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Chapter 1: Vegas
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The desert heat hit them first, a dry, insistent pressure as the Uber’s doors swung open. It was a different heat than back home—aggressive, but without the cling of humidity. Victoria stepped out onto the smooth, sun-baked driveway, stretching her back after the ride from the airport. Carl emerged from the other side, the familiar crinkle around his eyes as he squinted up at the sky, a vast, unforgiving blue.

“No humidity,” he said, his voice a low rumble of approval. He grabbed their bags from the trunk. “That’s a win already.”

Victoria smiled, taking in the house. It was exactly as the listing had promised: a modern, single-story home in a quiet, well-kept neighborhood in Spring Valley, just a ten-minute buffer west of the relentless energy of the Strip. No towering casinos, no pulsing neon, just the low hum of central air conditioning units and the whisper of palm fronds in the faint breeze. Peaceful. Safer.

“It’s perfect,” she said, more to herself than to him.

Carl brought the keypad code up on his phone. A beep, a click, and the front door swung inward, releasing a puff of cool, lemony-scented air.

Inside was all clean lines and subdued desert tones: tan tile floors, a plush grey sectional, abstract art in shades of burnt orange and slate. The back wall was mostly sliding glass doors, framing a modest, pristine patio with a small, turquoise plunge pool and a high privacy fence. Beyond the roof lines of other quiet homes, the jagged outline of the Spring Mountains wavered in the distance.

“Home sweet home for the weekend,” Carl said, dropping the bags by the oversized ottoman. He walked to the glass doors, looking out. “Can’t even hear the city.”

Victoria joined him, slipping her hand into his. The silence was profound, a tangible thing after the constant murmur of the airport and the highway. It felt like their own secret pocket of the world, insulated from everything.

“It’s exactly what we needed,” she said, leaning her head against his shoulder. “A calm before the...”

“Before the main event,” Carl finished, a slow smile spreading across his face. He squeezed her hand.

There was a charge in his words, a shared current that passed between them. It wasn’t about the blackjack tables or the superstar residencies. They hadn’t come for Vegas. Not exactly, anyway. They’d come for what they’d planned, for the thing they’d talked about in hushed, excited tones for months, late at night in the dark of their own bedroom.

“Are you feeling ready?” Victoria asked, turning to face him. Her expression was calm, but her eyes held a bright, anticipatory gleam.

Carl cupped her face, his thumb brushing her cheek. “More than ready. We did the work. We set the rules. This is for us.”

She nodded, a thrill skittering down her spine. He was right. They had guidelines, safe words, a whole lexicon of preparation. This house, this quiet sanctuary, was their launchpad. The first step into an experience designed to be entirely theirs.

“Let’s unpack,” Victoria said, her voice steady but laced with that same electric undercurrent. “Then we should confirm the... logistics for tomorrow night.”

Carl’s eyes darkened with promise. “Already on my mind.”

He grabbed the larger suitcase, wheeling it toward the master bedroom. Victoria lingered for a moment, looking out at the serene backyard, the still water of the pool mirroring the cloudless sky. It was so quiet, so normal. The perfect contrast to what was coming. She took a deep, steadying breath, feeling a flutter of nerves that was almost entirely excitement. They were here. They were ready. The countdown had officially begun.
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Chapter 2: The Fantasy
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The sun had dipped below the mountain ridge, painting the sky in stripes of coral and deep violet. The quiet house was now softly lit, the recessed lights casting warm pools on the tile floor. Victoria and Carl sat at the sleek kitchen island, picking at a spread of takeout sushi from a highly-rated local spot. The silence between them was comfortable, charged, the elephant in the room finally pacing at the edge of its cage.

Victoria set her chopsticks down with a deliberate click. She took a sip of ice water, the condensation cool on her fingers. “It feels more real now that we’re here,” she said, her voice cutting through the quiet.

Carl looked up from his phone, where he’d been reviewing something. “The fantasy?”

“Yeah.” The word hung in the air between them, heavy with implication. She met his gaze, her own unwavering. “Being... surrounded. Outnumbered. The center of so much... attention. So much want. The idea of just being... used for that.” A flush crept up her neck, but it wasn't from shame. It was from the raw, vivid imagery the words conjured. “It’s all I’ve been able to think about for months.”

A slow smile spread across Carl’s face. It was a smile of complicity, of shared desire. “I know,” he said, his voice low. “I can tell. When you talk about it, your whole energy changes. It’s powerful to watch.” He reached across the island, tracing a line on the back of her hand. “It turns me on, too. More than I expected. The thought of you, completely unleashed, taking everything offered... it’s one of the hottest things I can imagine.”

The admission sent a fresh wave of heat through her. His support wasn’t just out of a sense of duty; it was enthusiastic, erotic. It was the final, crucial piece of permission. And it turned her on even more.

“That’s why I want it captured,” he continued, nodding toward the living room. Leaning against the professional-looking camera bag by the sofa was a sleek, high-end digital camera, a lens case beside it. “Not some shaky phone video. I want it framed, lit right. I want to be able to see every expression on your face, every detail. It’s not just for us to watch later,” he said, his eyes darkening. “It’s evidence. Of our adventure. Of our connection. Of our desire to please each other, even above ourselves.”

Victoria’s breath caught. The clinical, artistic intention behind it made it feel more serious, more monumental. It was deeply erotic, of course, but somehow also deeply moving.

