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Chapter 1: The Perfect Marriage
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Mike Hargrove had always considered himself a lucky man.

At thirty-four, he had carved out a solid life in London. As a mid-level finance manager in the City, he earned a comfortable six-figure salary that afforded them a sleek, modern apartment in Clapham with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the Common. 

The place was stylish but warm — Scandinavian minimalism mixed with plush sofas, soft lighting, and a large bedroom dominated by a king-sized bed equipped with a discreet, high-quality camera system mounted on the ceiling and walls.

But none of that compared to Britta.

Britta Nilsson-Hargrove was twenty-nine, born and raised in Stockholm, and she looked like she had stepped out of a high-end fashion campaign. 

Tall at five-foot-ten, with long, silky golden-blonde hair that fell halfway down her back, piercing ice-blue eyes, and the kind of athletic yet feminine body that turned heads everywhere she went. 

Years of yoga and running had given her long, toned legs, a narrow waist, firm full C-cup breasts that sat high on her chest, and a round, peach-shaped ass that filled out yoga pants or cocktail dresses with equal devastating effect. 

Her skin was smooth and lightly sun-kissed, and she carried herself with that effortless Nordic confidence that made men stare and women quietly envious.

They had been married for five years, together for seven. And their sex life was, by any measure, excellent.

Mike was no slouch in bed. His cock was a solid, thick eight inches when fully hard — impressive enough that Britta had never once complained. 

In fact, she loved it. She loved how it filled her, how she could take every inch down her throat with practised ease, and how it felt when he fucked her ass after plenty of teasing and lube. 

Britta was highly sexual and unashamed about it. She adored vaginal, she craved anal, but her favourite thing in the world was sucking cock and swallowing every drop of cum. 

She was an expert deepthroater — calm, relaxed, and enthusiastic. She could hold Mike’s entire length in her throat while looking up at him with those sparkling blue eyes, gently massaging his balls until he exploded straight into her stomach.

They were both addicted to porn. It had become a central part of their foreplay and aftercare. Almost every weekend they would film themselves fucking — sometimes slow and romantic, sometimes rough and filthy. 

Britta loved being on camera. She would moan louder, arch her back deeper, and talk dirty knowing they would watch it together later. Mike, especially, was obsessed with voyeurism. He loved filming his wife from every angle, loved watching the recordings afterwards while she rode him or sucked him again. 

The sight of his own cock disappearing into her throat or stretching her tight asshole on the big TV screen never failed to make him rock hard all over again.

They were both exhibitionists too. They had fucked in parks at night, in changing rooms, on balconies where neighbours might see.

But Mike’s real kink was watching. The idea of being seen, of others desiring his wife, had always secretly thrilled him.

It was a rainy Friday evening in late autumn when the next chapter of their marriage quietly began.

The lights in the apartment were dimmed. A bottle of Rioja breathed on the coffee table. They were curled up on the large L-shaped sofa in front of their 65-inch television, watching a sensual French porn film that had been recommended on one of their favourite porn forums.

Britta was wearing one of Mike’s oversized white shirts and nothing underneath. Her long legs were draped across his lap, her head resting on his shoulder.

On screen, a beautiful brunette was being taken hard from behind by a muscular, well-hung man. The camera angle was explicit — showing every inch of his thick cock sliding in and out of her stretched pussy. The woman’s moans were raw, almost desperate.

Britta’s breathing changed. Her hand, which had been lazily stroking Mike’s thigh, moved higher. She cupped the growing bulge in his lounge pants and squeezed gently.

“God...” she whispered, her voice low and husky, eyes glued to the screen. 

“Look at the way he’s stretching her. So deep. So fucking thick.”

Mike’s heart rate spiked. His eight-inch cock was already rock hard under her palm. He tried to keep his voice casual.

“Yeah... he’s really giving it to her.”

Britta bit her full lower lip. Her fingers traced the outline of his shaft through the fabric.

“He’s so much bigger than you,” she murmured, almost absentmindedly.

The words landed like a spark on dry tinder.

Mike’s cock twitched violently in her hand. A hot flush crept up his neck. Britta noticed immediately. She turned her head slowly, those icy blue eyes locking onto his with a mixture of curiosity, amusement, and something darker — something hungry.

“Does that turn you on, Mike?” she asked softly. 

“Hearing that another man has a bigger cock than you? That he could stretch me more than you can?”

He swallowed hard. His face burned with embarrassment, but his erection throbbed painfully against her fingers. The honesty in her voice, the casual way she said it while stroking him, made his head spin.

