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Naughty And Nice And All Things Spice

 
Ivy gripped the steering wheel of her sleek SUV, the engine humming softly as she pulled into the parking lot of the local photography studio. Snowflakes danced lazily against the windshield, the early December chill seeping through the cracks despite the heater blasting warm air. It was one of those crisp afternoons on the outskirts of Seattle where the city lights began to flicker on prematurely, casting a festive glow over the holiday decorations strung across the streets. Ivy glanced at the dashboard clock: 2:00 PM. Right on time. She smoothed her hands over her fitted jeans and the soft wool sweater that hugged her toned curves, a subtle reminder of the hours she spent in the gym to keep her body sharp. At thirty-four, she still turned heads, her lithe frame a testament to disciplined runs along the waterfront and yoga sessions that left her flexible and strong. But today, confidence warred with a knot of uncertainty in her stomach.
 
Joseph had been gone for four months now, deployed on his Navy frigate somewhere in the Pacific. As Captain, he commanded respect and a team of sailors, but the distance gnawed at her. Their marriage was solid, built on years of shared dreams and quiet intimacies, but the nights alone stretched endlessly. She missed his touch, the way his hands would trace her skin after a long day, pulling her close until frustration melted into passion. Lately, though, even their video calls felt strained, his voice tired from briefings, her own words careful to hide the ache building inside her. Sexually frustrated did not begin to cover it. She craved connection, something raw to bridge the miles, but Joseph deserved better than her complaints. He was out there keeping the world safe; she could hold it together.
 
That's when her friend Lisa had suggested the boudoir shoot. 'It's the perfect spicy Christmas present, Joseph will love it!’ Lisa had said over coffee last week, her eyes sparkling with mischief. 'Get all dressed up, feel sexy, give him something to unwrap when he gets back. Robin's a pro— will make you look like a goddess.' 
 
Ivy had laughed it off at first, heat rising to her cheeks. Posing for photos? In lingerie? She was fit, yes, confident in her mirror reflections, but the idea of baring herself to a stranger's lens felt exposing in ways she had never explored. Still, the thought lingered. Joseph loved her playful side, the rare moments when she surprised him with silk stockings or a teasing text. This could be that; a gift to keep his spirits high amid the isolation of ship life. And Robin sounded safe, professional. Female, she assumed, which eased the nerves. Ivy parked the car, grabbing her bag with outfits Lisa had helped her pick: a red lace teddy for holiday cheer, black stockings, heels that made her legs look endless.
 
She stepped out into the cold, boots crunching on fresh snow, and locked the doors with a beep. The studio was in a converted warehouse on the edge of the arts district, its brick facade adorned with twinkling lights and a sign reading 'Robin Visions Photography.' Ivy's breath fogged the air as she approached the door, her heart picking up pace. What if she looked ridiculous? What if the photos came out awkward? But no; she was doing this for Joseph. For them. Pushing the door open, a bell jingled softly, and warm air enveloped her, carrying scents of cinnamon and pine from a nearby holiday candle.
 
The lobby was cozy, walls lined with framed portraits: elegant women in flowing gowns, couples laughing mid-embrace, all captured with an artist's eye. Soft jazz played from hidden speakers, and a Christmas tree twinkled in the corner, ornaments glinting like promises. With no one in sight, Ivy set her bag down and called out, her voice steadier than she felt.
 
"Hello? Robin? It's Ivy—for the two o'clock appointment.”
 
Footsteps echoed from a back hallway, heavy and assured, and Ivy turned, expecting a warm smile from an artsy woman. Instead, a man emerged, and her breath caught in her throat.
 
He was tall, easily six-foot-four, with broad shoulders that strained against a fitted black button-up shirt, sleeves rolled to reveal forearms corded with muscle. His skin was a rich, deep brown, and his face— God, his face— held the kind of handsome features that demanded attention: high cheekbones, full lips curved in an easy smile, and eyes the colour of polished obsidian that locked onto hers with immediate intensity. His hair was cropped close, with light stubble framing his jaw, and he moved with the grace of someone comfortable in his power. Hulking, yes, but not intimidating; more like a presence that filled the room, drawing her in without effort.
 
Ivy felt heat flood her cheeks, a blush she couldn't control. Who was this? Her mind raced; Lisa must have gotten the name wrong. Robin? A man? She shifted her weight, suddenly hyper-aware of her body, the way her sweater clung to her breasts, the curve of her hips in those jeans.
 
"Ivy, right?" His voice was deep, smooth like velvet over gravel, laced with a warmth that made her pulse quicken. He extended a large hand, his smile widening to reveal straight white teeth. "I'm Robin. Or Rob, if you prefer. Welcome to the studio.”
 
Rob's gaze swept over her then, not invasive but appreciative, taking in the curve of her waist, the athletic lines of her legs. Ivy caught it, her pulse fluttering, a forbidden warmth pooling low in her belly. She hadn't felt eyes like that in ages; hungry yet respectful, stirring the shy naughtiness she'd buried under marital routine.
 
She took his hand on instinct, his grip firm but gentle, enveloping hers completely. A spark jumped at the contact, silly as it sounded, and she pulled back a fraction too quickly, forcing a smile.
 
"Hi, Rob. I— um, my friend Lisa booked this. She recommended you…well, honestly when she said Robin… I assumed…"
 
He chuckled, a low rumble that vibrated through the air, not mocking but amused, as if he heard this mix-up often. “Can be a common assumption at times, that’s why I tend to stick to Rob… But yeah, I'm the guy behind the lens. Don't worry, I keep things professional. Come on back and let's get you settled.”
 
Ivy followed him down the hallway, her boots soft on the polished wood floor, trying to ignore the way his jeans hugged his powerful thighs or the subtle scent of his cologne— spicy, masculine. Professional, she reminded herself. This was for Joseph.
 
The studio opened up into a spacious room bathed in natural light from oversized windows, draped with sheer curtains to diffuse the winter sun. A large bed draped in white linens sat against one wall, surrounded by lights and reflectors. A vanity mirror gleamed nearby, bottles of makeup and hair tools arranged neatly. Holiday touches softened the space: garlands along the backdrop, red props for festive poses. Rob gestured to a changing screen in the corner.
 
"Make yourself comfortable. We can start with some casual shots to warm up, then move to the boudoir stuff. What's the vibe you're going for? Something sexy for a special someone?”
 
Rob leaned against a light stand, crossing his arms in a way that accentuated his chest, the fabric stretching over defined pecs. His eyes sparkled with genuine interest, not leering, but engaged, pulling confessions from her like a magnet.
 
Ivy nodded, setting her bag down and peeking inside at the lingerie. Her shyness bubbled up, but she pushed it down, channeling the confidence that had carried her through boardroom meetings at her marketing job.  
 
"Yeah, exactly. My husband's deployed, Navy captain. He's been away months, and I thought... some cute holiday photos. To surprise him. Keep things spicy, you know?”
 
“Trust me, that’s a great gift idea. Military life sounds tough on both sides. I've shot for a few wives in your spot— they always say it reignites something. We’ll knock his socks off.” Rob leaned against a light stand, crossing his arms in a way that accentuated his chest. His eyes sparkled with genuine interest, not leering, but engaged.
 
She laughed softly, the sound easing some tension. "I hope so. I've never done this before. Posing feels... vulnerable.”
 
"That's the magic," he said, his tone dropping just a notch, sincere. "You show a side most people don't see. Trust me, a beauty like you? You’ll own the camera.”
 
His compliment landed warm, stirring that hidden naughtiness she kept locked away. Ivy's thoughts flickered to Joseph in his cabin, staring at a screen late at night, the weight of command on his shoulders. If only he knew how much she missed him, body and soul. This shoot would bridge that; photos of her confident, alluring, waiting for his return. But as Rob turned to adjust his camera, his profile strong and inviting, a flicker of curiosity stirred. What would it feel like to let go, just a little?
 
"Alright," she said, stepping behind the screen with resolve. "Let's do this. Start simple?”
 
"Simple it is," Rob replied, his smile flashing again as he left her to set up the lighting and the camera.
 
————
 
Ivy stepped out from behind the changing screen, her heart pounding in her chest like a drumbeat she couldn't quiet. She had chosen the simplest outfit from her bag for the start: a soft white lace camisole that skimmed her toned midriff, paired with matching boy shorts that hugged her hips without revealing too much. The fabric felt foreign against her skin, light and teasing, making her hyper-aware of every curve. The lace whispered against her hardening nipples with each shallow breath, a faint chill from the studio air raising goosebumps along her arms and thighs, her body betraying the mix of vulnerability and unspoken anticipation. She crossed her arms over her chest instinctively, her bare feet padding across the cool studio floor toward the white backdrop where Robin waited, camera in hand.
 
Robin glanced up from adjusting his lens, his dark eyes lighting up with a warm smile that eased the knot in her stomach just a fraction. He set the camera on its tripod for a moment and approached her, his presence filling the space without overwhelming it. 
 
"You look stunning already, Ivy," he said, his voice smooth and reassuring, like a gentle hand on her shoulder, laced with a warmth that made her pulse skip. 
 
"If you're feeling shy, that's completely normal. We’re going to start slow and grow into it. Think of this as just you, being you, for your husband. No pressure. And trust me, from where I'm standing, you're already stealing the show.”
 
His words wrapped around her like the studio's soft lights, easing the knot but stirring a forbidden flutter low in her belly; Joseph’s image flickering alongside Robin's steady gaze. She nodded, uncrossing her arms slowly, her fingers twisting together at her waist. Joseph will love this, she thought, picturing his face lighting up when he saw the photos, his strong hands pulling her close upon his return. But the distance gnawed at her, a hollow ache that made her skin tingle with unmet longing. Robin's encouragement felt like a lifeline, pulling her from the edge of self-doubt.
 
“Let's get you positioned,” Robin continued, gesturing to a stool in front of the backdrop. “Sit here, legs crossed, hands in your lap. Nice and relaxed.” 
 
Ivy complied, perching on the edge, her posture stiff at first. The camera's soft click echoed as he snapped a test shot, the flash warm rather than harsh. 
 
“Perfect. Now, look at me through the lens. Yeah, just like that. Hold my gaze.”
 
His eyes met hers through the viewfinder, steady and inviting, and Ivy felt a flutter in her chest. Robin stepped closer to adjust the stool's angle, his large hand brushing her knee ever so lightly as he steadied it. The brief contact sent a jolt through her, warm and electric, his subtle cologne filling her nostrils. She froze for a split second, her skin tingling where his fingers had grazed, before he pulled back with an apologetic smile.
 
"Sorry, just making sure you're comfy," he murmured, his breath warm against her ear.
 
She wasn't used to being seen like this, not by anyone but Joseph in their private moments. Robin's focus made her feel exposed, yet valued, her breath catching as she held the pose.
 
“Beautiful,” he murmured, clicking away. “Tilt your head a little, let your hair fall over one shoulder. There you go.”
 
As the minutes ticked by, Ivy's shoulders began to loosen. Robin's directions came in a steady rhythm, each one coaxing her further into the moment. 'Smile softly now, like you're sharing a secret.' Click. 'Arch your back just a touch, emphasise that gorgeous posture of yours.' Click. She followed, her body responding almost on instinct, the lace shifting against her skin with each movement. A warmth spread through her limbs, chasing away the chill of hesitation.
 
“You're a natural, Ivy,” Robin said after a dozen more shots, lowering the camera to check the display. He turned it toward her, showing a preview: her eyes sparkling, lips parted in quiet confidence. 
 
“See? That right there is fire. Your husband is going to lose his mind.”
 
Ivy leaned in, her cheeks flushing deeper as she studied the image; her eyes smouldering with a heat she barely recognised, lips curved in a way that promised secrets. It captured a version of her that felt both familiar and thrillingly new, her body poised with an innate sensuality that months of solitude had buried. God, Joseph, if you saw this, would it bridge the miles between us? Or ignite something wilder? she wondered, a rush of heat pooling between her thighs at the thought of his reaction, mingled with a guilty spark from Robin's undivided attention.
 
"It doesn't look like me," she admitted, her voice soft but laced with wonder, fingers lingering on the screen.
 
“Oh, it is you,” Robin replied, his tone playful yet sincere. “Just the version that's been hiding. Let's build on that. How about we add a little holiday magic? I've got this Miss Santa getup that would look killer on you. Figure-hugging red velvet dress, white fur trim. It'll play up the festive vibe without going overboard.”
 
She hesitated for a beat, then nodded, the idea sparking excitement. “Sounds fun. Let's do it.”
 
"Atta girl," Robin grinned, handing her the garment bag with a wink. "This one's got all the holiday cheer with a side of sin. You'll feel like the star of your own naughty fable.”
 
Ivy chuckled, the sound surprising her with its lightness. "Naughty fable? You're trouble, Robin.”
 
"Only the best kind," he replied, his eyes twinkling. "Go on, transform.”
 
Behind the screen again, Ivy slipped out of the lace set and into the costume. The dress clung to her like a lover's embrace, the deep red velvet stretching taut over her full breasts and nipping in at her waist, the low back exposing the graceful dip of her spine. Thin straps crossed delicately over her shoulders, threatening to slip with the slightest movement, while the hem ended mid-thigh, flaring just enough to tease the firm lines of her legs. The white fur trim brushed her skin like a whisper, and as she added the Santa hat—its fluffy pom-pom bobbing—she felt the fabric's warmth seeping into her, awakening a sensual heat that made her sway her hips unconsciously.
 
Robin's whistle was low and appreciative as she stepped into the light. “Damn, Ivy. You just turned this studio into the North Pole's hottest spot. That dress was made for you.” 
 
He adjusted the lights, casting a soft glow that made the red pop against her fair skin. “Start by sitting on the bed, gift in your lap. Look playful, like you're about to hand it over.”
 
Ivy settled onto the plush linens, the mattress dipping under her weight, and cradled the box. She smiled tentatively, the hat tilting jauntily. Click. The camera captured her in profile, the dress hugging the curve of her hip. 
 
“Now, unwrap it a little,” Robin directed. “Tease the ribbon, eyes on the lens. Bite your lip, yeah, just like that, innocent but tempting.”
 
She did, her teeth grazing her lower lip as she tugged the bow loose. The pose felt silly at first, but Robin's voice wove through her doubts. 'Gorgeous. Hold it... perfect. You're owning this, Ivy. That lip bite? Pure seduction.' 
 
A giggle escaped her, light and freeing, as she realised she was enjoying the game. The dress's straps felt precarious, but secure for now, adding to the playful thrill.
 
“Up on your knees now,” Robin said, his words carrying a hint of huskiness. “Gift behind your back, arch into it. Let the light catch your silhouette.” 
 
Ivy rose, kneeling on the bed, the velvet pulling tight across her chest. Her breasts pressed forward, nipples faintly outlined against the fabric from the cool air. Click. Click. She felt bold, the position empowering rather than vulnerable.
 
