
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Price of Forgiveness

Mark's hands trembled as he set down his phone. The text from Elise was clear—she was coming home in an hour, and she'd made her decision. Three weeks had passed since she'd discovered the messages between him and Amber from accounting. Three weeks of sleeping on his brother's couch, of unanswered calls, of flowers left on the doorstep. And now, finally, she was willing to talk.

He paced their apartment, the home they'd shared for two years, straightening pillows that didn't need straightening. The guilt was a physical weight in his stomach. One stupid, drunken mistake after the company party. One mistake that might cost him everything.

When the lock turned, Mark froze. Elise entered, her dark hair pulled back tight, her face composed but her eyes red-rimmed. She'd been crying again.

"Hi," he said, voice cracking.

She set her purse down deliberately. "I've thought about this for weeks," she said, her voice steadier than he expected. "I've thought about throwing your shit out the window. About burning everything you own. About calling your mother and telling her what you did."

Mark swallowed. "I would deserve all of it."

"Yes, you would." She moved to the kitchen island, maintaining distance between them. "But I still love you. And that's the fucking problem, isn't it?"

Hope fluttered in his chest, but her expression remained hard.

"I'm willing to try again," she said. "But not without changes. Significant changes."

"Anything," Mark said immediately. "Counseling, complete transparency with my phone, whatever you need."

Elise's lips curved slightly, not quite a smile. "Oh, it's more specific than that." She pulled out a chair. "Sit."

He obeyed instantly.

"You broke my trust," she said. "You had your fun with someone else. Now I want mine."

Mark blinked, not comprehending.

"If we stay together, I get to explore too. But unlike you, I'm not going behind your back. You'll be there. You'll participate."

"You mean... you want us to have threesomes?" he asked, his voice small.

"With other men," she clarified, watching his reaction carefully. "And you won't just be there. You'll be fully involved. With him too."

The room seemed to tilt. "You want me to... with a guy?"

"Exactly." Her voice was steel. "Everything. Oral, anal, whatever I want to see. Whatever he wants from you. That's my price."

Mark's mouth went dry. "Elise, I'm not—I've never—"

"Neither had I," she cut him off. "Until I found out my boyfriend fucked someone else. Now we're both trying new things." She leaned forward. "You don't have to agree. You can pack your things and leave right now. But that's the only way I stay."

His mind raced. The thought of touching another man that way made his stomach clench with anxiety, but the thought of losing Elise forever was worse.

"How... how many times?" he managed.

"Until I decide we're even." She stood up. "First one is already arranged. This Saturday. His name is Ryan. He's a trainer at my gym."

Mark's face burned. "You already found someone?"

"He's gorgeous, and he's excited to be part of our arrangement. Very excited." She picked up her purse. "Think about it. Let me know by tomorrow night."

Saturday arrived with brutal speed. Mark had agreed—what choice did he have?—and now sat nervously on the edge of their bed. Elise was in the bathroom, the shower running. He heard her humming, sounding happier than she had in weeks.

The doorbell rang.

"That's Ryan," Elise called out. "Let him in!"

Mark's legs felt wooden as he walked to the door. When he opened it, his heart sank further. Ryan was tall—at least three inches taller than Mark's 5'10"—with broad shoulders and the defined arms of someone who lifted weights professionally. His dark hair was cropped close, his jaw square, his smile confident.

"You must be Mark," he said, extending his hand. "Elise has told me all about your... arrangement."

Mark shook his hand weakly. "Come in."

Ryan stepped inside, carrying a small gym bag. "Brought some supplies," he explained, noticing Mark's glance. "Elise said I should come prepared."

They stood awkwardly in the living room until Elise emerged in a silk robe, her hair damp, her skin flushed from the hot shower. Her eyes lit up when she saw Ryan.

"You came," she said, crossing to him and rising on tiptoes to kiss his cheek.

"Wouldn't miss it," Ryan replied, his eyes traveling appreciatively over her body.

"Drinks first?" she offered. "I made margaritas."

Mark had never needed alcohol more desperately in his life.

Three drinks later, they moved to the bedroom. Mark's head buzzed with tequila, but not enough to erase his anxiety. Elise untied her robe, letting it fall open to reveal a black lace bra and matching thong. Ryan whistled appreciatively.

"You're gorgeous," he said, reaching out to touch her waist.

"Isn't she?" Mark agreed, desperate to focus on the part of this he understood—his attraction to his girlfriend.

Elise turned to him. "Strip, Mark. Both of you."

Ryan pulled his shirt over his head without hesitation, revealing a chiseled torso that made Mark's inadequacy burn hotter. He unbuckled his belt while Mark, moving much slower, worked on his own buttons.

When they were both down to their underwear, Elise sat on the bed, legs crossed. "Ryan, why don't you help Mark with those boxers? He seems shy."

Mark froze as Ryan approached him, a gleam in his eye. "Happy to help," the trainer said, hooking his fingers into the waistband of Mark's boxers and tugging down. Mark closed his eyes, mortified as his semi-hard cock sprang free—his body betraying a confused mixture of arousal from Elise's display and fear of what was coming.

"Not bad," Ryan commented, making Mark's face burn hotter. "Your turn to help me, don't you think?"

Mark's hands shook as he reached for Ryan's briefs. He tried to keep his eyes averted as he pulled them down, but Elise cleared her throat.

"Look at what you're unwrapping, Mark. That's part of this."

He forced himself to look. Ryan was fully erect, his cock thicker and slightly longer than Mark's own. This close, Mark could smell his cologne, could see the light dusting of hair on his chest.

"Good," Elise said, slipping her robe off completely. "Now kiss him."

Mark's eyes snapped to hers. "Elise—"

"That's the arrangement. Kiss him like you mean it, or get your things and leave."

Ryan stepped closer, his expression neutral. "Your call, man."

Mark closed his eyes and leaned forward, his lips meeting Ryan's. He'd expected it to be rough, but Ryan's lips were surprisingly soft. The trainer's hand came up to hold the back of Mark's neck, deepening the kiss. When Ryan's tongue pressed against his lips, Mark opened, letting him in, tasting the lime and tequila.

"Much better," Elise purred from the bed. "Touch each other."

Ryan's hand moved first, wrapping around Mark's cock with confident pressure. Mark gasped against his mouth, the sensation of another man's hand both alien and unexpectedly effective. After a moment's hesitation, he reached for Ryan, mirroring the action.

Elise stood, pressing herself against Ryan's back, peering over his shoulder to watch Mark's face. "How does his cock feel in your hand, baby? Different from yours?"

Mark nodded, not trusting his voice.

"Stroke him properly," she instructed. "Make him feel good."

Mark complied, moving his hand up and down Ryan's shaft, feeling it pulse in his grip. Ryan's own movements grew more insistent, his thumb brushing over the sensitive head of Mark's cock.

"Ryan," Elise whispered, loud enough for Mark to hear, "I want to watch you fuck his mouth."

Ryan broke their kiss, a string of saliva connecting their lips momentarily. "Kneel down, Mark," he said, his voice husky.

Mark's knees hit the carpet, his head spinning. This was really happening. Elise moved to sit on the edge of the bed, directly in front of him, spreading her legs slightly so he could see the damp patch on her thong.

"Open up," she said softly, reaching to brush Mark's hair back from his forehead.

Ryan's cock pressed against Mark's lips. With a final look up at Elise's unwavering expression, he opened his mouth, letting Ryan push inside. The sensation was entirely foreign—the weight on his tongue, the musky taste, the stretch of his lips.

"That's it," Ryan groaned, his hand guiding Mark's head. "Take more."

Mark struggled not to gag as Ryan pushed deeper, filling his mouth. Tears sprang to his eyes as the head bumped against the back of his throat.

"Look at me," Elise commanded. When he did, her pupils were dilated, her chest rising and falling rapidly. "Is this how Amber sucked you off? Is this what you liked so much it was worth risking us?"

Mark couldn't answer with his mouth full, but he made a muffled sound of apology. Ryan began to thrust, not roughly but insistently, using Mark's mouth with growing confidence.

