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  Chapter one
First Call


The address was for some massive colonial mansion on the edge of Carmel, the kind of place that screamed money and fake respectability, like the owners would faint if they knew what was about to go down inside. Carolina parked her shitty Civic a couple houses away, killed the engine, and sat there squeezing the steering wheel so hard her hands hurt. Her phone buzzed again. Michele. 
Front door’s unlocked. Master suite, second floor. Don’t knock. Just walk in. And lose the nerves, new girl. You already said yes.
Carolina blew out a breath, trying not to puke. She’d said yes three nights ago, drunk on bottom-shelf wine and Lyn’s deadpan rundown of the cash. Five hundred a fuck, sometimes more if Jared felt like tossing you a bone. Generous, Lyn had said, which just meant he’d let you keep your panties on for five minutes before he ripped them off and made you beg.
She got out into the sticky August night, air heavy with the stink of grass and pool chemicals. Her black dress, the only thing she owned that didn’t make her look like a total slob, stuck to her back with sweat. No bra, because Michele had texted: He likes easy access. Carolina had laughed then, but now her tits felt naked and stupid, and she just wanted to crawl back in the car.
The front door swung open without a sound. Inside was all marble and rich-people bullshit, jazz floating down from upstairs. Then the smell hit her—raw, filthy sex, thick and sour and impossible to ignore. Sweat, pussy, cum, that sharp, dirty tang of bodies that had already fucked and come and were probably ready to do it again. Her stomach twisted, half disgust, half something else.
Upstairs, the bedroom door stood ajar. Low lamplight spilled into the hall. Carolina paused just outside, heart slamming against her ribs, and listened.
A woman’s soft, broken moan. A man’s low chuckle—deep, unhurried, the sound of someone who knew exactly how much power he held. Then Michele’s voice, calm and amused.
“Spread wider, sweetheart. Let it drip. Sir likes to see how much he left behind.”
Carolina pushed the door open.
The bedroom was huge, bed big enough for an orgy, sheets already ruined with sweat and cum stains. Some blonde, probably in her thirties, sprawled on her back with her legs wide open, tits rising and falling as she panted. Her pussy was wrecked—swollen, red, lips gaping, a fat string of cum oozing out and sliding down her crack. Her husband was tied to a chair at the end of the bed, wrists zip-tied, his cock locked up in a tiny metal cage that was already leaking pre-cum. He didn’t even look at his wife, just stared at the floor, jaw tight, breathing like he was about to pass out.
Jared stood next to the bed, naked, skin shining with sweat. He was huge—six-three, shoulders like a linebacker, cock hanging low and thick between his legs, still wet with the blonde’s juices. He turned when Carolina walked in, green eyes pinning her like a bug. No smile, just looking her up and down like he was deciding if she was worth fucking.
“You’re late.”
“I—” Carolina’s voice cracked. “Traffic.”
He didn’t respond to the lie. Instead, he nodded toward Michele and Lyn, who were already on their knees at the foot of the bed.
Michele—curvy, olive-skinned, black hair spilling over bare shoulders—glanced back at Carolina and winked. Lyn—pale, platinum crop, red lipstick smeared at one corner—didn’t look up. She was already leaning in, tongue extended, catching the first fat drop of Jared’s cum as it slid free of the wife’s cunt.
The wife whimpered. “Please…”
Lyn didn’t answer. She simply pressed forward, lips sealing over the puffy outer lips, sucking gently. A wet, obscene slurp filled the room. The husband made a strangled noise in his throat.
Michele joined her, tongue lapping along the crease of thigh and groin, gathering the streaks that had already escaped. They worked in tandem, unhurried, almost reverent—two women cleaning a mess that wasn’t theirs, savoring every inch of it.
Jared watched for a long moment, then crooked a finger at Carolina.
“Come here.”
Her body moved before her brain could stop it. She ended up right in front of him, close enough to smell the stink of sex on his skin—sweat, salt, pussy, all mixed together. His cock twitched, starting to get hard again, heavy and veined and still shiny with someone else’s cum.
“You don’t have to touch anything tonight,” he said quietly. “But you watch. Every second. And you breathe it in. Understand?”
Carolina nodded, throat too tight to speak.
He reached out, thumb brushing the corner of her mouth—casual, almost tender. “Good. Kneel.”
She dropped to her knees next to Michele and Lyn, not even thinking about it. The carpet was soft, but the smell was brutal—hot pussy, fresh cum, and Lyn’s cheap perfume fighting to cover it up. Carolina’s nipples went hard, stabbing through her dress, and she felt her own cunt start to ache.
