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The Trail
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Ellie had been stuck at her grandparents’ cottage for two weeks, and the silence pressed on her like a weight. The stone house sat just outside the village, close enough to hear church bells on Sundays but far enough that evenings fell with nothing but the rustle of hedgerows. Inside, her grandparents lived by routine—tea at four, radio low, slow conversations that never changed.

At nineteen, she felt caged. Her phone signal dropped in and out, and the Wi-Fi was useless. She flipped through the same two paperbacks on her nightstand, lay on the bed staring at the ceiling, or wandered the lanes with no destination. Every hour dragged. Her legs itched for movement, her head for something different.

She went to the window and looked out. Beyond the hedges lay the path she used to take as a child, running wild through brambles and nettles until the ground opened into Harbury Marsh. She remembered chasing dragonflies, finding bird feathers, coming home muddy. She hadn’t walked it in years, not since she stopped pretending she was on adventures. Now the thought pulled at her again. At least it was a way out of the house.

She pulled on her trainers, shoved her hair back in a rough tie, and slipped outside. The air smelled of cut grass and damp soil. She latched the garden gate behind her and started down the lane.

Millford Lane narrowed quickly, hedges rising on both sides until the noise of the village faded. The gravel path soon gave way to trodden earth, damp even in summer, the edges broken by reeds and nettles. The further she went, the more the world spread—patches of open grassland, glints of water from shallow ponds, and the faint tang of salt blowing in from Westmere Estuary.

The path was quiet. A blackbird darted across her steps. She walked faster, just to feel herself moving, the silence of the cottage left behind.

The trail pressed on into the trees, and Ellie let her steps carry her without thinking. Millford Lane narrowed to little more than a strip of mud, churned up by weather and boots. Nettles brushed her jeans, and brambles caught at her hoodie sleeve when she passed too close. She tugged it free and muttered under her breath.

A ditch ran parallel to the path, half-choked with reeds. The water was dark and still, a few dragonflies darting above it. The air smelled heavier here—mud, damp grass, a faint briny edge that drifted in from the estuary. She wrinkled her nose but kept walking, glad just to hear the crunch of her trainers against the soil.

Ahead, the trees thinned and the landscape opened. A patch of open meadow spread between hedgerows, the grass pressed down in places as if walkers had cut their own shortcuts. Beyond, she could see the glint of water where one of the ponds lay, flat and shining under the pale sky.

She remembered coming here when she was younger, the place always alive with birds. Sure enough, calls echoed across the marshland. A curlew’s cry cut sharp and high, followed by the flutter of wings from a pair of swans lifting off the water. She stopped and watched them for a moment, arms folded, the air ruffling her hair.

It was the first time in days she felt the knot in her chest ease. She adored her grandparents, she always had, but living by their quiet rhythm wasn’t the same as being in Ibiza like her friends, dancing until sunrise and filling her feed with bright photos. Here there were tea breaks, crossword puzzles, and the slow turn of the clock. She felt guilty for thinking it, but the stillness gnawed at her, left her restless and fidgeting for something else.

She breathed in deep, the air damp against her throat, and kept on, her trainers sucking slightly at the softer ground. She adjusted the tie in her hair, flicked loose strands out of her face, and let herself wander. The path curved toward the ponds, then hooked back through another screen of reeds. Her thoughts drifted with her steps—nothing important, just the quiet relief of doing something at last.

The path narrowed again after the reeds, bending toward a strip of meadow that had been worn flat in uneven patches. Ellie slowed. The grass wasn’t just pressed by walkers—it was flattened in wider swathes, as if people had stopped here, moving around rather than passing through.

She crouched to touch a section where the blades lay bent, her fingertips brushing damp stalks. It felt recent, the green still alive under her hand. Whoever had been here had come not long ago. She looked around, curious, but the trees gave nothing away—just the creak of branches in the breeze and the faint call of a bird across the marsh.

A little further along, a rut cut across the path. Mud hardened in ridges showed the shape of tires, wide and deep. Cars didn’t usually come down here. Millford Lane ended at the gate, and beyond that it was meant for walkers. She dragged the tip of her shoe through one of the grooves, studying the mark. The soil still looked damp, as though the weight of wheels had pressed through in the last day or two.

She straightened and kept walking, more alert now but not worried. Her trainers sank into softer ground, water glinting faintly in the ditch alongside her. A scrap of plastic caught on the reeds—wrinkled and torn, snapping back and forth as the breeze shifted. It looked like some kind of wrapper, though she couldn’t place it. She bent slightly as she passed, trying to read faded print, but the letters had rubbed away.

The path opened again near a low hedge. Beyond it stretched another field, edges wild with thistle and dock. Here too the grass looked crushed, broken stems trailing off in lines that led back toward the marsh. Ellie glanced behind her once, then kept walking, curiosity buzzing at the back of her mind. It wasn’t dangerous, she told herself. Just unusual, and maybe worth seeing where it led.

The field narrowed into a corner where the hedge dipped low, and the path squeezed between it and a line of reeds. Ellie ducked under a branch and almost stepped on a flattened can. She bent to nudge it with her shoe. The label had faded, but the ring pull was still bright, the metal dented in two places as if crushed under a heel.

Another lay a few feet further on, this one split open. Beyond that, a scatter of cigarette butts darkened the mud. Ellie frowned lightly. Not the kind of litter that drifted from the village. People had been standing here long enough to drink, smoke, leave their mess behind.

A little farther still, something caught the corner of her eye—thin plastic glinting in the light. She leaned down, squinting. A square wrapper, torn jagged at one end, half buried in grass. She picked it up, felt the texture between her fingers, and recognition flicked in. A condom wrapper.

Her cheeks warmed as she dropped it back into the grass, brushing her hands against her jeans. She straightened slowly, gaze sweeping the clearing.

A few steps on, the wrapper’s twin lay discarded in the mud. Not just the wrapper this time, but the thing itself—a used condom, curled and cloudy, caught in the stalks of grass at the ditch’s edge.

Ellie froze, eyes fixed. She didn’t reach for it, didn’t move closer, only stared as her stomach twisted with sudden heat. Someone had fucked here. Not weeks ago. Recently. The thought made her pulse quicken in a way she couldn’t quite name.

She tore her eyes away, standing still until the rustle of reeds broke the silence again. She rubbed her palms against her hoodie, restless, and forced herself to walk on, though every step felt sharper now.

The path bent left and dipped slightly, bringing her closer to the wide edge of Harbury Marsh. The reeds stood taller here, thick enough to block the view beyond. Ellie slowed, not because she was tired but because the air felt different—stiller, as though holding something back.

A sound cut through it. At first she thought it was an animal. A high note, stretched thin, carrying across the marsh. Then another, lower, more jagged. A moan. Human.

Ellie stopped dead, listening hard. Her breath caught in her chest. For a moment there was nothing but the ruffle of wind through reeds. Then a heavy thud—the slam of a car door somewhere further along the lane. The sound echoed once and settled into silence again.

Her mouth had gone dry. She glanced back down the path she had walked, then forward, toward where the sound had come from. The hedges and reeds gave nothing away. No voices, no footsteps, just the faint buzz of flies over the ditch and the distant hum of traffic far off by the estuary road.

She shifted her weight from one foot to the other, palms damp inside her hoodie pocket. A dozen thoughts tangled in her head at once. Who was out here? Why in a place like this? Was it just her imagination?

The stillness returned as quickly as it had broken. She stayed there a few seconds longer, straining her ears, but nothing came. Just the marsh breathing around her.

She let out the breath she hadn’t realized she was holding and started walking again, quicker this time, eyes darting left and right though she still saw no one.

Ellie turned back along the path, walking quicker than before. The hedges seemed taller, the reeds whispering louder. Her trainers hit the mud in sharp steps. She couldn’t stop replaying the sounds in her head—the high moan, the slam of a car door.

What had been going on up there? The used condoms she’d seen, the cans, the cigarette butts—it all fitted together now, though her mind skittered around the picture it made. People had been meeting here. Doing things. Things she wasn’t supposed to see.

Her cheeks flushed as she thought it through. That moan—was it from someone fucking? Was it a woman enjoying herself? Or could it have been something else, someone in trouble? The thought sat heavy in her chest.

She chewed her lip as she hurried along, brambles scraping at her sleeve. If it was people meeting to mess around, why here, hidden in the marsh? But if it was a problem, what would she even do? Go closer and risk being dragged in? She shook her head hard.

Better to turn back. Better not to get caught up in something that wasn’t hers. The last thing she needed was her grandparents finding out she’d been snooping in places she shouldn’t.

The smell of brine drifted in on the wind as the lane widened. The flattened grass and the tire tracks stood out more now, obvious in a way she hadn’t noticed before. She didn’t look long, just kept her pace up until the cottage roof came into view through the hedges.

By the time she stepped inside and shut the door, her pulse was still up. Her grandparents’ voices floated soft and steady from the sitting room. Everything in the house was calm, untouched, as if nothing in the world had changed.

But Ellie knew better. Something was happening out there. And she couldn’t shake the feeling she would have to know exactly what.

Ellie pushed the back door open and stepped into the kitchen. The air inside was warm and smelled faintly of tea. Her grandparents were still in the sitting room, the glow of the lamp spreading across their chairs.

“You’ve been out walking, love?” her grandmother asked, peering over her glasses.

“Yeah. Just the old trail,” Ellie said, brushing at her sleeve where brambles had caught it.

Her grandfather nodded, setting down his paper. “Good to stretch your legs. Fresh air out there, better than sitting in here all day.”

Ellie smiled politely and leaned against the doorway for a moment, trading a few words about the weather, about how still the marsh had looked, about the birds she had seen lifting off the pond. They listened, nodded, offered small remarks, the conversation looping in its gentle rhythm.

After a while she excused herself and went upstairs. Her room was cool, the faint hum of insects slipping in through the cracked window. She dropped onto the bed fully dressed, arms spread, eyes on the ceiling.

Her thoughts didn’t let her rest. She kept replaying the walk—the wheel tracks cut deep in the mud, the cans and cigarette butts, the torn wrappers. The moan across the reeds, the slam of a car door. None of it added up to a single clear picture, but together it told her something was happening out there. Not once, but often.

She tried to imagine it. Maybe the village kids, the ones she always saw by the shop, slipping out here to drink, smoke, laugh too loud where no one could stop them. Maybe it was older. Couples sneaking off where no one would notice.

Her brow furrowed. The condom hadn’t been for show. Someone had fucked there. But that didn’t mean sex was all that went on. Maybe it was a meeting place. Maybe it was more.

She folded her arms under her head and stared at the plaster above. She wondered what she would find if she went back again.
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First Watch
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The next morning passed in the same rhythm as every other at the cottage, but Ellie couldn’t settle. Her grandparents drifted from kitchen to garden, their voices low and even, talking about the weather, about the washing, about the neighbor’s cat that kept digging in the flowerbeds. She tried to join in, nodded when asked questions, but her mind wouldn’t hold still.

Every time she looked out the window, she saw Millford Lane in her head. She saw the wheel tracks, the cans, the wrappers caught in the grass. Most of all she heard the sound that had carried across the reeds. That stretched moan, the slam of a car door. She had told herself it could have been anything, but the picture was too sharp now. She knew what it had been.

She wandered through the day, restless, unable to focus on the book she opened after lunch, or the phone screen when the signal flickered back for a few minutes. She paced her room, dropped onto the bed, then got up again. The air inside felt too heavy. Even when she walked to the shop in the village for milk, she kept glancing down the side streets, half expecting to see the same signs stamped into the grass there too.

Back at the cottage, she helped lay the table for supper. Her grandmother smiled and told her she looked tired. Ellie only shrugged. She ate, nodded, answered questions about school, about her friends, without offering more than a line at a time. Her grandparents didn’t press. They moved on, the rhythm of their quiet life unbroken.

But inside Ellie everything beat faster. She couldn’t shake the thought that whatever she had stumbled into was still happening. Not once, but often. And if it happened once, it could happen again. She wanted to see it for herself, not just the trash left behind.

By the time she carried her plate to the sink and washed it, she had already decided. Tonight, she would go back up the lane.

The sun slid low over the estuary, the sky stretched in long streaks of orange that paled into grey. By the time the cottage lights were on, the glow outside had thinned. It wasn’t dark yet, but the edges of the fields looked softer, blurred in the fading light.

Ellie came down the stairs and found her grandparents in their usual places. The telly murmured across the sitting room, the picture bouncing light over their chairs. Her grandfather leaned back with the paper folded beside him. Her grandmother’s knitting needles clicked in steady rhythm.

“I think I’ll go for a walk,” Ellie said, hovering in the doorway.

Both looked up. Her grandmother adjusted her glasses. “At this hour?”

“Just the trail,” Ellie said quickly. “I’ll stay on the path.”

Her grandfather gave a slow nod but raised a brow. “It’s late, love. Marsh gets quiet. Be careful.”

“I will.” She managed a smile, though her stomach fluttered.

Her grandmother’s needles paused. “Take your phone. And don’t be long.”

Ellie patted the hoodie pocket where she’d slipped it earlier. “Got it.”

They seemed satisfied, turning back to the screen. She slipped into her trainers at the back door, eased the latch, and stepped outside.

The air was cooler now, heavy with the smell of damp hedges and cut grass. Somewhere far off a curlew cried, the sound thinning into the dusk. The garden gate clicked softly behind her as she started down Millford Lane.

The hedges rose high on either side, the tops blurred into the dimming sky. Birds had gone quiet except for the occasional flutter. The earth was damp under her trainers, giving slightly with each step.

She pulled her hood up, the fabric brushing her cheeks, and walked faster. Every sound felt louder in the hush—the swish of her sleeves, the crunch of gravel, her own breathing steady but quick.

Millford Lane narrowed quickly once she passed the last garden. The hedges leaned close, their leaves dark in the fading light. The path under her trainers was uneven, patches of gravel giving way to damp earth. She shoved her hands into her hoodie pocket and kept moving, head tilted down, watching where she stepped.

The ditch ran alongside her, black water rippling faintly. Reeds swayed over it, tall and sharp, whispering with each brush of wind. A moth flitted across her shoulder, and she swatted at it without slowing. The air smelled stronger here than it had in the afternoon—wet soil, crushed grass, the faint tang of salt drifting in from the estuary.

She kept glancing ahead, expecting the light to fail completely, but it held. The sky still glowed faintly above the marsh, pale enough that she could see the path curve and stretch on. Each sound carried—her shoes squelching in softer mud, a bird shifting in the hedgerow, the distant thud of something she couldn’t place.

Her chest felt tight, though not with fear. She was alert, her ears catching every small noise. A splash in the ditch made her pause, leaning closer, only to see ripples spreading from a vole darting through the water. She breathed out and smiled briefly before moving on.

The reeds thickened again, hemming her in on both sides. She brushed past nettles and brambles that snagged her sleeve, tugging free with quick jerks. The track looked almost freshly used, the soil scuffed as if boots and tires had pressed it down not long ago.

Ellie swallowed and pressed forward, her pulse drumming faster. She told herself she wasn’t nervous. She was just curious. Curious enough to keep going deeper than before, into the hush where the village felt far away.

The track bent around a clump of hawthorn and opened just enough for her to see ahead. A car sat pulled up tight against the hedge, its body catching the last thin light of the sky. The headlights were off, the windows dark, but the shape stood out heavy and still against the lane.

Ellie froze. She listened hard. The faint tick of cooling metal carried in the hush. Then she noticed it—the car wasn’t empty. The roof dipped, lifted, a slow rhythm that made the springs groan faintly.

Her breath caught. She edged sideways into the hedge, brambles scraping her hoodie. She crouched down, every nerve awake.

For a moment she thought it was only the car moving under weight. Then her eyes picked out another shape—tall, upright, just beyond the driver’s door. The door itself stood open, black against the dim body of the car.

A man.

He shifted his stance, broad shoulders outlined in the fading light, one arm braced against the roof. She couldn’t see his face, but she could tell he was standing close, leaned in, as though whatever was happening inside the car involved him.

Ellie swallowed, her mouth dry. The rocking made more sense now, though she didn’t dare name it in her head. She only stared, caught between disbelief and the hot pull of curiosity.

