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      The afternoon sun spilled through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting long, golden streaks across the polished hardwood floors of the master bedroom. The sheer curtains billowed lazily, as if breathing with the faintest breeze, their translucent fabric doing little to shield the room from the warmth outside. The air smelled of sandalwood and something sweeter—vanilla, maybe, or the faint musk of arousal already thickening between the three of them.

      Joseph stepped into the room first, his broad shoulders filling the doorway for a moment before he moved aside, gesturing for Gavyn to follow. His fingers twitched at his sides, not from nerves, but from the electric anticipation humming beneath his skin. He had spent weeks—months—fantasizing about this. Watching his wife with another man wasn’t just a kink; it was a need, a dark hunger that gnawed at him until he could barely think straight. And now, here they were.

      Faith sat perched on the edge of the king-sized bed, her posture deceptively casual. The silk robe she wore had slipped just enough to reveal the swell of her breasts, the fabric clinging to her nipples, which were already tight, already aching. She didn’t look up right away, letting her gaze linger on the way Gavyn’s massive frame filled the space behind Joseph. The man was a fucking beast—tall, dark, built like a linebacker, with a presence that made the room feel smaller just by him being in it. His muscles stretched the fabric of his button-down shirt, the sleeves rolled up to his elbows, revealing forearms corded with veins. Faith’s throat went dry.

      Joseph cleared his throat, the sound sharp in the quiet. “He’s gonna fuck you now,” he said, his voice low, steady, but with an edge to it that made Faith’s pulse jump. He didn’t look at her as he spoke. His eyes were fixed on Gavyn, sizing him up, assessing, maybe even envying just a little. Then, with deliberate slowness, Joseph turned and moved toward the corner of the room, where the cuck chair sat—upholstered in some garish, clashing fabric, a deliberate contrast to the room’s sleek minimalism. It was his chair. The place he’d sit while another man buried himself inside his wife.

      Faith’s breath hitched as Joseph settled into it, his legs spreading just enough to make room for the growing bulge in his slacks. He didn’t touch himself. Not yet. But his fingers curled into the arms of the chair, knuckles whitening.

      Gavyn didn’t waste time. The moment Joseph was seated, he stepped fully into the room, his boots thudding against the hardwood. His dark eyes raked over Faith, slow, possessive, like he was already undressing her with his gaze. She could feel it—the weight of his attention, the heat of it. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, but it only made the ache between them worse. She was already wet. Already dripping.

      “Damn,” Gavyn murmured, his voice a rough purr. He reached up, undoing the first button of his shirt with deliberate slowness. The fabric parted just enough to reveal a glimpse of his chiseled chest, dark skin glistening with a faint sheen of sweat. Faith’s tongue darted out, wetting her lower lip. She didn’t realize she was doing it until Gavyn’s smirk deepened, his eyes flicking to her mouth.

      “You like what you see, baby?” he asked, popping another button free. The shirt fell open another inch, exposing more of his torso—ripped abs, a trail of dark hair leading down into his waistband. Faith’s fingers twitched against the bedspread. She wanted to touch. Wanted to grab.

      But she didn’t.

      Instead, she spread her legs.

      Just an inch at first. Then another. The silk robe parted, slipping off her thighs, revealing the smooth skin beneath. The air hit her pussy, cool against the heat of her arousal. She was bare down there, freshly waxed, her lips already swollen, already glistening. A slow, deliberate tease.

      Gavyn’s breath caught. His fingers stilled on his shirt. “Fuck,” he muttered, his voice rougher now, thicker. His cock twitched behind his zipper, the outline obscene, the fabric straining to contain him.

      Faith tilted her head, her blonde waves spilling over her shoulder. She let her gaze drag up Gavyn’s body, lingering on the way his pants tented, the sheer size of him making her mouth water. Then she met his eyes, her own bright with challenge.

      “Make me beg for it,” she whispered.

      The words hung in the air, thick and heavy. Gavyn’s nostrils flared. His shirt fell open the rest of the way as he shrugged it off his shoulders, letting it drop to the floor. His chest was a work of art—broad, defined, dark skin stretched over muscle, a few old scars adding texture to the landscape. Faith’s breath came faster. She could smell him now—the musk of his cologne, the faint salt of sweat, the raw, masculine scent of him.

      Joseph made a sound from the chair—a sharp inhale, maybe a stifled groan. Faith didn’t look at him. She kept her eyes locked on Gavyn as he toed off his boots, then hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his pants. The zipper came down with a slow, teasing hiss. Faith’s pussy clenched. She was so wet she could feel it trickling down her ass, soaking into the bed beneath her.

      Gavyn pushed his pants down his thighs, stepping out of them with a fluid grace that belied his size. His boxer briefs did nothing to hide what he was packing. The fabric was stretched taut over a thick, veiny shaft, the head already peeking out from the waistband, dark and glistening with pre-cum. Faith’s pulse roared in her ears.

      “You sure you can handle this, princess?” Gavyn rumbled, palming himself through the fabric. His cock jerked in his grip, the outline grotesque, beautiful. Faith’s mouth went dry.

