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Chapter 1 


Soft murmurs and the distant hum of conversation drifted gently through the house, the party slowly winding down but not quite over. Faint laughter mingled with the muted rhythm of music, filtering in from outside where friends still lingered beneath the patio lights. A warm breeze carried the inviting aroma of barbecued meat, still lingering in the air alongside hints of beer, perfume, and the subtle smoke of dying charcoal.

Yet, behind the closed bedroom door, Jessica's world narrowed entirely to her husband. She knelt naked between Mark's legs, her heart pounding as she gazed upward into his eyes, searching for approval. One delicate hand encircled the base of his cock, her grip firm yet tender, fingers squeezing in rhythmic pulses, each gentle tug drawing a quiet sigh from her throat. Her lips glided along his rigid length with practiced care, relishing the velvet warmth and hardness beneath her tongue.

Mark sat at the edge of the bed, entranced, holding her long, curly hair back with careful tenderness. His fingers wound through her reddish-brown locks, guiding them away from her flushed cheeks. His eyes never left hers, silently communicating the unspoken understanding between them—this moment was hers as much as his, a delicate balance of dominance and devotion.

After a few lingering minutes, Jessica shifted position, flexing toned thighs to rise higher. Without hesitation, she slid her lips downward until her mouth pressed firmly against the base of his shaft. Her hand fell away, leaving her throat fully enveloping him. Eyes closing briefly, she savored the sensation of surrender, feeling every inch of him filling her, pulse quickening with pleasure and pride.

“Oh God yes, Baby,” he growled.

She pulled back slowly, her lips lingering around just his cockhead, her tongue swirling languidly over its sensitive tip. Jessica suckled gently, tasting him, savoring the heat and hardness pressed against her tongue. Her fingers found their way back around the base of his cock, tightening once more as her lips descended again, sliding smoothly until they brushed against her own fingers. She began a steady, rhythmic pace, her lips pumping along his shaft, coaxing him closer and closer to release.

Her bare breasts pressed firmly against Mark’s thighs, soft and warm, nipples swollen and hypersensitive as they rubbed tantalizingly against his skin with every motion. Between her own legs, desire surged, her pussy aching with an intensity that sent a fresh wave of moisture seeping into her panties, dampening them as her arousal grew.

“Oh yea. That’s it. Suck my cock,” Mark urged, voice rough with lust and appreciation.

Jessica felt him hardening even further beneath her touch, his shaft pulsing in her mouth as his balls tightened in anticipation. The realization that he was about to cum flooded her with excitement, amplifying her own desperate hunger. She whimpered softly, increasing the speed of her eager mouth as her fingers squeezed him tighter.

“Suck it, Baby. Fuck me with your mouth,” he commanded breathlessly.

His words ignited something primal within her, deepening her moan into a needy, pleading sound.

She both hated and loved the present situation.

She hated it because she knew her own pleasure would have to wait, leaving her aching and desperate for release. Yet Jessica was one of those rare women who genuinely loved sucking cock, savoring the intimacy and power she felt with Mark’s hardness filling her mouth. The very act itself ignited her desire, making her wetter, hotter, and hungrier for more. 

Mark had been away on business for weeks, leaving Jessica alone with only her toys to satisfy the growing ache between her thighs. Usually, this wasn't so terrible—in fact, it was something she'd become accustomed to, even enjoyed, knowing their passionate reunions would more than make up for the wait. But this time had been different. His return had been delayed repeatedly, leaving her craving him, restless and unfulfilled.

When he'd finally walked through the door, it was barely minutes before their guests were due to arrive for the party they'd planned weeks earlier. There was no time for the slow, passionate reunion she'd dreamed of—no time to indulge in the intimate pleasures they both desperately needed. Instead, she'd had to smile through greetings and laughter, her pent-up desire hidden beneath polite conversation and lingering glances.

Which brought her to this moment—kneeling eagerly, pleasuring Mark with her mouth, yet forced to endure the exquisite torment of waiting for her own release. Waiting until later, after everyone had gone home, to feel his cock exactly where she wanted it—where she absolutely needed it—buried deep inside her pussy.

And yet, in some twisted, delicious way, she also loved the denial. She knew from past experience that teasing herself like this, performing for him without receiving immediate pleasure, would leave her incredibly wet and desperately sensitive. Her arousal would intensify throughout the evening, ensuring that once they were finally alone, she’d be overwhelmed by the powerful climaxes she'd been craving for weeks. Her passionate attention to his cock now also meant he would have greater control and stamina later, guaranteeing a night of fierce, prolonged lovemaking.

It was this thought, this promise of what's to come, that drove her to pump her lips back and forth along his shaft faster and faster, hungrily sucking and tugging him toward his release.

"Oh God yes, Baby," he moaned, hips bucking slightly as his cock twitched between her lips and began unleashing his pent-up load. "God yes."

Jessica held still, bracing herself as he filled her mouth, his cum spurting thick and hot onto her tongue. Although she genuinely loved sucking cock, she'd never been particularly fond of the taste of cum—yet the satisfaction of pleasing Mark always outweighed her mild distaste. She swallowed dutifully, her throat working rhythmically, fingers squeezing and tugging gently as she coaxed every last drop from him. When his release finally slowed and he began to soften, she let him slip from her lips, though she kept her grip around him possessively.

"Just make sure you don't let this party drag on too late," she teased, raising an eyebrow as a playful smirk curled her lips. "Because I expect you to save some energy for fucking me."

He chuckled warmly, giving her an appreciative grin. "Trust me, Jess—by the end of tonight, you'll get exactly what you've been waiting for."

Jessica quickly brushed her teeth, then ran her fingers through her tousled hair, smoothing the soft waves back into place as best she could. She retrieved her black lace bra and panties from where they'd hastily landed on the floor earlier, knowing Mark loved the delicate lingerie and would enjoy the secret reminder of what lay beneath her outfit. After slipping them back on, she straightened her deep-maroon blouse and carefully re-buttoned it, leaving just enough undone at the top to offer a teasing glimpse of her generous cleavage without being too obvious. She tugged her fitted dark-grey skirt back down into position, smoothing it gently over her hips and thighs, leaving her long, tanned legs alluringly exposed. Sliding her feet into the comfortable low-heeled shoes she'd kicked off earlier, Jessica glanced into the mirror to ensure she appeared presentable enough to return to their guests.

Mark stepped quietly behind her, his hand softly caressing her heart-shaped ass through her skirt as he leaned in, pressing a gentle, lingering kiss against her neck. A shiver ran through her, and she closed her eyes briefly, savoring the warmth of his touch.

"It's just so frustrating when we're apart this long," she whispered softly, turning slowly to face him. Rising onto her tiptoes, she kissed him again, this time slow and intimate, relishing the brief moment alone together.

His arms circled around her waist, pulling her close. Their mouths opened naturally, tongues teasing gently in a deep, heated kiss that reignited the simmering desire within her. Jessica instinctively pressed herself closer, hips grinding subtly against him, her body once again aching for his touch.

"My, you are horny," Mark teased gently, smiling warmly as their lips parted.

"Absolutely," she purred softly, eyes flashing with playful desire.

It’ll be alright, she told herself as they headed downstairs. The time would pass quickly… and once everyone was gone, she could finally have what she’d been aching for.

Her cheeks flushed as flashes of what might happen later played through her mind—slow, vivid, and deliciously filthy.

God, I am horny, she thought with a crooked smile tugging at her lips.

What made it even better was knowing that after thirteen years of marriage, she and Mark still had that fire. The kind of chemistry most couples lost within the first few years. So many of their friends had grown distant or disconnected, their sex lives fading into routine. But not them. Not her and Mark. They still wanted each other—deeply, constantly.


Chapter 2

The next couple of hours unfolded in a haze of laughter, casual chatter, and the steady hum of background music. The house brimmed with people important to Mark’s career, and Jessica played her role perfectly—gracious, charming, and always composed. She floated effortlessly from group to group, catching up with familiar faces and offering warm introductions to those she’d never met before. The evening became a blur of clinking glasses, polite laughter, and half-finished drinks forgotten in corners.

Every now and then she crossed paths with Mark. Each time, he greeted her with a small kiss or a flirtatious touch—a hand on her lower back, a gentle squeeze of her ass, a brief brush of his fingers across her cheek. Each affectionate gesture sent a ripple of warmth through her, keeping her body humming just beneath the surface.

And she wasn’t blind to the attention she received from others. Several of the men—colleagues, friends-of-friends—showered her with compliments and watched her with barely concealed admiration. She always considered it harmless, these little flirtations, but she’d be lying if she said they didn’t make her feel good. Desired. Alive. And tonight… she let herself enjoy it just a little more than usual. Flirting back, smiling longer, feeling bolder.

She was, after all, already burning.

Three of the men were Ben, James, and Luke.

Ben was one of Mark’s oldest friends—and probably the best-looking of the entire group. Tall, fit, confident. The kind of man who seemed effortlessly charming, with just enough roughness in his jawline to make a woman wonder. When Jessica greeted him with their usual cheek kiss, his hand lingered at her arm for a beat too long. His touch, warm and firm through the sleeve of her blouse, made her pulse skip unexpectedly.

But had it really lasted that long? Or was she just imagining it because her body was still humming, her panties still damp, her mind still clouded with leftover heat?

Mark hadn’t known the other two quite as long, but James and Luke had become regulars at their gatherings, and Jessica had to admit—both were easy on the eyes. As she stood chatting with the trio, she became acutely aware of the way their eyes roved over her body when they thought she wasn’t looking. She could feel their gazes on the exposed triangle of cleavage at her blouse, the curve of her hips beneath the skirt, the bare stretch of thigh above her low heels. Their attention made her flush. It wasn't just the wine coursing through her system—it was the way her thoughts kept circling back to sex. Her own arousal had never fully faded, and their interest only stoked the embers Mark had left smoldering inside her.

She tried to focus on the conversation, tried to keep her smile light and her tone casual, but her body betrayed her. Her skin felt too warm, her breathing a touch shallow. And her eyes… they kept flicking to Ben. To the way his shirt clung to his chest. To the little crease at the corner of his mouth when he smiled. To the thickness of his forearms where the sleeves were rolled up.

Eventually, and almost reluctantly, she excused herself from the group. She wasn’t sure why—maybe she needed to cool down, maybe she was afraid of what might slip out if she stayed too long.

Later, she bumped into Ben again—this time alone, near the hallway. The noise of the party seemed to fall away for a moment. He smiled when he saw her, and again, his hand touched her arm. This time there was no doubt about the way his fingers lingered, the deliberate slide of his gaze over her blouse, her hips, her legs.

They picked up their earlier conversation, but Jessica’s focus was slipping. The wine had softened her thoughts, blurred the edge of reason just enough to let a new kind of curiosity in. She watched his mouth move as he spoke, admiring the shape of his lips, the deep cadence of his voice. Her mind drifted, uninvited, to the question she didn’t want to ask herself—but couldn’t help imagining.

What would it be like to feel that mouth on her skin?
To be kissed hard by someone other than Mark?
To see what kind of cock he had—how big, how thick, how it would feel stretching her open, filling her deeper than she’d been in years…

She blinked hard, suddenly aware of the direction her mind had gone. Her cheeks burned. She swallowed and gave herself a sharp mental slap.

That’s so wrong, she scolded herself. So wrong.

But the thought didn’t leave. It lingered like the taste of wine on her tongue, warm and indulgent. And even as she made herself step away, smile politely, and rejoin the party, the images kept slipping back into her mind. Uninvited, unstoppable.

She silently cursed Mark for making her wait. For getting back so late. For leaving her this needy and this vulnerable.

Because now, she wasn’t just craving sex.

She was craving something else. Something different.

She was so caught up in the tangle of her thoughts—half aroused, half ashamed—that she almost missed Ben mentioning something about an art show he’d recently attended. It wasn’t until the words “semi-erotic artwork” drifted through the air that her attention snapped back.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” she blurted, blinking at him, her voice a little breathier than she intended.

Ben looked momentarily surprised. “No, seriously. I thought it was actually pretty… impressive,” he said, his tone casual but uncertain, as though unsure what had sparked her sudden reaction.

“You’re talking about Martial’s work, right?” she asked, eyes narrowing with interest.

“Um, yes,” he replied, now visibly puzzled by her familiarity.

“Well, I actually just bought one of his paintings for Mark.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Come on, I’ll show you it.” Without thinking, she slipped her hand around his arm and gently tugged him toward the stairs. “I found that gallery a few weeks ago—before the official showing, I think. And seriously moment I saw that piece, I instantly knew Mark would love it.”

Her voice was animated, maybe a little too much so, fueled by wine and nervous energy. She could feel the subtle heat of Ben’s arm beneath her hand, the slow hum of electricity in her fingertips as they made their way through the crowd. Her heart thudded in her chest, a little faster than it should have, her thoughts dancing dangerously close to that fantasy she’d been trying to shake.

They had only made it partway across the room when they bumped into Mark.

“Hey, honey. Guess whose art show Ben went to last week—Martial’s,” she chirped, her tone light and a little too bright.

Mark raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued. “Really? That’s the guy who did the piece in the rec room, right?” He rested his hand on her hip, fingers pressing through the fabric of her skirt, the familiar touch sending a warm ripple of excitement down her spine.

“Yes,” she nodded, glancing up at him. “I’m taking him to see it.”

“Great. It is a nice piece,” he added, directing a friendly smile toward Ben—though his attention remained fixed on his wife. His hand slid lower, fingertips grazing her ass and giving it a gentle squeeze.

Jessica’s breath hitched ever so slightly, but she forced a casual smile and turned away, leading Ben from the room. She tried to ignore the electric buzz in her belly, the tingling that refused to fade. The rec room was in the lower level of the house, rarely used during parties, meaning they’d be leaving the crowd—and the noise—behind.

As they descended the stairs, the sounds of laughter and conversation faded, replaced by the quiet hush of a more intimate space. Jessica suddenly became hyperaware of how alone they would be down there. Her heart began to beat faster, not with fear, but with something far more dangerous: anticipation.

She led him into the rec room, motioning toward the painting she’d hung above the low couch along one wall.

“Here it is,” she said, stepping aside slightly to give him a better view.

It took her a moment to register the shift in the air—the warmth radiating behind her, the faint but distinct scent of his cologne. The realization struck her like a current: Ben was standing directly behind her. Close. So close she could feel his presence without even turning her head. Mere inches separated them, and it made every inch of her skin suddenly feel exposed.

Her heart pounded in her chest. She tried to steady her breathing, to keep her expression neutral, but it was impossible to ignore the energy crackling between them.

The painting depicted two dancehall women seated at opposite ends of an old metal-framed bed. Their tattered Victorian dresses were hiked just enough to suggest what was happening beneath the fabric—though their hands remained hidden, there was no mistaking the expressions of pleasure twisted across their painted faces. The scene was raw, suggestive, and somehow elegant in its filth.

Jessica felt a rush of heat move through her as she looked at it with Ben standing so close behind her.

“Mark sure is a lucky man,” Ben said, his voice low, his breath stirring the strands of hair near her ear.