But then, the logistics, which had seemed abstract back home, suddenly felt concrete and daunting in this clean, quiet kitchen. “Carl... how does this even work?” she asked, the first thread of anxiety weaving into her excitement. “We can’t just... put up a flyer. We don’t know anyone here. Finding... participants. Trustworthy ones. Clean, discreet, who understand the rules, our dynamic...” She gestured vaguely, the enormity of the task dawning on her. “It’s a minefield. The fantasy is one thing, but the reality of arranging it...”

She trailed off, biting her lip. The serene safety of the house now felt isolating, far removed from the secret, seedy networks she imagined they’d need to tap into.

Carl didn’t look concerned. He finished his last piece of sashimi, wiped his hands, and stood up. He came around the island and stood behind her, his hands resting on her shoulders, his thumbs kneading the tension at the base of her neck.

“Hey,” he murmured, leaning down so his lips were close to her ear. “Look at me.”

She tilted her head back, looking up at his inverted face. His expression was calm, assured, with a glint of something like secret amusement.

“All those months of talking weren’t just foreplay, Vic,” he said, his voice a quiet, confident rumble. “They were R&D. I’ve been planning. The rules, the vetting, the location... it’s not a fantasy bulletin board. I have a plan.”

He let that sink in for a moment, his hands still working her muscles. The implication was staggering. He hadn’t just agreed to this; he’d been engineering it.

“So stop worrying about the ‘how’,” he said, a slow, confident smirk spreading across his face as he met her wide, searching eyes in the reflection of the dark kitchen window. “Don’t worry. Let me handle that.”

He kissed the top of her head, his smirk lingering, a silent promise hanging in the cool, lemony air. The plan was already in motion.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3: The Post
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[MF4MMM] - Vegas, 10/26 - Experienced, Discreet Couple Seeking a Special Ensemble (Strip Adjacent)

We’re a fit, attractive, and experienced professional couple (mid-30s) in town for the weekend. We’ve checked into a beautiful, completely private home just off the Strip. The stage is set, and the atmosphere is right... but our scene is missing its key players.

Her: 5’7”, brunette, green eyes, and a confidence that ignites when she’s the absolute center of attention. She’s the star of this fantasy, and she’s ready to perform.

Him: 6’0”, athletic build, and a keen, directing eye. He’ll be observing, guiding, and ensuring every detail serves her experience. His satisfaction is in her spectacle.

The Fantasy: We are looking for three (3) handsome black gentlemen to complete a very specific, mutually fulfilling fantasy. The concept is one of focused attention, where she is the sole object of desire in a consensual, controlled, and intense scenario.

We are seeking men who are clean, respectful, and understand this is a shared fantasy, not just a hookup. You should be comfortable in a group dynamic, follow clear rules without hesitation, and possess the stamina and enthusiasm to be an engaged participant from start to finish. Discretion and hygiene are non-negotiable. A touch of charm and maturity goes a long way.

This would be for tomorrow (Saturday) night. Our private residence ensures total discretion and comfort. We will host a brief, relaxed video verification chat prior to meeting to ensure everyone is on the same page and comfortable. This is about creating an unforgettable, premium experience for all involved.

If you’re a respectful, skilled, and enthusiastic man who understands the appeal of this dynamic, please send a detailed message. Do not use Reddit Chat. Send a Private Message with:

Your age, a brief physical description, and a recent, clear picture (face appreciated but can be discussed).

Your general location/ability to travel to Spring Valley.

A sentence or two on why this specific scenario appeals to you.

We will be selective. Quality over quantity. The right three men will receive the address and further details. Condoms are a must.

Let’s make a Vegas memory that goes beyond the tables.

—
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“Honey, come here,” Carl called out.

The next morning, before breakfast had even begun, Carl had already been working on something.

“Yeah? What is it?” Victoria asked.

“Look,” he smiled, simply handing her his phone, open to his post.

As she reviewed it, Victoria seemed to realize exactly what it was. An advertisement. For them. For the gangbang.

“We’ve already had like 20 guys reach out,” he said, excited that his idea appeared to be working.

“Wait, really?” Victoria asked. “And they’re real? Not scammers or anything?”

“Well, I’m sure we’ll run into a few scammers and weirdos, but we’ll just ignore them. And pick a few guys who seem sexy and sane.”

“Sounds like a great idea to me!” Victoria smiled.

“I thought so,” Carl said, humble-bragging.

She looked at him with wide eyes. Feeling a renewed sense of excitement, impressed with Carl’s ingenuity, but also a deep sense of gratefulness. For him. He truly was an excellent partner.

Victoria leaned in and kissed his cheek. “I love you, sweetie,” she said, as tenderly as possible.

A sense of pride began to surge within him. He knew he’d done well. “I love you too, baby.” Carl then leaned in and planted a kiss on her lips.

The two held each other for a long time after that. The hug was probably the most intimate thing they’d done together in weeks, and they’d had passionate sex multiple times.

One way or another, the wheels were in motion.
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Chapter 4: Guests
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The winnowing process had been intense. Over fifty responses had flooded the private inbox Carl had set up. As promised, he had handled it all. He’d brought his phone to Victoria throughout the day, swiping through a curated gallery of profiles he hadn’t immediately deleted. “Too vague,” she’d say, or, “That’s just a torso.” Most were duds—blurry bathroom selfies, aggressive messages, or profiles that screamed a lack of the discretion they demanded.

