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“We’ve got to go,” Brad said, which puzzled Tina even more. Was there another party to head to? She was under the impression that there was just the one event for the night, and then they were heading back to...

And then it clicked, and Tina’s heart raced. She couldn’t tell if it was from excitement or anxiety or worry - in the overly aroused and hyper stimulated state she was in, it wouldn’t have matter what it was anyway, because the physiological reactions would have been the same. She didn’t notice as the two other bodies behind her - Mike and Jules - repositioned themselves for their next round of mutual enjoyment, nor did she hear the moans that started upon penetration and movement. Her attention was fixated on what they needed to do next, and Brad confirmed it verbally.

“Let’s go pick Tim up from the airport.”

Tim.

Tim.

As timid at his name made him sound, for which he was always teased in school about, puberty had done him a world of change and he’d filled out, bulked up, shot upward, and manned up...then eventually married Tina. The whole arrangement was for them to try and conceive a baby naturally, via Brad, who was to be a donor. Brad had never been one for rules, and broke all of them at the first chance he got - it wasn’t all his fault though, because Tina did have the sneaky plans to use this as an excuse to get new dick. She didn’t expect the adventure to go as far as it did, and while the mention of her husband should have elicited some pangs of guilt, she was thinking more of how she might cover this up, failing which how she might explain it away. If one could write down the thoughts that were going through Tina’s head right now, such a statement would be clear evidence that she had every responsibility and choice to play in the matter, and even if she was hesitant at the start, the future romps and parties were all more than welcomed. 

How was she going to explain the events of the last few weeks to Tim?

(Author’s note: you really need to read from the start to get to this point - if not at least from when she goes Shopping With Brad, to get a sense of how far things have evolved for her!)

Brad didn’t seem to share the same worries - his demeanour was only made more ridiculous by the fact that his cock was still dripping the last drops of watered-down cum after exploding everything on Tina’s breasts (which was very copiously covered with globs of white spunk, not all of which was Brad’s), and lying there looking like a modern-day interpretation of the classical painting “The Creation of Adam”, complete with dangling sizeable genitalia. Even more outlandish was the background soundtrack of Jules’ yelps of sex; the “Ah! Ah! Ah!”, that resonated in sync with Mike’s grunts and thrusts as the two of them continued their play, oblivious to the rest of the world, not least to Brad and Tina who were mere feet away from them. Brad looked at Tina for a sign of life, but all he got was the blank stare that went through him - she was far too engrossed in her thoughts of possibilities and consequences to be present. He contemplated snapping his fingers in front of her gaze to bring her back to reality, then smiled and retracted the idea; she went from gentle high class housewife with lusty secrets and wanted a child, to wonton hedonistic gangbang slut in a matter of weeks - it was natural that she had a lot of mental work to go through at this point, and Brad wasn’t an asshole (or at least not enough of one) to deny her that processing time. 

What went on in Tina’s mind must have been how Dr Strange had navigated the possible alternate realities in the blockbuster movie; not a single scenario was coherent, and it felt to her that she was playing all of them at once, each one filtered and reflected onto each other, until they all became a tangled mess of timelines. Unlike the movie, however, she never got to reach a definite conclusion; an ecstatic shriek broke her from her unintended meditation, and she snapped her head in the direction of the sound as a reflex, only to see Jules in cowgirl with Mike, her back arched as she tensed from an orgasm, likely caused by the fact that Mike was spurting yet another load into her tight, young pussy. The girl’s gotta be on birth control, was the first thought that went through Tina’s mind, with a quick pang of jealousy following from the fact that Jules was orgasming and she wasn’t. 

“You okay?” Brad offered, and Tina smiled awkwardly and shrugged. She wasn’t sure if she was feeling abso-fucking-lutely amazing just being herself and Tim would enjoy it, or if she was nervous that she had changed far too much for him to recognise her. Strangely enough, even though she’d considered the fact that he might decide her life wasn’t one that he’d be involved in (especially since this wasn’t what he had signed up for in the first place), she wasn’t very upset at it. There was something freeing about being able to embrace this part of herself, that it was so core to her being that losing someone else - even if it was her husband whom she loved dearly - paled in comparison. Brad knew that feeling too - after his first marriage fell apart, he had to do a great deal of soul searching and realised so much about himself, that by the time he’d fully embraced the “stud life”, as he used to call it in his younger days, all sadness of his loss had simply been accepted. Not forgotten, not healed, just accepted; and he liked it that way. It was a good reminder of how he’d grown, and he knew that Tina might be going through the early stages of this. In a way, he also felt responsible for her changes; he was, after all, the catalyst to all this, having put her in the scenarios that led to her ‘development’. The least he could do was give her time to process everything, even if it meant Tim had to wait a bit. 

