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  Chapter one
The First Lesson


Myles pulled the SUV up to the ugly little cabin, tires crunching on the gravel. The lake was out there somewhere, but Michelle didn’t give a shit. Her thighs were mashed together so hard her jeans were practically sawing her clit in half. She’d been leaking into her panties for hours, the wet spot growing every time Myles’s hand crept up her leg, thumb teasing the edge of her crotch but never actually giving her what she wanted. Three hours of that, and she was ready to hump the gearshift. 
She swallowed, mouth dry, tongue twitching against her teeth. She wanted something thick shoved in there, anything to take the edge off.
Myles killed the engine. Silence rushed in, broken only by distant loons and the faint lap of water. He turned to her, blue eyes steady, searching.
“You still good?” His voice was low, calm, the same tone he used when he was about to edge her for an hour without letting her come.
Michelle nodded, but she knew he wanted to hear it. "My panties are fucking drenched and you haven’t even touched me yet."
A small, satisfied smile curved his mouth. “Good girl.”
He got out, came around, and yanked her out of the car. When she stood, he grabbed her wrist and mashed her against his chest so she could feel his cock straining through his jeans. His other hand shoved up under her shirt, palm hot on her bare back. She shivered, even though it was warm as hell.
“Jake’s ETA is twenty minutes,” he murmured against her ear. “Plenty of time to get you settled. I want you dripping before he even knocks.”
Inside the cabin, the air smelled of cedar and faint woodsmoke. Myles had been here earlier in the week to set up—clean sheets, stocked fridge, and, most importantly, the equipment. In the open living room, facing the wide leather sectional and the stone fireplace, a sturdy tripod held his main camera, lens already trained on the spot where the rug had been rolled back to reveal the hardwood. A second, smaller handheld rig sat on the coffee table beside a bottle of chilled white wine and three glasses. No hiding tonight. No pretending this was spontaneous.
Michelle’s stomach twisted up, half from wanting it, half from knowing she was about to get used and filmed like a slut.
Myles poured wine and handed her a glass. She drank half in one swallow, the crisp bite doing nothing to cool the heat crawling up her throat.
“Strip to your underwear,” he said. Not a request. “Then sit on the couch, legs apart. I want to see how wet you are when he walks in.”
She slammed the glass down, hands shaking. Shirt off, bra off, tits out—nipples hard and dark, begging for attention. She peeled off her jeans, then her panties, the black lace soaked and sticking to her cunt. She sat down, legs spread wide, leather cold on her ass. The air hit her pussy and she felt another drip of slick run down, probably leaving a stain on the couch.
Myles didn’t touch her. He simply adjusted the camera angle slightly lower, checked the focus, then knelt between her knees without making contact. His breath ghosted over her clit, and she jerked, hips lifting instinctively.
“Stay still,” he ordered. “Show me.”
She made herself sit still, barely breathing. He stared at her cunt like he was grading it, eyes on the way her lips were spread and shiny, clit poking out and begging. He didn’t touch, just looked, and somehow that made her pussy clench even harder.
“You’re going to let him taste this tonight,” Myles said quietly. “You’re going to spread wider for him than you ever have for me. And I’m going to film every second of it.”
Michelle’s breath hitched. “Yes.”
“Say it.”
“I’m going to spread my cunt for Jake. I’m going to let him lick it while you watch and record it.”
Myles exhaled through his nose, the sound almost a growl. He stood, adjusted himself visibly through his jeans, then went to pour more wine.
The knock came exactly eighteen minutes later.
Michelle’s heart slammed against her ribs. Myles crossed the room and opened the door. Jake stepped inside—broad shoulders filling the frame, dark hair still damp from a shower, wearing a plain black T-shirt and jeans that did nothing to hide the thick outline already pressing against the denim.
He saw Michelle immediately. His gaze dropped to her spread thighs, lingered on the slick shine between them, then lifted to her face. A slow, appreciative smile spread.
“Fuck, Michelle,” he said, voice rougher than she remembered from casual barbecues. “You look like you’ve been waiting all day.”
"I have," she said, voice coming out all weak and desperate. She hated how much she wanted to sound like a needy slut.
Myles closed the door and locked it. “Drink?” he offered Jake, casual as if they were hosting a normal weekend.
Jake shook his head once. “Later.”
He walked toward her. Not rushed. Deliberate. When he reached the couch, he didn’t sit. He simply dropped to one knee between her legs, close enough that she could smell his clean skin and the faint cedar of his cologne.
Myles moved behind the tripod and hit record. The tiny red light blinked on.
“Start slow,” Myles instructed, voice steady despite the obvious strain in his pants. “Kiss her thighs first. Tease her. Make her show you how much she wants it.”
Jake grabbed the insides of her knees, rough hands pushing her legs open until her pussy was on full display. The air hit her clit and she whimpered, feeling like a piece of meat.
Jake leaned in. His lips brushed the crease where thigh met groin, soft, almost reverent. Then the other side. Then higher, skirting her outer lips, never quite touching where she ached most. Michelle’s hips rocked upward; he pressed them back down with firm palms.
“Patience,” he murmured against her skin. His breath was hot. “Let me learn you.”
Myles circled with the handheld now, lens close enough to catch the way her clit throbbed visibly with every near-miss.
“Tell him what you like,” Myles said.
Michelle’s face went red. "Lick around my clit first, not on it. Slow circles. Then flatten your tongue and drag it up my whole cunt. I want to feel every bump and ridge."
Jake obeyed without hesitation. The first slow circle made her thighs tremble. The second made her moan—low, broken. When his tongue finally flattened and dragged from her entrance to the hood of her clit she arched hard, hands flying to his hair.
“Hands at your sides,” Myles snapped. “Let him work.”
She obeyed, fingers curling into the leather. Jake’s tongue kept moving—lazy, deliberate loops, then long, wet strokes, then a gentle suck on her clit that had her gasping. Slick coated his chin; she could hear it every time he swallowed.
Myles knelt beside them, camera trained on her face. “Look at me, baby.”
She did. His eyes were dark, pupils blown. “You’re dripping down your ass. You love another man’s mouth on your cunt while your husband films it, don’t you?”
“Yes,” she breathed. “Fuck, yes.”
Jake growled against her, the vibration ripping a cry from her throat. He sucked harder, tongue flicking side to side over her clit now, relentless. Her hips bucked; he pinned them with one forearm, free hand sliding two fingers inside her—slow, stretching, curling against her front wall.
She was already about to come, way too fast, and the humiliation of getting off for another guy made her even wetter.
“Don’t let her come yet,” Myles said. “Edge her. I want her begging.”
Jake pulled back immediately. His lips and chin glistened. Michelle sobbed in frustration, hips lifting, seeking.
“Please,” she whispered.
Jake looked up at Myles. “You heard her.”
Myles set the camera on the tripod and stepped closer. “Not yet.”
He reached down, gripped her chin, tilted her face up. “You want his cock now?”
She nodded frantically.
“Ask him nicely.”
Michelle’s voice cracked. “Jake… please fuck me. I need to feel you inside me while Myles watches.”
Jake stood up, yanked off his shirt, and dropped his pants. His cock flopped out, thick and veiny, already drooling pre-cum. Bigger than Myles’s, longer too. Michelle’s mouth watered, even though she knew she wasn’t getting a taste tonight.
He knelt again, notched himself at her entrance. One slow push and he sank halfway; she cried out at the stretch. Another thrust and he bottomed out, balls pressed to her ass.
Myles grabbed the handheld again, zoomed in on the place they joined—her lips stretched tight around Jake’s shaft, slick coating him every time he withdrew.
“Slow,” Myles ordered. “Let her feel every inch.”
Jake did as he was told, pulling out slow and shoving back in, deep enough to make her see stars. Michelle’s head lolled back, mouth open, panting like a bitch in heat. Every thrust hit her cervix, every pull dragged along her G-spot. Her cunt kept squeezing, desperate to keep his cock inside.
“Look at the camera,” Myles said.
She did. Tears of pleasure rimmed her lashes. “I’m… I’m going to come,” she gasped.
“Come on, his cock,” Myles told her. “Show him what my wife looks like when she falls apart for another man.”
That was all it took. Her orgasm slammed into her, back arching, thighs shaking, cunt squeezing down on Jake’s cock so hard she thought she might break him. She screamed, loud and filthy, nails clawing the couch. Jake groaned, fucking her harder, but he didn’t blow yet.
When the waves finally ebbed, Michelle sagged, chest heaving. Jake stayed buried inside her, pulsing but still.
She looked straight into Myles’s lens, voice hoarse.
"Next time, I want two cocks in me at once."
Myles’s hand tightened on the camera. His cock strained visibly against his jeans. For a long moment, no one spoke.
Then he said, very quietly, “Noted.”






