
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: Liberation

Emma Sinclair stood before her bedroom mirror, fingers trembling as she fastened the delicate black lace of her new bra. Three months. Three months since the divorce papers were signed, three months since she'd stopped pretending that missionary position twice a month constituted a sex life. At thirty-two, she felt like a virgin again—virgin to pleasure, virgin to being desired, virgin to actually wanting sex instead of enduring it.

The silk panties matched the bra perfectly, both purchased that afternoon in a shopping spree that would have horrified her married self. David had always preferred her in cotton basics, claiming anything else was "impractical." Fuck practical. The black lace cupped her breasts like hungry hands, pushing them up and together until her cleavage looked pornographic. Good.

Her phone buzzed. Can't wait to see you tonight, Emma. - Jake

Twenty-four years old. Eight years younger than her, with the kind of body that came from actually using it instead of sitting behind a desk complaining about quarterly reports. When his photos had popped up on the dating app, Emma had almost swiped left out of habit—too young, too attractive, too likely to expect things she didn't know how to give. But something reckless had made her swipe right instead.

Now, smoothing the red dress over her hips, Emma practiced her confident smile in the mirror. "You deserve this," she whispered to her reflection. "You deserve to feel good."

The restaurant was upscale but not stuffy, exactly the kind of place David would have criticized as "trying too hard." Jake was already at the bar when she arrived, and the way his eyes traveled down her body made heat pool between her thighs immediately.

"Fuck, Emma. You look incredible."

No one had looked at her like that in years. Like she was something to devour instead of tolerate.

"Thank you." She slid onto the barstool beside him, deliberately letting her dress ride up her thighs. "You're not bad yourself."

Not bad was an understatement. Jake's shoulders strained against his button-down shirt, and when he moved, she caught glimpses of defined abs through the fabric. His hands were large, calloused from weights and physical work, and she found herself imagining them on her skin.

"I have to ask," he said, leaning closer so she could smell his cologne mixed with something purely masculine. "When's the last time you went on a real date?"

"Define real."

"Where the guy actually wants to fuck you senseless afterward."

Emma's pussy clenched at the crude words. David had never talked like that, never made her feel like something worth fucking senseless. "It's been... a while."

"Good. I plan to make up for lost time."

They barely made it through appetizers. Jake's hand found her thigh under the table, fingers tracing patterns that made her squirm against the leather seat. When he leaned over to whisper exactly what he wanted to do to her, Emma's panties were soaked through.

"Your place or mine?" she managed.

"Mine's closer."

Jake's apartment was a study in masculinity—weights in the corner, protein powder on the counter, a king-sized bed that dominated the bedroom. Emma barely had time to notice before he was pressing her against the door, mouth claiming hers with a hunger that made her knees weak.

"I've been thinking about this since I saw your profile," he growled against her lips. "About getting you naked, finding out if you taste as good as you look."

His hands were everywhere—cupping her breasts through the dress, sliding up her thighs, pressing against her soaked panties until she moaned into his mouth. When he dropped to his knees and pushed her dress up around her waist, Emma's brain short-circuited.

"Jake, you don't have to—"

"Shut up." His fingers hooked in her panties, dragging them down her legs. "When's the last time someone ate this pretty pussy?"

Emma couldn't remember. David had done it a handful of times, quick, perfunctory licks that felt more obligatory than passionate. "I don't—"

Jake's tongue silenced her protest, sliding through her folds with a skill that made her cry out. He groaned against her flesh like she was the most delicious thing he'd ever tasted, hands gripping her thighs to hold her open while he devoured her.

"Fuck, you're so wet," he mumbled, two fingers sliding inside her while his tongue focused on her clit. "So fucking tight. When's the last time you came, Emma?"

She couldn't answer, could barely breathe as he worked her with ruthless precision. His fingers curved inside her, hitting spots David had never found, while his mouth did things that made her see stars. The orgasm built like nothing she'd experienced—not the weak flutters she'd managed with David, but something explosive and all-consuming.

"Come on my face," Jake commanded, sucking her clit between his lips. "Let me hear you scream."

Emma's orgasm ripped through her like lightning, back arching off the door as she screamed his name. Her pussy clenched around his fingers, gushing wetness that he lapped up eagerly, prolonging her climax until she was sobbing with pleasure.

"Holy shit," she gasped as he stood, his chin glistening with her juices.

"That's just the warm-up." Jake lifted her easily, carrying her to the bed where he laid her out like a feast. "I'm going to fuck you until you forget your own name."

He stripped with efficient movements, revealing the body she'd only imagined. His cock was bigger than David's, thick and hard and already leaking precum. Emma reached for him instinctively, wrapping her hand around his shaft and marveling at the weight of him.

"You want this cock?" Jake asked, positioning himself between her spread thighs.

"Yes," Emma breathed. "Please, Jake. I need—"

He thrust into her in one smooth stroke, filling her completely. Emma cried out at the stretch, her back arching as her body struggled to accommodate him. It had been months since she'd had sex, and never like this—never with someone who moved like he was made to fuck.

"Tight little pussy," Jake groaned, pulling back only to slam into her again. "So fucking perfect. You feel that? Feel how deep I am?"

Emma could only moan in response, overwhelmed by sensations she'd forgotten existed. Jake's cock hit places inside her that made her see colors, each thrust building the pressure until she thought she might explode.

"More," she gasped, nails digging into his shoulders. "Harder, please—"

Jake's response was immediate, his hips snapping forward with bruising force. The bed frame slammed against the wall with each thrust, but Emma didn't care about noise complaints or propriety. She cared about the way Jake's cock stretched her open, the way his hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, the way he looked at her like she was the sexiest thing he'd ever seen.

"That's it," he encouraged as her pussy clenched around him. "Come on my cock. Show me how good I make you feel."

Her second orgasm was even more intense than the first, waves of pleasure crashing over her as she screamed his name. Jake didn't stop, didn't even slow down, fucking her through the climax until she was trembling and oversensitive.

"Turn over," he commanded, pulling out just long enough for her to flip onto her hands and knees.

The new position let him go even deeper, his cock hitting her cervix with each thrust. Emma buried her face in the pillows, muffling her cries as Jake pounded into her with relentless rhythm.

"You like being fucked like this?" he asked, one hand tangled in her hair while the other spanked her ass. "Like being treated like the dirty girl you really are?"

"Yes!" Emma sobbed, pushing back against him. "God, yes!"

"Your ex never fucked you like this, did he?" Jake's voice was rough with exertion. "Never made you come like a real woman."

"No," Emma admitted, shame and arousal warring in her chest. "Never."

"Poor baby. All those years with a pussy this perfect and he couldn't make you feel good." Jake's thumb found her clit, rubbing circles that made her vision blur. "I'm going to ruin you for every other man."

Emma's third orgasm hit without warning, her entire body convulsing as she came harder than she'd ever thought possible. Jake groaned behind her, his rhythm faltering as her pussy milked his cock.

"Fuck, I'm going to come," he warned.

"Do it," Emma panted. "Come inside me. Please."

Jake's release triggered another wave of pleasure for Emma, her oversensitive body responding to every pulse of his cock as he filled her with heat. They collapsed together, both breathing hard and covered in sweat.

"That was..." Emma started, then trailed off. There weren't words for what that had been.

"Amazing," Jake finished, pressing a kiss to her shoulder. "And we're just getting started."

He wasn't lying. Over the next four hours, Jake introduced Emma to her own body in ways that shattered every preconception she'd had about sex. He made her come with his mouth, his fingers, his cock, until she lost count of her orgasms. He fucked her against the window, on the floor, bent over the kitchen counter, each position revealing new angles of pleasure.

By dawn, Emma was exhausted but transformed. She lay in Jake's arms, her body deliciously sore and thoroughly satisfied, watching the sunrise through his bedroom window.

"I should go," she murmured, though she made no move to leave.

"Stay for breakfast." Jake's fingers traced lazy patterns on her bare hip. "I want to fuck you again before you leave."

The casual way he said it sent fresh heat through Emma's core. This was what she'd been missing—being wanted, being desired, being treated like a sexual being instead of a domestic convenience.

"I'd like that," she said, surprised by her own boldness.

As Jake's hand moved between her thighs, finding her still slick and ready despite hours of pleasure, Emma made a decision. The woman who had endured ten years of mediocre sex was gone. In her place was someone new—someone who deserved to feel this good, this wanted, this alive.

Later, as she finally dressed to leave, Emma's phone buzzed with notifications from the dating apps she'd downloaded in a moment of wine-fueled courage the week before. Dozens of matches, hundreds of messages from men who wanted to meet her.

For the first time in years, Emma smiled with genuine anticipation. Her sexual awakening had only just begun.


Chapter 2: Appetite

Emma's coffee grew cold as she stared at her phone, scrolling through an endless parade of messages that had accumulated since last night. Each notification sent a thrill through her still-tender pussy, reminding her of Jake's hands, his mouth, his thick cock stretching her open. The memory alone made her clench her thighs together under her kitchen table.

Marcus, 28: "Your photos are stunning. I'd love to worship every inch of your body."

Ryan, 35: "Divorced too. Let me show you how a real man treats a woman."

Carlos, 26: "I have a thing for older women. Want to find out what this younger guy can do with his tongue?"

The crude directness should have offended her. Three months ago, it would have. But Jake had awakened something primal in Emma, something that had been suffocating under ten years of vanilla marriage. Now these explicit promises made her nipples harden against her silk robe.