Hell, he was a grown man, he could take care of himself if need be. He certainly survived a business trip on his own, Brad convinced his inner voice, so no need to baby him like the other lads who slutted out their girlfriends. A peek over in Jules’ and Mike’s direction told him they were finally done with their lust-making, and Jules was adding her finish touches to the scene by cleaning Mike’s cock with her mouth, her legs spread wide open to reveal a very red, sore, gaping pussy, smeared and overflowing with thick, white semen. Brad chuckled softly; if she had her own OnlyFans channel, or something of that sort, she’d be raking it by now, he thought. For a moment, he thought he might suggest that to her, if nothing else for her own income streams (Brad didn’t need it, that was for sure), but he also figured making a career out of it might take away some of the fun, so he shelved the idea for the time being. Jules noticed him looking from a distance, and put on a short show for him, making Mike’s cock pop out of her mouth audibly, and then putting her cum-covered tongue on display for Brad before slurping and swallowing the lot while squeezing a nubile B-cup tit and pinching the corresponding nipple. Brad smiled - maybe the cam life was suitable for her after all, just as a side benefit. 

He turned his attentions back to Tina, who didn’t seem in a rush to complete her trains of thought, nor to move from her position. Brad contemplated if he should take the initiative, and making his decision, grunted as he lifted his legs off the deck chair to twist and turn awkwardly in order to sit up sideways - his muscles had gone sore and stiff from having lay there motionless for far too long after the intense hedonistic activities. If he were honest, it was more age than exertion, because he’d not moved very much the entire time Tina was ravaging him, but age rarely came to his mind as a factor, seeing as he was still able to bang girls as young as Jules, and sometimes even younger, though never breaching his own personal code of never fucking under the legal limit. Jules looked dangerously close though, definitely looking younger than she was, but clearly a lot more experienced than anyone of that perceived age would be - although Brad had seen his fair share of nymphs in his time. Finally struggling to put his feet on the floor, he hunched over and sighed, before turning his head to look at Tina sideways. “Ready to go?” Tina nodded, then gave a sheepish grin.

“Can we stop for a bite on the way? I’m hungry.” As if on cue, her stomach growled audibly, and Tina grinned again. 

Brad smiled gently and stood up, offering a hand to the cum-covered lady. “I know a place - but let’s get you dressed first.”

A quick whisk of their clothes off the floor, a dash around the pool past the party scene to the living area to avoid being spotted naked - although, in retrospect, Tina should have realised that no one would have batted an eyelid, given what they were all there for, but old habits were hard to break - and both of them found themselves in the bedroom that Jules and her changed in, with their original clothes still neatly splayed out on the bed. The room still smelled of sex, with the musky scent of sweat and cum lingering in the air, and Tina swore the bed reeked of both their juices. Whatever the case, she wasn’t about to put on her street clothes - if you could call them that - while still having cum splattered all over her breasts, so a shower was in order. Without missing a beat, she tossed her party clothes in a basket in the corner, not wanting to stain any other fabrics with whatever liquids were on it, and strode right into the bathroom. 

A twist of a knob and a lift of a lever, and delightfully warm water rained down upon her, a pleasant contrast to the cold chlorinated water in the pool earlier, which at the time was soothing against the heat of lust, but grew uncomfortable after they had finished their fucking. She lathered the soap over her breasts, taking care to scrub the dried cum off her skin as she went about cleaning them. Normally in a time-sensitive situation such as this, especially when she was aching for something to eat, she would have tried to avoid her hair getting wet, but it was already soaked from the swimming pool, so she needed to get the chlorine out to avoid any damage - she was quite particular about the stickiness that it might leave, knotting her hair, and she chuckled softly when her hairs massaged through the strands and she realised that wasn’t the only sticky thing she had to get rid of in her hair. A gentle sigh - not of exasperation - escaped her lips as she went about thoroughly washing her entire self off, taking longer than she had planned.