"Use your tongue," Elise instructed. "Make it good for him."

Mark tried, swirling his tongue around Ryan's shaft, hollowing his cheeks to create suction. Above him, Ryan's breathing quickened.

"Fuck, he's actually pretty good at this," Ryan told Elise, his fingers tightening in Mark's hair.

Elise slipped off the bed, kneeling beside Mark. "Let me show him how it's really done." She nudged Mark aside, taking Ryan's cock into her own mouth with practiced ease, taking him deeper than Mark had managed.

Mark watched, his own erection painfully hard now, as his girlfriend enthusiastically sucked another man. After a minute, she pulled back.

"Your turn again," she said, guiding Ryan back to Mark's mouth. "Get him nice and wet for me."

This time, Mark took him more willingly, finding a rhythm that made Ryan groan. Elise reached between Mark's legs, stroking him as he worked.

"I think he likes this more than he's admitting," she told Ryan, squeezing Mark's cock for emphasis. "Look how hard he is."

When she decided Mark had done enough, she stood, pulling Ryan toward the bed. "Lie down," she told the trainer. "I want to ride you while Mark watches."

Ryan stretched out on their bed—the bed Mark had shared with Elise for two years—his cock standing proudly against his stomach. Elise removed her bra and thong, then straddled him, rubbing herself against his length.

"Mark," she said, "put him inside me."

Another humiliation, another boundary crossed. Mark moved to the side of the bed, reaching between them to grasp Ryan's cock, guiding it to Elise's entrance. He watched as she sank down, taking Ryan to the hilt, her mouth falling open in pleasure.

"Oh god," she moaned, beginning to move. "You're so deep."

Mark sat back on his heels, watching his girlfriend fuck another man. The worst part wasn't the betrayal—this was his penance, after all. The worst part was how beautiful she looked in her pleasure, how his own cock throbbed at the sight.

Elise rode Ryan for several minutes before looking over at Mark. "Don't just sit there," she panted. "Get the lube from the nightstand and get yourself ready."

Mark's stomach dropped. "Ready?"

"For him to fuck you," she clarified, grinding down on Ryan. "That was always part of the deal."

With trembling hands, Mark retrieved the bottle of lube they normally used for her. He squirted some onto his fingers, reaching behind himself awkwardly.

"Let me help," Elise said, climbing off Ryan momentarily. She took the lube, applied a generous amount to her fingers, and circled Mark's entrance. "Relax," she whispered, pushing one finger slowly inside him.

Mark gasped at the intrusion, the strange fullness. Elise worked her finger in and out, gradually adding a second.

"Does that hurt?" she asked, her voice gentler than it had been all night.

"A little," he admitted. "It's just... new."

"That's how I felt my first time too," she said, twisting her wrist to press against a spot inside him that made his cock jump. "But it gets better."

When she deemed him ready, she withdrew her fingers. "Ryan, sit at the edge of the bed."

Ryan complied, his cock still slick with Elise's arousal. Elise guided Mark to straddle him, facing away.

"Lower yourself slowly," she instructed, helping to position Ryan's cock against Mark's prepared entrance. "Take your time."

The pressure was intense as Mark began to sink down. Despite Elise's preparation, the stretch burned, making him hiss through clenched teeth.

"Breathe," Ryan said, his hands steadying Mark's hips. "Push out against me, it helps."

Mark followed his advice, and felt the head slip past the tight ring of muscle. He paused, panting, the sensation overwhelming.

"That's it," Elise encouraged, kneeling in front of him, her hands on his thighs. "A little more."

Inch by inch, Mark took Ryan inside him, the burning gradually fading into a full, stretched feeling unlike anything he'd experienced. When he was fully seated, Ryan groaned.

"You're so fucking tight," he said, his hands gripping Mark's waist.

Elise leaned forward to kiss Mark deeply. "Move when you're ready," she whispered against his lips.

Hesitantly, Mark lifted himself slightly, then lowered back down. The sensation sent sparks through his body, making him gasp. Ryan's cock was pressing against something inside him that made his own cock throb with each movement.

"Look at you," Elise murmured, her hand wrapping around his erection. "You're loving this."

Mark couldn't deny it—the physical sensation was incredible, even as his mind struggled with what was happening. He began to move more confidently, rising and falling on Ryan's shaft while Elise stroked him in rhythm.

"I want to see your face while he fucks you," Elise said after a few minutes. She helped Mark lift off, feeling strangely empty when Ryan slipped out of him.

They rearranged, with Ryan now on top between Mark's spread legs. Elise guided Ryan back inside, and Mark watched his girlfriend's face as she observed another man penetrate him. Her expression was a mixture of arousal and something more complex—power, perhaps, or vindication.

Ryan began to thrust, more forcefully now, driving into Mark with growing intensity. Each stroke hit that spot inside him, sending shockwaves of pleasure through his body. Mark's back arched involuntarily, his cock leaking precum onto his stomach.

"Touch yourself," Elise commanded, and Mark obeyed, wrapping his hand around himself, stroking in time with Ryan's thrusts.

Elise positioned herself beside them, her fingers working between her legs as she watched. "Tell him how it feels," she told Ryan.

"So fucking tight," Ryan grunted, his pace increasing. "Better than I expected. You like this, don't you, Mark?"

Mark couldn't answer, couldn't form words as the dual sensations of his hand on his cock and Ryan's thick length inside him built toward something explosive.

"I'm close," Ryan warned, his rhythm becoming erratic.

"Pull out," Elise directed. "I want you to come on his chest."

Ryan withdrew, the sudden emptiness making Mark whimper. The trainer stroked himself rapidly, then groaned as he painted Mark's chest and stomach with hot spurts of semen. The sight pushed Elise over the edge, her back arching as she came on her own fingers.

Mark continued stroking himself, desperate for release. Elise knocked his hand away, replacing it with her own.

"Did you learn your lesson?" she asked, her voice thick with satisfaction as she worked his cock. "Was it worth it?"

"Yes," Mark gasped, teetering on the edge. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry."

"Next time, Ryan's bringing a friend," she whispered into his ear. "And we're just getting started."

With those words echoing in his mind, Mark came harder than he ever had, his body convulsing as pleasure crashed through him, mixing his release with Ryan's on his chest.

As he lay there, spent and covered in evidence of what had just happened, Elise kissed him softly on the forehead.

"I think this arrangement is going to work out just fine," she said, a smile playing at her lips.

Ryan stood, stretching his muscular frame. "Same time next week?" he asked casually.

Elise looked down at Mark, raising an eyebrow in question.

Caught between the shame of what he'd done and the fear of losing her, Mark nodded weakly. "Same time next week."


Chapter 2: Deeper Into the Arrangement

A week had passed since that first night with Ryan, and Mark couldn't stop replaying it in his mind. Every moment at work, every quiet dinner with Elise, the memories would intrude—the weight of Ryan's cock on his tongue, the burn and fullness as he'd been penetrated for the first time, the undeniable pleasure that had rocked through him at the end.

He'd catch Elise watching him sometimes, a small smile playing at her lips, knowing exactly what he was thinking about.

"Tonight's the night," she reminded him over breakfast on Saturday morning. "Ryan texted. He and Chris will be here at eight."

Mark nearly choked on his coffee. "Chris? That's his friend's name?"

"Mmm," Elise hummed, scrolling through her phone. "He sent a picture. Want to see?"

Before Mark could answer, she turned her phone toward him. The man on the screen was leaner than Ryan but still fit, with sandy blond hair and a cocky grin. In the photo, he wore only basketball shorts that hung low on his hips, revealing defined abs and a trail of hair disappearing beneath the waistband.

"Two of them," Mark muttered, setting his mug down. "How exactly is this going to work?"

Elise reached across the table to stroke his cheek. "However I want it to. That's our deal, remember?"

How could he forget? It was the price of his betrayal, the cost of keeping the woman he loved. And if he was being brutally honest with himself, a part of him—a part he'd never acknowledged before—was curious about tonight.

