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Introduction


You are reading book 9 in my "Cuckold Tales" series of full-length novels and novellas. 38,000 words of pure cuckold adult filth, and has its own perverse version of "happy ever after" where hubby finally knows happiness is a slutty shared wife.

If you prefer less dark stag & vixen hotwife stories, you should also check out my "Hotwife Tales" series!

Corrections - A Request

I am an independent author and while I have my (hot) wife Rachel to help proof-read my books, I do not have the backing of a huge editorial team, so therefore some mistakes may slip through the editing process.

I am British, and use British English spellings and phrases, so please forgive those if you are American. Arse = Ass and so on.

If you do find mistakes in this text, please do contact me directly so I can correct them. You can email me at contact@authorchrisrider.co.uk or use the form on my website authorchrisrider.co.uk to stay anonymous!

Oh and if you'd like to read my wife's own erotica (Rachel Rider) – you can find her on Amazon too. She'll also appreciate feedback – her email is on our website and in her books!

Thank you, Chris.


one
Rolling for Initiative (And Losing)
Chainmail and Catastrophe


Simon crouched beside the coffee table, nudging the freshly painted goblin another millimetre to the left. Grid squares mattered, alignment mattered, and if the bloody thing sat crooked Gareth would knock it flying with his elbow like last session and three weeks of brushwork would end up gathering dust under the sofa. Again.

The flat smelt of Tesco pizza warming in the oven, and underneath it the faint damp that never quite left the basement walls even in summer. Outside, a bus hissed past on Kentish Town Road, rattling the small single-pane windows high in the wall. Simon barely registered it. His campaign notes lay spread across the table in chronological order, each encounter indexed, each NPC voice rehearsed in the bathroom mirror until Becky had knocked and asked if he was having a wank.

He wasn't. He'd been practising his villainous laugh.

The miniatures gleamed under the overhead bulb. Months of work. The Crimson Keep's vampire lord had taken sixteen hours alone, layering the cloak in graduated reds until the fabric looked wet with blood. Simon had photos on his phone. He'd nearly posted them to Reddit, then chickened out. What if someone criticised the shading? What if no one commented at all? He just hoped no-one touch it until it was fully dry.

His mobile buzzed against the table.

Gareth: Can't wait to see what Becky's wearing 😉




Simon's stomach tightened at the banter. Gareth always threw comments like that around. Last month he'd joked about "checking Becky for traps" when she'd brought down sandwiches mid-session. Everyone had laughed. Simon had laughed. It was fine. It was always fine.

Simon: Just bring dice and your character sheet, yeah?




Gareth sent back a gif of a busty cartoon elf bending over a treasure chest. Typical Gareth.

The shower shut off. He could hear the ensuite bathroom through the open bedroom door, partition wall thin enough that Simon could hear Becky humming while she washed her hair. Usually she sang, belting out something from the charts, off-key but enthusiastic.

Simon turned back to his prep. Dice sorted by colour, d20s separate from d12s because mixing them was asking for chaos. Character sheets printed on proper card stock, not flimsy paper that would curl by the end of the night. Snack bowls arranged by size because his brain worked like that and he couldn't switch it off even when he wanted to. Crisps, pretzels, jelly babies. Three types of dip. He'd even bought the expensive hummus from Waitrose, the one with the pine nuts that cost four quid for a tiny tub.

Becky's voice drifted through the partition. "Babe, won’t be long now, just getting ready."

Simon glanced down at his Dungeon Master t-shirt, the one with the twenty-sided die logo that Becky had bought him for Christmas. Black cotton, already creased from where he'd been fussing over the table. "Just come as you are, love. It's only the lads."

Simon's hands hovered over the initiative tracker, pen poised. Something prickled at the base of his skull, the same feeling he got when a player was about to derail his carefully planned narrative with a stupid question like "Can I seduce the dragon?"

Stop it. She was probably just getting changed. She'd come out in leggings and one of those off-shoulder tops she liked, the grey one that showed her bra strap, pour herself a large glass of Pinot Grigio, and sit at the end of the table pretending to understand THAC0 whilst scrolling through Instagram. That was the plan. The lads would make their usual jokes, Becky would laugh, and Simon would run his campaign, and everything would be exactly like the last six Friday nights.

The oven timer beeped. Simon jumped. His elbow caught a dice and sent it tumbling off the table. Bollocks. He dropped to his knees, scrabbling under the coffee table. He was still on his knees, goblin clutched in his fist, when the bedroom door opened.

"Si? Can you give me an honest opinion?"

Simon straightened, dice in hand, and his mouth went dry. Oh Christ. Oh Jesus H. Christ.

Becky leaned in the doorway, one hand high on the frame, the other cocked on her hip. Her hair fell in curls over bare shoulders, not the usual ponytail, dark and loose and deliberately styled. Her makeup was heavier than normal, smoky around the eyes, lips wet and glossy and pink. He should say something. Should ask when she'd had time to do her hair like that, why she'd gone to so much effort for a bloody D&D session. But the outfit.

A chainmail bikini top! Plastic links painted to look like metal, formed into a bra that clasped her massive tits like some pervert blacksmith's fever dream. The rings bit into pale flesh, it was obviously a bit too small, making her tits swell above and below the bra in soft bulges that jiggled with every breath. Her nipples pushed against the links, visible as hard little points through the gaps in the chain. The cups barely covered half of each breast, maybe less. The rest threatened to spill free, heavy and pale and right there.

Below the chainmail, a loincloth. Suede, or fake suede, two panels hanging front and back from a thin belt slung low on her hips. The sides? Open. Completely bare. She shifted her weight and Simon saw the curve of her arse, the soft crease where thigh met cheek. The front panel hung to mid-thigh, but when she moved it swayed, lifted, showed everything. Smooth inner thighs, just a shadow between her legs. His wife. About to walk out there like this.

When had she bought this? How had she hidden it? And why was his cock already thickening, pressing against his jeans like a traitor?

"Too much?" Becky's voice had an edge he couldn't place. Nerves? No. Something sharper. Excitement.

Fuck.

"What the hell are you wearing?"

The words came out sharper than he'd intended. Becky's smile faltered, just slightly, her hand dropping from the doorframe.

"It's a costume. For the game. You said I could join this time, so I thought I'd make an effort."

Simon stood, miniature forgotten on the table. "Becks, you can't... you can't wear that. Not in front of the lads. It's too much."

Her eyebrows lifted. "Too much? Since when do you have a problem with me showing off?"

His face went hot. "That's different. This is... this is game night. I've spent months preparing this campaign, and you're going to walk out there dressed like... like..."

"Like what, Simon?" Her voice dropped, sharper now. She crossed her arms under her breasts, pushing them higher, and took a step closer. "Like the kind of woman you fantasise about? The one you kept whispering about in bed last month? 'I like it when you show off your tits, Becks. Let guys see what I've got.' Ring any bells?"

Simon's throat clicked. His cock, the traitor, thickened against his zipper.

"That was just... we were just talking. Fantasy. It's not the same as actually-"

"Actually what?" Becky cut him off, eyes glittering. "Actually letting another bloke touch me? Like that night at the bar in Shoreditch? When you stood there, watching that stranger's hands all over my arse whilst we danced, and you didn't say a single bloody word?"

Simon's breath caught. He remembered. Of course he remembered. The music thumping, the lights strobing, Becky pressed against some fit City boy who'd bought her a drink. The way his hands had slid down her hips, squeezed her arse through her dress, and Simon had just watched. Cock hard in his jeans. Unable to move, unable and unwilling to stop it.

And afterwards, back at the flat, he'd fucked her against the front door before they'd even turned the lights on. Came in two minutes. She'd laughed, breathless and flushed, and asked if he'd enjoyed the show.

He had. Christ, he'd wanked to the memory for weeks.

"That was different," Simon managed, voice weak. "That was a stranger. This is Gareth. Neil. Dave. They're my mates."

Becky's expression softened, but her voice stayed firm. "So it's fine for random blokes to see me like this, but not your friends? That doesn't make sense, babe."

"It's just... tonight's important. I've prepared everything. The campaign, the miniatures, the-"

"And I've prepared too." Becky gestured at herself, the chainmail chinking softly. "I ordered this costume. I shaved everywhere. I did my hair, my makeup. I thought you'd like it. I thought you'd want to show me off."

Simon opened his mouth. Closed it. His brain scrambled for an argument that didn't sound pathetic.

Becky stepped closer, close enough he could smell her vanilla body spray. Her hand touched his chest, fingers splayed over his Dungeon Master logo.

"You do like it, don't you?" Her voice dropped to a whisper. "You're already hard."

His face burned. He couldn't deny it. The bulge in his jeans was obvious, pressing against the zipper, and Becky's eyes flicked down, lingered, then came back up with that knowing smile he'd seen a hundred times.

"I just..." His voice cracked. "It's the lads, Becks. They'll stare. They'll say stuff."

"So let them stare." Becky's fingers traced the outline of the d20 on his shirt. "You've fantasised about this. About me being wanted. About other men looking at me and knowing I'm yours. Tonight's your chance, Si. Don't bottle it now, it’s just a bit of fun."

Simon's resolve crumbled like wet tissue. She was right. She was always bloody right. And his cock was throbbing so hard he could barely think straight.

"I'm sorry," he whispered. "You look... you look amazing. Wear whatever you want. I was being stupid."

Becky's smile widened. She leaned up, kissed his cheek, then pulled back with a wink.

"Good boy. Now what's my character's name again? The one you wrote down for me?"

Simon's brain scrambled through his prep notes, currently scattered across the table in perfect alphabetical order. "Lysara. Lysara the Bold. Human fighter. Level three. We can roll your stats in front of the others so they know it's fair."

"Right. Lysara." Becky tested the name, rolling it around her mouth like wine. "I like it. Sounds proper fantasy. Like Xena or something. So when the lads get here, I'm Lysara, yeah? I stay in character. Make it authentic."

Before Simon could answer, before he could process what "authentic" meant in the context of his wife dressed like a sexy cosplayer, he heard someone arriving.
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The Party Assembles (And Stares)

Footsteps on the stairs. Heavy, uneven, the tread of someone who'd already sunk a few at the pub. Gareth's voice boomed down the stairwell, halfway through some story about his arsehole boss. Simon didn't catch the words; his brain was still stuck on Becky. The chainmail. The fact that his cock hadn't softened even slightly since she'd walked out of the bedroom.

The flat's door swung open. Gareth never knocked.

"Evening, you beautiful bastard! Got the beers, got the..." His voice died mid-word. His mouth stayed open, tongue visible through the gap in his front teeth, and Simon watched his mate's eyes lock onto Becky like a missile guidance system.

She'd perched on the arm of the sofa, legs crossed, one sandal dangling from her toes. The loincloth had ridden up her thigh, showing pale skin all the way to her hip. She smiled, bright and innocent, like she'd thrown on a tracksuit instead of a costume that belonged on the cover of a lads' mag.

"Hiya, Gareth! You alright?"

Gareth blinked twice, slow and stupid. His gaze dragged from her face to her tits, lingered there long enough to make Simon's stomach clench, then slid down to her bare legs. He licked his lips. While looking at his wife!

"Christ, Becky. You trying to give us all heart attacks?"

Becky laughed, the sound high and carefree. She uncrossed her legs, recrossed them the other way. The loincloth shifted. Simon caught a flash of inner thigh, smooth and pale. Gareth caught it too, his eyes seemed to glitter.

"What? It's just a costume!" Becky spread her hands like she was presenting evidence. "Simon said I could join finally, so I thought I'd make an effort. I'm playing a fighter. This is what fighters wear, innit?"

Gareth stepped inside, kicked the door shut behind him. He was carrying a Tesco bag clinking with Stellas. He dumped it on the counter without looking, gaze still glued to Becky's chest.

"Right. Yeah. Very authentic." He swallowed. His Adam's apple bobbed. "Bloody hell, Si, you didn't mention your missus was dressing up."

Simon's mouth felt dry. His tongue stuck to his teeth. "Surprise."

"Fucking hell of a surprise, mate." Gareth finally tore his eyes away, flashed Simon a grin that was all teeth and mischief, then looked straight back at Becky. "You look amazing, love. Absolutely top tier. Like something out of a game, a proper fantasy bird."

"Thanks!" Becky beamed. She stood, stretched her arms above her head like a cat. Her tits lifted, threatening to spill out of the chainmail, links straining. Gareth's throat worked, swallowing again, and Simon's cock throbbed against his zipper.

More footsteps now, lighter. Neil appeared in the doorway, clutching a bag with Doritos and a massive bottle of Coke. His purple dice bag hung from one shoulder. He pushed his glasses up his nose, opened his mouth to greet everyone, then saw Becky.

The dice bag slipped, and it hit the floor, and the drawstring came loose. Dice scattered everywhere, clattering across the lino, bouncing under the sofa, spinning into corners. A d4 landed point-up near Simon's trainer. Neil didn't move. Just stood there, mouth hanging open, face flushing from neck to hairline like someone had dunked him in hot water.

"Oh, bollocks." Becky laughed, slid off the sofa arm, and dropped to her knees. "I'll get them, Neil. Don't worry."

She bent forward, and the loincloth lifted.

Simon's brain went white. Both cheeks. Bare. pale as milk. The shadow between them where the fabric didn't reach, where he could see the curve leading down to...

Christ. His two mates were seeing this.

Neil's face went from red to purple. His hands clenched around the Tesco bag, plastic crinkling loud in the sudden silence. Gareth exhaled through his teeth. Simon's cock throbbed so hard he nearly gasped.

"Best game ever," Neil whispered, voice strangled.

Becky crawled forward, reaching under the coffee table. Her tits swung, heavy and pendulous, the fake chainmail doing fuck all to hide their shape or the way her nipples pressed against it. She grabbed a die, looked up at Neil, smiled like she hadn't just flashed her arse to three men who weren't her husband.

"Got it! You should be more careful, yeah? Don't want to lose any."

Neil nodded, his eyes were locked on her cleavage, wide and unblinking behind smudged lenses.

The stairwell shook. Oh that would be right, big fucking Dave. Simon heard him wheezing before he appeared, breathing like a dying accordion. He broad shoulders almost brushing the doorframe. A four-pack of Stella in one ham-sized fist. Already down to three cans.

He saw Becky and froze. His entire head went crimson, neck to scalp, even the bald patch shining red. He stared, saying nothing. Just stood there, chest heaving, eyes fixed on Becky as she straightened up, brushed dust off her knees. The movement made her tits bounce.

Dave's breathing got heavier. A wet, wheezing rasp that filled the tiny flat.

Simon cleared his throat. His voice came out thin. "Right. Everyone's here. Shall we, um, get started?"

Nobody moved.

Becky walked to the counter, hips rolling, chainmail chinking like a bell announcing her presence. She reached for the wine bottle, then bent over to grab a glass from the lower cupboard, flashing more of her lower bum. Three years married and he still couldn't believe she was his. Except right now she wasn't, was she? She was theirs, all of them staring. Gareth's jaw slack. Neil's glasses fogging. Big Dave gripping his Stella so hard the can crumpled.

Simon's jeans felt two sizes too small. His cock pressed against the zipper, hard and aching, and he couldn't look away. Couldn't stop watching his wife give a free show to his best mates in their cramped basement flat that suddenly felt about half the size it had this morning.

Becky poured herself a large glass of white wine, took a slow sip, turned around. She leant back against the counter, one leg bent, foot resting on the cupboard door. The pose opened her thighs. The front panel of the loincloth hung between her legs, a pathetic cover for the treasure below.

"So." Becky raised her glass, eyes bright. "Who's ready for an adventure?"

Gareth laughed. Loud, sudden, shattering the tension like a brick through glass. "Bloody hell, Simon, you didn't say we were playing Dungeons and Dogging."

Neil snorted. Big Dave made a sound that might have been a chuckle, deep and wheezy. Becky giggled, covered her mouth with one hand, eyes sparkling above her fingers.

Simon forced his face into something resembling a smile. His cheeks felt stiff, all wrong. The game hadn't even started yet and he'd already lost control.

"Let's just..." His voice cracked. He swallowed. Tried again. "Let's sit down. Get the game started. I've got everything ready."

Gareth grinned, and Becky, beautiful, half-naked Becky, took another sip of wine and winked at him.
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Rolling for Wisdom (And Failing)

Simon clapped his hands together, but the sound came out pathetic, swallowed by the cramped flat and the weight of three pairs of eyes glued to Becky's tits. Still staring, Christ, were they even breathing?

"Right. Lads. Phones on silent, yeah? Let's get started."

Gareth drained half his Stella in one go, throat working, then belched wetly. Grinned at Simon, all teeth. "Yes, boss. Whatever you say, boss."

Neil fumbled with his dice bag, fingers clumsy, and more dice scattered across the table. A green d8 rolled off the table. He scrambled after it, muttering apologies no one heard.

Dave lumbered over. The chair screamed as he dropped into it, wood groaning under his bulk. He positioned himself directly opposite the sofa, body angled so Becky stayed in his sightline. His chest rose and fell, breathing loud and wet.

Becky bounced over from the counter, wine glass sloshing in one hand, her whole body in motion. She leaned over Simon's shoulder, close enough he caught vanilla body spray and the sweetness of white wine on her breath.

"Where do I sit, babe?"

Her breast pressed against his upper arm. Soft and heavy. The chainmail bit into his shoulder blade through his t-shirt, all spiky plastic and soft warm flesh.

Simon's throat clicked. He gestured toward the far end of the table, the chair tucked against the wall. Safe, away from the lads. "Um. Maybe there? At the end?"

Gareth's hand slapped the chair beside him before Simon finished speaking. "Plenty of room here, Becks. Right between me and Neil. Best spot for a beginner, innit? We can help you out."

Becky smiled, bright and easy. "Oh, perfect! Thanks, Gareth."

She walked around the table, hips rolling, the loincloth swaying with every step. Pulled the chair out. Sat down between Gareth and Neil. The moment she settled, the suede panels rode up her thighs. Too bloody high. Simon saw the crease where leg met arse, pale skin and shadow.

Gareth noticed, his eyes flicked down, lingered, then back up. He met Neil's gaze across Becky's chest. Neil's glasses had fogged again. He nodded, barely, a silent agreement Simon didn't understand but felt like a punch to the gut.

This was a BIG mistake. Maybe he should call it off, suggest Becky change into jeans or a jumper or anything that didn't make his mates stare like starving dogs watching meat.

But his cock seemed to have taken control of his voice and the words wouldn't come.

Simon stood. The only one standing now, and adjusted his glasses, cleared his throat, and pulled his campaign notes closer. Familiar ground now; the intro he'd practiced in the mirror last week, voice steady, confident. Once the dice started rolling, everyone would focus on combat and loot and levelling up. Just had to get through this part.

"Right. So. You find yourselves in the village of Thornwick, a small settlement on the edge of the Crimson Wastes..."

His voice found its rhythm. Practiced and smooth, as he described the cobblestone streets, the smell of woodsmoke and roasting meat from the market square, the nervous villagers whispering about disappearances near the old keep. He painted the scene, just like he'd planned, gesturing to the hand-drawn map he'd spent two evenings colouring.

Good, this was working. They were listening.

Well. Gareth was still staring at Becky's chest. But that was fine. Once the dice started rolling, everyone would focus. Just had to get through the intro.

Becky rested her chin on her hands, elbows on the table. The movement pressed her arms together, squashing her tits into deep cleavage that swelled above the chainmail.

Simon kept talking. Described the Rusty Halberd tavern where the party would meet, the gruff barkeep, the rumour of a merchant looking for adventurers. He was proud of this bit. He'd even drawn a little floor plan of the tavern, complete with tables and a fireplace.

Neil raised a hand, hesitant. "Um. Quick question. If my Wizard prepared Mage Armour this morning, does that count against my spell slots for today, or...?"

A rules question. Normal territory, and safe ground.

"No, no. Mage Armour lasts eight hours, so if you cast it before noon, you've still got your slots for the evening encounters."

Neil nodded, scribbling notes on his character sheet. "Cheers, Si."

Big Dave said nothing. Just breathed and watched Becky. His thick fingers drummed against his Stella can, rhythmic, unconscious. The sound filled every gap between Simon's descriptions.

Simon finally sat, pulled a blank character sheet from his folder, smoothed it flat. "Right, Becky. First thing we need to do is roll your stats. You'll need to roll three six-sided dice for each attribute. Strength, Dexterity, Constitution..."

Becky blinked at him, eyebrows drawn together. "Three dice? Which ones are those?"

Neil started to answer but Gareth talked over him, loud and cheerful. "Here, love, I'll show you."

He reached across the table. His arm brushed Becky's bare shoulder, and Simon's breath caught. Gareth's thick fingers scooped up three red dice, cupped them, then tipped them into Becky's waiting palm. His fingers stayed. Traced the edge of her thumb, slow, deliberate.

She didn't pull away. Why wasn't she pulling away?

"Just shake them up and toss them. Easy. Lot of tossing in this game."

Jesus, he's a muppet sometimes.

Becky shook the dice in her cupped hands. The movement made her tits bounce. She bit her lower lip, concentrating, then tossed the dice across the table. They clattered, rolled, scattered. One landed in the painted goblin's square on the battle grid. Gareth barked a laugh.

Simon read the result. "Three, three, four. That's ten total. So your Strength is ten. That’s not great, for a fighter, you'd normally want..."

Gareth cut him off. "Nah, that's rubbish for a fighter. House rule, Si. If you roll under twelve on your primary stat, you can re-roll. Right?"

Simon's pen froze over the character sheet.

That wasn't a house rule. He'd never said that, never even suggested it. Gareth knew the bloody rules as well as Simon did.

But Gareth was looking at him expectantly, eyebrows raised, and Becky was looking too, hopeful, and saying no felt impossible. Like being the arsehole who wouldn't let his wife have fun.

Simon nodded weakly. "Yeah. Sure. Re-roll."

He'd just made that up, but Becky was smiling and Gareth looked pleased and it was just one roll, just one little bend. It didn't matter. Except Gareth's hand was still on Becky's shoulder. Thumb stroking the curve where neck met collarbone, small circles, gentle.

Becky scooped the dice again, Gareth's hand covering hers, guiding the shake. "Let's get you a proper score, yeah?"

She tossed. The dice bounced. Five, five, six.

"Sixteen!" Becky squealed, clapping her hands together. "Is that good?"

Gareth squeezed her shoulder, grinning wide. "That's brilliant, darling. You're a natural."

Simon wrote down the sixteen. His handwriting looked shaky, childish.

They continued through the stats. Dexterity, fourteen. Constitution, twelve. Intelligence, ten. Becky was getting the hang of it now, picking up the dice without help, tossing them with confidence. She laughed when she rolled well, pouted when she didn't. Gareth and Neil offered commentary on every result, leaning in close, pointing at the character sheet, explaining modifiers she didn't need to understand yet.

"Right. Wisdom next."

Becky rolled without prompting this time. The dice clattered. Two, three, two. Seven total.

Gareth burst out laughing, loud enough to make Becky jump. "Seven Wisdom! Bloody hell, Becks, that's perfect typecasting, innit?"

Becky frowned, looking between the dice and Gareth's grinning face. "Is that bad?"

Neil shifted in his seat, adjusted his glasses. "Wisdom is, um, willpower. Mental fortitude. Resisting temptation. That sort of thing."

Gareth leaned back in his chair, arms crossed, smirk spreading. "Means your character's easily distracted. Easily influenced. Not great at saying no to things."

Becky's mouth opened in mock offence. "Oi! I'm not easily influenced!"

Gareth just smirked. Didn't argue, just let the implication hang in the air like smoke.

Simon wrote down the seven. His hand was shaking. A Wisdom of seven meant Becky would fail most saving throws against charms or enchantments.

Just her character though.

His cock throbbed in his jeans, leaking. He shifted in his seat, trying to adjust without drawing attention.

"Last one. Charisma."

Becky rolled. Six, six, five.

Seventeen.

Neil whistled, genuinely impressed. "Seventeen Charisma! That's higher than any of ours. That's incredible."

Big Dave spoke for the first time since sitting down, voice a low rumble that vibrated through the table. "Makes sense. Look at her." An acknowledgment of what every man in the room already knew.

Becky's face went pink, pleased and flustered. She tucked hair behind her ear, smiled. "Is that good then?"

Simon's throat was dry. "Yeah. It's very good. Charisma affects persuasion, performance, how much people want to... to please you."

Gareth grinned. "Becky could charm anyone with a face and a body like that. Christ, Si, you're a lucky bastard."

Seventeen Charisma. She was charming everyone right now. Look at them. Gareth leaning in, hand still resting casually on the back of her chair. Neil's dopey smile, eyes wide behind smudged lenses. Big Dave's unblinking stare, chest heaving with every breath.

His wife. His beautiful, half-naked wife, who could make men do whatever she wanted. And his cock was so hard it hurt.

"Right. Stats done. Now we need a backstory. Who is Lysara? Where does she come from?"

Becky paused, twirling a strand of blonde hair around her finger. Everyone watched the movement, the way her hand lifted, the way her tits shifted.

She leaned forward, voice dropping like she was sharing a secret. "Okay. So. Lysara was a courtesan."

Simon's pen stopped. His cock twitched in his jeans. No. Not now.

"A courtesan?" His voice cracked. "You mean like a..."

Becky warmed to the idea, words coming faster now. "A courtesan. In the king's court. She didn't start as a fighter. She used her charms to get what she wanted from men. Gifts. Information. Protection."

Gareth's grin widened. "What kind of charms we talking about here, Becks?"

Becky tilted her head, playing innocent. "Flirting. Seduction. Making them feel special. You know, the usual."

Neil shifted in his seat, crossing his legs, and Dave's breathing got louder, if that was even possible.

Becky continued, animated now, hands gesturing. "But then she got bored of just talking. She wanted adventure. Real adventure. So she learned to fight. Took lessons from the palace guards. But she still knows how to use her body to get what she needs."

Gareth nodded appreciatively. "I love this character already."

Simon wrote it down, hand moving on autopilot. His handwriting was barely legible, letters cramped and crooked. A courtesan. She'd said it so casually, like it was normal. Like she'd thought about this. About playing a woman who seduced men, who used her body.

Had she thought about this? Before tonight? In the shower, while he was arranging miniatures?

Stop. It's just a character. Just roleplay.