Ellie edged lower in the hedge, her shoes sinking into damp earth. She leaned just far enough to see past the thorns. The man by the driver’s door shifted again, his hips angled forward.

Her eyes followed the line of him and caught the shape inside. The driver’s seat was pushed back. A woman sat low, shoulders hunched, head moving steadily between his legs. His hand rested heavy on her hair, guiding her rhythm.

Even at a distance the motion was clear. Her head lifted, dropped, lifted again. The man braced against the roof let out a sound, low and rough, carried just far enough for Ellie to hear.

The car gave a slight rock with each push. A wet sound carried through the open door, sharp and obscene. She held her breath, frozen in place, her stomach twisted tight.

Then she noticed another figure. On the far side of the car, half hidden by shadow, a second man stood watching. His hand was at his cock, stroking slow and lazy, eyes fixed on the woman’s head bobbing in the driver’s seat.

Ellie’s fingers tightened inside her hoodie pocket. She couldn’t move, couldn’t look away. The man leaning in above the woman groaned again, his body tensing as he held her down a little harder. The rhythm quickened, wet sounds filling the hush of the lane.

Ellie pressed herself deeper into the brambles, heart hammering, her eyes wide as the scene unfolded only steps away.

Ellie stayed crouched in the hedge, the thorns biting into her sleeve, but she barely felt them. All her focus was locked on the car. The man by the door thrust his hips forward, the woman’s head jerking with each push. The slick sound of her mouth working him carried in bursts through the open door.

Ellie’s breath came shallow. She hadn’t expected to see anything like this, not in the marsh, not on a lane she had walked since she was a child. It was raw, loud in its own way, unhidden except for the cover of the hedges.

Her stomach clenched, heat rising in her face as the scene drew her in. She shifted her weight, trying to stay still, but every sound seemed aimed straight at her. The groan of the man above the woman. The gagging choke when he forced deeper. The wet pop when she came up for air.

She flicked her gaze sideways, back to the second man. His hand moved in slow strokes along his cock, his body relaxed as though this was normal, routine. He stared openly, his lips parted, stroking without shame.

Ellie’s hands clenched into fists inside her pocket. She wasn’t sure what her body was doing, only that she couldn’t look away. Her pulse ran high in her throat. The car rocked faster now, the woman’s moans joining the man’s low grunts, the whole rhythm thick in the night air.

Ellie pressed herself lower into the hedge, twigs snapping against her back, but still watched, her eyes wide, unable to tear them away.

The car rocked harder, the sounds spilling out rougher now—wet gags, the slap of skin, the man’s breath breaking into low grunts. Then his voice cut through, hoarse and sharp:

“Take it deeper... yeah, that’s it. Choke on it. Don’t stop.”

Ellie’s whole body went rigid. The words hit her harder than the sounds, raw and unfiltered, carrying across the lane as if meant for anyone to hear. The woman gagged, the man groaned again, and his hand shoved her head down until the wet noises turned frantic.

A branch snapped under Ellie’s shoe. The crack was sharp, too loud in the hush.

She froze, throat tight, eyes wide. For a second she thought the man outside had heard. But his hand still moved slow along his cock, his gaze fixed on the sucking, lips parted, lost in it. The man above the woman didn’t lift his head, only rasped more words down at her.

“Slut. You love this cock, don’t you? Yeah—fuck, don’t stop now.”

Ellie’s chest squeezed tight. Heat and panic tangled as she scrambled back, brambles snatching at her sleeve, twigs breaking under her trainers. She didn’t stop until the car was swallowed by hedge and shadow.

The lane behind her stretched long and empty. She pushed herself faster, lungs burning, the rush of his voice still in her ears. By the time the cottage roof came into view through the trees, her hands were shaking. The safe glow of the windows looked almost unreal after what she’d just heard.

––––––––
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Ellie eased the cottage door open and stepped inside. The warmth and the glow of the lamp wrapped around her. Her grandparents were still in the sitting room, the telly flickering across their faces.

“You’re back, love,” her grandmother said, glancing over her glasses.

“Yeah,” Ellie answered quickly, pulling her hood back. “Just needed some air.”

Her grandfather nodded, eyes still on the screen. “Good you didn’t stay out too long. Marsh gets damp after dark.”

“I’m fine,” Ellie said with a small smile. “Goodnight.”

They both returned the words softly, already shifting back to their programme. She slipped upstairs before they could ask more.

In her room she shut the door and leaned against it, breath caught in her throat. The man’s voice filled her head as if he were whispering in her ear. Slut. You love this cock, don’t you? Each word had landed hard out there, and they still reverberated now, sharper than the sight of the car rocking.

She kicked her trainers off and collapsed onto the bed, sprawled on top of the covers, fully clothed. Her chest rose and fell too fast. She tried to calm down, but the images came back hotter each time: the woman’s head jerking, the man groaning, the other one stroking himself while he watched.

Ellie unzipped her hoodie halfway, dragging air across her heated skin. One hand slid under it to her stomach, pressing down as if to ground herself. The other tugged at the button of her jeans until it came open. She shoved her hand inside, straight to the soaked fabric of her panties.

Her breath hitched. She pushed the cotton aside and found herself slippery already, her fingers gliding through wetness. She groaned into her sleeve and rubbed, rough and fast, her whole body clenching.

The man’s words looped in her head, every stroke syncing with them. Take it deeper. Don’t stop. Fuck, you love this cock. She pictured his hand gripping hair, the wet slaps of the woman’s mouth, the obscene noises filling the lane. Her hips bucked up against her fingers, desperate for more.

She pushed two fingers in deep, gasping as her body tightened around them. She fucked herself fast, wrist aching, palm slick. Her other hand gripped the sheets, knuckles white, as her whole body shook.

The orgasm broke over her sharp and sudden. She bit into her hoodie sleeve to muffle the cry, legs kicking against the bed, cunt pulsing around her fingers. Wetness smeared across her hand as she rode it out, every nerve alight, the filthy words echoing in her skull.

At last she sagged back against the bedspread, hand limp on her belly, jeans half-open. Her chest heaved. Sweat dampened her temples. The ceiling swam above her eyes.

But now, with her pulse slowing, the pictures in her head shifted. The car rocking in the half-dark, the woman choking, the men standing over her—it didn’t look exciting anymore. It looked strange. Harsh. Almost frightening.

Ellie rolled onto her side, curling into herself. A shiver ran through her that had nothing to do with release. She pressed her damp hand against the sheets, trying not to think about how soaked she still was.

She had wanted it, wanted to see, and she had gone. But lying there now, the thought of Millford Lane sat heavy in her chest—half off-putting, half terrifying, something she didn’t know how to name.

She shut her eyes tight. Maybe she wouldn’t go back. Maybe once was enough.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Closer
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Ellie had slept badly. Each time she turned in bed the lane came back—the car rocking, the wet sounds, the voices carried across the marsh. By morning the memory had left her unsettled, but it hadn’t faded. If anything, a night’s sleep had made the thought stronger, sharper.

She tried to shake it off. After breakfast she walked through the village, past the shop and the church, side streets lined with neat hedges and quiet windows. She looked in at the bakery but bought nothing. Her trainers scuffed along the pavement until she ended where she started, no clearer in her head than when she left. The silence of the place felt heavier now, every curtain drawn against her curiosity.

Back at the cottage her grandmother folded laundry, her grandfather muttered at weeds in the garden, and later they sat with the telly humming in the corner. Ellie watched with them, but her mind drifted. She couldn’t stop circling back to Millford Lane.

By the time the evening dimmed she had already made up her mind. She laced her trainers, pulled on her hoodie, and told her grandparents she was going out for a walk. They nodded, half-listening, their eyes still on the screen.

The air outside was cool, salt drifting in from the estuary. She followed the track with her hood up, the light falling fast. Each step drew her closer to the sounds she hoped she’d hear again.

She slowed as the marsh opened. Voices carried through the reeds, low and rough, blurred by the night air. Then she caught the sharper rhythm of flesh moving against flesh.

Ellie crouched into the hedge, brambles tugging at her sleeve. She crept forward, inch by inch, until she was close enough to smell sweat, cigarettes, the heavy damp of grass trampled underfoot.

She froze there, only feet away now, hidden but trembling with the knowledge that the scene was happening right in front of her.

Ellie eased forward until the hedge thinned and the view opened. She froze, eyes wide, heart banging so loud in her chest she worried it would give her away.

In the clearing a woman knelt in the dirt. Her knees pressed into flattened grass, her back arched as she leaned forward. Two men stood over her, their cocks slick in the dim light, each taking her mouth in turn. One gripped her hair tight, dragging her head back before shoving her down again. The other held her jaw, his cock sliding across her lips before plunging inside.

The rhythm was brutal. Their dicks hit her face when they switched, spit spraying her chin, her mouth stretched wide as they forced themselves deeper. Strings of saliva clung from her lips to their shafts, glinting faintly in the night. She moaned around them, the sound wet and muffled.

The men groaned above her, bodies tense, thrusting rough. Their hips slammed forward, their cocks disappearing down her throat as she gagged, then popped free slick and shining before the other pushed in.

Ellie stayed crouched, frozen to the spot. Her mouth had gone dry. She could hear everything—wet sucking, sharp gasps, the rasp of shoes scuffing dirt as they shifted. She could smell sweat and cigarettes on the night air, stronger the closer she leaned.

The woman’s tits swung heavy under her top, nipples hard against the thin fabric. Every time her head jerked, her chest bounced, catching Ellie’s eyes before she dragged them back to the cocks driving her mouth.

The sight was raw, filthy, and it made Ellie’s body tighten in ways she couldn’t name.

Ellie crouched lower, brambles biting into her knees, but she barely felt them. A third man stood back with his phone raised, the glow of the screen faint on his face as he circled, angling for a better shot of the woman choking between two cocks.

The sounds carried raw and sharp: wet gagging, the slick pop when one pulled out, the gasp before the other shoved back in. Over it came the men’s voices, low and cruel.

“Yeah, open wider, slut.”
“Your man still thinks you’re such a gym freak, doesn’t he? All those late nights ‘working out.’ If only he knew what kind of exercise you really love.”
The men laughed, their hips pumping harder.

“Bet he brags about how dedicated you are while we’re here feeding you cock.”
“Fuck, he’d lose his shit if he saw you swallowing us like this.”
A hard crack rang out, echoing through the hedge. One of them had swung his palm down on her ass, bare under her skirt. She jerked, muffled a moan, then leaned forward to take more. Another slap followed, sharper, the cameraman dipping in closer to capture the red bloom spreading across her cheeks.

“Look at her go. Married slut can’t get enough.”

Their grunts deepened, the insults sharper, the wet sucking sounds relentless. The whole lane filled with it—spit, laughter, smacks, and filthy words—all of it piling into Ellie’s ears until she could hardly breathe.

The thought that this wasn’t just some random girl but a wife, sneaking out while her husband trusted her, hit Ellie like a shock. She froze harder in the hedge, her pulse hammering.

Ellie crouched low in the hedge, arms pulled tight around herself, but her eyes didn’t move. The clearing unfolded only feet away, every detail sharper than anything she’d ever dared to picture.

The woman gagged around one cock, spit running down her chin as the man holding her hair shoved deep. When he pulled back, the other slapped his cock across her lips, smearing slick trails before forcing it into her mouth. Her tits swung heavy under her top, nipples stiff and pushing hard against the thin fabric.

One of the men leaned down, free hand grabbing her chest. He squeezed rough, kneading her tits through the cloth, then yanked the fabric down so her bare nipples bounced into the open. He twisted one between his fingers, her muffled moan vibrating around the cock filling her throat.

The woman’s own hand dropped between her thighs, fingers shoving under her skirt. Her arm moved in quick jerks, rubbing her clit while she knelt and sucked. Ellie could see her hips grinding against her own hand, desperate even as she choked on cock.

The cameraman circled, phone glowing faint, angling to capture her tits being mauled and her hand working her cunt. His laugh was low, eager, as another slap rang across her ass.

Ellie flinched at the sound but didn’t look away. Her chest rose fast, each breath sharper. She watched the woman moan into the cock, tits gripped and twisted, hand moving furiously between her legs. She watched the men grunt, their cocks slick and shining in the dim light.

Her stomach knotted, heat crawling into her cheeks. She felt her thighs tensing, her whole body aching to move. The risk of being caught only made it worse. She stayed frozen, trembling, unable to pull her eyes from the dirt and the sweat and the noise.

Ellie’s body ached from holding still, every muscle tight. The woman moaned around two cocks, tits bouncing in a man’s grip, her own hand buried between her legs. The sight made Ellie’s skin prickle, her stomach knot, her breath drag shallow.

She couldn’t hold back anymore. She slid one hand down the front of her jeans, fingers shoving past the damp cotton of her panties. Heat surged up her chest as she touched herself, wetness coating her fingertips immediately. She gasped, muffling the sound into the crook of her arm.

The hedge scratched her shoulders, but she barely felt it. She rubbed her pussy hard, her hand slick already, matching the rhythm of the woman’s hand in the dirt. Each gagging choke from the clearing seemed to push Ellie faster. Each grunt from the men made her press down harder.

The air stank of sweat, spit, and trampled grass. Ellie breathed it in like fuel. She knew she was too close—if one of them turned, if the cameraman swung his phone just a little wider, she’d be caught with her hand in her cunt. The thought only made her shiver and rub harder.

Her eyes locked on the woman, mouth stretched wide around cock, spit dripping down her tits as rough fingers twisted her nipples. The sounds were filthy, raw, nothing like porn with a pause button. Real and dangerous, loud in the night, every word and slap echoing through the marsh.

Ellie’s pulse hammered in her ears. She pressed her face into her sleeve, biting the fabric, grinding her pussy against her hand in the dark hedge. She was trembling already, teetering close, desperate for release.

Ellie bit hard into her sleeve as her hand worked faster, two fingers sliding wet inside her cunt while her palm pressed rough against her clit. Her other hand clawed up under her hoodie, grabbing one tit through her bra, squeezing until her nipple pinched between her fingers. Her whole body shook in the cramped crouch of the hedge, every muscle strung tight.

Out in the clearing the woman gagged on cock, tits mauled by a man’s hand, her free arm still pumping under her skirt. The men’s voices poured over her, urging, taunting, spitting filth about her husband. The smack of skin, the wet slurp of her throat, the rasp of laughter from the one filming—it all stacked into Ellie’s ears until she could hardly breathe.

Her hips bucked, grinding her pussy into her own hand. The orgasm hit sudden and violent, ripping up through her stomach, clamping her cunt hard around her fingers. She moaned into her hoodie, biting the fabric to muffle the sound, legs trembling, thighs slick with wetness.

Her palm rubbed her clit raw as she rode it out, tit clenched in her grip, her nipples stabbing sharp under her bra. Her breath tore out in bursts, chest heaving against her own hand, the scrape of hedge branches across her back meaningless under the wave of release.

She sagged low when it finally slowed, forehead against her arm, cunt twitching around her slick fingers. The sleeve she had bitten was damp with spit, her jeans damp with her mess. The smell of sweat, spit, and crushed grass pressed heavy in her nose.

But the clearing hadn’t stopped. The woman moaned again, raw and hoarse, as one cock pulled free and another slid in. The cameraman leaned closer, phone raised steady, catching every second.

Ellie stayed crouched, shaking, tits aching where she had squeezed them, pussy still leaking, her eyes locked wide on the scene. Her hand was slick where she had pulled it out of her jeans, her nipple sore from the way she had pinched it. She meant to pull back, to slip away before the risk grew too high. But the clearing held her there, every sound dragging her in deeper.

The men shifted around the woman. One yanked his cock free of her throat, smearing spit down her cheek as he stroked himself. The other followed a moment later, shoving her head back so she knelt open-mouthed, gasping, tits bare and bouncing.

“Stay right there,” one of them growled.

They pumped hard, side by side, their hands blurring. The cameraman leaned close, screen glowing, waiting for the moment.

The first shot hit her across the face, streaks of cum dripping from her nose down to her chin. The next spattered across her tits, white strings sticking to her nipples. They groaned as they let it all go, painting her chest, her lips, her throat.

The woman moaned, the sound ragged but hungry. Her hand still worked under her skirt, faster now. Her whole body shook as she rubbed harder, cum sliding down her tits in thick trails. She jerked forward, gasping, her orgasm spilling through her in shivers that wracked her shoulders and bent her spine.