"I remember," he said quietly.

She leaned in, kissing him softly. "Good boy. Now, I need you to clean yourself thoroughly before they arrive. I've left instructions in the bathroom."

Mark discovered what she meant when he went to shower and found a box containing an enema kit on the counter, with a handwritten note: "Use this. I want you completely ready for whatever happens tonight."

His face burned with humiliation as he followed her instructions, the clinical process a stark reminder of what awaited him. By the time he finished showering afterward, his stomach was a knot of anxiety and forbidden anticipation.

When he emerged from the bathroom, Elise had laid out his clothes for the evening—or lack thereof. Just a silk robe, matching the one she sometimes wore.

"Nothing underneath," she called from the bedroom, where she was applying makeup. "I want easy access."

At eight o'clock sharp, the doorbell rang. Mark, feeling exposed in just the thin robe, answered to find Ryan and Chris standing there, both dressed casually but well—Ryan in a tight black t-shirt and jeans, Chris in a button-down with the sleeves rolled up.

"Mark," Ryan greeted him with a familiarity that made his chest tighten, leaning in to kiss him briefly on the lips. "Good to see you again. This is Chris."

Chris extended his hand, his grip firm as he shook Mark's. "Ryan's told me all about your... situation. Gotta say, I'm intrigued."

They followed Mark into the living room, where Elise was pouring wine. She'd dressed up more than last time, wearing a tight black dress that hugged every curve, her dark hair falling in waves around her shoulders.

"Boys," she purred, offering glasses around. "I'm so glad you could both make it."

Chris whistled low. "Ryan wasn't exaggerating about how gorgeous you are."

Elise smiled, accepting the compliment with a tilt of her head. "Flattery will get you everywhere." She gestured to the couch. "Sit. Let's have a drink before we begin."

The four of them sat, Mark acutely aware of the silk robe against his bare skin, of how easily it could fall open if he moved wrong. Ryan and Chris flanked Elise on the sofa, leaving Mark in the armchair across from them.

"So," Chris said after a sip of wine, "Ryan tells me you're new to all this, Mark."

Mark nodded stiffly. "Very new."

"He did great last week," Ryan assured his friend, his hand casually settling on Elise's thigh. "Natural talent, I'd say."

"Oh?" Chris raised an eyebrow, looking Mark over with new interest. "In what way?"

Elise smiled wickedly. "He takes direction well. And he has a very talented mouth." She turned to Mark. "Don't you, baby?"

Mark swallowed hard, nodding again.

"I'm looking forward to finding out for myself," Chris said, his eyes never leaving Mark's face.

They finished their drinks with seemingly casual conversation, though the undercurrent of anticipation made every word feel charged. Elise asked Chris about his work—he was a physical therapist, it turned out—and shared anecdotes about her own job that had everyone laughing. To an outside observer, it might have looked like a normal gathering of friends.

Except for the way Ryan's hand kept creeping higher on Elise's thigh. Except for the way Chris's eyes lingered on the gap in Mark's robe. Except for the heat building in the room that had nothing to do with the temperature.

When Elise set down her empty glass, the atmosphere shifted instantly.

"I think we've waited long enough," she announced, standing. "Bedroom."

Mark followed the three of them down the hallway, his heart hammering. In the bedroom, Elise turned to face them, the confidence in her posture making it clear who was in charge tonight.

"Clothes off, gentlemen," she directed Ryan and Chris. "Mark, help them."

Mark moved forward on legs that felt slightly unsteady. He started with Ryan, since they had history now, reaching for the hem of his t-shirt and pulling it up over his head. Ryan's chest was as defined as he remembered, smooth and solid under his hesitant touch. He moved to the button of Ryan's jeans next, aware of Chris watching them with interest as he undid it and lowered the zipper.

Ryan stepped out of his jeans, standing in just his boxer briefs, his arousal already evident. Mark turned to Chris, who had unbuttoned his own shirt but left it hanging open.

"Allow me," Mark said quietly, surprising himself with his initiative.

He pushed the shirt from Chris's shoulders, revealing a leaner but still athletic build. Chris's chest had a light dusting of blond hair that tapered down to a trail leading into his pants. Mark unbuckled Chris's belt, pulled it free with a soft hiss of leather against fabric, then unfastened his pants.

As Chris stepped out of them, Elise approached from behind, pressing against Mark's back.

"You're doing so well," she murmured in his ear, loud enough for the others to hear. Her hands slid around his waist, undoing the tie of his robe and pushing it open. "Look at you, already getting hard just from undressing them."

It was true—his cock was stiffening, responding to the charged atmosphere and the forbidden thrill of what was happening. Elise pushed the robe off his shoulders entirely, leaving him naked while the other men still had their underwear.

"On your knees," she commanded softly.

Mark sank down, now at eye level with the bulges in Ryan and Chris's underwear. Elise knelt beside him, her dress riding up her thighs.

"Let's give them a proper hello," she suggested, reaching for the waistband of Ryan's boxer briefs. She pulled them down, freeing his erection, which sprang up thick and ready. Mark, following her lead, did the same for Chris, revealing a cock that was perhaps not as thick as Ryan's but impressively long.

"Ladies first," Ryan said with a grin, and Elise laughed, leaning forward to take him into her mouth. Mark watched for a moment, then turned his attention to Chris, who was watching him expectantly.

Taking a deep breath, Mark leaned in, wrapping his lips around the head of Chris's cock. The now-familiar weight on his tongue, the musky scent, the soft groan from above—all of it was becoming less foreign, more exciting.

"Fuck, Ryan, you weren't kidding," Chris muttered, his hand coming to rest on the back of Mark's head. "His mouth feels amazing."

Mark hollowed his cheeks, sucking more earnestly, taking Chris deeper with each bob of his head. Beside him, Elise was working Ryan with equal enthusiasm, her hand stroking what wouldn't fit in her mouth. After a few minutes, she pulled off with a wet pop.

"Switch," she ordered, moving to Chris while nudging Mark toward Ryan.

They traded places, and Mark found himself facing Ryan's familiar cock. He took it without hesitation now, earning an approving moan from both Ryan and Elise.

"Look at him," Elise said to Chris between licks along his shaft. "He's becoming quite the cocksucker. Aren't you proud of him?"

Mark felt his face flush with a complicated mixture of shame and arousal. He took Ryan deeper, relaxing his throat as he'd learned to do last time, earning a sharp intake of breath from the trainer.

"Christ, he's even better than last week," Ryan groaned, his fingers tightening in Mark's hair.

After a few more minutes of this, Elise stood, reaching behind herself to unzip her dress. She let it fall to the floor, revealing a matching set of deep red lingerie, a push-up bra and lace thong that left little to the imagination.

"Boys," she said, climbing onto the bed, "I think it's time we give Mark a proper education."

She beckoned them all to join her. Ryan and Chris shed the last of their clothes, their cocks standing proudly as they approached the bed. Mark followed, acutely aware of his own nudity, his erection betraying his arousal despite—or perhaps because of—his continued humiliation.

"Here's how this is going to work," Elise explained, lying back against the pillows. "Chris, you're going to fuck me. Ryan, you'll take care of Mark. And Mark..." her eyes gleamed, "you're going to watch Chris fuck me while Ryan fucks you. Then we'll switch things up."

Mark's breath caught. Last time, he'd been on top for most of it, controlling the pace. This would be different—he'd be completely at Ryan's mercy.

"Lube's in the drawer," Elise told Ryan, who retrieved it with the confidence of someone who was already familiar with their bedroom.

Chris positioned himself between Elise's legs, pulling her thong aside rather than removing it. He rubbed the head of his cock against her entrance, teasing her.

"You're already so wet," he observed, pleased. "Is it from sucking our cocks, or from watching your boyfriend do the same?"

"Both," Elise admitted, gasping as he pushed inside her with one smooth thrust.

Meanwhile, Ryan was behind Mark, who was on his hands and knees at the foot of the bed, watching Chris begin to move inside Elise. The sound of the lube cap opening sent a shiver down Mark's spine.