Except she was describing it with a little smile, eyes flicking between the three men at the table. And Gareth was eating it up, leaning closer. And Simon's jeans were getting tighter, cock pressing against the zipper, pre-cum leaking into his boxers.

"Right. Good. Great backstory. Very detailed. Now let's start the actual game."

He described the Rusty Halberd tavern. Low ceilings, smell of stale ale and roasting meat, a barmaid with flour on her apron bringing drinks to rough-looking men in the corner. The merchant they'd come to meet, who had some information for them.

He set the scene carefully, the way he'd planned. The usual party - Gareth's Rogue, Neil's Wizard, Dave's Barbarian - were sitting in a corner booth, nursing ales. He just had to bring in the new character.

"You notice a striking blonde woman at the bar. She's wearing light armour, chainmail and leather, and she's drinking alone."

Gareth didn't hesitate. "My Rogue approaches her."

Simon blinked. "Don't you want to hear about the merchant first?"

"Nah. I see a beautiful woman drinking alone, I'm going over. That's what my character would do."

Gareth turned to Becky, voice dropping into character but eyes very much on the real woman beside him. "Evening, love. Name's Kade. Couldn't help but notice you from across the room. Most beautiful creature I've ever seen."

Becky's cheeks flushed, giggled, then seemed to catch herself, remembering she was playing a character, and the compliments were for Lysara. Her voice changed when she answered, softer, breathier.

"Lysara looks up. She's used to attention, but there's something about this Rogue. Something charming."

Gareth leaned closer, elbows planted on the table, inches from Becky's flushed face. "I tell her she looks like she's waiting for something. Or someone. Ask if I can buy her a drink."

Gareth's forearms were thick and tanned where Simon's were pale sticks. And he wasn't looking at an imaginary character. He was looking at Becky's lips, her wide eyes, the curve of her neck where her pulse jumped.

Becky, as Lysara, but breathless and real, whispered, "She blushes. Asks if he's always this forward with women he's just met."

Gareth's grin was pure wolf. "Only when I see something I want."

Becky giggled again. Was that still in character? Simon's stomach twisted.

Neil coughed awkwardly, shifted his dice around.

Simon tried to interrupt. "Right. Uh. So. The Rogue has made contact. Do the Wizard and Barbarian approach too?"

Neil stammered. "I, um, I suppose my Wizard would be interested in hiring a fighter for the journey..."

Big Dave grunted. "I'm drinking."

Simon pulled the merchant's description from his notes, voice rising slightly. "Okay, so while you're talking, an old man approaches your table. He's carrying a leather satchel and..."

Gareth waved him off without looking. "Yeah, yeah, we'll get to that. I'm still talking to Lysara."

They weren't listening! His carefully planned introduction to the quest, the merchant's daughter, the map to the Crimson Keep, it was as if none of it mattered. Gareth was flirting with his wife. In character. Except it didn't feel like character anymore. It felt like Gareth was testing how close he could get, how far he could push.

And Becky was flirting back. Smiling. Leaning closer.

The oven timer beeped, loud and sudden, making everyone jump. Simon stood too quickly, chair scraping. "Pizza's ready. I'll grab it."

He walked to the kitchen on autopilot, grabbed the oven mitts, pulled the baking tray out. The heat seared through the thin fabric. He swore, dropped the tray on the counter with a clang, stuck his burnt fingertip in his mouth.

Behind him, Gareth's laugh. Becky's giggle.

He cut the pizza into uneven slices, hands shaking, brought it to the table on the tray. Grease pooled underneath, the smell of melted cheese and pepperoni filling the flat.


two
The Spell Compels You


Simon set the pizza tray down, nudging a goblin miniature with the cardboard edge, that cheap pepperoni smell cutting through Becky's perfume and, Christ, everyone's sweat. He grabbed a slice, folded it the way Gareth always did at the pub, bit into it. Cardboard. Everything tasted like cardboard when you were this hard, when the wet patch in your jeans was cold against your thigh and your wife was sitting there in a chainmail bikini and nobody cared about the Crimson Keep anymore.

Gareth took two slices at once, ripped into one with his teeth, chewed with his mouth open, grinned at Becky the whole time. Neil picked at toppings like a nervous rodent, fingers trembling. Big Dave demolished an entire slice in four bites, eyes locked on Becky's bulging chest.

Becky reached for the wine bottle and poured her second glass of the night. The bottle clinked against the rim, her hand wobbling, and she settled back between Gareth and Neil, brought the glass to her lips, pink lip-gloss stained the rim.

She was looser now. That careful awareness she'd had earlier, the way she'd kept adjusting the costume, had melted into something careless. Was that deliberate, maybe? The loincloth rode up her right thigh when she sat, exposing the crease where leg met arse. Pale skin. No tan lines. Sexy as fuck.

She didn't adjust it.

Typically Gareth noticed, and his hand rested on the back of Becky's chair, casual, fingers drumming. He brushed her bare shoulder. Once, light, testing. Twice, lingering. Third time, his fingers stayed, stroking the curve where shoulder met neck. Becky didn't flinch, didn’t even shift. Just sipped her wine and smiled at nothing.

Simon cleared his throat. The DM voice. Use the DM voice. "Right. You leave the Rusty Halberd tavern. The merchant gives you directions to the Crimson Keep, and you head north towards the Enchanted Forest."

His phone. He fumbled with it, thumb sliding on the cracked screen protector. He'd spent an hour last night downloading ambient sounds from YouTube. Forest sounds. Birdsong. Rustling leaves. A babbling brook. Atmospheric and professional, the kind of thing a proper DM did.

The sounds played through the tinny speaker. Chirping and wind, barely audible over the fridge hum. Nobody reacted. Gareth was watching Becky's fingers play with the stem of her wine glass, the way her nails clicked against the glass. Neil stared at the slight marks the chainmail had dug into her underboob, pale lines in pale skin. Big Dave's jaw worked, chewing and breathing and waiting.

Becky leaned forward for another slice. Her tits pressed together, chainmail biting deeper, and greasy cheese dripped from the pizza as she lifted it, landed in a glob between her breasts, pooled in her cleavage.

She paused. Looked down. Giggled.

"Oops."

Becky set the slice down. Her finger dragged through the goo between her tits, scooped it up, and she brought it to her mouth. Her tongue, pink and wet, traced the length of her finger. Slow. So fucking slow. Lips closed around the tip, cheeks hollowing, sucking the grease off like it was a cock, like she was showing them exactly how good she was with her mouth, and Simon's vision tunnelled because that was his wife, his Becky, deep-throating her own finger in front of his mates and his cock throbbed and leaked and Christ, he couldn't cum, not from this.

Gareth inhaled sharply.

Simon's voice cracked when he spoke. "The forest is ancient. The trees are, uh, massive. Trunks thick as houses. The canopy blocks out the sun, so the path is dark. You hear movement but you can't see what's making the sound."

Becky wiped her fingers on a napkin, settled back.

All's fine, game is starting again.

Except Gareth's hand was on the back of her chair. Except Neil and Dave were staring.

Simon shuffled his notes. Found the encounter he'd been excited about for weeks. The Charmed Dryads. Beautiful forest spirits who lured travellers, trapped them, drained their life force. The team would have to work together on this one - Becky's low wisdom meant they should keep her out of trouble.

"Three figures step out from behind the trees," Simon narrated, forcing confidence. "Women. Beautiful. Pale green skin, hair woven with flowers and vines, naked except for leaves covering the, uh, the important bits. They smile at you. Their eyes glow silver."

Neil leaned forward, recognising the description. "They're dryads. Ancient spirits. Dangerous."

Gareth grinned. "How fit are they?"

"Very fit, but it's a trap. Roll Wisdom saves. Everyone."

Becky grabbed her d20, shook it between her palms like she was warming dice at a craps table, rolled. The die clattered across the table, bounced off a miniature, settled.

Eight.

With her Wisdom modifier of minus two, that made six total. Failed, and badly.

Becky pouted. "What happens to Lysara?"

Simon opened his mouth. The dryads' magic would wash over her, make her suggestible, compliant, drawn towards them. Standard charm effect. He'd narrate it, she'd resist with roleplay, the others could attack, break the spell.

But Gareth interrupted.

"I've got an idea."

Simon paused. "OK?"

Gareth leaned back, stretched his arms above his head, biceps flexing. "Neil should cast Charm Person on Lysara. To protect her from the dryads, overwrite their magic."

Simon blinked. "That's not how Charm Person works."

"Course it is. You charm her first, before the dryads can totally take over. Pre-emptive protection, innit."

"Gareth, you're playing a Rogue. You don't even have spells."

"Neil does. Neil's the Wizard. He casts it."

Neil caught on, eyes lighting up behind fogged glasses. "Yeah. Yeah, that's what I want to do. I cast Charm Person on Lysara. For her safety. Better she's charmed by us than lost to the dryads."

Simon's stomach clenched. Bullshit. Complete bullshit. Charm Person didn't override other charm effects. You couldn't cast it defensively. The Player's Handbook explicitly stated the spell made the target regard you as a friendly acquaintance, inclined to listen to requests, but it didn't compel obedience. It wasn't bloody mind control.

But Gareth's voice was so confident. So certain, and Neil was nodding eagerly, already reaching for his spell slots. And Becky was looking at Simon with wide eyes, waiting for him to rule, trusting him to make the call.

If he said no, he'd look controlling. Jealous. The boring rules lawyer who ruined fun because he couldn't handle his wife getting attention from other men.

The rules didn't allow this. But the rules didn't matter that much, did they?

"It'll wear off at some point, right?" Gareth added, voice smooth as expensive whisky. "Just temporary protection."

Simon's mouth tasted like copper. His hand found his d20, rolled it because that's what you did, that's what the DM did, and the die bounced and showed seventeen and was that good? Was that him allowing this?

"The spell..." His voice cracked. Start again. "The spell takes hold. Lysara is now charmed. By the Wizard. She, uh, she regards him as a trusted friend and will be inclined to follow his suggestions."

The word 'suggestions' stuck in his throat like a fish bone.

Gareth's grin widened. "Perfect."

Becky giggled, sipped her wine. "So I have to do what Neil says now?"

"Within reason," Simon managed. "The spell doesn't compel specific, I mean, it's not, you're not-"

"Mate," Gareth interrupted, leaning forward, addressing Neil but speaking loud enough for the whole table, "you should probably word the command properly, yeah? In case you die or something in the dungeon. Make sure she answers to all the party members. For safety."

Neil nodded eagerly, pushing his glasses up his sweaty nose. "Right. Yeah. Good thinking. Uh, Lysara, you're charmed to trust and obey all members of the party. For your protection."

Simon's hands clenched into fists under the table. His nails dug into his palms. "That's a bit broad, isn't it? The spell usually affects one person, not-"

"Come on, Si." Gareth's tone was light, mocking, the voice he used at the pub when Simon ordered a half instead of a pint. "We're trying to keep her safe in the story. Don't be a rules lawyer."

Becky's hand landed on Simon's arm. Warm fingers on his wrist. Her touch burned. "It's fine, babe. I want to keep playing. This seems like the only way to get through the forest, right?"

Her eyes were bright. Pupils dilated. Wine and adrenaline and something else. Excitement?

He nodded.

Gareth didn't wait. He turned to Becky, voice casual, testing the new rules. "I tell Lysara to sit on my lap. For safety. So I can protect her from the dryads."

The table went silent.

Becky's fingers tightened on Simon's wrist for a heartbeat, then released. She looked at Simon. Waiting for permission, just like in that Shoreditch club?

He should laugh it off, redirect the game, keep things at the table, maintain the boundary between roleplay and reality, between fantasy and the cramped living room of their Kentish Town flat.

His cock was so hard it hurt. Throbbing. Leaking. The wet patch spreading.

"The spell compels you," Simon whispered. "In-game."

In-game. Just in-game. The spell made her do it. That was the rule. His rule. The ruling he'd just made. So this was allowed. Technically allowed. The spell worked. He'd ruled it worked.

Christ.

Becky stood, hips swaying, the loincloth panels swinging with each movement. Flashes of her bare arse. The curve of her thighs. Her skin flushed pink from wine and heat, and sat in Gareth's lap, giggling.

Her arse on his thighs, her weight settling, and Gareth's hands moved so fast, landing on her bare skin like he'd been waiting for permission his whole life and now he had it. Fingers spread wide, thick fingers, rougher than Simon's, calloused from the gym, and they claimed her thighs, just took them, possessive and certain, and Becky didn't flinch, didn't shift away, just settled deeper into his lap.

Simon could imagine it. The thick ridge of Gareth's cock pressing into her arse through his jeans. Bigger than Simon's. Obviously bigger. Becky had to feel it. Had to know.

They both exhaled at the same time.

Becky's voice was breathy, performative, committed to the bit. "Lysara feels safe with the Rogue now. The charm makes her trust him completely."

Gareth's hands slid higher on her thighs. An inch or two. Thumbs stroking small circles, massaging, exploring. His fingers were so close to the hem of the loincloth. So close to her cunt.

"She's charmed, right?" Becky continued, looking at Simon, eyes wide and innocent and fucking knowing. "So she doesn't mind."

Neil adjusted his glasses, which had fogged completely. His breathing was heavy, audible, ragged. Big Dave shifted in his seat, chair creaking under his weight, eyes locked on where Gareth's hands rested on Becky's bare skin.

The team then worked together as Simon had expected, magic missiles and arrows flying, Becky even got a critical hit in to down one of the Dryads, squealing with the excitement of her first 'kill'.

Simon cleared his throat and tried to resume narration, but his notes swam. "The final dryad... knows she is beaten and withdraws into the trees."

His voice sounded robotic. Pre-recorded, like someone else was speaking and he was just mouthing the words. He was looking at his wife in another man's lap. Gareth's hands were inches from her cunt, fingers playing with the hem of the loincloth, testing how much he could get away with, how far the spell, Becky, and Simon's ruling, would let him go.

Simon rolled a handful of dice. No reason. Just to do something with his shaking hands. The numbers didn't matter. Nothing mattered except Gareth's hands on his wife's thighs.

Gareth leaned in, lips brushing Becky's ear, whisper loud enough for everyone to hear. "Does the charm make you feel warm? Relaxed?"

Becky shivered. Her nipples hardened, visible through the chainmail rings, pressing against the cold plastic, and she nodded.

"Yes. Lysara feels very warm. Very... compliant."

Compliant. Fuck.

Gareth's left hand moved to her waist, fingers splayed across her bare stomach. The right stayed on her thigh. He pulled her back, guiding her weight fully against his chest. Christ, Becky was grinding back against his lap, just a little, just enough.

She bit her lip. Didn't protest, didn't even look at Simon.

Neil couldn't stop staring. His character sheet lay forgotten, dice abandoned. Dave's breathing filled the silence, heavy and rhythmic, like a bloke trying not to wank right there at the table.

Simon looked down and saw the obvious wet patch in his own jeans, still growing. The battle map sat ignored. Miniatures unmoved. The dryad encounter he'd spent weeks designing, the one with the clever twist and the hidden treasure and the moral choice, twisted into something else. Nobody cared about the dryads anymore.

Gareth's voice cut through the silence. "Right, so Lysara's safe now. Let's continue into the forest, yeah?" His hands hadn't moved from Becky's body.

Simon nodded. Flipped to his notes. The Crimson Keep entrance. Trapped corridors. Goblin ambushes.

Becky wiggled in Gareth's lap, ostensibly getting comfortable, shifting her weight, and her arse ground against his cock. Gareth groaned, couldn't help himself, a low sound in his throat, and Becky's smile was hidden from Simon, but he knew it was there. Secret. Triumphant. Knowing exactly what she was doing.

The game continued, but the rules had changed.
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The Charm Offensive

Simon forced brightness into his voice. "After three hours of travel, you crest a hill and see it: the Crimson Keep. Black stone against the darkening sky, banners fluttering in the-"

He'd practised this description in the mirror. Three times. Timed it to about ninety seconds, enough to build atmosphere without dragging. The vampire lord miniature sat in its box, waiting. Sixteen hours of careful brushwork. Crimson cloak and pale skin and tiny fucking fangs he'd painted with a single-hair brush.

His voice cracked on 'banners.'

Becky shifted again, just a small movement, just adjusting her weight, and Gareth's fingers tightened on her thigh. Simon lost his place in his notes.

The keep. Focus on the keep. The gates were supposed to be ominous, foreboding. He'd written three paragraphs about those gates. Iron-bound oak, runes carved into the stone archway, the smell of old blood and magic. Say the paragraphs. Describe the gates. Don't look at Gareth's hand sliding higher on her thigh.

"The architecture is, um, Gothic revival style, very imposing, and the-"

"I whisper something to Lysara," Gareth said, cutting him off. "To keep her calm."

Simon stopped. Looked up from his notes. "What do you whisper?"

Gareth leaned in close to Becky's ear. His lips almost touched her skin, breath stirring the loose blonde curls at her temple. He whispered, still audible to everyone at the table, voice low and intimate.

"You're safe with me. I'll protect you from whatever's in there. Do you trust me?"

Becky's breath caught. A small hitch in her chest. She turned her head slightly toward him, and now their faces were an inch apart. Simon watched the exact moment the distance between them became dangerous.

Her lips were parted. Her breath quick and shallow. She whispered back, in character, the pretence threadbare and tearing.

"Lysara trusts the Rogue completely. The charm makes her... makes her feel safe with him."

Gareth's hand on her waist tightened. Pulled her closer. Their faces so close their noses brushed. Simon watched his wife's pupils dilate, watched her tongue dart out to wet her lips.

Neil made a strangled sound. Shifted in his seat.

Becky's voice, barely a whisper. "What else does he whisper?"

Her eyes locked on Gareth's mouth. The question hung there. Permission and invitation and dare, all wrapped in one breathless word.

Gareth closed the distance and suddenly kissed her! Not gently, his tongue was in her mouth before Simon could blink. She moaned into the kiss, a small surprised sound that turned hungry, and her hand came up to his neck, fingers curling into his hair, pulling him closer.

Wet, sounds filled the flat. Tongues sliding. Lips sucking. Gareth's groan as Becky opened wider for him.

Simon's dice clattered from his shaking hand, scattering across the table, rolling into the pizza box, onto the floor. He didn't move to collect them.

"Fucking hell." Neil's voice, rough with disbelief. His hand was under the table now, adjusting himself. Or just gripping his cock through his jeans.

Big Dave’s chair groaned under his weight, and his breathing unmistakable now, ragged, like a bloke trying not to wank right there at the table.

Simon was frozen, staring, mouth open. His cock throbbed painfully in his jeans, leaking, the wet patch spreading. He should stop this. Should say something. Laugh it off, call it a night, end the session. But his body wouldn't move and his brain was just white noise and static.

Becky pulled back and broke the kiss. Her lips were wet, lip-gloss smeared across her chin and onto Gareth's mouth. She was panting, eyes hazy, unfocused.

The reality of what just happened settled over them, and Becky turned to him. Her eyes wide, searching his face.

"Sorry, babe. Got carried away. I'm just trying to role-play this character right. Is that... okay?"

Checking in, but her hand was still in Gareth's hair, fingers tangled, and her arse was still moving, small circles against Gareth's lap. She was asking permission while grinding on another man's cock.

The question was real, and deep down she meant it, would stop if he said the word. Simon's brain screamed at him. Say no. Stop this. End it. Laugh. Make a joke. Pour more wine. Change the subject. Describe the bloody keep gates. Do anything except allow this.

But everyone at the table knew his answer before he opened his mouth.

"It's... it's fine. It's the spell, and you're doing it right."

Just the fucking charm person spell. Except the rule said nothing about kissing, about tongues, about his wife moaning into another man's mouth. So this was his fault. His choice.

Gareth grinned a triumphant and predatory smile.

Becky nodded, relief washing over her face. "Right. The charm. Lysara's charmed, so she... she doesn't mind. She probably quite likes it when he kisses her."

Building the excuse. Making it part of the game, part of the spell, part of the rules Simon had approved.

"Do I have to do everything he says now?" she asked Simon, voice breathy, eager. A dangerous question, a trapdoor opening beneath his feet.

Simon knew the answer should be "Of fucking course not! The spell didn't work like that. Couldn't work like that!" But Gareth was staring at him, and Becky was waiting, and Neil was holding his breath, and Big Dave's fingers drummed once against the table, impatient.

"While the spell lasts... yes. You're compelled to obey their suggestions."

Gareth looked at Simon, smiling, holding his gaze. "Everything?" Testing how far this stretched, how much Simon would allow.

"Everything."

His permission. His wife's submission to another man, and his cock throbbed at the thought.

Gareth leaned back in his chair, pulling Becky with him, settling her more firmly in his lap. "And how long does the spell last, Dungeon Master?"

Simon fumbled with his notes. The actual rules said one game hour, and Garth probably knew that already. But one hour was too short, would end this too soon. His brain supplied the lie before he could stop it.

"Until... until the session is resolved."

Hours. The keep was designed for hours of gameplay. He'd built in rest points, puzzle rooms, mini-bosses.

"And can it be broken?" Neil asked, leaning forward, invested now.

"Only by the caster," Simon whispered. "Only if Neil releases her."

Becky giggled. Nervous and excited, the edges blurring. "That's so naughty. I mean... that's so interesting. For the story."

She was already slipping. Character and self-blending. Lysara and Becky becoming the same woman, the same eager, compliant thing in Gareth's lap.

She looked at Gareth, not Simon. "What does the Rogue make Lysara do next?"

The DM's authority had transferred. Simon was just the narrator now, a voice describing someone else's story. No, he needed to wrench some control back. Desperate, clinging to his campaign notes like they could save him.

"Right, so, the keep. You approach the gates. They're massive, iron-bound oak, and there are runes carved into the stone, ancient runes that glow faintly red in the twilight, and-"

Gareth's hand slid to the inside of Becky's thigh. Fingers tracing patterns. Her legs parted slightly, involuntary and instinctive.

Simon kept talking. "The gates are sealed by dark magic. You'll need to find another entrance. There's a side door, a servant's entrance, smaller, less guarded-"

His phone beeped. Loud and jarring.

Reminder: Serve dessert.

He'd set it earlier. Ice cream. He'd bought fancy ice cream from Waitrose, salted caramel, Becky's favourite, meant to serve it after the big boss fight as a celebration.

Escape. He needed to escape.

"Just... just a minute. I'll get, um, pudding."

He stood. Legs shaky. The wet patch in his jeans visible to everyone now, a dark stain spreading from his crotch. Neil glanced at it. Looked away quickly.

Simon walked to the kitchenette. Three steps across the cramped flat. Behind him, he heard Becky giggle. Heard Gareth murmur something low and filthy. He didn't turn around, he's not sure he wanted to see.

He gripped the counter edge. Trying to steady himself, to breathe, to think.

Behind him, whispering. Soft laughter. The creak of the chair as Becky shifted again.

This was fine. People kissed at stag parties, hen dos. Drunken kisses. Didn't mean anything. Just the game, the spell. Just Gareth being Gareth, pushing boundaries, playing the lad. The ice cream was melting. Focus on the ice cream. Get bowls. Spoons. Normal things. Don't think about her tongue. Don't think about Gareth's hand between her thighs. Don't think about-

Becky gasped.

A small sound of pleasure, totally unmistakable. Simon's hand froze on the ice cream tub.

Gareth's low chuckle. Neil's whispered "Christ Gaz."

Simon didn't turn around. Didn't want to see what Gareth was doing to make Becky make that sound. Didn't want to know where his hand had moved, what he'd touched, what she'd allowed.

But his cock throbbed, spilling more precum. Fucking traitor.

He grabbed the ice cream tub. No time to scoop it into bowls, just carried the whole thing back to the table with a handful of spoons.

Becky was still in Gareth's lap. Her cheeks flushed pink, spreading down her neck to her chest. Her breathing uneven.

"Ice cream," Simon said. Stupidly. Nobody wanted ice cream.

He set the tub on the table. Sat back down and picked up his notes. "The gates... the gates are locked. You'll need to find another way in."

His voice was flat and defeated. The DM voice gone, and he was just Simon now. Just the meek husband watching.

Gareth kissed Becky's neck, wet open-mouthed licks. She tilted her head to give him access, baring her throat, and his lips moved down to her collarbone, her shoulder, leaving glistening marks on her pale skin.

Simon kept talking. Had to keep talking. Had to maintain the illusion.

"There's a side entrance. A servant's door. Smaller. You could try there."

Big Dave's jaw clenched. His patience fraying. He obviously wanted his turn; Simon could see it. The way Dave's eyes tracked every movement Gareth made, cataloguing, planning.

Gareth pulled back from Becky's neck. Looked at Simon smiling.

"Before we go in the keep, I want to make sure Lysara's fully... compliant. Need to test the charm."

Becky's breath quickened. She probably guessed what was coming and looked like she wanted it too.

Simon should ask what he means. Should clarify. Should maintain some semblance of DM control, but he didn't. He just waited for Gareth to tell him what happens next in his own campaign.
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Critical Failure

Gareth sat up in his chair, and looked at Becky, not at the table, not at the DM screen, just at her, and Simon knew what was coming before the words even left his mouth.

"I tell Lysara to show me her tits. As proof of her loyalty, and to show she's not affected by those Dryads earlier."

Casual. Like he was asking her to pass the dice. Like asking Simon's wife to get her tits out was nothing. But he wasn't asking Becky was he, he was telling Lysara.

Becky's breath caught. Her hand automatically went to the laces, fingers trembling against the leather cord, and Simon's brain supplied a thousand reasons why her fingers would shake that had nothing to do with arousal and everything to do with nerves, except her pupils were blown wide and she was looking at him, begging, and Christ, she wanted this.

Everyone in it held their breath. Neil leaning forward, mouth open, glasses sliding down his sweaty nose. Dave's hands gripping his thighs hard enough to turn his knuckles white, and Simon's heart pounded so hard he could feel it in his teeth.

"Simon?"

Her small breathy voice. The same voice she used when she wanted something in bed, which wasn't often, twice a year maybe, and now she was using it here, in front of his mates.

"Does the spell make me do this?"

She was giving him an out. He could rule no, could say Charm Person had limits, boundaries, restrictions written right here in the players guide. Could end this, laugh it off, then send everyone home, and protect what was his.

Her fingers tugged at the ties, and the chainmail bra shifted, and her cleavage deepened. Pale flesh spilling over the edge. Too much flesh for the costume to contain. Too much for his hands to contain.

Gareth's hand squeezed her thigh, nodding, encouraging her.