Michele pulled back for a second, lips shiny, and murmured to the wife, “Such a good girl, taking all of him. Look how full you still are.” Then she dove back in, tongue probing deep, coaxing more out.
The wife arched, a sob catching in her throat. The husband’s cage rattled as his cock jerked uselessly.
Jared stepped closer to Carolina, his semi-hard cock brushing her cheek. She flinched. He didn’t move away.
“Eyes on them,” he ordered. “Watch how they earn their money.”
Carolina obeyed. Lyn was sucking now—slow, deliberate pulls, cheeks hollowing as she drew Jared’s load into her mouth. When she pulled off, a thick strand connected her lower lip to the wife’s clit. She let it hang for a second, then leaned over and kissed Michele, pushing the cum between their tongues in a slow, filthy exchange.
Carolina’s clit throbbed so hard it hurt. She squeezed her legs together, humiliated by how wet her panties already were, the sticky heat soaking through.
Jared noticed.
He crouched beside her, voice low enough that only she could hear. “Getting wet already?”
She shook her head—too fast.
He chuckled, the sound vibrating against her ear. “Liar.”
He stood again and addressed the room. “She’s ready to learn.”
Michele looked up, grinning. “Thought you’d never ask.”
They shifted, making space. Lyn reached back, grabbed Carolina’s wrist, and pulled her forward until her face was inches from the wife’s dripping cunt. Cum had pooled in the folds, glossy white against flushed pink. The scent was dizzying—salty, bitter, warm.
“Start at the thighs,” Lyn instructed, voice soft but firm. “Work your way in. Don’t miss a drop.”
Carolina’s heart pounded so loud she thought it would give her away. She leaned in, shaking, and pressed her mouth to the wife’s thigh. The taste hit her—salty, musky, that sharp metallic tang of cum and pussy. She froze, tongue numb.
Jared’s hand settled on the back of her head—not pushing, just resting there. Heavy. Warm. Possessive.
“Swallow,” he said.
Carolina closed her eyes and licked.
The taste exploded in her mouth—thick, dirty, completely fucked up. Her stomach twisted with shame, but her cunt squeezed even harder. She licked again, slower, dragging her tongue up until she hit the wife’s swollen pussy lips. Cum smeared her tongue, slid down her throat, and she swallowed before she could even think about it.
The wife moaned. The husband whimpered.
Michele laughed softly. “There she is.”
Carolina kept licking—at first just little flicks, then longer, messier strokes as the taste started to turn her on. She wanted more. Her breath came out in ragged gasps, her clit throbbing every time her tongue slid over the ruined pussy in front of her.
Jared’s fingers tightened in her hair.
“Deeper.”
She shoved her face in, tongue pushing into the wife’s hole. The inside was hot and slippery, walls twitching around her. More cum oozed out, thick and slow, and Carolina sucked it up, letting it flood her mouth before swallowing. Her own pussy was drenched, panties glued to her skin.
She didn’t stop.
When the wife was finally clean—pink again, glistening only with saliva—Jared tugged Carolina back by the hair. She gasped, lips swollen, chin wet.
He looked down at her, eyes dark.
“Not bad for a first timer.”
He grabbed her between the legs, squeezing her soaked panties. Two fingers mashed the fabric right against her clit. Carolina jerked, a pathetic whimper slipping out.
“Very wet,” he murmured. “You like the taste.”
She couldn’t answer. Didn’t need to.
He pulled his hand away and shoved his fingers at her mouth. She opened up, no hesitation, and sucked her own pussy juice off his skin while he stared.
Then he leaned close, breath hot against her ear.
“Tomorrow. At the same time. Different house. You’re coming back.”
He stood, cock now fully hard again, glistening with fresh pre-cum.
Carolina stayed on her knees, chest heaving, tasting herself and him and the wife all at once.
Her phone buzzed in her purse downstairs. She didn’t move to check it.
She already knew what the message would say.






  
  Chapter two
Second Taste


The second address was only twenty minutes from Carolina’s apartment, a glass-and-steel monstrosity that looked like someone with too much money and not enough taste had ordered it from a catalog. She got there early, hands sweating on the wheel, staring at the glowing keypad like it might bite her. Michele’s text was blunt: Park in the guest spot. Wear the black thong. Nothing else under the dress.
