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  Chapter one
The Offer


Katie Dollard stood at the sink, scrubbing the same plate for the third time, staring blankly at her own reflection in the black window. The house was dead silent, except for the faint hum of Steven upstairs, locked away in his office, the blue glow of his laptop leaking under the door like some pathetic nightlight. Another bullshit "big case." Another month of barely scraping together the mortgage, living off fumes and maxed-out cards. She dropped the plate with a dull clink, wiped her hands on the towel, and felt that familiar ache in her shoulders—the ache that came from pretending her life wasn’t a slow-motion trainwreck. 
The front door opened behind her. Steven stepped in, tie already loose, shoulders slumped. He looked exhausted, the kind of tired that went bone-deep. “Hey, babe.”
“Hey.” She forced a smile and crossed the room to kiss him. His lips were warm but distracted. He smelled like coffee and stale office air. “How’d it go?”
“Zimmer’s pushing hard again. Wants the whole defense reworked by Monday.” Steven dropped his briefcase and rubbed his face. “If I lose this one, we’re fucked, Katie. The firm’s already talking layoffs.”
She nodded, pretending she hadn’t heard this same whiny speech a hundred times. Their savings were long gone, credit cards maxed out, and the house they’d bought back when Steven still had a pair now felt like a fucking noose. She poured him a glass of the cheap red swill they kept on the counter and watched him gulp half of it like it was going to fix anything.
“I’ll figure it out,” he muttered, but his eyes didn’t meet hers.
Katie’s stomach twisted. She wanted to slap him, scream at him, beg him to fuck her like he used to—hard, desperate, like he actually gave a shit. Instead, she just rubbed his back and lied, "I know you will."
The next afternoon, the text came while she was folding laundry.
Mason Zimmer: My office. 4pm. Bring your husband if you want, but this conversation is for adults.
Her thumb hovered over the screen. Mason Zimmer. Steven’s big-shot client. The guy who made Steven hard and terrified at the same time. She’d only met him once at a firm dinner—tall, silver hair, expensive watch, eyes that stripped her naked right through her fake smile. He hadn’t bothered to pretend to be nice.
She showed Steven the message. His face went pale, then flushed. “Shit. Okay. We go together. Whatever he wants, we say yes. We need this retainer.”
They drove to the sleek glass tower downtown in silence. Katie’s black dress felt too tight, the hem riding up her thighs as she sat. Steven’s hands kept flexing on the wheel. When they reached the top-floor office, Mason’s assistant waved them straight in.
Mason sat behind a massive walnut desk like he owned the world, which he basically did. He didn’t stand. Just looked them over with those cold gray eyes.
“Steven. Katie.” His voice was low, rough. “Sit.”
They sat. Mason leaned back, eyes glued to Katie’s tits for a second too long. She felt her cheeks burn, her nipples tightening under her dress.
“I’m going to be direct,” Mason said. “Your husband’s firm is bleeding money. My company is the only thing keeping it afloat. I can pull my business tomorrow and watch the whole place collapse. Or…” He tapped a thick folder on the desk. “We can make a private arrangement.”
Steven shifted. “What kind of arrangement?”
Mason ignored him and looked straight at Katie. “Your wife signs a benefits contract. Exclusive access to her body, her time, her obedience. In return, I wire enough money every month to fix your house, your debts, and keep your pathetic firm breathing. Non-negotiable. She doesn’t tell anyone. Not friends, not family. And you, Steven—you stay out of the way.”
The room went dead quiet. Katie’s heart hammered so hard she was sure they could hear it. Steven’s mouth opened, closed.
“You’re joking,” he finally choked out.
“I don’t joke about money or pussy.” Mason slid the folder across the desk. “Read it. Twenty-four months. She belongs to me whenever I want her. After that, we renegotiate, or it ends. Either way, your financial problems disappear.”
Katie stared at the folder like it was about to bite her. Her thighs squeezed together under her dress. She should have been pissed, disgusted, but instead there was a filthy, humiliating throb between her legs.
Steven looked like he might throw up. “Katie… we can’t—”
“We can,” she cut in, voice steadier than she felt. “If it saves us. If it saves you.”
Mason’s mouth curved the smallest fraction. “Smart girl. Read it tonight. Tomorrow morning, 9 a.m., you come here alone, Katie. You sign, you get on your knees, and we begin. Or you walk out now and watch your life burn.”