  
  Chapter two
Double the Instruction


The cabin reeked of last weekend’s fuckfest, the air heavy with pine and the stale stink of old cum. Michelle had spent the week glued to the videos Myles cut together—her own face twisted up in orgasm, Jake’s fat cock vanishing into her sloppy cunt, every squelch and moan cranked up so loud her clit throbbed just hearing it. She’d already made herself cum three times in the car on the way up, Myles’s fingers teasing her slit but never letting her finish, just grinning and telling her, 'Save it for the camera.' 
They were back for round two. Same living room, same tripod, but now Myles had a second camera rigged up, and he’d laid out a pair of leather cuffs, a bottle of lube, and a cheap vibrator on the coffee table like it was a buffet. The bedroom door was wide open, the bed stripped bare except for a fitted sheet and a pile of pillows, ready for whatever mess they were about to make.
Michelle stood in the middle of the room, wearing nothing but black thigh-highs and a flimsy silk robe that might as well have been see-through. Her nipples were already hard, poking through the fabric, and her pussy was aching—she’d started dripping the second Myles told her Jake was twenty minutes away.
Myles circled her slowly, phone in hand, recording a casual pre-scene clip. “Tell the camera how many times you came to last weekend’s footage this week.”
“Four,” she said, voice low. “Once in the shower, thinking about Jake’s tongue. Twice in bed while you were at work. Once in the car just now.”
He stepped closer, tugged the robe’s tie loose, so it parted down the front. Cool air hit her bare skin; goosebumps raced across her breasts. “And how many times did you touch yourself without permission?”
She bit her lip. “Twice.”
Myles tsked softly. “Greedy.” He slid a hand between her thighs, fingers gliding through the wetness already coating her inner lips. “But honest. That earns you something tonight.”
He shoved his fingers in her mouth and she sucked them clean, tasting her own pussy—salty, filthy, exactly how she liked it. Myles’s eyes went dark.
“On the bed,” he said. “Wrists above your head.”
She obeyed, robe slipping off her shoulders as she crawled onto the mattress. The sheet was cool against her heated skin. She stretched her arms up; Myles followed, cuffing her wrists to the headboard posts with practiced ease. The leather was soft but unyielding. When she tested them, they held.
“Comfortable?” he asked.
“Frustrated,” she answered.
“Good.”
He stepped back, checked both cameras—one fixed on the full bed, one handheld for intimate angles—then poured three glasses of bourbon. The ice clinked softly.
The knock came.
Jake entered without preamble, eyes immediately finding Michelle bound and spread on the bed. He wore a dark Henley that clung to his chest
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