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Chapter One




It was the day before Christmas Eve. I loved this time of year, especially in the pub. The open fire was crackling away, the decorations were hanging over the bar, and the Christmas playlist was in full swing. It always felt homely, but at Christmas, the pub was extra special.

Things were a little different this year, though. It was the first Christmas since my husband left me for another woman. At least I still had the pub, though. It was just slightly weird being landlady all on my own. I had a good team: Steve in the kitchen, and Barbara behind the bar. They both lived in the town, whereas I had a room above the pub. So at night it could feel a little lonely up here.

I glanced out the window. Outside, the world looked cold and barren. And windy, too. Up here on the moor, there were few trees, and even fewer houses. My pub was situated right on the top of the moor, as the main road crested the hill and then descended into Yorkshire. We got quite a lot of passing trade and tourists in the summer. We also had a handful of rooms and attracted a wide variety of guests. A few had even booked over Christmas and were staying for the legendary Christmas dinner we put on here.

Just then, the door opened, letting in a burst of cold air. The wind had really picked up outside; there was even the hint of sleet in the air. A man entered, tall, broad, with a commanding presence. I immediately stood up a little straighter. He strode confidently to the bar, pulling a wheeled suitcase behind him.

“Jack Longinio,” he said, in a thick American accent. He extended a hand, and I took it, feeling the strength in his grip as he pumped my arm enthusiastically. “I believe I have a reservation.”

“Mr Longinio,” I replied, as he continued to shake my hand far longer than I expected. “I’m Heather, the owner of The Cock and Bull Inn. Let me check you in.”

He finally let go of my hand and looked around the pub. From the smile on his face, he liked what he saw. He was a handsome man, I realised. He looked around fifty, with dark hair, just starting to go a little grey. You could tell he was American, even before he spoke, with his thick and bushy black moustache proudly growing above his lip. He was too old for me, but I was still getting a tingle in my body from his touch.

I pulled out the thick booking ledger from under the bar and opened it to the current page.“Could I ask you to fill this in, please?” I said, turning the book around so he could put in his details. He took the pen and entered his name and address. “So, what brings you to England for Christmas, Mr Longinio?” I asked, as curiosity got the better of me.

“Oh, well,” he said, pausing to look at me. “I’m a writer, you see, and I needed a bit of time alone. I’m hoping the remote location will be… inspirational. And, I’m doing a bit of research on your British customs.”

“Have you written anything that I might have read?” I asked, leaning on the bar, slightly fascinated by him, his accent, and his polite yet confident approach.

He paused, pen hovering above the book. “That depends on whether you like smut, young lady.”

“Smut?” I said.

“That’s right. Filthy, disgusting, horny smut. The sort of stories to make the vicar’s wife blush. Or it would if she weren’t such a whore.”

I blinked in surprise. He looked at me and then burst into laughter. “Don’t mind me,” he said. “Just messing with you. It’s romance, really, I’m sure that’s what they class it as these days.”

He finished with the book and slid it back to me. I wasn’t sure what to think, but my heart was beating a bit faster than normal.

“Shall I show you to your room, Mr Longinio?” I said.

“I would truly appreciate that, miss, thank you. But please… call me Jack.” He smiled at me, the sort of smile that made me wonder what it would be like to kiss him and that big, furry moustache. But that was stupid; he was far too old for me, and a customer besides. It wouldn’t be ethical.

“Follow me, then, please, Jack,” I said, turning and leading him through a door behind the bar.

As we passed the small staff room, I could hear Barbara arguing with her boyfriend on the phone. The pub was old and sprawling, and we had to navigate several creaking staircases and narrow corridors before we arrived at Jack’s guest room. Inside the room, though, it was light, airy and spacious.

“Oh, this is just perfect,” Jack exclaimed, moving immediately to the writing desk by the window and running his hand over the wood.

I went over and closed the window, which had been left open to air the room and was letting in a chill of cold air.

“Looks like a bit of sleet in the air,” I said, peering outside. The view was quite spectacular, the barren moor and the view of a town far away in the valley.

When I turned around, Jack was trying to give me a twenty-pound note as a tip.

“Jack, that’s kind, but not necessary here,” I laughed, pushing it away. “Please, think of this more like staying with a friend. Although obviously, we do accept all major credit cards at checkout time,” I said, winking at him.

“Well, thank you, miss,” he smiled, “You sure are delightful.” His smile made my pulse race again. Why was that bushy moustache so sexy?

“I’ll leave you to your writing then,” I said, having to squeeze close to him as I moved towards the door. I could smell his aftershave as I passed; god, he smelt good. I felt an unexpected stirring between my legs. “What did you say you’re working on?”

“Oh, just an anal orgy scene set in an abandoned glassworks,” he said, casually.

“Right… er, I’ll leave you to it then,” I said, not sure I’d heard him correctly. Did he say anal orgy?

By the time I got back to the bar, the other guests had arrived. They were a young couple, early twenties. He was very skinny, tall and gangly, giving him a slightly awkward appearance.

In contrast, the woman was relaxed and confident, already leaning on the bar like she owned the place. She had bunches like puppy ears, except that one was pink and one was blue. She had so many piercings, I worried for her passing any strong magnets; one through her lip and eyebrow, and at least eight in each ear. When she opened her mouth to speak, I saw she had one through her tongue, too. She was petite, but with large breasts, filling a complicated top with fishnet panels giving glimpses of her cleavage.

“You must be… April and Max,” I said, opening the booking ledger and checking their names. “Welcome to The Cock and Bull Inn.”

“Thanks,” April smirked. She leaned in, lowering her voice conspiratorially. “I have to say, that name is very on brand for us.” She had a naughty look in her eyes as she glanced back at Max as if she found the pub name amusing. She took my pen and started filling in the form.

“We’re looking forward to having you here for Christmas,” I said.

“Thank you,” replied Max. “We decided to spend it just the two of us this year. Away from… judgemental family.”

“That’s right,” added April. “Our families don’t really approve of what we do.” She stuck her tongue out as she wrote, holding the piercing between her lips. For the second time that day, I felt a rush of heat between my legs. Which was ridiculous, I was definitely heterosexual, and there was no way I was finding this outlandishly dressed younger woman attractive.

“What exactly is it that you do?” I asked, trying to sound mildly curious rather than nosy.

April glanced at Max and smirked again. “We’re content creators.”

“Oh, cool,” I replied. “Like, YouTube?”

April giggled, and Max covered his smile with his hand. I guessed that I’d said something funny; maybe the cool kids were all on another platform these days. “Something like that,” April said. She finished the form and pushed the book back over the bar to me.

“Perfect, well, I’ll show you to your room,” I said.

“We’ve got quite a bit of equipment in the car,” Max said. “Tripods, lights, that sort of thing. Is it okay if I back it up to the front door?”

“Sure. But I’ll show you the room first.”

On the way, Steve, the chef, popped his head out of the kitchen, being his usual sweary self. “Have you seen the fucking weather forecast?” he said.

“No?”

“Snowstorm coming on Christmas Eve,” he said.

“Finally, a white Christmas,” I replied.

“Yeah, well, don’t think I’m driving up here in it,” he scowled. “So if it does happen, you’ll be cooking the bastard Christmas dinner on your own.” He disappeared back into the kitchen.

“Great,” I muttered. The guests were waiting patiently behind me, so I hurried to show them to their room.


Chapter Two




The afternoon was fairly quiet. The weather was too cold for many dog walkers to venture up here today, so there were just a few regulars, old men and farm workers, huddled around the fire or playing on the fruit machines. I hadn’t seen any of my guests since they arrived.

I wiped down the bar, emptied the drip trays, and then realised that I hadn’t put fresh towels in the rooms, so I gathered some up from the laundry and made my way upstairs. At April and Max’s door, I gave a firm knock, but the door hadn’t been shut properly, and swung open. What I saw made me drop the stack of towels.

On the bed was a naked black girl I’d never seen before. She was on her back, legs apart, and Max was between her thighs while April filmed on a handheld camera. He was fucking her raw with, frankly, the biggest cock I’d ever seen. It was thick, long, and it stretched her wide open; her tight lips wrapped around the shaft. As he pulled out, ready to thrust back in, his cock was soaked with her release, which was also leaking out of her pussy and dripping down her ass.

I stood there, open-mouthed, as he slid all the way back inside her soaked cunt. She arched her back, arms clinging to his shoulders, and moaned loudly as he penetrated her all the way to the hilt. I shouldn’t have been watching, but I couldn’t look away. The room was filled with the sounds of moans and wet slaps of skin on skin.

April glanced up and saw me, still holding the camera steady, filming a close-up of her boyfriend’s cock buried deep in someone else. Her mouth curled into a wicked, filthy smile. She put one finger to her lip, indicating I was to be silent, and then beckoned me further into the room.

I should have left immediately, but for some reason, I picked up the towels and stepped into the room, placing them on a chair by the door. Max was still fucking the other woman, even harder now, making her cry out with pleasure at every thrust. I still couldn’t stop staring at them. His body was so skinny that it made his big dick look even bigger. It was so heavy and hard, stretching her open as he pounded into her.

I tried to indicate to April that I was going to leave, but she had turned her attention back to the scene. The black girl started climaxing loudly. Her eyes rolled up in her head so that I could only see the whites, and her fingers clawed at Max’s back as she came hard. I realised that my pussy was physically aching, clenching around nothing, my knickers a wet mess. I’d never felt so turned on in my life.

On the bed, Max pulled out, leaving her cunt gaping pink and wet. He flipped her over onto her knees and spread her open again with his hands. His cock bounced in front of him, thick and heavy, completely out of scale with the rest of his skinny body. He plunged back into her from behind.

“Oh, my fucking god,” the girl moaned into the pillow.

April smirked at me again. Heart pounding, I finally managed to back out of the door, my face bright red.

By the time I reached the end of the corridor, my hands were shaking. I ducked into my own room, shut the door, and leaned against it, trying to calm down. The muffled sounds from down the hall still reached me. My pussy was aching so much, I popped the button open on my jeans and slipped my hand inside.

My knickers were soaked, my bush already matted and sticky around my opening. I pushed two fingers inside my cunt, curling them up inside me and thinking what it would be like if it were Max’s cock instead. I pressed them against my G-spot, my palm rubbing my clit, and started masturbating furiously, picturing the filthy scene I had just witnessed in my mind.

Faster and faster I finger-fucked myself, grinding my hips to rub my clit against my hand even more. In barely a minute, I came so hard that I slumped against the door, sliding down to the floor, my whole body shaking as the waves of pleasure washed over me.

But I wanted more. I pushed my jeans down, kicked them aside, and pulled a pillow from the bed, dropping it to the floor. Then I straddled it in my knickers, rocking my hips back and forth, the movement slow at first, then harder, chasing the rhythm I needed. The friction through the thin fabric sent shivers through me, every nerve alive.

Increasing the pace, I ground my clit against the pillow as I rocked my hips back and forth like I was riding a man. The friction through my panties felt delicious. The tension built and built until I was right on the edge, so close, but not quite able to cross the line. It was exquisite, but maddening at the same time. I rode that edge for as long as I could, then, with a loud cry, it broke. I came again, this time with an immense sense of relief, which flooded my whole body.

I slumped forward, cheek pressed to the carpet, panting, half laughing at myself. Fuck, I hadn’t humped a pillow since university. The room was quiet again, apart from the wind outside and the faint sounds of conversation downstairs.

I caught sight of my reflection in the full-length mirror; flushed cheeks, wild eyes, my breasts rising and falling rapidly. I realised I’d been neglecting this side of me since my husband left. For the first time in a long time, I had a strong desire to get well and truly fucked.

I had to change my knickers, my current ones were soaking. I stripped off and trimmed my bush; it had grown quite wild. I definitely wasn’t planning on letting anyone see it, but… just in case. Then I impulsively decided to put on my best underwear. It was my only matching set; lacy, with a sort of embroidered pattern. I regarded myself in the mirror, squeezing my medium-sized breasts and then running my hand over my flat stomach. Not too bad for thirty, I thought. Although not good enough for my ex-husband, he’d needed a nineteen-year-old.