“That’s killer,” Robin encouraged, circling to get different angles. “Slide one strap down your shoulder—slowly, like it's accidental. Yeah, expose that collarbone. Sexy as hell.” His voice dipped lower, the compliment laced with heat that made her pulse quicken.
 
Ivy complied, the strap slipping to reveal smooth skin, her heart racing at the exposure. Joseph would go wild for this, she thought, imagining his breath hitching over the photos, his hand fisting in the sheets. But Robin's gaze, intense through the lens, sent a different spark, one that warmed her core.
 
The session flowed, Robin's directions pulling her deeper into the role. “Turn sideways, hand on your thigh, push up the hem just a bit. Show those thighs, they're incredible.”
 
She did, the fur trim brushing her skin as the dress rode higher, her thigh muscle flexing under his praise. 
 
"God, Ivy, you look like a present waiting to be unwrapped, body begging for attention, that fire in your eyes screaming temptation. Your sensuality? It's scorching the lens, making every shot pulse with heat. Give us more!”
 
Inspired by the praise, Ivy tossed her hair, the Santa hat nearly slipping. She laughed, full and genuine, losing herself in the rhythm. 
 
“Like this?” she asked, posing with the gift held high, the other strap now lowered to match the first, the neckline dipping to hint at cleavage.
 
“Exactly like that,” Robin shot back, his grin wide and charming. “Naughty Santa vibes all the way. One more—gaze over your shoulder, lips parted, like you're whispering a holiday wish.” 
 
Click. The flash caught the flush on her skin, the way her body curved invitingly. Ivy felt alive, the shyness melting into a sexy assurance she hadn't known she possessed. Robin's words, once gentle, now carried an erotic edge that mirrored her growing comfort, making the air between them hum.
 
After what felt like hours but was only thirty minutes, Robin lowered the camera, his expression one of genuine admiration. 
 
“Alright, that's a wrap on this set. Ivy, these are gold. You've got this glow; sexy, confident, everything your husband could want for Christmas. He's one lucky guy.”
 
She stood, adjusting the straps back into place, her body buzzing with endorphins. The dress felt less like a costume now, more like an extension of her emerging boldness. I did it, she marvelled inwardly, and I loved every minute of playing the model. Robin’s model. A smile tugging at her lips. The naughtiness Robin coaxed out lingered, a playful secret she tucked away.
 
“Thanks Robin,” Ivy replied, her voice steady, laced with newfound poise. “It was... fun. More than I expected.”
 
“You made it easy Ivy, you’re a natural behind the lens. Honestly, you could be doing this as more than just a gift for your husband… Anyway, if you're feeling it, why stop here? These are great, but imagine the spicier lingerie shots. That red lace teddy I see you brought in your bag? It'd take this to the next level—raw, intimate. You ready to really heat things up for him?” Robin smiled at her. 
 
Ivy paused, her fingers tracing the fur trim, the suggestion hanging in the air like mistletoe, igniting a bold curiosity that overrode her lingering nerves. She met his eyes, the spark there mirroring her own, a sly smile curving her lips. 
 
"Yeah," she said finally, her tone adventurous and laced with a newfound huskiness. "Let's do it. I want these shots to make him ache for me.”
 
Ivy slipped into the small changing area, the door clicking shut behind her with a finality that made her heart race. The red lace teddy dangled from her fingers, its delicate fabric shimmering under the soft light. She hesitated, fingers tracing the intricate patterns that promised to reveal more than they concealed, the sheer panels barely covering her hardening nipples and the soft mound of her pussy. This is for Joseph, she reminded herself, the thought a lifeline amid the swirling doubts. Months without his touch had left her body aching, her pussy throbbing with unmet need, a quiet desperation building like a storm ready to break. But stepping out like this, baring her swollen breasts and slick folds to a stranger's eyes, felt like crossing an invisible line into raw, aching vulnerability. Her skin flushed hot at the idea, a mix of fear and forbidden excitement knotting in her stomach, making her clit pulse with illicit heat. She peeled off the Santa dress, the cool air kissing her bare skin and hardening her nipples into tight peaks, then slid the teddy on. The lace hugged her curves like a second skin, the deep V plunging between her breasts, the sheer material teasing glimpses of her toned midriff, the dark shadow of her areoles, and the swell of her hips flaring out to her ass. It rode high on her thighs, leaving little to the imagination, the fabric whispering against her most sensitive spots with every movement. She took a deep breath, her breasts rising and falling, nipples scraping deliciously against the lace, steeling herself against the flood of wetness gathering between her legs, and stepped back into the studio.
 
Robin turned from adjusting his camera, his dark eyes locking onto her immediately, pupils dilating with raw lust as they raked over her exposed body. A slow, appreciative smile spread across his face, his gaze traveling down her form with unhurried hunger, lingering on the way the lace cupped her tits, the peek of her shaved pussy lips glistening faintly under the lights. He set the camera aside for a moment, crossing his arms over his broad chest, the muscles shifting under his shirt.
 
"Damn, Ivy," he said, his voice low and roughened with genuine desire. "That teddy on you? It's criminal. Look at how it clings to those hips, accentuating every damn curve. You're a vision, straight out of a man's wildest dream.”
 
Ivy's cheeks burned, but his words sent a warm thrill through her, easing the tension in her shoulders while igniting a deeper, hungrier ache. She shifted her weight, the lace tugging slightly against her skin, heightening her awareness of her own body. He's looking at me like he wants to devour me, she thought, the idea sparking a pulse of heat between her legs. She pushed it down, focusing on the camera, on the gift for her husband.
 
"Thanks," she murmured, her voice steadier than she felt. “But it all feels a bit... exposed.”
 
"Exposed is the point," Robin replied, picking up the camera with a wink. "But in the best way. Totally irresistible. Come on, let's capture that fire. Stand by the backdrop, hands on your hips, arch your back just a touch. Yeah, like that. Tilt your head, let your hair fall over one shoulder. Perfect.”
 
The shutter clicked rapidly as Ivy followed his directions, her body warming under the lights and his intense focus. She arched as he asked, the pose thrusting her chest forward, the lace straining against her hardening nipples. Each click felt like a caress, building a rhythm that made her skin tingle. her thighs pressing together instinctively to ease the throbbing ache in her core, her arousal scenting the air faintly.
 
"Arch a little more," Robin instructed, his tone dropping an octave, laced with suggestion. "Imagine you're teasing someone, drawing them in. The very image of seduction. Part your lips, Ivy, like you're about to whisper a secret. God, yes. That look in your eyes? It's pure temptation.”
 
She parted her lips, her breath coming quicker, the pose making her feel powerful, desired. Joseph is going to lose it when he see’s these photos, she thought, picturing his reaction, but Robin's voice wove through her mind, pulling her into the moment. The studio air felt thicker, charged with an undercurrent she couldn't ignore.
 
After a series of shots, Robin lowered the camera and stepped closer, his presence towering and magnetic, his tall frame casting a shadow over her as he closed the distance. 
 
"Let me adjust you," he said, his large hands gently guiding her arms higher, fingers brushing the sides of her breasts through the lace, grazing the swollen curves and sending jolts straight to her aching nipples. The touch was professional, yet it lingered just a second too long, his thumbs pressing firmly enough to make her tits quiver, sparks racing across her skin. Ivy's pulse hammered in her ears, her body responding despite herself.
 
"You're killing it," he added, stepping back but not before she caught a glimpse of him shifting uncomfortably. His hand dipped briefly to his crotch, adjusting the prominent bulge straining against his trousers. It was unmistakable, thick and insistent, the outline suggesting something formidable. It look’s dangerously large, she thought, her eyes widening before she tore them away. God, he's hard for me. Because of me. The realization flooded her with a rush of arousal, her core clenching with need. She swallowed hard, forcing her focus back to the pose.
 
"One more like that," Robin said, his voice huskier now, gravelly with restrained hunger. "Kneel on the stool, knees apart, lean forward. Hands trailing down your thighs, like you're savouring the feel of your own skin, fingers inching toward your pussy. Eyes on me, Ivy. Show me that hunger—lock those eyes and let me see how bad you want it.”
 
God, he just mentioned my pussy, Ivy thought as she followed his instruction and knelt, the position spreading her thighs wide, the lace pulling taut against her dampening folds. Her hands slid down her legs, nails scraping lightly over her smooth skin, the sensation intimate and overwhelming, her fingers brushing close enough to her inner thighs to feel the heat radiating from her core. She met his gaze through the lens, her body alive with conflicting emotions; loyalty to Joseph warring with the raw pull of the moment, guilt twisting in her gut even as her hips rocked subtly, seeking friction against the stool. The clicks echoed, each one amplifying the throb building inside her.
 
"Beautiful," Robin murmured between shots. "That lace against your skin, the way it teases what's underneath? It's gonna drive your husband wild… It’s driving me wild. Lean in more, let me see that curve of your ass. Yeah, arch it up high, spread those cheeks a little. Fuck, you're a goddess Ivy.”
 
His praise washed over her, bold and unfiltered, stoking the fire in her veins, making her nipples tighten painfully and her clit swell further under the lace's tease. Ivy arched, feeling exposed yet empowered, her breaths shallow and ragged as arousal coiled tighter in her belly, her pussy aching to be filled, stretched by something thick and unrelenting. This is getting dangerous, she admitted inwardly, the naughtiness thrilling her like a drug, a release from the loneliness that had gripped her for so long, her body screaming for the touch she'd denied it.
 
After what felt like an eternity of heated poses, Robin paused, wiping a bead of sweat from his brow. "Alright, time to switch it up. I've got something even bolder for you. Sluttier, if you're game. It'll take this to the next level.”
 
Ivy nodded, her voice catching slightly. "Show me.”
 
He handed her a garment bag, his fingers brushing hers, the contact electric. She retreated to change, her mind racing. The next set was a sheer black lingerie ensemble—thong panties that barely covered her, a matching bra with cups that lifted and exposed the undersides of her breasts, garters clipping to thigh-high stockings. It screamed seduction, leaving her feeling deliciously wicked, her nipples stiff and visible through the sheer material, her juicy ass cheeks fully on display as the thong vanished between them. As she stepped out, the fabric's minimal coverage made every step a tease, the thong rubbing her clit with each stride, the air cool against her heated skin and the wetness leaking from her slit.
 
Robin's eyes darkened, his jaw tightening as he took her in, his gaze devouring her from the pushed-up tits to the garters framing her thighs and the thong barely hiding her swollen folds. He let out a low whistle, circling her slowly like a predator appreciating his prey, his hand twitching as if itching to grab her hips and yank her close.
 
"Holy shit, Ivy," he said, his voice thick with lust. "This on you? It's sinful. Look at those stockings hugging your legs, the way the thong rides up just right. Your body's begging to be worshiped. Come here, let's make some magic.”
 
She moved to the centre, heart pounding, the outfit amplifying her boldness. I'm in danger of losing myself in this, she thought, a mix of guilt and exhilaration surging through her. But the ache between her legs demanded more, her body craving the attention. 
 
"Start on your back, against the pillows," Robin directed, his instructions dripping with intent, his dark eyes fixed on her like he was already fucking her with his gaze. 
 
"Legs parted slightly, one hand on your stomach, tracing lower toward your needy pussy. Arch your neck, eyes half-lidded like you're lost in pleasure. Yeah, just like that—spread those thighs a bit more, let him see how wet you are.”
 
Ivy reclined, the pose intimate and vulnerable, her hand gliding over her taut abdomen toward the edge of the thong, fingers trembling with anticipation. The lace of the previous teddy had been teasing her sensitive skin; this felt like an outright invitation to sin, the sheer fabric doing nothing to hide her erect nipples or the damp spot blooming on the crotch. She parted her legs, the movement rubbing the fabric against her slick folds, drawing a soft gasp she hoped the camera missed.
 
"Deeper breath," he coached, snapping away with the camera, his voice laced with raw desire as he knelt closer for the angle. "Let your fingers dip just under the waistband, tease it, let him imagine what you’re doing to yourself, imagine what comes next. God, that shot? It's electric. Your skin's glowing, Ivy, like you're on fire.”
 
The words fuelled her like gasoline on embers, her fingers obeying instinctively, slipping beneath the thin strap to brush her engorged clit, the direct touch sending electric shocks up her spine. The naughtiness bloomed into something urgent and feral, her hips bucking subtly as she circled the nub, the slickness of her arousal making obscene wet sounds that she prayed the lens wouldn't capture. Robin's hunger was palpable now, his broad shoulders tense, the bulge in his pants twitching as he adjusted his stance, his commands pushing boundaries without breaking them yet, drawing her deeper into the web of lust.
 
"Roll to your side," he continued, voice rough. "Prop up on one elbow, the other hand cupping your breast, thumb grazing the nipple through the lace. Squeeze your thighs together, feel that tension. Eyes locked on the lens, like you're daring me to look away.”
 
She complied, the squeeze sending a jolt of pleasure through her core, her nipple peaking under her touch. He's making me feel so alive, so lustfully desired, she thought, the internal struggle fading under waves of sensation. Joseph's face flickered in her mind, but the present overpowered it, her body humming with need.
 
The session intensified, poses growing bolder and more depraved—her on all fours, back arched deep to accentuate her round ass, the thong's string vanishing between her cheeks and pulling tight against her asshole; then straddling a chair, hips rolling subtly as if riding an invisible lover's thick shaft, grinding her soaked pussy against the hard edge through the fabric. Robin's praise grew more explicit, his voice a velvet growl that vibrated through her bones.
 
"That's it, Ivy, own it. Your ass in that thong is perfection, plump and spankable. Grind a little, show me the rhythm you've got. Fuck, you're making this next to impossible to stay professional.”
 
Ivy ground her hips with abandon, the motion rubbing her clit raw against the chair's edge through the soaked thong, a low moan escaping before she could stifle it, her pussy gushing more cream down her thighs. The naughtiness consumed her utterly, her inhibitions crumbling under his guidance, leaving her a quivering mess of desire, every nerve alight and screaming for penetration.
 
Finally, for the last set, Robin set the camera on a tripod for a self-timer, stepping close to position her. "One more, the clincher," he said, his breath hot on her neck. 
 
"Sit on the edge of the bed prop, legs spread wide. Hand inside the panties, Ivy. Touch yourself like you mean it, but keep it teasing for the shot. Look right at the camera, let me see that raw need. That look that says ‘Fuck me right now!’”
 
Her hand trembled as she slid it into the thong, fingers finding her soaked pussy. She applied pressure to her clit, circling slowly, the slickness coating her fingers. God, I need to be fucked so bad, she thought desperately, the ache unbearable, her body screaming for release, hips jerking as she chased more friction. The camera clicked, capturing her flushed face, parted lips gasping for air, eyes burning with unfulfilled desire.
 
