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Jane threw the mail down on the table, ignoring what was no doubt a stack of bills, and poured herself a larger-than-usual glass of white wine. It had been a rough week. She had downed around half the glass before remembering how uncomfortable the knee-length, skin-tight, pencil skirt she wore was. No sooner had she unzipped the back, and slid the skirt down, the front door opened again. Alex, her favorite person in all the world strode in, his lips twitching up into a smile to see her standing by the kitchen counter in little but her loose-fitting white shirt.

“What have I just walked in on?” he asked raising one brow.

Jane shook her head and rolled her eyes playfully. “You’ve walked in on your girlfriend debating why I wore a skirt so tight it’s basically a torture device.”

He crossed the room in a few quick strides, wrapping his arms around Jane's waist and pulling her close. The warmth of his body against hers sent a shiver down her spine.

“Because you know how good you look? Maybe you like how it affects me, I was hard half the morning after seeing you. Or maybe,” his hand dropped to cup one perfectly rounded ass cheek. “Maybe you like the way it affects other men?”

Jane huffed. “I love you. Other men can look all they want, but I am yours.” She kissed him softly, reassuringly, before sipping on her wine again.

“Rough day?” Alex asked, releasing her body to pour himself a glass also.

“Just the usual,” she responded. “I love the pay rise of the new job, but managing two hundred staff on top of all my new responsibilities, it’s draining.”

Alex nodded his head as he rummaged through the mail, pulling out a small, deep red envelope. He tilted his head and turned it to show Jane.

“What’s this?” he asked.

Jane snatched the envelope from his hand, noticing the feel of the expensive, textured paper beneath her fingers. An invite maybe? She tore it open and pulled out the small card inside, before quickly shoving it back in. She tried to hide the envelope in her pocket, but Alex was too quick and snatched it from her hand.

“Wait,” she said. “It’s just from Rachel. An invite to some club.”

“The Hotwife Club?” He asked with a shocked and amused grin. “Do you know what that is? Why would she send you this?”

Jane felt her cheeks flush as Alex's eyes widened, scanning the invitation. She took a large gulp of wine before responding.

"Rachel told me about it last week over lunch," Jane admitted, running her fingers through her hair nervously. "Apparently she and Cade have been... experimenting with this lifestyle for a few months now. She says it's completely transformed their relationship."

Alex's brow furrowed as he processed this information. "Cade? Really? I never would have pegged him as the type to share his wife."

“You don’t know Cade very well, they’ve had an open relationship for years.”

Alex shook his head in disbelief the amusement never quite leaving his expression. "And now she wants you to try it too? Why would she think you'd be interested in sleeping with other men?"

Jane pushed herself against Alex, her hand sliding up his chest. She kissed him again, deeper this time, before pulling back with a sigh. Her fingers toyed with the buttons of his shirt as she spoke.

"Rachel said she'd send an invite to all the girls," Jane explained, keeping her voice as casual as she could, even though her heart raced. "It's a twelve-month membership, just in case we ever wanted to give it a go. She said it helped her relieve stress, and she thought we might need it at some point."

Alex's hands found her hips, pulling her closer. Jane could feel the heat of his body through the thin fabric of her shirt. She met his gaze, her eyes wide and earnest.

"I never told Rachel I was interested," she assured him, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. "It was just girl talk, you know?”

Alex's grip on her hips tightened slightly. "But are you curious about it?" he murmured, his voice a mix of amusement and something darker. He dipped his head, trailing kisses along her neck.

She nipped at his earlobe, eliciting a soft groan from Alex. Her fingers deftly unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his toned chest. Damn, Alex was hot. There was no man as hot as him, not to her.

“Cade likes to watch Rachel get gang-banged, of course I’m curious,” she said with a low giggle. “But I love you.”

Jane felt Alex's arousal growing against her thigh as she spoke. Her nimble fingers moved to his belt, unfastening it with practiced ease. Alex's breath hitched as she unzipped his pants, freeing his rapidly hardening cock.

