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Preface

In an age where digital temptation is just a click away, Natalie Newman's seemingly perfect marriage begins to crack beneath the surface of suburban normality. Sexually frustrated and increasingly distant from her workaholic husband Matthew, she discovers an online world that promises to fulfill her deepest, darkest desires.




What begins as innocent curiosity quickly spirals into an all-consuming obsession. As Natalie delves deeper into this digital rabbit hole, she finds herself caught in a web of escalating desires and mounting secrets, each click drawing her further from reality and deeper into a world of absolute pleasure.




When Matthew discovers his wife's digital footprint, rather than pulling her back from the brink, he finds himself inexorably drawn into the same addictive realm. Together, they embark on a journey that will test the boundaries of their marriage, their morality, and ultimately, their sanity.




As their ordinary life crumbles around them, the couple becomes increasingly entangled in a virtual world that demands more and more of them - their time, their money, their dignity. Their once-pristine home becomes a testament to their deteriorating grip on reality, while their careers hang by increasingly fragile threads.




A brief moment of clarity forces them to confront the depths of their descent, but sometimes the pull of addiction proves stronger than the desire for redemption. In a world where the line between digital fantasy and reality becomes increasingly blurred, Natalie and Matthew must decide how far they're willing to go to satisfy their darkest urges.




'Digital Descent' is a raw, unflinching exploration of addiction in the digital age. This is not a romance - it's a stark warning about the destructive power of unchecked desires and the dangerous allure of online gratification.




WARNING: This book contains extremely adult themes and subject matter. It deals with serious topics including addiction, mental health deterioration, and relationship breakdown. Not suitable for readers seeking traditional romance or those sensitive to themes of extreme personal destruction





TRIGGER WARNINGS: This story contains...




- Extreme porn addiction

- Digital sex addiction

- Masturbation addiction

- Gooning/edging

- Marriage breakdown

- Mental health deterioration

- Financial ruin

- Personal hygiene neglect

- Work/career destruction

- Exhibitionism

- Voyeurism

- Multiple partner fantasy

- BBC content

- Watersports references

- Anal play

- Double penetration

- Sex toy use

- Cum play/eating

- Squirting

- Self-taste

- Discord/online sexual activity

- Webcam exhibition

- Complete life deterioration

- Interracial themes

- Reality disconnect

- Complete depravity


Chapter 1: A Vanilla Life

Natalie Newman pauses in her hallway, caught by her reflection in the full-length mirror. Another long Tuesday at the office, another evening of predictable domesticity ahead. She adjusts her black pencil skirt, watching how the fabric strains across her generous hips. At thirty-two, her body has settled into its curves, softer now than in her twenties but no less desirable – if only someone would desire it.

Her fingers trace the buttons of her cream blouse, each one fighting valiantly against her heavy breasts. The 38E cups of her M&S bra do their best, but there is no hiding their fullness. A quick adjustment reveals a glimpse of the practical white lace beneath, and she allows herself a moment to appreciate how her cleavage swells above the sensible neckline.

"Still got it," she whispers to her reflection, taking in her warm brown eyes and full lips, carefully painted in a shade just a touch darker than natural. Her shoulder-length brown hair needs touching up at the roots, but otherwise frames her pretty face well enough. Just enough makeup to look professional, not enough to look like she is trying too hard. Story of her life, really.

The walk through her terraced house brings a fresh awareness of her body. Each step makes her thick thighs brush together, the friction sending little sparks of sensation straight to her core. Her cotton knickers are already damp from her commute on the crowded train, and the way her arse moves with each step only adds to the growing heat between her legs.

Christ, she is getting worked up just from walking. When was the last time Matthew had properly touched her? Six weeks? Two months? The days of spontaneous passion seem like another lifetime.

Her heavy breasts sway slightly with each step, even as constrained as they are in her sturdy bra. The movement draws her attention to how sensitive her nipples have become, pressing against the practical cotton. She can feel every shift, every bounce, her body crying out for attention it hasn't received in far too long.

Entering the living room, Natalie sinks into their sofa, feeling how her body spreads slightly against the cushions. Her skirt rides up as she sits, revealing the soft expanse of her thighs. Without thinking, she presses them together, seeking some relief from the familiar ache building between them.

Matthew's laptop bag by the door catches her eye, triggering a memory from this morning – her husband stepping out of the shower, water droplets running down his chest, towel slung low on his hips. He'd hurried to dress without touching her, without even seeming to notice her hungry gaze.

Her hand drifts to her breast, thumb brushing over her hardened nipple through the layers of fabric. Even that slight touch sends shivers through her body, a reminder of just how long it has been since anyone else's hands have been there.

The late afternoon sun streaming through the window highlights her curves, casting shadows that only emphasise her fertile figure. Her reflection in the decorative mirror across the room shows her chest rising and falling with increasingly rapid breaths. She can smell herself now – that subtle musk of arousal that seems to be her constant companion these days.

Her stockings have left faint marks on her thick thighs where they've clung to her all day, and as she runs her fingers over the indentations, she can't help but imagine different marks. Bruises from rough hands. Stubble burn from a passionate mouth. The ghost of pleasure-pain that used to follow their more vigorous encounters, back when Matthew couldn't keep his hands off her.

"Fucking hell," she mutters, squirming against the sofa. Her pussy lips feel plump and sensitive, grinding against her sodden knickers with every movement. Heat rises in her cheeks as she realises just how wet she's become, just from these idle thoughts. When had she become this desperate? This needy?

Their sex life hasn't always been this vanilla. There'd been times, early in their marriage, when they'd fucked on this very sofa, unable to make it upstairs. Now? Now they have their monthly routine – missionary position, lights off, lasting precisely long enough for Matthew to finish while she lies there, burning for more.

The familiar sound of Matthew's mechanical keyboard echoes from their home office next door. He's on his work calls, focused on spreadsheets and project timelines, completely oblivious to her state of arousal. Her hands clench into fists, fighting the urge to storm up there and show him exactly what he's missing.

Instead, she rises from the sofa, every movement a reminder of her aroused state. Her heavy breasts sway as she stands, her erect nipples dragging against the fabric of her bra. Each step towards the stairs makes her thick thighs slide together, spreading her wetness. Her plump pussy lips rub against each other through her knickers, sending jolts of pleasure straight to her swollen clit.

She pauses before the doorway, checking her reflection one final time in the hallway mirror. Her blouse has slipped further, revealing more cleavage than is strictly proper. Her skirt has twisted slightly, emphasising the curve of her arse. She looks... desperate. Hungry.

Taking a deep breath only makes her chest strain further against her blouse buttons. Her phone feels heavy in her pocket, the Reddit app installed last night still unread, notifications muted but promising. She isn't sure why she'd downloaded it – curiosity, boredom, or something deeper she isn't ready to acknowledge.

Her hand rests on the office door handle, body trembling slightly with need. Through the door, she can picture Matthew bent over his desk, those strong hands flying over his keyboard, completely unaware of the state she is in. Another unsatisfying evening stretches ahead, unless...

◆◆◆

The door creaks slightly as Natalie enters their downstairs home office, the sound barely registering over Matthew's work call. Her husband sits hunched over his keyboard, his strong hands moving confidently across the keys as he discusses quarterly projections with his team. Those hands – the same ones that used to explore every inch of her body, now seem to only more practical things.

"Yeah, we'll need to circle back on those metrics," Matthew says, his deep voice sending an involuntary shiver down her spine. She leans against the doorframe, her breasts pressing against her straining blouse buttons. Her thighs unconsciously rub together as she watches him work, remembering how those fingers used to make her scream.

Six months, maybe a year ago, he would have bent her over that desk, hiking up her skirt and spreading her thick thighs. Now? Now he barely glances up from his spreadsheets, offering only a distracted wave of acknowledgement.

"Just going to sort dinner," she says, her voice huskier than intended. Her pussy clenches at the mere thought of him spinning around in his chair, grabbing her wrists and pulling her onto his lap. Instead, he just nods, still focused on his screen.

"Thanks, love. Bit busy here – got to get these numbers sorted by morning."

Natalie bites her lip, fighting back a frustrated groan. Her nipples are clearly visible through her blouse now, her breasts aching for attention. She shifts her weight, feeling how wet her knickers have become just from watching him work.

"Right then," she mutters, turning to leave. As she does, she catches him finally looking up – but only for a moment, his eyes quickly darting back to his monitors as soon as she notices. Was that a flicker of desire she'd seen? Or just wishful thinking?

The familiar ache between her legs intensifies as she walks away. Behind her, Matthew's voice drones on about KPIs and deliverables, while her mind fills with increasingly filthy images of what those hands could be doing instead of typing.

◆◆◆

The kitchen feels smaller than usual, her aroused body aware of every surface that could support her weight. As she bends to retrieve a pan from the lower cupboard, her skirt stretches tight across her arse, and she imagines Matthew walking in, grabbing her hips, grinding his hardness against her.

But he won't, she thinks bitterly, he'll stay glued to those fucking screens.

Her breasts sway as she chops vegetables, each movement making her increasingly aware of how sensitive her nipples have become. The constant brush of fabric against them is maddening. She catches her reflection in the kitchen window – cheeks flushed, lips slightly parted, looking every bit like a woman desperate to be fucked.

"Pathetic," she mutters, but her hand still drifts to her chest, fingers ghosting over her hardened nipple through her blouse. Her pussy muscles clench in response, her thick thighs pressing together as she tries to relieve the building pressure.

The sound of Matthew's voice drifts through the door from the office, still droning on about work. Time was, he'd have followed her down here by now, unable to resist the sight of her bent over in that skirt. He'd press against her back, his hands sliding up her thighs, finding how wet she'd become just thinking about him.

Instead, she is alone in their kitchen, her knickers soaked through, her cunt aching to be filled. She shifts her weight, feeling the slick slide of her swollen pussy lips against the cotton. Christ, she is wet. When had she become this needy? This desperate?

A floorboard creaks, and she freezes, one hand still on her breast. But it is just Matthew moving around the office while on the phone – she can tell from his muffled voice changing direction. Her fingers clench around the knife handle, frustration building.

Look at yourself, she thinks, practically gagging for it while he plays with his spreadsheets.

She catches movement in the window reflection and realises Matthew has appeared in the doorway. Her body tenses, hope flaring – but he is just retrieving his coffee mug, eyes barely registering her presence. As he turns back to the stairs, she could have sworn his gaze lingers on her arse, but he is gone before she can be sure.

The wet heat between her legs is becoming unbearable. She presses her thighs together, the pressure offering momentary relief but ultimately making things worse. Her clit throbs insistently, demanding attention she can't give it. Not yet, anyway.

Later, she promises herself. Later when he’s asleep she'll explore that app she'd downloaded, the one whose notifications she keeps ignoring. But for now, she plays the dutiful wife, pretending she isn't absolutely gagging to be bent over the kitchen counter and properly fucked.

◆◆◆

Every mouthful of dinner feels like torture, her body humming with neglected arousal. Natalie shifts in her chair, the wooden seat already damp from her soaked knickers. Her thighs press together under the table, providing teasing pressure against her throbbing clit but no real relief.

"The Morrison account looks promising," Matthew says, focused on his plate. She watches his strong hands grip his cutlery, imagining those fingers sliding between her legs, finding her swollen pussy lips, spreading her wetness...

"Mmmhmm," she manages, her voice thick with need. Her nipples still strain against her bra, the lace that had felt practical this morning now torturously rough against her sensitive flesh. She "accidentally" brushes her breast while reaching for her wine, the touch sending sparks straight to her cunt.

She needs to be fucked, desperately. Just bent over this fucking table and taken.

"You all right?" Matthew asks, finally looking up. "You seem... distracted."

Her cunt is absolutely soaking, her clit throbbing, and all she can think about is being filled.

Instead, she smiles weakly. "Just tired. Long day."

His eyes linger on her chest for a moment – he's noticed her hardened nipples then, thank fuck – but he just nods and returns to his meal. Under the table, her thighs clench rhythmically, her pussy clenching on nothing, desperate to be stretched and filled.

The silence stretches between them, broken only by the clink of cutlery and her occasional sharp intake of breath when a movement sends pleasure through her over-sensitised body. Her wine glass is empty now, the alcohol warming her already flushed skin.

She watches a drop of sauce land on Matthew's lip, her mouth watering at the thought of leaning across the table, licking it off, kissing him hard, climbing onto his lap and grinding against him until he finally, finally gives her what she needs.

But no. He wipes his mouth with a napkin, completely oblivious to her state. Her hand trembles slightly as she reaches for the wine bottle. The fabric of her blouse feels rough against her nipples, making her bite back a moan.

Her phone buzzes in her pocket – another Reddit notification she'd been ignoring all day. The vibration against her thigh makes her pussy clench hard, a fresh wave of wetness soaking into her already ruined knickers.

"Think I'll have a bath," she announces suddenly, standing up. Her skirt is creased from squirming in her seat, and she knows if she checks the wooden chair, there'd be a damp patch where she'd been sitting.

"Sure," Matthew replies, already reaching for his phone. "I've got some emails to catch up on anyway."

Of course he does, she thinks bitterly, her cunt throbbing with need as she heads upstairs, while his wife is absolutely gagging for it, desire literally dripping down her thighs.

◆◆◆

Steam fills the bathroom as Natalie strips, her fingers trembling slightly at each button. Her reflection in the bathroom mirror shows her flushed chest, large breasts straining against her bra. As she unhooks it and sighs at the release, itself a unique pleasure, and her nipples tighten further in the cool air, dark pink and desperately sensitive.

The wet fabric of her knickers clings to her swollen pussy lips as she peels them down her thick thighs. The musky scent of her arousal fills her nostrils, making her cunt clench with need. Christ, she is soaked – a glistening string of her juices stretches between the cotton and her pussy as she steps out of them.

Naked now, she can't help but run her hands over her curves, watching herself in the mirror. Her breasts hang heavy, nipples rock hard and aching to be sucked. Her soft curved stomach leads down to carefully trimmed dark curls, already damp with her arousal. Between her thick thighs, her outer lips are visibly swollen, her inner lips protruding almost obscenely, glistening with need.

The water is almost too hot as she sinks into it, but the heat only adds to the throbbing between her legs. Her breasts float slightly, nipples breaking the surface like twin peaks. Unable to resist any longer, she lets her hand drift down her body, fingers finding her enlarged clit.

"Fuck," she gasps, the touch sending electricity through her oversensitive flesh. Her other hand moves to her breast, pinching her nipple perhaps harder than necessary, but god she needs this. Her hips roll unconsciously, making small waves lap at her hard peaks.

She spreads her legs wider, one foot propped on each corner of the bath. Her fingers slide easily through her folds – even underwater, she can feel how wet she is. Two fingers press against her entrance, and she imagines they are Matthew's thick digits, preparing her for his cock...

A knock at the door makes her jump.

"Hey," Matthew calls through the door, "did you want to watch that new Netflix series tonight?"

Her fingers still but she doesn’t move them from her needy cunt, which clenches around them in frustration. "Maybe later," she manages, voice only slightly strained. "Having a relaxing soak."

"Right, no worries. I'll be on the PC if you need me."

I fucking need you right now, she thinks, listening to his footsteps retreat. Her fingers resume their slow circles around her clit, but the moment is somewhat broken. She can hear his mechanical keyboard clicking through the wall, a reminder of his constant digital distractions.

Sighing, she reaches for her phone on the bathroom floor. The Reddit icon seems to pulse slightly, those unread notifications promising something more exciting than another night of Netflix and separate screens.

Her free hand returns between her legs as she opens the app. Maybe it is time to see what all those notifications are about.

◆◆◆

Wrapped in her towel, Natalie rummages through her underwear drawer for pyjamas. Her hand brushes against something firm – her old vibrator, barely used since their early marriage. She pulls it out, studying the simple pink silicone shaft. When was the last time she'd used it? Before Matthew's promotion, probably. Back when he still fucked her properly.

Her pussy aches at the memory, still swollen and needy despite the bath. Through the wall, she can hear Matthew's gaming sounds – some shooter by the sound of it. Her hand tightens around the vibrator, tempted, but...

"Fuck's sake," she mutters, shoving it back under her sensible cotton knickers. She pulls on an old nightshirt instead, the soft fabric brushing against her sensitive nipples. Her breasts sway freely beneath it, no bra is needed for another exciting evening of separate screens.

Her phone glows on the bedside table. Three more Reddit notifications. Her cunt throbs in response, remembering some of the titles she'd glimpsed earlier.

The bedroom door opens and Matthew enters, already in his pyjama bottoms. Her eyes go straight to his bare chest – still fit despite the desk job, still capable of pinning her down and...

"Ready for bed?" he asks, interrupting her thoughts. He climbs under the covers, reaching for his phone. But then – wait. His hand lands on her thigh instead.

Her breath catches. Was this it? After weeks of nothing, was he finally...?

His fingers slide higher, pushing up her nightshirt. She spreads her legs instinctively, her pussy already getting wet again in anticipation. This is their routine – when he does want sex, it is always like this. Monthly, predictable, but at least it is something.

"Been thinking about this all day," he murmurs, but his movements are methodical, practised. No passion, no desperation matching her own. His fingers find her entrance, push in perfunctorily, three cursory thrusts before positioning himself between her thighs.

She is wet enough – she is always wet these days – but when he pushes in, it isn't the hard, needy thrust she craves. Just their usual rhythm, his face buried in her neck, not even looking at her.

A couple of minutes later, he grunts his release and rolls off. Within moments, his breathing deepens into sleep, leaving her lying there, cunt still pulsing with unfulfilled need, his cum leaking onto her thighs.

Her phone glows again. Another Reddit notification.

In the darkness, she finally clicks it, thumb hovering over the "Yes, I'm over 18" button.

She looks to her sleeping husband, then presses "Yes."

The blue light from her phone illuminates her flushed chest as r/GoneWild loads. Her free hand unconsciously moves between her legs, finding her pussy still wet with a mixture of her arousal and Matthew's cum. The combination should have disgusted her, but instead, it makes her cunt throb harder.