Her doorbell chimed, and Emma's pulse quickened. She'd texted Jake her address an hour ago with a simple message: "Come over. I need you."

When she opened the door, Jake's eyes immediately dropped to her barely-tied robe, taking in the obvious fact that she was naked underneath. "Couldn't wait, could you?"

"I've been wet since I left your place." Emma stepped back, letting the robe fall open to reveal her breasts. "I kept thinking about your cock inside me."

Jake was on her in seconds, mouth crushing hers as he kicked the door shut. His hands grabbed her ass, lifting her effortlessly as her legs wrapped around his waist. "Where's your bedroom?"

"Upstairs," Emma gasped against his neck. "But I don't want to wait."

Jake's laugh was dark and promising. "Good. I want to fuck you on every surface in this house."

He carried her to the living room, depositing her on the white leather couch that David had insisted was "practical." Emma spread her legs without shame, watching Jake's eyes darken as he took in her glistening pussy.

"Already dripping for me," he observed, dropping to his knees between her thighs. "Tell me what you've been thinking about."

"Your tongue," Emma breathed, hips lifting toward his mouth. "The way you ate me last night. I've never— no one's ever made me come like that."

"Your ex was a fucking idiot." Jake's breath was hot against her inner thighs. "This perfect pussy and he couldn't make you scream."

When his tongue finally made contact, Emma's back arched off the couch. He licked her slowly, thoroughly, like he had all day to savor her taste. His hands gripped her thighs, keeping her spread open while he worked his magic.

"Jake, please," she whimpered, fingers tangling in his hair. "I need more."

Two thick fingers slid inside her, curling to hit that spot that made her see stars. Jake's mouth focused on her clit, alternating between gentle licks and firm suction that had her crying out his name. The orgasm built quickly, her body already trained to respond to his touch.

"That's it," Jake murmured against her flesh. "Come for me, baby. Let me hear those pretty sounds."

Emma's climax crashed over her, pussy clenching around his fingers as she screamed his name. But instead of stopping, Jake intensified his assault, adding a third finger and sucking her clit harder until she was sobbing with overstimulation.

"Too much," she gasped, trying to push his head away.

"No such thing." Jake's fingers never stopped moving. "You can take more. I know you can."

He was right. Even as her body protested the intensity, another orgasm was building. This one felt different, deeper, like pressure building behind a dam. When it broke, Emma's vision went white, her body convulsing as she squirted for the first time in her life.

"Holy fuck," Jake groaned, lapping up the wetness covering his chin. "Did you just—"

"I don't know what that was," Emma panted, embarrassed by the mess she'd made.

"That was you coming like you're supposed to." Jake stood, his cock straining against his jeans. "And we're just getting started."

He stripped quickly, his magnificent body on full display. Emma's mouth watered at the sight of his erection, thick and hard and already leaking precum. She'd barely tasted him last night, too overwhelmed by her own pleasure to properly worship his cock.

"I want to suck you," she said, sliding off the couch to kneel before him.

"You don't have to—"

"I want to." Emma wrapped her hand around his shaft, marveling at the weight and heat of him. "I want to taste you."

When she took him into her mouth, Jake's groan echoed through the room. Emma had never enjoyed giving head with David—it always felt like a chore, something to get through quickly. But with Jake, she wanted to savor every inch, explore every ridge and vein with her tongue.

"Fuck, your mouth," Jake gasped, hands tangling in her hair. "So fucking perfect."

Emma took him deeper, relaxing her throat to accommodate his size. Jake's hips bucked involuntarily, and she encouraged him with soft moans around his cock. The taste of him, the way he filled her mouth completely, made her pussy throb with renewed need.

"Stop," Jake commanded suddenly, pulling her off his cock. "If you keep doing that, I'll come down your throat before I get to fuck you properly."

"Maybe I want that," Emma said, licking her lips. "Maybe I want to swallow every drop."

Jake's eyes darkened dangerously. "Later. Right now, I need to be inside you."

He pulled her up, spinning her around to face the couch. "Hands on the back, ass up."

Emma obeyed immediately, presenting herself for him. The position made her feel exposed, vulnerable, utterly at his mercy. When Jake's hands gripped her hips and his cock pressed against her entrance, she was already trembling with anticipation.

"You ready for this cock?" Jake asked, rubbing his tip through her wetness.

"Yes," Emma moaned. "Please, Jake. Fuck me hard."

He slammed into her in one brutal thrust, filling her completely. Emma cried out at the stretch, her body struggling to accommodate his size. But the slight pain only intensified her pleasure, making every nerve ending sing with sensation.

"So fucking tight," Jake groaned, pulling back only to drive into her again. "Like you were made for my cock."

The angle let him go impossibly deep, hitting spots inside her that made her vision blur. Emma gripped the couch back, using it for leverage as she pushed back against his thrusts. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, punctuated by their mutual moans and gasps.

"Harder," Emma demanded, surprising herself with her boldness. "I can take it."

Jake's response was immediate, his hips snapping forward with bruising force. The couch scraped across the hardwood floor with each thrust, but Emma didn't care about furniture or noise. All she cared about was the way Jake's cock stretched her open, claimed her, owned her completely.

"You like being fucked like this?" Jake asked, one hand reaching around to rub her clit. "Like being treated like the dirty girl you really are?"

"Yes!" Emma sobbed, her body trembling on the edge of another orgasm. "I love it! I love your cock!"

"Your ex never made you talk dirty, did he?" Jake's voice was rough with exertion. "Never brought out this side of you."

"Never," Emma admitted, shame and arousal warring in her chest. "He said it was... undignified."

"Fuck dignity." Jake's thumb pressed against her clit, sending shockwaves through her system. "You were made to be worshipped, not ignored."

Emma's orgasm hit like a freight train, her pussy clenching around Jake's cock as she screamed his name. Her legs gave out, but Jake held her up, fucking her through the climax until she was nothing but sensation and need.

"Bedroom," Jake commanded, pulling out suddenly. "I want to see your face when I make you come again."

They stumbled upstairs, hands and mouths everywhere. Emma's bedroom—the same room she'd shared with David for ten years—felt different with Jake in it. Charged with sexual energy, alive with possibility.

Jake threw her onto the king-sized bed, following her down. His mouth found her neck, biting and sucking marks that would take days to fade. Emma didn't care. She wanted to be marked, wanted evidence of this transformation.

"I want to try something," Jake said, reaching into his discarded jeans for his phone. "If you're comfortable with it."

Emma's pulse quickened. "What?"

"Pictures. Of you. Like this." Jake's eyes roamed over her naked body spread across the white sheets. "You're so fucking beautiful, Emma. I want to capture this."

The old Emma would have been horrified. But the new Emma, the one who'd discovered her own sexuality, felt a thrill at the idea. "Okay."

Jake's phone camera clicked as he captured her from different angles—legs spread, back arched, hands on her breasts. Each photo made Emma feel more powerful, more desired.

"Now together," Jake said, positioning the phone above them as he slid between her thighs. "I want you to see how good we look."

The camera captured him entering her, her face contorting with pleasure as he filled her completely. Watching themselves fuck on the small screen was incredibly erotic, making Emma even wetter.

"You see that?" Jake asked, showing her the video he'd just taken. "See how perfectly you take my cock? How fucking sexy you are?"

Emma watched herself in the video, amazed by the woman she saw. This wasn't the repressed housewife who'd endured ten years of mediocre sex. This was a sexual goddess, confident and hungry and unashamed of her desires.

"I want more," she said, surprising herself. "I want to try everything."

Jake's grin was predatory. "Everything?"

"Everything."

What followed was the most intense sexual experience of Emma's life. Jake introduced her to positions she'd only read about, sensations she'd never imagined. He fucked her missionary style while she watched in the dresser mirror, bent her over the window overlooking her suburban neighborhood, made her ride him while he sucked her nipples until she screamed.

When he suggested anal, Emma's first instinct was to refuse. David had asked once, years ago, and she'd been so horrified by the idea that he'd never brought it up again. But with Jake, the thought sent dark thrills through her.

"I've never..." she started.

"I'll be gentle," Jake promised, already reaching for the bottle of lube he'd brought. "Trust me."

The preparation took time—Jake's fingers working her slowly, stretching her carefully while his mouth kept her distracted with pleasure. When he finally pressed his cock against her back entrance, Emma was trembling with anticipation and fear.

"Relax," Jake murmured, one hand rubbing her clit as he pushed forward slowly. "Let me in, baby."

The stretch was intense, unlike anything Emma had experienced. But as Jake worked himself deeper, the discomfort transformed into something else—something dark and forbidden and incredibly erotic.

"How does it feel?" Jake asked when he was fully seated inside her.

"Full," Emma gasped. "So full. I can feel you everywhere."

When he started moving, Emma thought she might lose her mind. The sensation was overwhelming, taboo, perfect. Combined with his fingers on her clit, it was almost too much pleasure to bear.

"I'm going to come," she warned, her body tightening around him.

"Do it," Jake commanded. "Come with my cock in your ass. Show me what a dirty girl you really are."

Emma's orgasm was unlike any before—deeper, more intense, radiating from her core to every extremity. She screamed Jake's name as she came, her body milking his cock until he followed her over the edge with a roar of satisfaction.

They collapsed together, both breathing hard and covered in sweat. Emma felt transformed, like she'd shed her old skin and emerged as someone completely new.

"That was..." she started, then trailed off.

"Amazing," Jake finished. "You're amazing."

As they lay tangled in her sheets, Emma's phone buzzed with more messages from her dating apps. Instead of ignoring them, she reached for the device, suddenly curious about the other possibilities waiting for her.

