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        The Gift That Unravels

Chris Kolker shoved open the glass door of Tranquility Spa and let his wife go in first. The place reeked of lavender, like it was trying to cover up something dirty. Reema’s hair swung over her bare shoulders, her brown skin practically begging to be touched, her tits and hips straining against the thin dress. Chris’s cock twitched. Eight years married, and he still got hard just looking at her, even if he knew he wasn’t enough for her anymore. Not even close.

"Happy anniversary," he said, trying to sound like he meant it, his hand gripping her waist. He’d blown months of savings on this stupid couple’s massage—private room, mirrors everywhere, all the fancy shit. He told himself it was romantic, but really he just wanted to fix the dead bedroom, the way Reema barely reacted when he touched her, the way she turned away after he came too fast, like she was embarrassed for both of them.

Reema smiled at him, lips soft but her eyes hungry for something he couldn’t give. "You’re sweet, Chris. Really. I can’t remember the last time we did something just for us." Her hand touched his chest, fingers twitching like she was thinking about someone else’s hands, someone bigger. She kissed his jaw, and he thought he smelled her arousal—something raw and dirty under the perfume. Or maybe he was just desperate enough to imagine it. He imagined a lot these days.

The receptionist, a polished young woman with a practiced smile, checked them in and led them down a hushed corridor lit by soft lighting and adorned with abstract art. “Your suite is ready. Therapists will be with you shortly. Please undress completely and lie face down under the sheets. Enjoy.”

The private room was larger than Chris expected—dimly lit with warm amber sconces, two wide massage tables positioned parallel, and every wall covered in seamless floor-to-ceiling mirrors. The effect was immediate and disorienting: their reflections multiplied endlessly, making the space feel both intimate and exposed. Reema’s eyes widened as she took it in, a soft exhale escaping her lips.

“Wow,” she whispered, already reaching for the zipper at the side of her dress. “This is… intense.”

Chris stared at her in the mirrors as she stripped. The dress slid off, catching on her hard nipples before dropping to the floor. No bra. Black lace panties next, showing off her shaved pussy and that perfect ass. She stood there naked, checking herself out in the mirror, eyes hungry. Chris’s cock jumped in his pants. She was fucking gorgeous. Thick in all the right places, skin glowing, tits and ass made to be grabbed.

He got naked fast, trying not to look like a creep. In the mirrors, he looked soft, arms too thin, gut not flat, cock half-hard and not much to brag about. Reema climbed onto the table by the mirror, face down, sheet pulled up just enough to show off her ass. The sheet barely covered her, her back and those little dimples above her hips on full display. She looked at him, waiting.

“Come here,” she said softly.

Chris lay down on the table beside hers, the cool leather pressing against his chest. He reached over and took her hand, squeezing it. “I love you, Reema. I just… I want this to be good for you.”

Her thumb stroked his knuckles. “It already is. Thank you.”

But her breathing was already different—faster, needier. Her hips moved under the sheet, grinding her pussy into the table. Chris saw it in the mirror: the way she rocked her hips, spreading her thighs a little wider. The room felt thick with sex.

A soft knock sounded. Two therapists entered: a petite Asian woman with kind eyes for Chris, and a tall, statuesque blonde for Reema. “Good afternoon,” the blonde said warmly. “I’m Elena. I’ll be working with you today, Reema.”

Reema lifted her head, smiling politely—then froze as a third figure appeared in the doorway behind them.

Alfonso Carmona looked like he’d been built in a lab for fucking. At least six-three, shoulders wide enough to block the door, arms thick with muscle, chest hard and tight. Golden-brown skin, dark hair cut short, jaw like a boxer. His hands were huge, veins popping, the kind of hands that could break you or make you beg. He moved like he owned the place, like he knew exactly how to handle a woman—especially one like Reema.

“Actually,” the receptionist’s voice came from the hallway, “Elena has an emergency client. Alfonso will be taking her place with Reema, if that’s acceptable?”

Reema stared at Alfonso like she’d just seen her favorite porn star. Her mouth fell open. Chris saw her blush in the mirror, nipples poking hard against the sheet, thighs squeezing together. She was already wet for him.

“I… yes,” Reema said, her voice lower than usual, almost husky. “That’s fine.”

Chris’s stomach twisted. “Wait, maybe we should—”

“It’s just a massage, Chris,” Reema cut in gently, but her gaze never left Alfonso. “Don’t worry.”

Alfonso stepped fully into the room, offering a professional smile that didn’t hide the dark heat in his eyes as they swept over Reema’s draped form. “Pleasure to meet you both. I’ll take excellent care of her.”

The female therapist gave Chris a polite nod and began preparing her oils. Alfonso moved to Reema’s table, his presence filling the mirrored space. He slowly rolled up his sleeves, revealing powerful forearms. Reema watched every motion, her breathing audible now.

The lights went lower, gold and dirty. Chris lay face down, heart pounding, eyes glued to the mirrors. He could see everything—Reema’s body tense and hungry, her fingers digging into the sheet like she was waiting to be fucked.

Alfonso poured oil into his hands, the sound wet and loud. He put those big hands on Reema’s shoulders, squeezing hard. The second he touched her, Reema moaned—loud, needy, not even trying to hide it. The sound hit Chris right in the gut, sharp and humiliating.

She moaned again, low and desperate. Her back arched, pushing her tits and ass up into Alfonso’s hands, begging for more.

Chris’s therapist started rubbing his shoulders, soft and boring. He barely noticed. He couldn’t stop watching the mirrors. Reema’s face was turned toward him, eyes glazed, mouth open. She moaned again as Alfonso’s hands moved down her back, thumbs digging in like he owned her.

“Too much pressure?” Alfonso asked, his voice deep, smooth, commanding without effort.

“No,” Reema breathed, the word trembling. “Harder… please.”

Alfonso obliged. His hands dug deeper, muscles flexing visibly in his arms. Reema’s moan grew louder, unrestrained, echoing softly off the mirrored walls. Her hips rocked once, pressing her pussy against the table. The sheet had slipped lower, exposing the upper curve of her lush ass. Alfonso didn’t adjust it right away. He let his palms glide over the exposed skin, oil making it gleam.