In one fluid motion, Alex lifted Jane onto the kitchen table, scattering envelopes across the floor. He roughly yanked down her lacy panties, tearing the delicate fabric in his haste. Jane gasped at the cool air on her exposed skin, her body trembling with anticipation.

He pushed her thighs apart roughly, his eyes dark with lust as he positioned himself between her spread thighs, the tip of his thick shaft brushing tantalizing against her already slick folds.

Jane arched her back and used her hands to yank him forward, trying to pull him inside, but Alex pushed himself back and gripped her hips firmly, holding them apart.

"Not so fast," he growled, his voice husky with desire. "Tell me more. What part of it makes you the most curious?"

Jane whimpered in frustration, squirming against his iron grip. "Alex, please," she begged.

"Tell me, I want to hear you talk dirty," he insisted, rubbing his cock along her wet slit but refusing to enter her.

"I... I was curious about how Rachel finds such pleasure from multiple partners," Jane confessed breathlessly. "The way she described it - being surrounded, touched everywhere at once, having so many men want to fuck her.”

Alex groaned and finally thrust into her, burying himself to the hilt. Jane moaned in ecstasy, her inner walls clenching around him. But as he began to move in slow, torturous strokes, he growled, "Keep going. Tell me everything."

Jane whimpered, her hips rocking to meet his languid thrusts. "She said she loves feeling like a living sex toy," she panted. "Just an object to be used for their pleasure. She described being positioned however they want her - on her hands and knees, or suspended between partners..."

Alex's pace quickened slightly at her words. His fingers dug into her hips as he angled deeper.

"And that made you curious?" he asked gruffly. "You wondered what it would be like?"

Jane bit her lip, struggling to form coherent thoughts as Alex's thick cock slid in and out of her aching pussy.

"Yes," Jane moaned. "To let go completely. To be manhandled and fucked like I was nothing but a sex toy.

Alex groaned, his hips jerking involuntarily at her words. He gripped her thighs tighter, spreading her wider as he continued his maddeningly slow pace. "And?" he prompted.

Jane felt her gut tightening, her orgasm building so much faster than usual. All the filthy images in her head, the admission of how these humiliating thoughts ran through her head, had her so turned on.

“Sometimes they tie her down and just take turns on her, she lets them fuck her anywhere they want, and..” she panted wildly now, struggling to speak, but loving the way her filthy words were turning on her on and driving Alex wild. “And, thinking about it turned me on.”

Alex growled, his control snapping. He gripped Jane's flesh bruisingly tight and began pounding into her hard and fast. The kitchen table creaked beneath them as he fucked her with animalistic intensity.

"You like to imagine it, huh?" he grunted between thrusts. "Being tied down and used? Do you want to be spanked and fucked hard by strangers? I know you like it rough."

A little voice in Jane's head whispered 'yes', but she bit her lip, whimpering as waves of pleasure crashed over her. "I... I don't know," she gasped. "But I like thinking about it, imagining it."

Alex's eyes blazed with lust and a hint of possessiveness. He reached down to rub her clit as he continued slamming into her. "Tell me more," he demanded. "What else do you imagine?"

Jane's back arched off the table as the dual sensations overwhelmed her. "I... oh god, Alex!" she cried out. Jane felt her orgasm building rapidly, her inner walls clenching around his thick shaft.

Her inhibitions crumbled in the face of her impending orgasm. "I imagine feeling other men's cum inside me. Being filled over and over..."

The tight ball of pressure building in her gut burst suddenly and waves of tingling pleasure rushed through her body, her pussy clenching and unclenching around Alex’s still-pumping rod. He buried himself deep and with a grunt, began squirting his warm, gooey seed deep into her womb.

It was a while before either could speak, but once her panting breath settled, Jane felt suddenly embarrassed.

“I was just talking dirty, you know?” she said. “I love you and you’re enough for me.”

He kissed her forehead tenderly and chuckled. “I love you more than anything, Babe, and you are free to tell me every filthy thing that runs through your mind. I want to hear all of it.”


