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Introduction


THIS IS A VERY ADULT BOOK! It's a taboo interracial age-gap / cuckold erotica book with some very filthy scenes – not a love story!

Trigger Warnings


Explicit sexual content throughout

Age gap relationships (all characters 18+)

Consensual power exchange and psychological coercion

Cuckolding and hotwife themes

Interracial relationships with racial elements

Group sexual situations

Strong language and mature themes

Situations involving financial pressure and dubious consent


1: SETTLING IN
Two Bin Bags Each


Six months married and we were living out of fucking bin bags.

I stood on the pavement outside 47 Rye Lane, rain soaking through my trainers, staring up at this massive Victorian terrace that was supposed to be our fresh start. Our fresh start. What a joke. My throat was tight, the kind of tight where if I opened my mouth I'd either scream or cry, and I wasn't giving Jake either.

Ray had just driven off in the rental van to return it, leaving us alone with our pathetic pile of belongings on the pavement. Two bin bags each. Four bags total. That's what our marriage had been reduced to, what six months of being Mrs Emma Harris was worth. Everything else, all the stuff we'd bought for the flat in Catford, the fairy lights I'd hung up trying to make the place feel like home, the throws from Primark, that stupid cactus Jake bought me on our wedding day, all of it was in storage we couldn't afford to pay for anymore. Gone. Just like everything else Jake had promised me.

The street noise hit me like a wall. Buses rattling past, grime blasting from some open window up the road, three lads on bikes doing circles outside the chicken shop, shouting at each other. Peckham. I'd read about Peckham, all those Guardian pieces about hipster cafés and street art and regeneration, but this end of Rye Lane wasn't that Peckham, was it? This was peeling paint and security grilles and the smell of fried chicken mixing with exhaust fumes and weed. Always someone blazing somewhere.

"Got it," Jake said, triumphant like he'd just solved world hunger. The front gate squeaked open. The little patch of concrete pretending to be a garden had weeds pushing through the cracks, a rusted bike frame chained to the railing. The front door was dark green, paint peeling in strips, and it stuck when Jake pushed. He had to shove his shoulder against it, proper hard, before it gave.

The hallway was dark even with the light on. I stepped inside, clutching my bin bags, and smelled it straight away: damp and old wood and underneath that, cigarette smoke. Maybe weed. Something stale and lived-in that made my nose wrinkle. The floor was those Victorian tiles, black and white geometric pattern that must've been pretty once, probably a hundred years ago, but now they were chipped and cracked and dirty, missing bits showing concrete underneath. Magnolia walls, yellowing with age, woodchip wallpaper underneath that you could feel if you ran your hand along. The overhead light was a single bare bulb, no shade, harsh and uninviting. Classy.

"It's not as bad as it looks," Jake said.

It was exactly as bad as it looked. Worse, maybe.

Jake pulled me through to the living room, all eager like he was showing off a five-star hotel. Gesturing at everything like an estate agent. "Ray's got a massive telly, see? 55 inches. Proper setup."

I looked at the brown leather sofa, sagging in the middle like a collapsed lung. Coffee table covered in rings from mugs and glasses, shelves stuffed with DVDs and old reggae albums. The whole room smelled like a pub after closing time, stale smoke and leather and some synthetic tropical air freshener trying to cover it up. Trying and failing.

Proper setup. Right.

"And the kitchen's through here, it's actually pretty decent," Jake continued, pulling me towards the back of the house like I was a reluctant estate viewing client. The kitchen was cramped, beige lino peeling at the edges, laminate countertops chipped at the corners. But it did smell good, I'd give it that. Warm. Spices I couldn't name but recognised from Caribbean takeaways. Something was simmering on the stove, low heat. "Ray cooks proper Caribbean food. You'll love it."

I didn't respond. Didn't trust myself to. Just let Jake lead me back into the hallway and up the stairs. They were steep, narrow, the kind that must've been a nightmare when they were built. The banister was worn smooth under my hand, polished by decades of palms. Burgundy carpet, threadbare in the centre, showing the wooden steps underneath. My legs felt heavy climbing them, like I was walking through water, like I was climbing towards something I didn't want to reach.

Second floor. Jake opened the back bedroom door with this little flourish, like he was presenting me with a surprise.

Our room.

The bed took up most of the space, that cheap double with the wooden frame we'd brought from the old flat, self-assembly Argos shite that creaked every time you moved. There was a pine wardrobe that didn't quite close properly, one bedside table, a chest of drawers under the window. The window itself looked out over the alley and the back gardens of the houses behind, brick walls and washing lines and bins and fuck all else.

This was it. This was our life now. A room in Jake's uncle's house, fuck knows how much in debt, living out of bin bags.

I dropped mine on the floor and started pulling clothes out, shoving them into the wardrobe without folding them. Knickers, bras, tops, jeans, all crammed in together. Jake hovered beside me, useless as always, shifting his weight from foot to foot. I could feel him watching me, could feel him working up to saying something.

"Em…"

I ignored him. Kept shoving clothes in. My hands were moving too fast, too rough, catching on zips and hangers.

"Emma, come on…"

"How?" I didn't look at him. Kept shoving clothes into the wardrobe, bras tangled with jeans, everything a mess. "How did we get here, Jake?"

"It's temporary, yeah? Just until we get back on our feet, we'll—"

"How did you let this happen?" I spun round and he actually flinched, took a step back like I might hit him. Part of me wanted to. "You had a business, Jake. We had a flat. We had a plan. And now we're living in your uncle's spare room like a couple of teenagers who got knocked up." My hands were shaking. I shoved them into my pockets so he wouldn't see. "So tell me. How?"

His face crumpled like a tissue. "Steve cleaned out the account, Em. I didn't know he was gonna do that, I trusted him, I—"

"You trusted him." I laughed, and it came out bitter, harsh. "You trusted a bloke you met in a pub who told you protein shakes were the future."

"It wasn't like that…"

"Then what was it like, Jake?" I was breathing hard now, could hear it in my voice. "Because from where I'm standing, it looks like you fucked up. Again."

He went quiet. I turned back to the wardrobe, grabbed more clothes, shoved them in. The silence sat between us, heavy and uncomfortable.

"Ray bailed us out." Jake's voice had gone quiet, that whiny edge he got when he knew he'd fucked up. "No one else would've done that."

We were trapped here, in this damp house that smelled like weed and old leather, living off Ray's charity. Living off Jake's failure.

"And we're just gonna what?" I turned to look at him, and he was staring at the floor like the answer was written on the threadbare carpet. "Live here rent-free until your debt it's paid off? How long's that gonna take, Jake? A year? Five?"

"Ray said we just need to help out around the house." Jake wouldn't look at me properly. "Cooking, cleaning, that sort of thing. He's being sound about it, honestly."

Help out around the house.

I stared at him. He was doing that thing where he looked just past my shoulder, not quite meeting my eyes. Lying. Or not telling me everything, which was the same thing really.

"That's it?" My voice came out flat. "Just cooking and cleaning?"

"Yeah. I mean, whatever needs doing, yeah?" He was scratching at his neck now, that nervous tell he'd had since I met him. "It's not a big deal."

But his voice had that edge. That lying edge. And something cold slithered down my spine.

"Jake—"

The front door opened downstairs, loud enough to hear up here. Ray's voice boomed up through the house, deep and commanding, the kind of voice that expected to be obeyed. "Jake! Emma! Come down when you're sorted, yeah? Got dinner on."

Jake's face lit up like a kid hearing the ice cream van, eager and grateful and pathetic all at once. He was already heading for the door.

"Coming!" he called down, then looked back at me. "Em, come on. Don't want to keep him waiting, yeah?"

I took one last look at the cramped room, the bin bags half-unpacked on the floor, our clothes crammed into a wardrobe that smelled like mildew. The walls felt close, too close, like they were pressing in on me. Like I couldn't get enough air.

Jake was already on the stairs.

I followed him down, each step feeling heavier than the last, and tried to ignore the weight in my chest that told me nothing about this was going to be simple. Nothing about helping out around the house was going to be just cooking and cleaning.
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Tuck In

The smell hit me the second I stepped into the kitchen.

Proper cooking, yeah? The kind that makes your stomach growl before you've even clocked what's on the stove. Spices I couldn't name, something rich and savoury that made my mouth water, heat rolling off the cooker in waves. I followed Jake through the doorway and stopped dead.

Ray was at the stove, and Christ, he was broad. Shoulders blocking half the cooker, stirring a pot like he'd done it a million times. Easy. Practised. He turned when he heard us, and his smile was warm, genuine. "Make yourselves comfortable, darlings. Dinner's almost ready."

Darlings. Plural. Like we were his.

His voice was deeper than I'd remembered from the van, the kind of voice that filled a room without trying. Low and smooth, with that hint of gravel underneath. He moved around the kitchen like he owned it. Which, I supposed, he did. We were just the charity cases taking up space.

Jake practically bounced into the dining area at the back, eager as a puppy. I hovered near the doorway, hands awkward at my sides, not sure what to do with myself.

"Jake, set the table, yeah?" Ray nodded towards the cupboard without looking. "Plates in there, cutlery in the drawer."

Jake obeyed. Just like that. No hesitation, no question, pulling out mismatched plates and forks and setting them on the plastic tablecloth like he'd done it before. Maybe he had. Maybe he'd lived here longer than I'd thought, longer than he'd admitted.

"Can I help?" I offered, taking a step towards the sink.

Ray waved me off, still focused on the pot. "You're a guest, love. Sit down, relax. You've had a long day."

Guest.

The word didn't sit right. Guests left after dinner. Guests had their own homes to go back to. We were stuck here, living off his charity, and everyone in this cramped little kitchen knew it.

I perched on one of the wooden chairs, hands in my lap, whilst Ray moved between the cooker and the oven with the ease of someone who'd been doing this his whole life. The silence felt thick, oppressive. Jake filled it with nervous chatter about the van, the traffic, how knackered he was. Ray made appropriate noises, barely listening. His focus was on the food, on the chicken sizzling in the pan, on whatever he was stirring in the pot.

I snuck glances at him when he wasn't looking.

Fifty-five, Jake had said. He didn't look it. Broad shoulders, solid build, the kind of body that came from decades of physical work, not a gym. His arms were muscular, dark skin smooth under the kitchen light, no tattoos. He wore a plain grey vest and black tracksuit bottoms, casual, comfortable. The vest clung to his chest, showed off his build. I noticed. Hated that I noticed.

He caught me looking.

My gaze dropped fast, heat creeping up my neck. Fuck. Caught staring like some teenage girl.

"Right then." Ray brought the plates over, set them down in front of us with a flourish. Jerk chicken, glossy and charred, rice and peas, fried plantain on the side. It looked like something from a restaurant, something you'd pay fifteen quid for in Brixton. "Tuck in."

I stared at my plate, gobsmacked. I'd been expecting beans on toast. Maybe a takeaway curry if we were lucky. This was proper. Home-cooked. The kind of meal that made you feel like you belonged somewhere.

"This looks amazing," I said, and meant it.

Ray smiled, settled into his chair opposite me. Our knees were almost touching under the small table. Almost. "Mum taught me. She'd have had my arse if I couldn't cook a decent meal."

Jake was already shovelling food into his mouth, groaning with exaggerated pleasure. "Mate, this is banging. Seriously. Em, try the plantain."

I picked up my fork and took a cautious bite of chicken. Spicy, rich, perfectly cooked. The heat hit the back of my throat, made my eyes water slightly. My mouth was watering. I couldn't help the small sound of appreciation.

"Good, innit?" Ray watched me, amused. Those dark eyes tracking my reaction. "Jake's done alright for himself."

I blinked. "Sorry?"

"You." His gaze locked on me, steady, direct. Not leering, but I felt it anyway, that weight of being looked at. Seen. "Pretty girl. Young. Jake's punching above his weight."

Heat flooded my face, instant and mortifying. I stared at my plate, at the chicken, anywhere but at him. What was I supposed to say to that? Cheers, mate, thanks for noticing I'm fuckable? Jake laughed, this nervous little sound, like Ray had made some brilliant joke instead of telling me straight out that I was too good for my own husband.

"Cheers, mate," Jake managed, mouth full.

Ray's smile didn't quite reach his eyes. He turned his attention back to his plate, and I exhaled quietly, feeling like I'd just passed some kind of test I didn't know I was taking.

We ate. Ray asked me questions between bites. Where was I from originally? Lewisham, I told him. What did I do before Jake? Retail, Boots mostly. Did I like it? Not particularly. His questions felt genuine, but there was something underneath, something calculated. Like he was filing information away for later. Building a picture of me in his head.

Jake stayed quiet, which wasn't like him. He kept glancing between me and Ray, eager and anxious at the same time. Waiting for something.

"Diane'll be round later this week," Ray said, mopping up sauce with a piece of plantain. "My girlfriend. You'll like her. She's good people."

"That's nice," I said, because what else was I supposed to say?

"She helps out round here too." Ray's tone was easy, conversational. "Keeps things balanced, yeah?"

Helps out. There it was again, that phrase. What did that even mean? I wanted to ask, but Jake was nodding along like it was obvious, and I felt thick for not getting it. What kind of help? Cooking? Cleaning? Why did it sound like something else when Ray said it?

Ray set down his fork, leaned back in his chair. The movement made his vest ride up slightly, showing a strip of his stomach. Flat. Toned. I looked away. "Look, I'm glad you're both here, yeah? Happy to help. But it's not a free ride. You both pitch in. Cooking, cleaning, whatever needs doing. Fair's fair."

I nodded quickly. That sounded reasonable. Normal. "Of course. We want to help."

"Good." Ray's gaze lingered on me for a second longer than necessary. Long enough that I felt it, this weird flutter low in my stomach that I immediately shoved down. "Just so we're clear."

Jake agreed instantly, too fast, too eager. "Yeah, mate, absolutely. Whatever you need."

I looked at Jake, trying to catch his eye, but he was focused on his plate like it was the most fascinating thing in the world.

We finished eating. I offered to clear the plates this time, and Ray let me. Jake dried whilst I washed, and Ray stayed at the table, rolling a cigarette with slow, deliberate movements. I could feel him watching us, feel the weight of his presence behind me. The dynamic was clear now, obvious. Ray was in charge. We were the help. I was washing dishes in another man's kitchen whilst my husband dried beside me and that man watched us like we were his employees.

Which, I supposed, we were.

The thought settled in my chest, cold and uncomfortable.

Ray stood, stretched. I heard the movement, heard the soft grunt, didn't turn around. "Right, I'm gonna watch some telly. You're welcome to join if you fancy it."

I opened my mouth to politely decline, but he wasn't finished.

"Oh, and Emma, love." He paused. I could hear it in his voice, the pause, the shift. I turned. He was in the doorway, looking back at me with that same assessing gaze. "Tomorrow after breakfast, come see me in the living room, yeah? Got a couple things I could use a hand with. Nothing major."

My hands were still wet, dishcloth dripping onto the floor. "Sure. No problem."

Jake's shoulders tensed beside me. I saw it in my peripheral vision, the slight hitch, the way his hands went still on the plate he was drying.

Ray smiled. "Lovely. Night, then."

He disappeared into the living room. A few seconds later, the telly came on, loud. Football commentary, shouting, the roar of a crowd.

I turned to Jake. He was staring at the plate in his hands like it might shatter if he breathed wrong.

"What was that about?" I kept my voice low.

He shrugged. Set the plate down too carefully. "Ray's just being Ray. He likes things done his way."

"What things, Jake?"

"I dunno, Em. Whatever needs doing." Defensive now, voice gone tight. "It's not a big deal."

Liar. His face was screaming at me. This was a big deal, a massive fucking deal, and he was lying straight to my face. Again.

I wanted to push. Wanted to grab him and shake him until he told me what the fuck was really going on. But I was knackered. Absolutely done. Tired of fighting, tired of this shithole day, tired of feeling like the walls were closing in and Jake was too fucking weak to hold them back.

"Fine," I said, and turned back to the sink.

Jake dried the rest of the dishes in silence.

The only sound was the clink of plates and the distant roar of the football match, Ray's occasional shout at the screen filtering through from the living room. His voice. Deep. Commanding. Even when he was just watching telly.

I scrubbed a plate harder than necessary, watching the soap bubbles swirl down the drain, and tried not to think about tomorrow morning. Tried not to think about what "a couple things" might mean. Tried not to think about the way Ray had looked at me, the way he'd said my name.
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Thin Walls, Thick Silence

The bathroom was fucking tiny, barely room for one person, let alone two. Jake squeezed past me while I was brushing my teeth, all mumbled excuses about needing a piss, his hip knocking mine in the cramped space. I spat toothpaste into the sink and looked at myself in the mirror. The glass was ancient, black spots creeping in round the edges, and the fluorescent strip light overhead made me look washed out, knackered, older than twenty-two. Great. First night in Ray's house and I already looked like shit.

Ray's stuff was everywhere. His toothbrush in the holder next to mine, electric, expensive-looking. Old Spice aftershave on the shelf, the smell of it thick in the small room. Shaving foam, a disposable razor, all his things mixed in with ours like we'd been living here for months, not hours. He was everywhere in this house, even when he wasn't in the room.

I rinsed, spat one more time, and got out before Jake could bump into me again.

Our room. Still felt weird calling it that. I pulled off my jeans and top, swapped them for an old Primark T-shirt and shorts, the kind of pyjamas you wear when looking fit is the last thing on your mind. Jake was already in bed, propped up on the pillows, phone in hand, scrolling through something. Didn't even look up when I came in.

I climbed into bed beside him, and the mattress sagged immediately, springs creaking loud enough that Ray probably heard it downstairs. Too soft. Too old. The kind of bed that'd give you backache after a week, and we'd be here months at least.

I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling. Magnolia paint gone yellow in the corners, a thin crack running from the light fitting toward the window. How long had that been there? Did Ray even care? The whole house was falling apart around him, and here we were, grateful for the roof.

"I can hear everything," I said, half to myself.

Jake glanced over. "What?"

"Everything. Ray's telly downstairs. Doors closing. If he coughs, I'll probably fucking hear it."

He shrugged, eyes already back on his phone. "Thin walls. Old house, innit."

"So if we can hear him, he can hear us." I let that sit there between us. "Every word. Every sound."

His thumb stopped scrolling. He didn't look at me. "I guess, yeah."

I rolled onto my side, facing him. "What did Ray mean earlier? About me helping out tomorrow?"

"Just general stuff, Em. Tidying up, maybe. Maybe he wants you to cook something. I dunno."

"You don't know." Not a question.

"No."

Liar. He knew something. I could see it in the way he wouldn't meet my eyes.

I reached over and took his phone out of his hand, dropped it on the bedside table. He blinked at me, proper startled. "Is there something you're not telling me, Jake?"

"What? No. Why would there be?"

"Because you've been acting weird all day. Weirder than usual. And Ray's being... I dunno. Too nice. Too fucking specific about me helping out."

Jake shifted, wouldn't look at me. "He's just like that, babe. He likes things done his way. You'll get used to it."

"That's not an answer."

"Em, I'm knackered, yeah? Can we not do this now?"

I stared at him. His face was red, breath coming quicker than it should. And then I saw it. The bulge in his joggers, tenting the grey fabric, unmistakable even in the dim light from the bedside lamp.

He was hard.

Properly hard.

"Really?" I said, voice flat. "Right now?"

He looked down, saw what I'd clocked, and went even redder. "It's... it's nothing, babe. Just... long day. Stress. It happens, yeah?"

"Stress makes you hard."

"Sometimes, yeah."

Bullshit. Complete fucking bullshit. I knew Jake's body, knew when he was turned on and when he wasn't. This wasn't stress. This was something else, something that made my stomach twist.

His hand crept onto my thigh, fingers spreading, testing. "Maybe we could..."

I pushed it off. Not rough, but clear. "Not tonight, Jake. I'm knackered and this whole place is doing my head in."

"Em..."

"No."

He pulled back, rolled onto his side facing away from me. I could feel how wound up he was, all twitchy and desperate beside me, and it made my skin crawl. Hard as a fucking rock and we'd just moved into his uncle's house because he'd pissed away our entire future.

Read the room, mate.

We lay there in silence. His breathing was too loud in the quiet, too fast. I could feel the mattress dip where he was lying, the springs shifting under us. The room stank. Musty, damp, like the wardrobe in the corner hadn't been opened in years. Everything in this house felt old. Neglected. Wrong.

I couldn't stop my brain spinning. What did Ray actually mean, me helping out? Why was Jake being so fucking weird about it, hard just from talking about his uncle? What had I agreed to by moving here? What had Jake agreed to?

Jake's voice came out of the darkness, low and careful like he'd been waiting to say it. "Ray's a good bloke, Em. He's helping us out, yeah? We just need to be grateful. Do what he asks. It'll all work out."

I turned my head, stared at his back. His shoulders were tense, rigid.

"Why does that sound like a fucking warning, Jake?"

He didn't answer. Didn't move.

Coward.

I lay there staring at the ceiling, listening. Ray's telly went quiet downstairs. Then footsteps on the stairs, heavy, deliberate, getting closer. Ray going up to bed. The first floor, right above us. A door closed. Then silence, thick and waiting.

Jake's breathing evened out. Bastard. Fell asleep just like that, or he was pretending to, and either way he'd left me alone with this.

I couldn't sleep. My brain kept spinning, wouldn't shut up. I kept seeing Ray's eyes on me at dinner, the way they'd travelled down my body when he thought I wasn't looking. The way he'd said my name, Emma, like he was tasting it. Tomorrow morning, come see me. Got a couple things I could use a hand with.

What things?

What fucking things?

Jake's words kept echoing. Do what he asks. Like an order. Like he'd already agreed to something and hadn't told me.

What was I supposed to do? What had Jake already promised I'd do?


2: THE FIRST PAYMENT
Good Girl


Iwoke up cold.

Jake's side of the bed was empty, duvet thrown back, sheet already cold when I reached across. How long had he been gone? I lay there, staring at the dent in his pillow, listening to the voices downstairs. His laugh, too loud, too eager. Ray's low rumble underneath it.

What were they talking about? Was Ray telling him what I was supposed to do this morning?

I sat up, rubbed my face. My head felt thick, heavy, like I'd been drugged. I'd barely slept. Kept waking up every hour, convinced I could hear footsteps outside our door, convinced Ray was coming to collect on whatever arrangement Jake had made.

My phone said 9:07am.

I swung my legs out of bed, stood, pulled on leggings. Grey jumper over my bare tits. Couldn't be arsed with a bra. This was Ray's house, yeah, but I wasn't getting dolled up for housework or whatever the fuck he had planned.

Except the second I thought it, I wondered if I should've. Put a bra on. Covered up more.

Too late now.

The stairs creaked under my feet, loud in the quiet house. I could smell tea, toast maybe. When I got to the kitchen doorway, Jake wasn't there.

Just Ray.

Ray stood by the kettle, grey vest, black trackies, barefoot. Broad shoulders, relaxed, like he owned the place. Which he did. I stopped in the doorway. My jumper felt thin. Too thin. I crossed my arms over my chest, casual, like I was cold, not like my nipples were probably visible through the fabric.

Ray glanced over, smiled. Not creepy. Just... aware. "Morning, darling. Tea?"

"Yeah. Cheers."

I hovered by the table, didn't know where to stand, where to sit, what to do with my hands. Ray poured boiling water into two mugs, the kettle loud in the silence between us.

"Jake's popped to the shop," he said. "Milk and bread. Mr Campbell's, round the corner. Won't be long."

Right. So I was alone with Ray. Great.

He handed me a mug, gestured to the table. "Sit, sit. No need to stand there like a stranger."

I sat. The chair scraped loud against the lino. Ray settled opposite me, both hands wrapped round his mug, steam curling up between us. He was watching me. Not staring, not leering, just... assessing. Like he was working something out. Like he could see through the jumper, through me, straight to whatever it was Jake had promised him.

"Sleep alright?" he asked.

"Yeah, fine."

He smiled, and I knew he didn't believe me. "Takes time to get used to a new place, innit? New bed, new sounds. Give it a few nights, you'll be sorted."

I nodded, sipped my tea. Too hot. Burned my tongue. I winced, swallowed anyway.

"So," Ray said, leaning back in his chair, casual, like we were mates. "Tell me about your family, Emma. Your mum still in Lewisham?"

"Catford," I corrected. Why did he want to know about my mum? "Council flat. She's a cleaner. Works for an agency. Offices in the City mostly."

"Hard worker, then."

"Yeah. Always has been."

"Siblings?"

"Two younger. Brother and sister. Fifteen and twelve."

Ray nodded, thoughtful, like I'd told him something important. "You helped raise them, I bet. Oldest always does."

I shrugged. How the fuck did he know that? "Mum worked a lot. Someone had to."

"That's a good girl," Ray said.

My stomach did something. A flip, a twist, I don't know. The way he said it. Good girl. Like I was a dog. Or a kid. Or... something else. I took another sip of tea, burned my tongue again.

"Jake's lucky," Ray continued. "You seem sensible. Got your head screwed on."

I didn't feel sensible. I felt like I was sat in his kitchen, braless, listening to him call me a good girl, and I didn't know why that made my face hot.

I mumbled, "Thanks."

Ray drained his mug, stood, rinsed it in the sink. I watched the muscles in his back shift under the vest. He turned, leaned against the counter, arms folded. Bigger than Jake. Older. Confident in a way Jake would never be.

"Got some DIY later if you fancy helping," Ray said. "Painting the spare room. Finally getting round to it. But first," he paused, made sure I was looking at him, "what I said last night. After breakfast. Living room. Just need you to help me with something. Won't take long."

My throat tightened. "What kind of something?"

"Nothing major." He smiled. "You'll see."

The front door slammed, loud enough to make me jump. Jake's voice, too cheerful, too loud. "Got the stuff!"

He came into the kitchen carrying a Tesco bag, grinning like he'd just won something. Ray clapped him on the shoulder, solid, paternal. "Good lad. Right, make us breakfast, yeah? Bacon, eggs, toast. Proper fry-up."

Jake didn't even hesitate. Just started unpacking, firing up the hob, moving around Ray's kitchen like he'd done it a hundred times. Like it was normal to take orders from his uncle. Like it was normal to leave me alone with him first thing in the morning.

I sat there, holding my mug, watching Jake crack eggs into a pan, watching Ray watch me. Neither of them said anything. The bacon started to sizzle, loud and greasy, and I realised I was holding my breath.

Breakfast was massive. Greasy, salty, perfect. We ate at the table, Ray at the head like he was the dad, me and Jake on either side like obedient kids. I could barely taste it. My stomach was too tight, knotted, twisting every time Ray looked at me.

Ray mentioned Diane again, said she was coming Tuesday.

"What's she like?" I asked, just to fill the silence.

Ray grinned. "You'll see. She's a character. Confident. Takes no shit. You'll get on, I reckon."

I didn't know what that meant. Didn't know if I wanted to know.

After we finished, Ray stood, stretched his arms above his head. His vest rode up, showed a strip of his stomach. Flat. Firm. Dark skin over muscle. I looked down at my plate, fast, but not fast enough. I'd looked. He'd seen me look.

"Right," Ray said. "Jake, you're on washing up. Emma, living room, ten minutes, yeah?"

It wasn't a request.

Jake just nodded. Didn't look at me. Didn't ask what Ray wanted. Didn't do anything.

Ray left.

I stared at Jake across the table. Plates between us, smeared with egg yolk, congealing. "What does he need help with?"

Jake scraped his chair back, started stacking plates, wouldn't look at me. "Dunno. Probably moving furniture or something. He's always got projects."

"Jake." My voice came out harder than I meant.

"What?"

"Look at me."

He didn't.

My chest tightened. He knew. He fucking knew what Ray wanted, and he wasn't going to tell me.

I stood, left him there with the washing up, and walked towards the living room.

My heart was hammering. I could hear it in my ears, could feel it in my throat. My hands were shaking. I shoved them in the pockets of my leggings, kept walking.

Ten minutes, Ray had said.

I didn't know what I was walking into. Didn't know what "help me with something" meant.

But I knew, somewhere deep in my gut where I didn't want to look, that it wasn't going to be moving furniture.
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The First Payment

The living room door was open, and my palms were already sweating. Ray was on the sofa, waiting, and the sight of him made my stomach twist.

He was leaning back, legs spread wide, one arm stretched along the top cushions. Casual. Relaxed. Like this was just another Sunday morning and not whatever the fuck was about to happen. The massive telly was off for once. Silence except for the faint sound of Jake clattering dishes in the kitchen behind me.

Ray looked up and smiled. "Come in then, love. Don't be shy."

I stepped inside, my trainers quiet on the worn carpet. The brown leather sofa still smelled faintly of cigarettes and that tropical air freshener Diane had left behind, sickly sweet and cloying. I made straight for the armchair by the window, as far from Ray as I could get without actually leaving the room.

Ray chuckled, low in his throat. "Can't talk to you from over there, can I? Come on. Closer."

My legs moved before my brain caught up. I sat on the sofa, but at the far end, left a whole cushion between us like that would make any difference. Ray's smile widened like he found that amusing. Like he knew.

"Right." Ray rolled his shoulders back, and I watched the muscles shift under his vest. "Need a favour, darling."

Here we fucking go.

My stomach dropped. "What kind of favour?"

Ray turned slightly, touched his left shoulder, winced. "Did some lifting yesterday. Heavy stuff, sorting the shed. Shoulder's killing me. You any good with massages?"

I blinked. "Massages?"

"Yeah. Just a rub, nothing major. Loosen it up a bit." He said it so casually, like he was asking me to pass the remote. "Ten minutes, tops. You don't mind, do you?"

I should've said no. Should've laughed it off, told him to take some paracetamol and fuck off. But the way he was looking at me, patient and expectant, like he already knew I'd agree, like there was no other answer I could give.

"I... I've never really done one before."

"You'll be fine. Just press where it's tight." Ray shifted forward on the sofa, then slid down onto the floor in front of it, sitting cross-legged with his broad back to me. "Come on, love. Sit up there, behind me."

I didn't move. My arse stayed glued to the sofa cushion, every part of me screaming that this was wrong, that this was how it started.

Ray glanced back over his shoulder, dark eyes meeting mine. "Emma. It's just a shoulder. Promise I won't bite."

My face burned. I stood, awkward and stiff, and sat back down on the sofa directly behind him. His head was level with my knees now. He smelled like Old Spice and something warmer, deeper, something I couldn't name but made my pulse kick up anyway. Masculine. That was the word. He smelled like a man in a way Jake didn't.

Then he reached down, grabbed the hem of his grey vest, and pulled it off in one smooth movement.

I froze.

His back filled my vision. Broad shoulders, dark skin gleaming in the morning light, muscles shifting under the surface like something alive. A few pale scars, old ones, probably from scaffolding work. The line of his spine disappeared into the waistband of his black tracksuit bottoms, and I could see the dip at the base, the slope of it.

"Go on then," Ray said, voice easy and unbothered. "Don't be shy."

I put my hands on his shoulders, and the heat of his skin went straight through me. He was solid, properly solid, muscle bunched and tight under my palms. I pressed down, testing, and Ray exhaled, this long, low breath that made my stomach flip.

"Bit harder, love. Really dig in."

I pressed harder. Kneaded with my thumbs the way I'd seen people do in films, working into the knots along his shoulder blades. Ray groaned softly, and my hands faltered, went still for a second before I forced them to keep moving.

"That's it. Right there. You're a natural."

I wasn't. I had no idea what I was doing. But I kept going, working my fingers into the tight places, and Ray kept making those sounds, low and appreciative, like I was doing something good for him, something he needed.

This is fine. People do this. It's just a massage. Totally normal. But my stomach was tight, my breath coming shallow.

"Bit lower," Ray said. "Along the spine. Yeah, just there."

I moved my hands down, middle of his back now, pressing either side of his spine. His breathing had changed, gone deeper, slower, and I could feel the rise and fall of his ribs under my palms.

Then his hips shifted.

Just a little. Just an adjustment, spreading his legs wider, and I felt it in the way his whole body moved, this deliberate thing that made ice spike through my chest.

Was he getting hard? From this? No. He wouldn't, he couldn't be...

But he was. I knew he fucking was.

I kept my hands moving, pretending I hadn't noticed, pretending this was still just a massage, but my heart was hammering now, thudding against my ribs. My palms were damp with sweat.

Ray turned his head, looked back at me over his shoulder. His eyes met mine, dark and steady, and there was something in them that made my breath catch. "You're good at this, darling. Jake's a lucky man."

I looked away fast, face burning hot enough to hurt. "It's nothing."

"Not nothing. Appreciate it."

I heard footsteps. Glanced up, desperate for any interruption.

Jake was in the doorway, tea towel over his shoulder, hands still dripping from the washing up. Watching me. Watching my hands on Ray's bare back, his eyes going from my fingers to Ray's face and back again.

He didn't say a word.

Didn't ask what I was doing. Didn't tell me to stop. Didn't even look surprised. Just stood there, and when I caught his eye, desperate, pleading for him to do something, he fucking nodded.

What the fuck, Jake? Say something. Stop this.

But he didn't. He just stood there, watching.

Ray turned properly now, shifted round to face me, and I pulled my hands back like I'd been burned. He settled himself on the floor between my knees, leaning back against the sofa, his shoulders brushing my thighs through my leggings, warm and solid.

"Do my chest, yeah?" Ray said, like it was the most natural thing in the world. "Gets tight too. All that lifting."

I stared at him. At his broad, bare chest, muscles defined under dark skin. At the way he was sat between my legs, casual as fuck, like this was normal, like we did this every Sunday.

I looked at Jake again. Desperate. Pleading.

Jake swallowed. Nodded again.

Nodded.

My hands were shaking as I put them on Ray's chest. Warm skin over hard muscle. I pressed gently, moving my palms in slow circles, and Ray sighed, letting his head tip back against the sofa cushion beside my knee, his throat exposed.

Then his hand moved.

Rested on my knee. Just sat there, heavy and possessive, fingers curled slightly against the fabric of my leggings, thumb stroking, just once, slow and deliberate.

I tensed. Didn't pull away. Didn't know how to without seeming rude, without making this weird.

Weirder.

Ray's other hand dropped to his lap. Adjusted himself. Through his trackies. Right in front of me.

I saw it.

The bulge. Thick. Obvious. No hiding it.

Oh fuck. Oh fuck, he's hard. He's properly hard, and Jake's right there, and this is so wrong, and why the fuck am I still touching him?

Ray's voice, calm and low, like we were discussing the weather. "This is part of the arrangement, Emma."

I stopped moving. My hands went still on his chest. "What?"

"The debt. The help. It's not just cooking and cleaning, love. Jake knows. Don't you, son?"

I twisted to look at Jake. He was pale, his face bloodless, but he nodded again, throat bobbing as he swallowed hard.

"Yeah," Jake said, voice tight and strangled. "Yeah, it's... it's alright, Em."

Alright?

My brain was screaming. Run. Get up. Tell them both to fuck off, grab my stuff, and leave.

But I didn't.

Ray's hand was still on my knee, warm and heavy. His chest was still under my palms, rising and falling. And Jake was still standing there, watching, and I could see the bulge in his joggers now too, tenting the grey fabric.

He's turned on. Jake's actually turned on by this.

"I'm not forcing anything," Ray said, turning his head to look at me, proper eye contact, dark and steady. "You want to stop, we stop. But if you want to help more..." He paused, let the words sit there between us, heavy and unavoidable. "Really help. There's something else you could do. Five hundred quid off the debt."

Five hundred quid.

I pulled my hands back, folded them in my lap. "What?"

Ray stood, slow and easy, and turned to face me.

His tracksuit bottoms were tented. Obscenely. He didn't try to hide it, didn't adjust himself or cover it. Just stood there, inches from me, and looked down at his crotch. Then back at me.

He didn't say it. He didn't need to. I knew exactly what he wanted.

My eyes shot to Jake. He was gripping the door frame now, knuckles white. But he wasn't leaving. Wasn't stopping this. Just watching, waiting.

"Jake," I whispered. My voice came out thin and desperate. "Jake, please."

Jake's voice cracked. "It helps us, Em. It's just... helping."

Helping.

I could leave. Could stand up right now. Could tell Ray to shove his debt up his arse and drag Jake out of this house, find a hostel, find anything, anywhere else.

But where would we go?

We had nothing. No flat. No savings, just debt. Ray had bailed us out when no one else would, when the loan sharks were circling, when we had nowhere else to turn. And Jake was nodding. Jake wanted this.

What the fuck is happening?

Ray waited. Patient. Like he had all the time in the world. Like he knew I'd already decided.

My hand moved.

I didn't decide to move it. It just went, shaking, reaching out, and I touched him.

Through his trackies. The bulge. Hard and hot under my palm, thick enough that I could feel the shape of it.

The heat shocked me. I'd touched Jake through his joggers a hundred times, thousands probably, but this was different. Bigger. Firmer. My fingers pressed in slightly, and I felt it pulse, felt it twitch against my hand.

Ray groaned, low in his throat, and the sound went straight between my legs.

Jake made a sound too. A whimper. Pathetic and desperate and needy.

I couldn't look at either of them. My face was on fire, my whole body burning with shame and something else I didn't want to name, something low in my stomach that clenched and fluttered.

Something that felt like want.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

"That's it, love," Ray murmured, voice rough. "Just like that."

His hand came down, covered mine, pressed it firmer against his cock. I felt it twitch under the fabric, hot and alive.

My pussy clenched in response. Just once. Sharp and involuntary and undeniable.

No. No, that's not... I'm not...

Then Ray hooked his thumbs into his waistband and pulled his trackies down.

His cock came out, thick and already hard, and I gasped before I could stop myself.

Fuck. Oh fuck.

It was massive. Properly massive, long and thick and dark, curving up slightly, the head already wet and shining with precum. So much bigger than Jake's it wasn't even a comparison. This was a man's cock, heavy and real, and I was staring at it like I'd never seen one before.

My mouth went dry. I'd never seen a cock like that. Not in real life. Not in porn, even. Jake's was... normal. Average. Five inches, maybe six on a good day. This was something else entirely. Eight inches? Nine? I didn't know. I just knew it was huge.

I should look away. Should tell him to put it away. Should stand up and run.

But I couldn't stop staring.

Ray wrapped my hand around him, and Christ, I couldn't even get my fingers to meet. He was that thick.

The skin was soft, stretched tight over how hard he was, and hot, properly hot, like a fucking brand in my palm. My thumb and fingers didn't even come close to touching. I'd never held a cock this big. Never even imagined it.

A weird thrill shot through me. Power, maybe. Or fear. Or both. My hand looked tiny around him, my pale fingers against his dark skin.

"There you go," Ray said, voice rough now, deeper. He moved my hand, showed me the rhythm, slow and firm, base to tip, his hand wrapped around mine, guiding. "Good girl. That's perfect."

Good girl.

The words hit me like a slap. I was wanking another man. A Black man. Jake's uncle. In Jake's uncle's living room. With my husband watching from the doorway.

This is insane. This is actually fucking insane.

But I kept going.

And the worst part? The absolute worst fucking part?

It felt good.

Not good like I was enjoying it. Good like... like my body knew what it was doing. Like some deep, buried part of me recognised this, wanted this, had been waiting for this.

Between my legs, I was wet. Not just damp, actually wet, slick and aching, the kind of soaked I only got with Jake after ages of messing about when I was gagging for it.

But I wasn't gagging for anything. I was terrified. I was humiliated. My husband was watching me wank another man, and my knickers were sticking to me, and I could feel how swollen I was, how much my clit was throbbing.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

Ray's hips started to move, slight thrusts into my fist, and his hand stayed over mine, guiding, controlling. His other hand came up, cupped the back of my head, not forcing, just resting there, fingers tangling in my hair. Possessive.

The weight of his hand made me shiver. Made something inside me go soft and compliant, made me want to lean into it.

Stop it. Stop reacting. This is wrong, this is so fucking wrong.

"Jake," Ray said, not looking away from me, his eyes locked on mine. "You watching, son? Your wife's got soft hands. Feels so fucking good."

Jake's breathing was ragged, loud in the quiet room. "Yeah. I... yeah."

I glanced over. Jake's hand was pressed against his crotch now, rubbing himself through his joggers, slow and rhythmic.

He's wanking. He's watching me do this, and he's wanking.

Anger flared in my chest, sharp and sudden and white-hot. At Jake for being so fucking pathetic. At Ray for doing this to us. At myself for not stopping it, for not walking away.

But I didn't stop.

Couldn't stop.

Ray's cock was pulsing in my grip, thick and alive, and every stroke made that ache between my legs worse, made me wetter, made me throb.

Ray's cock was hot in my hand, heavy, pulsing with his heartbeat. I could feel the veins running along the shaft, thick ridges under my palm, the slickness spreading from the tip, coating my fingers.

My thumb brushed over the head, and Ray groaned, hips jerking forward, pushing into my fist. The sound went straight to my cunt, made me clench hard around nothing.

Fuck. Fuck, why did that turn me on?

"Touch my balls, darling," Ray said, voice thick and strained. "Go on. Cup them."

I hesitated. Ray's hand on my head tightened slightly, fingers gripping my hair. Not painful. Just... firm. Insistent.

I reached down with my other hand, tentative, shaking, and cupped his balls. They were heavy in my palm, full and tight, so much bigger than Jake's, hot against my skin.

I squeezed gently, rolled them, and Ray groaned again, hips jerking, cock thickening in my other hand.

My pussy clenched again, hard, and I bit my lip to stop myself making a sound, to stop the whimper building in my throat.

This is so fucked up. I'm getting turned on. I'm actually getting turned on by this, by wanking another man while my husband watches.

"Fuck, that's good. You're doing so well, Emma. Such a good girl."

There it was again. Good girl.

Like I was a dog. A child. Something to be praised for obedience, for doing what I was told.

And I hated, absolutely hated, that it made me wetter, made my clit throb harder.

"Ray," I whispered. My voice didn't sound like mine, didn't sound like Emma. "I don't..."

"Shh. You're fine. You're perfect." Ray's hand slid from my head down to my shoulder, squeezed, warm and reassuring. Then lower. Brushed the side of my breast through my jumper, just once, slow and deliberate.

I froze.

But my nipples were already hard. Had been since I'd put my hand on his cock. Maybe before. Maybe since I'd sat down.

"Show me a bit more, love," Ray said, voice all soft and coaxing, like he was asking me to do something completely normal. "Just a little. Let me see those pretty tits."

No. No, fuck, no.

But his hand was already lifting the hem of my jumper, and I wasn't stopping him. I just sat there, frozen, and let him pull it up.

Part of me wanted to. Wanted to slap his hand away, yank my jumper back down, cover myself, run upstairs and lock myself in the bathroom.

But another part, the part that was wet and aching and confused and wrong, wanted him to look. Wanted to see his reaction.

I looked at Jake again. Desperate. Pleading. Do something. Stop this. Please.

Jake's voice, hoarse and strangled. "It's okay, Em. It's... it's okay."

It wasn't okay. Nothing about this was okay.

But I let Ray pull my jumper up. Over my tits. I wasn't wearing a bra. My nipples were hard, pink, exposed, and I felt the cool air hit them, felt them tighten even more.

Ray made a sound, almost a growl, deep in his chest. "Fucking perfect."

His free hand cupped my breast, thumb brushing over my nipple, and I gasped, couldn't stop myself. The sensation shot straight between my legs, made me throb, made me wet.

I hated myself for it. Hated that it felt good. Hated that I arched into his touch, just slightly, just a fraction, before I could stop myself.

His hand was rough. Calloused. Nothing like Jake's soft, smooth fingers. Ray's hand was a working man's hand, scarred and hard, and it felt incredible.

I kept stroking his cock, and somewhere along the way it stopped being mechanical. I was focused now, deliberate, watching the way his face changed when I twisted my hand near the tip, listening for the groan I knew was coming, tightening my grip when I stroked down.

I wanted to make him groan again. I wanted to feel him get harder in my hand, wanted to feel him pulse.

What the actual fuck was wrong with me?

"I'm close, darling," Ray said, voice strained and rough. His hips were moving faster now, fucking my fist, using my hand. "Keep going. Just like that. Don't stop."

I didn't know what else to do.

Didn't want to stop.

My hand moved faster. Tighter. I could feel him thickening, swelling, getting impossibly harder, and my pussy was throbbing in time with my strokes, clenching, aching, empty and desperate.

Ray tensed, every muscle going tight, and his cock got even thicker in my hand, swelling, and then he came.

