
        
            
                
            
        

    
Shared on the Beach

A Couple Stumble Into A New World

Chloe Daily


Copyright © 2025 Chloe Daily

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.




Contents

Title Page

Copyright

The Last Night

Vivid Reality

Answers

The Fire Burns

Bound

Aftershocks

Taken Again

Books By This Author


The Last Night

The last night of their vacation had been everything Gemma wanted it to be—warm sea air, a quiet dinner on the terrace, a slow walk down the beach with Chris’s hand brushing hers. Mexico had wrapped around them all week like a cocoon: endless sun, cocktails by the pool, hours tangled together in hotel sheets. Tomorrow they’d be back to normal life. Tonight, she wanted to stretch every second.

The beach was quiet now, the music from the bar a faint thump in the distance. Moonlight washed the sand in silver, and the tide crept in soft and lazy. Gemma slid off her sandals and carried them in one hand, enjoying the warm grit between her toes. Chris glanced at her, smiling, his hair ruffled by the breeze.

“Hard to believe we go home tomorrow,” she said.

“I know,” he murmured. “Could stay here forever.”

They walked in silence for a while, the hush of the ocean filling the space. Ahead, the beach darkened where the resort lights didn’t quite reach. The little watersports hut sat hunched against the line of palms, its windows shuttered, kayaks stacked like giant puzzle pieces beside it. A couple of jetskis gleamed faintly in the moonlight, their hulls tipped at odd angles.

Something shifted in the shadows. Gemma slowed, squinting. At first she thought it was staff clearing equipment, but the movement was low, hidden. She touched Chris’s arm.

“Do you see that?”

He followed her gaze. Together they edged closer, not quite meaning to, steps instinctive, breaths held.

Then the shapes resolved, and Gemma’s stomach flipped. A woman knelt in the sand, her head tilted back between two men. Even in the dim light it was obvious—her mouth working, the rhythmic bob, the way the men stood planted and close.

“Oh my god…” Gemma’s voice was barely a breath. She blinked, trying to make sense of it, but there was no mistaking. The wet sound carried faintly over the surf. One of the men groaned, hand fisted in her hair.

Gemma’s heart thudded against her ribs. She leaned in close to Chris, lips brushing his ear. “She’s sucking… she’s sucking both of them. What the fuck.”

Chris didn’t answer. His jaw was tight, eyes fixed on the scene as if he couldn’t look away. The woman moved from one cock to the other, her hands braced in the sand, her hair swinging as she let herself be guided between them.

Gemma swallowed hard, her face burning hot in the night air. She felt guilty for watching, but couldn’t pull back. The woman’s wet slurps mixed with the waves, obscene and unreal. The men shifted, sharing her, one groaning as she buried her mouth deep, then releasing her so the other could feed his cock to her waiting lips.

“Jesus Christ,” Chris whispered. His hand brushed Gemma’s, but whether by accident or not she couldn’t tell.

They lingered, caught in the moment, frozen by shock and something else neither wanted to name. Then Chris touched her elbow, urging her on. Their footsteps quickened, sand crunching beneath them as they left the hut behind. The sound of the ocean swelled, drowning out the wet rhythm they’d overheard.

They didn’t speak as they walked. Gemma’s chest rose and fell too fast, her mind replaying the image again and again—the way the woman had knelt, the men’s cocks glistening in the moonlight. She glanced at Chris, searching his face, but he kept his eyes forward, expression unreadable.

By the time they reached their room, the air between them felt heavy, electric. Chris slid the keycard through the lock, his hand trembling just slightly. Inside, the room smelled faintly of sunscreen and rum. The curtains stirred with the night breeze.

Gemma sat on the edge of the bed, sandals slipping from her fingers. She could still hear it—the slick, obscene sucking, the low groans. When Chris came to her, pulling her close, their mouths crashed together with a hunger that startled her. His hands roamed quickly, tugging at her dress, fingers pressing hard against her skin.

The dress slid from her shoulders, pooling at her waist. Chris’s lips found her neck, her collarbone, frantic. Gemma gasped, arching beneath him, but the image wouldn’t leave her mind.

When he pressed her back against the pillows and slid between her thighs, she whispered, breathless, “Chris… what are you thinking about?”

He froze for a second, hovering above her. His chest rose and fell against hers. She could feel his cock thick and urgent, straining against his shorts.

His voice came low, rough, like it had been dragged out of him. “I’m thinking about you urm…sucking cock… but it’s not just me…..It’s like earlier, on the beach….you know…… another man too.”

The words caught in Gemma’s chest. Chris had teased before, little throwaway comments about wild fantasies, usually wrapped up in some joke about threesomes with another woman. She’d never thought he meant them. But this… the way he’d said it, the hesitation before and the hunger after—this wasn’t banter. This was something he’d been holding back.

She stayed still, listening, her breath uneven as her mind flicked back to the beach. That girl on her knees, hair swinging as she moved between the two men. At first Gemma had thought only one thing—what a slut she must have felt like, letting them use her like that. But now, with Chris whispering in her ear, the image sharpened differently. The idea of two men, rock hard, turned on only by her, wanting her so badly they couldn’t wait their turn… it hit her like a rush of heat.

Chris’s voice deepened, steady now, as if the words had taken root. “Maybe not just one. Maybe even a couple. I can see it—one inside you while the other slides between your lips. The way you’d take them both.”

Her breath hitched, pulse racing. She couldn’t deny the effect his words had on her, not with the warmth pooling low in her belly.

For a while neither of them spoke, but his hand never stopped moving. His palm smoothed over her shoulder, his fingers tracing lazy patterns down her back, grounding her even as his leg stayed pressed against her inner thighs, the subtle friction sending little sparks through her body.

He let out a long, dreamy sigh. “The look on your face, Gem… the way you’d give in to it. That raw, helpless ecstasy. You’d be so beautiful, caught up in that much pleasure.”

There was such naked longing in his voice that she shivered. She squeezed her eyes shut, as if that could push the images away, but it only made them clearer. She saw herself in that girl’s place, kneeling in the sand, two men straining with need over her, and the thought made her thighs press tighter around Chris’s leg. She tried to ignore the ache it stirred, the treacherous little pulse of curiosity she couldn’t deny.

Without even realizing it, Gemma burrowed closer, sliding one leg higher across Chris’s thigh so she could grind more firmly against him. The pressure against her clit made her shiver, a needy ache taking hold.

Her mind spun back to the beach. That girl on her knees, hair swinging as she moved from one cock to the other. At first Gemma had judged her—what a slut. But now, lying here with Chris’s hand roaming her body, the memory shifted. She couldn’t stop wondering what it must have felt like. Two men hard for her, crowding close, groaning as she pleasured them both. Their cocks slick in the moonlight, their hunger focused entirely on her. The thought sent a sharp pulse through her, and she rubbed herself harder against Chris’s thigh.

Chris’s voice brushed her ear, low and husky. “Or imagine if it didn’t stop at what we saw. Imagine if they wanted more… if they took turns with you. One after another, sliding between your legs, using your pussy while the others watched.” His breath hitched. “Maybe even three of them. Each one stuffing you full, leaving you gasping, cock after cock.”

His words hit her like sparks. Her body clenched at the idea, heat rushing into her loins. She pressed down harder, breast mashed into his side, nipple aching against his skin.

Chris groaned at the pressure of her body grinding into him. His hand slipped down to her ass, squeezing the curve before letting a finger dip into the crease, brushing over sensitive nerves that made her hips twitch. His other hand drifted through her hair and down her arm, tender one moment, possessive the next.

Then he shifted, pressing his thigh more firmly up into her. The ridge of muscle rubbed her clit just right, and Gemma gasped, clinging tighter, her mind flashing with images she couldn’t deny anymore—the girl on the beach, two cocks sliding into her mouth one after the other, only this time it was Gemma, her husband’s eyes on her, her body burning with need.

“Yeah, baby,” Chris breathed, his voice thick with want. “I’d watch you give yourself to them… watch them slip between your legs, one after another. I’d see their hard cocks pushing into you, fucking you deep, filling you up while you lost yourself in it. I’d watch your face—how beautiful you’d look, the way your body would arch and grind back against them, begging for more as they took turns with your wet little pussy.”

A soft sound filled the air, and it took Gemma a second to realize it hadn’t come from him—it had come from her. She’d sighed without meaning to, a low, needy sound that betrayed just how much his words were getting to her. Her fingers began to move restlessly across his chest, nails dragging lightly through the hair there, her hunger rising as she pictured it all more vividly than she wanted to admit.

Chris shifted beneath her, rolling her gently until she was on her back. The mattress dipped under his weight as he leaned over her, his lips brushing tenderly across her forehead before trailing down her cheek. When his mouth found hers, the touch sent sparks racing through her nerves, a shiver of need that slipped out as a quiet whimper. He kissed her again, firmer this time, and she responded hungrily, lifting her head to meet him, pressing her lips hard against his. Their mouths opened and their tongues tangled, exploring with a desperate, growing urgency.

In the movement, her legs had fallen apart, and now his thigh pressed firmly into the soft heat of her crotch. Each shift of his body pushed against her clit, and Gemma couldn’t help rolling her hips, sliding herself along the hard line of his muscle. Every motion drew another shiver up her spine.

His hands moved with the same restless energy as his mouth. One tangled through her hair, massaging her scalp, teasing along the edge of her ear until she shivered beneath him. The other cupped her breast, kneading it slowly, his thumb grazing her nipple until it hardened beneath his touch.

Her own hands roamed over him, fingers gliding across the strong curve of his shoulder, down the swell of his bicep, then up into his hair, pulling him closer.

They kissed like that for long minutes, mouths locked together, tongues sliding, breaths mingling. And though her body was entirely caught up in him—the weight of him pressing her down, the friction building between her thighs—her mind wasn’t fully there. Part of her was still replaying the things he had whispered earlier. The girl on the beach with two men at once. The way he’d described her being filled, used, adored. Those words and images threaded themselves through every kiss, every touch, making Gemma’s lust swell until she could hardly tell whether it was Chris’s hands on her body or the pictures in her head that had her writhing beneath him.

Chris kissed her harder, his tongue stroking hers, his hand tight in her hair. When he finally pulled back just enough to speak, his lips hovered against her mouth, his breath hot and ragged.

“Close your eyes,” he whispered. “Picture it, Gem… you, lying back on a bed, your legs spread wide open.”

She obeyed without meaning to, her lashes fluttering shut, the image forming instantly.

“There are men around you,” Chris went on, his voice low, insistent. “Not just one. Four of them. Hard cocks in their fists, all staring at you. All wanting you.” His thigh pressed harder against her clit, grinding the vision deeper into her mind.

Gemma whimpered, the sound caught between their mouths. Her hips rolled without her telling them to.

“One climbs on top of you,” Chris murmured. “Pushes into you deep, filling your pussy until you’re moaning. And when he’s done, another takes his place. Then another. Cock after cock, each one using you, filling you, cumming inside you while the next waits his turn.”

Her breath came sharp, chest rising against his hand as he kneaded her breast. The words soaked into her like fuel, her imagination running wild until it felt almost real—the weight of men above her, the stretch of them one after another, the unbearable pleasure of being wanted that much.

A broken moan escaped her throat. Her hips rubbed harder against his thigh, her body straining, desperate. She clutched at his shoulder, nails digging in as if to anchor herself.

She was so wrapped up in the fantasy he was spinning for her that when Chris suddenly pulled back, breaking their kiss, it shocked her. For a heartbeat she froze, her mouth still parted, trembling as though she could still feel him whispering the images into her.

As Chris’s lips trailed lower, soft and deliberate, Gemma let herself melt beneath him. He pressed a path down her cheek, across the curve of her neck, and onto her shoulder, each kiss unhurried, teasing. Her head rolled to the side against the pillow, baring herself to him, silently inviting more. Every so often his tongue flicked out, warm and wet against her skin, making her shiver. When he circled back up toward her neck and brushed a particularly sensitive spot, a quiet whimper slipped from her throat. He caught the tender flesh lightly between his teeth, and her whole body gave a small quiver.

“Ohhhhhh,” she sighed, her breath shaky.

His mouth moved again, finding her earlobe, sucking and nibbling with infuriating gentleness. His breath spilled hot into her ear, sending sparks racing down her spine. All the while his hand kneaded her breast and his thigh pressed insistently at her crotch, rubbing with just enough pressure to make her hips twitch. Her hunger built second by second, wound tight by his touch and the pictures he had already painted in her mind.

“How would you like that, baby?” he whispered, lips brushing her ear. “Two, maybe three cocks using your pussy, one after the other.”

“Mmmmmm,” she murmured, the sound more a shiver than a word, her body arching into him.

“Yeah,” he breathed, his voice rough with desire. “One cock after another, stretching you open, filling you deep. I’d watch every second of it… watch how much you loved it.”

The words sent a jolt through her. Gemma lifted off the bed, arching, pressing her breast more firmly into his hand and grinding her crotch harder against his leg, desperate for more of the friction he was giving her.

Chris nibbled her earlobe once more before letting his lips trail lower, down over the smooth skin of her chest. He cupped one breast and drew it toward his mouth, his other hand massaging the opposite mound. His lips closed over her nipple, tongue circling, wet and teasing, until it hardened against the heat of his mouth.

“Oooohhhhhhh,” Gemma moaned, back arching, chest pushing higher, offering herself to him without thinking.

Gemma’s mind spun wildly, caught between the heat of Chris’s touch and the vividness of his words. One moment she was drowning in the sensations he stirred—his mouth, his hands, his thigh pressing into her—the next she was swept away by flashes of what he had described. Different men drifted through her thoughts, some real, some imagined, some pulled from the world of movies and TV. Faces blurred, bodies sharpened. The idea of them touching her, wanting her, using her, made her stomach twist with a heady mix of nerves and excitement.

She was picturing one of them—a famous actor whose face had stared out from countless screens—when Chris grazed her nipple with his teeth. She gasped, and then his mouth left her breast, his hands sliding up to cup and massage both at once. He leaned over her, his gaze intent, his eyes burning as he studied her.

“Would you like that, baby?” he asked, voice low and steady. “Would you like to feel another cock inside you?”

Her head lolled to the side, eyes closed, lips parted. The image in her mind snapped sharper: that TV star above her, pushing his cock between her lips while Chris watched. The thought made her breath catch, and a soft sigh escaped her throat. “Ooohhhhhh…”

Chris gave a low sound of satisfaction. “Yeah. You’d love it,” he whispered, conviction lacing every word.

He slid back down beside her, never breaking contact. One hand stayed on her breast, kneading firmly, while the other rose to her cheek, stroking her face tenderly. He kissed her softly at first, teasing, then pushed his tongue deep into her mouth, claiming her again. Against her hip, she felt the solid press of his cock, hot and hard, twitching as it rubbed against her skin. She gasped at the sticky slickness of precum smearing against her.

His fingers tightened suddenly, pinching her nipple between them. The jolt sent a bolt of heat straight through her, and Gemma moaned, low and desperate, her body arching up to meet him.

The actor’s face in her fantasy blurred and was suddenly replaced by Pete—one of Chris’s buddies she’d always secretly found attractive. She imagined him grinning down at her, angling his cock toward her lips, feeding it past her mouth as another man thrust into her pussy from below. The thought came with a jolt of heat, sharpened by memory: she was friends with Pete’s ex, Amy, and Amy had once laughed over drinks that he could go for hours and had a “decent cock to match.” The confession had stuck in Gemma’s mind, and now it flared back with startling clarity.

Her body moved without thought. She reached down between her and Chris, wrapping her fingers around the hard cock pressed against her hip. It was already slick with precum, smearing her hand as she stroked him. “God, I love your big cock,” she gasped, squeezing him firmly.

Chris groaned, his thigh driving harder into her crotch, grinding against her clit. His hand clamped down on her breast, flattening her nipple into his palm as he kneaded it roughly. He looked into her eyes, his voice hoarse with need. “You’d love three big cocks even more, baby. One after another, using you, filling you—while I watch.”

The words punched through her like a spark to dry tinder. Gemma moaned, jerking her hips up against his thigh, her hand pumping him harder as her mind spun with the image—Chris’s cock in her fist, Pete’s grin as he pushed into her mouth, another man stretching her pussy, each of them hard, each of them wanting her.

Gemma arched her chest higher into his hand, her nipples aching under his palm, while her hips rolled insistently against his thigh. She could feel how wet she was now, the slickness smearing onto his skin as she ground herself against him. His cock throbbed in her grasp, pulsing hot and hard, and she tugged at it more urgently, the weight of his desire feeding her own.

Chris suddenly broke their kiss, his lips slipping from hers. She whimpered at the loss, but before she could protest he shifted away, pulling his cock from her hand. In a smooth motion he shuffled down the bed, and moments later he was kneeling between her spread thighs. Together they’d opened her legs wide for him, but now he only teased—his hands massaging slowly up her inner thighs, his fingers brushing close but never touching where she needed him most.

Instinctively, Gemma’s hips lifted, trying to slide herself closer to his hands, desperate for contact. “Oooooohhhhh,” she whimpered in frustration, the ache between her legs almost unbearable as his touch hovered maddeningly out of reach.

Her head lolled to the side, eyes heavy-lidded, mouth parted as she panted. She peered at him through the mess of her tousled hair, his face lit with a slow, knowing smile. Her hands moved up of their own accord, cupping her breasts, kneading them, pinching her own nipples in search of the pleasure he was withholding.

Chris’s voice was low and deliberate, his words meant to push her deeper. “God, you’re beautiful, Gem. Just like this. But you’d be even more beautiful with more than me. Two cocks in you right now. One stretching your mouth, the other buried in this soaked little pussy.”

His thumbs stroked just shy of her swollen folds, the nearness torturing her. He paused, letting the images hang in the air. “Tell me, baby… would you like that? Another cock or two using you while I watch?”

The challenge in his tone was unmistakable. He wasn’t just teasing her body—he was teasing her mind, coaxing her toward the admission he knew she was too close to deny.

As the last words left his mouth, Chris finally let his fingers trail lower. They slid deliberately down the soft skin of her inner thigh until they grazed her swollen lips. Just the barest brush, then a quick dip into her slick heat before retreating again, gone too fast to satisfy.

Gemma’s hips jerked up off the bed, chasing the touch, rolling hungrily toward his hand. “Uuuuhhhhhh,” she whimpered, the sound spilling out without thought.

Her own hands clutched at her breasts now, squeezing the tender weight, thumbs and fingers rolling her hardened nipples until the sharp ache made her gasp. She writhed beneath him, chest heaving, every breath coming faster as Chris hovered above her, his eyes locked on her flushed body.

He teased her again, fingers sweeping down once more, just barely parting her folds, skimming the slickness that betrayed how badly she wanted him. The fleeting contact sent another jolt through her, a groan tearing from her throat—half frustration, half pleasure.

Chris’s smile was wicked, his voice a low whisper as his hand withdrew again. “Say it, baby… tell me you want more than just me.”

Chris shifted lower between her spread thighs, his weight pressing into the mattress. Through the haze of her half-lidded eyes and the curtain of her messy bangs, Gemma watched him sink down toward her center until his face disappeared from view. His hands stayed at her inner thighs, caressing, stroking, guiding her open for him.

Then she felt it—his breath, hot and deliberate, washing over her swollen lips. The warmth alone made her tremble. When his tongue flicked out and grazed her clit, sharp and precise against the stiff nub, Gemma gasped out a long, shuddering sigh. “Oooohhhhhh…” Her hands flew to her breasts, clutching them, kneading with more urgency.

Chris pressed closer, his thumbs sliding forward to part her folds, stroking gently at the edges of her slick entrance. His tongue teased her clit again, rolling it beneath wet, relentless strokes that sent sparks racing through her nerves.

Her hips rose and fell in answer, gyrating against his mouth, humping toward every flick and lap. His touch inflamed her further, building the ache until she was straining for more.

Gemma’s own hands worked feverishly at her breasts, squeezing the soft mounds, tugging and rolling her nipples until they throbbed. Her head tossed side to side on the pillow, hair spilling wild around her face. She panted through parted lips, her moans breaking free between bites of her lower lip, every sound betraying how close his teasing was driving her to the edge.

For a while, every thought Chris had planted in her mind dissolved beneath the flood of sensation. His mouth on her pussy eclipsed everything else, pulling her into the raw immediacy of his tongue. Heat bloomed deep inside her, spreading fast, dragging her toward an orgasm that was clawing its way up through her body.

She groaned helplessly, moaning as her hips rocked and rolled, grinding her clit against the relentless strokes of his tongue. Every flick, every lap made her sharper, needier, until she was chasing his mouth with frantic movements. She felt his thumbs slick with her arousal, felt them nudging just at her entrance, pressing barely inside as she thrust down against them.