"What are you doing?" Jake asked, watching her scroll through the notifications.

"Looking," Emma said honestly. "I want to explore this. All of it."

Jake's cock twitched against her thigh, already showing signs of renewed interest. "You want to fuck other guys?"

"I want to experience everything I missed out on." Emma turned to face him, her hand wrapping around his hardening shaft. "But right now, I want to experience more of you."

As Jake rolled her onto her back, spreading her legs for another round, Emma felt a surge of anticipation for all the sexual adventures waiting for her. The woman who'd been satisfied with missionary position twice a month was gone forever. In her place was someone hungry, confident, and ready to claim every pleasure life had to offer.

The night was still young, and Emma had ten years of sexual frustration to make up for.


Chapter 3: Insatiable

Emma's reflection blazed back at her from the bathroom mirror—lips swollen from Jake's kisses, neck decorated with purple bruises, thighs still slick with evidence of their marathon session. Twelve hours. They'd fucked for twelve straight hours, only stopping for water and the occasional protein bar Jake had brought from his gym bag. Her pussy ached deliciously, stretched and used in ways she'd never imagined possible.

But instead of satisfaction, Emma felt something else entirely: hunger. Raw, consuming hunger that made her fingers drift between her legs even as she stood there, touching herself while Jake showered.

Her phone buzzed against the marble countertop. Another message, another man promising to give her what she needed. Emma scrolled through dozens of profiles—lawyers, construction workers, college students, married men looking for discretion. Each photo sent fresh heat through her core. She wanted them all.

"Getting started without me?" Jake's voice made her jump. He stood in the doorway, completely naked, his cock already half-hard despite their recent activities.

"I can't stop," Emma admitted, her fingers still moving against her clit. "I keep thinking about... more. Different men. Different cocks."

Jake's eyes darkened as he watched her touch herself. "How many?"

"All of them." The admission should have embarrassed her, but instead it felt liberating. "I want to make up for ten years of nothing. I want to be fucked by every man who wants me."

"Greedy little slut," Jake murmured, but his tone was admiring rather than judgmental. His cock was fully erect now, responding to her confession. "What did you have in mind?"

Emma's free hand reached for her phone, scrolling to a particular message that had made her pussy clench when she'd read it earlier. "Marcus. Twenty-eight, personal trainer. He wants to meet tonight."

Jake read over her shoulder, his breath hot against her neck. "Says here he has a friend who might join. You want two cocks at once?"

The thought made Emma's knees weak. "I've never..."

"Neither had you taken it up the ass until a few hours ago." Jake's hand covered hers, guiding her fingers deeper. "Look how well that turned out."

Emma was already composing her reply before she could second-guess herself: "Tonight works. Bring your friend. I'm ready for anything."

Marcus responded within minutes: "My place. 8 PM. Fair warning—my buddy Tyler is hung like a horse. Hope you can handle both of us."

Emma's pussy clenched around her fingers. It was already 6:30. "I should go home, get ready—"

"No." Jake spun her around, lifting her onto the bathroom counter. "I'm not done with you yet. And I want you still dripping my cum when you meet them."

Before Emma could protest, Jake was between her thighs, his tongue diving into her well-fucked pussy. The sensation was almost too much—she was so sensitive from hours of use that even his gentle licks made her cry out. But the overstimulation quickly morphed into pleasure, her body already addicted to the constant stimulation.

"Jake, I'm too sensitive—"

"No such thing," he mumbled against her flesh, adding two fingers to stretch her further. "Your greedy little cunt can take more. I can feel how wet you are just thinking about those other cocks."

He was right. Despite the soreness, despite the oversensitivity, Emma's body was already responding. Her hips rocked against his mouth as another orgasm built, this one feeling different—deeper, more intense.

"I'm going to come again," she gasped, gripping his hair.

"Do it. Soak my face before you go get fucked by those other men."

Emma's climax hit like a tidal wave, her back arching off the mirror as she squirted again. Jake lapped up every drop, prolonging her orgasm until she was sobbing with pleasure.

"Perfect," he said, standing to position his cock at her entrance. "One more time. I want my cum leaking out of you all night."

He slammed into her with one brutal thrust, making her scream. The bathroom acoustics amplified every sound—the wet slap of skin against skin, Emma's desperate moans, Jake's animalistic grunts as he pounded into her oversensitive pussy.

"Tell me what you're going to do with them," Jake commanded, his thumb finding her clit.

"I'm going to suck their cocks," Emma gasped, the words spilling out without filter. "I'm going to let them fuck all my holes. I want to be used, Jake. I want to be their little fuckdoll."

"That's my dirty girl." Jake's pace increased, his cock hitting her cervix with each thrust. "You're going to come home covered in their cum, aren't you? Fucked raw and satisfied."

"Yes!" Emma's second orgasm crashed over her, more intense than the first. "God, yes!"

Jake's release followed immediately after, his hot cum flooding her already-full pussy. When he pulled out, their combined fluids leaked down her thighs in thick streams.

"Don't clean up," Jake instructed, watching her with dark satisfaction. "I want them to smell me on you."

Emma nodded, already drunk on the taboo nature of what she was about to do. She dressed quickly in a black sundress that barely covered her ass, forgoing underwear entirely. The feeling of Jake's cum slowly dripping down her legs made her pussy throb with anticipation.

Marcus lived in a downtown loft that screamed expensive bachelor pad. When he opened the door, Emma's breath caught. His photos hadn't done him justice—six-foot-two of pure muscle, with the kind of body that belonged in fitness magazines. Behind him stood another man, even taller and broader, with arms covered in tattoos.

"You must be Emma," Marcus said, his eyes roaming over her body appreciatively. "This is Tyler."

Tyler's gaze was predatory as he looked her up and down. "Damn, Marcus. You didn't tell me she was this fucking hot."

"Come in," Marcus said, stepping aside. "Can I get you a drink?"

"I don't need a drink," Emma said, surprising herself with her boldness. "I need you to fuck me."

The words hung in the air for a moment before both men grinned. "I like her already," Tyler said.

"Bedroom?" Marcus asked.

"Wherever you want me," Emma replied, already reaching for the hem of her dress. "I'm yours for the night."

She pulled the dress over her head in one fluid motion, standing naked before them. Both men's eyes widened as they took in her body—full breasts, narrow waist, and a pussy that was clearly already aroused and slightly swollen from recent use.

"Fuck me," Tyler breathed. "Look at that body."

"Someone's been busy today," Marcus observed, noticing the evidence of her recent activities. "Still wet from your last fuck?"

"Yes," Emma admitted without shame. "And I want more."

Marcus and Tyler exchanged a look before simultaneously reaching for their clothes. Emma watched, transfixed, as they revealed their bodies. Marcus was lean muscle and perfect definition, every inch of him sculpted. Tyler was broader, more powerful, with the kind of bulk that came from serious weightlifting.

But it was their cocks that made Emma's mouth water. Marcus was long and thick, with a slight curve that would hit all the right spots. Tyler was even bigger—massive enough to make Emma wonder if she could actually take him.

"Holy shit," she whispered, reaching for them both.

"You like what you see?" Marcus asked, stepping closer.

"I want to taste you," Emma said, dropping to her knees between them. "Both of you."

She took Marcus into her mouth first, her lips stretching around his girth. The taste was different from Jake—saltier, more intense. When Tyler's cock brushed against her cheek, she turned to take him as well, alternating between them.

"Fuck, she's good," Tyler groaned, his hand tangling in her hair. "Look at her go."

Emma lost herself in the act, using her hands and mouth to pleasure both men simultaneously. She'd never done anything like this before—kneeling between two strangers, worshipping their cocks like the hungry slut she'd become. The thought should have horrified her, but instead it made her pussy throb with need.

"My turn," Tyler said, pulling her off Marcus's cock. "Open wide, baby."

He guided his massive length into her mouth, and Emma had to relax her throat completely to take him. The stretch was intense, but she managed to swallow him deeper than she'd thought possible.

"Holy fuck," Marcus breathed, watching her throat bulge around Tyler's cock. "She's taking all of it."

Emma gagged slightly but didn't pull away, determined to prove she could handle whatever they gave her. When Tyler finally released her, she gasped for air, saliva dripping down her chin.

"Bedroom," Marcus commanded. "I need to be inside you."

They moved to his king-sized bed, and Emma found herself on her back with her legs spread wide. Marcus positioned himself between her thighs, rubbing his cock through her wetness.

"You ready for this?" he asked.

"Please," Emma begged. "I need it so badly."

Marcus thrust into her in one smooth stroke, filling her completely. The angle was different from Jake's cock, hitting new spots that made her see stars. When Tyler moved to her head, positioning his massive length at her lips, Emma opened eagerly.

Being fucked at both ends was overwhelming in the best possible way. Marcus's rhythm was steady and deep, while Tyler used her mouth with increasing intensity. Emma felt completely used, completely satisfied, like this was what she'd been missing her entire life.

"Switch," Tyler said after several minutes. "I want to feel that tight pussy."

They repositioned, and Emma gasped as Tyler's massive cock pressed against her entrance. "Go slow," she warned. "You're huge."

Tyler laughed. "Don't worry, baby. We'll make it fit."

The stretch as he entered her was incredible—painful and pleasurable in equal measure. Emma had thought Jake was big, but Tyler was in another category entirely. When he was finally fully seated inside her, she felt completely full, stretched to her absolute limit.

"How does she feel?" Marcus asked, positioning his cock at her lips.