“Fuck, look at her cum for it,” one man muttered, voice hoarse with release.

Ellie’s eyes went wide. She had never seen anything like it—cum dripping, tits gleaming, the woman shuddering in pleasure on her knees while the men laughed above her. Her own pussy clenched again, weak aftershocks making her thighs tremble.

The cameraman chuckled low, circling to capture the mess from every side. The woman stayed kneeling, her breath ragged, her skin wet and shining.

Ellie hugged herself tighter in the hedge, dizzy, her heart thudding so loud it drowned the night.

Ellie slipped back from the hedge, her legs weak, jeans clinging damp where her panties stuck to her. The marsh air felt thick on her skin, the smell of sweat and cum chasing her as she hurried down the path.

Her body throbbed, cunt still wet, but her head ran circles. That woman—married, if the men were telling the truth—on her knees, dripping cum, moaning as if she wanted it. Why here, in the dirt, where anyone could have walked past? Was this just a hiding place for people sneaking around? A spot for adultery, nothing more?

Ellie hugged her hoodie close, walking faster, her shoes splashing through soft mud. The picture wouldn’t leave her: a face streaked white, tits glazed, the shiver of orgasm shaking her even as the men laughed above her.

And the camera. The man had filmed everything, zooming close on her tits, her mouth, her fingers under her skirt. Why record it? Was it for him alone? Was it to share, to show others? Or something worse?

Ellie stumbled once, caught herself on a branch, and kept going. Her pulse thudded hot in her throat. She felt horny still, her panties rubbing wet against her, but the heat mixed with a sharp edge that made her shiver.

At last the hedge broke open. The glow of her grandparents’ cottage spilled onto the garden, soft yellow against the night. It looked calm, safe, ordinary.

Ellie stopped for a breath, staring at it. The questions tangled in her head, too many to sort. She didn’t know what to think, only that what she had seen in the marsh was strange, filthy, and impossible to shake.
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Recognizing Faces
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Ellie lay on her bed with her phone, restless. The ceiling had been her view for most of the afternoon, but her head wouldn’t stop circling back to the marsh. Each sound, each flash of movement she’d seen came back sharper now. She remembered friends whispering about places where people went to fuck strangers in their cars. She had laughed it off at the time, thought it was just dirty rumor. But now she wasn’t so sure.

She typed slowly, searching the words she half remembered. At first nothing clear came up, just scattered posts. Then the same word appeared again and again: dogging. She tapped it, scrolling fast. Threads and articles spelled it out. Men and women meeting in car parks, lay-bys, hidden fields. Cocks out, tits out, strangers watching, strangers joining in. Rough fucking on car bonnets, blowjobs in the dark, cum sprayed across faces and tits while others filmed it.

Her chest felt tight as she read. Every line seemed to match what she had seen. Cars pulled up in the marsh, men stroking themselves in the dark, a woman bent and used while others waited their turn. She swallowed hard, phone slipping in her sweaty palm. Was that what she had stumbled into? A dogging spot?

Her thoughts twisted faster. If it was dogging, that meant it wasn’t a one-off. It meant they came back often, maybe every night. She bit her lip, staring at the screen. If she went back and saw the same people, she would know. She would have proof.

The room was hot, the window letting in heavy summer air. She pushed up from the bed, tugged her hoodie off, and rifled through her bag. The day was still warm enough for shorts. She slipped into grey gym shorts that hugged her ass and a thin crop top that left her stomach bare. Her nipples pressed faint against the fabric, and she caught her reflection in the mirror, cheeks flushed.

Her trainers thudded on the floor as she tied them quick. Curiosity burned hotter than nerves. She needed to see if it was true, if the marsh she’d played in as a child had become a place for strangers to fuck in the open.

She slipped downstairs, phone shoved in her pocket, heart already beating faster as she eased the back door open.

The lane felt different with her bare legs showing. Damp air clung to her skin, her thighs brushing the inside of her grey shorts with every step. The crop top shifted with her breathing, her tits rising under the thin cotton, nipples stiff in the cooling evening. She tugged at the hem once, then let it be. She knew anyone looking close would see how much she filled it.

She walked fast, ears straining for sounds ahead. The hedges leaned close, their leaves dark, and the ditch beside the path reeked faintly of stagnant water. Nettles stung her calves when she brushed too near. She ignored it, eyes locked on the faint glow beyond where the marsh opened wider.

When she reached the bend near the clearing, the air changed. The smell hit first — cigarette smoke and exhaust mixing with damp grass. Then the sound: low voices, men speaking quick, one of them laughing, then shushing the others.

She crouched low, heart hammering. The hedge scratched her arms as she eased forward on her knees, careful not to snap a twig. The brambles tugged her hair but she pushed through until the view opened.

Three cars were parked at angles in the clearing, headlights off, bodies gleaming faint with the last of the light. Doors stood open. Figures moved around them, shadows shifting. A woman was bent over the hood of the nearest car, her skirt shoved high, her bare ass thrust back. A man stood behind her, gripping her hips, his cock slamming into her cunt. The slap of skin rang out over her gasps.

Ellie’s breath caught sharp. The woman’s tits swung under her top with every thrust, bouncing heavy. Her moans carried raw and wet, sharp each time he drove deeper.

Another man leaned against the car’s wing, stroking his cock slow, eyes locked on the fucking inches away. His other hand cupped his balls, thumb dragging lazy over the skin, his chest rising heavy.

Ellie pressed tighter into the hedge, her pussy aching in her shorts. She could smell them from here — sweat, smoke, the heavy stink of sex rolling through the marsh air. She froze, wide-eyed, watching each thrust, each sound, her thighs rubbing together helplessly.

Ellie shifted for a better view, bramble thorns scraping her thighs, and her breath stuck in her chest. The man holding the woman’s hips, fucking her rough against the car hood, tilted his head, the faint light catching his face.

Her stomach dropped.

It was her neighbor. The same man she had seen trimming hedges and carrying shopping bags to his wife’s car. He lived just down the lane, in the cottage with roses climbing the wall. Married. His wife still hung washing in the garden every morning, waving politely if Ellie passed by.

Now he was here, trousers bunched at his thighs, cock pounding into another woman’s cunt. His jaw clenched with effort, shoulders broad, sweat gleaming on his temples. He grunted with every thrust, his hand slapping the woman’s ass hard enough to make her yelp.

Ellie pressed herself deeper into the hedge, branches scratching her arms. Heat spread up her chest, shame and arousal tangled tight. Her pulse thudded against her throat. She couldn’t look away even as panic crawled over her skin. If he turned, if his eyes swept the edge of the clearing, he might see her. He might recognize her.

Her shorts clung to her pussy, damp already, rubbing with every tiny shift. She clenched her thighs but it didn’t help. The sight of him — a man she had known all her life — ramming into a woman’s cunt in the open air made her heart hammer faster. She dug her nails into her palm, trying to steady herself.

The woman’s cries rang sharp as the neighbor slammed harder. His voice broke through, low and rough, words she wasn’t meant to hear. “Take this cock. You fucking love it.”

Ellie bit her lip hard, trembling. She had seen him watering roses with a smile, and now he was growling filth into the marsh night. The contrast twisted her insides until she thought she might burst.

Ellie dragged her eyes from the neighbor, forcing herself to breathe. She shifted slightly, brambles catching her calf, and looked to the side of the clearing. Another figure stood there, half in shadow. At first it was just the motion she noticed — the steady pump of a fist along a cock, glistening in the dim light. Then his face tilted up, cigarette glow lighting his features.

Her chest clenched.

The grocery store manager. She saw him nearly every week, standing behind the counter, sleeves rolled up, tapping at the till while he made small talk about the weather. His voice was steady in the shop, calm and polite. Here it was hoarse, his lips parted, eyes fixed hungrily on the woman being fucked over the bonnet. His hand stroked his cock slow and heavy, precum glinting at the tip.

Her eyes dropped lower without meaning to. The size of it made her breath stop. His cock was longer than any she had ever seen, thick and fat, the shaft ridged with bulging veins that caught the faint light. Even his fist couldn’t close around it fully. Each stroke left his skin stretched and glistening, his swollen head wet and angry-looking.

Ellie’s throat went dry. These weren’t strangers from another town. They were men she might pass in daylight tomorrow. Men who might nod at her in the shop, who might wave from a garden fence, who now stood with their cocks out, waiting their turn. And one of them was packing a cock so obscenely big she couldn’t stop staring at it.

The manager groaned low, thumb rubbing over his cock head, his body loose with need. His eyes never left the woman bent against the car. He muttered something Ellie couldn’t hear, his voice swallowed by the slap of skin and the woman’s moans.

Ellie hugged herself tighter, pressing her sleeve against her mouth. Her heart hammered so loud she was sure it would carry across the clearing. The idea of being spotted made her stomach twist with panic. But another part of her, deeper and hotter, clenched at the thought of that veiny cock dragging against her cunt, filling her in ways she couldn’t imagine.

She bit into the cotton, her breath damp against the fabric, as the manager pumped faster, precum dripping thick down his shaft in the dim glow.

The woman’s moans rose sharper, her voice breaking as the neighbor’s cock slammed harder into her. Her back arched, tits swaying heavy under her loose top, nipples stiff and dragging against the fabric. Sweat gleamed on her chest. She pushed back against him, her ass bouncing with each thrust, her skirt bunched at her waist.

Then her head turned just enough in the light. Ellie’s breath stopped.

She knew that face.

The woman’s hair had slipped loose from its tie, strands sticking to her damp cheek, but recognition cut through instantly. The young mother who taught at the village school. Ellie had seen her on the high street with a pram, shopping bags swinging from her wrist, three kids tugging at her arm. Her laugh had always been gentle, her voice warm when she stopped to talk with neighbors. Now her mouth hung open, spit shining at the corner of her lips, her eyes rolled half-shut as she took cock rough and deep against the car hood.

Ellie’s stomach twisted. She couldn’t stop staring. The woman’s tits bounced free now, one strap of her top slipping down so her nipple swung bare, glistening with sweat. Her moans carried desperate and filthy, nothing like the careful teacher who had once bent to help a child tie their shoe.

The neighbor grabbed her hair and yanked her head back. Her cry broke across the clearing, her face tilted up just enough for Ellie to see the sweat shining across her flushed cheeks, the damp strands clinging to her forehead. Her expression was pure hunger, eyes half-lidded, lips parted in a gasp.

Ellie’s thighs pressed tight together, her shorts damp and sticky against her pussy. The shock of recognition burned in her chest, but the heat spread lower, sharper, watching a married woman — a teacher, a mother — used and moaning for more in the dirt.

She bit her sleeve hard, shaking as the scene dragged her deeper.

The neighbor’s thrusts turned uneven, his groans rougher. He pulled out suddenly, his cock shining wet in his fist. A sharp stroke and thick streams spilled across the teacher’s ass, streaking her red cheeks, dripping down to her thighs. His grunt filled the quiet air as more spurted messily over her skin.

The teacher moaned at the heat coating her. She pushed her ass back, showing herself off, one hand working furiously between her legs. Her tits swung heavy beneath her top, nipples stiff, her whole body trembling.

She turned her head, lips parted, voice urgent but certain. “Don’t stop. I need more. Put it in me—now.”

The grocery manager stepped forward, his cock fat and veiny in his grip, precum shining at the swollen head. He rubbed it against her folds, dragging the tip through her slick until she gasped.

“Yes,” she urged, rocking back against him. “Push it in. Stretch me. I want all of it.”

He groaned low, steadying her waist. The thick crown pressed into her, parting her lips, sliding slowly inside. Her cry rang sharp, her body clenching around the first inches. She pushed back against him, hungry for the rest.

Ellie’s breath caught. She had thought the scene couldn’t go further, but now she was watching her neighbor’s cum dripping down the teacher’s ass while she begged to be filled by another man’s cock.

The teacher braced against the bonnet, her back arched, her ass pushing out to meet him. The manager grunted as he drove his cock in deeper, the thick shaft stretching her pussy wide. Each shove sank him further until his hips pressed hard against her cheeks.

She cried out, half moan, half gasp. “Yes—fuck me. Don’t stop.”

His hands clamped tight on her waist. He pulled back and slammed forward again, the fat head battering her deep. Wet sounds spilled from between her legs, louder with every thrust. His pace steadied, heavy strokes pounding her against the car, making her tits swing and slap against her chest.

The teacher shook but didn’t falter, her voice rough, begging through each breath. “Harder... give me all of it. Fill me.”

The manager growled, sweat beading on his forehead. His cock dragged out slick, veins bulging, then drove back in with a smack that made her cry out again. Her skirt rode higher, exposing the cum streaks drying on her ass while her pussy swallowed more of him.

Ellie’s eyes widened at the sheer force of it. The woman’s body opened for every inch, her cries urgent but hungry, the cock inside her thicker than anything Ellie had ever seen. The neighbor leaned against the car, stroking himself slowly, his eyes fixed on the show in front of him.

The rhythm filled the clearing — the slap of flesh, the teacher’s raw moans, the manager’s guttural grunts as he buried himself deeper. No voices but theirs, no audience but Ellie hidden and trembling, every detail seared into her.
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Rougher Nights 
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Ellie went back in the daylight the next day. Not to walk off her restlessness or to pass the time — this time she had a purpose. The cottage felt too small for her thoughts, so she slipped out after lunch and followed the lane with her eyes sharper than before.

She slowed where the grass was most trampled, crouching to touch the flattened blades. Here was where the cars had stood, the prints of their tires still pressed deep into the mud. She followed the lines with her fingers, then stood and looked around. The hedges and reeds formed natural walls, but gaps here and there gave her just enough of a view if she knelt in the right place.

She tested one. The ground was soft but held her weight. From there she could see clear into the space where the cars pulled up, the angle better than the last hedge where she had scratched herself trying to push forward. She tried lowering onto her hands and knees, then leaning back on her heels. Both worked. She pictured herself crouched there in the dark, body tense, eyes locked on whatever happened.

The thought made her pulse race. She was planning for it now, not stumbling onto it by accident. She straightened and brushed dirt off her palms, cheeks hot as she realized she was smiling.

By the time she circled back to the cottage, she already knew what she would wear. Her shorts had clung too tight last time, her hand cramped under the waistband. A skirt would be easier — quick to tug up, quick to push aside, no barrier when she needed to touch herself. She pictured it: crouched low in her new hiding spot, her skirt riding up around her hips while her hand slid straight to her pussy. The idea stayed with her all afternoon, every minute dragging until dusk.

Ellie stood in her room with the wardrobe open, running her fingers over the hangers. She wasn’t just throwing something on for a stroll. She wanted clothes that made it easy — clothes that meant she wouldn’t fumble when her body started begging.

She picked a black skirt, light and soft, the hem brushing the tops of her knees. She slipped it on and tugged it higher on her hips. No panties this time. The air moved against her bare pussy, making her shiver even before she was out of the house. She turned sideways in the mirror, lifted the hem an inch, and flushed at how easy it would be to push higher.

For her top she chose a thin cropped tee, cotton stretched snug across her tits. She skipped a bra. Her nipples pushed against the fabric, stiff enough that they showed in the glass. She ran her hand over them once, the touch sparking sharp, then dropped her arm quickly as if caught.

Her trainers went on last. She bent to tie the laces, the skirt sliding up enough to bare the top of her thighs. She stayed crouched for a moment, pulse racing at the thought of how she would look kneeling in the grass later, skirt bunched, legs open, hand buried between them.

Downstairs the air smelled of tea and biscuits, her grandparents talking softly in the sitting room. She told them she was going for a walk. They nodded, the answer so normal they didn’t even look up.

Outside, the garden gate clicked shut behind her. The summer warmth wrapped around her bare legs, her skirt brushing light with every step. The tee clung tight over her tits, nipples already tender with need. Tonight she hadn’t just wandered into it. Tonight she had dressed for it.

The sun had only just started to dip when Ellie reached the marsh. The light was still pale, shadows stretching long across the grass. She walked quicker than usual, the skirt brushing her thighs with every step, her pussy bare under it, a constant reminder of why she was out here.