But there were studs. A few profiles stood out with clear, confident pictures and messages that acknowledged the specific dynamic. They’d conducted brief, slightly awkward video chats with a handful. Three men had passed the final, intangible test: they seemed normal. Normal enough for this, anyway. More importantly, they fit the precise aesthetic of her fantasy. All three were handsome, tall, and Black, each embodying a distinct vibe that made the selection feel deliberate, like casting.

Now, in the hushed, anticipatory hour before the agreed-upon time, Victoria stood in the master bathroom. She smoothed the sheer black stockings up her legs, fastening them to the garter belt of her matching lace lingerie. The set was intricate and devastatingly elegant, a stark contrast against her skin. In the mirror, her brunette hair fell in loose waves, a deliberate frame for the dark lace and her own nervous-excited expression. She took a steadying breath. This was it.

Carl, dressed in dark jeans and a simple black henley, was a calm presence in the living room, dimming the recessed lights to a warm, low glow. The professional camera was set up on a tripod in the corner, a silent sentinel. The air conditioner hummed, battling the faint, dry heat seeping in from the desert night.

The doorbell chimed, a soft, digital sound that seemed to crackle through the quiet house. Victoria retreated to the bedroom doorway, hidden from the foyer’s sightline. Carl shot her a look—a mix of reassurance and electric excitement—before opening the door.

The first to arrive was Tyrone. He was exactly as his pictures promised: built like a linebacker, with broad shoulders that filled the doorway. His skin was a deep, rich espresso, his head clean-shaven, and his smile was a flash of white, easy and confident. He wore a crisp, short-sleeved button-down that stretched over his chest and dark jeans. He shook Carl’s hand with a firm, respectful nod. “Tyrone. Appreciate the invite,” he said, his voice a smooth, warm baritone. Carl ushered him inside.

Next came DeAndre. Where Tyrone was solid power, DeAndre was sleek, athletic length. He was well over six feet, with skin the color of amber honey and closely-cropped curly hair. He had sharp, intelligent features and a more reserved smile. He was dressed in minimalist, expensive-looking athleisure—a fitted grey shirt and joggers that hinted at a runner’s build. His handshake was cool and dry. “DeAndre,” he said, his eyes quickly scanning the room, taking in the setup with an appreciative, analytical glint. He followed Carl further into the living area.

Finally, Jaylen arrived. He was the most light-skinned of the three, his complexion a warm tawny brown. He had a lean, almost lanky build, with a charming, boyish grin that reached his light brown eyes. His style was more casual-cool, wearing a vintage band t-shirt and well-fitted jeans, a single gold chain glinting at his throat. He offered a fist bump to Carl. “Jaylen, man. Hey. This place is nice.” His energy was younger, more openly eager, a playful counterpoint to the other two.

Carl guided the three men into the center of the living room. They stood, a trio of strikingly different forms of masculine appeal, exchanging polite, quiet greetings amongst themselves, the air thick with unspoken purpose.

“Gentlemen,” Carl said, his voice cutting through the quiet. “Thank you for being here. Before we begin, I’d like you to meet Victoria.”

From the shadow of the hallway, she stepped into the soft, golden light of the living room.

A synchronized shift occurred. Tyrone’s easy smile widened into one of pure, appreciative delight. DeAndre’s analytical gaze melted into one of focused, unmistakable desire. Jaylen’s playful grin turned into a soft, captivated “wow” that he didn’t bother to vocalize.

She felt the heat of their collective attention like a physical wave. It was exactly as she’d fantasized: total, undivided, consuming. She offered a small, confident smile, her heart hammering against her ribs.

For a long, silent moment, the three guests just looked at her. They took in the cascade of brunette hair, the elegant black lace barely containing her, the seams of the stockings tracing the lines of her legs. They looked at her not just with lust, but with a kind of reverent approval, as if the reality had surpassed the promise of the post.

In that silence, under the weight of their hungry stares, Victoria knew the fantasy was over. The reality, hot and breathing and ready, had just walked in the door. And that same reality was looking at her like she was the only thing on the menu.
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Chapter 5: A Drink
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The charged silence held for a beat too long, a live wire strung between the five of them. Victoria could feel the anticipation tightening the air, a tension so thick it threatened to snap into something chaotic. She needed to guide it, to shape it. This was her stage, after all.

“Would anyone like a drink?” she asked, her voice smoother than she felt. She gestured towards the kitchen island, where Carl had already set out several glasses and two bottles of a robust red. “It might help... ease us in.”

It was the right move. A collective, subtle release of breath seemed to go through the men. Tyrone nodded, his broad shoulders relaxing a fraction. “A drink would be perfect, thank you.” DeAndre gave a courteous tilt of his head. “Please.” Jaylen just beamed. “Hell yeah. That’s a great idea.”

Carl moved to the island, the practiced host. “I’ve got it,” he said, his tone easy but firm. He uncorked the bottle with a soft pop and began to pour, the deep ruby liquid swirling into five glasses. The simple, domestic action felt surreal, a slice of normalcy in the profoundly abnormal scene.

He handed a glass to each man, then one to Victoria. Finally, he took his own. Victoria stepped forward, into the center of their loose circle. The black lace whispered against her skin as she moved.

She raised her glass, meeting each of their eyes in turn—Tyrone’s warm appreciation, DeAndre’s intense focus, Jaylen’s eager sparkle, and finally, Carl’s proud, steady gaze from behind the countertop island. “To new experiences,” she said, the words a silken promise.