I opened the wardrobe and stared at the rows of sensible jumpers and jeans. God, it all looked so dull. After a bit of rummaging, I found a short black skirt I hadn’t worn since the last New Year’s party and a red top that offered a hint more cleavage than was strictly necessary for pulling pints.

As I slipped them on, I told myself it was just for a bit of confidence, something festive. Nothing to do with Jack and his stupidly sexy moustache or that deep, American accent that made my knees wobble. Definitely not. My hair was bleached blonde, but the dark roots had started to grow out quite a lot. I tied it up in a messy bun on top of my head and added a big hair grip in the shape of a sprig of holly. I even dabbed on some lipstick.

The light was failing outside, and it was time for the evening shift in the bar. I wondered if Jack would put in an appearance.


Chapter Three




The bar was a little busier now. Outside, I could see sleet coming down and starting to build up on the windowsill. I poured pints and took food orders, but my eyes kept going to the door to the guest rooms. But when it finally opened, it was Max and April. I felt my face start to go red.

April greeted me as if nothing had happened. “Two glasses of the house red, please, Heather,” she said brightly. “And can we have the menu?”

I passed over some menus and started to pour their drinks. “Look, I’m so sorry about barging in before,” I said, feeling it was best to address things right away. “I don’t normally come into guests’ rooms like that. I hadn’t realised the door wasn’t fully shut.”

April waved her hand at me. “Forget it, it’s fine,” she said, easily. “You could have stayed to watch; no one would have minded. I mean, it’s going to be public on the website anyway.” She leaned over the bar and gave me a filthy look. “You could even join in.”

My stomach flipped, and I felt myself going even redder. “No, thank you,” I squeaked. “I’ve never… I’m not…” I stammered to a halt and slid the two glasses over the bar.

“Stop teasing her,” said Max, taking a sip of wine. “We don’t want to get thrown out. Not with the storm coming.”

I had a sudden flashback to the size of his enormous penis, and felt my eyes flicker to his groin.

“Thanks,” she said, her eyes holding mine a bit too long before she turned away.

Max followed her, his hand on the small of her back. I watched them go, their heads close together, laughing softly as they slid into a booth by the window.

The door to the guest rooms opened again, and this time it was Jack. God, he was sexier than I remembered. What was it about that moustache? And what was happening to me? I was never normally like this.

“Evening,” he said. “Y’all serving food?”

“Of course,” I replied, trying to sound casual. “What are you after?”

“Fish and chips, please, miss. And a pint of bitter.”

“Coming right up,” I said, grabbing a glass. When I reached under the bar, I dropped a little further than I needed to, trying to let him get a good view of my cleavage. His eyes flicked down briefly, and I couldn’t help but smile.

“Quiet night?” he asked.

“Busier than I expected, considering the weather,” I said, pouring his pint. “So, how did the writing go? Did you get much done?”

“Oh, plenty,” he grinned. “Orgy in the glassworks done, and onto the gangbang scene. It’s a pleasant enough place to write. I appreciate you having me here.”

“Er… great,” I said, placing the pint in front of him. Why did it cause heat between my legs every time he mentioned something like that? “And, is there a Mrs Longinio back home?” I said, immediately regretting it and going bright red.

He took a sip of his pint and regarded me with a twinkle in his eyes. “No,” he said. “I like to keep myself free to be able to… research… for my writing.” Oh, fuck. He was talking about sex. My pussy was throbbing.

“Well, if there’s anything I can help with…” I found myself saying. Why was I behaving like a brazen hussy? It must be because I’d witnessed an impromptu porn shoot earlier. I turned away so he couldn’t see my face and started arranging the slices of lemon into a jar.

“Thanks, miss, I might take you up on that,” he said, sounding amused. Then he saved me from embarrassing myself further by going to find a table.

By the time I’d rung up the last order, the sleet was turning to snow outside. Barbara was already bundled up in her scarf and gloves. Steve was wearing a balaclava, like he was about to do a bank job.

“Mind how you go,” I said as the pair of them made for the door. “Roads’ll be like an ice rink before long.”

When the door shut behind them, the place fell quiet, except for the wind howling in the chimney. Jack was the last customer, still sitting at the bar, nursing his pint. He looked relaxed, with an easy grin on his face. I started wiping down the counter, pretending not to notice him watching me.

“You’re not in a hurry to get to bed?” I asked.

“Not unless you give me a reason to be.”

The image of the girl having sex with Max flashed through my mind for the hundredth time that night. When was the last time I’d had sex? I couldn’t even remember. God, I needed to feel like she had felt, moan like she moaned, climax like she had climaxed.

I threw the cloth in the sink and turned to Jack. Fuck it.

“Jack, do you want to sleep with me?”

He smiled, his moustache curling up at the corners. He didn’t look remotely surprised. “Well, that would be just fine,” he said, his deep American accent sending chills through my body.

Jack followed me upstairs, his boots heavy on the creaky old steps. The corridor light flickered as we passed the guest rooms. My heart was hammering so loud I was sure he could hear it.

When we reached my door, I turned the handle with a shaking hand.

“Well,” he said with a slow grin. “You sure about this?”

I swallowed, then nodded. “Very.”

He closed the door behind him. For a moment, neither of us said a word, and all I could hear was the sound of the wind outside. When he came closer, he brushed my cheek with his thumb and then pulled me in for a long, deep kiss. He was the first person I’d kissed since my husband had left, and it felt… different. He was more in control, his tongue dictating how fast we kissed and how deep.

He paused to lift my top off over my head, admiring my tits in their bra. Then he unzipped the side of my skirt and let it drop to the floor. I felt indecently exposed in my underwear and slipped into bed, hiding under the covers.

“No,” he said. “I want to see you.”

He pulled back the covers, leaving me lying there in my bra and knickers. I could feel his eyes on me, tracing every line of my body. I suddenly felt sexy for the first time in… forever.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, unhurriedly unbuttoning his shirt. Underneath, his chest was covered in thick, black hair.

“Thank you,” I said, believing him.

“Touch yourself,” he said, making my stomach flip, but in a good way. I felt a rush of wetness between my legs.

As Jack started to unfasten the belt on his trousers, I did as I was told. With one hand, I brushed over my bra, cupping my breast and teasing the nipple through the thin fabric. It stiffened instantly. With the other hand, I slid it over my belly and into the waistband of my knickers. When my fingers moved between my slit, I could feel how soaking wet I was. I ran them through my folds, and then touched my clit.

My mouth opened in pleasure, and I let out an involuntary moan as waves of pleasure rushed through me. Jack was standing there watching in just his underwear now, his thick cock outlined in his black briefs. The sight turned me on even more.

I circled my clit and moaned louder. I had never masturbated in front of anyone before, but it felt empowering and sexy. I reached behind me and unhooked my bra, freeing my breasts. Jack smiled in approval. Then he dropped his pants to the floor. His rock-hard cock sprang free. It was veiny, circumcised, slightly curved, and so fucking thick I let out a gasp of surprise.

He knelt on the floor at the edge of the bed and pulled me down by my hips. Then he hooked his fingers in my knickers and tugged them off. Feeling a rush of bravery, I opened my legs for him, fully and shamelessly exposed. I was so glad I’d trimmed earlier. I could feel my cunt gaping open for him, leaking arousal down my ass.

“Fuuuck,” he murmured, spreading me wider with his thumbs. “So fucking beautiful.”

He leant in, thrusting his tongue inside my aching pussy, lapping up my arousal and moaning like it was the best thing he’d ever tasted. He explored me for a few minutes, and then started to focus on my clit. Every flick of his tongue was sending me crazy with pleasure, making me twist my hips on the bed. But he held me firmly in place with his hands on my thighs.

Higher and higher he took me, lapping firmly at my clit. Just when I thought it couldn’t feel any better, he slid two fingers into my gaping cunt, curling them up inside me and massaging my G-spot. Now the pressure was building even quicker. My orgasm crashed over me like a wave, almost making me pass out, squirming and shuddering on the bed.

But he didn’t stop. If anything, he increased the pressure with his tongue. His fingers massaged my G-spot more firmly, even as my cunt clenched around them. My climax was only just tailing off when I came again. This time, it was even more intense, and I felt the pressure release with a hot gush of liquid as I squirted all over his tongue. It ran down my ass, pooling under me on the bed, and soaking everything.

Jack finally knelt up and smirked at me. His moustache was soaking wet.

“Where did you learn to do that?” I gasped.

He gave me a wicked grin again, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “Life experience,” he said. “You’d be surprised what a man picks up along the way.”

I laughed softly, still breathless and trembling. “I think I’m going to need a minute to recover from that.”

“Take your time,” he murmured, and crawled up beside me. I could feel his hard cock press against my thigh. I turned to face him, still flushed and dizzy, and he kissed me again. But I wanted to pleasure him like he had pleasured me. I moved down his body, kissing his hairy chest and stomach until I reached his cock.

I took it in my hand, feeling the heat of it. It throbbed in my hand. The skin was surprisingly soft, but underneath, it was rock-hard. I lowered my head and ran the very tip of my tongue along the length of his shaft. I opened my mouth and drew him in, taking the thick head deep onto my tongue and wrapping it around him. I heard him moan with pleasure, and it encouraged me to take him deeper.

I started to bob my head up and down, sucking and licking him at the same time and making him groan deeper.

“Fuck, Heather…” he gasped.

I couldn’t get the rest of his cock in my mouth without gagging, as I started to wank the base of his shaft while I sucked the top. With my other hand, I cupped his balls, squeezing them gently.

“Oh, god, that’s too good,” he said. “Please. Can I fuck you, now?”

I took his cock out of my mouth and looked up at him. I felt a sudden surge of confidence.

“No,” I said. “I’m going to fuck you.”

I climbed on top of him, still holding his thick cock in my hand. I lowered myself down on top of him, feeling the head stretch my pussy wide open. His whole length slid inside me, filling and stretching me in a way I’d never felt before. When I finally settled down on top of him, I felt completely full, his cock rubbing against every perfect place inside me.

He put his hands on my hips and guided me as I started to ride him. Every time he slid deeper inside me, it sent pulses of electricity through my body. He started to move under me, thrusting up at the same time until we were fucking each other hard. I leaned over him, my tits swinging and bouncing as I moved. He grabbed them, squeezing the nipples between his finger and thumb before pulling one to his mouth to suck on.

The firm sucking, his cock stretching me open, and my clit grinding against his body was too much, and I came again. I felt my cunt contracting around his cock as I bucked on top of him, throwing my head back and letting out a banshee wail.

Something snapped in him, and he no longer wanted me to be in control. He flipped me onto my back, grabbed both wrists in one of his strong hands and pinned me to the bed. Then he started to fuck me… hard. The bed frame creaked under us, the headboard smashing against the wall. I lifted my legs to take him deeper, and he slammed into me, the sound of skin on skin echoing around the bedroom as he took me relentlessly.

I twisted and squirmed in his grip, his cock splitting me open with every firm thrust.

“Fuck, I’m going to come,” he groaned.

“Come inside me,” I gasped.

He slammed into me a couple more times and then stopped. I felt his cock throb inside me, and then he was coming in me, flooding me with his hot, wet cum. That pushed me over the edge, too, and I came one last time, pulling free of his grip and wrapping my arms and legs around him. His dick pulsed inside me as my cunt clenched and contracted around him, in one big, messy, simultaneous orgasm.

We held each other for a long time, until our sweat had dried and all his cum had leaked out into my bed. He kissed me goodnight and returned to his own room, and I fell into a deep, satisfied sleep.


Chapter Four




It was Christmas Eve. The morning light was a pale, weak wash across the moor. The mix of sleet and snow overnight had settled lightly on the grass, but not the road, leaving a barren and desolate look. I was taking the chairs off the tables and generally getting ready for the day when Max and April came down. Max had a tripod with a ring light over his shoulder, and April was carrying two professional-looking video cameras.

“Morning, Heather,” April called, heading towards the pub door. She paused and looked at me. “You look positively glowing this morning,” she said.