"Relax," Ryan murmured, his slick fingers circling Mark's entrance. "You know how good this can feel now."

Mark did know—that was the problem. He'd spent the week trying to forget how incredible it had felt when Ryan had hit that spot inside him, how his whole body had lit up with pleasure.

Ryan worked him open more efficiently this time, clearly remembering what had worked before. One finger became two, scissoring gently, preparing him for what was to come. By the time Ryan pressed a third finger inside, Mark was pushing back against his hand, his body betraying his desire.

"Look at that," Ryan commented to the others. "He's fucking himself on my fingers. You want my cock, don't you, Mark?"

Mark closed his eyes, unable to answer, but his hips continued their betraying movement.

"Say it," Elise commanded from where she lay, Chris now thrusting steadily into her. "Tell Ryan what you want."

Mark opened his eyes, meeting Elise's gaze as another man fucked her. "I want your cock," he said, his voice rough.

"Where?" Ryan pressed, twisting his fingers to brush against Mark's prostate, making him gasp.

"Inside me," Mark managed, past caring about his pride now, needing the fullness, the friction. "Fuck me."

Ryan withdrew his fingers, leaving Mark feeling empty. The blunt head of his cock pressed against the prepared entrance, and Mark forced himself to relax, to push back, to welcome the intrusion.

The stretch was still intense, but the burn faded faster this time as his body remembered how to accommodate Ryan's girth. When Ryan was fully seated inside him, Mark let out a breath he hadn't realized he was holding.

"That's it," Ryan encouraged, his hands gripping Mark's hips. "Now watch Chris fuck your girlfriend while I fuck you."

Mark raised his head, focusing on Elise and Chris. Chris had increased his pace, driving into Elise with powerful strokes that made her breasts bounce even confined in her bra. Her mouth was open in pleasure, her eyes half-lidded but still fixed on Mark.

"How does he feel inside you?" she asked breathlessly. "Better than last time?"

"Yes," Mark admitted as Ryan began to move, long, measured strokes that sent sparks of pleasure up his spine. "So good."

Ryan angled his thrusts, searching for and finding that spot inside Mark that made his cock jerk and leak. "There it is," Ryan said with satisfaction, hammering against it relentlessly now.

The room filled with the sounds of sex—skin slapping against skin, breathless moans, the wet noises of penetration. Mark found himself rocking back to meet Ryan's thrusts, chasing the pleasure building inside him.

"Chris," Elise panted, "I want to change positions. I want to ride you while you suck Mark's cock."

The rearrangement was swift. Chris lay on his back, his cock glistening with Elise's arousal. She straddled him, sinking down with a satisfied sigh, then beckoned Mark closer.

"Come here, baby. Let Chris taste you while Ryan keeps fucking that tight ass."

Mark moved awkwardly on his knees, Ryan still inside him, until his cock was positioned above Chris's face. Chris reached up, grabbing Mark's hips and pulling him down until his cock slipped between the blond man's lips.

The dual sensation was overwhelming—Ryan's thick length driving into him from behind while Chris's hot mouth engulfed him from below. Above him, Elise rode Chris with fluid movements, her hands on Mark's shoulders for balance.

"How does it feel," she asked, her voice hitching with each downward motion, "to have a cock in your ass and your cock in someone's mouth at the same time? Is this what you dreamed about when you were fucking Amber?"

The mention of his infidelity was a stark reminder of why they were here, of the price he was paying for his mistake. But any shame was drowned in the tide of pleasure washing through him.

"No," he gasped truthfully. "Never imagined this."

"You love it, though," she observed, watching his face contort with pleasure as Chris sucked particularly hard at the same moment Ryan thrust against his prostate. "Look at you. You're going to come like this, aren't you? With Ryan's cock buried in your ass and Chris sucking you off?"

Mark couldn't deny it—he was close, embarrassingly so. The stimulation from both ends was pushing him rapidly toward the edge.

"Not yet," Elise commanded, seeing his expression. "Chris, ease off. I'm not ready for him to come."

Chris released Mark's cock, letting it slip from his mouth with a last teasing lick. Ryan slowed his thrusts but didn't stop entirely, keeping Mark on the edge.

"I want to try something else," Elise announced, lifting herself off Chris. "Ryan, lie down."

Ryan withdrew from Mark, leaving him feeling empty and desperate. The trainer stretched out on his back as instructed, his cock standing straight up.

"Mark, ride him," Elise directed. "I want to watch your face this time."

Mark straddled Ryan, reaching behind himself to guide the trainer's cock back to his entrance. He sank down slowly, taking him to the hilt, a low moan escaping his lips at the fullness.

"That's it," Elise encouraged, positioning herself to straddle Ryan's face. "Now bounce on that cock while he eats my pussy."

She lowered herself onto Ryan's waiting mouth, facing Mark so they were looking at each other as she ground against the trainer's tongue and Mark rode his cock. Chris moved behind Elise, his hands cupping her breasts through her bra, pinching her nipples as Ryan pleasured her.

"How does it feel?" Elise asked Mark, her voice breathy as Ryan's tongue worked between her legs. "Tell me everything."

"Full," Mark gasped, rising and falling on Ryan's shaft. "So full. It hits so deep like this."

"You love it," she stated, not a question. "You love being filled with cock."

"Yes," he admitted, beyond denial now. "I love it."

Chris reached around Elise to unhook her bra, freeing her breasts into his waiting hands. He massaged them roughly, the way Mark knew she liked, pinching and tugging at her nipples until she cried out.

"I'm getting close," she warned, her hips moving faster against Ryan's face.

"Me too," Mark confessed, Ryan's cock hitting his prostate with every downward motion.

"Not yet," Elise repeated. "Chris, it's your turn with Mark."

She climbed off Ryan's face, his mouth and chin shiny with her arousal. Mark lifted off Ryan's cock with reluctance, his body protesting the emptiness.

"On your back," Elise told Mark. "Legs up."

Mark lay down, drawing his knees toward his chest, exposing himself completely. Chris knelt between his spread legs, applying fresh lube to his long cock.

"I've been waiting to feel this ass," Chris said, positioning himself. "Ryan hasn't shut up about how tight you are."

He pushed forward, his cock feeling different from Ryan's—longer, reaching places Ryan hadn't. Mark gasped at the new sensation, his back arching off the bed.

"Take it all," Elise encouraged, watching intently as Chris buried himself to the base. "God, that's hot."

Chris began to move, establishing a rhythm that had Mark clutching at the sheets. Meanwhile, Elise positioned herself over Mark's face.

"Make me come with your tongue," she ordered, lowering her wet center to his mouth. "Show me what that mouth is good for."

Mark eagerly complied, licking and sucking at her folds, tasting both her arousal and traces of Chris. Above him, he heard Elise and Chris kissing deeply, their moans mingling as Chris continued to thrust into him.

Ryan moved to kneel beside Mark's head, his cock level with Mark's face as he pleasured Elise. "Open wider," Ryan instructed. "Let me fuck your mouth while Chris fucks your ass."

Mark turned his head, opening to accept Ryan while maintaining contact with Elise's clit. The sensation of being filled from both ends again, but in a different configuration, sent waves of pleasure through him. He was completely used, completely filled, completely theirs.

Elise's thighs began to tremble on either side of his head, her movements becoming erratic. "I'm going to come," she announced, grinding harder against Mark's mouth. "Make me come, baby, yes, right there—"

She cried out, her release washing over Mark's tongue as her body shuddered above him. Ryan pulled out of his mouth to let him breathe, and Elise collapsed to the side, panting.

"Don't stop," she told Chris once she'd caught her breath. "Fuck him harder. Make him come without touching his cock."

Chris increased his pace, angling his thrusts to hit Mark's prostate with each stroke. The pressure was building inside Mark, a different kind of orgasm approaching—deeper, more intense.

"Beg for it," Elise whispered in Mark's ear. "Beg Chris to make you come."