Hot. Fuck, so hot. Thick spurts shooting into my palm, filling it, overflowing, running down my wrist, dripping onto my thighs. He groaned, loud and shameless, not even trying to be quiet, his hips jerking as he emptied himself, pulse after pulse after pulse.

The first spurt shocked me. The heat of it, the sheer fucking amount, the smell, salt and musk and something I didn't want to recognise. It kept coming. More than Jake ever came, more than I thought was possible, coating my hand, my skin, hot and thick and obscene.

I couldn't breathe.

My cunt clenched hard, empty and desperate, and for one horrifying second I thought I might come. Just from this. From holding his cock while he came in my hand, from the smell, from the heat, from Jake watching.

I didn't. But it was close. Too fucking close.

So much.

More than I'd ever seen. More than I thought a man could produce. And it was hot, not warm, properly hot, covering my palm, my fingers, dripping onto my thighs through my leggings, soaking in.

Ray sagged back slightly, breathing hard, chest heaving, cock still twitching in my grip, still dripping. He looked down at my hand, full of his cum, coated in it, and smiled.

Smiled.

I stared at it. At my pale fingers wrapped around his dark, softening cock. At the thick white cum pooling in my palm, running between my fingers, dripping off my wrist.

I should be disgusted.

I wasn't.

I was still throbbing between my legs. Still wet, still aching, still clenching around nothing.

What the fuck is happening to me?

"Cheers, darling. That's five hundred quid off." Ray's voice was satisfied, lazy. He glanced at the doorway. "Jake, you alright there, son?"

Jake's voice was strangled, broken. "Yeah. Yeah, I'm... I'll be upstairs."

He fled.

I heard his footsteps on the stairs, fast and desperate, practically running.

Ray pulled his trackies back up, casual as anything, like nothing had happened, like he hadn't just made me wank him off while my husband watched. He grabbed his vest from the floor, used it to wipe his cock clean, slow and thorough, then tossed it onto the sofa beside me.

Then he patted my shoulder. Patronising. Affectionate. Like I was a good dog.

"You did good, Emma. Really good. We'll talk more later, yeah? Go on, get yourself sorted."

I stood up. Numb. My hand still cupped, full of cooling cum, sticky and thick. My jumper still rucked up over my tits, nipples hard and exposed. My knickers soaked through, clinging to me.

I could feel how wet I was with every step, feel it slicking my thighs.

I pulled my jumper down with my clean hand, stumbled towards the door, legs shaking.

Ray called after me, and I could hear the smile in his voice. "And Emma? Don't worry. Gets easier."

I didn't look back.

I climbed the stairs, each step feeling like wading through mud, like moving through water. My hand was sticky, tacky with drying cum. It smelled like him, salt and musk and sweat and something deeper, something male, and I could taste it in the back of my throat even though I hadn't put my mouth anywhere near him.

My pussy was still clenching, still aching, empty and throbbing.

This is insane. I just wanked another man, and I'm turned on. I'm actually fucking turned on. What the fuck is wrong with me?

I pushed open our bedroom door.

Jake was on the bed. Joggers shoved down round his thighs, cock in his hand, red and hard and leaking. He was wanking, fast and frantic, eyes squeezed shut, face twisted.

He heard me. Opened his eyes. Saw me standing there, hand cupped and sticky, tits still damp where Ray had touched them, nipples hard.

Jake didn't stop. Didn't slow down. Didn't look ashamed.

He looked desperate. Pleading. Needy.

"Em," he gasped, voice wrecked. "Em, fuck, that was..."

I grabbed tissues from the bedside table with my clean hand, pulled out a wad. Wiped Ray's cum from my palm, from between my fingers, from my wrist. It was thick, sticky, hard to get off. I dropped the sodden tissues into the bin. My hands were shaking.

Between my legs, I was dripping. I could feel it running down my inner thigh, hot and slick.

I'd never been this wet in my life.

Jake came with this choked, desperate moan, spilling over his fist, hips arching off the bed, and he didn't even try to hide it, didn't look ashamed.

I just stood there, hand still sticky with another man's cum, and watched my husband wank himself off to what he'd just seen. To me. To Ray's cock. To all of it.

And hating myself for the part of me that wanted to climb on the bed, wanted to straddle him, wanted to ride him while I was still wet from making Ray cum, wanted to make him taste Ray on my fingers.

What have we done? What have I become?

I didn't know whether to scream or cry.

So I just stood there, shaking, and watched my husband come down from his orgasm, watched him clean himself up with the tissues I handed him, watched him pull his joggers back up.

And I felt the wetness between my legs, felt my clit still throbbing, felt the ache that wouldn't go away.
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Thirty Grand and Soaking

Jake scrambled for tissues, joggers round his ankles, cock still half-hard and glistening wet, cum streaked across his pale belly. Caught. That's what he looked like—caught wanking whilst his uncle felt up his wife. His hands shook as he wiped himself, and I just stood there in the doorway, heart hammering, knickers soaked through, watching my husband clean up the evidence of what he'd just done.

"Emma, I—"

"What the fuck was that, Jake?"

My voice cracked on his name, pitched too high, and I didn't know if I was about to burst into tears or start screaming. Maybe both. My hands were fists, nails digging into my palms, and they were still sticky. I could still smell Ray on my fingers—that thick, musky scent of cock and cum. It made my stomach turn. Made my pussy clench.

"What the actual fuck was that?"

Jake yanked his joggers up, fumbling with the waistband, nearly tripping over himself. His face was blotchy red, guilt written all over it, and he couldn't even look at me.

"I can explain—"

"Explain?" I laughed, and it came out mental, hysterical. "Explain what? That you just stood there whilst your uncle made me wank him off? That you watched? That you got off on it?"

Jake flinched like I'd slapped him. He dropped the tissues in the bin and sank onto the edge of the bed, head in his hands, shoulders hunched.

"It's not... Look, it's not as weird as you think, yeah? Ray was just, he was testing the waters, seeing if we're serious about paying him back. We are. We're helping out, easing the debt, that's... that's all this is, Em."

I stepped closer, fists still clenched, and when I spoke my voice came out low, shaking with rage I could barely keep down.

"Testing the waters? Jake, I had another man's cock in my hand. I made him cum. All over my fucking fingers. Whilst you stood there watching like some perverted little voyeur. And now you're telling me it's not weird?"

"Em, please—"

"Did you know?" I cut him off, voice rising again. "Did you know he was gonna ask for that? For me to... to do that?"

Jake didn't answer. Just sat there, staring at the carpet, shoulders hunched tighter like he was trying to make himself smaller.

"Jake. Did. You. Know?"

He nodded. Tiny movement. Barely there.

"Yeah," he whispered. "I knew he'd ask for... help. That kind of help. But I didn't know when, yeah? Didn't know it'd be today. I swear, Em, I didn't set you up."

Liar.

I could see it in how he wouldn't look at me, how his voice wobbled on "swear." He'd known. Known exactly what Ray wanted, and he'd let it happen anyway. Maybe he'd even suggested it. Probably had. Negotiated the whole sordid thing behind my back like I was something he could trade.

But part of me wanted to believe him. Needed to believe him. Because if Jake had sold me out deliberately, properly set me up for this, then what did that make me for staying?

"You watched me." My voice cracked again, and this time I felt the tears building, hot and furious behind my eyes. "You stood there and watched me wank him off and you didn't stop it. You didn't say a fucking word. You got off on it."

I looked down. His joggers were tented again, cock filling out, hardening whilst we talked about how many times I'd need to fuck his uncle to clear the debt. He'd just come. Two minutes ago he'd spunked watching me wank off Ray, and now he was hard again.

"You're still hard," I said, and I didn't recognise my own voice. Cold. Disgusted. "You're actually still fucking hard."

Jake groaned and covered his face with his hands, muffling the sound.

"I know. Fuck, Em, I know, alright? I don't... I don't understand it either. Seeing you with Ray, it did something to me. Something fucked up. I'm sorry."

Sorry he liked it. Not sorry it happened. There's a difference, and we both knew it.

I crossed my arms over my chest. My nipples were hard, visible through the thin jumper, and I hated that Jake might notice. Hated more that they'd been hard the whole time, from the second I'd wrapped my hand round Ray's cock. And between my legs—Christ, I was wet. Properly wet, knickers stuck to me, slick and warm and I could feel it with every tiny shift of my thighs. That wrongness, that ache. I'd just wanked off another man and my cunt was throbbing like I needed more. Like I wanted it.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

"How much do we owe him?" I asked, voice shaking despite trying to keep it steady. "The truth, Jake. All of it."

Jake looked up, eyes red-rimmed and pathetic.

"Thirty grand."

Thirty. Fucking. Grand.

The number hit me like a punch. We'd just knocked five hundred quid off with a handjob. Five hundred. That left twenty-nine and a half thousand. I tried to do the maths, couldn't, tried again. If five hundred was a handjob, then...

"So we're at twenty-nine and a half thousand now," I said, voice flat. "At this rate, how long until we're free?"

Jake shifted on the bed, uncomfortable, and I watched him trying to work out what to say, how to make this sound better than it was.

"If you keep helping... couple months, maybe. Depends what Ray asks for. If you don't..." He trailed off, leaving the rest unsaid.

"If I don't, what?"

"We'll never clear it, Em. Not working the kind of jobs we can get. Ray knows that. I know that. This is the only way."

I wanted to hit him. Wanted to scream at him, tell him to get a second job, a third job, tell him to sell his fucking kidney if that's what it took, tell him to be a man for once in his useless fucking life.

But I didn't.

Because he was right. We had nothing. No savings, no skills, no way out. Ray owned us now. Owned me.

"What does he expect next?" My voice came out quiet. Too quiet. Dangerous.

Jake looked away.

"Jake. What does Ray expect next?"

Silence. Just the sound of his breathing, fast and shallow.

"More," he finally said, barely a whisper. "He'll expect more."

The room tilted. My chest went tight, breath catching.

"You mean sex." I said it flat, matter-of-fact, because if I let any emotion in I'd lose it completely. "He wants to fuck me. And you're okay with that?"

Jake's head snapped up, eyes wide, defensive, panicked.

"I don't know what I'm okay with, yeah? I'm trying to figure it out too. I love you, Em. I do. I'm sorry I got us into this mess, I'm sorry Ray's asking for this, I'm sorry I'm so fucking useless—"

"That's not an answer."

"I don't have an answer!" His voice broke, cracked right down the middle. "I don't know if I'm okay with it. But what choice do we have? What choice do I have?"

What choice do I have, he said. Not we. I.

Like I wasn't the one who'd just had Ray's thick, dark cock in my hand. Like I wasn't the one Ray would be pushing inside next time. Like I wasn't the one who'd be spreading my legs to pay off my husband's fuck-up.

I shifted my weight and felt it: the slickness between my thighs, my knickers stuck to me, soaked right through. My clit was throbbing. Properly aching. And it had been aching since I'd felt Ray's cock twitch in my hand, since I'd heard him grunt, since I'd watched him spunk all over my fingers. Jake had been watching. Jake had been wanking. And I'd been wet the whole fucking time.

I hated it. Hated that I was turned on. Hated that some sick part of me had liked it, liked being watched, liked holding something that big and thick and wrong whilst my husband stood in the doorway with his cock out. Hated that I was still wet now, talking about it, thinking about what Ray would want next.

Hated myself.

Jake noticed. Saw the way I shifted, the way I pressed my thighs together like I could hide what my body was doing.

"You alright?" he asked, and he sounded so fucking clueless I nearly laughed.

"I'm fine."

Another lie. I wasn't fine. I was wet and confused and angry and scared and turned on all at once, and I didn't understand any of it, didn't want to understand it.

I sat down on the bed beside Jake, legs giving out more than choosing to sit. My whole body felt heavy, wrung out, like I'd been running for hours. But I hadn't. I'd just wanked off my husband's uncle and then stood here whilst Jake told me he'd known it was coming. That he'd liked it.

"Is this really the only way?" I asked, staring at the wall, at the crack in the plaster, the damp spot in the corner. This shitty little room in this shitty little house that would never be ours.

Jake nodded beside me. "Ray's the only person who'd help us. And this is the price."

The price.

He said it like I was something on a shelf, something with a barcode and a discount sticker. And maybe I was. Maybe that's all I'd ever been.

I kept staring at that crack in the wall, tracing it with my eyes, trying not to think about what "more" meant. Trying not to picture Ray's cock, bigger than Jake's, thicker, darker. Trying not to imagine what it would feel like inside me.

Trying. Failing.

"If I do this," I said slowly, carefully, each word measured, "if I keep doing this... you can't judge me. You can't hold it against me. And you have to tell me the truth. Always. No more lying."

Jake turned to me, desperate, eager, like I'd just thrown him a lifeline.

"I promise. I swear, Em. Whatever you need. I'll tell you everything."

I looked at him. At his pale, guilty face. At the bulge in his joggers he was still trying to hide, like I couldn't see it, like I didn't know.

"Did you like watching?" I asked, and I needed to hear him say it. Needed him to own it.

Jake hesitated. Opened his mouth. Closed it. Swallowed. Then nodded.

"Yeah," he whispered. "I did. I don't know why, but... yeah. I liked it."

He liked it. My husband liked watching another man's cock in my hand, liked seeing me stroke it, liked watching me make Ray cum.

What does that make us?

I didn't have an answer. Didn't want one.

We sat there in silence, side by side on the bed, the weight of it all pressing down like something physical. What had happened. What was coming. I could feel it in my chest, in my throat, suffocating.

I should leave. Should pack my bin bags, walk out, go back to Mum's, sleep on the sofa with my little brother's feet in my face, start again from nothing.

But I didn't move.

Because where would I go? Back to a council flat with Mum and my siblings crammed into two bedrooms? Back to stacking shelves at Boots for seven quid an hour? Back to nothing, to being nobody, to struggling for every last penny?

At least here, I had something. Even if that something was Ray's cock in my hand and Jake's pathetic, grateful face watching me do it.

At least here, the debt was going down.

Jake reached for my hand. I let him take it. His palm was warm, clammy, slick with guilt and sweat.

"I love you," he whispered.

I didn't answer. Couldn't. The words stuck in my throat.

Downstairs, I heard Ray moving about in the kitchen. Humming to himself. Satisfied. He'd got what he wanted, got off, got five hundred quid's worth of me, and now he was making himself a cup of tea like nothing had happened.

Between my legs, I was still wet. Still throbbing. My body didn't care that I was sitting here furious and confused and scared. It just wanted more.

And the worst part, the part that made me want to scream?

I wanted to know what Ray would ask for next.


3: THE FIRST PROPER FUCK
The Morning After the Hand


Ididn't sleep. Couldn't. Every time I closed my eyes, Ray's cock was there in my palm again, heavy and burning hot, twitching as I stroked him. Jake's breathing echoed in my head, those desperate little gasps he'd made. The wet patch on his joggers, spreading whilst he watched me wank another man. His uncle. My cunt throbbed at the memory, and I hated it. Hated that I kept replaying it. Hated that my hand wanted to slip between my legs right there with Jake snoring beside me.

I lay there staring at the ceiling, at the crack in the plaster, the damp spot in the corner. Jake snored like nothing had happened. Like I hadn't just wanked off another man whilst he watched from the doorway. Like our marriage hadn't just twisted into something I didn't have words for yet.

My knickers were soaked. Had been for hours. Every time I shifted, I felt it: slick and sticky, clinging to me, the ache in my clit pulsing in time with my heartbeat. It wouldn't go away. I'd tried ignoring it. Tried thinking about something, anything else.

But I couldn't stop seeing Ray's face when he came. The way he'd looked at me, satisfied, in control. The way Jake had looked at me after, desperate and hard and pathetic.

What's wrong with me?

I should've been disgusted. Should've packed my bin bags in the middle of the night, walked back to Catford in the rain, turned up on Mum's doorstep and begged for the sofa.

But I didn't.

I stayed. Lay there in the dark, listening to Ray move about downstairs, then up to his room on the first floor. His footsteps heavy, sure. The creak of his bed when he got in. I wondered if he was thinking about me. Wondered what he'd ask for next.

Wondered if I'd say yes.

I knew I would. That's what scared me most.
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Morning came, and I'd been awake the whole fucking night. My eyes burned, gritty and sore. My head pounded. And between my legs, that awful ache hadn't gone anywhere. I was still wet, still buzzing, my clit swollen and sensitive against my soaked knickers. I needed to come so badly it hurt, but I couldn't, not with Jake right there. Not after what he'd done. What he'd made me do. What he'd let happen.

Jake was already downstairs when I dragged myself out of bed. I could hear him clattering about in the kitchen, kettle whistling, mugs clinking together too loud. Acting like nothing had happened. Like he hadn't stood in that doorway wanking whilst another man's cock pulsed in my hand.

I pulled on clean knickers, then leggings and an oversized jumper. Caught sight of myself in the mirror over the chest of drawers. Pale, dark circles under my eyes, hair a proper mess. I looked exactly like what I was: a girl who'd spent the night lying awake, wet and desperate, thinking about her husband's uncle's cock.

Christ.

I couldn't go down there. Couldn't face them. But staying up here meant being alone with my thoughts, and that was worse.

I went downstairs; Ray was sat at the kitchen table, reading the paper, mug of coffee steaming in front of him. He looked up when I walked in, and my stomach dropped. Calm as anything. Like he hadn't had my hand wrapped around his cock less than twelve hours ago. Like he hadn't come all over my fingers whilst Jake watched.

"Morning, darling. Sleep alright?"

The question landed like a slap. He knew I hadn't. Knew exactly what I'd been doing all night: lying there, wet and confused, hating myself and wanting more in equal measure.

"Yeah," I lied. "Fine."

Jake turned from the counter, kettle in hand, grinning like an idiot. Too bright. Too eager.

"Em! You want tea? I'm making toast, you hungry?"

He was trying too hard. Voice pitched high, movements jerky and quick. Desperate to pretend yesterday hadn't happened, or maybe desperate to make sure it would happen again. I couldn't tell which was worse.

"Tea's fine," I said, not looking at him. Not looking at Ray either. I stood by the counter, arms folded tight across my chest, staring at the chipped lino floor. There was a stain near the fridge, brownish, shaped like a map of somewhere I'd never been.

Ray turned a page of his paper. Sipped his coffee. The silence stretched, thick and suffocating.

Jake poured my tea, added milk the way I liked it, handed it to me with this pathetic, hopeful expression. Like he was waiting for me to tell him it was okay. That I forgave him. That I understood.

I took the mug without a word. Wrapped my hands around it. The heat stung, but I didn't let go.

"You feeling alright?" Jake asked, voice dropping to that soft, concerned tone he used when he wanted something. "You seem tired."

"I'm fine, Jake."

"About yesterday, I just wanted to say—"

"I don't want to talk about it."

Ray's eyes flicked up from the paper. Just for a second. A tiny smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth.

He was enjoying this. Enjoying watching Jake squirm. Enjoying the power he had over both of us now.

Jake shifted beside me, awkward, needy. Then, quieter, almost a whisper: "Did you… did you think about it? After?"

I looked at him properly then. His pale, guilty face. The way his grey trackies were already tenting at the crotch, that pathetic bulge obvious even though he was trying to hide behind the counter.

He was hard. Again. At half eight in the fucking morning. Hard from talking about it, about me wanking Ray, about me thinking about it after. My husband was standing in his uncle's kitchen with a hard-on because I'd touched another man's cock.

I should've been disgusted. Should've thrown my tea in his face and walked out.

But my knickers were wet. Properly wet. The gusset clinging to me, sticky and warm, and I couldn't blame it on not sleeping anymore.

This was me. This was what I was now.

"Yeah, Jake," I said slowly, watching his face. "I thought about it."

His breath hitched. Relief and arousal flooding his expression, his cock twitching in his trackies.

"Good," he whispered. "That's… that's good, babe."

Ray folded his paper, drained his coffee, stood. He was wearing grey joggers and a white vest, his broad shoulders and muscular arms on full display, the vest tight enough that I could see the definition of his chest. I tried not to look. Failed. My eyes dragged down to the bulge in his joggers, thick even soft, and my mouth went dry.

"Right then," he said, stretching. His vest rode up, showing a strip of dark skin, the line of his hip. "Got some bits to do in the shed. You two sort yourselves out, yeah?"

He walked past me. Close. Close enough that I caught his scent: Old Spice and something deeper, musk and sweat and man. My pulse jumped, heat flooding my face, pooling between my legs.

At the doorway, he paused. Looked back. His eyes locked on mine.

"Emma, love. Come find me later, yeah? Could use a hand with something."

It wasn't a question.

Jake nodded before I could answer, eager, desperate. "Yeah, course, Ray. She'll help. Won't you, babe?"

I wanted to scream at him. Wanted to grab him by his stupid fucking hoodie and shake him and ask him what the fuck was wrong with him. Why he was offering me up like this. Why he was hard from it.

But Ray's eyes were still on me. Waiting. Expectant.

I swallowed. Nodded. "Yeah. Alright."

Ray smiled. Slow. Satisfied.

"Good girl."

Then he was gone. Out the back door, across the garden to the shed, the door closing behind him with a solid thunk.

The moment he left, the air rushed back into the room. I could breathe again.

Jake turned to me, practically vibrating with excitement.

"Em, listen—"

"Don't."

I put my mug down on the counter. Hard. Tea slopped over the side.

"Don't fucking talk to me right now, Jake."

I walked past him, out of the kitchen, up the stairs. My legs felt shaky, unsteady. I could feel Jake's eyes on me the whole way, could feel the weight of what I'd just agreed to pressing down on my chest.

In the bathroom, I locked the door behind me. Stood there for a second, breathing hard, before I turned on the shower. Let it run. Steam started fogging the mirror, but I could still see myself.

Young. Scared. Guilty.

Turned on.

I could see it in the flush across my chest, creeping up my neck. My nipples were hard under my jumper, poking through the fabric, obvious. My lips were parted, breath coming fast and shallow.

I looked like I'd been fucked.

I hadn't been. Not yet.

But I was going to be. Ray's voice echoed in my head: Come find me later, yeah? Could use a hand with something.

A hand. Right. That's all he wanted.

I pulled my jumper off. My sports bra next. My leggings. Stood there in just my knickers, staring at the wet patch darkening the fabric. I'd been wet all night. All morning. Since the moment Ray's cock had twitched in my hand and spilled hot and thick over my fingers.

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband, peeled them down. They were soaked through, clinging to my pussy, and when I pulled them away, I felt the slickness, saw the shine on my thighs.

Fuck.

I stepped into the shower, still holding my knickers. The water was lukewarm, not quite hot enough, and it pounded against my skin. I dropped the knickers, watched them land in a wet heap at my feet, and closed my eyes.

Ray's cock. Thick and dark and so much bigger than Jake's. The weight of it in my hand. The heat. The way it had jerked when I stroked him, his breathing going ragged, his hips thrusting into my fist. The way he'd looked at me when he came, like I was his. Like I'd always been his.

My hand slipped between my legs before I could stop myself.

My clit was swollen, sensitive, and I gasped at the first touch. I was soaking. Not just wet, fucking dripping, and the water had nothing to do with it.

I thought about Ray. About his voice, low and commanding. Good girl. About the way he'd looked at me, like he owned me. Like he knew exactly what I needed.

I rubbed my clit in tight, fast circles, panting, leaning back against the cold tiles. The contrast made me shiver: cold tile, hot water, my fingers slick and desperate between my legs.

I thought about Jake watching. About the wet patch on his joggers. About the way he'd nodded when Ray asked if I'd help. Like he was offering me up. Like he wanted it.

Why did he want it? And why did it make me this fucking wet?

My orgasm built fast, coiling tight and hot in my belly. I bit my lip, tried to stay quiet, but a moan slipped out anyway. My hips rocked against my hand, chasing it, needing it.

I thought about Ray's cock. About what it would feel like inside me. Stretching me. Filling me. So much bigger than Jake. So much better.

I came hard, gasping, my legs shaking, pleasure slamming through me in waves. I slumped against the tiles, fingers still pressed against my clit, riding out the aftershocks.

For a second, just a second, the ache was gone. The need. The awful, shameful wanting that had kept me awake all night.

Then it came rushing back, because I knew the truth now. Couldn't lie to myself anymore.

I wasn't going to wank Ray off again, no, I was going to let him fuck me.

And Christ help me, I wanted it. Wanted his thick cock splitting me open. Wanted Jake to watch. Wanted to see the look on his face when another man, a Black man, made me come harder than he ever had.

I was fucked. Properly fucked. And the worst part? I couldn't wait.
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Tomorrow's Debt

I spent the morning hiding in our bedroom, sat on the floor surrounded by boxes I'd already unpacked twice. Just moving shit from one pile to another, pretending I had a purpose. Jake had gone out, shop or walk or fuck knows where, and I didn't care. I needed him gone. Needed space from him, from Ray, from waking up in this house knowing what I'd done last night, what Ray expected me to keep doing.

My phone said it was just past two when I heard Ray's voice from downstairs.

"Emma, love. Come down here a minute, yeah?"

Not a question. Certain, like he already knew I'd come.

I sat on the edge of the bed, heart thumping hard in my chest. I could ignore him. Could stay up here, pretend I hadn't heard. But we both knew that was bollocks. Ray knew I'd heard. Knew I'd come down. Was probably sat there right now, waiting, smiling that slow smile of his.

I stood up, pulled my jumper straight, smoothed down my leggings. Took a breath that didn't help and headed downstairs.

Ray was on the sofa, TV off, arms spread across the back cushions. Waiting. He smiled when I appeared in the doorway, gestured to the armchair opposite like this was his house and I was a guest. Which, fuck, it was.

"Sit down, darling."

I perched on the edge of the armchair, kept as much distance between us as I could. Ray's smile widened, then he shook his head slow.

"Don't be like that. Come here."

He patted the sofa beside him.

I should've stayed where I was. Should've told him I was fine here, thanks. But my legs moved before my brain caught up, and then I was crossing the room, sitting down next to him on the sofa, close enough to smell him properly. Aftershave, something old-fashioned and cheap that probably came from the corner shop, but underneath it was just... him. Warm skin, clean sweat, man-smell. My stomach flipped.

When he shifted slightly, his thigh pressed against mine. Solid. Warm.

"That's better," Ray said. His arm stayed draped across the back of the sofa, not quite touching me but close enough that I could feel the heat of him radiating. "How you feeling about yesterday, then?"

I swallowed. My mouth was dry. "It was weird."

"Yeah, I bet." He didn't sound sorry at all. "But it happened."

"It shouldn't have."

"But it did." Ray's voice was patient, like he was explaining something obvious to a child who didn't want to understand. "And it's going to happen again, Emma. You know that, yeah?"

I started to argue, opened my mouth to tell him he was out of his fucking mind if he thought I'd do that again, that I'd only done it because I was confused and Jake was there and it all happened too fast, but Ray cut me off.

"Listen to me." His tone shifted, firmer. Not angry, just... in charge. "I helped you and Jake out. Thirty grand, love. No bank would touch you with that kind of debt, not with his credit history, his fuck-ups. You'd be on the street by now if it weren't for me. Back in some shitty bedsit in Catford, Jake signing on, you working double shifts at Boots to keep the lights on."

"I know that, but—"

"I'm not finished." Ray's hand moved from the sofa back to my shoulder. Not rough, but firm enough that I felt the weight of it, the control. "I'm not asking for something you're not willing to give. I'm just making it clear what the arrangement is. You help me out, properly, and the debt goes down. Simple as that. Everyone wins."

My stomach twisted, dropped. "Properly?"

Ray's smile spread slow across his face, and I felt my pulse kick up.

"You and me," he said. "Properly this time, yeah? Full sex. Today or tomorrow, your choice, but it's happening." He let that sit for a second, watching me, watching the colour rise in my cheeks. "Two and a half grand off the debt for one afternoon. Jake knows I'm down here asking. He's upstairs right now, waiting to hear if you'll do it."

The words landed like slaps. Two and a half thousand pounds. One fuck. My husband upstairs, probably already hard, waiting for me to say yes.

"Jake knows you're asking me this right now?"

The question came out before I could stop it, and I hated how it sounded. Not outraged. Not horrified. Just... clarifying. Like I was negotiating a shift at work.

Ray nodded. "Course he does. I told him this morning whilst you were in the shower. He's alright with it. More than alright, if I'm honest. You saw him last night, Emma. You saw how hard he was, watching you with my cock in your hand."

Yeah. I'd seen. I'd felt Jake's cum on my stomach afterwards, hot and thin, proof of how much he'd got off on watching me.

My knickers were already damp. I could feel it, the slickness between my legs that had nothing to do with wanting this, not really, but my body didn't care what my brain thought. Ray's thigh pressed against mine, warm and solid, and I felt myself clench, a pulse of heat low in my belly that made me want to close my legs, cross them, hide it.

But I didn't move.

I sat there, Ray's hand warm on my shoulder, his thigh against mine, and I thought about the debt. Twenty-nine and a half thousand pounds. If I did this, if I let Ray fuck me, it'd drop to twenty-seven. One fuck, one afternoon, and we'd be nearly a tenth of the way clear.

That's what I told myself. That it was about the money.

But my pussy was wet, getting wetter, and I knew it wasn't just the debt making me sit here, making me not pull away from Ray's touch, making me think about what it would feel like to have him inside me properly, filling me the way Jake never had.

"When?" I asked.

Ray's smile widened, satisfied. He'd known. Known I'd say yes. Probably knew before I'd even walked down the stairs.

"Tomorrow afternoon," he said. "Gives you time to think about it, get your head sorted. I want you ready for it, yeah? Not all confused and guilty. I want you present."

Tomorrow. Less than twenty-four hours before I'd be upstairs in Ray's bed, legs spread, letting him fuck me whilst Jake watched from the doorway with his hand round his pathetic little cock.

Ray leaned closer, his breath warm against my ear, and I felt goosebumps rise on my arms.

"But Emma?"

I turned my head slightly, met his dark eyes. Up close, I could see the flecks of amber in them, the lines at the corners.

"We both know you've already decided."

He was right. I had decided. Decided the moment I walked down those stairs and sat next to him instead of staying in the armchair. Maybe even decided last night, lying in bed next to Jake with my hand between my legs, thinking about Ray's cock, thick and dark in my palm, the weight of it, the heat. Thinking about the way Jake had watched, the way he'd wanked, the way he'd come just from seeing me touch another man.

This was happening. Tomorrow, I was going to let another man, a Black man thirty years older than me, Jake's uncle, fuck me whilst my husband watched.

And I was going to let it happen because we needed the money.

That's what I told myself, anyway. Kept telling myself that as I stood up, as Ray's hand slid off my shoulder, as I walked back upstairs on legs that felt shaky, unsteady.

My knickers were soaked through.

I found Jake in our bedroom, sat on the bed, pretending to look at his phone. His leg was jiggling, that nervous tic he got when he was anxious or excited or both. He looked up when I came in, eyes wide, desperate.

"Did he... did he ask you?"

I nodded. Couldn't speak for a second, my throat tight.

"And?"

I watched his face. Watched the anticipation written all over it, the way his pupils were already dilated, the way he was breathing faster. He looked like a kid on Christmas morning, waiting to open presents.

"Tomorrow," I said.

Jake's whole face changed. His eyes went wide, pupils dark, and his mouth opened slightly like he'd just seen something he'd been wanking over for months. Which, let's be honest, he probably had. He stood up fast, took a step towards me, then caught sight of my face and froze.

The bulge in his joggers was already visible. My husband. Getting hard because I'd agreed to fuck another man.

"Em, it's—"

"Don't." I held up my hand, and he stopped. "Just don't, yeah? Don't try to explain it or justify it or tell me it's alright. Just... don't."

I'd never been less attracted to him. The man I'd married six months ago in that registry office in Lewisham, the man who'd promised to look after me, protect me, was stood there with a hard-on because another man, a Black man old enough to be his dad, was going to fuck his wife tomorrow.

And despite everything, despite the anger and the shame and the sheer fucked-up wrongness of it all, I was soaking wet. I could feel it, my knickers clinging to me, sticky and uncomfortable, proof that my body was just as sick as Jake's.

I needed to get out. Needed air, space, needed to be anywhere but in this room with this man who was supposed to be my husband but was turning into something else, something I didn't have a name for yet.

"I'm going for a walk," I said.

Jake opened his mouth, maybe to argue, maybe to offer to come with me, then thought better of it when he saw my expression. "Okay. Yeah. I'll... I'll be here."

Yeah. I knew he would be. Knew exactly what he'd be doing whilst I was gone, too. Hand down his joggers, wanking to the thought of tomorrow, imagining me bent over for Ray, imagining my face whilst another man's cock stretched me open.

I grabbed my phone and keys, didn't bother with a jacket even though it was cold out, and left.

I walked to the corner shop, Mr Campbell's place on the corner of Rye Lane. Bought a pack of Marlboro Lights even though I didn't smoke, hadn't smoked since I was seventeen and thought it made me look hard, like the older girls who hung around outside Chicken Cottage after school.

The woman behind the counter looked at me like she knew. Like she could see it written all over me, what I'd agreed to, what I was going to do tomorrow. I paid and left, hands shaking as I tried to open the packet.

I stood outside the shop for twenty minutes, watching buses go past. The 345, the 36, the 171. Any one of them would take me somewhere. Back to Catford, to my mum's flat. I could knock on her door, tell her Jake and I had a row, sleep on her sofa for a few days. She wouldn't ask questions, not at first. Would just make me a cup of tea, tuck a blanket round me, tell me it'd be alright.

I could get on a bus and never come back.

But I didn't move. Just stood there with my unopened cigarettes, watching normal people live their normal lives, going to normal jobs, coming home to normal partners who didn't wank whilst their mates touched their wives.

The 171 pulled up, doors hissing open, and I looked at it. The driver looked at me, waiting. I could get on. Right now. Just step on and go.

The doors closed. The bus pulled away.

I walked back to Ray's house.

Up the stairs. Into the bedroom. Jake was still there, still on the bed, but his phone was on the floor now, abandoned. His joggers were pulled up, but I could see the wet patch on the front of them, small and dark. He'd come. Wanked himself off whilst I was gone, thinking about tomorrow.

He looked up at me, guilty, defensive. "Em—"

"I need you to fuck me," I said.

Jake blinked, thrown. "What?"

"Now. I need you to fuck me right now."

He didn't need telling twice. He was on me in seconds, hands grabbing at my leggings, yanking them down. His joggers were already round his ankles, cock half-hard again, straining.

He didn't kiss me. Didn't touch me properly. Just shoved my knickers to the side and pushed into me, and I gasped at the intrusion even though I was wet enough, wetter than I'd been for him in months.

But I wasn't wet for him.

He yanked my leggings down, didn't even get them past my knees, just shoved my knickers to the side and pushed into me. I wasn't wet for him, not really, just slick from thinking about tomorrow, about Ray, and Jake didn't notice or didn't care. He fucked me hard and fast, three minutes tops, grunting into my neck like he was trying to prove something, like he was trying to claim me before Ray did.

It didn't work.

He came with this high, broken sound, almost a whine, and I felt him pulse inside me, going soft almost immediately. He collapsed on top of me, sweaty and panting, and I stared at the ceiling, my pussy still clenching on nothing, unsatisfied, aching.

Jake pulled out, rolled off me, and lay there breathing hard. I felt his cum start to leak out of me, warm and wet, and I didn't move. Just lay there in my pulled-down leggings and rucked-up jumper, feeling used and empty and still so fucking turned on I wanted to scream.

The whole time, I'd been thinking about Ray.

About his cock, thick and dark, stretching me. About tomorrow, about his bed, his hands on my body, his voice telling me what to do. About Jake watching from the doorway, wanking whilst another man made me come the way Jake never could, never had.

And despite everything, despite how wrong it was, how fucked-up and shameful and disgusting, I felt alive.
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Bought and Paid For

Tuesday dragged like a corpse through mud.

I woke up knowing. Properly knowing. No more pretending I could avoid this or talk my way out. Ray was going to fuck me today. This afternoon. In his bed. And Jake was going to watch.

I couldn't eat breakfast. Ray cooked scrambled eggs, proper ones with butter and a splash of milk, and the smell turned my stomach. I sat at the table pushing toast around my plate whilst Jake shovelled food into his gob like he hadn't eaten in days, nervous energy pouring off him.

Ray didn't say anything. Just read his paper, drank his coffee, glanced at me now and then with this knowing look that made my skin prickle. Like he could see right through me. Like he knew I'd been wanking thinking about his cock, about his hands on me, about what was going to happen later.

Around eleven, I went back upstairs and lay on our bed, staring at the ceiling. The artex was yellowing in the corners, and I counted the little peaks and swirls, anything to stop thinking. Jake followed me up, tried to talk to me, tried to touch me. I told him to fuck off. He went back downstairs, probably to hover around Ray like a dog waiting for scraps.

I thought about running. Properly considered it this time. Packing my two bin bags, legging it to Peckham station, getting the Overground to Catford, showing up at Mum's with some excuse about Jake and me having a row. She'd let me stay. Wouldn't ask too many questions, not at first.

But I didn't move.

Because I knew the truth, the bit I couldn't say out loud, the bit that made my stomach twist with shame: part of me wanted this. Wanted to know what it felt like. Wanted to see if Ray would be as good as I'd imagined, if his cock would feel as thick inside me as it looked in his jeans, if he'd make me come the way Jake never had.

Fuck. What was wrong with me?

At half two, there was a knock on the bedroom door.

"Emma." Ray's voice, calm and steady. "It's time, darling."

My stomach dropped. My pussy clenched. I sat up, hands already shaking.

"Jake's downstairs," Ray continued. "I'll see you in my room in ten minutes, yeah?"

He didn't wait for an answer. Just walked away, footsteps heavy on the landing.

I sat there for a full minute, trying to breathe. Trying to think. Then I stood up and went to the bathroom.

I showered, properly, scrubbing every inch like I was preparing for surgery. Washed my hair even though I'd washed it yesterday. Shaved my legs, my pussy, even though there was fuck all that needed shaving. I dried off, went back to the bedroom, opened my drawer with shaking hands.

I pulled out my nice knickers. White lace, matching bra, the set I'd bought for our wedding night and barely worn since because Jake didn't notice things like that. I put them on, hating myself for doing it. Hating that I was making an effort, like this was a date, like I wanted to look good for Ray.

But I did want to look good for him. That was the worst part.

I pulled on jeans and a plain black top, nothing special, then stood in front of the mirror. I looked young and scared, like some girl about to fuck her husband's uncle whilst he watched. That's what I was, innit? A cheat. Except Jake knew. He'd agreed. He wanted this.

So what did that make us?

I walked out of our room, down the landing, and stopped outside Ray's door.

It was open.

He was sitting on the edge of his bed, already shirtless, wearing just his jeans. His body was solid, broad shoulders, defined chest and arms, the kind of build you got from decades of manual work. Dark skin, greying chest hair, slight belly but firm underneath. He was fifty-five. Older than my dad would've been if he'd stuck around.

I noticed. It mattered. It made this wronger, filthier, hotter.

Ray looked up, saw me hovering in the doorway. He smiled.

"Come in, darling. Close the door."

I stepped inside. The door clicked shut behind me, and the sound felt final.

Ray's bedroom was bigger than ours. Cleaner. The bed was huge, king-size, covered in a dark grey duvet that looked expensive. Smelled expensive too, like fabric softener and something deeper, masculine. The bay window overlooked Rye Lane, curtains half-drawn, letting in the grey afternoon light. There was a mirror on the wardrobe opposite the bed. I caught my reflection, saw how small I looked.

"Jake's downstairs," Ray said, standing up, and I watched his muscles shift under his skin. "I'll call him up in a bit. Thought we'd start with just us, yeah? Let you get comfortable."

I didn't know if I was relieved or disappointed. Part of me didn't want Jake watching me undress, didn't want him seeing me vulnerable. But another part, the twisted part, wanted him to see from the start. Wanted to punish him for putting me here.

Ray walked towards me, slow, taking his time. He stopped close, close enough that I could smell him. Soap and something deeper, sweat and musk and man. He was so much bigger than Jake, broader, darker, older.

I shouldn't find that hot. But my pussy was already wet, already aching, and I hated myself for it.

"You can still say no," he said quietly, and his hand came up to cup my chin, tilting my face up to his. "You know that, yeah?"

I shook my head. "I... I need to do this. For Jake, yeah? For the... the debt."

Ray smiled, not unkindly. "Keep telling yourself that, love."

Then he kissed me.

I froze. I hadn't expected that. Thought he'd just bend me over and fuck me, mechanical and quick, just using me to get off. But his mouth was on mine, his tongue sliding past my lips like he had every right, and I kissed him back. Couldn't stop myself.

Jake never kissed like this. Jake pecked, hesitant and quick, like he was afraid I'd pull away. Ray kissed like he owned me, like my mouth was his, and fuck, it made my knees weak.

He pulled back, hands on my hips, eyes locked on mine. Dark eyes. Steady.

"Undress," he said. "Slowly. I want to see you."

My hands shook as I reached for the hem of my top. I pulled it over my head, messing up my hair, dropped it on the floor. My jeans next, skinny fuckers that wouldn't come off standing up. I had to sit on the edge of his bed, peel them down my legs, feeling stupid and clumsy and exposed whilst he watched.

I stood up in my bra and knickers, the white lace set, and Ray's eyes travelled over me. Slow. Thorough. My nipples were already hard, visible through the lace, and his gaze dropped straight to them. I could feel it like a touch, trailing over my tits, my stomach, lower.

"Pretty," Ray said. "You wore these for me?"

I wanted to lie. Couldn't. "Yeah."

He grinned. "Good girl. Now all of it."

This was the moment. Once I was naked in front of him, there was no pretending anymore. No excuses. I'd be choosing this.

I reached behind my back, fumbling with the clasp, got my bra undone and let it fall. My tits were perky, nipples pink and tight from arousal and fear. Ray's gaze dropped, appreciative, hungry, and I felt it between my legs, a clench, a pulse.

My knickers next. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband, slid them down, stepped out of them. I was completely naked now, and Ray was still dressed, jeans still on, and the power balance made my stomach twist and my pussy clench.

"Beautiful," he said, and I believed him in a way I never believed Jake.

Ray unbuttoned his jeans, taking his time, like he had all fucking day. Pushed them down, kicked them off. His boxers followed.

His cock sprang free.

I stared. Couldn't help it. Couldn't look away.

Jesus fuck.

It was thick. Properly thick. I didn't know if I could get my hand round it, let alone take it inside me. Long, maybe eight inches, maybe more, I wasn't measuring, I was staring. Dark skin, darker than his chest, circumcised, the head already wet, glistening with precum.

So much bigger than Jake's.

Ray noticed me staring. He grinned, cocky, pleased with himself.

"Bigger than Jake, innit?"

I nodded. Couldn't lie. My mouth had gone dry, and I was dripping wet, felt it on my inner thighs.

"Don't worry, darling. You'll take it. They always do."

He was so fucking sure of himself. Should've pissed me off. Should've made me tell him to fuck off. Instead, I felt my pussy clench harder, felt more wetness drip down my thigh, and I wanted to die from shame.

Ray walked to the door, opened it, called downstairs.

"Jake! Come up here, son."

My stomach dropped. I was naked. Ray was naked. And my husband was about to walk in and see us.

Footsteps on the stairs, fast, eager. Jake appeared in the doorway, and his eyes went wide, drinking me in. My naked body. Ray's naked body. His massive cock. The proximity.

Jake's hand went straight to his trackies, pulling his dick out. He was already hard. Pathetically, obviously hard, and he started stroking himself immediately, slow and desperate.

"You can watch," Ray said, calm as anything. "But you stay there. Don't come closer unless I tell you, yeah?"

Jake nodded, couldn't even speak, just nodded and wanked and stared.

Ray looked at me, gestured to the bed. "Lie down, darling."

I did. The duvet was soft under my back, cool against my heated skin. Ray climbed onto the bed, and the mattress dipped under his weight. He knelt between my legs, and I spread them without him asking. Automatic. Obedient.

Like I'd been trained.

His hands ran up my thighs, rough palms against my smooth skin, over my hips, cupped my tits. His touch was sure, possessive, nothing like Jake's tentative groping. He knew what he was doing. Knew how to touch a woman. I was shaking, my whole body taut, and I couldn't tell if it was fear or arousal or both.

"You alright, darling?"

I nodded. Lied. I wasn't alright. My whole body was shaking, pussy dripping, heart hammering, terrified and guilty and so fucking desperate I wanted to scream.

Ray positioned himself, and I felt the head of his cock press against my pussy, hot and blunt and too big. I was wet, embarrassingly wet, slick and ready, but he was so thick I didn't know if he'd fit.

