
        
            
                
            
        

    
Anniversary Glazing
My Wife's Bukkake Valentine's Surprise
Lily Corbett


[image: ]
Chris P Rider Publishing



Copyright © 2026 by Lily Corbett

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.K. and USA copyright law.

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

Book Cover by Chris P Rider


Contents


Introduction
1. 1: Anniversary Planning
2. 2: Ninety Minutes to Filth
3. 3: Suite 504
4. 4: Breaking the Seal
5. 5: A Good Slut Learns Fast
6. 6: The Transformation
7. 7: The Communion
8. 8: The Final Glaze
9. 9: The Aftermath Tastes Like Us
Also by Lily Corbett
Trigger Warnings



Introduction


A husband enrols eight 'professionals' for a night to remember for his wife.

THIS IS A VERY ADULT 29k WORD NOVELLA! It's Bukkake / Gokkan erotica book with filthy scenes and dirty minds – not a love story!
See the triggers at the end of the book – you've been warned!

Book 8 of Lily Corbett's "Taboo Tales" series of very naughty books!


1: Anniversary Planning


Ishut the office door, fingers sliding the Venetian blinds halfway down. Not all the way, that'd scream something dodgy's happening, and Sarah's got eyes like a hawk. Just enough to say private call, fuck off. Through the slats I can see her three desks over, laughing into her headset, hands waving at whatever client drama she's hearing. She's not watching. No one is.

The office smells like overpriced Pret coffee and someone's tuna sandwich. Air con humming, keyboards clacking, February grey light bleeding through the windows. London looking miserable as always.

Perfect.

I spin my chair to face the window, back to the door. Brick Lane sprawls six floors below, tourists snapping photos of Banksy knock-offs, some couple rowing outside the bagel shop. Normal Tuesday afternoon in Shoreditch.

Except I'm three days away from watching eight strangers paint my wife's face with cum.

Nothing fucking normal about that.

My phone's sitting there on the desk, screen glowing. Hotel number queued up under "Anniversary Surprise" in my contacts. Saved it a month ago. Every detail memorised, practised, fucking perfect. The Kensington Grand. Suite 504. Seven pm check-in. Eight men arriving at seven-thirty, cash in envelopes, health certificates printed.

Seventy-two hours.

But before I make that call, before I lock this in completely, I need to see it again. Need to watch what I'm giving her. What she's been watching alone for two years whilst I'm supposedly oblivious.

I unlock my phone. Private browsing and type the URL I've memorised. The site Eliza thinks is her secret. The one she clears from her history but forgets to wipe the cache.

BukkakeBabes dot com.

The homepage loads. Japanese characters, English subtitles, thumbnails of women kneeling, surrounded, covered. I scroll past the amateur stuff, the grainy webcam recordings, looking for the one I've watched a dozen times. The one I know she's watched more.

There.

"Office Secretary's Lunchbreak Surprise – 12 Men"

Uploaded three months ago. 847,000 views. Eliza's probably responsible for at least fifty of those.

I tap it. Video loads. Adjust my earbuds, volume low. Can't risk anyone overhearing the moans, the wet sounds, the degrading Japanese I don't understand but the tone's universal.

The video starts. Corporate office, nicer than mine. Glass-walled meeting room. Woman in her thirties, brunette, curvy, wearing a white blouse and pencil skirt. She looks like Eliza. Same build. Same nervous energy. That's why my wife loves this one.

Twelve men in suits file in. The woman kneels. Camera zooms on her face. She's trembling. Scared. Aroused. Exactly how Eliza will look Saturday night.

My cock thickens against my thigh.

The first man steps forward. Unzips. She opens her mouth.

I'm watching her lips stretch around him, watching the way her throat works, the way spit starts pooling at the corners of her mouth within thirty seconds. The man grabs her hair. Not rough. Firm. Controlling. She gags. Mascara smudges.

That's going to be Eliza. Anthony's nine inches sliding down her throat. Her green eyes watering. Looking at me whilst a stranger fucks her face.

My hand drifts to my crotch. I palm myself through my trousers, feeling the ridge of my cockhead already straining against the fabric. Quick glance over my shoulder through the blinds. Sarah's still on her call. Meeting room opposite still occupied.

I press harder, slow circles, watching the screen.

Second man steps up. Bigger cock. The woman struggles, pulls back slightly, but hands on her shoulders keep her in place. She takes him deeper. Drool running down her chin now, dripping onto her white blouse, making it translucent.

Eliza's black lace bra, sheer already. Cum and spit will make it see-through. I'll watch her nipples harden through the wet fabric whilst Connor's ten inches stretches her jaw.

The first man pulls out. Strokes himself. Aims at her face.

Cumshot.

Thick white ropes across her cheek. She gasps. Doesn't close her eyes. Just kneels there, taking it. More. Covering her nose. Her other cheek. Into her open mouth.

Jesus Christ.

I'm properly hard now. Cock straining painfully against my zip. I unbutton my trousers slightly, just enough to relieve the pressure. Can't get it out, not here, but I need relief.

On screen, the woman's already got two loads on her face. Third man steps up. She's eager now. Leans forward. Takes him deep without prompting.

That's the transformation. That's what I'm waiting for. Eliza going from terrified to desperate. From "I can't" to "please, more."

Fourth cumshot. This one hits her hair. Matting it. She laughs through the cum. Genuine pleasure. Not performing. Actually loving it.

I'm stroking myself through my trousers now, slow and steady, watching the video play out. Men rotating. Cocks in her mouth. Cum on her face, her tits, her hair. She's got six loads on her at the thirty-minute mark. Still going. Still begging for more in broken Japanese I don't understand but the tone's clear.

More. Cover me. Use me. I'm yours.

By minute forty-five, she's completely glazed. Face, tits, stomach, thighs. Twelve men standing around her spent. She's scooping cum off her cheeks, licking her fingers, smiling at the camera.

Then the final shot. They bring out a bowl. Each man jerks off into it. She watches it fill. Quarter-full. Half. Three-quarters.

They hand it to her.

She drinks.

Fuck.

I have to stop stroking. I'm too close. Can't cum in my office three days before Saturday. I grip the armrest instead, white-knuckled, watching her throat work as she swallows every drop. Showing the camera her empty mouth. Tongue out. Proof.

The video ends. 56 minutes, 23 seconds. Eliza's entire lunch break, probably. I picture her at home, laptop open on the bed, hand down her knickers, touching herself whilst she watches this woman live out her fantasy.

Does she imagine it's her? Does she picture me watching? Does she cum thinking about eight strangers covering her face whilst her husband strokes himself in the corner?

Of course she does. And Saturday, she won't have to imagine anymore.

I close the video. Clear my browsing history out of habit, though it doesn't matter.

My cock's still hard, pressing against my zip, wet spot forming where I've been leaking. I take a few deep breaths, try to calm down, adjust myself into a less obvious position.

Three days. Then I'm watching that video play out in real life with my wife as the star.

I pick up my phone again. Proper phone call this time. Hit dial before I can overthink it.

Two rings. Then a woman's voice, all polished vowels and hospitality-school training.

'Good afternoon, The Kensington Grand, how may I assist you?'

I switch to my work voice, the one I use for client calls. Confident without being cocky. Casual but competent. 'Yes, hello. I'd like to confirm a booking for Valentine's Day. Suite reservation under Dent.'

Keyboard clicking on her end. Nails tapping keys, probably French-manicured.

'Ah yes, Mr Dent. Suite 504, The Royal Suite. King bed, check-in Saturday the fourteenth at seven pm, champagne on arrival. Is that correct?'

'That's right.' My voice is steady. Calm. Like I book five-star hotel suites for bukkake sessions every week.

'Wonderful. And may I confirm the card details for the deposit?'

I reel off my Amex number, expiry, CVV. £450 for one night. Worth every fucking penny.

This posh hotel receptionist has no clue what Suite 504's getting used for.

Neither does Eliza. Not yet. My cock thickens against my thigh just thinking about her face when she realises. When that blindfold comes off and she sees eight hard cocks surrounding her, all waiting for that pretty mouth.

'Perfect, Mr Dent. Now, is this for a special occasion? We offer complimentary additions for romantic stays. Rose petals, chocolates, that sort of thing.'

I lean back in my chair, watching a cyclist nearly get doored below. 'Rose petals on the bed would be lovely. Five-year anniversary.'

'How wonderful, congratulations, Mr Dent.'

Five years of marriage. Five years of knowing every inch of her body, every filthy fantasy she's too ashamed to say out loud. And Saturday? I'm watching eight strangers glaze her tits, paint her face, fill her mouth until cum's dripping off her chin.

Best anniversary present ever.

'Thank you,' I say, keeping it light. 'That should be everything.'

'Excellent. We look forward to welcoming you both on Saturday. Enjoy your day, Mr Dent.'

I hang up. Set the phone down, and my hand's actually shaking slightly. Just sitting here, breathing hard, heart hammering like I've run a sprint.

It's just a hotel booking. Calm the fuck down.

Except it's not just a hotel booking. It's the culmination of three months of secret planning. Eight men. My wife. Saturday night. Real. Happening.

Fuck.

I shift in my seat, palm my cock through my trousers. Already thickening again, fabric pulling tight across the bulge. That ache starting low in my stomach, heat spreading up my spine. Quick glance over my shoulder through the blinds. Sarah's still yapping away, headset on, laughing at something. Meeting room opposite, four people round a whiteboard, markers squeaking.

No one's watching me adjust my erection at my desk whilst fantasising about my wife's bukkake debut.

Thank fuck for that.

My eyes land on the framed photo beside my keyboard. Me and Eliza, Crete last August, both of us grinning in the Greek sun. Her green eyes squinting in the brightness, white bikini showing off those perfect tits, arse curves visible even in the photo. My arm tight round her waist, pulling her into me.

That's my wife.

My beautiful, respectable, primary-school-teacher wife who watches bukkake compilations on her laptop when she thinks I'm at the office. Who touches herself to videos of women on their knees, surrounded by cocks, getting absolutely covered. Who came so hard watching that champagne-glass gokkun video that she left a wet patch on the bedsheet.

She thinks I don't know.

I know everything, baby.

And Saturday? I'm giving her every filthy thing she's ever secretly wanted. Every degrading, gorgeous, perfect moment she's too ashamed to ask for.

I dig my keys from my pocket, unlock the bottom drawer. Shove aside the mess of tangled phone chargers and half-empty paracetamol strips, fingers searching until they hit leather.

There, my special book.

Black leather, expensive, embossed gold lettering: The Velvet Club.

I've been carrying this round for two months. Every page memorised, every detail committed to memory, but I still love opening it. Still get hard reading through the entries, imagining how each man's going to use her. Picturing the exact moment Eliza realises what's happening. That sharp intake of breath. Those wide green eyes.

The look on her face when the blindfold comes off.

Fuck.

I open to the first page, and my cock throbs just seeing the words.

Anthony, 34, Black British. 6'3", muscular. Nine inches, thick as my wrist. Experienced, twenty-plus group events. Personal trainer. Dominant energy, makes eye contact, checks in without words. £200.

My handwriting, clinical and precise like meeting notes. Underneath, the professional headshot they sent. Anthony in a fitted black T-shirt, arms crossed, that confident smile. Respectful. Professional.

Health certificate stapled to the back. Dated 1st February. Clean.

He's going first. That thick black cock stretching her lips, making her gag, spit dripping down her chin within seconds. She'll look up at me with those wet eyes, mascara already running, silently asking if this is real. If I'm really letting this happen.

And I'll nod. Tell her she's beautiful. Tell her to open wider.

My cock pulses, wet spot forming.

I turn the page.

Dev, 29, British Indian. 5'11", lean athletic build. Eight inches, widest girth of the group. Patient, intense eye contact. Software engineer. £200.

Then Connor. Irish accent, 6'2", rugby build, ten inches. The longest. Enthusiastic, high energy, loves a challenge.

James. 41, silver fox, barrister, psychologically dominant. Harsh dirty talk, makes them beg.

Kai. 24, mixed race, pretty face, 8.5 inches, eager to please, praises well.

Tom. 38, tattooed tradesman, rough hands, working-class masculinity, degrades naturally.

Alex. 31, Greek Cypriot, very hairy, sensual and tactile, loves body worship.

Ben. 27, blonde accountant, nine inches, polite-but-filthy contrast.

Eight men. Eight cocks. Different sizes, shapes, colours. Black, brown, white, mixed. Cut and uncut. Thick and long. All clean. All experienced. All professional.

All going to fuck my wife's mouth.

All going to cover her face, paint her tits, glaze her throat, drip cum into that champagne flute I'm packing in my overnight bag.

She's going to drink it. Every drop. Just like that woman in the video. I'll make sure of it.

My hand drifts back to my crotch, palm pressing against the bulge. Fully hard again, cock straining against my zip, that wet spot probably visible if anyone looked close enough. Another glance at the door through the blinds.

Still clear. Sarah's laughing at something. Meeting room's still occupied.

Fuck it.

I give myself a slow stroke through the fabric, feeling the ridge of my cockhead, the heat radiating through the cotton. Close my eyes for a second, picturing it.

Anthony first. That nine-inch black cock sliding between her lips, stretching her mouth wide, hitting the back of her throat. She'll gag. Eyes watering. Mascara already starting to run. And she'll look so fucking beautiful doing it. So perfect. My wife. My filthy, gorgeous wife.

Just like that brunette in the video. Except better. Because this one's mine.

I open my eyes, exhale hard. Can't get too carried away. Not here. Not yet.

I unlock my phone, open email. New message. Eight addresses typed from memory, no copy-paste, no contact list. All velvetclub.london domain. Discreet. Professional. Like I'm booking a corporate event, not arranging a bukkake session for my wife.

Subject line: Valentine's Event Confirmed – Final Details.

My thumbs hover over the screen. Slow. Deliberate. Every word matters. This is the final confirmation, the point of no return.

Let's fucking do this.

I start typing.

Gentlemen,

Saturday 14th February, 7:30pm sharp. The Kensington Grand, Covent Garden. Suite 504.

My cock pulses reading it back. Making it real. Tangible.

Participant: My wife, Eliza (29, brunette, curvy, first-time group experience).

My wife. Fuck, seeing that in writing. Clinical. Cold. Like she's a product description.

She'll love it. I keep typing.

Format: Bukkake/gokkun as discussed. She'll be kneeling, restrained, initially blindfolded. I will be present throughout, observing only.

Watching. Just watching. Eight strangers using her mouth whilst I sit in the corner, stroking myself, memorising every second. Every gag. Every moan. Every rope of cum hitting her face.

Rules reminder: Safe word RED. Respectful until scene begins. Health certificates required. £200 cash each on arrival.

This is her fantasy.

Make it memorable.

Regards, J. Dent

My fingers are shaking typing that last line. This is her fantasy. Because it is. She just doesn't know I know yet. Doesn't know I've been watching her browser history for two years. Doesn't know I've seen every video she's touched herself to. The gokkun compilations. The gangbang scenes. The degradation, the name-calling, the using.

She thinks it's her dirty little secret.

Not anymore, baby.

Professional tone, clear boundaries, consent framework watertight.

She can stop any time she wants.

But she won't. I know my wife. Once those eight cocks are out, once she's tasted the first one, felt cum hit her face for the first time in real life instead of through a laptop screen?

She'll beg for more.

Cursor hovering over Send.

My cock's rock-hard now, pressing painfully against my zip, wet spot spreading. This is it. Point of no return. Once I send this email, it's happening. Eight men. My wife. Saturday.

Fuck it.

I click. Whoosh. Gone.

I sit back, exhaling hard. My hands are trembling. That's it. Done. Eight strangers are going to cover my wife in cum on Saturday night because I just sent that email.

Jesus Christ.

What if she hates it? What if I've misjudged everything? What if she freaks out, uses the safe word, ends up resenting me forever?

What if...

Then Anthony's message pops up.

Confirmed. Looking forward to it. She's in good hands.

In good hands. Yeah. His big dark hands gripping her hair whilst that nine-inch cock slides down her throat, cutting off her air, making her gag and choke and drool.

My cock jerks.

She's going to love it. I know her. I know what she needs.

I close the notebook, lock it back in the drawer under the charger nest. Straighten my shirt, try to compose myself. Run a hand through my hair, check my reflection in the darkened monitor. Look normal. Professional. Like I haven't just arranged my wife's first gangbang.

The erection's not going anywhere, not for a while, so I'm stuck behind this desk until my cock calms the fuck down.

Worth it.

I look at Eliza's photo again. That smile. Those green eyes squinting in the Greek sun. That beautiful face that's going to be dripping with strangers' cum in three days. Covered. Glazed. Marked.

Saturday, baby. Saturday I'm giving you everything you've ever wanted.

Everything you admitted to me that champagne-drunk night six months ago, face red, voice shaking, telling me your filthiest fantasy whilst I held you close and promised I'd never judge. You thought I'd be disgusted. Thought I'd see you differently.

I did see you differently. I saw you clearly for the first time. And I'm giving you this. Because I love you. Because you need it. Because watching you covered in cum whilst you beg for more is going to be the most beautiful thing I've ever seen.

Three days.
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The Bukkake Confession

Three Months Earlier...

I can't stop replaying that night. Three months ago, Saturday, half-eleven, and every time the memory loops through my head my cock stirs in my trousers.

Our living room still smelled of the roast dinner we'd demolished hours ago. Wine glasses scattered on every surface like we'd hosted a party instead of just the two of us getting quietly pissed on a weekend. Eliza was curled up beside me on the sofa, bare feet tucked under herself, that floral dress riding up her thighs just enough to make me want to slide my hand higher and see what happened.

She was tipsy. Champagne tipsy, the kind that made her giggly and loose-lipped and fucking adorable.

I'd had two glasses of wine, enough to be relaxed but still sharp enough to notice the way she kept biting her lower lip, the way her cheeks flushed that particular shade of pink that crept down her neck and disappeared under her cardigan. The restless shifting. The nervous giggle that meant her brain was somewhere filthy whilst her mouth tried to keep up polite conversation.

She's horny.

Seven years together and I knew every signal. Could read her like a book I'd memorized cover to cover.

"I'm so tipsy." She swirled the empty champagne flute, grinning at nothing. "I shouldn't have more."

I pulled her closer, arm sliding around her shoulders, breathing in her perfume mixed with wine and underneath it all that indefinable scent that was just her. "You're adorable when you're drunk."

"'M not drunk." She giggled, which rather undermined her point. "Just... relaxed."

"Mmm." I kissed the top of her head, felt her settle against me, warm and soft and perfect in that particular way that made my chest ache.

We sat like that for a bit. Some documentary playing on mute on the telly, neither of us watching. Just existing together in the comfortable silence of people who didn't need to fill every second with noise.

Then her breathing changed. Got shallower. She pulled her feet tighter under herself, leaned heavier into my side, and I felt the tension coiling in her body.

Here it comes.

"Can I tell you something?" Her voice dropped to that particular tone I recognized instantly. Nervous, like she was about to confess to murder rather than whatever tipsy thought was bouncing around her wine-soaked brain. "Something... weird?"

I stroked her hair, kept my voice gentle, encouraging. "You can tell me anything, baby."

She stared at her hands in her lap, twisting her wedding ring round and round her finger. Working up courage. I waited, patient, curious what had her this wound up.

"I watch... videos." Her voice dropped so low I almost missed it. "When you're at work. Sometimes."

Here we go.

I kept stroking her hair, gentle, patient. "What kind of videos, baby?"

"You know." She still wouldn't look at me. "Those... those videos."

Porn. She's talking about porn.

My cock thickened against my jeans. I shifted slightly, angling to see her face better whilst trying to sound casual, curious, non-judgmental. "Porn? Eliza, that's completely—"

"Not normal porn." The words tumbled out in a rush, hair falling forward to hide her expression. "Specific... god, this is so embarrassing... specific stuff."

Oh, this is going somewhere interesting.

My cock was properly hard now, straining against denim. I adjusted myself as subtly as possible, kept my voice steady. "Tell me. I won't judge. What kind of stuff?"

Long pause. I could hear her breathing, rapid and shallow, could feel the tension vibrating in her body pressed against mine. The flush had spread down her neck now, creeping towards her chest.

"Multiple men." Her voice was barely a whisper. "Lots of them. All... all finishing on one woman."

The word hung in the air between us. I felt it, the weight of it, the wrongness she thought she was confessing.

Multiple men. Finishing on her.

My cock went from hard to straining in about three seconds flat.

"You mean..." I kept my voice steady, curious, no judgment. "Bukkake?"

Her whole body tensed. She nodded, tiny movement, face absolutely crimson now, mortification radiating off her in waves.

My primary school teacher wife watches bukkake porn.

Fuck me.

"I don't know why it turns me on!" The words rushed out in a panicked tumble, desperate, half-sobbing. "I'm awful, it's so degrading and wrong and I just... when I see her covered, all those men, I get so wet I can't... I'm sorry, Jake, I'm disgusting, I shouldn't have—"

I caught her face in both hands, made her look at me. Those green eyes wide and terrified, convinced I was about to recoil in horror or tell her she was broken or sick.

"You're not disgusting." My voice came out rougher than I intended, thick with arousal I wasn't even trying to hide anymore. "You're fucking perfect."

"You don't think I'm..." She searched my face, looking for judgment, disgust, anything negative. "...broken?"