"The spell... the spell compels you."

His voice cracked on "compels." Pathetic. The Dungeon Master's voice cracking like a teenage boy's. But he'd said it. Made it the game's fault. The spell. The dice. The rules. Not his choice.

His cock was leaking at the thought of his friends seeing her tits, seeing what was meant to be only for him. Gareth was going to see them, touch them, and Simon's jeans were already wet.

She stood up from Gareth's lap. Steadied herself against the table edge. Drunk, or unsteady on those ridiculous sandals with the straps criss-crossing up her calves. Swaying slightly as she turned to face them all.

Four men watching her. Waiting.

Her hands went to the bra's laces and pulled. The knots gave, and the fake mail loosened, no longer biting into her flesh, no longer leaving those red marks across her ribs.

Becky let the top fall, and it hit the floor with a cheap plastic clatter, landing on a discarded d20 of Neils. The die rolled and ironically came up one - a critical failure. The universe had a sense of humour after all.

Her huge tits spilt free - and now everyone could see them fully, F-cups that should've looked ridiculous on her size-eight frame but didn't, they looked perfect, pale and heavy and swaying slightly as she breathed. Pink nipples already hard, standing out against skin so white it almost glowed under the flat's shit lighting, tight and puckered.

He could tell she was turned on from the attention in her body language, the slight flush of her cheeks.

Neil was making a strangled whimpering noise, high-pitched and desperate, the sound of a man watching his fantasy materialise in front of him.

"Fucking hell." Gareth breathed it. "Look at those."

Dave's breathing somehow got louder, harsher. Almost wheezing now.

Simon had seen them a thousand time. Every morning when she changed for work. Every night when she undressed for bed. Every time they'd had sex, which was twice a week, missionary, lights off. Simon had never pushed for lights on - too much of a gentleman to insist.

She'd never been like this, with three other men staring at her chest like starving dogs shown fresh meat, memorising every curve, every detail, storing it for later when they'd go home and wank thinking about his wife's tits.

Becky stood there, proud and topless, a small smile playing on her lips. She didn't cover herself. Didn't cross her arms. Instead, she arched her back. Slight movement but deliberate. Pushed her chest out. Presented herself, as an offering.

"Is this what you wanted, Rogue?"

Her voice was husky. Raw. Probably loving this. Getting off on being watched, wanted.

Her hands came up and cupped her tits. Lifted them slightly, weighing them, and Simon's brain short-circuited because she'd never done that for him, never touched herself like that, never played with her own tits during sex.

"Are they... are they good enough for the Rogue's approval?"

Gareth stood, his chair scraping. Crossed to her in two strides. Didn't glance at Simon for approval, and his hands replaced hers. Cupping, weighing, squeezing, his rough palms against soft flesh.

“Fucking perfect.”

Gareth pinched her nipples. Light pressure, almost experimentally, and she whimpered. A small, needy sound. He looked over his shoulder, and grinned at Simon. "You're a lucky bastard, Si. Getting to touch these every day."

Gareth guided Becky backward. Hands on her waist, back towards the table.

Simon was frozen in place while his wife was being manhandled by his mate, while he just sat there, dice in hand, just watching.

"Lean over," Gareth commanded, his voice rough. "Show the Dungeon Master what you’ve been missing."

She obeyed. Bent forward at the waist, her hands flat on the battle map. On the Crimson Keep courtyard that Simon had drawn on graph paper, each stone wall carefully shaded, each guard tower meticulously detailed.

Her tits hung down, low and heavy. Swaying like pendulums.

Her right breast landed directly on a miniature goblin. The one Simon had spent three hours painting before the game, getting it just right. Wet paint smeared across her pale skin. Green and red. Streaking her flesh. Ruining three hours of work.

Gareth laughed. Loud and delighted.

"Crushed by tits. Best death ever for a goblin."

Neil moved his chair closer. Metal legs scraping across the floor. He was staring at Becky's hanging tits from inches away and breathing through his mouth.

"Can I..." His voice cracked. Pubescent. "Can I touch?"

Becky looked to Simon. A permission check even now, her bright eyes almost wild. Waiting for him to say no but probably hoping he wouldn't.

He nodded.

Neil's hand reached out. Shaking. Cupped her left breast. His thin fingers sank into soft flesh. Squeezed. Tentative at first, then firmer.

She moaned a soft and genuine sound. For Neil. Moaning for geeky fucking Neil.

His three friends were crowding around her now; Gareth behind her, hands on her waist, gripping possessively. Neil to her left, cupping her breast like he was holding something precious. Dave standing, moving closer, his size making the cramped flat feel even smaller, walls closing in.

Small moans escaped her lips with each new touch. Each squeeze. Each brush of fingers against her nipples. Simon watched from his chair. His cock throbbing so hard it hurt, pressed painfully against his zipper, the wet patch proof that he was getting off on this.

Dave moved closer. He didn't ask or look at Simon. Just reached out with one massive hand, which engulfed her right breast completely. Swallowed it. Fingers thick as sausages, rough and calloused from construction work. He squeezed hard.

Becky gasped a sharp intake of breath. "Oh god... your hands are huge..."

Her voice was awed.

Bigger than Simon's. Stronger. Rougher. Simon's hands were soft, administrative hands, pushing papers and typing emails. Big Dave's hands were labourer's hands. Hands that lifted steel beams and poured concrete and destroyed things.

Hands that could make Becky gasp.

"Is this what the Rogue wanted?" Becky's voice, breathless, surrounded by groping hands. "Is this enough proof of loyalty?"

Gareth's hand slid down. Over the curve of her spine down to her arse. Gripped the loincloth-covered flesh and squeezed hard.

"Oh, we're just getting started, love."

She looked over her shoulder at Simon. Still bent over the table, tits being mauled. Three men's hands on her body, touching her, claiming her, and she was looking at her husband with a smile.

"Am I being good, Dungeon Master? Am I playing my character right?"

Simon tried to speak. To narrate. To regain some shred of control. Some authority.

"The Fighter has... she's proven her loyalty. The party can now... now proceed into-"

His voice shook so badly he could barely get the words out. Each syllable cracking. Breaking. Pathetic.

Gareth cut him off.

"Not yet, mate. We're still testing her." He looked to his fellow party members, and grinned.

"Before we enter the keep, we should all inspect Lysara properly. Make sure she's not hiding weapons. Or traps."

Bullshit. Complete bullshit.

Simon knew it. Gareth knew Simon knew it, but nobody cared. Nobody was even pretending anymore. Gareth's hand slid to the tie of Becky's loincloth. Fingers hooking under the leather cord. The only thing between her cunt and the room.

"What about this?" Gareth asked. "Should we check under here too?"

Becky tensed. A slight movement of her shoulders tightening. Her breath catching. That was the line, a last barrier. The only thing keeping her from being completely naked in front of Simon's mates.

Simon's cock throbbed. He knew Gareth was going to take it off. Knew his wife would be fully naked. Knew they'd see her cunt, see every fucking inch of her.

Becky looked at Simon, her eyes wide. Maybe she was asking if this was too far, if he'd stop her, stop them? But before Simon could answer, before he could even process the question through the fog of arousal and shame, Gareth pulled his hand back.

"Actually," Gareth said, voice casual, "let's save that for when we're inside the keep. More dramatic that way."

Pacing it. Building anticipation while torturing Simon with what was coming. Making him wait, making him imagine. Making him desperate to see his own wife's cunt exposed to his friends.

Becky exhaled. Relief and disappointment mixing in one breath. Her shoulders sagging.

Neil let out a loud and petulant groan, the sound of a man denied, as Gareth guided Becky back away from the table. Towards his chair. Hands on her waist, steering her.

"Come here."

She went. Obedient and eager. This time, he positioned her differently, so she faced him, straddling him. Her bare chest pressed against his clothed one. His hoodie rough against her sensitive nipples.

His hands gripped her arse through the loincloth. Pulled her down hard against his cock. Simon had seen the bulge in Gareth's jeans as he sat. It looked thick as it strained against the denim. Thicker than Simon's. Obviously thicker.

Simon rolled dice. The distant sound mechanical.

"You... you enter the keep. The doors creak open. Darkness inside. Roll... roll for perception."

His voice was hollow and empty. He was narrating, but his eyes never left his wife's naked back. The curve of her spine. The way she moved on Gareth's lap seeking friction.

Describe the dungeon. The corridor. The traps. The atmosphere. He'd written twelve pages about the keep's interior. Drew maps on graph paper, each square representing five feet. Made props out of cardboard and paint. Printed monster stat blocks. Planned encounter balance. Calculated XP rewards.

Spent three months on this campaign.

Yes his wife was topless, grinding on another man's cock three feet away, and Simon was describing empty corridors.

Gareth kissed Becky again. Hands roaming her bare back. Tracing her spine, gripping her waist. Squeezing her arse hard enough to leave marks.

She moaned shamelessly into his mouth, the wet sound of tongues and spit filling the small flat.

Neil and Big Dave had returned to their seats. Both adjusting their own swollen cocks through trousers. Neil's hand lingering over his crotch, rubbing through his jeans.

The battle map was ruined. Paint from Becky's tit streaking across the Crimson Keep's courtyard. Miniatures knocked over. The vampire lord Simon had spent sixteen hours painting lay on its side, face-down in spilled beer.

Simon described the keep's entrance hall. Voice breaking with each word.

"Stone walls. Torches flickering. Shadows moving. You hear... you hear something in the distance. Footsteps. Armoured guards approaching from the-"

They at least pretended to listen, but only Simon was still playing D&D. Everyone else was playing something much darker.
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Under the Table
The Mage's Hand


Simon cleared his throat, loud enough that someone should've looked, should've remembered he was still here, but nobody did. The sound came out strangled, desperate. Christ, he sounded pathetic even to himself.

"Right. You've entered the next chamber."

All eyes stayed on Becky's body. The way her tits pressed against Gareth's chest every time she breathed. She was still grinding on his lap, small movements that Simon told himself meant nothing except they meant everything. Subtle unmistakable little rolls of her hips.

Simon shuffled his notes. The pages stuck together, damp from his sweating palms. Three months of writing this bloody campaign, and now the ink was smearing under his fingers.

"The chamber is large. Stone walls. Flickering torches casting shadows. You see arcane symbols carved into the stonework. Strange patterns."

His voice shook. He adjusted his glasses. The frames slipped on his sweaty nose. Tried again.

"Neil. Kellan the Wizard. Roll Arcana to identify the symbols."

Neil blinked at hearing his character’s name and dragged his gaze from Becky's back and picked up his d20 without looking and let it tumble across the table.

"Uh. Fifteen?"

His eyes had already returned to Becky.

Simon checked his notes, though he didn't need to. He'd written this scene three weeks ago. Illustrated the rune patterns on graph paper. Researched historical magical symbols for authenticity because that's what a good DM did. Structure. Rules. Systems that made sense.

"You recognise the runes. They're a magical trap. Anyone who touches the walls without disarming it will be paralysed. Frozen in place."

Neil's eyes lit up. Simon saw the thought forming. Saw the opportunity clicking into place behind those fogged glasses. No. Don't. Whatever you're thinking, don't.

"I want to cast Mage Hand."

"To check the walls?"

Please say yes. Please just be checking the bloody walls.

"No." Neil leant forward, elbows on the table, suddenly focused in a way he never was during actual combat encounters. "Well yes, but also to check Lysara. For magical traps or enchantments. Just to be safe. Before we go further into the keep."

Gareth barked a laugh. His chest shook against Becky's back, making her tits bounce. "Brilliant. Yeah, check her properly, mate. Can't be too careful."

Becky giggled. The sound breathless and wine-loose, three glasses deep and glowing. She looked over her shoulder at Neil, blonde curls falling across her face, and bit her bottom lip.

That lip bite. She did that when she was turned on. Simon knew that lip bite. He was married to that lip bite.

"Can he do that, Dungeon Master? Can the Wizard check me for traps?"

Simon's tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth. His cock throbbed against his zipper, insistent and traitorous. The wet patch had spread. He could feel it now, cold and sticky against his thigh, darkening the denim. They'd all seen it. Had to have seen it. Gareth definitely had. But nobody said anything because saying it would mean admitting what this was, what Simon had already become.

He should redirect, tell Neil that Mage Hand was for manipulating objects at range, not for touching people, not for this. Page sixty-two of the Player's Handbook. Basic spell limitations. He could quote the exact wording.

But Becky's eyes were on him. Wide and blue and waiting, while those tits rose and fell with each breath, nipples hard and pink and right there in his eyeline.

And Gareth's hand was on her waist. Possessive and confident; the hand of a man who'd already won.

Simon adjusted his glasses, and the frames slipped again. Everything was slipping.

"Yes. Mage Hand can check for magical auras. Roll Investigation."

The spell allowed it. Technically. Mage Hand had a range of thirty feet, could manipulate objects weighing up to ten pounds. A person wasn't an object, but if Neil was using it to detect magic on Lysara, that was within the spell's utility applications. That was reasonable. That was fine. This wasn't fine.

Neil rolled. Another number Simon didn't register. Didn't matter. The outcome was decided the moment Neil asked the question. The moment Simon said yes. The moment he bent the rules because his cock was hard and he wanted to see what would happen next.

"Sixteen. Good enough?"

"Yes."

Neil didn't mime casting. Didn't wave his hands or recite fake incantations like he usually did. He just reached under the table.

His real hand. His actual physical hand. Sliding onto Becky's bare thigh.

She gasped softly. Her body tensed for half a second, then relaxed. Melted. She didn't pull away. Didn't protest. Didn't look at Simon for permission because she'd already asked and he'd already given it. He'd ruled yes. Dungeon Master's ruling. Final.

Neil's hand moved higher. Fingers walking up the soft inner slope of her thigh. Becky's legs were spread where she straddled Gareth's lap, and she lifted up off Gareth a little, so Neil had access. Clear and unobstructed access to Simon's wife's thighs. To the heat between them.

The loincloth was just leather strips at the sides, and front panel, back panel.

Simon could see Neil's arm moving under the table. Could track the progress of those fingers by watching Becky's face. The way her breathing quickened. The way her eyes fluttered half-closed. The way her lips parted.

Gareth watched too. Still grinning, the bastard. One hand on Becky's hip, feeling her react to Neil's touch through the small movements of her body. Feeling what Simon should be feeling.

"Go on, Wizard. Check properly. Make sure she's not cursed."

Neil's hand reached the loincloth's edge. His fingers brushed bare skin. The crease where thigh met groin. Becky's breath hitched. Her grip on the table edge tightened, knuckles going white, and Simon's cock throbbed so hard he saw spots.

"The trap is complicated. I need to investigate thoroughly."

His fingers slid under the front panel. Just like that. Like he'd done this before, like Becky's cunt was just another door to open.

Becky's thighs clenched. Her whole body went rigid. A sound escaped her throat, something between a gasp and a whimper, and Simon's cock jerked in his jeans. Wrong. This was so fucking wrong. His wife. Neil's geeky fingers probably now inside her. And he was hard. So hard he couldn't breathe.

Neil's voice came out thick. Strangled. "The trap is very warm. And slippery. I think she's caught in it."

Gareth howled with laughter. His chest shook against Becky's back, her tits bouncing with the movement, pink nipples jiggling. "Slippery? Fucking hell, mate. Check for treasure whilst you're down there."

Simon stared. He could see Neil's arm moving under the table now. Small deliberate movements. Could see Becky's face flushing deeper, pink spreading down her neck to her chest. Could see her breathing quickening, shallow pants through parted lips.

His wife. Getting fingered. By Neil. Whilst sitting on Gareth's lap. In their flat. In their tiny basement flat in Kentish Town. During D&D night. During Simon's campaign.

His cock leaked. Another pulse of pre-cum soaking into his already-wet jeans. Fuck. Fuck.

He had to keep the game going. Had to maintain the fiction. The rules. The structure. That was his role. Dungeon Master. The one who narrated. The one who decided consequences. The one who could stop this right now if he just said the words.

He didn't say the words.

"Lysara. Make a constitution saving throw to resist the trap's effects."

Becky barely heard him. Her eyes were half-closed. Neil's fingers were moving under the loincloth, doing something that made her hips roll involuntarily.

"What?"

"Con save. Pick up the d20."

She reached for the die with trembling fingers. Nearly knocked it off the table. It clattered across the battle map, smearing more paint, ruining the dungeon corridor Simon had illustrated so carefully, and came to rest showing a five.

Failure. Of course failure. Like the dice wanted this too.

Simon's voice came like he was reading from someone else's script, someone else's campaign notes. "You fail. The trap holds you in place. You're paralysed for three rounds of combat."

Neil grinned. Didn't stop moving his hand. "Three rounds? That's like what, eighteen seconds of game time?"

Lie. Just lie. Give them more time. Give Neil permission to keep touching her because that's what you want. That's what your hard cock wants. Admit it.

"Six minutes."

Becky whimpered. Looked at Simon with hazy eyes, pupils blown wide. "Six minutes? I have to stay still for six minutes?"

He'd just given Neil permission to finger his wife for six full minutes. In front of Gareth and Big Dave and the hand-painted goblins on the shelf. And his cock was so hard he couldn't think, couldn't breathe. This was the campaign. This was the dungeon. The trap held her. She couldn't move. The rules said so. His rules. His ruling. Page ninety-seven. Paralysis effects. He'd written this encounter specifically to be dangerous.

"The spell compels you."

Neil's fingers resumed moving, slowly at first. Exploring. Simon couldn't see what he was doing but he could see the effects. Could see Becky's thighs trembling. Could see her biting her knuckle to stay quiet. Could see her trying so hard not to make noise and failing.

Neil found her clit. Had to have found it because Becky's whole body jerked and she made a sound, high and desperate and cut off when she bit down harder on her knuckle. That sound. Simon knew that sound. That was her close sound. That was her about-to-cum sound. Neil had made her make that sound in under a minute.

How long did it usually take Simon? Ten minutes? Fifteen? On a good night?

Gareth felt her squirm on his lap. Groaned low in his throat. "She's moving, mate. Whatever you're doing, keep doing it."

His hand slid up from her waist. Cupped her breast. Squeezed. Becky arched into the touch, pressing her tit into his palm whilst Neil's fingers worked between her legs. Two men. His wife was being touched by two men at once and Simon was just sitting here. Watching. Narrating.

Getting hard.

Simon tried to continue. Had to continue. Pretend this was still D&D and not his wife’s resolve dissolving in real-time.

"The rest of the party. You hear footsteps approaching from the east corridor. Goblins, maybe. Or worse."

Nobody was listening. Big Dave was staring at Becky's face with that intense focused expression, breathing heavy through his mouth. Neil was concentrating on what his hand was doing, on the wet sounds Simon could just barely hear under the table. Gareth was groping Becky's tit and kissing her shoulder, her neck, leaving marks Simon would see later.

Neil added a second finger, and Becky gasped. Loud and unmistakable. Her free hand shot out and gripped Gareth's thigh for support, nails digging into his jeans hard enough to leave crescents.

Two fingers. Neil had two fingers inside Simon's wife. Knuckle-deep. Moving. Fucking her with his hand whilst she sat on another man's lap.

Simon described something. A goblin attack. A dark corridor. Shadows and torchlight and ancient stonework. He didn't know. The words were just sounds. Mouth moving. Voice happening. But his brain was watching Becky's face. Watching her tits bounce as her breathing got ragged. Watching Neil's arm working under the table with increasing confidence, like he knew exactly what he was doing, like maybe he'd thought about doing this before.

She was trying to stay quiet, but failing. Small whimpers escaping despite her best efforts. Her back arched. Gareth's hand on her tit squeezed harder, pinched her nipple, rolled it between thumb and forefinger, and she keened. That desperate sound she made when she was right there, right on the edge.

"The goblins charge. Roll initiative."

Nobody rolled. Nobody moved except Neil's hand and Becky's hips and Gareth's fingers on her nipple, pinching and twisting.

Becky's breathing turned ragged, desperate. Her whole body tensed, thighs clamping harder around Neil's wrist. Free hand white-knuckled on the table edge. Back arching. Tits bouncing. She was going to cum. Right here on Neil's fingers. In Gareth's lap. During Simon's carefully planned campaign.

Her eyes rolled back, mouth opened, lips parted, no sound coming out but Simon could see it, could see her throat working, could see the exact moment it hit her. Her body convulsed. Shuddered. Her cunt clenched around Neil's fingers and Simon knew, fuck, he knew exactly what that felt like from the inside and Neil was feeling it now, Neil was making her do that, and Simon's cock leaked again, another pulse soaking through his jeans.

Simon watched his wife orgasm for his friends.

Gareth must have felt it happen. Felt her whole body go rigid then melt, felt her cunt spasm through the way her arse pressed down onto his lap. "Fucking hell. Did she just?"

Big Dave's breathing was ragged like he'd been running. "She's sweating."

She was. A light sheen across her forehead, her chest, the valley between her tits. Post-orgasm glow. Satisfied, beautiful.

From Neil's fingers. Not from Simon's cock. Not from three years of marriage. Not from missionary twice a week. From Neil's hand under the table whilst pretending to cast Mage Hand to check for magical traps.

Neil withdrew slowly. His fingers glistened wet, slick with Becky's arousal, coated in her. He stared at them for a second, transfixed, then casually wiped them on his jeans.

Becky collapsed forward slightly. Rested her forehead against Gareth’s chest, panting. Her bare back rising and falling. Post-orgasm loose.

Simon's voice cracked. "The trap releases. You can move again."

Becky didn't move. Just breathed. Recovered. Let Gareth stroke her bare back, gentle and almost tender, like he gave a shit, like this was anything more than him getting his rocks off with his mate's wife.

"You alright, love?"

She nodded weakly. Giggled. Breathless and wine-drunk and post-orgasm hazy. "That was intense."

Intense. Too fucking right it was! Simon's throat was tight. His cock was hard. His jeans were wet. This was insane. He tried to continue, had to keep the game going. Pretend this was still D&D. Pretend his marriage wasn't transforming into something new.

"Right. So. You've passed the trapped chamber. Ahead, you see a large wooden chest, ornately carved, sitting in the centre of the next room."

Gareth interrupted immediately. Didn't even wait for Simon to finish describing the chest. "I want to check the chest for traps. With Lysara's help."

The implication was clear, and everyone knew what that meant. What kind of help. What kind of checking.

Becky lifted her head and finally looked at Simon. Her eyes were hazy and unfocused. Post-orgasm bliss and three glasses of wine and the attention of three men who weren't her husband.

Was she waiting for him to rule on it, to give permission for whatever came next?
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The Ruling

"Can I do that, Dungeon Master?"

Breathless, teasing. She knew exactly what she was asking. Everyone in the flat knew, but she was still giving him the chance. Another chance to say no. To stop being a cuckold and start being a husband again.

Gareth didn't wait for an answer that might save them both. He leant back in his chair, casual as a king, one arm still draped around Becky's waist, his fingers splayed across her stomach.

"Rogues and Fighters work together to check for traps, mate. Standard procedure. She uses her mouth to blow away dust so I can see the lock mechanism. Makes perfect sense."

Bullshit. Absolute batshit crazy. No page in the Player's Handbook covered that. But it was plausible. Just barely. Thin enough to maintain the fiction that this was still a game, not a fucking gangbang.

Neil snorted. His fingers were still wet - still smelling of Becky's cunt, and he kept lifting them to his nose when he thought no one was looking. Except they were all looking. They were all waiting.

Dave's chair complained as he leant forward, massive hands clasped on the table edge, his body tensed like a compressed spring. Watching Becky. Watching Simon. Waiting for permission.

Simon adjusted his glasses. The movement was automatic, a tic, because his hands were shaking now - properly shaking, not just trembling from before.

Three years he'd been married to Becky. Three years of missionary sex twice a week, of her quiet, polite responses, of him never quite making her scream like this. Three years of knowing he'd married above his station, that she could have done better, that she tolerated him rather than loved him. And in three hours, his mates had revealed a slut he never had. He should stop it, and now, before it got more out of hand.

But Becky's tits were right there - pale and heavy, her nipples still hard from Gareth's fingers. And Gareth's hand was sliding lower on her stomach, fingers tracing the edge of the loincloth. And Simon's cock was so hard he couldn't think of anything except the word no, which he couldn't say, which he wouldn't say, which he'd never actually needed to say because his body was already answering for him.

"The chest is ornate. Iron-bound and covered in arcane runes that glow faintly in the torchlight. If you trigger the trap, the person who triggered it must perform a service for the party. To appease the curse."

The words came out like he'd memorised them. Like he'd been waiting three hours to say exactly this, to give himself permission, to hide behind campaign notes and rulebooks and the ancient pretence that this was the game's decision, not his.

Gareth grinned. Slow and triumphant, like he'd been waiting for permission all along.

"Perfect. Becky, love, roll to disarm the trap. Dexterity check."

Becky giggled. Still riding the high of Neil's fingers inside her. She reached for the d20.

She rolled, and the d20 bounced across Simon's hand-illustrated battle map. Scattered miniatures. A goblin skirmisher toppled. Simon had spent more time painting them than he'd spent making Becky cum. The die tumbled across the map, rattling, and he watched it like his entire life depended on what number came up.

It landed.

Natural one.

Gareth exploded into noise, clapping his hands together like he'd just won the lottery. "There it is! Critical fail! The curse activates!"

Neil bounced in his seat, practically vibrating. "She triggered it! The chest is cursed!"

Big Dave said nothing. Just watched Becky with the intensity of a man who'd been patient for three hours and was about to be rewarded. His jaw was clenched. His breathing was deliberate and controlled, like he was rationing oxygen.

Becky stared at the one on the die. Then at Simon. Her blue eyes wide, excited, nervous. Waiting.

"You've triggered the curse." The words broke in his throat. "The chest demands tribute. You must serve the party. For three turns of combat."

Too vague. He was supposed to specify what "serve" meant, to maintain control, to at least pretend he was still the Dungeon Master in charge of his own narrative. But his brain had short-circuited and all he could see was Becky's bare chest rising and falling, her breathing quickening, her cunt getting wetter - he could see it from here, the way her thighs were already trembling.

Gareth filled the silence immediately, like he'd been waiting for Simon's vagueness.

"The curse compels you to strip completely, love. And serve the party from beneath the table. For three turns. That's what the runes say."

Becky's eyes widened. "Completely?"