He stood, signaling the meeting was over. As they left, Mason’s hand brushed the small of Katie’s back—possessive, brief, electric. She shivered all the way to the elevator.
That night, the house felt like a prison cell. Steven paced like a caged animal. Katie sat on the edge of the bed, reading the contract over and over. The words were pure filth, no sugarcoating. Blowjobs on command. Pussy and ass whenever he wanted. No limits on how rough he could get. Photos and videos for his jerk-off collection. She had to keep her cunt shaved, wear whatever he picked, and answer every call or text like a good little whore.
Her nipples poked through her thin tank top, hard as rocks. Her pussy was already soaked, humiliation and arousal mixing until she could barely sit still.
Steven stopped pacing. “We’ll find another way.”
“There isn’t one,” she whispered. “Not in time.”
He looked at her then—really looked—and something cracked in his face. “You’d really do this? For us?”
Katie swallowed. The ache between her thighs was getting worse. “I’d do anything for us.”
She didn’t tell him how the thought of Mason’s big hands on her made her stomach twist with something that wasn’t just fear. She didn’t tell him she’d already fingered herself in the bathroom after the meeting, biting her lip so Steven wouldn’t hear her moan.
In the morning, she dressed carefully—a simple black blouse, a pencil skirt, and heels. No panties. The contract had said to arrive ready. Steven tried to talk her out of it one last time at the door, but she kissed him quietly and left.
Mason’s office smelled like leather and expensive cologne. He was waiting.
“Lock the door, Katie.”
Her fingers shook as she turned the deadbolt. When she faced him again, he was already unzipping his slacks.
“On your knees. Let’s see if you’re worth the money.”
Katie dropped to her knees, the plush carpet digging into her skin. Mason yanked out his cock—thick, heavy, already swelling, and so much bigger than Steven’s sad little dick. Just seeing it made her mouth water and her pussy clench.
“Open.”
She parted her lips. He pushed inside without ceremony, filling her mouth, stretching her jaw. One big hand settled on the back of her head.
“Good girl,” he growled, starting to thrust. “Your husband’s never going to fuck you like this again.”
Drool ran down her chin as Mason fucked her face like she was nothing but a hole. Katie’s hands clawed at her skirt, her cunt throbbing, empty and desperate to be filled. Shame and filthy heat tangled together until she couldn’t tell which was which.
Mason rammed his cock down her throat until she was choking and tears streamed down her face, then yanked out and splattered her lips and tongue with the first hot, sticky ropes of cum.
“Swallow every drop, wife.”
Katie swallowed every drop, the salty taste coating her tongue and throat as she looked up at him, chest heaving, her face a mess of spit and cum.
Mason tucked himself away and smiled for the first time.
"Sign the contract, Katie. Then bend that ass over the desk. We’re just getting started."







  
  Chapter two
The Signing


Katie’s knees were raw from the cheap office carpet, still stinging as Mason shoved the stack of papers across the desk. His cum clung to her tongue, thick and bitter, every swallow reminding her that she’d just sucked off her boss like some desperate whore. The words on the contract blurred, her hands trembling as she took the pen, the taste of humiliation and spunk mixing in her mouth. 
“Read every line out loud,” Mason said, voice low and rough. “I want to hear you say what you’re giving me.”
She licked her lips, the taste of Mason’s cum refusing to leave, humiliation burning her cheeks. Her cunt was already dripping, clit throbbing like a bitch in heat, even as her voice came out barely above a whisper.
“I, Katie Dollard, agree to provide my body for Mason Zimmer’s exclusive sexual use…” Her voice cracked on the next part. “For twenty-four months. Oral, vaginal, anal, whenever and however he demands. No limits on roughness, humiliation, or recording.”
Mason leaned back in his big leather chair, stroking his thick cock slowly while she read. It was still hard, glistening from her mouth. “Keep going, wife.”
Katie’s nipples were tight peaks under her blouse. She shifted on her knees, thighs slippery. “I will keep myself shaved smooth. I will wear anything he chooses. I will answer any call or text immediately and obey without question. My husband will not interfere.”
Every filthy word made her cunt spasm, the contract turning her into Mason’s personal fucktoy while her idiot husband sat at home, probably jerking off to some vanilla porn. She should have felt disgusted, but all she could feel was her pussy drooling down her thigh, shame and arousal tangled together.
“Sign it,” Mason ordered when she finished.