She didn’t stop at the first hedges where she had hidden before. She went straight to the spot she had chosen in daylight, crouching down low to test it. The ground was firm, covered in soft grass, no thorns scraping her arms. From here she could see clear into the open patch where cars pulled up, the view unobstructed. She knelt, steadying her breath, and stayed there, waiting.

The stillness stretched at first. A bird darted through the reeds, a moth flitted past her cheek. Then, faint at first, came the low hum of an engine. She froze, heart thumping. The sound grew, tires crunching slowly down the lane. A car appeared through the hedge, headlights off, rolling into the clearing. The engine ticked as it cut, and two doors opened, men’s voices low, casual.

Another hum followed soon after, then another. Within minutes the clearing filled — cars parked in a loose circle, doors slamming, laughter mixing with the smell of smoke as cigarettes lit up. The sound was busier than anything Ellie had heard before, a low chorus of men greeting each other, joking as if they did this every night.

She pressed lower, hidden but close, her pulse hammering. This was what she had wanted — to see it from the start, to watch it build. The casualness of it made her shiver more than the fucking itself. No rush, no secrecy. Just men arriving to use and be used, the night theirs to fill.

Her pussy clenched at the thought of what came next. She shifted on her knees, skirt riding higher, thighs slick with sweat already, her eyes fixed on the clearing as she waited for the first body to be offered up.

It didn’t take long. A woman stepped out from one of the cars, skirt already hiked, her laugh carrying easy across the clearing. She lay down on her back in the grass without hesitation, spreading her legs wide, the hem bunched high at her waist. Her tits spilled out as she tugged her top down, nipples stiff in the open air.

The circle of men closed around her, some kneeling, some standing, cigarettes glowing at their sides. She moaned before anyone even touched her, fingers sliding between her legs, showing them how wet she was. The grass bent under her shoulders as she arched up, her cunt glistening in the half-light, open and waiting.

Ellie’s spot gave her everything. No branches blocking her view, no thorns pulling at her arms — just a clear line straight into the scene. She saw the woman’s pussy glisten as a man knelt between her thighs, stroking his cock once before pressing it inside. The sound carried: a wet, sharp slide, her cry breaking into a moan as he filled her.

The smell reached Ellie next — not just grass and smoke but sweat, musky and raw. It hung in the still air, mixing with the low rumble of male voices. She could see the others stroking themselves, their eyes fixed on the woman gasping in the dirt, their hands moving in steady pulls.

Ellie crouched lower, her skirt already riding up her thighs. Her breath came fast, her whole body tense. 

The man between her thighs pumped hard, hips slapping wet against her. The woman moaned loud, clutching at the grass, tits bouncing with every thrust. Around her the men shouted and laughed, their voices sharp and filthy.

“Look at her taking it. Hungry little slut.”
“Spread wider, let us see that cock vanish.”
“Fuck, she’s dripping all over the grass already.”
The woman gasped louder at their words, rubbing her clit as he drove into her. Her head rolled back, hair sticking to her damp cheeks, mouth wide open as she begged for more.

Ellie had her skirt bunched high already, fingers pressed against her clit. The first jeer made her rub harder, her pussy slick against her hand. She muffled a moan into her sleeve, eyes locked on the scene as heat climbed sharp through her belly.

The man fucking the woman pulled out, his cock shining, and another stepped straight in. The first wiped his shaft across her tits, smearing her nipples wet before stepping back to stroke himself. Laughter followed him as the next cock slid deep into her pussy without pause, his groan mixing with her cry as she arched up for him.

Phones lifted, screens glowing faint, capturing the spread of her cunt, the thrust of cock after cock. Others circled with dicks in their fists, slow pulls as they waited their turn. The air reeked of sweat, smoke, and sex, every breath thick on Ellie’s tongue.

Her clit pulsed under her fingertips, her strokes frantic now, every jeer and moan feeding the pressure in her chest. She was already close, hips twitching, her legs trembling in the grass as she stared at the woman being taken over and over.

Ellie’s fingers moved too fast to stop. Her clit throbbed under every stroke, wetness slicking her hand until she could barely grip herself. The jeers from the men cut sharp through the air, the woman’s cries rolling raw with each thrust, and Ellie broke against it.

She bit hard into her sleeve to kill the sound as her body jerked. Her hips bucked forward, her thighs trembling, her pussy clamping down around her fingers as the orgasm hit sudden and sharp. Heat tore through her belly, her cunt pulsing wet, slick dripping down over her knuckles.

The grass pressed damp against her knees as she rocked through it, muffled groans caught in her sleeve, shoulders shaking. Her tits ached against her thin top, nipples stabbing through the cotton as her whole body shivered with release.

When it eased, she stayed hunched forward, panting, hand still pressed hard to her pussy. The scene in the clearing hadn’t slowed. Another man was already between the woman’s thighs, pounding into her while the last wiped his cock across her stomach and groaned. The phones glowed brighter, catching the way her body shook under them, the wet slap of flesh louder than Ellie’s own ragged breathing.

Ellie pulled her hand free, fingers drenched, her skirt bunched high around her hips. Her pulse hammered, her orgasm still twitching through her cunt even as she tried to steady herself. But she didn’t move. She couldn’t. The sight in front of her kept dragging her back in, her body begging for more even while her legs trembled from the first climax.

Ellie’s fingers circled her clit fast, the wetness smearing over her hand as she stared into the clearing.

The woman in the grass cried out as the cock inside her slammed deep, her nails clawing the dirt. A man leaning over her groaned, “Take that cock. You love it.” He pushed her legs wider, driving harder, her tits bouncing wild with each thrust.

Another man crouched close, phone raised. “Show us that cunt. Let everyone see how sloppy it is.” He angled the glow of the screen, catching the way her pussy stretched around the thick shaft.

Ellie rubbed harder, muffling her moan into her sleeve. Heat raced sharp through her belly, her pussy clenching at every filthy word.

The man fucking her pulled out with a grunt, his cock wet and shining. The woman whined, reaching down to rub herself fast. “Don’t stop,” she gasped, “I need more.”

“Greedy bitch,” someone laughed, stroking his cock as he stepped forward. “You’ll get all you want.” He pushed into her hard, the slap of skin loud, his voice breaking into a groan as her body swallowed him.

Ellie twisted her nipple through her thin tee, her hips bucking against her hand. She bit down on the cotton, eyes wide as the circle of men shouted and jeered, their voices rough.

“Look at her tits bouncing. Fucking perfect.”
“She’s dripping down her ass, can you see it?”
“Hold her down—make her take it deeper.”
The woman’s moans grew ragged, her body jerking between them, her cries of yes mixing with their growls.

Ellie’s orgasm snapped sharp. She bucked against her palm, thighs trembling, her cunt clamping down hard on her fingers. The world blurred, muffled by the sleeve in her mouth, as shame and need surged together. All she could hear were the voices of men she recognized from the village, filthy and loud, using a woman’s body in the grass while she came shaking in the dark.

Ellie stayed crouched longer than she meant to, her hand sticky, her thighs wet, her skirt bunched high around her hips. The men in the clearing hadn’t slowed. Cocks stroked, thrusts slammed, the woman’s cries rose sharper with every new body filling her. Phones glowed faint in the dark, laughter cut through the groans, the smell of sweat and sex hung thick over the grass.

Ellie’s body shook, raw from two orgasms in a row. She pulled her hand out from under her skirt at last, fingers glistening in the dim light, and wiped them against the grass. Her pussy still twitched with aftershocks, the wet heat spreading between her thighs. She tried to steady her breath, but it came ragged, her heart thumping as if she’d been in the middle with them.

She backed away, slow at first, then faster when the voices carried louder. By the time the hedges closed behind her, her legs barely carried her. Each step rubbed her soaked pussy, the skirt clinging damp to her skin. Her trainers scuffed through mud as she hurried down the path, her body still humming with the echoes of what she’d seen.

The sight of the cottage roof through the dark almost felt unreal. Inside, her grandparents would be sitting in front of the television, calm as always. Ellie paused at the garden gate, pulse still racing, her thighs sticky, her mind blank.

She slipped inside quietly, but her body betrayed her with every step. Her cunt ached from rubbing, her nipples sore against the thin cotton of her tee. She could still hear the moans, still smell the musk of sweat and cum on the night air.

When she dropped onto her bed, she realized she was dripping onto the sheets, her pussy still leaking from how hard she had fingered herself. She closed her eyes, dizzy, too wrecked to think. The last picture burned in her head was the circle of men, their voices filthy, their cocks hard, and the woman in the grass spreading herself wider, begging for more.
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The Note
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Ellie felt restless from the moment she woke. She drifted through the day at the cottage, unable to focus on books or conversation, her mind always pulling back to the marsh. It had only been a few nights, but the need to go again was already tangled inside her, stronger than she wanted to admit. She was hooked, and the shock of it only made her pulse run hotter.

By evening she couldn’t wait any longer. She told her grandparents she was going for a walk and stepped out into the warm air. Her skirt brushed her bare thighs as she walked, the summer heat clinging to her skin. Her nipples pressed stiff against her thin tee, every movement reminding her how ready she already was.

The hum reached her before the light had fully faded. Engines ticking, doors slamming, voices carrying low through the hedges. She slowed, chest tight, then crouched at her chosen spot, knees in the soft grass, the view clear into the space where cars pulled in.

Smoke hung faint above the circle of men. Laughter mixed with the first sharp cry of a woman’s moan. Ellie hugged herself tighter, breath unsteady, her cunt throbbing with expectation. She was shocked at how eager she felt, how badly she had needed to be back here, watching again.

The scene picked up fast. A woman bent over the bonnet of a car, her skirt rucked high, her moans breaking sharp as a man slammed into her from behind. Another stepped in front, feeding his cock into her mouth. The rest of the circle jeered, some stroking themselves, others leaning close with phones raised.

Ellie’s hand slid under her skirt before she even thought about it. Her fingers found her clit, already swollen, her slick spreading quick as she rubbed. She pressed her face into her sleeve to catch the sound of her breath, eyes locked on the woman gagging around one cock while another drove her deep.

She shifted for a better look, knees digging into the grass. A twig snapped loud under her foot.

Her stomach dropped.

One of the men’s heads jerked up. A beam of torchlight swung across the hedge, slicing close to where she crouched. “Who’s there?” His voice carried sharp across the clearing.

Ellie froze. Her hand went still against her pussy, her breath caught hard in her throat. She couldn’t move, couldn’t answer.

Another man laughed, his voice rough. “It’s nothing. Just a fox or something.” The circle broke into jeers again, the torch swinging away.

The first man grunted and unzipped. He turned his back to the group, pissing hard into the grass. The sound was clear where Ellie crouched, the hiss of it, the heavy sigh that followed. He was close — too close. The stream hit the ground only steps from her, the sharp smell cutting into the night air.

Her cunt clenched hard. Terror gripped her chest, but heat rushed low at the same time. She stayed frozen, her sleeve against her mouth, the noise of pissing and the groans of men fucking blurring together until her head spun.

The stream slowed, the man shook himself, and the zip rasped shut. He stepped back into the circle as if nothing had happened. The others had never stopped. The woman’s muffled moans carried loud, wet sounds spilling from her throat while another cock stretched her pussy deep.

Ellie sagged down an inch, the panic still tight in her chest. She should have run. Her whole body had frozen when the torchlight cut close, and even now her hands shook. But she didn’t move. The danger only made her hotter.

Her fingers slid over her clit again, slicker than before. She rubbed rough, muffling a groan into her sleeve as her hips jerked forward. The scare still pounded in her chest, but the rush of it worked through her hand, building the heat sharper.

In the clearing one man groaned, “Fuck, look at her swallow it. Throat’s like a vice.” Another barked out a laugh, urging him deeper, their voices hard and raw. The woman gagged and moaned, her tits bouncing as she braced against the car.

Ellie came sudden and hard. She bit down into her arm to kill the noise, her pussy clamping around her fingers, slick gushing down her hand. Her thighs shook, her breath tearing fast, every nerve shivering with release. The orgasm broke sharp through her fear, leaving her drenched, cunt twitching, her sleeve damp with spit where she’d bitten it.

When it ebbed she slumped forward, heart still racing. She had been seconds from being caught, yet she’d cum harder than she meant to, shame and need knotted tight inside her.

Ellie woke restless and stayed that way all day. The scare of the night before should have been enough to keep her away, but it hadn’t. If anything, the memory of the torch beam cutting close only made her pulse race hotter. She couldn’t shake how wet she had been crouched there, the orgasm tearing through her while danger pressed right against her.

By evening she couldn’t resist. She walked the lane fast, skirt brushing her bare thighs, nipples sharp under her thin tee. Her body thrummed with anticipation. She didn’t care if it was reckless. She needed the marsh again.

The clearing was already alive. Cars lined the grass, engines ticking as doors hung open, men leaning back, cigarettes glowing. A woman dropped to her knees at the center, tugging her top down until her tits spilled heavy and bare. Ellie’s breath caught when the glow of a phone lit her face. The teacher again. The same mother she had seen bent over a bonnet days before — now on her knees, mouth open, begging for cock.

Two men stepped close, their shafts stroking heavy across her lips before one shoved between them, wet sounds spilling into the air. She gagged and moaned, grabbing his thighs to pull him deeper. The second rubbed his cock along her cheek, waiting his turn.

Ellie crouched low, skirt bunched, fingers teasing her clit. She rubbed quick, breath ragged as the teacher’s throat opened for them.

Then her eyes shifted and caught another face. A young man, her age, stroking himself slow, his eyes wide on the scene. She had seen him in the village before, hanging by the shop, laughing with his mates. Now his cock was out, his fist working it steady, spit shining on his lips as he watched the teacher choke down dick. 

One man’s gaze flicked sideways, lingering a second too long on the hedge where she crouched. Her clit throbbed under her fingers. She stayed still, rubbing harder, her heart beating so loud she thought it would give her away.

The man at her mouth shoved deeper, his cock slick with spit as she gagged and moaned, her tits bouncing with every thrust. Another pressed forward as soon as she gasped for air, groaning as her throat opened wide for him.

“Take it, slut,” one growled, yanking her hair tight.
“Look at that throat work,” another barked, voice thick. “She’s fucking loving it.”
Cum spurted across her face, streaking her cheek, dripping down to her chin. She smeared it over her lips and moaned for more, opening wider as another cock pressed in.

Ellie’s skirt was hiked to her hips, her fingers rubbing her clit hard. Wetness coated her hand, her pussy twitching as the jeers and groans filled the air. She gasped into her sleeve, her hips jerking as heat built fast and sharp.

Then her stomach twisted. One man had turned his head. His eyes didn’t sweep the circle, didn’t drift like the others — they fixed straight toward the hedge. Straight toward her. He looked back at the cocks slamming into the woman’s mouth, then again into the dark, as if he knew something was there.

Ellie’s fingers sped faster, her fear spiking hard into need. She bit the cotton of her sleeve, muffling her cry as the orgasm ripped through her. Her cunt clamped down on her fingers, slick spilling into her palm, her thighs shaking as she came silent and rough.

When she blinked her eyes clear, the circle was still moving, voices shouting, cocks slapping, the woman moaning around every thrust. But that same man’s glance flicked again, just a beat too long, as if searching.

Ellie’s chest heaved, her body spent, but the rush left her trembling harder than before.

Ellie couldn’t stay away. The night after, she left earlier than she ever had, the sky still streaked faint orange at the horizon. She wanted to be in place before anyone arrived, to crouch down and feel the build from the start.

The lane was quiet, the hedges whispering in the warm breeze. She hurried along, her skirt brushing her bare thighs, her pulse quickening at the thought of the first car rolling in. By the time she reached her hiding place, the clearing lay empty, still as it had been that afternoon when she had scouted it.

She crouched low in the grass, heart pounding, the hush pressing in around her. For a moment she thought she had beaten everyone there. Then she noticed it — something tucked into the flattened grass right where she knelt.

A folded scrap of paper.

Her stomach lurched. She picked it up with trembling fingers, unfolded it in the dim light. Scrawled across in blunt letters: Show yourself next time.

The words blurred as her eyes widened. Her breath caught hard in her throat. Someone had seen her. Not just seen — they had left this for her, knowing she would come back.