"Fucking incredible," Tyler groaned, starting to move slowly. "Tightest pussy I've ever had."

As Tyler found his rhythm, Emma focused on pleasuring Marcus with her mouth. The dual stimulation was overwhelming—every nerve ending in her body was on fire, pleasure building to impossible heights.

"I want to try something," Marcus said, pulling out of her mouth. "You ever been air-tight?"

Emma's eyes widened. She knew what he was suggesting—all three holes filled simultaneously. The thought terrified and excited her in equal measure.

"I... I've only done anal once," she admitted. "Today, actually."

"Perfect," Tyler said, his strokes never slowing. "You're already warmed up."

They repositioned carefully, with Tyler on his back and Emma riding him reverse cowgirl. The angle let him go impossibly deep, making her cry out with pleasure. When Marcus positioned himself behind her, pressing his lubricated cock against her ass, Emma tensed instinctively.

"Relax," Marcus murmured, working his way inside slowly. "Just like before."

The sensation of being filled by both men simultaneously was indescribable. Emma felt stretched beyond belief, every nerve ending screaming with sensation. When they both started moving, she thought she might lose her mind from the intensity.

"Oh god," she gasped, her body trembling between them. "I can't... it's too much..."

"You can take it," Tyler encouraged, his hands gripping her hips. "You're doing so good, baby."

As they found their rhythm, the overwhelming sensation transformed into pure pleasure. Emma had never felt so full, so completely used, so utterly satisfied. When Marcus reached around to rub her clit, she knew she was about to experience something unprecedented.

"I'm going to come," she warned, her voice barely recognizable.

"Do it," Marcus commanded. "Come on our cocks like the dirty slut you are."

Emma's orgasm was volcanic—starting deep in her core and radiating outward until every cell in her body was consumed with pleasure. She screamed their names, her body convulsing between them as waves of sensation crashed over her.

But they weren't done. As her climax subsided, both men increased their pace, fucking her harder and deeper. The overstimulation should have been too much, but instead it triggered another orgasm, then another, until Emma lost count of how many times she came.

When Tyler finally reached his limit, the feeling of his hot cum flooding her pussy triggered yet another climax. Marcus followed moments later, his release filling her ass as she sobbed with pleasure between them.

They collapsed in a tangle of sweaty limbs, all three breathing hard. Emma felt utterly destroyed in the best possible way—every hole sore and satisfied, her body marked by their passion.

"Holy fuck," Tyler breathed. "That was incredible."

"You're incredible," Marcus agreed, his hand stroking Emma's hip. "I've never met a woman who could take both of us like that."

Emma glowed under their praise, feeling more sexually confident than ever before. As their combined cum leaked from her well-used holes, she was already thinking about who she wanted to fuck next.

Her phone buzzed from the nightstand—more messages, more men eager to experience what she had to offer. The night was far from over, and Emma's sexual awakening was just beginning.

"Ready for round two?" she asked, already reaching for Tyler's cock.

Both men groaned with renewed interest, and Emma smiled wickedly. She had years of sexual frustration to make up for, and all night to do it.

The woman who had settled for missionary position twice a month was gone forever. In her place was someone insatiable, hungry for every experience life had to offer. And Emma intended to claim them all.


Chapter 4: Descent into Bliss

Emma's reflection in Marcus's bathroom mirror was unrecognizable—hair wild with sweat and rough hands, lips crimson and swollen from servicing two demanding cocks, her entire body flushed with the afterglow of being thoroughly used. Purple bruises bloomed across her throat and breasts like forbidden flowers, while streaks of dried cum painted her thighs in abstract patterns of lust.

But the hunger remained. If anything, being filled by two men simultaneously had only stoked the flames higher. Her pussy clenched at the memory of Tyler's massive cock stretching her to breaking point while Marcus claimed her ass, both of them driving into her until she'd screamed herself hoarse with pleasure.

"Look at you," she whispered to her reflection, fingers trailing down to her swollen clit. "Look what you've become."

What she'd become was magnificent. A sexual predator disguised as a suburban divorcee, hungry for every cock, every experience, every forbidden pleasure she'd been denied for ten years of vanilla marriage.

Her phone screen blazed with notifications. Word was spreading through the dating apps—Emma Sinclair was available, willing, and apparently insatiable. Men were messaging friends, sharing her profile, creating a feeding frenzy of masculine desire that made her pussy throb with anticipation.

Derek, 30: "My buddy Marcus said you're something special. I'm free tonight if you want another round."

Alex & James: "Couple looking for a third. We'll make it worth your while."

Professor Williams: "Heard you enjoy educational experiences. Care to audit my bedroom?"

The Quarterback: "Team's looking for a victory celebration. You interested in being our prize?"

Emma's fingers moved faster against her clit as she read message after message. Each one promised something different—new positions, new sensations, new ways to be filled and used and worshipped. She wanted them all.

"Still going?" Tyler's voice made her jump. He leaned against the doorframe, his massive frame filling the space, cock already showing signs of renewed interest despite their recent marathon.

"I can't help it," Emma admitted, not stopping her ministrations. "Reading these makes me so fucking wet."

"What kind of messages?" Tyler moved closer, reading over her shoulder. His breath was hot against her neck as he scrolled through the explicit offers. "Fuck, they're all begging for you."

"This one," Emma pointed to a particular message that made her pulse race. "Five guys, construction crew. They want to... use me after their shift."

Tyler's cock twitched against her back. "You want to be gangbanged by a bunch of blue-collar guys?"

"Yes," Emma breathed, surprised by how desperately she meant it. "I want to be their little fuckdoll. I want them to pass me around like a toy."

"Jesus Christ," Tyler groaned, his hands moving to cup her breasts. "You're going to kill me."

Marcus appeared in the doorway, equally naked and aroused despite their recent activities. "What's got Tyler so worked up?"

"Emma wants to get gangbanged," Tyler reported, his fingers pinching her nipples until she gasped. "Construction crew, five guys."

"Tonight?" Marcus asked, his cock hardening visibly.

Emma nodded, already typing her response: "Where and when? I'll be there."

The reply came within minutes: "Construction site on Fifth Street. Midnight. Gate will be unlocked. Ask for Big Mike."

"That's in two hours," Marcus observed. "Barely enough time to recover."

"I don't need recovery," Emma said, turning to face both men. "I need more. I need to see how many I can take."

What followed was unlike anything Emma could have imagined. Marcus and Tyler, instead of being threatened by her plans, seemed energized by them. They took turns fucking her in every position imaginable, each orgasm making her more desperate for the next. When they suggested calling some friends over, Emma agreed without hesitation.

By ten PM, the loft was full of men. Derek arrived first—a marketing executive with wandering hands and a thick cock that made Emma moan when he slid into her cum-soaked pussy. Professor Williams brought academic intensity to his fucking, bending Emma over Marcus's desk and taking her with methodical precision while lecturing her about the philosophical implications of sexual liberation.

Alex and James arrived as a pair, and Emma found herself sandwiched between them on the couch, their synchronized thrusts driving her to heights of pleasure she'd never imagined. When James suggested they invite their neighbor Kevin, Emma could only nod her agreement between gasps.

"Look at her," Derek marveled as Emma rode his cock while simultaneously sucking Tyler. "She's insatiable."

"Ten years of sexual repression," Marcus explained, his hand stroking Emma's ass as she bounced on Derek's lap. "She's making up for lost time."

By eleven-thirty, Emma had been fucked by seven different men, cum dripping from every hole, her body marked by teeth and hands and the evidence of their passion. But instead of exhaustion, she felt energized, addicted to the constant stimulation and variety.

"Time to go," she announced, reluctantly extracting herself from the tangle of bodies. "I have an appointment."

The construction site loomed dark against the city skyline, illuminated only by scattered work lights that cast long shadows between the skeletal frames of unfinished buildings. Emma's heels clicked against concrete as she made her way through the unlocked gate, her short dress riding up with each step.

"You Emma?" The voice came from the shadows—deep, rough, unmistakably masculine.

"Yes," she replied, pulse quickening as a massive figure emerged from behind a concrete mixer.

Big Mike lived up to his name. Six-foot-six of pure muscle, with hands the size of dinner plates and a presence that screamed alpha male. Behind him, four other men stepped into the light—all construction workers, all built like they spent their days moving steel and concrete.

"Boys, this is the lady I told you about," Mike announced. "Says she wants to party with all of us."

Emma's pussy clenched as she took in the group. These weren't polished executives or pretty college boys. These were real men—rough, demanding, probably the type who'd fuck her like they meant it.

"That's right," Emma said, her voice steadier than she felt. "I want all of you."

"Here?" asked one of them—tall and lean with tattooed arms.

"Wherever you want me," Emma replied, already reaching for the hem of her dress.

Mike grinned, revealing perfect white teeth in his weathered face. "I like her already. Tommy, grab some of those moving blankets. We're going to need a soft surface for what I have in mind."

What followed was pure animalistic passion. The construction workers handled Emma with a roughness that bordered on violent, but in the best possible way. They fucked her on a pile of moving blankets in the middle of the construction site, under the stars, with the city watching from its illuminated windows.

Mike went first, his massive cock stretching Emma in ways she'd never experienced. He was bigger than Tyler, thicker than anyone she'd taken, and when he slammed into her with no preamble, Emma screamed with pleasure that echoed off the unfinished walls.

"Tight little pussy," Mike growled, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "When's the last time you got fucked by a real man?"

"Never," Emma gasped, her body struggling to accommodate his size. "God, you're huge!"