She scrawled her name—Katie Dollard—like she was signing away her soul for a few more orgasms. The pen felt like it weighed a hundred pounds. Mason snatched up the contract, smug as ever, and stood, looming over her like some perverted executioner.
“Stand up and bend over the desk. Skirt up. Ass out.”
Katie staggered to her feet, legs wobbling like a newborn deer. She hiked up her pencil skirt, exposing her bare, soaked cunt to the office air—no panties, just as the contract demanded. Mason’s hand smashed into her ass, the slap echoing, making her yelp like a slut caught in the act.
“Good girl. Already following rules.” He kicked her feet wider. “Look at this married cunt. Soaking wet for a strange cock while your husband thinks you’re at the grocery store.”
He shoved two thick fingers into her cunt with zero warning, stretching her open like he owned her. Katie moaned, grinding back like the needy whore she was turning into. Mason finger-fucked her hard, curling his fingers to hit that spot that made her see fireworks, her juices running down his wrist in sticky streams.
“Please…” she whimpered.
“Please, what?” He slapped her ass again.
“Please fuck me.”
Mason laughed, low and mean. “Beg better than that, slut.”
Katie’s face burned. “Please fuck my married pussy, Mr. Zimmer. I need it. Steven can’t… he doesn’t make me feel like this.”
That was all it took. Mason yanked his fingers out and rammed his cock into her in one savage thrust, splitting her open. Katie howled, the burn making her cunt clench around him. He was a monster compared to Steven—so much thicker, so much deeper—stuffing her full until she could feel him battering her cervix.
“Fuck,” she gasped. “So deep.”
Mason grabbed her hips and started jackhammering into her, the desk groaning under the abuse. Every thrust smashed his heavy balls against her clit, making her see stars. The office filled with the filthy sounds of her cunt squelching around his cock, her moans getting louder and more desperate.
“You like that, don’t you?” he growled, fisting her hair. “Like getting railed by a real man while your husband pays the bills with my money.”
“Yes,” Katie sobbed. “I love it. Harder. Please.”
He fucked her like he despised her, like she was nothing but a hole to use. Katie came so hard her pussy tried to strangle his cock, legs shaking, drool leaking from her lips. Mason didn’t stop, just kept pounding away, turning her into a whimpering, brainless mess.
He pulled out suddenly, spun her around, and shoved her to her knees again. “Open.”
Katie opened her mouth wide, tongue out like a bitch begging for scraps. Mason stroked his cock and blasted her face with thick, sticky ropes, painting her cheeks, lips, and tongue. Some hit her mouth and she swallowed greedily, the rest dripping down her chin and ruining her blouse.
Mason wiped his cock on her cheek. “Clean yourself up. You’ve got cum on your face for the drive home.”
Katie grabbed a handful of tissues, scrubbing at the cum streaked across her face, but she knew she’d never get it all. Her cunt still twitched, empty and desperate, her whole body humming with the shame of being used and the sick thrill of wanting it again.
Mason zipped up. “Text your husband. Tell him the meeting went well and we’re keeping the account. Then get home. I’ll send instructions for tomorrow.”
Katie yanked her skirt down, legs shaking, thighs sticky with her own mess. Her face was still burning, cum drying on her skin. She was almost out the door when Mason’s voice cut through her daze.
“One more thing, Katie.”
She turned.
“From now on, every time you fuck your husband, you’re going to think about my cock. And you’re going to hate how much better it feels.”
She nodded, unable to speak, and slipped out.
The drive home was pure hell. Every pothole sent a jolt straight to her abused cunt, making her squirm in the seat. She realized too late that a streak of dried cum clung to her neck, missed in her half-assed cleanup. Steven was waiting in the living room, clueless as ever.
“How’d it go?” he asked, anxious.
Katie forced a smile. “Good. He’s keeping the account. We’re… going to be okay.”
Steven pulled her into a hug. She kissed him, wondering if he could taste Mason on her tongue. When he squeezed her ass, she winced from the spanking.
“You okay?” he asked.
“Just tired,” she lied. “Long day.”
That night, Steven wanted to make love—of course he did. Katie let him, lying back as he fucked her with his small, eager cock, all soft words and gentle touches. She faked an orgasm, biting her lip and thinking about Mason’s cock splitting her open, his cum splattering her face. Guilt and filthy satisfaction tangled in her gut.
After Steven started snoring, Katie lay in the dark, fingers buried in her cunt, replaying every filthy second in Mason’s office. She came hard, biting her pillow to muffle the sound, Mason’s name slipping out with her orgasm.