She shoved the note into her skirt pocket and shot upright, her legs already moving. The stillness of the lane broke under her frantic steps. She didn’t stop to breathe, didn’t look back. Branches whipped past her arms, her trainers thudding hard against the track until the first glow of the cottage roof broke through the dark.

By the time she reached the garden gate her chest was burning, her hands shaking. The note pressed against her thigh, heavy as a stone.

Ellie slipped inside the cottage as quietly as she could, her pulse still hammering. The sitting room murmured with the sound of the television, her grandparents settled in their chairs, unaware of the way her chest heaved or how her hands shook. She hurried past, up the stairs, and shut her bedroom door behind her.

She pulled the note from her pocket and dropped onto the bed. The single line stared up at her in messy scrawl: Show yourself next time. She read it once, twice, three times, her stomach flipping harder each time.

Her throat was dry. Fear spread cold through her chest, but beneath it heat curled, sharper, stronger. Someone had noticed her. Not imagined glances, not a trick of her nerves — proof. They knew she was there. They expected her back.

Her thighs pressed tight together, skirt rucked high from how fast she had run. She stared at the ceiling, the words echoing louder with every breath. Show yourself next time.

Nineteen. The thought stuck in her head. Nineteen, and already watching things she shouldn’t, touching herself to men and women who had no idea how young she was compared to them. Could she ever? Could she actually walk out of the shadows, lift her skirt, spread herself open in front of them?

Her cunt ached at the thought, pulsing against the damp of her thighs. She pressed her hand down, fingers sliding into the wetness, and gasped. Terror mixed with the need until she couldn’t tell them apart.

She shut her eyes, trembling, the words echoing over and over. Show yourself next time.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The man in the dark
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Ellie spent the day drifting through the village, trying to quiet her head. She walked the high street slow, past the bakery, the corner shop, faces she’d known for years. A few nodded, but she barely noticed, her mind circling back to the note folded in her pocket upstairs.

She ducked into the shop for a drink, and there behind the counter was the manager. His sleeves were rolled as always, his voice easy as he asked after someone’s weekend. He looked every bit the polite shopkeeper he had always been. Ellie stared at his hands as he rang up the woman’s groceries, remembering them stroking his cock slick, the fat shaft she had watched him feed into a woman’s cunt. She looked away quick, heat rushing to her face.

Back outside, she carried her coffee down toward the water. The tide was low, boats rocking in their berths, the mudflats stretching wide. She sat on a bench, sipping slow, the paper cup warm in her hands. Ducks gathered at the edge, quacking softly until she crumbled a biscuit and tossed the pieces into the water.

A shout rang behind her. She turned to see a group of lads spilling out of the chippy, laughing and shoving each other. Her stomach lurched when she recognised one of them — the same young man she had seen standing in the circle, stroking himself furiously as the teacher gagged on cock. Now he looked no different from the rest, a greasy bag of chips in his hand, his grin wide as he shoved one of his mates.

Ellie sat stiff, watching the ducks fight over crumbs, her pulse hammering at the normality of it. At night he had been nothing but a cock and a fist, eyes glazed with lust. Now he was just another boy in trainers.

And then, further along the quay, she spotted her again. The teacher, her hair tied neat, walking with two of her kids holding her hands and the third tugging at her skirt. She was smiling, saying something that made the little one laugh. The same mouth that had stretched around cocks in the grass only nights ago now kissed the top of her child’s head.

Ellie’s breath caught. She bent low over her coffee, pretending to sip, her eyes darting between the teacher and her kids. The world tilted strange — daylight showing one life, night revealing another.

She should stop, she thought. She was nineteen, already lost in something she couldn’t explain. The note had proved it: someone had seen her. Maybe the fun had gone too far.

But as the ducks paddled away and her cup emptied, her chest felt tight with a different truth. She couldn’t stop thinking about the clearing. About who had written the note. About what would happen if she went back.

The rest of the afternoon dragged. Ellie tried reading, tried scrolling through her phone, even helped her grandmother fold laundry, but nothing stuck. Her thoughts circled like gulls over water, always coming back to the marsh, to the scrawled words folded in her pocket upstairs.

By evening she couldn’t sit still. She told herself she’d only go for a walk, clear her head, breathe the warm night air. No hedges, no crouching. Just the lane. The promise rang hollow even as she pulled her skirt on, bare beneath it, and tugged her cropped tee down over her tits.

The summer air clung warm as she stepped out. She passed the neat rows of cottages, the smell of dinners drifting from open windows. A couple strolled by with a dog, nodding politely. Everything ordinary, every detail of village life calm and small. But Ellie’s pulse wouldn’t slow.

Her trainers thudded softly as she turned onto the lane. The hedges leaned in close, leaves whispering. She told herself she’d stop before the clearing, just walk far enough to prove she could. Yet each step pulled her deeper, her chest tighter, the sound of her own breath louder.

By the time the faint hum of an engine carried through the night, her cunt was already wet. She slowed, heart hammering, every nerve alive. She was here again.

Ellie slipped into her spot without hesitation this time. She pressed lower, closer than she had ever dared, the hedge thin enough that the clearing felt only an arm’s length away. Voices carried sharp, laughter and jeers cutting through the night. The wet slap of flesh echoed with every thrust.

Her skirt was already bunched high on her hips, her thighs spread, her hand sliding straight to her pussy. Her clit was swollen, aching before she even touched it, the wetness spreading over her fingers in seconds. She rubbed hard, muffling the sound of her breath into her arm.

In the clearing, a woman was on her knees, but not free — she was pinned between two men. One stood firm, holding her face to his cock as she gagged and moaned, spit glistening down her chin. Behind her another man knelt, driving into her pussy from behind, his groans rough as his hips slapped against her ass. She clutched at the thighs of the man she sucked, bracing herself against him, her tits swinging with every thrust that rocked her body.

The others circled, cocks out, some filming, some stroking. Voices overlapped in filthy jeers. The woman moaned louder, her muffled cries spilling around the cock filling her mouth.

Ellie gasped, hips jerking into her palm, her cunt throbbing. The smell of sex hung heavy in the air, mixing with smoke and the damp of grass. She rubbed faster, dizzy with it, her eyes locked on the brutal rhythm.

She didn’t hear him until he was there. A shift in the hedge behind her, a weight in the dark that wasn’t hers. Her body stiffened, breath caught sharp, hand frozen between her legs. Someone had come up silent, close enough she felt the heat of him at her back.

Before Ellie could move, a hand clamped over her mouth. Hot, firm, fingers pressed hard against her cheek. Her muffled cry died in his palm. Another weight pressed close behind her, his chest firm against her back, his breath thick at her ear.

“Go out there yourself,” he whispered. The words were low and steady, sharp enough to slice through the noise of the clearing.

Her heart pounded. She tried to twist, but his grip held her still. The wet slap of flesh and the guttural moans from the clearing blurred into background noise. All she could hear was her own ragged breath against his hand, and the dark, certain whisper repeating at her ear.

Then his other hand moved up. Not down — up. He cupped her tits through her thin tee, squeezing them hard, rough, as if they belonged to him. Her nipples stabbed through the cotton, aching under the pressure of his grip.

“You’re out here every night,” he murmured, voice hoarse against her skin. “Hiding. Touching yourself. Soaked like a little slut.” His thumb dragged over her nipple, pinching until her body jolted.

Ellie whimpered into his palm, her thighs trembling. Her skirt was bunched high, her pussy dripping from what she’d seen, but his hand on her tits held her tight in place. He kneaded them harder, rolling her nipples between his fingers until she shuddered, torn between fear and the raw pulse of want.

“You want to be out there,” he hissed, his lips almost brushing her ear. “On your knees. Cock down your throat. Your tits bare for them to use.” His words were filthier than the ones shouted in the clearing, sharper for being meant for her alone.

Ellie’s breath broke, muffled cries spilling into his palm. Her nipples throbbed under his grip, her cunt clenching in the heat of his voice.

Pinned, groped, whispered to — she had never felt so exposed.

Ellie’s body jolted as his hand left her tits. She barely had time to breathe before it slid lower, quick and deliberate, straight under her skirt. There was nothing to block him — she hadn’t worn panties. His palm pressed straight to her bare mound, fingers shoving through her slick heat.

She whimpered into the hand still clamped over her mouth. Her hips bucked forward helplessly as two fingers dragged through her slit, wetness coating him instantly. He groaned low against her ear.

“Drenched. Just like I thought.” His fingers found her clit, circling rough, pressing down until sparks jolted through her belly. “Out here every night, rubbing yourself raw to the sound of cock. Filthy little slut.”

Her knees shook, but he held her steady, his grip iron as his hand worked her clit mercilessly. The pressure built sharp and brutal. She tried to twist, but her body betrayed her, grinding down against his hand, smearing slick across his knuckles.

“Cum for me,” he hissed. His breath seared her ear. “Let it out. Let them hear what you’re hiding.”

Her muffled cry cracked into his palm as the orgasm ripped through her. Her cunt clamped down tight, pulsing around nothing, gushing wet across his hand. Her thighs buckled, her body convulsing as he rubbed faster, dragging every spasm out until she was soaked and shaking.

She sagged into him, eyes squeezed shut, the roar of jeers and moans from the clearing blurring with the ragged sobs she tried to swallow into his hand.

When it finally ebbed, she slumped forward onto her knees, chest heaving. His fingers slipped free, dripping with her cum, her skirt still twisted high.

Ellie’s breath rasped hard against his hand until, suddenly, the weight lifted. The palm slipped away from her mouth, leaving her lips wet with spit, her chest heaving in the cool air. For a second she stayed frozen, shoulders tense, waiting for his voice again, waiting for his hand to grab her.

Nothing.

She twisted around fast, eyes wide, but there was no one there. The hedge rustled faint, reeds whispering in the breeze. The warmth at her back was gone. Only the distant glow of the clearing spilled across the grass, the chorus of groans and laughter rolling steady as if nothing had happened.

Her pulse hammered so loud it drowned everything else. She scrambled onto her knees, then her feet, her skirt still rucked high around her waist. She clutched it down with one hand while the other smeared slick across her thigh, the mess of her orgasm still leaking out of her. Her nipples throbbed where his fingers had pinched, the ache deepening as she searched the dark.

She spun once, twice, trying to see. There was no figure retreating through the hedge, no sound of footsteps, nothing to prove he had even been real. Just the smell of smoke from the clearing, the wet slap of bodies, the teacher’s muffled cry as another cock drove into her throat.

Ellie staggered back a step, her trainers slipping in the grass. She wanted to call out, to demand who he was, but her throat locked tight. The words wouldn’t come.

Her cunt was dripping down her legs, her body raw from how hard he’d rubbed her. She pressed her hand against her face, shuddering, the whisper echoing through her skull as if he were still at her ear.

Go out there yourself.

The phrase clung to her skin, heavier than the cum still coating her. She backed away from the hedge, shaking, glancing over her shoulder again and again. Each step only made her heart pound harder, the clearing behind her still alive with grunts and laughter, but the night around her empty.

Ellie half ran, half stumbled along the lane, her legs shaky under her. The night air cooled the sweat on her skin, but inside she burned. Her skirt clung damp to her thighs, her cunt still leaking down her legs, nipples sore against the thin cotton of her tee where he had mauled them.

She didn’t slow until the first glow of cottage windows showed through the hedges. Her chest heaved, her breath ragged, her heart still hammering like she was being chased. She glanced back once, the lane dark behind her, but no one followed.

At the garden gate she gripped the wood hard, her hands trembling. She wanted to leave the mess outside, but her body betrayed her with every step. Her pussy throbbed, swollen and wet, the whisper stuck in her head. Go out there yourself.

Inside, the house was calm. A lamp glowed in the sitting room, the muffled drone of the television carrying up the stairs. Her grandparents didn’t stir as she slipped past, her trainers squeaking faint on the floorboards.

In her room she dropped onto the bed, chest still rising fast. She tugged her skirt higher, stared at her bare cunt glistening in the low light, and shook. The memory of his hand groping her tits, his fingers grinding her clit, the rough whisper in her ear — it all crashed back until she was dripping onto the sheets.

Her stomach twisted. Who had it been? The shopkeeper? The neighbor? One of the lads she passed by the harbour? She had seen so many faces at night, cocks out, eyes glazed, men she knew in daylight. The thought that one of them had come behind her, touched her, whispered to her — that fear pressed heavier than the pleasure still pulsing through her.

She buried her face in her pillow, trembling, her thighs pressed tight together. The ache for more burned hot, but the question clung sharper: who had it been?
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First risk
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Ellie went down to the harbour late in the afternoon, when the tide had just turned and the water was sliding back out toward the channel. The air was warm, still, gulls crying overhead. She sat on a low wall with her arms folded around her knees, eyes fixed on the sea.

But she wasn’t really watching. The boats rocked against their ropes, masts clinking soft in the breeze, and none of it reached her. Her gaze was open, her mind somewhere else.

It had been days since she’d gone to the marsh. She had made herself stay away, telling her body no each night when her legs wanted to pull her down the lane. The memory of the hand clamped over her mouth, the whisper in her ear, should have been enough to keep her away for good. She thought it might.

And yet her cunt still pulsed each night when she lay in bed. She would slide her hand down, fingers finding herself soaked, her climax quick but empty. She couldn’t shake the heat of that voice, the feel of fingers on her nipples, the roughness that had left her stumbling home dripping.

Her eyes stayed on the water, but inside she circled the same questions. Could she stop now, while no one knew her name, while she was still just a shadow in the hedge? Or had she already gone too far? She was only nineteen, she reminded herself, barely holding the life her grandparents imagined for her. Did she really want to step out there, to be seen, to be touched again?

A gull dipped low over the harbour, its wings flashing white in the sunlight. Ellie blinked, shifted her hands against her knees, and let the questions hang there, unanswered, heavier than the silence around her.

That evening Ellie stayed in. She sat with her grandparents, half-listening to the television, nodding when they spoke, pretending her mind wasn’t elsewhere. The marsh pulled at her, but she kept herself rooted to the sofa, nails digging into her palms whenever her legs twitched to get up.

When she finally went to bed, the silence pressed down heavy. She lay on her back, staring at the ceiling, her body restless. Her hand slid between her thighs, finding herself already wet, her pussy aching. She rubbed fast, chasing the release, muffling her gasp into the pillow. The orgasm came sharp but empty, leaving her just as restless.

The next day she kept herself busy, running errands in the village. But every face reminded her. She saw a man leaning into his car boot, and her chest jolted — had he been there, cock out, shouting filth? She caught the teacher’s voice in the schoolyard as she passed, calling to a child, and her belly twisted. Ordinary voices, ordinary lives, but Ellie’s mind dragged them back to the clearing, naked, moaning, dripping.

That night was worse. She lay awake, heart hammering, her fingers wet again, the whisper rolling through her head like it had been pressed into her skull: Go out there yourself. She came twice under the sheets, trembling, but when it faded she felt emptier than before.

By the third night, her chest ached with the need. Her thighs pressed together just walking through the day, the heat pooling sharp between her legs. She hadn’t gone back since, but the pressure of it grew until she could barely think of anything else. The marsh waited, and her body wanted it more than her mind could fight.

By the fourth night Ellie couldn’t resist any longer. Her whole body buzzed, her cunt slick just from the thought of the lane. She stood in front of the mirror, knotting the tails of a pale button-up shirt just above her navel. She left the top buttons undone, the fabric gaping enough to show the soft swell of her tits and the line of her cleavage. No bra beneath — she wanted them bare under the cotton. A short skirt clung light to her hips, nothing underneath. She wanted nothing in the way.

She didn’t lie to herself tonight. She wasn’t going to “just watch.” She wasn’t even sure she was going to stay hidden. If the feeling was right — if the pull was strong enough — she would step out. The thought made her thighs clench, her nipples stab against the loose fabric, but she didn’t turn back.

She slipped out into the warm dark, the smell of cut grass still hanging in the lane. Her trainers scuffed soft on the dirt as she walked, her pulse hammering harder with each step. She knew the clearing would be alive by now — engines ticking, voices raised, laughter cut sharp with moans. She imagined the smell already, the sweat and smoke and cum thick on the air.

At the hedge she crouched, the grass damp under her knees. She could see movement ahead, shadows circling, the glow of screens, the curve of bare flesh catching light. Her body ached. She clutched the knot of her shirt once, tugging it tighter, the deep line of her tits straining in the gap.

