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This story is a slightly rewritten version of a short ordered through Fiverr. If you want your own custom erotic short story, feel free to write me.


Emma could feel her heart pounding in her chest. She winced every time she heard a sound from the hallway, despite knowing no one in this part of town. Her finger had been lingering near the doorbell for what felt like an eternity at this point. Countless scenarios played out in her head, trying to prepare her for what awaited behind the door; she had never done anything like this before.

Once again, she removed her finger from the doorbell and adjusted the tight, red dress for the third time, ensuring that the gracious cleavage of her D-sized breasts was perfect. She tried to get excited about the night’s events, but her mind kept drifting to her husband sitting at home. He must feel horrible, knowing what I will be doing tonight. Why did he have to get laid off? Emma tried to push away the encroaching shame at what she had to do, but they had both agreed it was the only way to keep the house.

Emma took a deep breath and finally managed to press the button. Muted cheering erupted behind the door. She resisted the urge to run away long enough for a young, tall man in his mid-twenties to open the door.

“You must be William, the groom-to-be,” Emma said with a smile, pushing her discomfort away to play her part.

“I … I am.” He was a handsome man, with short, dark brown hair and expressive blue eyes. The stubble beard was immaculately trimmed, framing the awkward smile.

“A pleasure to meet you, William. I am Emma.”

William politely shook her hand and nodded. “Likewise. I … I can’t believe they ordered a … you know.”

“A stripper?” Emma dreaded what was to come, but she was relieved that William seemed like a kind person. She smiled at the nervous man and put a soothing hand on his chest. “They ordered far more than that, sweetie.” She leaned in and whispered in his ear: “A lot of boxes on the order have been ticked. You have very generous friends.”

“William? What is taking so long? Get her in here!” a voice sounded from a nearby room.

The apartment bore all the hallmarks of a rented space. Every poster was generic, the furniture bland and anonymous, but none of these words could be used to describe the men awaiting Emma in the living room. Six men, all in their twenties, ogled her as she entered. They were no less handsome than William; all were broad-shouldered and well dressed, seemingly young professionals looking for a night to remember.

And it is my job to deliver just that. Emma felt a cold shiver down her spine, but the door had closed behind her, as had her chance to back out. At least it pays well.

“Good evening, boys!” she said as she led William to a nearby lounge chair; she had not let go of his hand since she had shaken it. “Let us waste no time!”

The men cheered as she started the music and began dancing. Emma had to fight to suppress the nausea she felt from the intense, lustful glances she was getting. This was not her. She was a professional, a serious career woman, not a piece of meat to be devoured by a pack of hungry, horny men more than ten years younger than her.

Her hands slowly moved across her body, yet she felt no pleasure. She closed her eyes, tried to tune out the cheers and lewd comments, to focus on the rhythm of the music. She let her fingers run through the long, blonde hair, her every movement a sensual display.

Emma knew her body. She had taken good care of it. She knew it was attractive, that the dress fit her like a glove.

She slowly lifted the already short dress, revealing the black lingerie beneath.

The crowd went wild.

Her hips swayed with the grace of a dancer as she lifted the dress over her head.

“That is the most amazing body I have ever seen!” a guy yelled, breaking through the musical trance Emma tried to maintain.

They are loving it. She could feel her discomfort ease as she realized that the lewd comments were compliments filtered through the minds of drunken men.

“Look at those knockers,” another shouted.

She could feel her confidence grow as she soaked up the shouts, going so far as to open her eyes and smile at the men while she unhooked her bra. “Do you like what you see?” she said and approached two of the men. “Do you want to touch them?”

The men were flustered at first, but strong hands soon groped Emma’s breasts. It was part of the deal, another box ticked, but it did not make her as uncomfortable as she had expected. More joined in, touching her now naked body. Emma noticed that William was hesitant, sitting a little further away.

She approached him with slow, sensual steps. “What about you, William?” She lifted her breasts as she leaned in over him. “Do you want to lick them?”

William’s face was red. He shook his head with a smile. “Why … why don’t you just get started, I’ll join in later.”

“As you wish,” Emma said and blew him a kiss. As she turned around, she noticed that a few of the other men had removed their pants, brandishing cocks of all sizes and shapes. All part of the plan, she thought as she placed herself on the couch.

***

William could not help but stare at the gorgeous woman as she walked away from him. Her body was a perfect hourglass shape, feminine and sensual, and the long, blonde hair with elegant, dark highlights flowed like a glorious waterfall from her head to the middle of her back. William had looked forward to a night of drinking with his friends, yet he should have known that they were capable of surprises like this. But it felt wrong. He was to be married, to settle down with his lovely fiancé for the rest of his life, yet at this moment, he could not think of anything but the goddess in front of him. She turned around and sat down on the couch, smiling at him even as she started giving his friend Josh a handjob.