I blushed. Could she really tell that I’d got laid last night? Did I really look different?

“Where are you off to?” I asked, trying to change the subject.

“Oh, we’re going to look for an interesting location to film… a scene.” She smirked. I felt myself blushing already. I knew what she meant by a scene. She was going to film her and Max having sex. The thought made me clench my thighs.

“What, outside? In this weather,” I said, frowning.

Max pulled open the door, and a freezing cold wind whipped through the pub, blowing over a few menus I had just put on the tables. He shut it again hastily. “Hmm, maybe it’s not the day for getting naked outside. We were hoping to get some content made before the snowstorm.”

April regarded me thoughtfully. “Hey, Heather… Can I ask a favour?”

“Okay, what is it?” I replied nervously.

“Is there somewhere down here we could set up. There’s no one else around this early. We want something different from the bedroom.”

My stomach flipped, and I sat back against the table behind me. “You want to film yourselves… shagging… in the pub?”

“I don’t know, have you got a back room? Maybe a beer cellar?” She said. “We just want to make it interesting for the viewers.

“Er… I don’t know. I’ve never had a guest ask to film a porno in the pub before,” I said.

April giggled brightly. “We’re not shooting a full porno, Heather. We’re content creators. It’s quick, professional, and we always clean up our mess. We just need a cool backdrop. Something dark, maybe a bit dusty. Is there an unused snug or a storeroom? We won't be in the way.”

I hesitated. The thought of them getting up to their professional filth in my pub sent a strange rush through me. The logical part of my brain screamed, No, insurance! Ethics! But the other part, the part that had been stirring since Jack Longinio walked in, found the whole idea exhilarating. And my body was still tingling from last night; otherwise, I would never agree to this.

“We have the back bar and pool room,” I heard myself saying. “The staff and customers won’t be arriving for a couple of hours. It’s got heavy red velvet curtains, dark wood panelling, and an old, cracked leather bench. It smells a bit of stale beer and cigarettes, if that’s your aesthetic.”

Max’s eyes lit up. “That sounds absolutely perfect. Very rustic Yorkshire hookup. A bit like Last Of The Summer Wine meets OnlyFans.”

“We’ll be really quick, honestly,” April promised, resting a small, pale hand on my arm. Her touch was brief, but it jolted me. “It will be totally discreet. We’ll be gone before you know it.”

I looked at their hopeful, slightly naughty faces, and I sighed. What was the worst that could happen? I was divorced, lonely, stuck on a snowy moor, and entertaining a smut writer and two exhibitionists. Normal had already packed its bags and left the building.

“Fine,” I said, pushing off the table. “I’ll show you where it is. Just don’t break the pool cues.”

“You are the best, Heather!” April said, giving me a huge hug. Her multi-coloured hair smelled of coconut, and for some reason, that made me even more horny than I was already feeling.

I led them round the bar and through a door into the back bar and pool room. It hadn’t been decorated since the 70s. The wood panelling was dark, the carpet was a dizzying orange and brown pattern, and the red velvet curtains were stiff with dust.

See?” I said. “The smell isn’t exactly an aphrodisiac.”

Max was already beaming. “This is perfect. Look at that light from the snow outside the window, April! So atmospheric against the dark wood. And the pool table? Amazing for angles.”

April didn’t reply immediately. She was looking at me with a curious, intense gaze. She walked closer to me, the chains hanging from her denim shorts making a tinkling sound. She was wearing a fishnet top over what was basically just a black bra, and I couldn’t help glancing at her cleavage. If I weren’t straight, I’d definitely fancy her, I thought.

“Heather,” she said, lowering her voice until it was almost a purr. “You’re really cool, you know that?”

“I just gave you permission to film porn in my pub, April. I’m either cool or desperately unprofessional. Maybe both.”

She giggled and leaned in even closer. I could feel my body tensing up, a confused rush of panic and something else, a sudden, dizzying attraction to her unpredictable energy.

“It’s a bit of both,” April conceded, her eyes flicking down to my mouth and then back up. “Look, we have a really expensive camera, and the best angle for this scene is going to be from the edge of the pool table, looking down the length of it. But there’s not really anywhere for the second camera.”

She paused, fiddling with the silver piercing in her lip. “This is going to sound crazy, but… would you mind holding the other camera? Just for five minutes? You wouldn’t have to do anything complicated. Just point it where I tell you and press the record button.”

My jaw dropped. “You want me to film you having sex?” I squeaked.

“Yeah! You have the perfect vantage point. And honestly, it would save us a ton of time, which means you can get back to your landlady duties faster.” She looked at me, her eyes wide and innocent, but with that familiar naughty spark dancing in their depths. “Come on, Heather. It’s Christmas. It’s an adventure. And we pay fifty pounds an hour for crew.”

I looked from her earnest, slightly manic face to Max, who was already focused on positioning the tripod by the pool table, oblivious to my inner turmoil. Me. Heather, the boring, recently divorced landlady of The Cock and Bull, holding a professional video camera while two twenty-somethings fucked on my pool table? I definitely hadn’t had that on my Christmas bingo card.

It was utterly ridiculous. It was unethical, insane, and definitely breaking the terms of my alcohol licence. But when April held out the camera, a sleek, heavy piece of equipment that felt cold and professional in my hand, I took it. The weight of it felt strangely empowering.

“Just point and shoot?” I asked, my voice still unsteady.

“That’s it,” April confirmed, her smirk returning. She gave my arm a quick squeeze. “Don’t be afraid to get right in there, we want all the filthy close-ups. Really try to get his big cock stretching me right open, juices running down his shaft, that sort of thing.”

“Right,” I said, faintly.

“Ready?” she said to Max. He hit record on the other camera and gave her a thumbs-up. I started filming them with my camera. It was the sort with a little fold-out screen, so I held it low against my chest, waiting to see what they were going to do.

At first, it seemed like they actually wanted to play pool. They got a couple of cues, and Max broke off, potting one of the balls from the break. But soon I saw their plan. When it was April’s turn, Max came and stood behind her, wrapping his arms around her and pretending to show her how to take a shot.

I watched through the small screen, occasionally glancing up to see what they were doing in real life, too. Initially, Max was guiding the cue, but soon his hands began to slide down her waist. April giggled, leaning back against his chest.

April took her shot, missed, and then turned in Max’s embrace. Their kiss started sweet, but quickly intensified. As soon as the kiss became hungry, I felt a rush of heat between my legs, and I knew I was getting wet. It was raw and passionate, and watching them make out like lovers was making me incredibly turned on.

Max pressed her hard against the pool table, and soon his fingers were working to undo the buttons of her denim shorts. Then he slid them down her hips. She was wearing tights, just sheer enough that I could see her knickers underneath. Max stepped back for a second, and then, with both hands, ripped a gaping hole right in the crotch.

I gasped, and then cursed myself for being an unprofessional camera person. I hoped they could edit the sound out. Max got down on his knees on the filthy carpet. April lifted one leg up, placing it on the pool table and spreading her thighs. He moved between her thighs and pulled her knickers to the side. I was now staring right at her pussy, gaping slightly, her glistening entrance framed by thick, pink labia. And around that, dark, curly pubic hair. Through the hood of her clit, she had a little, silver bar.

Max’s tongue flicked out, teasing her lips and then pushing inside her dripping cunt. I kept the camera steady, or tried to. He started lapping at her, making her moan every time his tongue rubbed firmly over her clit. My hands were trembling, and I couldn’t tell if it was from nerves or the way my body was reacting to watching two people get it on.

April gestured to me, indicating I should get closer. Trying to stay out of the way of the camera on the tripod, I crouched next to them, zooming right in on her cunt. My own pussy ached in sympathy every time Max licked her. She arched her back, thrusting her breasts out and moaning with pleasure. It was the most filthy, beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

When she came, it was loud and unashamed, fingers pulling on his hair as he licked her through it. He pushed his fingers into her cunt, and when he pulled them out again, they were covered in her thick, sticky release. He stood up and pushed them roughly into her mouth, making her taste herself and moan even more.

Now it was April’s turn to pleasure Max. She knelt in front of him and pulled down his trousers. I’d already seen his cock from afar, but close up it was even more impressive. He was so skinny that his hard, fat cock looked completely out of proportion to the rest of his body. April gave him a couple of long strokes with both hands, and he stiffened fully.

She gave him a long, slow lick, from his balls to the head of his cock, making him twitch. Then she took it in her mouth and swallowed the whole thing like it was some kind of crazy sword-swallowing party trick. Max groaned, clutching the sides of the pool table for support, his eyes squeezed shut. April started to bob her head, lifting halfway up and then taking his massive dick into her throat again. She let out filthy, wet gagging noises with each movement, her eyes starting to water, and spit ran down her chin.

After a few minutes, she took it out of her mouth, panting hard. She gave me a little smirk that made my stomach twist and my throat go dry. I caught myself biting my lip.

April stood up, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. Max reached out and helped her undress. With a tug, she was out of the complicated fishnet top, revealing a plain black bra underneath. Max made quick work of the clasp, and the bra fell away, revealing a set of dark, plump nipples adorned with shining silver rings. Her breasts weren't the perky, gravity-defying sort you saw in films; they were slightly soft and heavy, swaying gently with her movements, which only made them feel more real and incredibly sexy. Below them, a small silver hoop glinted in her belly button.

Next, Max tugged down her ruined tights and knickers, leaving her standing completely naked. She bent over the pool table and lifted one leg up onto it, spreading herself again and making sure I got an unobstructed view. I focused the camera on her pussy and asshole, feeling another thrill run through me. She was completely unshaven, with dark hair covering her inner thighs and around the darker skin of her rear entrance. I realised that she also had patches of hair under her arms.

Max held his cock in one hand and moved behind her, standing slightly to the side so he didn’t block the camera with his ass. His cock nestled between her folds, and then he slid smoothly inside her, all the way to his balls. April let out a loud cry of pleasure, her multicoloured hair covering her face as she pressed it against the blue felt.

He grabbed hold of her hips and started fucking her with hard, firm thrusts. I was getting into my role as camera person now. I moved back, filming some long shots, before getting close in to capture how tight her lips gripped his shaft. She looked really wet, her sticky white release building up at the base of his cock. Deciding to go above and beyond the call of duty, I knelt down behind him, practically between his legs and filmed upwards at him penetrating her.

April came again with an ear-splitting scream. The one leg she was standing on quivered and shook, and her cunt clenched around his shaft. When Max pulled out, her pussy was still spasming, and her arousal was literally dripping out. I had to move the camera back so it wouldn’t land on it.

I moved away for another long shot, wondering what they were going to do next. Max pulled off his shirt and stepped out of his pants and trousers. He really was exceptionally tall and skinny. He started to climb onto the pool table. I almost flipped into landlady mode and told him off, but I bit my tongue. This was for art, after all.

He lay back on the soft felt, his cock pointing straight up. April climbed up and straddled his lap, guiding his dick between her folds. With a loud moan of pleasure, she sank all the way down on his shaft, letting him split her open once again. I moved behind her so I could film her lips gripping him tightly. She started to ride him, breasts bouncing as she fucked herself on his big cock.

As she rode him hard, her arousal leaked out around his shaft and ran down over his balls. I tried not to worry about it going on the pool table. April was really going for it now, her head thrown back so her pink and blue hair cascaded down her back. I had to admit, it was a beautiful sight. So beautiful, that I knew my knickers were soaked right through. I suddenly realised I had to do something about my aching pussy.

Neither of them could see me where I was filming from, so with my free hand, I popped the button on my jeans and slipped my hand into my panties. Everything felt very wet down there. Pleasure and relief flooded my body as I rubbed my swollen clit with two fingers. I tried to keep the camera steady with the other hand as I masturbated.

April came hard again, her whole body bucking and twisting. Finally, she rolled off him, panting heavily. She glanced over at me as she climbed off the table, and smirked when she saw my hand was in my knickers. I was already flushed and sweaty, but being caught like that made me burn even redder. I quickly pulled my hand out in embarrassment, aware of how wet my fingers were.

“Okay, Heather,” she said breathlessly. “Time for the finale. Don’t miss it.”