"I think you're human, baby." I kissed her forehead, her nose, the corner of her mouth, gentle touches whilst my cock throbbed insistently against my jeans. "With fantasies. Like everyone."

Multiple men covering women in cum.

Christ, I'm rock hard.

My hand slid from her face down to her thigh, fingertips brushing the hem of her dress. Her breath hitched, sharp intake that told me everything I needed to know.

"Does it..." She swallowed hard, eyes locked on mine. "Does it turn you on? That I think about that?"

I kissed her then. Hard. Possessive. Tongue invading her mouth, swallowing her gasp, tasting champagne and something darker underneath, something desperate.

"Fuck yes it does," I growled against her lips.

She made this small, broken noise in the back of her throat. Her hands fisted in my T-shirt, pulled me closer, and I could feel her trembling.

"All those men," she breathed between kisses, words tumbling out now the dam had broken. "Using her. Covering her face. Her tits. Making her... making her swallow..."

I groaned, couldn't help it, the sound torn from somewhere deep in my chest. My hand slid higher up her thigh, found the edge of her knickers under her dress, and she was trembling properly now, shaking against me.

"I imagine it's me sometimes." Her voice broke on the words, half-ashamed, half-desperate, and I felt her hips shift, seeking pressure. "On my knees. Taking it all. And you're... you're watching..."

My fingers brushed against lace and felt the heat radiating through the fabric.

Soaked.

Absolutely drenched. The material was sopping wet, clinging to her, and I could feel the slick heat of her even through the lace.

"Jesus, Eliza." I pulled back just enough to look at her properly. Flushed face, pupils blown wide, lips parted and panting. "You're fucking drenched, baby."

"I told you." She sounded awed at herself, shocked by her body's betrayal. "It makes me so wet, Jake, just thinking about it makes me..."

Something primal kicked through me then, hot and urgent and demanding. I needed to hear more. Needed every filthy detail she'd been keeping locked away in that beautiful head, every fantasy she'd been too ashamed to voice.

"Say it again." My fingers pressed harder against soaked lace, felt her hips jerk forward involuntarily, grinding against my hand. "What you imagine. Tell me."

Her eyes fluttered closed. Inhibitions dissolving in champagne and arousal and my hand between her thighs.

"Multiple men." The words came out ragged, desperate, broken by gasps as I rubbed slow circles over her clit through wet lace. "Eight, ten, I don't know how many. All their cocks. In my mouth. On my face. Covering me in it, and I'm... I'm just taking it all, and you..." Her eyes opened, locked on mine, and I saw it there, the raw need, the truth she'd been hiding. "You're watching. You're watching me be a slut."

Fuck.

I stood, pulled her up with me in one movement. She stumbled slightly, tipsy and aroused and pliant, let me practically carry her towards the bedroom. My cock was straining against my jeans so hard it was painful, insistent, demanding, and I needed inside her right fucking now.

This. THIS is what she needs.

And I'm going to fucking give it to her.

We didn't make it to the bed properly. Fell onto it together, hands tearing at clothes, mouths frantic and desperate. I shoved her dress up around her waist, too impatient to remove it properly, ripped her knickers aside rather than waste time pulling them off, and she was so wet my cock slid in easily despite the lack of foreplay, despite everything.

She cried out, back arching off the bed, nails digging into my shoulders hard enough to leave marks.

I fucked her hard, rough, my hips slamming into hers with enough force to make the headboard bang against the wall. She was so wet I could hear it, that obscene squelch every time I drove in deep, her cunt clenching around me, greedy, desperate, taking everything I gave her.

"Dirty girl," I growled in her ear, biting the lobe hard enough to make her gasp. "My dirty fucking girl. Thinking about all those cocks whilst you're at work, getting yourself wet, touching yourself in our bed..."

"Yes!" She was sobbing now, nails raking down my back, probably drawing blood. "Yes, god, Jake, I do, I think about it and I get so wet I have to... oh fuck, right there, please..."

"You want them, don't you?" I grabbed her hair, wrenched her head back so I could watch her face whilst I fucked her. Mascara already running, lips swollen, eyes glazed and desperate. "Want to be on your knees like a good little slut, covered in cum, taking load after load on your face, your tits, in your mouth..."

"Yes, yes, I want it!" Her voice broke on a moan, and I felt her cunt clench around me, close already, so close. "I'm sorry, I'm disgusting, I want it so much, I think about it all the time..."

"Never apologize." I bit her neck, sucked hard enough to bruise, mark her, claim her. "You're fucking perfect. My perfect, filthy wife. Say it. Tell me what you want."

"I want..." She was gasping now, trembling, right on the edge. "I want multiple men. Want them to use me. Cover me. Want to swallow their cum whilst you watch me be a whore..."

"Good girl." I slammed into her harder, felt my balls tightening, close myself now. "Such a good fucking girl, telling me the truth. Cum for me, baby. Cum thinking about all those cocks."

She came hard, clenching around me, crying out my name, her whole body convulsing beneath me. I followed seconds later, couldn't hold back, burying myself deep and pumping into her whilst images flashed through my head, vivid and filthy and perfect.

Eliza on her knees.

Strange cocks in her mouth.

Cum dripping from her chin.

Her looking at me whilst she swallowed, showing me what a good slut she was.

Afterwards we lay tangled together in the wreckage of our bed. Sheets twisted, her dress still bunched around her waist, my jeans somewhere on the floor. She was sprawled across my chest, boneless, her breathing slowly evening out. I could feel my cum leaking out of her, warm and wet against my thigh.

Bukkake.

My wife fantasizes about bukkake.

And I just came harder than I have in months thinking about making it real.

I stroked lazy patterns on her bare back, feeling the sweat cooling on her skin. She was quiet. Too quiet. I knew this silence, the one where she started second-guessing everything she'd just said, every noise she'd just made.

"Can we pretend I didn't say all that?" Her voice was small, muffled against my chest. Ashamed already.

I kissed the top of her head, held her tighter, made my voice firm.

"Never."
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Now…

I blink and I'm back in my office, staring at that photo of us on the beach. Still half-hard from the memory. My cock's pressing against my trousers, uncomfortable, insistent.

Three days.

Three days and I'm giving her what she needs.

Can't concentrate anyway. Haven't done any actual work since I sent that email to The Velvet Club confirming final arrangements. Eight men. Health-screened. Professional. Ready to cover my wife in cum whilst I watch.

Christ.

I stand, adjust my semi-hard cock in my trousers, grab my jacket from the back of my chair. Time to leave before I do something stupid like wank in the office toilets thinking about Saturday night.

Sarah looks up as I pass her desk, eyebrows raised.

"Leaving early?"

"Anniversary prep." I flash her a smile, easy, casual. "You know how it is."

"Romantic." She grins, completely oblivious. "What are you two doing? Dinner? Theatre?"

Something like that.

"Just a quiet night in a hotel," I say. "Nothing fancy."

Liar.

Eight strangers. Bukkake. My wife transformed into a cum-covered slut.

I walk out into the February cold, pull my coat tighter, start the walk to Liverpool Street station. My phone buzzes in my pocket. Email notification.

Dev: Looking forward to Saturday. She's going to look beautiful covered.

My cock throbs, immediate and insistent.

Yes, she fucking is.


2: Ninety Minutes to Filth


The doorman tips his hat, and I nod back, Eliza's arm threaded through mine like we're any other couple heading out for Valentine's. February cold bites, but she's warm against my side, shivering despite her camel coat. Ninety minutes. That's all that's left before you're on your knees.

The lobby opens up around us. White marble, Art Deco chandelier dripping crystal, enormous lilies flooding the space with sweetness. Piano drifts from somewhere, soft and classy.

Eliza stops dead centre, turns a slow circle, face glowing. "Is this where the show is?"

If only you fucking knew.

"Something like that." I can't stop the grin. "Drink first?"

Her whole face lights up, and Christ, she's beautiful. Lobby lights catch in her chestnut hair, make her green eyes sparkle. The black wrap dress clings to every curve, shows just enough cleavage when she moves, and I've been semi-hard since we left Brentwood.

In ninety minutes, you'll be on your knees, surrounded, covered.

I place my hand on her lower back, feel the warmth bleeding through thin fabric, and guide her across the marble. The bar entrance looms: double doors, brass plaque reading "The Velvet Room."

I nearly laugh out loud. Velvet Room. Velvet Club. The universe is taking the piss.

Inside, lighting drops to amber warmth. Jazz plays low, saxophone and brushed drums, sultry and intimate. Burgundy leather booths line the left wall, small tables scattered centre, long mahogany bar on the right. Twenty people, maybe. Candles flicker on every surface.

The hostess leads us to the back left corner. High-backed booth, semi-private, perfect view of the room. I slide in first, then pull Eliza beside me instead of letting her sit opposite. Our thighs press together, heat bleeding through my trousers.

She laughs, surprised, delighted. "Trying to get cosy, Mr Dent?"

I kiss her temple, breathe in Chanel and warmth and her. "Always."

In ninety minutes I'll watch you get cosy with eight strangers.

The bartender materialises. Thirty-something, neat beard, black waistcoat. Sets down menus, smiles at Eliza with that look men always give her. Appreciative. Respectful. Hungry.

His eyes linger on her face, drop briefly to her neckline, flick back up.

Look all you want, mate. In ninety minutes, eight men will see a lot fucking more.

"What can I get you?"

"Bollinger, please. The bottle."

Eliza's eyes go wide, hand flying to my arm. "Jake! That's so expensive!"

I shrug, enjoying the pink flooding her cheeks. "Five-year anniversary. You're worth it."

And you're about to earn every penny.

The bartender returns with ice bucket, two flutes, pours with practised efficiency, then disappears. Bubbles rise golden in candlelight.

I raise my glass and meet her eyes. "To us. Five years. Many more."

She clinks hers against mine, tears threatening. "To us."

The champagne's crisp, dry, fucking perfect. Eliza drinks, sighs, melts against my side like she always does when she's happy. Her free hand finds my thigh under the table, fingers warm through my trousers.

That mouth. Those lips glossy with champagne. I watch her tongue dart out, catch a stray drop, and my brain supplies the image immediately: those same lips stretched wide around Dev's thick cock, spit and precum dripping down her chin, mascara running.

My cock pulses, insistent now, and I shift in the booth.

"I still can't believe you planned all this." She's looking up at me, eyes soft. "The hotel, the show... you're so good to me."

"You deserve everything."

Everything you've fantasised about. Everything you watch alone when I'm at work.

She squeezes my thigh, fingers dangerously close to where I'm half-hard. "Five years. Feels like yesterday we were at uni, sneaking into your dorm room."

I laugh, remembering. "You were so nervous that first time."

Pink floods her cheeks, spreads down her throat. She drops her voice. "I'd never... you know. You were so patient."

Virgin when we met. I remember her shaking hands, the way she'd gasped when I'd first slid my fingers inside her. I taught you everything. How to suck cock without gagging. How to take me deep. How to cum from my tongue alone, legs shaking, sobbing my name.

And tonight, I'm teaching you what it's like to be properly used. Properly filled. Properly covered.

Under the table, my cock throbs so hard it's painful.

I reach for the bowl of nuts, give my hands something to do. Eliza leans forward for her champagne, and her dress gapes at the neckline.

Black lace. The Agent Provocateur set I bought her for Christmas.

I can see her nipples through the sheer fabric, tight little buds pressing against delicate lace, and my cock jerks so hard I nearly groan. She wore it. Fuck, she actually wore it. My respectable primary school teacher wife, sitting in a five-star hotel bar wearing lingerie that cost two hundred quid, and she has no fucking clue that in ninety minutes, eight strangers are going to see those tits. Are going to paint them white.

I shift again, crossing one leg over the other, but it's useless. The bulge in my trousers is obvious, straining against Italian wool, wet spot where I'm leaking.

A businessman at the bar glances our way, does a double-take when he sees Eliza. His eyes track the curve of her neck, the swell of her breasts, the way candlelight plays across her skin. He lingers too long, hungry, before his companion says something and he looks away.

Eliza doesn't notice. Never does.

I lean close, lips brushing her ear. "That man at the bar can't stop staring at you."

She stiffens, cheeks flaming red. "What? No, he's not."

"He is." I kiss just below her ear, feel her shiver. "Watched you for thirty seconds. Looked at your tits, your mouth. Wanted you."

"Jake!" She's mortified, delighted, squirming against me. "Don't say that!"

"It's true." I pull back, meet her eyes. "Every man in this bar wants you. They're all imagining what you look like naked. What you sound like when you cum."

Her breath catches. Pupils dilate. Hand tightens on my thigh.

"But they'll never know," I continue, voice dropping lower. "Because you're mine."

Mine to share. Mine to watch being used. Mine to give exactly what you need.

She swallows hard, throat working. "Yours."

The champagne's working now, flushing her skin, brightening her eyes. Two glasses and she'll be perfectly relaxed. Inhibitions lowered just enough.

Good. You'll need that.

Across the room, an anniversary couple are sharing oysters, the man kissing the woman's hand. Late fifties, elegant, comfortable in their love.

That'll be us in twenty years. Still together. Still strong. But we'll have this secret. This night.

Eliza glances at them, wistful. "What time's our show?"

Here it comes.

I set down my glass carefully, meet her eyes. "Actually, about that..."

Her face falls slightly. "We're not going?"

"We are. But not tonight. I've got something else planned first."

"What do you mean?"

I stand, hold out my hand. "Trust me?"

She searches my face, looking for clues. Then nods, places her hand in mine. "Always."

Good girl.

I leave six twenties on the table. The bartender will find them later, wonder why we left so quickly. I help Eliza to her feet, steady her when she wobbles in her heels.

"Oops." She giggles, champagne-loose, clutching my arm. "Think I drank that too fast."

Perfect. Tipsy enough your inhibitions drop, sober enough you'll remember every filthy second.

Her heels click on hardwood as we walk through the bar. The businessman watches us leave, eyes following Eliza's arse in that dress. She doesn't notice. Still innocent. Still oblivious.

In sixty minutes, you won't be innocent anymore. You'll be kneeling with cum dripping from your chin, begging for more, and eight strangers will know exactly what you sound like when you cum.

We step into the lobby. I steer her towards the lifts, hand firm on her lower back.

"Where are we going?"

The lift chimes, doors sliding open. Mirrored walls reflect us back: me in my Tom Ford suit, her in that fuck-me dress, the picture of a happy anniversary couple.

I guide her inside, press the button for the fifth floor, watch the doors seal us in.

"Upstairs. I've got a surprise."

"A surprise?" She's excited now, curiosity overriding confusion. "Jake, what...?"

The doors close. I step behind her, place my hands on her hips, pull her back against me. Meet her eyes in the mirrored reflection. She'll feel my hard-on pressing against her. No hiding it now.

"Do you trust me, Eliza?"

Her breath catches. She nods, voice barely a whisper. "Yes. Of course."

I lean down, kiss her neck just below her ear, feel her shiver. "Good. Because tonight, I'm giving you everything."

Everything you've ever fantasised about. Every filthy video you've watched in secret. Every degrading scenario that makes you wet when you're alone. Made real.

The lift chimes. Fifth floor. Doors open onto plush burgundy corridor, wall sconces casting warm light.

I take her hand, lead her down towards Suite 504 at the very end. Double doors. Brass numbers gleaming.

Her eyes widen. "A suite? Jake!"

I pull the keycard from my pocket, the one I collected from reception three hours ago whilst she was still at home getting ready, thinking we were going to the fucking theatre.

"Only the best for you, baby."

The lock beeps. Green light. I push the door open.

Eliza steps through first, and I hear her gasp.

Here we go.


3: Suite 504
Blind Trust


Eliza stops dead in the doorway, hand flying to her mouth.

"Oh my god, Jake! It's beautiful!"

I'm watching her take it all in, cataloguing every reaction. The four-poster bed dominates the room, white linens scattered with red rose petals. Fucking Valentine's cliché, but she's eating it up, eyes shining like a kid at Christmas. Floor-to-ceiling windows show Covent Garden below, streetlights beginning to glow in the February dusk, theatre crowds moving like ants five floors down. Champagne bucket sweating on the mahogany desk. Armchair in the corner, navy velvet, positioned perfectly.

That's where I'll sit. Where I'll watch her get destroyed.

Eliza kicks off her heels, leaves them by the door, pads barefoot across thick carpet to the window. She presses her palms against the glass, looking down at London alive below us, her breath fogging the window.

"I can't believe you did all this." She turns to me, eyes shining in the low light, so happy, so fucking innocent. "You're amazing."

If only you knew, baby. This room isn't for romance. It's for your complete defilement.

I close the door behind us, twist the deadbolt. The click echoes in the suite, final, irreversible. I'm already moving to the desk. The Bollinger's been waiting, sweating in its bucket. I twist off the wire cage, work the cork with my thumbs. It pops, loud in the quiet suite, champagne foaming over my knuckles. I lick it off, watching Eliza at the window, her arse perfect in that wrap dress.

In two hours, she'll be kneeling on that blanket, cum dripping from her chin.

My cock throbs. I pour two glasses, the champagne hissing, carry hers over.

"To us." I hold up my glass. "To tonight."

She clinks hers against mine, giggling. "I'm already tipsy from the bar!"

"Good." I drink, watching her over the rim.

Good. Loose enough your inhibitions drop. Sober enough you'll remember every single second.

We drink. She's watching me now, something in my tone making her curious, pupils dilating the way they do when I get intense, when I'm about to push her boundaries. Her breathing's changed, faster, shallower.

Her eyes drift past me to the luggage rack. "You brought an overnight bag? Are we staying?"

My wheeled Samsonite sits there, innocuous black nylon. Inside: silk blindfold, handcuffs, waterproof blanket, lube, vibrator. Everything I need to prepare her.

"We might be here a while."

"Ooh." She's teasing now, stepping closer, champagne making her bold, one finger trailing down my lapel. "Do you have plans for me, Mr Dent?"

I catch her wrist, hold it tight enough she can't pull away. My voice comes out serious, intense, the voice that makes her cunt clench.

"Yes. I do."

Plans you can't even fucking imagine. Plans that'll shatter your innocent act forever.

Her smile falters at my tone. Not scared, not yet, but something's shifting in the air between us, static building, dangerous.

I set down my champagne glass on the side table, take hers from her hand, place it beside mine. Face her fully. She's backlit by the window, London glowing behind her, shadows playing across her face, making her look ethereal, untouchable.

Not for long.

I move towards her slowly. She's frozen, watching me, her chest rising and falling faster now.

Now. It starts now.

"I need you to trust me tonight, Eliza. Completely."

Her breath catches. "I do trust you. Always."

My hands find her waist, pull her hard against me. She can feel my erection through my suit trousers, has to, I've been semi-hard since the hotel bar, fully hard since the lift, my cock straining against the fabric.

"I mean really trust me." I lean down, mouth near her ear, close enough to bite. "To give you what you need. Even if it scares you."

She pulls back, searching my face, green eyes wide, confused, turned on, not understanding but wanting to.

"Jake, what are you talking about?"

I kiss her instead of answering. Hard, possessive, my tongue in her mouth, hand fisting in her hair at the nape of her neck, holding her exactly where I want her. She melts against me, whimpering into the kiss, soft little sounds that make my cock leak.

When I pull back, her lips are swollen, lipstick smeared across her chin.

"Take off your dress."

Her eyes widen. She glances over my shoulder at the windows. Sheers are drawn but translucent, golden light from streetlamps filtering through, and we're high up but not invisible.

"Here? Now? Someone might see..."

"No one can see in. We're five floors up." I step back, giving her space, my voice dropping into that authoritative tone she can't resist. "And I said... take off your dress."

Not a request. A command.

Her breath comes faster, chest rising and falling under that black wrap dress, drawing my eyes to the V-neck, the hint of black lace beneath.

Her hands find the tie at her waist. Fingers trembling, and I'm watching every micro-movement, every hesitation. She pulls, and the dress opens at the front, unwrapping her like a fucking present.

She slides it off her shoulders. It pools at her feet.

Christ.

Black lace lingerie. The Agent Provocateur set I bought her for Christmas, the one that cost more than my first car. Balconette bra pushing her tits up, nipples dark and hard through sheer lace cups. Brazilian knickers, high-cut, lace barely hiding the fact she's waxed smooth like I casually suggested last week. Suspender belt at her waist, four straps stretching down to sheer black stockings, seams running up the backs of her legs like an invitation.

Bare feet. Hair tumbling over her shoulders. Pale skin glowing in the low light, unmarked, perfect.

Thirty minutes. Eight men. This body.

My cock's so hard it's painful.

I circle her slowly, drinking in every detail, every curve, every inch of skin that's about to be defiled. Her breathing picks up as I move behind her, nipples hardening further under my gaze even though she can't see me. She's resisting the urge to cover herself, hands twitching at her sides.

"Do you have any idea how beautiful you are?"

"Jake..." She's shy now, self-conscious about her soft stomach, the curve of her hips, the stretch marks from university she thinks I don't notice.

"Don't." I stop in front of her, cup her face in both hands. "You're perfect. Every single inch."

In thirty minutes, eight men are going to see this body. Those tits. That arse. That shaved pussy through sheer lace. And I'm going to sit in that chair and watch them cover every inch in cum.

I'm walking to the suitcase before she can respond, unzipping it. Eliza watches, rooted to the spot, curious and terrified and turned on all at once. I can see her nipples hardening further through the lace, her thighs pressing together.