The contract was signed. There was no going back.







  
  Chapter three
First Payment


Katie’s phone buzzed on the kitchen counter, interrupting the mindless clatter of dishes. The name on the screen—Mason Zimmer—made her stomach twist with a mix of dread and filthy excitement. She wiped her hands on her jeans, heart pounding, and snatched up the phone. 
My place. 7pm sharp. Wear the black dress in the box on your porch. No panties. No bra. Leave your wedding ring at home.
She stared at the message, letting the words burn into her brain until the screen went black. Steven, her dutiful husband, was still at the office, drowning in paperwork for Mason’s case—working late so his wife could go get her holes stretched by his client. The irony was almost enough to make her laugh. Ten thousand dollars, Mason had promised, wired the second she walked through his door. The first real payment. Enough to keep the bank off their backs and let her pretend, for a month, that she wasn’t selling herself for mortgage money.
The box sat on the porch, just like he’d said. Black tissue paper, expensive and smug. Inside: a slutty little black dress, backless, barely long enough to cover her ass. She carried it upstairs, peeled off her clothes, and squeezed herself into it. The fabric hugged her tits and hips, showing off everything Mason was paying for. No bra, no panties—her nipples poked out, obscene and obvious. She slipped her wedding ring off and left it in the jewelry box, feeling more exposed than if she’d walked out naked.
The drive to Mason’s penthouse dragged on for twenty agonizing minutes. Every red light was torture, her thighs pressed tight, pussy already slick and throbbing. She hated how her body betrayed her, how just the thought of being used made her wet.
Mason opened the door himself. He wore a black button-down, sleeves rolled up, showing thick forearms. His eyes dragged over her as he owned her. Because he did now.
“On time. Good.” He pulled her inside by the wrist and shut the door. Before she could speak, he shoved her against the wall, mouth crashing down on hers. His tongue pushed in, claiming. One hand yanked the dress up over her hips, fingers finding her soaked slit.
“Already dripping, slut.” He shoved two fingers inside her, pumping hard. Katie moaned into his mouth, hips rocking. “Your husband knows his wife’s cunt gets this wet for me?”
“No,” she gasped. “He doesn’t know anything.”
Mason laughed against her throat, biting down. He finger-fucked her until her knees buckled, then pulled his fingers out and pushed them into her mouth. “Suck. Taste how bad you need this.”
She sucked his fingers greedily, eyes locked on his, tasting her own need. Mason watched her with that cold, hungry stare, then hauled her into the living room. Floor-to-ceiling windows, the city spread out below, and he bent her over the back of a leather couch, yanking her dress up so her ass and pussy were bare for anyone to see. On display, like the whore she was being paid to be.
“Stay.” He walked away. Katie heard him pour a drink, ice clinking. She stayed bent over, exposed, breathing fast. When he returned, he pressed the cold glass against her bare ass. She jumped.
“Ten thousand tonight, Katie. That’s what your holes are worth to me right now.” He set the glass down and unzipped. His thick cock slapped against her ass cheek. “You’re going to earn every penny.”
He rubbed the fat head of his cock up and down her slit, smearing her wetness, teasing her clit until she was shaking. Then he slammed in, splitting her open, making her cry out as the stretch burned and thrilled. He fucked her hard, hips smacking against her ass, each thrust shoving her face-first into the couch. Her tits spilled out of the dress, nipples scraping against the cold leather, leaving wet streaks behind.
“Fuck me,” she whimpered. “Use me.”
Mason grabbed her hair, yanking her head back. “Louder. Tell me whose cock you need.”
“Yours!” she sobbed. “I need your cock. Steven’s too small. Too gentle. I need this.”
He pounded her harder, grunting, the wet slap of his balls against her clit making her whimper. Katie came hard, pussy clenching around his cock, legs shaking so bad she almost collapsed. Mason didn’t slow down—he fucked her through her orgasm, growling like an animal, using her until she was nothing but a hole for him.
When he pulled out, she was gasping, drooling on the couch. He spun her around and shoved her to her knees. “Open that married mouth.”
Katie opened her mouth wide, obedient. Mason shoved his cock down her throat, rough and deep, making her gag and drool. Tears streamed down her cheeks, spit and precum dripping from her lips onto her tits. He held her head in place, fucking her face like she was nothing but a toy, grunting out filthy praise as she choked on him.