She knelt on the floor, holding her breasts and looking up at Max as he stood next to her, holding his cock. My stomach twisted again as I realised he was going to spunk on her face and breasts. I made sure I had a good view, with her breasts and upturned face in the shot.

Max stroked his big cock a few times and then let out a little sigh. Cum exploded out of it in a thick line, right across April’s face. She squealed with delight, grinning and sticking her tongue out. His cock throbbed again, and another load landed across her cheek. The third load went across her breasts. More and more pumped out, until she was covered in it. I made sure I captured it all.


Chapter Five




“Cut,” said Max, his cock starting to soften, but still dripping cum onto my carpet. I hurried to grab some paper napkins from the side table and handed them to April so she could clean up. There was so much that I had to go back for more napkins.

“Wow, guys,” I said. “That was… so intense. Like, amazing… but intense. I’m shaking.” I was, now that I’d put the camera down and the adrenaline was wearing off. I was a shaking, sweaty mess.

Max was reviewing the footage, his massive soft cock still hanging out. “You did great, Heather. These shots look perfect. You could get a job doing this.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” I said modestly, although I was feeling proud of myself.

“Did it stop feeling weird after a while?” April asked, wiping the last of the cum from her tits.

“Er… I don’t know about that,” I said. “But… to be honest, I was getting so turned on I could hardly concentrate.”

“I saw,” she said, giving me that smirk again. “At least you’ve got a boyfriend to take care of that, now.” She moved closer to me, and I felt something shift between us. She was still naked, and her body was almost touching me. I could smell sex on her.

“Boyfriend? No… Jack was just a one-night thing… maybe… well, I mean, he’s here for a few more days…”

April put her hand on my chest, just below my neck. Her naked body was touching me now. I felt my pulse start hammering, and my pussy ache again. “I could help you out if you’re all pent up,” she purred in my ear. Her lips touched my neck, and I let out an involuntary moan.

Her hand moved lower, brushing over my breasts. The sensation through my T-shirt made my nipples stiffen instantly. Fuck I was horny. I needed… something, and fast. Her hand slid over my belly. My jeans were still undone, and her fingers tucked themselves into the waistband of my knickers. She paused.

“Do you want me to help you out?” she whispered, kissing me lower on my neck.

“Mmmm,” I moaned, the ache between my legs so intense I couldn’t stand it any longer. “Yes, please,” I whispered.

She slipped her hand into my soaked knickers, over my bush and between my folds. When she touched my clit it was like fireworks going off between my legs. When I opened my mouth to moan, she put her tongue in it. I’d never kissed a girl before; she was soft, urgent, and tasted wonderful. Her fingers massaged my clit, making my legs weak.

I leaned back against the pool table, and opened my thighs to give her better access. She slipped two fingers up inside me, her palm pressing against my clit as she stretched me open. I was moaning into her mouth even more now. She curled her fingers up inside me, and I felt the pressure building.

When I broke away from her kiss, Max was there on the other side. He turned my head gently with his hand and took a turn kissing me. He was rougher, claiming my mouth with his hot lips. Both of them had their hands on me, groping my breasts and ass as April fingered me. Max pulled off my T-shirt and slipped my bra straps down over my shoulders so that my breasts fell out of my bra. He leaned in, sucking on one nipple as April teased the other between her fingers.

“Fuuuck,” I gasped. It was all too much, and I came hard, my legs giving way. The two of them held me up, or I would have slumped to the floor. Waves of pleasure rushed through my body, making me squirm and shake in their hands.

“Do you want Max to fuck you?” April whispered in my ear.

I nodded, hardly able to speak. I could see that his cock was hard again already.

They finished undressing me; Max unhooked my bra, and April tugged down my jeans and knickers together. He lifted me easily onto the pool table, and I lay back, completely naked. I opened my legs for him, and he knelt between them, his big cock pressing against my mound.

Max didn't rush. He dragged the blunt head of his cock back and forth over my wet entrance, teasing me, making me pant for him to stop the torture and just push inside. April reached between my legs, holding me open for her boyfriend.

"She wants every inch of you," April purred. “Give it to her.”

Max looked into my eyes, and then, with one agonisingly slow thrust, he drove his entire length into me. I cried out, and the sound was instantly muffled by April’s hungry mouth finding mine again. The initial penetration was a shock, his thick shaft stretching me around him. It felt so deep that it took my breath away. He was bigger than anyone I’d ever been with.

He started to fuck me, sending me spiralling with waves of pleasure. I was already completely lost in the sensation when April suddenly broke the kiss and scrambled up onto the table, straddling my head. She settled her hips over my face, and I could feel the heat coming off her pussy. My hands instinctively went to grip her thighs, steadying her as she pressed down. I looked up at her beautiful, glistening slit. Her hair spread to her thighs and around the dark skin of her rear entrance.

I flicked out my tongue and toyed with the silver piercing. Every time I flicked it, she moaned with pleasure. I could see how wet she was, and buried my tongue deep in her cunt. But it was hard to concentrate on her, as Max continued to relentlessly fuck me. Oh, my god, I thought, what am I doing? What if someone walks in to find me getting fucked by two people on my own pool table?

To add to the overwhelming sensations, April started rubbing my clit. That quickly pushed me over the edge, and I came, pinned and squirming underneath them. Max pulled out, and April leaned over to replace his cock with her tongue, easing me through the aftershocks from my climax.

“Get on your hands and knees,” Max told me. “I want to fuck you from behind.”

I would have done anything he asked at this point. April climbed off, and I knelt on the pool table, sticking my ass in the air. He spread me with his thumbs and then buried his cock deep inside me again.

“Fuck,” I moaned, lurching forward. He held my hips, pulling me back onto his dick as he began to fuck me harder. He was hitting different spots inside me like this, and I could barely breathe. My eyes rolled up in my head, and I just concentrated on holding it together as his huge cock filled me to the limit.

Then I felt April’s fingers running down my back and between my ass cheeks. They brushed over the tight muscles around my asshole. The sensation was unusual, but strangely pleasurable.

“She’s got such a cute, little asshole,” I heard April say, over the sound of Max’s hips slamming into my ass. April scooped some of her arousal out of her own pussy, and pressed it against my ass, circling my rear entrance with her fingers.

When she pushed a finger in my ass, I came again, pressing my breasts and face against the felt of the pool table and screaming with pleasure.

“I’m going to come,” Max grunted.

“Come inside her,” said April, sounding excited at the prospect.

“Yes,” I moaned, as he continued to pound me. “Come inside me.”

I felt his cock throb, and he held it deep inside my cunt as his cum pumped out, flooding me.

“Oh, my god,” I panted, eyes still rolled up in my head.

He pulled out slowly. When it finally flopped out, with a wet noise, April dived underneath me. She opened her mouth to capture the cum dripping out and prevent it from going on the pool table. She swallowed it down and then licked the last of it from my pussy opening.

“Mmm, I’m always cleaning up after my boyfriend,” she giggled.

“Shame we didn’t film that,” said Max, climbing down to the floor. “That was fucking hot. You’re fucking hot, Heather.”

“Yeah, well, that was a lot of fun, but I don’t think I want to be on the Internet,” I said.

I glanced at the clock. “Fuck, we’d better get dressed. Steve will be here soon to prep for lunch.”

We hurried to put our clothes back on. April tried to give me fifty pounds for filming, but I refused. I’d been paid enough in orgasms.


Chapter Six




We’d only just got dressed and tidied up the pool room when Steve arrived. He was wearing a knitted Christmas jumper. He regarded the three of us suspiciously, like he could tell from looking at us that we’d just had a threesome on the pool table.

I opened up the pub, but business was slow. Outside, the weather had got worse, clouds had descended on the moor, and thick flakes of snow had begun to fall. The occasional passing motorist didn’t stay long, saying that they’d better get home in case the roads got worse. A couple of local farmers huddled by the fire, but that was all.

At lunchtime, Jack came down and ordered a sandwich.

“How’s my favourite landlady?” he drawled, as he gave me a kiss on the cheek.

“Good,” I replied, giving his hand a squeeze. I felt strangely guilty about my threesome now. “How’s the writing?”

“Getting a bit stuck on a scene with triple penetration,” he said, shaking his head. “Trying to work out how to describe the logistics of it. After lunch, I’m going to go for a walk and try to puzzle it out.”

Just then, the door opened, and an icy blast whipped around the pub, bringing with it a flurry of snowflakes. A woman stepped inside, wrapped up in a coat and scarf and covered in snow.

“Oh my, come in,” I said, coming out from behind the bar to help her. “Sit down by the fire, and I’ll get you a drink. It looks awful out there.”

She gave me a grateful look and took off her hat, letting out a mass of ginger curls. “Thanks,” she said. “I can’t believe it, my car’s broken down just as I was passing the pub, I made it into the car park, but that’s it.”

“Oh, you poor love,” I said, helping her with her coat. “I’ll make some calls, we’ll get you sorted in no time, I’m sure.”

She shrugged off her coat, and I hung it on a hat stand near the fire. When I turned back, I froze; she was pregnant. She was wearing a green maternity dress that contrasted perfectly with her hair, and stretched tight over her bump. Underneath, she had thick, wool leggings and snow boots. Her breasts were swollen and heavy, hanging down to rest on her belly, and I couldn’t help staring at them.

“Don’t worry,” she laughed. “I’m only six months, so you don’t need to find me a stable.”

That made me laugh, too. I’d also been getting nativity vibes. “Thank god for that. But, please, sit down, and I’ll get you a hot drink. Coffee? Hot chocolate?”

“Coffee, please. I’m Tina, by the way.”

“Heather, nice to meet you,” I replied.

I got her a coffee and made some calls. It was bad news.

“I’m sorry, love,” I said, sitting down at the table next to her. “All the recovery services are jam-packed with the snow. They don’t think they’ll be able to get anyone out to you until tomorrow, and that’s if the road is still open. But, don’t worry, there’s a spare room here.”

The woman sighed, running a hand over her massive bump. “Well, it’s not like I had anyone to spend Christmas with anyway.”

“Where were you going on Christmas Eve, in the snow?” I asked.

She looked at me, and there was a cheeky glint in her eye. “Well, to be honest, I was on my way to a Tinder hook-up.” She smirked. “The father isn’t in the picture, and you won’t believe the pregnancy hormones. I am perpetually, desperately horny. I’m like a dog on heat. I’m spending all my time finding hot guys to shag at the moment. I need to get laid or I'm going to burst, and now I'm snowed in and stranded, with no relief in sight!”

Her honesty made me laugh. “Well, you might actually be in luck up here,” I said. “We’ve got a few hot guys ourselves.” I didn't mention the morning's activities on the pool table, but the memory sent a fresh wave of heat through me. Her being so upfront about her needs felt like an echo of my own secret, recent awakening.

“Ooh, really? Maybe you can introduce me later,” she said, eyes brightening up even more. Then she looked down at her clothes. The melting snow had made her dress and leggings soaking wet. “I’m a bit of a state now though.”

“Oh, you must be freezing in those wet clothes,” I said. “Come with me, I’ll see if I’ve got anything that will fit you. You’re smaller than me, so even with the bump, I might have something.”

I led her past the bar and up the creaking staircase to my private room above the pub.

"I think I have a pair of old thermal leggings and one of my ex-husband's oversized hoodies. They might be okay while we get your clothes dry," I offered, rifling through a chest of drawers.

When I looked up, Tina was already pulling her dress off over her head. My mouth dropped open. Her bra was completely sheer, her breasts extra-heavy with the pregnancy. And her nipples… they were almost black, the areolas covering the front of her breasts, and the nipples large and plump. Her knickers were just as sheer, practically transparent, clearly showing off the neat triangle of her ginger bush.

“Wow,” I said. I couldn’t help staring. “That poor guy you were going to meet is really going to be missing out.”

She looked at me in a way that made my pussy ache. “You like my underwear?” she said, and her voice was sexier now, almost dirty. She put both hands on her breasts, the fingertips rubbing over the nipples through the thin material. I saw the peaks stiffen and swell even more. She took a step towards me. “Did I mention how fucking horny I am?”