Chapter 2
















Valentine's Day had never been Jane’s thing. Yeah, she knew she was meant to love it, the flowers and chocolates, and all the sickly sweet messages of love, but it all felt a little fake for Jane. Alex knew this, which is why she was so surprised when came home from work with a little white box.

“For you,” he said simply.

Jane raised an eyebrow as she took the box, a mix of curiosity and skepticism playing across her features. "What's this about?" she asked, unable to keep a small smile from tugging at her lips despite herself.

Her eyes widened as she took in the contents - the fabric looked impossibly stretchy, promising to cling to every curve. Beneath it lay matching lingerie - a lacy bra and the tiniest thong she'd ever seen, all in a seductive red.

Jane's eyebrows shot up as she lifted the dress, the silky material sliding through her fingers. A smirk played at the corners of her mouth as she turned to Alex. "And who exactly is this gift for? Because I have a feeling you'll be enjoying it a lot more than I will."

Alex's eyes twinkled mischievously. "Oh, I think we'll both enjoy it plenty. Now go on, get dressed. We're going out for Valentine's Day."

Jane's heart raced as she slipped into the bedroom, equal parts excited and nervous. The dress hugged her body like a second skin, accentuating every dip and curve. The neckline plunged dangerously low, while the hem barely covered her assets.

She rested her hands on her hips as she exited the room. "You can't be serious. I can't wear this in public!"

But Alex just winked and took in the barely-there outfit. “You look insanely hot.”

“I know,” Jane returned with a laugh, “but this is not an appropriate outfit to wear out, I look… Well, slutty.”

Alex's eyes raked over Jane's body, his gaze heated. "You're right," he agreed, his voice low and husky. "You do look slutty. Deliciously, irresistibly slutty." He closed the distance between them in two long strides, his hands coming to rest on her sides. "And that's exactly why you're wearing it out tonight."

Jane's breath caught in her throat as Alex pulled her flush against him. She could feel the hard planes of his body through the thin fabric of her dress. "But... where are we even going?" she asked, her voice breathy.

“Go get in the car,” was all he replied.

They drove right into the city and down a narrow side street Jane was unfamiliar with until Alex turned into a small underground car park. He was out of the car, and opening her side door before she had a chance to move. Jane fiddled with her dress, pulling it down to cover more leg, then up so it didn’t look so much like she might fall out of the dress at any moment.

“You look perfect,” Alex said, taking her hand and giving her a peck on the cheek. He led her to a black door where a buff security guard stood, the man giving them a taking a sleazy look over Jane before stepping aside.

"This is more creepy than hearts and cupids right now," she said warily.

As they stepped inside, Jane was immediately enveloped by pulsing music and flashing lights. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and alcohol, bodies writhing on the dance floor in a frenzied mass. A club for Valentine's Day? This wasn't like Alex at all, but her husband didn't lead her toward the chaos. Instead, he guided her along the perimeter of the club, his hand firm on the small of her back, until they reached a small alcove marked "Coat Check."

A statuesque woman with vibrant red hair stood behind the counter. Her eyes flickered over Jane, lingering on her curves barely contained by the skin-tight dress. "First time?" she asked with a hint of a smirk. When Alex nodded, she continued, "You know the rules?"

"We do," Alex replied smoothly, while Jane's heart raced. What rules? What was this place?

The woman reached beneath the counter and there was a soft click. A panel in the wall slid open, revealing a hidden doorway. "Enjoy," she purred, waving them through.

As they stepped through the hidden doorway, Jane's heart pounded in her chest. The passage before them was dimly lit, with dark red walls that seemed to absorb what little light there was. The air felt thick and heavy, charged with an electric energy that made the hairs on the back of Jane's neck stand up.

Alex's hand found the small of her back again, guiding her forward. "I know we don't really do the sickly sweet Valentine's Day shit," he murmured close to her ear, his breath hot against her skin. "So instead I decided to give you something you really want. But remember, we can leave anytime you want. We can just sit back and watch for a bit of fun, if that's all you're comfortable with."

As they moved further down the hallway, the sounds grew louder. A woman's voice became clear, crying out in unmistakable pleasure. Jane felt a flush creeping up her neck.