“Good little contract wife. Sucking cock while your husband thinks you’re at book club.”
He pulled out and painted her face with thick ropes of cum, splattering her lips, cheeks, and tongue. Katie swallowed what she could, the rest oozing down her chin. Mason smeared the mess into her skin with his cock, marking her as his property.
“Stay on your knees. I’m not done.”
He sprawled on the couch, legs spread, cock still glistening and half-hard. Katie crawled between his thighs, not needing to be told, and licked him clean—slow, worshipful, tasting her own pussy and his cum mixed together. Mason sipped his drink, fingers tangled in her hair, guiding her like the obedient slut she was becoming.
“Tomorrow you’ll come to my office again. I want you in a skirt I can flip up easily. And you’ll send me a video of you fingering that married cunt before you leave the house.”
Katie moaned around his cock, Mason’s words making her clit throb with shameful need. She sucked him back to full hardness, then climbed into his lap and impaled herself, riding him slow and deep. Her tits bounced in his face, and Mason latched on, sucking and biting her nipples until she cried out, half in pain, half in desperate pleasure.
“Ride it like you mean it, slut.”
She obeyed, grinding and bouncing on his cock, chasing another orgasm while he squeezed and slapped her ass, leaving red marks. When she came again, Mason flipped her onto her back, pinned her to the couch, and fucked her missionary, eyes locked on hers, daring her to look away.
“Look at me while I cum in you.”
Katie held his gaze, legs locked around his waist, refusing to look away. He drove in deep and unloaded, hot spurts flooding her pussy. The feeling of being filled pushed her over the edge again, her cunt milking every drop from him.
Afterward, he made her clean his cock again with her mouth, then handed her a towel. “Clean up. The money’s already wired. Check your account.”
Katie’s hands trembled as she opened her banking app. Ten thousand dollars, just like he promised. Her pussy still leaked Mason’s cum down her thigh, a sticky reminder of what she’d sold herself for.
Mason watched her. “Go home to your husband. Let him fuck you with my load still inside. And remember—you belong to me now.”
She drove home sticky, sore, and reeking of sex. Steven was already in bed, oblivious. She slid in beside him, still wearing the slut dress, Mason’s cum drying on her thighs. When Steven rolled over and pulled her close, she let him, his cock slipping into her cum-filled pussy without resistance. She faked soft moans, eyes closed, picturing Mason’s thick cock splitting her open while her husband fucked her with another man’s load.
Steven came fast, whispering how much he loved her. Katie held him, guilt and satisfaction twisting together in her chest.
The first payment was done. Katie already ached for the next one—money, humiliation, and Mason’s cock.







  
  Chapter four
Learning the Rules


Katie’s phone buzzed at 6:15 a.m., the screen lighting up like a warning flare while Steven, her oblivious husband, snored away beside her, mouth open, drooling on the pillow. She rolled over, careful not to wake the poor bastard, heart thumping like she’d just been caught shoplifting. 
Mason: Send proof you’re shaved and wet. Video. Ten seconds. Now.
She crept out of bed, tiptoed to the bathroom, and locked the door like a teenager hiding a bong hit. Nightshirt up, phone in hand, she spread her pussy lips for the camera, fingers sliding through the sticky leftovers Mason had dumped in her the day before. She filmed herself rubbing her clit, biting her lip so Steven wouldn’t hear her whimper, and sent the video off like a good little slut. Mason’s reply came back before she’d even wiped her fingers.
Good girl. My office at noon. Wear the red plug I left in your glovebox. Keep it in until I say.
Her stomach did a backflip. Sure enough, there it was—a little black box in the glovebox, like some pervert’s Christmas present. The plug inside was heavy, cold, stainless steel, with a tacky red jewel at the base, the kind of thing you’d expect to see in a porn parody of The Crown. She lubed it up in the shower, working it into her ass with a pathetic little moan, the stretch making her pussy twitch like it was trying to clap. By the time she’d dropped Steven off at the firm, she was already clenching around the metal, every bump in the road a reminder that she was walking around with a jeweled butt plug like a prize poodle.
Mason’s assistant didn’t even look up when Katie walked in. She went straight to his office. He was on a call, but he pointed at the floor beside his desk without pausing his conversation. Katie sank to her knees.
He kept droning on about quarterly reports or whatever the hell business people talk about, while she knelt there, the plug shifting inside her every time she exhaled, like a humiliating metronome. Ten minutes of kneeling, thighs slick with anticipation or maybe just shame. When he finally hung up, he unzipped and yanked her head onto his cock, not even bothering with a hello.