Simon nodded. Couldn't speak. His cock was leaking so much he was terrified it would break through his jeans entirely, drip onto the floor, leave a puddle beneath his chair that everyone would see. Everyone would know.

"It's just the game, babe." Gareth's voice was gentle. Reassuring, like he cared.

Neil leant in. "The curse compels you, Becky. You've got no choice. That's how curses work."

It was a terrible and perfect thing to say. Simon watched Becky's face - saw her decide that the game had made the decision for her, that the dice had decided, that she had no choice. And Simon had made it possible. Simon had written the rule that allowed this. Simon had let the gate open.

Big Dave said nothing. Just stared. His massive hands flexed on the table edge like he was already inside her, like he was already feeling what was about to happen.

Becky looked at Simon one more time, searching his face, giving him one last chance.

He said nothing.

She stood. Her movements were a little unsteady. Wine and arousal and the weight of what she was about to do. She was already topless, but this was different, this was the point of no return. She reached for the ties at her hips.

The loincloth was held by two thin leather straps, one on each side, knotted in simple bows. Her fingers worked the first knot. It came loose, and the fabric shifted. The second knot.

The loincloth fell and pooled around her stupid strappy sandals.

Becky was naked.

Completely, utterly naked except for the Roman-style sandals laced up her calves. Her body fully exposed. Huge pale tits with light pink nipples still visibly erect. Soft stomach. The gentle curve of her hips. A tiny blonde pubic strip above her shaved lips as if she had planned to be seen like this, had maybe been planning it all along. Her thighs were glistening with arousal, the wetness from Neil's fingering still coating her inner thighs, catching the overhead light, dripping slowly down toward her knees.

Gareth whistled, low and appreciative. "Fucking hell."

Neil's mouth hung open. His glasses had fogged up again from the heat and the anticipation.

Dave's jaw clenched so hard the muscle jumped.

And Simon, he just stared. His wife. His Becky. The woman he'd married three years ago in a registry office in Camden, the woman who made him tea every morning and kissed his cheek before work and curled against him on the sofa during films. Now naked in front of his mates. Her body on display like merchandise. Her cunt wet and swollen and ready for more use.

She was so fucking beautiful.

Gareth gestured lazily, like a king commanding a servant. Like this had always been his right.

"Under the table, love. Curse says so."

Becky's cheeks flushed pink. The colour spread down her neck to her chest, disappearing beneath her breasts. But she moved, dropped to her knees.

The carpet was rough - stained from years of spilled beer and pizza grease. She flinched as it scraped her skin, then adjusted. Positioned herself on all fours. Crawled under the table, her arse swaying as she moved, round and soft and grabbable, the movement making her thighs part slightly, giving them all a glimpse of pink and wet before she vanished beneath. From above, the men watched her disappear. Simon pulled his chair back so he could still see her - her bare arse sticking out slightly from between the chairs, the curve of her spine, her thighs spread for balance, kneeling in the centre of the circle of their legs. Surrounded and trapped.

The sound of a zipper, loud in the quiet flat.

Gareth.

He unzipped and pushed down his jeans with one hand, still leaning back in his chair like this was the most natural thing in the world. Reached inside and pulled out his cock.

Thick. Veiny. Half-hard already, flushed dark. He stroked it twice, base to tip, and it stiffened completely in his fist, the head glistened with pre-cum.

Obviously bigger than Simon's, and a lot thicker. The head was wide and angry-looking. Simon knew his own cock was maybe five inches when he was fully hard. Gareth looked like seven at least.

Gareth spread his legs wider. Leant back. "Start with me, love."

Under the table, Becky's hands appeared. Pale against Gareth's denim-clad thighs. Her fingers gripped. Steadied herself, then leant in.

Her tongue found the head of Gareth's cock. Gareth groaned, a deep and satisfied sound, that came from his chest like an engine turning over. "Oh, fuck yes."

Simon's hands moved on autopilot. Picked up dice. Lined them up in a row. D20, d12, d10, d8, d6, d4. Smallest to largest. A system. Order. Structure. Anything to distract himself from what was happening under the table. Anything to maintain the fiction that he was still in control of something.

But he looked back anyway.

Becky took Gareth into her mouth. Slowly at first. Just the head. Her lips stretched around the thickness. She paused, gathered herself, then took more, her jaw opening wider, taking him deeper. The movement was not graceful. Her chin jutted awkwardly, and her throat worked to accommodate him.

The wet sound of suction filled the small flat. Slurping. Gagging as she tried to take more than she could handle.

Gareth's hand dropped under the table. Found her hair. Gripped. Not forcing, not yet, just guiding, setting the pace. Claiming ownership.

The table shook. Just slightly. Just enough to rattle the miniatures. The vampires and the goblins and all the creatures Simon had spent weeks prepping shook slightly with each bob of Becky's head.

Simon had to keep the game going. Had to maintain the structure. "A goblin warband emerges from the eastern passage."

His voice cracked. Split down the middle like it had broken at the seams.

"They're armed with crude spears and shields. Twelve of them. Roll for initiative."

Nobody rolled. Nobody moved except Gareth, whose hips were starting to shift. Starting to thrust slightly into Becky's mouth. Starting to fuck her face.

"Good girl. That's it. Just like that. Take it deeper."

Gareth's voice, praising, encouraging. Like he was training a dog. Simon felt something break inside his chest. That was his wife. That was his wife being praised for taking another man's cock deeper.

Neil shifted in his seat. His hand moved to his crotch. Adjusted himself. Rubbed. His breathing was getting heavier, faster.

Simon stared at the point where Becky had disappeared. At her bare arse still visible from his angle. At the wet, sloppy sounds coming from under the table. At the rhythmic shake of the furniture. Gareth's hips thrusted up, driving deeper, and Becky's arse tensed with the impact.

Two minutes. Maybe three. Maybe five. Time felt broken. Elastic. His cock throbbed in time with Gareth's thrusts, and Simon realised with horror that he was about to cum. That his body was responding to this, that his arousal was tangled so deeply with his shame that they'd become the same thing, that he was about to fill his jeans with cum whilst watching his wife service his mate's cock.

It happened.

A wave of sensation, involuntary and complete. His cock spasmed. Pulsed. A wet flood rushed into his boxers. He gritted his teeth and said nothing. Did nothing. Kept narrating the goblins in a voice that sounded like a man drowning.

Neil tapped Gareth's shoulder. "My turn, mate."

Gareth, breathing hard, nodded. His hand released Becky's hair.

Becky pulled off his cock. The sound was wet. Obscene. A strand of saliva connected her lips to the head of Gareth's cock for a second before breaking, dripping down to his thigh.

Neil had already unzipped. Had his cock out. Skinnier than Gareth's still long. Curved upward slightly. The head glistened with pre-cum.

He stood and stepped closer to where Becky knelt under the table, her mouth still open, her chin dripping.

She turned and shuffled on her knees. She was more visible now, not fully under the table anymore. Simon could see her face clearly: her smeared lipstick, chin wet with her own drool and precum. Her cheeks were clearly flushed now, and her eyes half-lidded like she was drunk on cock.

She took Neil into her mouth without hesitation.

Neil gasped. Gripped the table edge with both hands, white-knuckled. "Oh fuck. Oh fuck her mouth is... Christ."

Gareth leant back in his chair. His cock still out, glistening with Becky's spit. He stroked it lazily while he watched. Grinning at Simon, like this was the best night of his life, like he was grateful to Simon for making it possible.

Simon looked away. Looked down. Looked at the dice. At the miniatures. At his campaign notes covered in Becky's smeared paint and wine stains.

From his angle, he could see Becky's bare arse, her thighs spread for balance. Knees scraped raw from the rough carpet.

He could see her cunt. Pink. Swollen. Glistening. Her inner lips were flushed and puffy, darker at the edges. A bead of arousal dripped down her inner thigh. She was soaking wet from being on her knees, sucking his friends' cocks. From being used.

Simon's cock throbbed. Pulsed. He'd just cum - was still wet in his boxers - and already his cock was stirring again. Filling. Hardening. The arousal was sickening, overwhelming.

He should stop this. Should end the session. Should stand up and pull her away and tell them all to fuck off and never come back.

But his hand moved to the dice. Picked up the d20. Rolled for the goblins.

"They attack. The lead goblin targets the Fighter."

His voice described their charge. Their crude weapons. The battle that no one was fighting, that had never been real, that was just background noise to the actual obscenity happening under the table.

Neil lasted maybe three minutes, then his breathing turned ragged. His grip on the table edge tightened, and his hips started to move, fucking her mouth in shallow thrusts that made the table shudder.

"I can't. I'm gonna... fuck, I'm close."

He pulled back, pulled out, and Becky's mouth made a wet pop as he withdrew. A sound like suction breaking. She was panting. Saliva dripped from her chin, stringing from her lip to his cock like a bridge of depravity.

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, smearing her lipstick further. It was gone now, completely gone. Her lips were raw and puffy, swollen from use.

Big Dave didn't wait to be invited, just walked around to where Becky waited, and unzipped with one hand. Reached into his jeans. Pulled out his cock.

Massive. Thick as a beer can. Long. Heavy enough that it didn't stand upright, just hung there, swaying slightly like a weapon. The foreskin pulled back to reveal a dark, angry head that seemed to glow with malevolent intention.

Becky's eyes widened. Simon could see her reaction, see the moment she realised what she was looking at. See the hesitation flicker across her face.

Dave didn't speak. Just gripped the base of his cock in one huge hand. Pointed it at her. The head was so wide. How was she going to fit it?

Becky hesitated. Just for a second. The first hesitation since she'd gone under the table.

Then she leant in.

She couldn't fit it in her mouth. Not properly. The head was too wide, but by fuck she tried. Her jaw stretched. She gagged. Pulled back, then tried again. Her hands wrapped around the shaft. Both hands. Together stroking him whilst her mouth focused on the head. Sucking. Licking. Choking.

Dave's hand found her head. Rested there. An encouraging weight. He groaned. A deep, rumbling sound that came from somewhere primal in his chest. Like a creature finally waking up.

Becky worked him. Hands and mouth. Drool running down her chin. Down his shaft. Coating her fingers. Her jaw much ache, Simon could see it - the tightness around her mouth, the tremor in her jaw muscles.

She was struggling. Actually struggling with the size of him.

And her thighs were pressed together, grinding. Trying to get friction. Trying to touch her clit without using her hands. Trying to cum whilst she choked on Dave's massive cock.

Then they rotated. Gareth. Neil. Dave. Gareth. Neil. Dave.

Each rotation was slightly different. Gareth liked to hold her head still and thrust. Neil let her set the pace. Dave's hand was heavy on her head, patient, like he had all night.

The sounds filled the small flat. Wet gagging. Slurping. Groaning. The slap of her hand on shaft. The rhythm of the table shaking. The smell. Sweat. Pre-cum. Arousal. Pizza grease and cum and her juice and Simon's own shameful release, still drying on his jeans. All of it mixing into one thick, obscene atmosphere.

Simon's cock was fully hard again. He narrated a made up battle in a voice that barely worked, a voice that cracked and broke and reformed and broke again. The goblins attacked. The party fought back. Roll initiative. Describe the hit. Describe the miss. Describe anything except what was actually happening, which was that his wife was naked, servicing three men in rotation whilst he watched and got harder and harder.

After ten minutes - or maybe it was twenty, time had stopped meaning anything - Becky was destroyed.

Saliva dripped from her chin onto her tits. Her lipstick was completely gone. Her hair was tangled from three sets of hands gripping it, pulling it, using it for leverage. Her jaw ached so visibly that Simon could see the tension in her neck muscles.

But she didn't stop. She ground her thighs together harder. Trying to cum. Moaning around the cocks in her mouth. Genuine sounds. Not performance. Arousal. Real, visceral need.

Gareth, close to cumming again, his breathing tight and strained, suddenly announced: "I'm gonna finish. Where should I cum, Dungeon Master?"

The question hung in the air like smoke like a test. Like a moment that would define everything that came after.

Becky pulled off Dave's massive cock and looked up. Waiting.

Simon froze. He was supposed to decide? Was supposed to exercise his authority as the Dungeon Master to make a ruling that would decide where his mates would cum, decide how deep his wife's humiliation would go, decide what version of their marriage would exist after tonight.

But he couldn't speak. Couldn't move. Could only feel his cock throbbing, leaking, ready to cum again.

Gareth decided for him.

"I'm cumming in her mouth. She's gonna swallow. That's what the curse demands."

He gripped Becky's hair. Pulled her back to his cock. Her mouth opened, ready.
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The Dungeon Master Watches

Simon watched Gareth's thighs clench, the movement visible even from the table. Gareth's breathing had gone ragged and harsh, chest heaving like he'd run a sprint instead of sitting in a chair getting sucked off.

Becky's hands gripped his legs, knuckles white. From Simon's angle he could see everything. Her head bobbing faster now, desperate rhythm, Gareth's cock disappearing into her mouth again and again, glistening whenever she pulled back.

"Fuck. Fuck, I'm close."

Gareth didn't pull out. Didn't give her the option, his hand stayed buried in her hair, gripping tight, holding her exactly where he wanted her. Keeping her mouth sealed around his cock.

Simon couldn’t quite believe it, his wife was about to swallow another man's cum, something she’d never done for him, and he was just sitting here watching, narrating fucking goblins to an empty room whilst his marriage disintegrated.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, YES!"

His body went rigid. Hips jerking up. That fist in her hair held Becky down, made sure she took it, every pulse. Simon heard her gag - wet, choking, the sound vibrating straight to his cock despite the shame burning through him.

Becky's hands scrabbled at Gareth's thighs. Not pushing away exactly, just gripping, holding on whilst her throat worked. Once. Twice. Trying to swallow, trying to take it all like a good girl.

Cum leaked anyway. White at the corners of her mouth, dripping down her chin. She coughed - still impaled on Gareth's cock - and more spilled out, thick and obscene.

Gareth groaned loud enough the neighbours probably heard through the thin walls. His hips jerked again, held, one final pulse. Then he released her hair, and Becky pulled back gasping. Gareth's cock slipped from her lips, cum and saliva connected them for a second, a string of filth that broke and dripped onto her chin.

She was panting, trying to catch her breath, swallowing hard. The taste must be coating her whole mouth. Simon had never cum in her mouth - not once in three years. She'd always said it was too much, too dirty. But she'd just swallowed every drop from Gareth without hesitation.

Christ.

Gareth slumped back in his chair, cock softening but still glistening wet, half-visible above his open jeans. His chest heaved. He laughed, a low, satisfied, victorious sound. The laugh of a man who'd just claimed something.

"Fucking hell, love."

Simon couldn't breathe but couldn't look away. His brain kept trying to process what he'd just witnessed, kept failing, kept circling back to the image of his wife's throat working whilst she swallowed another man's load.

Becky crawled, slow and unsteady on her hands and knees, moving like some debased creature emerging into the light. Her knees pressed into the rough carpet, palms flat, fingers splayed. Between the chairs. Right there in full view of everyone.

She stayed on all fours, kneeling between the men's legs like she belonged there. Naked except for those bloody gladiator sandals. Cum and saliva dripping from her chin onto her breasts, forming a strand that stretched and broke. Her lipstick destroyed, smeared across her cheeks in red streaks. Hair hanging in tangled strands, dark with sweat. Eyes watery, mascara running. Lips swollen and obscene.

She looked like the sort of woman Simon had only seen in the filthiest corners of the internet. The sort he'd watched alone on his phone at 2am, volume muted, door locked, ashamed even as he came. The sort of woman he never imagined his wife could become - his sensible, professional, marketing manager wife who sent calendar invites for game night.

She looked like a used slut. And she was smiling. Dazed and breathless but unmistakably pleased with herself. Proud, even.

Gareth laughed again, crude and loud. "You look fucking gorgeous, love. Absolute state of you."

Becky giggled, the sound high and unsteady and wrong coming from a woman with cum dripping from her chin. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, managed to smear the mess across her cheek instead of cleaning it. Reached for her wine glass up on the table, hand shaking slightly as she brought it to those swollen lips.

She drank deep. The wine must be mixing with Gareth's cum still coating her mouth, bitter and salty swirling with cheap Merlot. She didn't seem to care. Didn't even grimace.

She stayed naked, making no move to cover herself. The loincloth lay crumpled somewhere near the table leg, forgotten. She didn't even glance at it, didn't seem to remember it existed.

She looked at Simon instead. Smiled - teasing, playful, like they were sharing a private joke instead of... instead of this. Instead of her kneeling naked on their carpet covered in another man's spunk whilst his mates watched and his campaign dissolved into ruin.

"Can I put my top back on, Dungeon Master?"

Simon stared.

She was asking him for permission like he still had authority, like he was still in control, like he hadn't just watched her deepthroat his best mate without a single protest. The answer should be yes. Should be cover yourself, put your clothes back on, end this madness, and salvage what's left of your dignity and your marriage before it's too fucking late.

But the words that came out were different.

"No. The curse hasn't lifted yet."

Becky bit her lip. Nodded, eyes bright and eager. "Okay. Whatever the Dungeon Master says."

Simon watched Gareth and Neil exchange a look. A grin, knowing they'd won. They were playing a different game entirely, one where Simon made the rulings and they reaped the rewards. And he'd just ruled in their favour again.

He shifted in his seat. Felt it happening - the tightness in his balls, the pressure building, unstoppable. No. Oh Christ, no. Not now. Not like this.

But Gareth was leaning back in his chair, zipping up his jeans with one hand whilst grinning at Neil like they'd just won the lottery. And Becky was still kneeling there, naked on their carpet, cum dripping from her chin onto her tits. And Big Dave was staring at her like she was treasure waiting to be claimed, that massive erection still obvious through his re-zipped jeans, patient and inevitable.

Simon clenched his jaw. Gripped the edge of the table hard enough his knuckles went white. Tried to think about anything else - the campaign, the goblins, the corridor, the keep, work tomorrow, his student timetabling spreadsheet, anything except Becky kneeling naked with Gareth's cum dripping from her chin and her tits heaving and her eyes locked on his and that smile, that dazed slutty smile that said she loved this, loved being watched, loved being used and-

He came.

Hot and wet in his jeans, soaking straight through his boxers, spreading dark across the denim. He couldn't stop it, couldn't control his own fucking body, just kept cumming in thick pulses, cock jerking against the fabric whilst he sat there frozen. Untouched. Unfucked. Just from watching.

Just from seeing his wife used.

The shame hit like a punch to the gut. Burning through him, suffocating. What kind of husband got off watching his wife suck other men's cocks? What kind of pathetic cuck sat there and narrated dungeons whilst his mates ruined his marriage and his cock leaked like a broken tap?

If Gareth glanced over, he'd see. If any of them looked, they'd know - they'd know he'd cum from this, from watching them violate his wife, from being the world's most inadequate husband.

But his cock was still twitching, still leaking, adding to the mess. And Becky was still smiling at him with that dazed, slutty expression, and he wanted to look away but couldn't. Couldn't stop staring at what they'd made her into.

His beautiful wife. His Becky. Marked. Claimed. Transformed.

And he'd cum harder than he'd cum in three years of marriage. Harder than their wedding night. Harder than any of their careful, scheduled, missionary fucks. He crossed his legs tighter, trying to hide the stain spreading across his crotch. The wetness was already cold, sticky, disgusting. Evidence pooling in his boxers, soaking through the denim. He should clean up. Should excuse himself to the bathroom, change his jeans, wash his face, look in the mirror and find some shred of dignity to cling to.

But he didn't move. Just sat there waiting whilst his mates laughed and his wife knelt naked on the floor and his cum-soaked jeans stuck to his thigh.

Becky's eyes flicked down to Simon's lap.

She saw it. The large wet patch spreading across his crotch. Undeniable proof of exactly what he was, and her smile widened.

She knew. She'd always known him better than he knew himself - knew about the browser history he cleared every morning, knew about the private folders hidden three layers deep, knew what got him hard in the dark. She didn't say anything. Didn't mock him or call attention to it or make him explain what had just happened in his jeans in front of his mates. Didn't even acknowledge it beyond that widening smile.

Just got up, still naked, still covered in Gareth's drying cum, and kissed him on the forehead. Gentle. Tender. Affectionate.

Her breath smelt like cum and wine. The scent hit him directly, intimate and wrong, making his spent cock twitch again.

"You're doing great, babe," she whispered against his skin.

The words were kind. Loving, even. The sort of thing she'd say when he fixed the sink or remembered to buy milk. But the context was devastating. She was praising him for watching, for allowing this, for getting hard and cumming untouched whilst she serviced his mates. Praising him for being exactly what he was: a cuckold who couldn't control his own body.

He nodded because he couldn't speak. What could he possibly say?

Gareth stretched, zipping his jeans fully, looking around the cramped flat with critical eyes. "Fuck me, that was worth the bus fare from Camden."

Neil laughed - still stroking his visibly hard cock through his trousers - and nodded. "Best campaign ever, mate. Seriously."

Big Dave just nodded, his silent approval. That massive erection still waiting, patient as a siege engine.

Nobody mentioned Simon's wet jeans. Either they hadn't noticed - which seemed impossible given how obvious the stain was, or they were being kind, or they simply didn't care.

The second option felt most accurate. Simon had become almost irrelevant to the evening's entertainment.

He uncrossed his legs slightly. The denim stuck to his thigh, cold and uncomfortable, pulling at his skin. He'd need to change eventually, but not yet. Not whilst they were all still here, still watching Becky, still planning whatever came next.

Becky took another sip of her wine, and looked at Simon with those bright, eager eyes.

"Is Lysara doing well?"

The question was genuine. She wanted his approval, needed it like oxygen. Still needed him to give permission even though they'd crossed about fifteen boundaries already.

Simon's voice came out hoarse and broken. "Yeah. You're playing really well."


four
Gamers Get Comfy
The Main Event


Gareth sat back in his chair, chest still heaving, that satisfied grin splitting his face as he tucked himself back into his jeans. Half-zipped. Decent enough, or as decent as a bloke could look after getting sucked off at a gaming table whilst his mate watched from three feet away.

Neil shifted in his seat, adjusting the painful bulge in his trousers. His glasses had fogged completely during Becky's performance under the table, and he wiped them on his wizard robe with shaking hands. Dave just watched, silent as ever, breathing heavy and deliberate through his nose. The three of them exchanged glances – a silent conversation Simon wasn't part of, hungry looks and impatient energy crackling in the cramped space.

Becky knelt on the carpet between the scattered chairs, still naked except for those ridiculous gladiator sandals. She wiped Gareth's cum from her chin with the back of her hand, smearing it across her cheek instead of cleaning it properly. Then she reached for the wine bottle on the table, poured herself another massive glass - the bottle empty now - and drank deep. Steadying herself. Her throat worked as she swallowed, and Simon watched the wine disappear, watched her lick her lips afterwards, watched her settle back on her heels with her thighs slightly parted.

The flat smelled overwhelmingly of pizza grease and stale lager, sweat and sex, the thick musk of arousal and cum inescapable in the cramped basement space. Simon breathed it in and his cock pulsed in his jeans, adding another wet spot to the mess already soaking through.

Gareth leant back, stretched his arms above his head like he'd just finished a good shag at the gym, all satisfied male energy. "Best game night ever, lads. Bloody hell."

Neil laughed, high and nervous. "You're not wrong, mate. Not fucking wrong."

Big Dave grunted his agreement, eyes still fixed on Becky's kneeling form, on her tits and the cum drying on her chest.

Gareth stood, stretched again deliberately, showing off his body, confident and comfortable, a man who'd just got his cock sucked and knew he was about to get more. He pointed at the sofa against the wall, their cheap Ikea thing with the sagging cushions and the red wine stain from two Christmases ago.

"This table's doing my back in. Let's get comfortable." He looked at Becky, still kneeling. "Becky, love, lie down. On your back."

Command. Not suggestion. The tone unmistakable.

Then Gareth turned to Simon. Met his eyes properly for the first time since this whole thing started spiralling out of control. "You alright with this, mate? We're moving to the main event."

The main event. Not a game anymore, not pretend - the actual, literal fucking of Simon's wife whilst he watched and wanked in his own living room.

Say it. Give them permission. That's what a Dungeon Master does. Sets the scene. Allows the action. This is directing, that's all. Narrating the adventure whilst better men play it out.

Simon nodded. His voice came out steadier than he expected, which was almost worse, like his body knew what it wanted even if his brain was still catching up. "The curse demands it. She must... she must give herself completely. To all of you."

He was still using the game fiction, still wrapping it in campaign language and spell mechanics, but this time it wasn't denial. It was permission. Explicit, verbal, undeniable permission. His cock visibly tented his wet jeans, the outline obscene and obvious, and everyone could see it.

Gareth grinned. "Good lad."

Becky was a little unsteady on her feet. The wine, the arousal, the sheer overwhelming intensity of the last hour, all of it made her wobble slightly as she walked the five steps from carpet to sofa. Everyone watched. Her arse jiggling with each step, her tits swaying, the cum still glistening on her chest catching the overhead light.

Simon watched too. Couldn't stop watching. She was beautiful like this, flushed and drunk and covered in another man's spunk, walking towards the sofa where she'd be fucked by three men who weren't her husband.

She reached the sofa. Paused. Looked back at Simon, her eyes glassy and bright.

"Is this what you want, babe?"

Checking in but also performing. She already knew the answer. Her body knew. Her cunt was dripping, visible even from where Simon stood.

"Yes," Simon whispered. Then louder, because they all needed to hear it, needed the permission: "Yes. The spell compels you."

Becky lay down on her back. The sofa springs creaked loudly under her weight, the sound final and obscene, and she positioned herself carefully - arms at her sides, knees together. Instinctive modesty even now, after everything, like she was at the doctor's and not about to spread herself open for three men.

Gareth moved to the foot of the sofa, dropped to his knees on the carpet. His hands settled on Becky's knees; warm, possessive, claiming. "Spread your legs, love. Let's see what we're working with."

Becky hesitated just a beat, her thighs tensed under Gareth's grip, and Simon's cock throbbed in response to that hesitation, to the idea that she might resist, might obey, might choose this.

She obeyed.

Her knees parted. Slow at first, then wider, and Simon watched every inch, watched her cunt come into view; pink and swollen and glistening wet, her inner lips flushed dark with arousal. A bead of moisture ran down towards her arsehole, caught the overhead light, and Simon's mouth went dry.