I pull out the items, toss them onto the bed beside the rose petals. Black silk blindfold. Handcuffs, metal with padded leather cuffs, key dangling. Folded waterproof blanket, the kind you fuck on when you don't want to ruin the sheets. Lube. Bullet vibrator.

Props for her transformation.

Her face changes as she clocks each one. I watch confusion melt into understanding, watch arousal fight fear, watch her mind race through possibilities, none of them close to the truth.

"Jake... what's all this?"

I turn to her. My voice comes out calm, firm, the tone I use when I'm about to fuck her exactly how I want. "You said you trust me."

"I do, but—"

"Then show me."

I pick up the blindfold, silk sliding through my fingers, cool and smooth. I approach her where she's standing frozen in the centre of the room, prey instinct telling her to run, arousal keeping her rooted.

"Turn around."

She hesitates, searching my face for clues, reassurance, answers I'm not giving her yet.

I soften my voice, just slightly, just enough. "I love you. I would never hurt you. This is for you, baby. Trust me."

Her lips part, breath shaking, pupils blown wide.

"Okay."

She turns.

Faces the window, London spread out below her, back to me, vulnerable and trusting and so fucking beautiful it makes my chest tight.

I step close, bring the blindfold up. Silk kisses her forehead, slides over her eyes, plunges her world into darkness. I tie it at the back of her head, not too tight but secure, her hair catching slightly in the knot.

"Jake, I can't see anything."

My hands land on her shoulders, breath on her neck, and I feel her shiver. "I know. That's the point."

She looks so vulnerable. So beautiful. Blindfolded, nearly naked, trusting me completely, no idea what's coming.

I run my hands down her arms slowly, feeling goosebumps rise under my touch, her skin warm and soft. I bring her wrists together behind her back, gently but firmly, feel her pulse hammering under soft skin.

The cuffs close with a metallic click that echoes in the suite.

She gasps, pulls instinctively. The chain rattles. She can't break free.

"Oh god..."

I steady her, hands on her waist, feeling her ribs expand with each panicked breath. "Breathe, baby. You're safe. I'm right here."

Her breathing's coming faster now, chest heaving, tits straining against sheer lace, nipples hard as bullets, her whole body trembling.

She's terrified. Soaking wet. Fucking perfect.

I guide her forward, hands on her hips, steering her to the centre of the room between the bed and the windows. I bend down, unfold the waterproof blanket, and the material crackles as I spread it on the carpet, loud in the tense silence.

"What's that sound?" Her voice is high, disoriented, helpless. "What are you doing?"

"Just preparing. Stand still."

I position her in the centre of the blanket, step back, take her in.

This is where she'll kneel. Where eight men will surround her. Where she'll be covered, transformed, ruined.

Christ, she's perfect. Standing there blindfolded, helpless in black lace and stockings, barefoot on the blanket, trembling, waiting, trusting me to do whatever the fuck I want.

"Stay right there. Don't move."

"Jake, please, tell me what's happening."

"Soon, baby. Very soon."

I check my watch. 7:15pm.

Fifteen minutes until the men arrive.

I'm moving to the desk, opening the mini-bar beneath it, pulling out champagne flutes. I line them up on the desk surface, the glass clinking. Nine glasses total. Eight for the men's cum in round two. One for me, to watch her swallow it all.

Eliza hears the clinking, her head turning towards the sound even though she can't see.

"What are you doing? Jake, I'm scared."

I return to her, cup her blindfolded face in both hands, tilt her head up so she's facing me even though she's in darkness.

"Scared is good." My thumb brushes her bottom lip, and she parts her mouth instinctively. "But you're also aroused, aren't you?"

Before she can answer, before she can lie, I slide my hand down her body. Over the lace bra, feeling both hard nipples through the fabric, pinching one slightly. Down her soft stomach, making her suck in a breath. I stop at her knickers.

Press my palm against her cunt through the sheer lace.

Fucking hell. She's drenched.

The fabric's soaked through, clinging to her pussy lips, so wet I can feel heat radiating through, wetness seeping onto my palm. I press harder, grind my palm against her, and her hips tilt forward, chasing the pressure, shameless.

"You're dripping, Eliza."

She whimpers, and the sound goes straight to my cock. "I don't... I don't know why..."

"Yes you do." I lean close, mouth at her ear, close enough to bite. "Your body knows what's coming. Even if your mind doesn't yet."

Knock at the door.

Soft. Professional. Three taps.

Eliza's head whips towards the sound, her whole body tensing. "Someone's here?!"

I step back, watch her panic, the way her shoulders tense, her wrists pulling uselessly against the cuffs, her tits heaving.

"Stay. Still."

"Jake, I'm handcuffed! I'm nearly naked! Who is that?!"

I'm walking towards the door, calm, deliberately slow, letting the tension build.

"Trust. Me."

"Jake!" Her voice cracks, terrified, aroused, begging.

My hand closes around the door handle. I pause, glance back at her one last time.

My wife. Displayed in expensive lingerie I bought specifically for this. Standing on a waterproof blanket in the centre of a luxury hotel suite, barefoot and trembling, terrified and aroused and trusting me with her complete destruction.

In ten seconds, eight strangers see this body.

In thirty minutes, she's on her knees, covered in their cum, transformed into the slut she's always been underneath.

My cock's so hard I'm leaking. There's a wet spot on my trousers, visible if you look.

I don't care.
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Eight to One

The door swings open, and there they are.

Eight men.

Christ. Actually happening.

They're standing in two neat rows like some filthy corporate delegation, and my cock throbs hard just seeing them assembled in the hotel corridor. Smart-casual, all of them, button-downs and dark jeans, shoes polished, respectful and professional-looking. Exactly what I asked for.

Anthony's at the front, meets my eyes, gives me that single nod.

We're doing this. Right fucking now.

I step aside and gesture them in with a tilt of my head, keeping my voice low. "Come in. Quietly."

They file past one by one, and I'm cataloguing them as they enter. Anthony first, that easy confident stride, tall and imposing. Dev behind him, hands in pockets, glancing around the suite with sharp eyes. Connor's bulk fills the doorway briefly, rugby player shoulders, then James with those distinguished silver temples, Kai looking younger than his photo suggested, pretty mixed-race features. Tom's got visible tattoo sleeves under rolled cuffs, Yorkshire roughness written all over him. Alex, shorter and compact, dark Mediterranean colouring. Ben brings up the rear, blonde and polite-looking, almost innocent.

The door closes behind them. I turn the lock.

Eight strangers. In our hotel room. About to see my wife nearly naked. About to fuck her mouth whilst I watch.

"Jake?!" Eliza's voice cracks across the suite, high and panicked. "Who's there? How many people?!"

She can hear them. Multiple footsteps on carpet, jackets rustling, low male breathing filling the space. She's turning her head frantically, blindfolded, trying to locate each sound, and I watch her body tense, every muscle going tight.

I cross to her, place my hands on her bare shoulders. She's trembling under my palms, skin hot. "Shh, baby. It's okay. Stay still."

"Jake, please, what... who's there?!" Her voice cracks, pitch climbing, but fuck, her nipples are stabbing through the sheer lace, hard as stones, and I can smell her cunt from here, that sweet-sharp scent of pure arousal. "I don't... I don't understand!"

She's terrified. Perfect. Fear makes everything sharper, makes her cunt wetter, makes the arousal hit harder when it comes. She'll remember every second of this.

I turn to the men, keep my voice controlled despite my thundering pulse. "Gentlemen, thank you for being punctual. Let me handle this, then we'll begin."

They nod, spread out slightly around the room, giving her space but not much. Every single one of them is staring at Eliza. At her tits straining against sheer black lace, nipples visible, areolae dark underneath. At the curve of her arse in those Brazilian knickers, the lace barely covering anything. At her stocking tops and the pale flesh of her thighs. At her bare feet on the waterproof blanket.

They're all getting hard. I can see it happening. Bulges forming in trousers, jaws tightening, eyes hungry.

My wife. Displayed for them like an offering. And my cock's throbbing so hard I'm light-headed, pulse visible in my throat.

I retrieve the eight white envelopes from the suitcase, cash and names inside, and hand them out one by one. Two hundred quid each, payment for services about to be rendered. Anthony takes his first, pockets it without counting, murmurs his thanks. Dev's next, then Connor's massive hand swallowing the envelope, James with his posh manners, Kai looking younger and hungrier than his photo, Tom with that Yorkshire grin, Alex dark and watchful, Ben polite and blonde.

Each one takes his payment. Each one's gaze drifts back to my wife. Back to her tits. Her arse. The wet patch I can see darkening the black lace between her thighs.

Tom opens his envelope briefly, glances at the notes, then looks up at me with a slight grin. Broad Yorkshire accent, rough around the edges. "She's gorgeous, mate. Proper stunner."

Pride swells hot in my chest alongside the arousal, and I'm leaking through my trousers now, wet spot spreading. "I know."

I gesture the men closer, away from Eliza, near the desk, and they huddle round whilst I give final instructions in a whisper.

"She's never done this before. First-time group experience. She'll have a safe word, it's red. You hear that word, everything stops immediately. Understood?"

Anthony's deep voice rumbles, calm and authoritative. "Understood. We'll take care of her."

"Nothing violent," I continue, making sure they're all listening. "Dirty talk is encouraged, degradation is fine, but no hitting beyond light spanking, no choking beyond gentle throat-fucking. Keep it consensual."

James adjusts his shirt cuffs, and his posh accent makes everything sound civilised despite what we're actually discussing. "We're professionals, Mr Dent. She's in good hands."

Good hands. Eight pairs of hands. About to be all over my wife. Touching her tits, gripping her hair, holding her jaw open, spreading her thighs, guiding cocks into her mouth.

I'm leaking steadily now, can feel it, and I don't even care if they notice.

"Health certificates?"

They produce folded papers from pockets, hand them over without fuss. I glance through quickly, checking dates. All within the last two weeks, verified by the clinic The Velvet Club uses. Clean across the board. I knew they would be, but Eliza might ask, and I want them ready.

"She might ask to see these. Have them ready."

Ben nods politely. "Of course."

I move around the room, making final adjustments whilst the men watch and wait. Dim the chandelier to fifty percent, switch on the floor lamp behind my armchair, casting warm focused light on the centre where Eliza's standing. Check the nine champagne glasses lined up on the desk, all waiting for round two, for the gokkun portion of the evening. The blanket's spread properly beneath Eliza's feet, waterproof plastic underneath ready for the mess.

The men start removing jackets without being told, hanging them on the coat rack near the door. Rolling up sleeves. Getting comfortable. Tom kicks off his shoes. Connor stretches his neck, and I hear it crack. They're preparing themselves, loosening up, and the casualness of it makes this feel even more surreal.

Like athletes before a match. Except the sport is fucking my wife's face until she's drenched in cum.

I return to Eliza, stand directly in front of her. She senses my presence, turns her blindfolded face towards me, and I can see her pulse hammering in her throat.

"Jake, please." Her voice is pleading, desperate, cracking on the edges. "Tell me what's happening. I'm so... I'm so scared."

I cup her face in both hands, feeling her jaw tremble, tilt her head up towards me. "You remember that night three months ago? After the dinner party?"

Confusion flickers across her features, eyebrows drawing together under the silk blindfold. "What?"

"When you told me your fantasy. Multiple men. Covering you. Using you whilst I watched."

Her breath catches audibly, sharp inhale through parted lips. I watch realisation dawn, spreading across her face, her mouth falling open, her whole body going rigid under my hands.

"I'm giving you that fantasy tonight, Eliza. Right now." I let the words sink in, watching her process, watching the trembling intensify. "There are eight men in this room. All here for you."

A strangled sound escapes her throat, halfway between a gasp and a moan. "What?! No. Jake, no, I can't... that was just... we were drunk, I didn't mean..."

"Yes you did." I keep my voice firm, certain, because I know her better than she knows herself sometimes. "And I know you. I love you. This is my gift to you."

She's shaking her head frantically, pulling against the handcuffs, the chain rattling between her wrists. "I'm not... I can't do this, Jake, please, this is insane, you can't be serious, you can't actually..."

"Look at me, Eliza."

"I'm blindfolded!"

"Then listen." I lean closer, mouth right by her ear, feeling her whole body shaking. "Do you trust me?"

Silence stretches out. Just her ragged breathing, the distant sound of London traffic through the cracked window, the soft rustle of the men shifting position behind me, waiting, watching.

Finally, whispered, barely audible: "Yes."

"Do you want this? Deep down, underneath all the fear, do you actually want this?"

A long pause. She's trembling violently now, every muscle taut, and I can feel the tension radiating off her.

"...I don't know."

I slide my hand down her body, over the curve of her stomach, between her legs, press my palm hard against her knickers. The lace is absolutely soaked, drenched through completely, clinging to her pussy, wetness seeping through onto my skin. I press harder, grind my palm against her clit, and she whimpers.

"Your pussy says otherwise. You're dripping, baby. You're so wet you've soaked through completely, and I can feel it."

Another whimper, and she's tilting her hips forward despite herself, despite the fear, chasing the pressure against her clit.

"I'm going to remove your blindfold now. You're going to see them. All eight. And then you're going to decide."

I reach behind her head, find the silk knot, tug it loose slowly. The fabric whispers through itself, and I watch her whole body tense, listening, waiting, not knowing what she's about to see.

Eight cocks. You're about to see eight hard cocks, baby. Eight strangers who are going to fuck your mouth and cover you in cum.

The blindfold falls away.

She blinks rapidly, eyes adjusting to the dim golden light, pupils blown wide. Sees me first, directly in front of her, and her chest is heaving, tits rising and falling in the sheer lace.

Then her gaze travels past me.

Eight men. Standing in a loose semicircle around her, close enough to touch, all staring. All clearly, visibly aroused, hard cocks straining against trousers, bulges prominent. All different—tall and short, dark and fair, muscular and lean—but every single one attractive, carefully selected by me over weeks of screening.

Eliza gasps, and her knees nearly buckle. I steady her with hands on her shoulders.

"Oh god." Her voice is strangled, disbelieving, eyes darting from man to man. "Oh god. Jake, there's so many... I can't... this is real?! This is actually real?!"

She tries instinctively to cover herself, jerks her arms to cover herself, but the realisation that she's helpless, displayed, trapped, makes her gasp again, sharper.

"Breathe, baby. Look at me."

Her eyes are wild, darting between the men, cataloguing details, taking them in, then snapping back to my face like I'm the only anchor. I watch her seeing them properly. Anthony's imposing height and dark skin, broad chest. Dev's handsome symmetrical features, kind eyes. Connor's sheer size, that rugby bulk. James's distinguished silver hair, posh sophistication. Kai's pretty mixed-race face, youth and hunger. Tom's visible tattoos snaking up both forearms, rough masculinity. Alex's dark Mediterranean colouring, compact sensuality. Ben's innocent blonde looks, politeness.

She's seeing what I saw in their profiles. What I've been imagining for three months. Eight different cocks about to fill her mouth, eight loads about to paint her face.

Anthony takes a single step forward, non-threatening, hands visible and open, voice calm and deep. "You're beautiful. We're not going to hurt you. This is all about your pleasure."

Eliza stares at him, and I watch her throat work as she swallows hard, processing his voice, his presence, his realness.

"Who are they?" she whispers to me, not taking her eyes off Anthony, and I can hear the tremor underneath.

"Professionals. From a private club. All health-screened, all experienced, all here because I hired them. For you."

I let her absorb that. Hired. Paid. Professionals who do this for a living, who've done this before, who know exactly how to handle a nervous first-timer and make her feel safe whilst they use her.

"You have a safe word," I continue, making sure she understands. "Red. Say it, and they all leave. Right now, no questions asked, no judgment. This only happens if you say yes."

Silence.

She's looking at each man again, slower this time, really seeing them. Dev's kind eyes watching her carefully. Connor's eager grin, anticipation visible. James's patrician features, calm sophistication. Kai's youth and prettiness. Tom's roughness, that Yorkshire edge. Alex's dark sensuality. Ben's politeness masking hunger underneath.

Say yes. Please, baby, say yes. I need to watch this. You need this. Your cunt's dripping for this, and we both know it.

The pause stretches out, agonising. Nobody moves. Eight men waiting. Me waiting. Eliza's entire future hinging on the next words out of her mouth, and I can barely breathe.

Her eyes come back to mine.

"You'll be here? Watching?"

"Every second. I'm not going anywhere. This is for us. You and me."

"And if I say red?"

"They leave immediately. We go home. Have a normal anniversary. No judgment. I love you regardless, baby."

Another pause, and I watch her internal struggle play across her face—fear and shame battling with desire and raw need, everything visible in her expression.

Then, so quiet I almost miss it: "...Okay."

My heart slams against my ribs.

"Louder, baby. They need to hear consent clearly."

She takes a shuddering breath, straightens her spine slightly, and looks directly at the eight men surrounding her.

"Okay." Her voice steadies slightly. "I... I want this."

Fuck. Yes. She said yes.

My cock jerks in my trousers, leaking another wet pulse. My wife. Eight strangers. She's going to let them fuck her face and cover her in cum, and she just said yes.

I turn to the men, keeping my voice steady despite my thundering pulse, despite the fact that I'm harder than I've ever been in my life. "Gentlemen, she's all yours. Remember the rules."

Then, back to Eliza, I give the command I've been fantasising about for three months.

"One more thing, baby." I let the pause stretch, let her feel it coming. "Get on your knees."

Her eyes go wide, but she doesn't hesitate. Doesn't even question it. Just sinks down, graceful despite being bound, and Christ, there she is.

My wife. Kneeling. Surrounded by eight hard cocks straining against trousers, eye-level with them, close enough to see the outlines, the shapes, the wet spots where some of them are leaking through fabric just like me.

I walk to the armchair, sink into navy velvet, spread my legs wide, perfect view of everything.

Eight cocks about to fuck her mouth, paint her face, cover her tits in cum. And I'm going to watch every single second.

Anthony steps forward first, and I hear his belt buckle clink as he starts to undo it.


4: Breaking the Seal


Anthony's belt buckle clinks in the quiet suite, and the rest of London drops away. Traffic hum, muffled voices from other rooms, jazz drifting up from the bar downstairs... none of it registers anymore. Just this. Just Anthony's hands moving to his waistband. Just Eliza kneeling on the waterproof blanket, wrists cuffed behind her back, trembling, those wide green eyes glistening with unshed tears as she watches him undress.

I'm gripping the velvet armrest so hard my knuckles have gone bone-white. My cock strains against my suit trousers, throbbing in time with my pulse, and I haven't properly touched it yet. Just shifting it through fabric, adjusting the angle, desperate not to spill before this even fucking starts.

Three months of planning. Eight men. Eight cocks. About to see my primary school teacher wife suck her first stranger. Christ.

Anthony looks down at her, voice dropping to that deep bass rumble that owned the room the second he walked in. "Look at me."

Eliza lifts her face. Mascara already slightly smudged from the tears she cried earlier when she realised what I'd arranged, when I removed the blindfold and she saw eight naked men standing in a semicircle around her. She's beautiful like this. Kneeling there vulnerable and utterly fucking mine even whilst she's about to be theirs.

"What's your safe word?" Anthony asks.

"Red." Her voice shakes, barely a whisper.

"Good girl. Use it if you need it. We stop the second you say it, yeah?"

She nods, throat working as she swallows hard. I see her pulse hammering in her neck.

"Perfect." Anthony smiles, warm and reassuring, and I know I chose right putting him first. He's done this before, knows how to ease a nervous first-timer into the filth without breaking her. "Now keep those pretty eyes on me."

His hands go back to his belt, sliding the leather free from the buckle with a soft hiss that cuts through the room's stillness. My breath catches. Eliza's does too. I see her chest rising faster now, tits straining against that sheer black Agent Provocateur lace, nipples hard as pebbles and clearly visible through the fabric.

Fuck, she's perfect.

The zip comes down. Anthony hooks both thumbs into his waistband, trousers and boxers together, shoves them down his muscular thighs in one smooth motion. Steps out. Kicks them aside like he's done this a thousand times.

His cock springs free.

Nine thick inches of dark brown shaft, lighter circumcised head already leaking precum that glistens in the chandelier's low light. Veins pulse along the length. Curves slightly upward. Bigger than mine. Thicker. Darker. Everything about him screams dominance.

Eliza gasps, soft and involuntary.

I'm staring too, can't help it, comparing every detail whilst my wife kneels there at eye level with it, close enough to see every ridge, smell his musk, feel the heat radiating from his skin.

"Oh god..." she whispers.

Anthony wraps one large hand around his shaft, gives it a slow stroke from root to tip, squeezing out another fat drop of precum. "Ever had one this big?"

She shakes her head mutely, eyes locked on his cock like she's hypnotised.

"You will now." He steps closer, right up to her, cock bobbing inches from her face. "Open your mouth."

Here we go. This is it. The moment.

There's a pause. Half a second where I wonder if she'll say red, if this is too much, if I've pushed my sweet nervous wife too far too fast.

Then her lips part.

Slowly. Obediently. Automatic, like her body's responding without consulting her brain first.