"Before we go in," Alex said, stopping her gently. "I want you to choose a safe word. If you say it at any time, we'll leave immediately. No questions asked."

Jane's mind reeled. Was this really happening? She'd fantasized about places like this but never imagined actually visiting one. "Um... coat," she blurted out, thinking of the coat check they'd just passed.

Alex nodded, a small smile playing on his lips. “Coat it is.”

They rounded the corner and stepped into a cavernous room that took Jane's breath away. The space was dimly lit, with deep red and purple lights casting a sensual glow over everything. The air was thick with the scent of sweat, arousal, and expensive perfume.

Bodies writhed everywhere she looked. On plush velvet couches, against mirrored walls, and even suspended from the ceiling in elaborate rope harnesses. A sea of flesh undulated to the pulsing beat of sensual music.

To their left, plush velvet couches lined the walls. A statuesque blonde straddled a man's lap, her head thrown back in ecstasy as she rode him. This was the woman she had heard down the hall, so openly expressing her pleasure, so unashamed of the audience watching her beautiful body move. Nearby, two women were locked in a passionate kiss, their hands exploring each other's bodies with fervent desire.

Jane's gaze was drawn to a raised platform in the center of the room. A muscular man was on his knees, his face buried between a woman's thighs as she writhed and moaned, while another man pumped into her ass. There were several men to each woman, and while some just sat back and watched, or played with a single partner, many were taking on several men at once.

She felt her gut fill with excited and anxious fluttering, her pussy growing slicker by the second. Alex led her to a sofa and encouraged her to sit.

“Would you like a drink?”

Jane shook her head, her throat had seized up and she doubted she could drink or talk. She watched instead, absolutely mesmerized as a man sat barely a few feet away and pulled out his cock, motioning for the woman he was with to kneel. She did, taking his cock between her lips without any further encouragement, and sucking upon him hungrily, her ass bobbing up in the air beneath her very short skirt.

“Pussy’s all yours if you want it,” the man said to Alex, but Alex shook his head and smiled. “We’re just checking things out.”

The man grinned, his eyes glinting mischievously. "Suit yourself," he shrugged, then announced more loudly, "This slut's pussy is up for grabs, boys!"

In an instant, a small crowd of eager men materialized. One particularly bold individual stepped forward, roughly yanking up the woman's skirt to expose her glistening sex. Jane gasped audibly as she caught sight of a gleaming silver plug nestled snugly between the woman's round cheeks.

Without hesitation, the man unzipped his fly and plunged into the waiting pussy. The woman let out a muffled squeal around the cock in her mouth, her body jerking forward from the force of his thrust. She redoubled her efforts, bobbing her head faster as she sucked with renewed vigor.

The man behind her gripped her hips tightly, his fingers digging into her flesh as he pounded into her relentlessly. Each powerful thrust made the silver plug shimmer in the dim light, drawing Jane's gaze like a hypnotic beacon.

As she watched, Jane became acutely aware of her own body's response. Her nipples had hardened to stiff peaks, clearly visible through the lace bra and thin fabric of her dress. She could feel her pussy throbbing with need, her juices soaking through the tiny thong. Without conscious thought, her thighs began to rub together, seeking some relief from the ache building between them.

Her gaze drifted around the room, taking in the various scenes of debauchery. On a nearby couch, a petite brunette was sandwiched between two muscular men, crying out in ecstasy as they thrust into her in perfect synchronization. Against the wall, a curvaceous redhead had her wrists bound above her head as a woman with close-cropped hair teased her mercilessly with a vibrator.

Almost of their own accord, Jane's fingers trailed down her body, and over to Alex, where she felt the rock-hard outline of his cock beneath his trousers. She felt him twitch beneath her hand, his breath catching audibly. His eyes, dark with desire, locked onto hers.

"Do you want me to fuck you right here?" he murmured, his voice low and husky. "Or maybe you'd like me to share you, let some of these men have a taste?" His gaze flickered to the group still pleasuring the woman beside them. "Or do you just want to keep watching?"