The first image makes her breath catch – a close-up of thick fingers spreading swollen pussy lips, glistening with arousal. Her inner walls clench around nothing as she reads the comments below, filthy suggestions that make her press her thighs together.

Scrolling further, she finds a gif of a woman roughly pinching her nipples, back arched in pleasure. Natalie's free hand moves to her breast, mimicking the action. Her nipple is almost painfully hard, sending jolts of electricity straight to her clit when she rolls it between her fingers.

"Fuck," she whispers, careful not to wake Matthew. His soft snores continue beside her as she clicks another post – this one a video. Her thumb hovers over the play button before remembering to turn the sound off.

The video shows a woman about her size, all curves and soft flesh, being bent over a desk and fucked hard from behind. Natalie's fingers find her clit, already swollen and desperate for attention. The woman's heavy breasts swing with each thrust, her face contorted in genuine pleasure.

That could be her, she thinks, working tight circles around her sensitive bud. Her other hand keeps scrolling, finding more explicit content with each swipe. Women showing off their curves, men stroking their thick cocks, couples fucking in every position imaginable.

Her orgasm hits without warning, making her back arch off the bed. She barely manages to stay quiet, biting her lip hard as pleasure crashes through her body. Her cunt clenches rhythmically around nothing, her clit pulsing under her fingers, her nipples almost painfully hard.

Matthew stirs beside her, making her freeze momentarily. But he just rolls over, still dead to the world. Still oblivious to his wife discovering a whole new world of possibilities on her phone.

She checks the time – 12:43 AM. She has work tomorrow. Should get some sleep. Should close the app. Should...

Her fingers resume their movement between her legs, her other hand saving posts for later viewing. She has found something here. Something that speaks to the desperate need that has been building inside her for months. Something that promises to fill the void that Matthew's disinterest has created.

As her second orgasm approaches, stronger than the first, Natalie knows she'll be back tomorrow. Knows she'll be checking Reddit during her lunch break, during boring meetings, during another evening of separate screens.

This is just the beginning.


Chapter 2: Digital Discoveries

Natalie has spent all day thinking about Reddit. During her work she scrolled through endless marketing reports, but her mind kept drifting back to last night's discoveries. Even during team calls, her thighs pressed together under her desk, remembering those deliciously filthy posts. Those two rare and incredible orgasms.

The house is silent now, Matthew's soft snores drifting down from their bedroom. She's told him she needs to finish some work emails, but her laptop has long since gone dark. Instead, she sits curled in the corner of their sofa, the blue light of her phone illuminating her flushed chest.

Just a quick look, she tells herself, opening Reddit again. Her new subscriptions fill her feed with explicit thumbnails that make her pussy clench with anticipation. She shifts position, her thick thighs already slick with arousal beneath her silk pyjama shorts.

A video from r/GirlsWhoEnjoySex catches her eye – a curvy woman roughly Natalie's size filming herself masturbating. The woman's sweaty breasts shake as she fucks herself with a large dildo, her other hand frantically rubbing her clit. The moans are muted but the pleasure on her face is unmistakable.

"Fuck," Natalie whispers into the darkness. Her fingers slide beneath the waistband of her shorts, finding her folds already wet. She spreads her legs wider, the sofa creaking slightly as she begins circling her sensitive clit.

The next post is from r/Gonewild – a verification photo set. Three images of another curvy woman holding a handwritten sign with her username, each pose more explicit than the last. The comments below are filthy, describing in detail what viewers want to do to her.

Natalie's fingers move faster as she reads them, imagining similar comments directed at her. Her other hand creeps up to her breast, pinching her hardened nipple through the thin fabric of her nightshirt. Her hips roll unconsciously, pressing up into her touch.

A notification pops up – r/GoneWildPlus has new posts. She clicks through, finding dozens of women proudly displaying their curves. Close-ups of wet pussies, heavy breasts spilling out of lingerie, thick thighs spread wide to show pink flesh glistening with arousal. Skinny girls with insanely large dildo’s buried inside themselves.

I could do that, she thinks, her cunt clenching around nothing. I could take photos like these. The idea sends a fresh wave of wetness coating her fingers. She is soaked now, her juices running down to the curve of her arse, making the sheets damp beneath her.

The next post makes her breath catch – a split-screen of hardcore porn playing across multiple monitors while someone describes their "porn worship" routine. The accompanying text talks about spending hours edging, about becoming addicted to the constant state of arousal, about letting porn consume your thoughts.

Her fingers move faster, spreading her wetness up to her throbbing clit. The familiar pressure is building in her lower belly, but she finds herself holding back, remembering posts about edging and denial. Instead of chasing her orgasm, she slows her movements, teasing herself as she continues scrolling.

A term appears that she remembers seeing in several posts from the night before captures her attention; "Gooning,". The way people use it makes her pussy throb – descriptions of minds melting from prolonged masturbation, of becoming "porn-drunk" and "desperate." Each mention makes her cunt throb harder, her arousal building to almost uncomfortable levels.

Her thumb hovers over the r/gooning link for just a moment before clicking through. The feed that loads makes her previous explorations seem tame – split-screen recordings of multiple porn videos playing simultaneously, close-ups of people masturbating while hardcore scenes flicker across their monitors.

"Oh fuck," Natalie breathes, her fingers moving faster between her legs. The first video shows a man's cock twitching and leaking, his computer screens filled with gangbang scenes. The caption describes his "twelve-hour edge session," his mind "completely melted from porn."

Her pussy clenches hard around nothing as she scrolls further. A gif catches her attention – a woman with massive breasts bouncing as she frantically fucks herself with a huge black dildo, her other hand clutching her phone displaying endless porn clips. The accompanying text makes Natalie's clit throb:

"Four hours in... can't stop... porn is everything..."

More posts fill her screen. A close-up of a man's hand stroking his shaft, pre-cum dripping continuously while hardcore anal scenes play behind him. A woman's juice slick swollen pussy lips, visibly pulsing as she describes being "porn drunk for days."

Natalie's fingers are soaked now, her juices coating her inner thighs as she works tight circles around her sensitive bud. The next video makes her gasp – three monitors showing different angles of a brutal gangbang while someone describes their "gooning routine":

"Start with soft porn... edge for an hour... switch to hardcore... edge for two more... brain turns to mush... nothing exists but porn and cock and cunt..."

Her hips roll unconsciously, pressing up into her touch. A new set of images shows before/after shots: normal workplace setups transformed into "porn temples" with multiple screens, elaborate toy collections, and sophisticated lighting rigs. Each one makes her pussy throb harder, imagining their home office converted into something similar.

The comments are filthy, describing marathon masturbation sessions and minds broken by endless porn. Natalie finds herself saving post after post, her other hand never stopping its movement between her legs. Her clit feels almost too sensitive, but she can't stop touching it, can't stop scrolling.

A new video begins playing automatically – a split screen showing a woman's face contorted in pleasure while her porn collection plays beside her. Her pupils are blown wide, drool running down her chin as she babbles about being "addicted to edge" and "living for porn now."

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Natalie whimpers, her fingers moving faster. Another post shows a thick cock absolutely drenched in pre-cum, shaven balls gleaming wet in the light, cock twitching against a backdrop of extreme hardcore scenes. The owner describes spending his entire weekend "Gooning out," watching increasingly depraved content until his "Brain melted into his cock."

Her thighs are trembling now, her arousal building to almost unbearable levels. She finds a longer video – fifteen minutes of someone's complete descent into "Porn mindlessness." Their screens show progressively more extreme content while they stroke themselves to the edge over and over, their commentary becoming increasingly incoherent:

"Started normal... then harder... then filthier... now brain empty... just porn... just edge... just gooning..."

Natalie's cunt is clenching rhythmically, desperate for something to fill it. More posts fill her feed – huge dildos disappearing into soaking holes while porn plays in the background, close-ups of swollen clits being rubbed raw, split-screens of faces lost in pleasure next to the filthy content that broke them.

She finds herself subscribing to more subreddits: r/GoonCaves, r/EdgeAddiction, r/PornMindless. Each one offers new depths of depravity, new ways to lose herself in endless stimulation. Her phone is full of saved posts now, a library of corruption waiting to be explored.

The pressure in her lower belly is building again, but she remembers those posts about edging. Instead of chasing her orgasm, she forces herself to slow down, to prolong the pleasure. Her swollen pussy lips are spread wide, her fingers moving in languid circles around her throbbing clit.

Her mind drifts as she watches another cock pulse and leak while its owner rambles about being "permanently porn drunk." Her thoughts feel fuzzy around the edges, filled with nothing but the endless stream of filthy content and the growing ache between her legs.

She doesn't even notice she's slid further down the sofa, her legs spread obscenely wide now, her silk shorts pushed aside to give her fingers better access to her dripping cunt. Above her, the ceiling fan turns lazily, but she sees only porn, imagines only screens filled with hardcore filth, minds melting into pure pleasure...

The pressure is too much. Despite what she's read about edging for hours, Natalie's body is already trembling on the edge of release. Another video begins playing – a woman with her legs spread wide, three huge monitors showing hardcore gangbangs while she fucks herself with two vibrators, babbling about being "lost to porn forever."

"Oh fuck, oh fuck," Natalie gasps, her fingers moving faster, abandoning any pretence of control. Her pussy is making obscene wet sounds in the quiet room, her juices coating her hand, soaking into the sofa beneath her. Her other hand grips her phone tightly, the screen still showing an endless feed of corruption.

The orgasm hits her like a freight train. Her back arches off the sofa, her thick thighs clamping around her hand as pleasure crashes through her body in violent waves. Her cunt clenches rhythmically, her clit pulsing against her fingers as she fights to stay quiet.

"Nnnngh... fuck..." she whimpers, aftershocks making her whole body twitch. Her phone has fallen onto her heaving chest, still displaying a split-screen of someone's complete surrender to porn addiction. Through her post-orgasmic haze, she finds herself saving it for later viewing.

When her breathing finally steadies, Natalie becomes aware of the wet patch she's left on the sofa. Her silk shorts are ruined, her thighs sticky with her juices. Above her, the house remains quiet – Matthew still asleep upstairs, unaware of his wife's descent into digital depravity.

She should clean up. Should go to bed. Should delete the app and forget about gooning and edging and porn addiction...

Instead, she finds herself saving one last subreddit: r/GoonQueen. She tells herself it's just to look at tomorrow, though she knows that's a lie.

Her legs are still trembling as she stands, her pussy sensitive and swollen between her thighs. Tomorrow she'll work from home again. Tomorrow she'll have the house to herself. Tomorrow she can explore properly, can edge for longer, can start building her collection of filth.

She thinks again about just looking as she climbs the stairs to join her sleeping husband. But her phone feels heavy with promise in her hand, filled with saved posts and subscribed subreddits, waiting to pull her deeper into her new obsession.

She's already wondering how many screens their home office could fit.

◆◆◆

The marketing report on Natalie's home office screen blurs as her mind wanders again. She's been trying to focus for hours, but every few minutes her thoughts drift back to last night's discoveries. Her thighs press together beneath her desk, her sensible cotton knickers already damp with arousal.

Focus, she tells herself, forcing her eyes back to the spreadsheet. But the numbers blur and mean nothing – all she can think about are those videos, those comments, those promises of endless pleasure. Her heavy breasts strain against her cream blouse, her nipples visibly hard through the fabric.

Matthew has left early for a client meeting. The house is silent except for the quiet hum of her computer and the wet sound of her thighs rubbing together. She shifts in her chair, trying to find a position that doesn't remind her of how desperately horny she is.

A notification lights up her phone – another Reddit alert. She's been getting them all morning, each one making her pussy clench with need. She hasn't dared look yet, knowing that once she starts, work will be impossible.

The office chair creaks as she leans back, staring unseeing at her inbox. How many unread business emails are there now? Twenty? Thirty? She can't remember the last time she actually finished reading one. Her mind keeps replacing the text with remembered scenes from last night's exploration.

Her hand drifts to her breast, unconsciously squeezing through her blouse. Her nipple is almost painfully sensitive, sending jolts of electricity straight to her throbbing clit. The pressure between her legs is becoming unbearable.

Just one quick look, she thinks, reaching for her phone. But no – she knows better now. There is nothing quick about falling down that rabbit hole. She forces her hand back to her keyboard, typing nonsense into her report just to feel productive.

Another notification. Her pussy clenches hard, remembering those split-screen videos of hardcore porn, those close-ups of dripping cunts and twitching cocks, those descriptions of minds melting into pure pleasure...

"Fuck's sake," she mutters, squirming in her chair. Her knickers are soaked through now, her swollen pussy lips sliding against the wet cotton with every movement. The waistband of her pencil skirt feels too tight, her blouse too constraining.

The cursor blinks accusingly on her screen. She has deadlines. Meetings. Responsibilities. But all she can think about is getting back to Reddit, diving deeper into that world of porn and edge and endless masturbation.

Her phone lights up again. Three more notifications.

"Right," she says to the empty office, standing suddenly. Her skirt has ridden up while she sat, and she can feel how wet she is as she smooths it down. "Just need a change of scene. Clear my head."

She shuts down the main PC and grabs her slimline work laptop and phone, telling herself she'll work better in the bedroom. Maybe on her bed, where she can stretch out properly. Where she can spread her legs without her desk in the way. Where she can...

Stop it, she thinks, but her cunt throbs harder. She's leaving wet patches on every chair now, soaking through her skirt, her thick thighs once again slick with arousal. Even walking up the stairs makes her pussy clench, her heavy breasts swaying with each step.

The bedroom door clicks shut behind her, and Natalie lets out a shaky breath. She'll just work from here for a bit. Just until she can focus properly. Just until these distracting thoughts subside.

Her laptop opens to her unfinished report, but her phone is already in her other hand, thumb hovering over the Reddit icon. The bed looks so inviting – she can lie back against the pillows, spread her legs wide, balance her laptop on her thighs...

One quick look, she thinks again, knowing it's a lie. Her fingers are already unbuttoning her blouse, her skirt already hitching higher on her thighs. The morning sun tries to peek through her curtains, but she pulls them firmly shut.

In the artificial darkness, her laptop screen seems to glow brighter, while her phone promises endless depths of filthy content just waiting to be explored. She has hours until Matthew comes home. Hours to lose herself in porn and pleasure.

The marketing report can wait.

◆◆◆

Natalie's hands tremble slightly as she arranges her laptop on the bed. She props extra pillows against the headboard, creating a nest of comfort that feels deliciously illicit in the middle of her workday. Her blouse hangs open now, her boobs straining against her plain M&S bra.

The laptop screen bathes her in blue light as she opens Chrome's incognito mode. Her pussy throbs as she types 'Reddit.com' – such a normal website for such filthy content. She opens multiple tabs: r/gooning, r/GoonCaves, r/EdgeAddiction, each one making her cunt clench harder with anticipation.

The first video that catches her eye is titled "Gooning Guide for Beginners." Her fingers fumble with her skirt zipper as she clicks play. A split screen appears – one side showing a woman's face contorting in pleasure, the other displaying instructions over a backdrop of hardcore porn clips.

"Start slow," the text reads. "Edge three times before allowing release. Each session should last longer than the last. That way you will build to much more intense orgasms."

Natalie's hand slides into her soaked knickers, finding her pussy lips swollen and sensitive. She remembers the drawer beside her bed, the one Matthew never opens anymore. Reaching over, she retrieves her old vibrator – simple pink silicone, barely used since their early marriage.

The next tab shows a "proper gooning setup" – multiple monitors displaying increasingly hardcore content while someone describes their descent into "porn mindlessness." Natalie's cunt pulses at the thought. For now, she has to make do with arranging her devices: laptop propped on her thighs, phone in her left hand for scrolling Reddit.

She peels her knickers down her thick thighs, the wet fabric making obscene sounds as it unsticks from her soaking pussy. Her skirt is bunched around her waist now, her legs spread wide on their marital bed. The vibrator hums to life in her right hand as she finds another instructional post.

"Edge until you're dripping," it reads. "Until your mind goes fuzzy. Until porn is all you can think about."

Her first touch of the vibrator against her clit makes her gasp. She's so sensitive already, her pussy practically gushing as she begins circling her swollen bud. On the small screen, a compilation plays of women lost in pleasure, their faces slack with ecstasy as they surrender to endless porn.

The pressure builds quickly – too quickly. Remembering the instructions, Natalie pulls the vibrator away just before she peaks. Her cunt clenches around nothing, desperate for release, but she forces herself to wait and steadies her breathing, calming herself back down from the edge. Until she’s ready to scroll through more content. To let her arousal build higher.

She finds a longer video, twenty minutes of someone describing their "morning edge routine." Her bra feels too tight now, so she unhooks it, letting her heavy breasts spill free. Her nipples are rock hard, aching to be touched. The vibrator returns to her clit as she reads:

"Don't fight the porn brain fog. Let it wash over you. Let it empty your mind of everything but pleasure."

Her second edge comes faster than the first. She's learning the signs now – the way her thighs begin to tremble, the way her cunt pulses harder, the way her mind starts to go blank. Again, she pulls back just in time, a whimper escaping her lips as she denies herself release, and feels her excitement dripping down from her slightly gaping pussy.

More tabs, more videos, more instructions. She loses track of time, lost in an endless stream of filthy content. Her pussy is making obscene wet sounds now as she stuffs her toy inside, her juices soaking into the bedsheet beneath her. The vibrator never stops moving, moving from her gaping hole to tracing patterns around her throbbing clit as she edges herself again and again.

"Good girl," one post reads. "Feel your mind melting into your cunt. Nothing exists but porn and pleasure."

Her breasts bounce as she squirms on the bed, her body now trembling with denied release. The marketing report lies forgotten on her laptop, minimized beneath tabs of hardcore porn and gooning instructions. Her phone screen is smeared with her juices as she scrolls one-handed, saving posts for later exploration.