Not tonight to stay hidden. Not tonight to only watch. Tonight she would decide at the edge — and if it felt right, she would go out.

The lane was quiet except for the murmur of voices. Ellie crept forward, expecting the usual chorus of moans and the wet slap of flesh, but what reached her was different. Low talk, the scrape of a lighter, the faint glow of cigarettes.

She eased down at her chosen gap in the hedge and blinked into the clearing. Five men stood in a loose half-circle, scattered between two cars. One leaned against a bonnet, exhaling smoke into the warm night. Another scrolled idly on his phone. The rest shifted on their feet, chatting in low tones, their laughter muted. It wasn’t a show — it was waiting.

Ellie’s chest tightened. There were no women here yet. Just men passing time, smoking, killing the silence until a body arrived to spread for them. The thought made her thighs press together, her skirt riding higher, the knot of her shirt tugging across her tits.

One of the men lifted his head. His eyes drifted past the circle and settled on the hedge where she crouched. He didn’t call out. He didn’t warn the others. He just gave the smallest nod, then flicked his hand in a slow beckon, sharp and certain.

Ellie’s heart slammed against her ribs. The others kept murmuring, flicking ash, waiting, but she felt the shift — a tightening in the air, as if they all knew someone was there.

Her breath caught, her cunt pulsing wet between her thighs. She stayed still, but the man gestured again, his eyes steady on hers, the space between them charged.

She wasn’t just watching anymore.

Ellie’s whole body shook. The grass was damp beneath her knees, her skirt already rucked high, the knot of her shirt loose across her belly, the gape above it showing the deep line of her tits. She couldn’t breathe properly, couldn’t think — only feel the weight of his eyes holding her from across the clearing.

Her cunt throbbed hot, slick already sliding between her thighs. She swallowed, her throat dry, her heart hammering so loud it filled her ears. Every instinct screamed to sink back into the shadows, but her body refused to obey.

Her hand clenched the grass, fingers digging into the dirt. One foot shifted forward without her meaning it to. Then the other. She rose slowly from her crouch, branches brushing against her arms as she pushed through the hedge.

The night air hit her bare skin, cooler now that she was exposed. She felt it on her legs, on the soft swell of her tits under the thin cotton of her shirt. She wasn’t hidden anymore. She was out. Seen.

The voices faltered. Not silence, but a dip, a ripple. The men looked up. Cigarettes glowed red in the dark, smoke curling from their lips. A pair of eyes lingered on her thighs, another on the loose gape of her shirt. Nobody spoke, but the quiet carried weight.

The man who had gestured her over still hadn’t moved. He stood easy, shoulders loose, his chin tipped toward her, his eyes steady. His hand lifted once more, a small flick, the same beckon as before.

Ellie’s pulse slammed harder. She forced one step, then another, her trainers soft against the grass. The clearing opened wide around her. Her skirt swayed against her bare thighs, sticky already with wetness. Her tits shifted under the cotton, nipples stabbing through the thin fabric.

She didn’t look at the circle of men, not directly, but she felt them. The weight of their stares dragged over her body, slow and certain, as if they’d been waiting for this. As if she’d been expected.

Her breath shook as she stopped just inside the clearing, her heart breaking against her ribs, her whole body trembling. Fear and lust tangled so tight she couldn’t tell which was which anymore.

One of the men stepped forward. Not fast, not rough, just sure of himself. He reached for her arm and pulled her gently but firmly closer until she stood at the edge of the group. Smoke drifted between them, the others watching, some grinning, some just dragging on their cigarettes.

“Look who finally came out of the hedge,” he said, voice low and even. His eyes roamed down her body, pausing at the bare skin between her tied shirt and skirt. “Knew you weren’t just here to watch.”

Ellie’s throat caught. She opened her mouth, but no words came. Her body trembled as he slid a hand down her arm, slow, deliberate.

Another man chuckled behind him. “Shy, isn’t she? Nerves and dripping all at once.”

“She’s been hiding long enough,” another said. “Slut like this doesn’t come out for nothing.”

Ellie’s face burned hot, her chest rising and falling too fast. The word hit her hard — slut — but it didn’t sting. It curled in her belly, made her clit twitch, her cunt ache.

The man at her side leaned closer, his voice softer, meant only for her. “You want it, don’t you?”

Ellie nodded, quick, almost frantic. Her lips parted but no sound came out.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his grin sharp but not cruel. He tugged her skirt higher, brushing the bare skin of her thigh with his knuckles. “Then let’s give you what you came for.”

The others shifted, murmuring, a ripple of laughter passing between them — not harsh, not mocking, but welcoming, like she’d joined the game they already knew she wanted.

Ellie’s knees weakened. Her breath came sharp, shallow. Fear still twisted her stomach, but it was laced tight with heat.

The man didn’t give her a chance to hesitate. His hand stayed heavy on her hip as he steered her toward the nearest car, the gravel crunching under their steps. The bonnet still radiated faint warmth from the engine, but the metal against her palms felt cold when he bent her forward. Ellie’s tits pressed down into her tied shirt, nipples dragging against the fabric as her breath fogged the steel.

“Spread for me,” he said, voice low but sure.

Her skirt lifted in one rough tug, baring her ass, her cunt glistening in the glow of a phone light behind them. She gasped, every nerve prickling. Her thighs shook, but she obeyed, opening her legs wide, her pussy dripping down the insides of her thighs.

A wet sound came behind her — spit hitting skin. He stroked himself once, groaned, then shoved forward in a single thrust. His cock filled her deep and sudden, so thick it knocked the air from her lungs. She let out a ragged cry, smothered quick into her sleeve as her body jolted forward against the hood.

“Fuck, she’s soaked,” he muttered, gripping her hips. He slammed again, harder, his cock pounding into her wet cunt with a slap of flesh that echoed off the metal.

The others had fallen quiet when she stepped out, but now their voices returned, rougher, sharper.
“Look at her already taking it.”
“Knew she’d be dripping the second she left the hedge.”
“Slut couldn’t wait another night.”
Ellie’s face burned hot, but the words made her clench tighter around him. Her tits bounced against the bonnet, nipples stabbing the cotton of her shirt with each thrust. Her mouth stayed buried in her sleeve, muffling moans that wouldn’t stop.

He fucked her hard, his pace steady and deep, one hand gripping her ass to spread her wider, the other pressing her down flat against the car. The rough slap of his balls against her cunt mixed with the low rumble of his groans.

A few of the men drifted closer. Their footsteps rustled the grass. Ellie didn’t dare look, but she felt them — the heat of their stares, the soft rhythm of fists stroking cocks. The faint glow of phones lit her skin, catching the pale curve of her ass, the shine of her soaked pussy, the ripple of her body taking every thrust.

Her chest heaved, her body trembling. She knew they were watching, maybe filming, but she couldn’t stop grinding back against him. Her cunt was gushing, every stroke dragging a sharp cry from her throat.

“Good little slut,” the man grunted, slamming into her deeper. “Couldn’t keep hiding forever, could you?”

Ellie’s answer was a muffled moan, long and helpless, her pussy clenching around him as wetness smeared down her thighs. She was bent, pinned, opened, her body on display — and every nerve inside her screamed for more.

His thrusts grew brutal, hips pounding into her until the bonnet rattled under the force. Ellie’s arms trembled, her palms slick with sweat on the metal. Her tits dragged against the shirt knotted over her belly, nipples aching with each jolt.

Behind her, the men’s voices thickened, rough and low between drags of smoke.
“Look at her ass, split wide.”
“Listen to that wet cunt. She’s gushing all over him.”
“Slut’s giving us a show.”
Ellie’s head tipped back, her mouth open, and this time she didn’t hide it. Her moans spilled into the night, raw and loud, her body shaking as her pussy clamped down, milking his cock. Slick poured across her thighs, the sound of her wet cunt slapping filled the clearing.

Her orgasm tore through her sudden and violent, her cry sharp and unashamed as she jerked against the hood. The car bonnet fogged under her breath, her nipples dragging stiff across cotton, her legs buckling.

He groaned, his grip bruising her hips as he buried himself deep. Heat surged inside her, thick spurts flooding her cunt, cum gushing until it overflowed and ran down her legs. He held her there, cock throbbing, groaning into her ear until his body finally stilled.

Ellie sagged forward, gasping loud, her cunt leaking steady, her skirt twisted high. The mess dripped down her thighs, her body twitching with aftershocks.

Then she heard movement — footsteps in the grass. One man flicked his cigarette aside, stroking himself as he stepped forward. Another shifted closer too, his eyes locked on her ass, ready to use her next.

But the man who had just fucked her pulled out slow, cock wet and shining. He gave her ass one last squeeze, then turned to the others.

“Not tonight,” he said, voice sharp and certain. “Let her go.”

A mutter rolled through the group. One man grinned. “Make her hungry for it.”

“Exactly,” he said, tucking himself away while cum still dripped out of her. “She’ll be back.”

Ellie dragged her skirt down with shaking hands, her body still trembling. Cum leaked hot and heavy down her legs as she stumbled toward the hedge. The men watched her go, some smirking, some still stroking, all knowing she’d return.

The lane felt endless. Every step left her mess sliding, her cunt aching, her thighs slick. By the time the cottage roof appeared, she knew she wasn’t finished — not even close. She would come back.
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Ellie spent the afternoon pacing her room, restless and raw. Every time she sat still the memory crashed over her again — bent across the bonnet, tits pressed flat to the metal, the man pounding her while others smoked and watched. The sound of his cock slamming into her, the laughter behind her, the moment another had stepped forward ready to take his turn. She had come home dripping, barely able to stand, and the ache hadn’t left since.

Now she waited for the sun to dip, for the light to soften and the shadows to spread long. Her pussy pulsed wet even as her stomach knotted. She knew she was going back. She couldn’t stop herself. Every time she thought of the hood under her palms, the smell of smoke and sweat, the mess of cum running down her legs, heat surged sharp in her belly.

Her only fear was different this time. It wasn’t being seen — she had been seen. It wasn’t being filmed — she had felt the glow of phones behind her. It was the men. More than one. She had seen their eyes, the way they stepped forward when the first man pulled out of her, cocks already in hand, ready to use her.

What if she didn’t want more than one? What if she couldn’t handle them all? Would they let her stop?

The thought tangled with the ache between her legs. She lay back on her bed, tugging her skirt high, finding herself soaked, clit swollen and hard. She rubbed fast, moans spilling into the empty room, climax hitting sharp before she even closed her eyes. She gasped, shivering, her body arching, her pussy clenching tight and gushing wet across her hand.

When it ebbed, she lay panting, sweat dampening her shirt. The whisper of their voices, the grip on her tits, the stretch of cock splitting her filled her head until she shook. Sunset couldn’t come fast enough.

The sun slipped low, the air heavy and warm. Ellie walked the lane fast, her loose summer dress brushing against her thighs. The buttons down the front strained faintly when her tits moved, the fabric thin enough that her nipples pressed through. No bra. No panties. She wanted nothing between her and what waited.

The hum of engines carried before she reached the hedge. When she crouched low and peered through, her pulse hammered.

There weren’t many — no more than seven men, their cars spaced around the grass. A haze of smoke drifted above them, voices low, steady. Four men were already busy with a woman against one of the bonnets, her skirt pushed to her waist, tits out, moaning as they took turns with her. The glow of a phone lit her face, mouth open, eyes rolled back.

That left the rest. Just two men standing further back, not yet stroking themselves, not in the circle. Their eyes weren’t on the woman. They were on the hedge.

Ellie’s stomach twisted as one of them stepped forward, slow, steady. She knew him instantly. The grocery store manager — the same man she saw every week behind the counter, sleeves rolled, easy voice greeting customers. His cock strained thick against his jeans now, his face shadowed and sharp.

The other man followed, his hand already tugging at his zipper. Neither spoke. They just came straight for her, sure, expectant, as if she had been part of the plan all along.

Ellie’s legs shook. The damp grass clung to her knees, her cunt dripping under the thin cotton of her dress. She didn’t move when the hedge rustled and the manager’s hand reached through, firm fingers catching her wrist.

“Come here,” he said, voice rough, deeper than she’d ever heard it in the shop.

Ellie stumbled as the grocery store manager pulled her through the hedge. The grass scraped her calves, then she was in the open, blinking at the glow of headlights and the haze of smoke.

He didn’t waste time. His hand slid to her waist and pushed her back against a car. The other man closed in at her side. Fingers went straight to her tits, squeezing them rough through the cotton of her summer dress. Buttons popped one by one until the fabric gaped wide. Her tits spilled free, heavy and pale in the night, nipples stiff.

“Fuck, look at these,” the manager groaned, mauling them in both hands, rolling her nipples until she gasped. He bent his head and sucked one hard, teeth grazing the tip.

The man at her side tugged her hair back so she had to look at him. His cock was already in his fist, wet at the tip. “How old are you?” His voice was low, steady, as his shaft pressed against her lips.

Ellie’s breath caught. Her cheeks burned hot. She hesitated, then whispered, “Nineteen.”

Both men groaned at once. The manager bit her nipple harder, his hand kneading her tits until she cried out. The other man slapped his cock against her mouth, precum smearing her lips.

“Fuck, a nineteen-year-old slut sneaking out here,” the manager growled. “No wonder your pussy’s this tight.”

Ellie’s mouth opened on a moan. Her voice shook but came clearer. “I... I couldn’t stop thinking about it.”

“That’s it,” the man above her said, tapping his cock on her tongue. “Say it. You came back because you want cock.”

Ellie swallowed, her lips brushing the head of his shaft. “I wanted... more,” she admitted, her voice small, raw.

The men groaned again, one twisting her nipples, the other pushing his cock against her lips until she parted them wider.

The manager’s grip slid from her tits to her shoulder, pressing her down until her knees sank into the grass between the cars. The blades were damp and cool under her skin, her loose dress hanging wide open, tits bare and heavy, swaying as she steadied herself with both hands.

“On your knees already,” the manager said, his voice thick with approval. He tugged at his fly, pulling out his cock, heavy and veined, precum shining at the tip. He stroked it once, slow, letting her watch. “You came here for this, didn’t you?”

Ellie’s mouth opened, her breath fast. She nodded once, barely, her eyes on him.

The other man stepped close, cock already out, his fist pumping slow along the shaft. He brushed the head against her cheek, smearing precum across her skin. “Say it,” he told her. “Tell us what you want.”

Ellie’s throat worked. Her voice came out soft, trembling but clear. “I... want it in my mouth.”

Both men groaned at once. The manager’s hand cupped the back of her head, guiding her forward. “That’s a good little slut,” he said, pushing the thick head against her lips. “Open up.”

Ellie parted her mouth, the stretch instant as the shaft slid over her tongue. Hot, heavy, salty. She moaned, eyes fluttering as the cock filled her. Spit pooled fast, dripping down her chin as he pushed deeper.

The second man knelt beside her, squeezing her tits together with both hands, groaning at the sight of her bare chest slick with drool. “Nineteen, tits out, cock in your throat. You’re not hiding anymore.”

Ellie pulled back for air, spit stringing from her lips. Her voice was raw but steady now. “I don’t want to hide.” Then she leaned forward again, taking the cock back into her mouth, deeper, gagging as her throat closed around him.

Their groans rolled together in the night, hands on her head, on her tits, guiding her, using her. Ellie moaned around the cock, the sound vibrating through her throat, her cunt dripping under her dress.

The cock slipped from Ellie’s lips with a wet pop, spit dripping down her chin onto her bare tits. The grocery store manager didn’t let her pause. His hand pressed down on her shoulder, firm and sure, until her palms sank into the damp grass. Her knees followed, dress riding high up her hips, tits swaying heavy through the open front.

“On all fours,” he growled, kicking her legs wider with his boot. “Let’s see you like the slut you are.”

Ellie trembled but obeyed. Her ass lifted, her cunt glistening in the glow of the headlights. Cool air brushed over her spread pussy, making her moan low in her throat. She could feel how messy she was already, wetness dripping down her inner thighs.

The second man stepped in front of her, stroking his cock, precum dripping onto the grass between them. He grabbed her chin, tilting her head up. “Mouth open.”