Chris’s cock throbbed against the table, hard and useless. He saw everything: Reema spreading her legs wider, a wet spot already showing where the sheet touched her pussy. Her nipples were hard as rocks, dragging against the sheet every time she breathed.

Alfonso’s hands moved lower, grabbing her ass through the sheet, fingers spreading her cheeks like he owned her. Reema whimpered, loud and filthy, nothing like the fake little sighs she gave Chris when he managed to fuck her at all.

Chris tried to focus on his own massage, but it was pointless. His therapist’s hands were nothing compared to what was happening next to him. In the mirrors, he watched his wife give in to another man, her skin flushed, mouth open, hair messy across the table. She looked like she was made to be used.

Alfonso leaned in slightly, his deep voice low enough that only Reema (and Chris, straining to hear) could catch it. “You carry a lot of tension here, beautiful. Let me work it out for you.”

Reema’s answer was a shaky exhale. “Yes… God, yes.”

Chris’s heart hammered. The massage had just started, and Reema was already acting like she hadn’t been touched in years—arching her back, moaning like a slut, her pussy wet and swollen, easy to see even from where he lay.

Alfonso’s hands paused at the small of her back. He glanced once at Chris in the mirror, a faint, knowing curve to his lips. Then he spoke again, calm and authoritative.

“Turn over for me, beautiful.”

Reema didn’t hesitate. She rolled onto her back, the sheet shifting dangerously low on her hips, barely covering the dark triangle of her mound. Her full breasts spilled free, heavy and perfect, nipples stiff and begging. She met Chris’s eyes in the mirror for a brief second—something wild and guilty and desperately hungry flashing there—before her gaze returned to Alfonso.

Chris stopped breathing. The mirrors showed it all: his wife, naked and oiled up, spread out for a man who looked like he was made to destroy her.

And Alfonso was only just getting started.

First Touches and Rising Heat

The lights in the mirrored room were turned down low, just enough to make everything look dirty and gold. Reema Kolker was flat on her back, a thin white sheet barely covering her hips, her tits out for everyone and every mirror to see. Her skin was slick with oil, nipples hard and begging, chest rising and falling as she breathed. Her pussy was already wet, lips fat and swollen, throbbing with need. The whole place stank of sandalwood and her own cunt.

Alfonso Carmona stood next to her, looking down at her like he owned her. His white polo was stretched tight over his huge chest, sleeves rolled up to show off thick, veiny arms. He dumped more oil into his big hands and rubbed them together, slow and loud, making Reema's clit twitch. He stared at her tits, at the way her thighs were spread just enough to show off the wet mess between them.

Chris Kolker was stuck on the table next to them, staring at the mirrors. His own massage was pointless—he couldn't feel anything except the ache in his cock and the humiliation burning in his chest. All he could see was his wife, naked and shiny with oil, and the huge man beside her. Chris's dick was rock hard, smashed against the table, leaking like a broken faucet. The shame just made him harder.

Alfonso slapped his oiled hands down on Reema's collarbones, thumbs digging in with the kind of confidence Chris never had. Reema's mouth fell open, eyes half-shut, as Alfonso's hands started moving lower.

“Mmm… that feels incredible,” she murmured, her voice already husky.

Alfonso’s mouth curved into a small, knowing smile. “Good. Breathe for me. Let everything go.”

He ran his hands over her tits, rubbing oil in slow, greedy circles. Reema arched her back, shoving her tits into his hands. His thumbs flicked her hard nipples, squeezing and rolling them until she whimpered, the sound bouncing around the mirrors and hitting Chris from every side.

Chris couldn't breathe. The mirrors showed him everything: Alfonso's big hands squeezing and kneading Reema's tits, twisting her nipples until they looked almost purple. Reema squirmed under the sheet, thighs rubbing together, then spreading. The sheet was already stained with her wetness, a dark patch right over her pussy.

“Harder,” Reema whispered, the word slipping out before she could stop it. Her cheeks flushed deeper, but she didn’t take it back. “Please… use more pressure.”

Alfonso didn't even pause. He grabbed her tits harder, squeezing and pinching her nipples until Reema moaned, loud and filthy. Her head rolled back, hair spilling everywhere, mouth open as she panted. Her hand slid to the edge of the table, fingers curling like she was reaching for someone who could actually handle her.

Chris saw everything, every humiliating detail. The mirrors showed her nipples shining with oil, her stomach twitching, her hips grinding up as Alfonso mauled her tits. His own therapist was babbling about shoulder tension, but Chris couldn't hear a thing. His cock throbbed, leaking pre-cum all over the sheet. He felt tiny. He felt like a joke. And he was harder than he'd ever been.

Alfonso’s hands finally slid lower, gliding over Reema’s ribcage and onto the soft curve of her belly. He paused there, thumbs stroking just above the edge of the sheet. “How does this feel?” he asked, his deep voice low and intimate, meant for her alone yet loud enough for Chris to hear every syllable.

“So good,” Reema breathed. Her eyes were glassy, locked on Alfonso’s face. “Don’t stop…”

The sheet was barely covering her now, bunched up just above her fat pussy lips, the slit showing through. Alfonso didn't bother fixing it. He just rubbed her lower belly, slow and deep, making her hips buck up for more. The sheet slid down another inch, and her bare mound was out—plump, shiny, her clit poking out, swollen and begging.

Chris's mouth was dry as dust. He saw the mess of slick running down her thighs, her pussy lips spreading with every grind of her hips, showing off the wet pink inside. The mirrors threw it back at him over and over: his wife, legs open, dripping, hungry for another man's hands.

Alfonso grabbed her thighs, thumbs digging in right next to her pussy. He shoved her legs wider, the sheet bunched up and useless. Reema whimpered, needy, as the air hit her soaked cunt. Her inner lips were fat and shiny, a string of juice stretching as her legs spread.