“Oooohhhhhh yesssssss,” she whimpered, voice breaking. “Oooohhhhhh, yes…”

Her hands clamped harder over her breasts, squeezing the soft mounds until her nipples throbbed. She pinched them sharply, the pain and pleasure colliding, jolting her higher. Her back arched off the bed, spine bowing, her pussy pressing harder into his face with every desperate push.

Her head tipped back, hair spilling wild across the pillow, her mouth falling open as gasps tore from her throat. Her chest rose and fell in shudders as her voice tumbled out in a frantic rhythm.

“Oooohhhhhh yesss… oh God yes… eat my pussy, Chris, eat my pussy. Lick my clit, baby—lick it, eat it—don’t stop, don’t stop!”

Her cries filled the room, the words pouring out of her as his tongue and thumbs pushed her closer and closer to the breaking edge.

Her orgasm teetered on the brink, her body rocking with the unbearable tension. One hand tore away from her breasts and clutched the back of Chris’s head, forcing his mouth harder against her pussy. Her hips bucked up into him, desperate, demanding. His tongue flattened over her clit, dragging the hood aside and grinding mercilessly against the swollen nub.

Chris pulled back just enough to growl into her slick flesh, his voice low and rough. “Imagine it now, baby… a big cock in your mouth while I’m licking your clit. You moaning around it, drooling on it, while I watch you lose control.”

That single image crashed through her restraint.

“Oooooohhhhhh Gooooodddd, yeeeeessssssss!” she screamed, the sound tearing out of her as the orgasm detonated inside her. White-hot jolts ripped through her nerves, wave after wave. Her hips thrashed wildly against his face, her ass quivering, her thighs trembling.

Her back arched high, head thrown back, mouth open in a silent gasp before another cry ripped free. “Uuuuuuhhhhhhgggggggggghhhhhh!”

Her whole body shook as the climax consumed her, surging again and again. She moaned helplessly, her voice breaking as she gasped for breath. “Ooohhhh… ooohhhh… ohhhh God, yes… ohhhh yesssssss!”

Chris held her there, tongue relentless, feeding every aftershock, his words still echoing in her head—the thought of another cock filling her mouth as she came undone beneath him.

Chris’s mouth was relentless. His tongue licked and swirled with precision, every flick dragging fire across her clit, every lap timed perfectly to her desperate movements. His thumbs held her folds apart, massaging just inside her entrance, spreading her open while he devoured her. He mumbled low into her pussy, and the vibrations of his throat buzzed straight up into her clit, making her whole body spasm.

Gemma arched high off the bed, her hips grinding wildly against his face as the orgasm tore through her. She rode it for long, endless seconds, gasping and moaning, crying out between sharp bites of her bottom lip. “Oh God, Chris… lick me, baby… eat my pussy… ohhhh yesss, don’t stop…”

But he didn’t just hold her at the peak—he pushed her beyond it. His tongue never slowed, never gentled. He kept licking with the same ruthless skill even as her climax peaked and began to taper, forcing the sparks to flare up again, too sharp, too much. Her thighs quivered around his head, her chest heaving as wave after wave kept breaking inside her.

“Chris—ohhh God—stop, it’s too much!” she whimpered, her voice breaking with desperation. Her body shook violently, pleasure overloading her, twisting from bliss into unbearable sensitivity. Yet even as she pleaded, she didn’t pull away. She could have shifted back, pushed his head aside—but she didn’t. She stayed pinned to his mouth, trembling, letting him drive her higher than she thought she could go.

Her hands fluttered uselessly at her breasts, clutching at her own nipples as if grounding herself. “Ohhh please, baby—it’s too much—it’s too much!” she cried, even as her hips bucked against him again, betraying the truth of how badly she still needed it.

Gemma let out a long, shaky sigh as her hips sagged back onto the mattress. “Ooooohhhhhh God…” Her voice was weak, bliss-drenched, but still tinged with surprise at just how far he had pushed her.

She lay there with her body spent, her chest rising and falling in uneven waves. Chris’s tongue and thumbs had gentled now, still caressing, still stroking as if unwilling to let her go completely. The soft licks kept her nerves alight, each one a tender aftershock that made her legs twitch.

Her climax had left her satisfied, yet not complete. A deeper ache lingered inside her, an emptiness that begged to be filled—the heavy, familiar hunger for penetration, for the thick stretch of a cock sliding into her and pressing her full. Even through the haze of pleasure, her mind circled back to what Chris had whispered earlier, the fantasies he had planted so deliberately.

Another man. Maybe more than one. Their bodies crowding the bed, their cocks waiting to use her while Chris watched. The memory of his voice describing it replayed so vividly that her pussy clenched around nothing, her body responding before her mind could stop it.

“Mmmmmmm,” she whimpered softly, the sound almost dreamlike, as she let herself drift into the image of what it might really be like.





Vivid Reality

Chris finally lifted his face from between her thighs, his mouth glistening with her arousal. He rose slowly, settling back on his knees between her legs, and looked down at her spread out beneath him. Gemma’s body still trembled in little aftershocks, her skin flushed, her chest rising and falling as tingles rippled through her nerves. His palms stayed on her thighs, thumbs stroking through the slick wetness he’d coaxed from her, spreading it idly over her swollen lips.

“Was that good, baby?” he murmured, his voice soft but edged with pride. “Did you like the way I ate your pussy?”

Gemma’s eyes fluttered closed, a dreamy sigh escaping her as her hips rolled faintly against his touch. “Mmmm-hmmmm,” she breathed.

Chris leaned forward, his whisper dropping even lower, coaxing. “Yeah… you love having that pretty pussy licked, don’t you?” His thumbs traced her folds again, teasing her, before he drew back just slightly. His cock twitched hard between them, and his gaze burned down at her. “And now,” he said, voice rougher, “it’s time for you to suck me. You want to, don’t you, baby? You want to suck my cock.”

Gemma forced her heavy lids open, blinking through the haze until her gaze dropped to Chris. Through the mess of her bangs she saw his cock jutting out from his waist, thick and swollen, the head gleaming with precum. A pulse of heat went through her at the sight. Reflexively, one hand slid away from her breast and reached down toward him, her fingers stretching to curl around his shaft.

Chris gave a low, satisfied sigh. “Yeah, you do,” he murmured. “You want to suck my cock.”

And he was right. Gemma wasn’t like most of the women she knew. She didn’t just go down on Chris because he loved it—she loved it too. There had even been that drunken night out with Amy and the girls, years back, when the conversation had turned filthy. Out of the eight of them at the table, only Gemma and Amy admitted they actually enjoyed sucking cock. Three of the others flat out refused to ever do it, and the rest clearly tried to avoid it whenever they could. Gemma had been shocked then at how rare it seemed—because for her, the taste, the texture, the power of having a man in her mouth, it was something she craved.

Chris shifted, slipping back from between her thighs. His hands slid away from her sex as he swung around onto the mattress beside her. He reached for her shoulders, guiding her gently, and she followed, moving across the sheets until she was kneeling between his legs. Her fingers wrapped more firmly around his cock, stroking it slowly, savoring the weight of him in her hand.

She glanced up through her lashes, saw the smile tugging at his lips, the way his eyes lit as he watched her. Then she leaned down, parting her lips, lowering her mouth toward him. The swollen head of his cock pressed past her lips, hot and slick on her tongue. Above her, Chris let out a deep, contented sigh as his hand reached down, sweeping her hair back from her face, gathering it in his fingers at the back of her head to keep it clear while he watched her take him in.

“Mmmmmm,” Gemma moaned as her lips stretched around the first inches of Chris’s cock. He wasn’t huge—about six inches, with a solid thickness that filled her mouth just right—but the weight of him on her tongue and the firmness sliding past her lips sent a shiver racing through her body. Her pussy clenched hungrily at the sensation, aching for more even as she savored him in her mouth.

“Oh yeah…” Chris exhaled, his voice heavy with pleasure as he watched her lips glide down his shaft. “Oh yeah, baby. You love that. You love having a hard cock in your mouth.”

Gemma slid her lips back up, letting his cock drag slowly across her tongue until only the swollen head rested between her lips. Then she eased down again, her mouth hugging every ridge, every vein. She sucked harder, creating a steady rhythm, pulling at him with her lips as she bobbed her head. Her tongue swirled along the thick shaft, lapping up the precum that leaked from the tip, rolling eagerly over the pulsing veins as her mouth worked him deeper and deeper.

“Yeah, baby… you love sucking cock,” Chris groaned, his voice ragged as he watched her lips glide up and down his shaft. “You’d love another hard cock in you right now, wouldn’t you? A big, thick cock stretching that sweet little pussy of yours. Driving into you, stuffing you full while you take me in your mouth. Two cocks at once—one filling your throat, the other pounding your pussy. God, you’d love that.”

His words poured into her, painting vivid pictures she couldn’t push away. The images already swirling in her mind sharpened until they felt almost real. She could see herself—Chris in her mouth, another man thrusting into her slick pussy, her body being used from both ends. The idea made her clench down with a pulse of desperate need, her pussy aching, throbbing, begging to be filled.

Her arousal raged hotter with every syllable. The wetness between her thighs spread, her folds slick and swollen as her mind surrendered to the fantasy. The more he spoke, the more she wanted it—not just in her imagination, but in her body.

Driven by the need clawing through her, Gemma moaned around his cock and sucked harder, drawing him deeper into her mouth. Her lips pumped along his shaft faster, her tongue swirling with hunger, lapping at every bead of precum, stroking every vein as if she could devour his desire. Each bob of her head was more urgent, more frantic, her own arousal feeding her need to please him, to give him everything while her body screamed for more.

“Yeah, you’d love it,” Chris murmured, his voice rough with desire. “You’d love to take cock after cock in that pretty mouth. Cock after cock sliding into your wet little pussy. You’d love it if I brought other men in here, let them line up to stuff you full—big, hard cocks stretching you, fucking you one after the other. One using your mouth while another pounds your pussy. That’s what you want, isn’t it, baby?”

His words poured into her like fire, blasting through her mind and straight into her body. A hot rush of lust surged in her belly, making her clench and throb with raw need. Her pussy was dripping now, wetter than ever, the ache to be filled so strong it bordered on pain.

She couldn’t hold back. With a hungry moan, Gemma forced her lips lower, driving Chris’s cock deep into her throat. Her face pressed into his crotch as she swallowed him to the base, gagging lightly, desperate to take all of him.

“Mmmmmmmmmm,” she whimpered around his shaft, the sound vibrating against his flesh, her need laid bare in the way she devoured him.

“Ohhh God, yes,” Chris groaned, his hips jerking beneath her as her mouth slid hungrily along his shaft. “You’d love that, wouldn’t you, baby? You want me to bring other guys in here… watch them fuck your pussy while you suck me off. Cock after cock pounding that sweet little pussy of yours. You want to be stuffed full while I use your mouth.”

His words rolled over her, rough and relentless, each one drilling deeper into her mind. Gemma moaned around his cock, the sound muffled, her throat vibrating as she swallowed more of him. His hips rocked up into her mouth, pumping himself along her lips and tongue.

Precum spilled from the tip, slick and salty, coating her taste buds. She licked greedily at it, sucking harder, taking him deeper, her pussy clenching at the raw need in his voice.

“Oh God, yes, baby,” Chris gasped. “I know your pussy’s dripping just thinking about it. Just thinking about two, three cocks using you. One after another, climbing between your legs while I sit back and watch. That’s what you want, isn’t it? You want that, don’t you?”

His hand tightened in her hair, holding her steady as he thrust against her lips. Then, without warning, he yanked her back, dragging her mouth off his cock with a wet pop. The sudden absence made her whimper, breathless and dazed. He guided her quickly onto her back beside him, rolling her down onto the sheets, his cock glistening in the low light as it slipped from her lips.

“Are you all hot and wet, baby?” Chris whispered as he shifted over her, his voice rough with need. One hand slid down between her thighs. “Are you wet from thinking about what I said? Does it turn you on that much?”

His hand cupped her sex, his fingers parting her folds, dipping into the slick heat waiting for him. Instantly, his skin was coated, her juices spilling freely as her arousal seeped out to greet him.

“Oooohhhhhh,” Gemma moaned, her voice low and desperate, her hips twitching up into his touch.

Through the haze of her lashes, she caught the look on his face—pure amazement at just how wet she was, how ready her body had become from nothing more than his words and her own imagination. His fingers stroked her slit, circling, then pressed gently at her opening, finding it already loose, her sex clenching hungrily around nothing.

As his digits slipped inside, Gemma couldn’t help thrusting her hips upward, grinding herself onto his hand. Her body swallowed him eagerly, pulling him in deeper until two of his knuckles sank inside her soaked pussy. A ragged moan escaped her lips, her body begging for more, desperate to be filled.

“Fuck, you really are soaked,” Chris groaned hungrily, his fingers glistening as he pulled them back. “All this just from thinking about it. You want that, don’t you, baby? You want more.”

Gemma’s breath caught as his hand left her pussy and she watched him shift forward, positioning himself between her open thighs. His cock jutted hard and ready, pointing directly at her dripping cunt. Lying beneath him, her body burning with need, she covered her breasts with both hands, kneading them, rolling her nipples between her fingers as though her own touch might keep her grounded. Her head tipped to the side, her bottom lip caught tightly between her teeth, eyes heavy as she spread her legs wider for him. She felt the heat of his thighs pressing against hers, the weight of his body closing in, his cock hovering at the entrance of her swollen sex.

“Is that what you want, baby?” Chris whispered as he angled himself closer. “Two cocks in you at once. My cock… and another stretching your pussy wide.”

The words hit her just as the blunt head of his cock pushed forward, slipping past her folds and parting her with ease. Her juices coated him, guiding him deeper, spreading her open as his length slid into her greedy, soaked pussy.

Gemma’s head rolled back on the pillow, her lips parting as her eyes fluttered open to look at him. A long, raw moan tore from her throat, her whole body shuddering as she felt him fill her.

“Oooooohhhhhhh-uuuuuuugggghhhhhhhhhh,” she cried, her hips rising to meet his thrust, her pussy clutching hungrily around him.

The moment Chris’s cock filled her, the combination of his hard length stretching her, the flood of sensation still humming through her body, and the image of another cock in her mouth at the same time proved too much to contain. Her orgasm ripped forward, bursting free with brutal force.

Her hips shot upward, grinding frantically against him, slamming his cock deeper into her soaked pussy. Her back arched high, her hands clutching at her tits, squeezing tight as her body convulsed in waves of release.

“Ooooooohhhhhhhh Goooooooooooddddddddd!” she screamed, the cry tearing from her throat. “Oooooohhhh Gooooodddddddd!”

Through the blur of her climax she saw Chris’s face above her, a broad smile spread across his lips, his eyes lit with raw delight at the way she was coming undone beneath him. Her hips pumped wildly, her pussy clenching and releasing, sliding along his cock in desperate little thrusts as each wave of orgasm crashed over her again and again. She moaned and panted, mouth open, sucking in ragged breaths as she writhed beneath him.

Chris leaned closer, his voice rough and relentless. “Yeah, you want it, don’t you, baby? You want me to bring in other guys, let them take turns with your pussy. You want their cocks filling your mouth and your cunt, stuffing you until you can’t take anymore. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

His words slammed into her mind just as his cock slammed into her body. He pulled back and drove himself forward with primal force, the deep thrusts stoking her already shattered nerves. The brutal rhythm, coupled with his dirty whispers, sparked her orgasm back to life. The fading tremors reignited, exploding inside her again, dragging another cry from her lips as her body went wild beneath him.

“Uuuuuuuugggghhhhhhhhhh Gooooooooodddddddddddd!” Gemma cried, her hips slamming back against Chris’s thrusts. “Ooooooooohhhhhh myyyyyy Goddddddddddd!”

Her mind lit up with flashing images—different men climbing on top of her, some pushing into her pussy, others feeding their cocks to her mouth. And always, at the edge of every image, was Chris. She saw him standing beside the bed, watching hungrily as they fucked his wife, his eyes fixed on her body as cock after cock stuffed her full.

“You’d be so beautiful, honey,” he groaned above her, his thrusts growing frantic. “So beautiful with cock after cock filling your hungry pussy. So damn beautiful.”

His hips pounded into her with wild urgency, his body jerking as he lost rhythm in his frenzy. Her arched back and splayed legs made it awkward, but he drove into her anyway, jackhammering his cock into her soaked sex. Every thrust stroked her clenching walls, every plunge made her moan louder.

She felt him swell inside her, felt his cock stiffen as he buried it deep, pressing against the very limits of her pussy. His body tensed, hips grinding down hard as the first hot spurts of cum burst from him, spraying deep inside.

“Ohhh yes, baby,” Chris gasped, his voice breaking with pleasure. “So beautiful. So fucking beautiful.”

Gemma’s eyes locked on his, her voice trembling with raw desire. “It would be even better,” she panted, “if another guy was waiting to fuck me the second you finished. Sliding in right after you… while your cum’s still dripping out of me.”

The words hit him like fire. “Ohhh fuck, baby,” he groaned, hips grinding harder, his cock twitching deep inside her. “You’d love that—guys taking turns, filling your pussy with their cocks while I watch. You’d cum all over them, wouldn’t you? Your pussy drenching them, soaking every last one.”

Gemma’s answer was a broken cry, her body quaking as his release triggered another wave inside her. “Ooooooohhhhhhh—uuuuuggggggggghhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

Chris clutched at her, panting raggedly, his cock pumping inside her as they ground together, her moans mixing with his groans until neither of them could tell where one ended and the other began.

Moments later, as their orgasms ebbed away, both of them sagged onto the bed in exhaustion. Chris slipped to one side, drawing in a deep breath before leaning back toward her. He pressed a soft kiss to her forehead, then pulled her close, tucking her into his arms. They lay in silence, the room filled only with the sound of their slowing breaths.

Gemma half-expected him to say something, to bring up the things he’d whispered so vividly while they’d made love. But he didn’t. His silence felt almost deliberate, as if the words had never been spoken at all.

Eventually, they climbed out of bed, one after the other. A quick trip to the bathroom—pissing, splashing water on their faces, rinsing away the sweat of their passion—before returning to the sheets. Chris pulled her in close again, pressing another gentle kiss to her lips.

“Good night,” he murmured. “I love you.”

“I love you, too,” Gemma answered softly.

He drifted off quickly, his breaths evening into sleep. Gemma lay awake a little longer, staring into the dark, her thoughts tangled. The images and words from earlier wouldn’t let her go. Questions crowded her mind—what had made him say it, whether he’d ever bring it up again, and if it would ever be more than talk.


Answers

Gemma didn’t have to wait long for answers. Less than a week after that night—when Chris had gotten her so hot with his talk about cocks filling her—he announced he had an idea for them. A game.

He made her promise first: she had to go along with it, no questions, no pushing for explanations. The mischievous spark in his eyes told her this wasn’t just any game, and though her first instinct was to press him, something in his grin silenced her. She agreed, hesitant but intrigued, her stomach knotted with both nerves and anticipation.

As she followed him across the living room toward their bedroom, her thoughts kept circling back to that night. To how easily his words had pushed her over the edge. To how vividly she had imagined everything he’d described, as though it were real. She wondered now if this game would be connected. Half of her hoped it was. Half of her was terrified. And yet—she could already feel herself warming, her body responding even before she knew what was coming.

In the bedroom, Chris pulled out a package she hadn’t seen before. “Strip,” he told her.

Her mouth opened automatically to ask why, but the look he gave her—one brow arched in warning—stopped her short. She remembered her promise. Swallowing back her questions, she did as she was told, sliding out of her clothes piece by piece until she stood naked in front of him, her skin prickling in the cool evening air.

From the package, he produced the first item: a pair of plain white cotton panties. At a glance, they looked ordinary enough, though the thin side strings made them skimpy compared to her usual pairs. She slipped them on quickly, eager to comply, never noticing the small detail that set them apart.

“Lay back. Stretch out,” Chris instructed.

Gemma climbed onto the bed, her pulse quickening. She lay down, arms and legs extended, and watched as Chris revealed the next items from the package—restraints. He fastened them carefully, one at a time, securing her wrists and ankles to the corners of the bed.

Her apprehension and excitement coiled tighter with every tug of the straps. She twisted her head to watch him move from limb to limb, his expression lit with satisfaction, his eyes roaming hungrily over her body. He looked almost too pleased with himself, smiling as though he had been waiting for this moment all along.

When Chris finished strapping her down, he reached back into the package and produced something small and gleaming—a metal capsule with a wire running to a black control box. Gemma’s curiosity flared, but she bit her tongue, remembering her promise not to ask questions.

He stepped close and slipped the metal “pill” into the hidden pocket of her panties, the one sewn discreetly into the crotch that she hadn’t noticed before. The capsule pressed directly against her clit, which was already swollen and sensitive from the heat coursing through her body.

Chris flicked a switch on the box, and in an instant vibrations buzzed through the pill, rippling against her most tender spot. Pleasure shot through her like sparks, racing down into her loins, making her body jolt.

