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Mark pushed my dress up over my butt and then took two handfuls of it.  I fumbled at the buttons of his shirt to get them open, then I felt his third hand arrive between my legs and tickle at my pussy.  Wait a second.

I looked back behind us to see the long, slender arm of a stranger sliding through one of the larger holes.  Their fingers slid back and forth over the crotch of my panties and I could feel the wetness of my pussy breaking against the fabric.

“That feel good?” a sultry, female voice asked.

“Too good,” I confessed, then I looked to Mark and bulged my eyes.

“Surprise,” he whispered.

He kissed me again and steered me closer to the glory-hole.  Our female accomplice reached her hand through my legs and I looked down my body to see her squeezing at Mark’s packet.  He leaned back and looked down.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned, throwing his head back.

I studied his face, relishing the excitement that the encounter was giving him.

“Take him out for me,” I begged, looking down.

The woman was experienced.  Her arm had the slightest look of age to it, freckled on the wrists and hand.  With just her fingers she managed to unfasten my boyfriend’s belt, then she slid down the zipper and soon she was tugging at the waist of his boxer-shorts.

“Give me that cock,” she urged.

I walked away from the wall and turned to watch as Mark helped our mistress take his cock out of his pants.  It sprang free, as hard as ever and I stared in amazement as she took a grip of him and started to jerk him in front of me.  I’d never let a woman do that to him before.

“That’s it,” she snarled, beating her fist over his cock.

For a second I didn’t know what to do with myself, but Mark put his hand behind my back and guided me over to the wall.

I crouched at his feet and looked through the hole to see a surprisingly attractive woman on the other side.

“Hey there,” she said, smiling as the continued to pump her fist over his dick.

She looked to be in her late forties, possibly even early fifties.  She had long, blonde hair and a devilish grin.  Her tits were pushed up in her tight dress and her body looked well-toned, as if she worked-out.  I bit my lip as I watched her work, looking at her hand jutting through the portal and staring as it gripped Mark’s cock tight.

“Put it in your mouth, honey,” our stranger said.

She steered his cock towards me and stared eagerly through as I curled my hair behind my ear and leaned forward for his big, meaty dick.

She squeezed the base and I watched the veins flare up from the pressure.  When I slid my lips over the tip I could feel how stiff he was.  My mouth moved over him and I pinched my lips around him, flicking my tongue out of sight as I listened to our helper begin to groan.
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When my boyfriend Mark suggested we try out ‘Club Sex’ I was immediately curious.  He and I had a fairly open relationship, but we didn’t usually dabble in anything as sinful as the things that went on inside Club Sex.

I’d heard things said from friends and even knew one-or-two people that had frequented the place on the odd occasion, but as yet Mark and I had never dared to explore it.

We were adventurous, don’t get me wrong, but we perhaps weren’t that adventurous.  Or we weren’t sure we were anyway!

The second he broached the idea I’d jumped at the chance.  He’d thought me a little keen but I knew he wouldn’t be asking if he didn’t want to do it himself.  I always aimed to please him like that.  I got a kick out of watching him enjoy himself, and I think he got the same kick out me enjoying myself too.

We’d met each other online several years ago.  I should have known I was in for a wild ride when he’d fucked me in the ass on the first date, and he should have known he was in for a wild ride when I’d begged for him to shoot his load in there too.  We were made for each other.

Club Sex was a fairly non-descript building on the outskirts of town.  From the outside you wouldn’t even know it was open.  I guess places like that didn’t really shout about what they were offering inside.

Mark and I stared up at the dimly-lit, four-storey building late on a Friday night.  He reached his hand to mine and gave it a squeeze, looking to a door on the ground-floor.

“Ready?” he asked.

I took an excited breath and looked around.  “I’m ready to get off these streets at least.”

Club Sex was in a derelict part of town, hidden away in the back-roads of disused factory complexes.  God knows what it used to be used as.  Now it was a place that deviants of all ages flocked to.