“I… uh… I knew he’d like it,” she replied, a nervous laugh catching in her throat as a tingle raced along her spine.

“I mean, not only does he have a seriously hot wife who has such good taste in paintings …” His tone shifted slightly, more admiring now, edged with something deeper. “But you actually went and bought it for him. That’s… I mean That’s just crazy.”





Chapter 3

Jessica’s pulse was thudding in her ears. She could feel the warmth of his body behind her like a magnetic pull, and with every word, her awareness of the space between them—or lack of it—grew sharper. The way he said beautiful wife echoed in her chest, and she wasn’t sure if it thrilled her or terrified her. Maybe both.

“Yeah, well… what can I say? He hit the lottery when he found me,” she said with a soft laugh, trying to mask the flutter in her chest.

“That he did,” Ben murmured, his voice low, almost reverent—as his hands came to rest gently on her shoulders.

Jessica’s breath caught. Her body tensed, but not in fear—more like anticipation. Her nerves lit up with an electric thrill, skin suddenly hypersensitive under his touch.

She was acutely aware that they were completely alone. The party upstairs felt a world away, muffled and distant. The logical part of her mind whispered that it was probably time to head back, to close this space between them—both physically and emotionally. But her feet didn’t move. Her lips stayed parted. Her body remained still.

Instead, she tried to rationalize the contact. Ben’s just comfortable around her, she told herself. He was one of Mark’s oldest friends. Someone she trusted. Someone who’d always been a little flirty, sure, but harmless.

Then one of his hands slid down, slow and deliberate, tracing the length of her arm with a feather-light touch that made her skin prickle. The other hand reached up, fingertips brushing across her cheek with a tenderness that stole her breath. He tucked a lock of hair behind her ear, exposing the delicate line of her neck.

Jessica stood frozen as he leaned in, his warm breath ghosting across her skin—soft, intimate, dangerous.

Her heart pounded so hard she swore he could hear it.

"You are so beautiful, Jessica," he whispered, his voice like velvet, barely audible. "So desirable."

Her knees wobbled beneath her, the strength in her legs suddenly fragile. Every nerve in her body lit up, tingling beneath her skin. The embers that had been quietly smoldering in her core all evening now flared hot, searing through her like liquid heat.

She could no longer pretend this was innocent. No longer lie to herself about the nature of his touch or the tone in his voice. Ben wasn’t being playful. He was seducing her—here, now, in the silence beneath their home. And that meant the line, the boundary, was now hers to guard.

She told herself again to move. To laugh it off, to excuse herself, to walk up those stairs and rejoin the safety of the party. Mark was just overhead. Her friends. Their friends.

But her body didn’t listen.

She stood frozen, breath shallow, blood rushing in her ears, every inch of her skin attuned to the feel of Ben’s hand tracing her arm. To the gentle exhale of his breath warming her neck, teasing the fine hairs there.

"So damn sexy," he murmured, and then—his lips pressed lightly to the curve of her neck.

Jessica inhaled sharply, a sound caught between shock and pleasure. Her nerves were on fire. Her skin flushed with heat, her body responding as if it had been waiting for this—aching for this—without her even realizing it. A wave of heat pulsed through her sex, melting the last of her restraint into something dangerous and electric.

For a flickering moment, she wondered: Why? Why was he doing this? What made him think she’d welcome it? She couldn’t recall giving him any sign—no lingering glances, no offhanded touches, no words that could be misread. She had never cheated on Mark. Not once. Not even close. In fact, she couldn’t remember the last time she’d been this physically close to another man, let alone wrapped in his heat, his scent, his attention.

And yet—here she was. In their home. Her husband and a houseful of guests just one floor above.

Ben’s arm slid forward, wrapping around her waist. His body pressed into hers from behind, his chest warm against her back, his breath whispering at her ear. His lips grazed the delicate tip, and she shivered as his breath swirled into its depths.

With a soft, helpless sigh, she gave in to gravity and leaned back into him. Her body molded to his, and in that instant, she felt it—his erection, thick and rising against her lower back, undeniable and pulsing.

A small, involuntary whimper slipped from her parted lips.

Once again, the thought surfaced—end it now. She could say something light, make a joke, laugh it off and head back upstairs like nothing had happened. They could pretend this was just a momentary lapse. Maybe, with enough time, they’d even forget it.

But no words came. No clever comment. No excuse.
And her body made no effort to move away… let alone leave the room.

Ben kissed her ear again, slow and deliberate.

A shiver rippled through her body, and her knees nearly gave out. She sagged into him without meaning to, relying on his support to stay upright. Her weight pressed her more firmly against him, her back melting into the firmness of his body.

He responded instantly, tightening his hold on her waist and grinding his crotch against her ass. She felt the stiff pulse of his cock through his pants, hot and eager, and her breath hitched.

Her teeth grazed her bottom lip as another soft whimper escaped—quiet, but filled with need.

“You’re so hot,” he murmured against her ear, kissing it again. “So desirable.”

She clenched her eyes shut, summoning what little resolve remained, gripping tightly to the fraying edges of her restraint. Bracing herself against the hunger coursing through her, Jessica turned to face him, forcing her hands between them, pressing her palms against his chest.

“Ben—” she began, her voice shaking, the word intended to stop everything.

His arm relaxed just enough to let her spin in place, but not enough to let her go. One hand now rested on the curve of her ass, holding her close, while the other rose to cup her cheek, fingers tilting her face toward his.

And then he kissed her.

His lips brushed hers gently—no rush, no force, just enough to make her tremble. Enough to shatter her defenses.

Jessica’s resistance crumbled in an instant.

Parting her lips, Jessica welcomed his tongue into her mouth, meeting it with her own in a slow, sensual tangle. Her arms rose to wrap around his neck as her body melted into his, her breasts pressing firmly against his chest. A soft moan slipped from her throat, unbidden and breathy, vibrating between their mouths.

Ben’s hands slid to her hips, gripping her with firm intent and pulling her even closer, their bodies flush. Jessica let herself sink into the sensation—the heat of his hands, the hungry insistence of his kiss, the hardness of his cock throbbing against her belly. She ground against it instinctively, the contact stoking the fire already blazing low in her core.

His hands began to wander—exploring her back, her sides, each touch leaving behind a trail of tingling warmth. After a moment, one of his legs slid between hers, his thigh pressing directly against her needy center. She gasped softly as he cupped her ass, guiding her against him, encouraging her to grind herself along the pressure.

Her embers flared into open flame. Moaning, she rubbed her aching sex against the firm muscle of his thigh, each pass sending a jolt of pleasure through her.

After a few heated minutes, he guided her backward toward the couch. She let him ease her down into the corner, her body pliant and eager beneath his. Cradling her head, he held her hair back to expose her neck, kissing it freely, hungrily. His other hand roamed across her—tracing her shoulder, her arm, her ribs. It skimmed the swell of her breasts again and again, never quite touching, just close enough to drive her mad.

Jessica clung to him, her arms around his neck, fingers tangled in his hair. Soft, frustrated whimpers escaped her parted lips. Her breaths came shallow and fast, her nipples swollen and straining beneath the lace of her bra. The teasing brush of his hand along the outer curve of her breast only made the ache sharper, more urgent.

Her hips shifted, her body squirming beneath him, silently begging for the contact she craved.

But it didn’t come—not yet.

His hand ghosted over her breast once more, only to continue upward to her shoulder. He kissed her neck slowly, his lips warm and trailing, before reaching her ear. There, he nipped her earlobe with his teeth, his tongue gently teasing the sensitive edge.

“Oh,” she sighed, helpless and breathless.

Then his lips were on hers again, and this time the kiss was deep—hungry and full of heat. Their tongues danced wildly, tangling and tasting. And finally—finally—his hand cupped her breast. He squeezed it firmly through the fabric, and Jessica moaned into his mouth, her back arching in reflex. The pressure of his touch was heavy, filled with need, and it matched the heat in her belly perfectly.

They kissed again and again, each more desperate than the last. Their tongues swirled in frantic rhythm, and his hand massaged her breast with growing urgency.

Then, without a word, Ben moved to unbutton her blouse. She didn’t stop him. He fumbled slightly, his fingers rough with eagerness, jerking most of the buttons loose before pulling the flaps aside. Her blouse fell open, exposing the sweat-kissed skin beneath. Cool air met the heat of her body, and Jessica trembled.

He pulled back just enough to look at her—really look at her.

Her cheeks were flushed, her lips parted, her chest rising and falling with every breath. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, dark with desire. She bit her lower lip as she met his gaze, her breasts rising from the open blouse, barely contained by the black lace bra that hugged them. Her nipples were hard, straining visibly through the delicate fabric.

Ben exhaled with quiet appreciation, a low sound of hunger and approval, then leaned in to kiss her again—deeply, hungrily. His hand returned to her breast, now separated from him by only the thinnest barrier of lace. She gasped as he kneaded her flesh, his thumb brushing across her taut nipple. His lips moved lower, trailing kisses down her throat, then back to her neck. He began to nip gently at her skin, his teeth sending little shocks of pleasure through her trembling body.

“Oh,” she panted, her voice thin and trembling as electricity surged along her nerves, igniting every inch of her skin.

“You’re a hot little one, aren’t you?” Ben whispered in her ear, his breath a heated thread that made her shiver.

She couldn’t form words. The only sound she managed was a soft, breathy whimper—needy, helpless.

His lips moved over her throat, kissing and nipping with maddening restraint. His hand slid from one breast to the other, cupping the untouched mound and squeezing it through the lace. The heat of his palm, the friction of his touch—it was too much, and not enough all at once. Her nipples throbbed beneath the thin fabric, hypersensitive and aching to be freed.

Jessica’s sex had been wet all night, the lingering arousal from pleasuring Mark never truly fading. But now, as Ben touched her, kissed her, devoured her with his mouth and hands, the wetness between her thighs turned heavier, thicker. She could feel it soaking into the delicate fabric of her panties, could feel the heat building at her core like a gathering storm.

Her legs began to move of their own accord—scissoring slowly, hips writhing against the couch cushions, knees bending restlessly. Each twist and shift of her body caused her skirt to bunch higher around her waist, exposing more skin, inch by inch. Soon it was no longer covering her thighs at all, barely concealing her crotch. Her panties—dark, damp, and clinging—peeked out with every movement.

Ben shifted beside her, repositioning slightly, and she suddenly felt something rigid press against her leg—thick and hot even through his pants.

A hungry whimper escaped her throat, and she pressed her leg firmly against him, grinding into the hardness with desperate need.

There was no room left in her mind for the party upstairs, or the voices that still echoed faintly through the floorboards. She didn’t think about the people who might be wondering where she’d gone. She didn’t think about Mark.

Her body wouldn’t let her. The heat, the ache, the overwhelming hunger—none of it would allow her to stop.

All she could focus on was this: the hand on her breast, the teeth grazing her neck, the cock straining against her thigh. The here and now had swallowed her whole, and there was no pulling back.

She was lost to everything but the moment.

Ben unhooked the clasp at the front of her bra. The lace fell open, slipping off her chest and baring her breasts to the cool air, her nipples stiffening instantly from exposure and anticipation. He cupped one with a warm, possessive hand, kneading the soft flesh directly, his touch hot and slow.

A rush of heat tore through her belly, tropical and wild. She moaned aloud, her body arching into his hand. Her fingers dropped between them, pawing urgently at the thick bulge in his pants, feeling it throb beneath the fabric.

“Yes, you are a hot one,” Ben sighed, voice husky with desire. “You like a stiff cock.”

Jessica whimpered and kept groping him, her hand needy, insistent.

Ben lowered his mouth, kissing slowly down her body until his lips hovered just above her breasts. He cradled one in his palm, lifting it toward his mouth, brushing kisses across the warm curve. His tongue flicked out, teasing her nipple in quick, featherlight licks that made her tremble.

And then she looked up.

Her heart stopped.
Mark was standing at the edge of the room.

He was just there, still and silent, watching.





Chapter 4

Panic surged through her, sharp and cold, colliding with the molten lust already roiling inside her. She froze for a split second, breath trapped in her lungs, her body rigid beneath Ben’s touch. Her first instinct was to push him away, to cover herself, to stop this before it went any further.

But as she made to move, her eyes locked with Mark’s—and he smiled.

It wasn’t cruel. It wasn’t angry. It wasn’t even shocked.

It was calm. Soft. Intimate.

The air fled from her lungs. Her confusion deepened, but so did her arousal. Her mind screamed that this was wrong. So very wrong. But another voice inside her whispered: If he really objected… he’d stop it.

He hadn’t moved. He hadn’t said a word.

She remained still, stunned, heart pounding wildly as Ben continued kissing and licking her breast, oblivious to what she’d seen. Jessica couldn't stop glancing at Mark—again and again—as Ben’s mouth wrapped around her nipple and his tongue circled it slowly.

The shame, the lust, the disbelief, all tangled into something raw and consuming. And through it all, she kept her eyes on her husband—unable to look away, unable to understand, and more turned on than she’d ever imagined possible.

“Oh…” she moaned, her body arching instinctively beneath him, presenting herself with no resistance, no hesitation.

Ben’s lips closed over her nipple, sucking slowly while his tongue flicked and swirled across the sensitive peak.

“Oh yes,” Jessica panted, her back lifting, hand sliding into his hair to keep him there, to keep him feeding her this desperate, maddening pleasure.

He suckled deeply, his mouth wet and hot, while his free hand massaged the soft curve of her breast. When he finally pulled away, the cool air rushed over her moistened skin, teasing the swollen bud and drawing a gasp from her lips.

Then he moved to her other breast. This time he was rougher—his grip firmer, mouth more demanding. He nibbled her nipple gently between his teeth, sucking it with a hunger that made her breath catch.

“Oh God,” she moaned again, twisting under him. “Oh God, yes…”

He switched back to her first breast, intensifying everything—his mouth hungrier, his hand more urgent. Her nipples throbbed like little peaks of fire, stiff and aching.

Her legs scissored beneath him, hips shifting uncontrollably. Each movement dragged her skirt higher, the fabric bunching around her hips until it no longer hid anything. Her black lace panties were fully exposed now, clinging wetly to her pussy, the slick fabric dark with her arousal.

She whimpered, her voice shaky and soft. “Yes… God, yes…”

With her free hand she clawed at the front of his pants, blindly trying to get to his cock, to feel it, to free it. She could feel the thickness straining beneath the fabric and it only made her more desperate.

Then his hand left her breast and slid down, landing on her thigh—hot, commanding.

And that’s when she looked up.

Mark was still there.

Still watching.

Her whole body froze, a cold wave crashing through the heat. Her eyes locked with her husband’s again—his expression unreadable. No outrage. No shock. No movement to stop any of it.

Just that same calm, knowing look. That same smile.

Her breath stuttered. Her mind screamed this is wrong, but that deeper, hungrier part of her whispered back: If he wanted it to stop, he would.

She didn’t move.

Ben had no idea he was being watched. He simply continued, oblivious, his mouth still latched to her nipple, his hand now stroking soft, maddening circles on her inner thigh.

Jessica panted, shifting, angling her hips closer to his touch, wanting it—needing it.