"You ain't seen nothing yet," said Tommy, the tattooed one, as he positioned his cock at her mouth. "Open up, sweetheart."

Emma opened eagerly, taking Tommy into her mouth while Mike pounded her from behind. The third worker—heavy-set with calloused hands—knelt beside her, guiding her hand to his thick shaft. Soon she was servicing three men simultaneously, her body being used exactly as she'd fantasized.

"My turn," said the fourth worker, a younger man with the kind of stamina that came from physical labor. When Mike finally finished, flooding Emma's pussy with hot cum, the younger man immediately took his place.

They rotated systematically, each man taking turns in her pussy while the others used her mouth and hands. Emma lost track of time and orgasms, her entire world reduced to the constant stimulation of being thoroughly used by five demanding men.

When they suggested double penetration, Emma agreed immediately. She'd grown addicted to the feeling of being completely filled, stretched beyond her limits. Mike's massive cock in her ass while Tommy fucked her pussy created sensations so intense that Emma thought she might pass out from pleasure.

"Look at her take it," marveled the fifth worker, a quiet man who'd been content to watch until now. "She's loving every inch."

"Course she is," Mike grunted, his rhythm never faltering. "Little slut was made for this."

The degrading words should have offended Emma, but instead they pushed her closer to another explosive orgasm. She'd spent ten years being treated like a lady, like something fragile and pure. Being called a slut by men who were using her body for their pleasure felt like the ultimate liberation.

"I'm a slut," she gasped, the admission torn from her lips. "I'm your dirty little slut!"

"That's right," Tommy encouraged, his cock hitting her cervix with each thrust. "Our personal fuckdoll."

Emma's orgasm when it came was seismic, her entire body convulsing between them as pleasure consumed every cell. But they weren't finished—far from it. The construction workers had the stamina of men who worked twelve-hour days, and they used every minute of it to explore Emma's body.

By three AM, Emma had been fucked in every position imaginable. Bent over concrete barriers, pressed against chain-link fences, laid out on equipment that would probably never be the same. Each man had claimed her multiple times, their combined cum leaking from her well-used holes in steady streams.

"Damn, girl," Mike said as they finally began to dress. "You're something else."

"Will I see you again?" Emma asked, surprised by how much she hoped the answer was yes.

"You bet," Mike replied, handing her his business card. "We work late most nights. You ever want another round with the crew, just call."

Emma's Uber ride home was a blur of satisfied exhaustion and planning for her next encounter. Her phone had continued buzzing throughout the night—more messages, more offers, more men eager to experience what she had to offer.

The Quarterback: "Changed my mind about waiting. Team's free tomorrow night. You in?"

Dr. Richardson: "Medical conference this weekend. Interested in some anatomical education?"

The Motorcycle Club: "Heard you're adventurous. We're looking for a club mascot."

Each message sent fresh heat through Emma's oversensitive body. She was becoming addicted to this—the constant variety, the endless stream of new experiences, the feeling of being desired by so many men.

At home, she stripped off her ruined dress and studied herself in the full-length mirror. Her body told the story of her night in bruises and bite marks, in the slight soreness that reminded her of every cock that had claimed her. She looked like exactly what she'd become—a woman thoroughly used and utterly satisfied.

But even as exhaustion pulled at her, Emma found herself planning tomorrow's encounters. The football team would be a challenge—young men with endless energy and competitive natures. The motorcycle club promised roughness that might even surpass the construction workers. The medical conference suggested intellectual men who might bring creativity to their fucking.

She wanted them all.

Her reflection smiled back at her, predatory and hungry despite the late hour. The woman who had settled for missionary position twice a month was gone forever, replaced by someone insatiable, someone powerful, someone who had finally discovered her true nature.

Emma Sinclair was just getting started.

As dawn broke over the city, painting her bedroom in shades of pink and gold, Emma finally allowed herself to sleep. But even in her dreams, she was planning her next conquest, her next experience, her next step deeper into the sexual paradise she'd discovered.

The hunger would never be satisfied. And Emma wouldn't have it any other way.


Chapter 5: The Spiral Deepens

Emma's body felt like a battlefield—every muscle aching sweetly from her night at the construction site, her skin a canvas of bites and bruises that told the story of her complete sexual awakening. She'd managed three hours of sleep before the hunger returned, clawing at her insides with an intensity that made her fingers shake as she scrolled through the avalanche of messages flooding her phone.

Forty-seven new messages. Forty-seven men who wanted to use her body, to claim her holes, to make her scream their names. The sheer volume should have been overwhelming, but instead it made Emma's pussy throb with anticipation. She was becoming a legend in the underground sexual networks of the city, passed from group to group like the ultimate prize.

College Hockey Team: "Heard you handled five construction workers. Think you can take our entire starting lineup? Winner's party tonight."

The Stock Traders: "Bull market celebration. Need entertainment for twelve very successful, very horny men."

Firefighter Station 19: "Off duty tonight. Want to see if you can handle our hoses?"

The Biker Gang: "Leather, chains, and ten inches of steel. You ready to ride?"

Each message was more explicit than the last, detailing exactly what they wanted to do to her body. Emma found herself getting wetter with every crude description, every promise of rough handling and thorough use. Her free hand drifted between her legs, fingers sliding easily through the mixture of her arousal and the lingering evidence of last night's activities.

The doorbell rang, interrupting her morning ritual of reading sexual propositions while touching herself. Emma padded to the door in nothing but a silk robe, not bothering to check who it was. Her old self would have been horrified by such carelessness, but her old self had never experienced the intoxicating rush of being desired by dozens of men simultaneously.

"Special delivery," said the young man at her door, his eyes widening as he took in her barely-covered state. He couldn't be more than twenty, with the lean build of a college athlete and the kind of innocent face that probably drove sorority girls wild.

"What kind of delivery?" Emma asked, letting her robe fall slightly open.

"F-flowers," he stammered, holding out an enormous bouquet of red roses. "From Jake Martinez. Says to tell you these are for... 'the beginning of your journey.'"

Emma's pussy clenched at the memory of Jake's tongue between her legs, his cock stretching her open for the first time. It felt like a lifetime ago, though it had been less than forty-eight hours.

"How thoughtful," Emma murmured, taking the flowers with one hand while the other held her robe open. The delivery boy's eyes were glued to her exposed breast, his breathing becoming shallow. "You know, I should probably tip you properly."

"That's not necessary, ma'am," he said, but his voice cracked on the words.

"Oh, but I insist." Emma stepped aside, gesturing for him to enter. "Come in. Let me get my purse."

The young man hesitated for a moment before stepping inside. Emma could see the bulge forming in his uniform shorts, could practically smell his nervous arousal. Fresh meat. Innocent and eager and probably still a virgin, judging by his fumbling nervousness.

"What's your name?" Emma asked, setting the flowers aside and turning to face him fully.

"C-Connor," he managed, his eyes darting between her face and her barely-concealed body.

"Well, Connor," Emma said, letting her robe fall completely open, "have you ever been with an older woman?"

Connor's jaw dropped as he took in her naked body—full breasts with hardened nipples, the curve of her waist, the glistening evidence of her arousal between her thighs. "No, ma'am. I... I've never..."

"Never what?" Emma stepped closer, close enough that he could smell her sex, could see the bite marks and bruises decorating her skin.

"I've never been with anyone," Connor whispered, his face burning red with embarrassment.

Emma's predatory smile widened. A virgin. Someone she could corrupt, mold, introduce to pleasures he'd only dreamed about. The thought sent dark thrills through her already aroused body.

"Would you like to be?" she asked, her hand reaching out to touch the bulge in his shorts.

Connor's gasp was audible as her fingers traced the outline of his cock through the fabric. "I... I'm working..."

"Your delivery is finished," Emma pointed out, her fingers finding his zipper. "And I think you deserve a very special tip."

Connor's resistance crumbled as Emma freed his cock from his shorts. He was bigger than she'd expected—not huge like some of the men she'd been with, but thick and hard and leaking precum. Perfect for what she had in mind.

"Sit down," Emma commanded, guiding him to the couch. "Let me take care of you."

She knelt between his legs, wrapping her hand around his shaft. Connor's entire body trembled at the contact, his breathing becoming ragged as she began to stroke him slowly.

"Have you ever had a woman's mouth on your cock?" Emma asked, though she already knew the answer.

"No," Connor gasped, his hips bucking involuntarily as her grip tightened.

"Then you're in for a treat." Emma leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste the precum beading at his tip.

Connor's reaction was immediate and intense—a strangled cry of pleasure as her tongue swirled around his cockhead. Emma smiled around his length, remembering when she'd been equally innocent, equally overwhelmed by new sensations. Now she was the one in control, the experienced woman introducing a virgin to the pleasures of flesh.

She took him into her mouth slowly, savoring his taste and the way his body responded to every touch. Connor's hands gripped the couch cushions, his knuckles white as he fought not to thrust into her mouth. Such restraint. Such politeness. Emma was going to enjoy corrupting that.

"You can touch me," she said, pulling off his cock to speak. "I won't break."

Connor's hands moved hesitantly to her hair, then bolder as Emma deep-throated his entire length. She could feel him hitting the back of her throat, could taste the salt of his arousal as he leaked steadily into her mouth.

"I'm going to come," Connor warned, his voice tight with strain.

"Good," Emma murmured around his cock. "I want to taste you."

His orgasm hit like a dam bursting—hot cum flooding her mouth as Connor cried out his pleasure. Emma swallowed every drop, milking him with her lips and tongue until he was trembling with oversensitivity.