“Cheers,” they echoed in a low, masculine rumble. The glasses clinked, a delicate music against the heavy anticipation. They each took a sip, the wine a shared, grounding taste.

The wine did its work, not as a depressant, but as a social catalyst. The men began to talk, just idle chatter—complimenting the house, asking about their flight, the easy lies about being in town for a “conference.” But their eyes never truly left her. They looked at her over the rims of their glasses. They glanced at each other with quick, knowing smirks that said, Can you believe this? Their attention was a palpable heat on her skin, a constant, low-grade hum of desire that filled the room.

Carl circled them slowly, checking the camera’s angle, a silent observer readying to capture every flicker of expression.

As Jaylen finished a story about a Vegas club, he took a half-step closer to her, his arm brushing against hers. “Sorry,” he said, not sounding sorry at all, his light brown eyes dancing.

“It’s okay,” she murmured, holding his gaze.

It was the permission he, and the others, had been waiting for.

Tyrone, on her other side, reached out. His large, warm hand, so strikingly dark against the pale skin of her arm, came to rest gently on her shoulder, his thumb stroking the slope of it. “You look incredible,” he said, his baritone voice dropping an octave, for her ears only.

DeAndre didn’t speak. He simply closed the small distance in front of her. With a deliberate, slow motion, he used his knuckle to gently lift her chin, his sharp eyes searching hers. Seeing no resistance, only a bright, willing fire, he let his thumb trace the line of her jaw. The touch was electric, clinical and sensual at once.

Victoria allowed it all. She leaned slightly into Tyrone’s solid strength, let her smile deepen for Jaylen, and held DeAndre’s penetrating stare. She was the calm center of the gathering storm, entertaining them, welcoming them, slowly reeling them into her orbit. Her skin flushed under their hands, a visible sign of her consent and her own rising excitement.

Carl watched, now from behind the lens, his own glass of wine forgotten on a side table. He captured it all: the possessive curl of Tyrone’s fingers, the focused path of DeAndre’s thumb, the way Jaylen’s hand now rested on the small of her back, his fingers splayed.

Then, Victoria’s eyes found Carl’s through the space between the three men surrounding her. The playful seduction in her expression shifted, solidified. The nervous excitement was gone, burned away by the heat they were generating. In its place was a look of pure, unadulterated readiness. It was a clear, silent signal, transmitted in a single, locked gaze.

I’m ready. It’s time.

The prelude was over.
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Chapter 6: It Starts
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The silent signal she sent Carl didn’t just land; it detonated. The permission she had granted with her eyes rippled outwards, dissolving the final, fragile membrane of social pretense. The room, already warm with low light and anticipation, seemed to contract, becoming an intimate, charged arena.

DeAndre’s thumb, tracing her jawline, didn’t stop. It slid down the column of her throat, over the frantic flutter of her pulse, and hooked into the delicate lace edge of her lingerie. With a look that was more challenge than question, his sharp eyes locked on hers, he pulled the cup aside, exposing her breast to the warm, expectant air. A collective, sharp inhale came from Tyrone and Jaylen. Victoria gasped, the sensation of cool air and hotter gazes hitting her skin sending a violent shiver through her.

“Beautiful,” DeAndre murmured, his clinical focus now entirely carnal. He bent his head, his mouth closing over her nipple, his tongue circling with a slow, deliberate expertise that made her knees nearly buckle. Tyrone’s strong hand on her shoulder was the only thing keeping her upright.

That hand moved, sliding down her arm, over the curve of her hip, and gripping the sheer black fabric of her stocking. With a low, appreciative grunt, he found the top of the lace-clad thong beneath. “This is fuckin’ perfect,” he rumbled into her ear, his other arm wrapping around her front, his large hand splaying possessively over her stomach, pulling her back flush against the solid wall of his chest. She could feel the hard, thick ridge of his erection pressing against the cleft of her ass, even through his jeans.

Jaylen, not to be outdone, dropped to his knees before her. His boyish grin had transformed into one of rapt, hungry worship. His hands slid up her stockinged calves, over her trembling thighs, pushing the hem of her garter up. He buried his face against the sheer black triangle of her thong, inhaling deeply through the fabric. “God, you smell amazing,” he moaned, his voice muffled. He looked up at her, his light brown eyes glazed. “Can I?”

All she could do was nod, a strangled “Yes” catching in her throat. He hooked his fingers into the sides of her thong and, with a slow, deliberate pull, peeled it down her legs. He helped her step out of it, folding the scrap of lace and tucking it into his own back pocket with a wink. The intimate gesture, so claiming, sent another jolt through her.

Now, she was fully exposed at the center of them, held upright by Tyrone’s bear-like embrace from behind, her breast wet from DeAndre’s mouth, and Jaylen’s eager face inches from her glistening core. Carl was a silent, orbiting satellite, the soft, near-silent whirr of the camera’s autofocus the only sound beyond their ragged breathing. She caught a glimpse of him adjusting the zoom, his expression one of intense, rapt concentration, his own arousal evident in the tight set of his jaw.

“Who’s first, baby?” Tyrone growled into her ear, his hand moving from her stomach to cup her breast, his fingers pinching her other nipple, rolling it hard. The dual sensations—DeAndre’s mouth on one, Tyrone’s rough fingers on the other—made her cry out, a sharp, wanton sound that seemed to fuel the men.

