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Chapter 1: The Filthy Idea
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Dave and Sarah slumped on their worn sofa in their cramped terraced house in Manchester, the rain hammering against the window.

At 35, Sarah still had the body that men loved to ogle – not least her showstopping 38GG tits that strained against the thin fabric of her tight white vest.

The outline of her thick nipples was clearly visible, and the deep valley of her cleavage drew Dave's eyes even now, despite their money worries.

Dave, 38, worked long shifts at a large distribution centre, but with the ongoing cost-of-living crisis, the pay barely covered the rent, bills, and food.

Sarah's part-time job in a local cafe helped little. Their sex life – once full of adventure, exhibitionism and naughty group situations -  had become a non-event, replaced by arguments about debts.

"Fuck this," Sarah said, crossing her arms under her heavy breasts, pushing them up higher. "I'm sick of scraping by. Dave, I've been thinking about something dirty. Something that could make us real money."

Dave took a swig of his cheap lager and raised an eyebrow. "Go on then."

"My tits," she said bluntly, cupping them through her vest. "These big fucking tits get attention everywhere I go. Lads at the pub stare constantly. What if we charged strangers to use them? Quick titwanks.”

Dave gulped. Sarah had always had a filthy side but he was NOT expecting this!

She continued: “They can slide their cocks between them, fuck my cleavage, and cum all over them. Ten minutes max per bloke. Cash upfront. We could even use a burner phone to arrange things so it’s kept separate from our everyday lives.”

Dave's cock stirred in his tracksuit bottoms. The idea was filthy, but the thought of other men using his wife's massive tits made him unexpectedly hard. "You're actually serious? Letting random lads spunk on your chest?"

"Dead serious," Sarah replied, her voice low and determined. "Thirty quid a pop. Safe, quick, and we control it. No full sex, just tits. We need the cash, Dave. This could change things."

They talked late into the night. By morning, they'd bought a cheap burner phone from a dodgy corner shop.

Sarah wrote a simple ad and posted it on a local adult forum: "Busty married British wife offers fast titwank sessions. Massive natural 38GG tits. Cum all over them. 10 minutes only. Discreet location in Manchester. Cash only. Text this number."

The first reply pinged in within 40 minutes. "John, 45. Available tonight?"

Sarah texted back: "Yes. 8pm. Thirty quid cash please. Address on confirmation."

Dave cleaned the living room, pushing the sofa back to create space. Sarah prepared herself, showering and then squeezing into a lacy black bra that barely contained her enormous breasts, the cups overflowing. She added a short skirt and heels. "How do I look?"

"Like a proper tit slut," Dave said, kissing her hard. "If it gets too much, say the word and I'll stop it."

At exactly 8pm, John knocked. A nervous, balding man in a suit. Sarah greeted him with a confident smile. "Come in. Money first if you wouldn’t mind. Then these are all yours."

John handed over the cash. His eyes locked onto her cleavage. "Bloody hell, those are even bigger in real life."

Sarah led him to the centre of the room and dropped to her knees on the carpet. "Drop your trousers then. Let me see that cock."

John unzipped, pulling out a thick, veiny cock already half-hard. Sarah spat into her palms and rubbed the saliva between her tits. She unclipped her bra, letting her massive breasts spill free. They hung heavy and full, pale with large pink nipples. She pushed them together, creating a deep, soft tunnel.

"Slide it in," she ordered.

John groaned as he pushed forward. His cock disappeared between her warm, heavy flesh. Sarah squeezed tighter, looking up at him with dirty eyes. "That's it. Fuck my big tits. Use them like a sex doll."

He started thrusting, the head of his cock popping out the top of her cleavage with each stroke, brushing against her chin. The slick sounds filled the room. Sarah bounced her chest up and down, wanking him expertly with her tits. "Feel how soft they are? So heavy and warm around your dirty cock."

Dave watched from the kitchen doorway, his own cock out, stroking slowly. John was panting hard. "Fuck, I'm not gonna last."

"Cum then," Sarah urged, speeding up. "Shoot your hot load all over these massive tits."

With a deep grunt, John exploded. Thick, white ropes of cum blasted across her chest, splattering the deep valley between her breasts and coating her nipples. Some landed on her neck. Sarah milked him, pressing her tits tighter to squeeze out every drop, then rubbed his spent cockhead over her cum-covered skin.

"Good boy," she purred. "Hopefully that’s thirty quid well spent."