His fingers inched upward, slow and deliberate, until she felt the heat of his hand radiating right against her soaked panties, so close to her pussy she could barely breathe.

And all the while, her husband stood just feet away, saying nothing.

Watching everything.

Jessica whimpered, her flesh quivering under the weight of sensation. Every nerve felt lit, stretched thin between aching denial and desperate need.

Ben’s fingers hovered just shy of her soaked panties—so close she could feel the heat of him radiating against her pulsing pussy. But they didn’t move. They lingered there, cruelly still, tracing maddening, featherlight lines along her inner thigh.

His mouth remained latched to her nipple, sucking slowly, rhythmically, his tongue circling and flicking the stiff peak.

Seconds dragged. Then minutes. Long, torturous minutes.

Jessica trembled, her whole body straining toward him. The closeness of his fingers, the almost—it teased her, tormented her. She writhed beneath him, hips shifting, eyes fluttering open—and locked again with Mark.

He was still standing there. Still watching.

Her stomach flipped violently with the weight of his gaze. Shame and heat collided in her chest. Her pussy clenched.

Why isn’t he stopping this?
Why does he just… watch?

And yet, she couldn’t look away. Couldn’t deny the way it made her feel—how badly she wanted to be watched.

“Please…” she whimpered, voice raw with desperation. Her hand slid from the back of Ben’s head to his wrist, grasping it, trying to pull his fingers those last few precious millimeters to where she needed them.

But he didn’t budge.

His wrist locked, muscles firm beneath her fingers. His hand stayed where it was, refusing to give in. He lifted his head from her breast and looked down at her, his eyes dark and playful.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he murmured with a grin, lowering his mouth to her ear. He kissed the delicate skin, then bit her lobe gently, whispering, “So hot… and so fucking wet.”

Jessica moaned, her back arching, her fingers tightening on his wrist. “Ben, please…”

“You want my hand on your pussy, don’t you?” he growled softly, his lips dragging along the shell of her ear.

She hesitated for a breath, her eyes darting up again to Mark. He hadn’t moved. He hadn’t spoken. He just stood there, watching everything unfold, his expression unreadable—calm, composed, in control.

Her lips parted. Her body ached.

“…Yes,” she breathed. “Please. Touch my pussy.”

And still—Mark said nothing.

“You want me to touch it… slide my fingers into that wet little pussy, don’t you?” Ben growled, his voice thick with heat.

“Yes,” Jessica gasped, hips rolling against the couch cushions as she tried to bridge the aching gap herself. She still clutched his wrist, but he wouldn’t move. Wouldn’t give her what she craved.

He chuckled low in his throat. “First things first.”

Using her own grip against her, he guided her hand down to his crotch—right where her other hand was already clawing at his belt in frustration.

A groan escaped her lips as she realized what he wanted. She let go of his wrist and immediately went to work, her fingers trembling as they fumbled open his belt and yanked down the zipper. The second she had access, one hand dove inside, finding his cock and wrapping around it eagerly. It was hot, thick, pulsing with need—just like her.

“Oh fuck…” Ben hissed as her hand started stroking. “You are a horny little slut.”

Jessica moaned, her lips parted, eyes flicking upward again.
Mark was still there.

Watching her jerk off his best friend.

Watching her say yes.

And not stopping it.

The shock of it should have frozen her. Should have broken the spell. But it didn’t. If anything, it pushed her deeper—made her feel even more exposed, even more desperate.

Ben leaned in close, his voice low and rough in her ear.

“You know… Mark told me once how good you are at sucking cock.”

Jessica’s breath caught hard in her chest.

“He said he’s never had a better blowjob in his life. Said your mouth’s like velvet when you want it to be… and a goddamn vice when you’re hungry for it.”

Her eyes widened, her pulse hammering in her throat. Her cheeks burned with embarrassment—but her pussy clenched even tighter.

“And now,” he continued, grinning wickedly, “I wanna see it for myself.”

With a firm tug of her hair, Ben leaned back and guided her forward, steering her head down toward his lap.

Jessica’s pussy throbbed—aching to be filled, still pulsing with the frustration of having sucked Mark’s cock earlier and been left dripping, unsatisfied. Her need hadn’t faded—it had only intensified, festering beneath the surface while her mind tried and failed to make sense of what was happening.

But now, as Ben slid back on the couch and pushed his pants down, her eyes dropped—and her breath caught.

His cock sprang free.

It was about the same length as Mark’s… but noticeably thicker. Heavier. More veined. The sight of it hit her like a jolt to the spine, and for a moment, she just stared—eyes wide, mouth parted. Her pussy clenched hard, wetness spilling fresh into her panties.

From where Mark stood, watching, he wouldn’t be able to see Ben’s cock directly. Not from that angle. But there could be no doubt—none—about what she was about to do.

Jessica swallowed hard, heart pounding against her ribs.
She wanted to be fucked. God, she wanted it so badly.
But the thought of wrapping her lips around that cock—of tasting it, of pleasing him while her husband watched—lit her up inside with molten, frantic heat.

Still holding Ben’s cock in her hand, she obediently slipped off the couch and sank to her knees between his legs. She kept her gaze low at first, avoiding both men’s eyes, her fingers trembling as she gripped the waistband of his pants. Ben lifted his hips slightly while she tugged one side, and he worked the other, until they pushed them down past his knees. His free hand joined the other, gathering her hair and keeping it out of her face like Mark had done earlier—an unspoken echo of that moment.

She held his cock upright, its weight solid and hot in her hand. Slowly, deliberately, she leaned in and placed her tongue at the base, then dragged it up the thick underside, licking him from root to tip in one long, teasing stroke. When she reached the crown, she circled the swollen head with her tongue, lapping at the salty pre-cum that had already gathered there.

And as she did, unable to resist, one of her hands slid between her thighs. She pressed her fingers against the soaked lace of her panties, rubbing her swollen clit through the wet fabric, desperate for some kind of release.

She closed her eyes for a moment, moaning faintly against the head of Ben’s cock… and then opened them, looking up.

Mark was still there.

Still watching.

And still—he didn’t stop her.

“God, yes…” Ben groaned, his voice rough with pleasure.

Jessica placed a slow kiss right at the tip of his cock, her lips parting around the swollen head. Her breath caught as she began to slide down, inch by inch, her mouth stretching to accommodate the thick girth. She moaned around him as her lips sank lower, until they met the spot where her fingers gripped his shaft near the base. Her tongue swirled against the hot skin, lapping at the underside with instinctive hunger.

She held there for a moment, feeling the weight of him, tasting the salt and heat, her mind spinning.

Mark told him how good I am at this.

The thought pulsed through her skull, almost dizzying. What had once seemed like casual bragging between friends now felt… loaded. Like a challenge. Like permission.

She was on her knees, Ben’s cock in her mouth, fingering herself in front of her husband—and he knew.
He hadn’t moved. He hadn’t stopped it. He hadn’t looked away.

And now… she had to live up to the reputation.

She pulled back slowly, letting his cockhead pop free from her lips with a wet sound. Then she dragged her tongue over the tip in slow, lazy circles, her eyes fluttering shut as she tasted the fresh bead of precum. With a soft groan, she slid her lips back down, working him deeper again, her hand meeting her lips, guiding the pace.

Ben’s head dropped back against the couch, his jaw slack, eyes closed. “Oh fuck, Jess… yeah. That’s it. Just like that…”

Her head began to bob with slow, deliberate rhythm, her lips tight, her tongue gliding and curling beneath him. The thick ridge of his shaft pressed against every nerve ending in her mouth, and the heat of it, the stretch of it, made her whimper around him.

“Mmmph…”

Her free hand slid between her legs again, this time without hesitation. She pushed her soaked panties aside and began to rub slow, tight circles over her clit, desperate for release. The wet sounds of her mouth matched the slick sounds between her thighs.

Ben looked down, watching her. His voice dropped lower, darker.

“Oh yeah… suck my cock, Jess. Suck it like a good little whore. Fuckin’ use that pretty slut mouth.”

Her pussy clenched hard at the words. She didn’t even understand why it turned her on so much—being spoken to like that by someone other than Mark. But it did. God, it did. Maybe it was the filth of it. The wrongness. The rawness.

Her eyes flicked up again—Mark was still there.

Still watching.

Still… silent.

Her moan deepened. She shifted on her knees, straddling one of Ben’s legs to grind her aching pussy against his thigh. Her hips rolled slowly, seeking friction, using him to get herself off as she bobbed her head along his cock.

“Fuck, look at you,” Ben murmured, voice thick with approval. “Such a good little cocksucker. You love this, don’t you? Love having a thick cock filling that wet mouth. Fucking filthy little slut.”

Jessica moaned again, the sound vibrating through his cock as her pace quickened. She rubbed herself harder against his thigh, feeling the pressure where she needed it most. Her clit throbbed, swollen and slick, and her whole body buzzed with a feverish, helpless energy.

She pressed her tit against his thigh, dragging it along the fabric for relief. Her hips rolled faster, the sounds of wet friction rising.

“Oh fuck yes… that’s it,” Ben gasped, both hands tangled in her hair now. “Suck it, baby. Suck my throbbing cock. Be a good girl and fuck me with that hungry little mouth.”

And she did. Lost in the heat. Lost in the eyes of her husband.
And more turned on than she’d ever been in her life.

“Mmm… mmm…” Jessica moaned around his cock, her lips sliding wetly along his thick shaft, her tongue dancing along the underside with each pass.

She knew exactly what she was doing—working him, coaxing him, pushing him closer to the edge. And she knew what came next. If she pleased him, if she sucked him just right, he’d give her what she needed. He’d pull her onto his lap and finally fill her empty, aching pussy with the big, beautiful cock she was now devouring like a woman starved.

That thought—the promise of it—made her suck harder, faster. Her lips pumped eagerly along his length, her hand at the base squeezing and tugging in rhythm. She moaned against him, sending little tremors through his shaft with every pass.

Ben groaned, low and rough. “I know that pussy’s soaked, baby… hungry as fuck. Having this hard cock in your mouth’s just making it worse, isn’t it?”

She moaned louder in reply, her eyes fluttering shut, her hips still grinding against his thigh. She didn’t need to answer. Her body was giving him everything.

He chuckled breathlessly, his hand fisting gently in her hair. “Yeah… that’s what I thought. That needy little cunt’s throbbing, isn’t it? Just aching to be filled.”

“Mmm!” Her whole body tensed, the filthy words hitting her like sparks on gasoline.

He leaned forward, voice hot against her ear. “That’s just what it’s gonna get, you dirty little slut. Just slide back and get up on your knees for me—and I’ll fuck that pretty pussy just the way it needs.”

The words sent a jolt through her, raw and wicked. Her clit throbbed, her mouth tightening around him as her fingers gripped his cock even harder.

But she didn’t move. Not yet.

She wanted to—God, she wanted to—but she wasn’t ready to give up the contact. Not the feel of his thick thigh grinding against her swollen clit, not the rhythm she’d found, not the heat of her tit pressed to his leg, aching for friction.

So she stayed right where she was, moaning around his cock, lips working faster, hips grinding harder. Desperation flooded her veins. Every nerve screamed for more.

Mark was still watching. She didn’t even have to look to know.

And still, he said nothing.

Which only made her crave it more.

“I said raise that sweet little ass of yours, slut,” Ben growled, his grip tightening in her hair, holding her down as she continued to suck him. “Get that wet little pussy up so James and Luke can get a good look. Let ’em see just how soaked you are.”

His words slammed into her like a punch to the chest.

Jessica froze—her lips still wrapped around the head of his cock, her hands trembling. Her heart lurched, breath caught in her throat. His last words echoed in her ears, deafening and impossible to ignore.

James and Luke.

There were others in the room.

Watching her.

Watching her suck Ben’s cock. Watching her rub her pussy shamelessly against his leg.

Terror surged up her spine. Panic flared. Her body went cold even as it still burned with heat. Swallowing hard, she opened her eyes and looked up at Ben, silently begging him to tell her he was bluffing.

But he wasn’t. The look on his face said it all—dark, thrilled, unapologetically turned on.

They’d been caught.

She tried to move—tried to raise herself up, pull off his cock, cover herself, anything. What would she have done if he’d let her go? She didn’t know. Maybe spin around, try to salvage whatever dignity she had left.

But he didn’t let her.

“Oh no,” he growled, both hands locking firmly around her head, holding her in place. “You keep sucking. Don’t stop now, baby. Not when you’re putting on such a good fucking show. Get that pretty ass up like I said.”

Jessica whimpered around his cock, her whole body shaking. Her mind screamed that this had gone too far. That she needed to stop. That Mark—her husband—was right there. He had to stop it. He had to step in and say something.

But he didn’t.

And that… was worse.

Because if Mark had been furious, it would’ve broken the spell. If he’d told her to stop, she would’ve stopped. But he hadn’t. He was still watching. She could feel it—his silence. His stillness. His gaze locked on her as she knelt between another man’s legs, cheeks flushed, eyes glassy with lust.

And now—others were watching too.

She should’ve felt humiliated. And part of her did.

But the bigger part? The part between her legs?

That part was aching.

Ben’s cock throbbed in her mouth. His words echoed in her ears. His grip in her hair was firm, commanding.

And God help her, she lifted her ass.

Slowly, shakily, Jessica adjusted her position. Her knees spread a little wider, her hips tilting up, her soaked panties now on full display. Her pussy pulsed beneath the clingy lace, so wet it stuck to her lips.

She couldn’t see James or Luke behind her, but she could feel their eyes.

She moaned again around Ben’s cock, her hips twitching as she ground herself subtly against nothing.

Ben looked down at her and grinned. “That’s it. Look at you. Fucking gorgeous… You love it, don’t you?”

She whimpered again.

And the worst part? The part she couldn’t admit even to herself?

She did love it.

Her mind raced, flashing back to college. That drunken threesome—the thrill, the heat, the reckless indulgence. It had been messy and clumsy, but she’d loved every second of it. And now… this felt like that, only sharper. More powerful. More intentional.

The men weren’t drunk boys fumbling in the dark.

They were confident. Experienced.

And there were three of them this time.

And still—her husband said nothing.

Her need was too strong to fight anymore. Desire churned so fiercely inside her that her legs moved on their own, scooting back and lifting her ass into the air—obediently, shamelessly. She whimpered softly as the new position pulled her chest away from Ben’s thigh, depriving her aching nipple of the pressure she’d been grinding against.

The loss made her sigh, a breathy sound of need and frustration, even as her lips found Ben’s cock again, resuming their slick, eager rhythm. Her breasts now hung freely beneath her, swaying with each movement, nipples tight and throbbing with every roll of her mouth along his shaft.


Chapter 5

“Oh yeah, that’s it,” Ben groaned, his voice thick with lust. “Get that ass up. Show us what kind of slut you really are.”

Her skirt had slipped back down as she moved, half-covering her backside. But then—hands. New hands. Firm, confident.

They pushed the fabric up without hesitation, bunching it around her waist and baring her completely. The cool air hit her damp panties, clinging tight to the curve of her pussy. Her heart-shaped ass was now on full display.