“Suck while I read your new rules.”
Katie drooled all over his cock, bobbing her head like a desperate groupie, while he scrolled through his phone, barely acknowledging her existence except as a warm hole to fuck while he read her new commandments.
“Rule one. You text me every time you touch your cunt. Even to pee. Rule two. You send me a picture of your plugged ass every morning. Rule three. No cumming without permission. Ever.”
He fisted her hair and fucked her throat harder. “Rule four. You keep my cum inside you as long as possible. Push it out only when I tell you. Rule five. You call me Sir when we’re alone.”
Katie gurgled around his cock, nodding like a bobblehead on a dashboard, desperate to please. He pulled out, slapped her across the face with his spit-slick shaft, then bent her over the desk like she was nothing more than office furniture. The plug made her ass clench tight, Mason yanking it out and dropping it on the desk with a wet, humiliating clink before ramming his cock into her pussy, not even pretending to care if she was ready.
“Fuck, Sir,” she gasped. “So big.”
He pounded her, hips slapping, one hand pinning her down. “You’re going to wear bigger plugs. Train this married ass for me. By next month, I want to fuck it raw whenever I feel like it.”
Katie came, hard, biting down on her own arm to keep from screaming like a porn star. Mason pulled out, shoved the plug back into her ass, sealing his cum inside her like she was some kind of depraved Tupperware. Then he made her kneel again, finish sucking him off, and when he finally unloaded, she swallowed every drop, licking his balls clean like the obedient cumrag she’d become.
He tucked himself away and handed her a small black bag. “New rules start now. There’s a remote vibrator in there. Put it in before you leave. I’ll turn it on whenever I want. You don’t take it out until I say.”
Katie shoved the egg-shaped vibrator into her pussy, still sloppy with Mason’s cum, right there in the elevator, cheeks burning like she’d just shit herself in public. The thing started buzzing before she even hit the parking lot, low and teasing, making her clench around it while the plug in her ass jostled with every pothole on the drive home, a walking, leaking monument to humiliation.
Steven was working late again, probably jerking off to spreadsheets. Katie made dinner with the vibrator humming away inside her, knees wobbling like a newborn deer. When the damn thing cranked up while she was setting the table, she had to clutch the counter and ride out a silent orgasm, biting her lip until she tasted blood, praying Steven wouldn’t walk in and ask why she was drooling on the mashed potatoes.
That night, Steven decided he wanted to play husband. Katie let him fuck her on their marital bed, the plug still wedged in her ass and the vibrator buzzing away inside her, both of them blissfully ignored by Steven, who only seemed to notice how wet she was. She faked a few soft moans, the vibrator teasing her G-spot while Steven’s unimpressive cock slid through the mess Mason had left behind, none the wiser that he was basically fucking another man’s leftovers.
After Steven finished and rolled off like a satisfied golden retriever, Katie lay there leaking cum onto the sheets, phone in hand, wondering if she should just start charging rent for all the men using her body.
She texted Mason: Thank you for using me today, Sir. I’m still full of your cum.
His reply came with another burst of vibration, making her toes curl.
Good. Keep it that way. Tomorrow you’re bringing me lunch. And you’re eating it off the floor.
Katie came again, quietly, fingers working her clit, equal parts ashamed and hopelessly addicted. The rules were already worming their way into her brain, every filthy, degrading one of them, and she knew she’d follow them all, because that’s what good little sluts do.






  
  Chapter five
Deeper Submission


Katie’s hands shook as she knelt, naked, on the freezing tile of Mason’s bathroom, her carefully packed lunch—sushi, rare steak, overpriced wine—lined up on the floor like she was some pampered mutt. Mason hadn’t even let her keep her clothes on for five seconds before barking at her to strip and dump her food out like a dog’s dinner. The vibrator Mason had shoved in her cunt buzzed away, relentless, while the steel plug in her ass made sure she never forgot who owned her holes. Both had been torturing her since breakfast. 
“Eat,” Mason commanded from his desk chair, phone in hand, recording her. “Use only your mouth. No hands.”
Katie crawled forward, ass in the air, back bent just the way Mason liked—like she was auditioning for the world’s filthiest yoga class. Her nipples scraped the icy tile as she snatched up a piece of sushi with her mouth, trying not to think about how pathetic she looked. The shame burned, but her cunt squeezed around the buzzing egg like it was the only thing keeping her alive. She chewed, swallowed, then licked at the steak, drooling like a mutt. Steak juice dribbled down her chin and splattered her tits.
