor at the university and one with my boss at the city library. But they were both busy men, and I wasn’t their only affair partner. I wasn’t getting to see them as often as I needed. The affairs had woken something in me, something raw and insatiable. Instead of satisfying me, they’d just made me hungrier.

James was leaving in two hours for the airport, and I knew he was mostly packed. I pulled on a silk slip, deep red, short, and clingy in all the right places. My full, pert tits looked incredible, and the lace just barely skimmed the tops of my thighs. I slipped my panties off so he’d be able to see just a hint of my trimmed bush. I ran a hand over my stomach, down between my legs, feeling the heat already building.

It had been weeks since we’d been intimate, but hopefully my husband would give me one last fuck before he went. God, I needed this.

I sauntered into the kitchen, my hips swaying and my pussy peeking out of the bottom of the slip. “Hey,” I said, my voice low and teasing.

He barely looked up. “Hey,” he muttered, checking the charge on his phone that was plugged into the outlet.

I stepped closer, touching his back. “You’ve got a couple of hours before you leave,” I said, pressing myself against him. “Why don’t we make the most of that time?”

He sighed, turning to face me. His eyes flicked over my body, lingering for half a second on my exposed bush, before he shook his head. “Lauren, I’ve got to finish packing, and I’ve still got some work to do. Can we not do this now?”

I stared at him. “You’re leaving for two nights. You can’t even spare fifteen minutes to fuck me before you go?”

“Lauren,” he said, rubbing his temple like I was a headache. “It’s not the right time. It’s ten a.m. on a Tuesday, we’re not horny students anymore.”

I laughed bitterly, stepping back. “It’s never the right time, is it?”

“Come on, don’t be like this,” he said, brushing past me like I wasn’t standing there practically begging for him to take me.

I watched him walk out of the room. I wasn’t just horny now; I was furious. I was going to be working this afternoon at the library, and I was determined to fuck the first hot guy that came through the doors.

Unfortunately, the afternoon turned out to be one of the quietest I’d ever seen at the library. The only visitors were little old ladies browsing for Mills & Boon novels and a group of new mums more interested in chatting with each other than borrowing books.

Rebecca and I were so bored that we resorted to tidying the shelves, meticulously aligning every book with the edge. Rebecca, my younger colleague, was tall and slender, with cropped dark hair that emphasized her sharp cheekbones and edgy nose piercing. Her large breasts sagged noticeably under her braless tight tops, but she didn’t seem to care. She wasn’t conventionally pretty, but there was something striking about her, an unpolished sexiness that made her captivating in her own way.

We’d had a threesome with the boss once, a memory that occasionally popped into my mind at inconvenient moments. It had been wild and utterly unlike anything I’d done before. Sometimes I caught her giving me a knowing smirk, as if she was remembering it too.

“God, it’s dead in here,” Rebecca groaned, leaning back against the desk and stretching, her top riding up just enough to show a sliver of pale skin. “Do you think anyone would notice if we just went home?”

I smirked, leaning on the counter. “The old ladies might riot if they can’t get their steamy romance novels.”

Rebecca laughed. “Speaking of steamy…” She raised an eyebrow. “Any more adventures you care to share? The last thing I heard was that you’d hooked up with someone at the conference, but that was weeks ago.”

I glanced around the empty library and sighed. “Not really,” I complained. “Not even with James. He’s off on another business trip, and I practically threw myself at him this morning. He wouldn’t even look at me.”

Rebecca rolled her eyes. “What is wrong with that man? You’re hot, Lauren. If he won’t fuck you, it’s his loss.”

I reached up to adjust my ponytail, making sure everything was straight, and looked at Rebecca through my thick-rimmed glasses.

“Maybe,” I said. “But I’m not sitting around feeling sorry for myself. If James won’t fuck me, I’ll find someone who will.”

Rebecca’s face broke into a wicked grin. “That’s the spirit.”


Chapter Two




Just then, the door to the library swung open. Two young men walked in, pausing just inside to glance around as if they’d never been here before. They looked like students from the university, dressed in casual clothes, their backpacks slung over broad, muscular shoulders.

I noticed the taller one first, his thick, wavy hair framing a chiseled jaw. His arms were practically bursting out of his fitted t-shirt. His friend wasn’t far behind in the looks department, with short dark hair and a roguish grin. They both had the kind of confident and slightly arrogant swagger that made me instantly interested.