Behind her, appreciative sounds followed—male voices thick with arousal. She recognized them instantly.

James. Luke.

The same men she and Mark had been laughing with earlier. Now they were kneeling beside her, hands already on her body.

“Oh fuck, look at this…” one murmured, full of hungry awe.

“She’s perfect,” the other said, low and reverent.

Their hands cupped her swaying tits from either side, fingers kneading and testing the weight of them, thumbs flicking over her swollen nipples. Another hand found one of her asscheeks, squeezing hard, then releasing—alternating between firm and teasing. She couldn’t tell whose hand was whose anymore, and the mystery only made it hotter.

Jessica moaned around Ben’s cock, her whole body trembling with the intensity of sensation. The wet slurping of her mouth filled the room, mingling with the low groans of approval from the men around her.

And still… Mark said nothing.

He’s still watching.

The thought rang through her skull like a bell, shame and arousal spiraling together into something sharp and unbearable.

She was being touched. Groped. Used. Her mouth stuffed with one man’s cock, while two more fondled her tits and ass—and her husband stood just feet away, silent, unmoving.

He knew what was happening.

And he wasn’t stopping it.

“Mmm…” she whimpered, the sound muffled around Ben’s cock, her body moving instinctively in every direction—arching, shifting, twisting to press herself into all four hands at once. The way they touched her—firm, greedy, teasing—kept her nerves aflame and her mind spinning.

Lust coursed through her in uncontrollable waves, each touch and squeeze and swirl of tongue pushing her further. Her responses were reflexive now, almost primal—but not entirely mindless.

Beneath the heat, something still twisted inside her. A flicker of doubt. Of awareness. What am I doing?

This wasn’t just her and Ben anymore. Two more men—two friends—had joined. She wasn’t drunk. She wasn’t coerced. She was here, on her knees, giving in to every sensation, every filthy whisper… every silent choice not to stop.

And yet… her nerves weren’t screaming in alarm. Not really.

She knew James and Luke. Knew them well enough to feel mostly safe, even in this completely unexpected, wildly intimate moment. They’d always been respectful, fun, easy to talk to. And yes—she’d always found both of them attractive, in that off-limits, friendly sort of way.

And now their hands were on her—exploring her freely, confidently.

Ben’s thick cock still filled her mouth, her lips sliding down until they brushed the fingers she had wrapped at the base. She moaned again, wet and wanting.

“Mmm… mmm…”

Behind her, the hands on her ass moved lower, grazing her thighs, fingers sliding along the delicate skin between her legs. Light touches—tickling, teasing. Each time they dipped inward, her body responded, her legs easing wider apart to invite more.

Her breath caught as one set of fingers lingered, tracing just along the edge of her panties—right where the lace ended and her wet folds began.

Her hips moved on their own. She rolled her ass in slow circles, pressing herself toward the touch, humping subtly downward, silently begging.

It worked.

At first, the fingers just brushed against her—soft bumps against her swollen folds through the thin lace. But as Jessica kept rolling her hips, desperately grinding back against the teasing touch, they pressed harder… firmer… until they were rubbing directly over her soaked pussy through the panties.

“Mmm—!” she cried around Ben’s cock, her ass trembling as the pressure ignited sparks in her core.

“Holy fuck, she’s so wet,” James groaned behind her, his fingers rubbing harder now, confidently stroking her through the drenched fabric.

Her panties were soaked through, clinging to every curve of her pussy. The lace offered barely any resistance, letting his fingers slip easily between her lips, pressing against her heat, feeling just how open and needy she was.

Electricity surged through her spine. Her ass twitched, her hips rolled, and something deeper—something primal—began to stir inside her.

An orgasm.

It woke like a beast, clawing its way upward, aching to be released.

Needing to moan, to cry out, she started to lift her head off Ben’s cock—just enough to gasp, to beg, to breathe.

But he didn’t let her.

“Oh no you don’t,” Ben growled, both hands fisting in her hair, holding her firmly down. “You keep that slut mouth right where it belongs. You keep fucking sucking.”

Jessica whimpered in protest, not just from the denial—but from the way that denial amplified everything. Her orgasm throbbed closer, surging under the restraint. She couldn’t cry out, couldn’t plead—so she moaned around his cock instead, sucking harder, letting the desperation bleed into every movement.

“Mmmph—!”

“Yeah, that’s it,” Ben grunted, eyes dark. “Suck it, slut. Suck my cock like the filthy whore you are.”

She moaned again, throat vibrating against his shaft, her tongue curling along the underside as she worked him deeper.

Behind her, the hands on her body never stopped.

Fingers groped her ass, squeezing, spreading. Others roamed her tits, squeezing the heavy mounds, tweaking her nipples until they ached. And through it all—James’ fingers kept rubbing her pussy, pressing harder through the soaked lace, probing at her folds with slow, torturous intent.

She knelt there, surrounded by heat and hands and cocks and voices—drenched in sweat, dripping with need. Her pleasure built higher, tighter, her pussy clenching helplessly around nothing, crying out for more.

And still—Mark stood in silence, watching his wife on her knees.

Watching her come undone.

Then James apparently grew tired of the flimsy barrier between his fingers and her soaked pussy.

“Let’s get these out of the way,” he muttered, his hands sliding away from her curves.

A moment later, his fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties and tugged them down, dragging the wet lace over the curve of her ass, then down her thighs. The one side still caught around her knee, leaving the ruined garment bunched and forgotten—just enough to fully expose her glistening pussy to the room.

Cool air rushed over her slick folds, and Jessica stiffened—not from the cold, but from the sudden, burning realization.

She hadn’t shaved.

Not in years. Not since settling into married life. Mark didn’t mind—he’d even told her more than once that he liked it. That it felt real. Natural. Honest.

But now?

Now that other men were touching her, seeing her, she felt a jolt of hot shame pulse through her chest. She was laid bare, wide open, and suddenly all she could think about was the soft, dark patch above her pussy and how exposed she felt.

They’re seeing everything.

They must think I’m some unkempt housewife.
God, why didn’t I shave?

But before the thought could root itself too deeply, James’s fingers returned—now unimpeded—and slipped directly between her folds.

“Mmm!” she moaned around Ben’s cock as her ass twitched, instinctively rolling backward into his touch.

“Fuck,” James muttered behind her, clearly impressed. “She’s soaked.”

His fingertips moved with ease, gliding between her swollen lips. Two slipped in, teasing her entrance before pushing inside to the first knuckle. Jessica’s pussy clenched around them, the sudden pressure sending a jolt straight through her core.

Her hips rocked. Her body begged.

“Mmm! Mmm!” she cried out again, trying to lift her head, to say something—but Ben wasn’t having it.

“Oh no, you keep that cock in your mouth,” he growled, pulling her hair tight. “You’re not going anywhere.”

Jessica whimpered, held captive by the grip in her hair and the fingers inside her cunt. Despite her embarrassment, despite the ache of shame, the feel of someone else fingering her after all these years only made her wetter.

Luke exhaled behind her, his voice rough. “Fuck… look at her. She’s so into this.”

To her frustration, James’s fingers slipped out—but only for a moment. He dragged them through her slickness, then up over her mound, pushing into the curls she so desperately wished weren’t there.

Still, they didn’t stop. And neither did she.

James’s fingertips found her clit and pressed, slow and deliberate. A sharp, electric shock of pleasure surged through her, and her hips bucked hard.

“Mmm-hmm!” she moaned around Ben’s cock, sucking deeper, greedier, her tongue swirling, her throat humming.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Ben growled, both hands tight in her hair now. “Suck it, you filthy little slut. Show us how much you love being used.”

And she did.

Even with her shame. Even with her embarrassment. Even with her husband still watching—and saying nothing.

She sucked harder. Rubbed herself against their hands. Gave in completely.

Because she needed it more than she’d ever needed anything.

James rubbed slow, deliberate circles against her clit, his fingers pressing, rolling, teasing the engorged bud until it felt like her whole body pulsed with every touch.

Jessica’s orgasm surged closer. Her hips bucked wildly, her ass humping back against the air, chasing the pleasure. Her spine arched as her body twisted and squirmed, her breasts thrusting forward into the greedy hands still pawing at them—every inch of her craving more.

“Fuck, she’s being such a little slut,” Luke murmured with a grin, voice thick with lust.

“Yeah… she really is,” Ben sighed, sounding utterly pleased as he looked down at her.

“Jesus, this pussy’s drenched,” James added, his fingers slick with her need. “She’s soaking wet.”

The hands on her skin sent her nerves into a frenzy. The thick cock sliding in and out of her mouth—wet, hard, alive—electrified her tongue and throat. The men’s voices—filthy, raw, openly admiring—wrapped around her mind like smoke. Each word twisted her tighter, made her feel filthier… hotter.

She was spiraling.

And she didn’t want to stop.

“You like this, don’t you?” Ben growled, tightening his grip in her hair as his hips started to roll beneath her, fucking his cock into her mouth with more urgency. “You like sucking my cock while other men grope your tits and finger your messy little cunt.”

Jessica moaned around him, unable to answer, but her body gave him everything. Her head bobbed, her lips sealed tightly, her tongue dragging along every inch as he pumped into her mouth.

Ben’s voice dropped to a moan. “God, yes… you fucking love it.”

“She does,” James chimed in, his fingers sliding away from her swollen clit to tease the dripping entrance of her pussy. “And she wants more. She wants a big, hard cock inside her soaked little cunt.”

Jessica gasped—though it was stifled by the thick cock still filling her mouth. Her body tensed as James's fingers dipped just enough to tease, to promise what was coming next.

But then—he pulled away.

His fingers left her pussy, his other hand slipped off her breast, and suddenly her body was left wanting.

Jessica’s whole frame shuddered with the loss.

A whimper vibrated against Ben’s cock.

She was so close. Her orgasm still trembled inside her, begging for that last push—but now everything she needed had been taken away.

And still… Mark said nothing.

She didn’t know if that made it worse.

Or better.

But the ache of being left empty didn’t last long.

Luke’s hand slid between her legs with confident urgency. His fingers brushed over her clit—just enough to send a jolt through her—and then dipped lower, circling the slick edge of her entrance.

Jessica’s body snapped back instantly, hips rolling as she shoved herself down onto two of his fingers.

“Mmm! Mmm!” she cried around Ben’s cock, her ass grinding against Luke’s hand, riding his touch while her mouth sucked greedily on the thick shaft in front of her. Her lips slid deeper down Ben’s cock, her tongue swirling, her hand stroking the base in time with every movement.

“Fuck yes,” Ben growled above her, his voice ragged. “You’re such a slut. A filthy little cock-sucking slut.”

Luke let out a laugh, his fingers now curling and pumping inside her. “Christ, she’s wet. I can hear her.”

Jessica moaned around Ben’s cock, every vibration of her throat feeding the heat in the room.

“Oh fuck yes,” Ben hissed, tugging her hair tighter. “Suck it, you fucking whore. Show us how much you love it.”

She did. She couldn’t stop.

She knelt in a tangle of heat and desperation—her one tit bouncing free, her bra unhooked, blouse open, skirt bunched around her waist. Her panties dangled limply around one knee, forgotten. One hand was braced on Ben’s thigh for leverage, the other wrapped around the base of his cock, working it as she devoured him with her mouth. Her body rolled with need. Her hips ground onto Luke’s fingers while his other hand roughly kneaded her breast.

She was on display. Shameless. Insatiable.

Mark still hadn’t spoken.

He was watching all of it—and letting it happen.

And now James moved behind her.

He had finished undressing, his voice low and hungry. “Now she’s gonna get what she really wants.”





Chapter 6

Jessica whimpered, slowing her mouth on Ben’s cock until she held just the head between her lips, suckling softly, her tongue circling lazily as her whole body tensed in anticipation. Her legs spread wider, a silent, trembling invitation for what she knew was coming.

Luke’s fingers slipped from her soaked pussy, and she whimpered at the loss—but her focus was already shifting. James stepped in close, his hand landing firmly on her hip, steadying her. She could feel the heat of his body against her bare skin… then the hard press of his cock grazing her inner thigh.

Her whole frame trembled as the thick head of his cock slid across her wet folds, smearing through her slickness before nudging at her entrance.

She didn’t wait. She couldn’t wait.

With a broken cry muffled by Ben’s cock, she shoved her hips back, impaling herself on James in one hungry, desperate motion.

His thick shaft sank deep, stretching her pussy wide, burying itself to the hilt as her ass slammed against his pelvis.

“Mmm—fuck,” she moaned, eyes fluttering, her whole body quivering from the sudden, overwhelming fullness.

James grunted, gripping both her hips tightly and grinding into her. “Fuck… what a slut,” he hissed, his hands anchoring her as he rocked into her. “What a hot little fucking slut.”

And Jessica… moaned in agreement, her body shaking, her pussy clenching around him.

Because she knew it was true. And so did everyone watching.

Jessica felt the moment before it even happened.

James’s cock was thick, hard, and deep—stretching her pussy in a way she hadn’t felt in years. The last time she’d been fucked by someone new was before she’d ever met Mark. And now, decades later, another man’s cock was inside her… and she could feel every ridge, every throb, every twitch of his shaft as he filled her completely.

Her pussy clung to him, greedily sucking him deeper, her body shuddering with each inch he ground into her. He was hot. Heavy. Alive inside her.

And somehow, impossibly, it felt right.

The stretch was exquisite—intense and raw, bordering on too much. But it was exactly what she needed. Her cunt pulsed around him, welcoming him, begging for more.

She moaned low and needy, her mouth still full of Ben’s cock, her lips wrapped tightly around the swollen crown. Her tongue swirled as her hand worked the base, but her rhythm had faltered—her focus fractured.

Because she looked up.

And there was Mark.

He was standing right where he’d been—watching, unmoving. His face was flushed, his jaw clenched, and his eyes… God, the way he looked at her.

There was no anger. No disbelief.

Just raw, stunned hunger.

His gaze was locked on her—and lower. At her mouth, her throat stretched wide around Ben’s cock. At her body, splayed open and taken. At her pussy being slowly, deeply fucked by another man.

And then she saw it.

The huge, unmistakable bulge in Mark’s pants.

Her breath caught. A tremble ran through her. He was hard. Watching her like this—letting her do this—was turning him on.

It undid her.

Her body bucked. James grunted and grabbed her hips tighter, thrusting into her deeper, harder, filling her with every thick inch.

Her orgasm coiled in her belly, tightening like a spring.

Ben’s cock twitched on her tongue as he murmured, “You love it, don’t you? A mouthful of cock while a new one fills your pussy. Fucking filthy little wife-slut.”

Luke leaned close to her ear. “Mark’s watching every second, baby. Watching you take another man’s cock like the perfect little whore.”

Her whole body went rigid.

And then—release.

The orgasm slammed through her like lightning. It wasn’t just pleasure. It was a detonation.

Her legs gave out beneath her, knees buckling. Her hips spasmed, driving her back hard onto James’s cock, burying him to the hilt. Her pussy clamped down violently, milking him, pulsing around his shaft as if trying to keep him inside her forever.

But even then—even then—she didn’t stop sucking.