"Relax for me," Alfonso said, voice low and rough. One hand kept kneading her thigh, the other hovering right by her pussy, fingers brushing the crease. "You're tight here. Let me loosen you up."

Reema’s answer was a broken moan. Her hips canted upward, chasing his touch. “Yes… right there…”

Chris saw her clit twitching, desperate for someone to touch it. Reema's hand grabbed the edge of the table, holding on like she was about to drown in pleasure. Her tits heaved, nipples shining. In the mirror, her face was slack, eyes half-shut, mouth wet and open, a red flush crawling down her neck. She didn't look like the boring marketing manager he woke up to. She looked like a slut begging to be owned.

Alfonso leaned in, his chest almost pressing against her. The room stank of his sweat, oil, and Reema's cunt. His fingers slid up, stroking the edges of her soaked pussy, not quite touching her clit. Reema gasped, a needy sound that made Chris's balls ache.

“Please…” she whispered, so softly Chris almost missed it. But Alfonso heard. His dark eyes flicked to hers, holding her gaze as his fingertips finally grazed her swollen outer lips, parting them gently.

Reema jerked, her whole body shaking. More slick gushed out, soaking Alfonso's fingers. She bit her lip, but still let out a loud, filthy moan.

Chris's heart pounded so hard he felt sick. His cock was leaking nonstop, soaking the sheet. He wanted to look away, to stop it, but he couldn't. The mirrors made him watch: his wife, legs spread, dripping, another man's hands about to take what was supposed to be his. She was arching up, begging for it, not even pretending to be ashamed.

Alfonso’s voice dropped even lower, commanding and intimate. “Turn over was just the beginning, beautiful. Now I want you to relax completely… and let me take care of you.”

His fingers slid right over her soaked hole, teasing the tight ring, smearing her juice everywhere. Reema's hips jerked up, a raw, shameless gasp tearing out as her pussy clenched on nothing, desperate to be stuffed.

Chris stared, shaking, as he watched his wife finally give in—eyes rolling back, mouth open, face twisted in raw, hungry need.

The mirrors shoved it all back in his face, every filthy detail, over and over.

Exposure and Surrender Begins

The mirrored room felt even smaller now, trapping the heat and the smell of sex. Reema Kolker was flat on her back, tits out, her big brown nipples hard and begging for more. The sheet was shoved down to her hips, barely hiding her swollen, dripping cunt. Her caramel skin was slick with oil and sweat, her chest heaving. Her pussy lips were fat and shiny, her clit poking out, throbbing and desperate to be touched.

Alfonso Carmona stood over her, taking up all the space, sleeves rolled up to show off his thick, veiny forearms. He dumped more oil into his big hands, the sound wet and obscene. His eyes crawled over Reema’s naked body, hungry and possessive, not even pretending to be professional anymore.

Chris Kolker was frozen on the next table, his cock rock hard and leaking, pressed painfully against the leather. The therapist’s hands on his back were pointless—he only felt the humiliation burning in his chest and the ache in his balls. The mirrors forced him to watch his wife’s naked body, spread out and trembling, while the big bastard took control of her. His dick drooled onto the sheet, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away.

Alfonso slapped his oily hands just under Reema’s collarbones and dragged them down, grabbing her tits from underneath and squeezing hard. Her back arched, shoving her tits into his hands like she was begging for it. She moaned, needy and desperate, as he played with her nipples, rolling and pinching them until they were even harder.

“Ahh… yes…” she gasped, the sound raw and unfiltered.

Alfonso didn’t bother asking if it was too much. He just kept kneading her tits, rolling her nipples between his thick fingers until they were almost purple. Reema’s hips jerked up, legs spreading wider, the sheet sliding down to show off the top of her shiny, hairless cunt. Her pussy clenched, leaking another line of juice down toward her ass.

The mirrors showed Chris everything, over and over: Reema’s tits squashed in Alfonso’s hands, her nipples shiny with oil, her stomach twitching, her hips grinding up for more. Her face was flushed, mouth open, eyes glazed with lust. She didn’t look like his wife anymore—she looked like a slut who’d been starving for this kind of touch for years.

Chris panted, his cock throbbing so hard it hurt. He watched Reema’s hand slide toward the edge of the table, her fingers brushing Alfonso’s thick thigh. She didn’t stop—she let her hand wander, feeling the muscle under his pants, like she couldn’t help herself.

Alfonso noticed. A dark, satisfied smile curved his lips. He leaned in closer, his broad chest nearly brushing Reema’s shoulder, letting her feel the heat radiating from his body. His voice dropped low, intimate, commanding. “Your body is responding so well. You need deeper work on these thighs… and lower. Is that what you want?”

Reema’s eyes fluttered open. She met Alfonso’s gaze, then glanced briefly at the mirrors—finding Chris’s stunned reflection staring back at her. For a heartbeat, guilt flickered across her face. But the hunger won. Her voice came out breathy, trembling with need. “Yes… please. My thighs… deeper. I need it so much.”

Alfonso didn’t wait. He dragged his hand down her oily stomach and shoved the sheet away, leaving her cunt totally exposed to the room and every mirror. Her mound was smooth and shiny, her pussy lips fat and open, showing off the pink inside and the tight hole twitching with need. Her clit stuck out, swollen and begging to be played with.

Chris’s mouth was dry as sand. He saw every inch—every wet fold, every twitch, every drop of juice running down her thighs. The mirrors made him watch his wife, legs spread, cunt dripping, laid out for another man like a whore.

Alfonso dumped more oil on her lower belly, letting it run down over her mound and mix with her pussy juice until her cunt was shining and filthy. He grabbed her inner thighs, spreading her wide, his thumbs rubbing right where her thighs met her pussy, brushing the swollen lips with every slow stroke.

Reema whimpered loudly, her hips bucking up toward his hands. “Oh fuck… yes…”

Alfonso’s fingers slid closer, spreading her pussy lips wide, showing off her soaked hole. He didn’t shove them in yet—just traced around her clit and entrance, smearing her wetness everywhere. Reema moaned louder, desperate, her tits bouncing, nipples hard. One hand clawed at the table, the other grabbed Alfonso’s bicep like she needed to hold on or she’d fall apart.