I was fucking horny now, too. We moved together, and suddenly our mouths were interlocked, her warm tongue in my mouth. She kissed me urgently, already breathing heavily. My hands went to her side, sliding down her hips and feeling the soft fabric of her knickers. She grabbed my ass roughly, pulling me in closer and squashing her huge breasts against mine.

We stumbled backwards until the edge of my bed hit the backs of my knees. We tumbled onto the mattress, our mouths never breaking contact. I quickly reached behind her, finding the clasp of her bra, and released it with a quick snap. The thin material fell away to reveal the breathtaking, swollen reality of her pregnant breasts.

I reached out, my hands trembling slightly, and cupped their weight, marvelling at the volume and weight of them. I leaned down, replacing my hands with my mouth, and took one of the swollen nipples between my lips. When I sucked, Tina gasped with delight, and I felt the sweet taste of pre-milk in my mouth. The taste sent a bolt of electricity straight between my legs. I squeezed both breasts with my hands, and then sucked the other one. Tina was squirming, her pussy grinding against my thigh as I rubbed my own clit on her leg.

I looked down, my eyes instantly drawn to the delicate triangle of ginger hair visible beneath her transparent knickers. Tina saw where I was looking.

“Lick me out,” she begged breathlessly. “Make me come.”

I peeled the wet, sheer fabric of her pants down her legs and tossed them to the floor. Her ginger bush was thick and soft. I spread her thighs, leaning down and burying my face immediately in her slick, hot folds. God, she tasted divine, already leaking arousal from her entrance. I drove my tongue deep, circling and flicking against her engorged clit. Tina arched her back, letting out loud moans that I worried might be heard by the other guests.

"Yes! Oh god, Heather! Don't stop!" Her body tightened instantly, her huge belly above me as she bucked violently against my mouth. I didn't relent, pulling her closer until I was so deep between her thighs and in her pussy that I couldn’t breathe. Then she came, her entire body shaking as she climaxed. It left her shaking and sobbing against my sheets.

“Oh, thank god,” she murmured. “I needed that so badly.”

Tina lay back, her heavy chest rising and falling rapidly. She stared up at the ceiling for a moment, then looked down at me, her eyes shining. She reached down, her fingers tangling in my hair, and pulled my face up for a long, slow kiss.

"Now, it's my turn to repay the favour,” she said.

Before I could reply, she was on her knees and popping the button on my jeans.

"Let’s get these off," she giggled, her fingers hooking into the denim and pulling them down over my hips. As my jeans snagged around my knees, I kicked them free, simultaneously reaching up and peeling my T-shirt off over my head. I unhooked my bra and tossed it aside, letting my own breasts spill free. My knickers were visibly soaking, and Tina pulled them down and threw them to the floor with a grin.

Now fully exposed and wet with my own anticipation, I watched as Tina lifted my legs up and spread them open. She positioned herself so her face was between my thighs and her ass was in the air. Her ginger curls brushed over my stomach. I gasped as her tongue found my clit, hitting the perfect, throbbing spot with the first tentative lick.

She started with long, deliberate strokes before settling into a fierce, rhythmic lapping that made my hips instinctively squirm against the mattress. But she held me pinned back, her hands on my thighs. And then she… moved lower.

I felt her tongue circle the tight muscles around my ass, and then it plunged right into the middle, flicking back and forth. The unexpected sensation quickly spiralled into intense pleasure, and I moaned as I thrashed about on the bed.

The forbidden feel of her tongue in my asshole instantly intensified everything else. She didn't let up, using her thumb to rub firmly against my clit as she lapped at my ass. I felt the familiar, frantic clench start deep in my core, tightening into a knot of pure, desperate pleasure. Then, with a loud cry, I shattered. The orgasm was explosive, leaving me shaking, my vision black as I descended into a haze of pleasure.

"Well," Tina finally whispered, as she climbed up and squashed her breasts against my side. “That was a lot better than my Tinder date in a layby would have been.”

“You were meeting him in a layby?” I giggled.

“Classy, huh?”

“Cold, more like.”

I reached down and gently cupped the weight of her belly. "How are the hormones?"

“Already demanding more,” she said, sliding her hand between my thighs.


Chapter Seven




Tina started to rub my clit, and I moaned with pleasure, before slipping my hand between her thighs, too. But, before we could go much further, there was a sharp knock on the door.

"Heather? It's Jack. Are you in there? I’m taking a break and wondered if you… wanted anything.” His American accent was muffled but unmistakable.

“Who’s that?” asked Tina, her eyes shining with mischief again. “He sounds sexy.”

"Shh!" I whispered urgently. “It’s Jack Longinio, my er… lover from last night. He’s an erotica writer.”

Tina's eyes went wide, not with panic, but with delight. She let out a soft giggle. “The Jack Longinio?” she said. “I’ve read his books. They’re utterly filthy. Invite him in!”

Jack knocked again. “Heather?”

My heart was in my throat, but I called out, “Come in.”

Jack opened the door and took a step inside the room. As the door closed softly behind him, he froze as he realised I was naked, on the bed, in the arms of another woman. Tina’s ginger hair flowed over my body, and her huge breasts, with their large dark nipples, were pressed up against me. She slid her thigh up over my leg and stroked my nipple with a finger.

“Jack, how lovely to meet you. I’m such a fan,” she purred.

Jack looked in shock as he stroked his moustache.

“This is Tina,” I said. “Her car broke down.”

He glanced at my hand, which was still between Tina’s legs, my fingers disappearing into her fiery bush. “Well, it looks like Heather has everything in hand,” he smirked, his moustache curling up at the sides. “But if you need any extra tools…”

“Oh, my god, Jack,” said Tina, sitting up. “Get over here, you’re like all my Christmas wishes have come true, look at you!”

Jack certainly looked pleased at that request. He approached the bed, and I could see the growing bulge in his trousers. Tina unfastened his belt, and I unzipped him. We pulled his trousers down together, revealing the outline of his hard cock in his underwear.

“Mmm,” purred Tina, running her hand over the bulge. “I can’t wait to unwrap this package.”

She hooked her fingers into the waistband of his briefs and yanked them down. His cock sprang free. Although only average length, but really girthy and curved slightly upward. I stroked his thigh and then cupped his balls, as she gave the shaft a few long strokes.

“Hot damn, ladies, I gotta say, this is most unexpected,” he said, a filthy smirk still on his face.

Tina ran her tongue up one side of his shaft, and I licked the other side. We met at the top, kissing each other with the head of his cock in between. He groaned with pleasure. His cock was hot and hard against my tongue. His hands strayed to our breasts, cupping one each and squeezing the nipples.

Tina pulled back, her eyes shining with lust, and immediately took his cock deep into her mouth. I dove back in, circling his balls with my tongue, enjoying his deep, resonant moan in response. Tina seemed to be able to deep-throat him easily, not even a flicker of discomfort in her eyes. She bobbed her head up and down the full length, making a filthy wet sound, but otherwise making it look easy.

As Tina continued to pleasure him, I stood up and stripped off his shirt. Then I kissed him and ran my hands through the soft, black hair on his chest.

“My friend needs to be fucked,” I whispered in his ear, kissing him on the neck. “It’s the hormones. Do you think you could help with that?”

“I’m always eager to please,” he grinned.

Tina finally pulled off his cock, leaving it throbbing and soaked in her saliva. She kneeled on the edge of the bed, wiggling her ass at him. I gave her ass a playful spank, and then spread her folds with my hands, holding her pink, wet pussy open for him. He stepped closer, his thick cock in his hand. He rubbed it up her slit, collecting arousal on the tip, then he thrust inside her.

Tina gasped, spreading her arms above her on the bed, her ginger hair sprawling around her as she moaned into the sheets. He started to fuck her at a steady pace, with firm, hard thrusts deep into her cunt. She moved back to meet him each time, and from the sounds she made, I knew it felt fantastic. I watched her pink lips gripping his cock tightly as his shaft disappeared into her.

I’d never realised until today just how much I loved watching other people fuck. It was making me so horny I could hardly cope with it. I had an idea. I reached under my pillow and grabbed my vibrator. It was a small, sleek one that had been my best friend since my husband left. I turned it on and pushed it between my legs, gripping it with my thighs as I stood next to Jack and watched him fuck Tina.

The buzz against my clit hit me instantly, a sharp, insistent pleasure that was magnified a hundred times by the sight unfolding before me. The low, grinding sound of the vibrator combined perfectly with the rhythmic slap of Jack's body against Tina's. I leaned my hip against Jack's sweat-slick back, steadying myself as I pressed the vibrator harder against my clit.

Watching his thick, powerful thrusts disappear into Tina's tight, hormone-swollen cunt while feeling that intense pleasure on my own clit sent my senses reeling. Every heavy moan from Tina, every deep groan from Jack pushed me closer to the edge.

I gasped, unable to hold back, and my legs gave out completely. The vibrator slipped from my grasp as my thighs clamped down with desperate force, sending a final, blinding wave of sensation straight through my body. I gripped Jack's shoulders hard, my fingernails digging into his broad back as the climax ripped through me. At the same time, Tina came too, screaming face down into the sheets.

When she had recovered, she flicked her hair over her shoulder and looked back at Jack. “Let me ride you,” she panted.

Jack was happy to agree. He lay on the bed, his thick cock pointing straight up. Tina mounted him, her heavy belly and breasts hanging down and making her look even more sexy. Her nipples were so dark and large, and I could see tiny beads of pre-milk forming on them. I couldn’t resist leaning in to lick it up as she got herself accustomed to his fat cock stretching her in this new position. The taste was surprisingly sweet, and the very act felt so forbidden and filthy that it made my pussy ache all over again.

Tina found her rhythm quickly, rocking back and forth rather than expending effort going up and down. Her enormous breasts swung hypnotically above his chest as she impaled herself on him. At first, I couldn’t resist going around the back to watch his cock splitting her open from this new angle. But then I grabbed my vibrator from the floor, and straddled Jack’s face.

He lapped hungrily at my soaking pussy, as I turned the vibrator on and pressed it against my clit. But there was somewhere else I wanted a tongue, now that I’d tried it once. I lifted my hips, positioning my ass over his mouth. He got the idea quickly, his tongue circling my tight muscles and then trying to push inside.

The sensation of the vibrator on my clit and his tongue on my ass sent me spiralling again. Combined with the sight of Tina riding his cock, it was all too much. I came again hard, my cunt clenching as wave after wave of pleasure flooded through me. I couldn’t take any more, and I rolled off onto the bed.

Now I was content to watch, I pressed my body up against Jack, and put my hand on his hairy chest. Tina was coming apart on top of him, climaxing for so long that I didn’t know if it was one immense orgasm or several joined together.

“I’m going to come,” Jack grunted, sounding like he was straining not to.

“Yes,” I breathed, licking his neck. “Come in her. Fill that slut with your cum.”

Jack let out a loud, drawn-out yell, tightening his hands around Tina's hips and thrusting upwards hard and fast. I felt the powerful spasms ripple through his body as he unloaded inside her. Tina responded with her own deep, final moan, clutching his shoulders as she felt him flood her.

Jack finally collapsed back onto the pillows, gasping for air, his cock still fully buried inside Tina, who lay limp and heavy on top of him. The entire room smelled of sweat, sex, and three happy, exhausted people.

“Oh, god, I love your cock,” Tina groaned into his chest.

“Are you satisfied now?” I asked her, giggling.

She looked at me through her eyelashes. “For a few hours, yes.”

Tina lifted herself slowly off his cock. When it flopped out, cum poured out of her gaping pussy onto his body.

“I think I might be adding a pregnant redhead to my next book,” said Jack.


Chapter Eight




By the time we’d served dinner, the snow was coming down thick and heavy, blanketing everything in a beautiful white blanket that was illuminated by the light from the windows. All of the locals had gone home to their families, and it was only the overnight guests who were left. Max and April were in a snug, Tina was by the fire, and Jack was sitting at the bar.

Steve came out of the kitchen, pulling on his coat. “I’m getting going while I still can,” he said. “It’s looking fucking dangerous on the road already.”