She was soaking. Actually fucking soaking. He'd never made her this wet. Not once in three years of marriage, not on their wedding night, not on holiday in Cornwall when they'd fucked twice in one day and he'd felt like a bloody stud. This was different. This was Gareth on his knees and two other men watching, and her cunt was dripping because of it.

Because of them. Not him.

Simon's hand moved to his crotch, gripped the obscene bulge in his jeans. Third erection. The denim was cold and wet under his palm, sticky with two loads he'd already spilled, and he was so hard it hurt.

Neil and Big Dave moved closer, drawn like moths to flame. Neil leant in, his glasses fogging again, and muttered "fucking hell" under his breath. Big Dave's massive chest rising and falling as he stared at Becky's spread cunt with focused, predatory intensity.

Gareth ran a finger up Becky's inner thigh. Not touching her cunt yet, teasing, tracing the crease where thigh met body. Becky shivered a full-body tremor, and a soft whimper escaped her throat.

"Look at that," Gareth said, almost reverent. "Absolutely soaking. She wants this. Look how ready she is."

Neil shifted his weight, adjusting the painful bulge in his trousers with a grimace. "Mate, my balls are fucking purple. When's my turn?"

Gareth laughed, fingers still teasing Becky's thigh, making her squirm. "Patience, mate. I'm going first. Then you. Then Dave to really ruin her."

Big Dave nodded, said nothing. Just watched Becky's spread cunt, his huge hands flexing at his sides like he was imagining what he'd do with her.

Neil looked at Becky, his voice strained. "You got me so close just now. Gonna finish the job properly, yeah?"

Becky nodded, breathless. "Yeah. Properly."

Simon positioned himself back to the table, with a clear sightline to the sofa. His hand moved to the bulge in his jeans, stroking over the wet fabric. Openly now. Not hiding it anymore, not pretending shame or hesitation. Just accepting what he was - a man watching his wife get fucked whilst he wanked in his own mess.

His voice shook, but the words came anyway. "The dark lords claim their prize. The fighter must submit to each of them in turn."

He was narrating again, but it wasn't denial anymore. It was permission wrapped in framework, structure for what was about to happen so nobody had to feel guilty, so everyone could pretend this was the game's fault and not their choice.

Gareth stood, kicked off his jeans and boxers, and he stepped out of them, standing fully naked in Simon's living room. His thick and veiny cock was already hardening again from watching Becky spread herself open, and he stroked it openly - casual and confident, standing over her whilst she stared up at him.

Becky's eyes went wide, pupils dilated. She licked her lips.

Simon stared too. Couldn't help it. Gareth's cock was thicker than his. Obviously thicker. Not massively, but enough that Becky would feel the difference, enough that her cunt would stretch around him in a way it didn't stretch around Simon.

The thought made him harder. Made him leak. Made his hand grip his cock through his jeans and squeeze.

Gareth looked at Simon. Held his gaze. "You watching, Si? You're gonna see exactly what your wife needs."

Simon nodded. Couldn't speak. Just nodded and squeezed himself through his wet jeans, the fabric sticky under his palm.

Gareth positioned himself between Becky's spread thighs, kneeling on the sofa cushions. The springs groaned under his added weight. He gripped his cock at the base, rubbed the head against Becky's slit. Not penetrating yet, pressing and teasing, coating himself in her wetness.

Up and down. Slow, deliberate strokes. The wet sound was obscene, filling the small flat, louder than the forgotten forest ambience still playing from Simon's phone. Schlick. Schlick. Schlick. The sound of his wife's arousal, her need, her readiness for another man's cock.

Becky's breathing quickened. Her hands gripped the sofa cushions, knuckles white, and her hips tilted up instinctively, seeking, wanting.

"Fucking soaking," Gareth muttered. "She's ready."

He looked up at Simon. Then to Neil and Big Dave. "We're all gonna fuck your wife, Simon. And you're gonna watch every second. Understood?"

No more game fiction. No more pretence. Just raw and undeniable truth laid bare in Simon's cramped Kentish Town basement flat.

Simon's voice came out steady and clear. "Understood."

Satisfied, Gareth gripped the base of his cock, positioned the head at Becky's entrance. Rubbed it up and down her slit one more time, coating himself thoroughly in her arousal, and the wet sound made Becky whimper, a needy and desperate sound.

He paused. Just for a second. Looked at Simon.

A silent question. Last chance to stop this.

Simon could only nod.

Gareth grinned. Looked down at Becky, her face flushed and needy beneath him.

"Here we go, love."
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Bigger Than You

Gareth pushed forward.

Just the head of his cock slipped inside, and Becky's body seized. Her back arched clean off the sofa, hands flying to his shoulders, nails digging crescents into his skin. The sound that ripped from her throat made Simon's balls clench.

"Oh fuck… oh fuck you're big…"

Simon's breath caught. She'd said it. Out loud to all of them. Big. Bigger than what, exactly? Bigger than the vibrator in the bedside drawer? Bigger than that ex she'd mentioned once when drunk?

Of course, she meant bigger than him. Everyone in the room knew it, you could see it: her cunt stretched around just the head of Gareth's cock, pink lips straining around his girth, whilst Simon had always slipped in easy, all comfortable.

His hand moved faster on his jeans. The fabric was disgusting now, soaked through completely, sticky and cold against his palm, but he couldn't stop stroking. Couldn't stop watching.

Gareth paused with just the tip inside her, savouring it. His face showed pure triumph, the smug grin of a man who'd just won something valuable. He looked down at Becky, then over at Simon, making direct eye contact whilst his cock sat buried an inch deep in Simon's wife.

"Bigger than your husband, yeah?" Demanding confirmation of what everyone already knew.

Becky didn't answer with words, just moaned, high and desperate, her hips grinding up, trying to take more of him. Her body begging for what Simon had never given her.

Simon's mouth opened to retort, say something clever and reclaim some authority. Remind everyone this was still his game, his rules, his wife.

"The spell's… the spell's effects are intensifying. She's… she has to feel everything."

What the fuck was that? Pathetic. But it was all he had left: the framework, the permission structure wrapped in fantasy, the illusion he had some control.

Gareth pushed deeper, slowly and deliberately. Letting Becky feel every single inch as he sank into her cunt, stretching her wider, filling her fuller, claiming territory Simon thought was his. The visual carved itself into Simon's brain: Gareth's cock pushing past where Simon usually reached, Becky's expression transforming from pleasure into something he'd never seen before. Total surrender. Willing worship.

She whimpered a sound caught between pleasure and shock, her whole trembling as Gareth reached halfway, paused, then pushed again.

"So full… oh god I'm so full…"

Her hands scrabbled at his shoulders, his arms, desperate for something to hold onto whilst her world tilted. Her legs spread wider automatically, making room, accommodating him. Her body rewriting itself around this new reality.

Simon's cock throbbed so hard it hurt. He was leaking steadily now, a fresh wet spot spreading on his jeans that had nothing to do with his earlier orgasms and everything to do with watching his wife's cunt grip another man's cock. Pink stretched around thick. Obscene and beautiful and completely destroying every assumption Simon had made about his marriage.

Her cunt had never looked like this with him. Never stretched. Never strained. Just accepted him politely, functional and forgettable.

This was different. This was her body being claimed.

Gareth bottomed out with a grunt. His balls pressed flush against Becky's arse, his full length buried inside her, and he held there. Just held. Let her feel the weight of him, the fullness, the reality that she was stuffed completely with a cock that wasn't her husband's.

Becky's eyes rolled back. Her mouth fell open as a long, continuous moan poured out of her, shameless and genuine, the sound of a woman getting exactly what she needed.

"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck…"

Gareth grinned down at her. Then looked at Simon again, still holding eye contact whilst his cock sat buried to the hilt in Becky's cunt.

"She's tight, mate. Really fucking tight. I can barely fit."

The lie was transparent. Becky was soaking, dripping, wet enough that Gareth had slid in smooth despite his size. But the words weren't about truth. They were about claiming. About making Simon acknowledge that his wife's body was responding to Gareth in ways it never had to him.

Simon nodded with burning shame and stroked himself faster through his wet jeans, his body voting yes whilst his brain tried to process the annihilation of everything he thought he knew.

Gareth started moving.

Slow, deep strokes. Pulling almost all the way out, letting Simon see his cock glistening with Becky's arousal, then sliding back in, disappearing inside her whilst the sofa springs groaned rhythmically under their combined weight.

Each thrust made Becky's tits bounce, a hypnotic wobble. Her huge F-cups moving in ways Simon had seen during sex but never properly watched, too busy focusing on his own performance, his own inadequate rhythm, to notice how beautiful his wife looked when she was being fucked properly.

The wet sounds of their mating filled the flat. Slick and obscene: Becky's soaked cunt gripping and releasing, the slap of Gareth's balls against her arse, her desperate little gasps merging with Gareth’s grunts of effort. Louder than the forgotten forest ambience still playing from Simon's phone somewhere under the scattered character sheets. The room already stank of sex and sweat and his wife's arousal, thick and heady and undeniable.

Simon fixated on it. Couldn't look away. The way Gareth's cock stretched her open. The way her pink lips clung to him. The way her whole body moved with the rhythm, accepting and eager and so fucking responsive it made Simon's chest ache.

She never moved like this with him. Never rocked her hips to meet his thrusts. Never wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him deeper.

But she did it now. For Gareth. Heels digging into his arse, urging him on, nails raking down his back hard enough to leave red lines.

"Yes… yes… fuck me… oh god yes…"

Becky's voice was higher than Simon had ever heard it. Not the polite sounds she made during their twice-weekly sessions, the "mmm that's nice babe" noises that Simon had convinced himself were satisfaction. This was unfiltered and shameless, the sounds of a woman finally getting fucked properly. Genuine pleasure. Actual need. Raw and undeniable in ways that made Simon's throat tight.

Simon's hand moved faster. His cock was so hard it felt like it might split his jeans, and he was close again, third erection of the night building towards a third orgasm he hadn't earned, hadn't touched himself for. Pure voyeuristic response to watching his wife get fucked.

"She never sounds like this with me."

He didn't realise he'd said it out loud until Neil glanced over, eyebrows raised. But it was true. Three years of marriage and Becky had never begged, never screamed, never clawed at him like she was drowning and he was air.

What the fuck had Simon been doing wrong?

Gareth picked up the pace.

Harder thrusts now, and a faster rhythm. The slap of flesh on flesh was brutal and metronomic, filling the cramped basement flat, drowning out everything else. Becky's moans turned into gasps, then cries, her whole body shaking with the impact.

The sofa creaked dangerously. The legs scraped against the carpet, shifting slightly with each thrust, and Simon had a wild, hysterical thought that they were going to break his furniture, that the sofa was going to collapse under the force of Gareth fucking his wife, and he'd have to explain the damage to the landlord somehow.

Then Gareth grunted, adjusted his angle slightly, and Becky's eyes went wide.

"Oh god oh god Gareth I'm cumming!"

She screamed his name! Not Simon's. Not her husband's. Gareth's.

Her whole body tensed, back arching clean off the sofa again, legs clamping around his waist, cunt clenching around his cock in rhythmic pulses Simon could see from where he sat. Her face showed pure ecstasy: mouth open, eyes rolled back, completely lost in it.

Simon nearly came right then. Had to grip the base of his cock hard through his jeans, squeezing tight enough to hurt, forcing himself to hold back because he wanted to see more, needed to see more. Couldn't waste this orgasm when there was still so much left to witness.

Gareth didn't stop.

He kept fucking her straight through it, prolonging her orgasm, intensifying it, his cock driving into her whilst she shook and screamed and clawed at anything she could reach. Her hands found the sofa cushions, gripped tight, then flew to Gareth's arms, desperate for anchor whilst her world came apart.

"Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck."

Each word punctuated by a thrust. Becky's vocabulary reduced to a single obscenity, repeated like prayer whilst Gareth used her cunt, possessed her completely, made her his in ways Simon never had.

Neil was touching himself openly now. Hand down his trousers, stroking slowly, watching with hungry eyes whilst Becky writhed on Gareth's cock. His voice was tight when he spoke.

"How's she feel, mate?"

Gareth answered without breaking rhythm. Still fucking. Still claiming. "Fucking perfect. Tight. Wet. She's gripping me every time I pull out."

Becky mumbled something incoherent, post-orgasm hazy, her body still trembling. Agreement, maybe. Confirmation. Her cunt doing the talking for her, clenching and releasing around Gareth's cock in ways that made his breathing hitch.

They were reviewing her mid fuck. Discussing his wife's cunt like it was a game expansion, rating her pussy's performance whilst she lay there panting and used. And Simon's cock was leaking steadily, his body's vote clear and undeniable.

He wanted this. Needed this. The humiliation and arousal were the same sensation now, tangled so tight he couldn't separate them.

Gareth kept going.

Five minutes became ten. Longer than Simon had ever lasted, even filled with booze. His own record was maybe seven minutes on their anniversary last year, and he'd been proud of that, thought he'd done well.

Gareth was at fifteen and showed no signs of slowing.

He pulled Becky's legs up, hooked them over his shoulders, changed the angle completely. Deeper penetration now, his cock hitting places Simon's never reached, and Becky's response was immediate.

"Oh fuck… oh fuck how are you… still going… oh god…"

She came again.

Second time with Gareth. Her cunt clenched hard around him, visible even from Simon's angle, and she screamed into the cushions, voice muffled but still audible, still shameless.

Her hair was completely tangled now. Makeup destroyed, black mascara streaking down her cheeks mixing with sweat. She looked wrecked: used and beautiful in ways Simon had never seen her, raw and genuine and completely surrendered.

This was what she looked like when she was actually satisfied.

Gareth's rhythm started breaking.

His thrusts became erratic, desperate, muscles tensing across his shoulders and back. His breathing turned ragged, each exhale a grunt, and Simon knew the signs. Recognised them from his own pathetic five-minute sessions.

Gareth was close.

"Fuck. Fuck I'm close. Gonna cum."

He looked at Simon. Grinned. Gave him the choice, as an illusion of control. "Where do you want it, Dungeon Master?"

Simon's mouth opened. Closed. His brain froze completely, torn between claiming some authority and just letting it happen, between making a ruling and admitting he had no power left at all.

The silence stretched. Two seconds. Three.

Too long.

Gareth made the decision for him.

"Fuck it. I'm cumming inside. Filling her up."

Becky moaned underneath him, low and filthy. "Yes… yes do it… cum in me…"

Permission and encouragement. His wife begging another man to finish inside her, to claim her completely, to mark her in ways Simon rarely did because he normally pulled out.

Simon heard his own voice, rough and thick. "The curse… the curse demands it. You have to… to take what's yours."

Gareth slammed deep one final time and held.

His whole body went rigid. Cock buried to the hilt inside Becky's cunt, balls pressed tight against her arse, and Simon watched his face transform into pure satisfaction. Victory. The look of a man who'd just conquered something valuable.

Becky felt it. Her eyes went wide, mouth falling open. "Oh god I can feel you cumming… so much…"

She could feel each pulse. Each rope of cum flooding her cunt, painting her insides white, claiming her womb in ways Simon hadn't done in months. Gareth groaned through it, long and satisfied, staying buried whilst he emptied himself completely.

Simon watched Gareth's balls tighten with each pulse. Knew exactly what was happening inside his wife. Could picture it perfectly: another man's cum filling her, mixing with her arousal, soaking into places Simon thought belonged to him.

He was so close again, right on the edge, just from watching this.

Gareth pulled out slowly.

His cock emerged glistening, coated in a mix of cum and Becky's wetness, and Simon couldn't breathe. Couldn't look away. Becky's cunt gaped slightly, just for a second, before closing again. But it was enough. Enough for Simon to see the white already leaking out, dripping from her pussy lips onto the sofa cushion, pooling there.

Another man's cum. Inside his wife. Visible proof.

Gareth glanced over, grinned, but didn't comment. Just sat back on his heels, ran a hand through his hair, caught his breath. Satisfied.

"Fuck. That was good."

He looked at Neil, who was practically vibrating with anticipation, cock straining against his trousers. "Your turn, mate. She's warmed up for you now."

Becky lay there, legs still spread, chest heaving. Cum leaking steadily from her cunt, mixing with her own arousal, dripping onto Simon's sofa. Her eyes were glazed, post-orgasm drunk, but she was smiling.

Satisfied and slutty and so fucking proud of herself.

She turned her head, looked at Simon. "Did I do good, babe? Was that… was that what you wanted to see?"

"You were perfect. So fucking perfect."

And he meant it. Every word.

Becky's smile widened. She spread her legs a little wider, deliberately obscene, letting him see Gareth's cum leak from her cunt. Showing him exactly what had just happened.
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The Wizard's Methods

Neil was already naked from the waist down, cock bobbing as he crossed the cramped flat towards the sofa. Simon noticed the difference immediately. Skinnier than Gareth's but longer, curved upward in a way that would hit spots inside Becky that Simon's straight, average cock never reached. Different angles. Different depths. Parts of his wife Neil would touch that Simon never had.

Neil was breathing fast, hands twitching at his sides, barely containing himself.

"I've been waiting for this." The words came out strangled, desperate. "Fuck, I've been so hard for hours."

Becky was still sprawled on the sofa, legs spread obscenely wide, Gareth's cum leaking steadily from her swollen cunt. Her chest heaved with each breath, skin flushed pink and glistening with sweat. Makeup smeared across her face, lipstick long gone, hair a tangled mess. She looked like a porn star mid-shoot. Used, filthy, satisfied.

She smiled up at Neil, lazy and encouraging. "Your turn, yeah?"

Neil dropped to his knees at the edge of the sofa, staring at her cum-filled cunt like it was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen. His cock twitched, a thick bead of pre-cum forming at the tip and stretching down in a silvery thread. Simon watched it, mesmerised. Everyone was so fucking hard. Everyone wanted her so badly.

Then Neil said something that stopped Simon's breath in his throat.

"Can I... can I taste you first? Before I fuck you?"

The question hung in the air. Simon's brain tried to process it, failed, rebooted.

Gareth barked out a laugh from his chair, beer halfway to his lips. "You want to lick my cum out of her? Seriously?"

Neil nodded, eager, eyes fixed on Becky's cunt. "Yeah. Fuck yeah. I want to taste both of you."

Simon's cock throbbed so hard he gasped. This wasn't in any fantasy he'd imagined, wasn't in any porn he'd watched late at night whilst Becky slept beside him. The idea of Neil licking another man's cum from his wife's cunt was so obscene, so beyond anything normal, that it pushed straight past shock into pure, undiluted arousal.

Becky's eyes widened. Then she giggled, high and surprised. "You're serious? You want to lick me even with Gareth's cum in there?"

"Especially with his cum in there."

Neil's voice was thick with honesty, perverse eagerness bleeding through every word.

Becky looked at Simon, still checking, even now. The spell excuse was wearing thin, barely holding, but she needed to hear it from him. Needed his permission.

Simon's throat was dry, tongue thick. He licked his lips, tasted the staleness of his own breath mixed with the heavy musk of sex filling the flat. His cock throbbed, answering before his brain could.

"The curse..." His voice came out hoarse. "The Wizard can use any method to claim his prize."

There. Done. Permission given because his cock demanded it, because watching Neil lick another man's cum from Becky's cunt was so obscene his body had already voted yes.

Neil didn't wait. He buried his face between Becky's thighs, tongue finding her slit and licking the full length of it in one broad, hungry stroke.

Tasting Gareth's cum. Tasting Becky's arousal. Tasting both.

Becky gasped, whole body jerking. "Oh fuck... your tongue..."

Neil moaned into her cunt, deep and filthy, like the taste was the best thing he'd ever experienced. His tongue pushed inside her, scooping out the thick load Gareth had left behind, and the wet, slurping noises that filled the flat made Simon's cock pulse hard enough to ache.

The sounds. Christ, the sounds. Wet and filthy and shameless.

"Oh god... oh that's... don't stop..." Becky's hands flew to Neil's hair, gripping, pulling him closer, grinding her cunt against his face.

Gareth leant back in his chair, grinning wide. "Fucking hell, Neil. You dirty bastard."

Neil was relentless. His tongue worked her clit, circled it, flicked it, then plunged back inside to scoop out more cum. He was moaning continuously now, muffled and filthy, genuinely enjoying the taste of another man's load mixed with Becky's wetness. His glasses were already fogging, sliding down his nose, but he didn't care. Just kept licking, sucking, tasting like a man starved.

Simon leant forward. Couldn't help it. Needed to see Neil's tongue disappearing inside his wife's cum-filled cunt, needed to see the exact moment she lost control.

Becky's thighs clamped around Neil's head, her breathing turning ragged. "Oh fuck oh fuck oh-"

She came, sudden and total.

Her third orgasm of the night tore through her, whole body seizing whilst she ground her cunt against Neil's face, smearing the mix of cum and arousal across his chin, his cheeks, his nose. She screamed this time, properly screamed, high and desperate and completely shameless.

"Fuck! Fuck I'm cumming again!"

Simon watched his wife's face transform. Mouth open, eyes rolled back, entire body locked in pleasure. Three orgasms in one night. He'd given her maybe ten in three years of marriage. Three years. They'd given her three in two hours.

The comparison hit him like a fist to the gut, sharp and undeniable. He was soaked through now, fabric cold and sticky against his skin, and he didn't fucking care.

Neil pulled back, lifting his head. His face glistened with the mix of cum and Becky's arousal, glasses fogged and smeared useless, but he was grinning like he'd won a fucking prize.

"Fucking delicious."

He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, smearing the mess further across his face. Then he looked at Becky, eyes bright with hunger. "Now I'm gonna fuck you properly."

He positioned himself between her thighs, lined up his cock with her cum-slick entrance. She was already stretched from Gareth, already soaked with fluids, and when Neil pushed forward, he filled her to the hilt in one smooth, easy stroke.

Both of them groaned.

"Oh fuck you're so deep... the angle... oh god..." Becky's voice was high, breathless, shocked by the sensation.

Neil's curved cock hit different spots inside her. Simon could see it in her face, the way her eyes widened, the way her mouth fell open in genuine surprise. Different pleasure. New depths she'd never felt with Simon.

And then Neil started fucking her.

Complete opposite of Gareth's controlled rhythm. This was fast, frantic, desperate rutting. No finesse, no technique, just pure need. His hips snapped forward wildly, graceless but enthusiastic, and Becky's tits bounced in a blur, her whole body jolted with each thrust.

Neil fucked like a teenager, all energy, no control. But Becky was moaning anyway, head thrown back, because it didn't matter. She was so turned on she'd cum from anything now. From anyone. She just needed cock, needed to be filled and used, and Simon had never been able to give her this. This hunger. This need.

Neil started babbling whilst he fucked. "So good... fuck you feel so good... been dreaming about this... about your cunt..."

Not smooth. Not practised like Gareth. Just honest desperation spilling from his lips between gasps for air.

Becky responded to it, moaning encouragement. "Yes... fuck me... use me..."

Then Becky said the words that rewired something fundamental in Simon's brain.

"I'm just a hole for you... just a slutty little hole for the party to use..."

Simon's vision actually greyed at the edges. His wife. His fucking wife. Calling herself a hole. A slutty little hole for his mates to use. Three years of marriage and he'd never heard her talk dirty like this, never knew she could, and his cock was so hard it hurt.

She's a slut. My wife is an actual slut. And I'm so fucking hard I can't see straight.

This was his role now. The watcher. The husband who wanked through soaked denim whilst better men fucked his wife.

Neil had only been fucking for maybe two minutes when his rhythm broke completely. Too worked up from hours of teasing, from watching Gareth claim her first, from tasting cum from her cunt. He couldn't last.

"Gonna cum... fuck I'm gonna cum already..."

Gareth snorted from his chair. "Already, mate? Really?"

Neil didn't care. Didn't respond. Just kept rutting desperately whilst Becky urged him on, voice high and needy.

"Do it... cum in me... fill up my slutty cunt like Gareth did..."

Neil slammed deep and froze, cock pulsing. "Oh fuck oh fuck oh FUCK-"

His whole body shuddered, hips jerking with each pulse as he emptied himself inside her. Adding his load. Cum flooding Becky's cunt whilst Simon watched and stroked himself and tried not to cum again.

Becky moaned, feeling it. "Yes... so much... oh god there's so much cum in me..."

Neil pulled out slowly, sitting back on his heels, panting like he'd run a marathon. More cum leaked from Becky's cunt immediately, thick and white, mixing with the load already inside her. Two loads now, pooling, dripping onto the sofa cushion. The fabric was soaked through, stained beyond saving.

Neil looked dazed. He glanced between Becky and Simon, something like wonder in his face.

"Thank you. Fuck. Thank you. Both of you."

He was thanking them. Acknowledging the gift. Simon's wife's cunt, offered freely, used completely. Simon's cock throbbed at the gratitude in Neil's voice.

Becky was still sprawled on the sofa, legs spread wide, chest heaving. More cum leaking from her swollen, gaping cunt. Sweat-soaked, hair matted to her face and neck, makeup destroyed. But she was smiling. Giggling even, breathless and utterly satisfied.

Then she asked the question that made Simon's heart stop.

"How many more?"

She wanted more. Needed more. One man left, and she was already asking for him. Already hungry for the next cock.

The room shifted. Everyone felt it.

Big Dave stood, and the cramped flat seemed to shrink around his bulk. Simon's breath caught. This was it. The final one. The biggest. The one Simon had been dreading and craving in equal measure since the night started.

Dave unzipped his jeans, the sound of the zip seemed impossibly loud in the thick silence.

Simon's breath stopped in his throat. Simon stared at his cock, then looked down at his own hand pressed against the pathetic bulge in his soaked jeans. The comparison was devastating. That's not a cock. That's a weapon. And he's going to put it inside my wife.

Becky's eyes went wide. Her thighs tensed. For the first time all night, genuine fear cut through her arousal. Simon watched her thighs start to close instinctively, self-preservation kicking in despite everything that had already happened. "Dave... I don't know if... you’re really big..."

Big Dave didn't speak. Just stood there, patient as stone, cock in hand, watching her with calm, predatory focus. Waiting. He had all the time in the world.

Gareth leant forward in his chair, grinning. "You can take it, love. Just relax. Let him in. You've been so good tonight, you can handle one more."

Becky looked at Simon. Eyes wide, fear or excitement?

This was the moment. Simon could stop it. Should stop it. Protect his wife from something that might actually hurt her, end this before it went too far.

Instead, his cock demanded more, his mouth opened, and the words came out thick with arousal.