My cock jerks hard in my trousers, leaking a wet pulse that spreads warm through the fabric. I can't wait anymore. My hand goes to my zip, tugs it down, reaches inside my boxers, pulls myself out. Seven and a half inches, hard as fucking steel, flushed dark with blood, precum already dripping onto my expensive white shirt. I don't care. I wrap my fist around it, start stroking slowly whilst my eyes lock on Eliza's face as Anthony guides his thick cock to her open mouth.

The head touches her lips. She flinches, just slightly, a tiny recoil before she steadies herself and commits.

Anthony's other hand slides into her blonde hair, gentle but possessive, cradling the back of her head. "Lick it first. Get it wet for me."

Her tongue extends, pink and tentative, touches the underside of his head. Anthony groans deep in his chest, hips flexing slightly.

"That's it. Good. Again."

She licks more now, working around the head, tasting him, learning the shape and texture and salt of him. Her saliva coats his cock, makes it glisten, and I'm stroking myself faster watching her tongue explore another man's dick, watching her taste him, smell him, accept him.

My wife. Her mouth on his cock. This is real. This is fucking happening.

"Now suck," Anthony commands, voice rougher now. "Take it in. As much as you can handle."

Eliza's lips stretch wider. He pushes forward slow and steady, and the head disappears into her mouth. Then another inch. Two. Her eyes flutter closed then open again, adjusting to the girth, and she makes a small sound in her throat somewhere between discomfort and curiosity.

"Relax your jaw," Anthony coaches patiently, not rushing her. "Breathe through your nose. That's perfect, sweetheart."

He slides deeper. Four inches now. She gags slightly, a wet choking sound that makes my balls tighten instantly, and Anthony holds completely still, lets her adjust to the intrusion.

"Easy. Get used to it. You're doing so well."

I see her breathing hard through her nose, chest rising and falling rapidly, learning how to accommodate his thickness. Saliva's building in her mouth already, spilling slightly from the corners of her stretched lips. Then she starts moving her head, small bobs back and forth, taking him in shallow then releasing, finding her rhythm.

"Fuck yes," Anthony breathes, voice strained. "Just like that. Perfect."

She's doing it. Actually sucking him. My wife's head bobbing on a stranger's thick cock, lips stretched obscenely around his dark shaft, and she looks so beautiful like this I can barely stand to watch but I can't look away. I stroke myself faster, matching her rhythm, precum slicking my palm and making wet sounds.

Anthony's grip tightens in her hair. He's taking more control now, guiding her movements, setting the pace himself. Faster. Deeper. Six inches disappearing into her mouth, hitting the back of her throat hard, and she gags properly this time. That wet choking sound fills the suite, echoes off the high ceiling, followed by a flood of drool that spills from her stretched mouth, runs down her chin in thick strings, drips onto her tits. The sheer black lace darkens immediately where the spit lands.

"Good girl," Anthony murmurs, and I hear the strain creeping into his voice now. He's getting close already. "Take more. I know you can do it."

He starts properly thrusting now, moving his hips whilst he holds her head still in both hands. Seven inches driving into her mouth. Her eyes water immediately, tears spilling over and cutting wet tracks through her foundation, mascara starting to run in thick black streaks down both cheeks.

Christ. Look at her. My respectable primary school teacher wife choking on cock, makeup ruined, drool everywhere.

The sounds are obscene. Wet slurping. Continuous gagging. The squelch of spit and precum mixing. It's pornographic and filthy and so fucking real my hand moves frantically on my own cock.

Behind them I'm vaguely aware of the other seven men watching, all in various states of undress now. Dev's shirtless, dark skin gleaming with sweat already, his hand moving slowly over the massive bulge straining his trousers. Connor's grinning, Irish accent low as he comments to Tom beside him, "Fucking hell, can't wait for my turn with her."

Tom's voice comes out Yorkshire-rough: "Look at those tits. Absolutely fucking gorgeous."

Eliza hears them talking about her like she's an object, a toy to be passed around, and I see her shiver violently, see her nipples somehow harden even more through the wet lace. She's getting wetter hearing this. The humiliation's feeding her arousal. Being watched. Being discussed like a piece of meat. It's everything she fantasised about during those lonely afternoons locked in the bathroom with her laptop and vibrator.

Anthony pulls out suddenly. His cock slides free with a wet obscene pop, and Eliza gasps desperately, sucking in air, thick strings of spit connecting his glistening head to her swollen lips, stretching between them before breaking.

"You okay?" he asks, breathing hard himself now.

She's panting like she's run a marathon. Mascara completely ruined. Drool coating her chin and neck. Hair dishevelled and tangled from his grip. "Yes," she manages, voice already hoarse and wrecked.

"Want more?"

A pause. Then, quiet but certain: "Yes. Please."

Please. She's begging for it. My primary school teacher wife is begging to suck a stranger's cock, begging to be used, and I'm so hard I'm actually lightheaded, precum dripping steadily onto the velvet chair beneath me.

Anthony pushes back in rougher this time. No gentle build-up. Straight to eight inches in one brutal thrust, hitting the back of her throat hard, making her gag continuously as he starts properly fucking her face now. She can't brace herself with her hands cuffed behind her back, can't control the pace or depth. She's just kneeling there taking it, tears streaming, drool pouring, the wet choking sounds filling every corner of the expensive suite.

"I'm close," Anthony grunts, voice tight. "Where do you want it?"

Eliza can't answer with her mouth stuffed full, throat working frantically around his thickness. She looks at me instead with those wet green eyes, silently pleading and desperate and hungry, pupils blown wide with arousal, asking permission without words.

I'm stroking myself with both hands now, feel my orgasm building fast at the base of my spine, force it back down through sheer willpower. Not yet. Not until she's covered. Need to see it first.

"Her face," I say, voice coming out rough and commanding. "Cover her fucking face."

Anthony grins wide, pulls completely out, and his fist wraps tight around his spit-slick shaft, stroking fast and hard, aiming directly at Eliza's upturned face whilst she kneels there with her mouth open waiting for it.

First load. About to see my wife painted. This is it. This is really it.

Anthony's cock jerks violently in his fist. Once. Twice. My breath stops completely. Then he erupts.

The first rope shoots out thick and white, arcs through the air, splatters across Eliza's right cheek hard enough to make her gasp from the impact. I track it hitting her skin, warm and wet, already sliding down slowly. Second rope paints a diagonal stripe across her nose and opposite cheek. Third shoots directly into her open mouth, pools heavy on her tongue. Fourth catches her left cheekbone. Fifth, sixth, seventh, smaller spurts now but still generous, dripping from her chin onto her heaving tits, coating the black lace in thick white streaks that run down into her cleavage.

Final drops he milks directly onto her parted lips.

Eliza's frozen completely still, eyes wide with shock and awe. Cum dripping steadily from her face, glistening in the low chandelier light, warm and thick and obscene. Her tongue darts out automatically, licks her lips clean, tastes it properly for the first time, and I watch her process the flavour.

"Oh god..." she whispers, voice filled with wonder. "It's so much..."

Anthony's breathing heavily, milking the last drops from his softening cock onto her chin. "You're fucking beautiful like that, sweetheart. Absolutely gorgeous."

I'm half-standing now, half out of my chair, leaning forward desperately, stroking myself frantically with both hands, need a better angle to see every detail. "Don't wipe it off, baby. Let them all see what a good girl you are."

She turns her face toward me slowly. Cum dripping steadily from her cheeks and chin. Mascara streaked in thick black lines. Mouth open and panting. Utterly debauched. Utterly mine.

"It's so warm," she breathes, awed. "There's so much of it..."

"Seven more to go," I remind her, voice shaking slightly.

Dev steps forward immediately, and Anthony moves aside still tucking himself back into his boxers, satisfied for now. Dev's already undoing his belt, hands moving efficiently, and his voice comes out calm and measured with that slight Indian lilt underneath. "My turn now. And mine's thicker than his."

Eliza's eyes flick down to his crotch as he unzips slowly, teasing her. I watch her actually lean forward slightly, just an inch, unconscious movement, eager for it now.

She's not scared anymore. She wants it. Wants all of them.

The transformation's already starting, and we're only one cock in.


5: A Good Slut Learns Fast


Anthony steps back, tucking himself away, sated. His cum's still dripping off Eliza's face, thick white ropes sliding down her right cheek, pooling at her jawline before dropping onto her lace-covered tits. She's kneeling there, hands cuffed behind her back, breathing hard through her nose, mascara already destroyed. Black streaks down both cheeks. Lips swollen. Spit and precum glistening on her chin.

She looks fucking wrecked already.

And we've only just started.

Dev steps forward before Anthony's even fully dressed. No hesitation. He's already shirtless, dark skin gleaming under the suite's warm lighting, lean muscle definition visible across his chest and stomach. His hand's wrapped around his cock, stroking slowly. Eight inches. But Christ, the girth on it.

Thickest of the group. I measured them all from the photos they sent. Dev's cock is wider than a Red Bull can.

Eliza's eyes lock onto it as he approaches. She swallows hard, throat working, and I watch her pupils dilate. Fear and arousal mixing in real-time.

'You alright, beautiful?' Dev's voice is calm. Precise. Educated Midlands accent, softened by university. He kneels in front of her, eye-level, respectful even whilst his massive cock's inches from her cum-covered face.

Eliza nods. Licks her lips. Tastes Anthony's load still coating them. 'Yes. I'm... I'm okay.'

'Good.' Dev reaches out, cups her cheek gently. His thumb swipes through the thick cum there, and he holds it up. 'Open.'

She does. No hesitation this time. Just parts those swollen lips, tongue out.

He feeds her the cum off his thumb. She sucks it clean, moaning slightly.

Jesus fucking Christ.

My cock's leaking steadily now. I'm gripping the armrest with my left hand, stroking myself slowly with my right, trying not to cum before we're even halfway through. I've been edging for an hour. Can't finish yet. Need to see all of this. Every second.

Dev stands, and that thick cock's right at Eliza's eye level. He strokes it slowly, deliberately, letting her see exactly what she's about to take.

'You ever had one this thick?' he asks.

She shakes her head, eyes wide.

'Relax your jaw. Breathe through your nose. If it's too much, tap my thigh twice. Understood?'

'Yes.'

'Good girl.' He guides his cockhead to her lips. 'Open wide.'

She does, and even with her mouth stretched as far as it'll go, Dev's girth barely fits past her teeth. I watch him push in slowly, inch by careful inch. Her eyes water immediately. Jaw straining. Lips stretched obscenely around his thickness.

Fuck, look at her.

He gets three inches in before she gags hard. Pulls back. She coughs, spit dripping.

'You're doing great,' Dev murmurs. 'Try again.'

She leans forward eagerly. Takes him again. Deeper this time. Four inches. I can see her throat working, trying to accommodate his girth. She gags again but doesn't pull away. Just breathes hard through her nose, adjusting.

From the back, Connor laughs. 'Fucking hell, look at her go. Loves it, doesn't she?'

Tom grunts agreement. 'Proper little slut.'

Eliza shivers at the word. Her nipples visibly harden through the wet lace of her bra.

She loves being talked about. Objectified. Fuck.

Dev pushes deeper. Five inches now, and Eliza's gagging constantly, eyes streaming, mascara running in fresh black rivers down her cum-streaked cheeks. Drool and spit pouring from her stretched lips, running down her chin, dripping onto her tits. The black lace is soaked now, completely see-through. I can see her nipples, dark and hard, visible through the fabric.

'That's it,' Dev encourages. 'Just a bit more. Relax.'

He holds her head gently with both hands, thumbs stroking her temples. Tender. Almost loving. Then he pushes.

Six inches.

Eliza chokes. Proper gagging, throat convulsing around his thickness. She tries to pull back but Dev holds her steady. Not forcing. Just... firm.

'Breathe,' he reminds her. 'Through your nose. You're okay.'

She's not tapping out. Not using the signal. Just kneeling there, taking it, tears streaming, spit everywhere.

I'm counting seconds in my head. One. Two. Three. Four.

Her chest heaves, tits bouncing slightly with each breath.

Five. Six. Seven.

Dev's watching her face intently, reading every micro-expression. Making sure she's okay. Professional. Respectful.

Eight. Nine. Ten.

He pulls out. Eliza gasps, sucking in air, coughing. A thick string of saliva connects his cock to her bottom lip, stretching, finally breaking.

'Good girl,' Dev praises. 'Such a good girl. You took that so well.'

Eliza's panting, chest heaving. But she's smiling through the mess. 'Again. Please. I want... I want more.'

There it is. The shift. She's not scared anymore. She's hungry.

Dev grins. 'Yeah? You want this thick cock down your throat again?'

'Yes.' Louder this time. Certain. 'Yes, please.'

He pushes back in. No gentleness now. Just feeds her six inches in one smooth thrust. Holds her head still. Fucks her mouth properly. Three deep thrusts, each one making her gag violently, spit flying.

I'm stroking myself faster now, watching my wife's face turn red, watching drool and precum coat her chin and neck, watching her tits bounce with each brutal thrust.

Dev pulls out, strokes his spit-slick cock, aiming directly at her chest.

'Gonna cover these beautiful tits,' he mutters. 'You want that?'

'Yes,' Eliza breathes. 'Please. Cover me.'

He does.

First rope hits her right breast, directly on the nipple visible through wet lace. Thick. White. Hot. She gasps at the warmth.

Second rope paints her left tit, same precision. I watch it slide down the curve, dripping into her cleavage.

Third, fourth, fifth, all targeting her tits. Coating the black lace completely white now. Cum pooling in her cleavage, a thick puddle forming between her breasts, dripping slowly down her stomach towards her navel.

Fuck.

Dev milks the last drops directly onto her nipples, making sure they're completely glazed. Then he does something I wasn't expecting.

Slaps his cock against her right cheek. Once. Twice. Three times. Leaving wet streaks of cum and spit across her face with each impact.

Eliza moans. Actually fucking moans at being slapped with his cock.

'Dirty girl,' Dev murmurs appreciatively. 'You love this, don't you?'

'Yes.' No hesitation. 'Yes, I love it.'

He steps back, satisfied. Eliza's kneeling there now with Anthony's cum on her face, Dev's load coating her tits and pooling in her cleavage. She's an absolute mess already, and we're only two men in.

Six more to go.

Connor's already stepping forward, and Christ, he's massive. Six-two, rugby build, thick muscle everywhere. His cock's in his hand, and even from here I can see the length. Ten inches. Longest of the group. Uncut. Pale, slightly pink head peeking from the foreskin.

He's grinning, Irish accent thick with arousal. 'Fuck me, look at the state of you already. Gorgeous.'

Eliza tilts her head up, looking at his cock, and I watch her eyes go wide. She's realising just how big he is. How much bigger than me. Than Anthony. Than Dev.

'That's...' She swallows. 'That's really big.'

'Ten inches, love.' Connor strokes himself slowly, deliberately, showing off. 'You think you can take it?'

She nods, uncertain. 'I'll try.'

'Good enough for me.' He steps close, cock bobbing inches from her face. 'Open wide. Wider than that. Come on, you can do it.'

Eliza opens her mouth as far as her jaw will stretch. I can see the strain already, the tendons in her neck visible, her lips pulled tight.

Connor pushes in.

Just the head.

And Eliza's already struggling. Her jaw's stretched so wide it looks painful. Tears form immediately in her eyes, not from gagging yet, just from the sheer width of him forcing her mouth open.

'That's it,' Connor encourages. 'Breathe. Just the tip for now.'

He holds there, letting her adjust. I'm watching her tongue work against his cockhead, saliva building rapidly, dripping down his shaft. Her eyes are locked on his face, pleading slightly, but not tapping out.

She wants this. Wants to take all of him. Prove she can.

Connor pushes deeper. Three inches now. Four.

Eliza gags hard, throat convulsing, but he doesn't stop. Just keeps pushing, slow and steady, watching her face the entire time.

Five inches.

She's gagging constantly now, choking, spit pouring from her stretched lips. Her hands clench behind her back, cuffed wrists straining. But she's not tapping his thigh. Not using the signal.

Six inches.

Fuck, look at her jaw. Stretched wider than I've ever seen it. Lips bloodless from the pressure. She's whimpering around his length, this desperate little sound that's half-pain, half-pleasure.

I glance down. Her right hand's moved. She's rubbing herself through her knickers. I can see it from here, her fingers working frantically against the soaked black lace, grinding her clit whilst Connor's cock fills her throat.

She's getting off on this. The pain. The degradation. Being used.

Connor notices too. Grins wider. 'You touching yourself, love? Yeah? Fuck, that's hot. Keep going. Make yourself feel good whilst I fuck this pretty mouth.'

He thrusts deeper. Seven inches. Eight.

Eliza's eyes roll back slightly. Tears streaming steadily now, fresh mascara tracks joining the dried ones. Spit and precum dripping off her chin in thick strands, hitting her cum-covered tits, adding to the mess.

Connor pulls back, gives her a second to breathe, then pushes in again. Nine inches this time. His balls are nearly touching her chin.

'One more inch,' he mutters. 'Come on, beautiful. Take it all. I know you can.'

He grips her hair properly now, both hands, controlling her completely. Holds her head still.

Pushes.

Ten inches.

His entire cock disappears down her throat.

Eliza convulses. Gagging violently, choking, her whole body shaking. But Connor holds her there. Balls pressed against her chin. Cock buried completely.

I'm counting again. One. Two. Three.

Her hand's still working between her legs, desperate, frantic.

Four. Five. Six.

Spit's pouring from her nose now, thick and bubbly, dripping onto Connor's balls.

Seven. Eight. Nine.

He pulls out.

Eliza gasps, sucking in air like she's drowning, coughing and sputtering. Saliva everywhere. Dripping from her chin, her nose, coating Connor's cock.

'Fucking incredible,' Connor breathes. 'Your husband's a lucky man, you know that?'

She can't respond. Just kneels there, panting, chest heaving, mascara destroyed, face and tits covered in cum and spit.

But she's smiling.

'Again?' Connor asks.

'Yes.' Barely a whisper, voice wrecked. 'Please. Again.'

He fucks her mouth properly this time. No gentleness. Just brutal, deep thrusts, using her throat, making her gag with every stroke. Five, six, seven thrusts, each one burying his full ten inches.

Then he pulls out completely, strokes himself fast.

'Gonna cover that pretty face,' he warns. 'You ready?'

Eliza tilts her head back, mouth open, tongue out. Waiting. Eager.

Jesus Christ, look at her. Begging for it.

Connor cums.

And fuck, the volume.

First rope shoots over her shoulder completely, hits the blanket behind her. Second catches her hair, matting the chestnut strands white. Third, fourth, fifth painting her face. Forehead. Nose. Cheek. Mouth. He's still cumming. Six. Seven. Hitting her neck now, her shoulders. Eight thick ropes, each one adding to the layers already coating her.

Eliza's giggling. Actually giggling through the cum dripping into her mouth, drunk on it, overwhelmed, happy.

'Fucking hell,' Tom mutters from behind. 'She's loving this. Look at her. Proper cum slut.'

Connor milks the last drops onto her tongue, then steps back, breathing hard. 'Incredible. Absolutely fucking incredible.'

Eliza's barely recognisable now. Cum everywhere. Hair. Face. Tits. Neck. Shoulders. Pooling in her cleavage, dripping off her chin onto the blanket below. Three loads coating her. She's shivering slightly, not from cold, but from arousal. I can see her thighs trembling, her hand still working desperately between her legs.

She's close. Fuck, she's going to cum just from this.

James steps forward next.

Silver fox. Forty-one. Distinguished. Barrister. Looks like he should be in court arguing cases, not about to skull-fuck someone's wife in a hotel suite.

But his cock's out, seven inches, perfectly groomed, and there's nothing professional about the look in his grey-blue eyes.

Pure dominance.

'Mrs. Dent,' he says, voice calm. Measured. Received Pronunciation, posh as fuck. 'You're making quite the mess.'

Eliza looks up at him, cum dripping from her eyelashes. 'I'm sorry, I—'

'Don't apologise.' He steps close, tilts her chin up with one finger. 'I like mess. But I need you to do something for me first.'

'Anything,' she breathes.

'Tell your husband what you are.'

Silence. Just the sound of breathing, the faint street noise from outside, someone's phone buzzing in a jacket pocket across the room.

'I...' Eliza swallows. 'I don't...'

'Yes, you do.' James's voice is firm. Commanding. 'You know exactly what you are. Say it. Clearly. Loud enough for him to hear.'

Eliza's eyes find mine across the room. I'm sitting there, cock in my hand, stroking slowly, watching this silver-haired stranger dominate my wife.

I nod.

Tell him, baby. Say it.

'I'm...' Her voice cracks. She clears her throat, tries again. 'I'm a slut.'

'Whose slut?' James presses.

'Jake's.' Immediate. Certain.

'Wrong.' James steps back slightly. 'Try again. Whose slut are you right now, Mrs. Dent?'

Understanding flashes across her cum-covered face.

'Theirs.' Quieter. 'I'm their slut.'

'Louder.'

'I'm their slut.' Stronger now.

'Again. And use the proper word. Don't sanitise it.'

Eliza takes a shaky breath. Looks directly at me. Says it clearly, loudly, no hesitation.

'I'm their cum slut.'

Fuck.

My cock jerks in my hand. Precum leaking steadily. I'm so close to cumming I have to stop stroking completely, just grip the base, breathe through it.

James smiles. 'Good girl. Now tell him what you do.'

'I... I suck their cocks.'

'And?'