“Look at the camera while you eat my lunch, slut.”
She looked up, mascara smeared from the last time Mason had used her throat like a cumrag. Mason sat there, stroking his fat cock, grinning as she debased herself for his camera. Every bite made her feel like she was shrinking, melting into a puddle of desperate, dripping slut. The plug in her ass twisted every time she moved, zapping her spine with humiliation and need. By the time she licked the last sticky drop of wine off the tile, her face was burning and her thighs were slick with her own mess.
Mason stood and walked over. He grabbed her by the hair and shoved his cock straight down her throat in one thrust. Katie gagged hard, eyes watering, but she didn’t pull away. She’d learned that much already.
“Rule six,” he growled, fucking her face with short, brutal strokes. “You thank me after every load. Whether it’s in your cunt, your ass, your mouth, or on your skin. Say it.”
She tried to mumble around his cock. He pulled out and slapped her cheek with the wet shaft.
“Thank you, Sir,” she gasped, voice hoarse. “Thank you for feeding me your cum.”
He pushed back in, deeper this time, holding her nose against his pelvis until black spots danced in her vision. When he finally came, he flooded her throat, forcing her to swallow every pulse or choke. Katie did, gulping noisily, tears streaming.
Mason pulled out and wiped his cock across her forehead. “Good girl. Now bend over the desk. Time to train that ass properly.”
Katie staggered to her feet, legs wobbling, and flopped over the desk like a used-up fuckdoll. Mason yanked the plug out with a sloppy pop, leaving her asshole gaping like a coin slot before dumping lube all over it. He shoved two fat fingers in, twisting and stretching her open, and she moaned like a bitch in heat, grinding back for more.
“Beg for it,” he said.
“Please fuck my ass, Sir. Please stretch my married asshole with your big cock. I need it.”
Mason shoved the fat head of his cock against her asshole and pushed, making her gasp as he forced his way in, slow and merciless. Inch after thick inch stretched her open, every vein and ridge scraping her guts. By the time his hips slammed against her ass, Katie was shaking, drooling all over the desk like a broken toy.
“Fuck,” she whimpered. “It’s so deep. So full.”
He started slow, pretending to be gentle, then hammered into her, the sound of his hips smacking her ass bouncing off the office walls. Every thrust mashed the vibrator harder against her G-spot, and Katie lost it, cumming all over his cock without permission, screaming into her arm as her ass squeezed him like a vice.
Mason slapped her ass hard. “Bad girl. You don’t cum unless I say.”
He yanked out, shoved the plug back in, and dropped her to her knees again. This time, he used her mouth like a fleshlight until he was ready, then pulled out and blasted her tits with thick ropes of cum. Katie gasped out her thanks, scooping up the mess and licking it off her fingers like a starving slut.
The rest of the afternoon was a haze of filth. Mason made her bounce on his cock while he typed away on his laptop, her ass stuffed and buzzing, her brain melting. He edged her for what felt like forever, dragging her to the edge and yanking her back until she was sobbing and begging like a whore in heat.
“Please let me cum, Sir. I’ll do anything.”
“Anything?” He pinched her nipples hard.
“Yes. Anything.”
He finally let her cum, pinning her down on his cock while she shook and sprayed all over his lap like a busted faucet. Then he made her lick up every drop, tongue scraping his thighs clean.
By the time she stumbled out of Mason’s office, her legs were jelly. Dried cum crusted under her blouse, the plug and vibrator still stuffed inside her like party favors. Mason’s last orders rang in her ears: film herself riding Steven’s cock tonight, and don’t let a single drop of Mason’s cum leak out until sunrise.
She drove home in a daze. Steven was already there, exhausted but affectionate. He kissed her neck, hands sliding under her skirt, finding her dripping and plugged.
“Jesus, Katie, you’re soaked,” he murmured.
She let Steven fuck her on the couch, the plug making her feel like a vice. Steven groaned, clueless, thinking her tightness was some kind of gift. Katie just stared at the ceiling, feeling Mason’s toys grinding inside her, dried cum itching her skin, and came hard anyway, Mason’s voice echoing in her head.
Once Steven was snoring, she crept to the bathroom, propped up her phone, and filmed herself bouncing on his limp cock, whispering all the filth Mason wanted to hear about how much better his cock felt. She sent the video off like a good little slut.
