Meet me at the America Suites at nine this evening—room 202.
Renee stared at the yellow posty note that somehow had appeared on her desk. It was definitely Joe’s handwriting, although she had no idea when he’d put it there. No one had been in the office since six. 
“Joe, I swear,” she muttered, staring at the stack of files still on her desk. 
The wall clock said it was almost nine, and she’d been here since seven this morning. Most people griped about long hours. Renee loved her work though, and she had a good boss. It would take nothing to work at least another hour.
Staring again at Joe’s handwriting, realizing he’d probably planned something special since he’d gone to the effort to get a motel room, she reluctantly pushed away from her desk.
It didn’t hit her how tired she was until she reached the Interstate, merging into evening traffic as she headed for the motel.
Trying his cell phone, it went straight to voice mail. Maybe there wasn’t a signal in the motel room. “You better make this worth my while,” she muttered to the phone when she pulled it away from her ear. 
Joe’s car was parked in the parking lot, and she pulled in next to it and parked. The room numbers were clearly marked on the red doors that lined the outside of the simple motel. At least Joe hadn’t spent some exorbitant amount of money. A twinge of excitement rushed through her for the first time, work slowly clearing from her mind as thoughts of what kinky pleasures Joe might have in store for her.
Getting out of her car, she headed toward room 202.
“I love a punctual woman,” Joe said, greeting her with a hug and then closing the motel room door behind her. 
“Why the hell did you do something like this?” she said, leaning into him, loving how their bodies molded together so easily. “You know I’m swamped at work right now.”
“Put that on.” He ignored her complaints and pointed toward the bed.
Renee noticed the outfit for the first time. Red—her favorite color—the leather outfit was shiny against the soft lamplight in the bedroom.
“Oh Joe,” she breathed, leaving his arms and walking over to the bed. Picking up the smooth feeling corset with matching thong, she stroked the smooth leather.
“Put it on,” he whispered from behind her.
She headed toward the bathroom but he took her arm. “Right here.”
Renee turned, smiling. “Want a show, do you?”
“Always.”
Joe reclined in the chair by the bed and Renee hurried out of her work clothes, the exhaustion that had coursed through her all day at work being replaced by a more raw, flirtatious sensation. He stood when she struggled with the hooks of the corset and helped her fit the smooth leather to her body. Staring in the mirror on the wall, she smiled at how the outfit brought out her curves, gave her more cleavage than she knew she had.
“Damn. Sexy enough to eat,” he murmured, his breath brushing against the side of her head, sending chills rushing through her.
“Maybe this was a good idea.” She turned, the tight leather hugging her flesh when she raised her arms, circling his neck and kissing him.
Joe chuckled. “The night is early,” he said into her mouth, nibbling on her lower lip.
Pressure built inside her, a warmth spreading through her as she arched against him, rubbing her breasts against his chest.
Joe guided her to the bed. Renee climbed on, crawling, feeling sexy, like a wild cat, arching her back and swaying slowly knowing she gave him a damn good view of her ass.
His hands were on her instantly, gripping her hips. His fingers moved over the leather thong that barely covered her ass and pussy. Moisture soaked her shaved pussy, and she gasped, leaning back into his hand. Long hours at work all week had prevented them from having sex. Renee was more than due.
His hands pressed against her ass, grabbing the thong and tugging it down her thighs.
“I’ll never know why you spend money on thongs,” she said, laughing. “They never stay on me that long.”
“Because the memory of how hot they look on you lasts in my memory long after I take them off of you.”
That worked for her. She collapsed to the bed, rolling over and grinning at him as he spread her legs and adjusted himself between them. Running his tongue over her soaked cunt, she lunged into him. Damn. She needed this bad.
“Oh yeah. I almost forgot.” He raised his head, a mischievous grin on his face.
Her pussy craved his mouth. She didn’t need anything else. “What?” she asked, just wanting his face back between her legs.
“I have something else for you.” 
Digging into his jeans pocket, which had to be a challenge with his cock thrusting hard against the material, he pulled out a small red thing. Giving it a shake, she noticed it was a leather blindfold. Opening her eyes wide, she stared up at him.
“You brat,” she told him, excitement surging through her. “We going to get kinky here?”
“You’re the brat, remember? And darlin’, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet.”
“I’m not going to see a damned thing if you put that on me.”
Joe grinned, leaning over her and lifting her head, than adjusting the blindfold over her eyes. Darkness surrounded her as he made sure the material was secure around her eyes. 
“That’s better.” He grabbed her legs, separating them and readjusting himself so that he could feast.
Joe was damned good at eating pussy. And tonight he was at his best. Renee fisted the comforter in her hands, twisting the material as she hung on. His tongue stroked her cunt, diving into her moist heat and lapping at her cum. When he moved his mouth over her clit, circling it with his tongue and then sucking it slowly between his lips, the pressure inside her released, rushing through her like a waterfall, out of control and plummeting with a force that she couldn’t control.
“God. Shit.” She lashed her head from side to side, gripping his hair and holding his head between her legs as she rode out her orgasm.
He reached for her breasts, adjusting the leather so that he could tweak her nipples. The orgasm continued, driven by the quick pinch of the sensitive flesh.
Somewhere in her lust fogged mind it dawned on her that Joe still gripped her legs, keeping them parted while he feasted on her cunt. Yet hands pulled on her breasts, kneading them and twisting her nipples, sending charges of electricity coursing through her body.
The blindfold slightly disoriented her, and having her pussy eaten while her nipples were teased and tortured made it too hard to think. 
“God. She’s sexy as hell.” 
Renee instinctively reached for her blindfold. That was not Joe’s voice. 