'And I swallow their cum.'

'Where else?'

'My face. My tits. Everywhere. They cover me everywhere.'

'Why?'

She hesitates. James waits. Patient. Letting her find the words herself.

'Because...' Eliza swallows hard. 'Because I love it. Because I need it. Because I'm a filthy cum slut who—'

'Stop.' James holds up a hand. Looks at me. 'Did you hear that, Mr. Dent?'

I can barely speak. 'Yes.'

'Your wife is a filthy cum slut who needs this. Correct?'

'Yes.'

'And you're okay with that?'

'More than okay.' My voice is rough. Wrecked. 'She's perfect.'

James turns back to Eliza. 'There. You have your husband's blessing. Now show me what a good cum slut does.'

He doesn't ask permission. Just steps forward, guides his cock to her mouth, and pushes in.

Eliza takes him easily now. No struggle. No gagging. Just opens wide and lets him slide seven inches down her throat like she was made for it. Her tongue works along his shaft, her head bobbing in rhythm, spit building rapidly.

James doesn't move. Just stands there, hands on his hips, watching her work.

'That's it. Use your tongue. Good girl. Faster now.'

She obeys. Speeds up. Taking him deeper, quicker, enthusiasm obvious.

'Your students' parents,' James says conversationally, like they're discussing the weather. 'What would they think? Seeing their children's teacher like this? On her knees, covered in strangers' cum, cock down her throat?'

Eliza moans around his length. Her hand moves faster between her legs.

'Mrs. Dent who teaches seven-year-olds to read. Who bakes cookies for the school fete. Who wears sensible cardigans and sensible shoes.'

She's whimpering now, rubbing herself frantically.

'This is the real you, isn't it?' James continues, still calm, still controlled. 'Not the respectable teacher. This. The slut. The cum-hungry whore. This is who you really are.'

Fuck, he's right. Look at her. She's so wet the lace is see-through. Dark patch spreading. She's dripping.

'You're going to cum soon,' James observes. 'I can tell. From degradation alone. From being called names. From having your throat used. That's quite something, Mrs. Dent.'

Eliza's eyes are rolling back. Fingers working desperately. Hips grinding forward into her own hand.

'Do you have permission to cum?' James asks.

She freezes. Looks at me, cock still in her mouth, question in her eyes.

I almost say no. Almost make her wait. But fuck, I need to see this.

'Yes,' I manage. 'You can cum, baby.'

James pulls his cock from her mouth with a wet pop. Grips her jaw. Makes her look at him.

'Beg.'

'Please,' Eliza gasps immediately. 'Please let me cum. I need it. I'm so close. Please—'

'Open your mouth. Wide. Don't close it. Don't swallow. Understand?'

She nods frantically, opens her mouth.

James strokes himself, fast and efficient. Three seconds later he's cumming, and every rope goes directly into her open mouth. I watch it pool on her tongue. Thick. White. Coating her teeth, her palate, collecting in the well of her tongue.

She's still rubbing herself. Hand moving frantically between her legs.

James grips her jaw shut. Holds it closed. Looks into her eyes.

'Swallow. All of it. Whilst you look at your husband.'

Eliza's eyes find mine.

I watch her throat work. Once.

Twice.

Three times.

She swallows it all. Every drop.

Opens her mouth. Shows me it's gone. Tongue out. Empty.

And her hand stills between her legs. Her whole body goes rigid.

She cums.

Fuck.

Silent. No sound. Just her body convulsing, thighs shaking, back arching, cum-covered tits heaving, eyes rolling back.

I'm watching my primary school teacher wife orgasm whilst kneeling in a puddle of strangers' cum with eight men watching.

And it's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen.

James releases her jaw, steps back, tucks himself away. 'Good girl. Such a very good girl.'

Eliza collapses forward slightly, breathing hard, trembling. Still smiling through the cum and tears and mess.

Tom's already moving forward, belt jingling.

'My turn,' he says.

And Eliza looks up at him, exhausted but eager.

Ready for more.


6: The Transformation


Tom's already stepping forward before James has even tucked himself away, no permission asked, no hesitation. Naked from the waist down, tattooed sleeves stark against weathered skin, chest piece visible where his shirt hangs open off his shoulders. His cock juts out, eight thick inches, balls heavy and swinging as he moves straight for my wife with that rough Yorkshire swagger.

And Eliza's just orgasmed. Still trembling from it, thighs shaking, cum dripping from her face and tits, mascara destroyed. She looks absolutely fucking wrecked.

Tom doesn't care.

'Right then. My turn.'

He grabs her hair. Not gentle like Anthony was, not carefully controlled like Dev. Just fists a handful of chestnut waves already sticky with Connor's cum and wrenches her head back until she's looking up at him with her throat exposed, cum-streaked face tilted towards the ceiling.

Eliza gasps. Not pain. Shock. Maybe both.

My cock pulses in my fist. I've been edging for ninety minutes now, stopping and starting, gripping the base whenever I get too close. Precum's been steadily dripping down my knuckles, making my hand slick. There's a wet spot spreading beneath me on the leather chair.

Christ, look at him. He's not even asking. Just taking.

Tom slaps his cock against Eliza's cum-covered cheek with a wet, obscene sound that echoes in the suite. Fresh saliva from his shaft transfers to her skin, mixing with the dried streaks from Anthony and Dev and James and Connor. She flinches slightly, then steadies, those green eyes looking up at him with pupils blown wide.

He does it again. Other cheek. Harder this time. The smacking sound makes my breath catch.

'Like that?' Tom's grin is wicked. 'Like being slapped with my cock?'

Eliza nods. Can't speak. Just nods frantically.

Fuck.

'Open up, slag.'

She does. No hesitation. Mouth falling open, tongue out, ready and eager.

Twenty minutes ago she was terrified. Now she's gagging for it. The transformation. Fuck me, the transformation.

Tom doesn't ease in, doesn't test, just shoves forward and his cock hits the back of her throat in one brutal thrust. Eliza gags hard, whole body convulsing, throat closing around his length before she forces herself to relax and take it.

'Yeah,' Tom grunts, holding her head still with both hands now whilst his hips start moving. 'Choke on it. Fucking love that sound.'

And he does love it. Keeps hitting her throat deliberately, making her gag every third thrust, listening to that wet choking noise whilst spit builds and spills from her stretched lips. She's drooling constantly now, thick strings of saliva running down her chin, dripping onto her tits where it mixes with Kai's cum and Tom's earlier load and everything else coating her skin.

I'm watching from my chair six feet away, stroking myself slowly. Can't go faster or I'll cum. But I can't stop watching either.

Tom pulls out suddenly, leaving Eliza gasping. Before she can recover, he slaps her face.

Not his cock this time. His hand.

Light. Quick. Just enough to sting. Palm connecting with her right cheek with a sharp crack.

Eliza's head snaps to the side. Her mouth falls open. Eyes go wide.

Oh fuck. Did he just—

'Look at me,' Tom commands.

She turns back, and I'm watching her face carefully now. Looking for fear. Pain. The signal to intervene.

What I see instead makes my cock throb so hard I nearly cum on the spot.

Arousal.

Pure, undiluted arousal. Her pupils are completely dilated. Her breathing's quickened. And between her legs, I can see it from here.

She's drenched.

The black lace knickers are soaked through, completely see-through now. Dark patch spreading. I can see the outline of her pussy lips through the wet fabric. She's dripping, arousal literally running down her inner thighs.

She liked it. She fucking liked being slapped.

Tom sees it too. Grins wider. 'You're soaking wet. Can see your cunt from here, slag. Dripping like a fucking tap.'

'I...' Eliza's voice is barely a whisper. 'I'm sorry, I—'

'Don't apologise.' He grabs her hair again, yanks her head back. 'You love it rough, don't you? Being used like the dirty little whore you are.'

She nods, trembling.

'Say it.'

'I love it.' Breathless. Immediate.

'Love what?'

'Being used. Being rough. I love... I love being your dirty whore.'

Jesus Christ.

'You want another? Beg for it, slag.'

'Please. Slap me again. Harder. I need it.'

Tom looks at me over her head, eyebrow raised. Silent question. Can I go harder?

I should say no. Should tell him to ease off. She's my wife. My beautiful, gentle wife who teaches seven-year-olds and bakes cookies for school fairs and cries at sad films.

But my cock's leaking steadily, and I'm watching her cunt drip through soaked lace, and I know what she needs right now.

She needs worse.

I nod at Tom.

Do it. Give her what she wants.

Tom's grin turns feral. He releases her hair, and Eliza stays there, kneeling, mouth open, waiting.

He slaps her other cheek. Harder this time. The crack echoes. Eliza moans. Deep and throaty and desperate.

My wife just begged a stranger to slap her face harder. My beautiful innocent wife moaning like a porn star, and my cock's never been harder. She needs this. Needs to be hurt just enough. Needs the degradation to cut deeper than gentle touches ever could.

'Fucking hell,' Connor mutters from behind. 'She's loving this.'

Tom grabs both sides of her head now, fingers digging into her skull, holding her completely still. Looks down at her with dark intent.

'I'm not letting you control the pace anymore. Understand? I'm going to fuck your throat. Proper fuck it. And you're going to take it like a good slag. Got it?'

'Yes.' No hesitation. 'Yes, please.'

He shoves his cock back in. Doesn't stop at her throat. Just keeps pushing until her nose is pressed against his stomach, his balls against her chin, his full eight inches buried down her throat.

Holds her there.

I'm counting. One. Two. Three.

Eliza's gagging violently, throat convulsing around him, eyes streaming. Spit bubbling from her nose, thick and foamy, dripping onto Tom's balls.

Four. Five. Six.

Her hands clench behind her back, cuffed wrists straining. But she's not tapping out. Not using the signal.

Seven. Eight. Nine. Ten.

Tom pulls out. Eliza sucks in air desperately, coughing and sputtering, mascara running fresh down her cheeks in black rivers.

He doesn't give her time to recover. Just shoves back in. Holds. Counts silently. Pulls out. Repeats.

Again.

Again.

Again.

It's brutal. Mechanical. Using her throat like a toy, not caring about comfort or technique. Just holding her head still and fucking her face whilst she gags and chokes and drools everywhere.

And she's grinding her thighs together to get some relief.

She's trying to get herself off. Whilst being throat-fucked. Whilst choking. She's so turned on she can't help it.

'You're fucking needing to cum whilst I wreck your throat? Dirty slag.'

'I can't help it,' Eliza gasps. 'I'm so... I need... please...'

'Please what?'

'Please use me. Harder. I need it harder.'

Oh fuck.

My hand moves faster on my cock before I can stop it. I'm watching my wife—my gentle, sweet wife—beg a tattooed Yorkshire tradesman to throat-fuck her harder whilst she touches herself.

And I'm so fucking proud of her I could burst.

Tom grabs her tits. Not gentle. Just palms both breasts through the cum-soaked lace and squeezes hard enough I can see his fingers dig in, watch her flesh compress and bulge between tattooed knuckles.

Eliza's muffled yelp vibrates around his cock as he shoves back into her mouth. Not pain. Arousal. I know that sound. I've heard it a hundred times in our bed when I bite her nipples, when I grip her hips too hard whilst fucking her, when I pull her hair.

She likes it rough.

I should've known. All those times she came hardest when I was roughest. I should've realised.

Tom pinches her left nipple through wet lace, not cruelly but firm, twisting slightly. Eliza's back arches, body curving forward, pushing her tit into his grip whilst her moan turns desperate and needy and filthy.

'Sensitive?' Tom's grin is wicked. 'Good.'

He releases her tit, pulls his cock from her throat. Eliza gasps for air, chest heaving, drool and precum dripping from her chin in thick strings.

Tom slaps her tit. Light. Playful. Palm connecting with the side of her breast through cum-soaked lace with a soft smacking sound.

Eliza's moan vibrates through the entire room. Her whole body shudders, nipples visibly harder through the sheer fabric, and she's pressing into it now, offering herself, begging for more without words.

My wife likes being slapped. Tits slapped. Face slapped. Christ.

He does it again. Other tit this time, same result. Her hand moves faster between her legs, rubbing her clit desperately through soaked lace, hips grinding forward into her own touch.

'You gonna cum again?' Tom asks, stroking his spit-slick cock whilst watching her. 'From being slapped and throat-fucked?'

'Yes,' Eliza gasps. 'I'm close, I'm so close, please—'

'Not yet.' Tom grabs her hair again, forces her to look at him. 'You cum when I tell you to. Got it?'

'Yes.' Desperate. Obedient.

'Good slag.' He shoves back into her mouth, not gentle, just brutal face-fucking whilst his free hand alternates between slapping her tits and groping them. Hard squeezes. Sharp slaps. Rough handling.

And Eliza's moaning constantly around his cock, choking and gagging and drooling, but the sounds she's making are pure pleasure. Her hand's working frantically at her clit, hips bucking, thighs trembling.

From my chair, I can see everything. The way Tom's cock disappears down her throat. The way her jaw's stretched obscenely wide. The spit and precum coating her chin and neck and tits. The cum from four other men dried and dripping on her skin. Her hand rubbing desperately at her soaked pussy. Her body shaking, overwhelmed, used.

This is what she needed. Not gentle. Not respectful. This. Being used. Being degraded. Being treated like a fucktoy.

And I gave her this. Arranged eight strangers to cover her in cum because I love her enough to know what she secretly craves.

I'm the best fucking husband in the world.

Tom's rhythm falters. His breathing's harsh now, grunting with each thrust. Getting close.

He pulls out suddenly, fist immediately wrapping around his spit-slick shaft and stroking fast and rough. Aims at her body.

'Where d'you want it?' he growls.

Eliza doesn't hesitate. 'Anywhere. Everywhere. I don't care. Just cum on me. Please. Cover me.'

Tom glances at me and grins. 'Your wife's a fucking legend, mate.'

'I know.' My voice barely works, hoarse and wrecked. 'I know.'

Tom's cock jerks in his fist. His face contorts. 'Fuck. Here it comes—'

He grunts, hips jerking forward, and I'm watching every fucking second.

First rope shoots across both her nipples, thick white line connecting them, and my cock throbs in sympathy. Second and third hit her stomach, pooling in her navel before running down towards the waistband of those soaked knickers. Fourth streaks across her thighs where they're pressed together, painting pale skin. Fifth catches her right tit again, adding to the layers already there.

He milks the last drops directly onto her left nipple, layering fresh cum over everything already dried there, making sure both breasts are completely glazed.

'Fucking beautiful,' Tom mutters, tucking himself away and stepping back.

Eliza sways slightly, exhausted and covered. Cum on her face, her hair, her tits, her stomach, her thighs. Five men's loads coating her skin. She's breathing hard, chest heaving, hand still pressed against her pussy but not moving anymore. Just resting there. Waiting.

She looks up at me through cum-matted eyelashes. Smiles. Whispers to herself, awed, 'I can feel it everywhere. So warm. So much.'

Five down. Three to go.

But she's not done. I can see it in her eyes. The hunger. The need.

Tom slapped her face and she got wetter. Throat-fucked her brutal and she begged for more. Treated her like a slag and she loved every second.

My sweet wife has a rough kink. And Tom just unlocked it.

I glance at the remaining three men. Kai's already stroking himself, eyes wide, nervous energy. Alex is watching Eliza with appreciation, sensual and tactile as always. Ben's adjusting his massive cock through his trousers, pretty-boy face flushed with arousal.

They'll be gentler. Respectful. Professional.

She needs one more rough one before the night's over. Someone to push her harder. Make her scream.

I file that thought away for later. For the second round. For when she's even more covered, even more desperate, even more broken open.

But right now, I need to see her with Kai. The youngest. The sweetest. The contrast.

Tom steps back fully, and Kai moves forward immediately. Twenty-four years old, mixed race, pretty face, athletic swimmer's build. His cock's already out, eight and a half inches hard and leaking.

'You're so fucking fit,' Kai breathes, staring at my cum-covered wife. 'Can't believe I get to do this.'

Eliza actually smiles at him through the mess coating her face. That maternal instinct breaking through somehow despite the situation, despite being covered in five men's cum with her jaw aching and throat raw.

'You're sweet,' she says, voice hoarse.

Kai blushes. Actually fucking blushes. 'Can I... can I touch you? I know the rules said no kissing, but—'

'You can touch,' Eliza interrupts gently. 'Anywhere except inside. That's just for Jake.'

Even now. Even like this. She's kind. Reassuring him. That's my Eliza underneath all this cum and degradation. My beautiful wife.

'Thanks.' Kai kneels beside her, getting eye level like Dev did. His hand reaches out tentatively, strokes her cum-covered cheek. 'You're amazing. Like... really amazing.'

'Thank you.' She leans into his touch slightly. 'Do you want my mouth?'

'Yeah. Please. If that's okay?'

'It's more than okay.' She opens her mouth, tongue out, waiting.

Kai stands, guides his cock to her lips. Slides in gently, watching her face for any sign of discomfort.

But Eliza's experienced now. Ninety minutes and five cocks have taught her how to take it, how to relax her throat and breathe through her nose and suppress the gag reflex until it's needed. She takes him deep on the first try, no choking, just smooth wet heat swallowing his eight and a half inches.

'Oh fuck,' Kai breathes, eyes rolling back. 'Your mouth. It's so... fuck...'

He doesn't last. Can't. Too young and too aroused and he's been watching for too long whilst edging himself. Within two minutes his rhythm falters, hips jerking erratically, breathing harsh and desperate.

'I'm sorry,' he gasps. 'I'm already... I can't...'

Eliza pulls back slightly, releasing him with a wet pop. Looks up at him with those cum-covered eyes, gentle and understanding.

'It's okay,' she says softly. 'Cum. Where do you want to?'

'Your tits? Please?'

She arches her back, thrusts her chest forward, offers her cum-covered breasts like a gift. Hands still cuffed behind her, so she can't push them together herself, but the position's perfect anyway.

Kai strokes himself desperately. Fast. Urgent. Two, three, four pulls and he's there, orgasm hitting hard and enthusiastic.

Covers her tits. Adds to Tom's load and Anthony's dried streaks and Dev's thick ropes. White on black lace, dripping down the curves and pooling in her cleavage. High volume for someone so young. Seven thick spurts coating her chest.

'That was amazing,' Kai breathes when he's finished, awed. 'You're amazing.'

Connor calls from the sideline, voice full of Irish amusement. 'Lad, you lasted two minutes.'

'Fuck off!' Kai's defensive, gesturing at Eliza. 'Look at her! You try lasting longer!'

Everyone laughs, including Eliza. She's laughing whilst covered in cum, six cocks having used her mouth, and she's genuinely amused, happy even.

She's enjoying this. Not just enduring it. Actually enjoying being used like this.

The realisation makes my cock throb so hard I have to stop stroking, just grip the base and breathe until the urge to cum subsides.

Not yet. Still two more. Need to see all of it.

Alex doesn't wait for Kai to fully step away. Moves forward smoothly, already shirtless, dark chest hair visible, olive skin gleaming. Greek Cypriot warmth in his voice whilst those brown eyes track over Eliza's cum-covered body with appreciation rather than crude hunger.

'My turn, beautiful.'

'Okay.' Eliza's tired but willing. Always willing now.

But Alex does something different. Something none of the others have done.

He kneels beside her. Gets eye-level. Doesn't present his cock immediately. Just... touches her.

His hand cups her face gently, fingers sliding through the mess of cum and mascara and dried spit coating her cheek like he's touching something precious.

'You're doing so well,' he murmurs. 'So beautiful.'

Kindness. After Tom's brutality. After being slapped and throat-fucked and degraded. It's breaking her in a completely different way.

I watch unexpected tears prick Eliza's eyes, mixing with the moisture already there.

'Thank you,' she whispers.

'Can I touch you? Your body?'

'Yes.' No hesitation.

Alex's hands roam. Not grabbing. Not rough. Sensual. Appreciative. He cups her tits through cum-soaked lace, feeling their weight, thumbs brushing over her hard nipples. Then slides down her stomach, traces the curve of her waist and hips, strokes her thighs where they're pressed together. Doesn't touch her pussy—that's my rule, stated clearly at the start—but everywhere else becomes his to worship.

Eliza melts under the attention. Head falling back, spine arching, pushing into his touch whilst these small desperate sounds escape her throat.

I'm stroking again, can't not, watching another man touch my wife like she's precious, like she matters beyond being a cum receptacle. And somehow it's hotter than the degradation. Hotter than Tom's roughness or Connor's brutal length. Watching someone appreciate her.

She's not just a hole. She's beautiful. And he sees it.

Alex stands finally, guides his seven and a half inches to her mouth gently. Watches her eyes, checks in nonverbally.

She opens, and he slides in. Fucks her face slowly, sensually, nothing like the others. Just steady rhythm, deep but controlled, whilst his free hand continues touching her. Stroking. Appreciating.

'You feel incredible,' he murmurs. 'So warm. So wet.'

Eliza moans around him, and the tenderness after Tom's violence is affecting her differently. I can see it in her body language, the way she's leaning into him, seeking more contact, more touch, more connection.

Then Alex's hand drifts lower. Cups her pussy through soaked knickers. Doesn't penetrate—he remembers the rules—but presses his palm against her, feeling the heat and wetness bleeding through sheer lace.

Eliza's whole body jerks. Muffled scream around his cock whilst her hips buck forward into his hand, desperate for more pressure, more friction, anything.