Carolina did as she was told. The thong was black lace, barely there, already wet from the drive. She’d spent the whole twenty minutes replaying last night: the taste of pussy and cum on her tongue, Jared’s fingers grinding her panties into her cunt, the wife’s hole twitching when Carolina finally got her mouth on it. She’d fingered herself twice in the shower after, desperate and shaking, pretending Jared was watching. Now the lace was glued to her slit as she shut off the car and stepped out into the night.
The front door was cracked. No bell. No knock. She slipped inside.
The house reeked of cedar, overpriced candles, and the sharp stink of fresh sex drifting down from upstairs. Some slow, bass-heavy R&B thumped in the background. Carolina’s heels clicked on the concrete as she went up.
The master suite swallowed the whole top floor. Floor-to-ceiling windows looked out over a golf course nobody cared about. Inside, the show had already started.
The wife was a new one—brunette, late thirties, the kind of soft that comes from money spent on trainers and zero willpower. She was face-down at the end of the bed, ass up, knees wide, pussy gaping and leaking a slow drip of cum down her thigh. Jared was behind her, still balls-deep, fucking her in lazy, smug strokes. He’d already dumped two loads in her; every time he pulled out a little, his cock was glazed with it.
The husband was on his knees next to the bed, naked except for the steel cage locked around his useless cock. Hands behind his back, eyes glued to where Jared’s cock vanished into his wife. He wasn’t crying yet, but he looked close—breathing ragged, shoulders shaking.
Michele and Lyn were already there—Michele perched on the edge of the bed in nothing but black stockings, legs crossed, watching with lazy amusement; Lyn kneeling between the wife’s spread thighs, waiting for the signal to begin.
Jared glanced over as Carolina entered. His eyes raked her from heels to hair, lingering on the hard points of her nipples visible through the thin dress fabric.
“Strip to the thong,” he said. No greeting. No preamble.
Carolina’s hands shook as she grabbed the zipper. The dress slid off and puddled at her feet. Cold air hit her skin, her nipples going even harder. She stepped out, tits and ass on display, the black lace thong showing off the wet patch between her legs.
Michele whistled low. “Look at her. Already dripping and we haven’t even started.”
Lyn didn’t speak. She simply crooked a finger at Carolina, beckoning her closer.
Jared finally pulled out. His cock sprang free—glistening, heavy, streaked with creamy white. The wife whimpered at the sudden emptiness, hips twitching backward instinctively. A thick rope of cum followed, sliding down her perineum and dripping onto the sheets.
“Legs wider,” Jared ordered the wife. She obeyed instantly, spreading until her knees nearly touched the edges of the mattress.
He looked at the crew. “Clean her. Carolina—you take the ass. I want to see how deep your tongue can go.”
Carolina’s gut twisted. She’d eaten the wife’s pussy last night—messy, but nothing new. This was different. Dirtier. More humiliating.
Michele moved first, sliding between the wife’s thighs from the front. She pressed her mouth to the swollen lips, sucking gently, drawing out the first flood of Jared’s load. The wet sound was obscene—slow, deliberate slurps that made the husband’s cage rattle.
Lyn joined her, tongue tracing the crease where thigh met cunt, catching the overflow before it hit the sheets. They worked in practiced rhythm, tongues occasionally brushing, sharing the taste without breaking stride.
Carolina hesitated at the foot of the bed. Jared stepped behind her, cock brushing the small of her back—hot, sticky, still half-hard. He didn’t speak. He simply placed one hand on her hip, the other on the back of her neck, and guided her forward until her face was inches from the wife’s upturned ass.
The smell hit her: sweat, cum, pussy, and the raw stink of asshole. Carolina’s breath caught.
“Start outside,” Lyn murmured without looking up. “Circles. Then press in. He likes to see the tongue disappear.”
Carolina leaned in. Her first lick was shaky—flat tongue on skin, tasting sweat and the bitter tang of cum leaking out. The wife moaned into the sheets.
Carolina licked again, longer strokes, dragging her tongue over one ass cheek, then the other. The skin was soft, but the hole was tight and twitchy. She circled it, feeling it spasm under her tongue.
The husband made a low, broken sound.
Jared’s hand tightened on Carolina’s neck. “Deeper.”
She pushed her tongue against the asshole. It fought her for a second, then gave way. Warm, slick muscle squeezed her tongue. The taste was stronger here—bitter, filthy, with a hint of Jared’s cum that had leaked back during the fuck.