“Mmmmmmm,” Gemma moaned, her head falling back against the pillow, her hips beginning to roll helplessly.

“You like?” Chris asked, grinning.

“Mmm-hmm,” she sighed happily, eyes fluttering closed, her hips rocking against the sensation.

Just as quickly, he flicked the switch again. The vibrations died, leaving her gasping, her hips jerking once more before stilling. She whimpered at the loss, her body already craving the stimulation back.

From the package, Chris pulled out the next surprise: a dildo. Gemma’s eyes went wide as she saw its size—easily nine inches long, nearly two inches thick, veined and shaped like a real cock, complete with a flared, mushroomed head. A ripple of apprehension ran through her, her breath catching at the thought of it being used on her.

She watched nervously as Chris leaned over her bound body, slipping the thick head beneath her panties until it rested snug against her slit. The thin fabric of the skimpy underwear held it in place, pressing its weight against her entrance. She could feel its girth waiting there, her body already responding despite the twinge of doubt.

Chris straightened, admiring the way she looked—spread out, restrained, her pussy decorated with the buzzing pill and the waiting dildo. A satisfied grin spread across his face.

Then he pulled out a black mask. “Lift your head, baby,” he said lightly, though his eyes gleamed with purpose.

Gemma gave him a doubtful look, hesitating, her chest rising quickly with nerves.

“Just do it, baby,” he coaxed, his tone soft but firm. “It’s going to be fun.”

She sighed, biting her lip, then lifted her head obediently. Chris slid the mask over her face, fastening the velcro at the back of her head. Darkness enveloped her, the loss of sight making every other sensation sharper. Her heart raced as she waited, bound, blindfolded, and open to whatever he planned next.

“Now you’re all set, baby,” Chris whispered against her ear. “Just lay here for a while, and then you’ll get an amazing surprise.”

“But…” Gemma started to protest, her voice weak with nerves.

Chris cut her off by flicking the switch on the pill. Instantly it buzzed to life against her clit. A second later, he adjusted the control for the dildo, sending powerful vibrations pulsing through it. The double stimulation struck her all at once—her clit humming, her pussy quivering with heat—and she gasped, her hips twitching. Warmth spread through her core, her arousal rising fast.

“Mmmmmm,” she sighed, letting her head fall back onto the pillow, surrendering to the sensations.

Before leaving, Chris tapped his phone, and soft, melodic music began to play through the Bluetooth speaker connected to their Spotify account. The gentle soundtrack filled the room, blending with the low, steady hum of the toys between her legs. The mix of sounds blurred together, drowning out the subtle noises around her, so she only half-registered the quiet click of the door as he slipped out of the room.

Gemma lay spread out on the bed, bound and blindfolded, the metal pill buzzing steadily over her clit while the thick dildo thrummed against her slit. The twin stimulations worked together mercilessly, coaxing her wetter with every passing second. Heat pooled in her loins, her arousal flowing freely, slickness spreading across her folds.

Her hips began to move on their own, rolling gently against the mattress, pressing down for more friction before lifting again, her body restless beneath the restraints. Behind the mask she closed her eyes, surrendering to the darkness as the music floated softly through the air. Notes drifted around her, mingling with the low hum of vibration, and a wave of warmth washed over her whole body.

One by one, the thoughts that had been circling in her mind—the nerves, the questions, the lingering doubts—slipped away. All that remained was the rhythm of sensation, the steady rise of arousal, and the calm, inexorable pull of desire taking hold.

But her fragile calm shattered when new sounds crept into her awareness minutes later. Over the soft hum of the toys and the faint music drifting through the room, she thought she heard something else. A door. Not the bedroom door—the front door.

Her body tensed against the restraints as she strained to listen, forcing herself to hear past the steady buzz between her legs. For a long moment there was nothing, and then—faint but unmistakable—voices. Deep voices. Men’s voices.

A wave of unease rushed through her. Fear prickled at the edges of her arousal.

What if Chris had planned this all along? What if the blindfold, the restraints, the teasing toys were just a prelude to something she hadn’t agreed to? Her heart thudded as her mind spun. What if he was really bringing other men into their bedroom right now?

Gemma’s thoughts raced, tripping over themselves. How could she stop this if she needed to? How could she tell Chris to wait, to slow down, to talk it through first? Was she ready for something like that—or was she fooling herself?

Questions collided in her head, tangling with her panic. Who might it be? What would it mean if it actually happened? Would she hate herself after—or would she crave more? And what would it do to her marriage if Chris had truly crossed this line without her consent?

Bound, blindfolded, her body humming with forced arousal, Gemma’s mind spiraled between dread and desire, unsure which was stronger.

Then her thoughts turned to Chris himself. To what he might be feeling. How he could possibly think she’d accept something so huge without a real conversation, without her clear consent. How he could expect her to surrender to such a turn of events as if it were only part of a game. The more she thought about it, the more uneasy she felt.

The questions raced through her mind, crowding out the heat that had been building in her body. Her arousal dulled, her passion cooled, leaving her tense and unsettled as she lay bound and blindfolded, listening to the faint sounds beyond the bedroom.

No matter how hard she strained, she couldn’t make out the voices clearly, couldn’t tell how many there were or what they were saying. After several minutes, frustration gave way to exhaustion, and she forced herself to stop trying. She let her head sink back against the pillow, focusing instead on the steady music filling the room, telling herself to trust Chris. He was her husband—good, loving, thoughtful. He wouldn’t do anything to truly hurt her, not him, not them. She repeated it silently, over and over, as if the words themselves could anchor her.

She didn’t know if it worked, or if her body simply refused to listen to her doubts. But slowly she became aware of her arousal again. The insistent hum of the pill against her clit, the steady vibration of the dildo pressed to her entrance, the ache in her swollen flesh—they reclaimed her attention. Her hips began to move of their own accord, rolling against the toy, straining to draw it deeper, to coax more pressure against her throbbing pussy.

Her head lulled on the pillow, neck swaying as her movements grew more urgent. Loose strands of hair brushed her cheeks and neck, tickling with each sway, reminding her of how alive her body felt.

Her breasts, too, throbbed with need. The cool air teased her hardened nipples, each touch of air like a spark against the flushed sensitivity of her skin, as blood surged to the stiff peaks. Her body was demanding again, even as her mind tried to hold back.

A new sound reached her ears, faint at first, then unmistakable. It was her own soft whimpers, low vibrations in her throat breaking free as quiet moans of need. She hadn’t even realized she was making them. Her lips parted, her tongue darting out to wet them, and a shaky sigh slipped past her mouth.

This time, when her thoughts returned to what Chris might have arranged, they were different. Less fearful, more curious. Questions flickered through her mind: who could he have invited? Who might he be willing to share her with?

Faces and names cascaded through her imagination—friends, acquaintances, men whose presence had lingered in her memory. She recalled little details: the way their jeans had bulged, the sidelong glances she’d stolen. She thought about their wives and girlfriends, about the teasing conversations she’d shared with them—whispers of size, stamina, technique, things said half in jest but never forgotten.

Behind the blindfold, her mind sharpened the images. She saw them standing above her, looking down at her bound body with hunger in their eyes. She saw them climbing onto the bed, their cocks hard, heavy, angled toward her exposed pussy. She saw herself taking them, one after another, her body welcoming every thrust.

The fantasies only stoked the fire already burning inside her. Her hips writhed harder, rolling against the toys pressed to her aching sex, seeking more. Her head tossed from side to side, hair whipping across her cheeks as her movements grew restless. Her chest heaved, breaths quick and shallow, lips parted and damp from her tongue. She bit down softly on her lower lip, moaning into the dark, her body betraying just how badly she craved what her mind was conjuring.

Seconds blurred into minutes, and minutes stretched into what felt like hours. Time became meaningless. Gemma had no idea how long Chris had left her there, bound and blindfolded, the steady hum of the toys her only company. The pill buzzed relentlessly against her swollen clit, the thick dildo pulsing at her slit, while the cool air teased her hardened nipples until they ached.

Her mind wandered through images and fantasies, feeding her hunger as the sensations pulled her deeper. Her hips ground harder, pushing the dildo tighter against her pussy, lifting her clit to press it more firmly against the vibrating pill. Each shift of her body made her wetter, made her moans spill more freely into the music-filled room.

So lost was she in her arousal that she didn’t hear the faint click of the bedroom door opening. What finally caught her attention was the sudden draft of cooler air rushing over her bare skin, washing across her breasts and thighs. She froze mid-arch, her hips halting their roll, every muscle taut with surprise.

“Look at this,” Chris’s voice rang out cheerfully from the doorway. “She’s gotten herself a little excited while waiting.”

Gemma’s ears strained, her whole body going taut beneath the restraints. The deep voices she thought she’d heard earlier were gone now, swallowed by the steady music and the hum of the toys. But then—clear, sharp—a soft whistle of appreciation drifted across the room. Her breath caught. Someone else? She held herself still, listening as hard as she could, but the layered sounds around her betrayed nothing.

“Damn, she’s wet,” Chris’s voice sighed from somewhere above her.

She felt the dildo shift, the thick weight leaving her slit. Her hips jerked up instinctively, chasing it, a soft whimper escaping her lips as the vibrations moved away.

“Yeah… she is wet,” Chris went on, his tone warm with satisfaction. “Look at how soaked her panties are.”

A new touch startled her—fingers brushing the inside of her thigh, so close to her pussy that her whole body shivered. She whimpered again, nerves sparking. Then the panties shifted, tugged aside, baring her sex to the open air… and possibly to more than just her husband’s eyes. Her lips, flushed and swollen, gleamed with slickness against her shaved skin, every detail of her arousal on display.

“You are excited,” Chris said, his voice low, almost coaxing.

The dildo never stopped buzzing, and now she felt its head sliding against her again—up her wet slit, then down, then back up. The shift in her panties pushed the vibrating pill harder against her mound, repositioned just enough to make her nerves sing. She bit her lip hard, moaning in her throat as her hips rose, chasing the toy, trying to draw it inside.

“Oooooohhhhhh,” she whimpered as it skimmed past her opening, just out of reach.

A hand—large, warm—settled suddenly over her breast, squeezing the tender flesh, palm flattening her stiff nipple. Gemma’s back arched off the bed in reflex, her chest pressing into the touch, her moan breaking free again.

“Uuuuuuhhhhhhh…”

“Yeah,” Chris breathed, voice thick with hunger. “She’s hot. All hot and wet. Ready to be fucked. Ready for a hard cock to fill her.”

Blinded by the mask, Gemma could see nothing, though instinct made her eyelids flicker open beneath it as if trying to pierce the darkness. Her head rolled restlessly on the pillow, tilting from side to side, straining as though the effort might let her glimpse who else might be there. Her mind spun with questions—who was Chris talking to? Who was he declaring her arousal to? One man? Two? More?

In her imagination, she saw them: shadowy figures, one, two, maybe three, standing around the bed, staring down at her. She pictured their hungry eyes fixed on her restrained, writhing body, watching the way her hips lifted and twisted with every touch of the dildo at her cunt, every squeeze of the hand on her breast.

“Yeah… hot and wet. So wet,” Chris cooed, his voice deliberate, sending a shiver down her spine.

“Ooooohhhhhh,” Gemma whimpered, the sound breaking from her lips as the dildo once again dragged past her opening, grazing the edge of penetration before sliding away.

It traced up and down along her slit, brushing against her swollen lips, gliding over the slickness that only grew as her arousal deepened. Each time it nudged her opening, her hips jerked in a desperate roll, trying to take it inside.

The hand on her breast kneaded harder, rolling the sensitive mound, fingers pinching and teasing her stiff nipple until it burned with pleasure.

“Yeah, so hot and wet,” Chris sighed again, his tone rich with satisfaction. “Look at her pussy—how juicy it is. She wants it… wants a hard cock filling her, fucking her.”

The dildo pressed against her entrance, her swollen lips parting around its head, muscles fluttering in hungry anticipation. Gemma’s hips lifted, rolling back toward it, her body straining to force the thick toy inside.

“Ooooooohhhhhhh,” she moaned, her voice trembling with raw need.

“She loves to suck cock too,” Chris announced, his tone almost proud. “Loves to feel a hard cock sliding past her lips, filling her mouth.”

The toy’s head pressed firmly into her opening, vibrating against her tender folds. Gemma bucked upward, hips jerking, lifting and pushing all at once in a frantic attempt to draw it inside. But it didn’t give. The tip stayed poised at her entrance, buzzing against her slick heat without entering.

“Uuuuhhhhhhhhhh…” she groaned, frustration dripping from the sound.

The hand at her breast grew rougher, kneading hard into the soft flesh, thumb and fingers pinching her nipple until she cried out. Her back arched high, her neck bent back, head sliding almost onto its crown as she thrust her chest into the hungry grip.

“God, she wants it,” Chris whispered, his voice low and taunting. “She wants to be fucked. She wants a hard cock splitting her open, filling her pussy.”

Still the dildo hovered, pressing firmly at her entrance but never quite pushing through, its head slick with her juices as they flowed freely, coating and shining against the swollen lips of her pussy.

“Uuuuhhhhhhhhhh…” Gemma whimpered, her voice breaking into a quiet plea for whoever held the toy to finally push it inside her.

“Yeah, she wants it,” Chris declared, his tone firm and taunting. “And she’s gonna get it, too. She’s gonna get fucked, all right. But first…” he paused, drawing out the moment, “…she’s gotta suck me off.”

The way he stressed me made Gemma’s pulse spike. Her mind clung to it, twisting it into proof—proof that he wasn’t alone, that someone else was watching, maybe waiting. Her desire detonated, flaring into a raging inferno that burned away the last of her hesitation.

“Oooohhhhhhhhhh…” she moaned, her voice thick with hunger.

Her body betrayed her completely. Her head rolled back, chin tipped high as she arched off the bed. Her chest shoved harder into the squeezing hand, nipple mashed flat beneath the palm. Her hips bucked at the toy, grinding against its poised tip, desperate to force it inside her slick, aching pussy.

Above her, Chris chuckled softly, the sound rich with appreciation, as if her helpless reactions were exactly what he’d hoped for.

Seconds later the dildo shifted, sliding just enough to make her hips chase after it. Then it settled again, the thin fabric of her panties holding it snug against her slit, the vibrating head pressed firmly at her entrance. Her swollen lips clung to it greedily, and she instinctively stilled her hips, terrified that too much movement might knock it out of place and rob her of the delicious buzzing.

“Yeah, she loves a hard cock to suck on,” Chris said above her, his voice thick with approval. She felt the mattress dip as his weight climbed onto the bed. “She loves it in her mouth. Loves being fucked between the lips, sucking on a stiff cock while it slides down her throat.”

The shift of his weight moved closer to her head, and instinct took over. Gemma dropped her shoulders back to the mattress, tilting her face toward him, her body adjusting for the position she knew he wanted her in.

As his presence loomed over her, her mouth fell open, her neck stretching, her blindfolded face lifted toward him in hungry offering.

“Look at her,” Chris said, almost laughing with delight. “She’s starving for cock. She wants to suck me off. She wants to have her mouth fucked.”

A hand gripped the back of her head, fingers threading into her hair. The musky scent of cock and precum hit her nostrils just as the blunt tip nudged at her lips. She parted them wider, wrapping them eagerly around the swollen crown, her jaw loosening to receive him.

“Mmmmmmmmmm…” she moaned, the vibration muffled around his shaft as Chris slid the first inches into her mouth.

The firm flesh dragged across her lips and over her tongue, firing her nerves as she inhaled deeply, rolling her tongue to taste him. She sucked gently at first, then stronger, panting through her nose as Chris fed her more, inch by inch, until her mouth stretched full around his cock.

“Doesn’t she look beautiful with a hard cock in her mouth?” Chris sighed once he had filled her, his voice heavy with satisfaction. “She’s such a perfect little cock sucker.”

Gemma moaned around him, sucking eagerly, her tongue rolling along the underside of his shaft. But even as she worked him, the question gnawed at her—who was he talking to? Who was watching her now, blindfolded and bound, her husband feeding her his cock as if she were on display? The uncertainty only stoked her fire, making her loins burn hotter.

The hand that had been kneading her breast shifted, two fingers catching her stiff nipple and pinching sharply. She gasped against his cock, the vibration of her moan humming along his shaft. Between her legs, the dildo buzzed steadily against her soaked pussy, while the pill pressed mercilessly on her clit, sending shockwaves through her trembling body. Her hips writhed against the mattress, chasing every pulse of vibration.

She sucked harder, drawing him deeper, her tongue swirling as Chris withdrew almost fully before sliding back in again. Over and over, he set a rhythm—slow pulls, slower thrusts—filling her mouth one moment, leaving her lips straining for him the next.

“Mmmmmmmmmm,” she moaned each time he drove forward, the feel of his cock gliding across her lips firing sparks along her nerves.

“Yeah… she likes it,” Chris declared, his hips rocking as he fed her more. “She loves sucking cock.”

His grip on her hair tightened, holding her steady as he pumped into her mouth. Gemma sealed her lips tight around him, feeling every inch slip and slide across her tongue as she licked, sucked, swallowed him down.

“God, she’s a good little cock sucker,” Chris groaned, his voice ragged with arousal. “She loves having a hard cock to suck on, loves getting her mouth fucked. Look at her—look at her taking me so beautifully. Look at her pussy dripping wet just from sucking my cock.”

She knew exactly what he meant. Her pussy was drenched, her juices seeping out and coating the head of the dildo nestled against her slit, soaking into the thin cotton of her panties. Every roll of her hips smeared more of her wetness across it, her body grinding in restless hunger.

“Oh yeah… she wants to be fucked,” Chris groaned above her. “She wants a hard cock driving into her pussy, stuffing her tight little cunt full.”

Still blindfolded, Gemma couldn’t see who he was talking to, couldn’t know if anyone else was there—but the uncertainty only fed her anticipation. She moaned around his cock, the sound needy and raw, aching for his words to come true. Her body burned, desperate to be filled the way he described.

She arched her chest into the fingers teasing her nipple, begging for more pressure, more pinching. Her hips pressed down harder on the buzzing dildo, trying to force it inside her opening, trying to stretch her aching walls around something thick and hard.

The hand in her hair tightened suddenly, forcing her head down as Chris’s hips began to thrust faster. His cock pumped in and out of her mouth, sliding across her lips, bumping against her tongue, filling her throat with his heat.

“Mmmmm… mmmmmm… mmmmmmm,” she whimpered around him when a fresh bead of precum spilled onto her tongue, salty and slick.

The taste made her moan louder. His excitement was unmistakable, punctuated by the ragged, dirty phrases spilling from his mouth.

“Yeah, suck it, baby. Suck my cock. You love it, don’t you? You love getting your mouth fucked. That’s it—suck it good. Suck it real good. And then you’ll be fucked. You’ll be fucked hard, baby… fucked real good.”

His cock swelled in her mouth, stiffening with every thrust. More precum leaked over her tongue, warm and musky, and Gemma responded with frenzied hunger—sucking harder, swirling her tongue along every inch of him, worshipping his thick shaft as though it were the only thing that could satisfy her.

“Mmmmmm… mmmmmm… mmmmmmm,” Gemma moaned around his cock, the sound vibrating down his shaft.

“Yeah, suck it,” Chris groaned, his voice rough. “Suck it till I cum, baby. Work my cock and then you can have one in your pussy. A big, hard cock stretching you open. You’re gonna be fucked, baby—fucked hard.”

Her desperation spiked. Gemma sucked harder, her tongue swirling madly around his cock as he pumped it into her mouth. Her hips writhed off the bed, bucking against the buzzing dildo, trying again and again to force it inside her slick cunt. Every thrust of his cock down her throat made her moan louder, her throat humming with need as her body burned for more.

“Suck it, baby,” Chris urged, his voice breaking with strain. “Suck it so you can have that cock filling your pussy… fucking you deep.”

Then suddenly his body locked. Chris froze above her, his hips stiff, his cock buried halfway down her throat. She felt him throb against her tongue, his whole frame going rigid.

“Yeeeaaaahhh… suck it, baby,” he groaned, the sound raw and guttural, his climax rushing to meet her hungry mouth.

The first hot spurt hit her tongue and Gemma’s body jolted. That familiar taste—thick, bitter, almost acrid—flooded her mouth. She hated it. She always had. Even now, the flavor made her stomach tighten, her instinct to spit sharp at the back of her throat.

But she didn’t. She never did.

Instead, she swallowed hard, gulping it down, milking him for every drop as his cock pulsed against her tongue. She sucked through the release, pulling more from his balls, swallowing again and again as each hot spurt filled her mouth.

“Look at her swallow my cum,” Chris moaned above her. “Look at her—such a good cock sucker. Such a perfect little mouth fuck.”