A thick, strong arm wrapped around her waist, surprising but not shocking her. “Need a hand?” Tina had to turn around to find out who it was - the voice was familiar enough to not scare her, but she needed the visual confirmation to know it was Shawn. His floral party attire that he had been in earlier, the same ones that Jules and Tina had sucked and fucked him in prior to the party - their own personal pre-party - was in an unceremonious pile on the floor. Tina eased into his stature, leaning back against him to feel his fighter’s physique, the flex of his pecs and the washboard abs against her back. 

“Mmmm, I’d like to, but I’m in a hurry,” Tina moaned, stopping just short of mentioning that she had to pick her husband from the airport with Brad. She didn’t know if the other men knew about her situation, and she didn’t want to spoil the potential of future romps about it just yet - not that it would have mattered to them, had she thought it out properly. In that moment however, there was little else running through her mind other than the feel of his hands already snaking up to cup her soapy breasts, and a thick meat rod that was throbbing between her ass cheeks. 

“You’ve got time,” came Brad’s voice from the bathroom doorway. “Apparently his flight’s delayed and he’s being entertained at the VIP lounge at the moment, so...enjoy yourselves.” He crossed his arms and leaned against the doorframe - Shawn didn’t wait for her approval before grabbing her breasts from underneath and squeezing firmly but not painfully. A brief thought crossed Tina’s mind, that she didn’t recall her husband ever being a member of any premium flyer miles club that would give him access to such luxuries, but before she could work out the possibilities of how that might have happened in his work trip, a finger and thumb pair rolled and kneaded one of her nipples and she moaned at the sensation, arching her back both as reflex and in encouragement. The running water had removed most of the soap on her body, with the steam warming up the bathroom. Brad was barely visible through all the smoke, and naturally the view in the other direction was similarly obscured, but he didn’t seem to mind a partial view of what was going on past the glass panels and under the curtain of falling water from the rain shower. Tina couldn’t even claim she minded the audience, she was already lost in the continuous touches that Shawn was giving her; his hands were like lustful spiders, crawling and creeping in every crevice, even those that would usually make her feel uncomfortable or ticklish. His knack with his hands reminded her of how they tormented her on the massage table earlier in the day - was it only just today? - and how she was repeatedly brought to the brink of her climax before she was even penetrated once. He was certainly a master of his craft of touch, and Tina wondered if he ever used it for the opposite purposes in his MMA fights in the ring, say, to cause extreme pain or immobility. His hands danced all over her body, never once giving her a respite - it felt to Tina as if there were three pairs of hands all over her, caressing her ass, tracing her areolae, lifting the heft of her breast to cradle the flesh and squeeze the softness, the tickles along the insides of her thighs, along with an occasional brushing against her nether lips with a finger dipping briefly into her wetness as it did so. 

The shower’s flow had long stopped, but the steam kept the cubicle warm - not that Tina had noticed, nor had she any need for external heat. Her skin had already calmed down from the hot water, and had turned flush again from the stimulation. It would continue to remain a pinkish hue long after she had left the bathroom, but Tina wasn’t thinking so far into the future - she couldn’t, even if she wanted to, given the sheer overstimulation she was experiencing. Just an hour or two ago, she was exposed to the possibility of orgasm from a simple touch by Bri (Author’s note: see the previous instalment of the series for juicy deets!), and now she was introduced to orgasm denial - or distraction - due to overstimulation; every time she felt like she was close, another tactile sensation would appear and draw her attention away from the most sensitive point, restarting the process somewhere else, until her entire body felt fit to burst from sheer erogenous accumulation. Much like how she was denied climax on the massage bed prior to the party, she craved release, only that this felt less torturous. Perhaps it was because she knew she would eventually be given release, or that the mechanisms of denial were more pleasant than simply withdrawing stimulation, or that she had so many climaxes just earlier in the night that the need for orgasm was simply not as strong as before - whatever the case, she savoured it, rather than fought it, and in accepting and submitting to the sensations, however distracting and frustrating they were, it seemed to enhance the pleasure that she was experiencing. 