“Hello, boys,” Rebecca murmured under her breath, clearly noticing them too.

I could feel the heat rising in my body. My palms were damp, and my thighs pressed together almost instinctively. I was probably at least a decade older than them, but I was very attracted to them.

“Go chat them up,” Rebecca urged, nudging me with her elbow.

I swallowed hard, suddenly nervous. “What? No.”

“Why not?” Rebecca asked, grinning. “You’re horny, they’re hot, and they clearly don’t know where they are. Go be helpful. Offer them a little… guidance.”

I couldn’t stop staring at them. The taller one turned his head and caught my eye. He flicked me a beautiful smile, dimples appearing on his cheeks. My stomach flipped.

“Fine,” I muttered, trying to play it cool as I stepped out from behind the desk, but I could feel sweat starting to build under my arms. My heels clicked against the floor as I walked towards them, forcing myself to exude confidence I wasn’t entirely feeling. I smoothed my skirt down, trying to keep the hem from riding up. I’d started wearing shorter and sluttier skirts to work, hoping James would notice, but he never had.

“Hi there,” I said, smiling warmly. “You two look a bit lost. Can I help you with anything?”

They turned to me, and I saw their eyes scanning me from head to toe. I felt a shiver run through me under their gaze.

“Yeah, we’re looking for the sports autobiographies,” the taller one said. His voice was deep and smooth. I felt another rush of heat between my legs. Behind me, I could feel Rebecca watching, her silent encouragement making my heart race even more.

“Follow me,” I said, turning on my heel and leading them up the spiral staircase to the second floor. I was acutely aware of their presence behind me. My skirt was shorter even than usual today, and as I climbed the stairs, I couldn’t help but think that surely they must have a clear view of my panties. The thought sent a thrill through me, making my cheeks flush.

At the top of the stairs, I glanced back to find them looking at my ass. I led them through the shelves to an annex at the back. Autobiographies weren’t very popular, so we kept them in this quieter area.

“The autobiographies are just here,” I said, my voice a touch breathless.

The taller one leaned closer, his arm brushing against mine. “Thanks for helping us out,” he said, flashing me that same teasing smile, but making no move to actually look at the books.

“Of course,” I replied, my voice breaking slightly. “That’s what I’m here for.” Why was I so sweaty? It wasn’t even that warm in the library.

“You must really love books to work in a place like this,” the shorter one said.

“I do,” I said, smiling. “But some days are definitely more exciting than others.”

The taller one turned to me fully now, his eyes locking with mine. “And is today one of the exciting ones?”

I felt my pulse quickening. “It’s starting to feel like it might be,” I said, surprising myself with my boldness.

“I’m Jack,” said the tall one, reaching out to shake my hand. “This is Ben.”

“I’m Lauren,” I replied, taking his hand. His grip was firm but warm, and the way his fingers lingered just a second too long sent another shiver up my spine. I turned to Ben, who gave me a grin as his hand slid into mine. His touch was softer, but his eyes held the same intensity as Jack’s.

“So, Lauren,” Jack said, “what’s the most exciting thing that’s happened to you in this library?”

I flushed as I remembered the times I’d had sex in the library. “A lady never tells,” I said.

Ben smirked, stepping just a little closer. “Interesting.”

“Well, you’re definitely making today interesting,” I said.

The sexual tension had climbed to an almost unbearable level. I could feel the heat radiating off these two muscular, younger men, and my panties felt like they were soaking wet.

“Interesting isn’t good enough,” Jack murmured, stepping closer. “We’re aiming for unforgettable.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but before I could, Jack leaned in, his mouth finding mine. I gasped as his tongue entered my mouth, and I melted in his arms. The kiss was soft at first, but then his hand came up to cup the back of my neck, pulling me closer, deepening it.

Behind me, I felt Ben step closer. His hand lightly touched my waist, his fingers tracing slow circles that sent tingles down my spine. The feeling of both of them holding me in their strong arms sent a rush of heat between my legs, my pussy physically aching with desire.

As Jack’s mouth left mine, Ben turned my face towards him, his lips capturing mine with a firm, hungry kiss. His hand slid from my waist to the small of my back, pulling me tightly against him. I could feel his hard cock pressed against my leg. I moaned softly into his mouth, my body buzzing with the attention of both men.