As the final shutter sounded, Ivy withdrew her hand, strings of her arousal clinging to her fingers like glistening threads of her forbidden desire, her chest heaving wildly, arousal thrumming through every nerve like a live wire.
 
Robin's eyes zeroed in on her slick digits, a predatory grin spreading across his face as he snatched the camera from the tripod in one fluid motion. “Look at that; your fingers all coated in your own juices, Ivy. That's pure filth, and it's perfect. Hold 'em up for the lens, let me catch this before you clean up. Yeah, just like that.” 
The flash popped again, immortalising the evidence of her self-pleasure, his voice dropping to a commanding rumble. 
 
“Now, show your husband what a naughty little slut you've become. Look straight into the camera and taste the mess you made; suck those fingers clean, slow and hungry.”
 
Ivy's pulse thundered in her ears, a fresh wave of heat flooding her cheeks and core as she lifted her hand to her lips, her gaze flicking between the lens and Robin's intense stare, teasing him with the deliberate slowness of her movements. She parted her full lips, tongue darting out to lap at the sticky strands first, savouring the tangy essence of her arousal before sliding two fingers into her mouth, sucking them deep with a wet, obscene slurp. Her cheeks hollowed as she bobbed her head slightly, eyes half-lidded and smouldering, moaning around the digits as she swirled her tongue, cleaning every drop while her free hand trailed down to squeeze her breast, pinching the nipple through the lace. The act felt deliciously depraved, her clit pulsing anew at the thought of Joseph seeing this; his wife devouring her own juices and all captured on camera for him. And yet the thrill of performing for Robin made her thighs slicker, her body arching toward him instinctively.
 
As the final shutter sounded, Ivy withdrew her hand, her chest heaving, arousal thrumming through every nerve. She stood on shaky legs, the lingerie disheveled, her skin glistening with a light sheen of sweat. Robin approached, his bulge still evident and even larger now, the head of his massive cock outlined against the fabric, eyes locked on hers with an intensity that promised to devour her whole.
 
"Those shots? Unbelievable," he said, voice husky. "You've got me all worked up, Ivy. What do you say? Want to keep going? Turn this from suggestive to something a lot more? Give your husband a proper Christmas present?”
 
The question hung in the air, heavy with promise. Ivy's mind reeled, her body still pulsing with need, loyalty to Joseph clashing against the seductive pull of Robin's offer. Can I really risk going any further? I can barely control myself as it is! she wondered, heart racing, the decision teetering on the edge of her resolve.
 
 
 
 
The Twelve Days Of Christmas 
 
 
The winter chill seeped through the windows of Ivy's cozy living room, but the heat building inside her pushed it away. It was December 13th, five days since that electric photo shoot with Robin, and the memories still lingered like a secret flame. She paced the carpeted floor, phone pressed to her ear, her free hand twisting the hem of her soft sweater. Joseph’s voice crackled through the line from his ship at sea, deep and familiar, pulling her back to the life they shared before his deployment stretched into months of aching absence.
 
“I miss you so damn much, Ivy,” Joseph said, his tone laced with raw longing. “The way you feel under me, your skin against mine. It’s been too long since I’ve buried myself inside you, felt you around me.”
 
She sank onto the couch, legs curling beneath her as images flooded her mind: their last night together, tangled sheets, his hands gripping her hips. But now, unbidden, Robin’s dark eyes and commanding presence intruded, making her core tighten with fresh need. God, I’m soaked just hearing him talk like this. If only he knew how I’ve been touching myself, replaying that photo shoot over and over.
 
“I miss it too, baby,” she replied, her voice husky. “I’ve been so frustrated lately. So lonely. I ache for you every night.”
 
Joseph groaned, the sound traveling across the ocean waves. “Tell me you’re touching yourself right now. I need to picture it.”
 
She hesitated, her fingers itching to slip under her waistband, but she held back. The photos waited on her laptop, a digital Pandora’s box she’d been curating. Two nights ago, the email from Robin had arrived with the attached files, and she’d lost herself in them: her body arched and exposed, his bulge straining in the background of a few shots. She’d cum hard both times, fingers plunging deep while whispering his name by accident. I have to edit these before I send them to Jo. Pull out the ones that he isn’t meant to see.
 
“Not yet,” she teased, injecting playfulness to mask her turmoil. “But I’ve got something for you. A naughty Christmas gift to keep that fire burning.”
 
“What? Really? Ivy, come on, spill it. I’m dying out here.” His excitement bubbled through the static, eager and boyish despite his captain’s authority.
 
She smiled, savouring the power. “It’s a surprise. Something to unwrap on Christmas Day, make you think of me in all the dirtiest ways.”
 
“Baby, please. I’m rock hard just imagining it what it is. Will it even arrive in time? You know what it’s like getting post and mail out here, can take weeks.”
 
“It’s more a digital gift. I’ll be emailing it” She replied. 
 
“Well if that’s the case, what are we waiting for? Christmas has begun. Don’t make me wait…That’s just cruelty.” Joseph joked, but with some desperate truth.
 
Her heart raced, a mix of affection and mischief swirling inside. I have to edit this before I send them to Jo. Pull out the ones that he isn’t meant to see. “I’ve got a little work left on it. But tomorrow, I promise. It’ll tide you over till you’re home.”
 
Joseph sighed, half-frustrated, half-aroused. “You’re killing me, but I love you for it. Can’t wait.”
 
“I love you too,” she whispered, ending the call with a kiss into the receiver. 
 
Alone now, she opened her laptop, the screen glowing in the dim room. The photos stared back: innocent boudoir at first, her in festive red velvet by the tree, then escalating to lace that barely contained her curves. Her pulse quickened as she scrolled, she selected a whole group of the ones towards the end of the file, and moved them into her own little secret folder. This version will drive him wild enough, she thought. Satisfied, she attached a file to the email, wrote a little warm teasing message and set a time for it to send, then closed the lid, her body humming with anticipation at her husbands reaction to them, wondering which ones would be his favourite.
 
The next morning, December 14th, Joseph’s quarters on the USS Vanguard felt smaller than usual, the hum of the ship a constant backdrop to his isolation. When his email pinged during a rare quiet moment, he snatched his tablet, heart pounding. The subject line read: 
 
Keeping You Hot This Holiday, My Love. Her message followed: I hope these warm you up through the cold nights at sea. Think of me while you look. Can’t wait for you to come home and unwrap the real thing. All my love, Ivy.
 
A grin split his face as he tapped the attachment. The first photos loaded: Ivy in a Santa hat, perched on a velvet chaise, her green eyes sparkling with mischief. She wore a plush red robe loosely tied, revealing the swell of her breasts and the smooth expanse of her toned stomach. God, she’s stunning, he thought, his cock twitching in his pants. The Christmas theme wove through—garlands framing her poses, twinkling lights casting a soft halo around her fit body. Beautiful, yes, but as he swiped, it shifted.
 
The robe fell away in later shots, exposing lace bras that cupped her full C-cups, nipples pebbled against the fabric. She lounged on faux fur, legs crossed demurely at first, then parting slightly to hint at the shadow between her thighs. Joseph’s hand drifted down, unzipping his fly as arousal built. She did this for me. So fucking sexy, owning every curve. 
 
The progression intensified: Ivy on all fours, ass lifted in a thong that disappeared between her cheeks, the camera capturing the flex of her glutes from gym sessions he remembered well. Filthy now, her confidence radiated; lips bitten, eyes smouldering at the lens.
He stroked himself slowly, breath ragged, as the lingerie series unfolded. Her hot partially see through baby doll photos that led into the even sexier lingerie photos. Black garters snapped against thigh-high stockings, her hand trailing down her side in one shot, fingers dipping toward the lace covering her pussy. The final solo image hit like a punch: Ivy arched on the studio floor, back bowed, one hand shoved inside her panties, knuckles pressing outward as if she were fingers-deep in her wetness. Her face twisted in pleasure, mouth open in a silent moan. Holy shit, Ivy. You’re masturbating for me? For the camera? Precum beaded on his tip; he pumped faster, lost in the sight.
 
He was disappointed to have got through all these hot photos so quickly, but two more thumbnails lingered at the end, operate from the rest. Curiosity edged out his haze. He clicked the first: Ivy topless, her naked breasts glistening under studio lights, a massive black dildo cradled between them. The toy’s veined length dwarfed her cleavage, her tongue flicking out toward the tip, eyes locked on the camera with pure, unfiltered horniness. Joseph’s stroke faltered, shock mingling with a surge of lust. A dildo? That big and black? She’s wild, I love it! 
 
The second photo loaded, and his world tilted. Ivy knelt in panties and suspenders, tits bare and slick with oil, nipples erect and shining. Her hands spread the sheen across a broad, shirtless chest; muscular, dark-skinned, belonging to a tall black man who towered over her. His pants tented obscenely with a bulge that promised girth beyond anything Joseph had considered. Ivy’s expression was one of wanton lust: cheeks flushed, lips parted, fingers digging into the man’s pecs as if claiming them.
 
What the fuck? Who the hell is he? Some model? And Ivy… her eyes scream she wants to drop to her knees and unleash that monster. Jealousy clawed at him initially, a sharp pang at seeing her so hungry for another, but it twisted quickly into fuel. His strokes quickened, the image searing into his mind: Ivy's nails raking down that dark skin, her body yielding to the stranger's touch. Fuck, it's hot. She's mine, but imagining her like this... it's got me leaking. 
 
The taboo thrill overrode everything. He searched the folder frantically; no more photos, no extras, just these. His hand resumed its rhythm, faster now, fixated on those final images. The dildo between her tits, her body oiled and pressed to this stranger’s. Look at her; wild, craving. Did she want him? Or is it just a pose for the photo set? The questions only turned him on more; his balls tightened, and he came hard, ropes of cum spilling over his fist as visions of Ivy’s lust consumed him. Panting, he wiped clean, staring at the screen. Aroused, not angry. Intrigued. More. I wish there was more.
 
That evening, the ship’s signal allowed another call. Ivy answered on the first ring, curled in bed with a glass of wine, nerves and excitement buzzing. Joseph’s voice burst through, thick with satisfaction.
 
“Ivy, those photos... they’re incredible. The hottest thing I’ve ever seen. You looked like a goddess, every shot making me harder than the last.”
 
Relief washed over her, warming her from within. He loved them. “I’m glad, baby. It took all my bravery to pose like that. Some got a little hot, but I thought you’d enjoy some filthy photos when you get some downtime out there…”
 
“You have no idea. You’re amazing, so sexy in that lace, touching yourself like that. I came twice just scrolling through.” He paused, voice dropping lower. “Especially those final two. Fuck, Ivy, seeing you with that dildo, and then oiled up, with… him. It drove me insane. Who was that black guy?”
 
Her wine glass froze midway to her lips. Dildo? Black guy? I thought I had moved all of those to my private folder. How did they slip through? Surprise bloomed into a thrill—he liked them? 
 
She played it coy, a sly edge creeping in. “That’s Robin, the photographer. He suggested one or two extra erotic ones, to see if they aroused anything in you…Sounds like he was right. You liked those two the most, huh?”
 
“Fuck yeah I did!” Joseph laughed, breathless. “Don’t get me wrong, I loved all the other ones. You are insanely hot in all of them…but the way you held that huge black dildo between your tits, looking like you wanted to devour it. And the oil, your hands on his chest... I just wish there was more. Tell me there’s more?”
 
Ivy’s cunning smile spread, unseen but felt in her voice. Heat pooled between her legs at his enthusiasm, memories of Robin’s real touch resurfacing. He loves them. Maybe he’s ready for more?. 
 
“It’s twelve days until Christmas, baby. Today’s day one. Perhaps on the second day of Christmas, there’ll be another little photo surprise for you.”
 
“Oh I hope so baby… I can’t wait! I love you, Ivy. So damn much.”
 
“I love you too,” she murmured, the line clicking off.
 
The phone went silent, but Ivy's body thrummed with unresolved need. She arched under the covers, fingers dipping between her thighs, circling her clit as Joseph's praises echoed in her ears. The dildo photo, the oil-slicked touch; slipping through had been a happy accident, one that ignited his hidden desires. Twelve days to Christmas. I'll feed him bits of the truth, watch him unravel with me. Her breaths quickened, building to a shuddering climax.
 
————
 
The day had blurred into a haze of anticipation for Joseph, one marked by the relentless rhythm of his duties aboard the USS Vanguard. The initial photo set from Ivy lingered in his mind like a forbidden talisman. But now, her promise of daily surprises had ignited a fire he couldn't extinguish. On the second day of their private Twelve Days of Christmas, the email arrived just as he settled into his bunk after a gruelling watch.
 
The subject line read ‘On The Second Day of Christmas My Truly Gave To Me…’ Joseph's pulse quickened as he opened the attachment, the single photo filling his screen. Ivy knelt before the camera in the studio's soft lighting, her lips wrapped around the thick black dildo, cheeks hollowed as she sucked it deep. Strands of her dark hair fell across her face, and her eyes locked on the lens with a mix of innocence and hunger. Saliva glistened on the toy's shaft, trailing down to where her hand gripped the base. God, she's devouring it like it's the real thing, Joseph thought, his cock twitching instantly in his officer’s fatigues. 
 
Heat flooded his groin, and he unzipped without hesitation, wrapping his fist around his hardening length. The image blurred as he pumped furiously, imagining her mouth on him; or someone else? It was pure lust, the way her tongue flicked out in the close-up detail. He came with a muffled groan, spilling over his knuckles, then fired off a quick reply: 'Holy shit, Ivy. That photo... you're driving me wild. Another tomorrow?’
 
Her response pinged back a few hours later: 'Only if you promise to think of me all day.' 
 
Encouraged, Joseph dove into his work with renewed vigour, counting the hours until the next delivery.
 
The following three days unfolded in a pattern of eager ritual. Each evening, after debriefings and the hum of the ship's engines lulling the crew, Joseph retreated to his cabin, tablet in hand, heart pounding as he checked his inbox. 
 
Day 3's photo showed Ivy alone again, her lace panties tugged aside to expose her shaved pussy. She perched on the edge of a velvet chaise, fingers parting her slick folds, a bead of arousal visible at her entrance. Her expression was one of raw need, lips parted in a silent moan. Joseph gasped; he could almost smell her scent through the screen. She's so wet, touching herself like that for me. His hand moved on autopilot, strokes building to a frantic pace until release left him panting.
 
On Day 4, the dynamic shifted. Robin, Joseph assumed, it was the photographer from the earlier photo—stood behind Ivy, his large dark hands cupping her breasts, thumbs circling her hardened nipples through a sheer white babydoll. Oil made her skin gleam, and Ivy's head tilted back against his shoulder, her gaze piercing the camera with defiant sensuality. His hands on her like that... it's just a pose, right? Made to look erotic for the shoot! The thought sent a jolt through Joseph, jealousy twisting into arousal as he jerked off, envisioning the warmth of those palms on his wife's body.
 