Shawn wasn’t just on the giving end - he was deriving pleasure from dishing it out too. Tina’s supple softness, her curves and flesh, so delicate, fragile, and yet firm to the touch - just the feel of her silky skin against his hands, his body, his very being, stokes the flames inside him. Every time he applied pressure to a collected handful of dreamy softness, whether from her bosom or buttocks, torso or thighs, he could feel his pulse grow hot, driving the blood to his lower regions, and causing his cock that was resting in her ass crack to throb and twitch. He pushed his thighs against the back of hers, rubbing skin to skin, and feeling the seat of her ass against his groin, sending shivers through his system. Shawn could only imagine what it would be like after he’d penetrated her from behind - if having his cock in the way already was so heavenly, feeling her against his body with nothing in the way would be unspeakable. The only other time he felt this level of ecstasy and flow was when he was in the ring, deflecting and dodging the opponent’s blows, feeling the time dilation slow all movements but his own down. It was the same when he was fucking; he could feel all possible sensations, every contact point, every sensitivity and every reaction from the other person. The consequential effect of Newton’s Third Law in the ring made his blood boil with animalistic rage; but in fucking and lovemaking, it sent him into a heightened level of ecstasy. 

In both cases, Shawn had always managed to keep his wits about him - it was one of the strengths his trainer had capitalised on, in order to secure all his victories in the ring. He never aimed to taunt his opponent, neither did he succumb to provocation, and he applied the same skills toward selecting his women. Holding what was effectively a celebrity status, especially since he had quite a few championship belts in his collection, there was no end to the number of women who would try to get to what was in his pants; whether it was to get to his carefully saved (and invested, thanks to the rest of the gang) fortune, or simply to be the staple female figure in his luxurious life, he knew he had to be careful around them. Sure, he had flings, but he knew how to sense the vibes; he would entertain those who simply wanted a good time, without any possibility of leading him to ruin (or fatherhood - although Tina was an exception due to her unique situation), and keep them about him in a typical “friends with benefits” arrangement. It suited him well, and it suited the girls he ended up with well too - they were vaguely aware of each other, and because they knew their roles, they were never in competition with each other, being open enough to have threesomes, foursomes, and even a memorable reverse gangbang with Shawn, the last of which made him question his choices somewhat. It helped that he always managed to satisfy them (although the reverse gangbang came extremely close to draining him of his soul), and it was in part that he had this system that he managed to further avoid any other troublemakers, gold diggers, or the like. Tina, like all the others, would have a physical and emotional investment into this - sex, after all, was better with feelings than without - but anything beyond that was pretty much out of bounds; it wasn’t as if he wasn’t in the market, but given the lifestyle that he’d built for himself, there were only certain categories of ladies that would be able to accept that, and they came from his lifestyle itself.

Tina had already started to tremble - it certainly wasn’t from the cold, given that even though the shower had been turned off a long time ago, the bathroom was still foggy with steam. Shawn could feel her body quiver against his where they touched, and Tina was barely aware of the fact that she was straining to keep her elbows and knees straight for the support against the walls and floor respectively. She was mentally long gone, leaving her body to fend for itself, as she took in wave after wave of rushing tingles and pleasure from Shawn’s exquisite touch - and Shawn knew this. His experience told him it was time, and so he prepared himself. A shift, a shuffle, and a push - and Tina all but screamed at the feeling of her insides being spread open by Shawn’s thick cock, her cunt opening as wide as her shock- and orgasm-induced gaping mouth, as the penetration drove her past the point of no return. Tina strained, her neck craning forward, with her elbows and knees finding a sudden surge of tension, stretching themselves as far as they could go, creating the illusion of her upper and lower body both having grown an inch instantly. Her orgasm hit as his dick head schlopped into her canal, and crescendoed as she felt it part her insides, filling her up - she came from the cumulative stimulation as it was still sliding in, and when he finally reached his hilt against her ass, she came a second time, squeezing his cock tight inside her. Shawn could feel the textures of her pussy brush and gently massage against the skin on his member, the hot warm flesh slithering and caressing of its own accord, and groaned in pleasure. No matter how many times he fucked, how many different girls he fucked, it was always the same - the first dip was always the first high of the act, practically a starting orgasm for him as he felt the living wetness and warmth enveloping his cock. He could achieve the same if the girl managed to deepthroat him, but knowing his slightly-larger-than-average length and definitely-larger-than-average girth, he’d had to temper the expectations for blowjobs, and would be content if she’d gotten half of his length in, most of the time settling for them just entertaining the head and foreskin. Tina was, in fact, one of the few who could take his entire length in her without him having to pull out and try again - while the idea of hitting the cervix or bottoming out inside the woman was largely a porn myth, and depended very much on the relative size of the two parties’ organs, Shawn knew that given their height differences he was probably pretty close to doing so. Yet, Tina adjusted so quickly that she moved right past the point where his other partners would have felt discomfort and went straight to the pleasure. 