"Look at me," Ray said.

I did. His dark eyes locked on mine, held me there, wouldn't let me look away.

He pushed in.

Fuck.

He stretched me, properly stretched me, and I couldn't breathe. The burn was immediate, intense, and I gasped, grabbed the duvet, knuckles gone white. My hands fisted in the expensive fabric, trying to process the sensation. Too much. Too thick. My body resisted, clenched, tried to push him out, tried to keep him from splitting me open.

But Ray kept going, slow and steady and relentless, and my pussy had no choice. It opened. Stretched. Let him in inch by impossible inch whilst I panted and whimpered and dug my nails into his duvet.

He bottomed out, his hips pressed flush against mine, and I felt full. Properly, completely full in a way I'd never felt before. Jake had never filled me like this. Never stretched me like this. Never made me feel so completely owned, so utterly taken.

"Fuck, you're tight," Ray grunted, pulling back, and I felt every ridge, every vein. Then he thrust in again, harder this time, and I moaned.

Couldn't help it. The sound ripped out of me, raw and desperate, nothing like the polite noises I made with Jake when I was trying to make him feel good.

Ray fucked me slow, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in, deep, hitting places Jake's cock had never touched. I could hear how wet I was, the obscene slick sounds every time he thrust in, could smell sex and sweat and my own arousal, thick in the air.

I glanced at the doorway. Jake was watching, wanking faster now, his face twisted in this mixture of arousal and humiliation and need. My husband. Watching another man fuck me. Watching me take a cock bigger than his. And getting off on it.

Ray noticed, grinned down at me. "Jake, you seeing this? Your wife's taking my cock like she was made for it."

I should've been mortified. Should've told Ray to shut up, told Jake to look away, told them both to fuck off. Instead, I arched my back, took Ray deeper, and moaned louder, wanting Jake to hear, wanting him to see.

Ray picked up the pace. The bed creaked under us, the headboard tapping the wall in a steady rhythm that the whole house could probably hear. My tits bounced with every thrust, and Ray's hands were everywhere, gripping my hips tight enough to bruise, squeezing my tits, sliding up to wrap gently around my throat.

Not choking me. Just holding me there. Just enough pressure to make me gasp, to remind me he was in control, that I was his.

"You ever been fucked by a Black man before, darling?" Ray asked, voice rough, breathless.

"No," I gasped, and it was true. "Never."

"You love it though, don't you? Love this big Black cock stretching you open."

I shouldn't. I really fucking shouldn't. But I did. I loved it. Loved the wrongness, loved the size, loved how he made me feel small and used and filthy.

"Tell Jake," Ray said, slowing his rhythm, making me feel every single inch as he pulled out and pushed back in. "Tell your husband how good this feels."

I looked at Jake, saw him wanking faster, saw the desperation on his face, saw the wet patch spreading on his trackies where precum was leaking out of his pathetic dick.

I should lie. Should protect him. Should protect us, protect our marriage, what was left of it.

I didn't.

"It feels... fuck, Ray, it feels so good. Better than... better than Jake ever..."

I couldn't finish. Didn't need to. Jake knew. His hand moved faster, his breathing ragged, and he looked like he might come right there in the doorway.

Ray pulled out of me suddenly, and I whimpered at the loss, felt empty, hollowed out. He grabbed my hips, strong hands bruising, flipped me over onto my hands and knees. My arse was in the air, presented, vulnerable, on display for both of them.

Ray slapped it. Hard enough to sting, hard enough that the crack echoed through the room.

I yelped, then moaned, couldn't help it.

He entered me from behind, and this angle was different, deeper, brutal. I felt him hit my cervix, felt the sharp pressure that bordered on pain, and I pushed back into it, wanting more, needing more.

Ray's rhythm was relentless now. He was fucking me hard, properly hard, using me, his hands gripping my hips tight enough I'd have bruises tomorrow, pulling me back onto his cock with every thrust. I could feel my pussy leaking around him, soaking his balls, dripping onto the duvet underneath me, and the wet sounds were obscene, filthy.

I was dripping. Soaking. I could hear it every time he slammed into me, could feel my arousal running down my thighs, could smell myself, thick and musky.

I caught sight of myself in the mirror on Ray's wardrobe. My hair was a mess, sticking to my sweaty face. My makeup smeared, mascara running. My tits swinging with every thrust, nipples hard and dark. And there was a Black man's cock buried in me, thick and dark against my pale skin, splitting me open whilst my white husband stood in the doorway wanking.

The image pushed me over the edge.

I came.

Hard. Unexpectedly. My whole body seized, clenching around Ray's cock so hard it almost hurt, and I cried out. Didn't recognise my own voice. It was filthy, desperate, animal. I came sobbing, actually sobbing, spit running down my chin, sweat dripping off my face onto Ray's duvet, and I couldn't control any of it.

Ray didn't stop. Fucked me through it, prolonging the waves, making me shake and sob and beg for I didn't even know what.

My pussy spasmed, gripped him, milked him, desperate, greedy, and I heard Ray grunt, felt him swell inside me, thicker, harder.

"Where do you want it?" he asked, breathless, voice strained.

I didn't understand the question. My brain was mush, overloaded, short-circuited from the orgasm still pulsing through me.

"Where. Do. You. Want. My. Cum."

I should say pull out. Should think about pregnancy, about mess, about what it would mean to have Ray's spunk inside me, his cum in my pussy where Jake's should be.

But I was too far gone. Too desperate. Too filthy.

"Inside," I gasped, and the word came out broken, wrecked. "Cum inside me."

Ray did.

I felt the heat of it, the pulse, the flood. He filled me, and my body took every drop, clenching and milking until he was spent, until there was nothing left.

Ray pulled out, slow, careful, and the loss was immediate. I felt empty. Hollowed out. I collapsed onto his bed, face down in his duvet, trembling, fucked, ruined. My pussy was still clenching, still trying to grip something that wasn't there anymore.

I could feel Ray's cum leaking out of me already, warm and thick, dripping onto the sheets, onto my thighs, sliding down towards my arsehole.

Ray was breathing hard, satisfied. He slapped my arse lightly, affectionate now, not sexual.

"Good girl," he said. "You did well."

I couldn't speak. Couldn't process. I'd just come harder than I ever had in my life, and it was because of another man. Not my husband. A fifty-five-year-old Black man who'd just used me like a toy whilst Jake watched and wanked.

What did that make me?

Ray looked at Jake, still in the doorway, still wanking, desperate and pathetic and close.

"You can finish now, son," Ray said, calm, like he was giving permission. "But not on my floor. Go back to your room."

Jake stumbled out, almost tripping over his trackies, and I heard him practically run down the landing, heard our bedroom door slam.

Ray stood, started getting dressed. Casual. Like he'd just finished a cup of tea, not fucked his nephew's wife whilst the poor bastard watched.

He grabbed a glass of water from his bedside table, handed it to me. "You alright, darling?"

I nodded. Another lie. I wasn't alright. I was never going to be alright again.

But I'd also never felt this satisfied. This complete. This utterly fucked and used and wrecked.

Ray pulled on his jeans, his vest, like nothing had happened. "That's £2,500 off the debt. Jake knows. I'll update the ledger later."

He walked to the door, paused, looked back at me. I was still naked, still lying in his bed, still leaking his cum onto his expensive duvet.

"You did good, Emma. Real good."

Then he left.

I lay there for I don't know how long. Five minutes. Ten. Just breathing, trying to make sense of what I'd just done. Trying to process.

I'd let another man fuck me. A Black man. Whilst my husband watched. And I'd loved it. I'd come harder than I ever had with Jake, harder than I thought was possible, harder than I knew my body could.

And worse, much worse, I knew I'd do it again. Not because of the debt. Not because Jake wanted me to.

Because I wanted to.

I'd crossed a line, and there was no going back.

Eventually, I couldn't stay in his bed forever, lying in his cum. I forced myself up, legs shaking, unsteady. My thighs were sticky. I could feel Ray's spunk sliding out of me with every movement, warm and thick, dripping down my legs.

I went into Ray's ensuite, turned on the shower. I couldn't face Jake yet. Couldn't face the main bathroom where he might be waiting, might try to talk to me, might want to touch me.

I stood under the water, hot enough to burn, washing Ray's cum out of me, watching it swirl down the drain in thick white streaks. My pussy was sore, stretched, aching in a way that felt good and wrong at the same time. Used. Properly used.

I scrubbed myself, washed my hair, stayed under the water until it started to run cold and my skin was pink and raw.

When I finally went back to our bedroom, wrapped in a towel, hair dripping, Jake was waiting. Sitting on the bed, already hard again, eyes desperate and needy and wide.

"Em," he said, and his voice cracked. "Tell me. Tell me everything."

I should've told him to fuck off. Should've locked myself in the bathroom and cried. Should've screamed at him for making me do this, for getting us into this mess, for being too weak to protect me.

Instead, I dropped the towel.

I stood there naked, Ray's cum still leaking out of me despite the shower, and I told Jake everything whilst he stared at my body, at my pussy, at the evidence of what I'd done.

How big Ray was. How thick. How he stretched me so wide I thought I'd split. How he made me come, made me sob, made me beg. How I'd asked him to cum inside me, begged for it, needed it.

Jake wanked the whole time, stroking himself, eyes glued to my used pussy, and when he finished, spilling onto his hand and stomach in pathetic little spurts, he looked at me with this expression. Grateful. Pathetic. Relieved.

"Clean me," I said, and I didn't recognise my own voice.

Jake blinked. "What?"

"You heard me. Get on your knees and clean me. Lick Ray's cum out of me."

I didn't know where the words came from. Didn't know I had it in me to say them, to demand that, to make my husband do something so filthy.

But Jake dropped to his knees without hesitation.

He buried his face between my legs, and I felt his tongue, tentative at first, then eager, lapping at my swollen, used pussy. Tasting Ray's cum mixed with my arousal, cleaning me like a good boy, like a servant.

I grabbed his hair, held him there, ground against his mouth, used him the way Ray had used my pussy.

And whilst he licked and sucked and cleaned me, tongue sliding through my folds, tasting another man's spunk, I realised the truth.

I wasn't Jake's wife anymore, I was Ray's plaything. And Jake was just the pathetic audience, grateful for whatever scraps I threw him.
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The Cuckold Talks

Lights off, but I could still make out Jake's face in the orange glow from the streetlamp. He was staring at the ceiling, breathing like he'd run a marathon, body rigid beside me.

Fucking knackered, I was. Properly, completely wrung out. My thighs ached. My cunt was sore, this deep throb that pulsed every time I shifted, reminding me exactly where Ray had been. Stretched. Tender. Used. And part of me, the part that was still wet despite it all, fucking loved it.

But Jake wouldn't shut the fuck up.

"Em." His hand crept onto my hip, fingers shaking like he was scared I'd bite. "You okay?"

I didn't answer. What was I supposed to say? I'd let Ray fuck me whilst my husband watched. Come harder than I ever had in my life. Begged another man, a Black man, to cum inside me. Made Jake lick it out of me after.

Was I okay?

Yeah, actually. I was fucking brilliant.

"Yeah," I said. "I'm alright."

Jake's fingers tightened on my hip. "Did it… did it hurt?"

I could've lied. Could've told him it was awful, that I hated every second, that I'd only done it for the debt.

But I was too fucking tired to lie.

"At first," I said. "He's so much bigger than you, Jake. It stretched. Felt like he was splittin' me in half."

Jake's breath caught. I felt him shift, felt his cock stiffening against my thigh. Of course. Of course he was gettin' hard again.

"But then?" His voice came out strangled, desperate.

"Then it felt good." I didn't dress it up. "Really good. Better than…" I paused, let it sit there between us. "Yeah. Better."

Better than you. I didn't say it. Didn't have to. We both heard it loud and clear.

Jake went quiet. For a moment I thought he'd finally let me sleep.

But then his hand slid from my hip to my stomach, fingers spread wide, shaking. Needy.

"Are you angry at me?"

God, his voice. Small. Pathetic. Like a kid who'd broken something.

I turned to look at him. His eyes were wet, shining in the orange glow.

"No." I meant it. "I'm not angry."

"You should be." His voice cracked. "I did this. Got us into this fuckin' mess. I let him… I watched him…"

"Jake." I cut him off. "Stop."

He blinked at me, mouth hanging open.

"You didn't make me do anythin'," I said. "I chose. Could've said no, could've walked out, could've gone back to my mum's. But I didn't."

"But you only did it because of the debt." Desperate now. "Because we needed to."

I could've let him think that. Should've. Would've been easier.

But the truth was right there between us, and I was too tired, too sore, too full of Ray's cum to carry it alone anymore.

"I did it because of the debt," I said, slow and careful. "But I also did it because I wanted to."

Jake's eyes went huge. His cock twitched against my thigh, already hard again.

"I liked it." The words felt dangerous coming out of my mouth. Powerful. "Liked how he touched me. How he fucked me. How he made me feel. And I liked that you watched."

Jake made this noise, half-sob, half-moan, all pathetic.

"I've been… fuck, Em, I've been thinkin' about this for years." The words came tumbling out like he'd been holdin' them in forever. "About you with other men. Black men, specifically. I know it's fucked up, I know, but I'd watch porn, yeah? Interracial stuff, cuckold shit, and I'd imagine it was you. Some big Black bloke fuckin' you whilst I watched. Never thought…" He was breathing hard now. "Never thought it'd actually happen. That you'd actually…"

He couldn't finish. Didn't need to.

I stared at him. My husband. The man I'd married six months ago at Lewisham registry office, promised to love and honour and all that bollocks. The man who'd just told me he'd spent years wanking to the idea of me getting fucked by Black men.

Years.

I should've been disgusted. Should've slapped him, called him a sick fuck, kicked him out.

But I wasn't disgusted. I was lying there in the dark, his hand trembling on my stomach, my cunt still sore and leaking Ray's cum, and I felt…

Fuck. I felt powerful.

"You're terrified I'm gonna leave you." Not a question.

Jake nodded, tears running down his face. "Yeah."

"Where would I go?" I wasn't being rhetorical. I genuinely wanted to know where he thought I'd fuck off to. "Back to my mum's council flat? Sleep on the sofa with my little brother and sister in the next room? Go back to stackin' shelves at Boots for minimum wage? We've got no money, no flat, nothin'. I'm not goin' anywhere, Jake."

He let out this shaky breath, relief flooding his face.

"But things've changed." I rolled onto my side, faced him properly. "You know that, yeah?"

Jake nodded, starin' at me like I was the only fuckin' thing in the world that mattered.

"This is gonna keep happenin'," I said. "Ray's gonna fuck me again. Marcus too, probably, when he's back. Maybe Diane. I dunno. But it's happenin', and you're gonna watch, and you're gonna be okay with it."

"I am." So quick, so eager. "I'm okay with it."

"And you're gonna accept your role." My voice came out harder now. Sharper. "You watch. You serve. You don't complain. And afterwards, you do whatever the fuck I tell you. Understand?"

Jake's pupils were massive, blown wide, his pathetic cock throbbing against my leg. I could feel it leaking through his boxers.

"Yes." Barely a whisper. "I understand."

"Good." I put my hand on his chest, felt his heart hammering like it was trying to break through his ribs. "Because if you can't handle it, if you start whinging or makin' me feel guilty, I'll stop. And then we'll never clear the debt. And then we're fucked. Properly, completely fucked. You want that?"

"No." He was shakin' his head, desperate. "No, I don't want that."

"Then you need to man up." The irony wasn't lost on me, tellin' my husband to man up after watchin' another man fuck me. "Stop actin' like a victim. You wanted this. You got it. So fuckin' own it."

Jake nodded. God, he looked grateful. Like I'd done him a favour instead of tellin' him he was my cuckold now.

I should've felt sorry for him. Should've felt disgusted with myself for talkin' to my husband like this.

But I didn't. My cunt was still throbbing, still leaking Ray's cum, and I was lying here tellin' Jake how things were gonna be now. And it felt…

Fuck, it felt good. I felt alive, in control, like I'd finally found somethin' I was actually fuckin' good at.

"Wank."

Jake's hand went to his cock immediately. No hesitation, no shame. Just his fist wrapping around himself whilst I watched.

"And I'll tell you what Ray did to me."

Jake started strokin', eyes locked on my face like I was porn come to life.

I lay back, starin' at the ceiling. Ray's bedroom had a pristine white ceiling. Ours had cracks and a brown water stain in the corner. Everything in Ray's house was better.

"He kissed me first," I said, keepin' my voice low. "Properly. Not like you kiss me, all soft and gentle and careful. He kissed me like he fuckin' owned me. Tongue in my mouth, hand in my hair, pullin'. I could taste his breath, feel how much bigger he was than you, how much stronger."

Jake's hand sped up, wrist already a blur on his pathetic little cock.

"Then he told me to strip. Slow. He wanted to watch, yeah? So I did. Took my time. Peeled my jeans off, my top, my bra, my knickers. And when I was naked, he just stared at me." I paused, rememberin' the way Ray's eyes had moved over me. "Like I was somethin' he'd bought. Somethin' that belonged to him now."

Jake whimpered. Actually fuckin' whimpered.

"He's got a proper body, Jake." I turned my head to watch him wankin', his hand movin' faster and faster. "Not like yours. Ray's muscular, solid, built like a man who works with his hands. And his cock…"

I let it hang there. Watched Jake's face.

"His cock's fuckin' massive," I said, and I heard Jake's breath catch. "Thick as my wrist, maybe thicker. Long. Dark. When he pushed his boxers down it just… sprang up, yeah? Proper hard already. And I remember thinkin', there's no way that's fittin' inside me. No fuckin' way."

Jake was pantin' now, his whole body tense, hand a blur on himself.

"But it did." My cunt clenched, sore and used and gettin' wet again anyway. Fuck. "He pushed in, and I felt every single inch. Stretchin' me, fillin' me, splittin' me open on his cock. And when he was all the way in, balls pressed right up against my arse, I looked over at you in the doorway." I kept my eyes on Jake whilst I said it. "Saw you standin' there, wankin', watchin' another man fuck your wife. And I moaned louder, Jake. Moaned for him."

"Fuck," Jake gasped, his cock leakin' all over his fist.

"He fucked me hard," I said, and I could feel it in my voice, gettin' lower, filthier. "Made the bed shake, made the headboard bang against the wall. Made me scream. And then he flipped me over like I weighed nothin', slapped my arse, and fucked me from behind. I could see us in the mirror on his wall. Could see his huge Black cock slidin' in and out of my tight white cunt. Could see you in the doorway, still watchin', still wankin'. And I came, Jake." My cunt was soakin' now, wetness runnin' down between my arse cheeks onto the sheet. "I came so fuckin' hard I thought I was gonna pass out. Harder than I've ever come with you."

Jake was close. I could see it in the way his whole body had gone rigid, his cock leakin' all over himself, dribbling precum down his knuckles.

"And then," I said, droppin' my voice to a whisper, "I told him to cum inside me."

Jake made this noise, desperate and broken.

"Begged him, Jake. Begged another man, a Black man, to cum in your wife's cunt. And he did." I kept my eyes on Jake's face whilst I said it. "Filled me up, pumped his load deep inside me whilst you stood there watchin', wankin', gettin' off on it."

Jake came with a strangled moan, spillin' over his hand and stomach, his whole body jerkin' like he'd been shocked. Pathetic little spurts, waterin' down to nothin'.

I watched him. Watched his weak, pathetic orgasm. And I thought about Ray's load, how thick it had been, how I'd felt every pulse of it pumpin' into me, hot and endless and so much more than Jake had ever given me.

Jake collapsed back, breathin' hard, covered in his own cum. Little puddles of it on his stomach, in the hollow of his hip, sticky on his fingers.

I left my hand on his chest, felt his heart still hammerin'.

"Clean yourself up," I said. "Then go to sleep."

Jake nodded, stumbled out of bed, nearly trippin' over his own feet. Went to the chest of drawers, grabbed some old T-shirt, wiped the cum off himself. He was shakin' a bit. Post-orgasm shakes, or fear, or both.

When he climbed back in, I turned away, faced the wall with its peelin' wallpaper and damp patches.

He curled up behind me, arm around my waist, clingin' to me like I might disappear. Within minutes he was out, breathin' deep and even.

But I lay there awake. Starin' at the cracks in the wallpaper. Feelin' the ache between my legs, Ray's cum still leakin' out of me, mixin' with my own wetness. Thinkin' about tomorrow.

Ray would want me again. I knew he would. Another "payment," another fuck, another ledger entry.

And I'd say yes.

Not because of the debt. Not because Jake wanted me to, though he fuckin' did.

Because I wanted to.

Because for the first time in my twenty-two years, lyin' in a shitty bedroom in a house that wasn't mine, married to a man who got off watchin' me get fucked, I felt powerful. Desired. Needed. Like I mattered.

And I wasn't givin' that up.

Not for anythin'. Not for anyone.


4: DIANE ARRIVES
The Breakfast Offer


Iwoke up sore. Not the good kind of sore you got from a proper workout or a long walk, but the kind that reminded you exactly what you'd done. What had been done to you. Every time I shifted my legs, I felt it, this deep ache between my thighs, muscles stretched and used in ways they'd never been before. Ray's cock had been so much thicker than Jake's, and my body wasn't lettin' me forget it.

Jake lay beside me, dead to the world, sprawled on his back with one arm flung over his head. His mouth hung open, snorin' softly.

Pathetic.

That was the word, innit? My husband. The man I'd married. Snorin' away whilst I lay here feelin' like I'd been split open, rememberin' how he'd stood in that doorway yesterday with his dick in his hand, watchin' Ray fuck me. Watchin' and lovin' every second of it. How he'd begged me afterwards to tell him every detail whilst he wanked himself off again, his cock hard as it ever got, which wasn't sayin' much.

I needed a shower. Needed to stand under scalding water and scrub at my skin until it was raw, like I could wash off what I'd done. Except I could still feel Ray between my legs, still smell him on me, sweat and musk and cum, and no amount of soap was gonna fix that.

But I couldn't face the shower yet. Couldn't stand there naked, thinkin' about everything.

Tea first.

I pulled on leggings, every movement remindin' me how sore I was, then an oversized jumper. No bra. My tits were too tender, nipples rubbed raw from Ray's hands, his mouth, the way he'd pinched them whilst he fucked me. Went downstairs barefoot, cold lino under my feet, thighs achin' with every step.

Yeah. I was definitely gonna remember yesterday for a while.

The kitchen smelled like fried eggs and bacon, grease and butter, proper fry-up. Ray sat at the table, newspaper spread wide, mug of tea steamin' beside his elbow.

But he wasn't alone.

Charles sat opposite him, fork in hand, demolishin' a full English like he hadn't eaten in days. He was dressed in black jeans and a tight grey vest that showed off his arms, all lean muscle and smooth dark skin. Younger than Ray, fitter, the kind of body that came from a gym not a building site. His hair was cropped close, no grey in it yet.

I stopped dead in the doorway.

My breath caught. No. Not again. Not this morning. I wasn't ready for this, wasn't ready for Charles to be here, for him to see me like this.

Charles looked up.

His eyes dragged over me, slow and deliberate, takin' in the rat's nest of my hair, the baggy jumper hidin' nothin', the way I stood with my thighs pressed tight together like that'd hide how sore I was. His mouth curved into a smile.

Yeah. He fuckin' knew.

"Morning, darling," Ray said, not lookin' up from his paper. Casual. Like yesterday hadn't happened. Like I hadn't screamed his name whilst he pounded me into his mattress. "Sleep alright?"

I mumbled somethin', didn't trust my voice, and moved to the kettle. Filled it with shakin' hands, the sound of rushin' water too loud in the quiet kitchen. The silence stretched whilst I waited for it to boil, hyperaware of both men behind me. I could feel Charles's eyes on my arse, could feel him strippin' me with his gaze, imaginin' what Ray had seen, what Ray had felt.

My face burned.

"Ray tells me you're helpin' out round here now," Charles said, his voice smooth, amused. "Good on you, yeah? Jake's lucky."

The subtext wasn't even hidden. He wasn't even hidin' it. The offer hung there between us, thick and obvious as his cock would be if I said yes. My face burned hotter.

I poured my tea, added milk, kept my back to them. Safer that way.

"Leave her alone, Charles," Ray said, but there was no real weight behind it. More like he was goin' through the motions, playin' the part.

"Just bein' friendly, bruv."

Charles scraped his plate clean, the sound of metal on ceramic loud and final. He stood, brought his plate to the sink, right beside me. Close. Too close. I could smell him now, sharp cologne and clean sweat, could feel the heat radiatin' off him.

He stopped, close enough I could count the beats between breaths, and looked down at me.

"If you ever want to help me out too," he said, voice low enough only I'd hear, "just say the word. I'm sure we could work somethin' out."

Heat crawled up my spine, pooled low in my belly. My cunt clenched, unbidden, and I hated myself for it. This was Charles. Ray's mate. Another man, another cock, another entry in that fuckin' ledger. I stared at my tea, hands frozen round the mug, the heat of it burnin' my palms. I couldn't make myself look up, couldn't make myself tell him to fuck off.

Charles chuckled, a low sound that made my skin prickle. He rinsed his plate, dumped it in the sink, and walked out. His footsteps thudded up the stairs, confident, takin' his time. Like he already knew I'd say yes eventually.

Behind me, Ray's newspaper rustled. Just turnin' a page. Casual as fuck. Like he hadn't just heard his mate proposition me.

"Don't mind him," Ray said, still not lookin' up. "He's just windin' you up."

A pause. Long enough I thought that was it, that I could escape back upstairs, back to bed, back to Jake's useless fuckin' presence.

Then: "But Emma?"

I turned, mug still clutched in my hands.

Ray folded his paper, slow and deliberate, and met my eyes. His face was serious now, no trace of the easy charm from yesterday.

"You do know this isn't just about me, yeah?" His voice was low, measured. "The debt's big. Twenty-seven grand's still a lot of money. If you want to clear it faster…"

He let the sentence hang there, unfinished.

Didn't need to finish it.

I got it. I got exactly what he meant.

Charles was next. Or Marcus. Or both. Ray wasn't enough to clear twenty-seven grand, not at this rate, and they all fuckin' knew it. Two and a half grand for yesterday. How many more times would I need to spread my legs to make that debt disappear? How many more cocks would I need to take?

My mouth went dry. My stomach twisted, but lower, deeper, somethin' else stirred. Somethin' I didn't want to name.

I should've said no. Should've told him to fuck off, told him Jake could get a proper fuckin' job like a normal person instead of pimpin' out his wife. Should've grabbed my husband and dragged him out of this house, debt or no debt.

But I didn't.

I just stood there, mug burnin' my palms, thighs achin', the smell of Charles's cologne still in my nose, and didn't say a word.

Ray nodded, like my silence was answer enough, and went back to his paper.

I took my tea and left.
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The Price List

The house was too quiet.

I was lyin' on our bed, starin' at the cracked ceiling, listenin' to fuck all. Ray had gone down the pub half hour ago, said he'd be back by five. Charles was upstairs in the spare room, crashed out after his night shift. Jake had fucked off to the job centre, somethin' about Universal Credit, though we both knew he wouldn't sort anythin'. He never did.

I should've stayed put. Should've unpacked more of our stuff, or cleaned the kitchen, or done literally anythin' useful.

But I couldn't sit still. My body wouldn't let me.

I ached all over. Thighs sore, pussy tender, that deep ache you get after you've been properly fucked. Every time I shifted in bed I felt it, felt Ray, felt what he'd done to me yesterday. What I'd let him do. What I'd begged him to do.

I got up, pullin' my hoodie tighter even though I wasn't cold, and went out onto the landin'. The stairs creaked under my feet as I went down to the first floor. I stopped outside Ray's bedroom door. It was shut, like always, but not locked. He never locked it. Why would he? This was his house. His rules.

I pushed the door open.

The room smelled like him. Old Spice and somethin' deeper, muskier, the smell of a man who worked hard and fucked harder. The bed was made, duvet pulled tight, pillows neat. Ray must've done that this mornin'. Tidy bastard. Ex-scaffolder, wasn't he? They were all like that. Everythin' in its place.

But I could still see it how it was yesterday.

Me, on my back, legs spread. Ray between them, his cock stretchin' me so wide I thought I'd split. The bed creakin', the headboard slammin' against the wall, my moans fillin' the room whilst Jake watched from the doorway, wankin' through his joggers.

I went inside, shut the door behind me.

I caught myself in the wardrobe mirror. Hoodie, leggings, bare feet. Hair scraped back in a messy bun. I looked about twelve. Twenty-two years old and I still looked like a fuckin' kid when I wasn't wearin' makeup. No wonder Ray liked me. Made it filthier, didn't it? The age gap, the contrast, the wrongness of it all.

But yesterday, in this same mirror, I'd looked different.

I'd been on all fours, tits swingin', mouth open, Ray's cock slammin' into me from behind. I'd seen it all in the glass. The contrast, his dark skin against my pale arse, the way his hands gripped my hips so hard I had bruises now, could still feel them when I pressed on them. And Jake in the background, fully dressed, cock hard in his joggers, watchin' his wife get fucked by a Black man thirty years older than her.

I'd come so hard I nearly passed out.

My face got hot now, starin' at my reflection. That girl was still me. Would always be me now. I couldn't take it back, couldn't pretend it hadn't happened. Ray had fucked me, Jake had watched, and I'd loved every fuckin' second of it.

I turned away from the mirror, wrapped my arms round myself.

There was a notebook on Ray's bedside table. Dark blue, spiral-bound, looked like the cheap ones from Ryman. Just sittin' there, like he'd been writin' in it this mornin' and hadn't bothered puttin' it away.

I wanted to see what was in it. I knew I shouldn't. Knew it was none of my fuckin' business. Ray's private stuff, nothin' to do with me.

But I picked it up anyway.

Felt the weight of it in my hands. Heavier than I expected. I opened it.

The first page was dated two weeks ago, written in Ray's neat handwriting, all capitals and straight lines.

Jake Harris Debt Repayment Log

Fuck. My insides went cold.

Below that:

Loan Amount: £30,000 (13th April 2024)

Then, a list of entries, each one dated and itemised like a fuckin' receipt.

13th April – Emma handjob (living room) – £500 off. Remaining: £29,500

15th April – Emma full service (bedroom) – £2,500 off. Remaining: £27,000

I stared at the words. Full service. Like I was a car at Kwik Fit, gettin' an MOT. Oil change and a rim job, two and a half grand.

The notebook shook in my hands. Or my hands were shakin'. I couldn't tell.

I turned the page.

The next section was titled: Potential Future Payments (Estimated Value)

Underneath, a list, neat and organised. Like Ray had sat down with a pen and a cup of tea and worked out exactly how he was gonna use me. What every bit of me was worth.

I read it again just to make sure I wasn't losin' my mind. The numbers blurred, then came back into focus.

Ray had priced me. Every hole, every act, every humiliation. My mouth was worth a grand. My arse, three. A whole weekend of me, available whenever he wanted, ten thousand pounds.

I should've ripped the fuckin' thing to pieces. Should've run downstairs, grabbed Jake, dragged him out of this house screamin'.

But I didn't move.

I just stood there, starin' at the numbers, doin' the maths in my head.

Two men, five grand off. Anal, three. A whole weekend, ten. That's eighteen thousand right there. Add the three I'd already cleared, that's twenty-one grand. More than two-thirds of the debt, gone. We could be done with this by the end of May.

Or.

Or I could stretch it out. Do the smaller stuff. A blowjob here, another fuck there. Make it last till summer. Give myself time to...

What?

Enjoy it?

Was that what I wanted?

Heat shot through me, straight to my cunt. I squeezed my thighs together. I was wet. Properly wet, soakin' through my knickers, and I was stood in Ray's bedroom holdin' a fuckin' price list for my body.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

The front door opened downstairs.

Shit. Shit shit shit.

I shoved the notebook back on the bedside table, tried to put it exactly where it'd been, couldn't remember if it'd been straight or at an angle. Fuck it. I ran for the door, pulled it shut behind me, heart goin' mad in my chest. Tried to breathe normal. Couldn't.

Ray's voice drifted up from the kitchen, low and easy. "Emma? You home, darling?"

I took a breath, tried to steady myself, and went downstairs.

Ray was at the kitchen counter pourin' himself a whisky, still had his leather jacket on. I could smell him from the doorway, cigarettes and bitter. He looked up when I came in, looked me up and down.

"You alright, darling?" His voice was easy, relaxed. Like he didn't have a care in the world.

I nodded. "Yeah. Fine."

But I wasn't fine.

I'd just seen the full scope of what Ray expected from me. I'd seen my body broken down into pounds and pence, seen exactly how he planned to use me, how far he thought I'd go. Every hole had a price tag. Every degradation had a number next to it.

And instead of grabbin' Jake and runnin', instead of tellin' Ray to fuck off and find someone else to exploit, I was standin' there thinkin' about which option would clear the debt fastest.

Or which one I wanted to try first.

Ray sipped his whisky, watchin' me over the rim of the glass. He knew somethin' was up. Could probably see it on my face. But he didn't push. Just watched.

"Diane's comin' tomorrow," he said. "Thought you should know."

I swallowed. "Right."

"She's lookin' forward to meetin' you properly."

The way he said it made my skin prickle. Like Diane wasn't just Ray's girlfriend. Like she was part of this too. Part of the list. Part of the plan.

I nodded again, didn't trust myself to speak.

Ray smiled, that slow smile that said he could see right through me, see every filthy thought in my head.

"Good girl," he murmured.

Then he turned back to his drink, dismissed me like I was a servant who'd brought him his post.

I stood there another second, couldn't move, then made myself go. Went back upstairs, back to our room, sat on the edge of the bed.

The ledger was stuck in my head. Couldn't get it out: Anal: £3,000. Two men: £5,000. Full weekend: £10,000.

I pressed my thighs together. The ache was still there, deep in my pussy, a reminder of yesterday. So was the wetness. I could feel it, warm and slick, my body reactin' to the thought of what was comin'.

Tomorrow, Diane was comin'.

I was already wonderin' what she'd be worth.
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Diane's Lesson

The telly was on, some reality shite about people screamin' at each other in a villa. I wasn't watchin' it. Jake wasn't either. We were just sat there on Ray's brown leather sofa, the one that sagged in the middle, starin' at the screen like zombies. Not speakin'. Not touchin'. Barely breathin'.

My mind was still stuck on that fuckin' notebook, Ray's ledger, his price list for my body like I was a meal deal at Morley's.

A key scraped in the lock.

I sat up, heart slammin' against my ribs. Ray was in the kitchen, I could hear him movin' about. Who the fuck else had a key?

The front door swung open, and a woman's voice filled the hallway, loud and warm and confident.

"Ray, babe, you in?"

Ray appeared from the kitchen, grinnin' like he'd just won the lottery. "Di. Thought you were comin' tomorrow."

A laugh, rich and easy. "Changed my mind. Missed your ugly face, didn't I?"

I glanced at Jake. He looked as confused as I felt.

Footsteps in the hallway, heels clickin' on the Victorian tiles. Then Ray walked in with a woman beside him, and I clocked her straight away: older than me, early fifties maybe, mixed-race with light brown skin and shoulder-length hair that looked expensive, relaxed and shiny. She was wearin' a tight black dress that clung to every curve, showin' off massive tits and wide hips, and heels even though it was Thursday night and she'd just walked in off the street. She looked like a woman who knew exactly what she had and didn't apologise for fuck-all.

Her eyes found me immediately.

"Oh, you're the girl," she said, smilin' at me like we were mates already. "Ray told me about you."

The girl. Like I was the only one. Like Ray talked about me. My stomach flipped, but I didn't know if it was good-weird or bad-weird.

But she was already movin', crossin' the room and sittin' right beside me on the sofa, close enough that her thigh pressed against mine through her dress. Warm. Soft. She smelled like money, expensive perfume, somethin' sweet and flowery that didn't belong in Ray's house with its stink of old leather and roll-up smoke.

"I'm Diane," she said, holdin' out her hand. Rings on every finger, nails done perfect in deep red. "You must be Emma."

I shook her hand, my palm sweaty against hers, rough against smooth. "Yeah. Hi."

"And you're Jake." She glanced at him, gave him a nod, then turned back to me like he wasn't worth her full attention.

Jake mumbled somethin'. I didn't catch it.

"Ray says you're from Lewisham originally," Diane said, leanin' in a bit closer. "I'm Deptford, born and bred. South London girls, yeah?"

I nodded. "Yeah."

Diane started askin' me questions, proper interested-like. Where exactly in Lewisham? Catford, I said. How long with Jake? Bit over two years. What'd I think of Peckham so far? And I was answerin', cautious at first, but fuck, she made it easy. Her voice, her smile, the way she leaned in like she actually gave a shit. The weirdness of it all, this random woman in Ray's house knowin' my name, started to feel less weird.

Ray was leanin' against the doorframe, watchin' us with that look on his face. Smug. Like he'd set somethin' in motion and now he was enjoyin' the show. Then he jerked his head at Jake. "Come on, son. Help me get the beers."

Jake hesitated, glanced at me. Puppy-dog eyes, waitin' for me to... what? Tell him to stay? I didn't. Just looked at him blank until he followed Ray into the kitchen like the good little boy he was.

The second they were gone, Diane leaned in closer, lowered her voice.

"So Ray told me about the arrangement," she said, casual as anythin'. "You helpin' out with the debt and that."

My whole body went stiff, muscles lockin' up. I glanced towards the kitchen, heart hammerin'. Could Jake hear this? Could Ray?

"It's not... I mean, it's just..." I couldn't finish the sentence. Didn't know how.

Diane's hand landed on my knee, warm through my leggings, and I felt it everywhere. Her fingers gave a little squeeze, reassurin', intimate. "Babe, relax. I'm not judgin', yeah? Honestly, I think it's smart. Ray's a good man, and if he's willin' to let you fuck your way out of debt, why not? Beats slavin' away at Tesco for minimum wage, innit?"

I stared at her. She was talkin' about me fuckin' Ray like it was perfectly normal. Like I'd agreed to do some extra cleanin' or cook a few meals.

"I've done it before, you know." Diane's voice dropped even lower, like we were sharin' secrets. "Helped out Ray's mates when I needed cash. It's just sex, Emma. Just bodies. Doesn't mean fuck-all if you don't let it. And if it gets you and Jake sorted? Then everyone wins, babe."

I swallowed. My throat felt tight, dry. "Doesn't it bother you? That Ray's... that he's with me?"

Diane laughed, proper laughed, throwin' her head back. "Babe, Ray and I aren't exclusive. Never have been. He fucks other women, I fuck other men. Sometimes we fuck other people together. We're grown-ups. Long as everyone's happy, who gives a shit?"

I sat there, mouth half-open, no words comin' out. Diane made it sound so fuckin' simple. Normal. Like I wasn't doin' anythin' wrong, like this was just life when you were skint and desperate and out of options.

And somethin' in my chest loosened. That tight, hot knot I'd had since Tuesday, the one that made me feel dirty every time I thought about Ray's cock in my hand, Jake watchin', the whole fucked-up situation. It loosened. If Diane had done this, if she was sat here now all confident and sexy and fine, then maybe I wasn't the slag I'd been callin' myself in my head. Maybe this was just... what you did.

Diane's hand slid from my knee to my hand, her fingers wrappin' round mine, skin soft and warm, nails pressin' gentle into my palm. I looked down at our hands together. Hers with the red nails, the rings, proper done-up. Mine bitten and bare.

"You're gorgeous, you know that?" Her voice went all low and breathy, and I felt it between my legs, I swear I did. "Ray's a lucky man. Seriously, babe. Look at you."

Heat rushed up my neck, spread across my face. I didn't know where to look, so I kept starin' at our hands.

"If you ever want to try somethin' different," Diane said, and her thumb started strokin' the back of my hand, slow circles that made my skin tingle, "somethin' softer, I'm around. Ray loves watchin' two women together. And honestly?" She leaned in closer. I could see the little lines at the corners of her eyes, the shine of her lip gloss. "It's fun. Less pressure than with men, yeah?"

I couldn't breathe properly. Couldn't think. I looked up at her, tryin' to work out if she was serious or takin' the piss. But her eyes were warm, her smile real, and her hand was still holdin' mine, thumb still strokin', and fuck, I was gettin' wet. From a woman. A woman I'd met ten minutes ago offerin' to fuck me while Ray watched.

I'd never been with a woman. Never even thought about it, not properly. But Diane was so confident, so fuckin' sexy, and the idea was... interestin'. More than interestin'.

Footsteps from the kitchen. Ray and Jake, each carryin' a beer. Diane let go of my hand and stood up, stretchin' her arms above her head, and her dress rode up her thighs. I saw the curve of her arse, the way the fabric clung to her hips. She was fuckin' stunnin'. All woman. Confident in a way I'd never be.

"I'm stayin' tonight," she announced to Ray. "My flat's a mess, can't be arsed to deal with it."

Ray grinned, proper pleased. "Course, babe. Your room's ready."

Diane looked back at me, winked, then headed for the stairs. I watched her go, watched her arse sway in that tight dress, watched her heels clickin' on each step, and I knew I was fucked. Not literally. Not yet. But I wanted to be.

I was in bed beside Jake, lights off, duvet pulled up to my chin. Jake was asleep, or pretendin' to be. I wasn't. Couldn't.

Because I could hear them through the walls. Diane and Ray.

Diane was loud. Fuckin' loud. No shame in it, no holdin' back. She moaned, proper pornstar moans, the kind I'd never made in my life. Then she'd laugh, this dirty, breathless laugh, and say Ray's name. "Ray, fuck, Ray, yes, right there, oh God, Ray." Over and over. The bed creaked, rhythmic and relentless, and the headboard thumped against the wall so hard I thought it'd come through.

Jake shifted beside me, and I felt him adjust himself under the duvet. He was hard. Course he was. Listenin' to his uncle fuck another woman, gettin' off on it. Pathetic.

But I was wet too. Properly wet. My knickers were soaked through, and I pressed my thighs together, tryin' to ignore the ache. I couldn't stop imaginin' what it looked like in that room. Diane on her back, legs spread, Ray between them, his thick Black cock stretchin' her, fillin' her. Or maybe she was on top, ridin' him, those massive tits bouncin', her voice fillin' the house with her pleasure.

The headboard thumped again, and Diane cried out, and I bit my lip so hard I tasted blood.

I wanted to be in there with them. Not watchin'. In there. On that bed. Under Ray. Under Diane. Between them. I didn't know what I wanted exactly, but I knew I wanted it, and that scared me more than anythin' Ray had done so far.
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The Price of Control

I came downstairs just after ten feelin' like death warmed up, eyes gritty, head poundin', my whole body achin' from lyin' awake all night. Couldn't sleep, not properly. Every time I'd started to drift off I'd heard Diane through the walls, moanin' and gaspin', the bed slammin' against them so hard I thought it'd come through. Ray's voice, low and rough, tellin' her to take it, callin' her his good girl, and her screamin' his name when she came. Jake had fallen asleep eventually, lyin' there with his hand still shoved down his joggers like the pathetic little cuckold he was. I'd stayed awake till gone three, thighs pressed together, achin' and angry and confused and so fuckin' turned on I thought I'd lose my mind.

I'd made a decision somewhere around two in the mornin', lyin' there in the dark with my hand pressed between my thighs, not touchin', just pressin', tryin' to take the edge off. If I was doin' this, if I was really lettin' Ray and whoever the fuck else he wanted use my body to pay off Jake's debt, then I was doin' it my way. No more waitin' for Ray to call me downstairs like I was some servant. No more sittin' around wonderin' when the next payment was due. I'd control when, I'd control how, and I'd clear this fuckin' debt as fast as possible so I could work out what the fuck I'd become.

Ray was alone in the kitchen when I walked in, and I was glad. Couldn't have done this with Jake hoverin', or Diane watchin' with those knowing eyes. Ray sat at the table with the Sun spread out in front of him, mug of coffee steamin', and when I walked in he looked up. His eyes travelled over me, slow, takin' in my leggings and oversized jumper, the lack of makeup, the fact I probably looked like shit. I didn't care. I pulled out the chair opposite him, the legs scrapin' loud on the lino, and sat down hard. My hands were shakin' so I pressed them flat on the table.

"Mornin', darling," Ray said, voice easy like always, like he hadn't just spent half the night fuckin' Diane so loud the whole house heard. "Sleep alright?"

I ignored the question. My throat was dry. I swallowed, forced myself to speak. "Ray, I want to talk about the debt."