His words only sharpened the contrast inside her—the revulsion of the taste against the heady rush of power it brought. She thought back suddenly to a night years ago, outside a smoky bar, when Amy lit a cigarette and laughed about the same thing. They’d both admitted they hated the taste, called it vile, almost unendurable. But they also admitted there was more to it.

For Amy, it was about submission. She confessed she only swallowed when a man made her, and in that moment of control, she loved it. For Gemma, it had always been different. For her, swallowing was about power—about knowing her mouth was giving a man the ultimate pleasure, that she was taking him to a place no one else could. That was what she loved. Not the taste, never the taste, but the knowledge that in that moment she owned him.

And yet, as Chris held her head and groaned above her, she realized something new—something she hadn’t felt before. For the first time, she understood what Amy had meant. Blindfolded, bound, her husband pushing himself into her throat as she swallowed every drop, there was a thrill in the being made to take it, too. A new edge to the power she thought she had mastered.

The last of Chris’s cum seeped from his tip, and Gemma swallowed that too, licking him clean until he softened against her lips. She kept him in her mouth until he sagged, her tongue gently stroking as though to prove the point.

Chris groaned, his body relaxing as he pulled back slightly. “You liked that, didn’t you, baby?” he sighed. “You loved being fucked in the mouth. And now…” His voice dropped lower. “…now you want a hard cock in your pussy. You want to be filled. You want to be fucked.”

“Oooooohhhhhhh…” Gemma whimpered, her voice breaking with the truth of it.

Gemma’s head lolled on the pillow, turning to the side as Chris slid his softening cock from her mouth. The strain in her neck eased as he pulled away, and she sucked in air hungrily, panting in short, sharp gasps. She felt the mattress shift as his weight climbed down, leaving her bound and trembling. Her hips wouldn’t stay still—they rolled and bucked against the bed, grinding the buzzing dildo into her slit, teasing at her gaping, aching hole. Every nerve in her body screamed with hunger, desire, and raw need.

“Yeah, baby,” Chris murmured from beside the bed. “You need a good, hard cock in that pussy, don’t you? You need to be fucked. Fucked deep and hard.”

“Oooooohhhhhhh yessssssss,” she panted, her voice thick with desperation.

Her heart hammered as her mind spun. Who was it going to be? Who was about to climb between her legs and sink into her drenched pussy? The thought alone sent another pulse of heat through her body, her clit throbbing beneath the relentless buzz of the pill.

A minute later, she felt movement at her core—the toy being gripped again, repositioned.

“Oooohhhhh… oooooohhhhhhhhhh,” Gemma cried out as the thick, vibrating head pressed harder against her opening, pushing firmly at her swollen lips.

Gemma’s hips lifted, thrusting upward to meet the toy. The thick head slipped just inside her, the bulbous ridge stretching her opening, but no further.

“Ooohhhhh-mmmmmmmm,” she whimpered, the sound breaking as she squirmed. “Uuuhhh—ooohhhhhhh.”

“That’s what you want, isn’t it, baby?” Chris coaxed. “You want a cock inside your pussy. A hard cock filling your wet little cunt… fucking you… fucking you deep.”

“Ooohhh yes,” she panted desperately, her hips rolling and jerking against the poised toy. “Ooohhhhhh yesssssssss.”

“And that’s what you’re gonna get,” he promised. “You’re gonna get a stiff cock stuffing your wet pussy.”

But then the dildo pulled away. She whimpered in protest, her hips chasing after it as if she could draw it back in. A moment later the steady hum of its vibration died, and the pill buzzing at her clit went silent too, leaving her body twitching with the sudden loss.

Fingers tugged at the ties at her hips, unfastening the skimpy panties in quick, sure motions. The fabric slipped easily from beneath her raised ass, leaving her completely bare.

“Mmm-mmmm,” she moaned softly, her anticipation spiking even higher.

Her pussy glistened, lips swollen and red, her juices gleaming on the bare skin. Her opening gaped slightly, pulsing, ready to be filled. Above, her clit jutted from beneath its hood, stiff and needy, aching for touch.

Her hips rolled helplessly on the bed, her whole body swaying in its restraints. Her tits shifted with each motion, topped with rock-hard, reddened nipples straining for attention. The blindfold sealed her in darkness, heightening every sensation, every throb of desire. Her head rocked on the pillow, her mouth falling open as she bit down on her lower lip, moaning softly into the air.

The mattress dipped suddenly, a new weight settling between her bound ankles. Gemma’s breath hitched, then broke into a series of shallow pants and soft whimpers, her body thrumming with excitement. She held herself taut, straining against the urge to buck wildly, waiting for what was about to come.

A moment later, she felt it—something hot and heavy brushing against her slick folds, the blunt head of a cock pressing firmly at her opening.

“Oooooohhhhhhhhhhh,” Gemma moaned, her whole body arching in response.

Her legs pushed upward, her ass lifting off the bed as her hips thrust greedily at it. She drove herself down onto the cock even as it pressed forward, impaling herself in a frenzy of hunger. The thick shaft spread her open, her walls clutching and stretching as it slid deeper, filling her cunt with its rigid weight.

Inside her loins, the orgasm she had been teetering on for so long was jolted awake, surging forward. Hours—or what felt like hours—of anticipation had primed her: the ritual of being bound and blindfolded, the relentless teasing vibrations humming against her clit, the flood of filthy thoughts she hadn’t been able to banish. Chris’s taunts, his voice in her ear, making her swallow his cum before “allowing” this moment—all of it had stoked the climax waiting just under the surface.

Now, with the hard cock splitting her open, that orgasm hovered on the very brink, trembling and ready to come crashing down.

The instant the cock drove into her, splitting her open and filling her tight pussy, the orgasm detonated. It ripped through her body with earth-shattering force, crashing across every single nerve.

“Oooooooohhhhhhhhhhhh-uuuuuuuuuuuggggggggggghhhhhhhhhhh!” Gemma screamed. “Oooooohhhhhhhh Gooooooooddddddddddd!”

Her back arched violently off the bed, her hips slamming up to meet the thrust, fucking herself harder onto the thick shaft. Her neck bent, head snapping back as her body convulsed mid-air, jerking and bucking against the cock driving into her soaked cunt. Her muscles clamped tight around him, squeezing desperately, her orgasm flooding her with release. Hot juices gushed down her slit, coating the cock as waves of passion and lust thundered through her.

“Ooooooooohhhhhhh yeeeeessssssss! Oooooooohhhhhh! Oooooooohhhhhh! Oooooooooooohhhhhhh Gooooodddd yeeeeesssssssssss!” she cried, gasping between ragged moans.

The man inside her ground his hips, shifting and rubbing against her inner walls, moving only by centimeters but making her shudder with every stroke. The thick cock slid along her stretched opening, grinding into her as she twitched and spasmed beneath him.

Gemma’s breath came in gasps, her voice breaking into moans and sighs. Her back stayed arched high, every muscle taut, her wrists and ankles pulling desperately at the restraints that held her wide open. Her head rolled again, straining back on the pillow, her mouth open as she sucked in air and cried out her ecstasy.

“Ohhh God… yesssssss! Ohhh fuuuck, yessss! Ohhhhhh, don’t stop—don’t stop! Ohhhhhh God, yes!”

Minutes later, the violent waves of climax finally began to ease, retreating from their earth-shaking peak. Gemma’s body sagged, dropping slowly back toward the mattress as her muscles gave way, her strength unraveling. Her limbs slackened in their restraints, trembling faintly as her chest heaved.

Her head rolled to the side, her mouth open as she panted, desperate for air. Each breath was ragged, uneven, the aftermath of ecstasy leaving her gasping. Small aftershocks still rippled through her nerves, quakes that made her twitch and whimper softly, her body shivering with the exhaustion of release.

Above her, the man with his cock buried in her pussy began to move, rocking his hips as he slid in and out of her. Each thrust drove him deep, filling her completely before he pulled back until only the head remained, then slammed forward again.

The sensation sent fresh aftershocks racing through her body, almost as intense as the orgasm itself. Gemma gasped and moaned, her head rolling on the pillow, her hips rising to meet him. Soon their bodies were driving into each other, pelvises colliding as they fucked hungrily. Her ass bounced off the bed with every thrust, her pussy clenching hard around the thick shaft pounding into her.

“Oh God! Yes! Fuck yes!” she cried. “Harder… fuck me harder!”

Her voice was ragged, desperate, every word punctuated by the slap of flesh on flesh as she gave herself over to the rhythm of his cock.

The cock slid along her inner walls, tugging at her swollen lips as it pulled back, then flattening them as it drove deep again. Each thrust ground into her, mixing her slick juices, rubbing every sensitive inch inside her pussy. There was something different about it, a faintly unusual sensation as it stretched her, but she brushed it aside—telling herself it was probably just a condom—choosing instead to lose herself in the raw pleasure of being filled and fucked.

“Oh God, yes… fuck yes,” Gemma gasped, her hips bucking harder, faster, pushing up to meet every thrust. “Yes, harder… don’t stop.”

The pressure built quickly, the stirrings of another orgasm already rushing through her core. She panted desperately, driving herself against him, her body slick with a thin sheen of sweat as she fucked back with abandon. Her juices ran freely, sliding over her cunt and across her ass, soaking the sheets beneath her.

“Fuck… oh God… yes, yes, yes!” she cried, her voice breaking as the second orgasm clawed closer. “Don’t stop… oh fuck, don’t stop!”

Her head rolled on the pillow, her teeth biting into her bottom lip, when a sudden image flashed in her mind—Chris. He was standing right there at the bedside, watching her. Watching her body quiver and thrash while another man’s cock pumped into her dripping pussy. Watching her hump herself desperately against the thick shaft driving her wild.

The thought shattered her restraint. The orgasm ripped past the edge and tore through her, brutal and electric. Her back arched high off the bed, tits jutting upward, nipples stiff and swaying. She bucked hard, grinding her hips against the cock buried in her, slamming her cunt down onto him as her climax convulsed through her body. Her mouth fell open, gasps and broken cries spilling out uncontrollably.

Above her, the man reacted instantly, ramming into her harder. Her spasms seemed to trigger his own need, pushing him closer with every thrust. He slammed his stiff cock into her with wild abandon, his thighs smacking the insides of hers, his pelvis pounding into her soaked cunt.

A hand gripped her ass, squeezing tight, fingers digging deep into the soft flesh as if to anchor himself. His grunts grew louder, rough and guttural, his hot breath rushing over her skin as he drove toward release.

Her orgasm was driven into overdrive by the relentless pistoning of his cock. Her whole body shook violently as each thrust punched her hips skyward. Her head snapped back, neck straining against the angle, mouth falling wide open as a guttural groan ripped from deep inside her chest. The restraints held her taut, wrists and ankles straining as her body bucked and hopped beneath him, a rapid series of jerks that sent shockwaves through her.

She gasped for breath one moment, whimpered the next, unable to control the sounds spilling from her throat. Her cunt clenched hard around the thick shaft, milking it, jerking it, while he rolled and ground himself into her with furious force. His cock hammered her with short, brutal strokes, only inches of movement but enough to make her convulse as she tried to take every last bit of him deeper.

He’s cumming, she thought wildly. She could feel the urgency in his thrusts, the raw strain of his breathing—but no hot spurts filled her, no wash of semen painting her walls. The absence only confirmed her suspicion: he was wearing a condom. A broken whimper of disappointment escaped her lips, her pussy still clenching desperately for what it would never receive.

Moments later, her orgasm ebbed. Her body collapsed back toward the mattress, limbs weak and trembling, sweat slicking her skin. Her breaths came shallow and ragged, chest heaving as the man pulled free from her swollen cunt and climbed off the bed.

She sagged into the sheets, spread-eagle, her pussy red and puffy, wetness trailing down between her cheeks. Aftershocks made her flesh quiver, her muscles twitching uncontrollably until she drifted into a strange dreamlike haze—not asleep, but detached, floating.

She had no idea how long she lingered there before the mattress shifted again. Hands tugged at the blindfold, ripping the velcro free. Blinking weakly, Gemma turned her head. Chris was sitting beside her, smiling. Instinctively, her eyes flicked past him, scanning the room for others. But it was empty. The door stood open, and she wondered—had someone been there? Had she just not heard them leave?

Gemma turned her head toward Chris, her eyes heavy, giving him a bewildered look.
“Wh… who?” she whispered hoarsely.

Chris only smiled down at her, broad and maddeningly calm, as if he had no intention of answering.

“Who?” she asked again, her voice edged with desperation.

“No one,” he replied, his grin widening.

For a moment, the words made no sense. Her mind reeled—there had to have been someone else. There was no way he could have cum in her mouth and then been inside her pussy so soon after. Her body insisted it had been a cock, stiff and real, and why would he have worn a condom?

“But—” she began, confusion thick in her voice.

Chris pressed a finger gently to her lips, silencing her. Then he lifted his arm. In his hand was the explanation: a strap-on harness, the thick dildo gleaming with her juices.

Gemma’s breath caught. Of course. He had put this on after she’d swallowed his cum, and it was this he had driven into her pussy with such relentless force.

In a rush, the details clicked into place—the reason she’d only ever heard his voice, the fact no one else had handled the toy against her while she was sucking him, the way the hand on her tit had never left long enough to belong to someone else. It had been Chris all along.

“I might not have been ready before, but…” Chris stepped back from the bed, standing tall beside her.

From his crotch, his cock jutted forward, thick and hard again. Gemma whimpered at the sight, her body responding instinctively despite the ache of exhaustion.

“Watching you cum like that…” he said with a grin as he climbed back onto the bed. “Seeing you lose it when you thought another man was fucking you… when you thought I’d let someone else slide his cock into you…”

He pressed the head against her soaked slit, dragging it slowly up and down, smearing her wetness before pushing forward.

“Uhhhhh…” Gemma moaned, her voice low and raw as his rigid shaft stretched her open, sinking inside her.

“God, you were hot, baby,” Chris groaned, burying himself to the hilt. “So damn hot. And you definitely liked the idea.”

He began to thrust, steady and deep, each stroke making her hips lift to meet him. Her moans spilled out again, soft but urgent, her body welcoming him as her exhaustion melted under the surge of renewed desire.

“That’s what I needed to know,” he panted, eyes fixed on her. “That you’d get off on it that much.”

Chris drove into her, his cock pumping steadily in and out of her swollen pussy as he spoke in her ear. “Next time… I’m bringing real guys into our bedroom. I’ll watch them slide their cocks inside you… watch them fuck you while I stand right here.”

Gemma clutched at him with her cunt, fucking him back, every thrust forcing soft moans from her lips. His words burned through her, feeding her arousal until her body quivered again. But then, in the haze of pleasure, a sudden realization hit her—he was still hard. Still hard, even after cumming in her mouth earlier. It had never happened before. Not once in all the years they’d been together.

Her eyes flew open beneath him. “Chris… how? You just… you never…” She couldn’t even finish the thought, her voice trembling with shock.

He grinned down at her, thrusting harder. “It’s you,” he panted. “Watching you lose it—thinking another man was fucking you—that’s what did it. That’s what kept me hard. I’ve never been so turned on in my life.”

The admission stunned her, sent another rush of heat through her core. The thought of her husband’s cock staying rock solid just because he’d watched her believe she was being taken by another man sent her over the edge. Her body arched beneath him, trembling violently as another orgasm tore through her before, moments later, Chris groaned and spilled his seed deep inside her.


The Fire Burns

In the weeks after the night Chris blindfolded Gemma and fucked her with the strap-on—making her believe another man was inside her—they couldn’t stop talking about it. The game had lit a fire between them, one they both knew wouldn’t fade. It was clear now: this wasn’t just a passing fantasy. It was something they both wanted. Something they both craved.

But wanting it and figuring out how to make it real were two very different things. The questions piled up—how, who, when. Neither of them wanted to risk close friends; it felt too complicated, too messy, and in some cases, not even remotely attractive. Acquaintances didn’t appeal either. If they were going to do this, it had to feel right.

That left strangers. New men. The kind they could choose carefully, enjoy, and then walk away from without it spilling over into the rest of their lives.

A few late-night searches quickly opened the door. They discovered clubs, communities, whole groups of people who not only lived for this kind of thing, but were polished, discreet, and experienced in it. After browsing through profiles and filtering through a handful of possibilities, they found exactly what they were looking for: two men, confident and attractive, who lived just a few hours away.

Emails were exchanged. Photos followed. The messages grew bolder, the anticipation sharper, until finally all four agreed—it was time to meet.

On an early Friday afternoon, Gemma slid into the car beside Chris, her pulse quickening as they pulled away from home. The plan was set—they were on their way to meet the two men. Chris insisted they leave early, claiming he needed time to “prep” her beforehand. The mischievous smirk on his face when he said it had sent a shiver straight through her, and ever since, her nerves had been dancing. During the drive, her mind spun endlessly with guesses of what he might have in mind.

Two hours before the meeting, they pulled into the parking lot of a low-key roadside motel, checked in, and carried their bags into the room. Gemma immediately headed for the shower. She wanted to be clean, fresh, ready. As the hot spray poured over her shoulders and the washcloth glided across her skin, her anticipation built—but so did the nerves.

Doubt crept in, unbidden. What would tonight do to their marriage? Would it bring them closer, bind them tighter with shared secrets and new experiences? Or would it drive a crack through their bond, one that might widen until it broke everything they had built? Her chest tightened as the questions multiplied. The excitement that had carried her this far began to give way to a heavy swirl of fear. She stood under the spray, dazed and lost in the storm of what-ifs, for several long minutes.

Finally, she forced herself to push it aside. Chris had been the one to set this in motion, to press the idea forward until it was real. If there were consequences—good or bad—they would belong to him. Whatever happened tonight, it wasn’t on her shoulders alone. Telling herself that gave her just enough resolve to finish her shower, towel off, and step toward the night that was about to change everything.

Climbing out of the shower, Gemma toweled herself dry and stepped back into the room. Chris was waiting, grinning wide, a wrapped package resting on the bed in front of him.

“What’s this?” she asked, eyeing the box suspiciously.

“It’s what you’re going to wear,” he said smoothly. “Finish drying off before you open it.”

She gave a little shrug but obeyed. A moment later she tossed the towel onto the vanity and reached for the package. Chris leaned back in one of the motel’s chairs, watching her intently, his mischievous smile never fading as she peeled away the paper. Inside lay a red fishnet bodysuit, the kind that clung to every inch of a woman’s curves and left nothing to the imagination.

Holding it up, she shot him a questioning look.

“Put it on, baby,” he coaxed, his voice thick with hunger.

Gemma could already see the gleam in his eyes, the excitement practically vibrating out of him. This wasn’t what she’d expected, but like that night weeks earlier, she had agreed to let him take the lead. She slipped into the garment, pulling it snug over her damp skin. The suit hugged her body tightly, sleeves running to her wrists, the neckline fastening at her collar, the sides cutting off high at her hips. Between her legs, a narrow strip of fabric snapped shut, barely concealing her shaved pussy.

When she had it on, she stepped back and posed, arms slightly outstretched, her body swaying as if on display.

“Oh God, yes,” Chris groaned, the words thick with pleasure.

The raw desire in his voice, paired with the sparkle of excitement in his eyes, sent a warm flush through her. For several minutes she posed in the middle of the room, showing herself off. She cupped her breasts, pressing the fishnet into her skin as she squeezed them together. She spun, bent over, and stuck her ass out toward him, her hips swaying provocatively. Each movement drew a louder sigh from Chris, his grin spreading wider.

Gemma’s eyes caught the bulge swelling in his pants, the clear evidence of how much her performance was affecting him. And that reaction lit something inside her too. Heat stirred low in her belly, spreading through her as the embers of her own arousal caught fire.

“Now what?” Gemma asked at last, her voice a mix of curiosity and nerves.

“Well…” Chris let his gaze linger on her body, taking his time before answering. “You’re going to wait here while I go meet Ted and Vic. And if everything checks out, I’ll bring them back with me.”

Her eyes widened. “Wait here? What do you mean, I have to wait?”

“I told you, baby,” he said, that mischievous grin curling across his lips. “I’m gonna get you all prepped.”

She gave him another quizzical look, but before she could press further, he was already moving.

Forty-five minutes before the arranged meeting, Chris was securing her to the motel bed. The restraints were the same as before, but this time he bound her arms together above her head, wrists tight and stretched out against the headboard. Her legs, though, he spread wide, tying each ankle until she lay open in a helpless sprawl. The red fishnet clung to her body, her freshly shaved pussy barely hidden behind the thin snapped strip, its outline brazenly obvious to the empty room.

Gemma lay there watching him, her chest rising quickly, curiosity and excitement intertwining in her stomach. Every new twist, every fresh surprise he pulled, sent her deeper into anticipation. She’d spent days thinking about this moment—nights imagining what it would be like—and now, with the clock ticking down, the weight of it pressed heavier and hotter inside her.