Carolina shivered. Her face burned with shame, but her clit throbbed. She shoved her tongue deeper, curling it inside. More cum oozed out, thick and slow, smearing her lips. She swallowed without thinking, the taste sticking in her throat.
Michele laughed softly against the wife’s cunt. “She’s into it. Look at her hips.”
Carolina didn’t even notice she was humping the air, desperate for anything to rub against her soaked cunt.
Jared noticed. He pressed up behind her, cock sliding along her ass through the lace, the head pushing her wet thong aside and gliding between her lips without going in. Carolina gasped, mouth still full of ass.
“Keep going,” he growled. “Don’t stop until she’s clean.”
Carolina did what she was told. She tongue-fucked the wife’s ass, slow and deep, sucking on the way out to catch every drop of cum hiding in there. The wife writhed, moaning louder, grinding her ass into Carolina’s face.
Lyn pulled back from the cunt long enough to whisper, “She’s close. Make her come on your tongue.”
Carolina went harder—tongue plunging, lips locked around the asshole, sucking like she was starving. The wife tensed, then lost it—body shaking, a fresh gush of cum and juice pouring out. Carolina swallowed it, face buried, drowning in filth.
When the wife finally stopped shaking, Jared yanked Carolina back by the hair. Her face was a mess—chin and lips dripping. He turned her to face him.
“Open.”
She did. He fed her his cock—still coated in the wife’s juices and his own cum—pushing past her lips until he hit the back of her throat. Carolina gagged once, then relaxed, letting him use her mouth in slow, claiming strokes.
“Good girl,” he murmured. “Swallow what’s left.”
She did. She swallowed every drop, throat working around his cock, milking out the last of his cum while Michele and Lyn cleaned up the wife.
When he finally pulled out, spit and cum stretched from her lips to his cock. He wiped it off with his thumb and shoved it in her mouth.
“Tomorrow,” he said quietly, “no wives. No husbands. Just you. My place. Eight sharp.”
Carolina’s pulse roared in her ears. She nodded, unable to speak around his thumb.
He smiled—slow, predatory.
“Wear nothing under the coat.”
The words hit her like a slap. Carolina’s cunt squeezed so hard it almost hurt.
She stayed on her knees as Michele and Lyn gathered their things, as the husband was finally released from his kneeling position, as Jared dressed with casual arrogance.
When the others left, he lingered—cock still semi-hard, eyes on her.
“Don’t touch yourself tonight,” he said. “Save it for me.”
Then he walked out.
Carolina stayed on the floor, mouth full of cum, pussy, and her own humiliation.
Her phone buzzed in her discarded dress pocket.
She didn’t need to look.
She already knew.






  
  Chapter three
Shared Load


The house on Meridian was old as hell, the kind of place that reeked of stale cigar smoke and old man money, even when the air was thick with the stench of sex. Carolina showed up at 7:58, coat pulled tight over nothing but the black thong Jared had told her to wear. She hadn't touched herself, just like he'd ordered, and now her clit was throbbing, raw and swollen, every step grinding the lace into her like a punishment. The drive over had been a slow, torturous edging session, her cunt practically drooling by the time she made it to the door. 
The door was unlocked, like they were expecting her to just walk in and get fucked. Nobody bothered to greet her—just the dull thump of bass from upstairs and the wet, filthy slap of bodies colliding. She climbed the stairs, legs shaky, listening to the soundtrack of some woman getting railed, the slap of hips, the begging, and Jared's voice cutting through it all like he owned the place.
“Take it deeper. That’s it. Milk me.”
Carolina stopped at the bedroom door, already feeling like an intruder. Inside, the show was in full swing—no one waiting for her, just a mess of bodies and fluids.
The wife—a redhead, probably in her forties, soft and freckled and looking like she belonged in a PTA meeting—was grinding her pussy on her husband's face, pinning him down like he was a piece of furniture. Jared's cum was leaking out of her, thick and white, dripping all over her husband's mouth and chin. He was licking it up like a starving dog, tongue shoved as deep as it would go, desperate for every drop. His cock was locked up in a cage, the purple tip pressed against the bars, leaking pre-cum onto the sheets like a pathetic little fountain.
Jared was sprawled against the headboard, legs wide, cock still shiny and half-hard from the load he'd just dumped in the wife. He stroked himself like he was bored, watching the husband eat his leftovers. Michele was on her knees next to them, one hand flicking the wife's clit, the other yanking her hair back so the husband could get his tongue deeper. Lyn just sat at the end of the bed, smirking, waiting her turn.
