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Chapter 1 – The Password Change
Emma Brooks had finally had enough. For weeks her Zoom calls had frozen mid-sentence, her Netflix buffered like it was 2005, and her upload speeds were so pathetic she could’ve hand-delivered files faster. The culprit? Three freeloaders siphoning her high-speed fiber like it was free candy. She’d watched the connected devices list grow: “Liam’s Gaming Rig,” “Noah’s PS5,” “Maya’s iPad Pro.” No permission. No shame. Tonight, she sat cross-legged on her couch in nothing but an oversized T-shirt and panties, laptop balanced on her thighs, and changed the wifi to “FuckOffFreeloaders69.”

Within sixty seconds the building group chat lit up like a Christmas tree. 

Liam Torres: Emma what the hell?  My ping just spiked to 400ms. You change the password?
Noah Carter: Bro same. Can’t even load a lobby. Emmaaaa come onnn
Maya Chen: Girl I was in the middle of a live sale. My viewers are dropping like flies. Spill the tea-what’s the new one?
Emma smirked, thumbs flying. Emma Brooks: You’ve all been mooching for months. Figured it was time to pay rent or get off my network. New password is private. Deal with it. The chat exploded again-emojis, all-caps, memes of crying cats-but Emma muted notifications and leaned back, satisfied. She deserved peace. She deserved to rub one out without laggy porn buffering. She didn’t expect the knocks. First came Liam-27, tech-bro next door, always in black hoodies and that smug grin that made her want to slap him and ride him in the same breath. 

He leaned against her doorframe, arms crossed, biceps flexing under the sleeves. “Really, Brooks?” His voice was low, teasing. “FuckOffFreeloaders69? Creative.” Emma leaned against the opposite side of the frame, T-shirt riding up her thighs. “You noticed.” “I noticed a lot of things.” His eyes dropped to her bare legs, then back up. “Like how you walk around in those tiny shorts when you think no one’s looking.” Heat crawled up her neck. “You’ve been looking?” “Hard not to.” He stepped closer. The hallway light caught the sharp line of his jaw. “Give me the password and I’ll forget I ever saw them.” Emma tilted her head. “Make me.” 

He laughed-dark, dangerous. “Careful what you ask for.” Before she could fire back, Noah appeared at the end of the hall-22, messy curls, hoodie half-zipped, gym shorts doing nothing to hide the outline of his cock when he got hard. Which he clearly was right now. “Yo, Emma, come on,” he said, jogging up. “I was mid-ranked match. You’re killing my MMR.” Emma’s eyes flicked down, then up. “Looks like something else is rising.” Noah flushed but didn’t back down. “You gonna fix it or what?” Maya sauntered up last-24, silk robe barely tied, nipples hard against the fabric, hair loose and wild. “Boys, boys. Let a girl handle this.” She stepped between Liam and Noah, hips swaying, and leaned close to Emma. Close enough that Emma could smell her coconut shampoo and feel the heat between their bodies. “Pretty please?” Maya purred. “I’ll make it worth your while.”

Emma’s cunt clenched. She could feel herself getting wet, panties sticking to her folds. “Worth my while how?” Maya’s fingers brushed Emma’s wrist-light, teasing. “We could... negotiate. In person. All four of us.” Liam’s voice dropped. “She’s right. Let us in. We’ll behave.” Emma looked between them-three gorgeous, horny neighbors staring at her like she was the only thing on the menu. Her pulse hammered in her throat. “Fine,” she said. “But if you want back on my network, you’re gonna earn it.” She stepped aside. They filed in-Liam first, brushing past her so his arm grazed her nipple through the shirt; Noah next, eyes glued to her ass; Maya last, trailing fingers along Emma’s hip as she passed.

Emma closed the door. Locked it. The living room felt smaller with all four of them inside. Emma leaned against the wall, arms crossed under her breasts, pushing them up. “So. How bad do you want the password?” Liam stepped forward first. “Bad enough to beg.” Noah swallowed. “Fuck yeah.” Maya licked her lips. “Show us how mean you can be, baby.” Emma’s panties were soaked. She could feel the wet spot spreading. She pushed off the wall, walked straight to the couch, sat with her legs spread wide. The T-shirt rode up, exposing black lace clinging to her swollen lips. “Then get on your knees,” she said. “All of you.”