While I was lost in Ben’s kiss, Jack’s hands worked quickly on the buttons of my blouse. The cool air hit my skin as the fabric parted, and I shivered from the thrill of being undressed by a stranger in the middle of the library. His fingers slipped into my bra, finding my nipple and teasing it until it hardened under his touch.

I pulled back from Ben, gasping for air, my lips tingling. Jack’s mouth found my neck, his kisses soft and wet, as his fingers continued their torturous play. I turned back to Jack, capturing his lips in a heated kiss while Ben’s hand slid up my thigh, pushing my skirt higher.

His fingers brushed against the damp fabric of my panties, and I let out a low moan against Jack’s mouth.

Ben’s fingers pressed more firmly, teasing my clit through the fabric. “She’s absolutely soaked,” he smirked. “Who knew librarians were so slutty?”

The touch, the intensity, the risk of being caught; it was overwhelming. My head tilted back as Jack trailed kisses down my throat, his hands still toying with my breasts, while Ben’s fingers slid beneath my panties, finding my slick folds.

“Oh god,” I murmured softly as his finger slid inside my wet opening. My hands instinctively moved to their cocks, grasping them through the fabric of their pants. I realized they were both big and very hard.

Ben’s fingers worked me slowly, his touch confident and deliberate as he slid another finger inside me, curling them just enough to hit that perfect spot. My hips moved instinctively, grinding against his hand as soft moans escaped my lips. Jack’s mouth was still on my neck, sucking and licking, while his hands popped my breasts out of my bra, allowing him to tease my nipples even more.

“You’re so fucking wet,” Ben whispered against my ear. I turned my head towards Ben, capturing his lips in a desperate, heated kiss. His tongue explored my mouth, his fingers never stopping their rhythmic movement inside me. My knees trembled, and I clung to him for balance.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned, my voice barely above a whisper. My body was on fire, the pressure building rapidly inside me. I was helpless, caught in the overwhelming sensations. My body tightened, every muscle coiling as their fingers brought me closer and closer to the edge. Finally, the tension broke, and I came hard. I put my hand over my own mouth to muffle my cry as waves of ecstasy pulsed through.

They didn’t stop until I was trembling and gasping for air. My legs were weak, and they held me upright as I fought to steady my breath, my heart racing like I’d run a marathon.

“Get on your knees,” commanded Jack.

I hesitated, glancing around. But the room was still empty, and we were obscured from the doorway by the bookcases. Nervously, I obeyed, the carpet rough against my bare skin.

Jack and Ben stood before me, their hard cocks straining against their pants. They both unfastened them and pulled them down to their thighs. Jack’s cock was very long, thick, and pulsing, the tip already glistening, and Ben’s was almost as impressive.

“Good girl,” Jack murmured, his hand brushing through my hair, gripping it lightly.

I started with Jack, my lips parting as I took him into my mouth. His groan of approval sent a thrill through me, and I began to move, my tongue swirling around his tip before sliding him deeper. He guided my head with his hand, setting the pace. I wrapped one hand around the base of his shaft and the other around Ben’s cock.

“Fuck, that’s it,” he growled. After a few moments, Jack eased his grip on my head, letting his cock slip from my lips.

I turned to Ben, my hands wrapping around his base as I licked the tip, tasting him. His breath hitched, and I took him into my mouth, moving slowly at first, then faster as his moans encouraged me. His fingers found my hair, pulling it gently as he thrust into my mouth. Jack stood watching, wanking his own cock with a smirk on his face.

As I switched between them, their groans and praises spurred me on, the thrill of their pleasure making me wetter by the second. I worked them deeper, until I was taking them deep in my throat, my lips pressing against their bodies.

“Fuck, Lauren,” Ben groaned suddenly, pulling back abruptly. He gripped his cock and stroked it furiously, the tension in his body unmistakable.

I tilted my face up and opened my mouth slightly, waiting for him. “Oh yeah, I’m going to come on your face,” he panted. With a groan, he came, hot streams of cum streaking across my lips and cheeks, covering my glasses. It was thick and warm on my skin.

Before I could wipe myself clean, Jack stepped forward, guiding his cock to my lips. I licked him, swirling my tongue over his tip before taking him back into my mouth. His hands gripped the sides of my face as he thrust deeply, his eyes fixed on mine through the half-covered lens of my glasses. He fucked my throat, and I knew he was close.