'You're so wet,' Alex says softly. 'Dripping. You love this, don't you?'

She nods desperately, can't speak with his cock filling her mouth, but the confirmation is clear in every line of her body.

Alex's fingers press harder, rubbing her clit through the fabric. Gentle circles. Patient. Skilled.

'You can cum if you want,' he says. 'I can feel how close you are.'

But Eliza pulls back, his cock sliding from her mouth with a wet pop. Gasps for air.

'No,' she pants. 'Not yet. I want... I want more first. Please. I need more cock. More cum. Please don't make me finish yet.'

Jesus fucking Christ.

My hand stills on my cock. I'm staring at her, this cum-covered creature who looks nothing like my respectable wife, begging not to orgasm yet because she wants more degradation first.

Who is this woman? And why didn't I know she existed?

Alex smiles, pulls his hand away from her pussy. 'As you wish, beautiful.'

He strokes himself, fast and efficient, aiming at her back where she's leaning forward with her arse out and spine curved.

His cum hits her shoulder blades first, then lower back, thick white streaks across golden skin already marked with dried loads. Dripping down her spine towards her arse, following the curve of her body.

'Beautiful,' Alex says quietly when he's finished. 'Every part of you.'

Eliza's voice is dazed, post-arousal fog despite not cumming. 'Thank you. That was... thank you.'

One left. Ben.

The blonde accountant with the pretty face and the surprising nine inches. He's been edging the entire time, I can tell from the desperate look in his blue eyes, the way his hand keeps moving to his cock then stopping.

He approaches now, all polite public-school manners despite being about to fuck my wife's face.

'I'm last,' he says, almost apologetic. 'Sorry, I've been edging watching you. Might not last long.'

Eliza laughs, exhausted but genuine. 'It's fine. Come here.'

Ben pulls himself out. Nine inches of pale pink cock with beautiful proportions. Eliza's eyes widen slightly despite having seen seven others already.

'You're huge,' she says.

Ben actually blushes. 'Thank you. Can I... your mouth?'

'Of course.'

He slides in gently at first, public-school politeness holding. But then the sight of her—completely covered in seven men's cum with her face destroyed and tits glazed and stomach painted—breaks something in him.

The politeness shatters.

He starts fucking her face hard. Rougher than expected from the polite boy who said please and thank you. Brutal thrusts, hitting her throat, making her gag, not caring about comfort anymore. Just using her.

'Fuck,' Ben gasps, surprise in his own voice. 'You're such a slut. So dirty. I love it. Fuck, I love it.'

Pretty boy's got a filthy mouth when he's aroused.

Eliza's taking it, gagging constantly but not pulling away, just kneeling there whilst this nine-inch cock destroys her throat.

Ben pulls out suddenly, Eliza gasping, jaw hanging open, exhausted.

'Can I cum on your face?' he asks urgently. 'Please? I want to see you completely covered. Please?'

She presents her face without hesitation. Tilts it up towards him, eyes closed, mouth open, offering herself completely.

'Do it,' she breathes. 'Cover me. I want it. I want all of it.'

Ben strokes himself desperately, and when he cums it's volcanic.

First rope across her forehead, thick and heavy. Second and third across nose and cheeks, layering over everything already there. Fourth shoots directly into her open mouth. Fifth and sixth across chin and neck. And he's still going. Seven. Eight. Nine spurts, each one thick and copious, everyone watching now, impressed despite themselves at the sheer volume.

'Sorry,' Ben pants when he's finally finished, apologetic even now. 'There's so much, I couldn't stop...'

Eliza laughs through the cum dripping from her face. Opens her eyes with effort, cum caught in her eyelashes. 'Don't apologise. That was... God. That was perfect.'

Her face is completely glazed now. Fresh cum over dried cum, layered like paint. Dripping from her chin, caught in her hair, coating her eyelashes, pooling in the hollow of her throat.

Eight men. All finished. Every single one. And she's smiling.

I stand on legs that shake. Cock still in hand, leaking steadily. Walk to her slowly. Stand in front of my wife, my beautiful filthy wife, covered in strangers' cum whilst kneeling on a waterproof blanket in a five-star hotel suite.

'How do you feel, baby?'

She looks up at me, cum dripping from her face, mascara destroyed beyond recognition, voice hoarse and wrecked.

'Amazing. Dirty. Perfect. Like I finally... like this is what I needed. What I've always needed.'

Her voice drops to a whisper. 'Thank you. Thank you for knowing. For giving me this.'

'I love you,' I manage. My voice breaks. 'You're so fucking beautiful like this.'

'I love you too.' She's crying now, proper tears mixing with the cum coating her cheeks. Happy tears. Overwhelmed tears. 'I love you so much. This is... I can't believe you did this for me.'

My wife. My perfect, filthy wife. And this is only round one.

I turn to the eight men standing around us, all recovering, some already stroking themselves again whilst they watch.

'Gentlemen,' I say, voice stronger now. Commanding. 'Take five minutes. Water, bathroom, whatever you need.'

I glance at the desk where nine champagne flutes are lined up. Empty. Waiting.

'Then round two.'

Eliza's eyes widen. Her mouth falls open. 'Round two?!'

I grin down at her, stroke her cum-covered cheek tenderly.

'Did you think we were done, baby? We've got all night. And I want to see you drink their cum from those glasses. Every. Single. Drop.'

She stares at me. Processes. Then her face transforms.

Not fear. Not exhaustion.

Hunger.

Pure, desperate hunger.

'Yes,' she breathes. 'Yes. Please. I want that. I want to drink it all.'

And my cock throbs so hard I nearly cum right there.

This is the woman I married. This filthy, perfect creature who needs to be degraded and loved in equal measure.

And I'm giving her everything.ne?"


7: The Communion


Five minutes. That's all the recovery time I gave them, but it feels like I blinked and they're already moving.

The suite erupts into motion. I'm still catching my breath, cock aching in my trousers, and these professionals are treating the post-orgasm interlude like a fucking interval. Anthony disappears into the bathroom, tap running. Dev's at the minibar, tossing water bottles to the others like he owns the place. Connor's by the window doing shoulder rolls, muscles flexing under his dark skin, whilst Tom leans against the glass beside him, exhaling cigarette smoke into the February night.

They've done this before. All of them. How many other wives have they covered? How many husbands have sat where I'm sitting, watching strangers claim their women?

Don't care. Right now, I only care about her.

I grab water from Dev, nod my thanks, and cross the suite to where my wife kneels on the cum-soaked blanket.

Fucking hell. Look at her.

Still on her knees, hands cuffed behind her back, utterly covered. The cum on her face is drying in streaky layers, turning from glossy white to matte grey, cracking slightly when she blinks. Her dark hair's matted with it, strands plastered to her neck and shoulders. The black Agent Provocateur bra is soaked through, completely transparent now, and I can see her nipples, dark and hard, pressing against the cum-drenched lace. More of it drips slowly down her flat stomach towards her knickers, which are absolutely soaked. Not from them. From her. My wife's so turned on she's dripping through expensive lingerie.

Christ. I'm the luckiest bastard alive.

I crouch beside her, unscrew the cap, and bring the bottle to her lips. My hand's shaking slightly. Don't know if it's arousal or awe or both.

"Drink, baby."

She tilts her head back, lips parting, and I pour slowly. Watch her throat work, each swallow visible, water spilling down her chin and mixing with the drying cum there. She drinks half the bottle before pulling away, gasping for air.

"That was..." The voice that comes out is barely recognisable. Absolutely wrecked. Hoarse and raw from an hour of eight different cocks stretching her throat, fucking her mouth, using her like she's always fantasised about. "I can't believe I just... eight men..."

I reach out, stroke her matted hair. My fingers catch in the cum-soaked strands, stick slightly. Don't care. She's never been more beautiful.

"You were perfect. Are perfect."

She leans into my palm like a cat seeking warmth, eyes fluttering closed. When they open again, something's changed. The fear I saw earlier, that nervous energy crackling through her in the bar—it's gone. What's left is exhaustion, yes, but underneath... hunger. Raw, filthy hunger. She's tasted what she's always fantasised about, and now she wants more.

There she is. My real wife. The slut hiding under the primary school teacher exterior.

My cock throbs so hard I have to shift position, bite back a groan.

Her eyes drift past me, scanning the room, and I watch her face whilst she takes inventory. Anthony's leaning against the desk, already semi-hard again, watching us with that professional assessment I've seen all night. Dev's doing slow stretches near the minibar, muscles flexing, cock hanging heavy and thick between his thighs. Connor's frankly wanking by the window, no shame whatsoever, stroking his massive ten inches back to full hardness whilst staring directly at Eliza's cum-covered tits.

"They're getting hard again." Her voice is wonder and hunger mixed. She's watching them recover, watching their cocks thicken, and she's not scared anymore. She's interested.

I lean close, lips brushing her ear. "You're kneeling there covered in their cum, tits out, looking like every man's filthiest fantasy. Course they're getting hard."

"What... what else are we doing?" Not fear in her voice. Anticipation.

I stand, leaving her kneeling, and cross to the desk. The champagne flutes are still lined up where I arranged them hours ago. Nine crystal stems. Eight for them, one for me I haven't touched. I pick up the largest, hold it to the light. Elegant. Beautiful. About to become the filthiest communion chalice in London.

Behind me, Anthony's low chuckle rumbles through the suite. "The glass. Fucking perfect."

Dev's voice follows, amused recognition. "Done this before. She's going to love it."

They know. Course they do. Professionals.

"What's the glass for?" Eliza's voice is small, but there's an edge to it. Curiosity. Hunger.

I turn, glass held delicately by the stem, and cross back to where she's kneeling. The room goes quiet except for distant traffic and Connor's rhythmic wanking by the window. Every man watching now, waiting, anticipation building like static before a storm.

I kneel beside her, bring the glass down to eye level. Hold it where she can't miss it, crystal catching the low suite lighting.

"Remember those videos you watch? The ones where she drinks it?"

Her eyes go wide. There it is. Pupils blow out, swallowing the green until there's almost no colour left. Her breath catches, audible little hitch, and her tongue—pink and small—darts out to lick her cum-crusted lips.

Unconscious. Already tasting it. Already imagining.

"Oh god." Barely a whisper. Then louder, breathless. "You want me to drink it? From the glass?"

I lean closer. "I want you to drink every drop they give you. Combined. All of it. And I'm going to feed it to you. You can't use your hands, baby. Just your mouth."

She stares at the empty flute like it's hypnotic. I watch her pulse hammering in her throat, visible even through the dried cum streaked across her neck. Her breathing quickens, chest heaving, tits straining against that soaked black lace.

"I've never... not in real life..." But her voice isn't scared. It's excited.

"You've fantasised about it." Not a question.

"Yes." No hesitation this time. Just admission.

"Do you want to?" I keep my voice firm. Commanding. The voice I use when I'm giving her permission to be the slut she's too ashamed to admit she is. "Honestly, baby. Do you want me to feed you their cum?"

The pause is shorter than before. She's learning. Accepting.

"Yes." Stronger now. Certain. "Yes, I want you to feed me their cum."

Fuck. Hearing her say it. My wife asking me to feed her strangers' cum. I'm leaking through my trousers.

I stand, turn to face the eight men. "Form a line. One at a time. Cum into the glass. And I want you to tell her what you're giving her."

They arrange themselves. Anthony first, natural leader. Then Dev, Connor, James, Tom, Kai, Alex, Ben. Same order as before. Professional efficiency.

I place the crystal flute on the waterproof blanket directly in front of Eliza. Close enough she can see every detail. Far enough the men have room.

She's staring at it. Empty crystal, waiting. Hands still cuffed behind her back, helpless, dependent on me to feed her.

She's going to drink eight men's cum. From a glass I hold to her lips. My hands controlling when and how much she gets. My wife. My perfect fucking cum-hungry wife.

I unzip properly this time. Fuck it. Pull my cock out, start stroking openly. Seven and a half inches, hard as iron, leaking. Don't care who sees. This is too much to keep hidden.

Anthony steps forward first, already stroking himself. Nine thick inches, dark skin gleaming, precum beading at the tip. He's looking down at Eliza, at her ruined face and cum-covered tits, and he grins.

"You ready for this, beautiful? Ready to drink my cum?"

Eliza nods, eyes locked on his cock.

"Say it."

"I'm ready. I want to drink your cum." Her voice is steady. Confident.

Christ. She's not even pretending to be reluctant anymore.

Anthony strokes faster, building rhythm. "Here it comes. Watch it go in the glass. That's going down your throat."

His cock jerks. First rope shoots out and down, arcing perfectly into the champagne flute with a wet splatter. Thick and white, pooling at the bottom of the crystal. Second spurt, third, fourth, all landing exactly where he intends until there's a substantial puddle collecting there, coating the crystal's curve.

"That's mine in there." Anthony's voice is thick with satisfaction. "You're going to taste me."

Eliza's breathing hard, watching every drop land. Her thighs press together, and I see the wet patch on her knickers spreading.

She's getting wetter watching them cum into a glass. Fuck.

Dev approaches next, stroking that thick cock with both hands. "My turn, sweetheart. Gonna add mine to Anthony's. You're going to love how thick it is."

He grunts, face tensing, and cums hard. His load is viscous, heavy, splashing into the glass and mixing with Anthony's where they meet. White on white, swirling together.

"Look at that." Dev's grinning. "Two loads combined. And there's six more coming."

Connor steps up third, already stroking that massive ten-inch cock. "Fuck, I love this. Watching you get ready to drink our cum like a good little slut."

Eliza moans. Actually moans. From being called a slut whilst watching a stranger cum into a glass she's about to drink from.

She's gone. Completely gone. Transformed.

Connor cums with his usual enthusiasm, grunting "Fucking take it" whilst he shoots rope after rope into the glass. His load's more translucent, watery, but there's so much of it. The glass fills past the quarter mark.

James goes fourth. Quiet, efficient, but his words land hard. "Your husband arranged this. So you could drink our cum like the filthy teacher you really are."

Eliza whimpers.

James cums, adding his thick load, and I watch the level rise in the glass. It's swirling now, mixing, becoming something greyish-white and utterly obscene.

Tom's fifth. "Gonna taste a Yorkshire man's cum, love. Proper thick."

His load is heavy, seemingly endless, each spurt splashing into the glass. Half full now.

Kai approaches sixth, nervous but eager. "I've never... nobody's ever drunk mine before."

Eliza smiles at him despite being covered in cum. "I will. I want it."

Kai cums fast, his load slightly yellower, distinct, swirling into the mix.

Alex goes seventh, slow and sensual. "So beautiful. Watching you prepare to drink us. Perfect."

His cum adds to the collection, and the glass is three-quarters full now.

Ben finishes last. His orgasm is volcanic, shooting hard into the nearly full glass, thick ropes adding final volume until it's almost to the brim. Nearly overflowing. A champagne flute full of eight different men's cum, swirling together, mixing into something greyish-white and utterly obscene.

"Jesus Christ." Ben's staring at it. "That's... that's nearly a full glass."

Tom laughs, harsh and delighted. "And her husband's going to feed every fucking drop to her. Look at her. She can't wait."

And he's right. Eliza's staring at the glass like it's the only thing in the world. Her breathing's rapid, shallow. Her tongue keeps darting out to lick her lips. Her thighs are pressed together so tight I can see her muscles straining. And her hands, cuffed behind her back, flex uselessly, wrists twisting slightly against the padded restraints.

She needs it. Actually needs it. And she's completely helpless. Dependent on me.

I walk forward, crouch, and pick up the glass with exaggerated care. It's heavy in my hand, warm from fresh cum, and the smell hits me immediately. Musky. Salty. Distinctly masculine. The smell of eight different men's orgasms combined.

I hold it in front of Eliza's face.

"Smell it."

She leans forward, inhales deeply, and her eyes flutter closed. When they open again, they're black with arousal.

"It smells... it smells like them."

"And I'm going to feed it to you. Every drop. You're going to open your mouth, stick out your tongue, and drink what I give you. Understand?"

"Yes." Breathless. "Please. Feed me their cum."

Fuck. She's begging. Begging me to feed her strangers' cum.

I bring the glass to her lips, tilt it slowly. Just a tiny amount, letting it pool on the crystal rim.

"Lick it first. Show me you want it."

Her tongue darts out immediately, pink and eager, and laps at the rim of the glass where cum's collecting. The wet sound of her tongue against crystal, against cum, fills the quiet suite.

'More. Please, Jake, more. Don't stop. I need it. Please.'

She's begging. Actually begging me to feed her eight men's cum. Not performing. Not pretending. She needs this like oxygen. My wife's discovered she's got a cum addiction, and I'm her dealer.

"Good girl. Now open."

She parts her lips, mouth opening wide, tongue out and waiting like she's taking communion. I tilt the glass carefully, pouring just enough for a small sip directly onto her tongue.

She closes her mouth around it. Swallows. And moans.

Not a grimace. Not disgust. A moan of genuine pleasure.

"Oh god." Her voice is wrecked. "It's... it tastes..."

"Tell me."

"Salty. Thick. Different flavours. I can taste... I can taste all of them."

Behind us, Connor groans. "Fucking hell. She's describing the taste. She's actually into it."

Dev's voice, thick with arousal: "Give her more. Look at her. She wants more."

I tilt the glass again, this time pouring a proper gulp into her waiting mouth. Her lips seal around nothing but air, trying to catch every drop as I pour. Her throat works hard, swallowing the thick load, the effort visible in every muscle of her neck.

Oh fuck. Oh Jesus Christ. I'm feeding my wife eight men's cum and she's swallowing it like she's starving.

When I pull the glass back, her mouth stays open, tongue out, desperate for more. Cum coats her lips, drips down her chin.

"More. Please, Jake. More."

The eight men are all stroking themselves now. All of them. Watching my wife beg me to feed her their combined loads has got them hard again, and they're wanking openly, aroused by her degradation, by her hunger for their cum.

"That's it, baby," Anthony calls out. "Drink it down. Every drop."

"You're such a good cum slut," James adds, voice controlled but intense.

"Fucking beautiful," Alex breathes.

I pour more into her mouth. She swallows frantically, some of it escaping, running down her chin to drip onto her cum-covered tits. Her eyes are streaming now, tears cutting through the dried cum on her cheeks, but she doesn't pull away. Doesn't ask me to stop. Just keeps her mouth open, waiting, begging with her eyes for me to give her more.

Half the glass gone now.

The room's filled with sounds. Her swallowing, wet and obscene. Men grunting whilst they stroke themselves. My own breathing, harsh and ragged, whilst I feed my wife eight loads of strangers' cum from a champagne flute.

This is really happening. My wife. Primary school teacher. Drinking their cum from my hand. Loving it. Begging for it.

She gasps between gulps, trying to catch her breath, and I watch cum coat her lips, drip down her chin, pool at the hollow of her throat.

"I can do this." Whisper to herself. "I want this."

I tilt the glass higher, pouring faster now. She struggles to keep up, swallowing desperately, cum overflowing her mouth, running down both sides of her chin, dripping onto her tits and stomach.

"Swallow it, baby. All of it. Show them what a good girl you are."

Her throat works frantically, choking slightly on the volume, but she doesn't stop. Doesn't safe-word. Just swallows and swallows until the glass is nearly empty.

One final tilt. The last dregs pour into her mouth, thick and stringy, coating her tongue. She swallows it down with visible effort, then opens her mouth wide to show me.

Tongue coated white. Thick residue covering her tongue and the roof of her mouth.

The room erupts in genuine noise. Men grunting, swearing, stroking themselves faster.

"Fucking legend."

"Best I've ever fucking seen."

"You're a goddess."

But I'm not done.

I bring the glass to her lips again. "Lick it clean. Every drop."

Her tongue works around the crystal rim, pink and desperate, lapping at the inside of the glass where cum's still clinging to the sides. She can't use her hands, so she has to lean forward, strain her neck, work her tongue deep into the flute whilst I hold it steady for her.

Fuck. She's licking the glass clean. With her hands cuffed behind her back. Utterly shameless.

She moans whilst she licks, actually moans, getting off on the degradation of it, on being fed cum like an animal whilst eight men watch and wank.

"Jesus Christ." Connor's voice is awed. "She's fucking loving this."

"Can't get enough." Tom sounds genuinely impressed.

I finally pull the glass away, spit-shined and empty. Set it down on the blanket. Turn back to Eliza.

She's crying now, happy tears, overwhelmed tears, but she's smiling. Radiant. Transformed. Cum drips from her chin, coats her lips, and her tongue's still working, trying to capture every last drop.

I'm on my knees beside her, cupping her ruined face, kissing her deeply. Tasting it. Eight men's cum on her lips, on her tongue, coating her mouth. Salty and bitter and thick and utterly filthy. Don't care. She's perfect.

"I'm so fucking proud of you."

She's sobbing into my mouth. "Thank you. Thank you for feeding me. For knowing. For letting me be... for letting me be what I really am."

Letting her be a cum-hungry slut who needs her husband to feed her strangers' loads. That's what she means. And she's thanking me for it.

I pull back, stroke her hair, and I'm about to speak when—

"Please." Her voice cuts through. Desperate. Begging. "Please, I need more. I need... I need you to cover me. All of you. I need to feel it. Please. Cover me completely."

I freeze.

She's begging. Actually begging for round three. I didn't even suggest it. She's asking for it herself.