"The curse demands all three. You have to take him, Becky. You have to let him... use you."

Not concern in his voice. Arousal. Pure, undeniable arousal at the thought of watching Big Dave's massive cock stretch his wife's cunt beyond anything she'd ever felt. Beyond anything Simon could ever give her.

Becky stared at him for a long moment. Then she nodded. Surrendering, spreading her legs wide again, offering herself.

Big Dave approached the sofa, his massive cock heavy in his hand, and Simon leant forward to watch.
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Ruined For Him

His big friend wasn't rushing. Why would he? Becky was spreadeagled on the sofa, waiting, and Dave's cock hung heavy in his fist. Thick. Veined.

The size comparison hit Simon in the gut. Dave's bulk made Becky look tiny, almost doll-sized. Her pale thighs barely as wide as one of Dave's forearms. This was going to wreck her.

Becky's breathing went shallow. Quick little gasps. Her eyes tracked Dave's cock as he moved closer, fixed on the sway of it. Heavy and impossible.

"Dave, I..." Her voice cracked. "I've never... nothing that big, I can't..."

Dave's voice rumbled. Low and quiet but absolute. "You'll take it."

His massive hands grabbed Becky's thighs, fingers digging into soft flesh, and he yanked her to the edge of the sofa. She squeaked as her arse slid forward, almost hanging off the cushion now. Completely open. Her cunt on display, still leaking Neil's and Gareth's cum, swollen and pink from use. Ready for more.

Becky whimpered. The sound half-fear, half-need. She couldn't tell the difference anymore.

Dave spat into his hand. The sound wet, crude, filling the quiet flat. He rubbed the saliva along his shaft, coating the thick length, then leant forward and spat directly onto Becky's cunt. She gasped, her hips jerking at the sensation. Warm wetness hitting her oversensitive flesh.

He rubbed his cockhead through the mess. Cum, spit, Becky's arousal all mixing, slicking him up. His movements casual and methodical. No performance, no dirty talk. Just preparation for the job ahead.

Gareth leant forward in his chair, beer forgotten. "Mate, you're gonna split her in half."

Dave ignored him. Just positioned himself, the massive head of his cock pressing against Becky's entrance. Her cunt looked impossibly small against it. Physics said this wouldn't work. Biology said no.

Dave pushed forward anyway.

Slow, steady pressure that didn't stop. His cockhead spread Becky's cunt lips wide, forcing the opening to stretch around that impossible thickness. Her pink flesh pulled tight, then white at the edges. Dave kept pressing. Patient. Waiting for her body to surrender because it would. Simon knew it would. He'd seen the way she'd taken Gareth, taken Neil. She'd take this too. She had to.

"Oh fuck," Becky gasped.

Her hands flew to Dave's chest, pressing against him. Trying to slow him. Her cunt strained against the intrusion. Dave didn't ram. Didn't force. Just held that steady, patient pressure. Inexorable. Waiting.

And then Becky's body gave. The head popped inside.

"Stop! Just... just give me a second, I need-"

Dave stopped, went perfectly still. Just the head inside her, stretching her open, and his massive hands gripped her thighs tight. Keeping her in place but not moving. Letting her adjust.

Simon stared at where they joined. Her cunt stretched obscene around Dave's cock, pink pulled white, the opening distorted beyond recognition. That's inside my wife. Just the head. And there's so much more to go. His cock throbbed, wet and aching in his jeans.

"Breathe."

Dave's single-word command cut through Becky's panic. She obeyed instantly, sucking in deep, shuddering breaths. Trying to relax. Trying to let her body accommodate the impossible thing forcing it open.

"I can do this," she whispered to herself. "I can do this, I can take it, I can-"

Coaching herself. Determined. That slutty pride Simon had watched bloom all night now overriding her fear. She wanted this. Wanted to prove she could take the biggest cock she'd ever faced.

Dave pushed deeper.

One inch. Pause.

Another inch. Pause.

Methodical. Relentless. Patient in a way that felt inhuman, like he could do this all night. Just feed her his cock inch by inch until she'd swallowed every bit.

Becky sobbed. Not pain exactly but overwhelm. Being stretched beyond anything she'd experienced, filled beyond capacity, her body forced to accept what shouldn't fit.

"So full," she gasped. "Oh god I'm so full, there's more, there can't be more-"

Dave's response was a low rumble. "Halfway."

Halfway. Simon's brain stuttered. That was only halfway. There was still half of that massive cock to go, and Becky was already sobbing from it.

Then something shifted. Simon saw it happen in real time. The fear in Becky's face melted, transmuted into pure, animal need. Her body stopped fighting. Started welcoming. Surrendering completely to what was happening.

Her hands, which had been pushing against Dave's chest, slid up to his shoulders. Pulling him closer instead of holding him back.

"More," she gasped. "Give me more, I can take it, I want-"

She's doing it. She's actually going to take him. Take more cock than I could ever give her. Simon's throat went tight, arousal and shame tangled so deep he couldn't separate them anymore.

Dave pushed the final inches forward. Slow. Inexorable. Until his balls pressed against her arse and every single inch was buried inside Simon's wife.

Becky's eyes rolled back. Her mouth fell open in a silent scream. When sound finally came, it was broken. Wrecked.

"Oh god, oh god, I can feel you in my stomach, you're so deep, I've never-"

Simon could see it. A slight bulge in her lower abdomen where Dave's cock was buried so deep it distorted her insides. Proof of how thoroughly he was filling her.

Dave pulled back. Slow. Letting her feel every inch dragging out. Her cunt gripped him desperately, pink flesh clinging to his shaft, trying to keep him inside. The visual was obscene. Her cunt pulled outward with his withdrawal, stretched around his thickness, reluctant to let go.

When just the head remained, he paused.

Then slammed back in. Hard.

Becky's entire body jolted. Her tits bounced violent, the chain mail bra long abandoned somewhere on the carpet. "FUCK!"

Dave set his rhythm. Hard and deep, powerful thrusts that rocked her whole body, drove the breath from her lungs, made her grunt like an animal. Not fast but brutal. Each thrust shook the sofa, scraped it across the floor. The old frame creaked in protest, springs groaning.

Becky wasn't doing anything anymore. Just taking it. Couldn't do anything but lie there and receive. Her hands clawed at the cushions, at Dave's arms, desperate for something to anchor herself against the overwhelming sensation.

The sounds filled the cramped flat. Wet slap of his balls against her arse. Creak of protesting furniture. Her guttural grunts matching his rhythm. The forest ambience still playing from Simon's phone, forgotten, drowned out completely.

Becky stopped forming words. Just primal sounds. Moans, screams, grunts punched from her lungs with each brutal thrust.

"Fuck... fuck... FUCK..."

Then, in the midst of being destroyed, she gasped out the truth. Raw and unfiltered.

"Simon never fucks me like this," she sobbed, broken and wrecked. "Never... oh god you're ruining me for him..."

The words detonated in Simon's skull. She'd said it. Out loud. Told another man he fucked her better whilst that man's cock destroyed her cunt. Admitted Simon had never given her this. Would never be able to give her this.

His cock jerked in his jeans, already soaked through from two previous orgasms, and he thought no, not again, I can't, but his body didn't care. The wet denim clung to his shaft, sticky and cold, and then hot again as he came. Third time. Impossible but happening. Cum adding to cum, flooding his boxers, soaking through the denim, the dark wet stain now spreading from his crotch halfway down almost down to his knees.

Simon grabbed the table edge. His knees buckled. The room tilted and he couldn't stop staring at his wife's cunt stretched obscene around Dave's thickness whilst his own pathetic cock twitched and leaked in his jeans. This was his orgasm now. Watching. Comparison. Humiliation. The hottest thing he'd ever felt.

She just told another man he fucks her better than I do. And I came. I fucking came from hearing it.

Dave changed angle. Just slightly. A minor adjustment of his hips.

Becky's entire body went rigid.

The orgasm hit her like a freight train. Violent. Overwhelming. Complete loss of control.

"I'M CUMMING, OH FUCK I'M CUMMING SO HARD-"

Her cunt clamped down on Dave's cock, trying to strangle it. Her back arched clean off the sofa. Her hands ripped at the cushions, tearing fabric.

And then warm liquid escaped. Just a bit. Was she squirting? She couldn't hold it through the intensity, her body betraying her completely. The wet warmth spread across the sofa cushion, mixing with the cum and sweat already coating her thighs.

Gareth's laugh cut through her screams. "Fucking hell, Dave, you made her piss herself!"

Dave didn't react. Didn't slow. Just kept fucking, relentless and mechanical. The liquid mixed with everything else, just more lubrication. He didn't care.

Becky was mortified for half a second. Then too overwhelmed to feel shame. Too destroyed to care about anything except the cock wrecking her cunt.

Simon found it hot. Not disgusting. Just more evidence of how completely she'd lost control. How thoroughly Dave owned her body in that moment. She'd pissed herself from cumming too hard. That had never happened with Simon. Would never happen with Simon.

Dave kept going. Ten minutes. Fifteen. Brutal, mechanical fucking that didn't slow, didn't tire. Becky came again. Then again. Smaller orgasms but still wracking her body, still making her scream. Dave's rhythm never faltered.

Five orgasms tonight. Six. Seven. They'd given her seven in three hours.

She was broken now. Completely limp. Just taking it. Moaning continuously, a low keening sound that never stopped, barely human anymore.

"He's a fucking machine," Gareth said to Neil, awed.

Finally, Dave's rhythm stuttered. Just slightly. His breathing got heavier, more laboured. But he didn't announce it. Didn't warn her. Just slammed deep one final time and held there, buried to the balls.

His cock pulsed. Simon couldn't see it, but he knew. Could see it in Dave's face, the slight tension, the heavy exhale. Silent orgasm. Cum flooding Becky's cunt. Third load of the night pumped into his wife.

"Oh god," Becky gasped. "I can feel you cumming, it's so much, it's so hot inside me, you're filling me up-"

She was cataloguing every pulse. Every rope of cum. Her oversensitive body feeling it all.

And it triggered another orgasm. Small. A final tremor. Eight for the night.

Dave pulled out slow, letting her feel every inch leave one last time. His cock emerged slick with the proof: cum, her arousal, the wet evidence of fifteen minutes' brutal fucking. Thick as Simon's wrist. Maybe thicker.

Becky's cunt didn't close this time, stayed open, gaping wide. Her fuck hole stretched so wide Simon could see inside her. Pink walls glistening, twitching, trying to clench on nothing. Ruined.

Then the cum started leaking. Pouring, really. Three loads mixed into one obscene flood: Gareth's, Neil's, Dave's. All that spunk draining from his wife's used cunt, pooling under her arse, soaking into the sofa cushion, dripping onto the carpet. The smell hit Simon like something physical; salt and sweat and sex. The stink of his wife getting fucked proper.

Dave tucked himself back into his jeans and grabbed his beer from the side table. Sat back in his chair like he'd just finished mowing the lawn.

Said nothing. Just drank. Complete dominance, total and inarguable. He didn't need to boast. His work spoke for itself.

Becky lay on the sofa, unable to move. Legs splayed open, cunt leaking continuously. Covered in sweat, cum, piss, saliva. Hair plastered to her face and neck. Makeup gone, smeared and ruined.

But she was smiling. Dazed. Satisfied. Utterly wrecked but smiling.

"Holy fuck," she whispered.

Silence filled the room for a beat. Everyone processing what they'd just witnessed. What they'd done. What Simon had let them do.

Neil broke it first, voice hushed. "That was... fuck. That was intense."

Gareth stretched, grinning wide. "Best. Game. Night. Ever."

Simon said nothing. Just stared at his wife. At what they'd made her into. What he'd allowed them to make her into. What he'd actively encouraged them to make her into. And his cock was already stirring again, impossibly, in his cum soaked jeans.

Becky lifted her head slightly. Looked around the room with glazed, unfocused eyes.

"Is that everyone?" she asked, voice wrecked. "Did all three of you cum in me?"

Counting. Making sure she'd serviced them all. Cataloguing her accomplishment like it was something to be proud of.

Gareth nodded, still grinning. "Yeah, love. You took all of us. Fucking champion."

Genuine admiration in his voice. Respect, even.

Simon finally moved. Walked closer to the sofa on shaky legs. Looked down at his wife. Cum leaking from her gaping cunt, body destroyed, but smiling up at him with hazy, satisfied eyes.

"Did I do good, babe?" Her voice was small. Hopeful. "Was I a good slut?"

The question punched Simon in the chest. His voice came out wrecked, thick with emotion he couldn't name.

"You were a perfect slut. Fucking perfect."

He meant it. Every word. Genuinely proud of her. My wife just took three cocks. Three loads. And I've never loved her more.

Gareth glanced at the clock on the wall. "Bloody hell, it's nearly midnight."

Neil adjusted his glasses, nervous energy creeping back in. "Should we... should we do more? Or is that...?"

Becky's eyes widened. Eager despite the exhaustion. "More? What else is there?"

The implication hung in the air, thick and obvious. They weren't done. This wasn't the end. Just a pause. A break before the next round.

The lads exchanged looks. Gareth's knowing grin. Neil's nervous excitement. Dave's calm, patient stare. Already planning. Already thinking about what came next.

Simon realised with absolute, crystalline clarity: This isn't ending.


five
The Proposal
Intermission: Planning the Finale


Simon stood in the kitchenette doorway, four cold Stellas sweating in his hands, watching his wife sprawled naked on the sofa like beautiful, ruined roadkill.

Christ, he couldn't look away.

Becky lay on her back, legs splayed wide, arms flung out, chest heaving like she'd run a marathon. Her massive tits rose and fell, nipples hard and dark against skin flushed pink from being fucked raw. Cum leaked from her cunt, thick white streams pooling on the cushion beneath her arse. Three loads. Gareth's first, then Neil's, then Big Dave's. All of them mixed together, all of them inside her, all of them proof that better men had used his wife whilst he watched.

What he'd let them do – no, what he'd needed them to do. Christ, he was pathetic. And he fucking loved it.

"Alright, lads?" Simon crossed the room, handed out the tins. His voice came out steady, casual, like distributing beers after a football match instead of after watching three mates gangbang his wife on his sofa. Gareth snatched his Stella, raised it high. Mock salute, genuine grin. "Cheers, Si. Fuck me, that was brilliant. Absolutely fucking brilliant."

Neil giggled, that nervous edge creeping back now the post-orgasm clarity had hit. He accepted his beer with shaking hands, condensation mixing with sweat. "Yeah. Really... really good campaign so far."

Dave just nodded. Silent and satisfied. Taking a long pull from the tin, throat working, eyes never leaving Becky's prone form.

Patient bastard. Already planning the next round.

Simon kept one beer for himself and drank deep. The cold cut through the heat blanketing the flat, the thick stink of sex and sweat and pizza grease. His basement reeked of what they'd done. The sofa wrecked, cushions soaked dark with bodily fluids. His campaign materials scattered like battlefield debris, months of careful preparation destroyed in three hours.

And he didn't give a single fuck.

Becky groaned, rolled onto her side, propped herself up on one elbow. Her hair hung in tangled ropes, matted with dried sweat and someone's cum. Mascara smudged black around her eyes. Lipstick completely gone, worn away by three cocks fucking her face, leaving her lips swollen and raw.

She looked wrecked. Filthy.

"Christ, I'm knackered," she said, voice hoarse from screaming, from gagging, from begging for more. "You lot properly destroyed me."

Gareth laughed, loud and genuine, beer sloshing. "Destroyed? Nah, love. We're just getting started."

Becky's eyes widened. Surprise flickered across her face, then something darker. Her thighs pressed together, rubbing. Seeking friction. She wanted more. Christ, she wanted more already.

Simon watched it happen. Watched his wife's body respond to the promise of more cock, more use, more degradation. And his own cock throbbed hard in response, leaking fresh precum into already-ruined boxers.

Neil shifted position on the sofa, adjusting himself through his boxers. His cock was starting to thicken again despite having cum twenty minutes ago. The outline visible through thin fabric, wet patch spreading.

"Reckon she could go again?" Neil asked. Directing the question to the room generally but glancing at Simon specifically. Even now, even after everything, they were still checking with him first. Making sure he was on board.

Good lads. Respectful lads.

Simon opened his mouth to answer, but Gareth cut in first.

"Course she could. Look at her." Gareth gestured with his beer tin, foam sloshing over the rim onto his jeans. "She's gagging for it. Ain't you, Becky?"

Becky bit her lip. That telltale sign she was turned on and trying not to show it. Failed spectacularly. Her thighs pressed together harder, rubbing, and her nipples tightened into hard points.

"Maybe," she admitted. Voice small and breathy and absolutely filthy. "If you lot can keep up."

She'd thrown down a fucking challenge.

The energy in the room shifted immediately. Playful to predatory. The lads sat up straighter, cocks responding, interest renewed like sharks scenting blood.

Big Dave spoke, his voice low and certain. "We can keep up, love. Question is, can you?"

Becky's breath hitched. She sat up properly now, crossing her legs, trying for modesty and failing spectacularly. Her tits hung heavy and perfect, swaying with each movement. Cum dripped from her cunt, adding to the stain already there, dark and wet and permanent.

"Depends on what you've got in mind, I suppose," she said. Trying for casual curiosity. But her pulse jumped visibly in her throat, rapid and excited, betraying exactly how turned on she was.

Gareth leant forward, elbows on knees, beer dangling from his fingers. His grin was sharp and knowing, predatory.

"Well, we've had your cunt. All three of us. Filled it proper, didn't we?"

Becky nodded mutely.

"And we've had your mouth. You sucked us all off like a proper little champ."

Another nod. Her breathing quickened, chest flushing pink.

"But there's one hole we haven't tried yet, innit?"

Silence dropped like a stone.

Simon's heart hammered against his ribs. His fist tightened around the beer tin, metal creaking under pressure. He knew where this was going. Knew exactly where Gareth was leading, and his cock knew too.

Becky swallowed hard. Her eyes darted to Simon, then back to Gareth. "You mean..."

"Your arse, love. Dave’s always wanted your tight little virgin arse."

The words landed. Your tight little virgin arse.

Neil made a strangled sound, hand moving to his crotch, squeezing himself through his boxers.

Big Dave's breathing deepened, chest expanding, eyes locked on Becky's body with renewed hunger.

Simon stood frozen, beer halfway to his mouth, watching his wife process the suggestion. Her face flushed pink, then deeper. Chest too. That telltale blush spreading down her neck, across her tits, across her stomach, betraying exactly how turned on she was by the idea.

Three years of marriage. Three years and Simon had never touched her arse. Never tried. Never even asked. The thought had seemed too dirty, too demanding, too much like something only arseholes in porn did to their girlfriends. He'd respected her boundaries, kept things safe and vanilla and boring.

And now Gareth was suggesting one of them fuck it whilst Simon watched.

Becky's voice came out small. "I've never... Simon and I never..."

Gareth's grin widened. "I know, darling. That's what makes it so fucking perfect."

"But I don't know if I can take..." Her eyes flicked to Big Dave's crotch, to the massive bulge visible through his boxers. Fear mixing with curiosity, arousal fighting hesitation.

Neil leant in, eager and encouraging. "You can. You definitely can. I've seen loads of videos. Girls your size taking way bigger."

Becky's eyebrows rose. "You've researched this?"

Neil flushed red but nodded enthusiastically. "Yeah. Loads. It's all about prep and lube and going slow at first. And then..." He trailed off, clearly replaying mental footage of particularly filthy scenes, cock twitching in his boxers.

Gareth pulled his phone from his jeans pocket, thumbed through it with practiced ease, held the screen towards Becky. "Here. Look. See? It's possible. And you'd look fucking incredible."

Becky leant forward, eyes widening as she watched whatever porn Gareth had queued up. Simon couldn't see the screen from where he stood, but he could see his wife's reaction. The way her lips parted, breath catching. The way her pupils dilated. The way her thighs pressed together harder, rubbing, seeking friction.

She was getting horny watching it. Getting wet imagining herself in that position, getting fucked in the arse whilst Simon watched.

"That's..." Becky swallowed hard, couldn't look away from the screen. "That's three at once. All her holes."

"Airtight," Neil supplied helpfully, voice cracking slightly with arousal. "That's what it's called. When they fill every hole simultaneously. Mouth, cunt, arse. All of them."

Becky looked up from the phone. Eyes wide and dark with arousal, pupils blown. She looked directly at Simon, and he saw the question there before she asked it.

"Is that even possible? Could I... could I actually do that?"

The question hung there. Not should I. Not would you let me. But could I.

She wanted to. Christ, she wanted to try. His wife wanted to be fucked in all three holes at once by his mates whilst he watched from the sidelines with his cock leaking in his jeans.

Simon took a long pull from his beer, draining half the tin, buying time whilst his brain caught up with his cock. But his cock already knew the answer. His cock had known from the moment Gareth said "arse."

This was it. The final threshold. That tight, virgin hole he'd never touched, never licked, never fucked. He'd been too polite, too respectful, too fucking boring. And now they wanted it. Wanted to take it. Wanted to be the first to stretch her open, to hear her scream, to fill her completely.

Wanted to own the part of his wife he'd never even tried for.

The jealousy was there. Sharp and hot in his gut, cutting deep. But so was the arousal. Twisting together, inseparable, feeding each other until he couldn't tell where one ended and the other began. Two sides of the same coin, spinning faster and faster.

He wanted this. Wanted to see them take her completely. Wanted to watch Big Dave's massive cock stretch her arsehole whilst she screamed and begged. Wanted to watch her transformed into something he'd never unlocked, never even known existed beneath her cardigans and work emails.

Wanted to see her become theirs entirely.

"Yeah," Simon heard himself say. Voice rough and certain, no hesitation. "Yeah, you could do it."

Becky's eyes searched his face. Looking for doubt, for hesitation, for any sign he didn't mean it.

She found none.

"The curse demands it," Simon continued. Slipping back into the game language but meaning every fucking word. "Complete surrender. Total submission. All of you. Every hole. No exceptions."

He paused, then dropped the pretence entirely. His voice came out raw and honest, stripped bare.

"I want to see it, Becks. I want to see you take all of them. At once. I want to watch them use every part of you."

Silence. Heavy and waiting.

Then Becky nodded slowly. Decision made. No going back.

"Okay," she whispered. "Okay. Yes. I want to try."

Gareth whooped, punching the air like he'd scored a goal. Neil giggled nervously, already stroking himself through his boxers, not even trying to hide it. Big Dave just smiled, slow and satisfied and predatory, a lion watching prey walk into the trap.

"Right then," Dave said as he stood up. His massive frame dominated the room, shoulders broad, cock tenting his boxers obscenely. "Let's get you ready, love."

Becky shivered. Anticipation and fear mixing visibly across her flushed skin, goosebumps rising.

She stood on shaking legs, cum still dripping down her thighs in thick rivulets, and looked around at the four men surrounding her. Cornered but willing. Trapped but eager.

"I need to clean up first. Just... just give me a minute."

"Course, darling," Gareth said. Magnanimous, generous in victory. "Go freshen up. We'll wait. We've got all night."

Becky walked towards the bathroom, naked and marked and beautiful. Simon watched her arse jiggle with each step, watched the cum leak from her used cunt, watched his wife walk away to prepare herself for three cocks at once.

The bathroom door clicked shut.

The moment she was gone, the lads erupted.

"Fucking hell, Si!" Gareth grabbed Simon's shoulder, shaking him hard enough to slosh beer. "You absolute legend! She's actually gonna do it! Airtight! Your wife's gonna be fucking airtight!"

Neil bounced on the sofa like a kid on Christmas morning, hands clapping. "We're gonna make her airtight! This is the best night of my entire fucking life!"

Big Dave just nodded at Simon. Silent respect passing between them, man to man, mate to mate.

You're letting us have her completely. Every hole. And we won't forget it.

Simon's cock throbbed hard. He was leaking so much precum his boxers were transparent now, clinging to his shaft, outlining every vein, every ridge. The fabric stuck to his skin, cold and wet and filthy.

"Need to get lube," he said. Voice hoarse, throat tight. "Can't do it without lube."

Practical. Helpful. Facilitating his own cuckolding by fetching supplies, making it easier for them to fuck his wife's virgin arse.

"Good thinking," Gareth said. "Where is it?"

"Bathroom cabinet. I'll get it when she comes out."

They settled into waiting. Drinking beer, making crude jokes, just like a normal mates night. Planning positions, logistics. Who would take which hole. How to arrange her body for maximum penetration, best angles. Gareth suggested Dave take her arse because he was biggest, would stretch her widest. Neil wanted her mouth because he loved watching her gag. That left Gareth for her cunt, the hole he'd claimed first.

Simon listened, contributed suggestions, his cock hard and his heart racing. Offering advice on how to position his wife for triple penetration. This was happening. No dream, no fantasy, no porn video. Real. Tonight. His wife. His mates. His basement flat.

The bathroom door opened. Becky emerged, face clean, hair brushed, body still naked. She'd washed the cum from her thighs but hadn't bothered dressing. No point. They'd just strip her again anyway.

She looked at Simon. Smiled. Nervous but excited, eager despite the fear.

"I'm ready," she said simply.

Simon crossed to the bathroom, past his wife, their bodies brushing. Her skin was warm, flushed, and he smelled soap mixed with arousal. He grabbed the bottle of massage oil from the cabinet, came back out, held it up like a trophy.

"Got it."

Big Dave took it from Simon's shaking hands, examined the bottle, tested the consistency. "This'll do. Not proper lube, but close enough. We'll make it work."

Gareth was already moving the coffee table aside, clearing space on the carpet. Neil grabbed cushions from the sofa, arranged them carefully, creating a makeshift stage for the performance.

Preparing for the main event.

Becky stood in the centre of the room, watching them work, rubbing her arms nervously. Small and vulnerable and absolutely fucking gorgeous.

Simon moved to her side, voice low. "You okay? You can still say no. We can stop. Just say the word."

Becky looked up at him. Those blue eyes wide and honest, no hesitation.

"I don't want to stop, Si. I want this. I've never wanted anything more."

She kissed him. Soft and sweet and tender. His wife. His beautiful, dirty, perfect wife who was about to get fucked in all three holes whilst he watched.

"Thank you," she whispered against his lips. "Thank you for letting me do this."

Simon's throat tightened. He kissed her back, tasting beer and arousal and gratitude.

They pulled apart. The moment broken by Gareth's voice, loud and commanding.

"Right, Becky. Come here, love. Let's get you sorted."