More cocks entered the fray, and though William was certain he occasionally spotted a hint of discomfort in Emma’s gorgeous face, she managed to hide it beneath her effervescent, bubbling personality. The smile never faded. She moaned with delight as she took Todd’s mighty cock in her mouth and sucked it while still handling two others.

She is incredibly hot, William thought, but Emma still managed to appear approachable and disarming. Her breasts were firm and bounced enthusiastically as she satisfied William’s friends. She made sure to spread her legs wide in William’s direction, tempting him with the secrets hiding beneath her well-trimmed bush. The only thing she wore was a pair of elegant, black high heels. William stared at them, wondering what they hid; he had always loved feet.

“William, come on! Let her give you a blowjob!” Todd shouted, nearly cross-eyed from the effective, enthusiastic oral sex he was receiving.

William smiled at him and shook his head. He could not bring himself to undress, but he was starting to feel rude by constantly refusing Emma’s invitations.

Emma took a short break from Todd’s cock and wiped her mouth. “You keep staring at my feet, William.” She smiled in a way that immediately made him feel comfortable. “Do you want to touch them? Worship them?”

He did. He truly did.

His friends knew of his foot fetish, and though he noticed them smiling at each other, none of them commented as William got on his knees in front of Emma. They even packed away their thirsting, erect cocks to allow Emma to focus on the groom-to-be for a moment.

He touched her calves, looking up at her as if to ensure her consent. She smiled at him; a warm, welcoming smile. He continued downward, slowly, allowing himself to fully appreciate the beauty of her lightly tanned skin. William stopped to appreciate the well-made shoes. The black leather, the seamless stitching, the delightful smell. They fit her perfectly and added an air of grace to the naked body.

He removed each shoe gently, ceremoniously, to reveal Emma’s beautiful feet. The red nail polish was perfect, without flaws, and he felt a pleasant shiver down his spine as he took one of her feet in his hands. He made sure to feel every crease, every inch of the skin. It was smooth, even the soles; Emma had taken good care of her feet. William began massaging the foot gently; it was almost meditative as the world melted away around him and he focused on the spaces between her cute toes and the feel of her skin against his fingers.

Their eyes locked as he started licking her foot with slow, careful strokes. She bit her lip and made a pleased, airy sound. It was intimate, maybe even more so than a blowjob would have been, but at that moment, he did not care. He kissed her ankles, licked her soles, took his time. He knew his friends were likely disappointed in how the time with Emma was being spent, but William was having the time of his life. He was the man of the hour, after all.

He moved on to her toes, kissing them one by one. A slight hint of leather mixed with the salty taste of sweat. It was intoxicating to him.

“More, William,” Emma moaned under her breath. “Suck them for me.”

He obliged. Every toe found its way into his mouth in turn as he gently sucked them, ending at the big toe. He could feel his cock harden, unable to contain the building arousal in his body. Once in a while, he could feel Emma tremble when he found a ticklish spot, but she never pulled away. He continued to massage the feet while his mouth worked its magic, and he could tell that she enjoyed it. Or was she just pretending? He could not be certain. Does it matter? She is here for me, after all.

Once more, he looked up at her, and once again, he saw nothing but acceptance – and arousal. The deep, vivid brown eyes sparkled with lust, and the cheeks were flushed. It made the already beautiful woman look radiant and glowing.

William did not know for how long he worshipped her feet, but after a while, he felt Emma’s soft, slender hand on his cheek. She leaned down and whispered in his ear: “That was wonderful, William. I have never felt appreciated like that before.” Her words were warm honey in his ears. “Do you want to fuck me?”

He was still hesitant, though he could deny that he found Emma to be an amazing woman. She carried herself with confidence, grace, and a maturity that his friends, even his fiancé, did not have. Emma was sexy, forbidden, yet something was blocking him. He looked up at her apologetically.

She smiled. “I understand. But it is not really cheating if you put it in my ass.”

What? William had never tried anal. His friends, who had managed to stay silent during the prolonged foot worship, started cheering in agreement with the ludicrous words coming from Emma’s full, ruby-red lips. William’s erection hardened. He had never tried anal before, and though his rational mind knew that Emma’s reasoning was insane, the more primitive part of his brain found the logic sound.

He wanted her.

He wanted her now, here, in front of a group of cheering men.