“No way,” Joe said. “Behave and enjoy this, sweetheart.”
More hands stroked her, brushing over her hair, her shoulders, and then gripping her other breast. 
“Shit Joe. Who is here?” Her mind worked now to count the hands. More than one body leaned into her, the inclinations on the bed around her letting her know that men were kneeling and circling her.
“Just a couple very good buddies,” Joe said from between her legs, and then stroked her throbbing pussy with his tongue. 
“I can’t believe,” she began, but then stopped when a mouth sucked her nipple, teeth brushing over the puckered flesh.
Another mouth lapped at her other nipple while Joe ran his tongue slowly against her soaked pussy. Nothing had ever felt better in her entire life. Reaching out with her hands, she found flesh, bulging muscles, hard warm bodies that adored her until she wasn’t sure she could handle it any longer.
“Damnit,” she cried out, forgetting that she was in a motel room, while inhaling sharply.
Another orgasm tore through her, the corset confining her as she gulped in air. The leather pressed into her flesh, tight and smooth against her skin, while hands caressed her and mouths stroked her into a bliss she’d never known before.
Bodies shifted around her and for a moment she just panted, her mind whirling with too many sensations. It took a minute for her to realize no one was touching her and again she reached for the blindfold.
“Not yet, Renee,” Joe said, laughing. “Let’s turn her over.”
Hands were on her again, helping her roll over, holding on to her as her legs wobbled. She laughed, her muscles quivering so hard that for a few minutes she allowed all of them to hold her, while her orgasm ebbed, and her mind cleared enough that she could hold herself on her hands and knees.
“She sucks better cock than anyone,” Joe bragged.
“Maybe she’d show me how good she is,” another man said.
For the life of her, she didn’t recognize the voice.
Joe’s cock pressed against her cunt. He held her hips, holding her in place. “Show my good buddies how talented that mouth of yours is.”
A cock nudged against her lips. Renee opened her mouth, testing the size of the cock with her lips. At the same time, Joe thrust into her soaked pussy. She howled, opening her mouth wider, and the cock glided over her tongue. The rich aroma of sex was like a drug. 
Never before had she experienced a cock in her mouth and her pussy at the same time. And yet there was a third, another cock nudging against her cheek, while hands reached under her, tugging on her breasts, pinching her nipples. 
One cock slid out of her mouth and another slid in. Thick but not as long, she sucked and licked, while pressure spread throughout her again. Before her orgasm could peak, the men were shifting on the bed, rotating, someone else taking a turn at her swollen cunt.
It had been years since she’d fucked anyone besides Joe. This new cock filled her differently, hit new spots. The excitement of fucking a stranger, of a man she didn’t even know, sent her head spinning with tormented lust and cravings for more.
Joe’s cock slipped into her mouth, the rich taste of her own cum clinging to his thick shaft. Lapping at him, she braced herself on the bed while whoever it was behind her, pounded her pussy like they hadn’t had sex in ages.
Again just as she was ready to explode, they switched positions, allowing the third man a turn at her tortured cunt. She was soaked down her thighs, the leather corset clung to her ribs, and her nipples throbbed while her breasts were swollen and ached. 
Nothing she’d ever done came even close to being as hot as this. Cocks filled her mouth and pussy. They stroked her, moving in and out, filling her while she bucked and arched her back. Lapping with her tongue, taking whatever cock was presented to her and sucking it deep into her mouth, Renee was out of control.
More. All she wanted was more. Bring it on. She fucked and sucked, moving to make room for whoever it might be that wanted inside her pussy next. Feeling wild, wanton, like a sex-craved maniac, she devoured each one of them.
Joe returned to her pussy, and she took turns lapping at the two cocks that were soaked with her cum. Holding one in her hand, while sucking on the other, she felt it swell in her mouth, knew he could take no more.
Victory was hers. She pulled it out of her mouth.
“Cum,” she ordered. “Soak my body with your cum.”
The men chuckled around her, but she heard the strain in their tones. She’d taken on three men, and she’d drain them all dry. Her own orgasm, God she didn’t even know how many she’d had, pulsed through her. Joe showed no mercy as he impaled her feverish pussy, riding her harder than he had in ages. 
The cock in her hand swelled as well. Then hot cum sprayed over her cheeks, her lips, its rich salty taste on her tongue.
Joe began growling behind her. He gripped her ass hard, pounding her ruthlessly, until he exploded deep inside her. 
Renee collapsed to the bed, more sated and exhausted than she remembered being in a long time. The men spoke quietly around her, but for a moment all she could do was lie there and breathe. There was movement around her, but it seemed far away. 
Then a soft warm washcloth stroked her face. Gentle hands removed her blindfold. Joe smiled down at her.
“I love you baby. Have fun?”
“Oh hell yeah.” She grinned up at him, allowing her vision to clear and staring into his very pleased expression.
Glancing around her, she realized they were alone.
“What?” She struggled into a sitting position, her muscles sore from her head to her toes. “Where did they go?”
Joe shrugged. “They left.”
“Left?” She frowned, looking at him. “But who were they? I didn’t recognize the voices.”
Joe’s smile was beyond ornery. “Just a couple of very good high school buddies that I haven’t seen in a while. I’ve got a high school reunion next week. Remember? Maybe you can figure out who they were when we go to it.”
Renee grabbed a pillow from behind her and smacked him with it. “I’ll have no idea who they were.”
But then she collapsed on to the bed, laughing. Joe snuggled into her. Lying next to him, she had to admit, she didn’t care. Joe had given her the best treat, the best experience, she could ever ask for. Hell, she wouldn’t have asked for it. 
Imagine. Three men. Nothing could ever top it.

