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I’ve always known exactly what I want: hard hands gripping my hips, bending me over, filling me so deeply I can’t think. Call me a slut—I won’t deny it. Actually, I fucking embrace it.

Tonight, I planned to indulge every wicked fantasy, one by one, each boyfriend satisfying my hunger in their own shameless way.

First stop: James, my rough-around-the-edges boyfriend who always took what he wanted, exactly how I craved it. I’d worn a skirt so short, it barely covered my ass, and nothing beneath, because I wanted him to notice. I wanted him to lose control.

As soon as I stepped into the crowded club, his eyes locked onto mine from across the room. Heat flared between us instantly. Smirking playfully, I sauntered toward him, leaning forward lustfully to whisper into his ear.

“I’m not wearing panties. Bend me over right now, James. I dare you.”

His eyes darkened dangerously, lips curling into a wicked smile. He didn’t hesitate, grabbing my wrist firmly and pulling me urgently toward the back hallway, pushing me roughly against the wall in the shadowed corridor.

“You dirty little slut,” he growled, gripping my ass through the thin fabric. “You think you can tease me like this?”

“Yes,” I moaned shamelessly, arching my hips back, grinding myself against the hard, unmistakable bulge pressing into me. “Fuck me. Right here. Right now.”

Without hesitation, he spun me around, bending me roughly forward against the cold brick wall, lifting my skirt, exposing my bare, dripping cunt. I gasped, arching back further, desperate for him to take me. The sound of his zipper tearing down sent a thrill through my body, slick heat flooding between my thighs.

“You asked for this,” he warned, gripping my hips so tightly I knew he’d leave bruises.

“I’m begging for it,” I groaned, spreading my thighs wider, eager and shameless. “Fuck me hard, James. Fill me up. Make me yours.”

With a primal snarl, he thrust into me brutally, burying himself deep, exactly how I liked it. I cried out loudly, not caring who heard me, loving every filthy second.

Tonight was just getting started—and I fully intended to end it completely spent, thoroughly fucked, and utterly satisfied.

James fucked me mercilessly, each punishing thrust slamming me harder into the rough brick wall. My cries echoed shamelessly down the dim hallway, drowning out the club’s pounding music. His strong fingers dug bruisingly into my hips, just the way I loved, every thrust stretching me deeper, filling me completely.

“You love being used, don’t you, Amber?” James snarled roughly into my ear, his breath hot against my neck. “You’re dripping all over my cock.”

“Yes,” I moaned openly, grinding back against him, greedy for more. “Use me, fill me, fuck me raw—I’m your filthy little slut.”

He smacked my ass sharply, sending jolts of delicious pain and pleasure racing through me. Each slap made me clench tighter around him, dragging him deeper, loving the feeling of surrender. My nails scratched at the bricks as pleasure surged wildly, taking me dangerously close to climax.
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