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The Seven-Fold Slut


Chapter one:
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John had always been a man of simple pleasures: a cold beer after a hard day’s work, a good book to lose himself in, and the company of his girlfriend, Sarah. Their relationship was built on a foundation of trust, love, and a mutual understanding that pushed the boundaries of conventional norms. John wasn’t your typical guy. He had a secret, a dark, tantalizing desire that had been gnawing at him for years. He was a cuckold at heart, and it was a role he played enthusiastically.

John didn’t just want to watch; he craved it.

Sarah, on the other hand, was a different animal altogether. She was a petite blonde bombshell with an ass that should have been illegal and a pair of green eyes that could singe a man’s soul. She was a sexual firecracker, always ready to light up the night. She had a particular penchant for teasing, for taking a man’s breath away, and she did it with an ease that was both maddening and mesmerizing.

John and Sarah were the perfect match for each other. John loves watching her sleep around and Sarah loved displaying her inner slut.

Everything started few years back, when John first met Sarah. Their fuck sessions were good but John and Sarah always felt an emptiness inside of them.

After talking it out and fighting for weeks, they decided to take a trip together. On this trip, Sarah started enjoying the looks from other men. However, John who was supposed to be possessive and angry was rather feeling excited.

While fucking Sarah that night, John started to utter, how he would enjoy watching Sarah getting fucked by other men. This not only made John cum but Sarah too. This is where they decided that they should take it one step further.

Slowly, from kissing other guys, Sarah was bringing them home, getting fucked right in front of John.

But now they wanted to pick guys together, John wanted more from this and soon he was about to unleash new kinks on Sarah.
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Coming to the present:

[image: ]




Tonight, they were out at their favourite spot, The Iron Horse, a bar that reeked of whiskey, leather, and the lingering scent of countless cigarettes. It was dimly lit, with shadows that danced across the worn wooden floor, cast by the flickering neon signs advertising various brews. The booths were worn, the patrons rough around the edges, and the music was just loud enough to drown out the world outside.

Sarah was sitting on a bar stool, her legs crossed in a way that made her dress ride up, flashing a tempting glimpse of her smooth, tanned thighs.

She was wearing a short black dress that did little to hide her curves, and her blonde hair cascaded down her back in loose curls. John watched her from the shadows, nursing his drink and maintaining a low profile. He knew the drill; he was just the spectator, the voyeur.

"Another drink, sweetheart?" The bartender, a gruff man with a beer belly and a crooked smile, leaned over the bar, his eyes lingering on Sarah's chest.

"Nah, I'm good," Sarah replied, flashing him a smile that was both sweet and sinister.

"But thanks for asking."

John watched as she turned her attention to a man sitting alone at the end of the bar. He was tall, dark-haired, and broad-shouldered—a walking cliché of masculinity. Sarah caught his eye and gave him a slow, deliberate wink. The man's eyes widened slightly, and he raised an eyebrow, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth.

"You're new here, aren't you?" Sarah called out, her voice laced with honey.

The man shrugged, taking a sip of his drink before responding. "Just passing through.

You?" The man's deep voice matched his broad physique, and Sarah's smile widened. She liked this one.

"Oh, I'm a regular. Name's Sarah." She slid off her stool and made her way to him, her hips swaying with each step. John watched from his dark corner, his heart pounding in his chest.

The man extended a hand. "Max."

Sarah took his hand, her touch lingering longer than necessary. "Nice to meet you, Max."

Max's eyes flicked to where John sat, and John could see the question in his gaze.

Sarah followed his look and laughed, a sound that was pure, unadulterated sex. "Oh, don't mind him," she said, leaning in close to Max, her voice low and sultry. "He's just here to watch."

John could feel his cock throbbing in his jeans, the sight of Sarah pressing her body against this stranger's making him painfully hard. He shifted in his seat, trying to adjust himself discreetly.

