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 Chapter One



Everything might have turned out differently if I hadn’t made vegetarian burgers for our weekly Burger Night.



I doubt it. My attempts to make my husband, Homer, eat healthier foods always irritated him, yes, but I don’t know that the outcome of my visit to the DMV the next day would’ve been any different. Even if he hadn’t been annoyed by the lack of charred cow meat from the moment he got home from work, Homer--my local DMV office’s Manager III (no, I don’t actually know what the “III” means)--probably wouldn’t have budged on enforcing his beloved rules and policies.



“Veggie burgers again?” he asked as I moved the patties from the skillet onto a plate.



“Oh, hush,” I said. “It’s not gonna kill you to skip beef for one day.”



He slapped my ass on the way to the dining room and said, “Had a Double Quarter Pounder for lunch, so at least I had one decent burger today.”



I rolled my eyes and carried the plate of tasty veggie burgers to the dining room. We sat on opposite ends of a table too large for just the two of us. When we’d bought it–and this house, which was also too large for just the two of us, we’d intended on putting the space to good use. But the ever-insistent ticking of my biological clock, which I could almost feel now, during my most fertile time of the month, could do nothing about Homer’s ever-insistent shooting of blanks. Sadly, it appeared motherhood would be forever out of my grasp.



It wasn’t the only thing I regretted about my marriage, but it was a biggie.



“Tomorrow’s the last day of the month,” Homer said, reluctantly putting together his burger.



“I’m well aware,” I said, sighing.



“Last chance to renew your license before it expires,” Homer said.



“I know,” I said, knowing that no amount of acknowledgment would shut down the lecture that was in progress.



“Should’ve gone in the middle of the month like I suggested,” Homer said. “If you’re not there an hour before we open tomorrow, your wait time will be hours long.”



I took a bite of my burger. A gob of mayonnaise slid from between the bun onto the side of my lips.



“Surely,” I said, sliding my finger along my lips to gather the mayo and holding it in front of my mouth while I looked my husband in the eyes, “my big, strong DMV Manager husband can pull some strings and let me skip the line?”



Homer watched, his eyes wide, as I stuck my finger into my mouth and sucked the mayo off of it, moaning as I did so. He swallowed hard.



“I could,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper, and my heart skipped a beat that he’d consider bending some rules for me.



If he’d told me he’d do it, he would’ve gotten the best blowjob of his life that evening, and I’d have been much less tired the next day.



“But,” he said, and I knew at that point he wasn’t getting his blowjob, and I wasn’t skipping the line, “you know I can’t let you do that.”



“You won’t break the rules so that one person--your loving, sexy wife--doesn’t have to wait in line for hours?”



He shook his head. “I wouldn’t do it even if you hadn’t procrastinated,” he said. “But you know how I feel about procrastinators. Why should I reward your bad behavior by compromising office protocol and my principles?”



I almost asked him if office protocol and his principles were worth missing out on an enthusiastically sloppy blowjob, but I didn’t. Part of it was I didn’t want to reward him for being an asshole about this, and part of it was I wasn’t convinced he’d change his mind even if I offered.



“You should’ve come in weeks ago to avoid the rush that always happens with every other procrastinator on the last day of the month,” he said. “Hell, you should’ve renewed your license on our website a month ago like I told you, but it’s too late for that now. You need to learn your lesson.”



“Yes, sir,” I said with mock reverence, realizing my panties were drenched while I imagined the blowjob-that-was-not-to-be.



 



---



 



After dinner, I cleared the table and started up the dishwasher. Homer watched game shows on TV and ignored me the rest of the evening. I took a bath, then went to bed and read a book. After a while, I heard Homer in the shower. When he came into the bedroom, he was naked. His way-past-dad-bod belly hung down close to his semi-erect penis. I regarded him for the briefest of moments before returning my gaze to my book.



“What are you doing?” I asked.



“Chastity… I’ve had a stressful week,” he said. “I thought you might like to help me out with that.”



“You mean the way you’re helping me out with the line at the DMV?” I asked, not bothering to hide the ice in my voice. “Sure, I’ll help you as much as you’re helping me.”



He sighed. “So, I have to break the rules at my job to get sex with my wife. Is that it?”



Homer’s little cock hardened, bouncing with anticipation. His eyes were desperate, and my heart pounded. In that instant, I knew if I let him fuck me, he’d agree to let me skip the line.



“Forget it, Homer,” I said, not giving him time to think about whether it was worth it. “I’ll just go wait in line like the people who haven’t been fucking you for the last ten years.”



“But…” he muttered.



I laughed. “Even if I thought you’d actually cut me some slack, trading favors with you would make me some kind of whore. Surely you wouldn’t want that.”