Mark led me up to the gate and I clicked across the street in my high-heels and tight, white dress.  He was dressed in a shirt and a hugging pair of suit-pants.  He wore his best shoes too.  He said we should make the effort and I agreed.  There’s something even sexier about fucking in nice clothes.

He rapped the door that rattled in place and for all the world it felt like there’d be no answer.  No light came from the windows above.  Only a tiny sticker that read ‘Club Sex’ above the door gave anything away.

“You think they’re home?” I asked, squeezing his hand and feeling a chill.

Suddenly a slot in the door slid open and a pair of eyes stared out.  A female voice spoke.

“How can I help you?” it said.

“We’re here for Club Sex,” my boyfriend said.  “My girlfriend and me.”

He pulled me closer to him and the eyes shot in my direction.  They narrowed in a smile.

“I’m sure they’ll enjoy you,” she said.  “Money first.”

“How much is it?”

“Fifty bucks for an hour.  Since you’re a couple we’ll do a buy-one-get-one-free.”

“Perfect,” Mark said.  He had a way of being comfortable in even the strangest of situations.

He peeled a fifty from his wallet and passed it through the slot.  The lady took it and then the bolt unlocked at the bottom of the door.

It whined open and inside stood two heavy-set men in suits with folded arms.  They wore an ear-piece and made no secret of giving me the once over.

“You want to pat her down?” Mark asked.

One of the guys smiled and then a tall lady emerged from behind them.  “I want to,” she said.  “I have to, in fact.”

Mark got checked over by one of the guys while I had the rough fondling of the tall, female security guard to enjoy.

“That fifty is already paying dividends,” I joked.

The security guard gave me a smirk and then they parted to let us upstairs.

“Couples are on the second floor,” one of them said.  “Find yourselves a room and enjoy.  Any trouble, just ring the bell near the door and one of us will be there before you know it.”

“Shall we?” Mark said, and he offered me up the stairs.

He’d spoken in the past that he always liked me going first, especially up the stairs.  It gave him ample opportunity to run his eyes over my ass.  I strode forward smiling, knowing that my skirt was probably short enough that he’d get more than an eyeful.

Mark followed behind and as we rose through the building we could hear the groans and moans of the rooms around us.  It could have passed for a haunted house had we not have known what was truly going on.

I waited outside the second-floor doorway, just off the landing.  Mark walked through it and it led to a corridor with rooms on either side.  We walked along and Mark tried the door of a room in the middle.  It opened slowly and he peered carefully inside.

“Is it empty?” I asked.

I heard the noise of hand on flesh and then a groan of satisfaction rang out afterwards.

“Come on,” he said, beckoning me inside.

I walked slowly down the hall, past each door of sin that told its own story.  Our room was larger than I was expecting.  The windows had been boarded out.  The walls were thin and made of wood.  They moved to the touch.  A light hung dimly from above.

“Are they ...” I asked, pointing.

Mark looked to the circular holes that sat on both walls.  There were three on each side of varying sizes.  The smallest hole sat in the middle, with the two larger ones on the outside.

“Glory-holes,” Mark said, turning to me and bobbing his eyebrows.  “Let’s have some fun.”

He walked to me and took a grip of my ass, pulling me against him and letting me know that he was already well on his way to arousal.

“Someone’s pleased to be here,” I smirked.

“It’s not just me,” he said, and as if to confirm the statement a moan rang out from a room a few doors down.

He kissed me and his hand came under my skirt to grip my bare ass.  I wore a small g-string that barely covered my pussy.

My hands ran over his body and I gripped his toned ass.  He was so well put together that I wondered how I’d ever snared him in the first place.  I think our common bond of debauchery was enough to keep us together.

Mark pushed my dress up over my butt and then took two handfuls of it.  I fumbled at the buttons of his shirt to get them open, then I felt his third hand arrive between my legs and tickle at my pussy.  Wait a second.