Emma saw the determination in his eyes and found a bottle of lube in her purse. She moved to the end of the couch, bending over the armrest, baring her pussy and asshole to him. He looked back at him while she applied lube to her asshole, slowly tracing her finger around the outside. It was an invitation, and William was going to accept it. But he had never been a man focused solely on his own pleasure.

Emma moaned loudly as William’s tongue started licking her asshole. He started slowly, ensuring that she had the time to get used to it. He grabbed her hips as he kept licking her, eliciting even louder moans to the amusement of his friends.

“God, that feels so good!” Emma said, biting the inside of her arm. “Don’t stop!”

William smiled to himself. He was no longer worried about her pretending. He switched it up by licking along her ass crack, and he felt empowered when he felt her hips tremble beneath his hands. He started applying more pressure to her anus, mixing in light kisses to tease her. William did not know if it was the intimacy of being this close to the beautiful woman’s asshole, her moans, or even the cheering of his friends, but he had never felt harder in his life. His cock was not the largest in the room, but he felt like a stud, a bull, and Emma’s asshole was ready to receive him.

Emma whimpered as he slowly allowed his lubed-up cock to enter her asshole. It was tight, as expected, and intense. This was new territory, but any worry or trepidation on his part soon vanished – the sensation overwhelmed him. It felt amazing. He took his time, moving very slowly in and out of the opening, allowing both his cock and her asshole to get accustomed to each other. He felt powerful as if the act was triggering a primal lust inside him, a lust he did not know he was capable of.

Emma’s whimpering soon turned into a moaning, which only served to entice him further, and she looked back at him with an assuring smile.

“Give it to her, William!” Todd shouted as they all cheered him on.

Emma nodded. “Listen to them. Fuck my ass like the dirty slut I am, William.”

***

The night had not turned out the way Emma had expected. She had been pleasantly surprised by William, even his friends, and though she had battled nausea initially when she had started sucking their cocks, their cheering and compliments had soon pushed any discomfort into the background. William’s foot worship had been sweet and sensual; it had turned her on more than she had thought possible, and by the time he had started licking her asshole, her mind no longer worried about bills or her anxious husband at home. Lust and desire flooded her body as the cheers of William’s friends fueled her arousal, and she craved nothing more than his cock inside her ass. Having an audience only made her feel even more wanted and desired.

William was careful as he entered her; she was not surprised at the initial stab of discomfort, it was not her first time, and it soon evaporated. His cock’s slow, meticulous exploration of her asshole was a delightful experience, yet she wanted more, as did the crowd. When she looked back at him, she no longer saw the slightly awkward, hesitant man that she had witnessed earlier. There was a confident spark in his blue eyes.

“Fuck my ass like the dirty slut I am, William.” It was no act. It was what she desired.

He started going deeper. He dominated her body, took control, and it was a massive turn on to her. She felt his erection harden as he went faster. Emma should have felt humiliated, being fucked in the ass by a stranger in front of his friends, but she was enjoying every second, every thrust.

“Are you a dirty slut?” William shouted between his masculine groans. It no longer sounded like his voice.

“Yes!” Emma yelled. “I am! I deserve this!”

This was submission. Emma relinquished control, and when one of William’s friends approached her face with his cock out, she wanted nothing more than to take it in her mouth. So she did.

Behind her, William continued to fuck her harder and harder. It caused her some pain, but it was worth the rush of arousal that had turned into an unstoppable torrent. The world around her seemed to disappear as he punished her ass, driving her ever further up the mountain of lust. Soon, she felt multiple hands on her body; they pinched her nipples, caressed her butt, grabbed her hair. It was as if William had grown a dozen hands, and the sensation threatened to drive her insane with desire.

First, she felt William’s friend release his load in her mouth. She swallowed it without thinking, focused as she was on the ever harder, rough pummeling her ass was receiving. Her moans mixed with William’s, cheered on by his friends. She caught a glimpse of one of them masturbating out the corner of her eye, but she did not care. She was caught up in the moment.

William’s moan soon erupted in a primal scream of release as Emma felt his warm seed inside her. The cheers turned to applause as William pulled out, leaving Emma bent over the couch.

Naked.

Used.

Spent.

Happy.

As she heard a champagne bottle pop behind her, she felt the trickle of sperm running from her asshole, down her inner thigh. She smiled, yet could not help but feel a tinge of sadness that it was over.

For now.


Thank you for reading. Reviews and ratings are greatly appreciated, and I hope you will take a look at some of my other stories (they are mainly BDSM-themed). If you want to know about new releases, follow me on Twitter or Instagram. Check out my Patreon if you like handcuffs, shackles, and/or wristwatches(!). I also offer custom short stories on Fiverr.
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