Max's eyes darkened, and he smiled, his hand reaching out to tuck a strand of Sarah's hair behind her ear. "Watch, huh? Sounds interesting," Max said, his voice a low rumble. Sarah leaned in closer, her breath hot on his ear. "It is. Trust me." She let her hand trail down his chest, lingering on the hard muscles. Max's eyes met John's, a smirk playing on his lips. He didn't mind sharing. In fact, he found the idea of another man watching him fuck Sarah incredibly arousing.

John felt a pang of jealousy mixed with a surge of excitement as he saw Sarah's hand move lower, rubbing against Max's growing bulge. He could see the outline of Max's cock through his jeans, and it was big. Really big.

Too big for Sarah to handle, John thought, a twinge of concern mixing with his arousal. But Sarah just grinned, her hand squeezing Max's cock through his jeans. "You're a dirty boy, aren't you?" she purred.

Max chuckled, his eyes never leaving John's. "You have no idea."

Sarah's grin widened, and she turned back to John, giving him a quick wink before turning back to Max. "You want to take this somewhere more private?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. Max nodded, and Sarah slipped her hand into his, leading him away from the bar towards the exit.

John downed the remainder of his drink and followed them at a discreet distance, his heart pounding in his chest like a drum.

The hotel room was small and dimly lit, the scent of cheap perfume lingering in the air. Sarah pushed Max onto the bed, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "You sure you can handle me, big boy?" she teased, her hands already moving to the hem of her dress.

Max's response was to grab her by the waist and pull her onto the bed with him, his hands roaming over her body hungrily.

Sarah gasped as he gripped her ass, his fingers digging into her flesh. "Fuck, you're hot," he growled, his mouth finding hers in a brutal, punishing kiss.

John watched from the shadows, his heart pounding in his chest as he saw Sarah's dress being pulled up, revealing her creamy thighs. He could see Max's hand sliding between her legs, rubbing her through the thin fabric of her thong. Sarah moaned into Max's mouth, her hips bucking against his hand.

"You're so fucking wet," Max murmured, his fingers teasing her clit through the wet fabric.

Sarah moaned, her eyes fluttering closed as she ground against his hand.

"I want you inside me," she gasped, her hands moving to the waistband of his jeans. Max chuckled, a deep, primal sound that sent shivers down John's spine.

"Not so fast, sweetheart. I want to taste you first." He pushed her down onto the bed, his hands gripping her thighs as he spread her legs wide. John's breath caught in his throat as he saw Sarah's pussy, glistening with arousal, on full display.

Her thong, now soaked through, was pushed to the side, leaving her completely exposed. Max wasted no time, leaning in and burying his face between her thighs. Sarah's back arched off the bed, a loud moan escaping her lips as Max's tongue found her clit.

"Fuck, yes," Sarah hissed, her fingers tangling in Max's hair, pulling him closer. "Right there, baby. Don't stop."

John adjusted his position, giving himself a better view of the action. He could see Max's tongue flicking against Sarah's clit, could hear the wet sounds of his mouth devouring her.

Sarah's hips were moving in time with Max's tongue, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. John could feel the heat in the room rising, the air thick with the scent of sex.

"Oh, fuck, Max," Sarah moaned, her body tensing as waves of pleasure washed over her. "Right there, yes, oh fuck, don't stop."

Max didn't stop. If anything, he intensified his efforts, his tongue moving faster, his fingers joining in, pushing into her pussy, curling up to hit her G-spot. Sarah's moans grew louder, her body writhing as she neared the edge.

He could feel his own arousal growing, his cock throbbing painfully in his pants, desperate to be released. But he knew his place, his role in this twisted dance. He was the observer, the voyeur, and he wouldn't dare interrupt.

Max seemed to sense Sarah's impending orgasm, his tongue and fingers moving with a ferocious intensity. He was a man on a mission, determined to push Sarah over the edge. And judging by the sounds she was making; he was succeeding brilliantly.
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