Chris stared, helpless, as his wife’s body went wild—her pussy clenching on nothing, leaking so much it soaked the sheet under her ass. The mirrors forced him to watch it again and again: Reema spread open, dripping, moaning for another man while her husband lay right there, cock throbbing in shame.

Alfonso leaned in even closer, his muscular chest hovering above Reema’s face. The scent of his skin—clean sweat, masculine musk, and the faint trace of his own arousal—mixed with the heavy smell of her wet pussy. His deep voice rumbled against her ear. “Look at how wet you are for me already. Your body knows what it needs. Relax… and let me take care of you.”

Reema’s eyes rolled back slightly as his fingertips finally brushed directly over her swollen clit—once, twice, slow and teasing. A sharp cry tore from her throat. Her hips jerked hard, chasing the contact. “Please… Alfonso… touch me. I need it.”

His fingers slid lower, circling her tight entrance, coating themselves in her slick juices. Then, without warning or asking, he pushed two thick fingers inside her soaked cunt in one smooth, dominant stroke.

Reema’s back arched violently off the table. A loud, guttural moan ripped from her chest as her pussy clenched greedily around the invasion. “Oh my God… yes!”

Alfonso curled his fingers, grinding into her sweet spot, making her thighs shake. His thumb mashed her clit, rubbing hard circles while his fingers pumped in and out of her soaked cunt. The room was full of filthy, wet sounds—his fingers fucking her, her pussy squelching and drooling all over his hand.

Reema’s moans turned into shameless cries. She fucked herself on Alfonso’s fingers, tits bouncing, nails digging into his arm. Chris saw it all in the mirrors: Alfonso’s thick fingers stretching his wife’s married cunt, fucking her, making her gush even more. Her face was twisted in raw pleasure, eyes shut, mouth open, drool running down her chin.

She turned her head toward the mirrors, locking eyes with Chris’s reflection. Her gaze was glazed with lust, pupils blown wide. Her voice came out broken, trembling with shame and overwhelming pleasure.

“I’m sorry… Chris… but it feels so fucking good…”

Another deep thrust of Alfonso’s fingers made her cry out again, her pussy gushing around his hand. Her walls fluttered and clenched, building rapidly toward release.

Alfonso didn’t slow down. His free hand continued kneading her breast, pinching her nipple hard while his fingers fucked her deeper, faster. The wet sounds grew louder, more obscene. Reema’s legs shook, her toes curling.

Chris lay there, heart pounding, cock leaking like a broken faucet as he watched another man finger-fuck his wife to the edge right next to him. The mirrors shoved it in his face from every angle—Reema’s cunt stretched around thick fingers, her body writhing, her face lost in pleasure she didn’t even try to hide anymore.

Alfonso’s voice cut through Reema’s moans, deep and commanding. “That’s it… cum for me, beautiful. Let your husband watch how well you take it.”

Reema’s eyes flew open. She stared straight at Chris in the mirror as Alfonso’s fingers curled hard against her G-spot and his thumb pressed firmly on her clit.

Her orgasm crashed over her like a wave.

Reema’s whole body shook. She screamed, her pussy squeezing Alfonso’s fingers and squirting all over his hand. Her hips bucked, tits bouncing, nipples hard as rocks. She came in wild, messy waves, moaning and whimpering, cumming harder than Chris had ever managed to make her.

Alfonso kept fingering her through it, drawing out every spasm until Reema lay trembling and gasping, her pussy still fluttering around his soaked fingers.

When the worst of the tremors finally subsided, Reema lay limp, chest heaving, face flushed and glowing with satisfaction. Her hand remained on Alfonso’s arm, holding him there as if afraid he would stop.

She looked at Chris again in the mirror, eyes heavy with lust and something darker—new hunger.

Then, in a soft, trembling whisper that carried clearly in the quiet room, she begged:

“More… please don’t stop.”

Alfonso grinned, pulling his soaked fingers out of her twitching cunt. He sucked them clean, staring right at Reema. Then he grabbed his shirt and started unbuttoning, showing off his thick, muscular chest.

Reema’s eyes widened with fresh, greedy need as she watched him undress.

Chris’s heart hammered, his cock throbbing so hard it hurt as he realized just how fucked he was.

The mirrors reflected it all back at him in merciless, endless detail.

The First Orgasm

The whole room stank of sex. Reema Kolker was sprawled out on the massage table, shaking, her brown skin blotchy and red, tits bouncing with every shaky breath. Her nipples were hard and shiny with oil, sticking up like she was begging for more. Her legs were spread wide, pussy on full display—lips fat and swollen, split open and leaking her own cum all over the sheet under her ass. Her clit was twitching, still raw from the orgasm Alfonso had just forced out of her with his thick fingers.

Alfonso Carmona stood next to her, his white polo hanging open, showing off his thick, hairy chest and abs. He peeled it off and tossed it aside, muscles flexing, skin shining under the lights. The mirrors made it look like there were a dozen of him—just a wall of muscle and cocky attitude, looming over Reema’s naked, shaking body.

Chris Kolker was stuck on the other table, his therapist gone, probably hiding in the corner. His cock was throbbing, pressed against the leather, the sheet under him soaked with pre-cum. He felt like he was burning up with shame, but his dick wouldn’t go soft. The whole room reeked of Reema’s pussy. Everywhere he looked, the mirrors showed his wife’s cunt, still leaking from getting fingered by a man who’d just made her cum harder than Chris ever could.

Reema’s eyes were locked on Alfonso’s bare chest, dark with hunger. Her hand, still trembling, reached out and rested on his abs, fingers tracing the hard ridges as if she couldn’t believe he was real. A soft, needy whimper escaped her lips.

Alfonso looked down at her with dark, confident eyes. He brought his two glistening fingers—still coated with her cum—to her mouth. “Open.”