It was Jaylen who acted. From his knees, he produced a condom, tearing the foil with his teeth. He sheathed himself swiftly, his eyes never leaving hers. “Me,” he said, no longer a question. “I need to be inside you first.”

Tyrone chuckled, a dark, approving sound. He guided her forward, bending her slightly over the arm of the plush grey sectional. DeAndre finally released her breast, his mouth glistening, and stepped back to watch, a maestro observing the first movement of his symphony.

Jaylen positioned himself behind her. He didn’t enter her immediately. Instead, he rubbed the broad, latex-covered head of his cock through her slick folds, making her whimper and push back against him desperately. “Please,” she begged, the word torn from her.

With a final, teasing stroke, he pushed into her, a slow, inexorable invasion that stretched her deliciously. Victoria screamed, a raw, unfiltered sound of pure sensation as he filled her. He was lean but thick, and he set a deep, rhythmic pace immediately, his hips slapping against the backs of her thighs. One of his hands gripped her hip, the other tangled in her brunette hair, pulling her head back so Tyrone, still standing behind the couch, could lean down and claim her mouth in a deep, bruising kiss that muffled her subsequent cries.

She was a nexus of sensation: Jaylen pounding into her from behind, Tyrone’s tongue dominating her mouth, his fingers still torturing her nipples. DeAndre watched for another minute before approaching her front. He unzipped his joggers, his own impressive length springing free. He rolled on a condom with swift efficiency. As Jaylen thrust, DeAndre guided himself to her lips. Carl noted a flicker of what might have been jealousy in Tyrone's expression.

“Open,” he commanded, his voice cool despite the heat in his eyes. Dazed, overwhelmed, she obeyed. He fed his cock into her mouth, groaning as her lips stretched around him. “That’s it. Take it. Deep.”

Now she was utterly filled, front and back, a vessel of their shared desire. The sounds were obscene and glorious: the wet slap of skin, the choked gags as DeAndre fucked her mouth, the low groans of the men, and her own muffled, continuous moans of overwhelmed pleasure. Spit trailed from the corner of her mouth. Tears of intense sensation leaked from her squeezed-shut eyes.

Carl moved silently, capturing it all: the strain in Jaylen’s neck, the focused intensity on DeAndre’s face, the way Tyrone’s large hands seemed to cover half her body. He zoomed in on where Jaylen disappeared into her, on the stretch of her lips around DeAndre, on the blissed-out, shattered expression in her eyes when they fluttered open.

Jaylen was the first to break. His pace became frantic, erratic. “Fuck... I’m gonna... Oh my God!” he shouted, his voice cracking. He drove into her one last, brutal time and held, his whole body shuddering as he came inside the condom, his grip on her hair tightening painfully before going slack.

As he pulled out, spent and panting, Tyrone was already moving. He pushed Jaylen gently aside. “My turn,” he announced, his voice thick. He freed himself from his jeans, his cock immense and achingly hard. He sheathed himself and didn’t bother with the couch. He simply moved behind Victoria, who was still dazed from Jaylen’s finish and DeAndre’s persistent thrusts in her mouth. In one powerful motion, he gently gripped her hips and slid inside, impaling her on his length.

The scream that tore from her around DeAndre’s cock was pure, unadulterated shock and ecstasy. Tyrone was everywhere—filling her so completely she felt split open, filling her entire pussy with ease, his mouth on her back, sucking a mark that would bruise. He fucked her with relentless, powerful strokes, using DeAndre’s force from the front of her as leverage. Victoria’s world narrowed to the piston-like drive of his hips, the stretch of her mouth, and the dizzying, overwhelming knowledge that she was being used exactly as she’d fantasized.

DeAndre, reading her exhaustion, finally pulled from her mouth with a wet pop. He stepped back, stroking himself as he watched Tyrone ravage her. Victoria’s head lolled back against the wall, her cries now loud and uninhibited, a litany of “Oh god!” and “Yes!” and “Fuck me!” Tyrone grunted like a beast, each driving thrust punctuated by a low “Uh!”, his eyes rolled back in pure pleasure.

Now, she could truly scream freely. Which Carl took extra pleasure in recording.

Tyrone’s climax was a tectonic event. With a roar that shook his massive frame, he buried himself to the hilt and erupted, his grip on her thighs vicelike. “Fuckkkk,” Tyrone cried out as he held her there, still practically pinned, for a long moment as he shuddered through it.

When he pulled out of her, her legs gave out. She would have crumpled to the floor if she’d been standing up. DeAndre came and caught her, laying her down gently on the soft area rug in the center of the room. She was a wreck—sweat-slicked, marked, used, her makeup smeared, her body trembling with aftershocks. She was hovering on a precipice of her own pleasure, so close she could taste it, but it remained maddeningly out of reach, overwhelmed by the barrage of sensation.

DeAndre knelt between her splayed legs. He looked down at her, his sharp features softened by something akin to reverence. “You,” he said quietly, “are a masterpiece.” He rolled on a fresh condom. He didn’t need to force her legs wider; she was already open, utterly spent and exposed.

His entry was slow, controlled, and deep. It was a different kind of fucking—not the frantic hunger of Jaylen or the brute power of Tyrone, but a precise, penetrating rhythm designed to unravel what was left of her. He braced his arms on either side of her head, his eyes locked on hers, as he moved. “Look at me,” he breathed. “Look at me while I finish inside you.”