They dropped without hesitation-Liam in front, Noah to her left, Maya to her right. Three sets of eyes locked on her cunt like it was the holy grail. Emma hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties, slid them down her thighs, kicked them aside. Her pussy was glistening, clit swollen, folds puffy and pink. “First rule,” she said, voice husky. “You don’t get the password until I come. Hard. Multiple times. And you’re going to use every hole I give you.” Liam groaned. “Fuck yes.” Emma spread her lips with two fingers, showing them how wet she was. “Start with your mouths.” They dove in like starving men. 

Liam buried his face first-tongue flat, lapping from asshole to clit in long, greedy strokes. Noah took her left thigh, kissing and biting while his fingers slid inside her pussy-two, then three, curling against her G-spot. Maya went for her clit-sucking hard, flicking fast, humming vibrations straight into Emma’s core. Emma’s head fell back against the couch. “Fuck-yes-don’t stop-”They didn’t. Liam’s tongue pushed into her ass-deep, wet thrusts-while Noah finger-fucked her cunt and Maya sucked her clit like it owed her money. The wet sounds were obscene: slurping, moaning, fingers squelching in her slick.

Emma came fast-hips bucking, squirting in sharp pulses that coated Liam’s chin and Maya’s lips. They kept going-licking her through it, drawing out every tremor until she was shaking. She wasn’t done. “More,” she gasped. “I want all of you inside me.” Liam stood, yanked his shorts down. Cock thick, veined, dripping. Noah and Maya stripped too-bodies toned, hard, wet. Emma slid to the floor, on her knees between them. She took Liam’s cock in her mouth-deep, gagging-while her hands stroked Noah and Maya. Then she switched-sucking Noah’s length while fingering Maya’s soaked pussy, then tonguing Maya’s clit while jerking Liam and Noah together. They were dripping, groaning, calling her filthy names that only made her wetter. “Bedroom,” Emma ordered. “Now.”

They stumbled down the hall-hands everywhere, mouths on necks, tits, cocks. By the time they hit the mattress, clothes were gone, bodies slick with sweat and pre-cum. Emma pushed Liam onto his back, straddled him, sank down on his cock-moaning at the stretch. Maya climbed over Liam’s face-grinding her pussy on his tongue while Emma rode him hard. Noah knelt behind Emma, licked her asshole, then pressed his cock against it-slow, careful-pushing in until she was double-penetrated, stuffed full. She screamed-pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. 

They fucked her in rhythm-Liam thrusting up into her cunt, Noah deep in her ass, Maya riding Liam’s face and pinching Emma’s nipples. Emma came again-squirting around Liam’s cock, ass clenching on Noah, tears streaming down her face from how good it felt. They kept going-switching holes, switching positions. Noah in her mouth while Maya fucked her ass with fingers and Liam pounded her pussy. Cum everywhere-on her tits, her face, inside her, dripping down her thighs. When they finally collapsed-bodies tangled, slick, spent-Emma lay in the center, chest heaving. Liam kissed her temple. “Password?”

Emma laughed, hoarse. “You earned it.” Maya nuzzled her neck. “We want more than the Wi-Fi.” Noah stroked her thigh. “We want you.” Emma smiled, heart pounding. “Good. Because I’m not done with any of you.” She reached for her phone-typed the new password into the group chat. Emma Brooks: FuckOffFreeloaders69 is now WiFiSlut4U69.
Come get it whenever you want.
Three phones buzzed. Three sets of hands pulled her closer. The war was over. The real connection had just begun.
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Chapter 2 – The Next Day

The morning after the password change, Emma woke up still tasting Liam on her tongue and feeling the delicious ache between her legs from the night before. But the group chat had gone quiet. Too quiet. She stretched, naked under the sheets, and checked her phone. No new messages. No begging. No memes. She smirked. Maybe they’d finally learned their lesson.

Then the knock came-soft, almost playful. Emma pulled on the same oversized T-shirt (no panties) and padded to the door. Maya stood there, leaning against the frame in a tiny silk cami and boy shorts that hugged her ass like a second skin. Her black hair was loose, lips glossy, eyes sparkling with mischief. And beside her-a new girl.
Taller, curvier, with honey-blonde waves cascading past her shoulders and a body poured into a cropped tank and high-waisted leggings that left nothing to the imagination. Full tits straining the fabric, hips that screamed “grab me,” and a smile that said she knew exactly how dangerous she was. “Emma,” Maya purred, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. “This is Harper. My best friend. She heard about the Wi-Fi drama... and wanted to meet the girl who’s got the whole building on edge.” 