I looked back behind us to see the long, slender arm of a stranger sliding through one of the larger holes.  Their fingers slid back and forth over the crotch of my panties and I could feel the wetness of my pussy breaking against the fabric.

“That feel good?” a sultry, female voice asked.

“Too good,” I confessed, then I looked to Mark and bulged my eyes.

“Surprise,” he whispered.

He kissed me again and steered me closer to the glory-hole.  Our female accomplice reached her hand through my legs and I looked down my body to see her squeezing at Mark’s packet.  He leaned back and looked down.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned, throwing his head back.

I studied his face, relishing the excitement that the encounter was giving him.

“Take him out for me,” I begged, looking down.

The woman was experienced.  Her arm had the slightest look of age to it, freckled on the wrists and hand.  With just her fingers she managed to unfasten my boyfriend’s belt, then she slid down the zipper and soon she was tugging at the waist of his boxer-shorts.

“Give me that cock,” she urged.

I walked away from the wall and turned to watch as Mark helped our mistress take his cock out of his pants.  It sprang free, as hard as ever and I stared in amazement as she took a grip of him and started to jerk him in front of me.  I’d never let a woman do that to him before.

“That’s it,” she snarled, beating her fist over his cock.

For a second I didn’t know what to do with myself, but Mark put his hand behind my back and guided me over to the wall.

I crouched at his feet and looked through the hole to see a surprisingly attractive woman on the other side.

“Hey there,” she said, smiling as the continued to pump her fist over his dick.

She looked to be in her late forties, possibly even early fifties.  She had long, blonde hair and a devilish grin.  Her tits were pushed up in her tight dress and her body looked well-toned, as if she worked-out.  I bit my lip as I watched her work, looking at her hand jutting through the portal and staring as it gripped Mark’s cock tight.

“Put it in your mouth, honey,” our stranger said.

She steered his cock towards me and stared eagerly through as I curled my hair behind my ear and leaned forward for his big, meaty dick.

She squeezed the base and I watched the veins flare up from the pressure.  When I slid my lips over the tip I could feel how stiff he was.  My mouth moved over him and I pinched my lips around him, flicking my tongue out of sight as I listened to our helper begin to groan.

I popped my mouth back and stood up a short ways, looking through the gap and seeing that our guest was panty-less.  Her fingers were toying with her kempt pussy and she seemed to be getting just as much satisfaction as my boyfriend.

I stood up close to him and whispered into his ear.  “Should we invite her round?”

He looked at me in disbelief, but the grin that blossomed on his face was answer enough.

“Wanna come join us?” I asked.

“It’d be my pleasure, honey,” she replied.

My heart beat fast as I listened to her leave the adjacent room.  I could hear her walking down the hallway and then there was a knock at our door.

Mark opened it wide and our guest walked in.  Striding with confidence and moving straight towards me.

“I’m Megan,” I said, but instead of replying she put her lips straight on mine and gave me a long, deep kiss.

My boyfriend closed the door as we continued to make-out and I felt her hands begin to explore me.  She went straight to my exposed ass and started to squeeze, sucking a breath and then leaning her head away from me.

“First time?” she asked.  She looked back to Mark.

“It is,” he said.  “But I’m starting to think we might be coming back.”

“You should,” she said.  “You can have a lot of fun here.  I’m Annabel.”

“Nice to meet you, Annabel,” Mark said smoothly.

“I haven’t forgotten about you,” she said.  “Come here, stud.”

Mark walked forwards and Annabel crouched beside the wall opposite to the room she was in.  She pulled me down with her and I knelt at her side in the middle of the room.  Mark came close, his big cock swinging on his hips.

“Can you girls share?”

“I suppose so.  As much as I’d like it all to myself,” Annabel joked.

I nudged her playfully, feeling instantly at ease in her care-free company.