Overwhelmed, overstimulated, she obeyed. Her body began to climb again, a shaky, fragile ascent towards a peak she couldn’t quite summit. He saw it in her eyes, felt it in the frantic clench of her around him. He increased his pace, his control slipping. “Come on,” he whispered, then harder: “Come for me.” But the edge was too slippery, the peak too far. Her body shuddered with a powerful, frustrating almost-orgasm that left her gasping and tearful, right on the brink but unable to fall.

It was enough for him. With a final, sharp cry that was almost intellectual, DeAndre stiffened, his hips stuttering as he spent himself into the condom deep within her.

“Oh baby, yes,” DeAndre cried out, before stilling and stopping, remaining in her for the moment.

Then, there was silence, broken only by the ragged symphony of their breathing and the faint, persistent whir of the camera.

The three men, one by one, pulled out and disposed of the condoms. They stood around her, looking down at the beautiful, broken spectacle they had created together. Jaylen looked awed. Tyrone looked supremely satisfied. DeAndre looked... impressed.

Victoria lay on the rug, utterly spent, a live wire of unsatisfied need still buzzing under her skin. She turned her head, searching.

Carl was there. He had put the camera down. He knelt beside her, his hand coming to rest gently on her heaving stomach. His eyes were blazing with a mix of love, pride, and fierce arousal. He leaned close, his lips brushing her ear.

“You were phenomenal,” he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. “Every second. I have it all recorded. For us.”

He helped her sit up. The three guests offered her smiles—respectful, satiated, grateful. They had gotten everything they’d come for, and more.

The performance was over. The memory, pristine and detailed, was now forever theirs. Just theirs.

Or so Carl thought.
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Chapter 7: More Relations
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The silence was a living thing. It pulsed with the memory of sound—of flesh, of impact, of cries now spent. The air was thick with musk, salt, and the scent of shared, private wine. Victoria sat on the soft rug, propped up by Carl’s steadying arm, watching as the three men silently gathered their scattered clothes, their movements languid, post-coital. A transactional air began to settle. It was over. They’d had their experience. Jaylen offered a final, awed grin. Tyrone gave a respectful nod. DeAndre’s analytical gaze swept the room one last time, cataloging the scene.

But as Carl started to rise, to usher them toward the door with murmured thanks, a hand closed around his wrist. Victoria’s grip was surprisingly strong, a brand of heat and residual tension. Her eyes, still dark and blown with arousal, found his. The dazed look was gone, burned away not by satisfaction, but by a deeper, more insistent hunger. Her lips parted, but no sound came out. She shook her head in a slight, desperate motion.

Then she looked past him, at the three guests. Her gaze traveled over each of them: Jaylen’s lean, spent form, Tyrone’s monumental satisfaction, DeAndre’s cool detachment returning. She wasn’t looking at them with gratitude or farewell. She was looking at them with intent.

A flush that had nothing to do with embarrassment stained her chest and neck. She swallowed, finding her voice, a hoarse, ruined thing. “Bedroom.”

The single word, raw and commanding, cut through the polite goodbyes. All three men stopped. Carl froze, his eyes widening slightly as he read her face, seeing not just desire, but a specific, determined need.

“Again,” she breathed, her eyes locking on Carl’s, pleading and demanding in equal measure. “I want it again. Now. All of them. At the same time.”

Understanding, electric and potent, crackled between them. This was the unspoken, impossible peak of the fantasy. The curated sequence had been just the warm-up. Carl saw the wildfire in her eyes and knew he was powerless to stop it, nor did he want to. He gave a slow, almost imperceptible nod.

He turned to the three men, who stood in various states of re-dress, confusion and dawning interest on their faces. “Gentlemen,” Carl said, his voice low and steady. “It seems the star of the show wants an encore. A... simultaneous finale. If you’re up for it.”

The reaction was instantaneous. Jaylen’s jaw dropped, then split into a disbelieving, ecstatic grin. Tyrone chuckled, a deep, rumbling sound of pure masculine approval as he let his shirt drop back to the floor. DeAndre’s eyebrows arched, the detached analyst vanishing, replaced by a man presented with a fascinating, complex new problem to solve. He was clearly intrigued.

Without another word, Carl helped Victoria to her feet. She was unsteady, her body marked and trembling, but her stride toward the master bedroom was one of pure, focused purpose. The men followed, a silent procession, the energy in the house shifting from conclusion to a renewed, more intense beginning.

The bedroom was dominated by a large king-sized bed, its duvet a stark white. Victoria stood beside it, her back to them, a vision of debauched determination. She looked over her shoulder, her brunette hair a tangled curtain. “Positions,” she said, the word not a request, but a director’s cue.

She pointed to Jaylen, then to the head of the bed. “You. Here. I want you in my mouth.” She pointed to the center of the bed. “Tyrone. On your back. I’m going to ride you.” Finally, she turned her gaze to DeAndre, her eyes dropping meaningfully. “You. Behind me. There.” She left no ambiguity about the final, untouched frontier she intended to have him claim.

They moved with a startling, aroused efficiency. Tyrone settled himself in the middle of the vast bed, his massive frame a landscape of muscle. He sheathed himself again, his cock already rising back to its full, intimidating hardness against his stomach. Jaylen scrambled to the head of the bed, standing in it, his renewed erection bobbing eagerly. DeAndre took his place behind her, his hands coming to rest on her bruised hips, his touch now one of confident ownership.