It didn’t take long before he pulled out and, without even touching his cock, his release followed, load after load, warm and wet, painting my skin and dripping onto my chest. My glasses were so covered that I could barely see through them.

I sat back on my heels, panting, my face and chest a sticky mess. “Goddamn, that was incredible,” Jack said. He pulled out his phone and snapped a couple of photos before reaching down to help me to my feet.

Ben had a pack of tissues, and I cleaned myself up as best I could, but I knew I’d still have to walk through the library to the bathroom with cum in my hair.

“I need to be fucked,” I told them, feeling bold now in my desperation. “Can I meet you for sex when I finish work?”

“Definitely,” grinned Jack. “Have you got somewhere we can go? If we go to our student house, it could be… awkward… with our girlfriends.”

“My husband’s away,” I said, suddenly realizing. “Let me give you the details.”

I made my way back to the desk, still flustered, my hair damp from a rushed rinse in the bathroom sink. Rebecca was leaning on the counter, flipping through a magazine, her bored expression shifting to one of amusement as I approached.

“God, Lauren,” she said, raising an eyebrow. “What the hell happened to you? You look... freshly ravished.”

“Shut up,” I grinned, unable to stop the blush spreading across my cheeks.

“Which one was it?” she asked. Then, when I didn’t answer, her eyes widened. “Both of them?”

“Yes,” I admitted, feeling oddly proud of myself.

“Wow. So, are you seeing them again?” she smirked.

I hesitated before nodding. “Tonight. At my place.”

Rebecca let out a laugh. “Of course. Just promise me you’ll give me all the dirty details tomorrow, you lucky bitch.”


Chapter Three




When I got home, I shut the door behind me, leaning against it for a moment to steady myself. My heart was racing, and the tingling between my legs had only grown since I’d left work. James was miles away, and for tonight, the house was all mine. The thought of what was about to happen sent a delicious shiver through me.

I headed upstairs, already peeling off my clothes as I went. By the time I reached the bathroom, I was down to my underwear. I caught sight of myself in the mirror; flushed cheeks and messy hair.

The shower steamed up quickly as I stepped under the hot spray. As I soaped myself, my hands lingered, sliding over my curves with a deliberate slowness. My breasts felt sensitive under my touch, my nipples hardening as I squeezed them between my fingers.

It didn’t take long before I reached for my trusty vibrator, always kept close to hand, much to James’s annoyance. I leaned against the cool tiles, spreading my legs slightly, and pressed the buzzing toy against my swollen clit. A gasp escaped me as I turned it on, the vibrations making me tremble.

I let my mind wander, picturing Jack and Ben, their strong hands, their eager mouths, the way they’d looked at me in the library. My hips rocked against the toy. My free hand moved to my breast, pinching and pulling at my nipple as I increased the speed of the vibrations.

“Oh, god…” I moaned, my voice echoing in the bathroom. It didn’t take long; my body was too worked up. My climax hit hard, leaving me shaking against the tiles, my legs barely able to hold me up.

I wrapped a towel around me and moved to the bedroom. Now came the fun part: what to wear? This wasn’t a night for subtlety. I wanted them to walk through the door and know exactly what was on my mind. I threw open my wardrobe, my heart pounding with excitement, and started rifling through the options.

I decided on a dark red corset bra, the rich satin clinging to my skin and pushing my breasts up to make them look bigger. The matching panties were just as daring: high-cut, with delicate lace that allowed my trimmed pubic hair to show through. I’d worn this set for James, and he hadn’t even noticed.

I pulled on a tight black dress over the top that hugged my figure and slipped into some black heels. I caught sight of myself in the mirror and grinned. To add the finishing touch, I left my hair down, dark waves falling around my shoulders, and painted my lips with a deep red lipstick to match the lingerie.

There was a knock on the door, and I felt my stomach flip. I pulled the door open, and there they were: Jack and Ben, both looking more handsome than ever. Their eyes roamed over me immediately, lingering on my legs and the curve of my hips.

“Wow,” Jack said with a cocky grin. “You look… incredible.”

“Absolutely stunning,” Ben added, his eyes sparkling with admiration.

“Come in,” I said, stepping aside to let them enter. “Can I get you both a drink?”

“Let’s skip that part,” said Jack. “I think we all know why we’re here.”