“I... I don’t know,” he lied, his voice rough.

Britta smiled — slow, knowing, and devastatingly beautiful. She gave his cock a firm squeeze and leaned in closer, her breath warm against his ear.

“I think you do, baby.”

She kissed him deeply, her tongue sliding against his as she ground her bare, already soaked pussy against the thick bulge in his lounge pants. 

Mike groaned into her mouth, his hands sliding under the oversized white shirt to grip her firm ass cheeks, spreading them slightly. Britta moaned softly, breaking the kiss to whisper against his lips.

“Let’s go to the bedroom. I want to film this.”

They barely made it to the king-sized bed before clothes were discarded. Mike set up the ceiling camera and the two side angles while Britta retrieved their favourite toy from the nightstand drawer — an enormous, realistic 11-inch dildo, thick as a wrist, with heavy balls at the base. It was significantly bigger than Mike’s own impressive eight inches, and they both knew it.

Britta lay on her back, legs spread wide, golden hair fanned across the pillow. Mike positioned himself between her thighs first, rubbing his thick cockhead up and down her slick folds before pushing in with one smooth thrust. She gasped, back arching as he filled her.

“Fuck, baby... you feel so good,” she moaned, but her eyes flicked to the massive dildo lying beside them.

Mike started fucking her with long, deep strokes, their favourite position for filming — her legs over his shoulders so the camera caught every inch disappearing into her tight pussy. Britta’s moans grew louder, her full breasts bouncing with each thrust. After several minutes of passionate, rhythmic fucking, she reached for the giant dildo.

“Give it to me,” she breathed.

Mike pulled out, his cock glistening with her juices. Britta rolled onto her stomach, ass raised high. Mike poured lube generously over her tight pink asshole and worked two fingers inside, stretching her. Then he pressed the enormous head of the dildo against her dripping pussy and slowly pushed it in while positioning his own cock at her ass.

“Oh my God...” Britta groaned as the massive toy stretched her cunt wide open. Mike watched in awe as her pussy lips gripped the thick shaft. At the same time, he pressed forward, sinking his eight-inch cock deep into her well-lubed ass.

The double penetration made Britta cry out in pleasure. Mike started thrusting, feeling the huge dildo moving in her pussy through the thin wall separating them. 

The sensation was incredible — her ass clenching tightly around him while the toy filled her completely. They found a rhythm: Mike pounding her ass while Britta fucked herself back onto the enormous dildo.

“Harder, Mike! Fuck my ass while that big cock ruins my pussy!” she screamed, pushing back against both invasions.

The room filled with the wet sounds of flesh and silicone, her moans, and the creaking of the bed. Mike reached around to rub her clit as he fucked her harder, the dual fullness driving Britta wild. 

She came violently, her whole body shaking, ass and pussy contracting around both cocks. Mike couldn’t hold back. With a deep groan he buried himself to the balls in her ass and erupted, flooding her with thick ropes of cum.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, breathing heavily. Then Mike slowly pulled out, his cock still semi-hard and shiny. Britta rolled over, the massive dildo still buried in her pussy, and pulled him down for a deep kiss.

“Now feed me,” she whispered.

Mike moved up, straddling her chest. Britta took his spent cock into her warm mouth, sucking and licking every trace of his cum and her own ass juices clean. When he was spotless, she opened her mouth wide, showing him the load she had collected on her tongue. Mike leaned down and they kissed passionately, swapping the thick, warm sperm back and forth between their mouths in messy, erotic balls. Strings of cum dripped from their chins as they played with it, swallowing only after several long, filthy exchanges. 

Both of them loved the taste — the intimacy of sharing his load like this never failed to reignite their desire.

Later that same night, after recovering with wine and more porn, they went for round two.

This time Mike fucked her pussy hard while she rode the enormous dildo in her ass. The sight of her taking both was obscene and beautiful on the monitor. When he was close, Britta begged him to fill her cunt. Mike slammed deep and unloaded, pumping her full of another heavy load.

He immediately dropped between her legs. While the giant dildo was still stretching her ass, Mike buried his face in her creampied pussy, licking and sucking his own cum out of her. Britta held his head there, grinding against his tongue as she came again. 

When his mouth was full, he crawled up and they kissed deeply again, swapping the creamy mixture of his sperm and her juices in long, sloppy exchanges until they had both swallowed most of it.

“That’s my good boy,” Britta purred, licking a stray drop from his chin. “You
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