The third edge is almost painful in its intensity. Her clit feels swollen and sensitive, her pussy clenching rhythmically as she hovers just below her peak. The vibrator buzzes against her flesh as she reads another guide:

"This is just the beginning. Soon you'll edge for hours. Soon porn will be all you crave."

Natalie's mind feels fuzzy around the edges, filled with nothing but filthy images and desperate need. Her work phone buzzes somewhere in the room – probably another meeting reminder – but she barely registers it. All that matters is the porn, the pleasure, the promise of a mind-shattering orgasm when she finally allows herself to cum.

But not yet. Not until she's watched more. Not until she's edged herself stupid. Not until she's properly gooned...

The vibrator moves faster against her aching clit as she opens another tab, hungry for more instruction, more corruption, more descent into digital depravity.

◆◆◆

Time becomes liquid, measured only in edges and orgasms. Natalie's blouse hangs completely open now, half soaked in her sweat, her discarded bra somewhere on the floor. Her nipples are diamond hard and aching from constant stimulation. Her messed up skirt is bunched uselessly around her waist, her soaked knickers hanging off one ankle.

Her phone buzzes again – another Teams notification – but she barely registers it. On her laptop screen, a woman with massive tits demonstrates her edging technique, her face contorted in pleasure as she denies herself release over and over. Natalie's fingers move faster against her swollen clit, matching the woman's rhythm.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," she whimpers as another orgasm crashes through her. She's lost count now – three? Four? Her thighs are slick with her juices, the bedsheet beneath her arse soaked through. Her cunt feels almost sore and swollen, but she can't stop touching it, can't stop watching, can't stop scrolling for more.

A new post catches her eye – someone's "toy collection essentials." The images make her pussy clench: huge dildos arranged by size, vibrators of every shape, plugs and beads for holes she's never dared explore. Her fingers tremble as she opens a new browser tab for LoveHoney, her credit card details auto-filling before she can think twice.

The first purchase is easy – a rabbit vibrator twice the size of her old pink toy. Then a curved g-spot dildo that promises to make her squirt. Her cunt throbs as she adds them to her basket, imagining the stretch, the fullness, the pleasure they'll bring while she watches her growing porn collection.

More pages: anal training kits, luxury lubes, massage oils. Each click brings new possibilities, new ways to lose herself in pleasure. Her work laptop pings with meeting reminders, but they sound distant, unimportant compared to the video currently playing – a woman fucking herself with two huge dildos while describing her "porn addiction journey."

"Started just like you," the caption reads. "Now I edge for hours every day. Can't think about anything else."

Natalie's fingers return to her desperate cunt, spreading her pussy lips wide as she watches. Her other hand moves to her breast, pinching her sore nipple hard enough to make her gasp. The sun has moved across the sky without her noticing, afternoon light trying to pierce through her drawn curtains.

Another orgasm builds as she adds more items to her basket: clit sucking toys, nipple clamps, something called a "girth trainer." Her phone shows missed calls from her team lead, unread messages from colleagues, calendar alerts for deadlines long since passed.

None of it matters. Not when she's found a video of someone's complete surrender to gooning – their face slack with pleasure, drool dripping down their chin, as they babble about being "porn drunk" and "cunt stupid." Natalie's back arches off the bed as she cums again, her pussy clenching rhythmically around nothing, already aching to be filled by her upcoming purchases.

The total in her basket makes her pause momentarily – more than she's spent on herself in months. But then another video starts playing automatically: a split screen of hardcore gangbangs while someone demonstrates their extensive toy collection. Her cunt throbs as she clicks "Place Order," imagining herself surrounded by implements of pleasure, lost in a haze of porn and endless orgasms.

She shifts position, her muscles protesting from hours of constant stimulation. The skirt will need dry cleaning – if she even bothers trying to salvage it.

A WhatsApp message flashes up – Matthew asking about dinner plans. She'll deal with that later. Right now, she's discovering a whole section about lubes: warming ones, cooling ones, tingle gels, orgasm enhancers. She can’t help herself, adding them all to a new basket on a different site.

The afternoon stretches on, measured in porn clips and shopping carts and denied orgasms. Her cunt feels gloriously used, her clit swollen and sensitive beneath her tireless fingers. On her screen, an endless parade of pleasure plays out: women lost to porn addiction, men leaking pre-cum for hours, cum-covered bodies glistening in artificial light, and couples surrendering to digital depravity.

"This is just the beginning," another caption promises, and Natalie's pussy clenches in agreement. Her first orders will arrive tomorrow – discrete packaging, next-day delivery. Until then, she has her fingers, her old vibrator, and an endless stream of filthy content to lose herself in.

She has hours until Matthew comes home. Hours to keep exploring, keep purchasing, and keep descending into this new world of digital pleasure.

◆◆◆

A notification from her banking app makes her pause briefly – she's spent over £500 on toys and lube now. But on screen, a woman is demonstrating something called a "squirt blanket," her pussy gushing as she fucks herself with multiple toys. Natalie's cunt clenches at the sight, her fingers already adding one to her newest basket.

The work phone has stopped buzzing – probably dead now. But that’s unimportant compared to the video she's currently watching. A split screen shows a woman's face alongside her computer setup, her expression growing more vacant as the porn playing on her monitors becomes increasingly hardcore.

"Day three of gooning," the caption reads. "Haven't left my room. Can't stop watching. Can't stop touching."

Natalie's own expression mirrors the woman's as she edges herself again, her swollen clit throbbing beneath her sticky fingers. Her thighs are cramping from being spread so wide for so long, but she can't bring herself to close them. Not when she's found a whole new subreddit about marathon masturbation sessions.

She clicks another link, finding a guide to "breaking your mind with porn." Her pussy pulses as she reads, remembering how normal she'd felt just yesterday. Now here she is, naked except for a ruined skirt, her cunt dripping onto expensive sheets, ordering hundreds of pounds worth of sex toys while hardcore porn plays endlessly on her screen. She’s only barely aware that the room now reeks of her scent and sweat.

The thought makes her cum again, her back arching as pleasure crashes through her body. She's lost count of her orgasms, each one blending into the next in a haze of digital depravity. Her fingers are pruned from her own juices, her nipples raw from constant attention, her clit swollen and sensitive – yet still she craves more.

A new tab catches her attention: "Building Your Porn Cave." The images show bedroom setups transformed into masturbation stations, multiple monitors displaying endless filth while collections of toys stand ready for use. Natalie's hand drifts back to her aching pussy as she imagines their home office converted into something similar. Her cunt throbs as she imagines herself surrounded by screens of porn, her new toys arranged within easy reach, hours lost to pleasure and edge and goon.

The afternoon sun has completely disappeared now, the room lit only by her screens. She should be thinking about dinner, about Matthew coming home, about the work she's neglected. Instead, she's watching a compilation of "porn addiction confessions," her fingers moving frantically between her legs as people describe losing themselves to endless masturbation.

"Nothing else matters," one caption declares. "Just porn. Just edge. Just goon."

Her pussy clenches in agreement, another orgasm building as she adds more items to her various baskets: warming massage oil, extra strong batteries, something called a "clit clamp." Her mind feels fuzzy around the edges, clouded with pleasure and possibility.

A final purchase catches her eye – a webcam with "professional quality video." Her cunt pulses at the thought, remembering those verification photos she'd seen last night. Not yet, she tells herself, but saves the page for later. One step at a time.

She shifts again, feeling the wet patch beneath her has spread considerably. Her discarded knickers lie ruined on the floor, her bra hanging off the bedside lamp. The blouse clings to her sweat-dampened skin, framing her heavy breasts with their rock-hard nipples. She looks exactly like the debauched women in her videos – and the thought makes her pussy throb.

The final total across all her purchases makes her breath catch – nearly £800 spent on pursuing pleasure. But then another video starts playing: a woman demonstrating her extensive toy collection while multiple screens of porn play in the background, describing how she "invested in her addiction."

Natalie's fingers return to her clit, circling her swollen bud as she imagines her deliveries arriving tomorrow. She'll work from home again, she decides. Wait for each package, unbox each toy, test them all while watching more porn, learning more techniques, and discovering more ways to lose herself in digital debauchery.

Her phone lights up with a text from Matthew – he's on his way home. She should get up, should clean herself, should try to salvage something of her workday. Instead, she opens one more tab, finding a video about "hiding your porn addiction from your husband."

Her hunger builds as she settles in to watch, her fingers never stopping their movement between her legs. She has twenty minutes until Matthew returns – twenty minutes to learn, to edge, to sink deeper into her new obsession.

The marketing report can wait another day.


Chapter 3: Matthew's Discovery

Matthew Newman drums his fingers on his desk, staring at Natalie's laptop. She has asked him to check why it is running slowly before heading out to meet friends - something she rarely does these days. As an IT professional, it should be a simple task, but what he has found has frozen him in place, his body thrumming with rage, he mind a whirl of confusion.

The laptop fan whirs loudly - no wonder, given the sheer number of browser tabs cached in the system. Out of professional habit, he has opened Chrome's history to check for memory-hogging sites. That's when he sees them. Hundreds of entries, day after day, all pointing to Reddit, various porn sites, and something called "gooning" that he has never heard of.

His throat feels dry as he scrolls through the timestamps. Hours and hours, every day, while supposedly working from home. The thumbnails in the browser history show increasingly explicit content - women masturbating, close-ups of dripping pussies, terms he has never encountered before.

"What the fuck?" he mutters, clicking through to a saved bookmark folder simply labelled 'G'.

His cock stirs unexpectedly as images fill the screen. Women with legs spread wide, faces contorted in pleasure, explicit descriptions of marathon masturbation sessions. Comments from Natalie's account reveal a side of his wife he has never known existed:

"Fuck yes, been edging for 3 hours now, pussy so swollen and wet..."

"Can't stop touching, don't want to stop, need more porn..."

Matthew's hand unconsciously moves to his growing bulge as he reads through her comment history. The sheer depravity of it, the raw sexuality she has been hiding... His professional detachment is rapidly disappearing.

Using his IT skills, he begins recovering deleted history, finding even more explicit content. Natalie has been spending entire days lost in porn, neglecting work, participating in something called "gooning" that seems to involve masturbating for hours while watching increasingly extreme content.

His cock is fully hard now as he discovers her first tentative comments on photos of other men's cocks, her gradually more explicit responses, her detailed descriptions of how wet she gets while edging herself at her desk.

The same desk he has set up for her to work from home.

The professional part of his brain notes the timestamps - eight, ten, twelve hours of continuous porn viewing. The husband part of his brain is spinning with questions. But the growing pervert part of his brain, the part currently straining against his zipper, wants to see more, to understand this new Natalie who has been hiding in plain sight.

He finds her Reddit username - WetGooner_Wife - and feels his cock throb. The contrast between this online persona and his supposedly vanilla wife is intoxicating. Each new discovery sends more blood rushing to his groin.

Matthew unzips his trousers, freeing his achingly hard cock. He should be angry, should be concerned - instead he finds himself scrolling through her saved posts with one hand while slowly stroking himself with the other.

His IT skills have unveiled his wife's secret digital life. Now he has to decide what to do with this knowledge. But first... first he needs to understand more. Needs to see exactly what has been corrupting his wife.

Pre-cum leaks from Matthew's cock as he discovers a folder of saved verification photos from other Redditors. Women spreading their legs, displaying swollen, glistening pussies. His wife's comments beneath them growing increasingly filthy over time:

"Fuck your cunt looks so good, been edging to this for hours..."

"Show us more, make that pussy cream while you goon..."

Each image is timestamped during work hours. His professional brain notes how her writing has deteriorated over the weeks - from proper sentences to the desperate ramblings of an addict. Her latest comments are barely coherent:

"Nnngh fuck need more porn cant stop touching gooning so hard rn..."

His hand moves faster on his shaft. The thought of his proper, professional wife sitting at her desk, skirt hitched up, fingers buried in her soaking pussy while she types one-handed... Christ, he is close already.

A notification pops up - her Reddit account is currently active. His breath catches. She is online right now, probably at her friend's house, looking at porn on her phone. The realisation makes his cock throb painfully.

He clicks through to what she is viewing. A video of a woman demonstrating "gooning" - face slack with pleasure, drool running down her chin as she edges herself for hours. The comments below are full of women describing their own addicted states.

Including his wife's from just moments ago:

"Haven't done any work today, just watching porn and edging my needy cunt. can't focus on anything else anymore..."

"Fuck," Matthew groans, his stroke growing erratic. The proper thing would be to confront her, to be concerned about this addiction. Instead, he is about to cum harder than he has in years, imagining his wife lost in a porn-induced haze.

He finds her saved posts - hundreds of extreme videos, each one filthier than the last. Comment after comment revealing how far she has fallen, how completely porn has consumed her mind. His finger trembles as he clicks 'Follow' on her account.

The first spurt of cum catches him by surprise, splattering his chest as he comes with a choked groan. His orgasm seems to last forever as months of his wife's depravity flash before his eyes.

As his breathing steadies, Matthew looks at the mess he has made. He should clean up, should close the laptop, should think about how to handle this.

Instead, he opens a private browser window and creates his own Reddit account. He needs to understand this world that has claimed his wife. Needs to experience what has turned his proper, professional spouse into a drooling porn addict.

His softening cock twitches as he subscribes to his first gooning subreddit. He has some investigating to do before confronting Natalie.

And if his investigation requires more hands-on research... well, that is just being thorough, isn't it?

He opens her Reddit profile again, cock already beginning to stir. Time to really understand what his slutty wife has been up to.

◆◆◆

Matthew studies his wife move around their kitchen, the early morning light catching the loose strands of her hastily tied-up hair. She hasn't bothered with makeup yet, and dark circles shadow her eyes. The coffee machine gurgles as she presses buttons with slightly trembling fingers.

Her phone buzzes on the counter. Again. The fifth time in as many minutes. He now knows why.

She's wearing one of his old t-shirts as a nightshirt, the material hanging loose on her curvy frame. As she reaches for mugs in the cupboard, the hem rides up, revealing the lace trim of what looks like new knickers - certainly not the practical M&S ones she used to wear.

"Busy day ahead, you're in the office today?" he asks, trying to keep his voice casual while his eyes track her movements.

"Mmm," Natalie replies, not quite meeting his gaze. Her phone buzzes again. Her fingers twitch but she resists checking it. "Yeah I have to go in, it's a bugger but I've got that marketing presentation to finish."

Matthew knows there is no presentation. He'd seen her calendar when fixing her laptop yesterday - it was completely empty except for one recurring reminder: "lunch meeting" every day at 1pm. He'd also seen her browser history from those "meetings."

The toast pops. Natalie jumps slightly, then busies herself buttering it with unsteady hands. When she finally sits opposite him, she immediately shifts in her chair, a slight grimace crossing her face. Matthew notices the way she presses her thighs together, the subtle rock of her hips.

Her phone screen lights up. Even upside down, he can make out the Reddit notification banner.

"You're very popular this morning," he says, nodding toward the phone.

A flush creeps up her neck. "Oh, just... work stuff. You know how it gets."

He does know. He'd seen exactly "how it gets" in excruciating detail. The comments she left on cock photos. The videos she shared of women edging themselves senseless. Her detailed confessions about marathon masturbation sessions.

"How about you?" she asks quickly, pushing her barely touched toast around the plate. "Big day?"

"System upgrade rollout," he replies, watching her squirm slightly in her chair again. "Should be done by six though. Unless you'd like me to come home early?"

Her eyes widen fractionally. "Oh, no need. I'll probably be at work until late anyway. Got to... finish that presentation."

Matthew feels his jaw tighten. Last night's browser history flashes through his mind - hours of porn videos, all playing simultaneously across multiple tabs. Comments about edging until she soaked through her knickers. Detailed descriptions of her swollen pussy that had made his cock ache as he'd read them.

He stands, moving behind her chair. His hands find her shoulders, thumbs pressing into the tense muscles of her neck. She stiffens under his touch.

"We could always have a quick one before work," he murmurs, bending to kiss her neck. "Been a while since morning sex..."

"Matt..." She pulls away, standing so quickly that her chair scrapes across the floor. "I can't, I'll be late. And I need to shower, and-"

He catches a glimpse of her laptop screen on the kitchen counter - multiple tabs open, one showing the distinctive Reddit layout. As she moves, he also notices what he'd suspected: a damp patch on the chair where she'd been sitting.

"Right. Of course." Matthew steps back, his frustration building. Under the kitchen counter, he can see the telltale purple glow of her new vibrator's charging light - the one she thinks she's hidden behind the cookbooks.

Natalie gathers her things hurriedly, the oversized t-shirt slipping off one shoulder to reveal the strap of what looks like expensive new lingerie. Not the sort she'd ever worn for him. Her phone buzzes again and this time she grabs it, her thumb scrolling quickly as she reads.

Through the thin material of the shirt, he can see her nipples harden. Whatever she's just read has affected her. His cock twitches involuntarily as he remembers one of her recent Reddit comments: "Reading your filthy messages makes my nipples so hard they ache..."

"I should go shower," she mumbles, still staring at her phone. A notification sound chimes - Discord this time. He recognises the distinctive tone.

"Natalie." His voice is harder than intended.

She looks up, startled. For a moment, their eyes meet properly for the first time that morning. He sees guilt there, and something else - a glazed, hungry look he'd seen in the verification photos she's posted. The ones where she'd described herself as "desperate to edge".

"You'd tell me if something was wrong, wouldn't you?" he asks softly.

She swallows visibly. "Of course. Everything's fine. Just... busy with work."

Another lie. He's seen her work emails too - concerns about missed deadlines, questions about her extended "lunch breaks", queries about why her camera is always off in meetings.

"Kiss goodbye?" he tries, one last attempt.

She pecks his cheek quickly, but he catches her scent as she does - that unmistakable musk of her arousal he's learned to recognise.

"See you tonight," she calls, already halfway up the stairs. "Don't wait up if I'm late!"