Day 5 escalated the intimacy. In the photo, both bodies shimmered with oil under the studio lights. Robin wore tight black boxer briefs, the obscene bulge straining the fabric like a coiled serpent. Ivy knelt before him, her face inches from it, eyes wide with shock that bordered on awe. Her hands rested on her thighs, nails digging into her own flesh. Joseph's cock throbbed painfully as he stared, the outline promising something massive. Look at that thing. No way it's real—or is it? 
 
He emailed her that night, words tumbling out: 'Ivy, that bulge... fuck, it's huge. These are so sexy… You’re killing me. Can’t wait to see tomorrow’s.’
 
Joseph's reactions had woven into a tapestry of obsession. Each photo chipped away at his restraint, leaving him raw and yearning. He'd reply sporadically, his messages growing bolder: 'Seeing you like this makes me ache for you. Keep them coming.' The ambiguity gnawed at him; was Robin directing, or participating? The thrill of not knowing amplified everything, turning solitary relief into a craving for connection. Ivy's brief acknowledgments stoked the fire: 'Glad you're enjoying your gifts, Captain.’
 
The next phase hit harder, the photos arriving like escalating waves on Days 6 through 8. Joseph found himself stealing glances at his watch during briefings, the anticipation a constant undercurrent to his command. 
 
Day 6's image was a stark comparison: shot from above, Ivy's forearm extended beside Robin's fully erect cock, now freed from confinement. The veined shaft dwarfed her limb, easily eleven inches long and thicker than her wrist, curving slightly with a flared head that glistened under the lights. Her hand hovered nearby, as if measuring its girth. Jesus, that cock… It’s bigger than anything I've seen, even in those porn videos I’ve watched, Joseph mused, a flush creeping up his neck. His strokes that night were deliberate, savouring the scale, wondering how Ivy's body would accommodate it.
 
Day 7 plunged deeper into suggestion. Ivy on her knees, chin slick with saliva that dripped down her chest, smearing over her naked tits. Her mouth hovered mere inches from the cock's tip, which shone with her spit, thin strings bridging the gap like unspoken promises. Mascara streaked her cheeks in dark trails, her breath ragged, eyes glazed with desperate hunger. Joseph gripped himself tighter, the messiness evoking a blowjob interrupted—or was it? She's been sucking him, hasn't she? The way she looks... wrecked and wanting more. That can’t be just a pose for the camera, can it? Climax hit him like a broadside, his body shuddering as he whispered her name.
 
On Day 8, the perspective shifted downward. Ivy lay sprawled on the bed, legs spread invitingly. Robin's heavy balls pressed flush against her exposed pussy, his cock laid across her taut stomach, the head reaching past her navel toward her ribs. The implication was visceral: penetration would bury him deep, reshaping her from within. Oil and her own wetness mingled on her thighs. Could she take all that? Twice the size of what I can give her. She’d be Stretched, filled…ruined. Joseph's mind reeled, his orgasm explosive, leaving him spent and staring at the ceiling, heart racing with a mix of possessiveness and perverse excitement.
 
Collectively, these middle days transformed Joseph's private world. The photos blurred the line between art and reality, each one more intimate, more teasing. He'd started timing his replies, sending voice notes when text felt insufficient: 'Ivy, these are incredible. That cock on your body... it's got me imagining things I never thought I would.' 
 
Her responses were coy, playful: 'Just poses, baby… Or are they?' The doubt kept him hooked, his arousal building not just from the visuals but from the evolving dynamic—his wife, bold and unapologetic, drawing him into her web.
 
Day 9 captured Ivy on all fours, her face contorted in ecstasy; eyes rolled back, mouth agape in a silent scream of pleasure. Robin knelt behind her, hands clamped on her hips, pulling her back as if in mid-thrust. Shadows played across their joined forms, but penetration remained just out of frame, the tension electric. She's cumming on him, or pretending for the photo? I can’t tell. But that look... pure bliss. It looks so real. Joseph's hand flew over his shaft, the fantasy of her orgasm ripping through him until he erupted with a curse.
 
Day 10’s photo arrived and continued the erotic progression. Ivy straddled Robin in reverse cowgirl, her body arched wildly, hair whipping as if in motion. Her ass cheeks glistened with sweat and juices, the position aligning her perfectly over his lap where the base of his cock disappeared into shadow. No clear insertion, but the implication screamed it—her riding him hard, lost in abandon. Messy streaks marked her thighs, her expression one of feral satisfaction.
 
But the true capstone came the following night on Christmas Eve. Day 11. Ivy alone, disheveled on the bed, her skin and face dotted with what looked unmistakably like thick ropes of cum—drying on her cheeks, breasts, and belly. She licked her lips with a sated smile, eyes heavy-lidded and content. Covered in his load. Is that some kind of erotic liquid prop, or did he really paint her like that? Fuck, it's everywhere. The sight undid him again, a huge orgasm covering himself in his own mess, leaving him boneless and bewildered.
 
These last photos crystallised Joseph's turmoil and triumph. Arousal dominated, but threads of curiosity wove through; emails turned confessional: 'Ivy, they all look so real. So hot. I can't stop touching myself to you like this.' 
 
Her replies teased: 'Merry almost-Christmas. Save some energy for tomorrow.' The collective impact left him raw, questioning, enthralled. His wife wasn't just sharing; she was reshaping their intimacy, one provocative pixel at a time.
 
Joseph couldn’t wait anymore, he initiated the phone call. The connection crackled briefly before Ivy's voice filled the line, warm and husky.
 
"Joseph? It's late there. Everything okay?”
 
"Better than okay. Those photos... Ivy, they've been the best part of these days. The last one, with you all messy like that. I’ve came twice tonight just staring at it.”
 
"Twice? My poor captain, all worked up at sea.” A soft laugh escaped her.
 
"It's more than that. I keep wondering... are they real? You and him, actually doing those things? Or is it just posing for the photo set?” He shifted on his bunk, voice dropping.
 
Silence stretched, then her tone turned playful, edged with intrigue. “Isn’t that part of the fun, imagining, wondering? Somethings are better left in fantasy. It might make them less hot, if you found out they were staged…Or it might make you angry, knowing they were real!”
 
Joseph's heart thudded. “No it wouldn’t make me mad if they were real. It would make it hotter. I wish it was all real. Hell, I wish there was a video of it all.”
 
"Really?" Ivy's breath hitched, audible even over the line. "You'd want to watch me fuck another man?”
 
“Not just any man… But when the he’s packing a cock like that? You'd be crazy not to. And I'd kill to see you taking him, losing yourself while he fills you.”
 
She paused, and he pictured her smile, wicked and knowing. “Pray for a miracle, baby. Who knows what might arrive on the Twelfth Day of Christmas…”
 
"I love you, Ivy.”
 
"I love you too. Sweet dreams.”
 
The call ended, but sleep evaded him. Joseph's mind replayed the photos in a feverish loop, the ambiguity a delicious torment. Tomorrow promised revelation, and for the first time in months, Christmas felt electric with possibility.
 
 
 
 
The Greatest Gift Of All
 
 
Christmas Day dawned crisp and festive aboard the USS Vanguard, the air buzzing with rare levity among the crew. Captain Joseph Harlan sat at the head of the long mess hall table, surrounded by his men, plates piled high with turkey, stuffing, and all the trimmings the ship's galley could muster. Laughter echoed off the bulkheads as stories flowed freely, glasses clinking in toasts to absent families and the promise of home. Joseph joined in, his smile genuine but his mind elsewhere, tethered to the digital gift awaiting him in his cabin. The weight of command lifted just enough for the holiday, yet beneath it all simmered a potent mix of anticipation and longing. Ivy's messages had built this fire over twelve gruelling days at sea, each image stoking his desire higher, blurring lines between jealousy and exhilaration. Tonight, the finale would arrive, and he could hardly swallow his meal for the knot of excitement twisting in his gut.
 
As the evening wound down, Joseph excused himself amid backslaps and merry calls of 'Merry Christmas, Captain.' He navigated the narrow corridors to his quarters, the door sealing behind him with a soft hiss. The cabin felt smaller than ever, illuminated by the glow of his tablet on the desk. Heart pounding, he settled into the chair, fingers trembling slightly as he opened his inbox. There it was: Ivy's email, timestamped from earlier that morning.
 
"Happy Christmas baby. I hope you enjoy it as much as I did. Phone me after. I love you.xx”
 
Attached was a video file, far larger than the photos, its thumbnail a teasing blur of soft lighting and shadowed curves. Joseph's breath quickened, his cock stirring against the confines of his uniform pants. He hit play, the screen flickering to life with the familiar backdrop of the photography studio; festive garlands draping the walls, a Christmas tree twinkling in the corner. But this was no still image; motion brought it alive, pulling him into the intimate world Ivy had captured just for him.
 
The video opened mid-conversation, the camera angled from a tripod, capturing Ivy in her lingerie, the fabric clinging to her toned curves like a second skin. She stood before Robin, the hulking black photographer, her cheeks flushed, dark hair tousled from the earlier poses. Robin's presence dominated the frame, his broad shoulders straining his fitted black shirt, a confident smirk playing on his full lips. Joseph's pulse raced as he leaned closer, the audio crackling to life.
 
"More? What like? What more could we even do?” 
 
Ivy's voice trembled with a cocktail of curiosity and hesitation, her wide eyes locking onto Robin's as she crossed her arms tightly over her chest. The motion squeezed her full breasts upward, the sheer lace of her bra straining against her hardening nipples, which poked visibly through the fabric like eager peaks begging for attention. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other, her thighs clenching together in a desperate bid to quell the slick heat building between them; a familiar throb that Joseph had coaxed out of her during their heated nights, now pulsing insistently under Robin's gaze.
 
Robin stepped closer, his towering frame casting a shadow over her, his deep baritone rumbling like velvet thunder, smooth and laced with magnetic charisma. The scent of his cologne; musky and masculine, wafted toward her, making her pulse quicken.
 
"We can always get a bit naughtier, Ivy. Nothing too wild… just yet. Pose with some toys; peel that bra off and let those gorgeous tits spill free if you're feeling bold. Rub in some oil to make your skin glow. Make it look like you're masturbating, getting off on the toy. Trust me, your husband will love it. It's all about that raw, personal heat. That gift that show’s your husband your his, and you’d do anything for him.”
 
Joseph paused the video for a split second, his mind reeling. Toys? Oil? Just like the photos. This is how she was convinced? A surge of possessiveness clawed at him, but it tangled with the heat pooling in his groin, his hand drifting unconsciously to adjust himself. He hit play again, drawn back into the unfolding seduction.
 
Ivy bit her lower lip, her internal battle evident in the way her gaze flicked to the floor, then back to Robin's intense stare. Her body betrayed her resolve; a subtle throb pulsed between her legs, her pussy aching with a need she hadn't felt this sharply since Joseph's last leave. Months of frustration had built up, his deployments leaving her starved for touch, for the kind of commanding presence Robin exuded without effort. Maybe I should stop now, the photos we have already should be enough, she thought, the rational part of her screaming warnings about boundaries and fidelity. But the thrill of the camera's eye, the way Robin's approval lit a fire in her core, drowned it out. 
 
“Ok. Just a little more," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper, tentative yet laced with budding excitement.
 
Robin's grin widened, approval flashing in his dark eyes as he nodded toward a side table laden with props. "That's the spirit. Let's start with this beauty." 
 
He picked up the large black dildo, its veined silicone shaft gleaming under the studio lights, maybe ten inches long and girthy enough to make Ivy's eyes bulge. He handed it to her with casual authority, his fingers brushing hers in a spark of contact that sent a shiver down her spine.
 
"Suck on it for me, Ivy. Slow and deep, like it's a real, throbbing black cock you're starving to worship. Pretend it's a hung stud right here, his massive dick pulsing in your mouth while your husband watches you gag and drool… He’s gonna devour these shots, stroking his dick, imagining every inch sliding down your throat. Wishing it was the real thing.”
 
Ivy's cheeks burned as she took the toy, her fingers wrapping around its base, the weight of it foreign yet intoxicating. Fuck, this thing is enormous... black and veiny, just like the outline I glimpsed in Robin's jeans earlier—that fat bulge straining like it was dying to bury itself in me. The thought made her clit twitch, a rush of wetness soaking her panties. She brought it to her lips, hesitating only a moment before parting them, her tongue darting out to trace the tip. The camera captured it all in high definition, her hazel eyes lifting to meet the lens as if staring straight at Joseph. She slid it into her mouth, the silicone stretching her lips wide, filling her with a simulated fullness that made her moan softly around it. 
 
Robin circled her now, his voice dropping to a commanding rumble, dirtier with each instruction. "That's it, take it deeper. Hollow those cheeks, show me how you'd worship a man like that. Bob your head, it needs to look real… let it hit the back of your throat—make it sloppy, Ivy. Your hubby needs to see how cock hungry you are.”
 
Spurred by the dark hunger in his tone, Ivy obeyed, her head dipping in steady, rhythmic pumps, saliva spilling from the corners of her mouth to coat the shaft in glistening trails that dripped onto her chin and chest. She gagged wetly as the tip nudged her tonsils, but the burn only motivated her further, tears pricking her eyes while her body arched toward the sensation. The act ignited something primal in her; she imagined Joseph's face on the other end, his cock hard as he watched, and Robin's gaze raking over her, heavy with desire. This is for him... but God, Robin's watching too, and it feels so damn good to perform. Her free hand cupped her breast through the lace, nipple hardening under her palm as she lost herself in the pose.
 
"Perfect," Robin growled, adjusting the camera angle with a click. "Now, let's heat it up. Press that black cock between your tits—fuck it like it's real, squeeze them around it tight. Arch your back, give the lens a show of those perfect curves bouncing.”
 
Ivy pulled the dildo free with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to the tip. She peeled down the straps of her bra, exposing her full breasts, the cool air pebbling her skin. Positioning the toy between them, she pressed her cleavage together, sliding it up and down in slow, deliberate thrusts. The friction of her hands against her sensitive nipples sent jolts of pleasure straight to her core, her hips rocking involuntarily. Robin's directions grew huskier, his bulge more pronounced now, tenting his jeans as he knelt to capture close-ups.
 
"Faster, Ivy. Moan for it, these might just be photos, but let him hear how much you love tit-fucking that big black dick. He needs to be able to see it all, that look on your face, that sound that he imagines on the tip of your tongue. Your husband's gonna stroke himself raw to this, over and over again.”
 
A soft whimper escaped her as she obeyed, the fantasy blurring lines— the raw masculinity radiating from Robin drawing her out in ways she’s never been seen before. Sweat beaded on her forehead, her body alive with sensation, resistance crumbling under waves of arousal. I shouldn't enjoy his commands this much, but fuck, he's turning me into a dripping mess.
 