Harper’s gaze raked over Emma-slow, appreciative, lingering on the hard nipples poking through the T-shirt, then dropping to the bare thighs below. “Hi,” Harper said, voice low and smoky. “Maya said you’re... strict about access.” Emma’s pulse kicked up. She closed the door. Locked it. “I am,” she replied, stepping closer. “You want in? You earn it.” Maya laughed softly, already toeing off her sneakers. “We were hoping you’d say that.” Harper moved first-slow, predatory-until she was inches from Emma. She reached out, traced one finger down the center of Emma’s chest, between her breasts, stopping just above her navel.

“You’re already wet, aren’t you?” Harper whispered. Emma didn’t answer with words. She grabbed Harper’s wrist, pulled her in, and kissed her-hard, hungry, tongues clashing immediately. Harper moaned into her mouth, hands sliding under the T-shirt to cup Emma’s ass, squeezing hard. Maya pressed against Emma’s back, kissing her neck, teeth grazing. “We brought toys,” she murmured. “But first... we want to taste you.” They stumbled to the couch-clothes shedding in a trail behind them. Emma’s T-shirt hit the floor. Harper’s tank and leggings followed. Maya’s cami and shorts joined the pile. Three naked bodies-curves, smooth skin, hard nipples, glistening cunts-tangled together on the cushions. Emma ended up on her back, legs spread wide. Maya knelt between them first, spreading Emma’s pussy lips with gentle fingers. 

“Look at this pretty cunt,” Maya breathed. “So pink. So wet.” She dove in-tongue flat, lapping from asshole to clit in long, greedy strokes. Emma arched, moaning loud. Harper straddled Emma’s face, lowering slowly until her soaked pussy hovered just above Emma’s mouth. “Eat me,” Harper ordered softly. Emma obeyed-tongue plunging deep into Harper’s cunt, then circling her clit, sucking hard. Harper rocked, grinding down, smearing slick across Emma’s chin and cheeks. Maya added fingers-two in Emma’s pussy, curling against her G-spot, then three, stretching her wide. She pulled them out, slick and shining, and pressed the tip of her tongue into Emma’s asshole-deep, swirling thrusts that made Emma buck and whimper into Harper’s pussy.

Harper came first-hips jerking, a sharp cry, flooding Emma’s mouth with sweet-salty come. Emma drank it down, tongue-fucking Harper’s ass in return, pushing deep while Harper shuddered above her. Maya switched-pulled her tongue from Emma’s ass, replaced it with two fingers, pumping slow while her mouth latched onto Emma’s clit. Sucked hard. Flicked fast. Emma’s thighs started shaking. “Come for us,” Maya growled against her folds. “Squirt all over my face.” Emma shattered-back bowing, a raw scream tearing from her throat as she squirted in hot, messy arcs that coated Maya’s chin, neck, tits. Maya kept licking, drinking every drop, fingers still buried deep. 

They flipped positions. Now Emma knelt, ass up, face buried in Maya’s pussy. She tongue-fucked Maya’s cunt, then switched to her asshole-deep, sloppy thrusts-while Harper knelt behind Emma, spreading her cheeks wide and doing the same: tongue plunging into Emma’s ass, rimming, probing, fucking her with wet, insistent strokes. Maya came hard-grinding back on Emma’s face, squirting across her lips and chin. Emma swallowed greedily, then turned her head to kiss Harper-sharing Maya’s taste in a messy, drooling kiss.

Harper pushed Emma onto her back again, straddled her thigh, ground her soaked cunt against it while leaning down to suck Emma’s tits-hard pulls, teeth grazing nipples until Emma was whimpering. Maya joined-straddling Emma’s other thigh, both girls riding her legs, clits grinding against skin while they kissed above her, tongues tangling, spit dripping down onto Emma’s breasts. Emma reached between them, fingering both cunts-two fingers in Maya, two in Harper-curling hard, pumping fast. They came together-Harper first, squirting down Emma’s thigh, then Maya, a low, keening moan as she pulsed around Emma’s fingers. They collapsed in a heap-bodies slick with sweat, come, spit-limbs tangled, breathing
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