But the way his now fully erect dick jutted out as if it were trying to pull him toward me made me wonder about that.









 Chapter Two



I didn’t get to the DMV an hour before they opened, as my husband had suggested. It was more like two hours after they opened. When I saw how many people there were, packed into the main waiting room and overflowing into the hallway outside, I almost turned around and went back home. But, no. That would only bring another lecture from Homer that evening, and I was willing to do anything to avoid that.



The heat in the main room was stifling, like usual. Homer mentioned getting some kind of bonus for saving on utility costs, so he usually didn’t let anyone crank up the AC, even on warm days like this. Knowing this, I dressed appropriately: tank top and the shortest shorts I owned. I thought I looked pretty good, especially for my age, and the looks I got from several of the men around seemed to back up my assumption.



Despite the throng of people, the short line at the check-in counter gave me false hope. There were only three people ahead of me and two people working the counter. Within only a couple of minutes, I’d made it to the counter and told the clerk, a stern-looking woman with horn-rimmed glasses, why I was there.



She looked over my paperwork without saying a word, ensuring everything was in order. She handed everything back to me and pulled a ticket from a dispenser sitting in the middle of the two clerks. She gave me the ticket and nodded her head toward a monitor suspended from the ceiling on the other side of the room.



I looked at the number on the ticket and then at the monitor. The screen was scrolling through a giant list of numbers and estimated wait times. It took a while before I saw my number scrolling up the screen, and when I did, I gasped.



“Six hours?” I said, looking back at the clerk. “It’s going to take six hours?”



The woman, still mute, simply shrugged her shoulders.



The urge to flee reared its ugly head again, as did the sound, clear as day, of my husband’s voice, saying, “I told you so.”



Speaking of Homer, I saw him milling around behind the glass that separated the DMV drones from the crowd awaiting their assistance. He looked right at me but didn’t acknowledge me, just like I’d expected. He’d told me before he’d prefer not to let his staff know when his family members came in for services so as to not show even a hint of favoritism.



Wishing I’d brought my book to read, I sighed and looked around the large room. Chairs lined one long wall, and several tables were positioned throughout the room (giving people space to finish filling out paperwork if needed) with more chairs around them. I didn’t expect to find a place to sit, given the crowd, but amazingly there was one empty seat among the chairs lining the wall. To the left of the open seat sat an older man wearing a suit and tie. To the right was the guy who’d been in the check-in line right before me, a 20-something stoner-looking dude with a scruffy beard and a t-shirt with the logo of the 6 Days of Drowning band. I sat down between them.



“Looks like we’re gonna be here all day,” the stoner said, his voice quiet and lazy.



“Yep,” I agreed.



“Glad I got here before they opened,” the other man said, holding up his ticket.



I looked at the monitor and saw the guy’s number. His wait time was only ten minutes.



“What I wouldn’t do to trade you tickets,” I said.



He laughed. “I’ve already been waiting over three hours. You’d have to offer a lot more than you’re willing, I’d imagine.”



“I’d be willing to offer quite a bit,” I said, although, at that moment, I swear I didn’t have anything in particular in mind.



“Like what?” the man asked, raising an eyebrow. When he did this, I got a good look at his vibrant green eyes and thought I saw an inkling of suggestiveness there. As I’d mentioned, the man was older, with a few wrinkles and white hair, but he seemed pretty full of life.



“I don’t know,” I said. “Not having to wait here all day would be worth a lot.”



“Yeah, but what’s that mean exactly?” he pressed, putting his hand on my knee.



Usually, I’d have told him to stop touching me or even smacked at his hand. But something about the way he looked at me, badgering me to tell him what I’d give him in exchange for his ticket, sent a wave of warmth through my body. I felt like I was on fire from head to toe, especially in the wet, warm place between my legs.



I’d do anything to skip the line, and I think this guy knew it.



“I’ll fuck you,” I said, the words spilling out of my mouth before I even knew what I’d said. “I’ll fuck you if you give me your ticket.”



The older man took his hand off of my knee and looked at me with disgust.



“First of all, that’s gross,” he said. “But even if I’d do something like that, it wouldn’t be with you. And it would break my husband’s heart.”



I rolled my eyes. “Didn’t realize you were gay, sorry. I thought you were implying something you obviously weren’t.”



“I assumed you’d offer money,” he said. “I was just curious how much.”



“Gotcha,” I said. “I’ll just sit here quietly and try not to die from embarrassment.”



The stoner to my left coughed and said, “The name’s Tom. I wouldn’t turn down your offer, by the way.”



I laughed. “I’m Chastity. And nice try, but your wait time is only a few minutes shorter than mine.”