When he finished, he stood over her and simply stared. Her head rested on the pillow, hair splayed out in dark waves. The bodysuit flattened her breasts slightly, nipples hard and poking through the mesh. Below, her thighs stretched wide across the sheets, her cunt framed perfectly by the red fabric.

Chris’s eyes drank her in, lingering shamelessly. “Perfect,” he murmured, admiration thick in his voice.

After drinking her in for several long minutes, Chris finally leaned down and captured her lips. The kiss was slow but deep, his tongue sliding against hers, curling and teasing until Gemma melted beneath him. When he pulled back, her eyes shimmered with heat, her body already squirming against the restraints.

“I brought you a couple more surprises,” he murmured, grinning. “A couple of old friends.”

Gemma frowned in confusion—until he reached into his bag and pulled them out. The familiar sight of the small vibrating pill and the thick dildo made her breath hitch. Instantly, memories surged back—how it had felt to lie helpless, blindfolded, with those toys buzzing against her while she sucked Chris’s cock, thinking another man was inside her. The memory alone sent a fresh rush of heat into her belly.

Chris worked with care, slipping the metal pill beneath the fishnet so it nestled snugly against her clit. Then he pressed the head of the dildo between her folds, securing it with the snapped crotch of the bodysuit so it stayed perfectly in place.

The moment he flicked them both on, Gemma gasped, her lips parting in a ragged sigh as vibrations tore through her nerves. Her hips shifted instantly, rolling, grinding slightly against the toys as her body gave in to the teasing pulses.

Chris stood over her again, watching closely as she began to writhe gently on the bed, her chest rising and falling, her head dropping back into the pillow. Her eyes fluttered shut, a contented sigh slipping from her throat.

Satisfied, he leaned down once more, brushing her lips with his before kissing her hard, their tongues tangling passionately. When he pulled away, he smiled down at her, his voice low and edged with promise.

“Now you just wait here, baby,” he said. “I’ll be back in a bit… and I’ll bring a couple of hard cocks for you.”

The tone of Chris’s voice as he promised to return with “a couple of hard cocks” clung to her skin like fire. The hunger in his eyes was undeniable, almost feral, and it sent a shiver racing through Gemma’s body. Desire shot through her, swift and uncontrollable, making her hips twitch against the restraints. A minute later, he slipped out the door, pulling it shut with a deliberate click that seemed louder than it should have been.

She realized then that he had turned the motel’s little alarm clock away from her. Time was stolen from her—she couldn’t track how long he would be gone, couldn’t anchor herself in minutes or hours. All she could do was wait. Wait and wonder.

The toys did not let her mind wander for long. The pill thrummed ceaselessly against her clit, the dildo’s head buzzing at her entrance. Their dual assault spread fire through her veins, driving her arousal higher with every passing second. At first she tried to imagine how long it had been, to picture Chris greeting the men, but the effort dissolved under the force of sensation. Images blurred, thoughts scattered, until all that remained were waves of raw, pulsing pleasure coursing through her body.

Her pussy ached. The fishnet crotch grew damp as her juices leaked out, soaking into the fabric, slicking the head of the dildo that pressed against her lips. Her hips began to move of their own accord, rolling slowly, humping delicately against the toy as though her body could pull it inside. Every gyration sent another shiver through her, her cunt clenching uselessly around emptiness.

Her clit throbbed beneath the metallic pill, swollen and hard, grinding against the steady hum until she whimpered in frustration. Her tits strained against the mesh, nipples flushed red and stiff, scraping through the weave with every breath.

She had no idea how much time had passed—minutes, hours, or only seconds stretched to eternity—when the sound came. Faint at first, then growing clearer: voices outside, men’s voices. One of them was Chris’s.

Her whole body froze, then trembled violently. The anticipation she had been feeding on now crashed over her in a tidal wave. It was happening. Someone—someones—were about to step into the room and see her like this: spread, tied down, dripping, waiting to be fucked.

When the voices stopped right outside the door and she heard the handle turn, Gemma’s breath caught. A rush of excitement bolted through her chest, making her heart hammer. The door swung open and Chris stepped in first, followed by Ted and Vic.

Through half-lidded eyes she watched the three of them take in the sight of her—spread, bound, and vibrating in red fishnet. Their stares lingered, openly appreciative.

“Here she is, guys,” Chris announced proudly, sweeping an arm toward her.

“Wow,” Ted breathed with a low whistle.

“Damn,” Vic muttered, his voice thick with hunger.

Gemma’s stomach flipped. This was the first time in years that any man other than Chris had seen her laid bare, and the very first time more than one man had. Two strangers and her husband stood over her now, devouring her body with their eyes. The weight of it—being seen like this, displayed and dripping—sent shivers racing up her spine. She quivered inside the bodysuit, her nipples brushing against the mesh with every shallow breath.

Ted and Vic looked just as they had in their pictures: tall, attractive, confident. Still, once she’d taken in their faces, her gaze betrayed her, sliding instinctively down toward their crotches, where bulges were already forming.

“I told you I’d have her packaged up nice for us,” Chris said, his voice thick with pride. “Isn’t she beautiful?”

“I’ll say,” Ted replied without hesitation.

All Gemma could do was lie there, her body on display while three pairs of eyes devoured her. Chris and Ted flanked her on either side, while Vic stood at the foot of the bed, his focus locked on her soaked pussy and the buzzing dildo teasing her slit. Her hips twitched against it involuntarily, betraying her arousal.

She rolled her head slowly on the pillow, looking at each man in turn. Strands of her hair shifted with the motion, falling back across her cheeks as her eyes flicked from one face to the next—Chris’s familiar, mischievous grin, Ted’s sharp hunger, Vic’s dark, intense stare fixed on her cunt. The air seemed to thicken with it, heavy and electric, as the moment stretched.

After a few minutes of letting them stare, Chris finally reached down and cupped one of Gemma’s breasts. His fingers pressed into the soft mound, squeezing firmly through the fishnet, rubbing the mesh across her stiff nipple.

“Mmm,” Gemma mewed, arching her back, pushing her tit eagerly into his hand.

“Yeah,” Chris said with satisfaction, kneading her breast. “I wanted to make sure she was good and hot by the time we got here. Wanted her wet and ready.”

“Well, from where I’m standing, I’d say you did a fine job,” Vic drawled.

His eyes were locked on her cunt, watching intently as her hips ground against the buzzing dildo. When Gemma turned her head and caught the intensity of his stare, her whole body shivered. Heat flared sharper inside her, her pussy throbbing against the toy as if begging to be filled.

Then Ted moved, lowering his hand to claim her other breast. His palm covered her fully, his thumb dragging across the nipple through the mesh. The shock of it—another man’s hand on her breast for the first time—sent a violent jolt through her body.

“Uhhhhh…” she whimpered, her voice breaking with need.

“God, she is hot,” Chris murmured, sounding almost surprised at just how desperate she had become.

Chris and Ted kept working her breasts, their hands roaming across her milky mounds, squeezing, kneading, flattening her stiff nipples beneath their palms before circling back to tease the swollen tips through the netting. Gemma’s body rocked helplessly beneath their touch, her chest rising to meet them, her hips rolling, her ass grinding into the sheets. She closed her eyes, head tipping back, teeth tugging at her lower lip as whimpers of need slipped from her throat.

Then Vic’s hands joined in, gripping one of her feet, his fingers kneading the arch and pressing firmly into her instep.

“Ohhh…” she breathed, her body quivering under the layered sensations.

The three sets of hands worked her at once, the pleasure spreading like fire through her limbs and funneling into her cunt. She groaned softly, the sound caught in her throat, as wave after wave of desire built hotter and heavier inside her.

“God, yes,” Chris sighed at last, pulling his hand from her breast.

Ted didn’t move his, and Gemma arched her back, lifting her tit higher into his palm, pressing harder into the unfamiliar grip.

The mattress shifted then as a weight climbed onto the bed. She felt it moving toward her head, and she didn’t need to guess what was coming. Tilting her face toward the presence, she opened her eyes just enough to see Chris’s cock, hard and swollen, glistening with precum. He shuffled closer, then stopped, one hand gripping the base of his shaft while the other swept her hair away from her face.

“Watch her suck my cock,” Chris told the others, his voice thick with pride and hunger as he leaned forward, guiding himself to her waiting mouth.

Chris tightened his grip on her hair, holding her steady as he guided his cock down toward her lips. He teased her first, dragging the swollen head slowly across her mouth, smearing precum along her skin before pressing forward. Her lips parted instinctively, and the thick crown pushed past them, sliding into her mouth.

Heat tore through Gemma at once. The feel of his cock sliding across her lips, the taste flooding her tongue, the knowledge that she was tied down in red fishnet with a dildo buzzing at her cunt and a pill vibrating against her clit—all while two other men stood watching—ignited her body into an inferno.

“Mmmhhhhh,” she moaned around his shaft, her hips rolling desperately against the toy secured between her legs.

“Ohhh, yes,” Chris groaned, his voice rough with pleasure as the wet heat of her mouth wrapped around him.

“My God,” Ted breathed, his hand still kneading her breast, his thumb flicking over her nipple through the mesh.

“Damn,” Vic muttered, eyes locked on the sight of her sucking cock while grinding on the buzzing toy, his hunger written across his face.

“Mmm…” Gemma moaned again, the sound muffled around Chris’s cock. The voices of the other men, their hands on her body, only drove her arousal higher, her hips shifting helplessly against the buzzing toy strapped to her.

Chris held still at first, letting just a few inches of his cock rest inside her mouth. She sucked eagerly, her tongue lapping at his shaft, tasting the salty mix of flesh and precum that spread across her tongue. His satisfied groans above her sent another jolt straight to her pussy.

After a moment he eased back, leaving only the swollen head in her mouth. Gemma sucked hard on it, swirling her tongue around the bulbous crown, teasing every ridge and vein.

Ted’s grip on her tit tightened, his hand working her breast more roughly now, rubbing and pinching her nipple through the fishnet. At the same time Vic began massaging her other foot, both hands kneading firmly, claiming more of her body as their own.

Chris thrust forward again, sliding deeper this time. Inch after inch pushed over her lips, her throat humming as she moaned around him.

“Mmmmmm…” she whimpered hungrily, her mouth straining to take him.

This time he didn’t stop. The second her lips brushed his fingers at the base of his shaft, he pulled back and drove forward again, setting a steady rhythm. His cock pumped in and out of her mouth while Ted and Vic continued to work her body, every touch and sound feeding the inferno burning inside her.

“Oh yeah, look at her, guys,” Chris groaned, thrusting forward. “Look at her sucking my cock. Isn’t she beautiful? Isn’t she perfect with a cock in her mouth?”

“Yes,” Ted and Vic answered together, their voices thick with hunger.

“She is,” Chris pressed on, his voice filled with pride. “So fucking beautiful with her lips wrapped around a cock. She loves it—she lives for it. She loves having a hard cock fucking her mouth.”

“Mmmmmm,” Gemma moaned around him, the words burning through her as much as the cock sliding in and out of her lips.

Ted’s hand worked her breast harder now, squeezing, kneading, his palm rubbing roughly against her sensitive nipple through the netting. The extra pressure made her gasp around Chris’s shaft, her hips rolling helplessly against the buzzing dildo that was still only teasing her slit. Wetness poured from her, slicking the toy as her arousal boiled over.

“Oh God, yes,” Chris panted, quickening his rhythm, his hips rocking faster. “Suck it, baby. Suck my cock. Watch her, guys—watch her being face-fucked. Isn’t she gorgeous? My beautiful little cock sucker.”

Chris’s cock slid steadily in and out of her mouth, the thick shaft dragging across her lips before plunging deep again. Gemma sucked hard, rolling her tongue along the veins, tasting the steady leak of precum. His fingers locked in her hair, holding her in place as he fucked her mouth with slow, deliberate thrusts that grew hungrier with each pass.

Ted’s hand mauled her breast, squeezing and twisting through the fishnet. His rough fingers dug into the soft flesh while his palm ground over her nipple, the mesh scraping the swollen tip in a way that made her flinch and moan at the same time. The mix of discomfort and pleasure only heightened her need.

At the foot of the bed, Vic never stopped working her feet, his strong hands kneading into her arches, squeezing her toes, claiming more of her body with each press of his fingers.

Between her legs, the dildo vibrated relentlessly against her pussy, but her rolling hips and dripping juices made it shift. She whimpered around Chris’s cock as the pressure against her slit weakened, the toy sliding out of perfect alignment. Her clit, though, still throbbed beneath the humming pill trapped by the tight netting. The steady buzz drove straight through the swollen nub into her core, sending pulses of pleasure up her spine and keeping her body straining for release.

“Yeah, your pussy’s dripping just thinking about their cocks, isn’t it, baby?” Chris groaned, his hips driving harder. “You’re gonna get fucked good tonight. You’re gonna take their hard cocks in that wet little pussy… feel them stuffing you, filling you.”

His fist clenched tighter in her hair, holding her head steady as his thrusts picked up speed, his cock sliding deeper, faster, into her mouth. She felt it thicken between her lips, the veins swelling against her tongue, the crown rigid and swollen. A bead of precum oozed onto her tongue—salty, slick—and she moaned around him, sucking greedily, swirling her tongue to lap it up, desperate to draw more.

“Mmmmmm…” Gemma moaned, her throat vibrating around Chris’s pistoning cock.

“Oh yeah, that’s it, baby—suck it. Suck my cock,” Chris groaned, his voice breaking with strain. “Work my cock with that pretty mouth, then you can have another one in your pussy. Hard cock stretching you… all of us taking turns, one after another, fucking that sweet little cunt.”

His thrusts grew rougher, less controlled, his hips jerking against her face as his cock swelled, hard as steel. He groaned through clenched teeth, fighting to hold back the inevitable.

“Suck his cock, Gemma,” Ted breathed beside her, his hand still working her tit. “Suck it deep. Suck his hard cock.”

The words from another man—an order from someone who wasn’t Chris—sent a violent shiver racing through her, her moans vibrating harder around the thick shaft sliding in and out of her mouth.

Hearing another man’s voice urging her on while Chris hammered her mouth made the heat in Gemma’s belly erupt into a roaring inferno. She whimpered around his cock, her sounds high and desperate, tears threatening at the corners of her eyes.

“Mmmmmm… mmmmmm…” she moaned frantically, her throat vibrating around him.

“Yeah, that’s it, baby,” Chris panted. “You’re gonna take cock after cock tonight. You’re gonna suck them dry and feel them fucking your pussy.”

Then his whole body tensed. He shoved himself deep, holding her head tight, his cock swelling between her lips. A violent twitch ran through it—then the first hot blast of cum hit the back of her throat.

Gemma gulped instinctively, moaning as the taste filled her mouth, but Chris kept cumming. Another heavy spurt, then another, thick streams pumping faster than she could swallow. She tried to keep up, sucking hard, but the volume overwhelmed her. Warm, salty cum spilled past her tongue, leaking from the corners of her lips.

“Fuck, look at that,” Ted groaned, squeezing her tit harder.

“She’s making a mess of his cock,” Vic muttered, his voice low and hungry.

More dribbled down her chin as Chris groaned above her, still unloading. Cum slicked her lips, smeared across her face, her hair clinging to the wetness. Bound, gagged with his cock, she could do nothing but swallow what she could and let the rest spill free.

“God, that’s hot,” Chris gasped, jerking as the last spurts dribbled onto her tongue. “Look at her—look at the mess she makes when she’s swallowing my cum.”

The other two men only stared harder, their eyes locked on her drenched face and the pearly streaks dripping down her neck, as her chest heaved and she moaned weakly around the softening shaft still between her lips.

Moments later Chris’s cock finally stopped twitching between her lips, the last spurts of cum spent. He kept himself buried in her mouth, holding her there, making her lick and suckle the softening shaft. Gemma moaned faintly, still tasting him, her body buzzing with overstimulated lust.

“I can’t wait to feel that mouth,” Ted muttered, his voice thick with need. “Can’t wait to fuck her throat myself.”

The bluntness of it—he wasn’t asking, just stating what would happen—made Gemma shiver violently. The knowledge that another man’s cock would soon be pushing past her lips, filling her mouth, sent a jolt of hunger racing through her veins. She whimpered, a weak, desperate sound, her body arching slightly against the restraints as if begging for it.

“Yeah, baby,” Chris said with a grin, hearing the needy noise. “That’s right. You’re gonna have another cock to suck in just a minute. Another hard cock fucking your mouth.”

Her moan in response was muffled but unmistakable, a broken little mewl of desire that left no doubt—she wanted it.


Bound

Gemma lay bound to the motel bed, the red fishnet bodysuit clinging to her flushed skin. Between her legs, the dildo buzzed relentlessly against her soaked pussy, its head slick with her juices, the snapped crotch of the suit darkened by her arousal. The metal pill hummed mercilessly on her swollen clit, sending sharp jolts of pleasure through her core. Her hips rolled greedily, grinding down as if she could force the toy to slip inside, her cunt aching and empty.

Above her, Chris kept his softening cock lodged between her lips, making her lick and nurse it, her tongue lapping over the shaft that had only minutes ago pumped her mouth full of cum. She whimpered faintly around him, still desperate, still hungry.

Beside her, Ted stood at the edge of the bed, his hand kneading her breast, rubbing her nipple through the stretched fishnet until it throbbed painfully stiff. At the foot of the bed, Vic worked her feet, squeezing and rubbing with steady, possessive hands.

Finally, Chris eased back, pulling his cock from her lips. A wet sigh slipped from her throat as it slid free, her chin glistening with the mess he had left behind.

“It’s your turn, guys,” Chris said with a grin, shuffling off the bed and gesturing for them to take his place.

Gemma’s chest rose sharply, her breath catching as the weight of his words sank in.

With Chris’s cock gone from her mouth and the pull on her hair released, Gemma rolled her head slowly on the pillow, working out the ache in her neck. Her heavy-lidded eyes scanned the room. Vic stood at the foot of the bed, his stare locked on her with raw hunger, devouring the sight of her bound, writhing body. Beside her, Ted still had his hand on her breast, watching the way her tit filled his palm, his gaze fixed and possessive.

Chris’s words echoed in her ears—it’s your turn, guys—and the meaning burned through her. A hot rush of arousal surged straight to her cunt, her hips lifting instinctively. The shift made the dildo slip from its precarious hold against her slit.

“Uhhhhh…” she whimpered in frustration as the vibrations vanished.

“Damn, she’s hot,” Vic groaned, finally letting go of her feet.

The loss of stimulation made her clench with desperation, but within seconds Vic was stepping closer, his hands reaching down between her spread thighs. She felt the warmth of his skin radiating against her before his fingers found the snaps of her bodysuit. With one quick motion he pulled them open, the red mesh flapping loose, leaving her fully bared.

Her pussy gleamed wet in the motel light, lips swollen and parted, her clit poking out stiff and needy. The humming pill rolled away and Vic shut it off, the silence only making her pulse pound harder in her ears.

Then he lifted the dildo, pressing the slick head against her cunt. He dragged it slowly up and down her slit, gathering her wetness, pausing to grind it against her throbbing clit. Gemma’s hips rolled helplessly, chasing the pressure.

“Ohhhhhh,” she moaned, her voice thick with need.

The cool air swept over her exposed flesh, clashing with the heat radiating from her cunt as Vic kept teasing, rubbing the toy along her swollen lips, brushing over her opening without ever sinking it inside.

Her body twisted on the sheets, her wrists straining at the restraints, as she tried to push herself harder against it—desperate, begging without words for more than just the tease.

Her head rolled sluggishly on the pillow, eyes flicking from one man to the other as her body writhed under their hands. Chris stood back just slightly, watching, his face split in a grin of sheer delight. His eyes sparkled as though he were drinking in every detail—the way her tits rose and fell, the way her hips rolled hungrily at the buzzing toy, the way her lips parted helplessly as small whimpers escaped her throat.

Then Ted’s hand slipped away from her breast. The sudden absence of his touch made her chest ache for more, but instinctively her eyes followed him as he stepped back from the bed. She turned her head against the pillow, her breath catching as she saw him hook his thumbs into his waistband.

Gemma’s pulse jumped.

It wasn’t just the motion—it was the way he did it. Slowly, casually, like a man who knew exactly what kind of effect he had on her. He pulled his shirt over his head first, the motion broadening his chest, revealing the toned, lean muscle of a man who kept himself in good shape. Not overly bulky, but defined, tight, strong.

Her lips parted, her breathing shallower. She felt the red fishnet stretch against her chest as her nipples pressed harder into the fabric. Her bound wrists twitched as if she could somehow reach for him.

When his jeans slid down, pooling at his ankles, Gemma’s eyes snapped straight to his crotch. The bulge straining inside his boxers left no doubt. Thick. Heavy. Demanding. Her tongue flicked out over her lips before she realized she was doing it, the reflex betraying the hunger stirring in her belly.