Ellie parted her lips, gasping as the fat head pushed across her tongue. Salty, hot. She moaned, then gagged as he fed her more, stretching her jaw wide. Spit pooled and ran down her chin, strings dripping to the grass.

Behind her, the manager spread her ass wide, groaning at the sight. “Nineteen and dripping for cock,” he muttered, lining himself up. The blunt head nudged her cunt, then shoved in hard.

Ellie screamed into the cock filling her throat, her body jolting as the thick shaft slammed deep into her pussy. Her tits swung wildly beneath her, heavy and bare, brushing the grass as she rocked forward.

“Fuck, so tight,” the manager groaned, pounding her harder, his hips slapping her ass. He smacked her cheek with his palm, the sound cracking through the night. “That’s it, take it, take all of it.”

The man in her mouth hissed as her throat squeezed around him. He gripped her hair tight, fucking her face, his cock driving past her gag. “Choke on it, little slut. Drool all over my cock.”

Ellie’s moans were muffled, raw, vibrating along his shaft. Spit streamed down her tits, wetting her nipples, glistening as her body shook. The manager’s hands grabbed her swinging tits, squeezing them hard, pinching her nipples until she squealed around the cock in her throat.

Her body was pinned, fucked from both ends, ass slapping, tits groped rough. Her cunt clamped and gushed, every thrust dragging her deeper into the mess, her own moans rising louder with every use.

Ellie could no longer keep track of whose hands were on her or how hard she was being pulled. The cock in her cunt slammed deep, each thrust jolting her forward onto the shaft filling her mouth. Her moans were gagged, wet and raw, spilling around the fat head stretching her lips. Spit streamed down her chin, dripped over her tits, and spattered the grass below.

The grocery store manager groaned behind her, both hands gripping her hips. “This pussy was made for cock,” he muttered, driving harder, his belly slapping her ass. “Nineteen and already taking me to the root.”

Her ass stung from the slap he gave her earlier, and when his palm cracked against her cheek again she moaned even louder. The sting shot straight to her cunt, clenching tight around him, wetter with every rough thrust.

The man in front of her grabbed her hair tighter, holding her head steady while he fucked her mouth. His cock slid in and out slick with spit, hitting the back of her throat, gagging her until tears pricked her eyes. He groaned at the sound, rutting harder. “Listen to her choke. She’s fucking loving it.”

Ellie’s tits swung heavy beneath her, brushing the grass, nipples grazing rough against blades. The manager leaned over her back, reached under, and caught them in his fists. He squeezed and mauled them, twisting her nipples sharp until she squealed around the cock in her throat.

Her whole body pulsed, trapped between them — one cock pounding her cunt, another filling her throat. Her arms shook as she tried to hold herself up, but every thrust drove her lower, her body collapsing into the grass before being yanked back up again.

Her pussy gushed slick over the manager’s cock, the wet squelch loud in the night. He growled, his pace brutal now, smacking her ass with one hand while the other dragged her back onto him. “Tight little slut,” he groaned, sweat dripping off him onto her back. “Cumming on my cock already.”

The truth hit her with the force of it. She was cumming. Hard. Her cunt spasmed tight, pulsing around the thick shaft inside her. Heat exploded in her belly, her thighs trembling until she almost collapsed. The orgasm ripped through her violent and sudden, her muffled scream vibrating around the cock in her throat.

The man in her mouth hissed, holding her nose closed for a moment, making her gag harder as he pushed deep. Spit gushed out, soaking her tits. He moaned loud, hips jerking, his cock rutting the back of her throat while she convulsed on the grass.

Her orgasm didn’t stop — wave after wave crashed through her, her pussy clenching, soaking the manager’s cock, slick dripping down to wet the grass beneath her knees. Her body quaked, cunt gripping, throat stuffed, spit and sweat running down her chest.

Ellie was lost in it, her moans guttural, her body jerking. She came messy, shameless, her whole body surrendering as she was fucked from both ends, used, filled, and finished in front of the watching circle.

The man in Ellie’s mouth finally pulled free with a wet pop, spit and precum stringing from her lips to the fat head. She gasped ragged for air, her chest heaving, tits dangling and swaying under her loose dress. Her face was a mess, spit streaking down her chin, hair plastered across her cheeks.

The grocery store manager grunted behind her, slowing his thrusts. He smacked her ass hard once more, then slid out of her sloppy, twitching cunt. A gush of wetness ran down her thighs, dripping to the grass.

“Swap her,” the manager said, voice rough. He gave her ass a squeeze and shoved her forward.

Ellie panted, her arms barely holding her up, but she felt hands moving her — one gripping her hair, the other pressing at her hips. The men changed places without hesitation.

The one who had just fucked her throat stepped in behind. His cock pressed against her soaked slit, smearing slick across her folds. “Sloppy little cunt,” he muttered. “Still twitching for more.” With one shove he was inside her, balls deep in a single stroke. Ellie cried out, her voice breaking high into the night.

In front of her, the grocery store manager stroked his fat cock, precum glistening at the tip. He held her hair, guiding her face toward him. “Open up again,” he said. “Get this mouth busy.”

Ellie moaned, but parted her lips. The thick shaft slid between them, heavy and hot, filling her mouth until her jaw ached. He groaned deep, guiding her head as she bobbed, drool spilling freely down her tits.

Her body was trapped again — her cunt filled rough from behind, her mouth stuffed by the manager’s fat cock. Her tits swung with every thrust, bouncing as her body jolted between them. Fingers dug into her scalp, her ass stung from fresh smacks, the night filled with the wet slap of flesh and the men’s groans.

“Look at her,” one muttered behind them. “On all fours in the grass, dripping like a bitch.”

Ellie’s muffled moans answered, louder now, her body trembling as she took them both, used and swapped without a pause.

The man behind her slammed hard, his cock grinding deep, the wet slap of his balls loud against her ass. Ellie moaned around the shaft filling her mouth, spit pouring over her chin, tits bouncing heavy under her dress.

“Fuck—she’s clenching,” he groaned, digging his fingers into her hips. “I’m gonna fill her.”

His thrusts grew shorter, rougher, until he buried himself to the hilt and spilled. Hot cum pumped deep into Ellie’s cunt, flooding her, running down her thighs as he held her ass tight against him. She gasped, gagging around the cock in her mouth, her body jerking with each throb of his cock inside her.

When he pulled out, cum gushed from her slit, dripping into the grass beneath her. Ellie sagged forward, panting, her arms trembling, but the grocery store manager yanked her hair up.

“On your knees,” he ordered.

She obeyed, sitting back on her heels. Her tits hung bare, spit and sweat slicking her skin, her face streaked from drool and tears. She opened her mouth instinctively, her lips glistening as she looked up at him.

The manager stroked his fat cock over her face, groaning loud as his hand pumped faster. “Look at you... nineteen, tits out, used and dripping.” He snarled as the first hot spurt painted her cheek, then another across her lips and chin. More streaked her tits, dripping down between them, cum shining on her nipples.

Ellie moaned, her tongue darting to taste, her tits shaking as she gasped. Cum ran down her chest, thick and messy, soaking into the gaping folds of her dress.

The men groaned at the sight, one muttering low, “Fucking perfect.”

Ellie’s breath came ragged. She was drenched, face wet, tits glazed, her cunt leaking onto the grass. She felt ruined, humiliated, and more alive than she had ever been. Her body burned for more even as her thighs trembled under her.

She was no secret now.
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Ellie pushed through the doors of the grocery store with a basket hooked at her arm. The smell of bread and coffee filled the air, refrigerators humming steady in the background. She moved slow down the aisle, her body restless, the memory of cock filling her mouth and grass under her knees still sharp inside her.

At the back, a worker bent over a trolley, stacking trays of loaves. The manager stood behind him, sleeves rolled, forearms thick, hands set firm at his hips as he watched the job get done.

Ellie stopped short. Heat spread through her belly, her pussy tightening wet at the sight of him. She reached for a loaf, the plastic loud as her fingers closed around it.

He looked up. His eyes locked on hers. His mouth pulled into a smile that might have seemed polite to anyone else, but the weight behind it pulled her straight back to the clearing, her tits bouncing, her ass slapped red.

“Nice to see you again,” he said. His tone carried nothing extra, but it settled hard in her chest.

Ellie’s face flushed. “Hi.” The word came low, unsteady in her throat. Her nipples pushed against the cotton of her dress, the thin fabric showing their hard points, her skin already warm under her arms.

The worker slid another tray into place, breaking the line between them. Ellie pushed the loaf into her basket and stepped on, her pulse racing, her thighs slick. The moment stayed heavy, unspoken but certain.

Ellie moved past the bread shelves, basket heavy on her arm. The manager drifted after giving the worker a last instruction, his steps easy as he came toward her aisle. She stopped at the dairy, bent slightly to grab a carton from the lower shelf, and felt the heat of his eyes on her.

“You still living with your grandparents?” he asked. His tone was plain, but it carried weight.

“Yes,” Ellie said. She straightened, the carton pressed to her chest. Her nipples rubbed against the thin cotton, hard already.

“Good people,” he said. His gaze dropped. He wasn’t looking at the carton in her arms. His eyes lingered on the swell of her tits pushing against the fabric before he met her face again. “They must be keeping you busy.”

Ellie’s cheeks burned. She shifted her basket to her other hand, forcing her voice steady. “They do.”

She started walking down the aisle. His steps followed, and when she glanced back she caught him watching her ass under her skirt. His eyes stayed there, unbothered when she turned. She swallowed hard, the heat in her belly twisting sharper.

He asked about the weather, about the harbour, harmless words. She answered with short replies, her pulse hammering. Each glance dragged her back to the clearing, tits out, ass up, her pussy stretched.

The store felt crowded with silence though no one else stood close. She gripped the basket tighter, thighs damp under her dress, and led herself into another aisle with him close behind.

Ellie stopped in front of a row of jars, basket pulling on her arm. She scanned the labels, then asked, “Do you know where I’d find pickled walnuts? My gran wants them.”

The manager nodded and moved down the next aisle. “This way.”

She followed. The aisle was empty, shelves of sauces towering on either side. The air smelled faint of vinegar, the buzz of the lights humming above.

He stopped halfway and turned. His eyes locked on hers, his voice lower now, no trace of store politeness. “You were good,” he said. “Better than I thought you’d be.”

Ellie’s stomach tightened. Her fingers gripped the basket harder.

His gaze dropped over her body, steady. “Nineteen. Firm tits. Wet pussy. That sweet voice you make when you moan and beg for more.” His jaw tightened as he looked back at her face. “My friends heard about it. They want you too.”

Ellie swallowed, heat crawling through her. “Friends?” Her voice came thin, shaky but eager.

“Saturday night,” he said. “More men. You’ll get the proper experience. Not just one cock. As many as you can take.”

Her knees weakened. Her pussy clenched, wet soaking into her panties. She looked at him, her lips parting. “I’ll come.”

The corner of his mouth lifted, satisfied. He brushed her hip with his hand as he stepped back, then carried on down the aisle as if nothing had passed between them.

The days dragged. Ellie sat through meals with her grandparents, nodded when they spoke, but the words never reached her. Her mind kept circling back to the manager’s eyes, the way his voice had dropped when he told her what his friends had heard — firm tits, wet pussy, the sound of her begging.

At night she lay in bed restless, sheets twisted around her legs. Her hand slipped down before she even thought about it, finding herself soaked. She rubbed her clit in tight circles, biting the inside of her cheek to stay quiet. Her back arched, her thighs shook, and the climax came quick, but left her unsatisfied.

She turned over, sweat dampening her shirt, and the ache built again. She spread her legs, pushed two fingers into her cunt, and fucked herself hard, her other hand grabbing at her tits, twisting her nipples until she gasped. The bed creaked as her hips bucked, wet sounds filling the dark. She came again, rougher, her pussy clenching empty, juices smearing across her thighs.

Still, it wasn’t enough. Each orgasm faded into frustration. She couldn’t match the image in her head: men crowding around her, mouths praising her, hands pulling at her tits, cocks pushing into her one after another. She heard the manager’s voice in her skull — as many as you can take — and the words made her gush again, her cunt twitching until she was sticky and sore.

By Friday night she could hardly think straight. Every step she took in the day made her nipples scrape against her bra, every movement reminded her how wet she stayed. She thought about them waiting, about how she’d walk into the circle and lie back, spread and ready.

Saturday couldn’t come fast enough.

Saturday came hot and close, the air heavy, the sky slow to darken. Ellie stood in front of her mirror, blouse unbuttoned low so the swell of her tits showed clear. She tied it just under her chest, the thin fabric pulling tight across her nipples. Her skirt clung high on her thighs when she walked, nothing underneath to cover the wet heat between her legs.

She slipped her feet into trainers, ran her hands once over her hair, then left. No jacket, no cover. Her skin tingled bare, and she wanted to be touched.

The lane stretched ahead, hedges high and dark on either side. Every step made the skirt ride higher, the night air brushing her slit, her clit swelling harder with each movement.

Ahead, a low glow spread across the clearing. Headlights cut pale cones over the grass, but the cars were silent, engines dead. Shapes moved between them, shadows of men talking, cigarettes burning red, bottles passed from hand to hand. Laughter broke short now and then, then faded back into the thick quiet of the night.

Ellie slowed, chest tight. Her pussy clenched at the sight. She swallowed, her thighs slick, the promise of what was waiting already soaking through.

She stepped forward again, each stride pulling her deeper toward the circle. The voices softened as she came closer, men turning their heads, watching her move out of the lane and into their light.

The clearing opened in front of her, headlights cutting harsh light across the grass. A blanket lay spread in the middle, bottles scattered near the edges, smoke curling above the hoods of cars. She counted quick — eight, maybe nine men in all.

The talk dulled when she stepped into view. Cigarettes paused halfway to mouths, heads turned, voices broke off. Eyes dragged over her — the knotted blouse tied high under her tits, the skirt clinging to her thighs, the flush burning her face.

The manager pushed off the side of his car and came to her. His hand landed low on her back, his fingers pressing firm into the line of her spine. “You came,” he said. Not a question.

Ellie’s lips parted, her throat tight. “I came,” she whispered back.

A grin touched his mouth, small and satisfied. He steered her toward the blanket, and the men closed around them, steps heavy in the grass, the smell of smoke and beer stronger now.

“Look at her tits straining that top.”
“Skirt’s already sticking to her thighs.”
“She’s wet before she’s even touched.”
Ellie’s heart hammered. Her nipples stabbed hard against the thin cotton. Her pussy slickened more with each word.

The manager stopped her at the edge of the blanket. He turned her to face the circle, his hand sliding down to grip her ass. His voice carried enough for them all. “Naked first. They want to see what’s theirs.”

Hands came at her from both sides. The knot at her blouse tugged free, the buttons slipped loose, cotton falling open. Heat swarmed her chest as her tits spilled bare, nipples stiff under the light. Fingers pinched and rolled them at once, a groan sounding close to her ear.

“Firm. Just like they said.”
“Look at those fucking udders bounce.”
Another hand hooked the hem of her skirt, dragging it up. Ellie gasped, one hand darting to stop it, but the manager caught her wrist, twisting it behind her back. “No hiding,” he said against her ear. “They’re here for all of you.”

The skirt slid high, then down, tugged rough over her hips and thighs until it lay at her feet. The cool air hit her cunt, slick already glistening down her slit. A whistle cut through the circle.

“Christ, she’s soaked.”
“She was dripping the second she walked in.”
Ellie’s face burned. She stood bared under the headlights, tits mauled in rough hands, pussy exposed, legs trembling. Her chest rose and fell fast, but she didn’t move away.

The manager let go of her wrist and shoved her lightly at the blanket. “On it,” he ordered.

Ellie lowered herself to her knees, the fabric soft under her skin, her body naked and spread for them all. Hands still brushed her tits, fingers still skimmed her ass. The circle leaned tighter, cocks swelling against denim, watching her stripped and ready.

Ellie knelt naked on the blanket, her hair loose over her shoulders, tits heavy and flushed, her pussy glistening in the headlights. The men ringed closer, shadows over her, the smell of smoke and sweat hanging thick. No one asked. Hands came down on her at once.

One pair grabbed her tits from the front, squeezing them together, rough thumbs dragging across her nipples until she moaned sharp. Another slapped her ass, the crack echoing in the clearing. She flinched but pushed her hips back, her cunt dripping against her thighs.