He put the paper down, folded it slow, and leaned back in his chair. His arms crossed over his chest, biceps stretchin' the fabric of his white vest, and I could see the tattoos on his forearms, the way his shoulders filled the space. He looked amused. "Alright. What about it?"

I took a breath. "I saw the ledger. In your room. I wasn't snoopin', I just..." Fuck. "I saw it."

Ray didn't look angry. Didn't even look surprised. Just sat there with his mouth quirkin' at the corner, half a smile. "And?"

"Is that really what everything's worth?" My voice came out smaller than I wanted. "What you wrote down?"

"Yeah." He picked up his coffee, took a sip, watched me over the rim. I could feel his eyes on me, steady, patient. "Those are the going rates, more or less. Standard stuff. Why? You thinkin' about earnin' more?"

My stomach twisted, but I didn't look away. I thought about the list I'd seen, all those numbers, all those acts written out in Ray's neat handwriting. Massive numbers. Terrifying numbers. But they were real. And they'd clear the debt.

I swallowed hard. "If I'm doin' this, I want to do it properly. I want to..." Fuck, this was hard. "I want to clear the debt as fast as possible. So tell me straight: what's the quickest way?"

Ray set his mug down. He studied me properly now, eyes narrowin' slightly, but there was respect in them too, somethin' I hadn't seen before. He was surprised. Good. I wanted him surprised.

"You sure?" he said, and his voice dropped lower, serious. "Some of that stuff on the list, it's not easy, darling. Anal. Multiple blokes. Whole weekends. You ready for that?"

Was I? I didn't fuckin' know. But I knew I couldn't drag this out. Couldn't keep doin' it slow, one encounter at a time, always waitin' for Ray to tell me when and where and how. I needed it done. Finished. Over with.

"I don't know," I said, and at least that was honest. "But I know I can't do this slow. Can't drag it out for months. I need it done. So tell me. What clears the most, fastest?"

Ray leaned forward, elbows on the table, thinkin'. I watched his face, watched him calculate, and felt my pulse in my throat. Finally he nodded.

"Two men at once," he said, and I felt those words between my legs, a pulse of heat I tried to ignore. "That's five grand. You do that with me and Charles, plus maybe a solo session with Charles before that to get you warmed up, that's another two and a half. Then a full weekend available, Friday night to Sunday night, whatever we want, that's another ten. You'd clear seventeen and a half thousand in less than a month. More than half what you owe."

The numbers hit me like a slap. Seventeen and a half grand. More than half the debt. In a month.

Two men at once. Ray and Charles. Both of them fuckin' me, fillin' me, usin' me. Jake watchin' from wherever I told him to stand, wankin' to the sight of his wife gettin' split open by two Black men.

A full weekend. Friday night to Sunday night. Available. Whenever Ray wanted, however he wanted. Him, Charles, maybe Diane. All of them. Any dirty fuckin' thing they could think of.

My stomach dropped, but my pussy was wet. I was wet thinkin' about it. Christ. What did that make me? I felt sick, yeah, and terrified, but underneath all that was somethin' darker, somethin' that pulsed between my legs and shortened my breath. I wanted it. Some part of me, some part I didn't recognise, wanted to know what it felt like. Wanted to be used like that. Wanted to see the look on Jake's face when he watched me take it.

"If I do this," I said, and my voice was shakin' but I made it firm, made myself look at him, "I need control. I decide when. I decide what. Jake watches when I say he watches, not just... not whenever you want him there. You don't just call me upstairs whenever you feel like it. We plan it. We agree. Alright?"

Ray stared at me for a long moment, and I held his gaze even though my heart was hammerin' so hard I thought he could hear it. Then he smiled, slow and approvin', the kind of smile that made me feel like I'd passed some test I didn't know I was takin'.

"Alright," he said. "You're the boss. You tell me when you're ready, and we'll sort it."

I nodded. My hands were shakin' on the table, fingers spread flat against the cold surface. I pressed down harder, tried to steady myself. "I need a day to think. And I want to talk to Diane."

Ray's eyebrows lifted. "Diane? Why?"

"Because she's done this," I said. "She knows what it's like. And I need to hear from someone who's not you or Jake that I'm not insane for doin' this."

Ray considered that, eyes flickin' over my face like he was workin' out what I wasn't sayin'. Then he nodded. "Fair enough. She's upstairs. Go talk to her."

I stood up, legs unsteady, and my knees felt weak. I gripped the back of the chair for a second, steadyin' myself, then headed for the door. Ray called after me.

"Emma."

I turned back. He was watchin' me with somethin' close to pride, the way a teacher looks at a student who's just done somethin' unexpected.

"You're tougher than I thought, darling. I like that."

Heat spread through my chest, and lower. I hated that his approval did that to me, made me feel seen, made my thighs clench together. I didn't respond. Just turned and walked out, climbin' the stairs to the first floor, my heart poundin' in my chest, in my throat, between my legs.

Ray's bedroom door was half-open. I hesitated outside it, heard movement inside, the creak of the bed, someone shiftin' around. Then I knocked, gentle, my knuckles barely makin' a sound.

"Come in, babe," Diane's voice called, lazy and warm, like she'd just woken up after the best shag of her life.

I pushed the door open.

Diane was in Ray's bed, propped up against the headboard, completely fuckin' naked. The duvet was bunched around her waist, and her brown skin glowed in the mornin' light pourin' through the bay window. Her tits were massive, heavy on her chest, dark nipples large and soft, and I felt my face heat up because I was starin', couldn't help it. She had a cigarette between her fingers, smokin' by the open window like she didn't have a care in the world. The room smelled like sex and smoke and Ray's cologne, thick and unmistakable, and the sheets were a mess, twisted and damp. When she saw me, she smiled, lazy and knowing.

"Alright, Emma? Come here, babe."

She patted the bed beside her, casual, like it was the most natural thing in the world for me to climb into bed with her while she sat there naked and smellin' of Ray.

I stepped inside, closin' the door behind me, and walked towards the woman who might be the only person in this house who could tell me I wasn't losin' my fuckin' mind.
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Permission to Sin

I perched on the edge of Ray's bed, couldn't get comfortable. The sheets were still warm, rumpled from last night, and I could smell it: sex, sweat, Diane's perfume mixed with somethin' earthier. Musk. The smell of her gettin' fucked. My hands twisted in my lap, didn't know where to look. Diane was right there beside me, completely bare, her dark skin gorgeous against the white duvet, and she was holdin' out her cigarette like we were mates havin' a chat instead of... this.

"Want one?" Her eyebrows lifted, amused.

I didn't smoke. Hadn't properly since I was seventeen, shiverin' outside McDonald's with mates from school, tryin' to look older than we were. But I took it anyway. Needed somethin' to do with my hands, somethin' to focus on that wasn't her body. She lit another one for herself, took a long drag, blew smoke toward the open window. The morning light caught the smoke, made it shimmer.

"So," Diane said, easy as anythin', like we were sat in a café instead of her boyfriend's bed where she'd been screamin' his name hours before. "What's on your mind, sweetheart?"

I didn't know how to start. My throat felt tight, words stuck somewhere behind my ribs. I took a drag, coughed when the smoke hit wrong, tasted ash and menthol and regret. "How do you do it?" The words came out rough. "Sleep with Ray and not... I dunno, feel weird about it?"

Diane laughed, warm and genuine, like I'd said somethin' adorable. "Because I like fuckin', babe." She took another drag, blew smoke toward the open window. "Simple as. Ray's good, the sex is good, don't need it to be more than that, yeah?" She looked at me, proper looked, her dark eyes steady. "You're makin' this harder than it is."

"But doesn't it feel wrong?" I pressed, and I could hear how desperate I sounded. Needed her to say it was wrong, maybe. Needed her to tell me I shouldn't want this. "I'm married. I'm supposed to only be with Jake."

"Says who?" Diane turned to face me properly, shifted so one leg was tucked under the duvet, the other bent at the knee and bare. Her thigh pressed against mine, warm and solid. "Some old book? Some bloke in a registry office who doesn't even know your name? Emma, you're twenty-two. You've got your whole fuckin' life ahead of you." She tilted her head, studied me. "Why limit yourself to one dick, especially if it's not doin' the job?"

My face burned. I looked down at the cigarette between my fingers, watched the ember glow and fade, glow and fade. "I liked it," I whispered. Couldn't believe I was sayin' it out loud. "With Ray. I came. I've never... Jake's never made me come like that."

There. I'd said it. The truth I'd been avoidin' since yesterday, since I'd felt Ray's cock inside me and my whole body had lit up like I'd been plugged into the mains.

"Then there you go." Diane's hand touched mine, warm and soft, her fingers restin' against my knuckles. I could feel her pulse, or maybe it was mine. "Ray's good at what he does. Been doin' it long enough, innit? Why shouldn't you enjoy it?" She squeezed my hand gently. "You're helpin' Jake, clearin' the debt, and gettin' the best sex of your life. Where's the downside, babe?"

I couldn't answer that. Because when she put it like that, so matter-of-fact, so fuckin' reasonable, it didn't sound wrong at all. It sounded logical. Practical. Like I was bein' smart instead of bein' a slag. I took another drag, let the smoke fill my lungs, burn slightly. Felt the nicotine buzz hit, made me lightheaded.

"You said yesterday," I started, couldn't look at her, stared at the cigarette instead. "About you and me. Did you mean it?"

"Course I did." Diane's voice dropped lower, warmer, like honey. Like the way Ray's voice went when he was tellin' me to spread my legs. "I'm bi, always have been. And you're fuckin' gorgeous, Emma." She said it simple, like it was fact. "If you wanted to try, I'd be more than happy to show you."

My stomach flipped. I glanced at her, caught her dark eyes on mine, steady and certain and wantin'. "I don't know if I'm..." I trailed off. "I've never been with a woman."

"Most women haven't until they have." She stubbed out her cigarette on the windowsill, dropped the butt outside, then turned back to me. Gave me her full attention. "It's different from men. Softer. More about the touch than the fuck, you know?" Her hand moved, traced a line up my bare arm, left goosebumps behind. "You might like it. You might not. Only one way to find out, innit?"

I thought about it. Her hands on my body, not Ray's rough grip but somethin' gentler, slower. Her mouth on mine, on my neck, on my tits, lower. My pulse kicked up, poundin' in my throat, between my legs. I shifted on the bed, suddenly too warm, too aware of how close she was. Could feel the heat comin' off her skin.

"Tell you what." Diane reached out, brushed a strand of hair behind my ear, and her fingers didn't leave. They traced down my jaw, warm and slow, her thumb restin' just under my chin. "Next time Ray wants us both, I'll make sure you're comfortable, yeah? We'll take it slow." Her voice dropped lower, intimate. "And if you don't like it, we stop. No pressure."

I couldn't swallow. My throat was tight, and I was aware, suddenly, of how close she was. Could smell her, somethin' floral and female and sexy. Could feel the heat comin' off her skin. My nipples tightened under my top, hard and obvious, and I hoped she couldn't see. Hoped she could.

"Alright," I managed. My voice came out rougher than I meant, nearly a rasp.

Her smile spread, proper pleased with herself, and she leaned back against the headboard, stretched her arms above her head like she was showin' off. Her tits lifted, full and heavy, nipples dark against her skin, and I stared. Couldn't help it. They were gorgeous. She was gorgeous. Then I caught myself and looked away, face burnin'.

Diane laughed, low and knowing. Didn't say nothin', but I could feel her watchin' me. Enjoyin' this. Enjoyin' me squirmin'.

"But Emma." Diane's voice changed, dropped the playful edge. She shifted on the bed, pulled the duvet up over her tits, suddenly covered, suddenly serious. "Listen to me, yeah? If you're gonna do this... the two men thing, the weekends, all of it... you need to be sure."

My stomach dropped. Hearin' it laid out like that, stark and real.

"It's not just about the money," Diane continued. Her eyes held mine, wouldn't let me look away. "Once you do this, you can't take it back. You'll have been fucked by multiple men. Your husband will've watched. That changes you, babe. It changes everythin'."

I felt cold suddenly, despite the warmth of the room. My hands clenched in my lap, crushed the cigarette filter between my fingers. She was right. She was fuckin' right. Once I did this, once I let Charles fuck me while Ray watched, while Jake wanked in the corner, I couldn't pretend anymore. Couldn't pretend I was still the good girl from Catford who'd married her first proper boyfriend. That girl would be gone.

Maybe she was already gone.

"I know," I said quietly, and I met her eyes properly. Let her see I meant it. "I'm already changed. I can feel it."

Diane's words sat in my chest, heavy. I wanted to argue, wanted to tell her she was wrong, but I couldn't. Because she wasn't. I was already changed. Could feel it, this shift inside me, like somethin' had cracked open and I couldn't close it again. Like I'd tasted somethin' forbidden and now everythin' else was bland.

And I didn't want to close it.

The thought scared me. The thought turned me on.

"Good." Diane nodded, satisfied, and some of the tension left her face. "Then own it, babe. Don't do this halfway. If you're gonna be Ray's girl, be Ray's girl properly. Enjoy it." She leaned forward, her voice earnest now, almost urgent. "Because if you don't, if you just do it out of obligation, if you lie there and take it and hate yourself after... it'll break you."

I understood what she meant. Could see it, the version of me that went through with this while hatin' every second, while tellin' myself I was doin' it for Jake, for the debt, for anythin' but the truth. That version of me would shatter. Would crack into pieces.

But the version of me that chose this, that wanted this, that got off on bein' watched and used and stretched around big Black cock while my husband wanked in the corner... that version of me might be alright. Might be more than alright.

"Thanks," I said, and I meant it. Felt somethin' loosen in my chest, some knot I'd been carryin' since yesterday.

Diane leaned forward, kissed my cheek. Soft and lingering, her lips warm and full against my skin. I could smell her, taste the ghost of her perfume. Could've turned my head, could've kissed her properly. Almost did. But I didn't. Not yet.

"Anytime, babe."

I stood, and my legs felt unsteady, shaky like I'd just come down from a high. The cigarette was still burnin' between my fingers, nearly down to the filter. I stubbed it out in the ashtray on Ray's bedside table, right next to the empty condom wrapper and half-drunk bottle of water. Evidence of last night. Evidence of what I'd become.

"Emma," Diane called.

I turned back. She was pullin' the duvet up over her tits, settlin' in like she planned to nap. Looked relaxed, content, like she'd just had a good workout instead of a heavy conversation.

"You're stronger than you think," she said. Looked right at me, her dark eyes serious. "Ray sees it. I see it. Time you saw it too."

I nodded, couldn't speak past the tightness in my throat. Left the room, pullin' the door closed behind me.

I went back upstairs to mine and Jake's bedroom, shut the door behind me, and lay down on the bed. Stared at the ceiling with its yellowin' paint and the crack that ran from the light fixture to the corner. Been meanin' to get that fixed since we moved in. Probably never would now.

Diane's advice echoed in my head. Own it. Enjoy it.

I was gonna do this. Two men. Charles and Ray. Maybe Diane too, eventually. Maybe the whole fuckin' weekend thing, whatever that meant. I was gonna clear this debt, and I was gonna stop feelin' guilty about likin' it. Because I did like it. Liked the power. The way Ray looked at me when I was on my knees. The way Jake watched, desperate and pathetic and so fuckin' turned on he couldn't hide it.

I slipped my hand down my stomach, under the waistband of my leggings. I was wet. Properly wet, just from sittin' next to Diane, from talkin' about fuckin' Ray, from thinkin' about what came next. I circled my clit, slow, imagined it was Diane's fingers instead of mine. Wondered what she'd feel like. If she'd be gentle or rough. If she'd make me beg.

I came quick, bitin' my lip to stay quiet, my hips liftin' off the bed. The orgasm rolled through me, sharp and intense, and when it faded I lay there, fingers still between my legs, breathin' hard.

Fuck.

I was in deep now. No goin' back.

An hour later, I heard the front door open downstairs. Jake's voice, callin' up to see if I was in. I stayed where I was, waitin', listenin' to his footsteps on the stairs, gettin' closer. Each step sent a little thrill through me. I knew what I was gonna say. Knew what it would do to him.

He appeared in the doorway, still in his jacket, and I could see it on his face already. Hopeful. Nervous. Desperate to know what happened, if Diane had said anythin', if I'd changed my mind.

"Alright, Em?"

I sat up slow, let him see me properly. I'd been lyin' on the bed, and my top had ridden up, showin' my stomach. Didn't bother pullin' it down. Looked him straight in the eye.

"I want to do it," I said. Let the words hang there. "Charles. The two of them. I want you to set it up."

Jake's whole face changed. His eyes went wide, his mouth opened slightly, and I watched the bulge form in his jeans, instant and obvious. He was hard. From me sayin' I wanted to fuck two men. His uncle and his uncle's mate.

He stepped into the room, shut the door behind him like he needed privacy for this, like someone might hear. His voice shook when he spoke. "You... you sure, Em?"

I leaned back on my elbows, let my legs fall open slightly. Watched him track the movement, watched his cock twitch in his jeans. The power was intoxicatin'. Knowin' I could do this to him with just a look, just a word.

"Yeah," I said, and I let myself smile. Small. Knowing. "I'm sure."

Jake stared at me like I was a stranger. Like I'd just become someone he didn't recognize, someone he'd been dreamin' about but never thought existed. Someone he wanted more than he'd ever wanted the old me.

Pathetic little man.

And I'd never felt more powerful in my entire fuckin' life. Never felt more like myself.

This was who I was now. And I was gonna enjoy every fuckin' second of it.


5: EMMA AND CHARLES
Kneeling for Charles


After my talk with Diane, I spent the rest of Thursday thinkin', but not about whether I'd do it. I'd already decided that, hadn't I? The question was how. Jake thought he was gonna arrange it all, thought he'd go chat to Ray, set it up like he was managin' me, like I was some asset he could trade. Fuck that. If I was spreadin' my legs for Charles, it'd be because I chose it, not because my husband fucking bartered me.

Friday afternoon, Charles was home. He worked nights, security guard at some warehouse, which meant he slept most of the day and woke up mid-afternoon. I heard him movin' about downstairs whilst Jake was upstairs on his laptop, pretendin' to look for jobs. Ray was in the kitchen; I could hear him hummin' to himself, the clink of a spoon against a mug. The smell of tea drifted up. Normal. Domestic. Like we weren't livin' in a house where I paid off debt with my body.

I waited until I heard Charles settle in the livin' room, heard the telly come on, some football highlights programme, voices buzzin' low. Took a breath. My stomach flipped, this sharp twist of nerves and want, and I pressed my hand to it like I could hold it in. Then I went downstairs.

Charles was sprawled on the sofa in grey trackies and a black vest, one arm slung along the back, legs spread wide like he owned the place. Probably did, in a way. He looked up when I came in, dark eyes flicking over me, taking in my leggings and cropped jumper, and muted the telly with the remote. The silence felt thick, heavy. I could hear my own breathin', could smell the faint musk of him, sweat and somethin' sharper, deodorant maybe, cologne. My pussy clenched before I could stop it.

"Alright, Emma?"

I didn't sit on the sofa next to him. Sat in the armchair instead, kept the distance for now. Needed to stay in control of this, yeah? Needed him to think I was the one callin' the shots, even if we both knew that was bollocks.

"Charles. Can we talk?"

He turned properly to face me, one eyebrow raised, interested. "Yeah, course. What's up?"

I didn't waste time. Couldn't afford to, or I'd lose my nerve. "You said the other day you'd be interested. In helpin' out with the debt. You mean it?"

His face changed. Surprise first, then pleasure bleedin' into somethin' darker, hungrier. He sat forward slow, elbows on his knees, and the way he looked at me made my skin prickle. Proper focussed now, like I was prey and he'd just realised I wanted to be caught.

"Ray told me you were thinkin' about it," he said, voice low, rough. "Didn't expect you to come ask me directly though. Most girls wait to be told."

"I'm not most girls." The words came out steady, stronger than I felt, and I held his gaze. Wouldn't let him see me flinch. "And I don't want to wait. So yes or no?"

Charles grinned, proper wide, showin' his teeth, and Christ, it was predatory. "Yeah. I'm interested. Ray said it's worth two and a half grand if we go all the way. That right?"

"That's what the ledger says."

"You seen the ledger then?" He leaned back again, relaxed but watchin' me close, like a cat watchin' a mouse. "Know what else is on it?"

My face burned, heat creepin' up my neck, but I didn't look away. Wouldn't give him that. "I've seen it. I know what I'm doin'."

"Do you though?" He wasn't smilin' now. Serious. Intent. "Ray's told me about you and him. Said you're good. Said you came hard, proper screamin' for it. But I'm not Ray, yeah? I don't do the slow romantic bullshit. I fuck hard, I talk dirty, and I'm not gonna be gentle. You good with that?"

I should've been put off. Should've stood up, walked out, told him to fuck off and find someone else. But I wasn't. The idea of someone rougher, less controlled than Ray, it did somethin' to me. Made my stomach clench, made my thighs press together, made my pussy throb. I wanted to know what that felt like. Wanted to see if I could handle it, if I'd like it, if it'd make me come as hard as Ray did.

"I can handle it."

Charles stood up slow, all lean muscle and confidence, and walked over to me. He was tall, athletic, moved like he knew exactly what his body could do and how to use it. Stood right in front of me, close enough I had to tilt my head back to look at him. Close enough I could smell him properly now, sweat and that sharp cologne, musk underneath, male and thick. Close enough I could see the bulge in his trackies, already half-hard.

"Yeah? Prove it." His voice dropped lower, gravel and command. "Get on your knees."

This was it. I could walk away. Stand up, tell him I'd changed my mind, go back upstairs to Jake and pretend this never happened. But I didn't want to. I wanted this. Wanted to know what it felt like to choose this, to take control of it myself, to stop bein' the girl things happened to and start bein' the girl who made them happen.

I slid off the chair and knelt on the carpet in front of him. The floor was hard under my knees, rough through my leggings, and I could feel my pulse between my legs, throbbin' like a second heartbeat. My pussy was wet, properly wet, sticky and aching, and I knew he could probably see it, the damp patch on my leggings if he looked. Charles looked down at me, that grin back on his face, and Christ, I was already gone. He was standin' and I was kneelin', but somehow I still felt like I'd won somethin'. Like I'd made him want me enough to say yes.

"Good girl." He reached down, touched my face, rough fingers against my cheek, calloused and warm, and I shivered. Possessive. Claiming. His thumb brushed my lower lip and I tasted salt, his skin. "Now tell me what you want."

The words stuck in my throat for a second, thick and filthy, and I had to force them past my lips. But once I started, they came easy, drippin' with want.

"I want you to fuck me."

Charles's grin widened. I watched his cock twitch in his trackies, saw the outline thicken, lengthen, and my mouth went dry. Fuck. He was big. I could already tell, and he wasn't even hard yet.

"That's better." His hand moved to my hair, tangled in it, not pullin' but holdin', fingers tight against my scalp. Possessive. Owning. "Go tell Jake to come down. I want him watchin' this."

My stomach dropped, this sharp swoop of fear and arousal mixed together, hot and sick and perfect. I knew Jake would watch. Knew he'd want to. But hearin' Charles say it out loud, makin' it real, that was different. That made it filthy. Made it taboo. Made my pussy clench so hard I nearly whimpered.

I stood up, legs shakin', and my knickers were already soaked. I could feel the wetness between my thighs as I walked, sticky and wrong and fuckin' perfect, rubbin' with every step. The stairs felt steep, like I was climbin' to somethin' I couldn't come back from. Maybe I was.

Jake was in our room, laptop open but he wasn't lookin' at it. He'd been listenin'. Course he had. I could see it on his face, the flush, the way his pupils were blown wide, the obvious tent in his joggers. Desperate. Pathetic. My husband, hard as a rock because another man was about to fuck me.

"Charles wants you downstairs." My voice sounded flat, distant, like it was comin' from someone else. "He's gonna fuck me. He wants you to watch."

Jake's pupils dilated further, if that was even possible, and his breathing went shallow. His cock twitched in his joggers, thick and obvious, and I felt a sick thrill at it. He stood up fast, nearly knocked the laptop off the bed, hands shakin'.

"Em, are you sure? You don't have to—"

"I know I don't have to." I cut him off, didn't soften it, didn't give him an out. He wanted this. We both did. Time to stop pretendin'. "I want to. Come on. You wanted this."
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Worth Every Penny

Jake followed me down the stairs, not a word out of him, just that shallow, quick breathing at my back. I could hear every gasp, that desperate panting, and my stomach twisted. Not with disgust. With something hotter. Power. I was walking downstairs to get fucked by Charles, and my husband was following like I had him on a lead, eager to watch.

Charles was still in the living room, standing where I'd left him, arms crossed over his chest. Relaxed. Confident. Like he'd known all along I'd come back. Ray was in the kitchen, I could hear the tap running, but he didn't come through. This was Charles's show. Ray had already had me. Now it was his turn.

"Right then." Charles's grin was sharp. Predatory. "Let's get started."

He didn't move towards me. Just stood there, waiting. I realised he wanted me to come to him, wanted me to close the distance, make it clear this was my choice. Fine. I walked over, stopped a foot away, looked up at him. My pulse was hammering everywhere, throat, wrists, between my legs.

"Strip." Calm voice. Matter-of-fact. Not a request.

I froze for a second. Not because I didn't want to, fuck, I wanted to, but because daylight was streaming through the bay window, the net curtain yellowed and thin, and anyone walking past might see shadows moving. See me. Naked. Getting fucked whilst my husband watched.

"Problem?" Charles raised an eyebrow.

"No." I pulled my jumper over my head, dropped it on the floor. My tits were bare underneath, nipples already hard from the cold and the anticipation and the way Charles was looking at me. I pushed my leggings down, stepped out of them, kicked them aside. My knickers were last. Plain white cotton, soaked through, clinging to me. I peeled them off, felt the wetness string between the fabric and my pussy, and stood there naked whilst Charles and Jake both stared.

The carpet was rough and bristly under my bare feet. The air smelled like Ray's cigarettes and that sickly tropical air freshener. I could hear the telly in the kitchen, some football commentary, Ray probably making himself a cup of tea whilst his mate prepared to fuck me in the next room. I was naked in the middle of the living room, broad daylight, and my pussy was dripping.

"Turn around. Slow."

I did. Turned in a circle, let him look at every part of me. I felt his eyes on my arse, my thighs, the curve of my back. When I faced him again, his cock was straining against his trackies, thick and obvious, and I couldn't stop staring.

"Ray's broken you in nice, yeah?" Charles stepped closer, reached out, ran his hand down my side, over my hip. Rough fingers, calloused, possessive, and I shivered. "White girls always get tighter after they've had Black cock for a bit. Body learns what it needs. Let's see."

He didn't ask. Just slid two fingers straight into my pussy, rough and sudden, no warm-up, no gentleness. I gasped, grabbed his shoulder to steady myself. He twisted his fingers inside me, checking how wet I was, and I was fucking soaked. Dripping. His fingers slid in easy despite the roughness, despite the stretch.

Charles pulled his hand out, held it up so Jake could see. His fingers glistened, coated in my wetness, and he grinned.

"Your wife's soaking, mate. She's gagging for it."

Jake whimpered. Actual, audible whimper, like a kicked dog. I looked over at him. He was sat in the armchair, the same one Ray had sat in when I'd wanked him off that first time, and his hand was already down his joggers. Pathetic. Charles hadn't even got his cock out yet and Jake was already touching himself, already hard from watching another man finger his wife.

He's treating me like meat. And I'm so fucking wet from it.

Charles moved behind me, ran his hands over my arse, squeezed hard enough to hurt. Then he slapped me. Proper slap, open palm across my left cheek, sharp and stinging and loud. I yelped, stumbled forward, caught myself on the sofa arm. The sting spread across my skin, hot and prickling, and I could feel the heat of his handprint.

"You're gonna be loud for me, yeah?" His voice was right behind me, breath hot on my neck. "Want the whole fucking street to hear you."

Ray never hit me like that. This is going to hurt.

I looked back over my shoulder, saw Charles pulling his trackies down. His cock sprang free, and Christ, it was thick, dark, already hard and standing straight up against his stomach. Big as Ray's, maybe longer. I could see the veins running up the shaft, the head dark and slick with precum, and my pussy clenched around nothing.

I want it to hurt.

"Bend over. Arse high, head down. Legs wide so your husband gets a good view."

I did what he said. Bent over the sofa arm, the leather cold and sticky against my stomach, and spread my legs. The position made me feel exposed, vulnerable, everything on display. I could feel the air on my cunt, could feel how wet I was, dripping down my thighs, and I knew Jake could see it all.

Charles spat into his hand. I heard it, looked back, watched him stroke himself, spreading the spit and precum down his shaft. His cock looked huge in his hand, too big, and my stomach dropped. Ray had stretched me, made me sore, but he'd been careful at first. Charles wasn't going to be careful. I could tell just by looking at him, by the way he was staring at my arse like he wanted to split me in half.

He lined himself up, pressed the head of his cock against my entrance, and I braced. But nothing could've prepared me for how he pushed in. One brutal thrust, straight to the hilt, burying himself in me in one go. I screamed. Couldn't help it, couldn't stop it. My pussy stretched around him, burning and aching, and it was too much, too big, too rough.

Charles didn't pause, didn't give me a second to adjust. Just started pounding me, hips slamming against my arse, hands gripping my waist so hard I could feel my skin bruising under his fingers. His cock dragged in and out of me, thick and unforgiving, and every thrust felt like it was splitting me open, tearing me apart.

"Fuck, you're tight." His voice was rough, breathless, almost angry. "Jake, you been fucking her properly or just disappointing her? She's gripping my cock like she's never had a real man."

It hurt. Fuck, it hurt. Too big, too rough, too much all at once. I wanted to tell him to slow down, to give me a second, but I couldn't get the words out. Could only gasp and whimper and cling to the sofa arm whilst he used me.

And then something shifted. My body stopped fighting him, started opening up, making room. The burn was still there but it was changing, sharpening into something that made my thighs shake and my pussy clench tighter around him. I pushed back against him, met his thrusts, and the sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room, wet and obscene.

No. It's perfect. This is what I needed.

"You ever think about this, Emma?" Charles's voice was low, filthy, every word punctuated by a thrust. "When you were a good little white girl working at Boots? Think you'd end up bent over, taking Black cock in your husband's uncle's living room?"

I moaned, couldn't answer, couldn't think. My tits were rubbing against the sofa arm with every thrust, nipples hard and sensitive, and the friction was driving me mad.

"Bet your mum would be proud, yeah? Her daughter, married six months, already a slut for Black men."

I should tell him to shut up. Should tell him it's not about race.

But it was, wasn't it? I'd fucked two Black men in a week and I'd come harder than I ever did with Jake. That meant something. That meant I was exactly what Charles was calling me.

And I don't care.

"Jake, look at her." Charles slowed his thrusts, pulled almost all the way out, then slammed back in hard enough to make me cry out. "Look at your wife's pussy stretched around my cock. This what you wanted, innit? Wanted to see her properly fucked?"

I heard Jake whimper again, heard the wet sound of him wanking faster. Charles laughed, low and cruel, and picked up his pace, fucking me harder.

"I'm gonna ruin you for white boys. After this, Jake's dick's gonna feel like a fucking finger."

"Yes." The word came out strangled, desperate, barely recognisable. "Fuck, yes."

"Say you love Black cock."

I hesitated. Just a second, but long enough for shame to crawl up my spine, hot and sick and wrong. And then I heard Jake moan from the armchair, desperate and needy, and I knew what he wanted to hear. What he needed to hear.

"I love Black cock."

The words came out breathless, filthy, and the worst part was I meant them. Properly meant them. Not just for Jake. Not just for the money. I loved this, the size and the stretch and the way Charles fucked me like I was made for it.

Charles groaned, fucked me harder, and I could feel myself getting close already. My thighs were shaking, pussy clenching around him, and I was so wet I could hear it, the dirty squelch every time he thrust in, the slap of his hips against my arse.

"Jake, your dick hard watching this? Course it is. You're a fucking cuckold, mate. Proper one."

Jake made a strangled noise.

"Come here. Closer. I want you to see exactly how I'm splitting your wife open."

I heard Jake stand, heard his footsteps on the carpet, and then he was there, right beside us, close enough I could smell him, that familiar scent of cheap deodorant and nervous sweat. Charles didn't stop fucking me, just turned slightly so Jake had a perfect view. I looked up, saw my husband staring down at where Charles's cock was sliding in and out of me, his face flushed and his hand working his dick through his joggers.

The contrast was nasty. Charles's dark cock stretching my pale pussy, disappearing inside me, coming out glistening with my wetness. The wet slapping, my moans climbing higher, Charles grunting behind me and Jake's pathetic whimpering, it was filthy and wrong and so fucking perfect I wanted to scream.

"Jake, you watching? Watching me breed your wife? This is your life now, mate. Watching better men fuck her while you wank in the corner."

Jake moaned, nearly finished just from the words, and I could see his cock twitching through his joggers.

"Tell him." Charles's hand came down on my arse again, another stinging slap that made me yelp. "Tell Jake how much better this is than him."

I looked at Jake. Made eye contact. Saw his desperate, aroused, pathetic face, saw him staring at me like I was the only thing in the world. And I said it.

"You've never fucked me like this. You never could."

Jake's whole body shuddered, his hand moving frantically, and I felt a surge of something so intense it nearly made me come on the spot. Not shame. Not guilt. Power. Pure, raw power.

Look at him. He's getting off on this. On me telling him he's not good enough. He wants to be humiliated.

So I'll fucking humiliate him.

"You like that, yeah?" Charles's voice was rough in my ear, his breath hot against my neck. "Like being a white slut for Black cock? Say it. Fucking say it."

"Yeah." My voice was loud, shameless, echoing off the walls. "I'm a slut. I'm a white slut for Black cock. And I'm fucking loving it."

Charles groaned, his rhythm faltering for a second, and I realised I'd surprised him. He'd expected me to be passive, to just take it. But I wasn't. I was claiming this. Owning it.

"You're Ray's little whore now."

"No." I pushed back against him, ground my arse against his hips, felt him bottom out inside me. "I'm my own whore. I'm doing this because I want to."

Charles laughed, breathless and delighted, and fucked me harder. His hand came around, found my clit, rough fingers pressing and circling, and I nearly screamed from the intensity.

I'm not ashamed anymore. Jake wanted me to be this, Ray showed me I could be this, and now I am. A white girl who fucks Black men for money and loves every second of it.

Mum would die. My mates would never speak to me again.

And I don't give a fuck.

"You gonna come on my cock, yeah?" Charles's voice was strained, desperate, his thrusts getting rougher. "Gonna come while your husband watches? Do it. Fucking do it."

I was already close. So close. My thighs were shaking, pussy clenching around him, and the pressure was building low in my belly, tight and hot and unbearable. I could feel it, right there, just out of reach, and I was chasing it, pushing back against Charles, grinding against his fingers.

I'm going to come. I'm going to come harder than I did with Ray, harder than I ever have, and Jake's going to see it.

Charles's fingers worked my clit, rough and relentless, and his cock hit something deep inside me, some spot that made me see stars, and I broke.

And I want him to see it. I want him to know.

I came. Violently, my whole body seizing up, pussy clamping down on Charles's cock so hard I thought I'd break him in half. My back arched off the sofa, and I screamed, loud and shameless and primal, a sound I didn't even recognise as mine. My vision whited out, my ears rang, and I was just sensation, just the pleasure ripping through me, just the feeling of being fucked and filled and claimed and owned. I could feel myself gushing around him, soaking his cock, dripping down my thighs, and I didn't care. Couldn't care. Could only feel.

"Fuck yes, milk my cock. Good girl. Good fucking girl."

Jake moaned beside us, his hand moving frantically, and I heard him nearly finish, heard that desperate whimper he always made right before he came.

This is it. This is what I was missing. Not just the cock, not just the size, but this. Being wanted like this. Being fucked like I'm the only thing that matters.

Jake never made me feel like this. Never could.

Charles kept fucking me through my orgasm, prolonging it, dragging it out until I was sobbing and shaking, my body convulsing around him, my pussy still clenching and releasing in aftershocks. And then he pulled out, and I felt the loss of him like a physical ache, empty and cold. He finished on my arse and lower back, hot spurts of cum marking me, claiming me, and I laughed. Delirious, high on endorphins, my body still trembling.

Charles slapped my arse again, hard enough to make me yelp, and I couldn't stop laughing.

He pulled his trackies back on, casual as anything, like he'd just finished a workout, and walked into the kitchen. I heard the fridge open, heard him grab a beer, heard Ray say something I couldn't make out. Charles laughed.

"That's £2,500 off, yeah? Worth every penny."

I was still bent over the sofa, trembling, cum dripping down my arse and thighs, cooling and sticky on my skin. I should feel used. Degraded. Empty.

I felt powerful.

He just fucked me and walked away like it was nothing. And I made him come that hard. I did that.

Jake was beside me, desperate, needy, his voice shaking. "Em, fuck, that was… are you okay?"

I didn't answer. Not yet. I stayed bent over, let him see the mess. My pussy red and swollen, Charles's cum on my arse, my thighs glistening. Bruises forming on my hips from Charles's grip, red handprints on my arse from the slaps. I wanted him to see what I'd become. What he'd made me.

"I'm fine." My voice was steady, stronger than I expected. "Better than fine."

Jake was still hard, hadn't finished, twitching and desperate in his joggers. His eyes were glued to my body, to the evidence of what had just happened. "Can I…?"

"No." I stood up slowly, legs shaking, and looked at him. Looked down at him. "Not yet. Go get me a towel. And a glass of water. Then you can watch me shower."

He's not my husband anymore. He's my servant. And he fucking loves it.

Jake obeyed immediately. Ran upstairs, came back with a towel and water, handed them to me with shaking hands. I drank the water slowly, let him wait, then walked upstairs to the bathroom. He followed, like I knew he would.

I turned the shower on, stepped under the spray, and let the hot water wash over me. My pussy was sore, aching, throbbing with every movement, and I could still feel where Charles had been inside me, stretched and used. His cum washed off my arse, swirled down the drain, and I touched myself gently, wincing at the tenderness.

Jake was in the doorway, watching, his hand back in his joggers, wanking slowly.

He's wanking to the sight of me cleaning another man's cum off my body.

A month ago, this would've broken us. Now it's just… normal.

When I was clean, I stepped out, wrapped the towel around myself. Jake was desperate, his eyes wild, practically begging. "Em, please, can I…?"

I dropped the towel.

"You want to finish? Get on your knees. Lick me clean. Properly."

Jake dropped like I'd cut his strings, buried his face between my legs before I'd even finished speaking. I was still sensitive, every nerve screaming, and I winced when his tongue touched my clit, too much, too raw. But I let him. Grabbed his hair, ground against his mouth, used him like the pathetic little toy he was.

This is my life now. I get fucked by better men, and Jake cleans up after.

I came again. Smaller, quicker, but still intense, my body clenching around nothing, still aching from Charles. Jake finished in his joggers whilst I used his mouth, his whole body shuddering, a wet patch spreading across the grey fabric.

And we're both exactly where we want to be.
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The Pimp and His Whore

I came downstairs around nine, thighs aching, pussy still tender from yesterday. Charles had fucked me harder than anyone in my life, and every step down the stairs reminded me: the stretch, the bruising deep inside, the way he'd made me scream. I should've hated feeling like this, sore and used. But I didn't. Fuck, I didn't.

The kitchen smelled like fried bacon and coffee, sizzling fat popping on the cooker. Charles sat at the table in a vest and tracksuit bottoms, scrolling his phone, shoulders broad and relaxed. Ray stood at the cooker in an old T-shirt, flipping rashers with a spatula, steam rising around him. The scene was so fucking normal, so domestic it felt surreal. Like yesterday hadn't happened. Like Charles hadn't bent me over the sofa and pounded me until I couldn't remember my own name whilst my husband watched.

Ray glanced over his shoulder, eyes flicking down my body before meeting my gaze. "Morning, darling. Sleep alright?"

I slid into a chair, wincing as my arse hit the seat. The tenderness shot up through my hips. "Not really. I'm knackered."

Charles didn't even look up from his phone, but I could hear the grin in his voice. "Yeah, I'll bet. I didn't go easy on you."

Cocky bastard. And he had every right to be.

I should've been embarrassed, sitting here with both of them, the smell of my own arousal still clinging to me from yesterday, Jake probably upstairs right now with his hand wrapped around his dick, replaying it all. But I wasn't embarrassed. I was something else, something newer. Awake. Alive. Hungry.

"No, you didn't," I said, meeting Charles's eyes when he finally looked up. "But I didn't ask you to, did I?"

His grin widened, all teeth. Ray chuckled from the stove, low and filthy.

A moment later, Ray set a plate in front of me, the china clinking on the table. Full English: bacon, eggs, sausages, beans, toast, mushrooms. Proper. The kind of breakfast my mum used to make on Sundays when we had money for it, before everything went to shit.

"Eat," Ray said, sitting down opposite me with his mug of tea. "You'll need your strength."

I picked up my fork, stabbed a sausage. "For what?"

Ray and Charles exchanged a look. Brief, but I caught it. They'd planned something. Discussed it without me.

My stomach tightened, and heat prickled between my legs.

Charles leaned back in his chair, arms crossed over his chest, watching me like I was a fucking meal he was about to devour. Ray cradled his tea, calm as anything, like we were about to talk about the weather or what was on telly tonight.

"Charles and I were talking," Ray said, voice measured, easy. "You've been with both of us now. Separately. What if we, you know, took it further?"

The sausage in my mouth turned to cardboard. I forced myself to swallow, throat tight. "Further how?"

Charles leaned forward, elbows on the table, eyes locked on mine. "Both of us. Same time. Double the fun, innit?"

Both of them. At once.

My fork slipped from my fingers, clattered against the plate. My pussy clenched, wet and sudden, and I hated that my first thought wasn't no, that's too much, it was how would that even work? One in my pussy, one in my mouth? Or...

Ray's expression stayed calm, almost gentle. "It's on the ledger. Two men at once. Worth £5,000 off. That'd bring you down to under £20k. Nearly two-thirds cleared in a week, darling."

I couldn't speak. My brain had shut down, stuck on the image of both of them: their hands on me, their cocks inside me, filling me completely, using me together whilst Jake stood in the doorway wanking like the pathetic little cuck he was.

You've thought about it. Late at night, alone in bed, touching yourself, imagining being filled like that. Completely. Don't pretend you haven't.

I had. Christ, I had.

Charles's voice cut through the haze, rough and low. "You said you could handle me, yeah? Prove it. Handle both of us."

I found my voice, but it came out quieter than I wanted, shaky. "I need to think about it."

Ray nodded, reasonable as ever, like I'd just asked for more time to decide on a fucking sofa. "That's fair. Take the day. But Emma?" He waited until I met his eyes, and the weight of his gaze pinned me to the chair. "We both know you're gonna say yes."

My face burned. My pussy throbbed, slick and aching. My nipples were hard under my T-shirt, and I prayed neither of them noticed.

He's right. I am. I'm gonna let them both fuck me, and I'm gonna love it.

I picked up my plate with shaking hands, stood on legs that felt weak. "I need to talk to Jake."

"Course you do," Charles said, smirking, that cocky bastard look plastered all over his face. "Let us know what the cuck thinks."

I walked out before either of them could see how wet I was, thighs pressing together with every step, my pulse hammering in my cunt.

The stairs creaked under my feet. My body still ached, a deep throb in my hips and between my legs, but underneath it all was something else. Want. Need. The kind that made my skin feel too tight.

Jake was awake when I pushed open our bedroom door, propped up against the headboard with his laptop open on his thighs. I didn't need to look at the screen to know what he was watching. Probably interracial. Probably cuckold. Probably some girl getting fucked by two men whilst her pathetic husband watched.

He's imagining me in every scene. And he's hard.

I set my plate on the chest of drawers, the fork scraping porcelain too loud in the quiet room. Then I sat on the edge of the bed, hands in my lap, and looked at him.

"Ray and Charles want to fuck me," I said, voice flat. "Together. Both of them. Same time."

Jake's eyes went dark, his breath coming faster. "Fuck. When?"

"I don't know. Soon. They said it's worth five grand off."

"That's..." He shifted under the duvet, and I saw it: his cock, hard already, tenting the thin fabric. He wasn't even trying to hide it. "Christ, Em, that's nearly half cleared already. That's..."

My stomach turned, but my pussy throbbed. I wanted to slap him and fuck him and scream at him all at once. This was my husband, getting hard at the thought of two men using me like a toy, like a piece of meat they'd paid for.