“Put it on my tongue,” she said, curling her finger.  She stuck her tongue out from her mouth and rested it there in wait.  She seemed the perfect slut.

Mark did as requested, setting his cock down against her.  She moved her head forward as soon as he made contact and then she started rocking over him.  Her hand started to squeeze his balls and then she pulled her mouth off him with a pop, gripping his cock at the base and pointing it towards me.

I raced my mouth over it feeling my boyfriend’s arousal rush into my throat.

“She’s good,” Annabel swooned, moving my hair back and looking up to my boyfriend.  “Does that feel good?”

“So fucking good,” he groaned, moving his hips slowly and fucking my mouth.

I clacked my throat on him and then pulled back, my face red from my efforts.  Spit drooled from my mouth but Annabel was on hand, quickly moving it back up and rubbing it gently around my mouth before kissing me.

“Well, hello,” Mark said suddenly, and I looked up at his face to see him staring at the wall closest to us.

I leaned forward to see and impressive-looking cock jutting through into our stall.  Annabel barely even flinched.  She pounced on it and soon she was sucking the guy in the other stall like her life depended on it.

I was caught up on the wave of eroticism.  I couldn’t describe it.  The energy in there was so sexual that nothing felt off-limits.

I moved my mouth back over my boyfriend and started to jerk him, teasing under Annabel’s skirt as I did so and fingering along her folds, just like she had done to me.

She started to groan and the guy in the stall groaned with her.  She was really working fast, as though his cum-shot was something that needed to happen quickly.  And it did.

Soon she gasped forward off him and I stood up quickly to watch as a jet of hot spunk fired against her chest.  She caught it and watched it drool down into her cleavage, encouraging the stranger to give up his release.

“Every drop,” she said sweetly.  “That’s it.  Every drop.”

I jerked Mark’s cock slowly as the pair of us watched her drain him.  She squeezed at his balls and raced her mouth over the tip quickly, pulling back just in time to catch the next spurt of cum on her chest.  She seemed like a professional.

“Good boy,” she said steadily.  “Good boy.”

The cock disappeared as quickly as it arrived and Annabel looked down at her cum-strewn chest.

“That was fun!” she exclaimed.  “One of my quickest.”

I felt a strange compulsion to help her clean up.  I crouched down to the floor next to her and studied the pearly cum that draped over her chest.

“Want a closer look?” she asked, leaning away and showing off her chest.

I pulled at the top of her dress and her tits sprang free, accompanied by a shocked giggle.

“You do want a closer look,” she said.

I licked at the cum, finding it sweet and bitter all at once.

“You sure this is your first time?” Annabel asked.

“I think so,” Mark said, feigning suspicion as I lapped up the cum that had spilled all over her tits.

Annabel’s nipples stiffened and I moved my tongue to those, circling around them and feeling the perky teat against my tongue.

“My God, Megan,” she groaned.

Mark walked forward and soon Annabel was sucking on him again, jerking his cock in her mouth as I toyed with her big tits.

“Let’s get you inside her,” Annabel said now and she tugged Mark’s pants further down his body.

Mark took his cue to undress, racing off his shirt and stepping out of his fancy shoes.  I kept my dress on but Annabel helped with my panties.  She moved them down over my ass and then swooned as she stared at my kempt pussy.

“Looks delicious.  May I?”

“Please do,” Mark answered.

I put my foot into the big glory-hole, using it as leverage as I opened my legs for Annabel who crouched beneath us.

She tongued up into me and I let out a moan of approval, leaning my head back and realizing that it was the first time I’d ever let a woman do that.  I don’t know why I hadn’t done it sooner.

Annabel moved just right, tonguing gently at first then rougher when she felt it necessary.  I could feel my clit stiffen and swell immediately and my sex started to ache out its juices slowly, preparing itself for Mark.

He arrived behind me, hugging me from behind and squeezing at my tits.  He tugged the bust of the dress down until he could get at them and Annabel continued to slide her tongue along my pussy as Mark’s cock peered through my legs too.