Her hips jerked against the toy Vic was still holding between her legs. The dildo slid slickly across her pussy lips, collecting more of her arousal, but she barely registered the sensation—her eyes were fixed on Ted.

He stood there for a beat, letting her look. Letting her see the outline of him, the way his cock pressed forward inside the thin fabric of his shorts. He was already swollen, already ready, the shape filling the material enough that she could see the blunt head even through the cotton.

Her mouth went dry. He wasn’t longer than Chris—but he was thicker. Noticeably thicker. Her heart skipped, her thighs quivered against the restraints, and for a moment the realization sent a hot rush of wetness spilling from her pussy.

Then panic struck.

Her stomach tightened as her eyes locked on his waistband. Fuck. What if he’s uncut? The thought tore through her like ice. She’d always hated uncut cocks—the way the foreskin slid back and forth, the strange taste, the messy feel of it against her tongue. She remembered, years ago, the few times she’d tried, and how much she’d despised it. The memory flashed sharp enough to steal her breath. Her eyes widened. She didn’t want to gag, didn’t want this moment to sour.

He pushed his boxers down.

Her breath froze in her throat.

And then—relief.

The thick shaft sprang free, slapping up against his stomach, the head swollen, flushed, and beautifully bare. Smooth and proud, cut clean, the broad crown glistened faintly in the motel’s dim light.

Gemma exhaled a shaky, broken sound that was halfway between a sigh and a whimper. Her body slackened into the mattress even as her eyes stayed locked to his cock. The fear melted away in an instant, replaced by a fierce, almost greedy hunger.

Her tongue slipped across her lips again, but this time it wasn’t nervous—it was deliberate. Slow. Erotic. She wanted him to see it, wanted him to know what was coming.

Her hips ground hard at the toy Vic was still teasing her with, as though her pussy had caught the same hunger her mouth now felt. She imagined the thickness stretching her lips, imagined the broad head pressing against her tongue, filling her throat.

“Fuck…” Vic muttered from the foot of the bed, clearly just as transfixed as she was.

“You wanna suck it, don’t you, baby?” Chris’s voice cut through, low and heavy with pride.

Gemma’s eyes flicked to her husband for a split second, catching the grin of satisfaction on his face, before darting back to Ted’s cock.

“You want him to feed you that thick cock,” Chris continued. “You want Ted to fuck your mouth until you’re drooling, don’t you?”

A helpless whimper slid out of Gemma’s throat, her lips parting wider. Her chest heaved against the netting, nipples burning. She didn’t even try to hide the need anymore. She wanted it. She wanted it so badly her whole body trembled in the restraints.

“Yes, she does,” Ted grinned, his voice low and certain, as he stepped toward the bed.

A helpless sound slipped from Gemma’s throat. “Ooohhh…”

Her eyes locked on him, on the heavy cock bouncing with each step he took. Every movement made it sway, thick and imposing, and the sight made her mouth dry and her pussy clench. She felt her hips jolt as Vic slid the tip of the dildo against her slit again, a cruel tease that left her whimpering, her body begging for something—anything—to fill her.

Ted climbed onto the mattress, the bed dipping under his weight. For a moment, the whole room seemed to shrink, her focus narrowing to nothing but the cock he carried toward her face. She wanted it. God, she wanted it. But at the same time her chest tightened with doubt. What am I doing? This isn’t Chris… this is another man’s cock…

Her gaze flicked sideways.

Chris was standing just feet away, watching. His eyes were wide, his face lit with pride and hunger, and between his legs—her breath caught—his cock was hard again.

Her husband had only cum minutes ago, she had swallowed every drop, and now he was stiff once more. Rock hard. The sight stunned her. He wasn’t just tolerating this—he was turned on beyond belief. He wanted it. He needed it. The realization made her shiver, a mix of fear and relief and raw, dizzying arousal crashing through her at once.

Ted crouched beside her head, one hand gripping his cock at the base, the other sliding into her hair. He held himself there, the broad head inches from her lips. She could smell him—male, musky, different. Not Chris. That fact sent another conflicted wave through her, but her lips parted anyway, instinct taking over.

Her neck stretched forward, her mouth opened wide, and she moaned as the hot, thick head pressed past her lips.

“Mmmmmm…” The sound vibrated in her throat as the first few inches slid onto her tongue.

Her eyes fluttered closed. The feel was different from Chris’s—not just thicker, but heavier, the weight of it pressing against her tongue in a way that shocked her with its intensity. She swallowed around it, rolled her tongue over the veined shaft, tasting the slick precum that smeared across her mouth.

She forced her eyes open again and looked up. Chris was still watching. Still smiling. Still hard.

The shame of it, the thrill of it, the sheer impossibility of what she was doing made her moan louder around Ted’s cock. Her lips stretched wider as she pushed her head forward, swallowing more until her lips brushed Ted’s fingers at the base.

For a long, suspended moment, they stayed like that—Gemma with her mouth full of another man’s cock, Ted sighing heavily above her, and Chris watching with a gleam of pride in his eyes.

“That’s it, baby,” Chris said softly, his voice cracked with lust. “Suck his cock. God, you’re beautiful.”

Gemma whimpered around the thick shaft in her mouth, torn between doubt and pure, unstoppable desire. And yet her lips only clung tighter, her tongue only worked harder, as if her body had already chosen for her.

The feel of Ted’s cock filling her mouth—different, thicker, not Chris’s—combined with the sound of her husband’s voice urging her on, sent a flood of heat racing through her. Passion surged like wildfire, her loins burning hotter than ever before.

At that exact moment Vic pressed the head of the dildo to her pussy. The rounded tip pushed at her opening, parting her lips, just enough to make her walls flutter and ache with anticipation. Gemma jerked her hips upward, moaning against Ted’s shaft, her body trying desperately to draw the toy inside, to finally be filled. But Vic only held it there, the head straining at her hole, never granting the full penetration her body screamed for.

“Mmmmmm… mmmmm…” she whimpered, muffled around Ted’s cock, her voice thick with frustration.

Above her, Ted began to move, pulling his cock back until only the head remained between her lips before sliding it forward again. The slow, steady rhythm forced her lips wider with each thrust, the girth stretching her mouth in ways that made her moan uncontrollably. Saliva mixed with precum coated her tongue as she sucked harder, trying to please him even while her body writhed for something more below.

Then, just as the thrusting began to build, the toy at her pussy disappeared. The vibrations stopped, leaving her empty, her clit aching. She whimpered again, louder this time, her whole body rocking on the bed as though chasing after the missing pressure.

Out of the corner of her eye she saw Vic straightening, the dildo tossed aside. He was undressing now, pulling his shirt over his head, kicking free of his jeans with no hesitation, his eyes fixed hungrily on her exposed, bound body.

The sight jolted her. The reality hit harder than ever—one man’s cock already sliding in and out of her mouth, another stripping to fuck her pussy, and Chris, her husband, standing back, watching it all with a hard cock of his own.

Gemma moaned around Ted’s thickness, the sound trembling with equal parts disbelief and raw, unstoppable desire.

“Yeah, suck his cock, Gemma,” Chris murmured, his voice thick with pride. “God, you’re beautiful when you’re being fucked in the mouth. So beautiful with a cock sliding past your lips.”

“Yes, Gemma… suck me,” Ted groaned above her, guiding his hips into a steady rhythm. “Suck my cock.”

The words burned through her ears, through her chest, making her body tremble with need. She moaned around Ted’s thickness, her lips stretched wide, her tongue gliding frantically over the ridges and veins as she sucked harder, deeper, desperate to please him. She began moving her head to match his rhythm, her mouth working in sync with his slow thrusts, saliva wetting her lips and chin as she gave herself to the act.

But even as her mouth was full, her eyes kept flicking sideways, toward Vic.

Piece by piece, he stripped. First his shirt, revealing a lean, tight chest. Then his belt came free, the soft clink of the buckle making her pulse stutter. Her breath caught when he shoved his jeans down his thighs, stepping out of them with deliberate slowness. Each movement was confident, unhurried, as though he knew she was watching, bound and helpless, waiting to see.

Gemma’s pussy clenched at the anticipation. She moaned again around Ted’s cock, more from the tension building in her belly than from his thickness stretching her lips.

Finally Vic slid his boxers down.

Her eyes widened. His cock sprang free, standing out proudly from his body, longer than either Chris or Ted. Not monstrously so—seven inches, maybe a touch more—but enough that the difference was obvious. The shaft was about the same thickness as Chris’s, not as fat as Ted’s, but it was the sheer length and the iron hardness of it that made her heart pound.

It jutted forward at a sharp angle, so rigid it almost looked painful. The head was flushed dark, veins tracing the sides of the shaft, every detail straining against his skin as though his cock had been carved from stone.

Gemma whimpered around Ted’s cock at the sight, her mind spinning. God, what is that going to feel like inside me? What will it be like to take something longer than Chris, longer than Ted?

Her body answered before her mind could: her hips rolled against the sheets, her pussy clenching, her clit throbbing so hard it almost hurt. The anticipation was nearly unbearable.

Gemma closed her eyes, letting the darkness sharpen every sensation. Her lips were stretched wide, her jaw aching slightly as Ted’s cock slid back and forth between her lips, but she didn’t care—she loved it. She had always enjoyed sucking Chris, but this… this was something different. The feel of a strange man’s thick cock filling her mouth, the taste of him, the knowledge that her husband was watching and getting off on every second—it sent her spiraling into a place she hadn’t known existed.

Her moans vibrated around Ted’s shaft as she sucked harder, her tongue swirling and lapping eagerly, hungrily. She wasn’t just taking his cock into her mouth anymore—she was fucking him with it, pulling him deeper, savoring every inch she could manage. Drool slipped down her chin, warm and sticky, but she barely noticed. The more he gave her, the more she wanted.

“Yeah, suck it, Gemma. Suck my cock. Fuck me with your mouth,” Ted groaned, his hips rocking faster, his cock gliding wet and slippery inside her throat.

Her pussy throbbed with each word, her body reacting as though the praise itself were another touch. Her hips shifted helplessly on the bed, straining against the restraints, juices running freely as her arousal pushed her past the point of reason.

“So beautiful,” Chris sighed from beside the bed, his voice almost reverent. “So fucking beautiful.”

Gemma whimpered around Ted’s cock at that, the sound garbled but desperate, her whole body alive with need. She felt the mattress dip at her feet, Vic’s weight settling as he moved into position between her legs. A rush of hot air fanned across her bare pussy, the heat of his presence making her walls flutter and clench. Reflexively, her hole opened, her body starving for what was coming.

And still she sucked, harder, deeper, her moans spilling out around the cock filling her mouth as though she never wanted it to end.

Suddenly, hands clamped down on her thighs, strong fingers digging into her flesh and pinning her wide open. Heat radiated against her skin, and then—before her brain could catch up—a hot breath washed over her drenched cunt.

Gemma barely had time to gasp before a tongue dragged across her slit.

It started low, pressing hard between her folds, and then licked all the way up—slow, wet, relentless—until it swept over her swollen clit. The rough stroke against that throbbing nub detonated something deep inside her.

She didn’t climb toward climax. It hit her.

Her orgasm erupted without warning, the most violent she had ever felt. White heat flashed through her loins, electric bolts tearing across her nerves as her whole body convulsed against the restraints. Her back arched, her ass lifted clear off the sheets, her muscles spasmed uncontrollably as the tongue lashed her clit again, harder, wetter, merciless.

She wanted to scream, to cry out, to let the world know she was being undone—but Ted’s cock was still in her mouth. He had her by the hair, holding her head steady, forcing her lips to stay stretched around his shaft. She whimpered and moaned frantically against it, muffled, her throat vibrating around the inch he kept buried between her lips. Drool ran down her chin as she tried to suck and gasp at the same time, every sound she made swallowed by his cock.

Her entire body writhed and bucked, but the tongue never relented. Every flick over her clit reignited the storm, every wet circle pushed her orgasm to new heights. It wasn’t just pleasure—it was overload, it was fire, it was more than she could contain. She shook, she jerked, she came so hard she thought she might black out.

Pinned down, mouth full, pussy devoured—Gemma was helpless, drowning in the most powerful orgasm of her life.

“Mmmmmmm… mmmmmm… mmmmmmmmmmmm,” Gemma whimpered, her cries vibrating helplessly around the thick cock stretching her lips. Her whole body shook beneath the restraints, her orgasm tearing through her in unstoppable waves. Drool leaked from the corners of her mouth, mixing with the precum she was swallowing, as her throat struggled to keep up with the mess.

“Suck me while you cum, Gemma,” Ted groaned, his voice thick with need. “That’s it—suck my cock while you cum for me.”

Her eyes squeezed shut, tears pricking at the corners as her body writhed, every nerve ablaze. She moaned louder, the sound broken and muffled by the cock she couldn’t release.

“Fucking beautiful,” Chris groaned, his voice rough, almost reverent. She risked a sideways glance through heavy lids and saw him stroking himself, hard again, his face twisted in awe at the sight of his wife—bound, convulsing, moaning around another man’s cock as she came apart.

The humiliation, the thrill, the raw, unbearable pleasure all mixed together until Gemma didn’t know whether she was sobbing or gasping—but she knew one thing: she couldn’t stop sucking. Even as her orgasm tore her apart, her lips clung to Ted’s shaft, her tongue still working him, every desperate sound vibrating down his cock.

Vic’s tongue worked her clit in relentless circles, licking and rolling the swollen nub until Gemma thought she might break apart. Her hips bucked against his face, her body straining against the restraints, every nerve alight with fire. Each lash of his tongue set off another burst of electricity inside her, her back arching off the bed, nipples dragging against the tight fishnet as her chest heaved upward.

“Mmmmmm… mmmmmmmm… mmmmmmmm,” she moaned brokenly, Ted’s cock muffling the sounds as it slid between her lips.

Her body trembled uncontrollably, one orgasm rolling into the next. Ted kept her mouth filled with steady thrusts, Vic’s tongue drove her higher, and Chris stood at her side watching with a look of pure hunger. She writhed helplessly, her juices slicking her thighs, her body rolling against the sheets as she was consumed by wave after wave of pleasure.

When at last the storm began to ebb, her muscles softening, her back lowering to the mattress, Vic eased his mouth away from her pussy. For a moment, the absence of his tongue left her clit throbbing in the cool air, her whole body twitching with aftershocks.

Then she felt the mattress shift.

Vic was climbing higher, not hurried, not scrambling—each movement deliberate, controlled. He dragged the tension out, positioning himself slowly between her spread thighs. She could feel the heat of his body approaching, the weight of him closing in, the inevitability of what was about to happen.

Gemma’s heart hammered. Her mouth stayed stretched around Ted’s cock, but her thoughts were consumed by the new presence at her cunt. She knew what was coming. She could feel it—the long, hard cock she had seen jutting out from his body, stiff as iron, looked almost painfully rigid. Longer than Chris, longer than Ted. She shivered at the thought of how it would feel inside her, reaching deeper, pushing into places she wasn’t sure she was ready for.

Vic didn’t rush. He let her anticipation build until she was trembling, until her pussy was clenching around nothing in desperate need. Only then did she feel him shift closer, his cock brushing against her swollen lips, sliding slowly along her slit, not pressing in yet—just teasing, promising.

Gemma moaned around Ted’s shaft, her body arching again, caught between the lingering aftershocks of her orgasm and the raw hunger for the next.

She knew it wouldn’t be long before Vic’s long cock pushed inside her—and the thought alone nearly drove her over the edge again.

The blunt head of Vic’s cock pressed against her opening, hot and unyielding, rubbing at her gaping hole. For a suspended second he held it there, letting her feel the sheer size of him poised to enter, her pussy fluttering hungrily around nothing. Then, with a sudden, forceful thrust, he drove himself inside.

Gemma gasped around Ted’s cock as her pussy was split open, the rigid length sliding deep along her walls, filling her completely, stuffing her cunt with thick, unforgiving flesh. The shock of his size, the stretch, the way every inch seemed to carve its place inside her, detonated something in her core.

Her orgasm came back to life instantly, roaring through her with brutal force. Her body seized against the restraints, hips bucking wildly to meet Vic’s thrust even as she whimpered and moaned around the cock still buried in her mouth. Every nerve inside her screamed with ecstasy as his long shaft filled her tighter, deeper, harder than she had ever been filled before.

“Mmmmmmmmmm… mmmmmmmmmm,” Gemma moaned helplessly, her mouth stretched around Ted’s thick shaft as he pushed it deep, the tip nudging the back of her throat. Saliva spilled from the corners of her lips, running down her chin, but she didn’t care—she sucked harder, hungrier, lost in the heat of it.

“Yeah, suck my cock, Gemma,” Ted groaned above her, his fingers tight in her hair. “God, you’re so hot with your lips around me.”

Her clit throbbed at his words, the sound vibrating through her body almost as much as the cock filling her mouth.

“Oh, fuck yes,” Chris whispered hoarsely from the side, his voice thick with awe. “Suck him, Baby. Suck his cock while Vic fucks you. That’s it—cum on their cocks. Cum like the perfect little slut you are.”

The words stabbed straight into her chest, and she whimpered around Ted’s cock, her hips jerking up to meet Vic’s relentless thrusts.

“Jesus, her pussy’s unreal,” Vic groaned between gritted teeth, pounding into her. “So tight, so wet—fuck, she’s clamping down on me like she can’t let go.”

Gemma’s whole body shook at the chorus of voices—the cock in her mouth, the cock in her pussy, her husband’s dirty encouragement ringing in her ears. She felt used, fucked, degraded—and yet powerful. Three men, all focused on her, all speaking to her, all caught in the heat of what she was giving them.

“Oh yeah, Baby,” Chris urged again, his voice trembling. “Fuck him. Fuck Vic’s cock with that perfect little pussy. Show them how beautiful you are when you cum.”

Her body answered before her mind could: her walls clenched hard around Vic, her throat tightened around Ted, and a strangled moan hummed through her stuffed mouth.

She had never felt more like a slut. She had never felt more powerful.

Gemma had never imagined what it would feel like to have two men inside her at the same time—and now that she did, it was almost too much. Ted’s cock filled her mouth, stretching her lips, heavy on her tongue, while Vic’s long shaft drove into her cunt, spreading her wide, grinding into places Chris had never reached. Every nerve in her body screamed, every thrust jolting her between choking fullness above and unbearable pressure below.

She tried to focus on sucking—on the way Ted’s cock tasted, on the feel of the veins under her tongue—but she couldn’t. Each time Vic slammed into her, her whole body lurched, breaking her rhythm, making her lips slide clumsily down Ted’s shaft instead of tightly, skillfully. She whimpered against him, drool spilling down her chin, knowing she wasn’t giving her best.

For a fleeting second she hated it—that she wasn’t the perfect little cocksucker Chris always said she was. She felt bad, embarrassed, that her distraction was cheating Ted of the pleasure she usually loved giving.

But then Vic ground in deeper, his cock pressing so far she swore she felt him nudging her womb, and the shame was obliterated by raw sensation.

Her body convulsed.

The orgasm slammed into her, unstoppable, erasing every thought. Her pussy clenched around Vic like a vice, milking him, fluttering in helpless spasms, while her throat hummed around Ted’s cock in muffled moans. Her chest arched off the bed, tits straining against the fishnet, nipples rubbed raw under the tight weave. She jerked and writhed against the restraints, eyes squeezed shut, drool and moans spilling out together as wave after wave of rapture consumed her.

She wasn’t sucking well anymore—but none of them seemed to care. They wanted her messy, desperate, overwhelmed—and she was all of those things, and more.

“Mmmmmm… mmmmmmm… mmmmmmmmmmm,” Gemma whimpered, her throat vibrating around Ted’s cock as her body shook with aftershocks. The orgasm seemed endless, rolling through her in violent bursts that left her trembling, her muscles clenching one moment, going slack the next. She gasped through her nose, drool spilling from the corners of her mouth, every nerve raw and blazing.

When a bead of precum leaked across her tongue, hot and salty, she latched onto it hungrily, sucking harder, pulling at Ted’s cock as if she could drain him. Below, her hips bucked weakly against Vic, grinding her pelvis into his relentless thrusts, her body desperate to swallow every inch of his long shaft. She wanted him deeper, harder, stuffing her until there was nothing left inside her but cock.

At last the storm began to ebb. Her convulsions slowed, her back loosened from its arch, her body sagged heavy into the mattress. She was limp, spent—but the men inside her weren’t. If anything, they were closer than ever.

Vic’s cock still drove into her, steady and punishing, while above her Ted’s movements grew urgent, more erratic. His fingers clenched tighter in her hair, tugging at her scalp, his hips rocking with short, sharp jabs at her lips. His cock had gone iron-hard in her mouth, every vein swollen, the head flaring as it slid back and forth along her slick lips.

Precum dripped steadily, slicking her tongue, and she lapped at it greedily, knowing the flood that was about to follow.