The eight men are staring, cocks hard in their fists, waiting for my permission.

I look at my wife. Kneeling there, hands still cuffed helplessly behind her back, covered in drying cum, face streaked with tears and mascara, having just been fed eight loads from a champagne glass, and now begging to be glazed completely.

How can I say no to that?

"You want them to cover you? All of you?"

"Yes. Please. Jake, please. I need it. I need to feel it everywhere. Please let them cover me."

I look at Anthony. At Dev. Connor. James. Tom. Kai. Alex. Ben.

All hard. All ready. All waiting.

"Final round, then." My voice is rough. "But this time, she lies down. And you cover every inch of her. Face, tits, stomach, thighs. Everything."

Eliza's moan is pure relief. Pure hunger.

"Yes. Please. Cover me. Make me your cum dump. Please."

Fuck. She just called herself their cum dump. And we're going to do exactly that.


8: The Final Glaze


My legs shake when I stand, and when I look down at my wife kneeling there on the cum-soaked blanket, my cock's still hard enough to fucking ache.

She just begged eight strangers to cover her completely. My primary school teacher wife. Who bakes cookies for Year 3 fundraisers. Who blushes when teenagers swear on the bus. And she just begged to be glazed like a fucking doughnut.

"Stand up, baby."

She struggles to her feet, awkward with her hands still cuffed, and I reach down to unlock the metal. The cuffs fall away with a metallic click, and Christ, her wrists are marked deep red where the metal bit in for nearly two fucking hours. I rub the impressions gently, watching blood flow back into the pale skin, but Eliza's not paying attention to the marks. She's rotating her shoulders, wincing slightly, then looking up at me with those green eyes—mascara-streaked, cum-crusted, utterly wrecked—and there's something in them I've never seen before.

Complete surrender. Total acceptance. No shame left anywhere in those cum-streaked eyes.

"Lie down," I tell her, nodding at the waterproof blanket spread across the centre of the suite floor. "On your back. Arms above your head. Show these men what a good slut you are."

She moves immediately, graceful despite exhaustion. Kneels first, then lies back slowly, and I watch her cum-covered body stretch out on the black fabric. The dried loads crack slightly as she moves, flaking off in places whilst fresh wet patches still glisten in others. She raises her arms above her head, wrists together, and spreads her legs slightly.

Offering herself. Completely. My wife's lying there like a sacrifice, ready to be covered again.

The eight men move without needing to be told, forming a circle around her prone body. I join them, standing near her head, looking down at my wife lying there on the blanket. The suite lighting catches in her matted blonde hair, the cum coating her tits, the absolute fucking mess of her black lace knickers.

Everyone's already hard again. Connor's stroking his massive ten inches with both hands, that thick vein running up the underside standing out like a fucking rope. Dev's thick cock juts out obscenely from his lean frame, wide enough I still can't believe she took it down her throat. Anthony's dark shaft contrasts beautifully with his palm as he works himself with that controlled rhythm I've watched all night. Tom, James, Alex, Kai, Ben—all of them circling my wife, cocks in hand, aiming down at her body like she's a fucking target.

And me. Finally allowing myself to fully participate instead of just watching. I unzip completely, shove my trousers and boxers down to my thighs, and pull out my seven-and-a-half inches. Harder than I've ever been in my entire life. Leaking steadily, a wet strand connecting my slit to the fabric of my boxers. Two hours of edging whilst I watched my wife get used, degraded, transformed into this beautiful slut.

Time to add my load to theirs. Time to mark what's mine.

Anthony catches my eye, raises an eyebrow, and I can see he's asking permission to take the lead. I nod, stroking myself slowly.

He steps slightly closer to Eliza's head, looks down at her with that assessing gaze he's had all night, and something shifts in his expression. Recognition, understanding, like he's finally seeing exactly what she needs.

"You really want this, don't you, beautiful?" His voice drops low, commanding, and my cock throbs at the tone. "All that nervous fear earlier? That's gone. Now you just want to be used."

Eliza's breath hitches audibly. "Yes."

"Yes what?"

"Yes, I want to be used."

Anthony strokes himself deliberately, his dark hand sliding up and down that thick nine-inch shaft. "Look at you. Lying there covered in strangers' cum. Expensive lingerie completely ruined. Hair matted with jizz. Face painted white. And you're gagging for more, aren't you?"

She moans. Actually fucking moans from his words alone, and I watch her thighs press together, muscles straining.

Fuck. He's reading her perfectly. Knows exactly what she needs to hear.

"Tell these men what you are." Anthony's voice drops even lower, more intense, and I'm stroking faster now just listening to him. "Say it clearly. Tell us what you've become."

Eliza's eyes dart to mine, seeking permission, and I nod whilst working my fist up and down my shaft.

"I'm... I'm a slut."

"Whose slut?" Anthony presses, his hand moving faster on his cock.

"Yours. All of yours. And Jake's."

Connor laughs, harsh and delighted, his Essex accent thick. "Fucking love it. Posh bird admitting she's a cum dump. Look at her lying there gagging for more."

James steps closer, his silver hair catching the light, that barrister's voice cutting through the heavy breathing. "What would your students think, Mrs Dent? Seeing their teacher lying here begging strangers to cover her in cum?"

Eliza whimpers, and I watch her thighs press together harder, her whole body responding to the humiliation.

She's getting off on this. The contrast. The wrongness of it. Sweet primary school teacher versus cum-hungry slut.

"They'd be disgusted," James continues, relentless, and I can hear the arousal in his posh voice. "Their sweet, kind teacher who reads them stories and wipes their noses. If they could see you now. Covered in eight men's cum. About to be covered in more. Loving every fucking second."

"Oh god." Eliza's voice is barely a whisper, but I hear the need in it.

Tom's Yorkshire growl cuts in, rougher than the others. "She's not just loving it. Look at her cunt. Soaking through those knickers. Filthy slag's dripping just from being called names."

Anthony crouches down slightly, still stroking, bringing his face closer to hers. "But that's what makes it so fucking hot, isn't it? You're not supposed to be like this. Respectable women don't lie on hotel floors begging to be glazed. But you do. Because deep down, this is who you really are. A filthy slut who needs to be covered in cum."

Eliza's hand, freed now from the cuffs, drifts down her body. She hesitates at her stomach, where dried cum cracks under her touch, and I hold my breath waiting to see what she'll do.

"Touch yourself." Anthony's command cuts through immediately. "Use their cum. Rub it in. Show us how much you love being covered in strangers' jizz."

Oh Christ. Oh fuck.

Her hand slides through the mess on her stomach, gathering dried and fresh cum on her fingers, and continues down to her soaked knickers. She pushes the black lace aside—no hesitation now, no shame left—and I watch her cum-covered fingers disappear between her swollen pink lips.

The moan that escapes her is absolutely obscene.

"That's it," Anthony encourages, stroking faster, his dark cock glistening with precum. "Finger yourself with strangers' cum on your hands. Show your husband what a dirty fucking slut you are. Show him this is what you've always needed."

I'm barely holding on. Watching Eliza's hand work between her legs, her hips starting to roll whilst eight men stand around her wanking, aiming their cocks at her body—it's too fucking much. My hand moves faster on my shaft, precum coating my palm and slicking the movements, my balls already tight and aching.

Part of me knows I should feel sick watching this. My wife. Lying there waiting to be glazed like a fucking pastry whilst strangers wank over her. But I don't feel sick. I feel fucking alive. Her degradation is my arousal. Her humiliation is my pride. I'm not a good man for wanting this. But I'm the right husband for her.

Dev grunts, his thick cock jerking in his fist. "She's properly going for it. Look at her fingering herself with our cum."

Eliza's working two fingers inside herself now, the wet obscene sounds audible even over our breathing and grunting. Her other hand comes up, gathers more dried cum from her tits, brings it to her mouth, and she licks her fingers clean, her tongue sliding between them whilst staring up at us.

"Fucking hell." Tom's Yorkshire accent thick with arousal. "She's eating it off her own tits. Dirty slag's actually eating our cum."

"Tastes so good," Eliza whispers, almost to herself, and scoops more from her cheek, sucking it off her fingertips like it's ice cream. She's not performing for us. She's genuinely savouring it. "So much of it. I want more. Please, I need more."

Connor's voice, strained and desperate: "I'm close. Fuck, I'm so close I can't..."

"Not yet." Anthony's command stops him dead. "All together. We cover her all at once. Make her look like a fucking glazed doughnut. On my count."

The professional in him showing. The leader. Making this a coordinated assault rather than random cumshots. Fuck, I love this man.

I watch Eliza's face whilst she fingers herself with cum-slicked hands. Her eyes are closed, mouth open and gasping for air, completely lost in sensation. The transformation from nervous wife in the hotel bar to this—this cum-hungry slut lying on a blanket begging to be glazed—it's the single hottest thing I've ever witnessed in my entire fucking life.

This is my wife. I married her seven years ago. Vanilla sex. Sweet, gentle love-making on Sunday mornings. And underneath it all, this was waiting. This freak. This beautiful, filthy freak who needs to be covered in strangers' cum to get off properly.

"Open your eyes," Anthony orders, his voice rough. "Look at us. Look at what's about to happen to you."

Eliza's eyes flutter open, green and glassy with lust. She looks up at nine men—eight strangers and her husband—all stroking hard cocks, all aimed directly at her prone body. Her mouth parts, and her tongue darts out, wetting her lips.

She's trying to catch it on her tongue before it even starts. Like a bird in the rain. Fuck.

"Please." Her voice is wrecked, hoarse from sucking cock. "Please cover me. I need it so badly. I need all of you to cum on me."

Anthony strokes faster, his balls visibly tightening. "Beg properly. Tell us exactly what you want. Every filthy detail."

"I want you to cum on me. All of you. Cover me completely. My face, my tits, my stomach, my thighs. Everywhere. Please. I'm your cum dump. Your slut. Use me like the whore I am. Please."

Ben kneels beside her suddenly, his massive blonde cock in his fist, staring at her cum-covered tits. "Fucking hell, you're beautiful like this. Absolutely wrecked."

Eliza whimpers. Her hand's moving faster between her legs, rubbing her clit frantically through the soaked lace. I can see her whole body tensing, thighs trembling.

Tom laughs, dark and knowing. "She's gonna cum. Look at her. Filthy slag's gonna cum just from being our cum dump."

"Yes." Eliza's voice cracks, desperate. "I'm cumming, oh god, I'm cumming, Jake, I'm—"

"Good girl." Anthony's breathing harder now, ragged, and I can hear he's right there on the edge. "Count of three. One..."

Every hand moves faster around the circle. Flesh on flesh, grunting, harsh breathing, and underneath it all the wet obscene sound of Eliza's fingers working her soaked pussy.

"Two..."

I'm right there. Edge of orgasm. Balls tight and aching. Cock throbbing in my fist. Two hours of edging about to fucking explode, and I quickly grab the champagne glass from the side table with my free hand.

Nearly there. Nearly cumming just from watching. Can't yet. Not until she does. Death grip. Breathe.

"Three. Cum on the slut."

Eliza screams. Back arching off the blanket, whole body convulsing, and her orgasm tears through her just as Anthony erupts.

Eight cocks surrounding her. All of them aimed at her shaking body. All of them cumming.

"Cover her," James commands. "Now."

They do.

I'm watching cum rain down on my wife whilst she orgasms. Anthony aiming at her tits, thick white ropes painting the black lace that's already soaked through with earlier loads. Dev follows immediately, his load heavy and viscous, coating her stomach in thick streams that pool in her belly button. Connor's massive cock jerks in his fist, shooting across her thighs with that ridiculous volume he seems to produce endlessly, rope after rope after rope splashing her pale skin.

James aims at her face, adding fresh layers to the dried cum already there, hitting her cheek and nose whilst she's still screaming through her climax. Tom grunts, covering her hips and the curve of her waist with his Yorkshire load. Kai, nervous but eager, shoots across her outstretched arm, his young cock pulsing hard. Alex's load lands on her neck and shoulder, dripping down towards her tits, whilst Ben—always fucking volcanic—manages to hit her from stomach to tits in one continuous rope that just keeps coming.

They're baptising her in it. Painting her. Glazing every visible inch of her convulsing body whilst she falls apart beneath them.

And me.

Oh fuck. Oh Jesus Christ.

I'm cumming harder than I've ever cum in my entire fucking life. Two hours of edging, of watching my wife get used and degraded and transformed into this perfect slut, and it all explodes at once. My cock jerks violently in my fist, pulsing so hard it almost hurts, and I'm not aiming at her body.

I'm aiming at the champagne glass clutched in my other hand.

Rope after rope shoots into the crystal. Thick and heavy, more than I've ever produced in my fucking life. It just keeps coming, pulse after violent pulse, until the glass is a quarter full with just my load. The relief is almost painful, overwhelming, my knees nearly buckling whilst I drain myself completely into the elegant crystal.

My cum. For my wife. Separate from theirs. Because she's MINE. Always mine.

The room fills with the sounds of nine men finishing. Grunting and swearing, all of us breathing like we've run a fucking marathon. And underneath it all, Eliza's continued moans as her orgasm finally, slowly, releases its grip on her shaking body.

They're destroying her. Covering every inch. Reducing my respectable wife to a cum-covered object. And I'm cumming harder than I ever have in my life because of it. Not despite the degradation. Because of it. I need her debased to feel fully aroused. And she needs to be debased to feel fully alive. We're perfect for each other in the worst, filthiest way possible.

Her hand doesn't stop working between her legs, fingers still rubbing frantically, dragging it out until she's sobbing with overstimulation, tears cutting through the fresh cum on her face.

When the shaking finally stops, she collapses back onto the blanket.

Fresh cum covers every visible inch of her. Face dripping white, thick ropes sliding down her cheeks into her hair. Eyelashes heavy with it, barely able to open. More in her hair, matting the blonde strands to her skull. Tits completely coated, the black lace invisible under layers of fresh loads, her nipples standing out through the white covering. Stomach painted in overlapping streams, some pooling in her belly button, some running down her sides. Thighs streaked with white, cum dripping down to her stocking tops and soaking into the delicate lace. Her own hand between her legs is covered in her wetness mixed with the cum she used as lube, glistening obscenely.

The suite smells overwhelming now—sweat and cum and pussy, thick enough to taste on the back of my tongue. Sexual and primal and fucking perfect.

The eight men are breathing hard, cocks softening in their hands, staring down at their work with obvious satisfaction and exhaustion.

I'm still holding the champagne glass, quarter full of my cum, still warm against my palm.

Anthony notices, grins despite his obvious exhaustion. "Saving the best for last, mate?"

"Something like that."

I crouch beside Eliza's head, my knees protesting slightly. She's barely able to open her eyes, cum coating her lashes and making them stick together, but she manages to focus on me through the mess. Her chest is still heaving, breasts rising and falling beneath their coating of white.

"Baby." My voice comes out gentle, tender, and I'm surprised by how much emotion clogs my throat. "One more thing."

She sees the glass. Sees my cum swirling inside it, thick and white against the crystal.

"Jake..." Wonder in her wrecked voice, and fresh tears cut through the cum on her cheeks. "You came in the glass? For me?"

"I came for you. Just for you. Saved it all. And I want you to drink it. Want to watch my cum go down your throat whilst you're covered in theirs."

"All for me," she whispers, and the way she says it makes my chest tight.

She tries to sit up, can't quite manage it on her own. I slip my arm under her shoulders, support her weight, feeling cum smear onto my shirt sleeve, and bring the glass to her lips.

She doesn't hesitate, just opens her mouth wide, tongue out, trying to catch it before I even pour.

I tilt the glass slowly, watching my cum flow onto her waiting tongue, pooling there thick and white before she swallows with a visible gulp that makes her throat work beneath the cum coating her neck.

My cum. Down my wife's throat. She's covered in eight strangers' loads and she's drinking mine like it's the only thing that matters in the entire world.

She swallows once, twice, three times, her eyes locked on mine, and I watch every drop disappear. When the glass is nearly empty, she licks the rim clean just like before, her tongue catching every last trace of me, making sure nothing's wasted. Then she strains forward, pushing her tongue inside the flute to reach the residue clinging to the crystal.

"Thank you," she whispers when I finally pull the glass away, her voice broken and raw. "Thank you for knowing me. For this. For everything. For loving me enough to give me what I need."

I kiss her deeply, tasting myself on her tongue mixed with the salt of other men's cum, and hold her whilst she shakes with emotional and physical exhaustion. My hands slide through the mess covering her body, not caring, just needing to touch her, claim her, remind both of us who she belongs to.

Part of me knows I should feel something darker right now. Guilt, maybe. Shame. I just watched eight strangers cover my wife in cum whilst I wanked in the corner. Arranged it. Paid for it. Orchestrated every moment of her degradation.

I should feel ashamed.

I feel proud.

Behind us, I hear the eight men quietly dressing, becoming professional again. Respectful of this moment between husband and wife. The rustle of fabric, zipping of trousers, the soft sounds of them putting themselves back together.

Anthony approaches, fully dressed now in his jeans and black t-shirt, and crouches beside us.

"She's incredible," he says quietly to me, genuine respect in his voice. "Best I've ever worked with. Genuinely. That transformation? That surrender? Fucking beautiful, mate."

"I know." My voice rough with emotion.

"If you two ever want to do this again..." He leaves it hanging, an offer, and a business card appears in his hand, discreet and elegant. The Velvet Club logo embossed in gold.

I take it, tuck it into my jacket pocket. Maybe. Someday. But tonight was perfect. Tonight was everything.

One by one, the men approach. Quick words of appreciation. Genuine respect. They collect their payment envelopes from the desk where I left them earlier, nod their goodbyes, and file out quietly into the hotel corridor.

The door clicks shut with a soft finality.

Silence now. Just me and Eliza in a hotel suite reeking of sex and cum and sweat.

She's still lying on the blanket, completely glazed, smiling up at me through the mess.

"Best anniversary ever," she whispers, starting to laugh. Delirious. Covered. Happy.

I lie down beside her on the cum-soaked blanket, not caring about my ruined suit, and pull her cum-slicked body against mine.

"I love you so much," I tell her, meaning every word.

"I love you too. So much. Jake, I... I didn't know I could feel like that. Didn't know I was that."

"You've always been that, baby. I just knew it before you did."

We lie there together in the aftermath, covered in cum and sweat and love, and I've never felt closer to her than right now.

My wife. My beautiful, filthy, perfect wife.


9: The Aftermath Tastes Like Us


I'm still kneeling beside her on the soaked blanket, one hand cupping her cum-slick cheek whilst the other braces against the wet fabric for balance. My Tom Ford trousers are fucking ruined, cum from the blanket seeping through the wool, cold and sticky against my knees. Two grand down the drain. Don't care. Can't care. The only thing that matters is the woman lying in front of me, painted white from tits to hairline, smiling like she's just discovered God.

"How do you feel?" My voice scrapes out rougher than I meant, wrecked. "Really, baby? Tell me."

She blinks slow, lashes stuck together with drying cum, and her tongue darts out to lick her lips clean. Just that. Just her pink tongue sliding through white residue, tasting eight men's loads without thinking about it. My cock jerks against my thigh despite having just emptied myself into that champagne glass five minutes ago. Fuck. I just came and I'm already half-hard again.

"Exhausted," she breathes, voice absolutely fucked, hoarse and raspy from two hours of cock battering her throat. "Sore. My jaw's killing me, my knees are wrecked, and there's cum in places I didn't even know cum could reach." She laughs, weak and raw. "Like, inside my ear. How the fuck did it get in my ear, Jake?"

My chest squeezes tight. "Eliza, baby—"

"But happy." She cuts me off before I can spiral into guilt, and her smile widens, genuine despite the mess covering her face. "So fucking happy, Jake. Dirty and used and fucking loved, all of it at once. I feel... Christ, I feel complete. Is that mental?"

"No." I lean down, press my forehead to hers, and feel sticky warmth transfer to my skin. Someone else's cum. On both of us now. Sharing it. "Not mental. That's perfect, baby. You're perfect."

"Any regrets?" I have to ask. Need to hear her say it.

"None." Immediate. Certain. Her green eyes find mine through the mess. "That was everything I didn't know I needed, Jake. You gave me that. You knew me better than I knew myself."

She means it. No performance. No second thoughts. Just truth.

My hand slides from her cheek down her throat, feeling her pulse hammer beneath cum-slick skin, and continues lower to rest on her stomach. The warmth of eight men's loads covers her completely, thick in some places where it pooled, thin in others where it's drying to her skin. I spread my fingers through it, smearing white across her pale belly, marking her again with my touch in their mess.

"You were so fucking beautiful," I tell her, voice dropping lower, darker. "Watching you take them all. Watching you transform from my shy wife into... into that hungry slut begging for more. I've never been harder in my entire life, Eliza. Never."

She blushes. Actually fucking blushes beneath the layers of cum and ruined mascara, a pink flush spreading across her cheeks and down her neck. "Really?"

"Really. You've got no idea what it did to me. Seeing you discover yourself. Hearing you beg. Watching you swallow load after load." My cock throbs properly now, thickening against my thigh, leaking fresh precum onto my already-ruined shirt. "I nearly came just from watching. Had to edge myself constantly or I'd've blown before you even finished."

Her gaze drops between us, and she sees it. My cock jutting up through my open flies, flushed dark and hard again, leaking.