Reema opened her mouth right away and sucked his fingers in, moaning like a bitch in heat. She licked them clean, tasting her own pussy, eyes rolling back as she sucked every drop off his skin. She looked like the cock-hungry slut she always pretended not to be around her husband.

Chris stared at the mirrors, throat tight, watching his wife—his proper, professional Reema—suck another man’s fingers like she needed them to breathe.

Alfonso finally pulled his fingers free with a wet pop and leaned down, his muscular chest hovering inches above Reema’s heaving breasts. He kissed her neck first—slow, open-mouthed kisses that made her gasp—then moved to her mouth. Reema met him eagerly, kissing him back with desperate passion, her tongue sliding against his, moaning into his mouth as his hand returned to her soaked pussy. Two thick fingers slid back inside her without warning, curling hard against her G-spot while his thumb circled her swollen clit.

Reema broke the kiss with a sharp cry, her head falling back against the table. “Oh fuck… Alfonso… yes!”

Reema started grinding her hips, desperate for every thrust of his fingers. The room was full of filthy, wet noises—his hand pumping in and out of her cunt, her juices squelching, his palm smacking her mound. Her tits bounced with every move, nipples hard and begging for attention.

Chris saw it all, every humiliating detail. The mirrors showed his wife’s pussy stretched wide around Alfonso’s thick fingers, her clit getting worked over, her face twisted up in pleasure. She clung to Alfonso’s arm, nails digging in, riding his hand like she didn’t care who was watching.

Alfonso’s voice was low and commanding against her ear. “Look at your husband while you cum again. Let him see what a good slut you are for me.”

Reema’s eyes flew open. She turned her head toward the mirrors, locking her glazed, lust-drunk gaze with Chris’s reflection. Shame and overwhelming pleasure warred on her face. Her voice came out broken, trembling.

“I’m sorry, Chris… but his fingers feel so much better… I can’t stop… I’m going to cum again…”

Alfonso curled his fingers and pressed his thumb hard on her clit, pumping her faster. Reema started whining, her moans turning into desperate little screams. Her thighs shook, pussy clenching and squirting more juice every time he rammed his fingers in.

“That’s it,” Alfonso growled, voice thick with dominance. “Cum on my hand while he watches. Show him how wet your married cunt gets for a real man.”

The words pushed Reema over the edge.

Reema’s second orgasm hit her like a truck. Her whole body jerked on the table, screaming as her pussy squeezed down on Alfonso’s fingers and squirted all over his hand. Her hips bucked, tits jiggling, nipples so hard they looked painful. She kept cumming, whimpering and shaking, totally wrecked.

Chris just stared, broken. He’d never made Reema squirt, never made her scream like that. The mirrors showed everything—his wife’s cunt gushing around another man’s fingers, her body shaking, her face lost in pleasure while she looked right at him.

Alfonso didn’t stop, just kept fingering her until Reema was a shaking, gasping mess, pussy still twitching and leaking all over his hand. Then he finally pulled his fingers out and sucked them clean, not caring who was watching.

Reema was limp, cock-drunk, chest heaving, eyes glazed over with satisfaction and still hungry for more. She slid her hand down Alfonso’s abs and grabbed at the thick bulge in his pants, not even pretending to be shy.

“Please…” she whispered, voice hoarse and desperate. “More… I need your cock. I need to feel you inside me.”

Alfonso grinned, slow and cocky, and shoved his pants and underwear down. His cock flopped out—thick, veiny, huge, way bigger than Chris’s. The fat head was already leaking pre-cum. He slapped it against Reema’s swollen clit, making her jump, teasing her pussy with the head.

Reema moaned loudly, hips lifting eagerly, trying to pull him inside her. “Yes… fuck me… please, Alfonso… stretch me with that big cock.”

Chris’s heart pounded. His own cock throbbed, useless, as he watched another man’s bigger dick rub against his wife’s pussy, getting slick with her juices.

Alfonso gripped Reema’s hips with powerful hands, positioning the fat head of his cock at her slick entrance. He looked directly at Chris in the mirror, then back down at Reema.

“Beg for it,” he commanded.

Reema’s voice came out raw and shameless. “Please… fuck me with your big cock. I need it so bad. My husband can’t fill me as you can.”

Alfonso shoved forward, stuffing half his thick cock into Reema’s tight, dripping cunt in one slow push.

Reema arched off the table, moaning loud and raw as Alfonso stretched her open wider than she’d felt in years. “Oh my God… he’s so big… so fucking deep already!”

Alfonso didn’t stop, just kept pushing until his heavy balls slapped against her ass, every thick inch buried in her married cunt.

Reema’s eyes rolled back, mouth open in a silent scream. Her pussy squeezed and fluttered around his cock, cumming again just from being stuffed so full.

Chris watched in the mirrors as Alfonso’s cock vanished into his wife’s dripping cunt, her body squeezing around it like she’d been waiting for it all along.

Reema turned her head toward the mirrors again, locking eyes with Chris while her hips began to rock, fucking herself on Alfonso’s thick shaft.

“He’s so deep… fuck… he’s so much bigger than you…”

Her voice shook, hoarse with shame and need, too honest to hide anything.

Alfonso pulled out slow, then slammed back in, fucking her with deep, hard strokes.

The room echoed with the wet, filthy sound of his thick cock pounding into her soaked pussy.

Reema’s moans got louder, more desperate, as she gave in and let Alfonso fuck her like she was made for it.

Full Takeover

The mirrored room was a circus of filth, every wall throwing back the same depraved show: Reema Kolker, naked and glistening like a porn star left out in the sun, splayed out on the massage table with her tits bouncing and her skin shining with sweat and oil. Her legs were yanked wide open, knees pulled back by Alfonso’s meaty paws, her so-called married pussy stretched wide around the kind of cock that made wedding vows look like a bad joke. Her cunt lips clung to his shaft, drooling slick all over him and soaking the sheets under her ass.