“You take care,” I said, wiping down the bar. “Drive safely.”

He wrapped his scarf around his neck. “You know it’s looking unlikely that I’ll be able to get back up here to cook Christmas dinner tomorrow? The forecast is for snow all fucking night.”

“I know,” I sighed. “We’ll just have to manage without you. Somehow!”

“I’ve left a list of everything that needs doing on the counter.”

“Thanks, Steve,” I said. I didn’t know how we’d manage without our chef, though.

Barbara had just finished pulling a pint for Jack and placed it on the bar. Although middle-aged and slightly chubby, Barbara looked great tonight. She’d put her masses of blonde hair up and tied it with tinsel, and her huge breasts were practically hanging out of her festive blouse. If I didn’t know better, I could have sworn she was bending forward to let Jack look down her top.

“I’ll stay overnight if you want,” she said, glancing at me and then back to Jack as he took a sip of beer and got some of the froth on his moustache.

“Really? Oh my god, thank you, Barb! But, what about your family?” I replied, feeling a little bit of hope that I would be able to cope tomorrow.

“What family? I’ve just split up with my boyfriend,” she said, with a wry smile. That made sense why she was flirting with Jack now. I wondered if he was about to get lucky with a third woman in my pub. Instead of jealousy, I felt a rush of arousal.

“Merry Christmas!” Steve called goodbye as he opened the pub door. A flurry of snow rushed in, and he put his head down and headed out to the car park.

I watched Steve’s hurried departure, feeling the pub truly seal itself off from the world. We were officially snowed in for Christmas. The feeling was half panic and half excitement. What a strange group we were going to be; Jack, the writer with the sexy moustache. Tina, the hormone-filled pregnant nympho. Two porn creators. Barbara, the busty barmaid who’d just found herself newly single… and me.

But there was another addition to come to our festive group. The pub door opened again, and two giant snowmen walked in. They weren't actually snowmen, of course, but two men so thoroughly blanketed in thick, wet snow that they could have passed for snowmen if they’d only stood still. A freezing gust of wind followed them in, rattling the windows and making the fire flicker nervously.

"We need..." the first one choked out, his voice deep and rough, "We need a room. And a fire. Our car's... stuck about a mile back, coming up the hill."

"Good heavens, come over to the fire immediately! You must be frozen solid," I said.

As they got closer to the heat, the snow began to melt, revealing the sheer scale of the men beneath the coats. They were huge, easily six and a half feet tall, with massive chests and shoulders that strained the material of their thick, rugged jackets.

The first one pulled off a woolly hat, shaking his head and sending a spray of water droplets over the floor. His hair was dark and curly, plastered to a forehead that was currently running with melted snow. He was followed by his equally massive companion, who shrugged out of his coat, revealing a thick rugby jersey.

“I’m Rhys,” the first man said, in a strong Welsh accent. “And this is Owen. We’ve been walking for miles, see. We had a fixture postponed, and we were trying to make it home, like.”

Owen pulled off his coat and hat, revealing a shining, bald head and thick neck. The damp, clinging jersey revealed arms like tree branches, covered in tattoos.

Beside me, Barbara sucked in a breath of admiration. "Well, hello, gentlemen," she purred, so obviously flirty that I felt second-hand embarrassment about how blatant she was being. “Let me get you both a drink,” she said. Then added. “On the house,” causing me to glare at her sharply.

Rhys’s eyes glanced from Barbara’s generously displayed cleavage to my furious expression, and a slow, charming smile spread across his face. "That is extremely generous of the lady," he said, indicating Barbara. "A couple of pints of your strongest bitter would be a miracle right now."

Owen, already halfway to the fire, began to tug his jersey off over his bald head. The wet wool snagged for a moment on his pronounced ears, and when it finally came away, his bare chest was revealed: a deep, powerful expanse of muscle, glistening with sweat, tattoos and melted snow. He hung his jersey over the back of a chair next to the fire.

Tina let out a soft sound that was pure appreciation. Barbara practically pushed me aside to reach the taps. "Coming right up, darling. And if you need anything else to warm you up, just ask."

I shook my head in disbelief. Two enormous, half-naked, and clearly grateful rugby players had just joined my sexually charged, snowed-in group.

“I’ll tell you what,” I said, suddenly, addressing everyone in the pub. “It’s Christmas Eve, and there are only a few of us trapped up here on the moor. Let’s have free drinks for everyone, but come on, let’s all sit together by the fire and we’ll make it a party.”

The suggestion was met with immediate, enthusiastic approval. Barbara let out a whoop and immediately started grabbing bottles from behind the bar. “Now that’s the spirit, Heather! I’ll get the whiskey out!”

Jack stood up from the bar, beaming. “An intimate gathering of unique personalities in forced proximity? Pure narrative gold, I might get a whole book out of this. And the drinks are on the house? I truly appreciate you, Heather.”

Tina, already in a chair by the fire, clapped her hands, her huge tits bouncing slightly. She looked at the half-naked rugby players with predator's eyes. “Right about time, my hormones are kicking in again.”

Rhys and Owen, already melting in the warmth, happily pulled up chairs around the huge stone fireplace. Max and April arrived from the snug, putting their drinks on a nearby table and shaking hands with everyone.

Rhys, the chattier of the two, was already fielding questions from Jack about the rules of rugby. “The ruck is like… imagine you're playing American Football, boy? But instead of tackling the guy and then stopping, the rules say that once you're on the floor, you've got to protect the ball with your body, and the other team is allowed to come stomping over you…”

The atmosphere in the bar thickened fast; whisky fumes, wood smoke, wet clothes, and something else… the slow burn of lust that was starting to pulse between everyone like static. Barbara had gone full hostess, tits practically spilling from her blouse as she handed out glasses and fluttering her lashes at anyone with a dick and a pulse. Tina was giggling by the fire, her cheeks flushed pink, eyes fixed firmly on Owen’s chest. He didn’t seem to mind; in fact, he stretched like a cat, every muscle flexing for show.

As the evening wore on, the snow got heavier. But inside, the pub was warm and cosy. Our eclectic group were getting on surprisingly well, laughing and joking like we’d all known each other for years. But under everything, there was a palpable sexual tension.

And then Barbara suggested we play spin the bottle.

Tina giggled, rubbing her hands together. “Oh, I haven’t played that since college! But with this company? I am so in. What do we play for? Just kissing, or something more... festive?" She winked at Owen.

Barbara grinned. “Rules are simple: spin, and kiss who it lands on. But since it's Christmas," she laid an empty wine bottle on its side on the table, "the kiss has to last at least thirty seconds.”

“How about…” Tina said, and I knew from the glint in her eyes that she was about to suggest something filthy. “You also have to remove an item of their clothing, too?”

There were murmurs of shock around the group, but also… interest. I felt my cheeks flush, and a heat started to burn between my thighs. "Alright," I said quietly.

“I’m up for that, like,” said Rhys, leaning back in his chair with a smirk. He and Owen had put their dry jerseys back on, but they clearly had no problem with nudity.

“Count us in, for sure,” giggled April, glancing at Max with a naughty look in her eyes.

Tina was practically bouncing in her seat. “Right, who’s spinning first?”

Barbara, never shy, leaned over and gave it a good, hard twist. The bottle whirled wildly, everyone watching it like their lives depended on where it stopped. It clattered to a halt, pointing directly at Jack.

“Well now,” Barbara purred. “Looks like I get the writer.”

Jack laughed, holding up his hands in mock surrender. “I’d call that a plot twist.”

Barbara leaned in closer and tugged at the hem of his sweater. Jack lifted his arms, that familiar smirk curling under his moustache as she pulled it off over his head. The two of them paused a moment, and then Barbara lunged in for a kiss. Their mouths opened, and soon Barbara looked like she was practically trying to eat him.

It was probably a whole minute before Tina said, “Alright, Barb, you can put him down now.” The rest of the group broke into laughter as she pulled away, looking flushed.

Jack was next to spin. Round and round it went, until it slowed to a halt, pointing at April. “I don’t mind if you think I’m too old for you,” he said.

“Not at all,” she purred. She came to him, straddling his lap and putting her arms on his shoulders. “Do you want to take my top off then?”

He peeled off her fishnet top, leaving her in just a black bra and denim shorts. She started to rub her tits against his chest as her tongue pushed its way into his mouth. She kissed him enthusiastically, grinding against him shamelessly. I clenched my thighs at the erotic display, suddenly desperate for my own turn.

Finally, she broke away and climbed off his lap. “You enjoyed that, didn’t you?” she smirked, trailing her hand over the obvious bulge in his trousers.

“I sure did, young lady,” he laughed. He glanced at Max. “You’ve got yourself a keeper there.”

It was Max’s turn next. The bottle landed on Tina.

“Oh, yes!” she exclaimed. “Bring it on.”

They both stood and met in the middle. Max reached gingerly for her belly, running his hands over the sides. “You look amazing,” he said.

“Thanks, honey. Now, are you taking this dress off, or what?”

Her maternity dress was stretchy but tight-fitting. He peeled it off from the bottom upwards, finally lifting it over her head. I’d forgotten just how revealing her underwear was. She stood there in all her pregnant glory, heavy breasts in her sheer bra. It was so transparent that everyone could see her enormous, dark nipples. And her knickers were just as see-through, showing off her ginger bush to everyone in the room.

“Fuuuck,” gasped Rhys. There were similar murmurs of appreciation from the others.

Max looked at her, his eyes wide. He held her sides and pulled her closer, until her belly and breasts squashed up against his chest. Then he kissed her, slowly and sensually. She moaned with pleasure, kissing him back eagerly. His hands strayed up her body, brushing against the sides of her breasts and then holding them firmly.

The rest of us fidgeted in our seats, the men trying to hide their erections while we women clenched our thighs together.

When they broke apart and returned to their seats, the sexual tension had ratcheted up to ten, and I wondered where the evening was going to end.

April was next in the circle. She span the bottle, and it landed on me. I felt my heart start to race. She came over, sitting on my lap like she had with Jack. She pulled off my T-shirt, leaving me in my bra and jeans. Then she leaned in for a kiss, rubbing her tits against mine. Even through both bras, I could feel her hard nipple piercings against my skin. Her mouth was hot and wet, and I felt the familiar ache in my pussy as she kissed me hungrily. But it was over too soon.

Now it was Tina’s turn to spin. I could tell everyone was staring at her huge nipples as she span the bottle. It landed on Owen, who was sitting next to her. He lifted his arms slightly to let her take his top off, but she shook her head.

“My choice,” she smirked. “And I want those trackies off.” She pointed to the tracksuit bottoms he was wearing.

“As you wish,” he laughed. He stood up, and she knelt in front of him, pulling down his trousers. Underneath, he was wearing white Calvin Klein briefs. Everyone could clearly see the outline of his hard cock.

“Nice pants,” Tina said, standing up. She put both hands on his ass and pulled him in for a deep, passionate kiss. While they kissed, she kept one hand on his ass, squeezing his buttocks tightly. But the other hand slid around to the front, grasping his erection through the fabric of his briefs and stroking it, right in front of us. My pussy was throbbing now, and I’m sure my knickers were soaking wet.

Owen was the next to spin. He didn’t even sit down, just stood there with his massive bulge on show and span the bottle. I saw Barbara sitting there with her fingers crossed. But instead, it landed on me.

I stood up, and he unbuttoned my jeans, then peeled them off over my hips. I stepped out of them, now just in my bra and knickers. I could feel everyone’s eyes on me. Owen pulled me into his arms. He was even more massive up close, his big hands going to my ass and holding me tightly. I had to look up and stand on tiptoes just to kiss him, but the sheer masculinity of him had me getting even wetter between the legs.

He kissed me, slow and possessive, taking complete control of me. I melted in his thick arms. Then he lifted me up easily by my bottom, and I wrapped my legs around him. The others cheered. My pussy was now pressed up hard against his erect cock, and I was hyper-aware of it through the layers of underwear. I moaned into his mouth, trying to grind my clit against him desperately.