She tried to keep her mouth steady, to keep giving Ben pleasure through the wave of her orgasm. Her throat clenched. Her jaw ached. But her lips stayed wrapped around him, her tongue still moving as her moans vibrated through his cock.

She had never done this before—never had a cock in her mouth as she came. And the combination of restraint and surrender shattered her.

Her orgasm dragged on, wave after wave crashing through her body. Her back arched. Her ass jerked and rolled against James, grinding his cock deeper. Her tits bounced, her skin flushed and trembling. Her hand clutched desperately at Ben’s thigh for balance.

Colors burst behind her eyes. Her head rolled between Ben’s hands, her mouth slackening around his cock before she moaned again and sucked him harder.

“Fuck yes,” Ben growled, panting. “Look at you. Such a fucking slut.”

“She’s soaking me,” James muttered behind her, grinding his hips as her pussy milked him. “Her cunt’s clenching like a fucking vice.”

Luke’s fingers twisted her nipple hard, making her cry out around the cock in her mouth.

“Oh my God,” she whimpered, breathless and broken. “Fuck… fuck… f-fuck—”

Her cries became whimpers, then gasps, then broken moans as her orgasm finally began to ease.

Her body trembled in the aftermath—thighs shaking, breath heaving, her pussy still pulsing gently around the cock buried inside her.

And through it all, Ben never let go of her hair.

Not completely.

Just enough to let her recover.

Just enough to pull her back in when he was ready.

Her body was still trembling, pussy fluttering around James’s thick cock as the aftershocks of her orgasm sent wave after wave of lingering pleasure through her limbs. Her throat ached, her jaw was sore, her legs felt useless beneath her—but she didn’t stop.

She kept her lips wrapped around Ben’s cock, still sucking softly, still working her tongue, offering everything she had left to the man in front of her. She could taste how close he was, feel the pulsing tension in his shaft, and the way he growled under his breath every time her lips sank a little deeper.

Then Luke leaned in close, his voice hot at her ear again.

“Is that cock bigger than Mark’s?”

Her entire body froze for half a second.

She knew exactly what he was asking—and why.

Her mind spiraled, torn between honesty, fear, and the filthy thrill of it all.

She didn’t say anything. She couldn’t.

Instead, she looked up at Ben, then turned her eyes toward Mark—still watching, still silent, his cock visibly straining against the front of his pants. Their eyes met.

She moaned softly. Then, without a word, she slid her mouth back down Ben’s cock, taking him deeper, her tongue curling beneath the thick shaft.

And as she did, she nodded.

Just once. Firm. Subtle. Enough.

“Arh-hmm,” she hummed, mouth full, the sound muffled but unmistakably affirmative.

Luke laughed under his breath. “That’s what I thought,” he muttered, his fingers still playing lazily with her nipple. Then, after a beat, he added, almost casually, “Mark told us he was sure you’d be up for this.”

Jessica’s stomach dropped.

Her eyes flew wide.

He told them… that?

That voice in her head—the one that had been pleading, trembling, spiraling—snapped into something new.

Did he now? Did he really fucking say that?

Well then.

Let’s fucking show him just how “up for this” I am.

She pulled off Ben’s cock slowly, letting it drag across her lips, leaving her mouth open and glistening. Her tongue darted out, teasing the head, licking up a fresh bead of pre-cum with a deliberate swirl.

Then she looked at Mark again—eyes dark, mouth parted, fire lighting in her chest.

If this was what he wanted…
Then she’d show him everything.

As the final word left her lips, Ben’s grip tightened in her hair.

Without hesitation, he shoved her mouth back down onto his cock.

“Suck it, slut,” he snarled, voice rough with lust. “Suck my cock like the filthy little whore you are.”

Jessica obeyed without hesitation.

Her lips sealed around him with purpose, sucking hard, dragging down the thick shaft until they met her own fingers at the base. Her throat opened for him. Her eyes fluttered. Her mind buzzed with fire.

Almost instantly, James pulled back behind her, sliding part of his cock from her dripping pussy—and then slammed it back in, burying himself to the hilt again with a wet, heavy slap.

“Mmmph—!” Jessica cried, the sound muffled by the cock in her mouth. “Mmm! Mmm!”

Each thrust rocked her forward into Ben’s lap, pushing his cock deeper into her throat.

“Now you’re getting what you wanted,” James growled, his voice raw and heated. His hands gripped her hips like handles, guiding her back as he began to pump steadily in and out of her. “Exactly what all good little sluts crave. Two hard cocks at once. One in your mouth, one in your pussy—fucking you like the nasty whore you are.”

Her moans were guttural now, rhythmic, wet.

“Mmm… mmm…”

Ben’s hips started to move, rising off the couch in tight, eager thrusts. His cock plunged into her mouth with growing urgency, his body trembling with the tension of his nearing climax.

“God yes,” he hissed, voice breaking. “Suck it, bitch. Work that filthy mouth. Fuck, you know how to suck a cock.”

His hands were fisted in her hair, holding her tight, guiding her pace. Her jaw ached, her lips stretched, but she loved it—every second of it.

Her mind was gone now—lost in sensation, in sound, in the weight of their words and the brutal rhythm of their cocks using her from both ends.

And somewhere in the room… Mark was still watching.

Watching his wife be used.
Watching her be claimed.
And knowing—she was giving it to them.

The next few moments were a flurry of uncoordinated motion—hips colliding, thrusts mismatched, bodies trying to sync in the chaos of shared lust.

Jessica tried to help. She tried to guide the rhythm herself, bracing one hand on Ben’s thigh, adjusting the pace of her mouth, shifting her hips in time with James’s thrusts. She felt another orgasm stirring low in her belly, the pressure building again—and she wanted it. Needed it.

But the timing was off. The rhythm eluded them.

And then—she let go.

She stopped trying to lead, stopped trying to keep control, and simply surrendered.

Let them use you.

The second she gave in, everything snapped into place.

James gripped her hips tighter, pulling her back in time with his hard thrusts, his cock sliding deep inside her with each motion—wet, thick, filling her again and again. With every forward push, he buried himself to the base, her pussy clenching greedily around him. Then his hips would snap back, withdrawing just enough before slamming home again, his groin smacking against her ass with a sharp, wet slap.

At the same time, Ben's hips began to rise off the couch in a steady rhythm. His cock slid in and out of her mouth, her lips hugging him tightly, tongue pressed and working beneath him. Her hand stayed wrapped around the base, squeezing and stroking, her movements syncing with the thrusts of her mouth.

Her body became a conduit—rocking forward and back between the two cocks, mouth and pussy used in tandem, filled and stretched and fucked for their pleasure.

“That’s it, bitch,” Ben growled through gritted teeth, sweat beading at his temples. “Let me fuck that mouth. You filthy little whore—God yes.”

“Take it,” James hissed behind her, his voice low and heated. “Take both our cocks, you dirty little slut. You fucking love this, don’t you?”

And she did. God help her, she did.

As the men used her, Luke remained beside her—his hand constantly on her tit, kneading and tugging at the soft mound. His fingers grew more aggressive, pinching her nipple hard between each squeeze, adding another jolt of sensation to her already overloaded body.

Jessica whimpered around Ben’s cock, the cries vibrating through her throat, muffled and desperate.

“Mmm! Mmm!”

The fire inside her had become a wildfire—no longer contained, no longer something she could delay or hold back. The second orgasm surged forward, crashing through her body with unstoppable force.

Her breath shortened. Her skin flushed. Her pussy clenched around James’s cock with rhythmic pulses that matched the pounding in her chest.

Faster and faster they fucked her—Ben’s cock spearing her mouth, James driving into her soaked cunt. She was pushed and pulled like a ragdoll between them, used for their pleasure, her body nothing but an object of lust.

And she took it.

Happily.

Because in this moment, this dirty, raw, shocking moment—she was alive in a way she hadn't felt in years.

And her body was about to scream that truth.

She sucked at Ben's cock eagerly, her fingers jerking at the base in hungry anticipation of his climax. She humped her ass back, fucking James's shaft as much as he was fucking her. Wet, smacking sounds soon reached her ears from that repetitive meeting.

“Fuck yes—suck it,” Ben growled, his voice strained with pleasure. “Suck my cock, you nasty little bitch.”

James slammed into her from behind, his hands gripping her hips hard, his cock driving deep. “Fucking hell, she’s dripping,” he grunted. “Such a filthy fucking whore.”

Back and forth her body rocked—driven by their cocks, fucked from both ends. She was on her knees, her hair fisted in Ben’s hands, her blouse hanging open, bra twisted, panties in a useless heap around one knee.

They had her.

Used her.

Owned her.

Each thrust sent her body forward, lips sliding down Ben’s shaft, tongue swirling and throat stretching as he fucked her mouth. Then James yanked her back, cock slamming into her pussy again, filling her over and over.

“Take it,” Ben hissed. “Take every fucking inch, slut. God, you suck like you need it.”

“Jesus, this pussy’s a dream,” James snarled behind her. “Tight and sloppy. Just like a cock-hungry little whore should be.”

Back… and forth.
In… and out.
Deeper. Rougher. Relentless.

Jessica whimpered around Ben’s cock, her moans muffled, her face flushed, her body trembling with need and submission. Her ears rang with their voices—filthy, commanding, hungry. And every word only pushed her closer.

“Look at her,” Luke murmured nearby, still fondling her tit. “Fucked stupid on two cocks, soaking the floor, taking it like a good little slut.”

Ben thrust up into her mouth harder, hands tightening in her hair. “You love it, don’t you? Being our toy. A mouth to fuck. A hole to fill. That’s what you are—a dirty little cockslut.”

Jessica didn’t resist.

She didn’t hesitate.

She let them use her—wanted it—and her body begged for more.

Because every degrading word, every slap of flesh, every thrust and growl and brutal stretch was feeding something wild inside her. Something that didn’t care about shame.

Only need.

She loved it.

The feel of two hard cocks using her at once—her mouth stretched wide, her pussy stretched full—was almost more than her brain could process. Every inch of her body was touched, used, claimed. Hands gripped her hair and her hips, holding her in place, guiding her like a toy, making her body move exactly how they wanted.

Exactly how she wanted.

The way they spoke to her—their voices thick with hunger, growling with need—they weren’t just fucking her… they were worshipping her with their lust. Their filthy words were soaked in the raw desire she’d created, and that knowledge fueled her own pleasure like gasoline on a flame.

It made her feel powerful. And helpless. And wanted in the dirtiest, most primal way.

Her orgasm kept growing, swelling within her, tightening in her core as her nerves began to tingle and burn.

“Mmm! Mmm!” she whimpered desperately around Ben’s cock, trying to breathe, trying to stay focused.

She could feel him getting close—his cock twitching, the veins thick and rigid against her tongue. The way his hips pulsed. The way his breath had turned ragged. She wrapped her lips tighter and sucked harder, dragging her mouth up and down his shaft while her hand jerked him near the base in fast, urgent strokes.

He was about to cum. She knew it.

Behind her, James seized her hips and began slamming into her with savage rhythm, his cock pounding into her soaked pussy again and again, the wet sounds echoing off the walls. Each thrust shoved her forward into Ben’s lap, then dragged her back again to be filled all over.

Her body bounced between them, completely theirs.

And she didn’t fight it.

She let James use her. Let Ben fuck her throat. Let them take from her while she gave everything.

And then—

Ben’s body tensed.

He grunted low in his chest, his hands tightening in her hair, holding her still. His hips thrust into her mouth one final time, cock buried deep between her lips.

He froze—every muscle clenched, every nerve stretched to breaking.

She could feel it—feel him about to explode.

And her own orgasm trembled at the edge.

“Oh fuck—suck it, you little bitch,” Ben snarled, his voice sharp with urgency. “Suck my cock. That’s it… I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna fucking cum in your mouth. Swallow it. Swallow every fucking drop, you slut.”

Jessica braced herself.

His cock twitched hard against her tongue—and then it hit. The first thick spurt of cum slammed into the back of her throat, hot and bitter. Her whole body jolted with surprise as she swallowed quickly, trying not to gag.

The second shot came just as heavy—then the third. Her throat worked frantically, trying to keep up, but there was so much. It flooded her mouth, coated her tongue, spilled between her lips. The warmth of it, the volume—it overwhelmed her.

She tried to swallow it all, but some of it slipped out, dripping down her chin, trailing wet and sticky along her throat.

Behind her, James never slowed—still fucking her pussy hard, hands gripping her waist, cock pounding in and out while her mouth was flooded by another man’s cum.

Ben groaned above her, hips pulsing in tight little jerks. “Fuck, yes, swallow it. God, yes. That’s it, you fucking whore. Mark said you love swallowing cock. Said you beg for it.”

Her eyes flared.

That wasn’t true. Not really.

She did swallow—often—but not because she liked the taste. Mark’s was always thin, a little sour, and it never got better. She did it because of the way it made him feel. The power of it. The pleasure it gave. That look he’d get as she knelt there, accepting it.

But Ben’s…

God help her, Ben’s was different.

It was still awful—thick, salty, pungent—but somehow… better. Richer. The taste still made her throat tighten, but it wasn’t the same sharp bitterness she’d always endured with Mark.

She hated that she noticed the difference.

Hated that she preferred it.

And hated even more that it made her moan softly around his cock as she gulped it down, messy and desperate, even as cum continued to leak from the corners of her mouth.

“God, yes,” Ben groaned, his voice dissolving into a deep, broken sigh as his body finally began to relax. “Look at you. Fucking taking it.”

Jessica kept him in her mouth, her lips tight around him, tongue swirling as she sucked gently. Her hand moved in slow strokes at the base, milking the last thick drops. He twitched again with a long, low groan, his thighs trembling.

As his cock began to soften and twitch less, his grip on her hair finally loosened. His hands slid off her head, dropping to his sides in exhaustion.

She gave him a few more slow, purposeful licks—tasting everything, owning the act even as it dripped from her chin.

But her attention…
It was already being pulled back.

Because James hadn’t stopped.

And the way he was gripping her now—his fingers digging into her flesh, his thrusts becoming sharper, deeper—told her his climax was coming next.


Chapter 7

James was fucking her with a raw, reckless rhythm now.

His cock pistoned in and out of her soaked pussy, each thrust harder than the last. His hands gripped her hips tight, yanking her back into every punishing stroke as his own hips slammed forward. Again and again, he filled her, his cock stuffing her deep, stretching her wide, using her body with nothing held back.

And somewhere in the background of it all, her orgasm had been building—rising beneath the surface while her mouth had been focused on swallowing Ben’s load. She hadn’t even realized how close she’d gotten. But now, with Ben’s cock slipping wetly from her lips and James still pounding into her, she could feel it.

It was right there. Teetering. Waiting for her to let go.

She gasped, then moaned—long, loud, and broken.

“Oh God… fuck me,” she cried, her voice hoarse and raw. She braced her palms against Ben’s thighs, arching her back, driving her ass harder into James’s thrusts. “Fuck me with your cock. Harder—just fuck me!”

Her words lit something in James. He snarled behind her, his grip on her waist tightening as he began to hammer into her with even more force.

“Fuckin’ slut,” he growled. “You filthy, cock-hungry little slut.”