"That was..." Connor started, then trailed off.

"Your first blowjob," Emma finished, licking her lips. "But not your last, I hope."

Connor's cock was already showing signs of renewed interest, the resilience of youth on full display. Emma straddled his lap, positioning herself over his hardening length.

"Wait," Connor said, panic in his voice. "I don't have a condom."

"I'm on birth control," Emma lied smoothly. The truth was she'd gone off the pill during her divorce, tired of pumping hormones into her body for a husband who barely touched her. But the risk only added to her excitement. "And I want to feel you bare inside me."

She sank down onto his cock slowly, watching his face contort with pleasure as her tight pussy enveloped him. Connor was thick enough to stretch her pleasantly, different from the massive cocks she'd taken recently but satisfying in its own way.

"How does it feel?" Emma asked, beginning to move slowly.

"Incredible," Connor gasped, his hands moving to her hips. "So tight. So warm."

Emma rode him with increasing intensity, her breasts bouncing with each movement. Connor's eyes were glued to her body, drinking in every detail like he was trying to memorize the experience. His hands explored her skin with wonder, tracing the marks left by other men with fascinated fingers.

"What are these from?" he asked, touching a bite mark on her shoulder.

"Other men," Emma said honestly. "Men who used my body for their pleasure."

Connor's cock twitched inside her at the admission. "How many?"

"Last night? Five construction workers who fucked me under the stars." Emma's pace increased, chasing the orgasm building in her core. "The night before? Seven different men in a downtown loft."

"Jesus," Connor breathed, his thrusts becoming more desperate. "You're..."

"A slut?" Emma suggested, grinding down on his cock. "A whore? A woman who loves being used by as many men as possible?"

"Perfect," Connor finished, surprising her. "You're perfect."

His words pushed Emma over the edge, her pussy clenching around his cock as she came with a scream of pleasure. Connor followed immediately after, his virgin cum flooding her unprotected womb as he cried out her name.

They collapsed together, both breathing hard. Emma could feel Connor's cum mixing with her arousal, could smell the musk of their coupling in the air. Another conquest. Another notch in her rapidly expanding belt of sexual experiences.

"I should go," Connor said reluctantly. "I have more deliveries."

"Of course," Emma said, climbing off his lap. "But Connor?"

"Yes?"

"Call me sometime. A virgin's enthusiasm can be very... educational."

Connor's blush was adorable as he gathered his clothes. Emma watched him dress, already planning how she might corrupt him further. Young men were so eager to please, so willing to try anything she suggested.

After Connor left, Emma returned to her phone and the dozens of messages waiting for her attention. Her pussy was still throbbing from their encounter, but the hunger remained. One virgin delivery boy wasn't nearly enough to satisfy her growing appetite.

The college hockey team's message caught her attention again. An entire starting lineup—probably six or seven young athletes in peak physical condition. The kind of men who had the stamina to fuck her for hours, who could take turns using her body until she was completely spent.

Emma: "What time and where? I'll be there."

Hockey Captain: "Team house on Fraternity Row. 8 PM. Fair warning—we play hard on and off the ice."

Emma: "I can handle whatever you dish out. Bring your A-game."

The response was immediate: "Game on. We'll be ready for you."

Emma spent the day preparing—a long bath to soothe her aching muscles, careful attention to her appearance, and a strategic outfit that would drive college boys wild. A short plaid skirt that barely covered her ass, a tight white blouse that emphasized her cleavage, knee-high socks that screamed innocence while her actions promised anything but.

The fraternity house was exactly what she'd expected—loud music, the smell of beer and testosterone, young men in various states of undress lounging around like kings of their domain. When Emma knocked on the door, the noise level dropped noticeably.

"You must be Emma," said the young man who answered—tall, broad-shouldered, with the kind of confidence that came from being a star athlete. "I'm Brad, team captain."

"Pleasure to meet you," Emma said, letting her eyes roam over his muscled frame. "Are you going to invite me in?"

Brad stepped aside, and Emma entered to find herself the center of attention for a room full of hockey players. Seven young men, all built like Greek gods, all staring at her with undisguised hunger. The atmosphere was electric with masculine energy and anticipation.

"Boys, this is Emma," Brad announced. "She thinks she can handle our entire starting lineup."

"Thinks?" Emma challenged, letting her skirt ride up as she moved into the room. "I know I can. The question is whether you boys can keep up with a real woman."

The responding grins were predatory. These weren't shy virgins like Connor—they were experienced athletes who probably had sorority girls throwing themselves at them regularly. But Emma wasn't some college girl looking for a boyfriend. She was a sexual predator in her own right, and she intended to devour every one of them.

"Upstairs," Brad said, his hand finding the small of her back. "The real party's in the team room."

The team room was a shrine to hockey—trophies, photos, equipment scattered around a space that reeked of masculine triumph. But the centerpiece was a massive sectional sofa that could easily accommodate multiple bodies, currently occupied by the rest of the starting lineup.

"Strip," commanded one of them—a defenseman with arms like tree trunks. "Let's see what we're working with."

Emma complied slowly, making a show of unbuttoning her blouse and sliding her skirt down her hips. When she stood naked before them, their appreciative murmurs filled the room.

"Fuck me," breathed the goalie, a lean young man with quick reflexes. "Look at that body."

"Someone's been busy," observed another, noting the fading marks from her previous encounters. "How many guys you been with this week?"

"Enough to know what I like," Emma replied, moving to the center of the room. "And what I like is being used by multiple men at once."

"Then you came to the right place," Brad said, already stripping off his shirt. "We believe in teamwork."

What followed was unlike anything Emma had experienced before. The hockey players approached her like a coordinated attack, each man taking a specific role in her thorough use. Brad claimed her mouth while the defenseman positioned himself between her legs. The goalie worked her breasts with his hands and mouth, while the remaining players waited their turn, stroking themselves as they watched.

The rotation was systematic and merciless. Every time one man finished, another immediately took his place. Emma found herself passed from player to player like a trophy, each one determined to prove his superiority over his teammates. Their competitive nature extended to the bedroom, each trying to make her scream louder, come harder, beg more desperately than she had for the others.

"My turn," announced the right wing, a stocky player with incredible core strength. "I want that ass."

Emma found herself bent over the arm of the couch, her ass presented for his use while the left wing slid his cock into her mouth. The dual penetration was intense but manageable—until the center decided he wanted to join the party.

"Think she can take all three?" he asked, positioning himself underneath her.

"Only one way to find out," Brad said, his own cock hard again despite having come twice already.

Being triple-penetrated by college athletes was an experience that pushed Emma to her absolute limits. Their youthful stamina meant they could maintain their rhythm for what felt like hours, their competitive nature driving them to outperform each other in every way possible.

"Look at her take it," marveled the defenseman, filming with his phone as Emma was thoroughly used by three of his teammates. "She's fucking loving it."

"Send that to the other teams," suggested the goalie. "Let them know what they're missing."

The idea of her sexual exploits being shared among college athletes across the city sent Emma into another explosive orgasm. She was becoming a legend, a benchmark for sexual satisfaction that other women would be measured against.

By midnight, Emma had been fucked by all seven players multiple times, their combined cum leaking from every hole as she lay spent on the couch. But even in her exhaustion, she was already thinking about her next encounter, her next group of men to conquer.

"Same time next week?" Brad asked as she finally began to dress.

"Maybe," Emma said coyly. "Depends on what other offers I get."

Her phone had indeed been buzzing throughout the evening—more messages, more invitations, more opportunities to explore the depths of her sexual appetite. The firefighters wanted to schedule a session for tomorrow night. The stock traders were planning something for the weekend. The biker gang had sent GPS coordinates to their clubhouse along with a warning that she should "come prepared for anything."

As Emma's Uber pulled away from the fraternity house, she was already planning her next twenty-four hours. The hunger was becoming all-consuming, driving her to seek out new experiences, new sensations, new ways to be filled and used and satisfied.

Her reflection in the car window showed a woman transformed—confident, powerful, utterly without shame about her desires. The suburban housewife who had settled for mediocrity was gone forever, replaced by someone who would never again accept less than complete sexual fulfillment.

Emma Sinclair was becoming a force of nature, and the city's male population was about to find out exactly what that meant.

The night was still young, and her appetite was far from satisfied.


Chapter 6: The Abyss Beckons

Emma's body screamed in delicious agony as she stumbled through her front door at 3 AM, every muscle bearing testament to the hockey team's thorough conquest. Seven college athletes had used her for four straight hours, treating her like their personal fuckdoll while cameras captured every moment of her degradation. The videos were already circulating through group chats across campus, spreading her reputation like wildfire through the underground networks of sexually frustrated men.

But instead of shame, Emma felt intoxicated by her growing notoriety. Her phone buzzed incessantly with new offers, each more depraved than the last. Word was spreading beyond the city now—men from neighboring colleges, traveling businessmen, even some who claimed to be flying in specifically to experience what the internet was calling "The Emma Experience."

Oil Rig Workers: "Shore leave starts tomorrow. 20 men, 2 weeks offshore, looking for relief. Name your price."

Military Base: "Special Forces unit rotating home. We've heard the stories. Think you can handle real soldiers?"

CEO's Private Party: "Manhattan penthouse. Influential men who value discretion and extreme satisfaction. $50,000 for one night."

The Cult: "Seeking goddess for sacred ritual. Ancient practices, willing participants, transcendent experience guaranteed."