When he put me down, I was shaking, and so turned on that I could barely speak. “Thank you,” I managed to whisper. I glanced down and saw that I had an obvious damp patch on my crotch where I had leaked arousal.

Rhys was the last to go, apart from me. He spun the bottle. Barbara was crossing her fingers again. At first, it looked like it would land on April, but it kept going and continued on to point at Max. We all looked at them to see what they would do.

“I don’t have any problems kissing a guy,” shrugged Rhys.

“I’m bisexual,” said Max.

“Come here then, mate,” grinned Rhys.

Max closed the gap between them, and Rhys unbuttoned Max’s shirt. He tossed it away. Then he cupped Max’s face in his huge hand and pulled him in for a kiss. They kissed like they meant it, tongues playing with each other’s, each of them seeming to try to be the dominant kisser.

Rhys pulled away, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “Nice one, boy,” he grunted, before sitting back down.

Finally, it was my turn; the last one in the circle. My hand shook as I spun the bottle, and it barely completed one lap, landing on Barbara.

“Well, finally,” she sighed. “I was hoping for a rugby player, but you’ll have to do.”

“You’re not going to sue me for sexual harassment, are you?” I joked. “I am your boss.”

“Only if you don’t get over here right now and kiss me,” she purred.

The group whooped, someone banged the table, and I felt myself moving without thinking, sitting on her lap. She smelled like cheap perfume. I unbuttoned her blouse and shrugged it off over her shoulders. Her breasts were big and slightly saggy inside a Marks and Spencer bra, hanging down over her round belly. But there was something incredibly sexy about her.

When we kissed, it felt… amazing. She was a great kisser, her tongue playing with mine. I’d never imagined myself doing this with my head barmaid, but it felt strangely natural. When we broke apart, I laughed, breathless, and stepped back to my seat. My heart was pounding.


Chapter Nine




The game was seriously heating up. Everyone had taken something off except Rhys. Tina was practically naked in see-through underwear, and everyone kept glancing at the outline of Owen’s erection.

Barbara kicked off the second round, and it landed on Rhys.

“Yes!” she exclaimed, clenching her fist. “Finally: a rugby player.” She beckoned to him with a curled finger. “Come here, big boy.”

Rhys came and stood in front of her chair.

“You’d better match your teammate,” she said, tugging down his joggers. He was wearing tiny, tight Y-fronts with a Santa on the front.

“They were an early Christmas present,” he grinned.

Barbara reached up reverently, running her fingers over the outline of his hard dick.

“Mmm,” she purred. Then, to my shock, instead of standing up and kissing him, she reached into his pants and pulled out his cock. It was thick and veiny. “We didn’t say we had to kiss them on the mouth,” she said. She cupped his balls in one hand and swallowed his shaft, bobbing her head up and down as she sucked him right in front of everyone.

Rhys just grinned, his hand going to the back of her head to guide her to take it deeper.

I looked around at the others. Jack was just watching with a casual expression on his face. Max and April were cuddled up together, and she was stroking the bulge in his jeans. Tiny actually had her hands in her own knickers, touching her clit as she watched with wide eyes.

Finally, Barbara pulled off with a wet pop. Rhys tucked his cock back into his underwear and returned to his seat.

“Right then,” said Jack, leaning forward and setting the bottle spinning. “Looks like the game is going up a notch.”

Round and round it went until it slowed and stopped pointing directly at me. Jack came over, his eyes watching me warmly. He kissed me on the lips and then reached around and unhooked my bra. My tits bounced free, and I felt everyone’s eyes on them. Jack knelt in front of me, kissing down my chest until he reached a nipple. His tongue circled it, and then he sucked on it, making it stiffen. I moaned with pleasure.

But he didn’t stop there; he moved lower, pulling me to the edge of the seat. When he reached my knickers, he pulled them to the side and dived right in. His tongue lapped at my soaking opening and then focused on my clit.

“Oh god,” I groaned, as pleasure rushed through me. My thighs clamped around his head. Knowing everyone was watching only made it feel ten times better. Before long, I was squirming in my seat, right on the edge of an orgasm.

Suddenly, I felt a massive hand land on my breast. It was Rhys, leaning over from his own chair. He squashed up one boob, teasing the nipple into a hard peak. He leaned to suck hard on it. I closed my eyes and let out a loud groan of relief as my orgasm washed over my body. I started shaking all over, as Jack and Rhys teased every last second out of my wild climax.

Jack returned to his seat, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. I sat there trembling with aftershocks in just my knickers.

“Jesus, this has turned proper filthy,” grinned Tina, taking her hand out of her knickers. Her fingers were visibly wet. “Whose turn is it now?”

“Mine,” said Max, leaning over to give the bottle a spin. It ended up pointing to Tina.

She stood up and took his hand. “Fuck this, I need a proper shag,” she said. “You coming?”

He shrugged. “Sure.”

She dragged him off toward the snug in the corner of the pub, pulling him down onto the sofa and kissing him.

“Oh my god,” whispered Barbara.

“Hope she can handle massive cocks,” smirked April. “Well, I guess they’re out of the game, so it’s my turn.”

The bottle spun all the way round until it pointed to Jack. “You again?” she giggled.

“I guess it’s fate, young lady,” he said, stroking his moustache and looking at her.

“Do you want to come upstairs with me?” she said.

“I sure do,” he replied. The two of them jumped up and headed through the door to the bedrooms.

Over in the snug, we could hear the sounds of Tina’s moans drifting over, and the slap of skin on skin. Max’s ass was just about visible, pumping up and down between her thighs.

That just left the two rugby players, Barbara and me.

I sat there in just my knickers, still tingling from Jack and Rhys’s dual attention, completely exposed but feeling utterly empowered. Barbara’s face was flushed, her tinsel-covered hair slightly dishevelled, her eyes locked on the two massive men as she sat there in her bra and skirt.

“Right,” she announced, her voice slightly breathless. “Looks like the four of us are the grand finale, then. No more kissing, I want to be fucked.” She didn't spin the bottle; she just picked it up and pointed it directly at Owen. “Oh, look, it’s pointing at you.”

Owen looked at her, and then, slowly and deliberately, he stood up. He pulled her up, turned her around, and pushed her roughly over a nearby table. Barbara giggled with delight. He hiked up her skirt and yanked down her knickers, exposing her wide and hairy ass.

“Oh, my,” Barbara whispered.

Owen dropped his pants to the floor, spread her cunt open with his fingers, and slid his cock inside her, right there in the middle of the pub.

Rhys laughed and looked at me. “Looks like you’re with me then, darling.”

I felt my heart pound, the lingering throbs of my previous climax instantly replaced by a surge of fresh, hot need. Watching Owen's immense, silent power as he took Barbara hard over the wooden table, silhouetted by the glowing firelight, was intensely arousing. The sound of their bodies slapping together was already joining the muffled echoes of Tina and Max from the snug.

I climbed onto his lap, grinding my clit against his bulge and pulling off his jersey. Then I reached down and freed his dick. I moved my knickers aside and fed his cock into my soaking cunt. It felt amazing to finally be filled, his thick shaft stretching me perfectly. I threw my head back, letting out a loud moan as I sank down all the way to the base.

He grasped my hips with his strong hands, controlling the motion. He leaned forward, kissing me with fierce, open-mouthed intensity, his tongue plunging deep as his cock slammed up inside me. I rode him, my breasts rubbing against his chest, as I gripped his massive shoulders.

“That’s it, cariad,” he groaned, his voice ragged in my ear as he fucked me. “Take it all, girl! You feel lush around me.”

Next to us, Barbara was having a screaming orgasm, face down on the table as Owen pounded her from behind. Owen looked down at her, a hint of something feral in his dark eyes, before reaching out and roughly grabbing a handful of her hair. He pulled her up and whispered in her ear.

“Do you want to be fucked in that beautiful, fat ass?” he growled.

“Yes, please,” she whimpered.

I was still riding Rhys, but I watched them in shock as Owen repositioned himself. He spat on her hair-covered asshole and then pushed his cock roughly inside. Barbara cried out, sounding in pain for a second, but it seemed to quickly turn to pleasure.

Rhys had noticed what they were doing, too. His hands were holding my ass as I bounced on him, and he moved his fingers to the tight ring of muscle around my own rear entrance.

“Do you like it in the ass, too?” he grunted, still thrusting up into my cunt.

“I… don’t know…” I panted. “But… I want to… try…”

He lifted me off of him, and I felt the rush of my own release dribble hot down my legs. His heavy cock was wet and slick, glistening in the firelight. He bent me over the table next to Barbara. I found myself face-to-face with her, our cheeks against the cool wood.

“Hi,” I said.

“Hi,” she smirked, and then her eyes rolled up in her head as Owen thrust harder into her ass.

Rhys pushed two fingers into my exposed cunt, scooping out my thick, sticky arousal. He rubbed it into my asshole. I felt the tip of his thick cock push against the tight, firm ring of muscles. He nudged once, slowly, using my release as his lubrication. The feeling was a sharp, stretching pressure that made me gasp and clench.

"Relax," Rhys commanded.

There was a sudden, determined push that made me cry out; a short, sharp yelp of pain immediately swallowed by intense, consuming fullness. He had sunk nearly half his length inside me, stretching me wide around him. My body instinctively seized up around his shaft, but it felt… fucking amazing.

"Too much, cariad?" he grunted, pausing. Owen was fucking Barbara so hard next to me now that the table was shaking.

I shook my head, my cheek grinding against the rough wood of the table. "No," I breathed, still adjusting to the sheer fullness. "Keep going. All the way."

The pain had receded, replaced entirely by a thrilling, aching tightness. He started moving again, a slow, deep, grinding motion that was nothing like the frantic pace he'd used in my cunt. It was pure, deliberate penetration that anchored me entirely to the tabletop. With every stroke, he sank deeper inside me, every movement sending waves of unfamiliar pleasure through my whole body.

Next to me, Barbara came again, looking like she was barely in control of herself. Rhys started fucking me harder, every thrust filling me perfectly.

“Oh, god, we’re getting fucked in the ass,” I said to Barbara, but she didn’t seem to be able to hear me.

“Swap?” said Owen, behind me. I didn’t realise what he meant at first.

“Sure,” grunted Rhys, pulling out of me and leaving me feeling empty.

They swapped over, and I felt Owen’s strong hands on my hips instead. He slid his cock into my ass and started pounding me with the force he’d been fucking Barbara with. All I could do was close my eyes and hang onto the table. In a matter of seconds, I was coming hard. I felt the hot, warm feeling of myself squirting down my thighs. My ass clenched around his dick.

“Fuck me, her ass is too tight, I’m coming,” grunted Owen. His cock throbbed inside me, and I felt him release load after load of thick, warm cum in me.

Rhys grunted, too, and I guessed he was coming in Barbara. The men both stopped thrusting. The only sounds now were the four of us heavy breathing, and the sounds of shagging continuing from Max and Tina in the snug.

We collapsed onto a nearby sofa in a tangle of sweaty limbs. Outside, I could see thick snow still falling past the window and gathering on the windowsills. The clock over the bar showed that it was just after midnight.

“Merry Christmas,” I said.

“Merry Christmas,” echoed the others.


Chapter Ten




The next morning, the world outside looked like something off a postcard. The storm had passed, leaving everything still and white. The hills rolled away in soft mounds of snow, the few trees heavy with it. It looked beautiful with the blue sky and the view over the valley, with the towns below covered in white. For once, the whole place was quiet; not a car, not a bird, just the crunch of our boots as we stepped outside.

Jack was the first to peg me with a snowball. It hit me square on the shoulder. “Oi!” I shouted, scooping up a handful of snow and lobbing it back. Within minutes, we were all at it; Barbara laughing so hard she could barely aim, Rhys pretending to dive for cover behind the woodpile, and April shrieking as Max dumped a hatful of snow over her head.

By the time we tramped back inside, soaked and pink-cheeked, the pub felt warmer than ever. The fire was roaring, the windows steamed up, and the smell of roasting turkey filled the place. I got changed into a short, festive dress that I’d saved for today. It was bright red with white fur along the cleavage. I put on sheer stockings with a suspender belt just about hidden under the hem. I tied my hair up in a messy bun and put on some makeup.