Jane's breath came in short, shallow pants. Her whole body felt like it was on fire, desire coursing through her veins like molten lava. She couldn't deny how turned on she was - her nipples were painfully hard, straining against the thin fabric of her dress.

“I…I,” she paused, her cheeks flushing bright red at her own admission. “I want to feel like she does,” Jane finished, watching the woman beside them being fucked hard and fast at each end. “But I can’t. How embarrassing, what if someone recognized me? And, being fucked by strangers, isn’t that kinda slutty?”

In her heart, she knew the real answer. Yes, she wanted to be shared, she wanted to be that woman next to her, moaning as a stranger cums over her back, and another quickly takes his place in her pussy. She wanted to be a complete whore. No wonder Rachel liked this place so much, it was the most filthy and hedonistic thing Jane had ever seen.

“I’ve got an idea,” Alex said, standing and holding out his hand. “Do you trust me?”

Jane took his hand, she trusted him completely.
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Alex led her to a back wall and through a door with ‘Booths’ printed in bold across it. Inside another burly security guard stood. “Five’s free,” he said, his eyes raking over Jane.

A booth? Were they going to watch a show of some kind? Jane didn’t know, but she only hoped whatever it was would help her relieve the tension coiling tightly in her body. She was soaked, she could feel the slickness of her pussy with each step along the dark hall, and she wasn’t sure how much longer she could wait before she just jumped Alex and fucked him regardless of who saw.

Alex guided Jane to door number five and pushed it open, revealing a spacious booth bathed in soft red light. Jane's eyes widened as she took in the scene before her. A plush, leather-covered bench ran along one wall, but what truly caught her attention were the various curtained openings in the walls.

On the far wall, at the end of the bench, a large curtained hole gaped, easily big enough for a person to crawl through. Smaller circular openings, each about the size of a dinner plate, dotted the other walls at various heights. Some were positioned at waist level, while others sat higher up. All were concealed behind little velvet curtains.

Realization dawned on Jane as she pieced together the purpose of this room. Her heart raced, a mixture of shock and arousal coursing through her veins. This wasn't just a private room - it was designed for anonymous sexual encounters. This was far more risqué than anything she'd ever done before. She turned to Alex, a mix of excitement and nervousness coursing through her.

He gave her a reassuring smile. "Why don't you get comfortable, babe? I need to check on something real quick. I'll be right back." He placed a gentle kiss on her lips before slipping out the door.

Jane stood there for a moment, her mind reeling as she took in her surroundings. The soft red light cast sensual shadows across the room, making everything feel dreamlike and surreal. She ran her fingers along the smooth leather of the bench, feeling its coolness against her heated skin.

Her eyes kept darting to the various holes in the walls, wondering what - or who - might appear. The anticipation was intoxicating, making her breath come faster and her pussy throb with need. She was about to sit down when movement caught her eye.

One of the waist-high holes on the side wall twitched, the velvet curtain rustling. Jane's heart leaped into her throat as she watched, transfixed. Slowly, the curtain parted and a cock slid through the opening. It was thick and already hard, the head glistening with precum in the dim light.

Jane's first thought was that it must be Alex. The size and shape looked right, at least as far as she could tell in the reddish glow. A thrill ran through her at the thought of pleasuring him like this, anonymously through a wall.

Without hesitation, she dropped to her knees in front of the opening. Reaching out, her fingers trembled slightly as they wrapped around the shaft. It felt warm and familiar in her hand.

Jane leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste the salty droplet of precum beading at the tip. A soft moan escaped her lips as she savored the familiar flavor. She began to kiss and lick along the shaft, her lips trailing wetly from base to tip. Her hand stroked him slowly as she planted soft kisses along the thick vein running up to the head.

When she reached the tip, she swirled her tongue around it, lapping up the bead of precum that had formed. The cock twitched in response, encouraging her to take more. Jane parted her lips, sliding them over the swollen head and taking him into the wet heat of her mouth.