It wasn’t until later that I realized my problem with what he said was how little it would decrease my wait time and not the proposal itself.



As the minutes dragged on, I looked around the room and wondered if anyone else closer to the head of the line would be interested in my insane trade. I laughed to myself, at the thought of someone who’d never before considered cheating on her husband, whoring herself out to save herself some time at the DMV.



It was pretty laughable, wasn’t it?









 Chapter Three



The waiting was unbearable.



I’d forgotten to charge my phone overnight, and its battery was at less than 40% when I arrived at the DMV. I didn’t want it to die on me too quickly, so I had to be careful with how much I used it to distract myself. And, as I’d mentioned, I didn’t bring my book, either. I was bored to tears in no time at all.



I couldn’t stop looking at the time, both on my phone and on the clock on the wall. They both told the same story: the seconds passed by slowly. What felt like an hour of waiting turned out to be only minutes. I felt like screaming.



I’d only been waiting for twenty minutes when I decided to see about getting Tom’s ticket.



“So, you wouldn’t turn down my offer, huh?” I said, trying to be quiet.



He laughed. “Fucking a hot MILF to trade places in line? I’d be crazy to pass that up.”



“I’m not exactly a MILF,” I said. “How old do you think I am?”



He shrugged. “Thirty?”



I blinked, not sure if I should be offended that he thought I looked thirty or happy since he’d guessed five years younger than the truth.



“Close,” I said. “Thirty-five. Hardly old enough to be your mother.”



“I’m only 20, so technically…” he said.



“Technically, sure,” I said. “Doesn’t matter. I want your ticket, yes, but I’m not going to fuck you to skip one place in line. How about…”



I stuck my index finger between my lips and moved it in and out, sucking on it. He swallowed hard.



“That works, too,” he said.



“Great,” I said, holding out my ticket for him to take.



He looked at it for a moment and then at me. “What are you doing?”



“Trading you my ticket,” I said.



He shook his head. “Not until I get my blow job.”



I laughed. “Here? You want me to blow you here?”



He shrugged. “Well, yeah. Otherwise, you’ll be out of here before I am, and I might never see you again.”



“You can’t just take my word for it, and we can meet up later today?” I asked.



“Nope,” he said. “No offense, lady, but I don’t know you. How am I supposed to know you’re trustworthy?”



“I guess just forget it, then,” I said. “There’s nowhere here we could do it without people seeing.”



“The bathroom stalls here are pretty spacious,” he said.



“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said. Even the idea of it nauseated me. I tried to ignore the fact that my panties were now noticeably wet.



“Do you want my ticket or not?” he asked, waving it in front of my face.



I sighed as I got up and followed him to the men’s room.



I was pleasantly surprised when I stepped inside and realized my nose wasn’t assaulted with the typical smells one might associate with a DMV men’s room. Of course, it was early in the day, so it probably hadn’t seen much use yet. I was thankful for that, at least.



In addition to a few urinals along one wall, there were two large stalls. Tom went inside one with no hesitation, and with something close to no hesitation, I followed, trying to ignore the fact that my thighs were now slick with my juices. I closed and latched the stall door. There was just enough room for Tom and me to stand only inches apart between the door and the toilet. We were close enough that I could smell his cologne, and he was tall enough that my eyes were at the same level as his lips. And his lips looked incredibly kissable.



What the fuck was I thinking?



I suppose I could say I wasn’t thinking. That’d be the easiest, least embarrassing answer. What was about to happen was a mindless, meaningless act brought on by my despair over waiting in line.



But who are we kidding? I’d been waiting for less than a half-hour. Not nearly enough time to be driven to acts of wanton sluttiness–to cheating on my husband. I was doing this because, at some level, I wanted to.



And maybe because this man, Tom, was willing to do something for me my husband wasn’t. Even if all it meant was getting my license renewed fifteen minutes faster, it was more than Homer was willing to do. As Tom unzipped his jeans and looked at me with expectant eyes, my panties flooded. When he let his jeans drop, and I saw his monster of a cock–long and thick and with precum already glistening its tip–any hesitation I might have felt was long gone. I was determined to give him the sloppy, enthusiastic blowjob my husband had missed out on the night before.



The only thing I regretted was Homer not being here to see me do it.



I gave Tom a little shove, back toward the toilet, and he sat down on it, positioning himself on the edge so his beautiful cock jutted out toward me. I dropped to my knees, not caring for an instant about how dirty the floor was. When I took him into my hand, he moaned, and I smiled.