Matthew stands in the kitchen, listening to the shower start running. His eyes fall on their shared iPad on the counter. Unlocking it, he opens the browser history. Already this morning: three porn sites, a Discord server called "Gooner Girls", and a Reddit thread about "edging at work office tips".

He hears a faint buzzing sound from upstairs, barely audible over the shower.

Anger and arousal war in his gut. His wife is up there now, probably with her legs spread, getting herself off to whatever filth is on her phone. The same wife who's just rejected his advances. Who'd rather edge herself stupid to porn than fuck him.

The iPad shows another Reddit notification. His finger hovers over it.

Tonight, he decides. Tonight, he'll confront her. Show her all the evidence. But first...

He opens her Reddit profile, his free hand moving to adjust his hardening cock as her latest comment loads:

"Edging in the shower before work... can't stop... don't want to stop..."

The shower continues to run upstairs. Matthew stares at the ceiling, picturing his wife's fingers working frantically between her legs, and makes his decision. No more pretending. Tonight, everything will change, but first he'll use his day working at home to do some more investigation.

◆◆◆

Matthew watches through the front window as Natalie walks to her car. Her pencil skirt is shorter than usual, and he notices she's unbuttoned her blouse one button too far, her full breasts straining against the fabric as she moves. Not her usual office attire at all.

The quick peck on his cheek still lingers - a far cry from the passionate kisses they used to share. As she drives away, he touches his laptop in his bag, remembering the monitoring software he installed last night. But first, he needs to search their bedroom.

Taking the stairs two at a time, he enters their room. The musky scent of sex hangs in the air - not their sex, he knows. Just her solo activities. The bed is still rumpled, and he notices several wet patches on her side of the sheets.

He starts with her bedside drawer. The old basic vibrator they'd bought together years ago is still there, but now it has company. Several companies. His breath catches as he pulls out toy after toy - dildos in increasing sizes, anal plugs, nipple clamps, and what looks like a remote-controlled egg vibrator.

"Fuck," he mutters, finding a receipt from an adult store. The total makes his eyes widen. When had she spent that much? And on something called a "Bad Dragon"?

The answer comes as he lifts out an enormous, realistic-looking dildo in shocking purple. He remembers her Reddit comments about size queens and stretched pussies. His cock hardens despite his anger.

Under the toys, he finds a growing collection of lingerie, still with tags attached. Crotchless knickers, quarter-cup bras, something that seems to be made entirely of straps. All expensive brands, all far more revealing than anything she'd worn for him in years.

Some of the knickers are stuffed at the back of the drawer, unwashed. He brings one pair to his nose before he can stop himself. The musky scent of her arousal is overwhelming. These aren't just worn - they're soaked through.

Moving to her wardrobe, he finds more evidence of her transformation. New skirts, all shorter than before. Blouses with plunging necklines. A pair of stripper heels. When had his conservative wife started dressing like this?

A shoebox at the back contains more secrets. USB sticks labelled with dates. A small notebook filled with usernames and passwords. A collection of verification photos she'd printed - all headless, but unmistakably her, posed provocatively with handwritten signs:

"Verify me r/GoneWildPlus" "British Gooner Girl" "Desperate to edge"

His hand moves to his cock, squeezing it through his trousers as he looks at the photos. The progression is clear - each set more explicit than the last. In the most recent ones, her pussy is visibly swollen and wet, her nipples hard and dark.

Under the photos, he finds a diary. Recent entries make his cock throb:

"3 hours edging this morning. Nearly late for work. Can't stop thinking about cock."

"Found new BBC gangbang video. Came so hard I squirted. Need more."

"Ordered bigger dildo. Current one isn't enough anymore."

"Edged in office bathroom again. Soaked through my knickers. Left them in middle drawer as proof."

The last entry is from this morning:

"Can't sleep. Keep watching porn. Body aching for release but trying to stay on edge. Pussy so swollen and sensitive. Need more. Always need more."

Matthew sits on the bed, surrounded by evidence of his wife's secret life. His cock strains against his zipper as he re-reads the diary entries. The wet patch on the sheets catches his eye again. Had she been edging herself here just hours ago, while he slept in the spare room?

The bedroom tells a clear story, but he knows there is more. It is time to check her computer...

◆◆◆

Matthew moves to their home office, his cock still hard from the bedroom discoveries. He sits at her desk, noting the tissue box, bottle of lube, and what looks like dried splashes on the wooden surface. The chair smells strongly of her arousal.

Booting up her PC, he isn't surprised to find no password protection. She's grown careless in her addiction. Multiple browsers open automatically - Chrome, Firefox, and an incognito window. Each filled with saved tabs.

"Jesus, Nat," he breathes, scanning the content.

Chrome shows her work email - unopened messages about missed deadlines and concerning behaviour. Firefox displays a dozen free porn sites, each paused on hardcore scenes. The incognito window is pure filth - extreme gangbangs, women being covered in cum, massive toys stretching wet holes.

His hand moves to his cock again as he clicks through her bookmarks:

"BBC Compilation" "Extreme Insertion" "Gooner Goddess Training" "Edge Torture" "Cum Addiction Hypno"

The Discord app launches automatically. Multiple servers:

"Gooner Girls United" "Edge Queens" "Porn Addicted Wives" "BBC Worship"

He opens recent conversations his wife has been part of, his breath catching at her words:

"Been edging 4 hours now. Pussy so swollen. Can't think straight."

"Left a puddle under my desk in meeting. Boss nearly caught me."

"Anyone else leave their toys in during work? Love feeling stretched all day."

Photos accompany many messages - his wife's swollen pussy, glistening with arousal. Close-ups of her stretched around various toys. Her tits squeezed into too-small bras, nipples visibly hard through the fabric.

"Fuck," he groans, unzipping his trousers. Pre-cum has soaked through his boxers.

Her Reddit account shows similar depravity. Hundreds of comments on cock photos:

"Would love to feel that stretch me" "Need to be filled and covered in cum" "Getting so wet imagining taking that balls deep"

Recent posts show her descent:

"Day 5 of edging. Can't focus on anything else." "How do you hide your addiction from your husband?" "Need bigger toys - recommendations?"

The monitoring software he'd installed shows she is online now, at work. Multiple porn videos playing silently while she pretends to work. Her cursor repeatedly highlighting explicit passages in erotic stories.

His cock throbs as he watches her real-time activity. She is supposed to be in a meeting, but instead she is watching women being gangbanged, reading stories about cum addiction, and commenting on porn clips.

A new message appears in Discord:

"In bathroom again. Can't stop. Pussy dripping through my knickers. Anyone else addicted to edging at work?"

Matthew strokes himself fully now, anger and arousal mixing dangerously. His conservative, professional wife has become a porn-obsessed gooner slut. The evidence is overwhelming - she spends every free moment edging herself stupid to increasingly extreme content.

He saves everything to a folder - screenshots, chat logs, photos, browser histories. Tonight he'll confront her. Show her he knows everything. But first...

He opens one of her favourite videos - a woman being passed around a group of men, covered in saliva and cum, begging for more. His wife has watched this dozens of times according to the history.

As he strokes himself, he pictures Natalie right now, locked in a bathroom stall at work, fingers frantically rubbing her swollen clit as she edges herself into mindlessness yet again


Chapter 4: The Confrontation

The bedroom is a tableau of lust and decadence as Natalie lies sprawled across the rumpled sheets, her body a canvas of flushed skin and quivering muscles. Her hair, usually so carefully styled for the office, is a wild tangle against the pillow. Her breasts heave with each ragged breath, nipples pebbled and aching for touch.

The laptop sits beside her, its screen casting a blue glow across her features. On it, a brutal gangbang plays out in high definition. The sounds of flesh slapping against flesh and exaggerated moans fill the room, a pornographic soundtrack to Natalie's solo performance.

Natalie's fingers rub frantically across her clit, her eyes locked on the laptop screen before her. The bed creaks beneath her writhing form as she edges closer to release. So engrossed is she in the hardcore gangbang playing out that she doesn't hear the steps outside.

The bedroom door swings open, the creak of hinges barely audible over the video's audio. Matthew stands framed in the doorway, his silhouette backlit by the hallway light. In his arms, he cradles a cardboard box, its contents threatening to spill over the sides.

"Having fun?" Matthew's voice cuts through her pleasure-induced haze.

Natalie's heart pounds. She scrambles to sit up, slamming the laptop shut. Her hands shake as she pulls the duvet over her naked body. "Matt! I... I didn't hear you come in."

Matthew steps into the room, his face a mask of conflicting emotions. The box in his arms rattles as he sets it on the bed. Sex toys spill out onto the duvet - vibrators in various sizes, anal plugs, nipple clamps, and more. Nestled among them are scraps of lace and silk - lingerie far more daring than anything Natalie has ever worn for him.  "Found your stash," he says, setting it on the bed. "Along with quite a bit more."

Natalie's eyes, glazed with lust just moments ago, now widen in shock and horror. Her hand freezes between her legs, fingers still buried in her dripping cunt. For a moment, the only movement is the flicker of the video still playing on the laptop screen.

Matthew moves to the desk, his hand trailing over a stack of papers. He spreads them out, revealing printed Reddit posts, Discord conversations, and neglected work emails. The evidence of Natalie's secret life laid bare in black and white. "Along with these."

"Oh god," Natalie whimpers, scrambling to cover herself with the duvet. "Matt, I can explain-"

Matthew sits on the edge of the bed. The mattress dips under his weight. "Can you?" He arches an eyebrow. "Because I've spent all day trying to understand it myself."

Natalie's cheeks burn with shame. She can't meet his gaze. "I'm so sorry. I never meant for you to find out like this. I... I have a problem."

Matthew sits on the edge of the bed. "I know. I've seen it all, Nat. The Reddit posts, the Discord servers, the porn sites... Christ, even the work emails you've been ignoring."

"You went through my computer?" Natalie's voice rises, a mix of indignation and panic.

"I had to," Matthew says. "You've been so distant, so secretive. I thought... well, I didn't know what to think."

Natalie pulls the duvet tighter around herself. "And now? Now that you know what a disgusting, perverted addict I am?"

Matthew's hand reaches out, hovering near Natalie's cheek. His skin radiates warmth, so close but not quite touching. Natalie trembles, torn between the urge to lean into his touch and the desire to shrink away in shame. His hand makes contact at last, cupping Natalie's cheek. His hand is cool and firm, a stark contrast to the warm softness of her skin. Natalie's breath catches in her throat, her pulse racing beneath Matthew's touch.

"I was shocked at first," Matthew admits. His thumb strokes her cheekbone, leaving a trail of tingling nerves in its wake. "But then... I couldn't stop looking. Couldn't stop touching myself."

Natalie's eyes widen. "You... what?"

Matthew nods. "I was angry, furious at first sure. And confused – so confused, what changed, why were you looking at all that filth, wasn’t I enough? But then... fuck, Nat. Reading your comments, the photos you shared, so raw and uninhibited. After a while I realised it was the hottest thing I've ever seen."

Natalie's eyes widen, disbelief warring with a spark of hope in their depths. Maybe she wasn’t about to lose her husband, and maybe... She leans into Matthew's touch, her body betraying her need for connection even as her mind reels. "You're not... angry?" Natalie asks, barely daring to hope.

"Not anymore," Matthew says. He reaches out, gently cupping her cheek. "I just wish you'd told me sooner. We could have been exploring this together." Matthew's gaze is dark with desire, his pupils dilated. "I wanked to your posts, Nat. More than once."

The air between them crackles with sexual tension, thick enough to cut with a knife. Natalie's tongue darts out to wet her lips, drawing Matthew's attention to her mouth.

Slowly, hesitantly, Natalie's sticky hand emerges from beneath the duvet. She places it on Matthew's knee, feeling the warmth of his skin through his trousers. It's a tentative touch, a bridge across the chasm of secrets that has separated them.

Matthew's free hand covers hers, his fingers intertwining with Natalie's. The simple touch sends a jolt of electricity through her body, reigniting the embers of her interrupted arousal.

"Show me," Matthew whispers, his breath hot against Natalie's ear. "Show me what you were watching."

Natalie hesitates for a heartbeat, then nods. Her hand trembles as she reaches for the laptop.

◆◆◆

The soft blue glow of the laptop screen illuminates Natalie's face, casting shadows that accentuate the flush of arousal on her cheeks. Her eyes, wide and dark with excitement, flick between the explicit images on the screen and Matthew's face, gauging his reaction, with the familiar homepage of her favourite porn site filling the screen. She glances at Matthew, searching his face for any sign of disgust or judgment. To her surprise, she finds only curiosity and growing arousal.

Matthew leans in closer, his body heat radiating against Natalie's side. His breath comes in short, quick bursts, stirring the fine hairs at the nape of her neck. The scent of his cologne mingles with the musky aroma of their shared arousal, creating an intoxicating blend that makes Natalie's head spin. "So, this Pornhub website is where it all started," Matthew says, his voice low and husky.

Natalie nods, her cheeks flushing. "Well after the first Reddit servers, I followed links to it a few months ago. It's got everything."

"Show me," Matthew urges, leaning in closer.

Natalie's fingers tremble slightly as she navigates through the site. "Well, there's the usual categories, you know." As she explains each pornographic category, Natalie feels the familiar warmth building between her legs. Her pussy throbs in time with her racing heart, growing wetter with each passing moment. The thin fabric of her nightshirt does little to conceal her arousal, a damp patch forming where it presses against her sex. "But what really got me hooked was this playlist I've made from other's suggestions"

She follows a link to playlists on her profile, then on the link labelled 'Extreme Edging'. On-screen, a kaleidoscope of flesh writhes and pulses in the animated thumbnails. Bodies intertwine in impossible configurations, skin glistening with sweat and other fluids.

Matthew's eyebrows shoot up. "Edging? That's where you get close to cumming but don't, right?"

"Exactly," Natalie replies, her voice growing more confident. "It's... intense. The build-up, the denial, the eventual much more intense release... it's addictive."

"Fuck," Matthew breathes. "And you've been doing this?"

Natalie nods, her eyes fixed on the screen. "Almost every day. Sometimes for hours."

"Hours?" Matthew echoes.

"Mm-hmm," Natalie hums, clicking on a video. "This one's a favourite. Watch."

The video begins playing, showing a woman writhing in pleasure, her hands bound above her head as a vibrator teases her relentlessly. The sounds of pleasure fill the room - moans, grunts, and the wet slap of skin on skin.

"Christ," Matthew mutters. "That looks intense."

"It is," Natalie agrees. "But it's nothing compared to this one."

She navigates to another playlist, this one darker and more explicit. "This is where I go when I really want to push my limits."

Matthew's eyes widen as he takes in the content. "Natalie, this is... fuck, it's hot, but it's hardcore stuff."

"I know," Natalie says, her voice barely above a whisper. "I can't get enough of it."

Unable to resist any longer, Natalie's hand drifts down between her legs. Her fingers find her swollen clit through the damp fabric, and she bites back a moan at the contact. She begins to move in small, circular motions, her hips rocking almost imperceptibly.

Matthew's breath catches audibly as he notices her movements. His eyes, dark with lust, fix on the junction of her thighs. She can feel the heat of his gaze on her pussy, like a tangible touch. "Are you...?"

Natalie nods, her breath catching. "I can't help it. Talking about it, showing you... it's turning me on so much."

Matthew's gaze is heavy on her skin, his eyes roaming over her body as she speaks. She sees the bulge in his trousers growing, straining against the fabric. The sight sends a fresh wave of heat through her body, her nipples hardening to stiff peaks beneath her shirt. "Show me more," he urges. "Tell me everything."

Natalie's fingers continue to move in slow circles as she carries on her explanation. "There's this whole community online. People who edge for days, weeks even. They call it 'gooning'."

"Gooning?" Matthew repeats, his eyes now fixed on the movement of Natalie's hand.

The on-screen action grows more intense. A woman is being pleasured by multiple men holding vibrators, her body arched in ecstasy. The camera zooms in on her pussy, swollen and glistening with arousal. Natalie's own sex clenches in sympathy, a fresh gush of wetness coating her fingers. "Yeah," Natalie gasps, her fingers moving faster. "It's like... losing yourself in pleasure. Becoming one with the porn."

Matthew shifts in his seat, adjusting himself. The movement draws Natalie's attention to his crotch, where his erection strains against his zipper. A small wet spot has formed at the tip. "And you've done this, you keep doing it."

Natalie's mouth waters at the sight, her tongue darting out to wet her suddenly dry lips. She turns back to the screen, ready to show Matthew even more of her secret world. Her pussy aches with need, her clit swollen and sensitive beneath her fingers. "God, yes. I've spent entire days while you're at work just... gooning. Edging over and over."

"Fuck," Matthew groans. "That's so hot, Nat. I had no idea..."

"There's so much more," Natalie pants, her fingers now moving frantically. "So many sites, so many categories. I can show you everything."

Matthew's hand covers hers, stilling her movements. "Yes," he says, his voice thick with lust. "Show me everything. But slowly. We've got all night."

Natalie whimpers at the loss of stimulation but nods eagerly. "Okay," she agrees, her pussy throbbing with need.

Natalie's fingers tremble as she unbuttons her blouse, letting it fall to the carpet. Her nipples strain against the thin fabric of her bra, already hard and sensitive. She glances at Matthew, who's hurriedly stripping off his own clothes, his cock tenting his boxers. The air between them crackles with electric anticipation.

"Lay on the bed," Matthew growls, his voice husky with need. "Let me watch you play with yourself."

Natalie crawls onto their king-size bed, positioning herself against the headboard. Her thighs part instinctively as Matthew reaches into her drawer, retrieving her prized possession - a thick, veined dildo that makes her pussy flood at the sight.

"Use this," he commands, tossing it beside her. "I want to see you let go."

The porn plays on the laptop screen - a busty brunette taking a massive cock while she edges her clit with a vibrator. Natalie watches the screen intensely, her fingers never leaving her swollen clit.

"Fuck, look how wet she is," Matthew groans, wrapping his hand around his shaft. "Just like you, isn't it? Your pussy's dripping already."