Emma's fingers trembled as she scrolled through increasingly explicit photos and videos attached to the messages. Professional athletes, Fortune 500 executives, military personnel who looked like they could break her in half—all begging for the chance to use her body. The power was intoxicating, more addictive than any drug.

Her reflection in the hallway mirror showed a woman unrecognizable from the repressed housewife of a week ago. Her hair was wild with dried sweat and rough hands, her lips swollen from servicing countless cocks, her entire body decorated with the evidence of her sexual odyssey. Bite marks covered her breasts and throat like a constellation of passion, while finger-shaped bruises on her hips told stories of men who'd gripped her hard enough to mark their territory.

But it was her eyes that showed the real transformation. Where once there had been resignation and quiet desperation, now burned an insatiable hunger that seemed to grow stronger with each encounter. She was becoming something beyond human—a sexual force of nature that consumed men's desires and left them begging for more.

The doorbell rang, startling her from her reflection. Emma glanced at the security camera feed on her phone, expecting to see another delivery boy or perhaps one of her recent conquers returning for seconds. Instead, she found herself looking at three women.

The first was tall and elegant with platinum blonde hair and the kind of confident bearing that screamed money and power. Beside her stood a petite redhead with calculating green eyes and a smile that promised trouble. The third was exotic-looking with olive skin and curves that would make men weep.

Emma opened the door cautiously, acutely aware of her disheveled state and the smell of sex that clung to her like perfume.

"Emma Sinclair?" The blonde's voice was cultured, with just a hint of accent. "I'm Victoria Ashworth. These are my associates, Scarlett and Amira. We need to talk."

"It's three in the morning," Emma pointed out, though she made no move to close the door. Something about these women commanded attention.

"Sexual revolutions don't keep business hours," Victoria replied smoothly. "May we come in? I think you'll find our proposition... illuminating."

Against her better judgment, Emma stepped aside. The three women entered with the confidence of queens surveying new territory, their eyes taking in every detail of Emma's home with professional assessment.

"Impressive," Scarlett murmured, noting the obvious signs of recent activity—discarded clothing, the lingering musk of sex, the general air of debauchery that had settled over the space. "You've made quite an impression on the city's male population."

"What do you want?" Emma asked, crossing her arms defensively.

"To offer you something better than random hookups and amateur hour gangbangs," Amira said, her voice like honey over steel. "We represent an organization that caters to the desires of very wealthy, very powerful men. Men who appreciate quality and are willing to pay handsomely for it."

Victoria moved to the window, gazing out at the suburban street with obvious disdain. "You're wasting your talents on construction workers and college boys, Emma. We can introduce you to titans of industry, political powerbrokers, men who could change your life with a single phone call."

"In exchange for what?" Emma asked, though she was already intrigued.

"Your exclusive services," Scarlett explained. "No more random encounters. No more amateur videos being shared on campus message boards. We handle your bookings, ensure your safety, and take a modest percentage of earnings that will make your divorce settlement look like pocket change."

Emma's pulse quickened. "How much are we talking about?"

"Our last client earned seven figures in her first year," Victoria said casually. "Of course, she was willing to accommodate some very specific requirements from very discriminating clients."

"What kind of requirements?" Emma asked, though part of her already knew she was going to say yes regardless of the answer.

Amira smiled predatorily. "The kind that push boundaries. That explore the darker edges of desire. Our clients don't want simple sex—they want experiences that transform both parties involved."

"Show her the portfolio," Scarlett suggested.

Victoria produced a tablet, swiping to reveal photos that made Emma's breath catch. Beautiful women in scenarios that ranged from elaborate bondage setups to what looked like ritualistic encounters involving multiple participants. Each image was artfully composed, professionally lit, and absolutely explicit in its depiction of sexual extremes.

"These are our current roster," Victoria explained. "Each woman specializes in different aspects of the experience. Bondage, domination, submission, group encounters, role-playing scenarios that would make Hollywood blush."

"Where would I fit in?" Emma asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

"You'd be our newest specialty," Amira said. "The recently awakened divorcee with an insatiable appetite. Our clients are fascinated by transformation stories, by corruption narratives. You embody both innocence lost and desire unleashed."

Scarlett leaned forward conspiratorially. "We have a client flying in from Dubai tomorrow night. Oil money, infinite resources, and very specific tastes. He's requested you personally after seeing some of the video footage that's been circulating."

"Me specifically?" Emma's pussy clenched involuntarily.

"You specifically," Victoria confirmed. "He's prepared to pay $100,000 for one night with you. All you have to do is be yourself—hungry, insatiable, willing to be used however he sees fit."

The number hit Emma like a physical blow. $100,000 for one night. More money than David made in two years, more than her divorce settlement, more than she'd ever imagined her body could be worth.

"What would I have to do?" she asked.

"Whatever he wants," Amira said simply. "Sheikh Rahman has very refined tastes and unlimited resources. If he wants to share you with his security detail, you'll smile and spread your legs. If he wants to use you as entertainment for a business dinner, you'll perform like the goddess you're becoming."

"And after?" Emma asked.

"After, you'll be launched into a stratosphere of sexual commerce that most women can't even imagine," Victoria said. "Private jets to European orgies, yacht parties in the Mediterranean, exclusive gatherings where world leaders and celebrities indulge their deepest fantasies."

Emma's mind reeled with the possibilities. A week ago, she'd been a suburban housewife whose biggest sexual thrill was missionary position twice a month. Now these women were offering her entry into a world where her sexuality could make her wealthy beyond imagination.

"I need to think about it," she said, though her body was already responding to the images on the tablet.

"Of course," Scarlett said, standing gracefully. "But don't think too long. Sheikh Rahman's plane lands tomorrow at sunset, and he's not known for his patience."

Victoria left a business card on Emma's coffee table—black with silver embossing and a phone number that seemed to promise access to forbidden pleasures.

"Call when you've decided," she said. "But Emma? You were born for this life. Don't let suburban morality deny you the destiny your body was designed for."

After the three women left, Emma found herself pacing her living room like a caged animal. The tablet they'd left behind was filled with images and videos that made her previous encounters look like amateur hour. Women being pleasured by groups of men in settings that looked like palaces, elaborate scenes involving restraints and toys she'd never imagined, encounters so intense they bordered on ritualistic.

Her phone buzzed with a new message: "Heard you met with the Trinity Group. Smart move. Victoria doesn't offer opportunities lightly. - Jake"

Emma stared at the message in surprise. Jake knew these women? Had he somehow orchestrated this meeting?

Emma: "You know them?"

Jake: "I know everyone in this business. Victoria represents the top tier - clients who could buy and sell small countries. You should say yes."

Emma: "It's a big step."

Jake: "You've already taken the big step. Everything else is just logistics. Besides, Sheikh Rahman has a reputation for being... generous with women who satisfy him completely."

Emma: "Meaning?"

Jake: "Meaning you could emerge from tomorrow night with a lot more than $100,000. He's been known to gift jewelry worth millions, to set up trust funds for women who exceed his expectations. You have that potential."

Emma's pussy throbbed at the thought. Not just the money, though that was intoxicating enough, but the idea of being so sexually skilled that a billionaire would shower her with gifts. The power that would come with such recognition was almost as arousing as the physical encounters themselves.

She scrolled through more of the tablet's contents, finding videos that showed what she could aspire to become. Women who commanded armies of lovers, who orchestrated elaborate sexual scenarios, who had transformed their appetites into empires of pleasure.

Her decision crystallized with sudden clarity. She'd already fallen down the rabbit hole—now it was time to see how deep it went.

Emma picked up the black business card and dialed the number.

"Victoria Ashworth," came the smooth voice after just one ring.

"It's Emma. I'm in."

"Excellent. A car will pick you up tomorrow at 6 PM. Dress elegantly but accessibly—Sheikh Rahman appreciates beauty but values functionality. And Emma?"

"Yes?"

"Tonight will change your life forever. Make sure you're ready for what comes after."

The line went dead, leaving Emma alone with her racing pulse and the tablet full of possibilities. She spent the rest of the night studying the videos, learning techniques and positions that would have horrified her a week ago but now seemed like essential skills for her new profession.

By dawn, Emma felt transformed once again. Not just sexually this time, but professionally. She was about to become something she'd never imagined—a woman whose sexuality was so powerful it commanded fortress-sized fees from the world's most powerful men.

The suburban housewife was truly dead. In her place stood something magnificent and terrible: a sexual force of nature ready to conquer not just bodies but entire empires of desire.

Sheikh Rahman had no idea what was coming for him.


Chapter 7: Ascension

Emma stood before her bedroom mirror as the sun cast long shadows across her transformed life, the black Hermès dress Victoria had delivered hugging every curve of her battle-tested body. Seven days. Seven days since she'd been a sexually repressed housewife settling for missionary position twice a month. Now she commanded $100,000 for a single night, with billionaires flying across oceans for the privilege of using her body.

The woman in the mirror was unrecognizable—confident, predatory, radiating an sexuality so raw it seemed to bend reality around her. Her skin bore the fading marks of countless encounters, each bruise and bite a testament to her complete sexual awakening. But tonight's marks would be different. Tonight would establish her as something beyond human—a goddess of flesh and desire.

Her phone showed forty-three new messages, each more desperate than the last. Word of her arrangement with Sheikh Rahman had leaked through the underground networks, creating a feeding frenzy among wealthy men who suddenly understood they were witnessing the birth of something unprecedented.

Russian Oligarch: "Name any price. I have a private island and unlimited resources."

Tech Billionaire: "Building a compound in international waters. You could rule an empire of pleasure."