Ben nodded, his grin widening. “We’ve been thinking about this all day.”

“Well,” I said, my heart pounding in my chest. “The bedroom’s this way.” I turned towards the stairs. Jack stepped closer, landing a playful slap on my ass. The sound echoed in the hallway, and I gasped softly, biting my lip to hide my smile.

We reached the bedroom, and I pushed the door open, the soft lighting casting a warm glow across the room. Jack and Ben exchanged a glance, then both turned their attention to me, their gazes roaming over my body like they were undressing me with their eyes.

“Take off the dress,” Jack said quietly but confidently.

I hesitated for a fraction of a second before reaching for the zipper at the side of my dress. I slid it down slowly, savoring the way their eyes followed my movements. The fabric slipped down my body, pooling at my feet, leaving me in the dark red corset bra and matching panties. I stood there for a moment, letting them drink me in.

“Jesus,” Ben muttered, his eyes fixed on me. “You’re fucking gorgeous.”

Jack stepped closer, his hand brushing over my waist as he leaned in, his lips grazing my ear. “Stunning,” he whispered.

He led me to the bed, sitting down and pulling me onto his lap. His mouth found mine, and I melted into the kiss, his lips moving with a hunger that made my entire body ache for him. His hands roamed over my body, sliding up my back, then down to cup my ass, pulling me closer against him. The hard length of his cock pressed against me, and it sent a thrill racing through me.

While I kissed Jack, Ben knelt at my feet. I felt his hands wrap around my ankles, slowly slipping off my heels one by one. His fingers brushed over the arch of my foot, his touch light and teasing. Then, to my surprise, I felt his lips press against the top of my foot, trailing soft kisses along the length. He took my toes into his mouth, one at a time, his tongue flicking and teasing in a way that sent jolts of pleasure up my legs.

While I continued to kiss Jack, Ben’s lips continued their journey, kissing up my calves, then along the sensitive skin of my inner thighs. Each touch of his mouth sent sparks through my body, and I could feel the heat building between my legs. He reached the edge of my panties and paused.

He slid the panties down my legs, his hands brushing against my skin as he did. As soon as they were off, his mouth was on me, his tongue parting my folds and finding my clit. I gasped, clutching at Jack’s shoulders as Ben’s tongue worked its magic. He licked and sucked, alternating between slow, teasing strokes and firm, deliberate pressure. My hips moved involuntarily towards him, the pleasure building rapidly.

Meanwhile, Jack had unhooked my bra, and it fell away, exposing my hard, pink nipples. His thumbs brushed over them, making me moan even louder. The combination of Ben’s mouth between my legs and Jack’s hands on my breasts was making me wild with pleasure.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned, my head falling back. Jack leaned in, kissing along my neck and nibbling at the sensitive spot just below my ear. Ben’s tongue flicked against my clit, then he slid a finger inside me, curling it in just the right way to make me cry out.

I couldn’t hold back anymore. My entire body tensed, a wave of ecstasy crashing over me as I came hard. My cries filled the room, and I clung to Jack, my nails digging into his shoulders. Ben didn’t stop, his tongue and fingers drawing out every last shudder of pleasure until I was a trembling, panting mess.

“God,” I murmured, struggling to catch my breath.

Jack gently laid me back on the bed, his strong hands steadying me. He turned to his friend. “Ben,” he said, “Why don’t you fuck our horny little milf?”

My pulse raced as Ben stood, already unbuttoning his jeans. He pulled them down along with his boxers in one smooth motion, his cock springing free, thick and hard. I bit my lip at the sight of him, a fresh wave of arousal coursing through me. He stroked himself for a moment, his eyes never leaving mine, and then he climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between my legs.

Jack leaned over me, brushing a strand of hair from my face, his lips meeting mine as Ben nudged the head of his cock against my slick entrance. Ben paused, teasing me for a moment, before pushing in slowly, his cock stretching me in a way that was so deliciously perfect. I gasped, my back arching off the bed as he filled me completely. “Oh, fuck,” I moaned into Jack’s mouth, clutching at the sheets as he began to move.

From the first thrust, he set a relentless, pounding rhythm, his hips slamming against me as his cock slid in and out with ease. The force of it made my breasts bounce, and Jack wasted no time taking advantage of it. He leaned down, capturing one nipple in his mouth while his hand squeezed the other. His tongue flicked and swirled, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core.