His cock slammed into her again and again. The rhythm became brutal—her ass slapping against his crotch with wet, obscene smacks. The sounds of fucking filled the room, loud and furious. Her tits bounced with every thrust, her skin flushed, her thighs shaking.

James’s fingers dug into her flesh, anchoring her as he used her.

“Take it. Take my cock, you fuckin’ slut. Take every inch.”

“Yes,” she panted. “Yes—fuck me—fuck me harder!”

Her orgasm dangled over the edge like a coiled spring. Her breath caught. Her vision blurred. The heat between her legs burned like fire, and every thrust, every filthy word, pushed her closer and closer to the drop.

It was coming. Whether she was ready or not.

“God, yes! Fuck me! Oh God, fuck me!” Jessica cried, her voice hoarse and broken.

“Yeah, you like that? You little slut,” James growled behind her, pounding into her with savage rhythm. “Take my cock. Take every fucking inch.”

His cock pistoned in and out of her soaked pussy, wet and relentless. Her ass rocked back against him, matching the thrusts, chasing every impact. Their bodies collided in a blur of heat and flesh.

“Take it, whore,” he snarled. “Take. My. Cock. You filthy fuckin’ bitch.”

“Yes! Yes! Oh fuck—yes!” she screamed. “Harder! Harder! Fuck me—harder!”

And then—her orgasm hit.

It wasn’t gentle. It exploded through her, a violent surge of pleasure that ripped through her spine and crashed across every nerve. Fireworks erupted behind her eyes, her muscles locking, her back arching hard. Her head thrashed from side to side, cries tearing from her throat, guttural and uncontrolled.

Her ass twitched. Jerked. Spasmed.

Her pussy clamped down on James’s cock, her walls seizing around him, pulsing with every wave of ecstasy. She clenched so tightly it forced a groan from his chest, his rhythm faltering for half a second before he shoved himself in even harder.

Her whole body shook, overwhelmed by the release.

Her cunt milked him in wet, desperate spasms—gripping, squeezing, refusing to let go.

And James kept fucking her through it.

Driving her deeper into her orgasm.

Groaning like an animal, James slammed into her a few final times—hard, fast, needy thrusts that made his crotch slap sharply against her ass and sent his cock driving deep into her soaked pussy. His hands yanked her hips back with every stroke, using her body to fuck himself, pulling her onto him just as aggressively as he pounded into her.

Then—he buried himself to the hilt.

With a brutal thrust, he crammed his cock as deep as it would go, grinding his pelvis against her ass as if trying to fuse their bodies together. His fingers dug deep into her hips, locking her in place, holding her down on his cock.

And then he came.

His cock jerked violently inside her, twitching as it spilled hot, thick cum straight into her clenching pussy.

“Fuck,” he groaned through gritted teeth, voice ragged with release.

“Oh God, yes!” Jessica cried, her entire body shuddering. “Fuck me! Oh God, fuck me!”

The rush of heat inside her only intensified the aftershocks of her orgasm. Her walls squeezed around his cock, milking him, drawing out every last drop as she moaned and gasped, her body still twitching and riding him through the wave.

“You fuckin’ slut,” James growled, panting. “You dirty, cum-filled whore.”

They moved together in a blur of breath and groans, grinding and jerking—his hips bucking awkwardly with each pulse of his cock. Jessica’s ass twitched uncontrollably, rubbing and humping back against him, savoring the deep, wet fullness inside her.

His grip on her hips was bruising, fingers clutching her like he never wanted to let go.

“Yes! Yes!” she gasped. “Oh God, yes!”

“Take it,” he panted. “Take my fuckin’ cock. Take all that cum, you filthy little slut.”

And she did.

Every last drop.

James was the first to finish coming down.

His cock pulsed one final time inside her, spilling the last thick spurts of his load into her clenching pussy before beginning to soften in the warm, slick grip of her body. Jessica’s cunt kept fluttering around him, slow and rhythmic, as if trying to coax out every last drop. Her whole body trembled, her muscles still twitching from the lingering echoes of her orgasm.

Then hers began to fade too.

The fireworks dimmed. The electric shocks across her nerves ebbed. Her breath came in heavy, gasping waves as her muscles gradually relaxed, her limbs going limp beneath her.

They stayed there like that—locked together in the sweat-slick aftermath—for several long, breathless moments. Her chest heaved. James panted above her. Their bodies trembled, still vibrating from the intensity of what had just torn through them.

An aftershock rolled through her suddenly, unexpected and sharp. Her pussy clenched again, tight around James’s softening cock, pulling a deep groan from his chest.

Then it passed.

James sagged back with a grunt, his cock slipping wetly from her cunt as he collapsed onto the floor behind her, spent and panting.

Jessica didn’t move.

Her head dropped gently into Ben’s lap, resting on his thigh. He was still seated exactly where he’d been, watching the whole thing—watching her get fucked hard by his friend, watching her scream and cum and take it all.

She felt the weight of his gaze, the quiet heat of it on her skin.

And in that stillness, every part of her still hummed.

Then reality snapped back around her like a whip.

“Damn, that was hot,” Luke said, voice low and thick with hunger. “Now I believe it’s my turn.”

Jessica hadn’t even realized he’d stepped away during her orgasm. She’d felt his hand on her tit, but then it vanished—lost in the firestorm of pleasure crashing through her. For those last frantic moments, the only things in her world had been cock, cum, and the uncontrollable rush of being filled.

But now, she was suddenly very aware of him.

Her eyes drifted toward his voice—and then widened.

Luke was standing just a few feet away, completely naked, his eyes locked on her like a predator who’d been patiently waiting his turn. But it wasn’t his gaze that made her whimper.

It was what he was holding.

His cock.

Hard. Veiny. Massive.

Jessica blinked, stunned.

It looked easily eight inches long—and thick. Much thicker than James. Much thicker than Ben. Much thicker than Mark.

Her breath caught in her throat.

“Mmm…” she whimpered, her voice shaky, her jaw slack.

She couldn’t look away. Her pussy—still sloppy and twitching, stretched and leaking James’s load—fluttered involuntarily at the sight.

Luke grinned. “Yeah… you’re looking at it like you need it.”

She gave a tiny laugh through her panting, but the truth was she did. Just the sight of it was enough to send a fresh wave of heat through her belly.

And then she heard another sound—one she hadn’t expected.

Movement behind her. Clothes shifting.

And then… Mark’s voice.

Soft. Breathless.

“Jess…”

She turned her head slowly, already knowing what she’d see.

Mark. Standing there. His shirt unbuttoned. His cock hard. He looked at her with something between disbelief and obsession in his eyes.

Her lips curved slowly around a knowing smile. Not sweet. Not shy.

Something else.

Something powerful.

“Well, well…” she murmured, her eyes drifting from Luke’s cock to Mark’s. “You really did like watching me get fucked, didn’t you?”

Mark’s mouth parted slightly. No words.

She pushed up from Ben’s lap and rose to her knees, one hand reaching toward Luke’s cock, her fingers barely wrapping around the thick shaft.

“Jesus, Luke,” she whispered, eyes wide as she stroked him. “You’ve been hiding this all night?”

Luke chuckled, stepping closer.

Jessica turned her eyes back to Mark—locking on him.

Her voice dropped.

“Bigger than yours, huh, baby?”

Mark froze.

She gave Luke a slow, teasing stroke. “I mean, it’s not even close.”

Mark swallowed hard.

Jessica smiled wider, her fingers still gliding up and down that monster cock.

“Come on,” she whispered, her tone now a dangerous purr. “Say it.”

Mark shifted uncomfortably. “Jess—”

“Say it,” she said again, licking her lips. “Tell me how much bigger his cock is than yours.”

Behind her, the soft, wet sound of cum squelched as James’s load began to trickle from her abused pussy, slipping down her thighs. A sudden queef escaped with it—loud and unmistakable.

Jessica didn’t flinch.

Instead, she smiled wider, looking from Mark to Luke.

“This messy little pussy’s still dripping, Mark. And I’m still not done.”

And she leaned forward, opening her mouth… and slid her lips around the head of Luke’s cock.

“Scoot back a little,” Luke said, stepping in close. He helped guide her—one hand on her arm, the other on her thigh—until she’d backed away from Ben’s lap and out from under Mark’s hovering presence.

Once she was clear, she rose up on her knees, hair a wild mess around her flushed face. Luke stood in front of her, naked now, cock in hand—and what a cock it was.

Jessica stared.

It wasn’t just big. It was massive.

Easily eight inches, probably more. But the girth—God, it was the thickest cock she’d seen in years. Veins bulged along the shaft, the head broad and flushed dark.

Her jaw slackened.

“Mmm,” she whimpered as she reached for it, wrapping her hand around the base. Her fingers didn’t meet on the other side.

“Holy shit,” she breathed. “I forgot how hard it is to suck a big cock…”

Luke grinned down at her, amused and throbbing. “Don’t worry, I’m patient.”

She gave the shaft a few slow strokes, then leaned in. Her lips parted. The head pressed against her tongue, spreading her wide before she’d even taken an inch.

“Fuck,” she groaned, pulling back and trying again. Her jaw strained, her throat already tensing. She managed to get halfway down before needing to stop and pull back, her lips shiny and stretched.

Behind her, she heard the soft shuffle of feet. The air shifted. She didn’t need to look—she felt him.

Mark.

He was behind her now, kneeling between her legs, his hands landing tentatively on her hips. His fingers pressed into skin still marked red from James’s grip.

He guided his cock to her pussy. She was still gaping slightly, still dripping. Cum from James leaked in heavy drops. Another loud queef escaped, pushed out by the movement, echoing through the room.

Jessica didn’t even flinch.

Instead, she moaned around Luke’s cock, pulled off for a breath, then turned her head just enough to speak.

“You hear that, baby? That’s what James left inside me…”

Mark didn’t answer. He just groaned and pushed forward.

Jessica gasped.

He was inside her—but barely. Her pussy had been stretched so wide by James, now sloppy and pulsing with leftover cum, that Mark’s cock felt… small.

He thrust again. Harder. Gripping her hips with a sudden burst of force.

Jessica's lips slid back around Luke’s cock, taking a few more inches, her throat struggling to adjust to the width. She gagged lightly, spit sliding down her chin.

Then she pulled back with a pop and looked over her shoulder, locking eyes with Mark.

“You trying back there?” she asked, sweet and cutting all at once. “Because I can’t feel anything.”

Mark’s face twisted with frustration, his hips slamming forward, but it only made the sound of wet friction louder—cum squelching and air escaping in humiliating little bursts.

Jessica smiled as she licked up Luke’s shaft.

“Luke,” she said, stroking his cock slowly, “last time I had one this big, I was in college. Took me three tries just to fit it in my mouth.”

Then she looked back at Mark again—cheeks flushed, eyes gleaming.

“How about you, baby?” she asked softly. “You ever gonna fill me like that?”

And then she opened her mouth again, welcoming Luke’s cock back between her lips as Mark thrust behind her—trying. Failing.

And knowing it.

Jessica’s lips wrapped back around Luke’s thick cock, stretching wide to take in as much of him as she could. Her jaw ached already, her tongue flattened under the sheer weight of it, but that only made it better. Her eyes fluttered shut as she slowly worked down his shaft, inch by thick inch, until she had more of him in her mouth than she thought possible.

She moaned deep in her throat, the sound vibrating along his cock.

Luke exhaled sharply above her. “Fuck… that mouth. You feel that, baby? You’re doing so good.”

She didn’t answer—couldn’t. Not with the head of his cock pressing at the edge of her throat, making her gag slightly before she pulled back, strings of spit clinging between her lips and his cock.

Behind her, Mark kept thrusting—but she barely noticed.

She was focused now.

Focused on the taste, the stretch, the challenge.

She stroked the base of Luke’s cock with one hand, working it in rhythm with her mouth while her other hand reached under to cradle and massage his heavy balls. Her lips slid down again, slower this time, taking him deeper. She twisted her wrist, tongued the underside, let spit spill freely from the corners of her mouth.

“Goddamn,” Luke groaned, watching her with wide eyes. “You were made for this.”

Jessica pulled off with a loud, wet gasp, her mouth shining, her chest heaving.

She looked back at Mark—still pumping, still red-faced and focused, but barely making a dent in her used, sloppy pussy.

She smiled.

“Still back there, baby?” she asked, sweet and sharp.

Mark grunted, thrusting harder.

Jessica giggled softly and turned her head forward again, licking the head of Luke’s cock like it was her favorite treat. “You know,” she said casually, “if I didn’t know any better… I’d say I’ve had fingers thicker than your cock.”

Mark faltered for a moment—just a second—but she felt it.





Chapter 8

She let Luke’s cock slide into her mouth again, moaning as she worked him deeper, her spit dribbling down to her tits. The heat between her thighs began to burn again—her body responding to the weight, the filth, the attention.

She sucked him with more focus now. More need.

Not just to please him.

But because she was getting close again.

After several more minutes of slow, sensual sucking, with Luke’s cock glistening and her throat sore in the most satisfying way, she pulled back one more time. Her lips were puffy, her breathing shallow.

She turned her head, hair clinging to her cheeks.

“Mark,” she said softly, her voice hoarse but sultry. “I need to cum again.”

He froze, still inside her.

She looked down at Luke’s slick cock. Then back at Mark.

“I need something more.”

The words hit him like a slap.

“What—” he started, but the look in her eyes stopped him.

Jessica tilted her head.

“Let him fuck me.”

Mark’s mouth opened, but no sound came. His hands slipped from her hips, his body going still.

He didn’t move right away. But she didn’t have to say it again.

Slowly, reluctantly, he backed away.

Luke stepped in without hesitation.

He took Jessica’s hips in his hands, his palms warm and firm against her flushed skin. His cock rested heavy between her thighs, and she could feel it pulsing against her inner leg.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice low, his hands tightening.

She shivered, her breath catching.

“Make me cum,” she whispered.

Luke shifted behind her. One hand guided his cock down, dragging it through the messy slick between her lips.

The broad head of it pressed against her stretched opening.

And then—he began to push.

Luke moved with slow, deliberate power, sliding his cock into Jessica inch by inch. Her breath hitched as he stretched her open again, even more than James had. Her pussy, already wrecked and leaking, still strained to accommodate his size.

He paused with just the thick head inside her, holding her hips firmly as her body twitched in response. Then, with a low groan, he pushed deeper—steadier now, each thrust faster, harder, gradually building toward a rhythm.

Jessica moaned, fingers digging into the carpet as her body rocked forward with every stroke. Her knees braced wider apart as Luke began to fuck her in earnest, pulling her back onto his cock, slamming into her harder with every pump.

Behind them, Mark stood frozen.

But despite the humiliation his cock wasn’t limp. Not even close.

His cock was rock hard, throbbing—and Jessica could feel his need radiating from him. She didn’t even have to look. She knew.

Smiling through a breathy moan, she reached back blindly with one hand, fingers wrapping around Mark’s shaft.

“Mmm… still hard, baby?” she whispered, turning just enough to meet his eyes. “You like watching me get destroyed, don’t you?”