Tina exhaled raggedly, her lips trembling as she tried to collect her senses. Her head was hung forward, dropping below her shoulders as her hands braced against the wall for support, her hips still pushed backward where Shawn and her were joined in her cunt, with her knees supporting her, the tension still present in her tiptoe. She was a little too far away from the wall for comfort, which meant she had to bend lower than usual, almost in an acute angle, but it felt so good that she didn’t want to have to move. 

So full. So hot. So thick. Tina could hardly think straight, it was as if all her consciousness had concentrated themselves into her genitals, and sending her brain all the information exclusively from there - the tension in her limbs, the blood rushing to her head from having it so low and making her flushed and dizzy, the remnants of the water running off her and dripping from her nipples, she felt none of them. All she could feel was Shawn’s massive warm rod throbbing in her, a living dildo by all accounts, and she was content to feel just that.

Shawn wasn’t, however - he knew what he had in store for Tina, and it wasn’t the first time he’d met with such a reaction. For him, it was fairly common, especially the first few times with his partners, and also when they’d taken a break from each other for a while (sometimes it was to keep things casual, sometimes it was to recover from a previous romp, but mostly because life got in the way - and for them, their boyfriends or husbands). They always had to get used to him again, and while it was intimidating at first, after a few times with him they knew that the fear was also part of the pleasure - they would often tell him in their post-coital conversations that they felt a sense of accomplishment that the thought of being so thoroughly impaled through and through, and when they felt him fully inside them, and remembered how big his cock looked like during the foreplay. It turns out that the way to wake them from their stunned state would be to expose them to a sensation sharp enough to cause an adrenaline spike, and momentarily clear the mental fog.

As such, Shawn raised a hand, then let the weight of his arm carry it downward naturally, landing his palm on the pristine, porcelain roundness in front of him with an acute thwack, accompanied by a high-pitched yelp that straddled the border between shock, pain, and pleasure. In reality, for Tina it was all three - the initial shock from not knowing it was coming, the sharp sting of the palm against her bum, and then the warmth from the after-impact followed by a surprising tingle in her pussy that made it squeeze irregularly against Shawn’s cock, which naturally resisted the compression. What amazed Shawn was not that she was still so tight, and had such strong muscles in that region, but that it wasn’t a uniform squeeze like an overall muscle contraction; rather it was like a strong ripple that flowed across the length that was enveloped by her wetness. It intrigued him enough that he raised his hand and let it fall again, just as before, and this time Tina had no yelp, but the internal ripple repeated itself. 

Dayum, this one’s special, Shawn grinned, and palmed an ass in his hand, squeezing it tightly. It was firm, so firm that his fingers barely sank into the silky skin, and it reminded him of how he gripped a basketball. Time for some dribbling, maybe, he chuckled to himself, and started a series of smacks on just one side of her ass. The tempo kept low at first, he matched his hands with his hips, and followed up each spank with an easing into her; her muscular contraction from the spank had the effect of resisting his cock, pushing against its entry despite obviously wanting it, which made it all the more pleasurable for both when he finally buried his cock as far deep as it could go. The last quarter-inch made her tremble with pleasure, it always squeezed its way in there before she could relax again, and that made it rub even more tightly in the nooks and crannies that rarely got touched. Shawn was then the recipient of not one but two ripples; once when he spanked her, and then another when he’d pushed completely inside her, and it made him speed things up, both the thrusts and the spanks, until they had reached a fast, stable rhythm that echoed throughout the shower stall, occasionally punctuated by one of their happy moans. 
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