Victoria climbed onto the bed, her movements a fluid, sensual crawl. She straddled Tyrone, but didn’t lower herself onto him yet. Instead, she leaned forward, bracing her hands on his colossal chest, and took Jaylen into her mouth. He gasped, his head thumping back against the headboard as her lips enveloped him, her tongue swirling with a practiced hunger that hadn’t been there before. She sucked him deep, her throat working around him, a low, hungry moan vibrating against his skin.

“Jesus,” Jaylen whimpered, his hands fisting in her hair.

With her mouth occupied, she reached behind herself with one hand. Her fingers found DeAndre’s length, guiding him nearer to her entrance. It was clear: she wanted him in her ass.

He was slick with her arousal, but the angle was new, tight. And he was so large. He had to spit on her ass and his cock, too, before even attempting to get inside. He gave a couple slow, soft, warm-up thrusts.

They weren’t enough to really enter her at all. He knew he’d need to push harder for that. So, he asked, “Ready?”

He saw her head nod and heard a little “Mhm,” all the while she was sucking Jaylen.

DeAndre pressed the broad head against her, and she pushed back, a slow, demanding roll of her hips. He entered her with a single, smooth, deep stroke that made her scream around Jaylen’s cock, the sound a muffled, desperate vibration.

Now.

She sank down onto Tyrone in the same moment, impaling herself front and back in one devastating motion. The scream became a strangled, continuous sound of being utterly, impossibly filled. Tyrone’s hands shot to her hips, his roar of pleasure shaking the bed. “FUCK, GIRL!”

She was the center of a perfect, punishing geometry. Jaylen fucking her mouth with shallow, frantic thrusts. Tyrone beneath her, his hips pistoning upward to meet her frantic riding, his girth stretching her to a glorious ache. And DeAndre behind, his rhythm a deep, exact counterpoint to Tyrone’s, filling a profound, empty space she almost hadn’t known existed, his groans hot against her mid and lower back.

Carl stood in the doorway, the camera forgotten in his hand. He was a spectator to a sacred, profane ritual. The sight of his wife, a goddess of need, taking on three men simultaneously, mastering them and being mastered by them, stole the breath from his lungs. Her body was a symphony of conflicting motions, absorbing and responding to three different rhythms, her skin sheened with a fresh coat of sweat. He felt his erection throb, unable to do anything about it at the moment.

The bed became an instrument of their frenzy. The frame knocked a steady, frantic beat against the wall. The sounds were animalistic, a cacophony of grunts, slaps, choked cries, and the wet, rhythmic music of their joining. Victoria’s world dissolved into pure, blinding sensation. There was no thought, only a painful sense of pleasure being pulled tighter and tighter from three different points, converging in her core.

Jaylen was the first to fracture. Overstimulated, his earlier release making him sensitive, the sight and feel of her taking two other men while she devoured him was too much. “I’m... I can’t... Victoria, I’m gonna...” he babbled. She sucked him harder, urging him on. With a sharp, broken cry, he came inside the condom, still in her mouth, his body seizing. She sucked convulsively, milking him until he stepped back, nearly falling over due to being utterly spent.

But his finish only intensified the storm for the others. Freed from her mouth, Victoria’s screams now echoed unchecked through the room. “YES! DON’T STOP! FUCK ME! BOTH OF YOU! RIGHT THERE!”

Tyrone and DeAndre, spurred on by her cries and the visual of her absolute abandon, found a brutal, synchronized rhythm. Tyrone drove up as DeAndre drove in, meeting in the middle of her, a double-ended assault that lifted her almost off the bed.

“Oh fuck! Oh FUCK! OH FUCK!” Victoria cried out, again and again. The sensations almost proved to be too much. The urge to cry stop flashed through her, a desperate impulse to make it all slow down.

But then, the coil building inside her, wound impossibly tight by the first round and now cranked to its breaking point by the second, finally snapped.

“HOLY SHIT! OH GOD!”

Her orgasm didn’t crest; it detonated. It was a cataclysm that ripped through her, wave after violent wave, tearing a scream from her throat that was raw and endless. Her body clamped down on both men with a viselike, rhythmic intensity, her back arching violently.

That fierce, internal pulsing triggered their own climaxes. Tyrone bellowed, a sound of pure, triumphant release, as he emptied himself into the condom, his huge body bucking beneath her. A mere second later, DeAndre stiffened, his precise control shattering into a series of sharp, driving thrusts as he came with a gasped, “God... yes... take it! Fucking take me! Don’t stop!”

The world went white, then gray, then black at the edges.

Silence, heavier than before, crashed down. The only sounds were the ragged, desperate gasps of five people trying to remember how to breathe. Victoria collapsed forward, her body sliding off of Tyrone and DeAndre, a boneless, trembling heap between them on the soaked sheets. She couldn’t move. She couldn’t speak. Her lungs burned, pulling in air with huge, shuddering heaves that shook her entire frame. Her vision swam, tears of sheer, overwhelming release leaking from the corners of her eyes.

She was ruined. Utterly, beautifully, perfectly ruined. Spent in every conceivable way.

The men slowly, carefully, disentangled themselves. They disposed of the condoms in a stunned silence, looking at the woman between them with something beyond awe or satisfaction—something closer to reverence for a force of nature they had weathered together.

Carl finally moved from over near the doorway. He walked to the side of the bed, looking down at his wife. Her eyes were closed, her chest heaving, a slight, unconscious smile on her swollen lips. He placed a trembling hand on her damp, hot shoulder.