"Please," Mark gasped, beyond shame now, consumed by need. "Please make me come. Harder, deeper, please—"

Chris complied, driving into him with renewed vigor, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room. Ryan moved to stroke himself as he watched, clearly enjoying the show.

The pressure inside Mark built to an unbearable peak, and then he was coming, untouched, his cock spurting onto his stomach as waves of pleasure crashed through him. He cried out, a sound he'd never made before, his body clenching around Chris's length.

"Fuck," Chris groaned, his rhythm faltering. "I'm going to come too."

"Pull out," Elise directed. "Come on his chest with Ryan."

Chris withdrew, stroking himself rapidly. Ryan moved closer, doing the same. Together, they came on Mark's heaving chest, adding to the mess he'd already made, marking him as thoroughly used.

As the three men caught their breath, Elise surveyed the scene with satisfaction. She trailed a finger through the combined release on Mark's chest, then brought it to his lips.

"Clean it off," she instructed softly.

Mark opened his mouth, tasting the bitter saltiness of all three men. Elise smiled, leaning down to kiss him afterward, tasting it herself from his tongue.

"You did so well," she praised, stroking his hair. "Better than I expected."

Ryan and Chris collapsed on either side of them, all four bodies tangled together on the sweat-dampened sheets.

"Same time next week?" Ryan asked, his hand resting casually on Mark's thigh.

Elise looked at Mark, her expression softening slightly. "What do you think, baby? Are you starting to understand your lesson?"

Mark met her gaze, still floating in the aftermath of the most intense orgasm of his life. "I think I need more teaching," he admitted.

Elise laughed, a genuine sound that made his heart lift. "That's what I was hoping you'd say." She looked at their companions. "Next week, we'll try something new. I have some toys I think Mark would enjoy."

As Chris and Ryan nodded eagerly, Mark realized that what had started as punishment was becoming something else entirely—something that was changing him, changing them both, in ways he hadn't anticipated. And surprisingly, he wasn't afraid of where it might lead.

"Next week," he agreed softly, reaching for Elise's hand and finding forgiveness in her touch at last.


Chapter 3: Expanding Boundaries

Two weeks into what Elise now referred to as their "arrangement," Mark found himself checking his phone more frequently on Saturdays, anticipating her messages about the evening ahead. Today's text had sent his heart racing:

"8 PM tonight. Ryan and Chris are bringing friends. Wear the black silk robe. Nothing underneath. Be ready."

Friends. Plural. The implication hung in the air as Mark paced their apartment, wondering just how many people Elise had invited into their most intimate space. Their sessions had already evolved from punishment to something more complex—a journey of discovery that left him equal parts humiliated and exhilarated.

At precisely 7:45, while Mark was still in the bathroom making sure he was thoroughly prepared as Elise required, he heard the front door open and multiple voices filter through the apartment. She was home—and apparently not alone.

"Mark?" Elise called. "Come out and meet everyone."

Taking a deep breath, he secured the black silk robe around his waist and stepped into the hallway. The sight in the living room stopped him short. Not just Ryan and Chris, but five additional guests stood chatting with drinks already in hand. Three men and two women he'd never seen before, all attractive, all eyeing him with interest as he appeared.

Elise crossed to him, radiant in a tight red dress that barely reached mid-thigh. She kissed him deeply, making a show of it for their audience.

"There you are," she purred against his lips. "Everyone, this is Mark, my boyfriend who's learning some important lessons about fidelity." The casual way she referenced his infidelity made his cheeks burn. "Mark, you know Ryan and Chris. Let me introduce you to the others."

She led him by the hand into the circle of strangers. "This is Vanessa and Talia," she gestured to the women—Vanessa tall and blonde with an athletic build, Talia shorter with dark curls and curves accentuated by her tight black dress. "And these gentlemen are Diego, Jason, and Michael."

Diego was clearly Latino, with olive skin and dark eyes that held Mark's gaze a beat too long. Jason was Black, powerfully built with close-cropped hair and arms that strained against his dress shirt. Michael was older than the others, perhaps in his early forties, with salt-and-pepper hair and a confident stance that suggested he was used to being in charge.

"Quite the gathering," Mark managed, acutely aware of how exposed he felt in just the silk robe.

"Elise has told us so much about you," Vanessa said, her eyes trailing down to where the robe parted slightly at his chest. "We've been looking forward to meeting you."

"All good things, I hope?" Mark attempted humor to mask his nervousness.

"Oh, mostly about how you've discovered talents you never knew you had," Talia replied with a smirk, taking a sip of her wine. Her accent was faintly Eastern European, adding an exotic quality to her words.

Ryan approached, handing Mark a generous pour of whiskey. "You'll want this," he said quietly, a knowing smile on his lips. "Tonight's going to be intense."

"How many—" Mark began, but Elise cut him off.

"Seven," she answered, reading his mind. "Seven people to play with us tonight. I thought we'd celebrate how well you've been doing with your lessons."

Mark took a large swallow of whiskey, welcoming the burn down his throat. "That's... quite a celebration."

"Don't worry," Chris said, clapping him on the shoulder. "We'll take good care of you."

The next hour passed in a blur of drinks and increasingly suggestive conversation. Mark learned that Vanessa was a yoga instructor who had met Elise at a studio workshop. Talia worked with Ryan at the gym as a dance fitness instructor. Diego was a bartender at a club Elise frequented, while Jason and Michael were friends of Chris from his rugby team.

As the alcohol loosened tongues and lowered inhibitions, the seating arrangements shifted. Mark found himself on the sofa between Talia and Vanessa, the women's hands casually resting on his thighs, occasionally slipping beneath the edge of his robe. Across from them, Elise was perched on Michael's lap, whispering something in his ear that made him grin wolfishly.

"I think it's time we move this to a more comfortable setting," Elise announced, standing and smoothing her dress. "We've set up the bedroom to accommodate everyone."

Mark followed the group down the hallway, his pulse pounding in his ears. When they reached the bedroom door, he understood what Elise meant—their king-sized bed had been supplemented with what looked like every cushion and pillow from around the apartment, creating a massive play area on the floor that could easily fit all nine of them.

"Ladies first," Michael said, his voice carrying natural authority. "Let's see what we're working with tonight."

Elise smiled at the directive, reaching behind to unzip her dress. She let it fall to the floor, revealing a matching set of crimson lingerie—a quarter-cup bra that exposed her nipples and a tiny thong connected to garters that held up sheer stockings.

Talia and Vanessa exchanged glances, then began to undress as well. Vanessa wore simple but sexy black underwear beneath her outfit, while Talia revealed an elaborate harness-style lingerie set that framed her curves with straps and lace.

"Your turn, boys," Elise directed, looking pointedly at Mark. "Show everyone what you've got."

Mark untied his robe, letting it slip from his shoulders. His cock was already half-hard from the women's earlier touches and the anticipation of what was to come. The other men began to undress as well, revealing bodies ranging from Ryan's chiseled perfection to Michael's mature but well-maintained physique.

"Now," Elise said, moving to the center of the cushioned area, "let's set some ground rules. Everyone here has been tested, as have Mark and I. Condoms are still mandatory with anyone you haven't established fluid bonding with." She gestured to a bowl on the nightstand filled with condoms and packets of lube. "Use them."

She turned to Mark, her expression softening slightly. "Tonight is about expanding your horizons, baby. But if anything becomes too much, your safe word is 'amber'—" the name of the woman he'd cheated with, a pointed reminder of why they were here "—and everything stops. Understood?"

Mark nodded, touched by this consideration despite the overwhelming situation.

"Good," she continued. "Now, I think it's time Mark showed everyone what he's learned these past few weeks." She looked around the room. "Who wants to go first?"

"I've been curious since Ryan told me about him," Diego said, stepping forward. His cock was already fully erect, impressively thick and curved slightly upward.

"On your knees, Mark," Elise directed gently.

Mark complied, sinking to his knees in the center of the cushioned area. Diego approached, his cock at eye level.

"Show him how well you suck cock now," Elise encouraged, kneeling beside Mark. "I'll help."