I raised his shaft so it pointed directly at the ceiling and bent forward. Sticking out my tongue, I started with his balls, which dangled just in front of the toilet seat. Slowly, I dragged my tongue upward from his balls, moving it back and forth as it went up his entire length. When I got to the top, I spent a while attending to the sensitive underside there. He twitched and more precum formed. I swirled my tongue over his tip, poking at the hole and enjoying the taste of his bitterness.



“Fuck,” Tom said, and I giggled.



Stroking him, I asked, “You okay up there?”



“God, yes,” he said. “I may not last long.”



“I’d be offended if you did,” I said.



I kept stroking as I took him into my mouth. I suckled on his tip for a bit as I stroked him, starting off slow and then increasing speed. Then I moved my hand down to cup his balls as I lowered my mouth. I’d never been much for deep-throating, so I didn’t let it get to that point, but if Tom’s frenetic moans were any indication, he had no complaints.



Without realizing what I was doing until I was doing it, I moved my free hand to between my legs. I rubbed myself through my shorts, feeling my soaked panties press against my now aching and needy cunt. It felt good, but it wasn’t enough, and I had half a mind to stand up, drop my shorts, and straddle Tom’s giant rod. Fucking him for one place in line had seemed preposterous a few minutes earlier, but right now, I needed something way beyond saving some time in a DMV line.



The bathroom door opened, and someone else entered. If I’d been in my right mind, I would’ve stopped for a moment, motioned for Tom to be quiet. But something about getting caught doing what I was doing spurred me on, and I sucked harder. Stroked faster. Giggled again.



The guy who’d just entered was at the urinal, and I heard him laugh as he pissed. A crazy thought flashed through my mind, but I shoved it aside. I had to focus on the task at hand.



Tom seemed to like it best when I focused on sucking on his tip while stroking him, so that’s what I did. He raised and lowered his hips in response, gently fucking my face as I worked. Outside the stall, the other guy turned on the sink to wash his hands. I heard him work the paper towel dispenser and listened for the door to open again, indicating that he was leaving.



The door didn’t open, and my face flushed when I realized the guy was waiting. I didn’t have much time to contemplate this, however.



“I’m going to…” Tom started to say, but his orgasm finished the thought.



The first blast of cum took me by surprise, even though I’d been expecting it, and I jerked back a little. Recovering quickly, I shoved forward onto Tom’s cock as the rest of it flooded my mouth. I gulped down as much as I could, but there was so much it didn’t take long before my mouth was filled and overflowing with spunk. Drops of it fell onto my tank top, the milky whiteness standing out against the black fabric like a beacon in a dark forest.



When he was done, he leaned back a little, gasping. I pulled away from his rod, and our eyes met. I opened my mouth to let him see what he’d given me, and then I swallowed it all.



“Holy fuck,” he said. “That was…”



“Good?” I asked, the sudden need for affirmation overwhelming me.



“Amazing,” he said.



He sat up and put both hands on either side of my head. Pulling me up toward him as he leaned forward, those kissable lips of his crashed into mine. He kissed me with more passion than I’d felt from Homer in years, not seeming to care that he was getting a taste of his own seed as our tongues intertwined. The contrast between Tom and my husband, who was so insecure in his masculinity that the thought of getting his own semen on his skin was abhorrent, was startling.



He was a great kisser, and I could’ve gone on kissing him all day. But after a moment, he pulled away and reached into a pocket of his jeans, which were still down around his ankles. He pulled out his DMV ticket.



“Here ya go,” he said.



I took his ticket and gave him mine.



“Thank you,” I said.



He smiled. “No… thank
 you
 .”



The man outside the stall coughed. Tom jumped as if he hadn’t known the guy was there. In his defense, he may have been so into what I was doing to him he really hadn’t noticed.



I stood up, turned around, and opened the stall door. I looked over the guy standing there. Probably late 50s, ugly and balding, a beer belly straining the t-shirt he had, for some reason, tucked into his pants. The look in his eyes told me he knew exactly what I’d been up to with Tom in the stall, although he had no reason to expect that he’d get so lucky.



“So,” I asked him, “what’s your ticket number?”









 Chapter Four



Things quickly got out of control, and I’m not even talking about what happened with Joe–he of the beer belly and tucked-in t-shirt–in the bathroom.



But, speaking of Joe…



Joe’s ticket number was quite a bit lower than mine. It was impossible to tell for sure without going back to the waiting area, but I didn’t doubt him when he said his projected wait time was less than four hours. A couple of hours less than my current wait time. Needless to say, I wanted Joe’s ticket.



And I was prepared to do anything to get it.



Well, not quite anything. I
 wasn’t
 prepared to do literally anything, so I almost walked out of the bathroom when he made his demand.