After several minutes of the erotic display, Robin straightened, his eyes dark with intent. “Let’s try another set of photos. Show your husband how wet you are for that black cock, Ivy. Pull those panties to the side—play with that needy little pussy. Spread it open, rub your clit, fuck yourself with your fingers. Make it real for him.”
 
Ivy froze, the dildo still wet in her hand, her chest heaving. I have to stop this right fucking now. It's spiralled way too far; baring my dripping cunt like a desperate slut on camera... for Joseph? For Robin's devouring stare? But her traitorous body ignited in rebellion, her pussy walls clenching viciously around nothing, the empty ache pulsing like a heartbeat between her thighs, demanding friction, demanding release. Her loyalty to Joseph cracked under the onslaught of need, and before the words of protest could claw their way out, her fingers, shaking with a mix of shame and savage want, hooked into the soaked lace of her panties, yanking the fabric roughly aside. The cool studio air kissed her bare, shaved mound, her puffy outer lips parting slightly to reveal the slick, pink inner folds glistening with thick strands of her arousal, clit peeking out swollen and hypersensitive, begging for touch.
 
She plunged two fingers straight into her scorching heat without mercy, the wet squelch echoing obscenely as her tight opening gripped them like a vice, drawing a sharp, guttural gasp from her parted lips. Her thumb found her engorged clit immediately, grinding down in frantic, tight circles that sent white-hot bolts of pleasure ripping through her core, her hips jerking forward involuntarily as fresh arousal coated her hand.
 
The camera zoomed in mercilessly, capturing every quiver, every drop of arousal coating her thighs. Robin's voice urged her on, low and insistent. "Yes, just like that. Dip deeper—show him how sloppy you get thinking about black cock stretching you. Curl those fingers, chase that orgasm. You're so fucking beautiful like this, Ivy.”
 
She pumped her hand faster, the wet sounds filling the studio, her moans growing unrestrained. Was this for Joseph? Her devoted naughty gift to bridge their distance? Or was this for Robin, whose commanding presence made her feel wickedly alive? The boundaries dissolved in the fog of lust, pleasure coiling tighter and tighter in her belly like a spring wound to breaking, her free hand clawing at her breast, pinching the stiff nipple until it throbbed in sync with her clit, every nerve alight and screaming for the crash.
 
As her breaths came in ragged pants, Robin stepped back, his tone shifting to something more intimate, laced with promise. "You're a natural, Ivy. Let's cool it down with some black on white contrast shots, erotic framing. Your white hands rubbing oil on my black skin, contrasting like that. It'll drive him wild, that tease of connection. What do you say? Ready to make this gift unforgettable?”
 
Ivy's fingers stilled, her pussy still throbbing, mind spinning from the edge of climax. The suggestion hung in the air, a gateway to uncharted territory, her resistance fraying like threadbare lace. Oil on his skin? Touching him, feeling that hard muscle under my hands, so close to that massive bulge I've been stealing glances at? Joseph would lose his mind... but God, so would I.
 
In his cabin, Joseph watched transfixed, the video pausing on Ivy's flushed face, her eyes distant yet smouldering. His cock strained painfully, hand already working it free, but he held back, savouring the buildup. She's never looked so aroused... so in need of release. The final words from Robin echoed, black on white… Whatever came next in this gift, he craved it all.
 
————
 
Ivy's heart hammered wildly in her chest, a frantic, pounding rhythm that synced with the relentless click of the camera timer every five seconds, immortalising the raw, unraveling fragments of this forbidden intimacy. She had just pulled her fingers from her dripping pussy, her digits still glistening with her own sticky arousal, her body trembling on the knife-edge of a denied orgasm that left her clit throbbing and pussy aching. Robin loomed before her now, his piercing dark eyes locked on hers with predatory focus, the massive bulge straining against the front of his tight jeans like a caged beast, the thick outline of his cock visibly pulsing with his mounting hunger.
 
He gripped the hem of his fitted black shirt with deliberate slowness, peeling it up and over his head in a tantalising reveal that made Ivy's breath snag sharply in her throat. His upper body unfurled like a god stepping from the shadows; broad, powerful shoulders rolling with sculpted muscle that flexed under the studio lights, a deep chest heaving with restrained power, rising and falling in waves that drew her gaze downward to the chiseled ridges of his abs, each shadowed valley carved deep from relentless discipline, begging for her touch to trace their unyielding contours. His ebony skin gleamed like polished obsidian, smooth and taut over every inch of raw vitality and strength. Ivy's eyes devoured the dark, curly trail of hair snaking from his navel, thickening as it plunged toward the low-slung waistband of his jeans, where it vanished into the promise of even greater heat below. The contrast between her pale skin and his rich tone sent a shiver through her, stirring something deep and primal.
 
Robin picked up the bottle of oil from the nearby table, the liquid glinting like liquid gold as he unscrewed the cap. Pouring a stream into her waiting palms, he watched her with a predatory smile.
 
"Don't worry about anything but the act itself, Ivy," he said, his voice a deep baritone that wrapped around her like velvet. "The camera's got us covered; every five seconds, it snaps away. Just surrender to it, let your fingers roam free. Let the camera see your white hands, exploring this black body.”
 
Ivy bit her lower lip, the plump flesh caught between her teeth as nerves and excitement warred within her. Her small, white hands, still warm from her earlier self-caress, pressed tentatively against his chest. The oil slicked out in a glossy sheen as her fingers splayed wide, gliding over the firm, rounded swells of his pectorals, thumbs brushing teasingly over his dark, pebbled nipples that stiffened instantly into tight peaks under her caress, drawing a low, guttural hum from deep in his throat. She ventured lower, palms flattening against the iron-hard ridges of his abs, feeling them flex and ripple beneath her exploration, each deep groove trapping the oil in shiny pools that accentuated the raw power coiling there. The slippery glide made his dark skin glow under the lights, shadows dancing across the oiled contours like an erotic painting come alive, and Ivy felt a fresh gush of wetness between her thighs. His bulge twitched in response, the denim stretching taut, the outline of his arousal growing more pronounced with every stroke she made. 
 
Fuck, he's so goddamn solid, every inch throbbing with life under my hands; like touching forbidden fire that could burn away all my vows, she thought wildly, her mind fracturing under the onslaught of intimacy, the cool metal of her wedding band on her finger a mocking weight against his heated skin, tugging at her fraying conscience even as her body betrayed her, leaning in closer, breasts brushing his oiled chest as magnetic heat pulled her toward the edge of no return.
 
Joseph, isolated in the dim confines of his captain's cabin on the USS Vanguard, stared at the tablet screen with rapt attention. The ship's gentle rock did little to distract him from the video of his wife’s 'Christmas gift.' His hand encircled his cock, stroking with a measured pace that matched the building tension on screen. Look at her hands on him—pale against that dark muscle. She's really enjoying feeling him up, he mused, a sharp pang of jealousy twisting into something hotter, more urgent. Months at sea had left him starved for this kind of visual feast, and seeing his wife's tentative exploration ignite a fire in his gut. He squeezed the base of his shaft, holding back, wanting to prolong the agony of anticipation.
 
Robin let her hands roam for what felt like an eternity, his breathing deepening as her touch grew bolder, thumbs dipping into the valleys of his hip bones. Finally, he placed his large hands on her shoulders, the grip firm yet gentle, and turned her around to face the camera. Ivy spun with a soft gasp, her back colliding with the solid wall of his oiled chest. The heat of him seeped through her, her plump ass cheeks instinctively grinding back into the iron-hard ridge of his bulge. It slotted wickedly between her ass crack like it was forged to claim her, the coarse denim scraping deliciously against her bare, sensitive flesh where the lingerie rode up, and she could feel the massive length of his black cock throb with savage insistence.
 
Leaning over her shoulder, he snatched the oil bottle again, tipping it with deliberate slowness to let a thick, cool cascade pour directly onto the swell of her breasts, the liquid sluicing down the deep cleavage. His large, warm palms descended immediately after, cupping the heavy undersides of her tits in a possessive hold, spreading the oil in broad, languid strokes that made the globes shine slick and glossy under the lights, his fingers kneading the soft flesh with rhythmic, insistent pressure that bordered on rough.
 
"Eyes on the camera, beautiful," Robin whispered, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, sending goosebumps racing down her arms. "Let your husband see it all; the lust burning in those pretty eyes, the raw desire you've been bottling up. Show him how your body aches for this, how your womanly needs are screaming to be fed.”
 
His thumbs zeroed in on her nipples, circling the engorged buds with torturous slowness until they throbbed like live wires, swollen and hypersensitive. Then he pressed harder, thumbing them with firm, unyielding circles that drew whimpers from her throat, before capturing them between thumb and forefinger in a tight pinch, rolling and tugging with precise cruelty that arched her spine in ecstasy. Ivy's body bowed forward involuntarily, thrusting her oiled breasts deeper into his mauling grip as he squeezed the full, yielding mounds, fingers digging into the pliant flesh with a kneading rhythm that mimicked a brutal fuck, each twist sending bolts of pleasure-pain straight to her clit. Simultaneously, his hips ground forward, the bulge of his massive cock sliding up and down the cleft of her ass, the friction a delicious tease of the power and size waiting for her. Uncontrollable moans tore from her lips; deep, guttural sounds that vibrated through her chest, as her head fell back against the solid anchor of his shoulder, her gaze fusing with the lens in a haze of surrender. The camera's mechanical clicks echoed like frantic heartbeats in the charged air, but Ivy was lost to the deluge, her crumbling resistance dissolving into molten need, desire scorching through her bloodstream like liquid lava. 
 
I know I shouldn't crave this so fucking bad, but Christ, his big hands so rough on my tits, that massive dick grinding against my ass, it’s making me drip with need, she admitted to herself in a whirlwind of shame and bliss.
 
Robin's hands lingered on her breasts a beat longer, giving one final squeeze before he stepped back, the sudden absence of his heat making Ivy whimper in protest. He looked down at her with hooded eyes, his arousal evident in the strain of his jeans.
 
"Time to dial this heat up even higher,” he said, his tone laced with dark amusement. "On your knees for me now, Ivy. Those shots with the dildo? Pair them with this, and it'll drive your husband wild; watching you kneel for me, seeing you submissive like that, right at the mercy of my bulge.”
 
The words washed over her like a command she couldn't refuse, her body already moving before her mind caught up. She was too immersed in the haze of lust, her skin tingling from his touch, logic silenced by the throb between her legs. Ivy lowered herself to her knees on the soft area rug, the fibres cushioning her as she settled, her face now level with his crotch. The scent of his arousal mingled with the oil, heady and masculine, making her mouth water.
 
Robin unbuckled his belt with unhurried precision, the sharp metallic clink of the buckle slicing through the heavy silence of the studio like a promise of sin. He yanked the zipper down tooth by tooth, the rasping sound vibrating through Ivy's core, before shoving the denim jeans down his powerful thighs. Now he stood there in nothing but skin-tight black boxers that moulded to him like a second skin, the thin material stretched to its breaking point over the monstrous bulge straining beneath. The sight was pornographic, the shape of his cock clearly defined—long, thick, curving to the left like it was hugging his thigh, the head outlined like a crown waiting to be unveiled. It was a beast barely contained and impossible to ignore, magnificent in its promise, and Ivy’s eyes locked onto it, transfixed, her chest rising and falling rapidly.
 
"That's it baby, keep looking at it like it's your next meal,” Robin encouraged, his voice rough with need. “Let the camera see that you’re starving for it, beautiful. Let your eyes beg.”
 
She couldn't look away, her gaze hungry, pupils dilated as she drank in the sight of his pulsing package, the fabric twitching with each heavy beat of his heart. Ivy felt her core tighten in response, a fresh wave of arousal soaking her panties. Oh fuck, it's huge; even trapped like that, I can’t help but want to free it. See it… hold it, she thought wildly, shame twisting with blistering need in her gut. Her hands rose almost of their own accord, fingers hooking into the elastic waistband of his boxers, pausing there in a pose that was equal parts tease and torment. The heat emanating from him was palpable, drawing her closer.
 
"Now, let the camera see you beg for it properly," Robin commanded, his massive hand weaving into the silken strands of her dark hair, fingers coiling tight at the roots to yank her head back, forcing her to crane up into the stormy depths of his gaze, his thumb brushing her trembling lower lip. 
 
“Let them see you look into my eyes whilst you tell me you crave this reveal. Sell it to me, to them, make us believe you’re dying to worship every veined inch.”
 
"Please, Robin... I need to see it. Show me your cock. Let me stare at this massive, throbbing monster you're packing. Don't tease me anymore, let me take it out… ” The words tumbled from her in a breathless torrent, her voice a sultry rasp laced with unfiltered desperation.
 
There was no script left, no veil of the photoshoot to hide behind. This was pure want, her body trembling with the admission. Robin's eyes darkened further, a satisfied growl rumbling in his chest as he nodded.
 
"Good girl. Peel them off slowly—drag it out so the lens, and your hungry eyes, drink in every torturous dark inch of freedom."
 
Ivy's fingertips hooked deeper, pulling the waistband with glacial deliberation, the boxers inching over the flare of his hips, revealing the coarse nest of trimmed hair at the base first. Inch after thick inch of his dark veined cock was slowly revealed, then, with a sudden, obscene spring, his cock erupted from confinement like a unleashed predator, the heavy shaft whipping through the air to crack against her flushed cheek with a resounding, fleshy smack that echoed off the walls. The impact rocked her head back a fraction, a scorching trail of viscous pre-cum smearing across her skin in a lewd brand, the salty tang hitting her nostrils as it cooled on her face. She sucked in a ragged gasp, eyelids flaring open wide to behold the full, terrifying splendour; easily eleven inches of brutal thickness, as wide around as her slender wrist, the dark skin stretched taut over bulging veins that snaked like twisted cables from root to tip, the swollen crown a deep, angry plum flushed with blood, weeping a fat bead of clear fluid from the slit. It swayed hypnotically in the air, weighty and arrogant, his heavy balls dangling low in a wrinkled, cum-laden sac, churning with promise as the entire length bobbed toward her like a challenge she was doomed to accept.
 
"Holy shit," Ivy whispered, awe threading through her voice as she reached up instinctively, her hand hovering near the base without quite touching. "It's the biggest cock I've ever seen. I can't believe it… it’s massive, thicker than anything I knew was possible. As big as my arm, Robin... how do you even…"
 
Her words trailed off into a breathless laugh of disbelief, her free hand lifting to compare, pressing her slender forearm alongside the shaft. It dwarfed her, the length surpassing from wrist to elbow, the girth making her fingers look delicate. This can't be real—it's like a weapon, but God, I want it so badly, she thought, a thrill of fear and fascination coiling in her belly, her pussy fluttering at the sheer dominance it represented.
 
Robin laughed softly, the sound rich and confident, as he snatched up the handheld camera from the tripod. He angled it carefully, framing the obscene comparison—her pale arm against his dark cock, the visual stark and erotic.
 