Together, they leaned forward, Elise taking one side of Diego's shaft while Mark took the other, their tongues meeting in the middle. The group moved closer, forming a circle around them, watching with evident arousal as Mark and Elise worked in tandem.

"Fuck, that's hot," Jason commented, stroking himself as he watched.

Elise pulled back, guiding Diego's cock toward Mark's mouth. "Take him deep," she instructed. "Like I taught you."

Mark opened wide, accepting Diego's thick length, relaxing his throat to take him deeper than he would have thought possible just weeks ago. Diego groaned, his hand coming to rest on the back of Mark's head.

"He's good," Diego confirmed to the others. "Really good."

While Mark worked Diego with his mouth, he felt hands on his back, then his ass—someone was positioning themselves behind him. From the familiar touch, he guessed it was Ryan.

"Let me get him ready," Ryan said, and Mark felt cool lube being applied to his entrance, fingers working him open with practiced efficiency.

Meanwhile, the women had turned their attention to the other men. Through half-lidded eyes, Mark saw Vanessa on her knees before Chris, taking his cock deep while Michael stood behind her, running his hands over her body. Talia had Jason and Michael in a similar arrangement, stroking one while sucking the other.

Elise moved to sit in front of Mark, spreading her legs so he could see the damp patch on her thong. "Keep sucking Diego while Ryan opens you up," she instructed. "And watch me."

She pulled her thong aside, revealing her glistening folds, and began to touch herself, putting on a show for Mark and the others. The sight made Mark moan around Diego's cock, sending vibrations that made the man curse in Spanish.

"He's ready," Ryan announced, withdrawing his fingers. Mark felt the blunt head of Ryan's now-familiar cock pressing against his entrance, pushing inside with a slow, steady pressure that made him gasp around Diego's length.

"Take them both," Elise encouraged, her fingers working faster between her legs. "Show everyone what a good boy you've become."

Mark focused on relaxing, accepting Ryan from behind while maintaining his rhythm on Diego. The dual penetration was intense, filling him completely, using him thoroughly. And to his continuing surprise, his own cock was rock hard, leaking onto the cushions below.

"I want in on this," Jason said, moving closer. He knelt beside Diego, his thick cock jutting forward expectantly.

Elise smiled. "Mark, show Jason what that mouth can do too."

Mark released Diego with a wet pop, turning his head to accept Jason's length while Diego stroked himself, waiting his turn again. The taste was different, the size and shape requiring adjustment, but Mark took to it eagerly, even as Ryan continued to thrust into him from behind.

"Pass him around," Michael suggested from where he was now receiving attention from both Talia and Vanessa. "Let everyone have a turn."

And so it began—Mark was traded between the men like a prized possession, sucking one while being fucked by another, then switching positions. Chris took his turn inside Mark, then Diego, then Jason, whose considerable girth stretched Mark more than anyone had before. All the while, the women moved through the group, sometimes focusing on the men not currently occupying Mark, sometimes turning their attention to Elise, who gleefully accepted their caresses.

At one point, Mark found himself on his back, Michael's cock in his mouth while Talia straddled his face, lowering her wet center to his tongue. He licked eagerly, applying the techniques he'd learned pleasuring Elise, while Diego thrust into him from below.

"He's good at that too," Talia moaned, grinding against his face. "Elise, you've trained him well."

Elise laughed from where she was riding Ryan while sucking Chris. "He's always been talented with his tongue. Now he just has more opportunities to use it."

The configurations shifted continuously. Mark lost track of whose cock was where, focusing only on the overwhelming sensations and the desire to please. His own pleasure built and receded in waves, brought to the edge repeatedly but never quite over it.

After what felt like hours, Elise called for a break. Bodies disentangled, and someone handed out water bottles. Mark sat up, dazed, his body used in ways he'd never imagined possible. Elise crawled over to him, kissing him deeply.

"You're doing amazingly," she whispered against his lips. "But we're not done yet. I have something special planned."

After the brief respite, Elise stood in the center of the group. "I think it's time for the main event," she announced. "Mark, come here."

He moved to her side, his legs slightly shaky.

"Lie down in the middle," she instructed.

Mark positioned himself on his back in the center of the cushioned area. Elise straddled him, her thong long since discarded, and lowered herself onto his aching cock with a satisfied sigh.

"Finally," she breathed, taking him completely inside her. "I've been waiting all night to feel you here."

But before Mark could fully appreciate the sensation of being inside Elise after hours of servicing others, she leaned forward, presenting her ass to whoever stood behind her.

"Michael," she called over her shoulder, "I believe you wanted this hole?"

Michael moved into position, applying lube generously before pressing the head of his cock against Elise's other entrance. She gasped as he entered her slowly, the sensation of dual penetration making her tremble above Mark.

"Oh god," she moaned as Michael seated himself fully. "So full."

The two men established a rhythm, Mark thrusting up as Michael pushed forward, filling Elise from both ends. Meanwhile, Diego positioned himself by Elise's head, offering his cock to her mouth, which she accepted eagerly.

But the arrangement wasn't complete. Ryan knelt beside Mark's head, turning it toward him. "Open up," he directed. "Let's see if you can handle as much as your girlfriend."

Mark opened his mouth, accepting Ryan while continuing to thrust into Elise. The sensation was overwhelming—giving and receiving simultaneously, connected to multiple bodies in a chain of pleasure.

Talia approached, a bottle of lube in hand. "One more," she said with a mischievous smile. She reached between Elise and Mark, finding Mark's exposed entrance, and began to work him open again with slick fingers.

Mark moaned around Ryan's cock as he realized what was coming. Sure enough, once Talia had prepared him sufficiently, Jason positioned himself behind her.

"Relax," Jason instructed as he began to press inside Mark, completing the circuit of bodies.

The pressure was intense—Mark inside Elise, Michael inside Elise's other entrance, Ryan in Mark's mouth, and now Jason filling Mark from behind. Each movement rippled through the connected bodies, creating a symphony of pleasure that had everyone gasping and moaning.

Vanessa and Chris, not wanting to be left out, positioned themselves on either side of the group. Vanessa guided Elise's hand to her center, while Chris offered his cock to Talia, who was watching the proceedings with evident arousal.

The room filled with the sounds and scents of sex—skin against skin, breathless moans, the wet noises of penetration from multiple sources. Mark felt overwhelmed in the best possible way, his body no longer his own but part of a greater organism of pleasure.

"I'm going to come," Elise announced, her voice high and tight. "Oh god, I'm coming!"

Her inner walls clenched around Mark's cock as she shuddered through her orgasm. The sensation triggered Michael, who groaned loudly as he found his own release. One by one, the dominoes fell—Ryan pulling out to come across Mark's chest, Jason increasing his pace to chase his own orgasm.

Mark held out as long as he could, but the stimulation was too much. With a muffled cry, he emptied himself into Elise, his body spasming between Jason and Elise as waves of pleasure crashed through him.

The aftermath was a tangle of limbs and heavy breathing. Bodies separated slowly, collapsing in various states of exhaustion around the room. Elise remained on top of Mark, leaning down to kiss him softly.

"You were perfect," she whispered, genuine affection in her eyes.

As the group began to recover, conversations resumed, now lighter and filled with laughter. Someone suggested ordering food, and soon they were passing around phones to decide on delivery options. Mark watched in amazement as what had been an intense sexual encounter transformed into something almost... normal. Friendly. These strangers who had used his body so thoroughly were now debating the merits of Thai versus pizza with the casualness of any group of friends.

Elise cuddled against him, her head on his chest. "What do you think?" she asked quietly. "Too much?"

Mark considered the question seriously. He was exhausted, sore in places he hadn't known could be sore, and yet... satisfied in a way he'd never experienced before.

"Not too much," he replied honestly. "Different. Intense. But... good."

She smiled against his skin. "They might stay the night. Is that okay?"

Mark looked around at the collection of beautiful bodies lounging around their bedroom, at ease in their nudity, laughing and chatting as if this were the most natural thing in the world. He realized with some surprise that he wanted them to stay, wanted to see where this night might lead, wanted to explore these new sensations further.