Everyone pitched in with the dinner; Barbara bossing us around like a general, Owen peeling potatoes, Jack carving the turkey with surgeon-like focus.

When it was all ready, Barbara pushed a few tables together near the fire and threw a red cloth over them. Crackers popped, paper crowns slipped down over eyes, and the wine flowed freely. For a moment, I just looked around at them all, the mismatched crowd that the storm had trapped together. I felt something I hadn’t in ages. Belonging. Warmth. It didn’t matter that most of us were strangers a few days ago. That Christmas Day, it felt like we’d been friends forever.

When the plates were cleared and the last of the pudding had vanished, Barbara leaned back with a sigh. “Well,” she said, raising her glass, “Here’s to the best Christmas ever.”

As the afternoon slipped into evening, the snow outside had gone that bluish tint it gets just before dark, and the fire crackled louder. There was a subtle shift in the air, a gradual building of sexual tension. Hands started to stray, the jokes got filthier, and everyone started to get horny.

We cleared away the tables and pushed some sofas in front of the fire. Soon, Rhys was telling a story that had everyone in stitches, but his hand was resting behind Barbara, fingers brushing her shoulder every so often. Tina and Owen were huddled near the fire, whispering, their heads almost touching.

Jack sat next to me, still wearing his paper party hat and swirling the last of his whisky. I put my hand on his leg, and when he turned to me, I kissed him, slowly and sexily, feeling the brush of his moustache against my face.

“You two,” scolded Tina, jokingly. “You’re making me horny again.”

“Come on,” Barbara said. “It’s Christmas, we’re snowed in, and I think we all know what’s going through everyone’s heads. You know… last night was a lot of fun, but how about tonight we go all-in.”

“What do you mean?” asked April.

“A full-on, fucking orgy,” she smirked. “All of us. Now. Let’s just get naked and fuck. We’re all stranded here, and no one else will ever know.”

There was a beat of silence, then nervous laughter, raised eyebrows, and grins that gave everything away.

“We could film it,” said April.

“No!” chorused everyone else.

Jack’s hand was sliding further up my thigh. “I’ve written enough orgies,” he said quietly, “but I’ve never been to one.”

We kissed again, and my hand went instinctively to the bulge in his trousers; he was starting to get hard. The others weren’t wasting any time either. Max lifted April’s Christmas jumper off over her head, revealing that she was only wearing a white bra underneath. He pulled the strap down over her shoulder and exposed one of her nipples. Then he leaned in and started to suck on it.

Tina, who hadn’t brought a change of clothing for her unexpected stopover, was still wearing the green maternity dress from yesterday. She stood up and peeled it off, letting it pool around her feet. Then she quickly took off her underwear, until she was standing completely naked, her heavy belly and breasts hanging down. She straddled Owen, grinding her pussy against his bulge and kissing him. I could see her swollen pussy lips hanging down, and her tight asshole.

I unzipped Jack’s trousers and pulled out his hard cock. His hand was right up my dress now, pressing against my clit through the fabric of my panties. I opened my legs wider and relaxed back on the sofa, watching the rest of the action as I enjoyed the pleasure from his touch.

Rhys had practically climbed on top of Barbara, pinning her back to the sofa and grinding fully clothed between her legs. She was giggling as she kissed him, her hands entwining in his curly hair.

“Get undressed,” I ordered Jack. “I want to fuck you.”

Jack smirked and started to unbutton his shirt. I pulled off my dress and unhooked my bra so that I was just in my knickers and suspenders. I was about to take my knickers off when Jack stopped me. “Leave them on,” he said. “You look hot like that.”

Jack was fully naked now, his body covered in soft, black hair. His erection was pointing straight up, hard and insistent. He pushed me back onto the sofa, and I wrapped my legs around him. I pulled my knickers to the side and guided his cock into my swollen, soaking wet cunt.

By the time he had found his rhythm, all four couples were fucking noisily. The pub was filled with moans, groans and the smell of sex. Everywhere I looked, I could see dicks stretching cunts wide open as they thrust enthusiastically inside. It was a wonderful, erotic, and filthy sight.

Tina was riding Owen, her heavily pregnant breasts swaying like crazy as he held her ass cheeks with his big hands. Max’s oversized cock was splitting April open from behind as he held her hips and made her scream into the sofa cushions. Rhys and Barbara hadn’t even bothered to get undressed; Rhys had just tugged his trousers down enough to free his cock and was pumping between Barbara’s legs, her dress riding up over her wide hips.

Then we started swapping. Every few minutes, one of the guys would pull out, and they’d all move round. Jack had fucked me first, but after him came Owen, then Rhys, and finally Max. When he pushed his cock in me, it stretched me open so much that I gripped the sofa, my knuckles white as I tried to accommodate his massive dick. I was on the edge of pain and pleasure, but when I came, it was so intense I screamed and raked his back with my nails.

When I was back with Rhys, I mounted him and started riding him hard. But Owen hadn’t moved on this time. He groped my breast and kissed me even as I fucked his teammate.

“Have you ever had two cocks in you at once?” he whispered in my ear.

“Never,” I replied as I bounced up and down. “But it sounds nice.”

Owen positioned himself behind me, and I slowed my movements. I expected him to push his cock in my ass, but he didn’t. Instead, he lined it up with Rhys’ dick and started pressing against my pussy. As Rhys pulled almost all the way out, Owen applied more pressure, and then they were both inside my cunt. I cried out, half with pain and half with pleasure as they stretched me open more than I had ever been before. But as I became used to the stretch, the pain disappeared, and pleasure started to flood my body, radiating out from my core.

The two men started to move, fucking me together, but slightly out of step so that their cocks rubbed against each other and every perfect place inside me.

“Oh my god,” I murmured, my eyes rolled back in my head as I tried not to be overwhelmed.

The others had paused their own activities to watch.

“I can’t believe she can fit two fat rugby cocks up there at once,” I heard Barbara whisper to Tina.

“I want to try next,” said Tina excitedly.

“We really should be filming this, you know,” said April, sounding slightly in awe.

Jack came closer and kissed me, his hand cupping my face. “You know that triple penetration scene that I couldn’t quite figure out…” he said.

Eyes glazed, I tried to focus on his face. “Uh-huh,” I managed.

“I think I can see how it would work. Can I try?” he said.

Three cocks in me? Why the fuck not?

I nodded breathlessly. The other two paused their thrusting, their dicks still stretching me wide open. Jack moved behind me, half-climbing over Owen, and giving him directions on how to angle himself.

“Anyone got any lube?” he asked.

April had some in her bag. He lubed up his cock, and then I felt the head press against my tight muscles around my rear entrance.

“Ready?” he asked.

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I whimpered.

He pushed forward. My ass resisted at first, but then it suddenly opened up, and his cock breached my tight entrance. I cried out, the feeling of a third cock inside me almost overwhelming. I could feel all three hard dicks inside me, stretching me, pleasuring me.

“Holy fuck,” I heard Barbara whisper breathlessly.

“I’m so going next,” said Tina, letting out a little moan.

From the wet sounds I could hear, I guessed they were both finger-fucking themselves… or maybe each other.

The three guys started to thrust into me, every movement sending sparks of electricity through my whole body. Just the thought of how filthy I was being, taken simultaneously by three powerful men in the middle of a pub, was making my climax come quickly. Never mind the overwhelming sensations in my cunt and ass. Then Max approached and stood on the sofa in front of me. He fed his massive dick into my mouth.

Faster and faster they fucked me, higher and higher I went, until suddenly, something snapped and I came harder than I ever had in my life.

Pleasure flooded every nerve in my body, my mind went blank, and I screamed with ecstasy around Max’s cock. My body seized up, my back arching violently. I felt myself squirting; hot liquid gushing from my pussy all over Rhys and soaking my thighs. My orgasm went on and on, a continuous wave of spasming bliss.

Finally, I couldn’t take any more. I rolled away, collapsing in a shaking, sweaty mess on the sofa.

“I’m next,” said Tina, elbowing Barbara out of the way and climbing onto Rhys. I lay back and watched, too fucked-out to do anything more except stroke my swollen clit as I enjoyed the show.

Each of the other women took a turn getting all four dicks at once. When it was April’s turn, she persuaded them to let me film. April was a natural performer. She climbed onto the sofa, multicoloured hair flowing down her back, shiny with sweat. She positioned herself with professional ease to take Rhys and Owen in her stretched-out cunt, and Jack pushed his dick into her tight rear entrance. She grabbed Max’s cock and deep-throated it, moaning around his shaft as the others thrust into her.

I held the phone up at arm’s length and filmed every filthy detail. My hand was shaky, but the images were clear: four thick cocks fucking one woman, just as they had me. They took her hard, their groans and grunts of effort echoing around the pub. April screamed when she came, pinned between the four of them in complete ecstasy.

But eventually, the guys couldn’t last any longer. We split up into couples again.

Jack was with me. “I want to come in you,” he murmured, stroking my face and entering me again. We fucked slowly on the sofa, with the others having sex all around us. Max spunked all over April’s upturned face, still filming. Rhys finished in Barbara as he took her bent over the table, and Tina rode Owen to climax on the rug in front of the fire.

With one final grunt, Jack held me tightly, and I felt the flood of his cum in my pussy. I gave him a deep kiss, my fingers entwined in his hair as he moaned into my mouth with pleasure.


Epilogue




When the snow ploughs reached us early the next morning, I was almost disappointed. It felt a bit like our sanctuary had been violated. I stood in my dressing gown behind the bar, making hot chocolates for the drivers.

The first car to arrive was Steve’s.

“What the fuck have you done to my kitchen?” he said when he saw it. He had a point; we hadn’t bothered to clear up after cooking Christmas dinner. I guess we’d been a bit distracted by the orgy.

Shaking his head, he started to clear things up in the bar.

“Why is there a pair of fucking knickers hanging by the fire?” he said, lifting them up between his thumb and forefinger in disgust. They were Tina’s see-through ones and still looked damp on the crotch.

Tina was leaning against the bar, nursing a coffee. “I wondered where they had got to,” she smirked. She looked a bit rough. I don’t think any of us had slept properly. Spontaneous bouts of fucking had erupted on-and-off all night. Everyone looked knackered but sort of glowed-up; like we’d survived something together.

“Jesus Christ,” Steve muttered. “It looks like someone set off a fucking grenade in here.” He started putting paper hats and discarded Pringle tubes into a black bag.

“It’s not as bad as that time we were on tour in Pontypridd, like,” said Rhys, his Welsh accent even thicker this morning.

“Right you are, boy,” replied Owen. “That church has never been the same since. Although they do say that the vicar hasn’t stopped smiling yet.”

Barbara came in a few minutes later wearing her festive blouse, but no bra. It made her tits swing dangerously and look like they were going to pop out at any moment. “Has anyone seen my bra?” she asked.

“What the fuck happened here yesterday?” said Steve.

“Just a bit of Christmas spirit,” laughed Jack.

“More like Christmas Arma-fucking-geddon,” muttered Steve.

“I’ve got a video you can see, if you like,” said April.

“No!” everyone shouted at once.

When it had quietened down a bit and everything had been put back in order, Jack and I cuddled up in front of the fire with a glass of wine. The snow outside had started to slide off the roof in slow, heavy lumps, landing with dull thuds on the ground below.

Jack had his arm around me, fingers tracing little circles on my shoulder.

“So,” I said, “when are you heading back to the States?”

He took a sip of his wine and smiled. “About that… I might be staying a bit longer than I thought.”

“Oh yeah?” I said, pretending to sound casual. “Flight cancelled?”

“Something like that,” he said. “Thought I’d stick around. Finish my book. Maybe help out in the bar, if you like. Get to know the place… and the people.” His eyes flicked to mine as he said it.

I laughed, half-nervous, half-excited. “You mean me.”

“Yeah,” he said simply. “You.”

For a moment, neither of us said anything. The fire popped, and a bit of ash floated up the chimney. Then he leaned over and kissed me, and I felt a warm, contented feeling inside me.

THE END
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