European Prince: "Royal bloodlines require special attention. Seven figures for exclusivity."

The Syndicate: "Organized crime has its benefits. Protection, power, and pleasure beyond imagination. Consider our offer carefully."

Each message represented a different path, a different future where her sexuality could reshape not just her life but entire power structures. The realization was intoxicating—that her hunger, once a source of shame, had become a weapon capable of toppling empires.

A soft knock interrupted her contemplation. Victoria entered without waiting for permission, followed by Scarlett and Amira. All three women radiated the same predatory confidence Emma was learning to embody.

"Magnificent," Victoria breathed, circling Emma like a sculptor admiring her masterpiece. "You look like exactly what you are—divine destruction wrapped in designer fabric."

"Final preparations," Scarlett announced, producing a case filled with items Emma couldn't immediately identify. "Sheikh Rahman has... specific requirements."

What followed was unlike any preparation Emma had experienced. The three women worked with clinical efficiency, applying oils that made her skin luminous, inserting devices that would enhance her performance, explaining techniques that pushed far beyond anything she'd learned in her week of sexual exploration.

"The Sheikh enjoys complete submission," Amira explained while securing a nearly invisible collar around Emma's throat. "But not passive submission—eager submission. You must crave his dominance, beg for his use, convince him that serving his pleasure is your greatest joy."

"He'll likely share you," Victoria added matter-of-factly. "His security detail, business associates, perhaps the crew of his private jet. Each man you satisfy increases your value exponentially."

"How many?" Emma asked, her pussy already clenching with anticipation.

"Last month, a senator's wife serviced twenty-three men in one evening at the Sheikh's request," Scarlett said casually. "She retired afterward—bought her own island with the tip alone."

Emma's breath caught. Twenty-three men. The number should have terrified her, but instead it sent dark thrills through her oversensitive body. A week ago, she'd never imagined taking two men simultaneously. Now she was fantasizing about being passed between dozens.

"The car is here," Victoria announced, glancing at her watch. "Remember, Emma—tonight you ascend to the highest tier of sexual commerce. After tonight, you'll never again be just another woman. You'll be a legend."

The limousine that waited outside was longer than Emma's marriage bed had been, its tinted windows hiding an interior that looked like a mobile palace. As they drove through the city toward the private airfield, Emma watched her suburban neighborhood disappear, leaving behind the last vestiges of her former life.

Sheikh Rahman's jet sat on the tarmac like a monument to excess—a customized Boeing that probably cost more than most people would earn in several lifetimes. But it was the man who stood beside it that made Emma's heart race with anticipation and fear.

Tall, dark, and radiating the kind of confidence that came from owning oil fields and governments, Sheikh Rahman looked like he could buy and sell countries on a whim. His eyes, when they settled on Emma emerging from the limousine, burned with an intensity that made her feel simultaneously exposed and powerful.

"Ms. Sinclair," he said, his accent adding exotic weight to her name. "Your reputation precedes you, though I suspect it barely captures the reality."

"Your Excellency," Emma replied, executing a graceful curtsy that made her dress ride up her thighs. "I'm honored by your invitation."

"The honor is mine," Rahman said, his gaze roaming over her body with obvious approval. "Shall we begin?"

The jet's interior was a study in decadent luxury—leather seats that could transform into beds, a full bar staffed by uniformly handsome men, and technology that probably violated several international treaties. But Emma's attention was drawn to the other passengers already aboard.

Six men, all built like they could bench press small cars, all watching her with the focused intensity of predators sizing up prey. Rahman's security detail, she realized, though they looked more like male models who happened to be armed.

"My associates," Rahman said casually. "They've heard of your... talents. I hope you don't mind sharing the experience."

"Not at all," Emma said, her voice steadier than she felt. "I aim to please."

What followed, as the jet lifted off into the night sky, was beyond anything Emma had experienced or imagined. Rahman orchestrated her use with the precision of a conductor leading a symphony, each man taking his turn while others watched and waited, the cabin filling with the sounds of her pleasure and submission.

The Sheikh himself was magnificent—his cock thick and demanding, his hands rough from years of physical work despite his vast wealth. When he claimed her mouth while one of his men fucked her from behind, Emma felt herself transcending ordinary human experience, becoming something divine and terrible.

"Exquisite," Rahman murmured as Emma serviced his entire security team with enthusiastic precision. "No wonder your reputation has spread so quickly. You were born for this, weren't you?"

"Yes," Emma gasped between cocks, her body singing with the constant stimulation. "I was made to be used."

"To be worshipped," Rahman corrected. "There's a difference. Whores are used. Goddesses are worshipped while appearing to be used."

The distinction sent fresh heat through Emma's oversensitive body. She wasn't just being fucked—she was being venerated, treated like a living embodiment of every sexual fantasy these powerful men had ever entertained.

Hours passed in a blur of pleasure and submission. Emma lost count of orgasms, of different cocks filling her holes, of the various ways she was positioned and used and satisfied. When Rahman finally called for a brief respite, she lay sprawled across the cabin's leather seating, covered in the evidence of her thorough worship.

"Magnificent," Rahman said, producing his phone to capture images of her debauched state. "These will be worth a fortune in the right circles."

"You're going to sell photos of me?" Emma asked, though the thought sent illicit thrills through her.

"I'm going to auction them," Rahman corrected. "Along with the opportunity to book your services. You've just become the most desirable woman on the planet, Ms. Sinclair. Men will bankrupt themselves for a single night with you."

As if summoned by his words, Rahman's phone began buzzing with incoming calls. Emma listened in fascination as he fielded offers that started at seven figures and quickly escalated into the tens of millions.

"A tech mogul wants to book you for a weekend in Monaco," Rahman reported. "A Hollywood producer is offering eight figures for exclusive rights to film your encounters. And there's a very interesting proposition from a group that calls itself 'The Conclave'—apparently they represent interests that transcend national boundaries."

"What kind of interests?" Emma asked, though she was already climbing back onto the nearest cock, unable to remain still while so many men wanted her.

"The kind that reshape the world according to their desires," Rahman said cryptically. "They're offering to make you their exclusive goddess—unlimited resources, global protection, and encounters with the most powerful men on Earth."

Emma's mind reeled even as her body responded to renewed stimulation. A week ago, her biggest decision had been what to make for dinner. Now she was considering offers that could reshape international politics.

"What would you recommend?" she asked Rahman while riding one of his men to another explosive orgasm.

"Accept everything," Rahman said simply. "You've discovered something beyond ordinary sexuality, Emma. You've tapped into a force that can bend reality itself. Why limit yourself to one path when you could walk them all?"

As the jet began its descent toward a destination Emma hadn't bothered to ask about, she realized he was right. The suburban housewife who had settled for mediocrity was truly dead. In her place had risen something unprecedented—a sexual force of nature that could topple governments and reshape civilizations.

Her phone, abandoned somewhere in the cabin's luxury, continued buzzing with offers that grew more outrageous by the hour. Presidents, kings, technology titans, crime lords—all begging for the privilege of experiencing what she had become.

"Where are we landing?" Emma asked as the cabin crew prepared for arrival.

"International waters," Rahman replied with a predatory smile. "There's a gathering waiting for you—representatives from twelve different power structures who've been negotiating for your services. Tonight, you'll help them settle their differences in the most ancient way possible."

Emma's pussy clenched with anticipation. Twelve different groups, each representing different aspects of global power, all united in their desire for her. The thought of being the catalyst for reshaping world order through pure sexuality was intoxicating beyond measure.

As the jet touched down on what appeared to be a private aircraft carrier floating in dark waters, Emma caught her reflection in the cabin window. The woman looking back was luminous with power, radiating an sexuality so raw it seemed to warp reality around her.

Emma Sinclair, suburban housewife, had died a week ago in a downtown loft. What had risen in her place was something the world had never seen—a goddess of flesh and desire whose hunger could reshape empires.

The aircraft carrier's deck swarmed with men in expensive suits, their faces hungry with anticipation as Emma emerged from the jet. Representatives of tech giants, oil cartels, political dynasties, organized crime families, and power structures she couldn't even identify—all gathered for the privilege of witnessing her ascension to sexual divinity.

"Gentlemen," Rahman announced as Emma posed at the top of the aircraft's stairs, her dress strategically disheveled to showcase the evidence of her in-flight worship. "I present the most valuable woman on Earth. Shall we begin the negotiations?"

What followed was unlike anything in recorded history—a sexual auction where world powers bid not just money but territories, resources, and promises of protection. Emma found herself the centerpiece of discussions that would reshape three continents and several international treaties.

But the real transformation came as dawn broke over the ocean and Emma realized she no longer needed their protection or resources. Her sexuality had evolved beyond mere physical pleasure into something that commanded absolute power. She wasn't being auctioned—she was choosing who deserved her favor.

"Gentlemen," Emma said, her voice carrying across the deck with newfound authority. "You misunderstand the situation. You're not bidding for my services. You're auditioning for the privilege of serving my appetite."

The silence that followed was profound. Then, one by one, the most powerful men on Earth began to kneel.

Emma smiled as the sun painted the ocean in shades of gold and promise. Her transformation was complete. The hunger that had once been a source of shame had become the foundation of an empire that would reshape civilization itself.

She was no longer Emma Sinclair, divorced housewife. She was something unprecedented—a sexual goddess whose appetite would devour the old world and birth something magnificent in its place.

The age of ordinary desire was ending. The age of divine hunger had begun.

And Emma Sinclair ruled over it all, insatiable and infinite, forever.
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