Becky squeezed Simon's hand once, then walked towards the lads. Towards her fate. Towards three cocks waiting to claim every hole.

Simon watched her go, cock hard, heart full, knowing he was about to witness something he'd remember forever.

The final conquest of his wife. Complete ownership. And he couldn't fucking wait.
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The Stretching

Becky knelt on the cushions. Gareth and Neil had arranged them, positioned her just right, and now she waited with her legs spread slightly, hands on her thighs. Still naked.

Simon stood to the side. Beer forgotten, growing warm on the table. Just watching. His role now. Observer. Facilitator. The cuckold husband who'd fetched lube from the bathroom cupboard so his mates could fuck his wife's virgin arse.

His cock throbbed. Hard again. Aching, leaking, his boxers soaked through. His body didn't give a fuck about shame anymore. Just wanted more.

Big Dave knelt behind Becky. Those massive hands settled on her hips, dwarfing them. Simon's hands had never made her look small. Dave's did. Everything about Dave made things look small.

Gareth positioned himself in front, cock already half-hard and thickening. Simon watched it swell, watched Gareth stroke it lazily, getting it battle-ready.

Neil hovered to the left, hand working himself through his boxers, eyes locked on Becky's body. Hungry. Focused. Like she was a meal he'd been waiting for all night.

They arranged her between them. Planning. Coordinating. Working out how to use her most efficiently, like a shared toy they were figuring out the mechanics of.

Becky waited. Her breathing was shallow, quick. Nipples hard as pebbles. Simon could see them from here, dark pink and stiff. Already aroused and nobody had touched her yet.

"Right," Dave said, calm despite the enormous tent in his boxers. "We need to do this proper. Can't just shove it in and hope for the best."

Neil nodded, eager. "Yeah, yeah. Got to prep her. Stretch her out. Fingers first."

"And lots of lube," Gareth added, grinning. "Absolutely drown her in the stuff."

Becky shivered. Goosebumps rising across her pale skin despite the flat's warmth. Simon watched them spread up her arms, across her shoulders.

"How does this work exactly?" she asked. Her voice small. Uncertain.

Dave's hands slid up her sides. Casual. Easy. Thumbs brushing the underside of her tits, just grazing the soft flesh there.

Claiming touch. That's what it was. Simon recognised it now.

"I'll take your arse, love," Dave said. Matter-of-fact. Like he was discussing dinner plans. "Done it before. Know how to open you up without hurting you too much."

Too much. Not without hurting. Without hurting too much.

Simon's cock pulsed. The distinction wasn't lost on him. Or Becky. Her breathing quickened, chest rising and falling faster.

"Gareth'll take your cunt," Dave continued. His hands slid back down, gripped her hips properly now. "Keep you steady. Give you something familiar to focus on."

Gareth moved closer. His cock was fully hard now, jutting out obscenely.

"And Neil'll use your mouth," Gareth said. "Ease you into it."

Neil stepped forward, thumbs already hooking into his boxers waistband. Eager. So fucking eager.

Becky looked at the three of them. Surrounding her. Cock-hard and ready. Planning her use. Then her eyes found Simon across the room.

"Si?"

Her voice was small. Fragile. Not asking permission exactly but needing... what? Approval? Reassurance? Simon's stomach lurched.

Fuck. His cock throbbed harder. Stop this? No, he wanted to watch her get ruined.

Simon's tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth. Dry. Parched. But his cock leaked constantly, soaking through his boxers. Opposite reactions. War between brain and balls, and balls were winning.

"It's okay, Becks," he heard himself say. His voice came out rough but steady. "I want to see this. Want to see you take them. All of them at once."

The raw fucking truth. He wanted it more than he'd wanted anything in his entire life.

Becky held his gaze. Something passed between them. Understanding. Permission. Transformation.

Then she nodded. Decision made.

She looked back at the lads, squared her shoulders, lifted her chin. "Okay. Show me what to do."

Dave reached for the massage oil. Flipped the cap open. Then squeezed oil onto his fingers. Generous amount, coating them thoroughly, the clear liquid running down his palm, dripping between his thick digits.

"Lean forward, love. Hands and knees. Arse up."

Becky obeyed, like she'd been waiting for the command. Her massive tits hung down, swaying. Her arse lifted, presented itself, and Simon's breath caught in his chest.

Perfect. She looked absolutely fucking perfect.

Dave positioned himself behind her properly. One bear-paw hand spread her arse cheek wide. Her arsehole was exposed now.

Pink. Tight. Clenched.

Virgin. Untouched by any cock. But now Dave was claiming it for him. Taking what Simon had been too vanilla, too boring, too fucking inadequate to take himself.

Simon's hand moved to his crotch. Automatic. Unconscious. Palm pressing against his cock through the soaked fabric, squeezing hard.

Dave's slick fingers circled Becky's arsehole. Gentle. Testing. Teasing the tight pink ring.

Becky gasped. Her whole body tensed, muscles locking.

"Relax," Dave murmured, surprisingly gentle for such a huge bloke. "You tense up, it'll hurt more. Just breathe. Trust me."

Becky's breathing was ragged, but she nodded. Forced her muscles to unclench. Simon watched it happen. Watched her submit. Watched her choose to let Dave inside her.

Dave pressed one thick finger against her hole. Firm pressure, patient, not forcing. Just insistent.

Resistance. Her body fought the intrusion instinctively, hole clenching tighter.

"Push out," Dave instructed. Calm. Confident. "Like you're trying to shit. I know it sounds weird but trust me."

Becky whimpered. Embarrassment and arousal mixing in the sound, audible and raw.

But she obeyed.

Her arsehole relaxed. Just a fraction. Dave's finger slipped inside.

Just the tip at first. Then the first knuckle. Then deeper.

Becky cried out. Her back arched, head dropping between her shoulders. "Oh fuck... oh god... that's so weird..."

Dave held still. Letting her adjust. Letting her body learn this new invasion.

"Weird good or weird bad?"

Becky panted. Processing. Her tits swayed with each breath. "I... I don't know. Both. It feels wrong but... but not bad. Just... full. So tight."

"That's normal, love. You'll get used to it."

He worked his finger deeper. Slowly. Twisting slightly, stretching her, preparing her hole for what was coming.

Becky's sounds shifted. From shocked gasps to something lower. Deeper. Throaty, aroused.

Simon watched, transfixed. Couldn't look away. His mate's finger disappearing into his wife's arse. Her hole gripping it, pink flesh stretched around the thick digit.

Christ.

Fucking Christ.

Gareth knelt in front of Becky. His cock was level with her face now, close enough she could smell it. Smell the musk, the precum leaking from the tip.

"Open up, darling. Get me properly rock hard."

Becky lifted her head. Her mouth fell open automatically, tongue out slightly, ready.

Trained. She looked trained.

Gareth pushed in. Smooth and easy. Like her mouth was made for his cock. She moaned around his shaft. The vibration made Gareth groan, hips jerking forward, pushing deeper.

"Fuck, that's good. Suck it, love. Show Dave how much you're enjoying his finger in your arse."

Becky hollowed her cheeks. Sucking hard. Eager. Whilst Dave added a second finger to her arsehole.

The stretch was visible. Obscene. Her hole strained around both fingers, pink ring spreading wider, and she whimpered around Gareth's cock. A muffled desperate sound.

"Good girl," Dave praised. His fingers worked slowly, pumping in and out, twisting, scissoring. "Taking it so well. Such a good little slut."

Slut. There it was, Dave had said it out loud, and Becky moaned all the louder, sucking Gareth's cock harder.

She liked it. Liked being called a slut whilst getting her arse fingered and her mouth fucked.

Simon's polite wife. A total slut for his mates.

Neil moved closer. Boxers discarded now, cock hard and leaking. He stroked himself, watching Dave's fingers disappear knuckle-deep into Becky's arse, watching Gareth fuck her mouth, watching her body caught between them.

"This is so fucking hot," Neil breathed. Stroking faster. "She looks incredible like this."

Simon agreed silently. Fist working his cock through his boxers now, rhythm matching Dave's finger-thrusts.

She did look incredible. Debased, beautiful, and theirs.

Dave pulled his fingers out. Becky's arsehole gaped slightly, slow to close. He added more oil, coating his fingers again, dripping it directly onto her hole. Then pushed back in, but three fingers now.

Becky's arsehole stretched obscenely. Pink ring straining, spreading, forced wider than nature intended. She moaned loud and desperate around Gareth's cock, the sound vibrating, making him groan and grip her hair tighter.

"Nearly there, love," Dave muttered. More to himself than anyone. "Just need you a bit looser. Bit more open."

He scissored his fingers. Spreading them. Forcing her wider. Stretching her virgin hole, preparing it for his massive cock.

Becky's body vibrated, tits swaying violently, slapping against each other. Gareth gripped her hair to steady her mouth on his cock, holding her in place whilst Dave finger-fucked her arse.

"She's so fucking tight," Dave said. Low and appreciative. "Can feel her clenching. Squeezing my fingers. Christ, this is gonna be good."

Simon's breathing was ragged. Harsh. His cock throbbed in his fist, leaking constantly, the wet patch spreading down his thigh now. He was close. Dangerously close just from watching his wife get prepped.

Dave pulled his fingers free.

Becky's arsehole gaped more now, slick and stretched and ready.

"There we go," Dave said. Satisfied. "She's prepped."

Gareth pulled out of Becky's mouth. She gasped, saliva dripping from her lips, stringing between her chin and his cock. Her eyes were unfocused, glazed and fucked-stupid already, with the real fucking yet to begin.

"You ready for the real thing, Becky?" Gareth asked. His voice was rough, thick with arousal. "Ready to take Dave's cock in that tight little arse?"

Becky looked back over her shoulder. At Dave. At his huge frame. At the enormous bulge tenting his boxers.

Fear flickered across her face but was quickly replaced with need. Raw fucking need.

"Will it fit?" in a small voice.

Dave grinned. Confident. Certain. "Only one way to find out, love."

He stood. Stripped his boxers off in one smooth motion.

His cock sprang free. Soft it was big, but fully erect, glistening with precum, veiny and massive and ready to claim his wife's virgin arse, it looked impossibly big.

Dave's cock made Simon's look like a fucking joke, and Becky was about to take it. All of it. In her arse.

"You can take it," Dave said. Calm. Reassuring. "I've prepped you. You're ready."

He lay down on his back. Cock pointing straight up like an obscene flagpole, thick and hard and waiting. Then Gareth and Neil helped position Becky. Lifting her, moving her, arranging her like a doll. They knelt her above Dave's cock, facing away from him, towards Simon.

Her eyes found his.

This was it. The moment. His wife about to be fucked in the arse by his mate whilst he watched.

Dave's cock looked absurd pressed against her pale arse. Far too big for that tight pink hole. No way it would fit. No fucking way.

But Simon knew Dave was going to make it fit anyway.
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Triple The Fun
Dungeon Master Rolls for Submission


Dave positioned his cock at her arsehole. Hands gripping her hips above him, holding her steady. The head pressed against her, thick and blunt and insistent.

"Lower yourself. Slowly. You control it."

Becky started to sit back. Bearing down. Trying to take him. Immediate resistance. Her body fought it. The head was too big, too thick, her hole too tight despite the preparation.

"It won't fit! Dave, it won't-"

"Push through. It'll fit."

His voice stayed calm. Certain. Hypnotic.

Becky bore down harder. Pushing back with determination. Her face screwed up with effort and discomfort.

Then it gave. The head of Dave's cock punched through the ring of muscle and disappeared inside Becky's arse, and she SCREAMED.

Loud. Raw. The sound ripped out of her throat like something breaking, and Simon's hand froze on his cock.

"FUCK! OH FUCK! OH GOD!"

Her body tried to pull off immediately. Instinct overriding everything. But Dave's hands held her hips firm. Kept her impaled. Kept the head inside whilst her arsehole clenched desperately around the invasion.

"Don't move. Just breathe. Let your body adjust."

Becky was sobbing now. Not crying exactly, just overwhelmed. Making small desperate sounds whilst her whole body shook.

"It's so big... oh god it's splitting me... I can't..."

Simon stroked himself faster. Transfixed. His wife's arsehole stretched obscenely around the head of another man's cock. Her face twisted with pain and shock, and his cock was leaking, dripping precum onto the carpet, harder than ever.

Dave had breached her, claimed her last virgin hole. And Simon was watching while wanking. Getting off on his wife's pain and submission.

Gareth moved to Becky's side. Stroked her hair gently.

"You're doing so well, love. You've got the hardest part done. Just the head now. The rest will be easier."

Simon found his voice. Hoarse and shaking but certain.

"You're amazing, Becky. So fucking amazing."

Their voices seemed to reach her through the pain. She stopped panicking. Started breathing properly again. Her body slowly relaxed around the intrusion.

Thirty seconds passed. Maybe a minute. Time felt strange. Then she started lowering herself again. Slowly. One inch deeper.

She whimpered.

Another inch.

She gasped.

Dave's hands guided her hips. Controlling the descent. Stopping her from going too fast. His cock disappeared into her arse inch by impossible inch whilst she made small animal sounds of discomfort.

Simon couldn't look away. His wife impaled on another man's cock, now taking it deep in her arse. The arse Simon had never touched, yet now Dave owned it. Was filling it. Making it his.

Halfway down, Becky froze.

"I can't... I can't take more... there's no room..."

Dave's voice stayed steady.

"There's room. Keep going."

Something in his tone compelled obedience. Becky started lowering herself again. Surrendering completely. Trusting him not to break her even though he was doing exactly that.

Around the two-thirds mark, something shifted visibly in her face. The pain was still there, etched in every line and grimace, but pleasure started creeping in underneath. Her whimpers changed tone. Less agony. More arousal.

"Oh... oh fuck... oh that's... it's starting to feel..."

Neil leant forward. Watching her face intently.

"She's getting off on it. Look at her face."

With one final push, Becky sat completely down. Dave's cock was fully buried in her arse. His balls pressed against her. Every inch claimed and owned.

She froze. Her mouth hung open, eyes wide, body completely filled.

"Oh my god. Oh my god it's all in. I can feel you so deep."

Dave grunted. Low and satisfied.

Simon's hand moved faster on his own cock. He was going to cum just from watching this. From seeing her taken in the one place that should have been his. Should have been sacred. And he didn't care. He wanted this, this was exactly right.

Dave lifted her hips slightly. Pulled her back down. Slow and controlled, testing her limits, establishing the rhythm.

Becky moaned. Loud and shameless and purely pleasure now.

"Oh fuck... oh fuck Dave... your cock in my arse... oh god..."

She'd transformed in minutes. From scared virgin to anal slut. From reluctance to need. And Simon watched it happen. Watched Dave break her in.

Dave found a rhythm. Slow, deep, powerful thrusts. Lifting her hips. Pulling her down. Using her arse like he'd used her cunt earlier. Relentless and methodical and utterly devastating.

Becky was just along for the ride now. Moaning continuously. Head thrown back.

"Fuck me... fuck my arse... oh god Dave you're so deep..."

The sound was obscene. Wet slapping. Her guttural moans. Dave's heavy breathing. The flat filled with the noise of her arse being destroyed, and Simon breathed it in. The smell of sweat and lube and sex. The soundtrack of his wife being claimed.

Then, unexpectedly, Becky started to cum. Just from anal stimulation. No clit contact. No fingers. Nothing but Dave's cock in her arse.

Her whole body went rigid. Cunt clenching on nothing. Voice rising to a scream.

"I'm cumming! Oh fuck I'm cumming from my arse! How is that—OH FUCK!"

She convulsed. Shaking violently. Completely overwhelmed by the sensation. Dave didn't stop. Kept fucking her through it. Prolonging her orgasm. Wringing every last spasm from her body.

Simon watched her cum. Watched her fall apart on another man's cock. In her arse. The hole he'd never touched. And his hand moved faster, chasing his own release, desperate to cum whilst watching her get destroyed.

Minutes passed. Dave's rhythm never faltered. Slow. Deep. Powerful. Claiming her completely.

Then he spoke. His voice calm despite the exertion.

"I want her cunt filled too."

Gareth and Neil exchanged looks. Gareth's cock had hardened again watching the anal show. He volunteered immediately.

"I'll do it. Let's DP this slut properly."

Double penetration. Both holes filled. Simon's cock throbbed at the thought. He was going to see his wife airtight. Their slut.

Dave stopped thrusting. Held Becky still with his cock buried completely in her arse. Simon and Gareth moved to help reposition her. They eased her top half back carefully, so she laid on Dave’s chest. Now she faced upwards, lying back against him, his cock still deep in her arse.

She was panting. Drooling slightly, completely submissive. Dave's hands gripped her thighs, pulled them wide apart, spreading her completely open.

Gareth knelt between her spread legs. Dave's legs were spread beneath her to give him room. From this angle, Gareth could see everything. Simon could see everything. Her cunt, pink and swollen and leaking earlier cum. And below it, Dave's massive cock stretching her arsehole, the rim pulled taut around his girth.

Both holes visible. Accessible. Ready.

Simon stared. This was it. His wife spread open. One cock already buried in her arse. Another about to fill her cunt. Complete ownership.

Gareth rubbed his cock against her slit. Coating himself in the mixture of cum and arousal that still leaked from her.

"Ready for both of us, love?"

Becky could barely speak. Her voice was wrecked, hoarse from screaming.

"Yes... fill me... I want both..."

Simon positioned himself to the side. Watching. Stroking himself. His voice quiet but audible. Certain.

"Take her. Both of you. Own every hole."

Permission granted. Authority transferred. His wife was theirs now.

Gareth pushed forward. His cock pressing into her cunt whilst Dave's cock filled her arse. The resistance was immense. Two cocks. One thin wall between them. Her body stretched impossibly.

Becky screamed.

"OH FUCK! TOO FULL! I'M TOO FULL!"

But Gareth pushed through. Sliding in completely. Burying himself in her cunt whilst Dave stayed deep in her arse.

Both holes now stuffed, her body stretched beyond anything she'd imagined.

Simon watched the cocks slide in. Watched his wife's face contort. Watched her take both of them. And his hand moved faster, stroking harder, chasing the release building in his balls.

Dave and Gareth found an alternating rhythm quickly. When Dave thrust up into her arse, Gareth pulled back. When Gareth thrust into her cunt, Dave held still. Mechanical. Coordinated. Devastating in its efficiency.

Becky's response dissolved into incoherent babbling. Just sounds. No words. Nothing human. Just raw noise, in a state of near constant orgasm.

Simon watched for a moment longer, then looked at Neil. Neil had been watching from the side, stroking himself slowly, glasses fogged beyond visibility.

Simon's voice was steady now, the Dungeon Master giving final instructions.

"Get up there. Use her mouth. Fill every fucking hole she's got."

Neil's eyes lit up behind his useless glasses. This was the invitation he'd been waiting for.
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Airtight Authority

Neil moved fast, cock in hand, he didn't need to see where Becky's mouth was; he could hear her gasping for breath between the dual penetration rocking her body against Dave's chest. Her face tilted back, lips parted, throat exposed.

"Open wide, Becky," Neil said, voice shaking with anticipation. "You know what to do."

Becky's eyes tracked his movement, glazed and unfocused, but her mouth opened wider without hesitation. No reluctance. No shame. Just pure obedience, the kind Simon had never earned in three years of marriage.

Neil pushed forward. The head of his cock slipped between her lips. Just the tip at first, testing, then deeper as her tongue flattened to let him in.

And there it was. Every hole filled.

Dave's cock buried completely in her arse. Gareth's cock deep in her cunt. Neil's cock sliding into her mouth.

His slut wife was airtight. Something out of a fucking porno. His voice came out quiet but audible across the room, hoarse from disuse and arousal.

"There it is. Every fucking hole. She's airtight. She's completely ours."

The word hung in the air. Ours. Not theirs. Ours. Simon included himself in the ownership because he was part of this. The architect. The director. The Dungeon Master of his wife's total degradation, and his cock throbbed hard at the admission.

Dave spoke from beneath Becky, his voice a low rumble Simon felt in his own chest.

"Let's find a rhythm, lads."

They tried.

It was chaos at first, bodies colliding, cocks pushing at cross purposes. Becky made a strangled sound around Neil's cock, overwhelmed, and Simon's hand tightened on his own shaft watching her try to process the sensory overload of being completely stuffed.

Dave adjusted first. He thrust up into her arse, a slow deliberate push that lifted her body slightly, and the movement drove her forward. Neil's cock slid deeper into her mouth. She gagged immediately. A wet choking sound, saliva spilling from her lips and dripping onto the carpet beneath her.

Gareth countered. Thrust hard into her cunt, pushing her back down onto Dave's cock with enough force to drive him deeper into her arse. She made another strangled noise, muffled completely by Neil's cock lodged in her throat.

Neil held mostly still. Let the other two move her. Let their rhythm fuck her mouth for him. His hands rested on either side of her head, guiding her, controlling her, but not thrusting independently.

The coordination settled. Dave up. Gareth forward. Repeat. The rhythm building, and Becky was just the vessel between them, moved and manipulated, nothing but warm flesh and tight holes.

She had no control left. Couldn't move her hips. Couldn't pull away. Couldn't even breathe properly with Neil's cock lodged in her throat. Every nerve ending fired at once. Pain and pleasure had stopped being separate sensations; just overwhelming fullness, overwhelming use, and Simon watched her disappear into it.

Her sounds were muffled, gagging and moaning around Neil's cock. Wet obscene noises filled the flat, mixing with the slap of skin on skin and the grunts of the men using her. The stink of sex hung heavy in the air. Sweat and saliva and cunt, the smell of three men claiming one woman.

Neil realised quickly he couldn't stay buried in her mouth continuously. She needed to breathe. Had to breathe or she'd pass out. He pulled back, let his cock slip from her lips with a wet pop. She gasped immediately, a desperate ragged inhale, drool spilling from her mouth in thick strings. Then he pushed back in. Filled her throat again. Established a pattern. Ten seconds in. Five seconds out. Mechanical. Efficient.

During the brief moments when Neil pulled back, Becky's voice escaped. Broken and desperate and filthy.

"Fuck... can't... too much..."

Then a pause. A shuddering breath.

"Don't stop... please don't fucking stop..."

Simon watched every second. His hand moved steadily on his cock, gripping the base when he got too close, edging himself because he needed to witness everything before he came. His voice cut through the sounds of sex, calm and directive.

"Harder Gareth. Make her feel it for days."

Gareth responded immediately. Increased his pace, slamming into her cunt harder, and Becky's muffled scream vibrated around Neil's cock.

"Dave, go deeper. Destroy her arse."

Dave grunted his agreement. Adjusted his angle, thrust up with more force, and Becky's next scream was cut off by Neil's cock filling her mouth again.

"Neil, fuck her face properly. She can take it."

Neil hesitated only briefly. Then gripped her head tighter and began thrusting properly, not just holding still anymore. Actually fucking her mouth. Using her throat. She gagged violently but didn't pull away. Couldn't pull away, and Simon's cock leaked heavily watching her take it.

He was choreographing his own cuckolding. Directing how his wife got used. And the men listened. Adjusted. Followed his commands because this was his power. He couldn't fuck her, not the way they could, but he could control how she got fucked.

Gareth leant close to Becky's face, voice pitched loud enough for Simon to hear every word. Performative. He wanted Simon listening whilst he degraded her.

"You're such a good little slut, aren't you? Taking all three of us at once. All your holes stuffed full of cock."

His words cut through the fog in Becky's brain. She moaned louder, the sound vibrating around Neil's cock.

"Simon's watching, love. Watching us destroy you. And he's wanking. Your husband's sitting over there getting off on this."

The words hit her like a physical blow. Simon. Watching. Wanking. Getting off on her degradation whilst three men used her holes.

She came.

Sudden and violent, her entire body convulsing between the three men. Her cunt clenched hard on Gareth's cock. Her arse squeezed tight around Dave. She screamed around Neil's cock, the vibrations making him groan loudly, and her limbs shook. Tears streamed from her eyes, mixing with the saliva and pre-cum smeared across her face.

The men felt it immediately. All three reacted to her tightening, their rhythm faltering. Gareth swore. Dave grunted. Neil's cock pulsed in her throat, leaking pre-cum directly down her gullet.

But they didn't stop. They showed no mercy.

They kept fucking her through the orgasm, through the convulsions, through her overstimulated whimpering. Gareth increased his pace, slamming into her cunt harder. Dave matched him from below, pounding her arse. Neil held her head firm and kept using her throat.

Gareth's voice was breathless but triumphant.

"That's one. Let's see how many more we can get out of you before we're done."

They increased the pace. Harder. Faster. More brutal. Becky was shaking continuously now, overwhelmed and overstimulated, but still taking everything they gave her. Still moaning around Neil's cock. Still clenching on Gareth and Dave.

Simon watched the minutes stretch, his hand moving steadily on his cock, never stopping, never letting himself finish. The rhythm was relentless. Neil's legs began to shake. His knees ached from the awkward position, and finally he pulled back completely. His cock slipped from Becky's mouth with a wet pop.

"I can't keep this angle. My knees are fucked."

He shifted, kneeling beside her instead of hovering over her face. His hand wrapped around his cock, stroking himself whilst occasionally leaning forward to feed her the tip. Let her lick. Suck briefly. Then pulling back.

With Neil out of her mouth, Becky could speak again. Breathe freely. And the words that poured out were filthy, shameless, broken.

"Fuck me! Ruin me! I'm just your slut! Your fucking whore! Use me however you want!"

Words she'd never said before. Not to Simon. Not to anyone. Coming from somewhere deep and primal, a part of herself she didn't know existed until tonight, and Simon's cock throbbed listening to his wife call herself a whore.

He heard every word. His wife called herself a whore. Out loud. Whilst getting double penetrated by his mates. And she meant it. This wasn't roleplay anymore. Wasn't the game. The charm spell fiction had dissolved hours ago. Becky had discovered what she really was, what she'd always been underneath the work clothes and the morning coffee routine and the polite Friday night dinners.

The group’s slut.

Simon's cock leaked heavily, pre-cum dripping onto his thigh in sticky strings. He was close. So fucking close. But he held back, gripped the base of his cock tight, stopped himself from tipping over. Not yet. Not yet.

Gareth leant closer to Becky's face, his voice loud and commanding.

"Whose whore are you, Becky?"

Becky's response was immediate. "I'm your slut! Your dirty fucking slut! I belong to all of you!"