“I’m not going to fuck you for your ticket,” I said. “I’ll suck you off, but that’s it. Take it or leave it.”



Joe smiled. “You sucked him off for one place in line,” he said, nodding toward Tom and holding up his ticket. “This here is good for 20 places or so, and I’ve told you what I want. So
 you
 take it or leave it.”



“Unbelievable,” I muttered, shaking my head.



“What is?” Joe asked. “My audacity or the fact that you’re going to do it?”



“Both, you bastard,” I said. “But I’m not sure there’s enough room in the stall to–”



Before I could finish speaking, he moved around behind me and pushed me forward. I grabbed the sink he’d been in front of as he grabbed my neck and pushed down. I bent over at the waist, and he pulled down my shorts and panties in one motion.



He touched my pussy, and I gasped. Tingles of pleasure washed over me as he worked his finger into me. I wanted to fight that pleasure so I could keep telling myself this was a means to an end and not something I would enjoy.



I failed in that miserably.



“Goddamn,” he said. “You are soaked!”



I felt like crying, but he was right. I’d been worked up while sucking Tom’s cock. The thought of this disgusting man fucking me repulsed me, yes, but it bizarrely turned me on at the same time. I was so wet, my juices were draining down the inside of my thighs. What the fuck was wrong with me?



Joe pulled out his finger, and I groaned, wanting it back. Wanting–needing–something inside me. I needn’t have worried. A moment later, I felt the unmistakable feeling of a cock head pressing against my dripping slit.



“Do you have a condom?” I asked.



“No,” he said, moving his cock up and down along my opening. “Does it matter?”



Yes
 , I should have said.
 Yes, it matters because I happen to be really fertile right now.



“God,” I whispered instead.



Continuing to tease me with his cock, Joe repeated the question.



“No,” I said, my heart pounding as Joe plunged into my hot, wet cunt a moment later.



“You don’t know what you’re missing,” Joe said, and it took me a second to realize he was talking to Tom, who must have been watching. “This whore’s pussy feels so good.”



Momentary pain flared through my center as he filled me up, stretched me out. He gave me only a moment to get used to him before starting. He mercilessly slammed me against the sink as he rammed into me over and over again.



The discomfort fled, quickly followed by blossoming pleasure. The thought of what I was doing–cheating on my husband in a bathroom just to save some time at the DMV–roared through my mind. Rather than bother me, though, it only fueled the inferno now raging through my core. It usually took a lot of time and considerable effort for Homer to make me come from penetration alone, but after only a couple of minutes of pounding from Joe, I felt my climax approaching.



I wanted to be ashamed about that, but I couldn’t.



“Is that a wedding band I saw on your finger?” Joe asked. Without giving me time to answer, he said, “Such a fucking slut. Wonder what your husband would think about this?”



A rush of guilt washed over me, and I felt an aching hollowness in my stomach. It didn’t last long, though, and somehow Joe’s cruel worlds spurred on my pleasure. I had half a mind to tell him to go out ask Homer what he thought, and that idea alone almost pushed me over the edge.



Again and again, Joe slammed into me, calling me awful names. Slut. Whore. Skank. It was too much. I was going to come.



Before I could, though, Joe grunted loudly and stopped fucking me. He grabbed my hips and shoved himself as far into me as he could, holding himself there.



Pull out,
 I should have said.
 Not inside me,
 I wanted to say.



I said nothing, simply gasping as I felt the first burst of warmth erupt out of him and into me.  I gripped the smooth porcelain of the sink a little harder with each successive wave of his spunk. There were so many blasts, it felt like he might come forever. Tears formed at the edges of my eyes as thoughts of what this might cause fought with my desire to enjoy being filled up so completely. I almost came from the feeling of it–the forbidden, catastrophic naughtiness of it.



Almost.



When Joe pulled out of me, I whimpered. His cum slowly oozed out of my throbbing pussy, a wet, sticky reminder that this had gone way too far. I stayed where I was, bent over on the sink, as Joe placed his ticket next to the faucet.



“Here,” he said. “Just keep yours. If I have to wait that long I’ll just come back tomorrow.”



Somehow, that made it worse, but I can’t explain why. And I also can’t explain why I said what I said next.



“Tom,” I called out without looking, knowing he was still in the room. “Can you fuck me now?”









 Chapter Five



Tom couldn’t, having so recently blessed me with the taste I still had in my mouth, but I gave him an “A” for effort. He tried several times to stick his flaccid cock into me, and every time it slid against my soaked and swollen lower lips, I shivered in anticipation of something that wasn’t happening. My lust, and frustration, grew with every touch. Tom knew what I needed, bless him, and he offered to use his fingers and even tongue to give it to me.