"Let's immortalise that, shall we? Hold still—yeah, just like that. Fuck, the contrast is killer. The way your arm looks dwarfed by my thick black meat? Pure erotic fire for the lens.”
 
The flash popped several times, but Ivy barely noticed, her focus on the heat pulsing against her skin. He guided her head back, laying the full weight of his cock across her face. It draped heavily from forehead to chin, the velvety skin hot and smooth, the musky scent enveloping her—sweat and salt and pure maleness. She inhaled deeply, the aroma intoxicating, stirring her senses into a frenzy. The subtle throb synced with her own racing pulse, and she nuzzled into it, lips brushing the underside, tongue flicking out to taste the salty bead near the head.
 
So heavy, so warm... I can smell him everywhere, Ivy marvelled inwardly, her hands coming up to cradle his thighs, nails digging in lightly. The weight pinned her in place, a delicious submission that made her clit ache. Resistance? What resistance? This was surrender, sweet and total, her body alive with need she hadn't known she craved so fiercely. The camera's flash erupted in rapid bursts, strobing like lightning across her face and the massive thick cock that rested on it.
 
In the stifling confines of Joseph's captain's cabin aboard the USS Vanguard, the air thickened with tension as the screen blazed with the unveiling, his fist pumping furiously along his pale dick. The monstrous slap against Ivy's face had him teetering on the edge, pre-cum slicking his palm as he watched her nuzzle into it like a devotee. Christ almighty, that beast is enormous; way beyond what I could've imagined was possible, dwarfing me completely. And my Ivy... she's worshipping it, rubbing her pretty face on his black shaft like it's her god. Fuck, the jealousy rips me apart, but this heat... it's twisting into something filthy and addictive, he agonised inwardly, a guttural moan tearing from his throat, his sac drawing up tight as he fought the urge to explode, desperate to witness her lips stretch around that girth, his devoted wife unraveling into a cock-hungry slut under another's command.
 
 
 
 
 
The Making Of A Hotwife
 
 
"God, it's so big... so beautiful. Please, let me taste it, Robin. I have to wrap my lips around it, feel it pulse on my tongue, slide down my throat. Let me suck your cock…” Ivy's voice broke the spell, soft and pleading, her eyes lifting to Robin's with pure, unfiltered hunger. 
 
Robin gripped the base of his cock with one large hand, the veins along his forearm bulging as he angled it toward her parted lips. His dark eyes locked onto hers, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth, confident and unyielding.
 
"Open your mouth wide, Ivy. Stick that pretty pink tongue out for me. Show me how bad you want this.”
 
Her lips trembled as she obeyed without a second's hesitation, jaw dropping open, tongue extending flat and eager across her lower lip. The raw submission of her position; a kneeling woman offering her mouth like a sacrificial altar, ignited a savage shiver racing from her spine to her soaked core, her pussy walls contracting in violent spasms of need. Fuck, I ache to taste his dominance, to feel him claim my mouth. Saliva pooled in her mouth, her body primed for the invasion she craved.
 
Robin pressed forward, dragging the heavy, veined underside of his shaft along her outstretched tongue in a torturously slow glide, the velvety-smooth skin gliding over her taste buds, depositing a thick, salty trail of his essence that burst across her palate like molten sin; musky, tangy, utterly addictive. A deep, rumbling chuckle escaped his throat, vibrating through his body as he hoisted the rigid length higher, then brought it crashing down with controlled force onto her waiting tongue, the meaty smack resounding wetly through the studio, the impact jolting her head back slightly and sending shockwaves of degrading ecstasy straight to her dripping slit. Ivy's eyelids fluttered shut in bliss, a muffled whimper rising from her chest as the humiliation stoked her arousal further; he repeated the assault twice more, each resounding slap heavier than the last, the weight of his cock battering her tongue like a conqueror's claim, pre-cum splattering in sticky droplets that she lapped up greedily.
 
Still not sated, he pivoted his hips with a fluid twist, swinging the colossal shaft sideways to deliver a sharper, resounding thwack against her flushed cheek, the thick girth colliding with her soft skin in a fleshy explosion that left a blooming red imprint and a glistening streak of pre-cum cooling on her face like a whore's badge. Ivy's breath snagged in her throat, a sharp gasp escaping as her tongue remained extended, darting out instinctively to pursue the retreating monster, chasing the lingering heat and flavour. The sting of the slap twisted deep into intoxicating shame, her arousal surging like a tidal wave.
 
"You want this black cock, don't you? But first, let’s see you really worship me. Suck my balls, Ivy. Get them nice and sloppy. Hands behind your back—let me see you submit like the slutty hotwife you’re becoming.”
 
Ivy's hands moved immediately, clasping together at the small of her back, her posture arching her chest forward in offering. No protest, no flicker of doubt; the command ignited her, stripping away the last shreds of her former inhibitions. She leaned in, nose brushing the coarse hair at the base of his sac, inhaling the musky, masculine scent that made her head spin. Her lips parted wider, tongue lashing out to trace the wrinkled, heated skin of one pendulous ball, the orb filling her senses with its weighty warmth as she drew it between her lips in a tentative suck, then escalating to a voracious pull, cheeks caving in as she nursed hungrily, coating the taut surface with a thick sheen of her spit until it gleamed obscenely under the studio lights.
 
So full, so heavy in my mouth. I've never done this for Joseph; not like this. But for Robin... it feels right, like I'm meant to serve this man. Her worship growing messier and more frantic as she switched to the other ball, tongue swirling in wide, drenching laps that bathed both orbs in saliva, alternating between deep sucks that tugged at the sensitive skin and sloppy licks that slathered them from seam to seam with desperate zeal. Excess drool bubbled from her stretched lips, cascading in rivulets down her chin to splatter on her cleavage, her contented hums sending shudders through Robin's tensed thighs as she plunged her face deeper into his groin, nuzzling the heavy sac with her nose and cheeks, slurping noisily like a woman possessed, her neglected pussy leaking a steady stream of her arousal onto the studio rug below.
 
In the dim confines of his captain's cabin aboard the USS Vanguard, Joseph leaned forward in his chair, the tablet screen dominating his vision. The ship's hum faded into nothingness as he watched Ivy; his elegant, reserved wife, devour another man's balls with a hunger he'd never seen in their bedroom. She's worshipping him like a goddess at an altar. Fuck, that's my Ivy, sucking his nuts like they've hypnotised her. My wife's turning into his personal depraved cocksucker right before my eyes... it should destroy me, but goddamn, it's got me throbbing harder than ever,. A bead of sweat trickled down his temple; he stroked slowly, matching the rhythm of her tongue's laps, his breath ragged.
 
Robin let out a guttural groan, his massive hand weaving into the thick waves of her hair, fingers clenching the strands with just enough tension to guide her movements without outright yanking, the pull sending fresh sparks of submissive heat straight to her throbbing clit. Minutes dragged on like an endless torment of bliss, her relentless worship leaving his heavy balls slick and swollen, hanging low and taut with pent-up seed, the skin stretched shiny from her copious saliva. Finally, he tugged her head back with a firm insistence, his rigid eleven plus inches of cock jutting upward like a veined weapon, the flared purple head engorged and drooling thick ropes of pre-cum that dangled obscenely from the slit, twitching with raw, animal need.
 
“Enough teasing, you greedy little slut. Wrap those cock-hungry lips around this big black cock, and suck it deep. Prove to me that you're ready to choke on every throbbing inch of dark meat I've got for you."
 
Ivy lunged forward with feral hunger, lips wrapping around the bulbous head. Her hot tongue lashed wildly around the sensitive ridge to lap up the gushing pre-cum that exploded across her taste buds in a salty, bitter flood of pure masculinity; tangy and overpowering, making her mouth water even more. A deep, throaty moan vibrated from her chest around his girth, the hum resonating through his shaft like a tuning fork, drawing a sharp hiss of pleasure from Robin's gritted teeth as she descended further, her jaw aching from the impossible stretch. Her mouth filled impossibly, the veins pulsing against her inner cheeks as she bobbed her head with desperate rhythm, saliva bubbling at the corners of her stretched mouth. She hollowed her cheeks into a vacuum seal that sucked him with ferocious pressure, all while her hands remained clasped iron-tight behind her back, the restraint amplifying her total surrender, her shoulders straining and tits jiggling with every motion.
 
Robin seized control without mercy, his powerful hips snapping forward in sharp, claiming thrusts that escalated from measured to brutal, the lewd schlick-schlick of her slurping mouth echoing through the studio like filthy applause, her throat bulging visibly as the massive head battered the back of her gag reflex. Ivy choked hard, a wet glurk erupting from her depths as tears welled in her eyes, black mascara carving jagged black streaks down her flushed cheeks like war paint for her debasement, but she forced herself onward, willing her throat muscles to loosen around the invading girth, determined to swallow more. 
 
Fuck, it's enormous; choking me, stretching my throat like it’s his personal fucktoy, owning every breath I take. But god, I love this violation, the way it's breaking me open. I have to show him I can conquer this beast, milk it until it erupts, her mind screamed in a haze of masochistic ecstasy, another brutal gag ripping through her as her oesophagus spasmed wildly around him, but she clamped down harder, slurping voraciously on the retreating length, thick strands of throat slime stretching like spiderwebs from her ravaged lips to his slick shaft with each gasping pull-back.
 
The onslaught ramped up to a punishing frenzy; Robin's fist knotted tighter in her hair, yanking her skull forward to impale her mouth on his pistoning cock like a custom-built cocksleeve, his heavy balls swinging forward to smack rhythmically against her spit-soaked chin with fleshy impacts that jolted her entire body, the coarse hairs tickling her skin in degrading reminder of her position. Ivy's universe collapsed into the merciless in-and-out glide, the overwhelming assault of his flavour saturating her; salty pre-cum mixed with her own drool, musky and primal, addicting her to the point of delirium, her clit swelling painfully. She wrenched back once for a ragged gasp of air, chest heaving like a bellows, a fat, glistening rope of saliva snapping from her chin to splatter across the heaving swells of her breasts, another viscous strand bridging from her puffy, abused lips to the weeping tip of his cock, quivering with her panting breaths, the obscene mess painting her pale skin in shiny trails that screamed her whorish transformation.
 
Joseph's hand flew faster now, the visual of Ivy's ruined makeup and drool-drenched chin pushing him perilously close. Look at her; gagging on that huge black dick, mascara running like a porn star. She's never taken me like that. Christ, it's hot. He bit his lip to stifle a groan, hips lifting off the chair as he chased his edge, the cuckold thrill coiling tight in his gut.
 
At last, Robin reined in his thrusts, easing back with a resounding pop that left his cock bobbing heavily in the air, veined and glossy from root to tip, a thick sheath of her throat juices and pre-cum coating every inch like obscene varnish. Ivy dragged her tongue across her bruised lips, savouring the lingering tang of his essence with a shuddering sigh, her voice rasping out in a husky, broken plea laced with raw desperation.
 
"Fuck, your cock is delicious. So thick, so perfect. I want it, Robin. I need it in me—my pussy is aching for it, dripping just thinking about you filling me up. Stretching me completely. Please…”
 
Her plea hung in the air, raw and unfiltered, her body trembling with unmet need. Robin's laugh was deep and satisfied, his eyes raking over her disheveled form.
 
"That's my obedient girl. Up on the bed, Ivy. Spread those legs for me; let’s give that husband of yours a show he'll never forget.”
 
Ivy rose on shaky legs, the ache between her thighs a constant throb as she climbed onto the king-sized bed draped in red silk sheets. The Christmas tree twinkled in the corner, a festive backdrop to the debauchery unfolding. She lay back against the pillows, parting her thighs wide, in submissive readiness.
 
Robin snatched the handheld camera from the nearby side table, his colossal cock swinging pendulously between his muscular thighs like a weighted club, veins throbbing visibly as he stalked toward her with predatory grace. He dropped to his knees between her spread legs, the mattress compressing under his solid bulk, the shift in weight forcing her thighs even wider in instinctive submission. He angled the lens downward, zooming in mercilessly on her crotch, the cold glass eye devouring the obscene wet patch that bloomed across the lace, capturing the way her arousal had saturated the material, making it cling like a second skin to her puffy folds, the scent of her musk rising thick and heady in the air.
 
"God, look at your slutty little pussy—it's soaked through, begging for this big black cock. You've turned into such a needy whore for me already.”
 
He reached down, hooking a finger under the crotch of her panties and yanking them aside, exposing her glistening pink slit to the cool air. Ivy gasped, hips bucking involuntarily, her clit peeking out swollen and red. Robin pressed forward, his heavy balls nestling right against her entrance, the full wrinkled sac grinding into her slickness. The contact made her whimper, the warmth of him teasing her without mercy. Then, he let his cock fall forward, the massive length slapping down across her toned stomach, the head resting just below her navel, a full hand's width above her pubic bone.
 
Click after click, the camera's flash popped in staccato bursts, searing the profane tableau into digital eternity; the stark contrast of his dark, throbbing shaft against her creamy pale flesh, the way it dwarfed her midsection, promising to plunder depths untouched by any man before, her now discarded panties framing the scene like a frame of forbidden art.
 
"See that, Ivy? Look how deep this cock is going to bury inside you. Right up to here—stretching you, owning every inch of that tight white pussy. And you're going to take every fucking inch, aren't you? Beg for it, slut. Let me and your cuckold husband hear how desperate you are to get Blacked.”
 
Ivy's gaze locked onto the imposing placement, her chest heaving with shallow, ragged pants as she mentally traced the path it would carve, the visualisation igniting a torrent of fresh arousal. Get Blacked? Oh god, it's going to destroy me, stuff me so full I'll feel it for days, hitting spots Joseph could only dream of grazing. This is the void I've been aching for, the real fucking I've craved without even knowing it. No more what if’s; I need this big cock inside me.
 
"Yes! God, yes, please—I need that huge cock buried in me now. I'll take it all, every veiny, throbbing inch until I'm screaming for more. Fuck me hard Robin. Show me what it means to be Blacked.”
 
He leaned in closer, his free hand trailing up her thigh, thumb brushing her clit in a feather-light circle that made her jolt.
 
"I'm going to turn you into the ultimate black cock slut, Ivy. Train that greedy little pussy to ache for nothing but this girth, this power. You'll become my personal size queen, a tattooed queen of spades. Only Spreading those legs for superior black dick, while your husband watches. You’ll be ruined for anyone else, is that what you want? Say it—tell me you'll be my devoted big black cock addict…”
 
The words hit her like a spark to dry tinder, her body arching off the bed, nipples tightening to painful peaks. Joseph's face flashed in her mind, but it only fuelled the fire, the taboo twisting her desire into something insatiable.
 
"Yes! Fuck yes! Do it! Turn me into your slut; your size queen, only craving big black cock. Please, Robin, make me yours.”
 