The degradation had become affirmation. She wasn't ashamed. She was proud, owning it completely, and Simon's hand tightened on his cock watching her accept what she was.

And she came again.

Harder than the first orgasm. Her cunt clenched violently on Gareth's cock. Her arse squeezed Dave tight. And she squirted. Fluid splashed against Gareth's stomach, dripped down onto Dave beneath her, soaked into the carpet in a spreading dark patch.

Becky's face flushed with momentary mortification. But the overwhelming pleasure wiped the embarrassment away immediately.

Gareth laughed, genuinely delighted.

"She's fucking squirting again! Dave, feel that?"

Dave grunted his acknowledgement. Then increased his pace, slamming up into her arse harder, faster. She was just a toy to him, a warm sleeve for his cock. He'd been mostly silent throughout, patient and methodical, but now he was chasing his own finish. The foundation everyone else moved around. The anchor.

Gareth's rhythm began to break. His thrusts becoming erratic, and Simon recognised the signs. Close. He was close.

"Gonna cum soon. Where do you want it, Si?"

Asking Simon's permission. Acknowledging his authority. Even now. Even whilst balls deep in his wife, and Simon's cock throbbed at the respect.

He didn't hesitate.

"Pull out. Cum on her face. Paint our slut in spunk."

Neil, still stroking beside Becky's head, groaned his agreement.

"Yeah, I'm close too. Let's both cum on her face."

They coordinated without further discussion. Both aiming for her face. Becky looked up at them through tear-streaked eyes. Mouth open. Tongue out, eager to taste their loads.

Dave's voice rumbled from beneath her.

"I'm gonna finish in her arse. Fill her up."

Statement of fact. He'd claimed her arse. Taken her anal virginity. He got to cum there. Nobody argued.

Simon nodded even though Dave couldn't see him.

"That's right. Dave claim her arse."

The final push began. All three men increased their pace. Gareth and Neil stroking frantically, aiming for her face. Dave pounding her arse from below with brutal efficiency. Becky was screaming continuously, overwhelmed, cumming again. One orgasm blending into an another. Her body didn't know where one ended and another began; just continuous waves of pleasure and pain and fullness.

Simon's voice cut through the chaos. Narrating. Directing. Encouraging.

"Do it. Fucking do it. Cover my wife. Mark her. She's yours."

Dave came first.

Slammed deep into her arse and held, his whole body going rigid. His cock pulsed inside her, pumping his load directly into her bowels. Thick. Hot. Filling her completely.

"Oh god he's cumming in my arse! I can feel it! So fucking hot!"

Her arse clenched around him instinctively, milking him, draining every drop from his balls.

Gareth stroked his cock twice more, and came. Thick ropes of cum shot across her face. Hit her forehead. Her nose. Across her tongue and into her open mouth.

"Take it! Fucking take it, you beautiful slut!"

Becky moaned, tongue out, trying to catch his cum. Swallow what she could. Let the rest drip down her chin.

Neil followed immediately. Aimed directly for her mouth, came hard, covering her lips and chin. More landed on her tongue. She swallowed reflexively, let the excess drip down onto the carpet in thick white strings.

"Fuck yes! Look at her! Covered in our cum!"

Her face was a glazed mess. White streaks painted her forehead, her nose, her cheeks. Cum matted her hair, clung to her eyelashes, dripped from her chin onto the carpet.

The men began withdrawing. Dave pulled out from beneath her first. His cock slid from her arse with a wet obscene pop, and cum immediately started leaking from her gaping arsehole. White fluid trickling down onto the carpet beneath her. Her hole stayed open for several seconds, stretched and ruined, and Simon stared at the sight whilst his cock leaked.

Gareth and Neil stepped back, cocks softening, breathing hard, admiring their work.

Becky collapsed. Fell forward onto the carpet, couldn't hold herself up anymore. Arse in the air. Face pressed against the floor. Cum leaking from her arsehole. Cum covering her face, dripping from her chin onto the carpet beneath her in sticky puddles.

Her hair was matted, and her sweaty body twitched with aftershocks, breathing ragged. Completely spent.

But she was smiling. Even through the cum coating her face. Even through the exhaustion. Even through the complete physical destruction. She was smiling.

The three men stepped back further, catching their breath. Gareth grabbed a beer from somewhere, cracked it open, took a long drink. Neil collapsed onto the sofa, his skinny frame folding in exhaustion. Dave just stood there, looking down at Becky with quiet satisfaction. Job done.

Gareth spoke between swallows of beer.

"Best. Fuck. Ever."

Simon was still sitting in his chair. Cock in hand. Harder than he'd ever been in his life. Purple and swollen. Leaking constantly. Desperate for release. But he hadn't cum yet. Had been edging the entire time, watching and directing and facilitating but not finishing.

Gareth noticed. Looked over. Saw Simon still stroking himself.

"Oi, Si. You haven't cum yet, have you?"

Simon shook his head. His voice hoarse from lack of use and too much arousal.

"No. Been... been watching."

Gareth grinned wide and genuine.

"Well come on then, mate. She's your wife. You should mark her too."

Neil agreed immediately from the sofa.

"Yeah! Get over here, Si. Add your load to ours."

Simon stood. His legs were shaky beneath him. Cock in hand. She was still lying there on the carpet, destroyed and barely conscious. Face down. Arse up. Leaking cum from her gaping arsehole.

He hesitated.

This felt different than watching. Different than directing. This was participation. Active. Physical.

Gareth's voice encouraged from behind.

"Go on, mate. You've earned it. You let us have her. Least you can do is finish on her face."

Becky lifted her head slightly. Looked at Simon through cum-covered eyes, mascara streaked down her cheeks. Her voice was wrecked, slutty, eager.

"Come on, babe. Cum on me. Please. I want your cum too."

The permission he needed. She wanted it. Wanted him to participate. To mark her alongside his friends.

Simon knelt beside Becky's head. His hand moved faster on his cock, the sensation building rapidly after edging. The three lads gathered around, watching and encouraging. A circle forming.

"Do it, Si. Cover her. She's a good slut. Your slut."

Simon stroked faster. Looked down at his wife. Cum-covered and destroyed and smiling up at him with pure love and filth combined.

This was it.
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The Brotherhood Mark

Simon knelt beside Becky's head, cock in his fist, stroking hard. Fast. His breath came in ragged gulps, chest heaving. After all that time watching them fuck her, of directing her use, and his body was screaming for it now. Release. Finally.

His cock leaked constantly, pre-cum dripping onto her cheek, adding to the mess already coating her face. She didn't flinch. Just watched him through half-lidded eyes, tongue lolling out, waiting. Eager.

"That's it, mate. Let it out. She's fuckin' gagging for it."

Gareth's voice came from somewhere behind him, warm and encouraging. Genuine support in a way Simon had never heard from his mates before tonight. Not mockery. Not pity. Just lads. Mates. Backing each other.

"Look at her. Your wife wants your cum. Give it to her."

Neil joined in, his voice equally enthusiastic, equally sincere. Not cruel. Just honest.

Big Dave didn't speak. Just stood there with his massive arms crossed, watching with quiet approval. His nod was enough. More than enough.

Simon's hand moved faster, grip tight, rhythm building. The sight beneath him was obscene. Becky's face was already glazed white with Gareth and Neil's loads. Thick streaks painted her forehead, her nose, her cheeks. Cum matted her blonde hair, clung to her eyelashes, dripped from her chin in sticky strings. The smell rose up. Salt and musk and sex. His mates' cum covering his wife's face.

"Please, babe. Fuckin' cover me. Make me filthier."

Her words slurred together, tongue thick with exhaustion. Hours of screaming, of choking on cock, of being fucked in every hole, and she still wanted more. Still begging for it. Simon's cock throbbed harder. She meant it. Every word. His wife wanted his cum on her face.

"I wanna wear all of you."

The words sent electricity crackling down Simon's spine. His cock swelled in his grip, purple and swollen and desperate. Aching.

This was new territory. He'd never cum on her face before. Had never even suggested it in three years of marriage. Too dirty. Too degrading. Too disrespectful.

But tonight had redefined respect. Tonight had rewritten every rule they'd pretended to live by.

And Becky wanted it. Was begging for it. Tongue out. Eyes pleading.

"Fuck... fuck I'm close... Becky..."

His voice cracked. His hand moved in rapid strokes, tight grip, building the pressure that had been coiling in his balls.

"Do it."

The words tipped him over.

She was his. Still his. Even covered in his friends' cum. Even with her arse gaping and leaking Dave's load onto the carpet. Even completely destroyed. She was his wife. His Becky.

And that thought, twisted and beautiful and filthy, pushed him past the edge.

"Oh fuck... Becky... fuck... I'm cumming..."

It punched through him. All released in one violent shudder. His cock jerked in his fist, balls clenching tight, and the first rope shot out thick and white, spattering across her forehead and nose. He groaned. Couldn't stop. Another pulse, another rope, this one hitting her lips and chin, mixing with the loads already there.

He kept stroking. Kept cumming. The arousal that had built up again releasing in heavy spurts across his wife's waiting face.

Becky moaned as his cum landed, mouth opening wider, tongue stretching out to catch what she could. Some landed directly on her tongue. She swallowed immediately, eyes closing in satisfaction, throat working.

"Yes... oh yes, babe... thank you..."

Her gratitude punched through Simon's chest. It wasn’t roleplay, she'd wanted this. Needed this final completion. His cum on her face alongside theirs. All of them. Together.

Simon's cock twitched with the last few pulses, smaller now, the reservoir finally emptying. He sat back on his heels, breathing hard, cock still in his hand but softening rapidly. His entire body felt hollowed out. Drained. Every ounce of tension, arousal, and anxiety expelled in those thick ropes across Becky's face.

He stared down at what he'd done. His cum mixed with Gareth's and Neil's, coating his wife so thoroughly she was barely recognisable. Just a cum-covered mess of blonde hair and pale skin and satisfied smile.

A hand landed on his shoulder. Heavy. Warm. Gareth's grip, firm and real.

"Good lad. You're one of us now, mate."

The words settled in Simon's chest, sinking deep. One of us. Not the cuck watching from the sidelines. Not the DM narrating whilst they played. One of them. Brotherhood forged in shared depravity, in using his wife together, in cumming on her face whilst she begged for more. He belonged now. Really belonged.

Neil laughed from the sofa, skinny chest still heaving. "Fucking hell, Si. That was biblical, mate."

Big Dave nodded. Once. Slow. Deliberate.

"You did well."

From Dave, that was a bloody medal. High praise. Simon felt it bloom in his chest, warm and unexpected. Respect. Not pity. Not mockery. Genuine respect.

Simon looked at each of them in turn. His friends. His mates. The men who'd just fucked his wife in every hole whilst he watched and wanked and watched. The men who'd filled her cunt, stretched her arse, cum down her throat.

And they weren't mocking him. Weren't laughing at him. They were including him. Making him part of the group in a way he'd never been before. The awkwardness from earlier, the power dynamic, the embarrassment of being the cuck whilst they were the bulls... it had dissolved. They were equals now. Bound by shared depravity and mutual satisfaction.

Becky stirred beneath them. Her body shifted slightly, arse still up, face still pressed to the carpet. She was covered. Absolutely wrecked. The smell hit Simon. Salt and musk and sex. His wife. Marked. Used. Theirs.

She lifted her head slightly, looking at Simon through cum-covered eyes. Lashes clumped together. Face streaked white.

"I did it. I took all of you. Every hole. Everything."

Her voice was hoarse. Wrecked from screaming, from choking on cock, from hours of use. But there was pride in it. Pure, undeniable pride. She'd done it. Taken everything they'd given her.

"Thank you. All of you. That was... I never knew I could..."

She trailed off. Couldn't find the words. Didn't need to. The evidence was right there. Written on her body. Dripping from her holes.

Gareth spoke first, his voice carrying warmth Simon had rarely heard. "You're a fucking legend, Becky. Seriously."

Neil laughed, his skinny frame folding as he grinned. "Best player we've ever had."

The joke landed. Everyone chuckled, even Becky, despite barely being able to move. The D&D pretence falling away completely now. No more campaign. No more spells. Just truth.

Big Dave's deep voice rumbled. "You took it all. Impressed."

High praise from Dave. The man of few words meant every syllable. Simon felt a swell of pride. His wife. They were praising his wife. And he'd let them use her. By the end, he'd directed it. He'd made it happen.

Simon leant down, finding the only clean spot left on her forehead and kissing it gently. His hand stroked her cum-matted hair with tenderness that contradicted the depravity surrounding them. Soft. Loving. Real.

"You were perfect."

Becky reached up, her hand finding his face, fingers trembling with exhaustion. She cupped his cheek, eyes finding his through the mess coating her face.

"I love you, babe. Thank you for letting me... for letting us..."

The words caught in her throat, too exhausted to finish. But Simon understood. She loved him. Still loved him. Despite everything. Because of everything. Because he'd given her this. Let her be this. Let her become the slut she'd always needed to be.

Gareth cleared his throat, shifting his weight. The tender moment breaking before it got too heavy, too real.

"This stays between us, yeah? What happens at game night..."

"Stays at game night," Neil finished, grinning.

The pact settled over them without needing more words. Sacred in its profanity. Their secret. Their shared depravity. Nobody outside this room could ever know. Couldn't know. This was theirs. Their bond. Their fucked-up, beautiful bond.

Big Dave's agreement was a single word. "Agreed."

Simon met each of their eyes in turn. Then nodded. "Yeah. Absolutely."

Gareth stretched, his body language shifting back towards normal. Casual. Mate-like. "So. Same time next Friday?"

The question landed in the quiet room like a bomb.

Everyone looked at Becky. She was the deciding vote. The centre of this arrangement. Without her, there was no next time. No repeat. Just tonight. A one-off.

Becky, still lying on the carpet, cum dripping from her face, smiled wider. "Same time next Friday."

No hesitation. No doubt. Eager. Already wanting more.

The lads reacted with quiet cheers. Satisfied grins. Excited glances. Another night. Another session. Another chance to use her. To fuck her. To fill her holes and mark her face.

Simon felt his own smile forming, warm and inevitable. "I'll run a new campaign. Something... immersive."

The game language was transparent. They all knew what he meant. Another excuse. Another framework for another night of using his wife. Another set of rules to justify what they all wanted anyway.

Gareth laughed. Genuine. Warm. "I'm sure you will, mate."

Neil stood from the sofa, stretching his skinny frame, joints cracking. "Becky, love, you should probably shower. You're... well. You're proper covered."

Becky laughed weakly, the sound rasping in her throat. "I can barely move, Neil."

Gareth looked at Simon. "Someone help her up. Si?"

Simon nodded. Stood. His legs were shaky beneath him, knees protesting after kneeling so long. He reached down, gripped Becky's hands, and pulled.

She tried to stand. Failed. Her legs shook violently, refusing to support her weight. Completely wrung out. Fucked senseless.

Simon had to practically carry her. His skinny frame struggling with her weight but managing. Arms around her waist, her body leaning heavily against him. Dead weight. Exhausted.

They moved towards the bathroom. Slow progress. Each step careful. She could barely walk. Legs trembling. Body wrecked.

Cum dripped from her face onto her tits. Down her stomach. Onto the floor. She was leaving a literal trail. Evidence of the night smeared across the carpet. White drops marking their path.

Behind them, the lads started moving. Gathering clothes. Picking up beer cans and pizza boxes. Cleaning without being asked. Mates helping mates. Restoring order to the chaos they'd created.

In the bathroom, Simon guided Becky into the shower, her legs still shaking, barely holding her weight. He turned the water on. Warm spray hit them both, steam rising immediately, and the cum started washing away. Streaks of white running down her tits, her stomach, swirling at their feet. The smell of sex mixing with soap and steam.

She leant against him, her body trembling, slick with water and sweat. Exhausted. Completely wrung out. But still smiling.

"That really happened, didn't it?"

Her voice was small. Vulnerable. The slutty confidence stripped away by exhaustion. Just Becky now. His Becky.

Simon held her tighter, water running over both of them. "Yeah. It really did."

A pause. Water running. Steam rising. The smell of sex slowly washing away down the drain.

"And you're okay?"

He thought about the question. Really thought. Was he okay? He'd just watched his wife get fucked by three of his mates. Had just cum on her face whilst she was covered in their loads. Had just agreed to do it all again next Friday.

"I'm more than okay. I'm... I'm perfect."

And he meant it. Every word. This was what he'd wanted. What he'd always wanted, buried in those late-night fantasies, those private folders, those scenarios he'd never admitted even to himself. And it had happened. It was real.

He left her in the shower. Returned to the main room. The lads were mostly dressed now. Underwear. Trousers. Shirts half-buttoned. The flat still smelt of sex but looked slightly less destroyed. Empty cans gathered. Pizza boxes stacked. Clothes retrieved.

They were talking. Normal conversation. Football. Work. Mate stuff. As if they hadn't just gangbanged Simon's wife on the carpet. As if this was just another Friday night. Casual. Normal.

Gareth noticed Simon first. "Right, we should head off. Let you two... recover."

Neil nodded, pulling on his trainers. "Yeah. Work tomorrow. Fuck."

Big Dave just pulled on his shirt. Silent agreement. No more words needed.

They moved towards the door. Simon followed. At the threshold, Gareth turned. Extended his hand.

Simon took it. Firm grip. Eye contact. Respect. Real respect.

"You're a good mate, Si. Thanks for tonight."

Simon's throat tightened. "Thank you. For... yeah. Just thank you."

Neil hugged him. Awkward. Brief. Genuine. "Next week, yeah? Can't wait."

Simon nodded. "Next week."

Dave didn't speak. Just patted Simon's shoulder. Once. Firm. The gesture said everything. Respect. Camaraderie. Shared secret. Brotherhood.

Simon felt it settle in his chest. He was part of the group now. Really part of it. Not the awkward DM. Not the outsider. One of them.

The door closed. Simon stood there. Processing. The flat was quiet except for the shower still running, the faint sound of water hitting tile.

He walked back to the bathroom. Leant against the doorframe. Watched Becky through the steamed shower glass. She was washing cum from her hair, humming softly. Content. Satisfied. Happy.

"You okay?"

She looked at him through the glass. Smiled. That same smile. Warm. Genuine. "Never better. You?"

"Same. Never better."

A pause. Water running. Steam rising. The night settling into reality.

"Friday can't come soon enough."

Simon smiled. His cock twitched in his jeans. Already thinking about it. Already planning. "No. It really can't."
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Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives

Amazon Link

Six couples, six filthy fantasies made real – dive into the ultimate hotwife anthology of temptation, risk, and lust!


Welcome to Slut Wife Collection: Six Explicit Stories of Shared Wives, a brand‑new XXX anthology from British erotica author Chris P. Rider – unapologetically filthy, shameless, and dripping with hardcore hotwife action. This isn’t romance. This is brazen erotica designed for readers who want stuck‑to‑the‑page filth.

Inside, you’ll find six standalone stories, each one pushing wives out of their comfort zones and into beds, beaches, bars, hotel rooms, and alleyways where strangers use them, hard and messy, while their husbands watch – and can’t stop touching themselves.

In Nude Beach Awakening, a shy English wife on holiday dares to strip in public, only to be pulled into the dunes by two hung Spanish strangers who flood every hole while her husband watches from the scrub.

The Wrong Bar takes a nervous London wife into the infamous Obsidian nightclub, where her husband deliberately places her in the orbit of towering black bulls – her first taste of a gangbang, crowned airtight in front of a cheering circle.

In The University Revisit, a posh Lady and her husband walk back into their old Oxford college… ending in her being gangbanged by a room full of sweaty rugby lads, climaxing in the sheer taboo of finally being creampied by the shy scholarship boy who worshipped her all his life.

Late Night Office Temptation drags another marriage straight under fluorescent light. A London wife is bent raw over her desk by her boss while her husband masturbates at the window – overwhelmed as she screams she’s been “reshaped” by his cock while London watches through fourteen floors of glass.

Hotel Key Swap Seduction pushes a young married couple into the arms of swinging veterans, where the wife is sucked into bisexual play, her first new cock, and even pegging demonstrations that change their marriage forever.

And finally, the anthology closes with the filthiest of them all: Dirty Taxi Home – where a drunk wife in a pink mini‑dress is stripped and fucked over a cab bonnet by a greasy cabbie while her husband films. Then a tramp stumbles in, jerking off, licking her arse, and spraying his cum across her back before the cabbie rams her arse bare. It’s sticky, it’s brutal, and it’s unforgettable.

Every one of these tales contains cum‑dripping creampies, throat‑wrecking blowjobs, brutal size comparisons with husbands’ smaller cocks, exhibition risks, and the kind of shameless acts that mean you’re definitely better off reading this on your Kindle, not in public.

A Marriage Evolved

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/fqJYypZ

When Emily Harrington discovers her husband James's hidden desires through his browser history, their seemingly perfect marriage faces a crossroads. Rather than confront him with anger, Emily's curiosity leads her down a path of self-discovery, exploring concepts of love, trust, and personal freedom that she never imagined possible.

As Emily delves deeper into understanding her husband's fantasies, she begins questioning her own desires and limitations. Through careful research and open communication, the couple finds themselves growing closer as they discuss possibilities that both excite and frighten them. Their journey of mutual discovery transforms their relationship, pushing boundaries they never thought they'd cross.

At work, Emily catches the attention of the charismatic Dr. Alexander Thornton, whose confidence and commanding presence awakens something within her. With James's encouragement, Emily begins to explore her newfound freedom, discovering sides of herself she never knew existed. As she embraces her evolving sexuality, Emily finds herself torn between her deep love for James and her growing attraction to Alex.

Their marriage takes an unconventional turn as James discovers joy in Emily's happiness and personal growth. Through their shared experiences, they develop a deeper understanding of trust, communication, and the multiple facets of love. However, their journey isn't without its challenges, as they navigate societal expectations and their own insecurities.

Meanwhile, a darker element lurks in the shadows. Ethan, a skilled student hacker, watches Emily's transformation with twisted fascination, gathering information and plotting to use it for his own devious purposes. His presence threatens to disrupt the delicate balance Emily and James have created.

As Emily continues to push her boundaries and explore her desires, she discovers a community of like-minded individuals who support and understand their lifestyle choices. Through online forums and real-world encounters, both Emily and James find validation and encouragement for their unconventional choices.

This steamy romance novel explores themes of marriage, trust, and personal growth as Emily and James redefine their relationship on their own terms. Their journey showcases how open communication and mutual support can strengthen a marriage, even as it evolves beyond traditional boundaries.

"A Marriage Evolved" is the first book in The Harringtons series, setting the stage for Emily and James's continuing journey of discovery, passion, and love. This novel contains mature themes and is intended for adult readers who enjoy spicy romance with elements of psychological exploration and relationship dynamics.

Private Viewing: A Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://amzn.eu/d/ftcH3q8

A SPICY HOTWIFE ESTATE AGENCY ADVENTURE

Takes readers into the transformed marriage of Sue and David Maxwell as they discover an unconventional path to professional success and marital ecstasy.

Sue’s faltering career as an estate agent coincides with her husband David’s crippling writer’s block. When David suggests a provocative solution—that Sue should embrace her sexuality to attract clients—neither anticipates how completely this experiment will reshape their lives.

From the moment Sue trades her conservative trouser suits for revealing dresses and stockings, the transformation is electric. Male clients can’t keep their eyes off her, and neither can her formerly disinterested colleagues. As Sue’s confidence grows with each successful viewing, so does her willingness to push boundaries.

David finds himself consumed with lust as Sue returns home with increasingly explicit stories – the client who couldn’t resist kissing her after signing papers, the sophisticated businessman who backed her against the shower door, her boss Jimmy whose wandering hands demanded more than just professional excellence.

The narrative sizzles as Sue details her adventures in their bedroom, turning David’s jealousy into a potent aphrodisiac that reignites their sex life. Each confession becomes more explicit – Sue bent over a kitchen island, taken against floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking London, servicing multiple men while thinking of her husband waiting at home.

When the Harrington brothers, wealthy, dominant property developers, request Sue’s “personal service” for a penthouse viewing, the stakes rise dramatically. Their clinical domination pushes Sue to sexual extremes she never imagined, including being shared by both brothers simultaneously while their cameras record every breathless moment.

Throughout her transformation, Sue maintains her loving connection to David through detailed confessions that fuel both his resurgent writing career and their passionate lovemaking. His novel about a hotwife estate agent flows freely now, blurring the lines between fiction and their new reality.

By the story’s conclusion, Sue has evolved from an overlooked professional to a confident sexual being who leverages her powerful allure to save an entire estate agency. Jimmy’s business thrives, David’s writing career resurges, and their marriage reaches new heights of intimacy through their unconventional arrangement.

Caribbean Confessions:
An Interracial Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://a.co/d/drUZX6c

Cate and Brandon's marriage may look perfect from the outside – successful careers, luxurious London penthouse, enviable lifestyle – but behind closed doors, their bedroom has grown predictable. Routine. Safe.

When Brandon books a surprise getaway to an exclusive adults-only Caribbean resort, neither spouse reveals their secret: they both harbor forbidden fantasies about Cate exploring pleasure with well-endowed men while Brandon watches.

Paradise Cove promises discretion, luxury, and "bespoke experiences" for discerning couples. The attentive staff – particularly their personal butler Mateo – seem eager to fulfill every desire, spoken or unspoken.

As the tropical heat intensifies, Cate and Brandon discover colored wristbands that reveal guests' preferences and boundaries. White for newcomers. Blue for the curious. Purple for the adventurous. Red for those ready to surrender completely to fantasy.

Their couples massage becomes an unexpected initiation when their therapists offer "enhanced services" that leave them both breathless. Later, at the resort's exclusive nightclub, they witness couples openly exploring fantasies they've only whispered about in the dark.

A private yacht excursion with other experienced couples pushes their boundaries further, while a beachfront masquerade party – where identities remain hidden but desires are fully exposed – transforms their relationship forever.

What starts as a holiday escape becomes a journey of sexual awakening as Brandon embraces his desire to direct and observe, while Cate rediscovers the wild, uninhibited woman she once was during her university days.

Their final night at Paradise Cove culminates in an arranged encounter that fulfills their deepest fantasies – professionally recorded to ensure they never forget how completely they've embraced their true desires.

Will their newfound sexual freedom survive the return to London's conservative society, or will Paradise Cove remain a beautiful yet temporary escape from reality?
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