Mark let out a ragged breath, his hips twitching into her stroking hand.

Jessica giggled—low, wicked—and gave him a slow, teasing stroke, her palm slick with her own juices.

“But you’re not the one making me cum right now, are you?”

She moaned again, louder this time, as Luke slammed into her, his cock punching deep, stretching her to her limit. Her body rocked with the force of it, her ass bouncing off his pelvis with wet, slapping sounds that echoed through the room.

“Oh fuck,” Luke growled. “This pussy’s unreal. Can’t believe how tight you still are…”

Jessica’s body moved in perfect sync with him now, pushing back to meet his thrusts, matching his rhythm with raw hunger. Every motion sent another thick drip of cum from her pussy, another loud, wet queef forced out by the brutal intrusion.

Her hand never left Mark’s cock.

She kept stroking him slowly, teasingly, using her thumb to smear precum over the head as she turned her head back toward him again.

“Feels so small now,” she whispered sweetly, deliberately, her voice trembling with pleasure. “I can barely feel it in my hand.”

Mark’s jaw clenched. His cock twitched in her grip.

Luke pounded harder. Jessica cried out, her thighs shaking as her pussy clamped and fluttered around his cock.

And still, her hand stroked Mark. Tighter. Slower. Meaner.

“I need to cum again,” she panted. “And it’s not gonna be you who gets me there.”

Mark didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

He just stood there, letting her use his cock like a toy while another man fucked his wife into the floor.

Luke’s grip on her hips tightened, his thrusts becoming punishing. Jessica’s moans turned ragged, desperate. She could feel her orgasm building again—her third of the night—and it was coming fast.

Every inch of her was stretched, soaked, and full.

And she was taking every second of it with a smile.

"Oh God yes, fuck me," she cried with excited anticipation. "Harder. Faster. Fuck me. Fuck me harder."

“Hell yes,” Luke growled behind her, voice deep and feral. “You’re such a little slut. Such a good little whore.”

“Yes, baby… yes,” Jessica panted, her cheek pressed to the floor, flushed and glowing. Her hair was a mess across her face, but her smile curved wickedly. “Fuck me harder. Harder.”

Luke’s hips snapped forward with brutal rhythm, his thick cock hammering into her stretched, dripping pussy. Every thrust made her ass bounce and ripple, the sound of wet skin slapping echoing in the room. He was using her now—his grip on her hips unforgiving, his cock claiming her body with relentless, deep strokes.

“Oh God yes, fuck me,” she moaned, rocking back into him, her body hungry, wild. “Fuck my pussy. Fuck it harder.”

Mark stood just behind her, close enough to feel the heat coming off her back, his cock stiff and aching.

She reached back lazily with one hand, fingers finding his shaft without even looking.

Her grip was light. Deliberate.

She stroked him slowly—almost like it was a chore. A passive gesture, like patting a dog to keep it from whining.

“You still hard, baby?” she purred, voice breathy but dripping with condescension. “Still enjoying the show?”

She twisted her wrist once, just enough to smear the precum leaking from his tip. The slow circles of her thumb were maddening—just barely enough to keep him on edge.

Behind her, Luke groaned and rammed into her again, harder now, faster, his cock gliding through the slick mess inside her.

Jessica cried out, moaning into the floor, but her hand never sped up.

She gave Mark another long, slow stroke, almost absentmindedly, her knuckles grazing her own slick thighs as she did.

“Feels small in my hand now,” she whispered, just loud enough for him to hear over the slap of Luke’s hips against her ass. “Can barely tell I’m holding anything.”

Mark grunted, his hips jerking forward into her teasing fist, but she didn’t reward him. She just smiled.

“You like that, don’t you?” she murmured. “Getting jerked off like an afterthought while someone else fucks me.”

Luke groaned again, hands tightening on her hips as he picked up speed.

“Fuck, this pussy’s unbelievable,” he growled. “So goddamn wet. It’s choking my cock.”

“Yes,” Jessica cried. “Yes—don’t stop, harder!”

And still, her hand kept stroking Mark.

Slow. Indifferent. Almost bored.

Not because she didn’t know what she was doing.

But because she did.

Her pussy was being pounded raw, her body rocked forward with every brutal thrust—and her hand barely moved on her husband’s cock.

She wasn’t even looking at him.

She didn’t have to.

That was the point.

Her orgasm teetered on the edge—so close she could feel it trembling in her thighs, her core, her throat.

It was waiting.

Waiting for that one perfect thrust. The one that would stretch her open just right… hit that electric spot buried inside her… grind her clit from the inside and send her body into chaos. Waiting for Luke’s cock to glide along her slick, swollen walls at just the right angle—stuff her full, slam her deep, make her explode.

Her body shook with the tension of it, hair stuck to her sweat-slicked neck. Her skin shimmered, her cheeks burned, her nerves crackled like static beneath the surface.

She clawed at the carpet.

Whimpered.

Moaned.

Begged.

And then Luke’s voice, thick and strained, growled from behind her—low and feral.

“Such a good slut. My dirty little whore.”

The sound of it—gravel in his throat, the edge of his own climax trembling in his voice—sent a shock through her spine.

Her pussy clenched tight around his cock in response, gripping him like a fist, milking him.

“Harder,” she gasped. “Fuck me. Fuck me…”

Luke answered with violence.

He rammed into her, his thrusts growing wild, brutal, relentless. His cock slammed into her again and again, and with every stroke he yanked her hips back onto him like she was weightless—his perfect fuck toy.

Her body rocked like a ragdoll beneath him, pussy stuffed full and soaked, every inch of her being used and fucked.

Faster.

Harder.

Flesh smacked wet and loud. Her ass bounced against his hips. Her pussy tightened and throbbed around him.

“Fucking slut,” Luke snarled. “Cum-drenched whore.”

Jessica screamed—high, desperate, feral—as her orgasm ignited.

Her body snapped forward, then back, trembling violently. Her pussy spasmed around him in pulsing, aching waves.

And Luke didn’t stop.

He roared—low and guttural—and slammed forward one last time, driving himself so deep she swore she could feel him in her ribs. His hips crushed into her ass, grinding there, holding her in place.

His cock twitched.

Then it jumped—hard—and unleashed the first heavy blast of cum deep inside her.

Jessica whimpered through gritted teeth as she felt it hit, thick and hot, jetting into her still-clenching cunt. Her body trembled as more followed—each spurt pounding into her like a second orgasm all its own.

The sensation shattered her.

Jessica’s orgasm ripped free from the edge, plunging through her in a tidal wave of pure, blinding ecstasy. It crashed down in violent pulses, tearing through every muscle, every nerve. Electricity jolted through her spine. Her vision swam with flashes of color, like skyrockets exploding behind her clenched eyes.

She let out a strangled cry and slammed her ass back against Luke’s crotch, trying to take him even deeper, trying to fuse them together. Her whole body locked—tight, tense, trembling. Her pussy clamped down around his cock like a vice, squeezing it in desperate, rhythmic spasms.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Luke groaned, voice thick with release. “You love this. You fucking love being a slut.”

“Oh God… oh God…” Jessica cried, her voice a mess of gasps and sobs. Her nails tore at the carpet. Her head thrashed, hair flailing wildly as the orgasm tore through her like lightning.

Her body jerked beneath him, every muscle burning. She could feel the heat of his cum filling her—pulse after pulse as his cock twitched and jumped inside her still-clenching pussy.

Luke ground his hips against her harder, grinding deep as he spilled the last of his load. His hands crushed her hips, holding her in place, forcing her to stay impaled on him.

Jessica moaned through clenched teeth, shoving herself back onto him with equal force, her body demanding every last inch, every final drop. Her head lifted off the floor, neck taut, muscles quivering.

Fireworks detonated across her senses—soundless, searing, beautiful.

Her orgasm dragged on, refusing to end. She whimpered and gasped, body shuddering in Luke’s grip, completely undone.

Only when his climax finally began to fade—his cock twitching less, settling inside her wet, wrecked pussy—did her body start to unravel from the tension.

But even as the spasms faded, she was still gasping for air, her skin flushed, her mind spinning, her pussy dripping with cum and still fluttering around the cock buried inside her.

And Mark…
Was still watching.


Chapter 9

Jessica rose unsteadily to her feet, thighs shaking, her pussy raw and leaking cum from multiple men. Her chest heaved. Her skin glowed. She looked utterly ruined—and more powerful than ever.

Without a word, she turned to Mark.

He stared at her like he’d never seen her before. Eyes wide. Lips parted. His cock was still hard, twitching in the open, glistening with precum.

Jessica stepped in, grabbed his face, and kissed him hard—mouth open, tongue sliding deep into his. The kiss was messy, wet, hungry.

Mark kissed her back instinctively… until he tasted it.

He stiffened.

The bitter, unmistakable tang on her tongue—Ben’s cum.

He tried to pull away.

But she didn’t let him.

Her hand dropped and wrapped around his cock in the same motion. She stroked him firmly, deliberately, holding him in place with her grip.

“Don’t back away now,” she whispered against his lips. “You wanted this.”

Mark tried to speak, but she kissed him again—deeper—forcing his lips to accept the taste. Her tongue curled around his as her hand stroked him from base to tip, slow and controlled.

“You knew I sucked him off,” she murmured, breaking the kiss and watching his eyes. “You knew I swallowed as much as I could… and you still wanted to taste me.”

Mark’s throat bobbed as he swallowed hard, the conflicted arousal plain on his face.

Jessica smiled darkly.

“Tell me, Mark,” she said, her hand tightening slightly. “How long have you been thinking about this?”

His mouth opened, but no words came.

Her hand moved again—up, down, squeezing at just the right rhythm.

“Tell me what you said to them,” she continued, voice low, dangerous. “What you told them about me. About what I like.”

Mark’s face flushed.

“I—I said you like sucking cock,” he finally muttered.

Her eyes narrowed.

“What else?”

“I said… you always swallow. That you love it. That you… you’d be into it.”

“You told them I’d be up for this,” she said, her voice sharp now. “You planned this night.”

He nodded, shame flushing his cheeks.

Jessica’s grip grew firmer. Her strokes quickened, not quite rough, but impossible to ignore.

“And you watched,” she said, her breath warming his cheek. “Watched me on my knees for Ben… choking on his cock. Felt his cum in my mouth when I kissed you.”

Mark groaned, eyes squeezed shut.

“You watched James fuck me until I screamed,” she whispered, biting the words. “He made me cum so hard I saw stars. Harder than you ever have.”

His body jolted in her grip.

“And Luke?” she said, tilting her head. “You watched him stretch me open with that huge cock… filled me so full I was dripping down my legs.”

Mark gasped. His hips bucked forward into her fist.

Jessica didn’t stop.

“You still hard,” she whispered. “You love this. Watching your wife get wrecked by better cocks.”

He whimpered.

Her eyes locked onto his.

“When you fucked me, and felt how loose I was… what went through your head?”

Mark’s jaw clenched.

“Say it.”

“I… I wasn’t enough.”

She stroked him faster. The pressure building.

“And now?” she said, lips at his ear. “Now you’re just standing here. Not inside me. Not even kissing me. Just getting jerked off while I make you admit the truth.”

He tried to hold back—but his cock twitched in her hand.

Jessica’s smile widened.

“You liked it, didn’t you?” she whispered, her voice silk and steel. “Liked watching me get used. Filled. Owned.”

Mark moaned, his body shaking.

Her strokes turned brutal—tight, fast, relentless.

“Did it make you feel small?” she asked. “Knowing Ben’s cum was in my mouth… and not yours?”

His entire body tensed.

And then he came.

Hot jets of cum spurted from his cock, splattering across the floor between them. Jessica didn’t stop until she’d milked him dry, watching his face the entire time.

Her grip loosened at last.

She didn’t say a word. She didn’t have to.

Mark stood frozen, chest heaving, cock softening rapidly as the last drips of cum slid from the tip and hit the floor with humiliating finality. His hand hung limply at his side, slick with his own release, the shame sinking in like a heavy fog.

Jessica turned from him without a word and sat gracefully on the couch beside Ben, who hadn’t moved—still half-dressed, relaxed, watching everything unfold with quiet satisfaction.

She sank into the cushions, legs parted slightly, cum trickling lazily from her abused, open pussy. Her skin still glowed. Her hair was wild, her eyes glassy with aftershocks and control.

She looked up at Mark with the kind of sweet, gentle smile he used to see after lazy weekend sex.

“Come here, baby,” she said, softly.

Mark blinked, unsure. But he stepped forward, heart pounding.

As he moved, the warmth in her smile faded. It twisted—slowly—into something darker. Something wicked.

By the time he reached the edge of the rug, her gaze had hardened with intent.

She tilted her head.

“I’ve only got one question left.”

Mark hesitated. “What’s that?”

Jessica’s eyes sparkled.

“You’re the only guy here who hasn’t made me cum tonight,” she said, voice light as air. “Are you going to do something about that?”

The room went quiet.

Mark’s mouth opened, but no sound came at first. He glanced around—Ben, James, Luke—all watching. No smirks. No mockery. Just silence.

He looked down at his cock.

Soft. Weak.

His cheeks flushed. He looked back at Jessica.

“I… I just came,” he stammered. “And earlier tonight too. I mean, you know that, I—”

Jessica raised her hand.

“Stop.”

He froze mid-excuse.

She leaned forward slightly, elbows on her knees, her breasts still exposed, her nipples flushed and stiff. Her voice was cold and calm.

“If you’re happy being the only man here who didn’t make me cum… that’s your choice.”

Mark swallowed hard, throat dry, unable to answer.

Jessica leaned back again. Let her thighs fall open.

Her pussy was a mess—swollen, hairy, used. Thick cum still clung to her lips, oozing slowly downward. The scent of sex lingered heavy in the air.

She looked him dead in the eyes.

“I know you told the boys how good I am at giving head…” she murmured. “But did you tell them how good you are at it, too?”

Mark blinked.

Jessica smiled.

Then looked down between her legs.

A loud, wet queef escaped her battered pussy.

She didn’t flinch.

She just smiled wider.

Mark didn’t move.

He stood there, naked and still, staring down at her ruined pussy—matted hair soaked with cum, lips swollen and gaping, a slow trickle still oozing from between them. Jessica was sprawled back lazily on the couch, one leg bent, the other stretched wide across Ben’s lap. Her expression was calm. Almost sweet.

But her words echoed like a whip crack.

You’re the only guy here who hasn’t made me cum tonight.

The shame settled in his chest like a stone.

He didn’t want to do it. God, everything in him recoiled from the thought. The smell alone hit him like a punch now that he was close—the heavy, wet scent of sex, sweat, and two other men’s cum. It was ripe, animal, sour in the back of his throat.

But the weight of her words—of their truth—pressed harder than the scent.

The other men had used her. Fucked her. Made her scream. He’d watched, helpless, turned on, humiliated. He’d even came on the floor like a schoolboy.

He couldn’t be the only one who didn’t make her cum.

So, trembling, heart hammering, he dropped to his knees.

Jessica arched an eyebrow but said nothing as he shuffled closer. Her lips curved with approval. She leaned back further, one hand sliding across her inner thigh, fingers brushing the mess between her legs like an invitation.