She began to bob her head, taking him deeper with each pass. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her tongue pressed firmly against the underside. Soft moans escaped her throat, vibrating around his length. She was lost in the sensations - the weight on her tongue, the musky scent filling her nostrils, the ache building between her thighs.

As she worked him with growing enthusiasm, she felt the cock start to pulse and twitch more insistently. It swelled even larger in her mouth as she sensed his impending release.

She was so engrossed in her task that she didn't hear the door open beside her.

"Jane?" Alex's surprised voice cut through the haze of lust.

Jane froze, her eyes flying open in shock as Alex's voice registered. The cock in her mouth jerked back suddenly, slipping free with a wet pop. Before she could react, hot spurts of cum erupted from the twitching shaft, splattering across her face in thick ropes.

She gasped, flinching as the warm fluid painted her cheeks and lips. Her mind reeled, trying to process what was happening. This wasn't Alex's cock she'd been sucking, not his cum sliding down her face.

Horror washed over her as the reality of the situation sank in. She'd just given an anonymous blowjob through a glory hole, something she'd never even considered before tonight. Shame and embarrassment flooded through her, making her cheeks burn hot beneath the cooling streaks of cum.

Jane turned to Alex, her eyes wide with panic. Cum dripped down her chin as she opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out. She expected anger or disgust from him but instead found his lips curled in a wicked smile.

His eyes raked over her cum-covered face hungrily. "Well, well," he purred. "Looks like someone's been having fun without me."

Before Jane could respond, a loud voice carried through the glory hole, barely audible over the pulsing music beyond, “Try this whole, she sucks cock like ravenous slut.”

Another cock appeared, equal in size but a deep brown with a flushed pink head. Jane hesitated, watching for Alex’s reaction. But Alex only knelt beside her, his hand running up and down her back, as he whispered, “Are you a ravenous, cock-sucking slut?”

Jane did not move.

“No one will know,” Alex said. “No one will recognize you in here. Why don’t you suck that cock and show me how filthy you can be.”

Jane's eyes locked onto the beautiful black cock before her, its smooth dark skin contrasting with the glistening pink head. Her mouth watered at the sight, her earlier shame melting away into renewed desire. The thick shaft pulsed invitingly, a bead of precum forming at the tip.

Without thinking, Jane reached out and wrapped her fingers around the warm, velvety skin. It felt magnificent in her hand, so thick she could barely close her fingers around it. She stroked it slowly, marveling at how it twitched and grew even harder at her touch.

Leaning forward, Jane planted a soft kiss on the swollen head. The salty-sweet taste of precum exploded on her tongue, igniting a primal hunger within her. She began to pepper the shaft with kisses, her lips trailing wetly along every inch of the magnificent cock before her.

Her tongue darted out, tracing the prominent veins that snaked along its length. She swirled it around the sensitive ridge of the head, relishing the way it made the man on the other side gasp and moan.

She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard as she took him deeper into her mouth. The man on the other side of the wall let out a deep, guttural moan.

"Oh fuck," he growled. "Your right, this slut is insane. Best head I've ever had."

His words sent a thrill through Jane's body, making her pussy clench with need. She redoubled her efforts, bobbing her head faster as she took him to the back of her throat.

Beside her, Alex groaned in appreciation. "That's it, baby. You're doing amazing," he purred, his voice thick with lust. "You've always given me the best blowjobs of my life. Now show this lucky bastard what that talented mouth can do."

As Jane continued to work the stranger's cock, she felt Alex's hands on her body. He slowly pushed up her stretchy dress and down her panties, exposing her ass and dripping pussy to the cool air of the booth.

His broad hands roamed over Jane's exposed skin, sending shivers down her spine. His fingers trailed along the curve of her ass before dipping between her thighs and running long, slow lengths of her sex.

"God, you're soaked," Alex murmured, his voice husky with desire. "Does sucking strange cock turn you on this much, baby?"

Jane moaned around the thick shaft in her mouth, unable to form words. The vibrations made the man on the other side of the wall curse loudly.

Alex's other hand tangled in her hair, pushing her head down further. Jane relaxed her throat, taking the stranger's impressive length deeper. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes as she suppressed her gag reflex, but the fullness was intoxicating.