      She didn’t answer. Instead, she let her robe slip off one shoulder, baring her breast completely. Her nipple was hard, aching, the pale pink flesh standing out against her fair skin. Gavyn’s gaze dropped to it, his tongue sweeping over his lower lip.

      “Fucking perfect,” he growled.

      He hooked his fingers into the waistband of his briefs and snap—the fabric gave way, his cock springing free, thick and heavy and huge. Faith’s breath left her in a rush. She had known he’d be big. Had fantasized about it. But seeing it in person—fuck. It was monstrous. Dark, veiny, the head broad and flushed, already weeping pre-cum. The shaft was so thick her fingers wouldn’t touch if she wrapped them around it. And the length—Jesus, it had to be at least nine inches, maybe more, the heavy balls hanging beneath looking like they carried a gallon of cum each.

      Faith’s pussy gushed. A fresh wave of arousal soaked her thighs, dripping onto the bed. She could hear Joseph’s breathing from the chair—sharp, uneven. She loved that. Loved knowing he was watching, loved knowing he was hard for this, for her getting railed by a man who could destroy her.

      Gavyn strode forward, his cock bobbing with each step, the weight of it making it slap against his abs. Faith’s eyes were glued to it, her chest rising and falling faster. She spread her legs wider, letting the robe fall completely open, baring herself to him. Her pussy was obscene—swollen, glistening, the lips parted to reveal the dark pink flesh beneath. She was dripping, her arousal coating her inner thighs, the scent of it thick in the air.

      Gavyn stopped between her knees, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating off his body. His cock twitched, a bead of pre-cum rolling down the shaft. Faith’s tongue darted out, wetting her lips again.

      “You’re gonna take every inch, aren’t you, slut?” Gavyn’s voice was a rough growl, his hand wrapping around his shaft, giving it a slow stroke. The sight made Faith’s stomach clench. She could already imagine how it would feel—stretching her, filling her, pounding into her until she couldn’t think straight.

      She moaned, arching her back just slightly, pushing her breasts out. Her nipples were so hard they ached. “Yes,” she breathed. “I want it. I want all of it.”

      Gavyn chuckled, low and dark. His free hand came up, his fingers brushing over her knee, then sliding higher, tracing the inside of her thigh. Faith shivered, her skin prickling under his touch. His fingers were rough, calloused, the heat of them searing into her.

      “Look at you,” he murmured, his thumb brushing over her pussy lips, spreading her wetness. Faith gasped, her hips jerking up involuntarily. “Already so fucking wet for me. Already ready to get wrecked.”

      She whimpered, her fingers clawing at the bedspread. “Please⁠—”

      Gavyn’s thumb pressed against her clit, circling it slowly, just enough pressure to make her toes curl. “Please what?” he demanded, his voice a dark purr. “Use your words, princess. Tell me exactly what you want.”

      Faith’s breath came in short, sharp gasps. She could feel Joseph’s eyes on her, burning into her skin. She loved this—the way Gavyn was making her beg, the way Joseph was forced to watch her degrade herself for another man’s cock.

      “I want you to fuck me,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “I want your cock inside me. I want you to stretch me open, to ruin me⁠—”

      Gavyn’s fingers slid lower, two of them pressing into her entrance. Faith cried out, her back arching off the bed. He didn’t even have to try—his fingers were thick, stretching her already, the knuckles pressing against her inner walls. She was so wet it was obscene, her pussy sucking him in, clenching around him.

      “Fuck,” Gavyn groaned, his cock twitching in his grip. “You’re dripping, baby. You’re gonna take me so good, aren’t you?”

      “Yes!” Faith’s voice was a desperate whine. She rocked her hips, trying to get his fingers deeper, but he pulled back, denying her. She whimpered, her pussy throbbing, empty and aching.

      Gavyn’s fingers slid out of her with a wet pop, glistening with her juices. He brought them to his mouth, sucking them clean with a slow, obscene noise. Faith’s breath hitched. The sight of him tasting her, his tongue swirling around his fingers, his dark eyes locked on hers—it was too much.

      “Delicious,” he rumbled. Then his hand was on her thigh again, his grip firm, possessive. He pushed her legs wider, spreading her open, baring her completely. Faith’s face burned, but she didn’t resist. She loved this—the humiliation, the exposure, the way Joseph was forced to see her like this, spread and wet and begging for another man’s cock.

      Gavyn’s cock twitched, a fresh bead of pre-cum rolling down the shaft. He gave it a slow stroke, his grip tight, his knuckles white. “You ready for this, slut?” he growled. “You ready to get fucked?”

      Faith nodded frantically, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. “Yes—please⁠—”

      Gavyn didn’t make her wait. He stepped forward, his cock brushing against her inner thigh, the heat of it searing her skin. Faith’s entire body trembled. She could feel the weight of him, the size—oh God, he was huge⁠—

      Then the head of his cock was pressing against her entrance, thick and broad, stretching her already. Faith gasped, her fingers clawing at the bedspread. “Fuck⁠—”

      Gavyn chuckled, low and dark. “That’s the idea, baby.”

      He pushed in.

      Just the head at first, but it was enough. Faith cried out, her back arching off the bed, her pussy stretching painfully around him. He was so big
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