Not a word was spoken. None were needed. The encore was complete.
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Chapter 8: The Film
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The men were long gone, and neither Carl nor Victoria could be bothered with cleaning up the wine glasses. They’d stay where they were for tonight.

Both in bed, Carl switched the camera’s mode. From filming to viewing. He was over the moon, excited to show Victoria what he’d captured. The small, bright screen became their private theater.

At first, she couldn’t look. She buried her face in his shoulder as the sounds—her own ragged breathing, the wet slap of skin, a choked moan—filled the quiet bedroom. “Oh, god,” she mumbled, her voice muffled against him.

“Look,” he whispered, his lips against her temple. “Just look. You’re incredible.”

She forced herself to peek. The footage was shockingly intimate, beautifully framed. There she was, a stranger and yet utterly herself. The camera caught the determined set of her jaw as she gave the command, “Positions.” It lingered on the awe in Jaylen’s face as she took him into her mouth, on the sheer power in Tyrone’s frame as she sank onto him, on the focused intensity in DeAndre’s eyes as he claimed her from behind.

A fresh, low heat bloomed in her belly, a ghost of the earlier inferno. But her body was a map of soreness, a pleasant, deep ache that protested any new movement. She was spent, truly and completely. The arousal was a quiet hum, a mental appreciation with no physical outlet.

Carl, however, was not spent. As the scene unfolded on screen—the synchronized frenzy, her arched back, her raw, screaming climax—she felt him grow hard against her thigh. His breath caught. His pride was palpable, a physical warmth radiating from him.

“See?” he murmured, his voice thick. “See how fucking beautiful you are? How powerful?”

She did see. The embarrassment was there, a faint blush, but it was washed away by a stronger tide of pride. She had always liked watching this kind of content, the raw, consensual hunger of it. She just couldn’t believe the woman on screen, being devoured and worshipped, was her. Her. She had wanted something so specific, so secret. She had shared that darkest fantasy with the man she loved. And then, together, they had gone out and built it from scratch. The planning, the selection, the terrifying, thrilling execution—it had been a joint project. A profoundly intimate, strangely romantic collaboration.

“I did that,” she whispered, more to herself than to him.

“We did that,” Carl corrected softly, turning his head to kiss her. It was a deep, slow kiss, full of a love that was now infinitely more complex and solid. “I love you so much. More than ever.”

She believed him. The evidence was right there, playing out in high definition.

As the footage began to reach its overwhelming conclusion, her hand drifted down. She couldn’t join him, not physically, not tonight. But she could guide him. Her touch was soft, knowing, a slow and tender counterpoint to the near-violence on the screen. He watched the recording and felt her hand, his groans blending with the ones from the speaker.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her eyes on the screen where her past self was shuddering between Tyrone and DeAndre. “That’s my man.”

He came quietly, a low gasp against her neck, into the tissues she’d thoughtfully placed nearby. The screen went dark as he fumbled to turn it off. For a long moment, they just lay there in the silent, messy room, wrapped around each other. Then, a giggle bubbled up from Victoria—a sound of pure, incredulous release. Carl joined in, his laughter a rumble in his chest against her back.

“So,” he said, once their laughter subsided into contented sighs. “I wonder what we should do with the rest of our weekend in Vegas.”

She snuggled deeper into his arms, wincing only slightly at a tender muscle. She felt triumphant, loved, and deliciously empty. The world outside their private, debauched bubble seemed distant and irrelevant.

“I have no idea,” she said, a smile in her voice. “Not a clue.”


He squeezed her. “Me neither.”



But they both knew it didn’t matter. They had already found exactly what they’d come for. Whatever came next was just a bonus. They lay there, in the wreckage of their perfect fantasy, and drifted towards sleep, happier and more connected than they had ever been.

––––––––
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        What happens on the nude beach… doesn't always stay there.
Keira and Anthony booked a luxury all-inclusive resort for sun, sand, and reconnection. But the welcome packet held a tantalizing secret: next door lies a kilometers-long, clothing-optional beach—famous, wild, and calling their names.
It was just supposed to be an hour of anthropological curiosity. A daring, tipsy dare between a married couple. But the line between "just looking" and "joining in" is as thin as a swimsuit strap. As they shed their clothes, they shed their inhibitions, drawn into a sun-drenched world of uninhibited volleyball games, electric eye contact, and a pulsating beach party where every glance is an invitation.
Anthony watches, a cocktail of jealousy and raw arousal twisting inside him, as his wife, Keira, is swept into the hedonistic current. The playful limbo becomes a lewd spectacle. The dancing turns predatory. And when a confident stranger claims Keira with a single, searing kiss, Anthony's world fractures. He's faced with a brutal, thrilling choice: be the jealous husband who drags her away, or the silent, willing witness to her most primal awakening.
As the music pounds and the tiki torches flicker, the party devolves into a raw, unfiltered pleasure-fest. Boundaries aren't just crossed—they're obliterated. Anthony is thrust into the most electrifying night of his life, whether he wants to be or not.
Gangbang: At The Nude Beach is a sizzling, high-heat journey of voyeurism, reluctant submission, and a marriage tested by the fires of unleashed fantasy. If you crave stories where sun-soaked decadence turns deliciously dark, where jealousy and lust become inseparable, and where the walk back to the hotel is the longest—and most profound—of all.
Dive into the filth. Claim your copy today.
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