What a guy, right? Willing to lick a pussy right after it was mercilessly fucked and filled up by another man.



But it wouldn’t have been enough, and I told him thanks but no thanks. I needed to be properly fucked, and surely there was someone else I could trade tickets with out there.



If I had known what I was about to start when I walked out of that bathroom with cum visibly draining out of my shorts and down my bare legs on a mission to find another man to give me both a better place in line and an orgasm, would I have done things differently? Would I have at least thought twice about it?



I don’t know. That’s the honest truth, for all that it matters now.



Following closely behind me, Tom asked, “What are you doing?”



“You know what I’m doing,” I snapped, looking around the room.



I spotted a table with four guys around it, playing on their phones. They all looked about as fuckable as Tom and way more so than Joe. Any one of them would do the trick. I approached them with only minor trepidation.



“Hi, boys,” I said in my most sultry voice, and I shivered when all four of them moved their gazes from their phones to me. They had an instantly hungry look in their eyes, and I knew I could have any of them if I asked. “I’m Chastity. What are your names?”



Steve, a short and thin guy with light brown hair, spoke up first, his voice trembling. The tall redhead was Oscar, and the other two, both black and looking like linebackers, were Forest and Rudy. None of them could take their eyes off of me, and when I saw Steve glance down at the cum on my legs, I knew I couldn’t wait any longer.



I looked past the glass where the DMV workers were and caught my husband’s eye. He tilted his head as if to ask me a question, and I smiled at him before turning back to my audience.



“If one of you has a ticket with a lower number than this and trades me, this is about to be the luckiest day of your life,” I said, holding up the ticket I’d earned from Joe.



“Steve’s the only one with a ticket,” Forest said. “We’re just here waiting with him.”



“It is lower, though,” Oscar said, picking up the ticket lying in front of Steve and holding it up.



Judging by the number, it would cut another hour off of my wait time.



“Perfect,” I said. “Steve, why don’t you and I go to the restroom?”



Steve looked at me nervously, his mouth opening and closing but no words coming out.



“We’re all waiting, you know,” Rudy said, his deep voice commanding attention. “If you’re offering what I think you’re offering, it doesn’t seem fair that only one of us benefits.”



God help me, my lust-crazed mind agreed.



“I’m not sure…” I said, feeling my plan falling apart.



“Not sure about what?” Forest said, standing up and moving behind me.



He wasn’t touching me, but I felt his presence all the same. I took a half-step backward so my back was touching him. He was so much taller than me I could feel his cock, which felt long and hard already, push into my lower back. Forest leaned in and opened his mouth to speak, his hot breath on my ear making me tremble.



“You gonna fuck all four of us for that ticket, aren’t you?” he whispered, but it wasn’t exactly a question.



“I don’t know,” I whispered back.



“Yeah,” he said. “I think you do. So?”



I looked past the counter again and saw Homer staring back at me, his jaw hanging open. I tilted my head the way he had earlier, hoping my unspoken question to him was obvious:
 You gonna let me skip the line or not?
 After a moment, it was apparent he would do nothing, so it was really his fault that I had to take matters into my own hands.



I’d be sure to remind him of that if he gave me grief over what I was about to do.



My answer to Forest fought hard to stay in my mouth, but I didn’t let it. “Yes,” I said.



What happened from that point on still seems like a dream. It certainly doesn’t seem like anything that could happen in the real world. A man twice my size, running his hands from my shoulders, down my sides, until he got to my hips. His friends, standing up from the table and watching as he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of my shorts and pushed down. My bare ass and pussy exposed to these four guys who were about to do whatever they wanted to me while a packed waiting room watched.



While my sad excuse for a husband watched.



To this day, I have no idea why no one tried to stop what happened. Most of the crowd, as it would turn out, didn’t want it to stop, as you’ll learn. But there were a few that didn’t get caught up in the gravity well of my desperate pussy, so I don’t know why they didn’t raise a fuss.



You’d think my husband, at least, would put a stop to it. But it so quickly got out of hand the only thing that might’ve was calling the police. And then he’d have to admit to knowing me. Admit his wife was nothing more than a cheap whore, trading her body for a little bit of time.



And, probably, he didn’t want his employees to know who I was, both for the obvious reason and to avoid any appearance of a conflict of interest when it came to providing family members with DMV services. That may sound crazy, but I think we’ve already established just how vital procedure and protocol is to my poor husband.



I kicked off my shoes and stepped out of my shorts. Oscar gently lifted my tank top over my head, giving everyone an eyeful of my perky breasts and diamond-hard nipples. Rudy turned me around and placed his hand on my neck, lowering me onto the table on my back.