And the worst part?

I was wet. I was so fucking wet.

"You want me to do it," I said.

It wasn't a question.

Jake nodded, eager, desperate, pathetic. "Yes. Fuck, yes. I want to watch. I want to see them both..." He trailed off, breathing hard, his hand twitching towards his cock like he couldn't help himself.

I looked at him, really looked at him. My husband. The man I'd stood with in that registry office in New Cross six months ago, promising to love and cherish, thinking we'd build something together, something real. Now he was sat there, cock hard, begging me to let two men fuck me at the same time so he could wank in the corner and watch.

He's not my husband anymore. He's my fucking pimp.

And I wasn't angry. I should've been furious, should've been crying, packing my bags, calling my mum, getting the fuck out of this house and this life. But all I felt was this low, dark thrill humming under my skin, coiling tight in my belly.

Because if Jake was my pimp, what did that make me?

His whore.

And my pussy was dripping at the thought.
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The Point of No Return

I needed air.

"I need to go for a walk."

Jake blinked at me like I'd just said I was off to shag the postman. "Now? But we need to sort out—"

"I need to think." I was already up, yanking my jacket off the chair. My hands were shaking, and I didn't want him to see. Didn't want him clocking how close I was to either screaming or crying or just fucking him right there to burn off some of this nervous energy. "I'll be back."

I didn't say when. Didn't promise I'd come back at all, honestly, but I didn't say that either.

I walked out. Down the stairs, past the kitchen where Ray and Charles were watching some match on the telly, shouting at the screen like it mattered. Out the front door, onto Rye Lane, into the noise and the chaos and the stink of fried chicken and bus fumes.

I walked to the corner shop, stood outside in the cold, bummed a cigarette off some bloke in a high-vis. He gave me a light, asked if I was alright, and I nodded. "Yeah, cheers." My voice sounded normal. Steady. Like I wasn't about to let two men fuck me at the same time tomorrow. Like I hadn't already let them fuck me separately whilst my husband watched and wanked himself raw.

I smoked it down to the filter, watching the buses rumble past, kids on bikes doing circles on the pavement, same as always. The nicotine hit my bloodstream, and I thought about Ray's cock. Charles's. Both of them inside me. Jake watching, wanking, useless.

My pussy clenched.

Fuck.

I walked to the park, the scrappy little one with the swings that squeaked and the slide some kids had tagged with a cock and balls. Sat on a bench. The metal was freezing through my jeans, and I could feel it biting into my arse, but I didn't move. Just sat there, knees pressed together, and tried to work out what the fuck I was doing with my life.

Two men. At the same time. Five grand off the debt. Nearly half.

My hands were shaking again. I shoved them between my thighs, pressed them against the seam of my jeans, and felt how wet I was. Still wet. Had been wet since Ray first mentioned it this morning. From thinking about it. From imagining Ray and Charles both using me, filling me, splitting me open whilst Jake sat in the corner with his cock out, watching me get stretched and fucked and completely fucking ruined.

I should've been horrified.

Should've been planning my escape, working out how to get back to Catford, to Mum's flat, to anything that wasn't this.

But I wasn't.

I was soaking.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

I sat there for an hour, maybe more. Long enough that my arse went numb on the cold bench and my fingers turned to ice even shoved between my thighs. Long enough that I watched the sky go grey, watched the street lights flicker on, watched the world carry on like normal whilst I sat there thinking about cocks and cum and how much I wanted to be filled by both of them tomorrow.

Then I walked back.

Climbed the stairs. Opened the bedroom door.

Jake was exactly where I'd left him, sat up in bed with his laptop balanced on his knees. Waiting. Anxious. Pathetic.

"Have you decided?" he asked. His voice was tight, desperate, and I could already see the bulge forming under the duvet.

I closed the door. Leaned against it. Looked at him properly.

"I'm scared," I said.

His face shifted. Surprise, maybe, though it was hard to tell with Jake these days. He hadn't expected me to admit that. "Of what?"

"Of liking it too much."

My voice came out steadier than I felt, but my chest was tight, ribs pressing in like I couldn't get a full breath. I could see Jake's cock starting to tent the duvet already. Fucking typical.

"Of losing myself completely," I said. "I've already..." I stopped. Swallowed. The words were harder than I thought they'd be. "I'm not the girl I was when we got here, Jake. If I do this, if I let them both fuck me at once, there's no going back. You know that, yeah?"

His cock twitched. I saw it. He knew I saw it. And neither of us said a fucking word about it.

Jake sat up straighter, his laptop sliding to the side. "Em, you're still you. You're just... exploring. That's okay. People do this all the time, they—"

I laughed. It came out sharp, bitter, cutting him off mid-bullshit. "Exploring? Jake, I've fucked two men in three days. I've let them cum inside me whilst you watched. I've called myself a slut for Black cock whilst Charles pounded me over the sofa and you wanked in the corner. I'm not exploring. I'm becoming something else."

"You're not—"

"I am."

I pushed off the door. Walked to the bed. Stood over him, looking down at my husband, my pathetic fucking husband with his hard cock and his excuses and his desperate need to see me fucked by better men.

"And you know what?" My voice dropped. Steadied. I felt something shift inside me, something final. "I don't care anymore."

Jake's eyes went wide. His cock twitched again, harder this time, and I watched a wet spot bloom on the duvet where the tip was pressing.

"I don't care if it's wrong," I said. "I don't care what it makes me. I want to do it. I want to feel both of them at once. I want you to watch. I want to clear this fucking debt and stop feeling guilty about how much I'm enjoying it."

Jake's breath hitched. "So you're gonna do it?"

"Yeah." I nodded, and the word felt like power. Like control. Like the first honest thing I'd said in days. "I'm gonna do it. Tomorrow. I'll tell Ray tonight."

"Fuck." Jake shifted, and his hand was already creeping towards his cock under the duvet. "Thank you. Christ, Em, thank you."

I looked down at him. Saw the gratitude written all over his face. Saw the desperation. Saw the sick, twisted arousal, the way his hips were already shifting, the way he couldn't help himself.

And I felt nothing but contempt.

And power.

So much fucking power.

"Don't thank me." I didn't raise my voice. Didn't need to. He was already hanging on every word, his hand wrapped around his cock now, not even pretending anymore. "Just be useful. Bring me water during. Clean me up after. You know, when I'm full of their cum and can't walk straight. That's your job now."

Jake nodded, eager, pathetic, his hand working faster under the duvet. "Anything. I'll do anything."

"Good boy."

I said it like I was talking to a dog. And he fucking loved it. I could see it in his eyes, the way his pupils dilated, the way his hips bucked. He was leaking already, probably soaking a wet spot into the sheets.

Pathetic.

Perfect.

I turned and walked out, leaving him there with his hard cock and his laptop and his fucking gratitude.

Downstairs, Ray was in the living room. Feet up on the coffee table, beer in hand. Charles had gone somewhere, probably his room or out. The house was quiet except for the low murmur of the telly and the occasional shout from the match.

I stood in the doorway.

Ray glanced up. Saw me. Waited.

"Tomorrow," I said. "You, Charles, and me. I'm ready."

Ray's grin spread slowly, and I felt it in my pussy, that low clench of anticipation, of want. He stood, walked to the sideboard, poured two glasses of whisky. Handed me one. His fingers brushed mine when I took it, deliberate, and I didn't pull away. Didn't flinch.

"Good girl," he said, clinking his glass against mine.

I drank it down in one. The whisky burned down my throat, into my chest, settled hot and heavy in my stomach like a promise. I thought about tomorrow. About Ray's cock in my pussy and Charles's in my arse, or maybe the other way round. About Jake watching from the chair, wanking himself stupid. About five grand off the debt.

About how badly I wanted it.

How wet I already was just thinking about it.

"See you tomorrow, then," I said, and walked out before he could see how soaked I was, before he could smell it on me, before I did something stupid like beg him to fuck me right there on the living room floor.

Upstairs, I locked the bedroom door behind me. Stripped off my jeans and knickers. Climbed into bed.

Jake was asleep already, or pretending to be, cum drying on his stomach.

I lay there in the dark, my hand between my legs, and thought: tomorrow, I cross the final line.

And I couldn't fucking wait.


6: THE THREESOME
Shaved and Ready


Iopened my eyes and Jake was already watching me.

Course he fucking was. He'd been doing it every morning since we'd moved in, the creepy pervert, staring at me while I slept. But this morning something was off. His eyes had that look, yeah, that desperate horny look he always had, but there was something else underneath. Hunger. Proper hunger. The kind that made my stomach flip.

"You okay?" he asked, voice all soft and concerned like I was about to do something brave instead of something mental.

I didn't answer straight away, just lay there staring at the ceiling. The crack above the bed looked wider than yesterday. Probably wasn't. Probably just my brain doing anything, literally anything, to avoid thinking about what was going to happen in a few hours. Two men. Two Black men. Ray and Charles. At the same time. Whilst Jake watched.

"No," I said, flat. "I'm shitting myself."

Jake shifted beside me, mattress springs creaking under him. His hand hovered near my arm, not quite touching, like he was scared I'd bite. "You don't have to do this. If you're not ready—"

"I am ready." I cut him off, sharper than I meant to, and sat up. Pulled the duvet round my chest even though he'd seen me naked a million fucking times. My heart was going, proper racing, and I could feel the heat creeping up my neck. "I'm just... it's two of them, Jake. At the same time. What if I can't handle it?"

What if they split me open? What if I can't take it? What if Jake sees me break?

"You can." His voice went all soft, like he was talking to a scared kid. "You're amazing, Em. You can handle anything."

Amazing. The word sat in my head, ugly and ridiculous. Amazing was, what, running a marathon? Raising kids on your own? Surviving cancer? I was about to let two men, two Black men, fuck me at the same time whilst my husband sat in the corner wanking his pathetic little dick. That wasn't amazing. That was fucked. Properly fucked.

And I wanted it anyway.

Christ, I wanted it so badly I was already wet, could feel it between my legs, that slick heat that made me ashamed and desperate at the same time.

I threw the duvet off, swung my legs out of bed. The cold air hit my skin and I stood there, naked, letting Jake's eyes crawl all over me. I could feel his gaze like fingers: my tits, my arse, the space between my thighs where I was already dripping. He was hard. Course he fucking was. I could see it tenting his joggers, that wet patch already forming where the tip was leaking.

Pathetic.

"I'm having a shower," I said, already moving.

"Want me to—"

"No."

I walked out, didn't look back. Heard him shift on the bed behind me, probably touching himself already. I locked the bathroom door, turned the shower on as hot as it would go, and stood there waiting for the water to heat up.

My reflection in the mirror was steaming up fast, but I could still see myself. Naked. Pale. Tits sitting high, nipples already hard from the cold or the fear or the fucked-up arousal that wouldn't leave me alone. I looked young. Too young for this. But my pussy was wet, wasn't it? My body knew what it wanted even if my brain was still catching up.

I stepped into the shower.

The water pressure was shit, like everything else in this house, but I stood under it anyway, letting the pathetic dribble run over my shoulders, down my back, between my legs. I washed carefully, properly, scrubbing every inch of myself. Shampoo twice because I wanted my hair to smell good when Ray buried his face in it. Conditioner because I didn't want tangles when Charles pulled it. Body wash that smelled like cheap coconut, the only thing I had that wasn't just Tesco Value shite.

Then I shaved.

Legs first. Underarms. Then my pussy, careful, going slow even though my hands were shaking. I wanted to be smooth for them. Wanted them to see my cunt, pale and pink and bare, no hair to hide behind. Wanted them to know I'd done this for them.

I nicked myself on the inside of my thigh, a sharp sting, and watched the blood swirl pink down the drain. It looked wrong, that little wound, but I didn't care. They wouldn't care. They were going to fuck me so hard I'd probably have bruises by the end of it anyway.

The thought made me clench. Made me wetter.

I wanted to be perfect for them. The thought made me sick. Made me hot.

I wanted Ray to look at me the way he had on Wednesday, like I was something he owned, something he'd paid for. I wanted Charles to grab me the way he had on Friday, rough and demanding, his big hands bruising my hips. I wanted them to want me so badly they couldn't stop themselves, couldn't be gentle even if they tried.

And I wanted Jake to see it. Wanted him to see exactly what he'd turned me into: his wife, on her knees, getting fucked by two Black men whilst he sat there wanking like the pathetic cuck he was.

I was dripping just thinking about it.

When I got out, I wrapped a towel round myself and stood in front of the mirror. The condensation was thick, blurring everything, but I could still see the shape of me. Young. Too fucking young for this, probably. I wiped the steam away, forced myself to look at my own eyes.

You're really doing this. You're really going to let them.

Yeah. Yeah, I was.

And I wanted to.

When I walked back into the bedroom, Jake was still in bed, scrolling his phone. Porn. Had to be. Probably interracial stuff, probably cuckold stuff, getting himself all worked up for the show. Getting ready to watch his wife get fucked.

I dropped the towel.

Jake's eyes snapped up. His phone clattered onto the bedside table, forgotten. His mouth opened. I watched his pupils go wide, watched the way his chest hitched when he tried to breathe.

Good.

I walked to the wardrobe, opened it, stared at my underwear drawer like it mattered. Plain white cotton knickers and bra, the kind I wore to work, boring and practical. Black lacy set, cheap from Primark, see-through in the wrong light. A red thong I'd bought for our wedding night and never worn because Jake came in thirty seconds and passed out before he even got my tights off.

I touched the black lacy set, picked it up, turned it over in my hands. It looked cheap in the daylight. Tatty. I put it back.

Fuck it. They were just going to rip it off anyway, weren't they? Ray and Charles. They weren't going to care about lace. They were going to strip me, bend me over, and fuck me like I was nothing.

Like I was theirs.

I pulled on leggings, then a grey jumper. Nothing underneath. No bra, no knickers, nothing. I wanted them to know. Wanted them to figure it out the second they touched me.

"Em..." Jake's voice was strangled, tight. "You're not wearing—"

"No."

I sat on the edge of the bed, pulled on socks, trainers. My hands were shaking, fingers fumbling with the laces. Jake noticed. Course he did. His hand landed on my shoulder and I flinched, couldn't help it.

"Do you want me to talk to Ray?" he asked, all soft and concerned again. "Make sure they're, you know, gentle?"

Gentle.

The word made me want to laugh. Or scream. I didn't want gentle. I didn't want careful or sweet or any of that bollocks Jake thought sex was supposed to be. I wanted to be fucked. Properly fucked. Used. Stretched. Filled so full I couldn't think.

I turned and looked at him. Really looked. At his face, all hopeful and desperate like a kicked dog. At the wet patch already forming on his joggers, right where the tip of his cock was. At the pathetic fucking desperation written all over him.

"Jake," I said, slow and clear. "Shut up."

He blinked. Actually blinked, like I'd slapped him.

"Just... go downstairs. Tell Ray I'll be down in ten minutes."

He stood, eager, nodding like a fucking puppet. Turned for the door.

"And Jake?"

He stopped, spun back round so fast he nearly tripped.

"Don't you dare ask them to be gentle. I don't want gentle."

His pupils went wide, black swallowing the brown. His mouth opened but nothing came out. Then he nodded again, practically ran out of the room, his erection bobbing in his joggers like a flag.

I sat there after he left, listened to his footsteps thundering down the stairs, heard Ray's voice rumble something I couldn't make out. Charles laughed. Low and dirty.

They were ready for me.

I stared at myself in the wardrobe mirror. Saw my reflection in the old spotted glass: twenty-two years old, married not even a year, dressed in leggings and a jumper with nothing underneath. In ten minutes I'd be downstairs. In fifteen, maybe twenty, I'd have Ray's cock in my mouth and Charles's in my pussy, and Jake would be in the corner watching, wanking, finally getting what he'd wanted all along.

My mum would die if she knew. Proper die. Heart attack on the spot. My friends would never speak to me again, would call me a slag, a whore, worse.

But I wasn't thinking about them, was I? I was thinking about Ray's hands on my hips, about Charles's cock stretching me open, about the weight of them, the heat, the way they'd use me like I was theirs.

The debt was just an excuse now. I knew that. I was doing this because I wanted it. Wanted to feel what it was like to be completely filled, completely split open, completely owned.

I stood. Breathed in, slow. My heart was hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat.

Then I walked downstairs to let two Black men fuck me whilst my husband watched.

[image: ]

Double Down

I stood in Ray's doorway, naked for three men to see. Every inch of me on display, and Christ, I could feel their eyes like hands already.

Ray sat on the edge of that massive bed of his, still dressed in grey joggers and his tight white vest, the one that showed every muscle in his arms. Charles leaned against the window frame, tracksuit bottoms and black T-shirt stretched over his chest. Both of them looked at me like I was something they'd ordered off Amazon and it'd just arrived, packaged and ready.

Jake sat in that armchair Ray had positioned in the corner for him. His usual spot now, apparently, his watching chair, his wanking chair. His cuckold throne. He already had his hand pressed to the front of his joggers, that pathetic bulge visible even from here. My husband. Getting hard from watching me stand here naked for two other men.

My heart hammered so hard I could hear it. I was already wet, could feel how slick my pussy was, and my skin burned everywhere their eyes touched. Especially Ray's.

I watched his gaze travel down my body, slow and deliberate, taking inventory. My tits. My stomach. The strip of pubic hair I'd left because he'd told me to. My thighs. Then back up to my face, and the look in his eyes made my breath catch.

"Come here, darling."

I walked forward. My legs shook but I didn't stop. Didn't hesitate. I'd made my choice already, hadn't I? Shaved myself smooth, walked downstairs with nothing on, stood in this doorway and let them look.

I stopped between Ray's legs, and he reached up, hands landing on my hips, fingers digging in just enough to make me gasp. His palms slid up my sides, over my ribs, and then he cupped my tits like he owned them. Like they were his. His thumbs brushed my nipples and they went hard instantly, traitorous little bastards.

"Beautiful," Ray murmured, voice low and controlled. "Isn't she, Charles?"

"Fucking gorgeous." Charles's voice came from right behind me. I heard his footsteps, felt the heat of him before he even touched me, and then his chest pressed against my back, his hands settling on my waist. I was trapped between them, sandwiched and properly claimed, Ray's hands on my tits and Charles's cock already hard against the small of my back through his trackies.

Ray's hands kept exploring, squeezing my tits, rolling my nipples between his fingers until I was biting my lip. Behind me, Charles's palms slid down over my stomach, over my hips, and then he gripped my arse and pulled me back against him harder. I could feel how thick his cock was through his trackies, pressing into the small of my back. Christ, this was really happening. Two Black men with their hands all over me, and I was letting them. Wanted them.

"You ready for this?" Ray's eyes locked on mine, dark and certain, and I couldn't look away.

"Yes." My voice came out breathless.

"You sure?" Charles's breath was hot against my ear, his lips almost touching the shell of it. "Because once we start, we're not stopping till we've both filled you up proper. That alright with you, darling?"

My mouth went dry. My pussy clenched so hard it ached. I nodded, but that wasn't enough for him.

"Say it," Charles pushed, his voice dropping lower. "Say you want us to fuck you."

I swallowed hard, glanced at Jake in the corner. His hand was moving now, rubbing himself through his joggers, his mouth open, his eyes wide and desperate. Watching. Waiting to hear me say it.

"I want you to fuck me."

"Both of us?" Ray's thumb pressed against my nipple, hard enough to make me whimper.

"Yes. Both of you. I want both of you to fuck me. Please. Please just fuck me."

Charles laughed, low and dirty, and stepped back. Ray let go of my tits and stood up, towering over me, and then they both moved away to undress. I just stood there watching them strip for me, my heart hammering again, my thighs already trembling.

Ray pulled his vest over his head first. I'd seen him shirtless before, course I had, but it still made something twist low in my stomach. Broad shoulders, muscular chest, the kind of body you got from thirty years of hard labour, not a gym. He shoved his joggers and boxers down in one go, kicked them aside, and his cock sprang free. Thick and dark and already rock hard, curving up slightly. Eight inches at least, maybe more, and I knew exactly how it felt inside me. Knew how it stretched me open, filled me completely.

Charles stripped faster, yanking his T-shirt off, shoving his trackies down his legs. He was leaner than Ray, more defined, gym-sculpted where Ray was work-built. His cock was just as impressive though, maybe even longer, just as thick, circumcised like Ray's. Dark skin, veins running up the shaft, the head already glistening with precum. I couldn't stop staring. Two massive Black cocks, both about to be inside me, and I was dripping wet just looking at them.

I looked over at Jake again. He'd pulled his joggers down, his cock out now, smaller and paler than theirs, already leaking at the tip. He was stroking himself slowly, his eyes flicking between Ray, Charles, and me. Between their massive cocks and my naked body. This was what he wanted. What he'd been wanking to for years, apparently, in secret, too pathetic to ever tell me. Watching his wife take Black cock. Two at once.

Well. He was about to get his fucking wish, wasn't he?

"On the bed," Ray said. "Hands and knees."

I climbed onto the mattress, the duvet soft under my palms and knees as I got into position. Arse in the air, head down, back arched. Presenting myself like a fucking offering, and I knew exactly what I looked like. Knew Jake could see everything from his corner, could see my pussy already glistening wet, ready to be fucked.

The mattress dipped behind me. Ray's hands landed on my hips, rough and certain, and he pulled me back slightly, positioned me exactly how he wanted me. I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my pussy, nudging, testing, and then he pushed in.

Fuck. Oh fuck.

The stretch was immediate and intense, familiar by now but still overwhelming every single time. Ray was so fucking thick, filling me so completely, and he wasn't even all the way in yet. He pushed deeper, slow and relentless, letting my body adjust around him, and I gripped the duvet hard and bit my lip trying not to cry out. Didn't want to give them the satisfaction yet. But Christ, I could feel every inch of him, feel my pussy stretching to take him, feel how wet I was, how easily my body was opening for him.

"Christ, she's tight," Ray grunted behind me. His fingers dug into my hips, hard enough to bruise. "Even after last time. Gripping me like a fucking vice, innit?"

He bottomed out, hips pressed flush against my arse, and I felt every single inch of him buried inside me. My pussy clenched around his cock instinctively and he groaned, deep and satisfied, and then he pulled back and thrust in again. Slow. Deep. Setting a rhythm that made my toes curl against the duvet, made my whole body tense.

The mattress shifted in front of me. I looked up, panting already. Charles knelt there, right at eye level, his cock in his hand, stroking himself slowly whilst he watched Ray fuck me. Watched Ray's dark cock slide in and out of my pale pussy. He was so thick, his cock, already hard as iron and glistening wet at the tip with precum. And he was looking at me like he was next. Like he couldn't wait.

"Open up, darling."

I hesitated. I'd given head before, course I had. Jake, obviously. Sucked Ray off after that first time in his room, cleaned his cock with my mouth whilst Jake watched. But never whilst being fucked. Never with another cock already buried inside me, stretching me.

Charles didn't wait for me to decide. He guided his cock to my lips, pressed the thick head against them, and I opened my mouth. Tasted salt and musk and my pussy, my cum, something uniquely me coating his skin. He pushed in, not rough but firm and insistent, filling my mouth the same way Ray was filling my pussy. Completely.

And then they both started moving, and I couldn't think anymore.

Ray fucked me from behind, steady deep thrusts that rocked my entire body forward. Charles fucked my mouth, matching Ray's rhythm like they'd planned it, pulling back when Ray pushed in. I was impaled on both ends, spit-roasted between two Black men, completely used. Just a hole for them. Two holes. And I was so wet I could feel it running down my thighs.

The taste of Charles overwhelmed everything. Salt, musk, bitter precum leaking onto my tongue. I gagged when he pushed too deep, my throat closing up, and he pulled back, gave me half a second to breathe, then pushed in again. My jaw ached already, stretched wide around him. My pussy throbbed around Ray's cock, stretched and stuffed full and so fucking wet I could hear it, that filthy wet slap of skin on skin every time Ray's hips slammed into my arse. The sound of me being fucked. The sound of how much I wanted this.

"Fuck, she's good," Charles muttered above me. His hand tangled in my hair, not pulling, just holding me in place, guiding my head how he wanted it. "Takes it so well, doesn't she? You train her to suck cock like this, Ray?"

"Nah," Ray panted behind me, breathless now, his thrusts getting harder, faster. "She's a natural, ain't you, darling? Born to take Black cock. Born to be fucked like this."

I couldn't respond. Could only moan around Charles's cock, drool running down my chin, spit stringing from my lips to his shaft every time he pulled back. Tears pricked my eyes from the fullness, the stretch, the sheer overwhelming sensation of being fucked at both ends, used by two men at once. It was too much. It wasn't enough.

I glanced sideways through blurred vision and saw Jake in his corner. His hand moved faster now, wanking openly, desperately, his eyes glued to where Ray's dark cock kept disappearing into my pale pussy, where Charles's cock stretched my lips wide. Jake's face was flushed red, his mouth hanging open, looking absolutely desperate. Pathetic, yeah, but also... fuck, powerful. I'd done that to him. Made him that desperate just from watching me be a slut.

"Jake," Ray called out, voice rough and breathless. "You ever fuck her this good, son?"

Silence. Just the wet slap of Ray's cock pounding into me. Then Jake's strangled voice, small and broken: "No."

"Course you fucking haven't." Charles laughed, pulled his cock out of my mouth with a wet pop, and slapped it against my cheek, leaving a trail of spit and precum on my skin. "Look at her. Look at your wife. Taking Black cock at both ends like a proper slut. You love this, don't you, Emma? Fucking love it. Say it. Tell your husband how much you love it."

I gasped for air, drool and precum coating my lips, my chin. "Yes. I love it."

"Love what?" Charles pushed his cock back between my lips before I could catch my breath properly, not all the way in, just enough to muffle me, to make me struggle. "Say it properly, darling. Say what you love."

I pulled back, looked up at him, my eyes wet, my face a mess. "I love taking Black cock. Both of you. I love it."

"Good girl." He shoved back into my mouth, deeper this time, properly deep, and I gagged hard, my throat closing, my body trying to reject him. But I didn't pull away. Didn't want to. I wanted to take it. Wanted to be good for them.

Ray's pace increased behind me, fucking me harder now, faster, the bed creaking violently under us, the headboard starting to slam against the wall with every thrust. My tits swung beneath me, heavy and aching, my nipples dragging across the duvet, sending sparks of pleasure through my whole body. My clit throbbed, completely untouched, so desperate it hurt.

I was going to come. Already. Just from being used like this, stuffed full like this, watched like this by my pathetic husband.

"Fuck, I can feel her getting close," Ray grunted, his fingers digging harder into my hips. "Pussy's clenching around me. Gripping my cock. You going to come for us, darling? You going to come on Black cock whilst your husband sits there wanking?"

I moaned around Charles's cock, tried to nod as much as I could with my mouth stuffed full.

"Then do it, darling. Come. Come on my cock."

Ray slammed into me, brutal and deep, hitting something inside me, some spot Jake had never found, and my vision whited out completely. I came, shaking violently, sobbing around Charles's cock, clenching around Ray's so hard I felt him grunt. My whole body convulsed, every muscle seizing, pleasure ripping through me like I'd been electrocuted. I would've screamed, would've woken the whole fucking street, if Charles's cock wasn't still buried in my mouth, muffling me.

"Fucking hell," Charles muttered. He pulled his cock out of my mouth, finally let me breathe, and I collapsed forward onto the mattress, gasping, my whole body trembling.

Ray didn't stop behind me. Kept fucking me straight through my orgasm, prolonging it, drawing it out, wringing every last bit of pleasure from my body until I was completely boneless and shaking, until I couldn't tell if I was still coming or just destroyed.

Then he pulled out, and the emptiness was shocking.

I whimpered at the loss. Actually whimpered like some desperate thing.

"Charles, swap with me," Ray said, breathing hard. "I want to see her face when she rides you."

They moved around me like I wasn't even there, like I was just furniture to rearrange. Ray climbed off the bed, his cock still hard and glistening with my wetness. Charles moved to lie on his back in the centre of the mattress. Ray's hands on me, pulling me up, positioning me over Charles, and I straddled him on shaking thighs, my pussy still dripping, still clenching on nothing.

Charles's hands gripped my waist, his fingers overlapping around how slim I was. He lined his cock up with my entrance, pulled me down hard, and I sank onto him with a gasp that turned into a moan. He was just as thick as Ray, maybe even longer, and the angle was completely different, deeper, more direct. I felt him in my stomach, felt him filling me so deep I couldn't breathe properly.

For a moment, just a moment, I controlled the pace. I rolled my hips, ground down onto him, watched his face as I rode him. His jaw clenched, his eyes locked on where his cock kept disappearing into me, reappearing soaked. I glanced over my shoulder. Jake had a perfect view now from his corner, could see everything, could see my pussy stretched obscenely around Charles's dark cock, could see how wet I was, how easily I took him, how I was fucking myself on another man's cock.

The mattress shifted behind me. Ray climbed back up, and then his chest was against my back, hot and solid, his cock pressing between my arse cheeks, thick and hard.

I froze. My whole body went rigid.

"Wait, what are you—"

"Easy, darling." Ray's voice was calm in my ear, almost soothing. "Just hold still for me."

I felt him shift, felt the broad head of his cock press lower, sliding down, and for a second I thought... but no, not against my arsehole. Lower. Alongside Charles's cock. Pressing into my pussy. Trying to fit both of them inside my pussy at once.

"Fuck, no, that's—" The stretch was instant and agonising, too much, way too much, my body couldn't possibly— "No, stop, I can't—"

"Not yet," Ray said, and he pulled back. "She's not ready for that. Not yet."

Relief flooded through me so hard I nearly cried. Then confusion. If not that, then what? What were they—

"Use her mouth again," Ray told Charles.

Charles sat up slightly beneath me, and suddenly Ray was pulling me forward by my hips, repositioning me so I was on all fours over Charles, my arse in the air. Charles's cock was still buried inside me, and now Ray knelt beside us, and his cock was right at my face, still slick with my pussy, with my cum.

"Suck me whilst you ride him."

I opened my mouth, took Ray's cock in, tasted myself all over him, salt and musk and my pussy, my cum, something uniquely me coating his skin. Charles gripped my hips from below and started thrusting up into me, hard, and I bounced on him, my tits swinging, trying to match his rhythm whilst sucking Ray, trying to do both at once.

It was so much harder this way. More active. I had to work for it. My thighs burned from holding myself up, my jaw ached from the stretch, my pussy throbbed from being pounded. But I didn't stop. Couldn't stop. I rode Charles, I sucked Ray, and I let them use me however they wanted, whatever way felt best for them.

In the corner, Jake made a strangled, desperate sound. I glanced over, Ray's cock still in my mouth. Jake was coming, spilling all over his hand, his body jerking, his eyes never leaving me. Never leaving the sight of his wife bouncing on Black cock whilst sucking another.

Pathetic, yeah. But also... fuck, powerful. I'd done that to him. Made him come that hard just from watching me be a slut for two Black men. Just from watching me love it.

"Emma," Ray said, pulling his cock from my mouth, a string of spit connecting us. "You ever done anal, darling?"

My stomach dropped straight through the bed. "No. Never."

"Want to try? With me? Charles can keep your pussy."

I stared at him. At his cock, so thick, slick and shining with my spit. At Charles beneath me, still buried deep in my pussy, watching this conversation with dark, hungry eyes. Waiting for my answer. Waiting to hear if I'd let them.

Terror crashed into curiosity crashed into arousal, all three at once, making my head spin.

I'd come this far, hadn't I? Let them do everything else. Let them turn me into this.

"Okay. But slow. Please go slow."

Ray smiled, slow and satisfied. "Good girl."

He climbed off the bed, walked to his bedside drawer, pulled out a bottle of lube. Course he fucking had lube. He'd planned this whole thing. Known I'd agree. Known I wouldn't say no.

"Off Charles. Hands and knees again."

I climbed off Charles, whimpering at the sudden loss of his cock, and got back into position on shaking limbs. Ray knelt behind me, and I heard the bottle click open, heard the wet sound of him slicking his fingers, and then I felt cold liquid drip directly onto my arsehole.

I flinched. Couldn't help it.

His finger pressed against me, circled my rim, testing, and then he pushed in slowly. Just the tip at first. I tensed immediately, every single muscle locking up, my whole body rejecting it.

"Breathe, darling. You need to relax for me."

I tried. Breathed in shakily, out, forced my body to unclench muscle by muscle. His finger slid deeper, and the sensation was so strange, invasive and wrong and not entirely unpleasant. He worked it in and out, slow and gentle and patient, and then I felt him add a second finger alongside the first.

The stretch was sharper now, more. I gritted my teeth, gripped the duvet hard.

"That's it, darling. You're doing so well. So good for me."

He scissored his fingers inside me, stretching me wider, opening me, preparing me for something bigger. Then he pulled out, and I heard more lube, felt more cold liquid dripping into me. And then I felt something thicker pressing against my arsehole. The head of his cock. Blunt and hot and so much bigger than his fingers.

"Push out," Ray instructed from behind me. "Like you're going to the toilet. It'll help you take it."

I did. I bore down, feeling insane, feeling filthy, and suddenly the head of his cock popped inside me.

I cried out, sharp and loud. The burn was immediate and intense, overwhelming, my body screaming that this was wrong, this was too much, I wasn't meant for this, this wasn't natural.

Ray held completely still, didn't move an inch. "Breathe, darling. Just breathe through it."

I panted, harsh and desperate, tears pricking my eyes, threatening to spill. Slowly, so fucking slowly, the burn started to fade. To a dull ache. To pressure. To something that felt like... fullness. Impossible fullness.

"More," I whispered, barely audible. "Give me more."

Ray pushed deeper, and I felt it. Inch by inch, so careful, so controlled, I felt every single millimetre of his cock sliding into my arse, felt my body stretching around him, opening for him, accommodating him in a way that shouldn't be possible. And then his hips pressed flush against my arse and he was fully inside me, completely buried.

Fuck. Fuck.

I'd never felt anything like this in my life. I was completely split open, destroyed, claimed in the most taboo way possible. His cock in my arse. Ray's cock in my arse whilst Jake watched.

"How's that, darling?" Ray asked, and his voice was strained, tight. He was struggling too.

"Big. So fucking big. I can feel you everywhere."

"Can I move, or do you need a minute?"

"You can... slow. Go slow."

He pulled back slightly, maybe an inch, and pushed back in. The friction was completely different, so much more intense, more tight, more everything. Tighter than my pussy. Hotter. Different. I moaned despite myself, a low, desperate sound.

"Charles, get under her."

The mattress shifted. Charles lay on his back, slid beneath me until he was looking up at my face. I looked down at him, at his cock still standing hard, glistening wet with my pussy, with everything that had leaked out of me.

No. No, they couldn't be—

"Emma," Ray said, reading my panic, feeling me tense. "Trust me, darling."

Charles guided his cock to my pussy, lined himself up, and I was so wet, so stretched already, he slid straight in. Easily. No resistance. And suddenly I had both of them. Ray's cock buried in my arse. Charles's cock buried in my pussy.

Double penetration. Both holes filled. Both of them inside me at once.

I was completely, utterly, impossibly full. Fuller than a person should be able to be.

"Fuck," Charles breathed beneath me. "I can feel you, Ray. Through her. Can feel your cock through her."

"Same. Jesus. Fucking hell, she's tight."

They started moving, and I couldn't think anymore. Slowly at first, finding a rhythm, figuring out how to move inside me without tearing me apart. When Ray pushed into my arse, Charles pulled back from my pussy. When Charles thrust up into me, Ray pulled back. Alternating. Coordinated like they'd done this before. Using me. Just using me.

The sensation was indescribable. Beyond words. Overwhelming. Too much and not enough and perfect and terrifying and wrong all at once. I felt stretched beyond what should be possible, split completely open, utterly destroyed. My body shouldn't be able to take this. A woman's body shouldn't be able to take two cocks at once like this. But it was. I was. I was taking both of them, and my pussy was clenching, and I could feel myself getting wetter.

And I loved it. Christ help me, I loved it.

I looked over at Jake through the hair stuck to my sweaty face. He was hard again already, his hand wrapped around his pathetic little cock, his eyes wide with shock and arousal and something that looked like fucking awe.

"You see this, Jake?" Charles panted from beneath me, breathless. "You see what your wife needs? You see what you could never give her?"

Jake nodded, his mouth working, completely speechless.

"Say it," Ray demanded behind me, his thrusts getting harder now, rougher. "Tell him, Emma. Tell your husband what you need. What he can't give you."

"Black cock," I gasped out, barely able to form words. "I need Black cock. Need both of you. Filling me. Using me. Fucking me properly."

"That's right, darling." Ray's hand came down hard on my arse, a sharp slap that made me yelp and clench around both of them. "You're ours now, aren't you? Not his anymore. Ours."

"Yes. Yours. I'm yours. Not his. Yours."

The rhythm increased, getting brutal. They fucked me harder, faster, their cocks pistoning in and out of me, stretching me, ruining me, claiming me completely. My clit throbbed, completely untouched, so desperate I couldn't stand it. I reached down between my legs, found it, started rubbing frantically.

"Fuck, she's touching herself," Charles groaned beneath me. "She's fucking herself on our cocks and rubbing her clit. Dirty fucking girl. She's getting off on this."

"She's going to come again," Ray grunted. "I can feel her arse clenching around me. Can feel it. Come for us, darling. Come with both our cocks inside you."

I rubbed faster, harder, desperate, and the pressure built impossibly tight, coiled so tight in my belly I thought I'd break. My pussy clenched hard around Charles. My arse clenched hard around Ray. And then I was coming, screaming loud enough to wake the neighbours, convulsing violently between them, pleasure ripping through me like lightning, so violent I saw stars, saw white, saw nothing. Just felt. Just came.

They didn't stop fucking me. Kept pounding through my orgasm, prolonging it, stretching it out, wringing every last bit of pleasure from my body until I was sobbing openly, incoherent, making sounds that weren't words, completely destroyed, broken, nothing left.

Ray pulled out of my arse first, and the emptiness was immediate and wrong. My arsehole felt gaping, used, ruined. He flipped me roughly onto my back, pulled me down to the edge of the bed by my ankles. Charles slipped out of my pussy, and I whimpered at the loss, at being empty after being so full.

Ray stood over me, stroking his cock fast and rough, aimed straight at my tits. And then he was coming, thick ropes of hot cum splattering across my chest, my stomach, coating my skin, marking my pale body.

"Fuck yes," he groaned, properly groaned, milking every last drop onto my skin, marking me.

Charles moved over me, kneeling between my spread legs, still rock hard, still ready to go. He pushed back into my pussy, into my wrecked, sensitive pussy, and fucked me hard and fast and brutal, chasing his own finish. I was too sensitive, too raw, it almost hurt, but I didn't stop him. Didn't even try. Let him use me. Let him fuck me like a toy.

He pulled out at the last second, aimed at my face. I closed my eyes just in time, felt his cock pressed close. Felt his cum hit my cheek, hot and thick, my lips, my forehead, in my hair, everywhere.

Marking me. Covering me. Claiming me.

When he finished, when I heard him groan and step back, I opened my eyes. Looked down at myself, at what they'd done to me. Ray's cum all over my tits and stomach. Charles's cum all over my face, dripping down. My pussy and arse dripping with lube and wetness. Trembling. Completely destroyed.

"Fucking beautiful," Charles muttered, breathless.

Ray stepped back, admired his work like I was a painting. Then he looked over at Jake, still in his corner, and smiled.

"Come here, son. Clean your wife up."

Jake scrambled over immediately, desperate and pathetic and eager. He knelt beside the bed, started wiping my face with his hands, and then he was licking Ray's cum off my tits, licking it off my stomach, swallowing it down.

I lay there, boneless and wrecked, and let him worship me. Let him taste them on me. And I thought, clear as anything: This is my life now. This is what I am now. And I fucking love it.
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The Reckoning

I sat at the kitchen table, hands wrapped round a mug of tea I didn't remember making, trying to process what the fuck had just happened upstairs.

Everything hurt.

My arse was on fire, throbbing and raw where Ray had fucked it, stretched in a way I'd never been stretched before. My pussy felt wrecked, tender, used, like I'd been split open and put back together wrong. And my jaw—Christ, my jaw ached from having Charles's cock shoved down my throat, gagging me whilst Ray filled my arse from behind. I could still taste Charles. Could still feel the weight of him on my tongue, the way he'd held my head and made me swallow his load whilst Ray pounded into me. Could still feel them both inside me, even though they'd finished twenty minutes ago and I'd cleaned myself up in Ray's ensuite before stumbling downstairs.

I'd thrown joggers and an oversized hoodie on afterwards. Couldn't bear the thought of proper clothes against my skin. No bra—my nipples were too sensitive, still hard from being pinched and twisted. No knickers—too sore, too raw. The soft cotton of the joggers rubbed against my pussy every time I moved, a constant reminder of what I'd just let two men do to me.

Ray sat across from me, reading glasses perched on his nose, the ledger open in front of him. He was updating it with a biro, neat little entries, like this was a normal fucking Tuesday and not the day his nephew's wife took two Black cocks at once whilst said nephew watched and wanked himself raw.

Charles leaned against the counter, drinking a beer, looking pleased with himself. Relaxed. Satisfied. Like he'd just had a good gym session, not like he'd just fucked someone's wife in both holes simultaneously whilst she screamed for it.

Jake hovered near the sink, pretending to wash mugs that were already clean. Useless. Pathetic. Still visibly hard in his joggers despite having come twice watching me get destroyed. I could see the outline of his cock, smaller than Ray's, smaller than Charles's, straining against the fabric. He wouldn't look at me. Couldn't.

Ray clicked his pen. Wrote something in the ledger. Nodded to himself.

The front door slammed. I heard Diane's heels in the hallway, then her voice, bright and loud: "Anyone home?"

Ray looked up from the ledger, grinning. "Kitchen, Di."

She clicked into the doorway seconds later, all tits and tight jeans and confidence, her low-cut top showing off her cleavage like she was heading to a club, not Ray's kitchen on a Tuesday afternoon. Her eyes swept the room. Me, sat hunched over my tea, moving carefully, wincing when I shifted my weight. Ray with his ledger and reading glasses. Charles with his post-fuck beer. Jake hovering uselessly by the sink.

Her eyes came back to me. I saw her take it in—the oversized hoodie, the way I was sat, the slight redness around my mouth from Charles's cock, the way I couldn't quite meet her gaze. She knew. Course she fucking knew.

Diane smiled, slow and knowing. "What've I missed then?"

Ray leaned back in his chair, casual as anything. "Emma just earned a big one off the debt. Five grand."

Diane's eyebrows lifted. She looked at me properly now, assessing. Seeing everything I was trying to hide. Her gaze flicked to Ray, then Charles, then back to me.

"Both of you?" she asked. It wasn't really a question. She already knew the answer.

Charles took a swig of his beer, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. "Both of us. Same time." He looked at Diane, grinned. "She was fucking brilliant."

My face went hot. Not from shame—from something else, something I didn't have a name for yet. Diane knew what I'd done. Knew I'd let Ray and Charles fuck me at the same time, one in my arse, one in my pussy, whilst my husband stood in the corner wanking. She knew I'd screamed for it, begged for it, come so hard I'd sobbed into the duvet. And I wasn't embarrassed. I was proud. Properly, genuinely fucking proud. Charles had called me brilliant. For taking two cocks. For being their good little slut. And I was sat here glowing from it.

What did that make me?

Diane moved closer, pulled out the chair beside me, sat down. Her hand landed on my arm, warm and solid, grounding me. "You alright, babe?"

I met her eyes. Dark, kind, experienced. She'd done this before. She knew what this felt like, the aftermath, the soreness, the confusion mixed with pride mixed with arousal that wouldn't quite fade. "I'm sore," I said quietly. "But yeah. I'm alright."

Diane's smile was genuine, almost maternal. "Good. First DP's always rough, innit? It gets easier."

I blinked at her. "You've…?"

She laughed, loud and unashamed, the sound filling the kitchen. "Course I have. More times than I can count. It's intense, yeah? But fucking amazing when they get it right." She glanced over at Ray and Charles, smirking. "Did they get it right?"

I thought about Ray's cock in my arse, thick and relentless, stretching me until I thought I'd break. Charles's cock in my pussy, pounding into me, both of them moving inside me at the same time, filling me completely, using me, owning me. Thought about coming so hard I'd lost myself, screaming and sobbing and begging for more whilst Jake watched from the corner, his hand wrapped around his pathetic little dick.