"Mmmmh," Natalie moans, circling her clit with practised movements. "God yes, I'm so fucking wet. Watch me, watch how I play with my cunt."

Her free hand grabs the dildo, teasing it through her folds, coating it in her juices. On the screen, the actress spreads her legs wider, showing off her glistening pussy.

"Your cunt looks just like hers," Matthew pants, his hand moving faster on his cock. "All puffy and swollen. Desperate to be filled."

Natalie pushes the dildo inside, gasping at the stretch. "Oh fuck... it's so big... watch me take it all..."

Her hips buck as she fucks herself, matching the rhythm of the porn. Matthew's eyes dart back and forth between the screen and her spread legs, his cock leaking pre-cum over the bed.

"That's it, be a good little porn slut," he growls. "Show me how you edge yourself."

Natalie's movements grow frantic, her pussy clenching around the thick shaft. "God yes, I'm such a filthy slut... getting off to porn... letting you watch me..."

The actress starts to squirt, her juices squirting against her partner as she screams in pleasure. Natalie feels her own orgasm building, her thighs trembling.

"I'm close," Matthew pants. "Get ready to take my load, you dirty girl."

"Yes, cum on my face," Natalie begs, shocking herself with her eagerness. "I want to taste it, please..."

Matthew positions himself over her, his cock aimed at her upturned face. Natalie's tongue darts out, desperate for his cum. She's never wanted to taste him like this before, but now she craves it.

Their eyes lock as they reach the edge together. Matthew's cock pulses, shooting thick ropes across her cheeks and lips. The feeling and smell of his warm cum decorating her face pushes Natalie over, her pussy clamping down on the dildo as she cums hard.

Her tongue swipes eagerly at his cum, gathering every drop. The salty taste makes her moan with satisfaction as she swallows hungrily, suddenly addicted to the taste of his load.

"Fuck," Matthew pants, watching her lick her lips clean. "You've never swallowed before. That was incredible."

Natalie just moans in response, her body still shaking from her intense orgasm, her tongue seeking out every last drop of his cum.

◆◆◆

Natalie sits on their shared bed, thinking through last night's surprise - It still seems like a miracle that when her husband caught her last night with all the evidence, he wasn't angry, he didn’t want a divorce, or even look at her with disgusted eyes. Instead, he wanted to join her in her illicit fun. It was liberating, a dream come true, and she realises that it had brought them together in a way they’d not been close for years.

As she slips under the crisp bed covers, Matthew joins her, his eyes gleaming with anticipation.

"Ready to continue your education, love?" Natalie purrs, her fingers already hovering over the keyboard.

Matthew nods eagerly. "I want to learn more."

As they settle onto the mattress, the springs creaking softly beneath their weight, Natalie's fingers find the trackpad. The cursor dances across the screen, opening a series of bookmarked pages that make Matthew's breath catch in his throat. Images and videos flicker to life, filling the room with muted moans and the wet sounds of flesh on flesh.

Natalie's skin prickles with goosebumps as she begins to explain, her voice low and husky. "This is gooning," she murmurs, gesturing to the writhing bodies on screen. "It's not just watching porn. It's... becoming one with it."

"How does that work exactly?"

Natalie's lips curl into a wicked smile. "It's about edging yourself over and over, letting the pleasure build until you're drunk on it. Letting the porn and pleasure take over completely. Look here..."

She clicks on a video, filling the screen with a recording of a group chat, each window showing a semi-naked participant in a group wank. "See how they're touching themselves as they watch porn? But they're not cumming. They're keeping themselves right on that edge."

"Fuck," Matthew breathes, his hand unconsciously moving to his crotch.

Her hand reaches for her prized possession – a sleek, curved vibrator that hums to life at her touch. The toy glides over her already slick folds, sending shivers up her spine. Natalie demonstrates the technique she's perfected, bringing herself to the very edge of orgasm before abruptly pulling away. Her thighs quiver, a trickle of arousal seeping onto the dark sheets beneath her.

"See? You get close, then back off. Over and over."

Matthew's eyes are wide, drinking in every detail of Natalie's transformation. His cock strains against the fabric of his boxers, a damp spot forming where the head presses insistently. Her gaze locks onto that tell-tale sign of his arousal, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. She works herself into a frenzy, her pussy glistening with arousal.

"Christ, Nat. You're soaked."

"Mhmm," she moans. "Now you try. Stroke yourself, but don't cum. Stop when you’re close."

Matthew's hand disappears beneath the waistband of his boxers, emerging with his cock gripped firmly in his fist. She watches, transfixed, as he begins to stroke. A bead of pre-cum forms at his tip, glistening in the low light. Unable to resist, she leans in, her tongue darting out to capture that salty drop.

The taste explodes on her tongue, igniting a fire low in her belly. Natalie moans softly, her pussy clenching with need. She turns back to the laptop, pulling up a series of chat windows. The screen fills with messages, each one filthier than the last.

"Look," she whispers, her voice thick with arousal. "I've been chatting with people online. Learning new things. Exploring..."

Matthew's eyes widen as he reads, taking in the explicit conversations and shared photos. His hand moves faster on his cock, unconsciously responding to the visual stimulation. Natalie's fingers find her clit again, circling the swollen nub as she watches her husband's reaction.

"You've been chatting with all these people?" Matthew asks, his voice a mix of awe and arousal.

Natalie nods, biting her lip. "Men, women... they're all into it. They've taught me so much." She watches him stroke faster, his breathing hard, "Feel how good it is? Now, talk dirty to me. Tell me what you want to do."

"I want to... fuck, Nat. I want to bury my cock in your wet cunt," Matthew groans, his hand moving faster.

Natalie leans in, her tongue darting out to lap at his leaking tip. "Mmm, you taste so good. But don't cum yet. We're just getting started."

She turns back to the laptop, pulling up more chats. "Look at these. I've been having little online affairs. Nothing serious, just... exploring."

Matthew's eyes widen as he reads the explicit messages. "Bloody hell, Nat. You've been busy."

"You're not mad?"

He shakes his head, his cock twitching in his hand. "No, it's... it's hot. You should keep going. Find more people to play with."

Natalie's pussy clenches at his words. "Really? You like the idea of me being an online slut?"

"Fuck yes," Matthew groans. "And... maybe I could find some people to chat with too?"

"Oh god, yes," Natalie moans, her fingers finding her clit again. "It makes it so much better, sharing with other perverts."

They lose themselves in the images and videos as they play across the laptop screen, stroking and edging, sharing filthy stories and desires. The air in the room grows thick and heavy, filled with the scent of their combined arousal. Sweat beads on their skin, catching the digital light.

When Matthew finally comes, his release erupts in thick, pearlescent ropes across his taut stomach. The sight is too much for Natalie to resist. She dives down, her tongue lapping eagerly at his thick cum. The salty taste fills her mouth as she moans, her pussy clenching around her vibrator as she finally allows herself to tumble over the edge into blissful oblivion.

◆◆◆

Natalie's tongue swirls around her lips, savouring every last drop of Matthew's cum. Her body tingles with aftershocks, pussy still pulsing around the vibrator buried deep inside her. She collapses onto the bed beside him, both of them breathing heavily, skin slick with sweat.

"Fuck me, that was intense," Matthew pants, his chest rising and falling rapidly.

Natalie nuzzles against his neck, inhaling his musky scent. "Mmm, it's even better when you edge for hours. Sometimes I lose whole afternoons just... getting lost in it."

"I noticed that from your browser history." Matthew's fingers trace lazy patterns on her damp skin. "Those gooning setup videos were something else. All those screens, the toys..."

"God yes," Natalie moans softly, her pussy clenching at the memory. "I've been dreaming about having a proper porn den like that."

Matthew props himself up on one elbow, eyes bright with excitement. "We could do that, you know. Convert the office downstairs. Multiple monitors, proper lighting, webcams..."

"Really?" Natalie's heart races at the suggestion. Her hand slides down to her pussy, fingers ghosting over her sensitive clit.

"Think about it - we could set up proper gear. Headphones for full immersion. Cameras to record ourselves."

"Fuck," Natalie moans, reaching for her bedside drawer. She pulls out a sleek black anal plug, and slicks it with lube. "Keep talking."

Matthew's eyes darken as he watches her press the toy against her tight hole. "We could have different screens showing different porn. Share what gets us off. Watch each other lose ourselves completely."

The plug slides inside her ass with a delicious burn. Natalie whimpers, her free hand finding Matthew's balls. She nuzzles against them, breathing in his masculine scent before taking one into her mouth.

"I'll be such a good porn slut for you," she mumbles around his sack, her tongue lavishing attention on the sensitive skin. "Show you all my favourite filthy videos."

"Yeah?" Matthew's cock twitches with renewed interest. "Tell me more."

Natalie releases his balls with a wet pop, working the plug deeper into her ass. "I'll edge for hours while you watch. Get my pussy so wet and swollen. Show you how I lose myself completely to the porn."

Her tongue traces the seam of his balls as she continues: "We can watch the nastiest porn together. BBC gangbangs, extreme insertions, anything you want. I'll be your perfect little gooner slut."

"Christ, Nat," Matthew groans, his cock hardening again.

She twists the plug, making herself moan. "Want to watch me become a complete porn addict? Because that's what I am now. Can't stop thinking about cock and cum and fucking myself stupid."

Matthew's hand finds her hair, gripping tightly. "Yes. Tell me everything."

"Going to need so many new toys," she pants, fucking herself slowly with the plug. "Bigger dildos. Vibrators. Everything those porn goddesses use."

Her free hand finds her clit again, unable to resist touching herself as she describes her desires. "Want to learn all their techniques. Edge until I'm cross-eyed and drooling. Make myself squirt all over those monitors."

Natalie shifts her focus lower, her tongue tracing past Matthew's balls to find his most sensitive area. He tenses at the first contact of her wet tongue against his tight hole. A deep groan escapes his lips.

"Fuck, that's... oh god... you dirty slut." His hand finds his rigid cock, starting to stroke frantically. "Going to turn you into such a perfect little porn slut."

Her tongue circles his rim as she moans encouragement, feeling his muscles relax under her ministrations. His hand moves faster on his shaft.

"Buy you all the toys... set up the perfect porn den..." Matthew pants, his voice strained. "Watch you lose yourself completely."

Natalie pushes her tongue inside him, feeling him buck against her face. His stroking becomes erratic, desperate.

"My dirty little gooner wife... going to help you become a total addict."

She works her tongue deeper, matching the rhythm of his frantic wanking. He trembles on the edge of release.

"Going to cum... fuck... my perfect porn slut wife..."

His cock pulses as he paints his chest with thick ropes of cum, his arse clenching around her probing tongue.

◆◆◆

Natalie's heart pounds as she hears the telltale rumble of the DPD van pulling up outside. She rushes to the window, peering out to see the driver unloading a veritable mountain of solid-looking cardboard boxes. Her pussy almost drools wetly with anticipation, knowing what those innocent-looking parcels contain. She rushes downstairs, nearly tripping over her own feet in her excitement.

The doorbell chimes, and Natalie forces herself to walk calmly to answer it. Opening the door, she's greeted by a DPD driver surrounded by multiple large boxes.

"Delivery for Newman?" the driver asks, eyebrow raised at her obvious enthusiasm.

"Yes, that's us," Natalie replies, trying to keep her voice steady. She signs for the packages, barely able to contain her eagerness as the driver unloads box after box into their hallway.

As soon as the door closes, she lets out a squeal of excitement, then calls out, "Matt! They're here!"

Matthew appears at the top of the stairs, grinning widely. "Brilliant! Let's get these into the office and set up our new den."

Together, they ferry the boxes upstairs to their home office. Natalie's hands tremble slightly as she slices through packing tape, revealing the sleek monitors nestled within. She runs her fingers reverently over the smooth surface, imagining the filth that will soon fill these screens.

"Oh my god, Matt," she breathes, running her fingers over the smooth surface. "They're gorgeous."

Matthew chuckles, already unpacking stands. "Wait till you see them in action. Here, help me set these up."

As they work, Natalie can't help but chatter excitedly. "I can't believe we're actually doing this. Our own proper porn setup."

"Believe it, love," Matthew replies, connecting cables. "No more hunching over laptops for us."

Natalie giggles, a mix of nervousness and anticipation. "It's going to be amazing. All that porn, right there in high definition."

Matthew works efficiently, setting up stands and connecting cables. Natalie watches, mesmerized, as their new porn den takes shape. Two desks, side by side, each sporting a trio of large monitors held in impressive stands to allow for a double-decker setup. The screens loom over them, blank for now but full of delicious potential.

As Matthew powers on the first set of screens, Natalie feels a gush of wetness between her thighs. The monitors flicker to life, and she lets out a soft moan as she imagines every inch of those screens being filled with explicit imagery - hard cocks, dripping pussies, bodies writhing in ecstasy.

"Speaking of," Matthew says, "What should we load up first?"

Natalie bites her lip, considering. "Maybe... Reddit? To start? Then we can branch out from there."

Matthew nods, typing quickly. "Good shout. Any particular subreddits in mind?"

"Oh god," Natalie moans softly. "All of them? R/gooning, r/edging, r/pornaddict..."

Natalie's eyes dart from screen to screen, drinking in the pornographic buffet before her. She sees gangbangs, solo masturbation, lesbian tribbing, anal gaping - a smorgasbord of depravity that makes her cunt ache with need. Her hand drifts unconsciously to her crotch, pressing against the growing damp patch on her leggings.

Matthew notices her movement and grins, his own hand already rubbing the obvious bulge in his trousers. "Want to test out those new headphones, love?"

Natalie nods eagerly, grabbing a pair and slipping them on. The world narrows to just her and the screens before her, the high-quality audio filling her ears with moans and grunts and the wet sounds of fucking. She whimpers, her hips rocking slightly against her hand.

"Christ, Nat," Matthew's voice breaks through her reverie. "You're already soaking."

She glances over, seeing his eyes fixed on the damp patch forming on her leggings. "Can't help it," she pants. "It's all so... fuck."

Matthew's hand is already on his crotch, rubbing his growing erection. "Think we should sign up for some premium sites? Really go all in?"

Natalie nods frantically. "Yes, god yes. Blacked, Brazzers, all of it. Want to see everything."

As Matthew starts setting up accounts, Natalie can't tear her eyes from the screens. Her hand slips beneath her waistband, fingers eager to find her slick folds.

"Nat," Matthew's voice cuts through again. "Knickers off. Want to see you properly."

Unable to resist any longer, Natalie shimmies out of her leggings and knickers. She spreads her legs wide, giving Matthew a clear view of her glistening pussy as she resumes touching herself. Her fingers glide easily through her folds, gathering the copious slickness there.

Beside her, Matthew has freed his cock, stroking it with long, firm motions. Natalie steals glances at him between videos, admiring the way his hand moves on his shaft, the bead of pre-cum forming at the tip. But she can't look away from the screens for long, too entranced by the pornographic images flooding her senses.

"That's it," Matthew encourages, "Show me how much you love it. My perfect little porn addict."

Natalie moans, two fingers buried in her sopping cunt. "Love it so much. Can't get enough. Want to watch porn forever."

"You will," Matthew promises, stroking himself faster. "Going to keep you here, surrounded by filth. My insatiable gooner slut."

The room fills with the sounds of their shared masturbation - wet squelches, breathy moans, the soft tapping of skin on skin. Natalie's world narrows to the slick slide of her fingers and the endless stream of pornography before her eyes. She's vaguely aware of Matthew's movements becoming more frantic, knows he's approaching climax.

"Fuck, Nat," Matthew groans. "Going to cum. Want to watch?"

When Matthew grunts his release, Natalie tears her gaze away from the screens just in time to see thick ropes of cum erupting from his cock. The sight, combined with a particularly intense scene on one monitor, pushes her over the edge. Her pussy clenches around her fingers as she comes with a cry, her body shuddering with the force of her orgasm.

As the aftershocks subside, Natalie becomes aware of the porn still playing, the endless cycle of videos continuing. She looks at Matthew, sees the same hunger reflected in his eyes. Without a word, they both turn back to their screens, hands already drifting back to their sensitive parts.

"Again?" she asks breathlessly.

Matthew grins, already hard once more. "Again."

◆◆◆

Natalie stares at the half-eaten Chinese takeaway, pushing noodles around her plate. Her thighs press together under the kitchen table, already damp with anticipation of returning to their porn den. The familiar ache between her legs has become constant these past few days.

"We need to talk about this," Matthew says, setting down his chopsticks. "About what we're becoming."

Natalie's cheeks flush. "You mean our... new hobby?"

"Hobby?" Matthew chuckles. "Think we're well past that, love. You've barely left the den except for work. And even then, I know you're watching porn on your phone in the toilets."

"You do the same," Natalie counters, but there's no defensiveness in her voice. Just raw honesty. "I've seen your browser history. All those edging videos while I'm at work."

"Exactly." Matthew reaches across the table and takes her hand. "Think it's time we admit what this is. We're proper addicts now, aren't we?"

The word sends a shiver through Natalie's body, her pussy clenching at the admission. "Yes," she whispers. "Complete porn addicts."

"And you know what? I fucking love it." Matthew's grip tightens. "Love watching you become this insatiable gooner slut. Love becoming one myself."

"Better than regular sex, isn't it?" Natalie's voice trembles with excitement. "The edging, the constant arousal, sharing it all online..."

"God yes. Speaking of which..." Matthew pulls out his phone, opens Reddit. "Been thinking. We should do this properly. Set up a joint account. Show everyone what filthy gooners we've become."

Heat floods between Natalie's legs. "You mean... post verification photos? Together?"

"Exactly. Your gorgeous tits, my hard cock, both of us desperate and leaking. Show everyone how much we love porn." Matthew's eyes darken. "What do you think?"

"Fuck yes," Natalie moans softly. "What should we call ourselves?"

"Was thinking Gooner_Couple_UK. Simple, gets the point across." Matthew starts typing on his phone. "We'll need proper verification photos. Signs with our username, date, subreddit."