I could hear from his breaths that was treating him as well, kissing at the tip of his cock and then returning to me to continue her work on my folds.

She reached beneath and took a hold of Mark, watching closely as she brought his cock to the tight, wet O of my pussy.

“That’s it,” she said carefully.

I looked down to see her studying it closely, as though she was paying carefully attention to everything in case she needed to recall it later.

Her face was a picture of desire.  When Mark thrust forward she burst with joy, staring up at me to watch the resulting reaction on my face.

“That must feel good,” she said.

“So good,” I trembled.  I thought I was going to come instantly.  Mark felt harder than I’d ever known him and the added naughtiness of having another woman watching us was just too much to contend with.  As if that wasn’t enough, another cook peered through the glory-hole and Annabel tended to it quickly.

“My lucky day,” she said, and she sprang into action.

Mark held my hips and started to fuck me.  I put my hands against the wall to push back, then I felt the hand of a stranger grip my ankle through the large hole that I stowed my foot.

He held it steady, using it for leverage as he worked his cock in and out of Annabel’s mouth.  She stayed still on her knees, letting the new stranger use her mouth as his fuck-toy.

“I can’t believe this,” I whispered.

Mark gave my ass a spank and then I felt his finger on my asshole, teasing it with gentle presses that accentuated the sensation of his powerful cock sliding through me.

I could feel each ridge and vein of him as he passed through my core.  I was so sensitive to him, I couldn’t explain it.  It was like the occasion was delivering more excitement than the act.

Annabel was now jerking her new conquest hard and my eyes were focused on his cock, waiting for it to explode just like the last one.

I could hear him breathing on the other side of the wall and then I felt him grip tighter at my ankle.  His knuckles turned white and suddenly a giant rope of cum sprang free, shooting right over Annabel and lacing my standing leg.  The heat of it felt amazing, but neither Annabel nor Mark noticed.

Instead Annabel was too busy coaxing out the rest.  She beat him fiercely and this time some of the cum found its way to her face.  It lashed over her and she let out of a sigh of pleasure, as though the sensation was heavenly.

The cock disappeared and Annabel stood up and turned to me.

“Fuck!” I exclaimed.  “He made a mess.”

“He sure did,” Annabel said, holding one of her eyes closed.  A rope of cum had pinned it shut.

I used a thumb to ease it aside and then I started to kiss her.  I licked the cum from her face and brought it to her mouth like a mothering bird.  We spread it back and forth in the embrace as my boyfriend continued to fuck me hard from behind.

“You gonna do the same to her?” Annabel asked, looking to Mark.

“If that’s what she wants,” Mark said.

“You like it on your face?” Annabel asked.

“I do,” I said.  “But I also like it inside me.”

“Good girl,” Annabel said.  “I’d love to clean up the mess.”

Mark took a harder grip at my hips and started to fuck me so fast that my tits swung beneath me.

“He’s raring to go!” she exclaimed.  “And what do you like, stud?”  She put a hand on Mark’s shoulder.  “I’ll do anything.”

The way the words left her mouth you could tell that she meant it.  I wasn’t expecting Mark’s answer.

“I want you to tongue my ass,” he said.  He gave me another spank and I felt the heat rush to the surface of my butt.

“You do?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Mark said confidently.  “Put your fucking tongue in my ass, Annabel.”

“I like a man who knows what he wants,” she said, and dutifully she moved behind him.

Mark adjusted his stride and Annabel moved out of sight.

“Tell me what she’s doing,” I urged.

“I can feel her hands on the inside of my thighs,” Mark said.  “She’s spreading my ass.”

I started to breathe quicker, channeling my boyfriend’s excited words through my body.

“I can feel her breath on me.  I can—oh fuck!  Oh, fuck, that’s it.  That’s it.”

“Is she licking you?”

“She’s licking my fucking ass, honey,” Mark cried.