I smiled, properly smiled, for the first time since coming downstairs. "Yeah. They did."

Diane squeezed my arm, approving. "Good girl. You'll be sore for a couple days though, proper sore. I've got some cream upstairs—arnica gel, bit of moisturiser—sorts you right out. I'll bring it down later, show you how to use it. Trust me, you'll need it."

"Thanks," I said, meaning it. My arse was still throbbing. I'd need all the help I could get.

Ray cleared his throat, drawing our attention. He turned the ledger around so I could see the page, tapped the latest entry with his pen.

"Emma DP (Ray + Charles, 18/04)," he read aloud, his voice matter-of-fact, like he was reading a shopping list. "Five thousand pounds off. Remaining balance: nineteen thousand, five hundred."

I stared at the numbers. Less than twenty grand left. I'd cleared more than a third of Jake's debt in just over a week. A week ago I'd been terrified of giving Ray a handjob, couldn't even look at his cock without blushing. Now I'd taken two cocks at once, in both holes, whilst my husband watched and cleaned their cum off me afterwards.

What the fuck had I become?

"That's good progress, darling," Ray said, his tone almost fatherly. Proud, even. Like I'd done something impressive, something worth celebrating. "Real good progress."

I nodded, didn't trust my voice. My throat felt tight.

Ray leaned forward slightly, his eyes on mine. "Question is, you want to keep going? Or take a break for a bit?" He paused. "No pressure either way. You've earned a rest if you need it."

I shifted in my chair. The movement sent a sharp flare of pain through my arse, my pussy, reminding me exactly what I'd just done. My body needed time to recover. I couldn't do this again tomorrow. Couldn't take another cock, let alone two, not for a few days at least.

But my mind was already calculating. Already thinking about what else was on that list, what else I could do to keep clearing the debt faster. What else I could become.

"I need a couple days," I said eventually, my voice steadier than I felt. "To recover. But then… yeah. I want to keep going."

The words hung in the air. I heard them, heard what they meant. I was choosing this. Not because I had to. Because I wanted to.

Diane's hand was still on my arm. She squeezed again, her grip warm and approving. Proud of me.

"What about me then?" she said suddenly, leaning back in her chair, stretching her arms over her head. Her tits pushed against her top, straining the fabric. "I'm feeling proper left out. All this action, and I've not had a turn."

I blinked at her. What?

Her grin got wider, filthier. "Fancy some girl time? You and me?" She glanced at Ray, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "He loves watching two women together. Don't you, babe?"

Ray's eyes darkened with interest, his gaze moving between me and Diane. "I do."

I glanced at Charles, who raised his beer in a mock toast, grinning. "I'd watch that."

Then at Jake, who'd gone completely still by the sink. His eyes were wide, locked on me, his cock visibly tenting his joggers again despite everything. The thought of me with another woman, with Diane, clearly appealed to him. A lot.

I looked back at Diane, at her confident smile, her hand still warm on my arm, her body relaxed and inviting. I thought about her curves, her experience, how different she'd be from Ray and Charles. Softer, maybe. Gentler. But just as knowing, just as skilled.

I'd never been with a woman. Never even considered it before Diane had mentioned it days ago, casually, like it was the most normal thing in the world. But now, sitting here sore and wrecked and proud of what I'd done, the idea didn't repel me.

It intrigued me.

"Maybe," I said carefully, not committing, not refusing. "Let me think about it."

Diane winked, squeezed my arm one last time before letting go. "Take your time, babe. I'm not going anywhere."

Ray closed the ledger, satisfied. Charles finished his beer, set the empty bottle on the counter with a clink. Jake finally stopped pretending to wash up, though he still wouldn't look at me directly.

And I sat there, sipping lukewarm tea that tasted faintly of cum, thinking about what I'd become in nine days. Thinking about what I might become next.


7: BI-EXPERIMENTATION
Three Grand and Curiosity


The kitchen smelled like toast and instant coffee, normal morning stuff, except I was lowerin' myself onto the chair like an old woman, arse and cunt still throbbing from Sunday. Every time I shifted, I felt it: Ray's cock in my pussy, Charles in my arse, both of them fillin' me at once. Christ. Two days later and I could still feel them.

Diane slid a mug of tea in front of me without askin', two sugars, made just how I liked it. She smiled at me, and I tried to smile back, but my face went hot. Did she know? Course she fucking knew. Everyone knew.

"How you feelin', babe?" she asked, sittin' down across from me. "Still sore?"

I nodded, wrapped my hands round the mug even though I didn't need the warmth. "Yeah. Gettin' better, though. That cream you gave me, the arnica stuff, it helped."

Diane's smile got wider, like she was proud of me or somethin'. "Told you it would. I've used it enough times myself, innit?"

She was dressed casual today, leggings and an oversized jumper, hair pulled back, no makeup. Still gorgeous. Still so fucking confident in her own skin in a way I'd never been. Probably never would be.

"You did well, you know," Diane said, her voice warm, like she was tellin' me I'd done good on an exam or somethin'. "Not many girls can handle their first DP like that. Ray and Charles were proper impressed. They told me."

My face burned hotter. Proud. I was fucking proud of myself for takin' two cocks at once whilst my husband watched. What did that say about me?

"Yeah?" I said, tryin' to sound casual.

"Yeah. Ray said you were a natural. Said you took it like you'd done it before."

I hadn't. Obviously I fucking hadn't. But hearin' that Ray thought I'd done well, that he'd told Diane about it, that they'd talked about me when I wasn't there, about how tight I was, how I'd moaned, how I'd begged for more... it made my stomach twist. Arousal and shame all mixed up, heat spreadin' through my belly and down between my legs.

I sipped my tea, couldn't look at her. "Have you... I mean, how many times have you done it? The DP thing?"

Diane laughed, not mean or anythin', just easy. "Lost count, love. Been doin' this sort of thing for years. Different men, different situations. Sometimes for money, sometimes just for fun. It's just sex, innit? Fun sex, but still just sex."

She talked about takin' two cocks at once like it was nothin', like other women talked about their jobs or what they were watchin' on telly. Casual. Easy. I wanted that so badly it hurt, wanted to feel like what I'd done was normal, like I wasn't turnin' into someone I didn't recognise. Someone who got off on bein' fucked by two men whilst her husband wanked in the corner.

Diane leaned in closer, and I could smell her perfume, somethin' floral and expensive. Her voice dropped lower. "I meant what I said the other night. About you and me. You thought about it?"

My stomach did a flip. Yeah. I'd thought about it. Thought about it lyin' in bed next to Jake, listenin' to Diane and Ray through the walls, wonderin' what it'd be like to be the one touchin' her instead of just listenin'. Wonderin' what her skin felt like, her tits, her pussy. Whether she'd taste different from me, whether I'd know what to do, whether I'd like it.

"I have," I said quietly. "I just... I've never been with a woman. Don't know what to do."

Diane's expression softened, almost motherly, which was mad considerin' what we were talkin' about. "That's why I'd show you, babe. It's different from men. Softer. You might like it. You might not. But Ray would love watchin' us together, and it'd be worth a decent amount off the debt."

There it was. The ledger. Always the fucking ledger, always hangin' over us, dictatín' what I did with my body, who I let touch me, who I let inside me.

But this time... this time I wasn't just doin' it for the debt. I wanted to. I actually wanted to know what it felt like.

"How much?" I asked, because I had to, because even if I wanted it, we still owed Ray nearly twenty grand.

Diane tilted her head, thinkin'. "Three grand, probably. If it's me, you, and Ray. Less if it's just us two, but honestly, Ray's gonna want to be involved. He loves watchin' two women together. Always has."

Three thousand pounds. That'd bring the debt under seventeen grand, more than halfway clear. And all I had to do was let Diane touch me, kiss me, lick me, finger me, whatever else she wanted whilst Ray watched. Probably wanked. Probably joined in and fucked one of us, or both of us.

I should've been disgusted. Should've told her no, told her I wasn't into women, wasn't interested. But I was. I'd been curious since the first time she'd mentioned it, since I'd seen the way she moved, the way she looked at me, the way she made me feel seen in a way the men didn't. Ray and Charles wanted my body, wanted my tight pussy and my arse and my mouth. Diane seemed to want me.

"No pressure, Emma," Diane said, reachin' across the table to touch my hand. Her fingers were warm, soft, and my breath caught. Just from that. Just from her hand on mine. "You say when. Or you say never. I won't push."

I looked down at her hand coverin' mine, her skin darker than mine, smooth, confident. I thought about the debt. Thought about my body, still sore but recovered enough, still achin' but in a way that felt almost good now. Thought about Diane, beautiful and experienced and safe in a way Ray and Charles weren't.

Thought about how much I wanted to know what it felt like to be touched by a woman.

"Tonight." The word came out quiet, almost a whisper. "If you're free, I mean."

Diane's smile spread slow across her face, filthy and pleased and so fucking confident. "I'm always free for you, babe."

She leaned over the table and kissed my forehead, soft and sweet, almost lovin', and my whole body reacted. My nipples hardened under my top, my pussy clenched, wetness slickin' between my legs even though I was still tender from Sunday.

Then Diane stood, took her mug to the sink, rinsed it out like we'd just been chattin' about the weather.

"Rest up today," she said over her shoulder. "Have a bath, relax, yeah? Tonight's gonna be fun. I promise."

She left the kitchen, and I heard her footsteps goin' upstairs, heard her hummin' to herself, and I sat there alone with my tea and my racin' heart and my wet pussy.

Tonight. I was gonna have sex with a woman tonight, with Diane, whilst Ray watched. And probably joined in, probably fucked me whilst Diane's hands were on me, her mouth on me.

I should've been terrified, yeah? Should've been disgusted with myself, with how far I'd come in less than two weeks. From givin' Ray a handjob to takin' two cocks at once to this, agreein' to let his girlfriend fuck me.

But I wasn't terrified. I was curious, proper excited, and already wet just thinkin' about it. I could feel the slickness between my legs, my pussy achin' even though I was still sore, my body wantin' more even after everythin' it'd been through.

What did that make me?

I didn't know. Didn't care anymore.

I finished my tea, rinsed the mug, and went upstairs to run myself a bath. Needed to be clean for tonight. Needed to shave, moisturise, make myself ready.

And I was ready. I really fucking was.
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Tasting Diane

I shaved every inch of myself in the bath, legs spread wide so I could get the razor right up against my pussy lips, hands shakin' so bad I nearly nicked myself twice. The water went cold around me but I kept scrubbin', pink and raw and clean, because Diane had said to be ready and I didn't know what ready meant but I knew it meant this. Smooth. Bare. Available.

My stomach wouldn't stop flipping. My cunt kept clenching, this low pulse that had been goin' since breakfast, and I kept tellin' myself it was nerves, just nerves, but that was bollocks. I was gaggin' for it. For her. And that terrified me more than anythin' Ray or Charles had done.

By the time I hauled myself out, the water was ice and my fingers looked like prunes. I dried off, slathered myself in the expensive moisturiser Diane had left on the bathroom shelf, pulled on clean knickers and leggings and an oversized jumper. No bra. Diane had told me not to bother, and I hadn't asked why.

Jake was lurkin' by the bedroom door when I came out, and I knew before I even looked at his face that he was hard. He always got that look, that hungry-guilty thing, and sure enough his eyes went straight to my tits, nipples pokin' through the jumper like two fuckin' headlights.

'You alright?' Voice all concerned, like he gave a shit about anythin' except the mental image of me and Diane.

'Fine.' I walked past him, felt his stare on my arse.

'Ray said I should go downstairs.' He was practisin' the words, testin' them out. 'Said you and Diane need privacy.'

Privacy. Right. Like that's what this was.

I looked at him properly then, and yeah, there it was: the tent in his joggers, already strainin', and we hadn't even fuckin' started yet. The thought of me with Diane was enough. Just like the thought of me with Ray had been. With Charles.

'Yeah,' I said. 'Go downstairs. I'll tell you about it later.'

His pupils went wide, black swallowin' the brown. 'You promise?'

'Yeah. I promise.'

He kissed my forehead, this quick nervous peck, and then practically bolted down the stairs. I heard him in the kitchen, heard Ray's low voice sayin' somethin', heard Jake laugh too loud, too eager, like he was in on the joke.

Pathetic.

But I didn't have time to dwell on that, because Diane's voice floated up from Ray's bedroom, warm and filthy and exactly what I'd been dreadin' all morning.

'Emma, babe, you ready?'

No.

I wasn't fuckin' ready.

But I went anyway.

Diane was perched on the edge of Ray's bed like she owned it, legs crossed, black dress so tight I could see the shape of her hips, her thighs, the soft curve of her belly. Her hair was down, all glossy and dark, and she'd painted her lips this deep red that made me think of things I shouldn't. Winged eyeliner. Dangerous. The kind of woman I'd have stared at in the club and pretended I wasn't starin'.

And here I was, in leggings and a jumper with no bra, about to let her fuck me whilst Ray watched.

Mental.

Ray was in the armchair by the window, fully dressed, arms folded across his chest, watchin' me like I was somethin' he'd bought and was waitin' to unwrap. His expression was calm, patient, but I could see the bulge in his jeans. He was already hard.

'Come here, darling.' Diane patted the space beside her, and it wasn't a request.

I walked over, legs wobbly, heart hammerin' so loud I was sure they could both hear it, and sat down. The bed dipped under our combined weight, and Diane shifted closer, her thigh pressin' against mine, warm through the thin fabric of my leggings.

'You look nervous,' she said, voice soft, almost kind.

'I am.'

'Don't be. I'm not gonna hurt you. Promise.'

Ray made a noise from the armchair, somethin' between a laugh and a grunt. 'She's just gonna corrupt you, love. That's all.'

Diane shot him a look, but she was smilin'. 'Ignore him. He's just jealous he's not allowed to touch yet.'

'Yet?' I repeated, my voice comin' out smaller than I'd intended.

'Well, yeah. You didn't think it'd just be me and you, did you?' She tilted her head, watchin' my reaction. 'Ray's gonna want his turn. But for now, it's just us, babe. Let me show you what you've been missin'.'

She cupped my face, and then her mouth was on mine, and I froze.

Soft. That was the first thing. Her lips were so fuckin' soft, nothin' like Ray's rough kiss or the way Charles had shoved his tongue down my throat like I was a toy. This was gentle. Slow. Her tongue traced my bottom lip, askin', not takin', and somethin' in my chest cracked open.

I'd never kissed a woman before. Never wanted to, never thought about it, but fuck, this was different. She tasted like lipstick and wine, and when I kissed her back, tentative, my hands fisted in my lap because I didn't know where to put them, she made this pleased little hum that went straight to my cunt.

She pulled back just enough to murmur against my mouth, voice low and filthy: 'Relax, babe. I've got you.'

Then she kissed me again, deeper this time, her tongue slidin' against mine, explorin', and I felt somethin' in me uncoil. My hands found her waist, grippin' the fabric of her dress, and she made that noise again, pleased and hungry, and my pussy clenched.

From the armchair, Ray shifted, and I knew without lookin' that he was watchin', probably strokin' himself through his jeans.

Diane's hand moved to my thigh, squeezin' gently, then slidin' higher, and I gasped into her mouth, broke the kiss.

'Stand up.' Whisper-soft, but it wasn't a request.

I stood, legs wobbly, and she rose with me, hands slidin' under my jumper. Her fingers brushed my ribs and I shivered, goosebumps racin' across my skin.

'Arms up, babe.'

I lifted them like a kid bein' undressed, and she pulled the jumper over my head, slow, lettin' the fabric drag across my nipples. They were already hard, tight little peaks, and when the jumper hit the floor I felt the air hit my skin, cold and exposing.

Diane stared at my tits. Just stared. Her tongue slicked across her bottom lip, slow and deliberate, and I wanted to cover myself, wanted to hide, but I didn't. I just stood there, breathin' too fast, whilst Ray watched from his fuckin' armchair like this was a show he'd paid for.

Which, I suppose, it was.

'Fuck, you're gorgeous,' Diane said, and before I could respond, she reached out and cupped my tits, thumbs brushin' over my nipples.

I whimpered. Couldn't help it.

'So responsive.' She was talkin' to herself now, or maybe to Ray, I wasn't sure. 'Ray said you were, but fuck, look at you.'

She pinched one nipple, then the other, not hard but firm enough to make me gasp, and I bit my lip to keep from moanin'.

'Don't hold back, babe. I want to hear you.'

She pinched harder, twisted slightly, and I moaned, loud and unfiltered, and Ray chuckled from the armchair, low and satisfied.

'That's it, darling. Let Diane play with you.'

Diane's hands moved to my leggings, hookin' her fingers into the waistband, and she pulled them down along with my knickers in one smooth motion. I stepped out of them, awkward and shakin', and then I was completely naked, standin' in the middle of Ray's bedroom whilst two people stared at me like I was a meal.

Diane took a step back, her eyes roamin' over my body, slow and thorough, like she was memorisin' every inch.

'Turn around. Slowly.'

I did, feelin' exposed and filthy and so fuckin' turned on I could barely think. I felt her eyes on my arse, my back, my legs, and when I came back around to face her, she was smilin'.

'Ray wasn't lyin'. You're perfect.'

'Diane, I—'

'Sit on the bed. Legs spread.'

I sat, my heart hammerin' so loud it drowned out everythin' else, and spread my legs. Diane knelt between them, still fully dressed, that black dress clingin' to her curves, and she just looked at my pussy for a long moment.

I was already wet. I could feel it, the slick heat between my legs, and the way she was starin' made it worse.

'When's the last time someone properly ate this cunt, Emma?'

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. 'Jake... a few weeks ago, maybe.'

She laughed, low and filthy. 'Men never do it right. Let me show you how a woman does it.'

The first touch of her tongue was so soft I thought I'd imagined it. Then she licked me again, flat and firm, root to tip, and I gasped so loud it echoed.

Fuck.

Fuck, that was a woman's mouth on my pussy. Diane's mouth. And it felt nothin' like Jake, nothin' like the fumbling, too-rough way he'd tried to eat me out and given up after two minutes. This was slow, thorough, like she had all the time in the world and planned to use it. Her tongue slid through my folds, hot and wet, and I could hear it, the filthy slick sound of her tastin' me, and my hands flew to the duvet, grippin' so hard my knuckles went white.

She licked from my entrance to my clit, long strokes that made my thighs shake, and I bit my lip to keep from moanin', but it was useless. I was drippin'. I could feel it, wetness leakin' out of me onto her tongue, and she was lappin' it up like she was starvin'.

She circled my clit with the tip of her tongue, then sucked it gently, and I moaned, my hips buckin' up off the bed.

'Stay still,' she murmured against me, her breath hot on my pussy, and I tried, I really fuckin' tried, but it felt too good.

She slid two fingers inside me, curlin' them up, findin' that spot that made my vision blur, and I cried out, my thighs tremblin', my whole body shakin'.

'Fuck, you're so wet,' she said, and there was pride in her voice, satisfaction. 'You like this, don't you?'

'Yeah,' I managed, voice barely more than a whisper.

'Say it properly, babe.'

'I like it. I like you eatin' my pussy.'

'Good girl.'

She went back to work, her tongue and fingers movin' in perfect rhythm, and I felt the pressure buildin', tight and hot and unstoppable, coilin' low in my belly, spreadin' through my thighs.

I was close. So fuckin' close.

And then she stopped.

Pulled back, wiped her mouth, left me achin' and empty and desperate.

'What—why—'

'Not yet, babe.' She smiled, wicked and knowing. 'You don't come until I say so.'

I wanted to scream. Wanted to grab her head and push her back down, make her finish what she'd started. But I didn't. I just lay there, shakin', my pussy achin', wetness drippin' down my thighs, and waited.

From the armchair, Ray spoke, his voice rough and amused. 'She's learnin', Diane. Good.'

Diane stood, wipin' her mouth with the back of her hand, and I watched, breathless, as she reached behind herself and unzipped her dress. It fell to the floor in a pool of black fabric, and she stepped out of it, unhookin' her bra and lettin' it drop.

Her body was nothin' like mine.

Older, yeah, but not in a bad way. Softer. Fuller. Her tits were fuckin' massive, heavy and natural, the kind that swayed when she moved, dark nipples pointin' down slightly, and I wanted to touch them, wanted to know what they felt like in my hands. Her hips were wide, stomach soft, this little roll of flesh that she didn't even try to hide, and there was a small patch of dark hair above her pussy, trimmed neat but not shaved bare like mine.

She looked like a woman. A proper woman. Not a girl pretendin'.

And I wanted her so badly I could barely breathe.

'Your turn,' she said, lyin' back on the bed, spreadin' her legs wide. 'Come on, darling. Show me what you can do.'

I stared at her pussy and realised I had no fuckin' clue what I was doin'.

I'd never done this. Never wanted to. Never even thought about wantin' to. But here I was, knelt between Diane's legs whilst Ray watched, about to lick another woman's cunt like it was the most natural thing in the world.

'Emma.' Firm, not unkind. 'Stop thinkin'. Just do what you'd want.'

Right. What I'd want. Except Jake had never done it right and Ray had never tried, so what the fuck did I know?

I leaned in, breathin' her in. She smelled different from me, muskier, deeper, the scent of sex and sweat and somethin' floral, maybe her shower gel. My mouth was dry, but I licked anyway, one tentative stroke through her folds, and the taste hit me all at once: salt and warmth and slick wetness, bitter and sweet at the same time.

Not bad. Fuck, not bad at all.

I licked again, slower, payin' attention to the way her pussy felt against my tongue, the thick lips, the way she was already wet, and Diane moaned, this low, filthy sound that made my cunt clench.

Her hand tangled in my hair, guidin' me gently. 'Slower, babe. Yeah, like that. Circles. Good girl.'

I did as she said, lickin' in slow circles around her clit, and she moaned again, louder this time, her hips liftin' slightly, and I felt a flush of pride, hot and unexpected.

'Fuck, Emma. You're a natural.'

Behind me, I heard footsteps, and I knew without lookin' that Ray had stood up, that he was watchin' us both now, probably strokin' his cock.

Diane didn't let me stop. 'Don't stop, babe. Give Ray a proper show.'

I kept lickin', my face burnin', and I heard Ray's zipper, heard the wet sound of him strokin' himself, and my pussy throbbed.

'Fuck me, Diane,' he said, voice thick and rough. 'You've corrupted her quick, haven't you?'

'She's a natural,' Diane repeated, breathless now, her thighs tremblin' on either side of my head. 'Knew she would be.'

I tried different things, payin' attention to what made her moan louder, what made her grip my hair tighter, and when I sucked her clit gently, the way she'd done to me, she gasped, her whole body goin' tense.

She came with a shudder and a low moan, her thighs clampin' around my head, and then she pulled me up, kissin' me hard, tastin' herself on my lips, her tongue deep in my mouth.

'Good girl,' she whispered against my mouth, breathless and satisfied. 'Such a good fuckin' girl.'

Then she turned me around, pushin' me onto all fours on the bed, and I felt her hands on my arse, spreadin' my cheeks, and my stomach flipped.

'What are you—'

Her tongue touched my arsehole, and I froze.

'Relax,' she murmured, and then she licked again, wet and firm, and I gasped, my whole body goin' rigid.

No one had ever done this to me before. Jake would never. Ray hadn't tried. But Diane didn't hesitate.

She rimmed me slowly, thoroughly, her tongue hot and wet, circlin' my arsehole, and one hand reached under, fingers findin' my clit, rubbin' slow circles, and I moaned into the duvet, my whole body shakin', my mind blank with shock and arousal and the sheer wrongness of it.

From somewhere behind me, Ray spoke, voice rough and hungry. 'That's it, Diane. Get her ready. I want that arse later.'

My stomach dropped at that, fear and arousal mixin' together, tangled so tight I couldn't tell them apart.

Diane pulled back, and I heard her spit, felt the wetness land on my arsehole, warm and degrading, and then I felt her finger pressin' against it, pushin' inside.

I tensed, every muscle goin' tight, and she rubbed my clit harder. 'Relax, babe. Let me in.'

I tried, forced myself to breathe, to unclench, and slowly, so fuckin' slowly, her finger slid in, and the sensation was so strange, so full, so wrong, but also...

'Good girl. That's it. Just like that.'

She moved her finger gently, stretchin' me, and then she added a second, and I whimpered, my pussy drippin' onto the duvet, my whole body shakin'.

'She's ready,' Ray said, and I heard him movin' closer, heard the sound of clothes rustlin'.

Diane pulled her fingers out, and I felt empty, achey, and she said to me, voice firm: 'Your turn.'

I blinked, confused. 'My turn?'

'Yeah. Do it to me.'

She got on all fours beside me, her arse in the air, and I stared at her, my mind blank, my mouth dry.

'Come on, darling. Don't be shy.'

I moved behind her, my hands shakin', and spread her arse cheeks the way she'd done to me. Her arsehole was darker than mine, puckered and tight, and I felt filthy just lookin' at it, let alone thinkin' about what I was supposed to do.

'Spit on it,' Diane said, matter-of-fact.

I did, watchin' my spit run down, and then I pressed a finger against it, and she moaned, pushin' back, and I slid inside, shocked by how tight it was, how hot.

'Another one. Stretch me, babe.'

I added a second finger, movin' them slowly, and she moaned louder, her hand reachin' back to rub her clit, and I watched, fascinated and horrified and so fuckin' turned on I thought I might come just from this.

Ray was right there now, fully naked, his cock in his hand, thick and hard and dark, watchin' us both with this satisfied, hungry look.

'Fuck,' he muttered. 'This is better than I imagined.'

He told me to lie back, and I did, no hesitation, legs fallin' open like I was trained. My pussy was achin', empty, drippin' wet from Diane's mouth, and I needed him inside me so badly I didn't care how desperate I looked.

Diane knelt beside me, hands on my thighs, holdin' me open, and then her fingers were on my pussy, spreadin' my lips apart, exposin' me completely.

'Look at that,' Ray muttered, and I heard him move closer, heard the wet sound of him strokin' his cock. 'Fuckin' soaked, innit?'

Then he spat on me.

Right on my cunt, this hot glob of spit that landed on my clit and ran down, mixin' with my wetness, and I flinched, shame burnin' through me even as my pussy clenched. So degrading. So fuckin' filthy. And I was drippin' for it.

He lined his cock up, thick head pressin' against my entrance, and then he shoved inside, one brutal thrust that filled me so completely I couldn't breathe.

'Fuck!' I arched off the bed, but Diane held me down, her hands firm on my thighs, keepin' me spread wide whilst Ray's cock stretched me open.

He fucked me hard, his hips slammin' into mine, no gentleness, no easing in, just raw, brutal thrusts that made the bed creak and my tits bounce, and Diane leaned down, suckin' one of my nipples into her mouth, bitin' gently, and I moaned, loud and desperate.

Ray's cock filled me completely, stretchin' me in that way that made me forget Jake existed, and Diane's mouth moved lower, her tongue flickin' over my clit whilst Ray pounded into me, and I couldn't process it all—the fullness of Ray inside me, the soft wetness of Diane's tongue, the pleasure buildin' so fast I couldn't breathe, couldn't think.

I came hard, shakin' and cryin' out, my whole body convulsin', and Ray didn't stop, just kept poundin' into me whilst Diane licked me through it, and when I finally came down, gaspin' for air, Diane kissed me, lettin' me taste myself mixed with her spit, and I moaned into her mouth.

Ray pulled out of me, his cock slick and glistenin', and told Diane to get on all fours.

She did, movin' with this easy confidence, her arse up, lookin' back at him with a filthy smile, and Ray didn't hesitate. He slid into her pussy, one hard thrust, and she moaned, loud and uninhibited, her back archin'.

He fucked her hard, the sound of skin slappin' skin fillin' the room, and I just lay there, breathless, watchin' them, my pussy still achin', still wet.

'Emma.' Ray's voice was gravel, breathless from fuckin' Diane. 'Get under her. Lick her clit whilst I fuck her.'

I blinked, still comin' down from my own orgasm, and looked at Diane on all fours, Ray's cock buried in her pussy, and realised what he meant.

Under her.

Underneath, so I could lick her clit whilst he pounded her, so I could see everythin', taste everythin'.

Fuck.

I slid under Diane, awkward and shakin', and the smell hit me first: sex, thick and overwhelming, sweat and cum and the musk of her pussy right above my face. Her thighs bracketed my head, and I tilted up, tongue findin' her clit, swollen and slick.

Above me, Ray's cock slammed into her, thick and dark and glistenin' with her wetness, and I could see everythin'. The way her pussy stretched around him, grippin' him, the way she dripped, wetness runnin' down onto my face. I licked her clit and tasted her, tasted Ray's precum, tasted the filth of it all, and I didn't care. I wanted more.

Then Ray pulled out, his cock slick and heavy, and pressed it against her arsehole.

Diane gasped, this sharp intake of breath, and I watched, tongue still on her clit, as he pushed inside. Slow. Relentless. Her puckered arsehole stretched around him, and she moaned, low and guttural, pushin' back to take him deeper.

He fucked her arse whilst I licked her, and I could hear it, the wet slap of his hips against her, the squelch of his cock in her tight hole, her breathless moans. My face was drenched, wetness drippin' from her cunt onto my lips, my chin, and I licked her harder, desperate to make her come, to feel her shake apart above me.

She came with a scream, her whole body convulsin', thighs clampin' around my head, and I felt her wetness gush onto my face, into my mouth, and I swallowed, gaggin' on the taste and the filth and the wrongness of it all.

Ray pulled out of Diane's arse with a wet pop, and she whimpered, empty and gaping, and he told us both to kneel.

'Front of me. Now.'

We scrambled up, awkward and shakin', and knelt side by side on the floor, lookin' up at him. His cock was right there, thick and hard and smellin' of Diane's arse, and I could see the precum leakin' from the tip, could see the way his hand moved, slow and deliberate, strokin' himself whilst he looked down at us.

Then he spat in my mouth.

No warnin', just leaned down and spat, and I felt it hit my tongue, warm and degrading, and I swallowed on instinct, my face burnin' with shame and arousal. He did the same to Diane, and she took it like it was nothin', like this was just another Tuesday.

'Kiss,' he said.

We turned to each other, and Diane's mouth was on mine, tongue slidin' inside, and I could taste Ray's spit mixin' with hers, bitter and filthy, and I moaned into her mouth, my cunt throbbin'.

'Good girls. Now suck me. Both of you. Wanna feel both your mouths on my cock.'

We moved together, and I took him first, wrappin' my lips around the head of his cock, tastin' Diane's arse, the musk and salt and filth of it, and I gagged, just slightly, but I didn't pull off. I sucked him deeper whilst Diane licked his balls, her tongue hot and wet, and Ray groaned, his hand tangled in my hair.

We switched, Diane takin' him deep, her throat openin' for him in a way mine never could, whilst I licked lower, tonguein' his balls, tastin' sweat and musk, and he was moanin' now, breathless, his hips jerkin'.

'Faces together. Press your faces together.'

We did, cheeks touchin', mouths open, and I looked up at him, saw the way his face twisted, the way his cock jerked in his hand, and then he came.

Thick ropes of cum splattered across our faces, hot and sticky, hittin' my lips, my cheek, my nose, drippin' down onto Diane's face, into her hair. He groaned, milkin' himself, and more cum spurted out, landin' on our tongues, and I tasted it, salty and bitter, and I didn't pull away. I just knelt there, covered in his spunk, feelin' it run down my face, feelin' filthy and used and so fuckin' turned on I thought I might come just from this.

'Diane,' Ray said, breathless, satisfied. 'Lick her clean.'

And Diane turned to me, her tongue dartin' out, and she licked Ray's cum off my cheek, slow and thorough, her tongue hot and wet, and I shivered, my eyes closed, lettin' her clean me like a fuckin' cat. She licked my lips, my chin, the corner of my mouth, lappin' up every drop, and when she was done, I opened my eyes and saw her smilin', her face still covered in cum, and I leaned forward and licked her clean too, tastin' Ray and Diane and shame all mixed together.

Ray tucked his cock away, satisfied, and looked down at us both.

'Good girls. Both of you.'

I lay there on Ray's floor, Diane beside me, both of us covered in cum and spit and the smell of sex, and the thought hit me like a slap:

I couldn't go back.

Not to Jake's fumbling hands, not to his pathetic little cock, not to vanilla missionary in the dark. I'd tasted this now. Diane's cunt, Ray's dominance, the filth of bein' used and watched and shared. I'd tasted it, and I was addicted.

Jake could never give me this, and I didn't want him to anymore.
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The Weekend Offer

I was curled up nice and cosy on Ray's sofa, Diane's arm casual around my shoulders, her fingers playin' with my hair, and some part of me had gone soft and easy. Mental, innit, considerin' a few hours ago I'd had my face buried between her thighs, considerin' I could still taste her if I ran my tongue along the roof of my mouth. Sweet and salty and fuck, I shouldn't be thinkin' about it, but I was.

The telly was on, some bollocks late-night panel show with people shoutin' over each other. No one was watchin'. Ray and Charles sat across from us on the other sofa, deep in conversation about West Ham's latest shit performance, arguin' over whether the manager needed sackin'. Jake was in the armchair off to the side, quiet, starin' at his phone like he was readin' somethin' important, but I knew he wasn't. I could feel his eyes flickerin' over to me and Diane every few seconds, that nervous energy comin' off him in waves.

Diane shifted beside me, her fingers pausin' in my hair, and when she spoke, her voice was low, almost lazy.

"You know what would clear the rest quick? A full weekend."

I turned to look at her. "What d'you mean?"

She smiled, and there was somethin' in it that made my pulse quicken. "You. Available. Friday night through Sunday. For all of us. Me, Ray, Charles. Whatever we want, whenever we want."

The words hung there, and I felt my cunt clench despite myself. A full weekend. Seventy-two hours of bein' used. The thought should've made me want to run, but instead my thighs pressed together, heat pooling low in my belly.

"Ray's got it on the ledger for ten grand," Diane continued, her hand slippin' down from my hair to rest on my knee, warm through the thin fabric of my leggings. "That'd leave you with just over six grand to clear. You could be done in two weeks, babe. Completely done."

I stared at her, my brain scramblin' to catch up. Ten thousand pounds. More than a third of what we had left. If I did this, one weekend, we'd be nearly free. Nearly done with all this.

But seventy-two hours. Three days. Three nights. Of bein' available for all of them, whenever they wanted, however they wanted it.

Terrifying, yeah, but fuck if it wasn't temptin' too.

Ray looked up from his conversation with Charles, his dark eyes fixed on me, calm and steady. "It's the quickest way, darling. And we'd take care of you. Make sure you're fed, rested between rounds. It wouldn't be non-stop."

Charles grinned, leanin' back in his chair, arms crossed over his chest, all cocky confidence. "But it'd be pretty fuckin' close to non-stop."

I felt heat crawl up my neck, my cunt clenchin' again despite the soreness still lingerin' from Sunday. I could still feel where Ray had stretched me, where Charles had been rough, where Diane's fingers had worked me open. And they were talkin' about doin' it all again, for three straight days.

"I need to think about it," I said, and my voice came out quieter than I meant it to, almost small.

Diane squeezed my knee, her thumb rubbin' slow circles that made my breath hitch. "Course you do, babe. It's a big ask. But think about it: one weekend, and you're nearly done."

I nodded, but I couldn't meet her eyes. Looked down at my hands instead, twisted together in my lap, fingers knotted tight.

Jake still hadn't said a fuckin' word.

I glanced over at him, expectin' to see what I always saw now when we talked about this stuff. Arousal. Eagerness. That pathetic desperate look that meant he was already half-hard in his joggers, ready to watch me get fucked again. But instead, he looked... wrong. Off.

His jaw was tight, his eyes fixed on the telly even though the panel show was just noise now. I could see the tension in his shoulders, the way his leg was bouncin' up and down, nervous energy spillin' out.

"Jake?" I said. "You alright?"

He didn't answer straight away. Just kept starin' at the screen, mouth pressed into a thin line.

"Jake," I said again, sharper this time, and he flinched.

He finally looked at me, and there was somethin' in his face I hadn't seen in days. Hurt. Proper hurt, the kind that made his eyes go watery and pathetic.

"I just..." He stopped, his throat working as he swallowed. "You and Diane. You looked so... happy. With her. Like you didn't need me at all."

I stared at him. Jealous. He was jealous of Diane. Not Ray, not Charles with their big Black cocks and the way they made me scream, made me beg, made me come so hard I couldn't think straight. Diane. A woman. Someone who'd made me come without a cock at all.

"It's not that I don't want you to do it," Jake said quickly, words tumblin' out like he was afraid I'd cut him off. "I do. It's just... with Ray and Charles, I know they're better than me. Bigger, stronger, whatever. But Diane... you didn't need a cock at all. You just needed someone who wasn't me."

The room went still. Ray raised an eyebrow but didn't say nothin', just watched. Charles smirked like this was the most entertainin' thing he'd heard all week. Diane's hand tightened on my knee, but she stayed quiet, lettin' me handle it.

And I got it then, lookin' at Jake sat there with his hurt little-boy face. He wasn't jealous of the men fuckin' me. He fetishised that, got off on it, wanked himself raw watchin' it. But Diane? Diane had given me somethin' he couldn't. Intimacy. Real fuckin' intimacy. She'd touched me like I mattered, like my pleasure was the whole point, not just a side effect. She'd made me feel seen in a way Jake never had, not even at the start, not even when we were happy.

And that scared the shit out of him.

I didn't comfort him. Too tired for it, too done with pretendin' I gave a shit about his feelings when mine were scattered all over the fuckin' place.

"Jake." My voice came out hard, no give in it. "I don't know what you want me to say. Yeah, I liked it with Diane. I liked it with Ray. I liked it with Charles. I like all of it. If that's a problem, tell me now."

His face crumpled like I'd slapped him, and for a second I thought he might actually cry. But then he shook his head, quick and desperate.

"It's not a problem," he said, voice all high and strained. "I just... I love you, Em."

I looked at him. At his weak jaw and his nervous hands and the wet patch already formin' on his joggers, because even this, even his own hurt and jealousy, was turnin' him on. Pathetic.

"I know," I said. "But love's not enough anymore, is it?"

The words sat there between us, brutal and true, and Jake flinched like I'd hit him.

Ray cleared his throat, cuttin' through the tension.

"Emma," he said, voice calm, controlled, the way it always was. "You don't have to decide tonight. Sleep on it. We'll talk Friday."

I nodded, grateful for the out. "Alright. Friday."

Diane squeezed my hand, her voice soft. "Whatever you decide, babe, we'll support you."

Charles stood, stretchin', his shirt ridin' up to show a strip of toned stomach, dark skin over muscle. He had an early shift tomorrow, I remembered. As he passed the sofa, he paused, lookin' down at me with that intense, filthy gaze that made my thighs clench.

"For what it's worth," he said, voice low enough that only I'd hear properly, "I hope you do it. You're fuckin' brilliant when you let go."

I smiled despite myself. Charles was crude, rough, didn't pretend to give a shit about my feelings. But he was honest. And I appreciated that more than Jake's pathetic declarations of love.

Charles headed upstairs, footsteps heavy on the stairs, and a few minutes later Ray followed, leavin' just me, Diane, and Jake in the living room with the telly still babblin' away.

Diane kissed my temple, soft and sweet, her lips warm against my skin. "Get some rest, yeah? You've earned it."

I nodded, and she disappeared upstairs too, her perfume lingerin' in the air after she'd gone.

Jake stood, his hands twitchin' at his sides like he didn't know what to do with them. "Em... can we talk? Upstairs?"

I was too tired to argue. Followed him up to our room, every step remindin' me of how sore I still was, how much I'd let them do to me just hours ago. My pussy ached, a deep throb that wasn't entirely unpleasant. My thighs were sticky. I could still feel where Diane's tongue had been, where Ray's cock had stretched me.

In our bedroom, Jake closed the door behind us and turned to me, face all desperate and needy.

"Em, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to—"

"Jake, I'm exhausted," I cut him off, pullin' my jumper over my head and tossin' it onto the chair. "I don't wanna talk about this tonight."

He watched me undress, eyes hungry, and I saw the bulge in his joggers growin', pressin' against the fabric. Of course. Of fuckin' course.

"Can I..." he started, steppin' closer. "Can we..."

I knew what he was askin'. He wanted to fuck me. Wanted to reclaim me, probably, after watchin' me with Diane and Ray. Wanted to pretend he was enough.

"No," I said, flat and final. "I'm too tired. And I don't want you anyway."

The truth of it hung there, and his face fell, all the hope drainin' out of him.

But he didn't argue. Just nodded, pathetic and defeated, and climbed into bed beside me.

I lay down, turnin' my back to him, and felt the bed shift as he settled in behind me. The duvet was warm, the mattress familiar, but I didn't feel settled. Couldn't stop thinkin' about the weekend. About what it would mean.

The room was quiet except for the sound of traffic outside, Jake's breathin' evenin' out behind me.

Then I felt it. The bed rockin', just slightly, that familiar rhythm. Jake's hand movin' under the duvet. The rustle of fabric. He was wankin'. Right fuckin' there beside me. Couldn't even wait until I was asleep, the sad bastard.

I didn't say anythin'. Just lay there, eyes closed, listenin' to the slick sound of his hand on his cock, the way his breathin' went ragged and desperate. I should've been angry, should've been disgusted, but all I felt was this hollow sort of emptiness. He was gettin' himself off to the thought of me with Diane, with Ray, with Charles, and I didn't care. Didn't feel a fuckin' thing.

He came with a muffled groan, the bed goin' still, and then he curled up against my back, clingy and needin' like always.

I lay awake long after his breathin' evened out into sleep, starin' at the crack in the ceiling that ran from the window to the light fixture.

Seventy-two hours. Friday night to Sunday. Available for all of them, Ray, Charles, Diane, whenever they wanted, however they wanted.

I could do it. Fuck, I wanted to do it. Ten grand off the debt. Nearly free. Nearly done.

But could I survive it? And more importantly, what would be left of me when it was over?


8: THE WEEKEND
Lace and Limits


Istood in the centre of Ray's bedroom, staring at the woman in his wardrobe mirror. That's me. Fuck. That's actually me.

The black hold-up stockings gripped high on my thighs, lace tops digging in just enough to remind me they were there. The contrast looked hot, all that dark lace against my pale skin. My legs looked longer, yeah, but more than that, they looked like they belonged to someone who knew what she was doing. Someone who wasn't a twenty-two-year-old girl from Catford who'd only ever fucked her husband.

The bra was a scrap of sheer black lace, so tiny it barely covered anything. My tits pushed up against it, nipples already hard and visible through the fabric, pressing against the lace like they couldn't wait to be freed. The matching knickers were practically transparent. I could see everything underneath, the bare smooth skin where I'd spent an hour this afternoon with a razor, trembling hands, making sure I was completely hairless. My pussy lips showed pink through the lace, puffy and exposed and already glistening.

I'd spent two hours getting ready. Showered until the water ran cold, shaved every inch of myself. Legs, underarms, pussy. Even around my arsehole, which had taken forever, bent over awkwardly in the shower, terrified I'd nick myself. My hands had shaken the whole time. Applied makeup like I was going somewhere posh, somewhere I'd never actually go. Foundation that made my skin look airbrushed. Winged eyeliner that made my eyes look huge and doe-like. Dark lipstick that made my mouth look fuller, pouty, the kind of mouth that looked good wrapped around a cock. Mascara layered on thick.

Diane had bought me the lingerie specially. Dropped it off yesterday with a wink and a "Save it for tomorrow night, babe." She'd known. Known exactly what I'd look like in it. Known I'd put it on. Known I'd stand here, staring at myself, barely recognising what I'd become.

Friday night. Eight o'clock. The weekend.

Forty-eight hours, give or take. They were calling it seventy-two to include Sunday, but we'd probably finish by late afternoon. Forty-eight hours of being available. Of being theirs. Whenever they wanted. However they wanted.

Ten grand off the debt. Just six and a half thousand left after this.

Nearly free.

I adjusted the bra strap on my shoulder, watched my reflection do the same. Christ, I looked good. Better than good. I looked like something you'd see on a porn site, the kind Jake used to watch on his laptop late at night when he thought I was asleep. One of those "hot wife shared" videos, or "white girl takes BBC," the thumbnails that made me look away when they popped up.

The thought should've made me feel cheap. Dirty. Ashamed.

It didn't.

It made me wet.

I could already feel it, that familiar slickness between my legs, my pussy reacting to what was about to happen before anyone had even touched me. My clit throbbed, this dull ache that pulsed in time with my heartbeat, and I hadn't even started yet. Just the anticipation, the knowledge of what was coming, and my body was ready. Eager.