I wrapped my legs around Ben’s waist, pulling him deeper, the angle making every thrust hit just right. “Fuck, you feel so good,” Ben groaned as he drove into me harder and faster.

“Come for us, Lauren,” Jack murmured. “We want to feel you come.”

The combination of Ben’s hard, deep thrusts and Jack’s mouth and fingers was overwhelming. My body tensed, the pleasure building to a crescendo until it finally exploded. I cried out, my pussy clenching around Ben’s cock as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me. My whole body shook, my thighs trembling as Ben kept pounding into me, riding me through the climax.

“Fuck, that’s so hot,” Ben groaned, his pace never faltering. Jack kissed me deeply, swallowing my gasps as my body slowly came down from the high, my heart racing and my skin flushed.

I felt Ben start to slow, his eyes meeting Jack’s. “Your turn,” he said with a grin, pulling out of me and leaving me gaping and aching for more. Jack shifted over, his cock thick and throbbing as he positioned himself between my legs. His hands were firm yet gentle, steadying my hips as he lined himself up. I was still trembling from my last orgasm, my body hypersensitive and craving more.

He pushed into me in one slow, smooth thrust, his big cock stretching me open. The fullness was overwhelming, and I let out a moan, my hands gripping his ass as he entered me. He paused for a moment before he began to move. His thrusts were slow at first, deep, deliberate, and hard, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me.

I turned to find Ben’s cock near my face. I wrapped a hand around it, guiding it to my mouth and taking it deep inside. Ben began to thrust his hips, fucking my mouth while Jack fucked my cunt.

The dual sensations were amazing. Jack’s cock slammed into me, his pace now relentless, his strong arms supporting himself above me. I could feel my orgasm building again, the pressure mounting, and a cry leaving my lips with every stroke.

“You’re so fucking tight, Lauren. I can feel you getting close,” panted Jack.

The words sent me over the edge. My body tensed, my back arching again as the orgasm hit me like a tidal wave. I moaned around Ben’s cock, my cries muffled as I came hard, my pussy clenching tightly around Jack, milking him with every spasm.

Jack pulled out of me, leaving me breathless and trembling on the bed. His hard cock stood upright, covered in my sticky white essence.

"My turn," Ben announced. He helped me turn over onto my hands and knees, his hands sliding over my hips to position me just how he wanted: face down and ass in the air.

Jack moved to stand by the bed, his cock glistening with my wetness and inches from my face. “Clean off the mess you’ve made,” he smirked at me.

I ran my tongue up the length of his cock, tasting my release on him. At the same moment, Ben slid into my swollen cunt from behind. The stretch felt wonderful, his cock filling me in a way that made my head spin. Then, his hands on my hips, he began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, gradually picking up speed as he found his rhythm. The sound of his hips slapping against my ass filled the room, mingling with the moans spilling from my lips as I sucked Jack’s cock.

Behind me, Ben groaned, his thrusts growing harder, more urgent. His hands spread my cheeks apart, and I gasped as I felt the wet heat of his spit land on my ass. His thumb rubbed over the tight ring of muscle, applying gentle pressure. The sensation was new and thrilling, adding a whole new level of intensity.

“Relax,” Ben murmured as his thumb pressed into my ass. The stretch was different, a little uncomfortable at first, but the way his cock moved inside me, combined with the fullness from his thumb, quickly turned it into something incredibly pleasurable.

Jack’s grip on my hair tightened, and he began to thrust gently into my mouth, his cock sliding deeper with every movement. “You’re so fucking good at this,” he said. The praise made my pussy clench around Ben.

I was completely lost in the sensation, my body caught between the two of them, the pleasure building to an almost unbearable level. I could feel another orgasm coiling in my core, ready to explode at any moment. Ben’s cock slammed into me, his thumb deep in my ass.

Jack pulled out of my mouth briefly, letting me gasp for air. “Look at you,” he said. “Taking us both like the perfect little slut you are.”

Ben pulled out of my pussy, leaving me feeling momentarily empty and gaping. Then he removed his thumb. I glanced over my shoulder, trying to see what he was up to, but before I could speak, I felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against my tight rear entrance.

“Oh my god,” I whispered.

“Relax,” Ben murmured. “You’re going to love this.”