Alfonso Carmona stood between her legs, naked and showing off every inch of muscle and cock like he was auditioning for a porno. His hands clamped down on her hips, his fat balls mashed up against her ass, and his cock—so much bigger than poor Chris’s sad little pencil—throbbed inside her, making her whimper every time he so much as twitched. He wasn’t even fucking her hard yet. He was just letting her pussy get used to what it felt like to be split open by a real man.

Reema’s head lolled back, hair a sweaty mess, mouth open and leaking moans like she was auditioning for the world’s sluttiest opera. Her hands clawed at Alfonso’s chest and arms, nails digging in like she was afraid she’d float away if she let go. Her pussy kept twitching and squeezing around his cock, milking him for all he was worth, practically begging for more.

“Oh fuck… you’re so deep already,” she gasped, voice hoarse and trembling. “I can feel you in my stomach… so much thicker than Chris…”

Chris Kolker was sprawled out on the next table, forgotten like yesterday’s trash by the therapists who’d bailed as soon as the real show started. His cock was rock hard and drooling all over the sheet, but he couldn’t do a damn thing except watch. The mirrors made sure he didn’t miss a single humiliating detail: his wife’s pussy stretched wide around another man’s cock, her juices painting Alfonso’s shaft, her tits bouncing every time her cunt squeezed. Shame burned through him, but his cock just throbbed harder, the stink of Reema’s slutty arousal and Alfonso’s manly sweat filling his nose and making him want to crawl out of his own skin.

Alfonso looked down at Reema with dark, confident eyes, then glanced once at Chris in the mirror, a slow, knowing smirk tugging at his lips. He didn’t speak to Chris. He didn’t need to. Instead, he leaned down, his broad chest pressing against Reema’s soft breasts, and kissed her deeply—claiming her mouth with the same dominance he was using on her cunt. Reema moaned into the kiss, tongue sliding eagerly against his, her hips rolling up to take him even deeper.

When Alfonso finally broke the kiss, a thin string of saliva connected their lips for a moment. He straightened up, gripping her wide hips harder, and began to move—slow, deep, powerful thrusts that dragged his thick cock almost all the way out before slamming back in to the hilt. The wet, filthy sound of his heavy balls slapping against her ass filled the room with every stroke.

Reema cried out sharply, her back arching hard off the table. “Yes! Fuck… just like that… use me!”

Her pussy made obscene, wet noises every time Alfonso rammed into her, slick pouring down his cock and dripping everywhere. Her tits bounced like they were trying to break free, nipples hard and desperate for attention. She grabbed at Alfonso’s shoulders, yanking him down for another sloppy, spit-soaked kiss while he kept pounding her, their mouths making as much noise as their bodies.

Chris couldn’t escape the show, every mirror shoving his face in it: Reema’s toes curling, her stomach clenching every time Alfonso’s cock hit bottom, her clit grinding against his pubes. Her face was pure, brainless bliss—eyes rolled back, mouth hanging open, drool leaking out like she’d forgotten how to be anything but a cock-hungry mess. She looked like she’d been fucked out of her own mind, and Chris knew she was gone.

Alfonso picked up the pace, fucking her harder, the table creaking under the force of his powerful hips. He reached down between them, his thumb finding her swollen clit and rubbing firm circles while his cock pounded into her soaked cunt.

Reema’s moans turned into loud, shameless cries. “Oh God… I’m going to cum again… don’t stop… fuck me harder!”

Her pussy clamped down on Alfonso’s cock like it was trying to wring him dry, another orgasm already boiling up. Alfonso didn’t let up for a second. He just kept hammering into her, his ass flexing, his balls smacking wetly against her ass with every brutal thrust.

“Look at your husband,” Alfonso growled, voice low and commanding. “Tell him how much better my cock feels.”

Reema turned her head toward the mirrors, locking her lust-drunk eyes with Chris’s reflection. Her voice came out broken and raw, each word punctuated by a hard thrust that made her breasts jolt.

“He’s… so much bigger… so much deeper… fuck… Chris, I’m sorry… but his cock is ruining me… I can’t stop cumming on him…”

That was all it took. Reema’s third orgasm ripped through her, her back arching like she was being electrocuted, a raw scream bursting out as her pussy squirted all over Alfonso’s cock. Hot, messy gushes soaked his balls and the table, her cunt squeezing him so hard it looked like she was trying to snap his cock off. She just kept shaking, wave after filthy wave rolling through her.

Alfonso groaned deeply, still fucking her through the orgasm, drawing it out until Reema was shaking and sobbing with pleasure, her nails raking down his back.

When the shaking finally died down, Reema just lay there, gasping, eyes glazed over, body limp and shining with sweat and cum. But the look in her eyes wasn’t satisfied—it was hungrier, filthier, like she’d just gotten a taste and needed more.

Alfonso slowed his thrusts, keeping his thick cock buried deep inside her fluttering cunt. He looked down at her with dark satisfaction, then glanced at Chris again in the mirror.

“Beg for it properly,” he commanded Reema, voice thick with lust. “Tell your husband exactly what you need.”

Reema’s voice was hoarse, trembling with shameless need. She stared straight at Chris’s reflection while her hips rolled slowly, fucking herself on Alfonso’s cock.

“Please… fuck me harder. Stretch my married pussy. Fill me with that big cock until I can’t walk. I need to be used… I need to be owned… Chris, I love you… But right now I need him to ruin me.”

Alfonso’s smile was predatory. He pulled out almost completely, the fat head of his cock resting against her gaping, dripping entrance, then slammed back in with one brutal thrust that made Reema scream in pleasure.

He started really fucking her now, pounding her so hard the table rattled and her tits bounced like they were trying to escape. The room was filled with the filthy slap of skin on skin. Reema’s moans turned into nonstop, shameless begging—demanding more, harder, deeper, wanting to be used like the cock-hungry slut she was.

Chris just lay there, heart pounding, cock leaking like a broken faucet, forced to watch another man destroy his wife’s pussy with the kind of power and stamina he’d never even dreamed of. The mirrors made sure he saw everything: Reema’s cunt stretched wide around Alfonso’s cock, juices spraying everywhere, her face twisted in pure, helpless ecstasy as her body gave up and let itself be conquered.