Joseph, froze mid-stroke on his rigid five-inch cock, the screen's vivid video capturing every filthy syllable from Ivy's lips like a gut punch. Her desperate plea; begging to be Blacked, to be utterly ruined by that monstrous black cock, crashed over him, igniting a volcanic surge in his balls. Queen of spades? My loyal wife, screaming for it to destroy her, to turn her into a black cock-craving whore... The jealousy clawed at his chest, a razor-sharp twist, but it fused with the blistering arousal, his hand blurring in frantic pumps as pre-cum slicked his palm into a frothy mess. He couldn't hold back; her words along with the vision of her spread ready to take that monster black cock, shattered his control, his dick throbbing violently as thick ropes of hot cum erupted from the tip, splattering across his stomach and the console in sticky arcs, his groan muffled against his fist. Fuck, she's gone; my Ivy, lost to that beast. And I'm cumming harder than ever, loving every minute and wishing I could watch it live. Waves of shame and ecstasy pulsed through him, leaving him spent and trembling, eyes glued to the screen as the scene unfolded without mercy.
 
Robin discarded the handheld camera onto the side table with a clatter, its lens still warm from capturing the profane promise, and wedged his powerful frame fully between Ivy's splayed thighs, the heat radiating from his body enveloping her like a furnace. His enormous cock, veined and glistening with her saliva and his own pre-cum, bobbed menacingly as he gripped the base, dragging the bloated, plum-sized head along her drenched slit in slow, deliberate strokes. The fat crown parted her puffy outer lips with obscene ease, nudging her inner folds aside to smear her creamy arousal up and down the underside, the teasing pressure making her clit throb and her entrance flutter hungrily, a fresh drop of nectar trickling down to her arse crack.
 
"Breathe for me, beautiful. Let that pussy open up, take what it's been starving for.” Robin growled, his voice a low thunder that vibrated through her core.
 
He pushed in slowly, the broad crown breaching her tight ring with a lewd, audible pop that echoed in the charged air, stretching her entrance to its limits as the first inch sank in. Ivy's cry ripped free, raw and guttural, her walls yielding reluctantly around the invading girth, the burn of the stretch mingling with a flood of molten bliss that radiated from her depths. Her pussy lips gripping him like a velvet vice, the friction igniting sparks along every nerve as he forged deeper, her body adjusting in fits and starts; clenching, then relaxing, her juices gushing to lubricate the relentless advance. Holy fuck, it's ripping me open; so thick, so unyielding, carving me out like nothing before. Joseph's always been gentle, safe... but this? This is invasion, pure domination. Her eyes flew wide, pupils blown black with lust, as he reached the halfway mark, her inner muscles spasming wildly around the embedded half, the pressure building to an exquisite ache that made her toes curl and her breath hitch in sharp gasps.
 
He paused, letting her adjust, his hands gripping her hips to hold her steady. Then, with a savage grunt, Robin drove forward in one fluid, commanding thrust, burying the remaining length to the hilt in a grinding surge that slammed his hips flush against hers. His coarse pubes scraped her mound, the flared head battering insistently against her cervix, the utter completeness of it; every veiny ridge and pulsing vein mapped inside her, overloading her senses, compressing her G-spot and flooding her with a pressure so profound it bordered on pain. Ivy's reality fractured in that instant; the invasion triggered an instantaneous, shattering orgasm, her pussy convulsing in ferocious, milking contractions around his shaft, waves of white-hot ecstasy exploding outward from her core, seizing her limbs in rigid tremors. Her back bowed off the bed, spine arching like a live wire, heels digging into the sheets as a piercing, animalistic wail tore from her throat, her nails raking bloody trails down his forearms.
 
Oh fuck, I'm exploding; cumming so hard just from him filling me up, stretching me beyond reason. It's rewriting me, this cock... This god of a man.
 
Robin tossed his head back with a deep, triumphant laugh that rumbled through his chest, his cock twitching inside her spasming channel as her orgasm drenched him in a fresh flood of her squirt, the slick heat coating his balls and dripping down his sac. 
 
"Holy shit, that's my girl; creaming uncontrollably on this superior black dick already. I barely got it seated, and slutty little pussy is squirting like a broken hose, clamping down like it never wants to let go. What a responsive, black-cock-addicted whore you're turning out to be… Just wait until I start fucking you properly!”
 
Ivy's vision swam in the haze of lingering aftershocks, her chest rising and falling in heaving sobs of pleasure, sweat beading on her skin as she met his gaze, her features twisted with raw, insatiable hunger. The persistent throb of his embedded length kept her on the razor's edge, the delicious soreness in her walls a siren call for brutal motion, her clit pulsing against his base.
 
"Then fuck me! Pound me with that big black cock, Robin! Don't hold back—make me yours completely!”
 
Robin's gaze locked onto Ivy's with a feral, unyielding hunger, his massive hands clamping down on her trembling thighs, prying them apart even wider until her knees nearly touched the mattress on either side, exposing her dripping core completely to his gaze. He pulled back with deliberate slowness, the veined slicked length of his huge cock dragging out of her clenching depths until only the swollen, mushroom-shaped head remained hooked at her entrance, her pussy lips clinging desperately to the retreating girth, a lewd string of her arousal stretching between them before snapping. Then, with a guttural snarl that vibrated through his chest, he surged forward in a savage, bone-jarring thrust, his hips crashing into hers with brutal impact, jolting her entire body upward, her tit’s bouncing wildly at impact.
 
Ivy's scream tore from her throat, raw and primal, echoing off the studio walls as the punishing drive reshaped her insides, the flared tip slamming against her cervix with unmerciful precision, stretching her walls to their absolute limit around his throbbing thickness. Holy shit, it's stretching me out completely; plunging so deep it feels like it's rearranging my fucking soul, fucking me so much better than anyone before. Her fingers twisted viciously into the crimson silk sheets, knuckles blanching white as she anchored herself against the onslaught, the burn of the stretch morphing into a blistering wave of ecstasy that radiated from her core, igniting every nerve ending in her body. This isn't sex; this is conquest, pure and filthy, awakening the starved animal in me that's been dormant for years.
 
Without pause, Robin launched into a merciless rhythm, his muscular hips snapping forward in rapid, piston-like drives, each one burying his enormous black cock to the root in her sopping heat, the obscene slap-slap-slap of sweat-slicked skin colliding filling the air like a pornographic symphony. The king-sized bed protested with creaks and thuds, the frame shuddering under the relentless assault as the mattress compressed and rebounded with every violent plunge. Ivy's pussy gripped him like a silken fist, her inner muscles fluttering and contracting around the invading shaft, her arousal flooding down his length to drench his heavy balls, which slapped rhythmically against her ass, the slick friction building an inferno of pleasure that built tighter and tighter in her belly.
 
Instinctively, she hooked her legs around his strong waist, her heels pressing firmly into the taut muscles of his lower back, pulling him impossibly deeper with each thrust, her body surrendering fully to the rhythm as if it had always known this savage dance. Droplets of sweat carved paths down his sculpted chest, glistening over the ridges of his abs before mingling with the sheen on her own flushed skin, their bodies gliding and grinding in a heated, primal lock, her soft curves yielding to his hard planes, the contrast of her pale flesh against his deep mahogany tone heightening the erotic taboo of it all.
 
"That's it, Ivy. Feel this black cock claiming your tight little married pussy. You're soaking me already—such a eager slut for it.” Robin growled, his voice a deep, commanding rumble that sent shivers racing down her spine, laced with raw possession as he hammered into her without mercy.
 
Ivy's head whipped side to side on the pillow, dark hair strands fanning out in disarray, her moans fracturing into high-pitched wails that bordered on sobs as the tension in her core wound to a fever pitch, the relentless battering of his cockhead against her deepest barrier sending electric jolts exploding through her pelvis. It's unraveling me, this pounding—Sex with Joseph was always nice; but this? This is a goddamn earthquake, shattering every wall I've built. 
 
Suddenly, the dam burst; a massive orgasm detonated like a bomb, her pussy walls seizing in violent, rippling spasms around his pistoning length, milking him greedily as she begin to squirt wildly around him, soaking his shaft and balls in a warm, messy torrent that puddled beneath her upturned ass, the sheets turning dark and sticky.
 
"Robin! Oh God, yes—I'm fucking cumming so hard! Don't you dare stop, I love it so much… pound me harder, wreck this pussy!" she howled, her voice cracking on the crest of ecstasy, her body bucking wildly beneath him, limbs locking rigid as the pleasure ripped through her in endless, crashing waves, toes curling into tight knots and back arching off the bed in a bow of pure rapture.
 
Robin flashed a wicked, triumphant grin, his white teeth gleaming against his full lips, refusing to relent as his hips blurred in their unyielding assault, driving her through the peak without a hint of slowdown. He dipped his head low, his hot breath fanning over her tits before his mouth latched onto a nipple, teeth grazing the hardened peak with a sharp tug that bordered on pain, then laving it with broad, swirling strokes of his rough tongue, the wet suction pulling a fresh spike of sensation straight through her body. The overload; the merciless reaming of her depths combined with the tormenting attention to her breasts, catapulted her into another orgasm, fiercer and more consuming than the last, her vision fracturing into bursts of white light, stars dancing behind her squeezed eyelids as her pussy clenched down even harder, another forceful squirt jetting out around his embedded cock, the vulgar squelch-squish of her overflowing arousal punctuating every withdrawal and plunge, the air thick with the musky scent of their fucking.
 
This is awakening something filthy inside me. Robin’s black cock has turned me into a screaming, squirting mess and I love it, love being fucked like this, raw and relentless. Her inner slut unfurled fully, revelling in her own submissive pounding, her body a vessel for this black god's pleasure. In a haze of bliss, she dragged her nails down the sweat-slick expanse of his back, carving angry red welts into his dark skin, branding him with her passion as he branded her soul.
 
Joseph remained riveted to the tablet's glowing screen, the video assaulting his senses with Ivy's uninhibited cries, her features contorted in an expression of transcendent bliss as Robin's hips blurred in their devastating rhythm, that colossal black cock vanishing repeatedly into her stretched, soaked pussy. Joseph's modest five-inch erection pulsed angrily once more in his tightening grip, a steady stream of pre-cum lubing his urgent strokes as he continued to synch his hand to the on-screen frenzy. God, listen to her; my elegant Ivy, transformed into a howling porn queen on that beast, her body quaking with orgasms I could never give her. Fuck, it's the most intoxicating torment, her pleasure is my ultimate, agonising gift.
 
Robin flipped Ivy onto her hands and knees with a commanding grip, her lithe body yielding like molten wax under his touch, every muscle quivering with eager anticipation. her precisely, aligning her flushed, heart-shaped face toward the unblinking eye of the camera tripod, the lens devouring the raw vulnerability in her wide green eyes, the smear of mascara tracking down her cheeks like war paint, and her parted, bee-stung lips still glistening from the earlier worship of his shaft. Instinct overrode any lingering shyness; Ivy arched her spine in a deep, wanton curve, thrusting her round ass high into the air, her swollen, puffy pussy lips splayed open and drooling thick strands of her creamy arousal, the inner thighs shiny with the evidence of her previous squirting eruptions, fully bared to the cool studio air
 
Kneeling behind her like a predator claiming its prize, Robin's massive palm splayed across one firm cheek, prying it apart with unyielding force to expose the puckered rosebud of her asshole and the ravaged, gaping entrance of her cunt, stretched and fluttering from the missionary pounding, a obscene dribble of her juices trickling down to pool on the rumpled red silk sheets. He gripped the base of his cock, the veined monster slick with her essence, and dragged the bulbous, purple-flared head teasingly along her soaked slit, bumping over her engorged clit in lazy circles that made her whimper and buck backward, before he reared back and slammed forward in a single, brutal stroke, the girth spearing into her depths with a wet, sucking schlorp, the momentum nearly pitching her forward onto her face, her arms buckling as a guttural wail ripped from her chest.
 
The doggy angle allowed even deeper penetration, his upward-curving shaft now arrowed straight into her G-spot with surgical ferocity on every withdraw and plunge, the ridged underside grinding against that sensitive bundle of nerves like a weapon honed for her undoing. Ivy locked her elbows against the mattress, shoving her ass back to impale herself greedily, her heavy breasts swaying and slapping beneath her in hypnotic rhythm, nipples scraping the sheets with electric friction. The camera feasted on the depraved spectacle: her pale ass cheeks jiggling and rippling from the thunderous collisions, the frothy cream of her arousal, coating his pistoning length in a glossy sheen, strings of it stretching and snapping with each glistening pull-out before he buried balls-deep again, his heavy sack smacking wetly against her clit.
 
Robin's fingers bruised her hip bones in a vice-like hold, yanking her petite frame onto his invading cock like she was nothing more than a fuck-toy built for his pleasure, his deep, animalistic grunts syncing with the obscene squelching symphony, sweat flying from his brow as he pounded into her with savage abandon. 
 
"Keep those pretty eyes locked on the camera, Ivy," he snarled, his voice a gravelly command laced with dark amusement, one hand cracking sharply against her ass to punctuate the order, leaving a blooming red handprint on her pale skin. 
 
"Tell that husband of yours exactly how this fat black cock is ruining your married hole, turning you into a slut for Big Black Cock. Tell him how his little white dick will never satisfy you again…”
 
Ivy locked gazes with the lens, imagining Joseph's aroused face staring back from the other side of the world, her voice emerging in a ragged, smoke-husked rasp, fractured by gasps and moans as she bared her soul through the filth. 
 
"Joseph... oh fuck, it's incredible—this huge black cock, Robin's veiny beast—it's splitting me wide open, stuffing my greedy pussy so full it hurts so good, hitting spots your dick could never dream of touching. I love it. Love how it stretches me. Makes me cum so hard over and over… I’m addicted already, cumming like a cheap slut on it, squirting all over this superior meat. God I love you baby, but I need this cock—need him, turning me into the size-queen I was always meant to be!”
 
The confession combined with the pounding, ignited her like gasoline on flames; another orgasm detonated in a cataclysmic surge, her pussy walls convulsing in frantic spasms around his embedded length, her body seizing as electric bliss tore through her core, knees nearly giving out as she pitched forward, forehead grinding into the damp sheets in shuddering surrender. But Robin wasn't done; his fist tangled roughly in her hair, yanking her head up with a sharp tug that arched her neck and forced her glassy, tear-streaked eyes back to the camera, the pull sending fresh sparks of masochistic pleasure zinging down her spine. His other hand snaked beneath her quaking belly, thick fingers finding her throbbing clit and assaulting it with brutal, pinching circles, the overstimulation bordering on torment as her oversensitive nerves screamed, her cunt fluttering in erratic pulses around his unrelenting shaft, milking him with desperate contractions while she sobbed out broken pleas, drool spilling from her lips onto the lens's view.
 