"You're still hard," she whispers, wonder in her wrecked voice.

"I came once. Not enough." I shift closer, positioning myself between her spread legs, my knees bracketing her hips on the soaked blanket. Cum squelches under my weight. "I need you, Eliza. Properly. Just us now. No audience. No performance. Just you and me and this mess we made together."

Something hungry flickers across her exhausted face, and she spreads her legs wider despite how tired she must be. An invitation. My breath catches.

"You wanna fuck me now? Like this? Covered in...?" She trails off, glancing down at herself, at the white coating her tits and stomach and thighs.

"Yes." It comes out rough, almost a growl. "I need to be inside you. Need to claim you back, baby. They covered you, touched you, used your mouth, painted you white. But you're mine. And I need to prove it to both of us."

A shiver runs through her, visible even beneath the mess, and her thighs fall open completely. "I'm so wet," she admits, voice dropping to something breathy and desperate. "I've been wet all night. Since the moment you blindfolded me. Since I heard them walk in. I'm fucking soaked, Jake. Please."

Christ. She's begging. My wife's begging me to fuck her in eight men's cum.

I hook my fingers into the waistband of her knickers, the expensive Agent Provocateur set now just a cum-soaked rag and peel them down her thighs. They're fucking drenched, sheer black lace dark with her arousal, spotted white where loads dripped from her stomach. I toss them aside into the mess, and finally, finally, I get to see what's been hidden all night behind silk and strangers' hands.

Her cunt. My wife's perfect cunt.

Completely smooth from yesterday's wax, pink and swollen and glistening wet. Her inner lips are flushed dark, visible and slick with arousal, her clit peeking out from its hood. There's cum on her inner thighs, streaked white against pale skin, but her pussy itself is clean. Just her own wetness coating her, dripping down to the blanket beneath, soaking the fabric.

Christ, she's fucking soaked. Two orgasms already, two hours of being used like a toy, and her cunt's still dripping, still ready. That's my wife. My perfect, filthy, gorgeous slut of a wife, and I'm about to fuck her on a blanket drenched with eight men's cum.

I strip fast, fingers fumbling with buttons and zips because I can't wait another fucking second. My shirt comes off first, white cotton now stained beyond saving with cum and sweat, then my soaked trousers and boxers. Naked now, I position myself properly between her spread thighs, my cock pressing against her entrance, and the heat of her cunt against my sensitive head nearly finishes me right there.

"Please, Jake." Eliza's voice cracks on my name, and when I look at her face I see fresh tears cutting through the cum on her cheeks. "I need you. Need to feel you. Just you inside me."

I slide in with one slow, deliberate thrust, filling her completely, burying myself to the hilt, and we both gasp at the intensity of it.

"Oh god, yes..." She arches beneath me, her cum-covered tits pressing against my bare chest, slippery and warm, and the contact sends electricity through my spine.

"So wet." I'm barely coherent, overwhelmed by how she feels wrapped around me. Tight. Hot. Drenched. "So fucking tight still. Perfect. You're fucking perfect, baby."

This is mine. This cunt. This woman. Mine. They covered her, used her mouth, painted her white. But this, this belongs to me. She belongs to me.

I start moving, slow and deep, burying myself completely inside her with every thrust whilst my chest slides against her cum-covered tits. The mess transfers to my skin, warm and slick, smearing across my stomach and chest. Strangers' loads mixing with sweat, coating me now too. My hands tangle in her matted hair, and I feel dried cum crack and flake under my fingers. I want this. Want to wear the evidence of what she did, what we did together. Want to walk out of here tomorrow smelling like sex and cum and her.

Eliza's moans are different now. Not the desperate, overwhelmed sounds from earlier when eight cocks surrounded her and used her mouth. These are intimate. Emotional. Raw and real and just for me.

"I love you," I tell her between thrusts, my voice rough with everything I'm feeling. "So much. You're incredible, baby. So fucking brave. So beautiful."

"I love you." She's crying properly now, happy tears streaming down her face, cutting fresh tracks through the dried cum. "Thank you. Thank you for knowing me. For seeing what I needed even when I was too ashamed to ask for it again after that night I got drunk and confessed."

"I'll always know you, baby." I kiss her deeply, tasting salt and bitterness and her sweetness beneath it all. Tasting Anthony's load on her tongue, Tom's thicker cum coating her teeth, the residue of eight men mixing with her spit and mine. It should disgust me. It makes me harder. "Always give you what you need. Whatever it is. However dark. However filthy. I'm yours, and you're mine."

"Yours," she gasps as I thrust harder, faster, the rhythm building between us, the wet slap of my hips against her cum-slick thighs obscene in the quiet suite. "Always yours. They covered me but I'm yours, Jake. Only yours."

Our mouths find each other again, desperate and messy, tongues sliding together whilst I fuck her on the cum-soaked blanket in a hotel suite that reeks of sex and degradation and love. The stink of drying cum mixes with the musk of our bodies, with the smell of her drenched cunt, with sweat and champagne and everything we've done tonight.

This is us. Real and dirty and fucking perfect. Love in the mess. This is love.

Her legs wrap around my waist, pulling me deeper, her heels digging into my arse, and I feel her inner walls flutter around my cock. The beginning of another orgasm building inside her despite her exhaustion, despite everything.

"I'm close," I warn her, my hips snapping forward faster, harder, chasing my own release. "Gonna cum. Inside you. Fill you with my load, baby."

"Yes." Desperation colours her wrecked voice. "Please. I want it. Want you. Fill me, Jake. Claim me. Make me yours again."

"Mine." It comes out as a possessive growl against her throat. "You're mine, Eliza. My wife. My slut. Mine."

"Yours. Always yours."

Her cunt clenches tight around me, and I feel her orgasm hit, her third of the night, smaller and exhausted but absolutely real. Her back arches, her nails dig into my shoulders, and she cries out my name, broken and beautiful. The sensation triggers my own release, and I bury myself as deep as possible whilst my cock pulses inside her, emptying everything I have left. Filling her. Claiming her internally. Marking her where only I can reach, where eight strangers never touched.

We collapse together, both gasping and shaking, my softening cock still inside her because I can't bear to pull out yet. Her arms wrap around my back, holding me close whilst we pant against each other's skin, hearts hammering, bodies slick with cum and sweat.

This. This is what it's about. Not the eight men. Not the degradation or the taboo or the bukkake. Us. Together. Bonded through transgression. Closer now than we've ever been.

"Happy anniversary, Mrs Dent," I whisper against her ear, tasting salt on her skin.

She laughs, weak and rough and perfect. "Best anniversary ever."

We lie tangled together for long minutes, neither willing to move, until finally I feel cum from the blanket soaking cold against my hip and Eliza shivers beneath me.

I pull out slowly, watching my cum leak from her cunt to mix with the mess already coating her thighs, white on white, mine on theirs, and help her stand on shaky legs. She wobbles, grabs my arm for balance, and laughs again.

"Shower?" I suggest, though it comes out more like a plea.

She looks down at herself, covered head to toe in dried and drying cum, makeup destroyed beyond recognition, hair matted into stiff peaks, and laughs harder. "God, yes. I'm absolutely disgusting."

I cup her face, feeling sticky residue crack under my fingers, and kiss her softly. Tasting everything. "You're beautiful."


Also by Lily Corbett


Daddy’s Team: The Old Men’s Breeding Ground

"Some girls are made for nice boys and safe futures. Lacey Morgan was made for this."

Book 9 in Lily Corbett’s “DADDY ISSUES” series of hardcore age-gap and very taboo erotica.

FIND ON AMAZON

Welcome to the filthiest corner of Beeston Rangers FC, where nineteen-year-old Lacey Morgan’s boredom with useless young lads is about to be spectacularly cured by seventy-two-year-old groundskeeper Malcolm Hewitt. This isn’t your typical age-gap romance – this is raw, degrading, and absolutely unapologetic about what it is: a breeding obsession story where the girl begs for exactly what society says she shouldn’t want.

Lacey’s sick of boys who can’t make her cum. She’s been watching rougher porn, craving the intensity she sees on screen, fingering herself to fantasies of older men who know what they’re doing. When Malcolm corners her with upskirt photos he’s been collecting for weeks, offering her a choice that isn’t really a choice, Lacey discovers the truth: she walked into his trap willingly. She’s been waiting for someone like Malcolm, someone who’ll treat her like the slag she’s desperate to become.

Malcolm’s no amateur. He’s got a black leather book documenting fifty years of women he’s corrupted at this club, each one catalogued with photos and explicit details. Lacey’s just the latest entry, but she might be his masterpiece. He introduces her to cucumbers from his allotment, teaches her to deep-throat on her knees in his equipment shed, marks her with his piss on the centre circle at midnight. Every degrading act makes her wetter, proves she’s made for this.

Then there’s Liam Scott – a cocky left-back who finds Lacey’s phone and sees everything. Her texts with Malcolm, the photos, the proof of what she’s become. Liam thinks he can blackmail his way into her cunt, force her to service him and his mates Connor and Elliot. He films it all, thinking he’s in control. But Malcolm’s been playing this game since before Liam was born, and he’s got leverage of his own: photos of Liam stealing club kit, evidence of hidden injuries that could end his career.

The physio room gangbang is where everything collides. Lacey on the reinforced treatment table, Malcolm and Dennis double-penetrating her cunt whilst Liam fucks her mouth, all of it captured on camera for mutual assured destruction. Ryan’s celebrating promotion in the bar directly overhead, completely oblivious that his little sister’s being filled by six men one floor below. It’s brutal, explicit, and Lacey cums harder than she ever has; because the danger, the wrongness, the risk of discovery makes it perfect.

The Lactation Consultant: A Hucow Training Story

When desperate relief becomes total surrender, some treatments transform you completely.

Book 3 in Lily Corbett’s “TABOO TALES” series of hardcore and very taboo erotica.  ADULTS ONLY HUCOW FILTH!  

FIND ON AMAZON

Maya Chen’s body started producing milk at nineteen – spontaneously, painfully, relentlessly. No pregnancy. No explanation. Just swollen, leaking breasts that got her fired from her retail job and made every doctor she saw dismiss her as psychiatric case. By the time she found the Hartwell Lactation Specialists online, she was desperate enough to believe anything.

Richard and Diane Hartwell run a private clinic for women with conditions like Maya’s. What starts as a legitimate-seeming medical appointment quickly reveals itself as something far darker. These aren’t licensed physicians. They’re collectors, fetishists who’ve built an entire operation around exploiting young women with lactation disorders, turning desperate patients into permanent milk-producing hucows.

The first examination crosses every professional boundary. Richard’s hands on her swollen breasts, testing her production, making her come on the table while Diane documents everything. Maya knows it’s wrong. But the relief is overwhelming, and she hasn’t felt this cared for in years. When they offer her a residential weekend to “optimize her treatment,” she accepts.

By Saturday morning, Maya’s stripped naked and restrained while they drain her together: Richard’s mouth on one breast, Diane’s on the other, both feeding from her while she writhes between them. They don’t hide their arousal anymore. They discuss her milk production like farmers evaluating livestock. They photograph and video everything, cataloging her as “Subject 23” in an archive of twenty-two previous women they’ve conditioned exactly the same way.

The breeding protocols come next. Dr. Marcus Matthews – a distinguished physician who serves as the couple’s breeder – examines Maya’s naked body while Richard and Diane watch. He tests her fertility, evaluates her hips, tastes her milk. Then he fucks her on the examination table while Richard and Diane nurse from her breasts, all three of them using her body simultaneously. Matthews fills her pussy with his come while promising to impregnate her, to swell her belly and triple her milk production.

Maya signs a permanent residency contract. Two thousand dollars monthly to live with Richard and Diane, producing milk and serving their needs. She agrees to breeding protocols: multiple pregnancies with different men for genetic variation and comparative data. She consents to complete documentation including her face and full name. She accepts restraints, pump training, network presentations where other collectors will taste her milk and evaluate her potential.

The corruption is total. Maya goes from virgin to bred hucow in three weeks. Her body transforms, breasts enlarging, production increasing from twenty-eight ounces to over sixty daily. She orgasms every time they drain her now, conditioned to associate milk extraction with sexual pleasure. She calls herself their cow without shame. She begs Matthews to breed her again immediately after the pregnancy test comes back positive.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl

"Some skills can only be taught by experienced hands."

FIND ON AMAZON

When twenty-year-old Aisha Khan takes an apprenticeship at Marshall & Sons Garage, she's desperate to escape her family's arranged marriage plans. What begins as a strategic rebellion quickly shifts gears when garage owner Tony Marshall offers her a dirty deal: submit to his "special training program" or lose the job that's her only route to freedom.

Trapped between her conservative Pakistani heritage and her growing desire for independence, Aisha makes a calculated decision. She'll endure whatever these older men demand—for now. But as Tony insists she call him "Daddy" during their private "lessons," Aisha discovers her body's traitorous response to his degrading commands.

Soon, her "training" expands to include Tony's business partner Keith, wealthy clients like distinguished Mr. Winters and Indian businessman Raj Singh, and eventually even Tony's reluctant son Matthew. Each encounter pushes her further from the dutiful daughter she once was.

With each forbidden act in the inspection pit, storage room, and across every surface of the grimy workshop, Aisha finds herself transformed. The gold anklet that once symbolised her cultural heritage now adorns her naked body as she kneels before these men, her conservative upbringing deliberately desecrated with every filthy fluid they share.

While her family searches frantically for their missing daughter, Aisha's new skills earn her more than just mechanical knowledge. Her "special services" secure enough cash for a flat of her own—and the freedom to become the garage's prized Pakistani princess.

As her final "certification ceremony" approaches, Aisha must decide: return to her family's expectations or fully embrace her new identity as Daddy's Garage Girl, serving the needs of every man in the workshop. The engine's running hot, and Aisha's about to redline in ways her parents never imagined.

Will she put the brakes on her descent into depravity, or accelerate into a life where she calls all the shots about who uses her body and how? In the end, Aisha discovers the most powerful tool in the garage might be her own newfound thirst for submission.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl is the first instalment in the taboo-shattering "Daddy Issues: Forbidden Taboo Mentors" from Lily Corbett, where forbidden desires meet cultural rebellion in the gritty underbelly of working-class Britain.

FIND ON AMAZON

Daddy's Garage Band: A Taboo Backstage Romance


FIND ON AMAZON

Her mother left, but she stayed with Mum's ex-boyfriend - now the heat between them is about to ignite a forbidden passion!

During the hottest summer on record, 21-year-old Chelsea Daniels can't stop fantasising about her mother's ex-boyfriend Jake. After her mum ran off with a younger man two years ago, Jake let Chelsea stay in his house. Now she's developed an obsession with his mediocre garage band, Steel Dogz, and with Jake himself.

When Chelsea starts attending band practice in the sweltering converted garage, the temperature isn't the only thing rising. Dressed in her most provocative outfits, she captures the attention of all four middle-aged rockers, including her reluctant guardian Jake.

As the heat wave intensifies, so does Chelsea's determination to seduce the man she calls "Daddy"—not by blood, but by choice. Jake's resistance is crumbling, and his bandmates are more than eager to welcome their curvaceous new "mascot" into their world.

What begins as innocent flirtation quickly transforms into a series of increasingly taboo encounters. Chelsea discovers power in her sexuality while exploring sensations she never imagined possible with men three times her age.

For these ageing rockers who never quite made it big, Chelsea represents a second chance at the rock-and-roll fantasy. For Chelsea, they offer experience, validation, and the forbidden thrill she's been craving.

As boundaries shatter and inhibitions melt away in the scorching heat, Chelsea must decide how far she's willing to go to become the ultimate band groupie—and whether Jake will finally accept his desire for the young woman he was supposed to protect.

The sweat-soaked rehearsal space becomes a pressure cooker of lust, pushing everyone involved toward acts they can only justify in the throes of passion. When the temperature peaks, so will their depravity.

FIND ON AMAZON

Marrakech Descent: A Naïve Young Woman's Taboo Journey

Book 1 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Her gap year adventure becomes a forbidden education when a naïve English girl falls into the skilled hands of Marrakech's most powerful men. A semi-autobiographical taboo tale of age gap and interracial lust.


Starting her gap year before university, Lily Matthews steps off the plane in Marrakech with nothing but a backpack full of sensible clothes and a carefully planned itinerary. Armed with her trusty travel blog and dreams of cultural enlightenment before university, this sheltered British young woman is woefully unprepared for what awaits her in the ancient city's labyrinthine medina.

When disaster strikes and Lily finds herself alone, phoneless, and completely lost in the twisted alleyways, panic threatens to overwhelm her. That is, until Karim, a distinguished, middle-aged fabric merchant, offers her shelter and assistance with grandfatherly concern that dispels her initial wariness.

Behind his shop's ornate façade, Karim introduces Lily to a side of Moroccan hospitality never mentioned in her guidebooks. His experienced hands and silver-tongued explanations of "cultural customs" awaken sensations the inexperienced young woman never imagined possible, leaving her confused, ashamed, and undeniably aroused.

As days pass, Lily's options narrow while her experiences expand. Introduced to Karim's circle of business associates, including the intense Fayez and the enigmatic brothers Malik and Jamal, she finds herself passed between these powerful men, each with their own desires and methods of "education."

In luxurious riads and ancient hammams, Lily receives lessons in submission and pleasure that shatter her proper English upbringing. Each boundary crossed makes the next easier to breach, each forbidden experience more intoxicating than the last.

While her family receives carefully crafted emails about Moroccan architecture and local cuisine, Lily descends into a world of sensual awakening where her pale skin and innocent blue eyes make her an object of fascination and desire among men accustomed to taking what they want.

The crimson carpets of Karim's back room, the steam-filled chambers of a private hammam, the silk-draped bedroom of a luxury riad, each setting becomes another scene in Lily's rapid transformation from naïve tourist to willing participant in her own corruption.

Most disturbing of all is Lily's growing realisation that part of her doesn't want to escape. As her body betrays her with responses she can't control, she begins to wonder if these men have simply uncovered desires that were always lurking beneath her proper façade.

When the brothers announce that Lily's "education" will continue in the isolated Sahara with their cousin Ahmed, she faces a crucial decision. Return to the safety of her planned itinerary and the future that awaits her at university, or surrender completely to the dark thrills of this new path.

"Marrakech Descent" marks the first instalment in the provocative "Lily's Descent" series, chronicling one young woman's journey from innocence to experience against the exotic backdrop of North Africa, where cultural differences provide the perfect cover for the systematic dismantling of Western inhibitions.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe

Book 2 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe is the second book of Lily Corbett’s notorious erotica series, and it takes the corruption further than ever before. If Marrakech Descent stripped away Lily’s virginity and illusions, Book Two leaves her raw, branded, and bred.

Alone in the Congo Basin, nineteen-year-old Lily is handed into the keeping of a remote tribe. She expects anthropology, note-taking, and cultural ritual. Instead, she is paraded naked, mocked by jealous wives, and forced to embody the “fertility rites” she once studied in textbooks.

This isn’t romance. This is hard, unapologetic extreme taboo erotica. A wide-eyed English girl bent, spread, shared, and turned into a vessel for an entire village. Readers will watch her transform from “guest” to Mbala—the tribe’s whore, bitch, and breeder.

The men are older, darker, bigger, and utterly unashamed. Warriors drag her into the dirt, filling her throat, her cunt, and her arse. The chief—a scarred man in his sixties—seals her fate by taking her in front of the tribe, planting his seed in her teenage body.

And it isn’t only the men. The women of the tribe—jealous, mocking, predatory—force Lily’s tongue between their thighs, ride her face, and humiliate her in acts of sapphic domination. There is no solidarity here; they despise her softness, and so make her crawl.

The old professor who brought her here does nothing to protect her. He watches. He records. He asks Lily to write down descriptions of every cock that splits her, every smear of seed across her, every word they force from her lips. Her humiliation becomes his “field notes.”

What follows are graphic gangbangs, outdoor rituals, cum-drinking ceremonies, throat training, anal initiations, whipping chants, and the final baptism of her pale English body in a tribal fertility bowl brimming with seed. This is Lily at her lowest—and her most shamelessly aroused.

By the book’s climax, Lily no longer recognises the girl who left Manchester. She is Mbala now, waisted with beads, dripping cum daily, renamed as the tribe’s fertile wife. She begs to be filled. Shame is gone. Only submission and hunger remain.

Readers who crave the extremities of interracial, age-gap, exotic breeding porn will find this book the rawest experience yet. Where Book One was her “initiation,” Book Two is her breaking-in—and the marks are permanent.

This is not for the faint-hearted. This is taboo erotica at its filthiest: gaping holes, leaking seed, power abuse, ritual filth. Lily is gone. Mbala remains. Do you dare follow her to the point of no return?


Trigger Warnings


Content Warning: This book contains material some readers may find distressing, including:

Explicit group sexual activity (one woman, eight men)

Graphic depictions of multiple oral sex acts

Degrading language and dirty talk

Hotwife/wife-sharing scenario with husband present

BDSM elements (blindfold, restraints)

Extensive visual descriptions of bodily fluids

Psychological degradation and objectification

Consumption of bodily fluids

Rough sexual activity and face slapping

Intense psychological transformation narrative

All participants are consenting adults. No cheating, no humiliation of husband (stag/vixen dynamic, not cuckold). Contains no illegal content.
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