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This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are over the age of Eighteen.

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


"Suck my dick, Claire," Terry yelled as he got up from his seat and walked to the bar.

"Take it out," I smiled as I stared at him.

The other men chuckled as they looked back at Terry.

"You wouldn't want me to do that," Terry laughed as he returned to the oversized couch.

I had come over to my boss's house to watch the college football game. My team, the Clemson Tigers, was crushing Terry's team, the North Carolina Wolfpack.

I chugged the last of my beer and then got on my knees. "Waiting," I said.

I was the only woman among these five guys: my boss, Clarence, his assistant, Terry, and my co-workers Steve, Lloyd, and Trevor. All of them stared at the blonde accountant on her knees.

"You're bluffing," Terry shook his head.

"No, I am not," I shook my head as I tied my long blonde hair into a ponytail. "I bet I can suck it better than your pretty young wife. I bet she uses her hands more than her mouth, am I right?"

Again, the others made noises as the challenge went back to Terry.

"Unless you don't want to show your little cock to your friends," I said as I held my fingers up to indicate a mini penis.

"You're married," Terry shook his head.

"I don't see him, do you?" I said as I looked up at him. "I don't think any of you will tell him what happens here."

"I think he is making excuses," Lloyd said, always the instigator.

"Fuck it, you want to do this?" Terry said as he stood before me. His zipper fell, then his pants, as he shoved his stiff cock into my face.

It wasn't the biggest, longest, or anything I had ever seen, but it was a cock.

"Holy fuck!" Clarence said as I started sucking Terry's cock in front of them.

"You guys can join in whenever you want," I said as I took my mouth away from Terry's cock momentarily.

I was soon surrounded by five white cocks. "Yummy," I said as I went around, sucking them all. And staring in their faces as they took turns fucking my face.

I wasn't always the slutty, cheating wife that they saw before them.

Hell, three years ago, the thought of cheating on my lovely husband wouldn't even be a thought, but this wasn't the first time I had done something like this, and it sure wasn't going to be the last.

It all started just over three years ago.

Let's start from the very beginning, shall we?

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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I was never like this; I wasn't like most teenagers who dreamed of having sex for the first time. In fact, I dreaded it, that's right. Claire Halston was a tomboy through and through.

I loved sitting on my father's lap when he watched football, and that never changed. Through the years, I was a tomboy, always wanting to play with the boys; even when puberty hit all the girls, it missed me entirely.

If anyone looked at my photos from back then, they wouldn't distinguish me from any of the other boys I played with; I roughed it up with them, did dares like them, and even fought like them.

Father showed me how to take a punch and punch harder than most boys my age.

So, when Tommy Gallahan took me behind the bleachers after we graduated high school, I thought he wanted to show me a new car collectible. Yes, I was that naïve at eighteen years old.

I had heard about sex, kissing boys, and everything else, but I didn't want any part of it.

But Tommy leaned in and kissed me on the lips. I spat in his face and laughed. That was my first kiss. I spat in the boy's face, laughed, and ran off. What a memory to keep for the rest of your life.

It wasn't until later that week after he told everyone and they started making fun of me, that I knew I had done the wrong thing.

I thought I had done something cool and funny, but I was wrong. When they heard about what I had done, all the boys laughed, and the few girls I knew laughed, too.

My mom tried to explain what I had done wrong, and so did my sisters, but Dad comforted me. He kept apologizing repeatedly for how he had groomed me to be like a son, that he had forgotten that I wasn't. My father forgot he had four girls.
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