John dressed quickly, still dazed, and left. Sarah stood up, cum dripping down her belly. Dave stepped in, kissing her deeply. "That was so fucking hot. You feeling OK?"

"More than OK," she said, scooping some cum onto her finger and tasting it. "It turned me on. I want to do more."

The burner phone buzzed again. Another booking for 9pm. Then 10:30pm. That first night they saw four men. Each session followed a similar pattern but grew bolder. The second man, a skinny lad in his twenties, wanted her to talk dirtier.

"Fuck my slutty married tits," Sarah moaned as he thrust between them. "My husband is in the other room listening. He loves me being used as a cum rag."

The lad came buckets, covering her tits and even hitting her cheek.

By midnight, they'd made £120 pounds. Sarah's tits were sore and sticky with dried cum, but she felt alive.

Over the next week, the steady stream built. The burner phone rarely stopped. They scheduled slots carefully, 10 minutes each with 15-minute gaps. Men of all types arrived: young delivery drivers, middle-aged office workers, even a retired teacher who blushed the whole time but still fucked her tits eagerly.

"These are the best tits I've ever felt," the old man gasped as Sarah worked him. "So fucking big."

"Cum on them then, grandad," she teased. He did, adding another load to her collection.

One evening, the phone rang and a familiar voice was on the other end. "Is this the titwank bird?”

“Indeed. I am she,” laughed Sarah.

“Wait... is that Sarah? Dave's Sarah?"

It was Mike, Dave's old drinking mate from the local pub. Dave froze in the kitchen but his cock hardened instantly.

Sarah didn't miss a beat. "Yeah, it's me, Mike. It’s a small world. So do you still want the service?"

There was a pause. "Even more so – can’t believe it! I’ll be there in ten."

Mike arrived, eyes wide as saucers when Sarah opened the door in just heels and a tiny thong, her massive tits already oiled and glistening. "Jesus Christ. I always knew you had great tits but... fuck."

"Stop staring and get your cock out," Sarah said, leading him inside. "It’s still thirty to pay – we don’t have a mates’ rates policy. Not yet anyway.”

Mike handed over the cash, unzipping. His cock was average length but thick, already throbbing.

Sarah knelt and wrapped her heavy breasts around it immediately. The soft, warm flesh swallowed him completely. She started sliding up and down, her tits jiggling with each movement.

"God, Sarah," Mike groaned. "These feel incredible. So much better than I imagined all those years wanking thinking about them."

Dave watched openly now from the doorway, slowly stroking his own cock. Sarah noticed and smiled. "Watch your mate fuck my tits, Dave. Isn't this hot?"

Mike thrust harder, holding her shoulders for leverage. "I'm shagging my best mate's wife's massive tits. This is mental."

Sarah encouraged him with filthy talk. "Harder, Mike. Fuck them. Use my big heavy udders. I want your cum all over them."

He lasted only a few minutes before tensing. "I'm cumming!"

Hot spurts erupted, painting her tits white. Thick semen ran down her cleavage and over her nipples. Sarah pressed her breasts together, milking him dry, then rubbed the head across her skin to smear it.

Mike zipped up, embarrassed but grinning. "Best money I ever spent. See you down the pub, Dave... maybe not mention this."

After he left, Dave fucked Sarah right there on the sofa, sliding into her soaked pussy while squeezing her cum-slick tits. "This is actually working. We're making proper money."

They continued. More known faces appeared. Their next-door neighbour Tom even booked twice in one week, cumming quickly both times while muttering, "I can't believe I'm doing this to Sarah."

Sarah's old boss, a sleazy man named Graham, showed up one afternoon.

"Well, well," he leered. "The bustiest girl in my store. On your knees then, slag."

Sarah obeyed, pressing her tits around his cock. "Is this what you always wanted, Graham? To cum on your employee's big tits?"

He fucked them roughly. "Yes, you dirty bitch. Take it."

He unloaded massively, covering her chest and face. Sarah loved the power and the degradation.

By the end of the month, they'd made over £3,000. The burner phone was constantly busy. Sarah's tits were often sore from the constant use, but the cash changed everything. They paid off credit cards and started dreaming bigger.

One night, after the last customer had left, Sarah sat naked on the sofa, her tits still glistening with the remnants of multiple loads. Dave licked some off her nipple.

"This is just the start," Sarah said. "We need to work out how we’re going to make a fortune with these tits."

Dave smiled. "Definitely. And I fucking love watching it all come together.”
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