Alex slowly pushed two fingers into Jane's slick heat, groaning as they slid inside her warm, tight body. He pumped them in and out in time with her bobbing head. "That's it, take him all the way down your throat. Show him what a good little cocksucker you are."

"Take him deeper," Alex urged, applying gentle pressure. "I want to see how much of this big cock you can swallow."

Jane relaxed her throat, allowing Alex to guide her head further down. The stranger's cock slid right down her throat, making her gag. She whimpered, her hips rocking back against Alex's probing fingers. The dual sensations of being stuffed at both ends was overwhelming. She could feel her orgasm building rapidly, coiling tighter with each thrust of Alex's skilled fingers.

The man on the other side of the wall began to thrust his hips, fucking Jane's willing mouth with increasing urgency. His cock went deep with each push, making her eyes water. But Jane only moaned louder, loving the feeling of being used so thoroughly.

Alex curled his fingers inside her, finding that perfect spot that made her see stars. He rubbed it mercilessly as his thumb circled her swollen clit. Jane's hips bucked wildly, grinding against his hand as the pressure built inside her.

"That's it, baby," Alex purred. "I can feel how close you are. Cum for me while you suck this big cock like a naughty little slut."

His filthy words pushed Jane over the edge. Her orgasm crashed over her in waves of white-hot pleasure. She screamed around the thick shaft in her mouth, her body convulsing around Alex's fingers.

The man on the other side of the glory hole groaned loudly, "Fuck, I'm gonna cum," then he pulled back suddenly, leaving only the tip of his rod against her mouth as he shot ropes of cum over her tongue and swollen lips.

Alex slowed his fingers, and Jane was left a wet, panting mess, cum dripping from her face as she struggled to swallow the stranger's warm, salty load.

“That was so fucking hot,” Alex groaned. Jane was still spasming with the last throes of her pleasure, and could only nod in response, but he was right, it was fucking hot. It was the wildest most erotic thing she had ever done, and she wanted more. Clearly, Alex felt the same as he stroked her ass and said. “I want to watch other men fuck you for Valentine's Day. Do you want to be fucked by strangers?”

“I want more,” she moaned. “I want to be fucked.”
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“Stand up,” Alex said, and Jane obeyed. He tore her slinky dress down and lifted her up onto the bench nearby.

“Ready to let strangers use you?”

Jane nodded enthusiastically, her stomach tightening in anticipation again. She was never ready to cum again so quickly, but now the need was building rapidly. Alex slid her legs through the hole in the wall, so her lower half was through the short curtain and dangling to the floor below, leaving her bent over at a ninety-degree angle. Then he stood next to her examining the switches on the wall. He hit one, and Jane saw the little sign next to it light up, reading “Free-use pussy”, and another switch that said “Cum in me”, as well as “I like it rough”.

No sooner had the light switched on, she felt a hand on her ass, kneading her flesh before coming down with a hard crack. She let out a sharp gasp as the sting bloomed across her skin. The man chuckled, a low rumble that sent shivers down her spine.

"My, my, what a naughty little slut we have here," he growled, his voice thick with lust. His rough fingers trailed down the curve of her ass, teasing along her inner thighs before brushing against her dripping folds. "So wet already. You really are desperate to be fucked, aren't you?"

Jane whimpered, unable to form words as the stranger's fingers explored her slick heat. He circled her clit slowly, building the tension coiling in her core. When he suddenly plunged two thick fingers inside her, she cried out, her hips bucking involuntarily against his hand.

"Look at this whore, fucking herself on my fingers," the man laughed. "You want me to fuck you rough and cum in you?”

Jane moaned loudly in response, her walls clenching around his probing digits. She rocked her hips, chasing the pleasure building inside her.

"Give the needy bitch what she wants," another man's gruff voice called out. "She's begging for it."

The stranger chuckled darkly, pulling his fingers from Jane's dripping pussy with a wet sound that made her whimper. He brought his hand down on her ass again, the sharp crack echoing in the small space.
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