
        
            
                
            
        

    
Used By The Group:

A Rough BDSM Humiliation MFMM Erotica

Addison Scarlett


Copyright © 2020 by Addison Scarlett

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Adults only. 18+


Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Strip for me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So, I decided to do exactly that.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A few moments later, I heard his voice.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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