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My heart thumps and my lips part to exhale a nervous yet excited breath as I hear the first set of footsteps making their way up the stairs.

I can’t believe I’m really about to do this, and so many times in one night!

My boyfriend said he wasn’t interested in actually watching the deeds being done, but I know I have his full permission to enjoy myself as much as possible with the men he’s found so there isn’t a single shred of guilt or worry in my mind as the bedroom door opens and whoever this first guy is makes his way over to where I’m lay waiting for him.

The mattress sinks under his weight and when he climbs on top of me I’m able to feel how broad and heavy he is, but I soon realise that it’s not because he’s fat but rather because he’s firm and muscular. 

He’s so big that I assume he must be some kind of bodybuilder, and when he takes hold of my hands and brings them to his torso so I can feel the ridges of his stomach and the defined lines at his hips I can’t help but let out a giddy laugh because I’ve never been with a man like this before.

I can already tell that he must put a lot of work into his body and I’m eager to find out how that amount of work will translate into his bedroom skills, but first I just want to feel him and appreciate his perfection so I keep my hands exploring once he lets go of my wrists, and I let them travel down to his thighs where I feel protrusions of muscles that I didn’t know existed, up along his arms where there are veins bulging out of his skin, and down to his pecs which move under my touch.

Fuck.

There is so much of him.

I hope his dick is just as spectacular and meaty.

To find out, I move my hand between his open thighs and seek out the erection there while I feel his eyes watching me and hear his breathing grow heavier, and when my fingers make contact with the thick, already sheathed length and wrap around it to appreciate the girth he groans above me and pushes himself further into my hand.

He must be a beautiful man, but the mystery of not knowing exactly what he looks like is going to make this experience so much more exciting and erotic.  

I move onto my knees while keeping hold of his cock so we can share an anonymous kiss, and when his large hands hold my back to keep me close to him as he responds I writhe my upper half and let my breasts slide against his hard chest until my nipples stiffen into points that beg for the attention and weight of his grip.

He gives them what they want and moulds his palms around both globes to massage them with a rough skill that makes me think he must use his hands for whatever job he does, and as the flesh between my legs reacts and becomes slick I wrap my arms around his neck to get even closer and shimmy myself onto his lap to rub my wetness against him.

Oh god.

I can feel his dick throbbing, and he’s not even put it inside me yet.

The tip is so close to my entrance, and the rumble in his chest that is currently vibrating through my skin tells me he’s enjoying the sensation and the warmth and wants to plunge into me just as much as I want him to, so I do us both a favour and reach down so I can fit him in and slide down the whole way, and when my inner muscles are fully stretched and my thighs are trembling because they’re spread so wide to accommodate his bulk I grind against him to stimulate my clit.

He lets me do that for a while, until I’m starting to make more noise and sound more helpless, and then his hands take hold of my butt cheeks and he uses his strength to move me in a different way, up and down and then forward and back so that we’re both getting what we need.

“Oh shit,” I gasp as the quick and varied movements make our skin slap together and have my clitoris so confused and needy that each knock of pleasure tightens everything below my waist. “Like that. No. Like that.”

I’m pushed down onto my back again before I can get close to what I want, and then my legs are lifted into the air and my ankles are held in just one of the man’s hands as he pistons his dick and rotates his hips with such speed and ferocity that I can’t catch my breath.

I can’t believe this is only the first sex of the night.

I’m not sure I’m going to survive until morning if all of the men are this extreme.

My ears strain to hear if he is making any noise that will give away if he’s enjoying himself as much as I am, but the only sound I can make out over his rough breathing is his teeth snapping together in what I assume is concentration and determination, but when I soon feel the sweat on his torso that is being rubbed against the back of my legs each time he drives forwards, and I just sense the cloud of dark lust in the room, it makes my head spin and my nerves fizz as much as moans and groans would.

“Oh fuck, you’re so good at this,” I tell him in a weak, breathless voice that hurts my throat because of the effort it takes to get the words out. 

I’ve never been fucked by such a man.

I’ve never been so overpowered or fucked with such enthusiasm that I feel truly taken, and I’ve never felt so small and insignificant before.

But I know things are going to get even wilder because he forces my legs further back until they are all the way over my head and I’m contorted into a squashed ball, and then I feel him getting into a squatting position above me, with his calves on either side of my thighs, before he slides his dick into me once more.

I can barely breathe because there is so much of both mine and his weight on my chest, but I find that I don’t mind the burning in my lungs or the tightness in my muscles because he’s hitting a spot inside me that feels even better than when he was stimulating my clit, and he’s moving his hips in a toe curling way that makes it seem as though he is drilling himself deeper inside me.

Whoah.

I’m dizzy and too hot and my skin is sticky from all of the sweat and my juices that are running from my centre and down my thighs, but my nerves are lighting up with an impending orgasm and the man is finally starting to let out expletives which somehow sound so sinful to my ears, as if it’s the first time I’ve heard them, so I’m not going to complain or even will him to finish more quickly because I want to relish every second I have with this stranger.

One of his downward strokes drags my climax out of me, and because he is now shaking due to having to hold his position for so long he sends extra vibrations through me which extend the pleasure and give more power to each wave until I feel like I’m collapsing under the rush of it.

My lack of vision also increases the intensity, and as blood beats in my ears in the same rhythm that I’m still being impaled, I squirm and try to reach my arms out to grab hold of anything that might control the confusing sensations that are taking me over and pulling me apart from the inside out.

I’m even wetter now and he’s sliding in and out more easily because of it, stirring another explosion in my depths and getting himself closer to his own detonation, but as it becomes too much he loses the ability to keep himself in the squat position and falls forward with his hands resting on either side of my head. 

While I’m compressed with his weight he fucks me with slower but more rigid thrusts, and I feel the definition of his abs and hips again as they seem to act in the same way as ribbed condoms, rubbing and pushing against my skin so that I shout out with another climax and involuntarily undulate beneath him until I feel him release himself.

His whole body goes tense as he comes and he lets out a sort of choking noise, but then he loosens and relaxes on top of me and helps to unbend the strange shape I’m in so we can lie against each other and breathe into each other’s ears as our heart rates slow from their frantic, fluttering paces and my mind struggles to catch up with everything that just happened.

At the moment it seems that nothing could ever beat the sex I’ve just had, but I know there are still a lot more men to go and I’d be surprised if my boyfriend arranged the best of them all to be first, so that means that the night is going to get better.

Part of me actually wants to hurry this guy out of the room so I can get started with the next one, but I don’t want to be rude after he’s just given me two amazing orgasms so I wrap my arms around his back and stroke my hands from his muscular shoulders and down to his narrow waist and perky backside, and I hum in delight when I feel him clench his butt cheeks and flex his pelvis against mine in response.

His dick doesn’t feel as meaty now that it’s lying flaccid
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