Gagging for it, Charles would say.

And yeah. Yeah, I was.

This is it then. Can I actually do this? Course I fucking can. I want to do this. Look at me. I look like a proper... what? Whore? No. Not a whore. Whores do it for money they keep. I'm doing this for Jake, for the debt, for us. But that's bullshit, isn't it? I'm doing this because I want to. Because I need to. Because the thought of Ray's cock inside me again, of Charles's rough hands on my body, of Diane's mouth and tongue teaching me things I never knew I wanted... Christ, I'm dripping already.

Footsteps on the stairs. Multiple sets, heavy and deliberate. They were coming up together.

My heart slammed against my ribs, so hard I could hear it in my ears, feel it in my throat. I could run. Could grab my clothes from the chair, bolt out the door, down the stairs, out onto Rye Lane in my knickers and bra like a madwoman having a breakdown. They wouldn't stop me. Ray had made that clear. I could walk away right now.

But my feet stayed planted on Ray's carpet. My pussy clenched. My breath came faster, shallower.

I didn't want to run.

The door opened, and my whole body went tight.

Ray came in first. His eyes locked on me straightaway, and I felt it everywhere, that look. He stopped just inside the doorway, and I watched him take me in: my face first (probably red already, my cheeks burning), then down to my tits (nipples hard enough to show through the lace, Christ, he could see everything), my stomach (sucked in without meaning to, some stupid reflex), my pussy (completely visible through the see-through knickers, oh God, could he see how wet I already was?), the stockings, my bare feet on his carpet. Then back up to my face.

He didn't smile. Didn't say anything. But his jaw went tight, and his eyes did this thing, this darkening, and I knew. He liked what he saw. He wanted it. Wanted me.

And I was already wet from just that look.

"Fuck me," Charles said from behind him, stepping into view. He whistled low, that cocky grin spreading across his face like he'd just won something. "Look at you, darling. Fit as fuck."

Diane slipped in next, closing the door behind her with a soft click that felt final, like I'd just been sealed into something I couldn't escape. Not that I wanted to. She was wearing a black silk robe that ended mid-thigh, her legs bare underneath, no stockings, just smooth dark skin. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, and she smiled at me, warm and genuine, like she was proud.

"You look beautiful, babe."

Jake came in last. Hovered near the door like he wasn't sure he was allowed to be here, like he needed permission just to enter the room. His eyes were already glassy, pupils blown wide, and the small bulge in his grey joggers was pathetic, hardly tenting the fabric. He stared at me like he'd never seen me before.

Maybe he hadn't. Not like this.

Ray sat on the edge of the bed, his grey joggers riding low on his hips, white vest tight across his chest. He gestured to the space in front of him with two fingers, a casual summons.

"Come here, Emma."

I walked over. Each step felt deliberate, hyper-aware of how I moved in the stockings, how my tits shifted in the tiny bra, how their eyes tracked me across the room. When I stopped in front of Ray, close enough to feel the heat coming off him, I could smell his aftershave. Old Spice. Familiar now. Almost comforting in how normal it was, like this was just a regular Friday night and not the start of forty-eight hours of being used.

"Last chance," Ray said. His voice was calm, even, like we were discussing what to order for takeaway. "You don't have to do this. You can walk out right now, no hard feelings, we'll figure something else out for the debt."

I looked at him. Then at Charles, who was watching me with hunger written all over his face, his hand already adjusting himself through his tracksuit bottoms. Then at Diane, who nodded slightly, encouraging, her smile saying you can do this, babe. Then at Jake, who looked like he might come in his joggers just from standing there, just from seeing me like this.

"I want to do this," I said. My voice didn't shake. Good. I needed them to know I meant it.

"You sure?" Ray asked. His eyes searched mine. "Forty-eight hours, darling. We're going to use you. All of us. When we want, how we want. It'll be rough sometimes. You need to be sure."

"I'm sure."

Charles stepped closer, folded his arms across his bare chest. He wasn't wearing a shirt, just black tracksuit bottoms slung low, showing off the V of muscle that disappeared into his waistband, that line of dark hair leading down. "We'll take care of you too, yeah? Food, water, rest when you need it. But when we want you, you're ours. Can you handle that?"

I looked directly at Jake whilst I answered. "Yes. I can handle it."

Jake's breath hitched. His hand twitched towards his crotch, then dropped like he'd caught himself, like he was embarrassed. But I could see it. The wet patch already forming.

Diane moved to stand beside Ray, her hand resting on his shoulder, casual, possessive. "You're not just a toy, Emma. You're a person. We're going to check in with you, make sure you're alright. If it gets too much, if you need to stop, you say so. Immediately. Understood?"

"Understood."

Ray reached out. His hand slid up my thigh, over the stocking, feeling the texture of the lace, then higher, over the lace top onto bare skin. I shivered. His palm was warm, rough with calluses, and my skin prickled under his touch like tiny electric shocks. He kept going, over my hip, his fingers hooking into the waistband of my knickers.

He looked up at me. "You wet already?"

My face burned, but I nodded. "Yeah."

"Let's see then."

Ray pulled my knickers down slowly. Peeling the sheer lace over my hips, down my thighs, letting them drop to my ankles. I stepped out of them, and he picked them up, held them in his hand for a moment. The gusset was soaked through, darker than the rest of the fabric, clinging damply to his fingers. He showed them to Charles and Diane.

"Gagging for it," Charles said, his grin widening. "Fuck, Ray, she's ready."

She's stood right here, you prick. But I didn't say it. Just stood there, naked except for the bra and stockings, whilst they examined the evidence of how turned on I was.

Ray dropped my knickers on the floor and gestured to Charles. "Take her bra off."

Charles moved behind me, and I felt his body heat against my back before his hands even touched me. Then his fingers were at the clasp, and he unhooked it roughly. It pinged open, the elastic snapping against my skin, and he pulled it off my shoulders, tossing it aside without ceremony like it was rubbish.

My tits were bare now. Nipples hard and aching, and the cool air in the room made them tighten even more, so sensitive I could feel the air itself.

Diane stepped forward. Her hands slid over my breasts, cupping them gently, her palms warm and soft. Her thumbs brushed my nipples, and I gasped. Couldn't help it. It felt so good, that light touch, and my pussy clenched in response.

"Perfect," Diane murmured. Her voice was low, intimate, like she was sharing a secret. "Absolutely perfect."

Ray stood. Looked me over again, slower this time, taking in every inch. "Leave the stockings on. I like the look."

He pointed to the bed. "Lie down."

I climbed onto the bed. The duvet was soft and cool against my back as I lay down, and I stared up at the ceiling for a second, trying to steady my breathing. Then I tilted my head to look at them.

All three of them stood at the foot of the bed, staring at me. Ray in the centre, Charles to his left, Diane to his right. Jake was still by the door, his hand pressed flat against the front of his joggers, holding himself like he might explode if he let go.

Christ. This is actually happening. I'm on Ray's bed. Nearly naked. Stockings still on but nothing else. Three people staring at me like I'm dinner. And Jake by the door, probably about to spunk himself already just from looking.

Ray pulled his vest over his head in one smooth motion, tossed it onto the chair. His chest was broad, muscular, a few scars I'd never asked about. Greying hair across his pecs. He pushed his joggers and boxers down together, kicked them off, and his cock sprang free.

Thick. Dark. Already hard.

My pussy clenched at the sight of it. I'd had that inside me before, multiple times now, but it still made my breath catch. Still made me wonder how it fit, how my body opened for something that big.

"Charles. Diane. Get undressed."

Charles didn't need telling twice. He shoved his tracksuit bottoms down, stepped out of them, stood there completely naked and utterly shameless. His cock was just as impressive as Ray's, maybe a bit longer, and it jutted out from his body like a weapon. Like something designed to hurt in the best possible way.

Diane let her silk robe slide off her shoulders, pooling at her feet like liquid. Underneath she was completely naked, her body curvy and confident. Her tits were full and heavy, nipples dark and hard. Wide hips. Thick thighs. She didn't look embarrassed or shy. She looked like a woman who knew exactly how good she looked and was used to being desired.

Jake shifted by the door, and Ray glanced at him.

"Stay dressed, Jake. You're not part of this. You're here to watch."

Jake's face flushed, but he nodded quickly. "Yeah. Course. I'll just—"

"Just stand there and keep your mouth shut unless we tell you otherwise."

"Right. Yeah."

Pathetic. But that wet patch was spreading.

Ray climbed onto the bed. The mattress dipped under his weight as he positioned himself between my legs. He spread them wide with his hands, looking down at my pussy. Smooth. Wet. Pink. Completely bare and exposed. His fingers traced over my inner thigh, barely touching, and it made me squirm, made my hips shift involuntarily.

"Look at that," he said, almost to himself. "Ready for us, aren't you, darling?"

"Yes."

He lined himself up. I felt the head of his cock press against me, blunt and hot, and then he pushed in.

Fuck. Oh fuck.

The stretch burned, that too-full ache I'd only ever felt with him, with Ray, never with Jake. My body resisted for half a second, then opened, and he slid deeper. Inch by inch. Thick, Christ, so thick, filling me in a way that made my toes curl against the duvet, made my back arch off the bed without meaning to.

Ray didn't stop until he was all the way in, his hips pressed tight against mine, his cock buried so deep I could feel it in my stomach. Every. Single. Inch.

I couldn't breathe properly. Couldn't think. Just that fullness, that pressure, that wrongness of how fucking good it felt.

He started moving. Slow and deep, his hands gripping my thighs hard enough to bruise. Each thrust was deliberate, controlled, like he was reminding my body who it belonged to. Like he was claiming me all over again.

The bed creaked under us. I could hear my own breathing, ragged and desperate, mixing with Ray's low grunts. Could hear the wet sounds of him sliding in and out of me, my pussy so slick it was obscene.

The bed shifted. I felt it before I saw her, Diane climbing up beside me whilst Ray was still inside me, still fucking me with those deep, slow strokes that made my whole body shake.

She straddled my face. Just did it, confident, like she knew I wouldn't say no. Her thighs bracketed my head, soft and warm, and I could smell her straightaway. Musky, yeah, but not just that. Deeper. Richer. The smell of a woman who was already turned on, already wet, and wanted my mouth.

She lowered herself onto me, her pussy pressing against my lips, and I didn't even think about it. I just opened. Let her in. My tongue found her clit, and she made this low, satisfied sound that went straight to my pussy, made me clench around Ray's cock.

Ray's cock inside me. Filling me. And Diane's pussy on my tongue, her thighs either side of my head, her weight pressing down. I couldn't breathe properly, not really. Just snatches of air between licks, between the moments when she lifted slightly. But I didn't care. Didn't want to stop.

Diane rocked her hips, grinding against my mouth, her hands braced on the headboard. "That's it, babe. Just like that. Fuck, you're good at this."

Ray picked up the pace. Fucking me harder now, the bed creaking louder, the headboard starting to knock against the wall. His grip on my thighs tightened, pulling my legs wider, opening me up completely. I was split between them, Diane above, Ray below, and I couldn't think, couldn't process anything except sensation.

Charles stood beside the bed. His hand wrapped around his cock, wanking slowly whilst he watched both of us. Watched Ray's cock sliding in and out of me. Watched my face buried between Diane's legs. His other hand came down, his fingers tangling in my hair, tugging gently.

"Jake," Ray said, his voice rough. "Get over here. I want you to see this properly."

Jake moved closer. I heard his footsteps, hesitant, shuffling, until he was standing right beside the bed. From where he was, he could see everything. Ray's cock sliding in and out of me, my pussy stretched around him, the way my hips lifted to meet each thrust. He could see Diane's arse, my face buried between her legs, my tongue working her clit.

"You ever make her feel like this, Jake?" Ray asked. His rhythm was relentless now, pounding into me, the force of it making my whole body jolt.

Jake's voice was barely a whisper. "No."

"Course you fucking didn't."

Ray's breathing changed. His thrusts got rougher, less controlled, more desperate. I could feel him getting close, his cock thickening inside me, his hands bruising my thighs, his whole body tensing.

"Where d'you want me, Emma?" he grunted.

I pulled my mouth away from Diane's pussy just long enough to gasp out, "Inside. Finish inside me."

Ray slammed into me hard. Once, twice, three more times, each thrust driving me up the bed, and then he groaned low and deep as he came. I felt the heat of his cum flooding me, his cock pulsing, his whole body going rigid above me.

Diane climaxed a moment later. Her thighs clamped around my head, her pussy spasming against my tongue, and she cried out. Loud, unashamed, grinding down on my face until she'd wrung every last bit of pleasure out of her orgasm. My face was soaked, her juices dripping down my chin, and I kept licking, kept working her through it until she finally lifted off me.

Then she climbed off, and Ray pulled out.

I lay there, gasping for air. My face was wet with Diane's juices, sticky and cooling. Ray's cum was already leaking out of my pussy onto the duvet, this warm trickle I could feel running down towards my arse.

"Fuck," I breathed.

I'd barely caught my breath when Charles grabbed me. No warning. Just hands on my hips, rough and strong, flipping me over like I weighed nothing. Face down. Arse up. The duvet smelled like Ray, like sweat and sex and cum, and I barely had time to brace myself before Charles positioned me, spreading my thighs wider, tilting my hips exactly how he wanted them.

Then he pushed in. Hard. Fast. No easing, no build-up, just his cock driving into me in one brutal thrust.

I cried out. The sound came out muffled, my face pressed into the duvet. It hurt. Fuck, it hurt. But it also felt insane, this overwhelming fullness after Ray had just been inside me, my pussy still sensitive, still slick with Ray's cum. Charles was bigger than Jake ever was, rougher than Ray ever got, and he just took what he wanted.

I felt split open. Conquered. Used.

And my pussy clenched around him like it never wanted him to stop.

Charles started pounding me. One hand on my hip, the other tangling in my hair, pulling my head back so my neck arched, so my back curved deeper. Each thrust felt like it was splitting me open, too much, too deep, but I didn't want him to stop. Didn't want him to be gentle.

"Fuck, she's tight," Charles grunted. "Even after Ray."

Diane lay down beside me. Her face was level with mine, and she kissed me gently. Her lips were soft, her tongue sweet, and the contrast between her tenderness and Charles's brutality made my head spin. She kissed me like I was precious whilst Charles fucked me like I was a toy.

"You're doing so well," Diane whispered against my mouth. "So fucking well, babe."

Ray sat in the armchair now, watching. His cock was already starting to harden again, thickening against his thigh. He looked at Jake.

"You enjoying this, son? Watching your wife get fucked like this?"

Jake nodded. His hand moved faster over the bulge in his joggers, frantic now.

Charles reached around whilst he was still pounding me, his fingers finding my clit, and he rubbed it. Rough. No finesse, just hard, demanding circles that sent sparks shooting through me.

Oh fuck. Oh fuck, I'm going to—

My body locked up, every muscle going tight at once. The orgasm hit me like a train, this white-hot wave that started in my clit and exploded outwards. My pussy clenched around Charles's cock, gripping him so tight I felt him grunt behind me, and I couldn't control it, couldn't stop it. My thighs shook. My fingers clawed at the duvet. I think I screamed, but it came out muffled because Diane was kissing me, swallowing the sound, holding my face gently whilst Charles fucked me through it.

I couldn't think. Couldn't breathe. Just wave after wave of pleasure, so intense it almost hurt, my whole body shaking like I was coming apart.

"Look at her face, Jake," Ray said. "Look at how she comes when a real man fucks her."

Jake was staring. His eyes glassy, his hand moving frantically now inside his joggers.

Charles pulled out suddenly. His cock slipped free with a wet, obscene sound, and I felt the emptiness immediately, this aching void.

"Stay still," he ordered.

He wanked himself fast, aiming at my arse and lower back, and came with a grunt. I felt his cum splatter across my skin, hot and thick, dripping down onto the lace tops of my stockings, running in rivulets down my arse crack.

Charles slapped my arse hard. The sound cracked through the room, and I jolted. "Good girl."

I collapsed onto the bed. Face down, trembling. I could feel cum everywhere. Ray's leaking from my pussy, running down my inner thighs. Charles's cooling on my back and arse, dripping down into the ruined lace of my stockings, pooling in the small of my back.

I must look a state. Hair a mess, makeup smeared, covered in cum and sweat. And we've only just started.

Diane stroked my hair. Her touch was gentle, soothing. "You did brilliantly, Emma. Absolutely brilliantly."

Ray appeared beside the bed with a bottle of water. Jake had brought towels, scrambling to be useful, his face flushed and his joggers tented obscenely.

I drank. The water hit my raw throat, cool and soothing, and my hand shook as I held the bottle. I could taste Diane on my lips still, mixed with the water.

"You alright?" Ray asked. His voice was serious now, checking in properly.

I nodded. "Yeah. Tired already, but yeah."

"We'll take a break. Hour or so. Let you rest, get cleaned up. Then we'll go again."

Diane suggested a shower, and I nodded gratefully.

Before we left, Ray gestured to my stockings. "Take them off."

I peeled them down slowly. Everyone was watching. They were laddered, cum-stained, completely ruined. I dropped them on the floor next to my knickers and bra.

"You won't need clothes for the rest of the weekend," Ray said. "Naked the whole time, except when you're resting."

I stood there. Completely bare now. No barriers, no protection, nothing between me and them. I met his eyes.

That's it then. No more pretending to be dressed. No more hiding behind fabric. Just me. Naked. Theirs. For two more days.

And I'm not scared. I'm excited.

Diane took my hand, led me towards the ensuite. I glanced back at Jake. He was sitting in the chair now, a wet patch spreading across the front of his joggers, dark and obvious. He'd already come, just from watching. Pathetic.

Ray and Charles were on the bed, chatting about football like they hadn't just fucked me minutes apart, like this was normal, like I was just furniture.

This is my life now.

And I fucking love it.

The bathroom door closed behind us, and the shower started running.
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Fist and Submission

I was flat on my back in Ray's bed, staring at the crack in the ceiling, the one that ran from the light fitting all the way to the window. I'd traced every inch of it with my eyes over the past... fuck knows how many hours. My body ached. Not surface ache, not gym ache. Deep ache, the kind that settles into your bones and won't fucking shift.

My cunt was so sore I couldn't move without wincing. Every tiny shift sent a sharp ache through me. My arsehole throbbed, still feeling stretched, used. My jaw felt like I'd been to the dentist and had it propped open for hours, that same deep muscle ache. My thighs were shaking, just trembling on their own, and my nipples were raw, tender from all the sucking and biting and twisting they'd had.

I didn't need to look to know what I'd find. Bruises on my hips in the shape of fingers where Ray and Charles had gripped me. A bite mark on my shoulder, Charles's teeth marks still visible. Diane's hickeys scattered across my tits. Dried cum in my hair, on my thighs, in places I'd missed when I'd tried to clean up in the shower.

I looked like I'd been fucked by three people for twenty-four hours straight.

Because I had.

Could I actually do another twenty-four hours of this?

Yeah. Course I fucking could. I'd come this far, hadn't I? Ten grand. We were nearly there. One more day of being Ray's, Charles's, Diane's... fuck it, I could handle one more day.

I heard voices downstairs. Ray's low rumble, Charles's sharper tone, Diane's laugh. Jake's quieter voice responding to something, eager and pathetic like always. They were in the kitchen. Probably sorting food. My stomach growled. When had I last eaten? Lunch? Some kind of sandwich Diane had brought up. Hours ago.

The bedroom smelled like sex. Thick with sweat and cum and the overwhelming stink of bodies. The sheets were tangled beneath me, stained with fluids I didn't want to think about too hard. Pillows scattered on the floor, empty water bottles and a chocolate wrapper on the bedside table.

Footsteps coming up the stairs. I didn't move, just lay there and waited, too knackered to do anything else.

The door opened. Diane.

She had a bottle of water, some crisps, a bar of chocolate. And a bottle of lube. The lube was what caught my eye. My stomach did a little flip.

What the fuck now?

She sat on the edge of the bed, her robe falling open just enough that I could see the curve of her breast. She stroked my hair, and the gentleness of it nearly made me cry. So different from the way she'd had her fingers inside me earlier, working that dildo from Ray's drawer into my arse while Charles fucked my cunt.

"Here, babe. Drink."

She handed me the water. I sat up slow, every muscle screaming at me to stay down, to not move, to just lie there forever. I drank. Christ. I hadn't realised how thirsty I was. The water hit my raw throat, and I felt it all the way down, cool and soothing. I'd been screaming. A lot. More than I'd thought. I drained half the bottle before I came up for air, gasping.

Diane unwrapped the chocolate, broke off a piece, fed it to me like I was a child. The sweetness exploded on my tongue, and I nearly moaned.

"You need to keep your energy up," she said. Her voice was warm, genuine. "How you feeling, babe?"

"Sore," I admitted. My voice came out hoarse, wrecked. "Everything hurts. But I'm alright."

"Nothing too much yet?"

I shook my head. "I want to keep going."

She smiled, and I saw something flicker in her eyes. Pride, maybe. She stroked my cheek, her thumb brushing away the smudged mascara beneath my eye. Panda eyes, just like I'd known I'd have.

"Good girl," she murmured. "I'm proud of you, Emma. Properly proud. Most women couldn't do what you're doing."

I felt a flush of warmth at her words. Pathetic, maybe, but I wanted her approval. Wanted all their approval. Wanted to prove I could handle anything they threw at me.

Diane glanced at the lube bottle sitting on the bed beside her. "I've got an idea. Something different. If you're up for it."

My stomach dropped. Something different. After everything we'd already done, the three of them using every hole I had, what the actual fuck could be different?

"What kind of different?"

Diane looked right at me. "Have you ever been fisted?"

The word just sat there between us. Fisted. I knew what it meant. I'd seen it in porn Jake used to watch when he thought I wasn't looking. A whole hand. A whole fucking hand inside a woman's cunt. It had looked impossible, like something that would break you.

My cunt clenched just thinking about it.

"No," I said. "Never."

"Would you like to try?"

My first instinct was to say no. Absolutely fucking not. That sounded impossible. Too much. My cunt was already so sore I could barely move, and now Diane wanted to shove her whole hand inside me?

But then I thought about it. Really thought about it.

Another boundary. Another thing Jake had never done, never could do, never would've even suggested. Another thing that would prove how far I'd come. How much I'd changed. And the men would watch. Ray and Charles would stand there and watch Diane work her whole fist into my cunt. They'd see me take something most women never even tried.

The thought made me wet.

I was already this far. Why the fuck would I stop now?

"Yeah," I said. My voice shook, but I meant it. "Alright. Let's try."

Diane's smile widened. She leaned in, kissed my forehead, gentle and sweet. "I'll be gentle, babe. Lots of lube. We'll go slow. You can stop me any time, yeah? Just say the word."

I nodded.

Diane called downstairs. "Ray! Charles! Jake! Get up here!"

I heard the scrape of chairs, footsteps on the stairs. My heart started pounding. They were coming to watch. Of course they were. Everything I did this weekend was a performance for them.

The door opened. Ray came in first, shirtless, grey joggers hanging low on his hips. I could see the outline of his cock through the fabric, already getting hard. Just from knowing what was about to happen. Charles followed, equally shirtless, black tracksuit bottoms doing nothing to hide the fact he was fully hard. Fuck, his recovery time. Younger than Ray, fitter, he could just keep going and going.

Jake came in last. His joggers were stained, wet patches everywhere from coming in them over and over. His face was flushed, eyes bloodshot. He looked absolutely knackered.

Good.

"What's happening?" Ray asked.

Diane explained, her voice casual like she was talking about the weather. "I'm going to fist Emma. She's agreed. Thought you boys might like to watch."

Charles grinned, wide and filthy. "Fuck yeah. Been wanting to see that."

Ray looked at me directly, his expression serious. "You sure, darling? You don't have to."

I appreciated that he asked. But I'd already decided.

"I'm sure."

Ray nodded slowly. "Alright then." He gestured to Jake. "Sit in the chair. Watch quietly. You'll get a task later."

Jake obeyed immediately, sinking into the armchair in the corner, his hand already moving towards his joggers. Pathetic.

Diane positioned me on the bed. "Lie back, babe. Legs spread. Knees up towards your chest."

I did what she said. The position left me completely fucking exposed. My cunt and arsehole both on display, both red and sore from being used all day. I could feel their eyes on me. All three of them. Ray and Charles moved to either side of the bed, close enough to see every detail. Close enough to see how wet I was getting despite the soreness.

Diane knelt between my spread legs. She opened the lube bottle, squeezed a generous amount onto her fingers. The gel caught the light, slick and shiny.

I was spread open. Completely. Diane between my legs, Ray and Charles on either side watching like it was a medical demonstration or a fucking porno. And Jake in the corner, hand already on his cock. This was the most exposed I'd ever been in my life.

And I was fucking dripping.

Diane started with one finger, sliding it into my cunt. Even through the soreness, it went in easy because I was so wet. She moved it slowly, testing me, feeling how I was gripping her.

"Good," she murmured. "You're ready, babe."

She added a second finger. Scissored them, stretching me open. I gasped. It didn't hurt, not exactly, but I could feel the stretch, my body trying to adjust, trying to open around her.

"Breathe, Emma. Nice and slow. Relax for me."

I breathed. Tried to force my muscles to unclench, to let her in.

Diane added a third finger. The stretch got more intense. My cunt gripped her fingers tight, trying to accommodate them, and she moved them in and out, working me open, getting me ready.

"Fuck, she's taking it well," Ray said. His voice was thick, turned on.

Charles made a sound, something crude and appreciative. "She's built for this, innit. Look at her."

Diane smiled, still focused on me. "You're doing brilliantly, babe. Just keep breathing."

She added a fourth finger. I felt her thumb tuck in, her whole hand changing shape, getting ready to push inside me. I cried out. The stretch was intense now, almost too much, my cunt stretching wider than it ever had. My hands gripped the sheets, knuckles going white.

Diane paused. "You want me to stop, babe?"

I shook my head hard. "No. Don't stop. Keep going."

She applied more lube, worked her four fingers deeper, twisting gently, opening me up. I felt every movement, every shift. My breathing was ragged. My whole body was trembling.

Ray leaned down and kissed me. His lips were warm, grounding me in the moment. "You're doing brilliantly, darling."

Beside us, Charles was wanking slowly, his eyes fixed on where Diane's fingers were disappearing into my cunt.

It was too much. Four of Diane's fingers. My cunt stretched so wide I could feel every tiny movement. But I didn't want her to stop. I wanted her whole hand. I wanted them all to see me take it.

Diane tucked her thumb in all the way. I could feel her hand forming a fist, knuckles pushing against my entrance. She pushed, steady pressure, and I felt my cunt stretching wider than it ever had. Wider than I thought it could.

The burn was intense. Not quite pain, but fuck, it was close. Her knuckles pressed hard against my entrance, the widest part, and I didn't know if I could take it. Didn't know if I could actually do this.

"Bear down a bit," Diane said. Her voice was calm, coaching me. "Like you're pushing. It'll help."

I pushed down. Pushed against her hand, and suddenly, her knuckles slipped past the tight ring of muscle at my entrance. Her whole hand slid inside me, all the way to the wrist.

I screamed. Couldn't help it. Just screamed.

Not all from pain. It wasn't pain, not really. It was just... overwhelming. Fullness beyond anything I'd ever felt. Diane's entire hand was inside my cunt. Inside me. I could feel every knuckle, every finger, the exact shape of her fist stretching me open.

Tears were streaming down my face, mixing with my smudged mascara. I was shaking and sobbing, couldn't control it.

"Emma?" Diane's voice was so gentle. "You okay, babe? Want me to stop?"

"No," I choked out. "Don't... don't stop."

Ray leaned down and kissed me, swallowing my sobs, his mouth warm and grounding. Beside him, Charles just stared, couldn't take his eyes off where Diane's wrist disappeared into my cunt. And Jake, in the corner, Jake was openly crying, tears running down his face while his hand moved frantically in his stained joggers.

Diane kept her fist still for a moment, letting me adjust to the fullness, to the impossible stretch. Then she moved her hand. Not thrusting, nothing rough. Just gentle rocking motions, tiny shifts.

Fuck. I couldn't describe what it felt like. My cunt was stretched tight around her wrist, gripping her, and I could feel her knuckles brushing against my G-spot with every tiny movement. My hips moved on their own, seeking more pressure, more friction.

"That's it, babe," Diane murmured. "Feel it. Just let yourself feel it."

My orgasm was building fast, faster than I expected. Different from any orgasm I'd had before, deeper, more intense, starting low in my belly and spreading outward like fire through my whole body.

Diane's whole hand was inside me. Her actual fist buried in my cunt. I could feel every knuckle, every tiny movement she made. It was too much and not enough at the same time, and I was going to come. Christ, I was going to come so fucking hard.

Ray and Charles were both wanking now, watching me, watching Diane's hand buried in my cunt. Jake was crying and wanking at the same time, completely overwhelmed by what he was seeing.

The orgasm hit me like a fucking lorry.

My whole body convulsed, locked up tight before releasing in waves. I felt liquid gushing out around Diane's wrist, soaking the sheets beneath me. I was squirting, properly squirting, something I'd never done in my life. I screamed and sobbed, couldn't control my body, couldn't control anything. The pleasure was too much, almost painful in how intense it was.

Diane kept her fist still inside me, not moving, just letting me ride it out, letting the orgasm tear through me in waves.

Ray leaned down and kissed me through it, his mouth swallowing my screams, and I kissed him back desperately, needing something to ground me.

Beside us, Charles grunted and finished. I felt his cum hit the sheets next to me, hot and thick, heard him groan as he came just from watching Diane's hand in my cunt.

Jake came in his joggers again, collapsing back in the chair, gasping and crying at the same time.

I couldn't stop shaking, couldn't stop the tears streaming down my face. My whole body was trembling with aftershocks.

"Good girl," Diane whispered against my hair. "Such a good girl. You did it, babe. You actually did it."

When the orgasm finally subsided, when I stopped convulsing, Diane slowly withdrew her hand. I whimpered as I felt her fist slip out of me, my cunt suddenly empty after being so full. I could feel myself gaping open for a moment, stretched wide, before slowly closing. Everything ached, a deep soreness settling in.

Diane wiped her hand on a towel, then lay down beside me and pulled me into her arms. I curled against her, still shaking and crying, completely overwhelmed by what I'd just done, what I'd just let her do to me in front of them all.

Ray pulled a blanket over both of us. "Rest, darling. You've earned it." His voice was warm, almost proud.

Diane's hand was out. I could feel my cunt trying to close, trying to return to normal after being stretched around her whole fist. Everything ached. I was still crying. But I'd done it. I'd taken Diane's entire hand inside me. And Ray, Charles, and Jake had all watched me do it.

We lay there, Diane holding me while I came down from it. My breathing slowly returned to normal. The shaking eased. She stroked my hair, kissed my temple, murmured things I couldn't quite hear but that sounded reassuring.

Then I heard Ray's voice.

"Jake. Come here."

Jake stood up, came over nervously. He was still breathing hard, his joggers soaked with wet patches from coming in them again.

Ray grabbed an empty glass from the bedside table and handed it to Jake. "Wank into this."

Jake blinked. "What?"

"You heard me. Wank into the glass."

"Why?" Jake's voice was small.

Ray's expression stayed calm, matter-of-fact. "Because then we're going to add water, and Emma's going to drink it down. That's the only way you get to be inside your wife this weekend, son. In her stomach."

I felt a jolt of arousal at his words. At how degrading it was. At how much Jake's cock was already getting hard again despite everything.

Jake's face went deep red. I could see the humiliation written all over him, but I could also see his cock getting hard again, straining against his stained joggers. He was turned on by this. By all of it.

I lifted my head from Diane's shoulder and looked right at him. My voice came out hoarse from all the screaming, but clear.

"Do it, Jake."

Jake's breath hitched. He pulled his joggers down, and his cock sprang out, red and sore-looking from overuse, but still getting hard. He wrapped his hand around it and started wanking.

Ray, Charles, and Diane all watched him. They were making him perform, just like I'd been performing all weekend. Now it was his turn.

Jake was wanking into a glass. For me. Because Ray had told him to. And I was going to drink his spunk mixed with water, and that was the only way he'd get near me this whole weekend. The only way he'd get inside me.

It was fucking pathetic.

It was fucking perfect.

Jake wanked quickly, desperately, his eyes fixed on my naked body. On the bruises covering my hips. On the bite mark on my shoulder. On the dried cum in my hair and on my thighs. On all the evidence of everything that had been done to me over the past twenty-four hours.

He came into the glass with a choked sound. I watched his cum pool at the bottom, thick and white, while he gasped and shook.

Ray took the glass and added water from a bottle on the bedside table. He swirled it around. Jake's cum mixed with the water, turning it cloudy, milky-looking.

Ray brought the glass over to me. Helped me sit up a bit.

I took it from him. Looked down at the cloudy mixture. I could smell Jake's cum even mixed with the water, that sharp, familiar smell.

Fuck it.

I drank it down in one go, felt it slide down my raw throat, tasted the salt and bitterness of Jake's spunk even diluted. It coated my throat going down, salty and bitter, unmistakably Jake even mixed with water. I finished it and handed the empty glass back to Ray.

Then I looked at Jake.

"Thank you, Jake," I said. I let my voice drip with condescension, made it sound almost mocking.

Jake looked absolutely devastated. And absolutely turned on. I could see both written all over his face. His cock actually twitched.

Ray waved him away. "Go back to your room, Jake. We don't need you anymore tonight."

Jake pulled his joggers up and left. Didn't say a word. Just went. The door closed behind him, and he was gone.

Dismissed. Used and dismissed.

I lay back down beside Diane, completely exhausted, absolutely spent.

Ray and Charles were already talking about tomorrow. Planning out the final day. Planning what they were going to do to me.

"We should do her arse properly tomorrow," Charles said. "Both of us. One after the other."

"And Diane again," Ray added. "Emma likes women now, don't you, darling?"

I didn't answer. Didn't open my eyes. Just let them talk about me like I wasn't there, like I was just a body for them to use.

Because that's what I was now.

One more day. I could do one more day. And then we'd have earned ten grand. Ten thousand pounds. And I'd have proved I wasn't just Jake's pathetic wife anymore.

I was theirs now. Ray's. Charles's. Diane's.

And I fucking loved it.

Diane kept stroking my hair. Ray and Charles's voices became a low rumble in the background, discussing tomorrow, discussing my arse, discussing me.

I drifted toward sleep, exhausted, my whole body aching. My cunt still throbbing from Diane's fist. Jake's cum coating my throat.

Twenty-four more hours.
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The Last Taboo

I woke up to the stink of piss and cum and sweat. The sheets under me were soaking wet, cold and sticky, clinging to my skin like they'd fused to me. My body ached... fuck, everywhere. Places I didn't even know could ache. My cunt throbbed, swollen and tender and used. My arsehole pulsed with this constant dull ache that wouldn't fuck off. My jaw felt like someone had taken a hammer to it. Breathing? Yeah, even that hurt.

Diane was pressed against my left side, still asleep or maybe pretending to be, her breathing slow and steady. Ray was on my right, one hand heavy on my hip, possessive even in sleep. Charles was sprawled at the foot of the bed, snoring lightly, his arm flung across my ankle like he owned that too.

I tried to shift, and my whole body screamed at me. Muscles I didn't even know existed were burning. My thighs trembled when I tried moving them. My pussy felt loose, gaping, like it didn't close properly anymore, like I'd been stretched so wide I'd never go back. My arsehole was worse. I could feel air inside me when I breathed, felt the soreness radiating through my hips and lower back.

The bed was absolutely fuckin' wrecked. Sheets soaked through, the mattress beneath probably ruined forever. It stank. Piss and spunk and sweat, all of it mixed together into something rank and animal and thick in the air. I was lying in it. We all were. And nobody gave a shit anymore.

We're animals. Filthy fucking animals. And I'm the filthiest of all.

Dried cum crusted my hair, my face, the insides of my thighs. My skin was sticky everywhere I touched. Purple bruises covered my hips, finger-shaped, Ray's and Charles's handprints stamped into my skin. Bite marks on my shoulders, my tits, my inner thighs. Hickeys everywhere. I looked like I'd been in a fight. Lost it, badly.

But I was still breathing. Still conscious. Still fucking alive, somehow.

Ray shifted beside me. His hand squeezed my hip, possessive even half-asleep, then I felt him come fully awake. He propped himself up on one elbow, looked down at me.

"You awake, darling?"

My voice came out barely a whisper, throat raw from screaming and moaning and sucking cock for two days straight. "Yeah."

"How you feeling?"

How was I feeling? The question nearly made me laugh, except my throat was too raw to manage it. I was destroyed. Utterly fucking destroyed. But I said, "I'm... done. Can barely move. But I wanna finish."

Ray studied my face for a moment. Then he nodded, like I'd passed some test. "Good girl. We'll do one final round. All of us together. Then it's done. You've earned it."

One final round. Christ. I didn't know if I had it in me. But I'd come this far. Forty-six hours. Nearly fucking there.

"What've you got in mind?" I asked.

Ray's smile was dark. "I want to fuck your arse. Then I want you to clean my cock with your mouth."

My stomach dropped. Arse to mouth. I'd never... fuck, I'd never even thought about doing that. It was disgusting. Absolutely fucking disgusting. But that's exactly why I wanted to do it. The final taboo. The thing Jake could never, ever imagine me doing.

I nodded. "Alright."

Ray kissed my forehead, surprisingly gentle given everything else. Then he turned, woke Diane with a hand on her shoulder. "Wake up, love. Time for the finale."

Diane groaned, stretched, her body protesting just like mine. She opened her eyes, looked at me, smiled despite the exhaustion written all over her face. "You ready, babe?"

I wasn't. But I nodded anyway.

Ray kicked Charles's foot. "Oi. Wake up."

Charles jerked awake, blinked, focused. When Ray explained the plan, Charles grinned wide. "Fuck yeah. Let's finish this properly."

Ray's voice cut through the stink and silence. "Jake. Wake up."

Jake had been sleeping in the armchair in the corner, slumped over, still wearing the same filthy joggers and T-shirt he'd had on since Friday. Multiple wet patches stained the front, dried and fresh. He stumbled to his feet, rubbing his eyes.

"What d'you need?"

"Watch closely," Ray said. "This is the last thing your wife's gonna do this weekend."

Jake's eyes went wide. He nodded, moved closer to the bed, hand already drifting toward the wet patch on his joggers.

This is it. The last fuck. Then I'm done. Ten grand. Freedom. But first, Ray's cock in my arse, then in my mouth. Arse to mouth. I've never done that. Never wanted to. But I want this weekend to end with something Jake could never imagine. Something that'll stick in his head forever.

Ray took control, started moving us like chess pieces.

"Diane, on your back. Centre of the bed."

Diane moved without hesitation, lay down in the middle of the soaking wet sheets. Didn't even flinch at the cold, wet fabric against her skin. We were beyond that now.

"Emma, on top of her. Sixty-nine."

I climbed on top of Diane, my whole body shaking with exhaustion. My knees barely supported me. I positioned myself so my face was at Diane's pussy, my pussy at her face. The position was awkward as fuck, my muscles screaming, but I held it.

"I'll take Emma's arse," Ray said, positioning himself behind me, between my legs. "Charles, you take Diane's."

Charles moved behind Diane, his cock already hardening despite everything we'd done. "Fuck yeah."

"Jake," Ray added, "stand at the side. Watch."

Jake moved to the side of the bed, hand already pressed against the wet patch on his joggers, rubbing himself through the fabric.

Diane's hands came up, stroked my thighs gently. "You alright, babe?"

"Yeah," I whispered. "Let's do this."

Diane's tongue found my pussy, slow and careful. Soft. Christ, even gentle felt like too much against my swollen flesh, but I needed it anyway. I gasped. My clit was so sensitive it almost hurt, but it felt good too. Too fucking good.

I buried my face between Diane's thighs and got to work. My jaw ached, protested every movement, but I did it anyway. The taste of her was familiar now. Comforting, even. I'd spent so much time down there this weekend, I knew every inch of her by now, knew exactly how to make her squirm.

Ray and Charles stood there, watching me and Diane go at each other, letting us be their warm-up act. Then they joined in.

Diane's tongue on my cunt. I'm so sore but it feels good. Too good. I'm licking her back, tasting her, and we're both so fucking used and filthy but we're doing this together. One last time.

Ray's hand came to my arse, spreading my cheeks. I felt the cool touch of lube, his fingers working it into my arsehole. I was loose enough now that it was almost unnecessary. I'd been fucked there so many times over the past two days, my body barely resisted anymore. Just opened for him.

Ray pushed his cock into my arse slowly, and I moaned into Diane's pussy. The fullness was overwhelming even after everything, even after all the cocks I'd taken back there. He filled me completely, stretched me, the ache spreading through my hips and lower back.

Ray started fucking my arse with slow, deep strokes. Diane's tongue kept working my clit, flicking and circling, sending shocks through my entire body.

Too much. Diane's tongue working my clit. Ray's cock splitting my arse. My face buried in Diane's cunt. Couldn't think. Could only feel. Everything at once, every nerve screaming, and I was drowning in it.

"Good girl," Ray murmured, his hands gripping my hips. "Taking me so well."

"That's it, babe," Diane whispered against my pussy, her breath hot. "You're doing brilliant."

Behind Diane, Charles pushed into her arse. Diane moaned into my pussy, the vibrations shooting through me, making me gasp. Now both of us were getting fucked in the arse whilst eating each other out, and the bed was creaking under us, threatening to collapse.

Ray and Charles found a rhythm, thrusting in sync. The bed frame groaned beneath us, barely holding up after forty-eight hours of this.

From the corner, I heard Jake's breathing, harsh and desperate. He was wanking again, despite the soreness, despite everything. Pathetic. Desperate. Mine.

Ray's in my arse. Charles is in Diane's. We're eating each other out. Four people fucking and licking and moaning. The bed's soaked and stinks and I can't think anymore. Just feel. Just take it.

Ray's hand fisted in my matted hair suddenly, yanked my head back hard. I gasped, my mouth leaving Diane's pussy, spit stringing between my lips and her cunt. Ray leant forward, spat into my open mouth.

I swallowed reflexively, the taste sharp and degrading, then lowered my face back to Diane's cunt and kept licking.

Behind Diane, Charles slapped her arse hard. The sound cracked through the room like a gunshot. Diane responded by sucking my clit harder, making me cry out against her pussy.

Ray picked up his pace, fucking my arse harder now, faster. His hands bruised my hips, gripped so tight I could feel each finger digging in, marking me. The pain and pleasure blurred together, indistinguishable, just sensation piled on sensation.

An orgasm built inside me. I didn't think I had another one left, thought I was too exhausted, too sore, too fucking used up. But it was there, rising fast, unstoppable.

"Fuck, she's close," Ray grunted. "I can feel her arsehole clenching."

Diane's tongue worked faster, more insistent, pushing me toward the edge, knowing exactly what I needed.

I screamed into Diane's pussy as I came. My whole body convulsed, my arsehole clenching tight around Ray's cock. Tears streamed down my face, mixed with the fluids coating Diane's thighs, and I couldn't stop shaking.

Diane kept licking through my orgasm, prolonging it, making it last, wringing every last drop of pleasure from my wrecked body. Ray kept fucking my arse, didn't stop, made me ride out every wave until I thought I'd die from it.

I'm coming. One last time. Diane's tongue on my clit, Ray's cock in my arse, and I'm fucking screaming. This is it. This is the end. And I've never come harder in my entire life.

As my orgasm subsided, Ray pulled out of my arse suddenly. I collapsed onto Diane, trembling, barely able to hold myself up. Every muscle had given out. I had nothing left.

"Turn around," Ray said, voice rough. "Face me."

Diane helped me, supported me as I rolled off her, hands gentle on my waist. I ended up on my knees on the filthy bed, swaying slightly, barely able to stay upright. The room spun.

Ray stood in front of me. His cock was covered in lube, traces of my arse still visible on his dark shaft, glistening.

"Clean me," he said.

I stared at his cock. Could smell myself on it, musky and wrong. Knew exactly where it had just been. In my arse. My fucking arse.

I hesitated. Just for a second.

Then I leant forward.

His cock was just in my arse. Now it's in my mouth. I can taste myself. I should be disgusted. I should fucking hate this. But I don't. I'm sucking him clean. Because I want to. Because this is who I am now.

I took Ray's cock into my mouth, tasted the lube, tasted myself, earthy and bitter. My tongue worked over his shaft, cleaning him thoroughly, licking every inch. Ray groaned, his hand tangling in my filthy hair, gentle despite everything.