Reema’s hand shot down between her legs, fingers working her clit like she was trying to set a world record, another orgasm already boiling up while Alfonso kept pounding away.

Her voice broke again as she stared at Chris in the mirror.

“He’s going to make me cum again… so much harder than you ever could…”

Alfonso grabbed her hips even harder, slamming into her with savage, animal thrusts, the wet, filthy sounds of their fucking echoing off every mirror in the room.

Reema’s eyes rolled back, mouth gaping in a silent scream as another orgasm crashed through her, her whole body shaking like she was being electrocuted by cock.

Chris watched, broken and leaking, as his wife’s cunt was officially conquered. Game over.

Relentless Claiming

The whole room reeked of sex. Mirrors everywhere, showing the same filthy scene over and over: Reema flat on her back, legs yanked open so wide it looked painful, Alfonso’s big hands pinning her thighs apart. Her tits bounced like crazy with every slam of his cock. Her nipples were swollen and red from being mauled. Her pussy, stretched wide around Alfonso’s thick, veiny dick, looked ruined—puffy lips gripping him, white cream leaking out and running down his shaft, dripping onto the table under her ass. The air was heavy with the stink of Reema’s cunt, her squirting, and Alfonso’s sweat. Alfonso fucked her like he owned her. He pulled out until just the fat head of his cock stretched her hole, then slammed back in, balls smacking her ass with every thrust. The room was full of wet, nasty sounds—loud squelching, skin slapping, and Reema’s pathetic moans. Reema was gone, totally fucked out. Her head whipped side to side, hair stuck to her sweaty face. Her mouth hung open, drool running down her chin as she gasped and sobbed. She clawed at Alfonso’s arms, leaving red scratches on his skin. Her pussy squeezed and fluttered around his cock, trying to milk every inch. “Fuck… yes… deeper… ruin me!” she sobbed, voice hoarse and raw. “Your cock is so much bigger… I can feel it in my womb… oh God, I’m cumming again!” Reema came again, hard. Her back shot off the table, tits bouncing everywhere as her pussy clamped down on Alfonso’s cock. She squirted all over his balls and the table, juices spraying out in messy spurts. Her cunt tried to suck him in deeper while she screamed, eyes rolling back, toes curled. Alfonso didn’t let up. He just kept hammering her, hips snapping, cock driving into her spasming cunt. He fucked her through her orgasm until she was shaking and sobbing, totally wrecked. Chris was a mess on the next table, cock leaking pre-cum all over the sheet. He couldn’t stop staring at the mirrors—every angle showed his wife getting destroyed by a bigger cock, her body going wild in ways he’d never seen. The humiliation burned, but his dick just got harder. Every slap, every moan, every filthy word from Reema made it worse. Alfonso slowed his thrusts for a moment, keeping his cock buried to the hilt inside Reema’s fluttering pussy. He looked down at her with dark, satisfied eyes, then turned his gaze to Chris in the mirror. “Watch closely,” he said, voice deep and commanding. “Watch how your wife cums for me.” He pulled out slow, his cock shiny with Reema’s cream. The fat head pressed against her gaping, red hole, then he slammed back in hard. Reema yelped, hips jerking up to take him. Alfonso reached down and gripped Reema’s chin, turning her face toward the mirrors so she was forced to look directly at Chris’s reflection while he fucked her. “Tell him,” Alfonso growled, punctuating each word with a deep, powerful thrust. “Tell your husband how much better my cock feels.” Reema’s voice came out broken and shameless, each word interrupted by a hard slap of Alfonso’s hips against her ass. “He’s… so much thicker… stretching me so good… fuck… I can feel every vein… Chris, I’m sorry… but I can’t stop cumming on him… his cock owns my pussy now… I need it… I need to be fucked like this…” Saying it out loud made Reema cum again, even harder. She stared at Chris in the mirror while her body jerked and her pussy squeezed Alfonso’s cock, squirting all over him. She screamed, tits bouncing, thighs shaking as she lost it. Alfonso groaned, still fucking her through her orgasm, balls tight. Suddenly he pulled out, cock throbbing and shiny, and yanked Reema up by the hair. “Clean it,” he ordered. Reema opened wide and took his messy cock in her mouth, moaning like a whore. She sucked hard, licking up her own cum and his pre-cum, cheeks hollowing as she tried to swallow him. She gagged when the fat head hit her throat, spit and pussy juice running down her chin and tits. Chris watched his wife suck Alfonso’s cock like she used to suck his, only hungrier. The mirrors showed everything—her lips stretched around that thick shaft, tongue going wild, throat bulging when she took him deep. Alfonso used her mouth for a bit, then yanked out with a wet pop and flipped Reema onto all fours, ass up, facing Chris. Her tits hung down, nipples dragging on the table. Her ass was in the air, pussy gaping and leaking, looking totally used. Alfonso grabbed her hips and shoved his cock back in, hard. Reema screamed, face right in front of Chris as she took it all. “Oh fuck… yes… pound me!” Reema moaned, staring right at Chris while Alfonso hammered her from behind. The table shook, her tits swinging, ass jiggling with every slam. Alfonso reached around and rubbed her clit roughly while he pounded her, his deep voice growling commands. “Tell him again. Tell him whose cock you need now.” Reema drooled, voice wrecked. “Yours… Alfonso… your big cock… I need it every day… Chris, I love you… but I need to be fucked like a slut… I need this cock ruining my married pussy…” Saying it made her cum again, face twisted up as she stared at Chris. Her pussy clamped and squirted around Alfonso’s cock, screams bouncing off the mirrors. She shook, juices running down her legs. Alfonso fucked her faster, balls tight, cock swelling even thicker in her spasming cunt. He grabbed her hips hard, probably leaving bruises, and pounded her without mercy. “I’m going to cum deep inside your wife,” he growled, looking directly at Chris in the mirror. “Fill her married pussy with my load. Do you want to watch?” Reema moaned, shoving her ass back on his cock. “Yes… cum inside me… breed me… let him watch…” Alfonso went savage, slamming into Reema as he chased his orgasm. Her face was right in front of Chris, eyes glazed, mouth open, moaning like a whore. He didn’t stop. He just kept fucking her, owning her in front of her husband. The mirrors showed everything—every filthy detail—as Alfonso got ready to dump his load in Reema’s cunt, her husband forced to watch.