A black cock came through the glory-hole beside us, but Annabel was too preoccupied to service it.

“Go on,” Mark hushed.

I reached out a hand and grabbed the thick, black cock, squeezing along its length and listening to the grunts on the opposite side of the wall.

Mark jostled me into position and soon it was close enough to suck.  I did just that.  My mouth raced over the tip and I tried to mimic the movements I’d seen Annabel doing.  She seemed to have a way with these anonymous cocks, although I’m guessing these guys are already pretty turned-on anyway.

I squeezed at his huge balls, feeling Mark surging into me and listening to the groans he made behind me as Annabel continued to slide her tongue around his asshole.

Every now and then I’d feel her soft, slender fingers framing my boyfriend’s cock as it sat in my pussy.  She’d squeeze at my pussy lips and run her fingers slowly along the folds, teasing at my clit and jostling it free of the hood.

“Oh, fuck!” I mumbled, my mouth full of dick.

I could feel an orgasm approaching.  I beat the stranger’s cock more fiercely as it started to grip me and my pussy squeezed around Mark’s intrusive cock.  There was no way he was going to pull out, and that made the whole thing even wilder.

I started to jerk wildly, groaning and moaning and matching the cries of the stranger in the cell opposite.  I felt him stiffen and swell and I raced my mouth over the tip of his dick, feeling the heat burst into me suddenly.  It was the last temptation I needed.

“I’m coming,” I wailed, letting the cum drool from my mouth as another blast struck my face.

My hand jerked out the stranger’s release as my whole body shivered with lust.  My pussy flexed and massaged Mark inside me and he too became erratic.

“Oh, honey,” he hushed, passing his dick through me faster.  I think the sight of that huge cock exploding on my face was enough to drive him over the edge.

I beat the last of the drops from the intruding cock and it hung there with a string of white cum dangling from the tip.

“I’m gonna come,” Mark said, and suddenly the breaths rushed into him faster and longer.

I raced my mouth over the black cock, cleansing the head of his final release and popping my lips free.

He disappeared just as I felt the swell of Mark inside me and then suddenly the heat came.  It rushed into me, lashing my insides with thick, creamy ropes that Annabel helped to coax out.  His asshole must have been winking on her tongue.

“Good boy,” she encouraged, and I could feel her fingers gently wandering over my pussy lips.

Mark thrust his cock through me, sending the cum deep and coating his dick with it.  His breaths slowly tapered off and then he pulled out of me.  He was barely gone from me for a second before I felt the lips of Annabel on me, replacing his throbbing cock.

“Oh, God, yes,” she groaned, and she lapped at the escaping cum that drooled slowly out of me.

I let her feast on me, keeping my footing in the glory-hole and moaning up into the room.  Suddenly I felt another tongue on my asshole and I looked back to Mark.  He must have been keen to let me know how good it felt and boy, did it feel good!

He tickled around my knot as Annabel flicked her tongue through my folds, swallowing down my boyfriend’s seed as though it truly belonged to her.

When she was done I turned around to take a look at her.  The three of us were breathing so heavily.  I don’t think any of us could believe it.  We started to laugh.

“Now that was one for the scrap-book,” Annabel said.  “Want to taste him?”

Before I’d answered she’d walked forward and started to kiss me.  Our tongues fought against each other and in the embrace I could feel the slick, saltiness of Mark on her lips.

“You want some too, lover-boy?”

She walked to Mark and kissed him too.  I watched his eyes close as he enjoyed her.  When she was done she brought his hand to mine and I gripped it tight.  She straightened her dress and covered her tits.

“You two be good now,” she said, and just like that she left us to it.

I started to laugh, fondling the hair on Mark’s chest and holding him gently.  He kissed me and it felt oddly romantic.  This was not a romantic setting!  As if to prove that another cock arrived at the wall.

“Come on,” Mark said, and the pair of us dressed quickly as the hard cock hung there expectantly.
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