Mark hesitated just inches away. His eyes watered as the heat rolled over him. His stomach clenched. The scent was far worse than he imagined—raw pussy, bitter cum, skin-on-skin friction, and something deeper… stale. The pungent tang of James’s release. The deep, almost animal musk of Luke’s load still leaking in thick clots.

And then another wet queef broke the silence, loud and sudden.

Jessica giggled softly. “Still so full…”

Mark flinched—but didn’t back away.

Slowly, he leaned in.

His lips brushed against her mound. Her pubic hair was damp, coarse against his face. The first lick was shallow, barely a pass over the surface—and the taste hit immediately.

It was acrid. Salty. Sour.

The cocktail of two men’s cum mixed with her sweat and juices made him gag almost instantly, and he jerked back, swallowing hard, eyes stinging.

Jessica’s hand reached down gently. Not forcing, not harsh—but firm.

“Uh-uh,” she said softly. “You’re the one who wanted this. Now you can finish the job.”

She held his head in place, guiding him lower.

Reluctantly, painfully, Mark extended his tongue again. He licked slower this time, deeper—running the flat of it along the folds of her pussy, gathering the mix of fluids and warmth. It coated his tongue thickly. It clung to the back of his throat.

And all the while, he felt them behind him.

Ben. Luke. James.

Watching.

He imagined them laughing. Whispering to each other. Mocking him.

They weren’t.

They were stunned—completely silent, frozen, unable to believe what they were seeing.

But Mark didn’t know that. In his mind, he was on display.

Jessica moaned softly above him, hips giving a slow roll forward.

“James came so hard in me,” she murmured, stroking his hair lightly. “I think I felt it hit my cervix.”

Mark whimpered softly.

“Then Luke split me open,” she went on. “That cock? I could feel myself stretching. I could barely take it.”

Another queef slipped out as her pussy fluttered under his tongue.

She giggled again. “Still full of them… you really left me a mess, didn’t you, boys?”

Mark tried to focus. Tried to find a rhythm, to block out the sound of his own humiliation sloshing in his mouth.

But the taste, the texture, the knowledge—it was overwhelming.

He pulled back slightly, chest heaving, desperate for a breath of clean air.

Jessica’s fingers curled in his hair.

“Nope,” she said gently, her voice firmer now. “You were happy to cum when I stroked you like a good little husband. Now be a good husband and clean your wife up.”

Mark looked up, shame burning in his eyes.

And Jessica smiled sweetly. “Get back to work.”

Defeated, aroused, horrified—he obeyed.

His tongue moved again, faster now, swirling over her clit, trying to push past the tang and sludge and smell. Her moans grew louder. Her legs shifted, her thighs twitching, her breath catching.

She was getting close.

He felt it. Knew it.

And just as she started to tense, just as her moans turned ragged, Mark instinctively began to pull away again—his stomach churning from the thick drip of fresh cum sliding over his lips.

Jessica’s voice snapped like a whip.

“Don’t you dare fucking stop.”

Mark froze.

“It’s not my fault,” she hissed, breath trembling with pleasure, “that your little willy couldn’t get the job done when you tried to fuck me.”

The words hit him harder than any slap.

He looked up.

And for just one moment—just one—Jessica saw it in his face.

Real hurt.

The word willy cut deeper than she expected. It was so childish. So dismissive. It made him feel small.

But then something shifted.

He didn’t say a word.

He just went back in.

Harder. Deeper. Tongue working like a man possessed, driven not by duty but by some fierce, unspoken need to prove himself.

Jessica gasped. Her body jolted.

“Oh—oh God, yes… yes, right there—fuck—Mark—!”

Her legs snapped tight around his head, her hips grinding down against his face.

His mouth didn’t stop.

She shattered.

Screaming. Convulsing. Her entire body seizing as the biggest orgasm of her life detonated through her. She howled his name, her nails raking the couch cushions, her back arched, her pussy pulsing and gushing against his mouth.

“*Oh fuck—*yes! Your tongue—baby, your fucking tongue—don’t stop, don’t stop—!”

Mark held on, licking her through the aftershocks, face dripping, jaw sore, utterly soaked in the result of three cocks and one finally victorious husband.

And in that moment—

no one laughed.
No one said a word.
They just watched…
as Jessica came apart beneath his mouth.


Chapter 10

Seconds later Mark stood over her, his chest rising and falling in slow, steady waves. Just minutes earlier, he’d been soft—his cock spent after the second load he’d emptied into her mouth. But now… now he was hard again. Rock hard. Thick, veiny, and pulsing with urgency. Jessica stared at it, stunned at how fast he’d recovered—how ready he looked, as if he hadn’t cum at all. The sight of him like that, standing tall and silent, his erection aimed right at her glistening, spent body, made something twist deep in her belly.

She was still panting from the orgasm he’d just licked out of her, her thighs trembling, her cunt leaking from the earlier ravaging—and yet, the moment she saw him like that, her whole body lit up all over again.

His eyes didn’t leave her body as the other men gathered their things.

One by one, they approached Jessica. She was still sprawled across the couch, blouse open, hair wild, lips parted. She didn’t bother covering herself. Instead, she kissed each man slowly, lingering with parted lips and soft moans, tasting them, letting them feel just how far gone she was. It was a goodbye she gave with her whole body. Mark just stood there watching—silent, expression unreadable.

When the last of them left and the front door clicked shut, the air turned still. Tense. Crackling.

Jessica turned to reach for her panties, but before her fingers even brushed the fabric, Mark grabbed her wrist—hard.

“Mark—?”

He didn’t answer. He spun her around roughly, bent her over the back of the couch, and shoved her blouse up around her shoulders. Her bare ass was thrust into the air. His palm came down on it—hard.

The sound cracked through the room. Jessica gasped, her knees nearly giving out.

Another. Then another.

“Fuck!” she cried, twisting beneath him, the sharp stinging making her legs tremble.

Mark growled low in his throat and grabbed her hips, jerking her back. In a single, brutal motion, he slammed his cock into her soaking pussy—no hesitation, no buildup. Just raw force.

“Oh my God—Mark!” she shouted, the impact jolting through her entire body.

He started fucking her hard, relentless from the first thrust, hips slamming into her ass with punishing rhythm. She could feel everything—his size, his weight, the fury in his grip. Her pussy was still stretched, slick with cum and swollen from earlier. She was queefing again with each thrust, the air escaping her loosened channel in wet, gasping sounds.

He grunted behind her, every movement brutal, deep, claiming. “You let them fuck you,” he snarled. “Let them fill you up… and now I get to clean up the mess.”

His words hit her like lightning. She moaned, her cheek pressed into the couch cushion, breasts swaying with each hard pump of his cock.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, fuck me—take me back—God, Mark—”

Her pussy was flooded, his cock coated in their mixed fluids. Still, even with how loose she felt, how utterly used, her body began to tighten around him. Slowly. Involuntarily. Her walls clenching inch by inch, gripping him harder, as though she were trying to pull every thrust deeper, harder, higher.

Mark didn’t let up. He was tireless. His stamina, boosted from cumming twice already, turned him into a machine—focused, single-minded. He grabbed her hair, yanking her head back as he pounded into her, faster now, harder, and she could barely breathe through the pleasure.

Their words tumbled out between thrusts:

“You were fucking gorgeous on your knees—sucking their cocks like you were born for it.”

“I didn’t plan it—I swear—but once it started I couldn’t stop—God, it turned me on…”

“I watched you take them—watched your face when they filled you—and I’ve never been so hard in my fucking life.”

“Did you like it?” he growled into her ear. “Being used like that?”

“Yes,” she sobbed. “Yes, it was so hot… so wrong, but so fucking hot.”

He kept going, slamming into her so hard her knees gave out, her weight supported only by the couch and his grip. His hands squeezed her hips with bruising force. Her pussy throbbed, pulsing around him now, the sensation sharper, more defined—her body adapting, responding, preparing for another climax.

Then she felt it.

His cock twitched. Swelled.

She knew the signs. Her eyes widened.

“No,” she gasped. “No, baby, don’t you fucking dare—I’m so close—please, please don’t cum—not yet—not yet—”

But it was already too late.

Mark groaned and shoved himself as deep as he could go. Jessica could feel it—the explosion of hot cum pouring into her, flooding her pussy. It was thick, heavy, endless.

“Oh for fuck’s sake, Mark!” she shouted, her voice somewhere between a cry and a laugh. She slumped forward on the couch, arms limp, panting hard. “I was right there. Right fucking there. I can’t believe you just came.”

Mark didn’t stop.

Even after the last shudder of his orgasm had passed through him, even with his cock hypersensitive and aching, he didn’t pull out. Instead, he gritted his teeth, grabbed Jessica by the hips, and flipped her over onto her back.

She gasped, wide-eyed, her body still tingling from the aftershocks of his release. “Mark—”

But he was already on top of her, lining himself up again. He shoved his cock back inside her, thick and raw and still hard, even as his nerves screamed in protest. He reached up and wrapped his hand gently but firmly around her throat, not choking her, just grounding her, keeping her exactly where he wanted her.

“I’m not done,” he growled through clenched teeth. “Not until you cum.”

And then he started thrusting.

It wasn’t clean or fluid anymore—his body was exhausted, his cock on fire—but he kept going. Because something primal had taken over. Something deeper than jealousy or lust. This was about proving something. About reclaiming something sacred. His cock throbbed painfully with every motion, but he didn’t care. He needed to feel her break beneath him, to feel her body surrender to his.

Jessica moaned, legs spreading wider, hips lifting to meet him. Her pussy had already tightened again, wet and needy, drawing him in. The ache between her thighs grew more intense with each stroke. She looked up at him, her eyes glazed and shining, her hands gripping his arms, nails digging into his skin.

Minutes passed. Endless, grueling minutes. His muscles burned. His vision swam. But he didn’t stop.

“Come on,” he grunted, “give it to me. Let me feel you cum on my cock.”

Jessica’s body writhed beneath him, her moans turning desperate, breath catching in ragged gasps.

Then she looked up at him, her eyes wide and wild, and smiled.

“Fuck… I’m going to cum,” she gasped.

Mark slammed into her two more times—deep, hard—and then held himself there, buried to the hilt, his cock throbbing inside her, his whole body trembling.

Jessica arched her back, crying out as her orgasm took her. It ripped through her in shuddering waves, her pussy clenching around him, milking him as she came hard and deep, legs trembling and breath stuttering.

He watched her explode beneath him, and a wave of pride and love swelled in his chest. He’d done it. He had pushed her over the edge.

Finally spent, he collapsed beside her, rolling onto his back with a groan.

Jessica turned to him, her cheeks flushed, hair a mess, skin still glowing with heat. She kissed him—long, deep, and slow—then pulled back with a smirk.

“Thank fuck you managed to make me cum,” she whispered. “I wasn’t sure how that was going to go if you didn’t.”

He laughed, breathless and hoarse, and let his head fall back against the cushions.



A few minutes later, Jessica returned to what remained of the party. Her hair was tamed, her blouse mostly rebuttoned, and her smile easy and relaxed. She floated through the room like nothing had happened, casually chatting with lingering guests, accepting compliments on the food and the art.

Mark emerged a minute later, hair damp from a quick rinse, shirt pulled on hastily. He was barely through the doorway when Ben walked over and handed him a cold beer.

Ben looked at him closely, then raised an eyebrow. “So… did she cum?”

Mark took a long pull from the bottle, wiped his mouth, and nodded once. “Yeah. Eventually.”

Ben let out a sigh of genuine relief, clinking his bottle to Mark’s. “Good. I was worried for you, man.”

They shared a laugh and leaned against the counter, watching Jess smile as she talked with their guests—radiant, composed, and thoroughly satisfied.



Later that night, in the soft glow of their bedroom, Jessica climbed into bed and pulled the covers over her body with a content sigh.

“There is absolutely no way I’m doing that again,” she said firmly, her voice muffled against the pillow.

Mark turned toward her, propped on one elbow, a hint of disappointment flickering in his eyes. “What? Why not? You didn’t enjoy it?”

She looked at him and smirked. “Four cocks, babe. Four. That’s a lot. My pussy feels like it’s been in a boxing match.”

He blinked, then grinned. “So… what’s the magic number?”

She slid closer, kissed him softly on the lips, and whispered, “Just two next time.”

Mark laughed, pulled her into his arms, and they kissed again—this time slow and full of promise—as they drifted into sleep, the weight of the night sinking into the sheets around them.
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While He Watches: A Wife Discovers That Size Matters

I still can't get my head around it. Even now, after six months, I don't get it.

I walk through the door having just sucked a random guy's big cock, and my husband Chris doesn't want to shout at me; he doesn't want a divorce. No, none of that.

What he wants to do is lay me down and eat me out while I tell him all about it. My God, ever since the first time I did it, he's been on another level with his oral—like he's trying to compete, but he knows his cock isn't enough.

The weird thing is, my friend Michelle told me this would happen. She told me that ever since she started to open her legs for other guys, her husband became so competitive, so attentive, so willing to please.

But even now, six months and many cocks later, it's so hard to believe. So I've decided to take it to the next level. Tonight, I won't be coming home to Chris to tell him how Edward's big black cock stretched me out.

No, tonight he's going to be watching.

Power: Taken

Power. It's just a five-letter word. A simple concept on the surface. But the deeper you dig, the harder it gets to define. And the more you struggle to hold onto it, the more it starts to slide through your fingers.

Well, that’s how I felt as I sat next to Becky, my pretty, much younger new girlfriend. Now I know what you're thinking: a thirty-something-year-old man, sitting on the sofa with his 20-year-old girlfriend playing with his cock, can't exactly complain. And normally, I'd say you're right.

But I wasn't just sitting there with her playing with my cock. No, I was sitting there as she dragged every detail of my wife's affair out of me. Every brutal, embarrassing detail. How I knew what she was doing. How I used to go down on her after she did it. How I just couldn't say stop.

It's like every time Becky made me cum, she took another small part of that power. As she pushed my face down between her legs, telling me to clean up the mess I'd just made while I told her how I used to do this to my wife while she was cheating on me, I don't know what happened.

But I didn’t fight. I didn’t struggle. I just let the embarrassment wash over me, letting that power slide through my fingers as I surrendered all of it to Becky.



You Wanted This: A Husband Starts to Question His Cuckold Fantasy

I can still remember the exact moment when this stopped being just a fantasy—when it became real. The moment I asked myself, for the very first time, do I really want this to happen?

And the answer was more complicated than I could have ever imagined.

As I watched my wife slide into his car, leaning forward, a voice inside my head screamed, Stop her! But just as loud, another voice whispered, This is what you’ve always wanted.

I don’t know if that second voice actually won, or if the battle between them just paralyzed me, but I sat there and watched as my wife sucked some random black guy’s cock in a parking lot. And I did nothing.

Absolutely nothing.

No—that’s not true. I did do something. I got a massive boner.

And that became a theme on this journey.

My mind might scream, Stop. This is too far. But my cock? It never agreed.

I wanted this. This was my cuckold fantasy.

But this was spiraling out of control. Rapidly.
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