"Yes," he said simply. "That's okay."

Elise raised herself up to look at him properly. "You know, this started as punishment," she said thoughtfully. "But I think we've discovered something else entirely."

Mark nodded, understanding perfectly. What had begun as the price for his betrayal had evolved into an unexpected journey of self-discovery for them both.

"I'm glad I cheated," he admitted in a whisper, then quickly clarified at her raised eyebrow, "Not because of what I did to hurt you. I'll always regret that. But because it led us here. To this."

Elise considered him for a long moment, then smiled—a genuine smile that reached her eyes. "Me too," she confessed. "Though don't think this means you're forgiven yet. We have many more lessons ahead."

"I'm counting on it," Mark replied, pulling her down for a kiss as their new friends debated pizza toppings around them, the night still young and full of possibilities.

From across the room, Ryan caught Mark's eye and winked. "Next weekend," he mouthed silently, "we're bringing toys."

Mark nodded, a thrill of anticipation cutting through his exhaustion. Whatever came next, he was ready for it—ready to continue this journey of discovery with Elise and their expanding circle of friends. The forced bi arrangement that had begun as his penance had become something far more valuable: a path to a new kind of relationship, one built on radical honesty and shared exploration.

And as pizza was ordered and wine bottles opened, Mark realized he'd never felt more himself than he did now, surrounded by these beautiful strangers who had seen him at his most vulnerable and accepted him completely.


Chapter 4: The Ultimate Surrender

The next Saturday arrived with an electric anticipation that had become familiar to Mark. This time, however, the energy felt different—more intense. Elise had been mysteriously quiet about the details of tonight's gathering, offering only cryptic smiles when he'd asked who would be joining them.

"Everyone," she'd said simply. "Everyone who matters."

Mark spent the day preparing himself meticulously, following the increasingly elaborate routine Elise had established for these occasions. The enema, the shower, the subtle cologne she preferred. By seven, he was wearing the black silk robe as instructed, pacing their apartment with nervous energy.

When Elise arrived home, she wasn't alone. Mark heard multiple voices in the hallway before the door opened. Elise entered first, stunning in a leather corset that pushed her breasts up enticingly, paired with a tiny leather skirt and thigh-high boots. Behind her came not just Ryan and Chris, but what appeared to be everyone from the previous week—Diego, Jason, Michael, Vanessa, and Talia—plus several faces he didn't recognize.

"Mark," Elise purred, crossing to kiss him deeply. "Meet the rest of our friends. This is Sophia, Omar, Anthony, Liam, Kira, and Jade."

Mark's eyes widened as he counted. Including Elise and himself, there were now sixteen people in their apartment. Sixteen bodies, sixteen sets of eyes evaluating him in his thin robe.

"Tonight is special," Elise continued, her voice carrying through the suddenly quiet room. "Tonight marks one month since we began our arrangement. I thought we should celebrate properly."

One of the new women—Jade, a petite Asian woman with vibrant blue streaks in her black hair—approached, trailing her fingers down Mark's chest where the robe parted. "Elise has told us so much about you," she said, her voice soft but confident. "About your talents."

"We've brought gifts," Omar added. He was a tall Middle Eastern man with a neatly trimmed beard and intense eyes. He gestured to several bags that had been placed on the coffee table. "Toys, as promised."

"But first, drinks," Elise announced, moving to the kitchen where bottles of champagne had been chilling. "A toast to new experiences."

Glasses were distributed, and Mark found himself surrounded by beautiful, predatory strangers, all raising their drinks in his direction. The champagne was expensive, the conversation flowing easily as people settled onto couches and chairs, some choosing to sit on the floor with cushions.

"To Mark," Ryan called out, raising his glass higher. "Who's come so far in such a short time."

"To Mark," the room echoed, and Mark felt his face flush with a complex mixture of embarrassment and pride.

As the first bottle emptied and a second was opened, the atmosphere shifted subtly. Hands began to wander, casual touches became more deliberate. Sophia—a voluptuous redhead with a sleeve of tattoos—was the first to discard clothing, pulling her dress over her head to reveal she wore nothing underneath.

"Much better," she sighed, settling back onto the couch beside Liam, a lean, blond man who immediately began to caress her exposed breasts.

Like a signal had been given, others began to undress as well. Clothes were shed casually, revealing bodies of all types—athletic, curvy, muscular, lean—each beautiful in its unique way. Mark watched, transfixed, as the living room transformed into a sea of exposed skin.

"Your turn," Elise whispered in his ear, untying his robe and pushing it from his shoulders. His cock was already hard, responding to the visual feast before him.

"Let's move to the bedroom," Michael suggested, his natural authority making it sound more like a command than a suggestion. "I believe we've prepared something special there."

The group moved down the hallway, a parade of naked and semi-naked bodies flowing toward the bedroom. When Mark entered, he gasped. Their already modified space had been transformed further. The cushioned area on the floor had been expanded, and in the center stood something new—a padded bench with restraints attached, clearly designed for bondage play.

"Your throne awaits," Elise said with a wicked smile, guiding Mark toward the bench.

"What—" he began, but she placed a finger against his lips.

"Tonight is about complete surrender," she explained. "No holding back, no reservations. Tonight, you belong to all of us."

The implication sent a shiver down Mark's spine—fear mingled with undeniable excitement.

"Safe word is still 'amber,'" she reminded him softly. "But I don't think you'll need it."

Mark allowed himself to be positioned on the bench, face down, his chest and stomach supported by the padded surface, his ass elevated. Elise secured his wrists and ankles with the attached restraints, checking each one to ensure it was tight but not cutting off circulation.

"Perfect," she declared, stepping back to admire her handiwork.

Mark turned his head to see the circle of people surrounding him, all in various states of undress, all watching with hungry eyes. The vulnerability of his position—exposed, restrained, at their mercy—made his cock throb where it hung beneath him.

"Who wants to go first?" Elise asked the group.

"I brought something special," Talia said, her accent thicker with excitement. She reached into one of the bags, pulling out what looked like a string of graduated beads. "These are anal beads. Perfect for beginners and experienced players alike."

She approached, kneeling behind Mark. He felt cool lube being applied to his entrance, then the gentle pressure of the first bead.

"Relax," she instructed, pressing until the first bead slipped inside him. The sensation was different from a finger or cock—more concentrated, more precise. "Good boy."

One by one, she inserted the beads, each slightly larger than the last, until Mark felt impossibly full. The final bead stretched him more than he thought possible, causing him to gasp.

"All in," Talia announced proudly. "Now, who wants to use him first while these do their work?"

"I do," Jade said, moving to kneel in front of Mark. She lifted his chin with one delicate finger. "I want to feel that mouth Elise has been bragging about."

Mark opened willingly as she guided his head to her center. She was already wet, her arousal evident as he began to lick and suck, applying all the techniques he'd learned from pleasuring Elise and the other women.

"Mmm, she wasn't exaggerating," Jade moaned, her hands tangling in his hair.

While Mark worked diligently with his mouth, he felt hands caressing his back, his thighs, his ass—too many to keep track of. Someone—it sounded like Ryan—was explaining to the newcomers about Mark's journey, about how he'd gone from reluctant participant to eager student.

"Watch this," Ryan's voice said, and suddenly the anal beads began to move, being pulled out slowly one by one, each exit creating a pop of pressure and pleasure that made Mark moan against Jade's pussy.

"Now push them back in," Chris suggested, and Mark felt the beads being reinserted, stretching him open again.

This continued—the beads moving in and out while he pleasured Jade—until she cried out, her thighs clamping around his head as she came against his tongue. As she moved away, satisfied, she was immediately replaced by Sophia, who positioned herself differently, lying on her back and sliding underneath him so he could continue his oral ministrations.

Meanwhile, the beads were removed completely, leaving Mark feeling empty but not for long. He felt something larger pressing against his entrance—a plug of some kind, with a wider base than anything he'd experienced before.

"This is a prostate massager," Omar explained as he worked the toy inside Mark. "It vibrates."