With that, he pushed forward, his cock slowly stretching my ass open. The sensation was intense, an overwhelming fullness that stole the breath from my lungs. “Fuck!” I cried, my voice breathless as he sank deeper inside me.

“Good girl,” Jack said. “You’re taking it so well.”

Ben paused once he was fully inside, giving me a moment to adjust. The initial sting began to fade, replaced by an intense, almost indescribable pleasure.

“You feel so fucking tight,” Ben groaned. Slowly, he began to move, his thrusts shallow and careful at first, then gradually deeper as I relaxed around him. The fullness was overwhelming, and every movement sent a jolt of pleasure radiating through my body. It was too intense for me to suck Jack now; all I could do was hold onto his cock for dear life.

My body was on fire, every nerve ending alive with sensation. Ben’s hands gripped me tighter, pulling me back onto his cock with every thrust, while Jack’s praises spurred me on. The pressure inside me built rapidly, my body teetering on the edge. My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, my body convulsing as I cried out in bliss.

I collapsed onto the bed, panting heavily, every inch of my body tingling with the aftershocks of pleasure. Jack got me some water, and I looked at him gratefully as they gave me a few moments to rest. But they weren’t finished with me yet.

“Do you think you can take us both at the same time?” asked Jack with a smirk.

I nodded, my heart already pounding in my chest again. “I’ll try,” I said. “I’ve… never done anything like that before.”

“Just relax,” he said. “You’ll do great. Now get on top of Ben.”

Ben was already lying back on the bed, his cock hard and waiting. I climbed onto his lap, feeling his cock brushing against my soaked folds. I lowered myself slowly, moaning softly as he slid inside me. The stretch was delicious, and I took a moment to adjust, placing my hands on his chest for support. His hands settled on my hips, guiding my movements as I began to rock gently.

“Good girl,” Jack said, his voice sending a fresh wave of heat through me. He moved behind me, his hands running over my back and down to my ass.

I felt Jack’s fingers at my rear entrance, spreading me open as he rubbed lube onto my sensitive skin. He worked me slowly, sliding one, then two fingers inside to prepare me. The sensation was intense as he stretched me further, his other hand rubbing my lower back soothingly.

“That’s it,” Jack murmured. “You’re doing so well.”

Ben’s hands tightened on my hips as he thrust up into me, the movement making me gasp. I felt Jack’s cock pressing against my ass, and I tensed for a moment before forcing myself to relax. Slowly, he pushed in, the stretch almost overwhelming as he entered me inch by inch.

“Fuck,” I breathed, my head falling forward against Ben’s chest.

“Are you okay?” Jack asked, pausing to give me a moment to adjust.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Don’t stop.”

Jack began to move, slow and steady, his cock filling me completely. The sensation of being taken by both of them at once was indescribable, every thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. I’d never felt so full before, and I loved it.

Ben matched Jack’s rhythm as they drove me closer and closer to the edge. The room was filled with the sound of our moans and the slap of skin against skin. My body felt like it was on fire, every nerve ending alive with sensation. Jack leaned over me, his hands sliding up my sides to cup my breasts, teasing my nipples as he thrust harder. Ben’s hands roamed my hips and thighs, pulling me down onto him with every stroke.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Jack growled.

I couldn’t hold back any longer. The pressure built until it burst, my orgasm tearing through me with a force that left me shaking and crying out. I felt so lightheaded I almost passed out. My muscles clenched around both of them, drawing groans from their lips as they continued to fuck me through the waves of pleasure.

Jack’s thrusts grew erratic as he reached his limit. I felt him spilling his cum deep inside my ass with a deep groan. Ben wasn’t far behind, his body tensing as he came, filling my cunt with his release. They held me between them, their hands gentle now, stroking my back and hips as we all caught our breath.

When they finally pulled away, I collapsed onto the bed, completely spent but utterly satisfied. Cum poured from my ass and pussy, running down my thighs onto the bed. Jack lay beside me on one side, brushing a strand of hair from my face. Ben lay on the other side, his hands stroking me gently.

We lay there for a few moments, the three of us tangled in a sweaty mess of limbs and spent desire. Eventually, I knew they’d have to leave, and reality would come crashing back. But for now, I let myself enjoy the moment, their warmth beside me, the faint scent of sex in the air, and the knowledge that I’d just done something I’d never forget.

THE END
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