All three women looked up when Carolina entered.
Michele’s smile was slow and wicked. “Right on time. Strip.”
Carolina dropped the coat, standing there in nothing but the thong, already soaked through and clinging to her cunt. Every eye in the room landed on her, each one hungry in its own way. The wife looked fucked stupid, the husband looked like he wanted to crawl under the bed and die, Jared looked like he was about to mark his territory, and Michele and Lyn looked like they were about to eat her alive.
Jared crooked a finger. “Crawl.”
Carolina hit the floor, crawling on all fours like a trained bitch. The carpet scratched her hands and knees as she made her way to Jared, who just pointed at his crotch like she was a dog waiting for scraps.
“Clean me first. Balls and shaft. Leave the head for later.”
She leaned in and got smacked in the face with the smell—pussy, cum, sweat, all mixed together into something filthy and addictive. His balls were heavy and sticky, still dripping with the mess he'd made. Carolina licked up the underside, tasting salt and sex, dragging her tongue along the seam, then sucking one of his balls into her mouth and rolling it around before letting it pop out, wet and shiny.
Michele watched, fingers still teasing the wife’s clit. “Look at her. Already drooling for it.”
Lyn leaned forward, voice soft. “She’s been edged all day. You can smell it on her.”
Carolina's face was burning, but she kept going, licking up Jared's shaft in long, sloppy strokes, scooping up every drop of the wife's pussy juice and his cum. His cock started to swell in her mouth, veins bulging, like he was getting off on watching her clean up his mess.
The husband made a muffled sound beneath the wife—half sob, half moan. Jared glanced down at him.
“You’re doing well, keeping her plugged. Don’t stop. She’s still leaking.”
The wife whimpered, grinding down harder. Fresh cum oozed out, coating the husband’s nose and cheeks. He lapped at it frantically, tongue probing her entrance, trying to catch it before it dripped away.
Jared’s hand settled on the back of Carolina’s head. “Kiss Michele. Share what you’ve collected.”
Carolina pulled back, lips slick with spit and cum. Michele dropped down next to her, grabbed her by the jaw, and shoved her tongue in, stealing the taste of Jared and the wife right out of Carolina's mouth. Carolina moaned, grabbing at Michele's hips, the taste of sex and humiliation thick between them. Michele bit her lip hard, then pulled away, leaving a sticky string of spit and cum hanging between them.
“Back to him,” Michele ordered.
Carolina went back to Jared's cock, sucking the head with slow, greedy pulls, tongue swirling around the slit to catch every drop. He groaned, shoved his hips forward, and she took him deeper, nose buried in his pubes, throat stretched around his cock.
Across the bed, Lyn finally decided to join in. She crawled between the husband's legs and started licking the bars of his cock cage, teasing him while he whimpered into his wife's pussy.
Lyn laughed softly. “Poor thing. So full. Bet you’d come if we let you.”
She licked slow circles around the metal, tasting the pathetic dribble of pre-cum leaking out. The husband bucked his hips, desperate and useless.
Jared watched it all, eyes dark. “Carolina—open your mouth. Wide.”
She pulled off, lips parted, tongue extended. He stroked himself twice—hard, fast—then aimed.
The first thick rope of cum hit her tongue, then another, splattering her lips and dripping down her chin. She held still, letting it pool in her mouth, eyes locked on Jared like a good little cumdump. When he was done, he shoved his cock back between her lips.
“Hold it. Don’t swallow yet.”
Carolina's mouth filled up with hot, bitter cum, thick and slimy. She fought the urge to swallow, cheeks bulging, spit mixing with the load and threatening to spill out the sides.
Jared addressed the husband. “Look at her. She’s taking what you never could. Thank her.”
The husband pulled back just enough to speak, voice wrecked. “Th-thank you… for finishing what I couldn’t.”
Carolina's pussy clenched at the humiliation, a sick mix of shame and pride twisting in her gut. She was the one taking what he never could, and it made her want to squirm.
Jared nodded. “Swallow.”
She swallowed, slow and obvious, making sure Jared could see her throat working. The taste stuck to her tongue, coating her mouth. She opened up to show him it was all gone, and he gave her a smug, satisfied grin.
“Good girl.”
He looked at the wife, still straddling her husband’s face. “She’s clean enough. Let him breathe.”
The wife finally got off his face. The husband gasped for air, his face a sticky mess of cum and pussy juice, tongue hanging out like a dog before he managed to shut his mouth.
Jared stood, cock still glistening
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