I spread my legs, evidence of my earlier fucking and my own arousal evident to anyone who looked.



And a lot of people looked.



I heard cameras clicking as Steve and his friends surrounded me, saw a dozen phones pointed at me there on the table. One man got close behind Rudy, taking pictures or video of my dripping snatch from over Rudy’s shoulder. I should have cared, but I was beyond caring about much of anything at that moment. I didn’t even give a fuck about skipping the line anymore.



And what I did care about, I was about to get. Almost more of it than I could handle.



The four guys around me dropped their pants. Rudy moved between my legs and began teasing my cunt with his cock. I scooted closer to him, wanting him inside me more than anything I’d ever wanted. On either side of me, Forest and Oscar ran hands over my flat stomach before moving up to each maul a breast. To my left, Steve stroked his cock near my face. I opened my mouth and slid my tongue out.



Steve and Rudy entered me at the exact same time.



Steve had seemed shy and nervous before, but as soon as he entered my mouth, all of that went away. He grabbed my head and twisted it so he had a better angle and began fucking my face for all he was worth. Gagging me as his cock touched the back of my throat, he balled his hands into fists, painfully pulling my hair. It wasn’t exactly the most pleasant blowjob I’ve ever given.



Thankfully, I had no time to dwell on the unpleasantness my face experienced. Down below, Rudy’s giant shaft pierced my soft folds and pistoned inside me, filling me up and sending lightning bolts of pleasure all through my body. Forest and Oscar continued their work on my tits, squeezing them and tweaking my nipples. All around us, the crowd grew closer and closer, and there were more camera clicks and chatter about what was happening and even some laughter.



They were laughing at us. Laughing at me. At the nasty little slut leaking juices all over a table in a crowded DMV office.



It was the humiliation that did it. The embarrassment. The thought that dozens of people were watching me be fucked, used, and treated as nothing but holes. I came, and I came hard, screaming around Steve’s dick in my mouth.



Rudy wasn’t too far behind me, and as he filled up my fertile womb with the second (but not last) load of cum for the day, I came again. Or maybe it was the same orgasm, as the waves of pleasure hadn’t entirely stopped. All I know is I was coming as Rudy pumped what felt like an ocean of jizz into me, putting Joe’s not exactly lackluster effort to shame.



And I was still feeling tiny shockwaves from that orgasm when Rudy finally pulled out, and then Steve shoved his cock into my mouth as far as he could and held it there as he released. Choking on his cum, I managed to pull away from him and let much of it spill out, tears streaming down the sides of my face as that move elicited even more laughter from the crowd.



“What a slut!” a man said.



“Fucking whore,” a woman agreed.



“Do we all get turns?” someone else asked.



God, no, not that,
 I thought.



Yes, please,
 I also thought.



“My turn,” Oscar said, moving to take Rudy’s place between my legs.



Instead of fucking me, though, he roughly turned me over so I was on my stomach and then quickly lifted me up so my ass was raised up. I started to object, tell him he couldn’t do what I knew he was about to, when he called out to the crowd.



“Anyone got any lube? I don’t want to ass fuck this bitch dry if I don’t have to.”



Ass fuck. Bitch.
 The words stung and scared me. Why did I twitch my ass at him, then? Why did my pussy somehow feel even wetter? Was my heart pounding out of fear… or anticipation?



But surely no one would just be carrying around anal lube, right?



“I have some,” a woman said, and I breathed a sigh of relief.



A moment later, I felt fingers–Oscar’s, I assumed, but had no way of telling–rub cold lubricant around my asshole and then poke inside. I gasped as one finger, then two, entered a place where not many fingers had gone before. I can’t say I enjoyed it, exactly, but it wasn’t the worst feeling in the world, either.



The fingers came out. I felt the unmistakable shape of a cock head press against my anus and tried to relax, knowing tensing up would be the worst possible thing I could do. Slowly, Oscar eased it in a little at a time. I was surprised at how little it hurt once the head was fully inside. I was also surprised at how gentle he was, given his language before he started. He just stood there for a moment, letting me get used to the intrusion.



And then he went farther in. I cried out as he began moving in and out of my ass, a strange mix of pleasure and pain radiating throughout my core.



A fresh wave of embarrassment washed over me as more laughter and more camera clicks surrounded me. I had my eyes shut and couldn’t bring myself to open them, but I wondered what Homer must be thinking–feeling–right about now. Would the anguish he surely felt over seeing his wife be fucked in the ass on one of his tables show on his face? Or would he hide it so none of his valued employees would know just how much what his wife was doing was hurting him?