"We could write it on each other, really prove we're serious?  Which subreddits?" Natalie's hand slides between her thighs, pressing against her aching cunt through her leggings.

"All of them. R/gooning, r/edging, r/GoonCaves..." Matthew grins. "Want to show everyone how far we've fallen. How we can't stop watching porn, can't stop touching ourselves."

"Want to show them my wet cunt," Natalie pants. "How much it drips just thinking about porn."

"That's my girl. Such a perfect little porn addict." Matthew adjusts his hard cock in his pants. "This is us now. No going back. Just endless porn and masturbation."

"Wouldn't want to go back," Natalie admits. "Love what we've become. Love that we do this together."

"Let’s take those verification photos tonight," Matthew says. "Show everyone what filthy gooners we are. Ready to fully embrace this?"

"Yes," Natalie moans. "Want everyone to see. Want to share how much we love porn."

"That's it then." Matthew stands, already hard in his trousers. "No more pretending this is just a phase or a hobby. We're porn addicts now. Proper gooners. It's who we are."

"Our thing," Natalie agrees, squirming in her seat. "Our way of being intimate. Better than normal sex."

"Much better. The edge, the constant arousal..." Matthew gathers their plates.

Natalie watches Matthew's tight arse as he walks to the fridge. Her pussy throbs at the thought of their new lifestyle. The condensation from her wine glass matches the wetness between her thighs.

"Been thinking about those dirty chats you've been having," Matthew says, grabbing two bottles of wine. "With that couple from Manchester?"

"You're not angry?" Her cunt clenches at the memory of their filthy messages.

"Course not. Think it's hot." He refills their glasses. "Been having my own chats with a bird from Scotland. Proper filthy ones."

"Really?" Heat floods Natalie's cheeks. "Tell me more."

"Voice calls too. Through the headset. Listening to her cum while watching porn together."

"Fuck." Natalie squeezes her thighs together. "That's so hot. You should do more of that."

"Yeah? You don't mind?"

"Not at all. As long as it stays online, right? No meeting up."

"Exactly." Matthew sits back down, his excitement obviously growing again, "Everything else is fair game. Video calls, toy shows, whatever gets us off."

"Been thinking about that actually." Natalie's hand slides between her legs. "What if we filmed each other? Posted videos?"

"Like what?" His voice grows husky.

"You wanking that fat cock. Cumming all over yourself. Or in my mouth while I swallow it all down."

"Fuck yes." Matthew grips his wine glass tighter. "What about you?"

"Could film me full of my toys. Showing everyone how wet my cunt gets. Maybe even..." She bites her lip.

"Tell me."

"Taking them in my arse. Or choking myself on that big black dildo. Really showing what a porn slut I've become."

"Christ." Matthew's cock visibly twitches in his trousers. "Want to show everyone how depraved we are?"

"Yes. Want them to see us both lost in porn. Completely addicted." Her pussy drips. "Speaking of which..."

"Upstairs?"

"Please. Need to edge. Need porn."

Matthew stands, cock straining against fabric. "After you, my beautiful gooner slut."

Natalie rises on shaky legs, cunt already aching for their screens of filth. Time to fully embrace their new lifestyle.


Chapter 5: The Descent

The only light in the den is from the wall of porn constantly playing. Natalie's breasts heave with each ragged breath, her nipples rock hard despite hours of constant stimulation. Beside her, Matthew's cock remains rigid, angry red and slick with a mixture of pre-cum and lube that drips onto the already-soaked gaming chair beneath him.

Six monitors fill their vision - three each - displaying an endless stream of hardcore pornography. Their Discord notifications ping constantly as fellow gooners share increasingly depraved content.

"Fuck, look at this one," Natalie moans, her fingers working her swollen clit in slow circles. She shares a link to their private channel: 'GoonCoupleUK_Private'.

Matthew clicks, groaning as another window of filth fills his centre screen. A petite blonde is taking three massive black cocks, her fuck hole stretched obscenely taking two at once, while tears stream down her face.

"She's such a good little cock slave," Natalie pants, her other hand working a thick dildo into her dripping cunt. "Just like me. Need to be stuffed full of cock."

A message pops up from 'ScottishGooner69': Fuck yes, show us how wet that pussy is getting watching BBC destruction.

Natalie adjusts her webcam, spreading her legs wider to display her glistening folds. Her cunt lips are puffy and dark pink from hours of abuse, a constant stream of juices coating the silicone toy buried inside her.

"Look how fucking wet my slut wife is," Matthew growls into his headset, his hand moving faster on his shaft. "She's been edging for six hours straight, watching nothing but hardcore gangbangs."

More messages flood their chat:

GoonerGirl_Leeds: Such a perfect porn addicted cunt. Keep edging that messy hole 
CumDrainedCouple: Wish we could watch her take those BBCs for real 
ScottishGooner69: Stroke that fat cock mate, show us how much you love watching her degrade herself
 

Matthew tilts his webcam down, displaying his angry purple cockhead leaking a steady stream of pre-cum. "Can't stop stroking to porn anymore. Don't even fuck properly now, just masturbate together like proper addicts."

"That's because we are complete porn-obsessed perverts. Nothing matters but gooning anymore." Natalie moans, her eyes fixed on the centre screen where the blonde is now choking on cock while being roughly fucked from behind. She clicks another link someone shared, filling her right screen with a compilation of women being throat fucked until they vomited. Her left screen shows an endless loop of anal gaping, while her centre display continues the interracial gangbang.

"Look at all that nasty porn," Matthew pants, matching her toy's rhythm with his strokes. "Our perfect little porn den. Just endless filth and masturbation."

Natalie's thighs tremble as she fights back another edge. Her clit throbs painfully beneath her fingers, but she can't stop touching it. Won't stop.

Her gaze drifts to Matthew's torso, admiring the dried cum stains that paint his chest and stomach. He's been cumming repeatedly for hours, each load adding to the crusty evidence of their addiction. His nipples are hard peaks rising from the mess, his chest heaving as he strokes.

"Look at all that cum," she moans, working the dildo deeper. "Such a filthy gooner, covering yourself in spunk while we watch porn. Makes my cunt throb seeing you like that."

Matthew's cock twitches, another pearl of pre-cum forming at his tip. "Want to taste?" he growls, gathering the sticky fluid on his fingers.

"Fuck yes." Natalie leans over, her massive tits swaying as she extends her tongue. She inhales deeply, savouring the musky scent before sucking his fingers clean. "Mmm, nothing better than porn and pre-cum."

"Your turn," Matthew pants. "Let me taste that messy cunt."

Natalie withdraws her soaked fingers from her pussy, offering them to his eager mouth. Matthew sucks greedily, moaning at the familiar taste of her arousal.

A new message pings their Discord:

CockGooner_Sussex: About to cum again. Watch me explode for you both

Natalie quickly switches her right monitor to their video call. A heavily muscled man fills the screen, his thick cock angry red as he strokes frantically. A large black dildo is buried in his arse, working in and out as he pleasures himself.

"That's it," Natalie encourages, her clit throbbing harder. "Fuck that tight arse while you stroke. Show us what a proper gooner slut you are."

"Fucking hell," Matthew groans, watching the man's cock pulse. "He's going to blow again."

CockGooner_Sussex: Can't stop. Need to cum. Need to goon. Need more porn.

"Do it," Natalie commands, her fingers flying over her clit. "Cum for us. Show everyone what a perverted porn addict you are."

The man's back arches as thick ropes of cum erupt from his cock, splattering across his already glazed chest. The dildo remains buried in his spasming hole as he milks every drop from his twitching shaft.

"Beautiful," Natalie praises, her pussy clenching around her toy. "Such a good boy, addicted to porn and masturbation just like us."

Matthew's hand moves faster, his cock leaking steadily. "Fuck, watching him cum made me closer. Need to edge back."

Their chat explodes with messages:

GoonerGirl_Leeds: Fucking hot watching him explode 
ScottishGooner69: Keep that dildo in your arse mate 
CumDrainedCouple: Our turn to edge. Watching you lot is too hot
 

"Don't stop now," Natalie moans to their spent friend. "Keep that toy buried deep. Watch more porn. Stay addicted with us."

CockGooner_Sussex: Already loading more hardcore. Can't stop. Don't want to stop.
 

"None of us can stop," Matthew agrees, his cock throbbing.

Their Discord server has exploded into a frenzy of group masturbation. Natalie's monitors now display a grid of webcams - six different addicts all stroking, edging, and fucking themselves with various toys. The wet sounds of her dildo plunging in and out of her cunt mix with their collective moans through her headset.

"Look at all these porn addicts," she pants, her mascara smeared down her cheeks. "Everyone so desperate to edge. So many messy cunts and leaking cocks."

GoonerGirl_Leeds: Show us how nasty you can be, Nat. We know you want to.
 

Natalie's cunt clenches at the suggestion. She withdraws the huge black dildo from her dripping hole, holding it up to the camera. Her pussy gapes obscenely, juices running down onto the chair beneath her.

"Want to see something really filthy?" she asks, her voice thick with lust. "Want to see what a complete porn whore I've become?"

Matthew groans beside her, his hand a blur on his cock. "Do it, slut. Show them how depraved you are."

Without hesitation, Natalie brings the pussy-soaked dildo to her lips. Her tongue snakes out, licking her own juices from the shaft while the chat explodes:

CumDrainedCouple: Fucking hell, she's tasting herself 
ScottishGooner69: Such a nasty gooner slut 
CockGooner_Sussex: Getting hard again watching this
 

"Mmm, but I can be nastier," Natalie moans around the toy. She reaches for a smaller dildo, coating it liberally with lube. "Watch this, perverts."

She leans back, lifting her legs to display her puckered arsehole to the camera. The toy slides in easily - her back passage already loose from earlier play. She fucks herself slowly, making sure everyone can see the penetration.

"Look at that greedy hole," Matthew narrates, pre-cum flowing freely now. "Such a perfect anal slut. But we all know what comes next, don't we?"

Natalie withdraws the toy with a wet pop, immediately bringing it to her mouth. She deep-throats it without hesitation, moaning around the shaft that had just been buried in her arse.

"Ass to mouth like a proper porn whore," she gasps, pulling off to show her lipstick smeared along the length. "This is what porn addiction does to you. Makes you completely depraved."

The chat descends into chaos:

GoonerGirl_Leeds: I'm fucking soaked watching this 
CumDrainedCouple: Wife just came hard seeing that 
ScottishGooner69: Keep going you filthy bitch

"Can't stop," Natalie moans, alternating between holes now. "Need to be filled. Need to taste everything. Need more porn!"

She glances at her other screens, still displaying endless hardcore scenes. Women being used in every hole, men stroking massive cocks, couples lost in mutual masturbation - a constant stream of filth feeding their addiction.

"That's my nasty girl," Matthew praises, reaching over to push the toy deeper into her arse.
 

◆◆◆

The air hangs thick with the scent of sex and sweat as their marathon session reaches its peak. Natalie's body trembles, hovering on the edge of an explosive release. Her cunt clenches rhythmically around the massive dildo while her fingers work her swollen clit with desperate intensity.

"I'm so close," she gasps, her voice hoarse from hours of moaning. "Need to cum. Need to squirt."

Matthew positions himself between her legs, his cock throbbing visibly. "Do it. Soak my face with that filthy cunt."

Their online audience watches intently:

GoonerGirl_Leeds: Squirt for us all 
ScottishGooner69: Drench him 
CumDrainedCouple: Make him drink it all

Natalie's back arches as the pressure builds. Her thighs quiver uncontrollably as Matthew's tongue joins her fingers on her clit. The combination of physical stimulation and the hardcore scenes still playing across her monitors pushes her over the edge.

She screams as her release hits, her cunt exploding in a powerful gush. Matthew eagerly catches every drop, drinking deeply as she floods his mouth. Her body convulses, pussy spasming around the toy as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through her.

"Such a perfect squirting slut," Matthew growls, rising up. His cock is angry purple, ready to burst. "Now open that mouth. Take my load."

Natalie obeys instantly, jaw slack as he feeds his cock between her lips. His fingers tangle in her hair, other hand gripping her throat as he begins to pulse.

"Swallow it all," he commands, fingers pressing into her mouth alongside his erupting cock. "Every. Last. Drop."

Their chat explodes in a frenzy of messages as both collapse, utterly spent but already craving more porn, more edges, more depravity. She feels lost completely now, and doesn't want to be found.

◆◆◆

One month later...

Natalie's bare feet pad across the sticky carpet of their living room, her oversized t-shirt barely covering her naked lower half. She needs the black dragon dildo - the really big one as nothing else quite hits the spot anymore - but can't remember where she last used it. The constant porn playing from her phone fills the silence as she searches.

The living room is barely recognisable now. Takeaway containers litter every surface, some growing fuzzy with mould. The curtains remain permanently drawn, their edges dark with dust. Her gaze passes unseeing over the pile of unopened letters by the door.

Empty energy drink cans form a small mountain near the sofa. The coffee table holds a sticky collection of lube bottles and smaller toys, while a laptop displays an endless stream of hardcore porn, the volume low but constant. The screen's glow highlights suspicious stains on the once-cream sofa.

"Where is it?" she mutters, absently rubbing her clit as she scans the room. The movement is automatic now - she's always touching herself, always wet, always ready.

Her phone pings with another work email. She glances at the summary, something about missed deadlines and final warnings. She ignores it, just like she's ignored the last twenty work messages. Her fingers move faster between her legs as a particularly nasty scene plays on her phone screen.

The kitchen is worse. Dishes fill the sink, many growing their own ecosystems. The dining table has become a makeshift toy cleaning station, with various dildos and vibrators laid out on dirty towels. More takeaway containers overflow from the bin, evidence of their descent into complete neglect of normal life.

A notification from their Discord server makes her pussy throb:

CockGooner_Sussex: Anyone up for another marathon edge session?

"Soon," she promises, her cunt clenching at the thought. But first, she needs that specific toy. The one that stretches her so perfectly while she watches the nastiest porn they can find.

She pauses by the stairs, leaning against the wall as another wave of arousal hits her. The wallpaper is marked with suspicious handprints and splashes - evidence of times they couldn't make it upstairs before their need overwhelmed them.

The stairs creak under her feet as Natalie ascends, each step leaving sticky footprints on the uncleaned carpet. Her thighs are already slick, arousal running down her legs - a constant state now. The upstairs landing is littered with discarded lingerie, torn packaging from sex toy deliveries, and empty lube bottles.

Their bedroom doorway reveals a scene of complete debauchery. The king-size bed is a twisted mess of unwashed sheets, dark with various stains and crusty patches. Multiple iPads are propped against pillows, each displaying different categories of porn - a habit they developed when the need to watch filth in bed became overwhelming.

"Maybe under here," she mumbles, lifting a corner of the duvet. The movement releases a strong musky scent - sweat, cum, and pussy juice deeply embedded in the fabric. She finds three smaller dildos, a butt plug still tacky with lube, and an empty bottle of poppers, but not her prize.

The bedside tables are crowded with toys, bottles, and electronics. Charging cables snake everywhere, powering their collection of vibrators and Bluetooth-enabled devices. Her wedding ring sits discarded in a small puddle of lube, untouched for weeks - she stopped wearing it after it kept getting sticky during marathon masturbation sessions.

Their walk-in wardrobe stands open, work clothes hanging untouched and gathering dust. The floor is strewn with high heels and lingerie - evidence of countless cam shows and verification photos. A full-length mirror shows dark smudges where her body has pressed against it repeatedly, lost in porn-fuelled ecstasy.

Her phone pings again. This time it's her boss:

Final warning: Meeting tomorrow 9am to discuss your position.

Natalie's hand drifts back between her legs, her pussy throbbing as she remembers how she spent yesterday's "working" hours - edge-fucking herself while watching gangbang compilations instead of attending the client presentation.

The en-suite bathroom is no better. Used toys sit in the sink waiting to be cleaned, the mirror spattered with dried cum from Matthew's latest facial gift to her. The air is thick with the scent of sex and neglect.

"Fuck," she groans, frustration mounting. "Where did I leave that fucking dragon cock?"

Another Discord notification makes her clit pulse:

GoonerGirl_Leeds: Missing you in the group edge. That pussy needs destroying.

Nature calls as Natalie stands in the en-suite, though she doesn't pause her constant clit rubbing even as she sits on the toilet. The bathroom reeks of stale piss and sex - cleaning stopped being a priority weeks ago. Dark stains mar the once-cream carpet where Matthew had stood over her last week, soaking her with his hot stream while their Discord fans watched.

"Fuck, that was hot," she mumbles, remembering how she'd begged him to mark her like a proper slut. Her fingers work faster as she pisses, slipping messily as they soak in her golden stream, the sound reminding her of yesterday's chat with GoonerGirl_Leeds, where she'd squatted over her webcam, letting everyone watch her release.

The carpet beneath her feet is still crusty from those sessions. Each stain holds a filthy memory - like when she'd laid back, spreading her cunt wide, letting Matthew aim his stream directly into her hole while ScottishGooner69 stroked himself to completion watching.

Her piss finally stops, but her fingers don't. She's close now, remembering how she'd licked Matthew clean after each watersports session, hungry for every degrading act their viewers suggested. The Discord group had exploded each time, watching her transform from respectable marketing manager to complete piss whore.

"Such a nasty cunt," she moans, bringing her soaked fingers to her mouth. She sucks them clean, tasting her juices mixed with the lingering scent of urine. The mirror shows her reflection - hair matted, yesterday's mascara still smeared across her cheeks, nipples hard beneath her stained t-shirt.

She stands on shaky legs, not bothering to wipe. More juices run down her thighs as she heads for the landing, desperate to find that dragon dildo and rejoin the ongoing edge session downstairs.

The need between her legs grows more urgent as Natalie descends, her pussy dripping steadily now. The sound of Matthew's moans draws her attention - he's still in their home office, he hasn't moved for hours. Through the open door, she catches glimpses of hardcore porn reflecting off his sweaty body.