Both of them were right on the edge—she could feel it, taste it, sense it in the way their bodies moved—and the knowledge sent another weak shiver of anticipation through her tired frame.

“Suck my cock, Gemma. Suck it. Take it all,” Ted panted above her, his hips jerking at her lips. “You love this, don’t you? Love being used like a slut.”

“Yes, Baby,” Chris urged, his voice rough with lust. “Suck him off. Swallow his cum like the filthy little cock-hungry wife you are. God, you’re so fucking beautiful like this—two cocks using you, one in your mouth, one in your pussy.”

Gemma whimpered around Ted’s shaft, the humiliation cutting straight through her exhaustion. Her lips clung tighter, her tongue swirling faster, desperate to please.

“Look at her,” Vic groaned from between her legs, his thrusts growing ragged. “She’s dripping all over me, squeezing my cock like she doesn’t want to let go. She wants it—wants every inch. Fucking loves it.”

Chris leaned closer, his voice a low growl in her ear. “That’s right, Baby. You’re our little slut now. With their cocks inside you, you’re perfect. You’re mine—and I love watching you be theirs.”

Ted groaned loudly, his cock twitching against her tongue, and Gemma’s whole body shuddered with the shame and thrill of their words.

Ted’s hips jerked hard against her lips, then stilled. His cock pulsed inside her mouth, swollen to the point of pain, and a violent twitch ran through it before the first hot jet of semen burst across her tongue.

Gemma gagged at the taste—bitter, salty, unmistakably male. She’d never liked it, never would. But the fact that it was his cum—Ted’s, a man she’d only just met—pouring into her mouth while Chris stood watching, made her body jolt with a surge of arousal she hadn’t expected. She whimpered around him, sucking harder, swallowing fast to keep up.

Jet after jet filled her, and unlike with Chris, there was no escape. Ted’s cock was too thick, too heavy, sealing off every space in her mouth. No dribble, no messy spill down her chin—just a hot flood that had nowhere to go but down her throat. She was full of cock and full of cum, utterly used, utterly claimed.

Her pussy clenched violently around Vic in response, as if her body couldn’t separate one violation from another. Each swallow drove her hips upward, her cunt milking Vic’s cock as desperately as her throat milked Ted’s. The disgust of the taste blurred into something darker, filthier: a thrill at the sheer sluttiness of it, at letting a stranger shoot his load into her while her husband urged her on.

And to her shock, the power of that thrill turned her on far more than the taste ever could.

“Mmmm… mmmmmm… mmmmmm,” Gemma whimpered, her throat still wrapped around Ted’s cock as the last spurts of his cum pulsed onto her tongue. The thickness of him kept her sealed, his cock twitching with little aftershocks, each one forcing another warm dribble of semen down her throat.

At the same time Vic’s thrusts grew frantic, his cock swelling impossibly hard inside her. Her pussy clenched around him, fluttering, milking him as if her body already knew what was coming.

Then he drove himself deep, burying every inch, and froze. His cock jerked violently inside her, and the first hot gush of his cum sprayed against her walls.

That was it.

The double flood—the cock twitching in her throat, the cock exploding inside her pussy—overloaded everything. An orgasm ripped through her so brutally she thought her restraints might snap. Her back arched clear off the bed, tits straining against the fishnet, nipples scraping at the fabric. Her legs trembled against the cuffs as she writhed, cunt clenching and sucking at Vic with desperate greed.

“Look at you,” Chris snarled at her side, his voice thick with lust. “Two cocks filling you, one in your mouth, one in your pussy, and you’re cumming like the perfect little slut you are. God, you love it. You fucking love being their cum dump.”

His words struck her harder than the thrusts had. Instead of shame, she felt it spiral into pure heat, fanning her orgasm higher. She did love it. She loved the filth, the power, the way Chris was watching her—owning her—even as he called her a slut.

She moaned around Ted’s softening cock, still gulping down the last of his release, while Vic pumped thick ropes of cum deep into her pussy. The stimulation was too much—every nerve screaming, every muscle shaking, her body thrashing as she was filled at both ends.

She had never been so utterly used. Never felt so degraded. Never felt so alive.


Aftershocks

Lying bound to the motel bed in her red fishnet bodysuit, Gemma trembled through a series of fading spasms while Ted and Vic finished spilling their loads into her body. Her skin glistened with sweat beneath the mesh, nipples raw and aching, every muscle spent but still twitching with aftershocks. Her pussy throbbed, full and messy, while her lips were sticky from the last lingering taste of cum.

“Fucking beautiful,” Chris sighed over and over from the bedside, his voice low, reverent, and thick with lust. He couldn’t take his eyes off her—his wife, still squirming in her restraints, freshly fucked and filled.

When Ted finally slipped his softening cock from her mouth, Gemma turned her head toward Chris, blinking through heavy lids. Her gaze dragged down his body, and her breath caught when she saw his cock—rock hard, jutting from his crotch, a bead of precum glistening at the swollen head. He was throbbing, dripping, as if he hadn’t cum at all earlier, as if watching her used by other men had only made him harder.

Vic pulled out next, his cock wet and slick with her juices as he climbed from the bed. Gemma whimpered softly at the loss, a strange ache of both delight and sadness lingering in her chest.

“You were so damn beautiful,” Chris told her, his voice husky, his cock twitching as another drop of precum slid down its shaft. “So beautiful with their cocks in you. Their cocks fucking my perfect little slut.”

He moved with unhurried purpose now, reaching across the bed to unfasten the straps that pinned her wrists. As he leaned in close, his cock dragged lightly against the bedspread, and Gemma couldn’t stop her eyes from following the movement—thick, heavy, already beginning to swell again. Her breath caught as the thought hit her: after everything she had just been through, he was still hard for her.

The cuffs came loose, and her arms dropped heavily to her sides. A dull ache ran through them as blood began to flow again, and she twisted her wrists, flexing her hands, trying to shake out the tingling numbness. Chris was already crouched at her ankles, his fingers quick and deliberate on the buckles that had kept her legs spread wide while Vic drove into her. Each sound of leather loosening seemed to echo in the room.

When her ankles were freed, she instinctively rolled them, bending her knees slightly, testing her body. Her thighs still trembled faintly, the memory of being held open and used refusing to fade.

“We ain’t done with you either,” Chris murmured, his voice low, ragged with hunger, as he undid the last restraint. His words weren’t a surprise—she had already guessed, already braced herself—but hearing him say it aloud sent another shiver racing through her veins.

Her gaze flicked back to him, to the cock she had been stealing glances at the whole time. It was stiffening with every second he spent watching her, growing harder as though her ruined, swollen pussy was fueling his arousal.

“No, we ain’t done, Baby,” he went on, a dark grin curling his lips. “We ain’t done stuffing our hard cocks into your pussy.”

Chris moved up to the head of the bed, gathering all the pillows into his arms. He slid a hand beneath her hips, lifting her easily—her body limp and pliant after all it had endured—and tucked the pillows beneath her ass. The change tilted her pelvis up, presenting her even more openly. Her legs were bent for her, feet flat on the mattress, thighs falling apart once again.

A moment later, the low hum of the vibrator filled the room, and she gasped as its rounded head pressed against her swollen entrance. The toy slipped past her lips, sinking slowly inside until she felt its length seated fully within her.

“Ohhhh God…” she sighed, her voice a breathy quiver as her walls clenched around it. “Ohhhhhh.”

“Did you like it, Baby?” Chris asked, his voice low and intent. “Did you like having their cocks in you?”

The toy stayed buried deep, vibrating against her tender walls, sending waves of electricity through her raw nerves. It immediately reignited the orgasm that had hovered just out of reach before, dragging it back up from the edge of her exhaustion.

“Yes… ohhh yes, Chris,” she moaned, her hips instinctively rising to meet the toy. “Yes.”

“You were so beautiful, Baby,” he said, his words slow and deliberate. “So fucking beautiful. With their two cocks inside you. Watching you squirm… watching you cum.”

He began to move the toy, dragging it out until only the head remained, then pushing it back in deep. Each slow thrust was accompanied by a twist of his wrist, angling the shaft so its textured surface stroked different parts of her inner walls. Gemma’s body responded immediately, her hips rolling up against him, grinding herself into the toy, chasing more friction.

Her head lolled to the side, lips parted, pulling ragged breaths as the wave built higher. The orgasm inside her stirred violently, tugging her toward the edge with every glide of the toy.

“God, you’re so damn beautiful with their cocks in you,” Chris murmured, his voice thick with hunger. “So beautiful being fucked by two hard cocks.”

His words poured into her like accelerant, feeding the fire already raging inside. Each syllable seemed to make her body twitch harder, the desperate ache in her cunt drawing her closer and closer to breaking.

“You really loved it, didn’t you, Baby? You loved being stretched open by two cocks at once,” Chris whispered, his voice thick with lust.

“Oooohhhhhh,” Gemma moaned, her head tilting back, body straining as if the words themselves pushed her closer.

Her fists knotted in the bedspread, twisting the fabric as she pulled hard on it, her arms trembling. Her legs pressed into the mattress, lifting her hips high and shoving her pussy down onto the thrusting toy. Her clit throbbed with every vibration, her walls clamping down desperately around the length filling her.

“You’re right there, aren’t you, Baby?” Chris coaxed. “About to cum all over this cock. About to gush on it for me.”

Her moans broke into breathless pants. “Oooohhhhhh… ohhhh… ohhhhhh…” Each sound raw, each gasp dragged from her chest as her body hovered right on the brink.

The orgasm was teetering, swaying, her muscles wound so tight she thought she might snap. She pumped her hips wildly against the toy, grinding herself down with frantic hunger, her cunt gripping and milking the vibrating shaft.

And then—suddenly—it was gone. Chris yanked it free, her walls clenching around emptiness.

“Uuuuhhhhhh… ohhhhhh noooo,” she whimpered, her voice trembling with frustration. Her hips fell back to the pillows, twitching uselessly, her body collapsing in protest.

Her head rolled to the side, eyes dark with need as she bit down on her bottom lip, staring at her husband through heavy lids.

Chris didn’t break her gaze. He tossed the toy onto the chair and crawled onto the bed, sliding between her spread thighs, his fist wrapped tight around his own cock—thick, rigid, gleaming with precum.

“You want another cock in you, don’t you, Baby?” Chris grinned down at her, his voice low and heavy. “You want me to stuff my hard cock into that dripping pussy?”

The way he knelt above her, steady and confident, his cock gripped in his fist and angled toward her raised ass, made Gemma’s chest tighten. The sight alone stoked the blaze inside her. From beneath heavy lids she caught sight of Ted and Vic nearby, both watching her with undisguised hunger. Their eyes devoured her spread body, tied and offered up, and the awareness of their gaze made her whimper with need.

“Yes,” she mewed, hips rocking helplessly atop the pillows. “Yes, Chris—put it in me. Put your cock in my pussy. Fuck me, Chris. Fuck me.”

The position he’d chosen for her—hips tilted high by the pillows, legs spread wide—was no accident. It left her fully exposed, her swollen lips glistening, every twitch and clench of her pussy on display. All three men had a perfect view of her squirming, of her body begging for cock.

Chris edged closer, teasing first. She felt the blunt head of his cock slide against her slit, brushing up and down, smearing precum into the wetness already spilling out of her. The anticipation nearly broke her. Her back arched, her mouth hung open, her breath came in jagged bursts.

And then he pressed forward. Slowly. Deliberately. Stretching her inch by inch, filling her cunt with his stiff cock. Gemma’s eyes fluttered shut, her bottom lip caught between her teeth, her tongue flicking out as though she could taste the invasion. Every centimeter inside her made her body quake.

Chris’s gaze never left her face, drinking in the way she surrendered to the filling, her expression caught between bliss and desperation. He bottomed out, buried completely, his cock pulsing inside her wet heat.

“Cock after cock,” he breathed, the words more promise than statement. “Cock after cock, Baby.”

“Oooooohhhhhh…” Gemma panted when at last his cock filled her completely, the head brushing against that tender spot deep inside as his pelvis ground flush against hers. “Ohhh God… yesssss… yessssssss.”

Chris didn’t rush. He let her feel every inch of him buried inside her before dragging himself back, slow and steady, until only the swollen crown of his cock remained gripped by her clenching walls. The deliberate pace made her tremble, her body twitching with need, her orgasm swelling so close it felt like it was coiled inside her, ready to tear through at the smallest push.

Her back arched higher, her fists clenching at the sheets, her hips rising off the pillows to chase after him, desperate to be filled again.

“Cock after cock, Baby,” Chris murmured, his voice low, thick with hunger, as he pressed forward again—agonizingly slow. Every centimeter drove her wild. “Cock after cock in your wet pussy.”

Gemma cried out, her head rolling against the pillow, her teeth dragging across her lip. “Oooooohhhhhh… yesssss, Chris… ohhh yesssssss!” Her hips bucked up to meet him, grinding back at him with frantic need, her body unable to match his teasing crawl but begging for more with every shake and whimper.

This time, when Chris was buried to the hilt inside her dripping cunt, he ground his hips against hers, forcing himself deeper. Gemma instinctively rolled her hips in answer, gyrating beneath him, lost in the delicious drag of his cock along her walls. With her eyes closed, she didn’t see his hand slip away—didn’t see the glint of the small knife he held.

The first sound she registered was the sharp rip of fabric. The harsh tearing cut through the room, startling her just as a rush of cool air swept across her chest. Her bodysuit split open down the center, the fishnet peeling back as Chris ripped it apart with a violent tug. Her breasts tumbled free, slick with sweat, her hard nipples stiffening as they met the air.

“Uuuhhhgggghhhhhh!” Gemma cried, her eyes flying open in shocked arousal.

The sensation was overwhelming—the relief of her sensitive nipples freed from the abrasive fabric, the chill of air cooling her heated skin—yet she had no time to savor it. While she had been writhing under Chris’s slow, relentless thrusts, Ted and Vic had quietly shifted closer, one on each side of the bed. Seconds after her tits spilled out, both men reached for her, their large hands cupping her breasts, fingers spreading across her swollen flesh.

The contrast made her body jolt—their palms squeezing and kneading, their thumbs grazing her nipples as her husband’s cock drove deep inside her, grinding, filling, stretching her. The combination was too much.

Her climax erupted, fierce and unstoppable. Gemma’s body arched violently from the mattress, her back bowing as she thrust her breasts into their eager hands and her pussy clamped hard around Chris’s cock. Her hips bucked upward, hammering back against him as he ground into her. Her head snapped back, her mouth falling open in a broken cry, eyes squeezed shut as the orgasm tore through her.

“Ohhhhhh Godddddddd!” she wailed. “Ohhhhhh yesssssssssss!”

Even as the orgasm ripped through her, shockwaves of raw ecstasy exploding along every nerve, Ted and Vic bent lower, mouths closing greedily over her freed nipples. Their tongues lapped and flicked in different rhythms—one teasing and light, the other rough and insistent—sending sharp jolts of sensation through her already overcharged body. The heat of their mouths, the wet drag of their tongues, the scrape of teeth against her hypersensitive tips—all of it fused with Chris’s cock grinding deep inside her, magnifying the climax until it felt endless.

“Ooohhhhhh God!” Gemma cried out, voice breaking. “Ohhhhhh Gooooooooddddddd!”

Her back bowed violently, trying to force even more of her tits into their hungry mouths, while her hips bucked and rolled beneath Chris, her ass lifting in desperate, jerking thrusts against the pillows. Her head snapped back, her mouth open wide as moans tore unbidden from her throat. Her wrists strained against the sheets she clutched, fingers clawing and releasing as if her body couldn’t contain the pleasure detonating through it.

“Uuugggggghhhhhhhhhh!” she groaned, guttural and raw.

In the middle of it all, her searching hand brushed warm skin. Instinctively, her fingers curled over the coarse hair of Vic’s thigh, sliding upward until she found the heavy warmth of his cock. Even softened, it felt thick and potent in her palm. Without hesitation she gripped it tightly, tugging urgently as if to coax it back to life. Her other hand fumbled blindly across the bed until it found Ted’s shaft as well, wrapping around it with the same desperate hunger.

For the first time in her life Gemma was being fucked, licked, and milked all at once—her pussy clenching around Chris, her tits devoured by Ted and Vic, her own hands working their cocks. The slutty, shamelessness of it made her shudder even harder, her orgasm cresting again with dizzying force.

Gemma’s body arched violently, every nerve alive, as Chris drove his cock into her with a raw intensity he had never shown before. Her hands clutched desperately at Ted and Vic’s soft cocks, tugging at them while their mouths sucked greedily at her tits, tongues rolling and flicking her swollen nipples until she thought she might combust. The filth of it—the sheer madness of what she was doing—sent the orgasm detonating through her with brutal force. Her hips thrashed in the air, meeting Chris’s pounding thrusts as he buried every last inch of himself inside her soaked cunt.

Her moans were ragged, incoherent, spilling from her open mouth as her body convulsed beneath the three men. Sweat slicked her skin, making her shine beneath the room’s dim light, every muscle trembling under the relentless wave of pleasure. Chris groaned above her, grinding harder, as though the sight of his wife jerking two other men’s cocks while their tongues worshipped her breasts made him feral.

At last her climax began to ebb, her body collapsing back onto the pillows, chest heaving. But her hands didn’t stop. She gripped Ted and Vic tighter, felt them stiffening again in her palms, twitching as her fingers coaxed them back to full hardness. The realization that she was stroking them back to life while Chris still pounded into her made her shudder with another ripple of heat.

Chris’s cock slammed into her, sliding through the mess of her juices mixed with Vic’s cum, wet squelching sounds filling the room with every stroke. Thick fluid seeped out of her, dripping down between her cheeks as his cock drove deeper, his thrusts faster and rougher than she had ever felt.

“Oooooohhh God yessss,” she panted, her voice breaking as her hips rolled helplessly to meet his rhythm. “Oooooohhhhhhh yeeeeesssssss!”

Her cunt clenched greedily around his cock, milking it, the muscles tightening with each piston-like thrust. She felt stretched, used, utterly devoured by the moment—Chris’s cock plowing her, Vic and Ted swelling in her fists, their mouths still teasing her nipples raw. For the first time in her life, she wasn’t just being fucked. She was owned by the act itself, her body a conduit for all three men’s lust, and she couldn’t stop moaning for more.

Ted and Vic stayed latched to her tits, their mouths greedy, sucking hard while their hands kneaded her soft mounds. Their tongues flicked and swirled over her swollen nipples until Gemma’s back arched, her body shuddering with overstimulated need. The heat of their mouths and the roughness of their palms made her nipples throb as though they might burst.

“Fuck yes, Baby,” Chris growled, his cock swelling even harder inside her soaked pussy. She could feel every ridge, every vein pressing against her clenching walls as he drove deeper. “God, you’re so beautiful. So fucking beautiful.”

Her head lolled helplessly from side to side on the pillows, sweat-darkened hair clinging to her cheeks as whimpers tumbled from her lips. “Oooohhhhhh… uuuugggghhhhhh… mmmmmm…”

Chris’s voice came again, raw with hunger. “So beautiful, Baby. Stroking their cocks while I fuck you—my gorgeous wife taking it all. You want them, don’t you? You want their cocks too. You want them in your pussy.”

Her moan was guttural, primal, as her fingers squeezed tighter around the shafts she held. She could feel Ted and Vic thickening in her hands again, pulsing back to life as if her touch alone was demanding it. Her hips bucked upward at Chris, desperate for every inch of him.

“Ooooohhhhhh Chris…” she gasped, her eyes fluttering shut as the need ripped through her.

“Yes, Baby,” Chris groaned, his hips slamming harder, balls slapping wetly against her ass. “Cock after cock… filling you… using you. Cock after cock.”

Gemma’s fingers tightened hungrily around Ted and Vic, stroking them with desperate rhythm. She felt both shafts swelling against her palms, hardening under her touch, pulsing thicker as she worked their bases with urgent little tugs. Her body was a storm of need—Chris’s cock hammering her soaked pussy, their mouths tugging at her tits, and her hands coaxing these other men back to full rigidity. The combination overwhelmed her, each sensation feeding the next until her hunger became unbearable.

She knew Chris was close; she could feel it in the way his cock throbbed inside her, in the way his hips drove faster, harder, the slap of his body against her slick flesh echoing in the room. Every thrust pressed deeper, every grind sent her nerves sparking. And still, her hands pumped Vic and Ted, her fingers stroking them feverishly so that when her husband spilled inside her, one of them would already be ready—already aching—to take his place.

Chris’s pace grew ragged, urgent, his groans breaking through clenched teeth as sweat rolled down his temples. He stared down at her with raw hunger, his cock pistoning through her drenched folds with furious rhythm, his eyes locked on the sight of his wife being mauled and teased by other men.