When the toy was fully seated, Omar clicked a button, and Mark nearly screamed as intense vibrations targeted his prostate with unerring precision. His cock jerked violently, leaking precum onto the padded bench below.

"Look at that," someone—Vanessa, he thought—commented. "He's dripping without anyone even touching his cock."

"Let's see if we can make him come just from this," Michael suggested, adjusting the vibration settings to create a pulsing pattern that had Mark writhing within his restraints.

Sophia gripped his hair, directing his attention back to her needs. "Don't forget about me," she demanded, and Mark redoubled his efforts, eating her with desperate enthusiasm as the vibrations threatened to overwhelm him.

The room had transformed into a true orgy now. Around him, couples and groups had formed, people touching, kissing, fucking in various combinations. Diego was buried inside Talia while she sucked Anthony. Liam and Kira were in a sixty-nine position on the floor. Ryan had Elise bent over nearby, pounding into her while she watched Mark's ordeal with glazed eyes.

"I think he's close," Omar announced, cranking the vibrator to its highest setting.

Mark felt the pressure building, different from a normal orgasm—deeper, more intense. His entire body tensed, his cock untouched but throbbing violently. When the orgasm hit, it crashed through him like a tsunami, his cock pulsing as he came harder than he ever had, painting the bench below with thick spurts.

"Magnificent," Elise panted from where Ryan continued to thrust into her. "But we're just getting started."

The vibrator was switched off but left inside him as he was given a moment to recover. Sophia had found her release against his tongue and was replaced by Kira, a tall Black woman with intricate braids and full lips that smiled down at him as she positioned herself for his attention.

"I heard you can go again and again now," she said, stroking his hair almost tenderly. "Let's see how many times we can make you come tonight."

What followed was a blur of sensations and positions. The restraints were removed briefly, allowing him to be repositioned—sometimes on his back, sometimes on his knees, once straddling Liam who lay beneath him. Each time, new toys were introduced: vibrators, plugs, cock rings, even a small whip that Jade used to deliver stinging slaps to his ass and thighs that somehow heightened every other sensation.

Mark lost count of how many mouths had been on him, how many bodies he'd been inside or had been inside him. The lines between pleasure and overwhelm blurred, his body responding even when he thought he had nothing left to give.

At one point, he found himself in the center of a circle, on his knees, surrounded by the men of the group. One by one, they approached, offering their cocks to his now-practiced mouth. He took them eagerly, his jaw aching but his enthusiasm undiminished. Sometimes two at once, stretching his lips to accommodate both Ryan and Diego, or Chris and Anthony.

While this was happening, the women took turns beneath him, sliding under to suck his cock or position themselves for him to eat them out. It was a carousel of pleasure, bodies moving in and out of focus, names becoming irrelevant as they all melded into a single organism of desire.

Elise remained a constant presence, sometimes participating directly—riding his face or his cock—but more often directing the proceedings, suggesting new configurations, ensuring everyone had their turn with him.

"I want to try something," she announced after Mark had come for what must have been the third or fourth time. "Everyone who wants to fuck Mark, form a line."

Mark, now lying on his back on the cushioned floor, watched through half-lidded eyes as the men arranged themselves as instructed. Seven of them in total, all hard, all ready.

"One after another," Elise explained, applying fresh lube to Mark's well-used entrance. "No breaks. I want to see how many cocks he can take before he begs for mercy."

Mark's eyes widened at the challenge, but his cock—impossibly—twitched with renewed interest.

Omar went first, his thick length sliding in with practiced ease, establishing a rhythm that had Mark gasping. After a few minutes, Elise called, "Switch!" and Omar withdrew, immediately replaced by Anthony who thrust in without hesitation.

On and on it went, each man taking his turn, some gentle, some rough, all finding that spot inside Mark that made his back arch and his toes curl. Between the fifth and sixth, Mark came again, dry this time, his body convulsing with pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

When all seven had taken their turn, Elise knelt beside him, stroking his sweat-dampened hair from his forehead. "Had enough?" she asked softly.

To his own surprise, Mark shook his head. "More," he whispered hoarsely.

A cheer went up from the assembled group. Elise's smile widened with pride. "That's my boy," she said, kissing him deeply. "In that case, I have one last surprise."

She moved to one of the bags that had been brought in, pulling out something Mark couldn't immediately identify. When she turned, he saw it was a strap-on harness, and she was attaching a realistically molded dildo to it.

"I've been practicing with this," she explained as she stepped into the harness and tightened the straps. "Wearing it around the house when you're not home, getting used to the weight of it."

Mark watched, mesmerized, as his girlfriend transformed before his eyes, the black silicone cock jutting proudly from between her legs.

"I want to fuck you," she said simply. "I want to know what it feels like to be inside you the way all these men have been."

There was something profoundly intimate about this request, something that cut through the haze of group sex and touched Mark's heart. This was Elise wanting to experience him completely, to understand every aspect of the pleasure he'd been receiving.

"Yes," he said, his voice stronger now. "Please."

The room fell quiet as Elise positioned herself between his legs. The others gathered around, watching with respectful silence as she applied lube to the dildo and pressed it against his entrance.

"Look at me," she instructed, and Mark locked eyes with her as she pushed forward, entering him slowly, deliberately.

The sensation was familiar yet entirely new—this was Elise inside him, Elise claiming him in the most profound way. She began to move, finding a rhythm that had him moaning her name.

"That's it," she encouraged, leaning down to kiss him as she continued to thrust. "Take all of me."

The room faded away until it was just the two of them, connected in this new and powerful way. Mark wrapped his legs around her waist, drawing her deeper, accepting everything she had to give.

When his climax built this time, it was different—emotional as well as physical. He clung to her as the waves crashed through him, her name a prayer on his lips as he came one final time, his body giving everything it had left.

Elise stilled inside him, her eyes shining with unshed tears. "I love you," she whispered, words she hadn't spoken since discovering his infidelity. "God help me, I love you still."

"I love you too," he replied, his own eyes wet. "Always."

They stayed connected for a long moment before she carefully withdrew, removing the harness and lying beside him on the cushioned floor. Around them, the orgy had resumed, bodies entwined in various configurations, but Elise and Mark remained in their own bubble, foreheads pressed together.

"Are we okay?" he asked softly.

Elise considered the question, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. "We're different," she finally said. "Better, maybe. More honest. More... us."

Mark understood exactly what she meant. What had begun as punishment had evolved into revelation, stripping away pretense and shame, leaving them raw and real with each other in a way they'd never been before.

"Thank you," he said simply.

She smiled, a genuine smile that reached her eyes. "For what?"

"For not giving up on me. For finding a way through this that made us stronger."

Around them, the sounds of pleasure continued—moans, gasps, the slap of skin on skin—but in their small sanctuary, a different kind of intimacy bloomed.

"Next weekend," Elise said thoughtfully, "I think it should just be us. To process. To reconnect."

Mark nodded, relieved and touched by the suggestion.

"And then," she continued, a mischievous glint returning to her eye, "we can invite everyone back. Maybe add a few more friends. See how much further we can push these boundaries."

Mark laughed softly, his body exhausted but his heart full. "Whatever you want," he said sincerely. "I'm all yours."

"And theirs," she corrected, gesturing to the writhing mass of bodies around them. "At least on Saturdays."

"And theirs," he agreed, pulling her close as the orgy continued around them, a celebration of their unconventional journey from betrayal to a deeper, more honest love than either had thought possible.

As Mark drifted in the afterglow, surrounded by the sounds and scents of uninhibited pleasure, he reflected on how a single mistake had led to this transformation. The forced bi arrangement had become a doorway to a version of himself—and themselves—he'd never known existed. A version that was honest, uninhibited, and completely free.

Whatever came next, they would face it together, their relationship forged in the fire of radical honesty and shared exploration. And as Elise curled against him, her body soft and warm against his well-used form, Mark knew with absolute certainty that he'd never stray again—not when everything he could ever desire was right here, in this room, in this new life they'd created together.
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