As Oscar fucked my ass, Forest moved to stand next to my face. He had his hand wrapped around his cock and was stroking furiously.



Somehow, I managed, “You better be careful if you want to use that thing on me.”



He smiled. “Maybe I just wanna come on that pretty face.”



I laughed. “If that’s what you want…”



Forest moved closer, his cock only inches from my face, and sighed. A moment later, he erupted, splashing hot cum all over my face and into my dark hair.



There were lots more camera clicks then. Several people weren’t shy about moving closer to get the best shot they could of my cum-covered face and hair. I smiled for them, acting like a porn star, acting like I was enjoying it.



Yeah, “acting.”



And then Oscar, with a satisfied growl, came in my ass. He pulled out, and his cum rushed back out of my asshole and onto the table below. I collapsed onto my stomach and then rolled over, my ass wallowing in the mess Oscar had made. My pussy felt like it was on fire.



“Thanks,” Steve said, handing me his ticket and taking mine.



The four guys stepped away from the table, leaving the rest of the crowd an unobstructed view of me. I lay there, looking around at them, cum on my face and leaking out of my asshole. I didn’t even bother to close my legs to try to conceal my red, swollen pussy.



A tall man wearing blue work coveralls stepped up to the table and showed me his ticket. It was a few spots ahead of the one I’d just gotten from Steve.



I simply nodded my head.









 Chapter Six



I have no idea how many men fucked me that afternoon. After the guy in the coveralls was done, others had lined up in the order of their tickets. Each one offered me one more place in line. Each one only amounted to saving a few minutes, but time wasn’t the only thing I was getting out of each trade.



I caught sight of my husband a few times during the chaos. His expression remained much the same: that stern, business-like exterior he projected in front of his employees (and in front of me, most of the time). The only difference I could see–and I doubt anyone else could–was in his eyes. There were twin realizations there: that his wife was now no better than a cheap whore and that he had led her down this path.



After a few men had done what they wanted with me, a woman stepped up. She was pretty and looked at me in the same way the men were–with a hunger in her eyes that excited me–but I’ve never even been curious about women in that way. Still, a trade was a trade, and I let her straddle my face in exchange for her spot.



She shoved her pussy and even her ass onto my mouth, and I did as well as I could with my tongue. I was almost overwhelmed by the tastes and smells but somehow, that made it better. That feeling of being out of control, of being lost to this madness I’d made for myself, was intoxicating.



I knew what I’d like if our positions were reversed and tried my best to replicate that. I guess I did a good enough job. She screamed when she came, flooding my mouth with her juices.



There were so many cocks and so much cum. My pussy and ass were filled multiple times, and a surprising number of guys were like Forest, preferring to jack off onto my face, my hair, my tits. I said no to no one. I have no idea how many times I came, but after a while, it seemed like my entire existence was one long, continuous orgasm.



And then, it was over. There were no more people lined up for a turn with me, and my hard-earned ticket number showed that I was next in line.



I squirmed on the table, still somehow unsatisfied. I wanted one more orgasm, but there was no one who would give it to me.



Or so I thought.



Tom, owner of the first cock I’d had for the day, stood over me and smiled.



“God, you are so beautiful,” he said, sounding sincere. My husband never spoke to me with such tenderness.



“Fuck me, Tom,” I said, almost crying at the fear he might not.



I needn’t have worried. Tom was recharged and ready to go, and gave me one last orgasm for the day.



When he was finished, and his cum was slowly seeping out of me, he picked up my ticket and dropped his—my original—next to me.



“What are you doing?” I asked, my heart sinking as the number on the ticket he had in his hand was called.



He looked over his shoulder at me as he walked to the counter and said, “Skipping the line.”



 









 Epilogue



I’d gone from next in line back to my original position. Everything I’d done—
 everyone
 I’d done—had all been for nothing. I thought I could feel gallons of cum swishing around in my belly and—oh God—my very fertile womb. I felt like I might be sick.



What had I done?



I didn’t bother getting cleaned up. I put my clothes back on and sat there, watching the minutes slowly pass while cum dried on my face and in my hair. I saw my husband moving around behind the main counter, continuing his work as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened.



I decided right then and there that if he cared so little about what I’d done and what might come of it (I rubbed my stomach as I thought about that part), maybe it wasn’t such a bad thing. I certainly had a lot of fun while it was happening.



A few hours later, when they finally called my number, I walked to the counter. After giving them my paperwork and paying the fee, I sat so they could take the picture for my license. The woman taking the photo looked disgusted by the dried mess smeared on my face and sticking to my hair, but when I saw the picture, I thought I looked beautiful.



I’d have to ask Homer if he agreed.



 



***
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 Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!



 



I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate
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