Then she remembers - the dragon dildo is in the living room, hidden under the sofa where she'd dropped it during yesterday's video call with CockGooner_Sussex. She retrieves it, not bothering to wipe off the dust and carpet fluff clinging to its textured surface.

Padding back to their home office, she takes in the room that's become their entire world. The blackout blinds are permanently sealed, keeping them separate from reality. The air is thick and stale, heavy with the scent of sex and unwashed bodies. Empty food containers and energy drink cans litter every surface, gathering between the expensive cameras and lighting equipment they'd bought during more lucrative times.

Matthew doesn't look up as she enters, lost in his own porn trance. His cock is angry red from constant abuse, pre-cum flowing freely down his shaft. The chair beneath him is stained dark with bodily fluids, just like hers.

Natalie sinks into her own gaming chair, the leather sticky against her bare skin. Her screens spring to life automatically as she touches her sticky mouse - three monitors of depravity, each showing increasingly extreme content. She slides her headset on, immediately greeted by the moans and wet sounds of their Discord group's ongoing edge session.

"Found it," she announces to no one in particular, already working the massive toy between her swollen pussy lips. The dragon's textured ridges catch on her sensitive flesh, making her gasp.

CumDrainedCouple: Welcome back slut. Show us that messy cunt. 
ScottishGooner69: Fuck yes, destroy that hole.

She angles her webcam back down, spreading her legs wider to display her puffy, abused pussy stretching around the huge toy. Another work email notification flashes in the corner of her screen - something about her company laptop's browser history. She dismisses it without reading, just like she dismisses the stack of unpaid bills on the desk.

Nothing matters now except the porn, the pleasure, the endless cycle of edging and gooning. Their real lives have crumbled around them, but in this dark room, illuminated only by screens of filth, they've found their true purpose.

"Time to goon," she moans, pushing the toy deeper as her eyes fix on the screens. Reality fades away, replaced by pure pornographic bliss.

Chapter 6: Brief Clarity

The sudden silence hits Natalie like a physical blow. One moment, she's lost in a haze of pleasure and pixelated flesh. The next, total darkness descends as abruptly as if someone had flipped a switch. Which, she realizes belatedly, is exactly what's happened.

"Matt?" she calls out, voice hoarse. "What's going on?"

A grunt comes from across the room. "Fuck's sake," Matthew mumbles. "Power cut," Matthew's voice comes from across the room, a disembodied grunt in the gloom. Natalie blinks, her eyes struggling to adjust after hours - days? - of staring at screens. The darkness is oppressive, almost suffocating.

Natalie fumbles for her phone, squinting at the sudden brightness. It's 2 PM on a Tuesday. Or is it Wednesday? The days have blurred together.

"We need light," she mutters, more to herself than Matthew. Her legs tremble as she stands, muscles protesting after hours of inactivity. The floor beneath her bare feet is tacky, a mixture of spilt drinks and other, less savoury fluids.

Matthew groans. "Do we have to?"

"Unless you want to sit in the dark," Natalie snaps, already regretting her tone. She stands on shaky legs, nearly stumbling over discarded takeaway containers. She shuffles towards the window, stubbing her toe on something hard - a discarded dildo? An empty bottle? She doesn't bother to check. Her hand finds the heavy fabric of the blackout curtains, and with a deep breath, she yanks them open.

Sunlight floods the room like a tidal wave, harsh and unforgiving. Natalie recoils, eyes burning, a hiss escaping her lips. As her vision adjusts, she turns to face the room - and feels her stomach lurch. 

The home office, once a place of productivity, has become a den of squalor. Every surface is covered in a layer of filth - empty takeaway containers, crushed energy drink cans, discarded tissues. Sex toys lie scattered about like bizarre sculptures, crusted with dried fluids. The air is thick and stale, heavy with the mingled scents of unwashed bodies, stale food, and sex.

Her gaze falls on Matthew, and she has to stifle a gasp. He sits slumped in his gaming chair, blinking owlishly in the sudden light. His hair is matted and greasy, his beard unkempt and food-stained. His skin has a sickly pallor, made worse by the harsh daylight. Dark circles ring his bloodshot eyes, and angry red sores mar the skin of his penis, raw from constant abuse.

"Christ, Matt," she whispers. "You look..."

"What?" he grunts, squinting up at her.

Natalie swallows hard. "Like shit, honestly. When's the last time you showered?"

Matthew shrugs, scratching at his scraggly beard. "Dunno. What day is it?"

"I'm not sure," Natalie admits.

She looks down at herself and realizes she's in no better state. Her breasts are tender and swollen, nipples chafed and sore. Her inner thighs are sticky with dried fluids, and she can feel the tackiness between her legs where she's been sitting in her own juices. Her hair hangs in greasy strands, and her skin feels grimy, coated in a film of sweat and God knows what else. "God, I'm not much better."

"When's the last time we left the house?" she asks, though she dreads the answer. "Or even this room?"

Matthew shrugs, wincing as his joints pop audibly. "Dunno," he mumbles.

Natalie shakes her head, unable to answer. Her eyes roam the room again, taking in details she'd been too lost in pleasure to notice before. The carpet is stained and crusty, bearing silent testimony to their depraved activities. Their expensive cameras and lighting equipment, bought in more lucrative times, now gather dust alongside piles of dirty clothes and empty pizza boxes.

She moves to the desk, grimacing at the way her feet stick slightly to the floor with each step. The surface is barely visible beneath layers of detritus - crumpled papers, sticky rings from countless mugs of coffee, more empty cans. Her fingers brush against something soft - a piece of mouldy bread, she realizes with revulsion.

The computer screens, now dark and lifeless, reflect her haggard face. Natalie barely recognizes herself. Her skin is sallow, her eyes sunken and red-rimmed. Yesterday's mascara is smeared across her cheeks, giving her a ghoulish appearance.

The room spins slightly as the full impact of their situation hits her. How long have they been like this? Days? Weeks? The pile of unopened mail on the desk catches her eye - final notices, urgent reminders, please contact immediately. A sick feeling settles in her stomach as she realizes how far they've fallen.

"Matt," she croaks, her voice hoarse from disuse - or perhaps from moaning into her headset for hours on end. "Matt, look at this place. Look at us."

He grunts, shifting in his chair. The movement releases a fresh wave of body odour, making Natalie's nose wrinkle.

Matthew's face falls as he takes in their surroundings. "Shit," he mutters. "It's bad, isn't it?"

"It's worse than bad," Natalie says. She picks up a stack of unopened mail. "Final notice... urgent... please contact immediately... Matt, have you checked our bank account lately?"

He shakes his head. "Been a bit busy, love."

"Yeah," Natalie says bitterly. "Busy wanking ourselves stupid."

Matthew flinches. "Nat..."

"No, I'm sorry," she sighs. "It's not just you. It's both of us. We've let this get completely out of control."

"So what do we do?" Matthew asks, looking lost.

Natalie takes a deep breath. "First, we clean. This place is a biohazard. Then we shower - separately. And then... then we talk. Really talk. About what we're going to do next."

Matthew nods slowly. "Yeah. Yeah, okay. But Nat?"

"What?"

He gives her a weak smile. "Can we at least put some clothes on first?"

Despite everything, Natalie finds herself laughing. It's a rusty sound, but genuine. "God yes. Let's start there."

As they dress in the cleanest clothes they can find, Natalie's mind races. How did they let it get this far? And more importantly - how are they going to dig themselves out of this hole?

Chapter 7: Rise and Fall

The gentle whirr of the office air conditioning is a welcome change from the oppressive silence that dominated the room six months ago. Matthew leans back in his ergonomic chair, purchased during their "recovery spending spree" as they'd dubbed it, and watches his wife conduct her marketing presentation through Teams.

Natalie's image fills one of his three monitors, now arranged in a productive layout rather than the overwhelming wall of screens they'd once maintained. Her hair is neatly styled, falling just below her shoulders in a professional cut that had cost a small fortune at that boutique salon in Richmond. The cream blouse she wears is buttoned appropriately, and a delicate silver necklace draws attention to her collar in a way that is tasteful rather than provocative.

"As you can see from the Q3 projections..." Her voice carries confidence and authority. Matthew feels a flutter of pride mixed with something else – a twinge of loss, perhaps? He pushes the feeling aside, focusing instead on how far they've come.

Sunlight streams through the open curtains, catching dust motes that dance in the air. The room smells of coffee and the lavender diffuser Natalie had bought during their home makeover. Gone are the stale remnants of their darker days, replaced by fresh air from the slightly open window and the faint scent of furniture polish.

His eyes drift to the drawer beneath his desk – locked now, containing a single USB drive with their "old life" files. They'd agreed to keep it, a reminder of how far they'd fallen and how hard they'd worked to climb back. The therapist had advised against complete erasure, suggesting they acknowledge their past while choosing a different future.

The carpet beneath his feet is clean and recently vacuumed. No sticky patches, no mysterious stains. His gaze travels across the room to where a framed final warning letter hangs on the wall – their version of an AA chip, a daily reminder of how close they'd come to losing everything.

Matthew's attention returns to Natalie's presentation. She is sharing her screen now, displaying a PowerPoint with clean, professional graphics. Her quarterly figures show impressive growth, a testament to her renewed focus. Her hand occasionally strays to her neck, a nervous tell from their "before" time.

Their shared calendar hangs on the wall, filled with normal activities: dentist appointments, dinner with friends, and garden centre visits. The therapeutic mundanity of it almost brings tears to his eyes. Six months ago, they'd been scheduling their lives around Reddit live gooning schedules.

A small spot of colour catches his eye – the charging cable from an old vibrator peeking out from Natalie's bottom drawer. She hasn't noticed it yet. Matthew considers mentioning it but holds back. Their new rule: acknowledge the past when necessary, but don't dwell on it.

"Any questions?" Natalie's voice carries clearly through his headset. Her colleagues respond with the usual corporate platitudes, and Matthew watches her smile – professional, contained, appropriate. So different from the wild abandon of before, yet he catches a flicker of something in her eyes when she glances his way between slides.

The bank statement on his desk shows black figures instead of red. Their mortgage payment schedule is back on track. The therapy appointment card pinned to the board marks regular sessions now reduced to monthly check-ins. All signs of recovery, of normalcy restored.

Yet as Matthew watches his wife conclude her presentation, he notices how her fingers tremble slightly as she disconnects from the call. Their eyes meet across the office, it’s a moment of shared understanding passes between them. They'd survived, yes. They'd rebuilt their lives, absolutely. But something had been lost in the process – a spark, an intimacy, a shared secret that had nearly destroyed them but had also bound them together in ways they couldn't fully articulate.

He opens his mouth to speak, but Natalie has already turned back to her screens, the staccato click of keys as she responds to work emails. The moment passes, as such moments always do now, subsumed by the comfortable routine of their recovered life.

A notification pops up on his calendar: "Marriage Counselling - 3 PM". Matthew clicks 'acknowledge' and returns to his own work, pushing away the memory of how Natalie used to look at him across their screens, wild and uninhibited and completely, dangerously free.

◆◆◆

The afternoon light shifts, casting longer shadows across their shared office space as Matthew tries to focus on his project management dashboard. A notification from HR congratulating him on his recent client satisfaction scores barely registers – his attention keeps drifting to Natalie's reflection in his darkened monitor.

She's taken off her suit jacket, but unlike before, when such an action might have led to progressive undressing, she remains properly attired in her cream blouse. The top two buttons are fastened with almost mechanical precision. Their therapist had called it "maintaining boundaries" – Matthew calls it building walls.

His eyes drift to their shared whiteboard, covered now with mundane weekend plans. "Saturday: Garden Centre." "Sunday: Lunch with Sarah and Mike." The couple they'd ghosted during their darkest days had cautiously welcomed them back into normal society. Sometimes, during their polite dinner conversations, Matthew catches Mike studying them both, as if looking for cracks in their recovered façade.

A soft ping announces another email – Natalie's promotion letter, forwarded to him with a simple "We did it! x". His chest swells with genuine pride. Six months ago, she'd been on the verge of dismissal. Now she is heading her own marketing team. He starts composing a reply, deletes it, and tries again. Everything feels weighted now, measured. Even their digital communications are carefully sanitised, professional, safe.

"Matt?" Natalie's voice carries across the room, professional but with an undertone he can't quite place. "Could you look at this presentation for tomorrow?"

He rolls his chair closer, maintaining the careful distance they'd established. Close enough to help, far enough to avoid accidental touches. As he leans forward to look at her screen, his hand brushes her shoulder. She flinches – barely perceptible, but there. Both pretend not to notice.

The presentation is flawless, like everything else in their reconstructed lives. Clean lines, clear messaging, not a hint of impropriety. He notices her browser history tab is visible – completely clean, regularly deleted. They both do that now, multiple times a day. Just in case.

"It's perfect," he says, meaning both more and less than the PowerPoint before them.

Their eyes meet in the reflection of her screen. For a moment, the professional masks slip. He sees it then – the same hunger that gnaws at him, the desperate need they'd learned to suppress. Natalie's tongue darts out to wet her lips, an unconscious gesture that sends a jolt of electricity through his body. His hand tightens on the back of her chair.

The moment stretches, dangerous in its potential. Then Natalie clears her throat and turns back to her keyboard. "Thanks for checking," she says, her voice slightly hoarse. "I should finish these reports."

Matthew retreats to his desk, adjusting his trousers discretely. The prescription for ED medication in his drawer seems to mock him – not that they try often enough these days for it to matter. Their therapist calls it "redefining intimacy." Their marriage counsellor suggests "focusing on emotional connection." Matthew calls it slowly dying inside.

He catches Natalie staring at her blank monitor, her fingers hovering motionless over the keyboard. Her eyes are distant, haunted. He knows that look – knows she is remembering. His own mind starts to drift toward memories of shared ecstasy, of abandoned inhibitions, of...

"Coffee?" Her voice cuts through his dangerous reverie. She is standing now, smooth and professional in her pencil skirt, holding their matching office mugs – wedding anniversary gifts from last month, replacing the stained vessels of their past.

"Please," he manages, grateful for the interruption. Their fingers brush during the mug handover – deliberate this time, he is sure. A small act of rebellion against their self-imposed restrictions.

They share a look over the steam rising from their cups. In it is everything they cannot say: the pride in their recovery, the fear of relapse, the ache of denial, the comfort of survival. Natalie's free hand finds his, squeezing gently. These small touches are what they allow themselves now – brief, controlled reminders that beneath their professional veneers, they are still husband and wife.

The moment passes, as it must. Natalie returns to her desk, leaving Matthew with cooling coffee and the ghost of her touch on his skin. He turns back to his project dashboard, ignoring the slight tremor in his hands as he types. They are better now, he reminds himself. Healthier. Safer.

The afternoon sun catches their framed marriage counselling certificate, making it gleam like a warning beacon. Or perhaps a finish line. Matthew isn't sure anymore what it represents.

◆◆◆

Matt finishes his last email of the day and sits back with a sigh, his eyes taking in their pristine office, while Natalie continues to work diligently at her keyboard, the gentle tapping a stark contrast to the sounds that once filled this room. He pushes that thought away, focusing instead on her professional demeanour, her calm presence.

"Big presentation tomorrow?" he asks, rolling his chair slightly closer, but not too close.

"Mmhmm," Natalie nods, finally looking up from her screen. "I’m nervous, actually. First time presenting to the board since..." She lets the sentence hang, another unfinished reference to their shared past.

"You'll nail it," Matthew says, reaching across the careful gap between them. His hand finds hers, their fingers intertwining naturally. This touch feels safe, allowed. "Remember last month's numbers? They love you."

Natalie's thumb strokes his palm, a gesture so intimate in its simplicity that it makes his breath catch. "We've come so far, haven't we?" she whispers, her professional mask slipping just slightly.

"We have." He squeezes her hand gently. "Though sometimes I wonder..."

"Don't," she cuts him off, but her grip tightens on his hand. "We can't."

They sit in silence, holding hands across their shared desk space, surrounded by the evidence of their recovery – the holiday brochures for their planned trip to Cornwall, the garden renovation plans, and the daily planners filled with normal activities. All carefully curated proof that they were functioning adults again.

"Sarah asked if we wanted to try that new Italian place on Saturday," Natalie says, her voice carefully neutral. Matthew remembers their last dinner with friends, how they'd barely spoken, too afraid of what might slip out.

"Sounds nice," Matthew replies, running his thumb over her wedding ring. "Normal."

The word hangs between them, heavy with meaning. Natalie's other hand moves to cover his, creating a sandwich of warm skin and unspoken desires.

"I miss..." she starts, then stops herself. "I miss us sometimes. Just us. Not... that. But us."

Matthew nods, understanding completely. "Maybe we could try... date night? Actually going out, not just..."

"Hiding?" Natalie supplies with a small smile. "Being afraid?"

"Yeah." He returns her smile, seeing pain and hope mingled in her expression. "The therapist did say we should work on building new memories."

Their hands remain linked as Natalie reaches over to check her calendar with her free hand. "Thursday? After my board presentation? We could try that new place in Richmond."

"It's a date," Matthew says, the phrase feeling foreign yet welcome on his tongue. "A normal, healthy date."

Her eyes glisten slightly as she squeezes his hand one final time before letting go.

"I should finish these slides," she says, her professional tone returning, but softer now. "And you have that client call in ten minutes."

Matthew rolls back to his desk, already missing her touch. He watches as she straightens her blouse, adjusts her posture, becoming again the polished marketing executive. But something has shifted, ever so slightly. The air feels lighter somehow.

"Matt?" she called softly as he reached for his headset.

"Yeah?"

"I'm proud of us. Even with... everything we lost. I'm proud we chose this."

He nods, throat tight with emotion. "Me too, Nat. Me too."

They turn back to their screens, back to their carefully constructed normal lives. But the tender moment lingers, warming the space between their desks. Matthew sees how her shoulders have softened, and how her fingers move more gently across the keyboard.