“Big soft tits, fuck—look how they fill my hands.”
“She’s already leaking on the blanket.”
Fingers pinched her nipples until she gasped, then rolled them hard, tugging until her tits bounced. Someone spat on his palm and smeared it across her chest, making her skin shine under the beams. Another hand pressed between her thighs, two fingers sliding straight through her slit, coating themselves in her slick before showing it to the others.

“Christ, she’s messy. Nineteen and she gushes like this?”
“Beg for it,” one growled, twisting her nipple harder.
Ellie whimpered, her voice catching. “I... I need cock.”

Groans rose around her. Someone slapped her tits, the sting sharp, then bent to suck one into his mouth, tongue rough, teeth grazing. Ellie arched against him, moaning loud, her thighs spreading wider.

A hand caught her chin, forcing her to look up at the circle. “Say it clearer.”

“I need cock,” Ellie panted, spit shining on her lips. “I need all of you.”

The response was a chorus of approval — rough laughter, low groans. One man shoved two fingers back into her pussy, pumping fast until her hips bucked. Another smacked her ass again, then dragged the crack wide so the circle could see her glistening hole stretched open.

The manager crouched in front of her, his cock already hard, fat, veins standing thick. He gripped himself and stroked slow, watching her tits bounce under the men’s hands. “On your back,” he ordered.

Ellie’s chest heaved. She lay down on the blanket, legs falling open, tits still mauled, ass still red. Her body shook under the circle of men, wide and ready for the first cock to drive in.

Ellie lay back on the blanket, her hair spread wild, tits heavy on her chest, nipples swollen from all the pinching and sucking. Her legs trembled open, slick glistening down her slit. The men shifted closer, groaning low, their hands stroking their cocks as they watched her spread wide.

The manager knelt between her thighs. His cock hung thick and hard, precum shining at the head as he stroked once, then pressed it against her cunt. “Still tight, still soaked,” he muttered, gripping her thigh and pushing it high to her chest. “I knew you’d be ready for me.”

Ellie gasped, her belly jumping as the head shoved inside. The stretch made her cry out loud, her back arching as his cock sank deep in one heavy thrust.

“Fuck, she’s gripping already,” he groaned, leaning over her, his chest pressing her tits flat, his hand closing rough around her throat.

Her moans tore out raw, shameless. She clawed at the blanket, her tits bouncing hard under his weight with every thrust. His hips slammed against her thighs, skin slapping loud in the clearing.

Around them, voices rolled:
“Look at her tits shake.”
“Her cunt’s eating that cock.”
“Begging already and he’s only just started.”
The manager groaned louder, his mouth at her ear. “You wanted more, didn’t you? Wanted to be filled while they all watch?” He pinched her nipple, twisted hard until she cried out. “Say it.”

Ellie moaned, head rolling against the blanket. “Yes—fuck—wanted it, wanted all of you—”

Her words cut off as he drove harder, cock splitting her, her cunt gushing slick that soaked the blanket. He slapped her tits with his hand, then squeezed them tight, leaning back to watch them bounce as he pounded her raw.

Her thighs shook, her cunt clamped around him, her cries spilling loud into the night while the men circled closer, cocks out, stroking themselves to the sight of her pinned and spread.

His pace grew rougher, cock slamming deeper with every thrust. The blanket bunched under Ellie’s back as he drove into her, her tits bouncing hard, her pussy clenching around him. He pinched her nipple again, twisting until she cried out, and the sound pushed him over.

“Fuck—take it,” he groaned, shoving in balls-deep. His cock throbbed inside her, spilling hot cum in thick spurts. Ellie gasped, her nails clawing the blanket as she felt the flood spread through her, dripping back out around his shaft. Her cunt pulsed, milking him until his body shook over hers.

He pulled free with a grunt, cock wet and glistening, cum leaking from her swollen pussy down the crack of her ass. Ellie lay panting, her tits slick with sweat, thighs spread wide, messy and open to the circle of men groaning at the sight.

The manager’s cock slipped free, slick and glistening, cum spilling out of Ellie’s cunt in thick streams. It ran down her ass, dripping onto the blanket, the mess shining in the headlights. She lay there gasping, tits heaving, her thighs still open and shaking.

Rough hands caught her waist and rolled her over. The blanket twisted under her knees as she was pushed up onto all fours. Her tits dangled heavy beneath her, nipples stiff and red from pinching. She felt eyes on her ass as fingers spread her cheeks wide, showing off the leak of cum that still poured from her slit.

“Up, slut. Show them what you’re dripping,” a man growled. His palm smacked her ass, the crack sharp in the night. Ellie cried out, her voice breaking, but her hips arched back for more.

The blunt head of a cock pressed to her cunt, dragging through the cum smeared across her folds, then shoved inside in one hard stroke. Ellie screamed into the grass, her arms trembling as the shaft filled her deep, pumping hot from the start.

Another hand tangled in her hair, jerking her head up. A cock shoved against her lips, fat and wet with precum. “Open,” the man ordered, and when she parted her mouth he rammed in.

Ellie gagged, spit gushing out around the thick shaft as it filled her throat. She was pinned between them — one cock pounding her sloppy cunt, another rutting her face, balls slapping her chin. Her tits swung under her, smacked by rough palms, nipples twisted until she squealed around the cock in her mouth.

The circle closed in tighter, groans rolling as they stroked themselves at the sight.
“Look at her choke.”
“Cunt’s a fucking fountain.”
“Her tits won’t stop bouncing.”
Ellie’s moans vibrated through the cock stretching her throat. Her pussy clamped hard on the one slamming her from behind, gushes of slick mixing with the cum already inside her. Every thrust splattered more mess onto the blanket, her body jerking like a toy between them.

Her hair was yanked back, her mouth held open as the cock drove deeper, gagging her hard. She drooled over her tits, spit streaking down her chest. Her ass stung from another slap, the skin hot and burning as the thrusts hammered her forward.

The man fucking her pussy groaned, his voice ragged. “She’s clamping, she’s gonna make me blow—” He shoved harder, his balls slapping her soaked cunt until his hips locked and cum spilled inside her. Ellie moaned around the cock in her throat, her own pussy spasming as hot spurts filled her again.

When he pulled free, cum poured out of her, sliding down her thighs, her cunt twitching messy. Another man was already stepping forward, stroking his cock, precum dripping. The one using her mouth tugged her hair, sliding out with a wet pop, spit stringing between her lips and the fat head. He slapped it against her face, leaving wet smears across her cheek.

Ellie gasped for air, her face slick, her tits swinging, her pussy leaking thick down her legs. She looked up, dazed, only to find another cock waiting, pointed at her mouth, while hands pushed her hips higher for the next to use her cunt.

The laughter rolled rough around her, the men eager, their cocks glistening in the light as they closed in.

Hands dragged Ellie upright, her body slick with spit and cum, her tits shining under the headlights. She stumbled, knees weak, until they pulled her onto a man stretched out on the blanket. His cock stood thick and wet against his belly. Rough palms pushed her thighs open, and she was lowered onto him.

The blunt head pressed into her sloppy cunt, then slid in with a gush. Ellie cried out loud, her body jolting as she sank all the way down. Cum from the others spilled out around the shaft, dripping over his balls.

“Ride him,” someone ordered. “Show us how those tits bounce.”

Ellie braced her hands on his chest and began to move, slow at first, then harder. Each drop drove the cock deep inside her, each lift dragged wet sounds from her sloppy pussy. Her tits swung wild with every thrust, heavy and red from all the groping. Fingers darted in, grabbing, twisting her nipples, slapping her chest meat so it jiggled harder.

A hand caught her hair, yanking her head back. Another cock shoved between her lips, filling her mouth fast, gagging her. Ellie moaned around it, spit bubbling over her chin, dripping down her tits as she bounced harder on the cock under her.

“Fuck, look at her go.”
“Throat stuffed, cunt stuffed—perfect little whore.”
Her moans came loud, vibrating around the shaft stretching her throat. Her pussy clenched and squirted over the cock inside her, slick flooding the man’s lap.

Another man crouched close, stroking himself hard. His groans grew rough until he burst, cum spraying across her tits, splattering her throat and face. Some of it flew onto the chest of the man she was riding, making the circle erupt with laughter.

“Christ, he caught a load for her,” one shouted.
“She’s marked up like a bitch in heat,” another groaned, jerking harder at the sight.
Ellie kept moving, bouncing messy, gagging on cock, cum streaking her face and chest. Her body was wrecked, her cunt aching, but every nerve screamed for more. She was glazed, leaking, trembling, and still begging with every moan she gave.

When they finally let her fall to the blanket, she collapsed flat, her tits sticky with streaks, her thighs shining with cum, her cunt still twitching open. The men lit cigarettes, their voices low, laughing as they zipped up.

The manager crouched, his hand tilting her chin. His cock still hung wet and heavy as he looked down at her face smeared with spit and seed. “Now you know what more feels like,” he said.

Ellie’s lips parted, her breath ragged, eyes glassy. She nodded, cum dripping from her chin onto her tits. She would come back.
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Epilogue
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The kitchen smelled of toast and tea. Sunlight came soft through the thin curtains, dust motes turning in the air above the table. Ellie sat with her basket of bread on the counter, buttering a slice while her grandmother poured tea into cups.

“Have some jam,” her grandfather said, pushing the jar across to her. His voice was steady, ordinary.

Ellie smiled, the kind of smile they liked — sweet, grateful, proper. She spread the jam thick, nodding as her grandmother asked if she’d slept well.

“Fine,” Ellie said, her tone light. She reached for her tea, the cup warm in her hand.

The radio muttered on the shelf, a man’s voice droning the morning news. Her grandparents listened with half an ear, commenting now and then, while Ellie sat straight-backed, chewing toast politely.

Her chest rose and fell calm, her face composed, nothing to betray the restless heat still simmering under her skin.

Ellie shifted in her chair, careful not to show it. Her thighs rubbed sore where her skirt pressed, and every brush reminded her of the grass under her knees, the blanket soaked beneath her back, the cocks that had filled her one after another. She swallowed tea and kept her face mild, though her cunt still ached deep, stretched raw from the pounding.

The jam spread sweet across her tongue, but all she could taste was salt. Spit, sweat, cum. Her nipples pricked under her blouse, red and tender from the mouths and hands that had mauled them. Each small scrape of fabric against them lit a charge down her belly, memory colliding with sensation. She saw flashes behind her eyes: her tits bouncing while she rode, the sting of her ass as palms smacked her, laughter rolling when a load sprayed across her chest and face.

Her grandfather asked if she wanted more toast. Ellie smiled, shook her head, folding her hands neatly in her lap, hiding how sticky her thighs still felt. She remembered how the blanket had been drenched with her juices and theirs, her skin glazed, her body too used to stand steady when she crept home. And now she sat in the sunlit kitchen, the good girl, with no one guessing what she had done only hours before.

The ache in her chest wasn’t just soreness. Today she would leave. London called her back, and the nights in the clearing would be over — at least for now. The thought made her stomach twist, sharp with sorrow. She had only just started to taste how far she could go, how much cock she could take, how much filth she could hide behind a smile. Now she had to go back to city streets and crowded trains, her secret folded inside her like a wound that throbbed for more.

She sipped her tea slow, lashes low, hiding the weight of it. No hint showed on her face, no crack in the mask.

Ellie slipped out after breakfast, basket left by the door, her shoes crunching soft on the gravel path that led toward the strip of woodland behind the cottage. The air smelled of damp earth and cut grass, the quiet only broken by a bird’s call. She followed the narrow trail under the trees, her skirt brushing her thighs, her body still aching from the night before.

Halfway down the path she saw him. One of the old men from the clearing — grey hair, broad shoulders, his shirt unbuttoned at the throat. He stood with his hands in his pockets as if waiting. Their eyes met, and Ellie’s chest tightened. Her breath hitched, but she didn’t stop.

“You coming back tonight?” he asked, his voice rough, the kind that carried more than words.

Ellie shook her head, swallowing. “I can’t. I’m leaving for London.”

His mouth twisted, half a smile, half regret. “Shame. You were a good fuck.” He glanced left, then right, checking the path. When he saw no one else, he stepped closer.

His hand came up fast, cupping her tit through her blouse. His fingers kneaded, rough, finding her nipple and rolling it between thumb and forefinger. Ellie gasped, a moan slipping out before she could catch it. Heat spiked low in her belly, sharp and needy.

“Still firm,” he muttered, his eyes on her chest. “Perfect handful. You made those men crazy last night.” His grip tightened, pulling her closer by her breast as if it belonged to him.

Ellie’s knees weakened. She tilted toward him, her lips parting, her moan soft and helpless. The path was empty, the woods quiet, and his hand on her tit made her cunt throb until she was wet again, dripping already into her knickers.

His hand stayed heavy on her tit, thumb grinding her nipple until it stabbed hard through her blouse. Ellie’s breath came fast, her chest rising into his palm. She should have pushed him off, but instead she leaned in, thighs damp, hungry for more.

“You were tight as a vice,” he murmured, voice rough in her ear. “Cock after cock, still begging. Haven’t had a girl like you in years.” He pinched her nipple hard, making her gasp.

Ellie whimpered. “I... I wanted it,” she whispered.

The man grinned, his eyes cutting sharp. “Of course you did. Sluttiness runs in your blood.”

Her head snapped up. “What do you mean?”

He glanced along the path, checking it was empty, then leaned close, his thumb dragging slow over her nipple. “Your grandma. She used to be the one down there. Back when it started. One of the women who made it a tradition. Your granddad never knew.” He squeezed her tit harder. “And now you’ve picked it up. Same tits, same cunt, same hunger.”

Ellie’s chest heaved. Her mind spun at the thought of her grandmother — quiet at the breakfast table — once stripped in the headlights, her body on display, taking cock after cock.

The man’s grin widened. “She only stayed away because of you. Didn’t want you to stumble into her little secret. Guess that didn’t work.” He chuckled, giving her nipple another cruel twist. “Now that you’re leaving, she’ll probably come back. I wouldn’t be surprised to see her out there again, begging just like you.”

Ellie’s thighs trembled. A moan slipped from her throat before she could stop it. Her pussy clenched wet at the thought, dirty pictures spilling through her mind — her grandmother on her knees, her tits out, her mouth full of cock.

For a second she wanted to beg this old man to fuck her here and now, to drown out the shock with cock. But footsteps sounded on the path, breaking the spell. He let go, leaving her blouse damp where his hand had been.

Ellie staggered back, tits aching, already missing his grip.

Ellie walked back along the woodland path, her breath shallow, her chest tight. The old man’s words chased her like shadows. Her grandmother had been one of the first. One of the women who had started the tradition. The thought jarred, twisted, but wouldn’t leave.

By the time she reached the garden gate, her legs felt weak. She stopped, fingers gripping the wood, and stared across the cottage garden. Her grandmother was there among the flowerbeds, dress loose, hair tied neat at the nape, pulling weeds with her back bent under the sun. She looked ordinary. Innocent.

But Ellie couldn’t unhear it: She only stayed away because of you. Now that you’re leaving, she’ll probably come back.

The picture forced itself into her head. Her grandmother younger, stepping into the clearing under headlights, tits bare, skirt around her waist. Men circling, groaning. Her moans spilling as they filled her, as she begged for more.

Ellie’s cunt throbbed hard at the thought, her thighs clenching, slick dampening her skin. She imagined how it might look even now — her grandmother slipping away after dark, the soft smile she wore at the breakfast table replaced by open-mouthed moans as cocks used her in the grass.

The ache twisted deeper. Maybe it had always been there, hidden under quiet mornings and polite tea. Maybe her own hunger wasn’t new at all but something she had inherited — the same filth, the same shameless want, passed down in secret.

Her grandmother straightened, brushing hair from her forehead with the back of her wrist. Ellie forced her lips into a sweet, practiced smile, the one they expected. The good girl, polite and proper.

But inside, her pussy clenched harder, her mind burning with the thought that her grandmother might be waiting for her to leave, so she could return to the headlights and the hands, to the tradition she had once begun.

Ellie smiled sweetly across the garden. The mask held. Beneath it, the fantasy pulsed hot and filthy, unstoppable.
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 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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