Yes, I want to scream it louder; let him drink in my filthy truth, this rebirth into the depraved whore I've always hidden. No more vanilla; I'm unchained, revelling in the stretch, the slap, the dominance that pounds me into oblivion. My pussy forever ruined for anything less than big, thick and black. Ivy's hips rolled back with feral urgency, grinding her ass against his pelvis to chase the blistering friction, her body a thrumming circuit of raw, insatiable need. Robin's rhythm faltered into wild, erratic bucks, his cock bloating impossibly thicker inside her, the veins throbbing hotly against her clenching walls as his own climax loomed, balls drawing up tight against her, ready to unleash.
 
Joseph gasped at her direct and honest lustful pleas, the camera zooming in on her face—eyes glassy with lust, mouth agape in ecstasy. He pumped his fist faster, the head of his cock weeping pre-cum, the voyeuristic thrill pushing him perilously close. She's owning it, telling me straight how much she loves his big cock, so much more than mine. My wife, my elegant partner, reduced to begging for black dick on all fours. It's humiliating perfection; I need to see her covered in his cum. Like the photo! A low groan escaped him, his free hand clenching the armrest.
 
Sensing his peak approaching, Ivy twisted to glance over her shoulder, green eyes wild with feral desperation amid the brutal, skin-slapping onslaught that had her ass cheeks burning from the impacts. Her voice cracked into a high-pitched, slutty whine, laced with unbridled need as she begged through gritted teeth and heaving breaths.
 
"Oh God, Robin… Cum in my married pussy, or pull out and cover my face and body! I need your hot load baby, everywhere, marking me as your filthy slut—please, drown me in it, claim every fucking inch!”
 
With a primal growl rumbling from his chest like thunder, Robin wrenched his hips back in one savage pull, his eleven-inch monster popping free from her gaping, wrecked cunt with a lewd, suctioning schlorp, the shaft bobbing heavily in the air, slick and glossy from root to tip with her thick, creamy arousal, strings of it stretching obscenely between his flared head and her fluttering hole. He gripped her waist, hauling her trembling form off the rumpled silk sheets and forcing her down submissively onto her knees on the soft, plush rug of the studio floor.
 
Ivy sank willingly into the position, her knees spreading wide on the rug. At first, she locked her hands behind her back in obedient restraint, thrusting her chest forward like an offering, but the ache in her core overrode it; she cupped her heavy, sweat-sheened tits in her palms, squeezing them together roughly to form a deep, inviting valley between her stiff, cherry-red nipples, the pale globes jiggling with her ragged breaths. Her mouth fell open in a perfect O of invitation, pink tongue extending flat and quivering, saliva pooling at the tip as drool cascaded down her chin, mingling with the sweat beading on her flushed skin, her mascara-streaked eyes locking onto his with a pleading, cock-hungry gaze that screamed her total surrender.
 
"Paint me like I’m your canvas, Robin. Blast that load all over your eager white slut! I've been such a good girl; reward me with all that delicious cum. I need it so badly.”
 
He stood over her, towering and dominant, one massive hand wrapping around the base of his veiny, obsidian shaft in a tight fist, pumping it furiously to coax the eruption while his other palm cradled the nape of her neck, fingers tangling in her hair to tilt her head back at the optimal angle, forcing her to stare up at the impending deluge. His balls, heavy and drawn tight, churned visibly as a guttural, animalistic roar tore from his throat, and he unleashed—the first volcanic rope of cum exploding from his slit like a pressurised cannon, hurtling through the charged air to splat across her forehead with viscous force, the pearly-white strand thick as a finger, matting her fringe and eyebrow in sticky clumps, hot droplets immediately trickling into her fluttering lashes and stinging her eyes with salty heat.
 
Ivy's moan vibrated low and throaty at the scorching impact, her eyelids fluttering half-shut to savour the degrading warmth without blinding herself, as the second ferocious spurt rocketed out, slamming into her right cheekbone with a wet smack, the creamy glob coating her skin in a glossy mask, a fat pearl sliding slowly toward her gaping mouth, teasing her lips before she darted her tongue out to lap at it greedily. The onslaught raged on without mercy: the third and fourth jets targeted her nose and upper lip with pinpoint accuracy, blasting ropes that filled her nostrils with the musky scent and pooled in her open mouth, the bitter-salt tang flooding her taste buds as she swirled it around her teeth like fine wine, gargling it obscenely before gulping it down with a audible gluck, excess bubbling over her lower lip and cascading in heavy, pendulous streams down her chin to splatter onto her collarbone, carving shiny thicker paths through the sweat.
 
Lower still Robin directed the fifth and sixth bursts, his fist blurring as he aimed for her offered tits; the cum landing with lewd, audible splats on her stiff nipples, the hot fluid clinging like molten pearls before overflowing the stiff peaks, streaming into the deep cleavage she'd formed, pooling in the valley and trickling in erratic, obscene trails down her quivering belly toward her mound, where it mixed with her own orgasmic arousal. By the seventh and eighth thunderous spurts, her upper body was a glistening abomination of semen, the sheer volume; a staggering, pint-like flood far eclipsing any load from Joseph—transforming her pale skin into a chaotic masterpiece of white streaks, globs, and puddles, some cooling to tacky strings that connected her chin to her breasts, others dripping in slow, viscous blobs onto the rug below, the air thick with the pungent, chlorine-sharp reek of his fresh nut.
 
Holy fuck, so much hot, thick, ropey cum—it's everywhere, claiming my skin like ownership, sticky and degrading in the best way. This is my filthy baptism, rebirth as his cum-soaked queen of spades, my pussy is throbbing just from the sheer nastiness. I love being painted, ruined, tasting his dominance on my tongue.
 
Aboard the USS Vanguard, Joseph's own peak crashed over him like a rogue wave at the visceral sight of his wife's debasement, his spine arching off the bunk as his modest cock erupted in his pumping fist, ropes of his watery seed arcing across his chest and splattering his uniform shirt, the tablet teetering precariously in his other hand as tremors wracked him. Just like in the photo, the video documented every grotesque detail: Ivy's elegant features utterly obscured by the cum-torrent, one eye glued shut under a heavy glob, her torso a wrecked canvas of dripping white, her blissful expression peeking through the glaze like a porn-star in ecstasy. Jesus Christ, behold her—absolutely hosed in his massive load, revelling in the filth like it's holy water. This dirtiest gift imaginable, it’s an awakening of her, but also for both of us. I want more. A profound wave of satiated exhaustion mingled with fierce, possessive adoration washed over him, his spent cock twitching in aftershocks as he panted, staring transfixed.
 
Robin stroked himself through the final pulses, the last beads of cum pearling at his tip. Ivy, vision blurred by the cum sealing one eye completely, reached out with both hands, wrapping around his slick shaft. She milked him firmly, guiding the remnants onto her extended tongue, the bitter-salt taste exploding as she lapped and sucked, swallowing with audible gulps. Strands connected her lips to his cock, quivering with her heavy breaths.
 
"Fuck... that was hands-down the most mind-blowing fuck of my entire life, Robin—you've ripped open this wild, cock-hungry beast inside me, and now it's ravenous, craving more of your huge black dick.”
 
She dragged her tongue across her cum-glazed lips in a slow, deliberate smear, spreading the mess further across her cheeks and nose like war paint, a radiant, euphoric smile cracking through the sticky facade, her body humming with afterglow as she savoured the degradation. Robin's large hand cupped her jaw with surprising tenderness amid the dominance, his thumb swiping a clean streak through the cum on her cheek only to push it back into her mouth for her to suck clean, his voice a deep, rumbling purr of conquest.
 
"You were born for this, Ivy. That inner slut? She's out now, and she's never going back. In fact, I hope you’ve not got any plans for the rest of the night, because I’m gonna give you the kind of all night fuck session that you thought was only possible in smutty erotic fiction stories… Get your slutty ass back on the bed…”
 
“Mmmmm, yes please…” 



Epilogue
 
 
Joseph's heart pounded in the dim glow of his cabin. The screen had gone dark after that explosive finale, leaving him breathless and spent, his uniform sticky with his release. But the high lingered, a potent mix of arousal and affection surging through him. He couldn't wait another second. With trembling fingers, he snatched his phone from the bedside table and dialled Ivy's number, the international signal beeping insistently before connecting.
 
On the other end, Ivy lounged in their cozy living room, the Christmas tree lights twinkling softly against the snow-dusted windows. She nursed a glass of red wine whilst listening to some seasonal music. The phone buzzed on the coffee table, Joseph's name flashing, and her stomach twisted with a cocktail of nerves and excitement. Had he watched it already? God, I hope he loved it. I hope he doesn’t hate me. She answered on the third ring, her voice tentative yet warm.
 
"Joseph? Merry Christmas, honey. Did you... get my gift?”
 
"Ivy, that video... Jesus, it was incredible. The best Christmas present I've ever gotten. You were…God, I dunno, I’ve never seen you like that, owning every second of it. I loved it. Loved you.” Joseph leaned back against the bulkhead, a grin splitting his face despite the exhaustion of his multiple releases.
 
Relief washed over Ivy like a warm tide, her shoulders sagging as she sank deeper into the couch. She had watched the scenes back herself every day, masturbating, remembering how it felt, how she ached for more. More Robin. More black cock. He doesn't hate me. Thank God. This could have shattered us, but it feels like it's binding us closer.
 
"Really? I was so scared you'd be furious, that you'd think I went too far. I mean, it started as just photos, but then... it just snowballed. As you can see.” A soft laugh escaped her, laced with lingering adrenaline.
 
Joseph chuckled, the sound rich and reassuring, echoing slightly in the confined space of his cabin. He wiped a hand over his stubbled jaw, his mind flashing to the way her body had arched under Robin's thrusts, her cries filling his headphones. The jealousy had been there, a sharp edge, but it only amplified the thrill, turning pain into intoxicating pleasure.
 
"Hate you? Baby, I've never been more in love with you. You're the sexiest, most incredible woman alive. The way you teased the camera, teased me through it all, and took that massive cock like you were made for it... God, I came so hard watching you unravel. Twice, actually.”
 
Ivy's cheeks heated, a fresh wave of arousal pooling low in her belly at his words. She crossed her legs and bit her lip to stifle a moan. He loved it. My captain, my steady rock, getting off to me being a total slut. This is our kink, and it feels right. 
 
Her voice dropped to a playful purr, emboldened by his enthusiasm.
 
"Twice? That's my man. Eager and horny to see me worship that black cock,” Her voice dropped to a playful purr, emboldened by his enthusiasm.
 
“Very eager…In fact, do you have any other videos, baby? Robin said something about you getting back on the bed, fucking you all night…And there is a photo of you in reverse Cowgirl, that didn’t happen in the vid.” Joseph queried, hoping there might be a treasure trove of more videos for him to greedily consume over the coming days. 
 
She laughed outright then, the sound light and teasing, cutting through the static of the connection. Ivy stood and paced to the window, gazing at the falling snow, her body humming with the secret she held. That night had been endless, a blur of sweat-slicked skin and breathless pleas, and sharing it now felt like extending the intimacy across the miles.
 
"You're so desperate, Joseph. It's adorable. Okay, fine—we did go all night. But the camera battery died right after that facial so there’s no more videos of the night. But Jo, we fucked in every position you can think of: me on top, him bending me over the couch, even against the studio wall. I lost count of how many times he made me cum, each one harder than the last. And Robin? He unloaded three more times before dawn. Each time I begged for him to breed me, to fill me up…But each time he pulled out and covered me and told me that I need to get you to beg him to breed me… God, just the idea of him getting you to beg that. It made me squirt so hard!”
 
Joseph's breath hitched, his cock stirring back to life at the vivid picture she painted. He imagined being there, begging Robin to breed her whilst he watched as he unloaded into her fertile womb, leaving her spent and glowing, Robin's seed leaking from her gaping pussy as they collapsed together. The cuckold fire burned hotter, a possessive thrill twisting with desire. She's telling me this like it's the hottest confession. My wife, begging to be bred. I want every detail, and more to come.
 
"Begging for it inside? Shit, that's scorching. So, you two are going to keep this up?”
 
Ivy paused, her reflection in the glass showing a woman transformed; eyes bright, lips curved in wicked confidence. She traced a finger along her anklet, where a small Queen of Spades pendant now hung, one of three gifts she opened from Robin that morning.
 
"That's the plan. Does it make you happy? Get you hard just thinking about it?”
 
"Fuck yes. So hard right now. I can't wait to get stateside. Maybe we set up a live show next time I’m home, yeah? Watch you take it in person.” He groaned softly, palming himself through his pants, the ship’s gentle rock mimicking the rhythm of his racing thoughts.
 
Her laughter bubbled again, affectionate and knowing, as she returned to the couch and pulled her laptop onto her lap. The idea sent a shiver down her spine, visions of Joseph watching from the corner making her wet all over again. He's all in. My hotwife life, our new shared fantasy; it’s really happening. And I want him to see every bit.
 
"Oh, honey, you're really embracing this, aren't you? Good... because you're not the only one who unwrapped something special today. Hold on, I'm emailing you two more photos. Check your inbox.”
 
Joseph fumbled for his tablet, refreshing his email with urgent swipes. The attachments loaded quickly: the first image showed Ivy on their marital bed at home, knees spread wide on the familiar sheets, her pussy glistening with residual arousal. But it was the butt plug nestled in her ass that stole his breath; the black spade jewel at its base winking under the bedroom lamp, a bold symbol of her new cravings.
 
The second photo was of an older black man, broad-shouldered but not as chiseled as Robin, his salt-and-pepper hair framing a confident smirk. He stood nude, his cock, somehow impossibly thicker and longer than Robin’s; jutting proudly, veins prominent and ready.
 
Ivy watched the seconds tick by on her end, heart thumping as she imagined his reaction. Surprise him, seal our future. This is us now; adventurous, unashamed.
 
"What do you think? He gave me those this morning. That's his friend, Rudolph. Robin said I need to get my ass trained up, because next time, he's bringing Rudolph along and they’re going to ruin me right here on our marital bed, Joseph. And baby? I can't wait. Two huge black cocks to split me open and use all my holes.”
 
Joseph stared at the screen, a rush of heat flooding him, his erection straining painfully. The sight of that plug in her; his once reserved wife, now blacked and eager for double the pleasure, ignited something primal. Double-teamed on our bed? She's pushing boundaries, and I crave it every bit as much as she does.
"God, Ivy, you're a true Queen of Spades now. I love you more than ever for this; for being so wild, so mine even when you're shared with these hung studs. Happy Christmas, baby.”
 
She smiled, tears of joy pricking her eyes as she clutched the phone closer, the warmth of their bond wrapping around her like an embrace.
 
"I love you too, Joseph. Get home soon—we've got adventures waiting…Happy Cucking Christmas!”
 
 
The End. 
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