I didn't gag. Didn't pull away. I sucked him properly, like I meant it, like I was grateful for it.

From the corner, I heard Jake weeping. Actually crying, tears and snot and desperate little sobs. But he was still wanking, his hand moving desperately in his joggers. Pathetic and perfect and exactly what he wanted.

Ray's cock hardened fully in my mouth. The arse-to-mouth had pushed him over the edge, brought him back to full hardness despite two days of this. Despite everything.

"I'm gonna come," Ray warned, voice strained.

I kept sucking. Wanted him to finish in my mouth. Wanted to swallow every drop. Wanted Jake to see me swallow it.

Ray came with a groan, his cum shooting down my throat. There wasn't much, he was nearly empty after two days, but I swallowed it all. Every. Last. Drop. Looked up at him whilst I did it, let him see me take it.

Ray pulled out slowly, stroked my cheek with surprising gentleness. "Perfect. You're fucking perfect, darling."

I couldn't respond. Could barely breathe. My jaw was absolutely fucked.

Behind us, Charles pulled out of Diane's arse with a wet sound. "Your turn, love. Do the same."

Diane turned, took Charles's cock straight from her arse into her mouth without hesitation, without flinching. She sucked him clean just like I'd done with Ray, her eyes never leaving his, showing him she wasn't scared.

Charles finished quickly, his cum shooting into Diane's mouth. Diane swallowed, licked her lips, then crawled over to me and pulled me into a deep kiss.

We kissed, tasting cum and arse and everything filthy between us, everything wrong and disgusting. I kissed her back, too exhausted to do anything else, but wanting it anyway.

Diane's kissing me. We both taste like arse and spunk and we're kissing anyway. Because we're the same now. Both of us filthy. Both of us perfect. Both of us exactly what we needed to be.

We collapsed together onto the bed, holding each other, bodies pressed close. Ray and Charles stepped back, both spent, both breathing hard, satisfied.

The room fell silent except for heavy breathing and the creak of the bed frame. The smell was overwhelming. Piss and cum and sweat and sex, all of it thick in the stale air, coating my throat.

Jake was still in the corner. He'd come in his joggers one last time, another wet patch spreading across the fabric, dark and obvious.

Ray looked at the clock on the bedside table. Four in the afternoon. Sunday.

"You're done," Ray said, looking straight at me. "You made it. Full forty-eight hours. You've earned the whole ten grand."

Ten grand. I'd actually done it. Survived the entire weekend. Forty-eight hours of being fucked and used and degraded and I'd made it to the end.

I tried to nod, but I could barely move my head. Diane stroked my hair, whispered that I was brilliant, that I'd done so well.

Ray sat on the edge of the bed, lit a cigarette. Didn't care about smoking in the bedroom after everything else we'd done, after the bed was already ruined. He took a long drag, exhaled slowly, smoke curling toward the ceiling.

"You're the best I've ever had," Ray said, looking at me, face serious, almost respectful. "Earned your place in this house properly now."

I managed to look at him. His face was serious, like he meant it.

"Got family coming next month," Ray added casually, flicking ash onto the floor. "Cousins. Couple mates from Jamaica. My uncle Delroy's visiting from Kingston. They'd love to meet you properly."

More men. More cocks. More weekends like this one.

I should say no. Should tell him this was enough, that I'd done my bit. But I don't. I just lie here, covered in cum and piss and spit, and think: yeah. Maybe. Maybe I'd do it again. Maybe I'd let his family use me too.

"Jake," Ray said, not even looking at him. "Help clean your wife up. Then get her some food."

Jake scrambled forward with towels and water, began cleaning me gently, his touch barely registering through the numbness. I didn't even feel it. My body was completely gone.

I closed my eyes. Thought about the ten grand. Thought about Jake watching me for two days straight. Thought about crossing every line I ever had, every single boundary, until there was nothing left.

I did it. I survived. And I'd fucking do it again.

I drifted toward unconsciousness, still in Diane's arms, her body warm against mine. Ray and Charles were beside us on the bed, both naked, both spent, both satisfied. Jake was cleaning me with a damp towel, his touch barely there, like I was something precious he'd broken.

The room reeked of sex. My body was utterly destroyed. But I was smiling.

Ten grand off our debt.

And I'd earned every fucking penny.
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The Cuckold's Contentment

Jake lay on their bed (his and Emma's, technically, though she barely fucking touched it anymore) and stared at the crack in the ceiling. That crack. He'd been staring at it for weeks now, and yeah, it looked like a river. A dirty one, brown and jagged, cutting across the yellowing plaster like something infected.

The house was quiet around him. Sort of. Downstairs he could hear Ray and Charles talking, their voices low rumbles through the floorboards. Couldn't make out the words, just the tone. Satisfied, celebratory even. They were probably having a beer, probably replaying the weekend between them. Emma's weekend. What she'd done. What she'd let them do. What they'd done to her.

His body ached. Properly ached. His cock was raw, the skin chafed and sore from two solid days of wanking. Forty-eight hours of standing in corners, sitting in that chair, hand wrapped round his pathetic dick whilst he watched his wife get used. His legs hurt from standing so long. His back hurt from that fucking chair in Ray's bedroom, the one he'd sat in whilst his wife took three people at once.

He should feel something about that, shouldn't he? Shame, maybe. Anger. Horror at what he'd become.

But he didn't, no he felt grateful.

Grateful. That was the feeling, innit? The one sitting in his chest like warmth, like relief. Pathetic, maybe, but real.

Emma wasn't in here with him. She was in Ray's room, two floors down, asleep in Ray's big bed with Diane curled up beside her. Ray had insisted on it after they'd cleaned her up in his ensuite, after they'd wiped the cum and sweat and spit off her wrecked body. Said she'd earned a proper rest, in a proper bed, not this cramped box room with its sagging mattress and damp smell.

He hadn't argued. Hadn't even considered arguing.

Emma belonged in Ray's bed now. That was just how it was. And Jake preferred it that way, if he was honest with himself. She looked right there, between Ray's dark grey sheets, surrounded by people who could actually satisfy her. People who could make her scream like that. Make her come like that.

He closed his eyes.

The weekend played back. Not like a film, no. Like porn. Like the best, filthiest, most illegal-feeling porn he'd ever watched, except it was real, and it was his wife, and he'd been there for all of it.

Emma in those black stockings Friday night, standing in Ray's bedroom with her thighs pressed together, nervous but determined. Christ, how beautiful she'd looked. How young, like she was dressed up for something she didn't quite understand yet. How completely out of Jake's league she'd always been, and he'd known it even then, watching her from the doorway, already hard in his trackies.

Emma on her knees Saturday morning, Ray's thick cock stretching her mouth, mascara running down her face, drool on her chin. Looking up at Ray with those smudged panda eyes whilst she gagged on him, utterly debased, utterly gorgeous. Jake had stood in the corner watching, joggers round his ankles, and he'd come twice before Ray had even finished.

Diane's fist. Christ. Jake could still see it, Diane's whole fist disappearing inside Emma's cunt, up to the wrist, Emma's pussy stretched obscenely around it. Emma screaming, proper screaming, not the quiet moans she used to give him. Crying and coming at the same time, coming so fucking hard she'd squirted, soaked the sheets, and Jake had come in his joggers just watching. Hadn't even touched himself. Just came.

Himself, wanking into that glass. Ray making him do it, stand there in front of everyone and tug his pathetic cock till he dribbled into a pint glass. Then Ray adding water to it, diluting Jake's pathetic load, making Emma drink it whilst everyone watched. Her looking at him whilst she swallowed, that look on her face, that condescending little "thank you" that had made Jake feel six inches tall and rock fucking hard at the same time.

Sunday afternoon. The finale. Emma on her knees, exhausted, body covered in marks and bruises and dried cum, taking Ray's cock straight from her arse into her mouth. Arse to mouth. No hesitation. No "can you wash it first?" Just opening wide and cleaning Ray's cock with her tongue, tasting her own arse on him, because Ray had told her to and she'd become someone who could do that without flinching. Someone who wanted to.

He had come so many times watching her this weekend. Lost count after fifteen, maybe twenty. His cock was absolutely destroyed, red and raw, the skin peeling in places, but he'd do it again tomorrow if they asked. He'd watch her forever if they let him.

He acknowledged it now, lying alone in this room whilst his wife slept in another man's bed. He was a cuckold. Properly. Completely. Not just in fantasy anymore, not just in his head whilst he watched interracial porn at three in the morning. This was real. This was his life.

He wasn't a husband in any traditional sense. Didn't fuck his wife. Didn't even sleep beside her most nights now. Hadn't since that first time with Ray, really. Emma would come back to this room sometimes, shower, change her clothes, but she'd be gone again within the hour. Back to Ray's room. Back to where she belonged.

Jake was a servant. An audience member. A pathetic hanger-on allowed to watch because his wife and her lovers found his desperation amusing, or useful, or whatever. Didn't matter which.

And he loved it.

This was what he'd wanted all along, wasn't it? For years, watching interracial porn on his laptop late at night, volume down low so Emma wouldn't hear, imagining her with Black men, imagining himself watching from the corner, wanking. He'd never thought it would actually happen. Thought he'd die with that fantasy locked in his head, ashamed and secret and never spoken aloud.

Now it was real. Emma was theirs. Ray's, Charles's, Diane's. Whoever Ray wanted to share her with, really. And Jake was nothing and everything at once, but it didn't matter. He had his place. He was needed, in his own pathetic way. Someone had to fetch towels, bring water, clean up after. Someone had to watch and validate what was happening by bearing witness, by getting hard, by coming in the corner like the pervert he was.

That was Jake's role. And he was fucking grateful for it.

He thought about Emma. The Emma who'd moved into this house sixteen days ago, angry and scared and resentful, clutching two bin bags full of clothes on a rainy afternoon. She'd hated him then. Properly hated him. Blamed him for losing their flat, for the debt, for dragging her to Peckham to live off Ray's charity like beggars.

Compare her then to the Emma he'd watched this weekend. Confident even in her degradation, filthy and powerful in her submission. She'd survived something Jake could never imagine surviving. Seventy-two hours of being fucked and used and pushed past every limit, and she'd made it. She'd earned that ten grand with her body, with her willingness to cross lines most people couldn't even conceive of.

Jake was in awe of her. Properly. Stronger than him by miles, braver, and he'd always known that, really, but now it was undeniable. She'd crossed lines he didn't even know existed. Done things he'd only ever seen in the filthiest porn, the kind you had to dig for. And she'd survived it. No. She'd fucking loved it.

She was incredible. He loved her more now than he ever had. Not despite what she'd become, but because of it.

She was a goddess. A filthy, perfect goddess. Not his anymore, not really. Theirs. And he worshipped her for it.

She'd done it for him, hadn't she? Well, for the debt. But also for him, in a way. Because Jake had wanted it. Because some sick, twisted part of him had needed to see his pretty wife bent over and fucked by Black men whilst he watched and wanked in the corner like the pathetic cuck he was.

Emma knew that. She'd known from the start, probably. Seen right through his weak protests and fake concern. She'd done it anyway. Kept going. Kept letting them use her. And somewhere along the way, she'd stopped doing it just for the debt or just for Jake's perverted fantasy.

She'd started doing it for herself.

That was the bit that made Jake's sore cock twitch now, lying in this empty bed. Emma enjoyed it. She'd come so many times this weekend, proper screaming orgasms, the kind where her whole body shook and she couldn't speak afterwards. Not the quiet polite ones she used to have with him, the ones where she'd pat his shoulder and smile and say "that was nice." No. These were different. Real. She'd begged for more, told Ray and Charles she needed them, told Jake to his face that they fucked her better than he ever could.

And it was true. All of it.

Jake's mind drifted to Ray's comment earlier, after the arse-to-mouth scene. Ray sitting on the edge of the filthy bed, lighting a spliff, telling Emma she'd earned her place properly now. Then casually mentioning his family. Cousins. Mates from Jamaica. Uncle Delroy visiting from Kingston next month.

They'd love to meet you properly.

Jake's cock had twitched at that despite being raw and spent. The idea of more men. More weekends like this one. Emma being passed around Ray's extended family, taking cock after cock whilst Jake watched from his corner. How many would there be? Five? Ten? Twenty?

He should be horrified by that prospect. What kind of man wanted this for his wife? What kind of pathetic excuse for a husband got aroused imagining his wife being gang-banged by strangers?

But Jake wasn't horrified. He was eager. Aroused despite exhaustion, despite his cock being too sore to properly get hard anymore. Grateful that Ray was already planning more, that this wouldn't end when the debt was clear.

How many more would there be? How many men would fuck Emma whilst he watched? Jake wanted to know. Wanted to see her do it all over again. Wanted to watch her take five, ten, twenty men if Ray could arrange it. Wanted to see her face when the fifth cock pushed into her, the tenth, wanted to see her covered in cum, dripping with it, smiling.

The debt was almost clear now. Sixteen and a half thousand down to six and a half after this weekend. One more big session, maybe two smaller ones, and they'd be square. Free. No more ledger.

But what then?

Ray's comment suggested he didn't want it to end. Didn't want Emma to stop being available just because the debt was paid. And that made sense, didn't it? Ray had invested in her. Trained her. Turned her from a nervous girl who blushed at dirty talk into a woman who'd take a fist in her cunt whilst two men watched and wanked.

What if they didn't clear the debt, though? What if they, like, borrowed more from Ray? On purpose. Bought some shit they didn't need, a car or furniture or whatever, just to keep this arrangement going? Just to keep Emma in Ray's bed, available, part of the household?

Ray would agree. He'd made that clear enough. He wanted Emma to stay part of his life, available to him and Charles and whoever else he decided. And Emma might agree too, mightn't she? She'd seemed to enjoy the weekend despite the physical toll. Despite being pushed to absolute limits, despite crying and screaming and begging, she'd kept going. Kept choosing it. And at the end, she'd been smiling. Tired and wrecked and barely able to walk, but smiling.

Jake heard a noise downstairs. A door opening, footsteps on the stairs.

He sat up slightly, listened.

Someone climbing to the first floor. Ray's heavy tread, distinctive. You could always tell it was Ray from the weight of his steps, the confidence.

Ray's bedroom door opened, then closed.

Jake lay back down, staring at the ceiling again.

Ray was in there with Emma and Diane now. Both women asleep, utterly exhausted, their bodies wrecked from the weekend. But Ray was in there anyway.

Was he going to fuck Emma again? She was probably too knackered, too sore. Her pussy and arse had to be wrecked. But maybe Ray just wanted to lie beside her, stake his claim, remind everyone whose bed she slept in now. Whose woman she was.

Or maybe he was going to wake her up. Push into her one more time. Finish the weekend properly. Emma would let him, probably. Even exhausted, even sore, she'd spread her legs for Ray if he asked. Because that's who she was now.

Jake's hand moved to his cock almost unconsciously. Stroked it gently through his filthy joggers despite the soreness, despite barely being able to get it half-hard anymore. The fabric was crusty with dried cum, stiff in places, and it scraped against his raw skin, but he kept stroking anyway.

Even now, Ray might be inside her. Even after everything, even after forty-eight hours of non-stop fucking, he's not done. And Emma's letting him. Probably not even fully awake, just opening her legs on instinct because Ray's cock is there and that's what she does now. Because she's his. They all are.

Jake stopped stroking. Too sore. His cock wouldn't cooperate anymore, couldn't even manage a proper erection. His body was completely spent, empty, nothing left to give.

He pulled the duvet over himself, still in his stinking clothes. Couldn't be bothered to change. Didn't matter anyway. No one was going to see him tonight. No one cared what he looked like, what he smelled like. He was irrelevant except as an audience.

He thought about tomorrow. Would Emma sleep all day? Would she recover? Ray had said something about a roast dinner, family Sunday dinner, all of them together. Would Emma be able to walk? Would she sit on Ray's lap at the table whilst they ate, let him grope her tits in front of everyone?

Would they do it again next weekend?

Would Ray's family actually visit? Would Emma agree to more? To strangers? To being passed around a room full of men she'd never met?

Jake thought: yes. Probably yes to all of it.

And he'd be there, watching. Always watching. Wanking in the corner whilst his wife got fucked by men who could actually satisfy her. Men with bigger cocks, darker skin, more confidence, more stamina. Men who made her scream and beg and come so hard she forgot her own name.

This is my life now. Watching my wife get fucked by other men. Serving them. Being nothing. And I've never been happier.

Jake closed his eyes, a pathetic smile spreading across his exhausted face. The room smelled like sweat and cum and damp. The ceiling crack looked like a river in the dim light from the street. The duvet was scratchy and thin.

And Jake had never felt more at home.

Downstairs, Ray and Charles laughed about something. Deep voices, satisfied, the sound of men who'd had a good weekend. The sound of men who owned everything in this house, including Jake's wife.

Two floors down, Emma slept between Diane's arms in Ray's bed, her body marked and used and beautiful. Sleeping off the weekend. Recovering so she could do it all again.

And Jake lay alone in the box room, dreaming of more weekends just like this one.

Dreaming of Uncle Delroy and Ray's cousins and whoever else Ray wanted to invite. Dreaming of watching Emma take them all, one after another, whilst Jake sat in the corner with his cock in his hand and gratitude in his chest.

This is my life. This is my place. And I'm so fucking grateful.

Yeah.

He was more than alright with that.

He was perfect.


EPILOGUE: THE NEW NORMAL


Four times I'd been to this pub. The first time, three weeks back, I'd walked in on Ray's arm and every pair of eyes swivelled towards us. Young white girl, older Black bloke; the maths wasn't hard. I'd wanted to melt into the sticky carpet and disappear.

Tonight I walked in wearing a dress that barely covered my arse and Ray's leather jacket draped over my shoulders like a brand. His hand cupped my backside as we walked through the door, and I didn't flinch. Didn't care. Let them fucking look.

Saturday evening crowd, half-full. Older couples at the bar, lads round the pool table, a few blokes watching football on the telly. Stale beer and fried food and that musty smell that every old South London boozer has, the kind that gets into your hair and stays.

Ray steered me towards our usual spot, corner booth with cracked leather seats and a wobbly table. I knew the routine now. I slid onto the bench and he pulled me straight back onto his lap before I'd properly sat, one arm round my waist. Possessive. Sure.

"What you having, darling?" His voice was low, intimate, like he was whispering filth in my ear instead of ordering drinks.

"Whatever you're having, Daddy."

The word came out easy now. I'd started using it in bed about two weeks ago, testing it, feeling filthy and wrong and so turned on I could barely stand it. Ray had groaned, fucked me harder, told me to say it again. Now it was just what I called him. In my head sometimes. Out loud when we were alone. Sometimes, like now, in public, quiet enough that only he'd hear.

His arm tightened round me. "Good girl."

I caught us in the mirror behind the bar. Ray's dark hand on my pale thigh, his grey stubble, my flushed cheeks and smudged eyeliner. We looked exactly like what we were. No hiding it.

Charles and Diane were already there when we sat down, drinks half-empty. Charles grinned at me, his eyes dropping straight to my legs.

"Looking good, darling. Ray let you wear knickers tonight or nah?"

I laughed, shook my head. Charles sighed, theatrical.

"Good girl."

Diane leaned over, kissed my cheek, her hand warm on my bare thigh. "You look beautiful, babe."

I believed her. That was new, believing compliments, accepting that I was wanted and worth looking at. A month and a half ago I'd been the girl in baggy jumpers who avoided mirrors. Now I wore dresses that showed everything and watched men stare and fucking loved it.

The barmaid came over, middle-aged, bleached blonde, seen it all before. Ray ordered without asking me. Rum and Coke for him, vodka lime and soda for me. I didn't mind. Liked it, actually. One less thing to think about.

Jake showed up still in his Subway uniform, black trousers and that stupid green polo with the logo. He smelled like bread and bleach when he got close. Knackered, dark circles under his eyes, but he smiled when he saw us.

"Alright?" He said it to the table, not to me.

Ray nodded. "Get us another round, son. And some crisps, yeah? Whatever they've got."

Jake took the tenner Ray held out and headed to the bar. I watched him weave through the Saturday crowd, and I felt... something. Not love. Not like before. Affection maybe. Pity. Gratitude that he was still here, still part of this, even though his role had changed beyond recognition.

I loved Jake. I did. But not like a wife loves her husband. He was part of the family now. Part of this strange, twisted thing we'd become. And he seemed alright with it. That was the maddest bit.

"How was work?" Diane asked, sipping her wine.

I blinked. "I don't work anymore, remember?"

She smiled. "I know, babe. I meant the house. How was your week?"

Oh. Right.

"Yeah, good. Did a big shop Monday, cleaned the whole place Tuesday. Ray's cousins came round Wednesday."

My face went hot. Ray's cousins. Marcus and Leon. Ray had texted me Wednesday morning: Cousins coming over this afternoon, be ready. So I'd shaved, moisturised, put on the little pink knickers Ray liked. Waited.

They'd fucked me on the sofa, one after the other, whilst Ray sat in his armchair smoking and watching. Marcus first, rough and fast, pulling my hair whilst he pounded me from behind. Then Leon, slower, making me ride him whilst he sucked my tits. I'd come twice. They'd both finished inside me, and I could still remember the feeling of their cum leaking out of me whilst Ray thanked them for visiting and saw them out.

Then Ray had fucked me himself before I'd even cleaned up.

"You were a good host, weren't you, darling?" Ray's hand slid higher on my thigh, his thumb stroking small circles.

"Yes, Daddy."

Charles laughed, loud enough that a couple at the next table glanced over. "Bet they fucking loved that."

Ray grinned. "They did. Said they'll be back next month."

My stomach clenched. More men. More strangers using my body whilst Ray watched and Jake pretended not to know. And I was already wet thinking about it.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

Nothing. Nothing was wrong with me. This was just who I was now.

Jake came back with drinks and three bags of crisps: salt and vinegar, ready salted, cheese and onion. He set them down carefully, sat on the bench opposite, didn't look at me. His bulge was visible through his work trousers. Already hard. We'd barely done anything yet.

Ray noticed. He always noticed.

"She's doing well, isn't she, son?"

Jake swallowed. "Yeah. She is."

I looked at my husband across the table. Twenty-eight years old, minimum wage job at Subway, watching his wife sit on another man's lap in a pub full of strangers. He should've been furious. Should've dragged me out, told Ray to fuck off.

Instead he was hard. Grateful. Pathetic.

And I loved him for it, in my own fucked-up way.

Ray's hand moved higher, fingers brushing the inside of my thigh. I knew where this was going. He did this every time we came here. Public fingering in the corner booth whilst Diane and Charles watched and Jake tried not to come in his trousers.

The first time I'd been mortified. Couldn't believe Ray would do that, that I'd let him. Now it was routine. Part of our Saturday night.

His fingers slid between my legs, and I was soaked. Already dripping. I bit my lip to keep from moaning out loud. I could smell myself, that thick sweet smell of arousal, and I wondered if the blokes at the next table could smell it too.

I glanced round the pub. Most people weren't paying attention, focused on their own drinks, their own conversations. But a few were watching. An older white couple at the bar, the woman's face tight, her husband deliberately looking away. A group of younger lads near the jukebox, one nudging his mate, both of them staring.

They knew. They knew exactly what Ray was doing to me. And I didn't care.

Actually, that was a lie. I cared. The shame was there, hot and electric, curling in my stomach. But it was distant now, drowned out by the arousal, by Ray's finger sliding inside me, curling, finding that spot that made my legs shake.

"Good girl," he murmured in my ear, his breath warm on my neck. "Just relax. Let Daddy take care of you."

I shifted, spread my legs a bit wider. Just enough. Ray added a second finger, slow and deliberate, stretching me. His thumb found my clit, brushed it light, and I had to grip his shoulder to stay upright.

Diane was watching, smirking over her wine glass. Charles had given up pretending to watch the football and was openly staring. Jake sat frozen, hands flat on the table, breathing hard through his nose.

Ray's rhythm was slow. Keeping me on edge, not letting me tip over. Teasing me. Punishing me. Owning me.

"You gonna come for me right here, darling?" His voice was low, just for me. "In front of all these people?"

I pressed my face into his neck, trying to muffle the whimper that escaped. "Daddy, please..."

"Please what? Please stop, or please don't stop?"

"Don't stop."

He chuckled, kissed my neck, his stubble rough on my skin. "That's my girl."

His fingers moved faster, just a bit, his thumb circling my clit with purpose now. I was going to come. Right here. In this grotty South London pub, on Ray's lap, his fingers buried in my cunt, strangers watching, Jake across the table with his hand down his trousers. Fuck. Fuck.

I came hard, biting Ray's shoulder to keep from screaming, my whole body shuddering. He held me through it, whispered praise I couldn't hear over the roaring in my ears.

When I stopped shaking, he pulled his hand away, brought his fingers to his mouth, licked them clean. Didn't hide it. Didn't care who saw.

I slid off his lap onto the bench beside him, legs trembling, face burning. My cunt was still pulsing, and everyone had seen. Everyone knew what Ray had just done to me. And I'd let him. I'd come for him, in front of all these people.

Jake was staring at me, eyes wide, cock straining against his trousers. Ray noticed, grinned.

"She did well, didn't she, son?"

Jake's voice came out hoarse. "Yeah."

Diane leaned over, squeezed my hand. "You alright, babe?"

I nodded. Couldn't speak yet.

Charles raised his pint. "To Emma. Best thing that ever happened to this family."

They all drank to that. Even Jake.

I picked up my vodka with shaking hands and downed half of it in one go.

The conversation moved on. Football. Diane's week at work. Charles complaining about his night shifts. Normal family chat, like Ray hadn't just fingered me to orgasm in public twenty minutes ago.

I was still buzzing, my knickers soaked through, Ray's arm heavy and warm round my shoulders.

"How was your week?" Diane asked again, patient.

I tried to focus. "Yeah, good. Cleaned the house, did the shopping. Cooked dinner most nights."

True. I'd become domestic in ways I never imagined. Hoovering Ray's bedroom, scrubbing the bath, doing everyone's laundry. I didn't mind. Liked it, actually. The structure, the purpose. During the day when Jake was at work and Ray and Charles were doing whatever they did, I kept the house running. Made it nice for them.

And when they came home, I serviced them in other ways.

"Ray's cousins came Wednesday," I added.

My face went hot again.

Diane's eyes sparkled. "Oh yeah? How was that?"

"Good." I swallowed. "They were... nice."

Charles snorted into his pint. "Nice. Fuck me, that's one way to put it."

Ray squeezed my shoulder. "They appreciated the hospitality, didn't they, darling?"

I nodded. Remembered Marcus's hands in my hair, Leon's cock stretching me, the way they'd both looked at me like I was something precious and filthy at the same time.

"They said they'll be back next month," Ray continued. "Bringing a couple mates this time. That alright with you?"

He was asking. Actually asking. Like I had a choice. Like I might say no.

I didn't want to say no.

"Yeah," I heard myself say. "That's alright."

Diane patted my thigh. Jake made a small, strangled sound across the table.

We stayed. Drank. Chatted. Ate crisps. Ray's hand never left my body: my shoulder, my thigh, my waist. Claiming me. Reminding everyone who I belonged to.

The older white couple from the bar stood, getting ready to leave. The woman walked past our table, and I saw her glance at me, at Ray's hand on my thigh, at my flushed face. She stopped.

"Disgraceful," she said. Loud. Loud enough for half the pub to hear.

I froze. The old shame flared, hot and sudden.

But Ray just pulled me closer, kissed my temple, didn't even look at her.

"Don't worry about it, love," he said, voice calm. "People like that, they're dying out. You're mine, and that's all that matters."

The woman huffed, walked off. Charles muttered "Racist old bitch" under his breath. Diane rolled her eyes.

And I realised I didn't care. Or I cared less than I used to.

I was Ray's. I was the family's. If people wanted to judge, let them.

I leaned into Ray, whispered in his ear: "Take me home and fuck me, Daddy."

His eyes darkened. "Finish your drink first, darling. Then we'll go."

We walked home through Peckham, Saturday night loud and alive around us. Ray's arm round my shoulders, Charles and Diane ahead of us laughing about something, Jake trailing behind carrying my jacket and handbag.

I was still buzzing from the pub, from the orgasm, from the confrontation. My body hummed with it.

Two months ago I'd been a different girl. Scared. Angry. Married to Jake and working at Boots and living in that grotty Catford flat, dreaming of something better but never quite believing it.

Now I was Ray's woman, Charles's plaything, Diane's student. The family's good girl. And I was dripping wet walking through Peckham on a Saturday night thinking about getting home so Ray could fuck me.

I didn't work anymore. Didn't need to. Ray took care of me. Fed me, clothed me, kept a roof over my head. In return I cooked, cleaned, and let him fuck me whenever he wanted. Let them all fuck me.

We reached the house. Ray unlocked the door, flicked on the hallway light. I kicked off my heels, felt the cold tiles under my bare feet.

Ray's hand slid up my dress, fingers finding my soaked knickers, pulling them aside.

"Upstairs," he said. "Now."

I went. Charles and Diane followed. Jake headed to the kitchen to make tea, his role, unspoken but understood.

In Ray's bedroom he backed me against the wall, kissed me hard, his hand between my legs again. I moaned into his mouth, wrapped my arms round his neck.

This was home; this twisted, filthy, perfect life.

I used to think I was lost. Turns out I was just finding my way here, to Daddy. To them. To this.


Also by Lily Corbett


Daddy’s Team: The Old Men’s Breeding Ground

"Some girls are made for nice boys and safe futures. Lacey Morgan was made for this."

Book 9 in Lily Corbett’s “DADDY ISSUES” series of hardcore age-gap and very taboo erotica.

FIND ON AMAZON

Welcome to the filthiest corner of Beeston Rangers FC, where nineteen-year-old Lacey Morgan’s boredom with useless young lads is about to be spectacularly cured by seventy-two-year-old groundskeeper Malcolm Hewitt. This isn’t your typical age-gap romance – this is raw, degrading, and absolutely unapologetic about what it is: a breeding obsession story where the girl begs for exactly what society says she shouldn’t want.

Lacey’s sick of boys who can’t make her cum. She’s been watching rougher porn, craving the intensity she sees on screen, fingering herself to fantasies of older men who know what they’re doing. When Malcolm corners her with upskirt photos he’s been collecting for weeks, offering her a choice that isn’t really a choice, Lacey discovers the truth: she walked into his trap willingly. She’s been waiting for someone like Malcolm, someone who’ll treat her like the slag she’s desperate to become.

Malcolm’s no amateur. He’s got a black leather book documenting fifty years of women he’s corrupted at this club, each one catalogued with photos and explicit details. Lacey’s just the latest entry, but she might be his masterpiece. He introduces her to cucumbers from his allotment, teaches her to deep-throat on her knees in his equipment shed, marks her with his piss on the centre circle at midnight. Every degrading act makes her wetter, proves she’s made for this.

Then there’s Liam Scott – a cocky left-back who finds Lacey’s phone and sees everything. Her texts with Malcolm, the photos, the proof of what she’s become. Liam thinks he can blackmail his way into her cunt, force her to service him and his mates Connor and Elliot. He films it all, thinking he’s in control. But Malcolm’s been playing this game since before Liam was born, and he’s got leverage of his own: photos of Liam stealing club kit, evidence of hidden injuries that could end his career.

The physio room gangbang is where everything collides. Lacey on the reinforced treatment table, Malcolm and Dennis double-penetrating her cunt whilst Liam fucks her mouth, all of it captured on camera for mutual assured destruction. Ryan’s celebrating promotion in the bar directly overhead, completely oblivious that his little sister’s being filled by six men one floor below. It’s brutal, explicit, and Lacey cums harder than she ever has; because the danger, the wrongness, the risk of discovery makes it perfect.

The Lactation Consultant: A Hucow Training Story

When desperate relief becomes total surrender, some treatments transform you completely.

Book 3 in Lily Corbett’s “TABOO TALES” series of hardcore and very taboo erotica.  ADULTS ONLY HUCOW FILTH!  

FIND ON AMAZON

Maya Chen’s body started producing milk at nineteen – spontaneously, painfully, relentlessly. No pregnancy. No explanation. Just swollen, leaking breasts that got her fired from her retail job and made every doctor she saw dismiss her as psychiatric case. By the time she found the Hartwell Lactation Specialists online, she was desperate enough to believe anything.

Richard and Diane Hartwell run a private clinic for women with conditions like Maya’s. What starts as a legitimate-seeming medical appointment quickly reveals itself as something far darker. These aren’t licensed physicians. They’re collectors, fetishists who’ve built an entire operation around exploiting young women with lactation disorders, turning desperate patients into permanent milk-producing hucows.

The first examination crosses every professional boundary. Richard’s hands on her swollen breasts, testing her production, making her come on the table while Diane documents everything. Maya knows it’s wrong. But the relief is overwhelming, and she hasn’t felt this cared for in years. When they offer her a residential weekend to “optimize her treatment,” she accepts.

By Saturday morning, Maya’s stripped naked and restrained while they drain her together: Richard’s mouth on one breast, Diane’s on the other, both feeding from her while she writhes between them. They don’t hide their arousal anymore. They discuss her milk production like farmers evaluating livestock. They photograph and video everything, cataloging her as “Subject 23” in an archive of twenty-two previous women they’ve conditioned exactly the same way.

The breeding protocols come next. Dr. Marcus Matthews – a distinguished physician who serves as the couple’s breeder – examines Maya’s naked body while Richard and Diane watch. He tests her fertility, evaluates her hips, tastes her milk. Then he fucks her on the examination table while Richard and Diane nurse from her breasts, all three of them using her body simultaneously. Matthews fills her pussy with his come while promising to impregnate her, to swell her belly and triple her milk production.

Maya signs a permanent residency contract. Two thousand dollars monthly to live with Richard and Diane, producing milk and serving their needs. She agrees to breeding protocols: multiple pregnancies with different men for genetic variation and comparative data. She consents to complete documentation including her face and full name. She accepts restraints, pump training, network presentations where other collectors will taste her milk and evaluate her potential.

The corruption is total. Maya goes from virgin to bred hucow in three weeks. Her body transforms, breasts enlarging, production increasing from twenty-eight ounces to over sixty daily. She orgasms every time they drain her now, conditioned to associate milk extraction with sexual pleasure. She calls herself their cow without shame. She begs Matthews to breed her again immediately after the pregnancy test comes back positive.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl

"Some skills can only be taught by experienced hands."

FIND ON AMAZON

When twenty-year-old Aisha Khan takes an apprenticeship at Marshall & Sons Garage, she's desperate to escape her family's arranged marriage plans. What begins as a strategic rebellion quickly shifts gears when garage owner Tony Marshall offers her a dirty deal: submit to his "special training program" or lose the job that's her only route to freedom.

Trapped between her conservative Pakistani heritage and her growing desire for independence, Aisha makes a calculated decision. She'll endure whatever these older men demand—for now. But as Tony insists she call him "Daddy" during their private "lessons," Aisha discovers her body's traitorous response to his degrading commands.

Soon, her "training" expands to include Tony's business partner Keith, wealthy clients like distinguished Mr. Winters and Indian businessman Raj Singh, and eventually even Tony's reluctant son Matthew. Each encounter pushes her further from the dutiful daughter she once was.

With each forbidden act in the inspection pit, storage room, and across every surface of the grimy workshop, Aisha finds herself transformed. The gold anklet that once symbolised her cultural heritage now adorns her naked body as she kneels before these men, her conservative upbringing deliberately desecrated with every filthy fluid they share.

While her family searches frantically for their missing daughter, Aisha's new skills earn her more than just mechanical knowledge. Her "special services" secure enough cash for a flat of her own—and the freedom to become the garage's prized Pakistani princess.

As her final "certification ceremony" approaches, Aisha must decide: return to her family's expectations or fully embrace her new identity as Daddy's Garage Girl, serving the needs of every man in the workshop. The engine's running hot, and Aisha's about to redline in ways her parents never imagined.

Will she put the brakes on her descent into depravity, or accelerate into a life where she calls all the shots about who uses her body and how? In the end, Aisha discovers the most powerful tool in the garage might be her own newfound thirst for submission.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl is the first instalment in the taboo-shattering "Daddy Issues: Forbidden Taboo Mentors" from Lily Corbett, where forbidden desires meet cultural rebellion in the gritty underbelly of working-class Britain.

FIND ON AMAZON

Daddy's Garage Band: A Taboo Backstage Romance


FIND ON AMAZON

Her mother left, but she stayed with Mum's ex-boyfriend - now the heat between them is about to ignite a forbidden passion!

During the hottest summer on record, 21-year-old Chelsea Daniels can't stop fantasising about her mother's ex-boyfriend Jake. After her mum ran off with a younger man two years ago, Jake let Chelsea stay in his house. Now she's developed an obsession with his mediocre garage band, Steel Dogz, and with Jake himself.

When Chelsea starts attending band practice in the sweltering converted garage, the temperature isn't the only thing rising. Dressed in her most provocative outfits, she captures the attention of all four middle-aged rockers, including her reluctant guardian Jake.

As the heat wave intensifies, so does Chelsea's determination to seduce the man she calls "Daddy"—not by blood, but by choice. Jake's resistance is crumbling, and his bandmates are more than eager to welcome their curvaceous new "mascot" into their world.

What begins as innocent flirtation quickly transforms into a series of increasingly taboo encounters. Chelsea discovers power in her sexuality while exploring sensations she never imagined possible with men three times her age.

For these ageing rockers who never quite made it big, Chelsea represents a second chance at the rock-and-roll fantasy. For Chelsea, they offer experience, validation, and the forbidden thrill she's been craving.

As boundaries shatter and inhibitions melt away in the scorching heat, Chelsea must decide how far she's willing to go to become the ultimate band groupie—and whether Jake will finally accept his desire for the young woman he was supposed to protect.

The sweat-soaked rehearsal space becomes a pressure cooker of lust, pushing everyone involved toward acts they can only justify in the throes of passion. When the temperature peaks, so will their depravity.

FIND ON AMAZON

Marrakech Descent: A Naïve Young Woman's Taboo Journey

Book 1 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Her gap year adventure becomes a forbidden education when a naïve English girl falls into the skilled hands of Marrakech's most powerful men. A semi-autobiographical taboo tale of age gap and interracial lust.


Starting her gap year before university, Lily Matthews steps off the plane in Marrakech with nothing but a backpack full of sensible clothes and a carefully planned itinerary. Armed with her trusty travel blog and dreams of cultural enlightenment before university, this sheltered British young woman is woefully unprepared for what awaits her in the ancient city's labyrinthine medina.

When disaster strikes and Lily finds herself alone, phoneless, and completely lost in the twisted alleyways, panic threatens to overwhelm her. That is, until Karim, a distinguished, middle-aged fabric merchant, offers her shelter and assistance with grandfatherly concern that dispels her initial wariness.

Behind his shop's ornate façade, Karim introduces Lily to a side of Moroccan hospitality never mentioned in her guidebooks. His experienced hands and silver-tongued explanations of "cultural customs" awaken sensations the inexperienced young woman never imagined possible, leaving her confused, ashamed, and undeniably aroused.

As days pass, Lily's options narrow while her experiences expand. Introduced to Karim's circle of business associates, including the intense Fayez and the enigmatic brothers Malik and Jamal, she finds herself passed between these powerful men, each with their own desires and methods of "education."

In luxurious riads and ancient hammams, Lily receives lessons in submission and pleasure that shatter her proper English upbringing. Each boundary crossed makes the next easier to breach, each forbidden experience more intoxicating than the last.

While her family receives carefully crafted emails about Moroccan architecture and local cuisine, Lily descends into a world of sensual awakening where her pale skin and innocent blue eyes make her an object of fascination and desire among men accustomed to taking what they want.

The crimson carpets of Karim's back room, the steam-filled chambers of a private hammam, the silk-draped bedroom of a luxury riad, each setting becomes another scene in Lily's rapid transformation from naïve tourist to willing participant in her own corruption.

Most disturbing of all is Lily's growing realisation that part of her doesn't want to escape. As her body betrays her with responses she can't control, she begins to wonder if these men have simply uncovered desires that were always lurking beneath her proper façade.

When the brothers announce that Lily's "education" will continue in the isolated Sahara with their cousin Ahmed, she faces a crucial decision. Return to the safety of her planned itinerary and the future that awaits her at university, or surrender completely to the dark thrills of this new path.

"Marrakech Descent" marks the first instalment in the provocative "Lily's Descent" series, chronicling one young woman's journey from innocence to experience against the exotic backdrop of North Africa, where cultural differences provide the perfect cover for the systematic dismantling of Western inhibitions.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe

Book 2 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe is the second book of Lily Corbett’s notorious erotica series, and it takes the corruption further than ever before. If Marrakech Descent stripped away Lily’s virginity and illusions, Book Two leaves her raw, branded, and bred.

Alone in the Congo Basin, nineteen-year-old Lily is handed into the keeping of a remote tribe. She expects anthropology, note-taking, and cultural ritual. Instead, she is paraded naked, mocked by jealous wives, and forced to embody the “fertility rites” she once studied in textbooks.

This isn’t romance. This is hard, unapologetic extreme taboo erotica. A wide-eyed English girl bent, spread, shared, and turned into a vessel for an entire village. Readers will watch her transform from “guest” to Mbala—the tribe’s whore, bitch, and breeder.

The men are older, darker, bigger, and utterly unashamed. Warriors drag her into the dirt, filling her throat, her cunt, and her arse. The chief—a scarred man in his sixties—seals her fate by taking her in front of the tribe, planting his seed in her teenage body.

And it isn’t only the men. The women of the tribe—jealous, mocking, predatory—force Lily’s tongue between their thighs, ride her face, and humiliate her in acts of sapphic domination. There is no solidarity here; they despise her softness, and so make her crawl.

The old professor who brought her here does nothing to protect her. He watches. He records. He asks Lily to write down descriptions of every cock that splits her, every smear of seed across her, every word they force from her lips. Her humiliation becomes his “field notes.”

What follows are graphic gangbangs, outdoor rituals, cum-drinking ceremonies, throat training, anal initiations, whipping chants, and the final baptism of her pale English body in a tribal fertility bowl brimming with seed. This is Lily at her lowest—and her most shamelessly aroused.

By the book’s climax, Lily no longer recognises the girl who left Manchester. She is Mbala now, waisted with beads, dripping cum daily, renamed as the tribe’s fertile wife. She begs to be filled. Shame is gone. Only submission and hunger remain.

Readers who crave the extremities of interracial, age-gap, exotic breeding porn will find this book the rawest experience yet. Where Book One was her “initiation,” Book Two is her breaking-in—and the marks are permanent.

This is not for the faint-hearted. This is taboo erotica at its filthiest: gaping holes, leaking seed, power abuse, ritual filth. Lily is gone. Mbala remains. Do you dare follow her to the point of no return?


About Lily Corbett
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Lily Corbett, writer of very dirty stories!


﻿At nineteen, I left Manchester with a backpack and a blog. At twenty, I abandoned my university placement and disappeared into Africa. Now, at twenty-six, I'm writing the truth about what really happens to naïve British girls who venture alone into places they don't understand – be that at home or abroad!

My "Lily's Descent" series is labelled as fiction because the publishing industry requires it. Those who have travelled similar paths will recognise the truth beneath the "story." The loss of my phone in Marrakech wasn't fiction. The shopkeeper who "helped" me wasn't fiction. What happened in that back room, and how it changed me forever, wasn't fiction.

I've changed names, combined certain men, and occasionally altered timelines. Everything else, every touch, taste, and transformation – happened exactly as written. My parents still believe I'm teaching English in Cape Town. They've never questioned why I never came home.

Why publish these experiences now? Partly for the money. Primarily because I've met too many other Western girls experiencing the same "cultural education" I received. Some fight it longer than others. None of us remain the same.

My stories aren't written to warn young women away from these experiences. They're written to prepare those secretly craving what I found, the freedom that comes from complete surrender to desires you're not supposed to have.

I also have many stories hidden away about taboo 'Daddies'… or just plain filthy stories I've either experienced or dream of experiencing.

If you recognise yourself in my journey, perhaps we've shared more than just similar experiences. Perhaps we've shared the same men.

Lily Corbett specializes in pushing boundaries with her uniquely British brand of taboo erotica, and when not writing about young women exploring their darkest desires with much older men, Lily can be found at punk gigs across the Midlands, collecting material for her next forbidden tale.

Yours in filth… Lily.

"Some girls find themselves abroad. Others lose themselves intentionally."
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