“Ohhh yes, Baby,” he gasped, his voice thick with lust, almost reverent. “God, look at you… stroking their cocks while I fuck you. Making them hard for you. Getting them ready to take you.” His hips snapped harder, faster, as his chest heaved. “Play with them, Baby… make them stiff for you… get them ready to fuck your sweet pussy next.”

Chris’s thrusts lost all rhythm, breaking into frantic, ragged slams that shook her body against the pillows. His face was twisted in raw lust as sweat dripped down, his cock battering her soaked pussy with furious need. He was gasping now, almost snarling, the words spilling from him as if he couldn’t hold them back.

“God, this pussy… this fucking slutty pussy,” he groaned, pounding into her harder. “My wife’s tight little hole—fucked, stretched, dripping with another man’s cum. You’re such a little cum slut, Gemma. You love it, don’t you? Love being used, love being stuffed with cock after cock.” His hips snapped with each filthy declaration, his voice growing rougher, dirtier. “Fuck, you’re my beautiful little whore. My perfect cock-hungry slut.”

Gemma’s eyes fluttered open, heavy with sweat and lust. She locked onto his, her body trembling beneath him as her fingers kept stroking Vic and Ted. For a moment she almost held the words back—almost—but then something inside her broke free.

“Yes, Chris,” she gasped, her voice hoarse but certain. “I loved it. I loved sucking Ted’s big, fat cock… loved the way it filled my mouth. And I loved when Vic shoved his cock inside me—when he filled my slutty little pussy with his cum. I can still feel it in me.” Her hips bucked hard into his. “Now give me yours. Fill me up, Baby. Add your cum to theirs. Make me your little slut.”

The words detonated inside him. His eyes went wide, his jaw clenched, and with a guttural roar he slammed himself balls-deep, grinding into her pelvis as his cock erupted. “Fuuuuuck—yes, take it, you little slut—take my cum!” he cried, his cock twitching violently inside her, spurting rope after rope of hot semen against her clenching walls.

Gemma arched beneath him, a raw cry ripping from her throat as she felt him unloading inside her—his cum joining Vic’s, mixing, filling her. For a wild instant, as her body quaked, a memory surged back: the beach, that girl on her knees, sucking two cocks at once while the world watched. Gemma had wondered then what it must feel like to surrender so completely, to be shameless, adored, degraded, worshipped all at once. Now she knew. Now it was her.


Taken Again

For long minutes, the four of them held their places in a kind of exhausted, feral stillness. Gemma lay sprawled across the bed, her body limp but still quivering in aftershocks, the red fishnet bodysuit split down the middle and hanging in tatters around her frame. Her breasts rose and fell rapidly, exposed now, slick with sweat and spit, nipples jutting angrily from the cool air and the constant flick of tongues. Her head rested heavily on the pillow, her hair spread out in a tangled halo of dark strands, damp and clinging to her flushed skin.

Her hips remained tilted high, her ass perched on the stack of pillows Chris had shoved under her, legs spread wide, shamelessly open. His cock, softening but still lodged deep inside her swollen pussy, held her open, semen and juices leaking freely around the thick shaft and sliding over the curve of her ass in glistening rivulets. The bedspread beneath her was damp and marked with the mess of it.

On either side, Ted and Vic leaned low over her, their mouths latched hungrily onto her breasts. Their tongues circled her throbbing nipples, teeth grazing occasionally, hands cupping and kneading her tits as though they couldn’t believe the weight of them in their palms. Gemma’s moans were softer now, almost kittenish, but each wet flick of their tongues sent another ripple of heat spiraling into her core.

And in her hands—still trembling but steady enough to work—their cocks thickened and hardened under her touch. What had moments ago been slack flesh now swelled into rigid shafts, her fingers wrapped tightly around their bases, tugging, stroking, coaxing them into readiness. She felt the veins bulging under her grip, felt the heat radiating off them, and her body answered with another pulse of wetness, a fresh trickle seeping past Chris’s spent cock and dripping down.

Pinned open, stuffed full, breasts devoured, and holding two cocks that grew heavier in her grasp with every stroke—Gemma shivered, realizing she was still right in the middle of everything she had once only imagined.

Even as Chris finally slipped back, his cock dragging wetly from her and leaving her gaping and messy, Ted was already moving. He released her nipple from his mouth with a wet pop, straightened, and stepped between her open thighs. His cock, fat and swollen, jutted from his body, darker and thicker than Chris’s. Gemma’s eyes fixed on it as her breath hitched.

Her pussy was already loose and dripping, two loads of cum still seeping out of her, but as Ted angled himself down, she knew instantly she was about to be stretched in a way Chris never could. His cockhead nudged at her entrance, broad and unyielding.

“Ooooohhhhhhhhhhh,” she gasped as he pushed forward, the fat head spreading her lips wider, pushing her sore walls apart until she felt stuffed. “Oooooooohhhhhhh yessssssss.”

Her body clenched reflexively around him, trying to adjust, but he was relentless. Inch by inch his thickness filled her, the swollen walls of her pussy clinging desperately to every contour. Even after everything that had already been done to her, she felt stretched, her cunt straining around the sheer girth of him.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Ted groaned, eyes locked on the sight of his cock disappearing inside her. His voice was thick with lust, the wet squelch of their joining echoing in the room.

“Yea,” Chris panted from the bedside, his hand braced on the back of a chair as he stared down at his wife’s stuffed pussy. “Cock after cock, Baby. Look at you—getting stretched, getting filled again. You’re taking it so beautifully.”

Gemma’s back arched, her breasts quivering as she moaned, her fingers still tight around Vic’s cock even as her body was stretched full by Ted.

“Ooooohhhhhhhhhh Goddddddd,” she whimpered, overwhelmed but burning with hunger, every nerve screaming as the thicker cock drove deeper into her dripping, used cunt.

Soon both men were once again working her body, Vic’s cock sliding between her lips while Ted’s thick shaft drove in and out of her soaked pussy. With her hands free, Gemma gripped the base of Vic’s cock, stroking and guiding him into her mouth as her lips glided back and forth along his stiff length. Vic held her hair aside with one hand, his other squeezing her tit roughly. Between her legs, Ted pounded into her with steady, hungry thrusts, his thickness stretching her walls with every stroke.

“Oh God, yes… I’m such a slut,” Gemma moaned around Vic’s cock, pulling off long enough to gasp before plunging back down on him. “I love it—two cocks using me at once. I love being fucked like this.”

Chris stood only a few feet away, his chest heaving, his cock softening in his hand as he stared. For the first time he wasn’t the one driving the words—Gemma was. And every filthy thing that fell from her lips made his head spin.

“Mmmmm, Vic, I love sucking your cock,” she moaned, her tongue swirling along his shaft as her pussy clenched around Ted’s relentless thrusts. “I love how thick you are, Ted—stretching me, filling my slutty pussy with your cock. Fuck, I need it.”

Her hips rolled wildly, chasing every thrust. Her moans grew louder, sharper, spilling into the air between the men as if she needed them to hear her submission.

“Ohhhh yes… look at me,” she gasped when she pulled her mouth off Vic’s cock for breath, saliva glistening on her lips. “Look at me being a filthy little cock slut—sucking you, taking you inside me. God, I fucking love it.”

Vic groaned, clutching her hair tighter. Ted grunted with every slam of his hips. And Chris—standing just feet away, cock soft now—felt his stomach twist and his chest burn with a mix of disbelief and arousal. His wife wasn’t just submitting anymore. She was owning it.

Gemma’s body rocked beneath the two men, sweat gleaming across her skin as the torn bodysuit hung useless around her. Her tits bounced and swayed with every thrust Ted hammered into her soaked pussy, the wet slap of his cock echoing through the room, sloppy and raw from the cum already inside her.

Vic’s cock pulsed against her tongue, thicker and harder with every stroke of her lips. She tasted the salt of precum on her tongue and felt the tightening of his thighs against her cheeks. For the first time in her life, she didn’t just accept it—she wanted it. The idea of his cum flooding her mouth, of swallowing every drop from a man she’d only just met while her husband watched, pushed her over the brink.

Her hips bucked wildly into Ted as her orgasm tore through her. Her throat moaned around Vic’s cock, her lips sealing tighter, her tongue swirling hungrily. “Mmmmmm… yes… give it to me… I want it…” she whimpered between desperate sucks.

Vic groaned and shoved deeper, his cock swelling in her mouth. “Swallow it, Gemma. Swallow all my cum.”

Hot jets erupted against her tongue, thick and forceful. She gulped greedily, sucking as though she could pull more from him, her eyes fluttering shut as wave after wave of ecstasy pulsed through her. His cum coated her throat, and this time she wasn’t fighting the taste—she embraced it. She wanted the mess, wanted the proof of him inside her.

“Ohhh fuck, yes,” she gasped around his cock, swallowing hard, her hips still writhing as Ted’s thrusts drove her deeper into climax.

From the side of the bed, Chris’s voice trembled with disbelief and arousal. “Oh God… she wanted it… she wanted his cum…”

She heard Chris groan beside the bed, his voice ragged with disbelief and lust, as she swallowed Vic’s load while another man pounded into her soaked pussy. That sound, her husband’s raw pleasure at watching her become everything he’d once only teased her about, tipped her fully over the edge. The orgasm ripped out of her, savage and unstoppable, her body locking tight as if every nerve had been plugged into fire.

She fought to keep Vic’s cock sealed in her mouth, gulping the last hot streams of his cum, even as her body writhed beneath Ted’s relentless thrusts. Her moans were muffled, desperate, but clear in their meaning. She wanted more. She wanted all of it.

Ted growled, his grip bruising her hips as he slammed her down on his cock. “Take it, slut. Take my cock.”

Gemma’s back arched hard, her breasts jutted into the air, her ass lifting higher off the pillows as her orgasm ripped through her. Her free hands clawed at the sheets before reaching out blindly, needing to hold, to grab, to prove to herself that she was full of men. “Yes! Oh God, yes—I’m a fucking slut for your cocks!” she cried hoarsely, her voice breaking between sobs of pleasure.

Chris’s choked moan cut through everything. “God, Baby… hearing you say that…” His voice was almost reverent, but filled with a twisted pride.

Vic’s cock softened and slipped from her lips just as Ted’s hips began to stutter. Gemma whimpered at the loss, licking her lips to taste the last of him, before gasping when she felt Ted’s cock swell inside her. His groans filled the room, deep and raw, as he spilled into her.

The flood of his cum mixing with Vic’s already inside her pussy made Gemma shudder violently, her orgasm surging again. “Yes! Fill me—make me your little cum dump—God, I love it!” she cried, bucking her hips wildly against him.

Her whole body trembled as she tried to hold him inside her, desperate to trap the mess of seed in her pussy, to feel it slosh and leak and remind her of what she had just done. Chris’s stunned gaze burned into her, his cock hanging soft now, but his eyes wide and filled with awe at the woman she’d just revealed herself to be.

Minutes later, when Ted finally pulled out and Vic had already stepped away, she collapsed onto the mattress. Her body twitched with aftershocks, sweat slicking her skin, her thighs sticky with cum. She curled onto her side, her eyelids fluttering shut, and drifted in that delirious in-between space where exhaustion, lust, and the echo of orgasm all lived.

The motel room was thick with the scent of sex, the sheets stained with sweat and semen. Ted and Vic’s laughter still lingered faintly in the air as the door clicked shut behind them. Chris stood rooted to the spot, his chest tight, his cock soft but glistening at the tip, oozing precum that refused to stop.

He should have felt relief that it was over. Instead, he felt trapped between two tidal waves—arousal and guilt, both crashing over him at once.

Gemma didn’t drift off into a daze like he half expected. No—she was lit up. Alive in a way he had never seen before. Her hair was wild, her body flushed, her tits still marked by the suction of other men’s mouths. She walked slowly across the room with a sway in her hips that wasn’t for show—she was carrying something new now, a confidence that made his heart pound.

Chris’s throat tightened as he watched her climb onto the bed. She lay back deliberately, opened her legs wide, and let him see everything.

His breath caught. Her pussy was wrecked, gaping, swollen and glossy. Thick white cum oozed out, sliding down her ass to soak the pillows he’d propped her on earlier. Her face was streaked too—dried smears and wet trails glistening across her cheek. She was a mess, a dripping canvas of what had just been done to her.

And God help him, he thought she had never looked more beautiful.

Shame prickled at the edges of his mind. I shouldn’t find this hot. She’s covered in another man’s cum… two men’s cum. But the shame only made the arousal sharper, more unbearable. His cock twitched, stubbornly trying to rise again even though he’d just exploded inside her not long ago.

Then it happened—an obscene, wet queef broke from her open pussy. Gemma smirked at the sound, her eyes glinting with playful wickedness.

“Remember on vacation, babe,” she said, her voice low and taunting, “when you asked if I thought I’d like it?”

Another queef cut her off, this one louder, filthier, and as it echoed through the room a fat glob of cum oozed out of her cunt, spilling down her thigh. Chris felt his knees weaken at the sight.

Gemma just held his gaze, smiling with dangerous satisfaction. “I think you’ve had your answer.”

Chris’s chest rose and fell heavily. His gut twisted—jealousy, awe, lust, and disbelief tangling into something raw and inescapable. He couldn’t look away. His wife was dripping with other men’s seed, flaunting it, owning it—and instead of recoiling, his cock was swelling, betraying him, proving that no matter how wrong it felt, nothing had ever turned him on more.

The thin motel curtains let in the first gray light of morning. Chris stirred in the tangled sheets, his body heavy with exhaustion. For a moment he thought he was still dreaming—until he felt the wet heat of Gemma’s mouth sliding down his cock.

His eyes snapped open. She was kneeling between his legs, her messy hair falling around her face, her lips stretched around him as she sucked slow and deep. She glanced up through heavy lids, eyes gleaming with mischief and hunger.

“Morning,” she murmured, her tongue tracing the underside of his cock before swallowing him again.

Chris groaned, already hardening fully, his hips lifting helplessly toward her. Part of him wanted to stop her, to pull her up into his arms and avoid the inevitable conversation about last night. But every pull of her mouth, every flick of her tongue, stole that willpower away.

When she finally climbed up onto him, straddling his hips, his hands instinctively gripped her thighs. She sank down onto his cock with a wet slide, her pussy still loose and messy from the night before. Chris gasped at the sensation.

Gemma started to ride him slowly, her tits bouncing with the motion, her hair wild around her flushed face. “Mmm,” she sighed, leaning forward so her lips brushed his ear. “God, last night was so good.”

Chris’s stomach clenched at her words, but his cock only stiffened harder inside her. He shut his eyes, biting back a groan, pretending he didn’t hear.

Gemma smirked. She slowed her pace, rolling her hips in a maddening grind that made him twitch inside her but never gave him release. “I want to do it again,” she whispered, nibbling his earlobe.

Chris’s eyes opened wide. “Gem…” he started, his voice tight, almost pleading.

She shushed him with a kiss, then pulled back and studied his face. Her hips moved in lazy circles, her wet pussy clenching around him just enough to keep him desperate. “Don’t you?” she teased, her voice low, taunting.

He swallowed hard, shaking his head faintly, though his hands gripped her hips tighter. “I—I don’t know…”

Her grin widened. She slowed even more, torturing him, rocking on his cock with deliberate restraint. “Say it,” she whispered, her breath warm on his lips. “Tell me you want it too. Tell me you want to watch me again.”

Chris’s chest heaved. He was right at the edge, his body trembling with the need to cum, and she was keeping him there, merciless. “Gemma…” he panted, “I… fuck—I do. I want it. I want you to do it again.”

That was all she needed. Her hips slammed down harder, her rhythm suddenly fast and hungry. Chris gasped and clutched her ass, thrusting up into her as she rode him wildly. His orgasm hit like a detonation, his cock jerking deep inside her as he poured himself into her raw, stretched pussy.

Gemma leaned down, catching his lips in a long, breathless kiss, her body still grinding on his as she milked every spasm from him. When the kiss finally broke, she lingered close, her lips brushing his ear.

“I love you,” she whispered, her voice soft but certain.

Chris shut his eyes, pulling her tight against his chest, his heart pounding, knowing nothing between them would ever be the same.

Epilogue

The sun was sinking low, painting the horizon in streaks of gold and pink. Waves hissed as they lapped the shoreline, the sound mingling with the distant laughter of holidaymakers and the thrum of music drifting from a beach bar.

Chris sat in a low wooden chair planted in the sand, a half-empty beer sweating in his hand. His heart hammered as he stared out at the scene in front of him.

Gemma was kneeling in the sand, her red bikini bottoms tugged off and abandoned beside her. The man they’d met just hours before—broad shouldered, tanned, cocky in a way Chris couldn’t look away from—stood before her with his shorts shoved down. His cock jutted out proudly, thick and hard, glistening in the last light of the sun.

Chris had never imagined this moment would come so full circle. The very thing he’d once only watched from afar—the memory that had haunted him, driven him, excited him—was now unfolding with his own wife.

Gemma’s hair spilled around her face as she looked up at the man, her lips already parting in hunger. “I’ve wanted this all day,” she whispered, her voice carrying just enough for Chris to hear.

Then she leaned forward, wrapping her lips around the swollen head of his cock.

Chris groaned softly, his cock stirring in his swim shorts as he watched her tongue swirl and her cheeks hollow. The sight was surreal, intoxicating—his wife, on her knees in the sand, sucking another man’s cock while the world carried on just yards away.

Gemma moaned around the shaft, the sound muffled but dripping with arousal. She glanced sideways toward Chris, her eyes meeting his over the man’s cock as she slid it deeper into her throat. He saw the sparkle in her gaze, the playful fire, the shamelessness that had bloomed inside her.

And in that instant, Chris understood.

This wasn’t just a repeat of what they’d once witnessed. It was her embracing it. Living it. Owning it.

Gemma pulled back, saliva glistening on her lips, and stroked the thick cock in her hand. She smirked, her voice husky. “Remember the beach, babe?” she teased, her eyes still locked on Chris’s. Then she took the cock back into her mouth with a wet slurp, her moan rolling through the twilight air.

Chris swallowed hard, his chest tight, his cock throbbing with both jealousy and raw desire. He couldn’t stop watching. He didn’t want to.

Gemma was the girl on the beach now. Only this time, she wasn’t a stranger. She was his wife. And she was loving every second of it.
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Taken While Her Husband Watches: A Wife's Transformation

Mike only ever wanted Emma to feel sexy. A flirtatious bikini here, a cheeky comment there—just something to spice things up.

So how did they end up here?

Here, where Emma’s on her knees sucking two strangers' cocks while Mike watches, rock hard and speechless. Here, where she’s moaning as they take turns filling her up with their thick, cum-loaded cocks. Here, where fantasy crashes into reality and no one can pretend it doesn’t feel incredible.

The path from playful teasing to raw, unfiltered reality was a short one—just a weekend at the lake, a few too many drinks, and two young studs who couldn’t take their eyes off Mike’s stunning wife.

Now Mike has to confront the truth: he wanted this. But is he ready for what comes next?

Shared by the Lake: A Couple Discover Their Deepest Secrets

It was supposed to be a relaxing getaway for two couples who had been best friends for years. But when a simple mix-up with a reservation forces them all into a single room, the boundaries of their friendship begin to blur.

What starts as playful teasing with sunscreen and shed bikinis quickly escalates into something far more dangerous. The line between flirtation and infidelity is erased, leading to a night of partner swapping, threesomes, and an unexpected descent into the world of swinging.

Mike discovers a side of his wife, Leah, he never knew existed, as she and her friend Emma explore a raw, primal sexuality that leaves them all breathless and wanting more. From a daring blowjob in a taxi to a shocking encounter with a stranger from a lingerie shop, the thrill is mixed with a dangerous fear that they are pushing too far, too fast.

As their inhibitions crumble, they stumble upon their neighbors, the Carters and the Browns, who reveal themselves to be seasoned swingers. Their uninhibited passion challenges everything Mike and his friends thought they knew about love, marriage, and desire.

Will this unforgettable weekend bring the two couples closer together or tear their lives apart forever? Or is this just the beginning of a whole new life?

Confession: A Husband's Hotwife Revelation

Now, I know what you're going to ask. Hell, I’ve been asked it so many times. You’re going to sit there and hit me with the same question as all the others:

“How long had you been married before you discovered your wife was a slut?”

Or maybe—if you’re being extra polite—it’ll be the slightly awkward version:

“How many years had you been married before you, um... started to, uh... experiment?”

Let’s just get one thing straight. It’s not an experiment. My wife Michelle loves cock. She loves sucking cock, riding cock, new cocks, cocks she’s had before. Trust me—she is way past the point of experimenting.

So, to answer the first question—how long had I been married before I discovered what a slut Michelle was?

Well... I found out way before we got married. In fact, I found out almost as soon as I met her. And as I stood there, watching her suck another man’s cock for the first time, for some reason... I just couldn’t walk away.

Or control the massive erection between my legs.

This is my Hotwife Confession.
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