The last rays of sunlight catch the edge of their wedding photo, making the frame glow briefly. Matthew smiles slightly as he dials into his client call. They've survived. They've recovered. And maybe, just maybe, they can find their way back to each other without losing themselves again.

The quiet whirr of the air conditioning fills the comfortable silence between them as they work, two professionals sharing an office, two survivors sharing a secret, two lovers finding their way back to normal. One careful, measured step at a time.

◆◆◆

Natalie stares at her laptop screen, not really seeing the marketing report in front of her. The house feels emptier than usual with Matthew at the office today. Her thighs press together unconsciously, a reminder of last night's frustrations still lingering in her body.

The date had started so well. A nice restaurant in Richmond, proper conversation, holding hands across the table like a normal couple. Matthew had even kissed her in the taxi home – proper kisses, not the pecks they'd been exchanging lately. Her body had responded, or tried to. She'd felt the first stirrings of arousal, remembering how it used to be.

But in their bedroom, everything had fallen apart.

She remembers it all too clearly, Matthew's hands had trembled as he'd undressed her, his touch careful, measured – too measured. When she'd reached for his cock, she'd found him soft, uncertain. His face had flushed with shame as he'd tried to explain.

"It's the pressure," he'd whispered. "Knowing we have to do this right, have to be normal..."

She'd tried to help, stroking him gently, using her mouth the way he used to love. But his erection had remained stubbornly elusive. Eventually, he'd pushed her onto her back, determined to at least please her with his tongue.

Natalie shifts in her office chair, remembering how she'd laid there, legs spread, waiting for pleasure that wouldn't come. Matthew's technique had been perfect, gentle and loving – everything their therapist had suggested. But her body had refused to respond. No wetness, no swelling, no desperate ache. Just... nothing.

They'd given up after thirty minutes, turning away from each other in bed, both pretending to sleep while their frustrations simmered. She'd heard him crying softly around 3am, but couldn't find the words to comfort him. What could she say? That she missed their old life? That being "healthy" felt like being dead inside? It always feels like it’s easier for him, that he’d managed to find peace, while she…

Her hand moves unconsciously to her breast, remembering how sensitive they used to be. Now they feel numb. She'd tried touching herself in the shower this morning after Matthew left, hoping to prove she could still feel something. But without the extreme stimulation she'd grown addicted to, her body remained stubbornly unresponsive.

The worst part had been this morning's pretence. Matthew making coffee, kissing her cheek, acting like everything was fine. "Have a good day working from home," he'd said, as if last night hadn't happened. As if they weren't both dying inside from this sterile version of their marriage.

She glances at her phone, contemplating texting him. But what would she say? 'Sorry your cock doesn't work anymore'? 'Sorry my pussy's broken'? Their therapist had warned them about this, about the difficulty of rebuilding a healthy sex life after addiction. "It takes time," she'd said. "Be patient with yourselves."

But six months of patience has left them here: in separate beds most nights, afraid to touch, afraid to want, afraid to feel. The professional success, the clean house, the normal social life – it all feels like a hollow victory when she can't even get wet for her husband anymore.

Natalie opens her calendar, checking her schedule. Therapy appointment next week. Marriage counselling the week after. Support group meeting on Sunday. Their lives are mapped out in recovery milestones, each one a reminder of what they've lost.

Her gaze drifts to the locked drawer containing her old toys. They'd agreed to keep them, another suggestion from their therapist about "not demonizing sexuality." But the toys feel like relics from another life, one where pleasure wasn't rationed, where desire wasn't filtered through the lens of "healthy" and "normal."

The cursor on her screen blinks accusingly as another hour passes without any work done. She should be preparing for next week's client meeting, but all she can think about is last night. Matthew's soft cock in her hand. Her dry pussy refusing his tongue. The silence between them in bed, heavy with unspoken longings.

She opens her private journal – another therapy tool – and starts to type: "I feel... empty. Like we've traded one kind of death for another. At least before..." She deletes the words quickly, afraid to even acknowledge the thought.

The house creaks around her, empty and judgemental. Her body aches with a need she's not supposed to feel anymore. The clock shows 10:30 am. Matthew won't be home until late – he has a client dinner. She has hours ahead of her, alone with her frustrations and memories.

Her email notification pings, drawing her attention back to the screen.

The email subject line glows against the white background: "We miss you! Special offer for our premium members." Natalie's finger hovers over the delete key, where it should press immediately. That's what six months of therapy has taught her. That's what the recovery plan demands.

But the preview pane has already loaded, and her eyes fix on the image before she can stop herself. A blonde woman, face covered in thick ropes of cum, four huge cocks surrounding her. The woman's eyes are glazed, lost in pleasure, mascara running down her cheeks. Natalie's breath catches in her throat.

"Free week trial for returning members," the text reads. "No credit card required. Just click here to reactivate your old login."

Her hand trembles as she moves the mouse, intending to close the email. Instead, she finds herself scrolling down, revealing more preview images. A gangbang scene. A woman being spit-roasted. Close-ups of stretched holes and dripping cum.

"Delete it," she whispers to herself, but her voice sounds weak, distant. Between her legs, she feels the first real stirring of arousal she's had in months. Her pussy throbs, a sensation so familiar yet so foreign after all this time of numbness.

The office feels smaller suddenly, the air thicker. Her nipples harden against her bra, and she remembers how sensitive they used to be, how responsive her body was to the filth she craved. "Just one look," she thinks, knowing it's a lie even as she thinks it.

Her mouse hovers over the link. In her mind, she hears her therapist's voice: "Triggers will come. Prepare for them. Have a plan." But all her carefully prepared plans dissolve as she feels wetness gathering between her thighs – real wetness, not the clinical lubricant they've been using in their attempts at normal sex.

"It's just a week," she rationalizes, even as her other hand slides under her skirt. "No credit card needed. I can stop anytime." The same words she used before, in their darkest days. Her fingers find her pussy soaking through her knickers – properly soaking, like before.

The click of the mouse sounds impossibly loud in the quiet house. The website loads instantly, remembering her old login. The homepage fills her screen, and without conscious thought, she finds herself opening a second window. Then a third. Muscle memory takes over as she types 'Reddit.com' into the address bar.

Her body responds like a drug addict getting their first hit after rehab. Her clit throbs visibly through her knickers as she pulls them aside. The familiar subreddits welcome her back: r/gooning, r/edging, r/BBCsluts. Her breath comes in short gasps now as she arranges the windows across her screen.

"Oh god," she moans, the first proper moan she's made in months. Her fingers slide easily through her wet folds as the gangbang video starts playing. The woman's face appears in close-up, cock after cock painting her with cum. Natalie's hips buck against her hand.

A small part of her mind screams to stop, to close the browser, to call Matthew or her therapist or her support group. But that voice grows fainter with each pulse of pleasure between her legs. Her body remembers this, craves this, needs this like oxygen.

She pulls up her skirt, spreading her legs wider. Her other hand moves to her breast, pinching her nipple hard through her blouse. The pain-pleasure shoots straight to her clit, making her gasp. This is what's been missing – this raw, primal need.

The video changes to a scene of a woman being fucked by multiple big black cocks. Natalie's fingers move faster, her pussy making obscene wet sounds that echo in the quiet office. She's already close to cumming, something that hasn't happened in months of "healthy" intimacy.

"Just this once," she lies to herself as her orgasm builds. "Just today. Just this week." But even as the words form in her mind, she's opening more tabs, loading more filth, falling deeper into the familiar spiral of addiction.

Her phone buzzes – a text from Matthew about dinner plans. She ignores it, lost in the sight of a woman being destroyed by cock after cock, her fingers working frantically between her legs. The wetness runs down her thighs now, soaking into the new office chair.

The first orgasm hits her like an electric shock, her body convulsing as months of suppressed pleasure explode through her system. But instead of satisfaction, she feels only hunger for more. Her fingers don't stop moving as she clicks to the next video, and the next, and the next.

Recovery plans forgotten, therapy tools abandoned, Natalie Newman disappears back into the endless spiral of porn and pleasure, leaving only a wet patch on her chair as evidence of her fall from grace.

◆◆◆

The blue light from six monitors cast an otherworldly glow across Natalie's sweat-slicked body as she rocked back and forth on the huge black dildo lodged in her cunt. Her office chair squeaked rhythmically, adding to the cacophony of porn moans and wet sounds filling their den.

"Look at that fucking cock stretching her," Matthew groaned from beside her, his hand lazily stroking his precum-dripping shaft. "Show BlackBull_Kent how wet you are for him, baby."

Natalie adjusted her webcam, spreading her legs wider to give their Discord audience a better view. The Black Bull's deep voice rumbled through her headset: "That's it, show me that married white pussy getting ready for real cock."

On her centre screen, an interracial gangbang played out in 4K detail. Her left monitor showed BlackBull_Kent's thick cock being stroked, while her right displayed a mosaic of their Discord server - GoonSquad_UK - filled with masturbating perverts watching their show.

"Fuck, I need it so bad," Natalie moaned, her fingers rubbing her swollen clit. "Look how wet I am for black cock. Matthew, tell them how much of a BBC slut your wife's become."

Matthew's response was delayed by his own pleasure. He sat naked on a large dildo, working it into his ass while four screens of extreme content played before him. Fisting videos, watersports clips, and the most hardcore material they could find filled his vision.

"She's... fuck... she's completely addicted," he managed, his cock throbbing. "We both are. Haven't been to work in weeks. Just porn and gooning all day."

The evidence of their re-descent was everywhere. Empty energy drink cans littered the floor. Take-away boxes formed miniature towers. The air was thick with the musk of sex and sweat. Their wedding photo lay face-down on a shelf, covered in a film of dust.

"Keep edging for me, white boy," BlackBull_Kent commanded Matthew. "Watch your wife worship BBC while you fuck that ass pussy."

Natalie's body trembled as she approached another edge. Her massive tits heaved with each breath, nipple clamps swinging wildly. She'd lost count of how many hours they'd been here, lost in an endless loop of porn and masturbation.

"Tell them about this morning, Matt," she gasped, working a second dildo into her ass. "Tell them what we did instead of our therapy appointment."

Matthew's laugh was interrupted by a moan as he pushed the dildo deeper. "Cancelled... cancelled everything. Therapy, work, family... unngh... everything. Nothing matters except porn now."

Their Discord server erupted with encouraging messages:

GoonerGirl_Leeds: That's it, give in completely 
CumDrainedCouple: No going back now ScottishGooner69: Keep edging, don't cum yet

Natalie's screens switched to a new interracial compilation. Her pussy clenched around the huge toy as she watched white wives being destroyed by massive black cocks. Her clit throbbed beneath her fingers as BlackBull_Kent stroked his magnificent cock for her.

"Look at that fucking meat," she whimpered. "Need it so bad. Matt, look how wet I am for him."

Matthew turned his head, his eyes glazed with lust. His own screens showed increasingly extreme content - double anal fisting, piss drinking, throat fucking so deep the girls' eyes rolled back. His cock leaked a steady stream of precum onto his stomach as he bounced on the dildo.

"Show them your grool, baby," he encouraged. "Show them what a porn-addicted whore you've become."

Natalie lifted her pussy juice-covered fingers to the camera, then sucked them clean. The taste of her own arousal mixed with the lingering flavour of Matthew's morning load sent shivers down her spine.

"That's it, taste yourself while you edge," BlackBull_Kent growled. "Both of you stay on that edge. Don't cum yet."

Their bodies glistened with sweat in the monitor glow. Natalie's makeup had long since run down her cheeks, mixing with drool as she panted and moaned. Matthew's cock looked angry and swollen from hours of edging.

"Tell them about the house," Matthew gasped, his hips working the dildo deeper. "Tell them what we did."

Natalie's laugh was almost hysterical as she fucked herself on both toys. "Remortgaged it... fuck... sold everything valuable... unngh... spent it all on porn subscriptions and toys. Nothing else matters anymore. Just porn. Just gooning. Just staying high on edge forever."

The chat exploded with approval as the couple approached their limits, fighting back orgasms, lost in a hell of their own making - and loving every depraved second of it.

"Send him our address," Matthew suddenly growled, his hand moving faster on his cock. "BlackBull_Kent needs to come and destroy your holes properly."

Natalie's pussy clenched hard around the dildo at his words. They'd never broken the 'online only' rule before. Her clit throbbed as she considered it, her porn-addled mind racing with possibilities.

"Fuck yes," BlackBull_Kent's deep voice resonated through her headset. "Time to give this BBC whore what she really needs. Your husband can film it all for our Discord fans."

"Do it," Matthew commanded, his eyes wild with lust. "Send him our fucking address. I need to watch him wreck you. Need to taste his cum from your gaping holes."

Natalie's fingers trembled as she typed their address into Discord. Her other hand never stopped working her clit as she watched BlackBull_Kent's massive cock throb on screen.

"I can be there in two hours," the black bull growled. "Going to stretch those married holes wider than any toy."

The chat exploded:

GoonerGirl_Leeds: Holy fuck yes

CumDrainedCouple: Film everything ScottishGooner69: Lucky slut

"Look what you've done to us," Natalie moaned, working both dildos faster. "We used to be normal... unngh... respectable... now we're inviting strange men to fuck me while my husband watches... FUCK!"

Matthew's cock leaked heavily as he bounced harder on his dildo. "Going to film everything... every inch of black cock stretching you... share it all online... become proper porn stars..."

"Yes!" Natalie screamed, her body beginning to convulse. "Need real cock... need to be filled... need to be a proper whore!"

BlackBull_Kent stroked faster, his massive cock aimed at his camera. "Cum for me, both of you dirty gooner sluts. Cum thinking about me breeding your wife later."

Matthew's back arched as his orgasm hit first. "Fucking take it!" he roared, his cock erupting without being touched, shooting thick ropes of cum across his chest and face. The dildo in his ass pushed deep as his body spasmed.

The sight of her husband eating his own cum while BlackBull_Kent's cock throbbed on-screen pushed Natalie over the edge. Her pussy clamped down on the huge black dildo as she squirted violently, soaking her chair and the carpet below.

"FUCK... FUCKING HELL!" she screamed, her body thrashing as the most intense orgasm of her life ripped through her. "NEED BLACK COCK... NEED IT ALL... BREAK ME!"

Their Discord audience watched in awe as both Newmans convulsed through their climaxes, completely lost to their addiction. When the waves finally subsided, Natalie looked at her husband with glazed eyes.

"Two hours," she panted, "Two hours until he gets here."

Matthew nodded, already hard again. "Better keep edging then. Want you desperate when he arrives."

"Always desperate now," Natalie moaned, her fingers finding her sensitive clit again. "Never going back to normal. Just porn and cock and cum forever."

As they began building toward another edge, their screens still flooding their minds with filth, the final threads of their old life dissolved completely. There would be no more recovery attempts, no more resistance. Just an endless descent into depraved pleasure, documented and shared for all their fellow addicts to see.

BlackBull_Kent's voice rumbled one last time: "See you soon, porn whores. This is just the beginning."

The Newman's moaned in unison, knowing he was right. Their transformation was finally complete.
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Through private club encounters, professional film shoots, and increasingly daring adventures, Emily and James discover that true power lies in their trust in each other. But as their reputation in London's adult scene grows, so does the attention they attract – not all of it welcome.

Will Emily and James's relationship survive the mounting pressure? Can they overcome those who would control them for their own gain? Their journey through London's hidden adult scene will test their trust, push their limits, and ultimately show them who really holds the power in their marriage.

A steamy tale of marriage, manipulation and reclaiming control. Follow Emily's transformation from shy wife to confident performer as she and James navigate the thrilling but dangerous waters of London's exclusive adult entertainment scene. Contains mature themes and situations suitable for adult readers only.


Emma's Secret Society

Emma Williams has always found escape in romance novels, carefully hiding her spicier reads behind Jane Austen on her classroom bookshelf. But when her growing Bookstagram following and increasingly explicit book reviews start attracting attention, Emma discovers a hunger for more than just reading about adventure—she wants to live it. Her supportive husband Jordan has never considered sharing his wife, but Emma's newfound confidence and their deep trust lead them to explore new possibilities together. When their regular movie nights with Jordan's university friends begin taking on a different tone, Emma realises these men she's known for years are seeing her in an entirely new light.

Each brings something unique to her journey: Dan's gentle strength, Marc's passionate intensity, Tom's artistic vision, and Ryan's arrogant challenge to everything she thought she knew about herself. But it's Ryan who proves the most complicated. Their antagonistic relationship masks a deeper connection—one that becomes impossible to ignore when Emma discovers he's been secretly following her book reviews under the username DarkDomReader. A snowstorm forces them to confront their feelings, leading to an arrangement none of them expected but all of them needed. What starts as exploration evolves into something deeper, as Emma navigates relationships with each man while maintaining the primary bonds with Jordan and Ryan.

From steamy photography sessions and culinary seduction to passionate encounters, Emma discovers different facets of her sexuality with each unique connection. Her Instagram following grows as she documents her journey through book reviews that become increasingly personal, drawing thousands of followers into her world of literary and literal passion.

Through it all, Emma remains the confident centre of this reverse harem romance, calling the shots and setting boundaries while exploring her deepest desires. Her transformation from shy English teacher to empowered seductress drives the narrative, proving that quiet bookworms often hide the wildest dreams. The men in her life support and encourage her journey, each adding their own chapter to her story while respecting her marriage and choices.

This steamy contemporary romance features multiple fan-favourite tropes: reverse harem, enemies to lovers, forced proximity, best friend's wife, and hotwife dynamics. The story explores themes of sexual awakening, polyamory, trust, and the power of honest communication in relationships.

While explicit in its intimate scenes, the focus remains on emotional connections and character growth throughout. Readers will find themselves drawn into Emma's world, where book recommendations lead to real-life adventures, and social media becomes a playground for exploration.

The story celebrates female sexuality and empowerment while maintaining the emotional depth that romance readers crave. From the initial spark of attraction to the final fiery resolution, every scene builds upon the growing connections between characters.
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