The Tip and Aftermath

The mirrored fuck palace stank of sex, the air thick with the stench of Reema’s endless squirting, sweat, and the raw, unmistakable funk of a pussy that had been absolutely destroyed. Every wall threw back the same humiliating scene a hundred times over: Reema Kolker, naked and glistening, on all fours on the massage table, tits swinging like wrecking balls with every savage thrust. Her nipples scraped the leather, hard and aching. Alfonso Carmona’s big meat paws clamped down on her hips, his cock jackhammering her ass so hard her cheeks rippled like jello. Her married cunt was stretched wide open, red and gaping around his fat cock, leaking a mess of cream and squirt that painted his shaft and dripped in sticky ropes down her shaking thighs, soaking the sheet beneath her.

Alfonso railed her like he was trying to break the table, muscles bulging, hips pistoning forward with zero mercy. The slap of his heavy balls smashing her clit mixed with the obscene squelch of his cock plowing her soaked hole. Reema’s face hovered inches from Chris’s, eyes glassy and stupid with cock-lust, mouth hanging open, drool stringing down her chin as she moaned and whimpered with every brutal slam.

Chris Kolker sprawled on the next table, cock throbbing and leaking like a broken faucet, feeling both dead inside and buzzing with humiliation. The mirrors made sure he couldn’t miss a single second: his wife’s pussy getting wrecked by a cock twice the size of his, her juices squirting out with every slam, her tits bouncing like she was in a porno, her face twisted up in cock-addled bliss as she stared right at him.

Reema’s voice came out broken and shameless between moans. “He’s so deep… fucking my cervix… Chris… I’m sorry… but I can’t stop… his cock owns me right now…”

Alfonso let out a low animal grunt, picking up speed like he was trying to set a record. His balls drew up, cock swelling even fatter inside Reema’s clenching cunt. He reached around and mauled her clit with two fingers, never letting up on the pounding.

“Beg for my cum,” he commanded, voice deep and rough. “Tell your husband you want me to breed your married pussy while he watches.”

Reema’s eyes locked onto Chris’s reflection, her face flushed and tear-streaked with overwhelming pleasure. Her voice trembled with raw honesty and filthy need.

“Please… cum inside me, Alfonso… fill my married cunt with your hot load… breed me deep… I need it… Chris, watch him cum in me… watch him claim what’s yours… I love you… but I need his cum so fucking bad…”

That filthy begging sent Reema over the edge. Her whole body jerked like she’d been electrocuted, a guttural scream ripping out as her pussy locked down on Alfonso’s cock and blasted another messy squirt all over him. Her cunt spasmed and milked him for all he was worth, ass grinding back to swallow every inch. Her tits bounced, nipples dragging across the table, drool dripping off her chin as she came harder than she ever had, eyes locked on her humiliated husband.

Alfonso groaned deeply, his hips stuttering. “Fuck… take it all…”

He rammed in balls-deep one last time, stuffing every inch into Reema’s spasming cunt. His balls clenched and he exploded, dumping thick, hot loads straight into her married pussy, flooding her insides. Reema howled, still shaking as she felt every blast of cum fill her up. The extra spunk oozed out around his cock, mixing with her mess and running down her thighs in sticky globs.

Alfonso kept himself jammed deep, grinding slow to wring out every last drop, marking her like a dog. Reema’s pussy twitched and sucked at him, milking out the final spurts until he finally yanked out with a sloppy, wet noise. A fat glob of cum drooled out of her stretched hole, sliding down to her clit and splattering on the table.

Reema flopped forward onto the table, shaking and panting, her body wrecked and glowing with fucked-out exhaustion. Cum kept leaking from her ruined pussy as she lay there, ass still in the air, totally spent and cock-drunk.

Alfonso stood over them, cock still half-hard and shiny with their mess. He looked down at Reema with a smug grin, then shot Chris a look that said everything. He started getting dressed, pulling on his pants and shirt like nothing out of the ordinary had happened.

The session timer had long since ended. The other therapists had quietly left the room at some point, leaving the three of them alone in the mirrored suite.

Reema finally managed to push herself up, arms shaking, and turned to Chris. Her face was red, lips puffy, eyes glazed with a cocktail of love, guilt, and something nastier—fresh, hungry need. She leaned in and kissed Chris, her breath ragged, the taste of her own pussy and Alfonso’s cock still on her tongue.

“Thank you for today,” she whispered against his mouth. “I didn’t know I needed that so badly.”

She sat up slow, cum still trickling down her thighs as she grabbed for her clothes. Alfonso, now fully dressed, watched them both with a smirk, clearly enjoying the show.

They got dressed in awkward silence. Reema moved slow, her pussy sore and stretched, every step a reminder of the load still leaking out of her. Chris’s hands trembled as he fumbled with his clothes, his cock still half-hard and throbbing with leftover shame.

At the front desk, the polite receptionist presented the bill with a professional smile. The total was already substantial, but Reema leaned in close to Chris, her hand resting on his arm, and whispered softly in his ear.

“Give him a very generous tip… for the excellent service.”

Chris’s fingers shook as he punched in a tip that was bigger than the whole session. Alfonso stood nearby, arms folded, watching with that same smug, satisfied look.

Reema slipped her hand into Alfonso’s as they stepped outside into the late afternoon sun. She turned back to Chris, her voice soft but firm, carrying a new edge of confidence and hunger.

“We need to talk when we get home… but thank you for today.”

She gave Alfonso’s hand a squeeze, then limped to the car, still leaking cum down her thighs under her dress.

Chris trailed after her, heart hammering, brain scrambled by the fact that nothing would ever be the same. The spa mirrors had shoved the truth in his face. Now the real mess—the new reality—was waiting for him at home.
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