Mason replied immediately: Good little contract wife. Tomorrow we go public. Wear the short skirt. No panties.
Katie fingered her sore, ruined holes and came again, quietly, already terrified and desperate for whatever Mason’s idea of ‘public’ would turn out to be.
She was sinking deeper, and loving every filthy second of it.







  
  Chapter six
The Price of Secrecy


Katie sat at the kitchen table, poking at congealed leftovers while Steven scrolled through his phone, oblivious. The slutty black skirt Mason had ordered her to wear hugged her thighs, no panties, just the sticky reminder of his cum leaking out around the remote-controlled vibrator still stuffed in her pussy. Every few minutes, the toy buzzed to life, making her clamp down and fight not to moan. She bit her cheek, pretending to care about Steven’s boring legal rambling, all while her cunt twitched around Mason’s load. 
“You’ve been so tense lately,” he said, reaching over to squeeze her hand. “But things are looking up. That money from Zimmer came through just in time.”
Katie forced a smile, the kind you give when you’re trying not to squirt all over the chair. The vibrator ramped up, her pussy spasming, Mason’s crusty cum still oozing out and sticking her thighs together. “Yeah. Really lucky,” she managed, hoping Steven couldn’t smell the sex on her.
Her phone vibrated on the table. She glanced down. Mason: Bathroom. Now. Video of you fingering my cum out.
“Be right back,” she told Steven, somehow keeping her voice steady while her face burned. In the downstairs bathroom, she yanked up her skirt and spread her legs wide in front of the mirror, phone camera catching every filthy detail: her puffy, used cunt, Mason’s cum drooling out in sticky globs. She shoved two fingers in, scooped out a mess, and sucked it off, staring herself down in the lens like the depraved whore Mason wanted. The vibrator kicked up, and she came hard, legs trembling, before sending off the video like a good little cumdump.
Mason replied instantly: Good whore. Keep the rest inside. Tomorrow morning, you’re meeting me at the coffee shop near your house. Wear the skirt. Sit where I can see under the table.
Katie washed her hands, wiped the last trace of cum from her lips, and went back to the table. Steven, clueless as ever, pulled her onto his lap after dinner, kissing her neck like he was still the only man in her life. His hand slid up her thigh and found her bare, soaked pussy, fingers slipping in Mason’s leftovers.
“Fuck, babe. No panties? You really are wound up.”
She let out a shaky laugh as Steven fingered her on the couch, the vibrator still humming away inside her, Mason’s cum making everything slick. Steven, sweet idiot, thought she was dripping for him. When he slid his cock in, she moaned, the mix of his average dick, Mason’s toy, and the leftover cum making her clench and shudder. She came hard, picturing Mason watching her tomorrow, guilt stabbing at her even as her pussy squeezed Steven’s load out with the rest.
She barely slept that night, the weight of every filthy secret pressing down on her. Every lie, every sneaky text, every sticky load she smuggled home made her feel dirtier. But her cunt throbbed for it. She needed the risk like oxygen.
Morning came too fast. She dropped Steven at the office, then drove to the coffee shop in the tiny skirt. Mason was already there, sitting in the corner booth with a perfect view. She ordered a latte and slid into the seat across from him, knees together at first.
“Spread,” he said quietly, eyes on his phone like they were strangers.
Katie spread her legs under the table, the skirt riding up so anyone with half a glance could see her cum-slick, ruined pussy. Mason’s hand snaked under the table, jamming the vibrator deeper and cranking it to max. She gripped the table, trying not to gasp, breathing through her nose like a good little slut on display.
“Smile, wife. Act normal.”
She tried, barely holding it together as the barista set down her drink. Katie managed a shaky thank you, the vibrator torturing her G-spot. Mason, cool as ice, sipped his coffee and slid his foot between her legs, grinding his shoe against her clit like she was just another hole to use.
“Grind.”
She obeyed, grinding her hips in tiny, desperate motions while strangers chatted a few feet away. The risk made her shudder, and she came hard, biting her lip until she tasted blood, eyes watering as Mason droned on about the weather like nothing was happening.
When she could breathe again, he leaned in. “Go to the bathroom. Take the toy out and bring it back into your mouth.”
Katie stumbled to the bathroom, legs shaking. In the stall, she yanked the soaked vibrator out, smeared it on her thigh, then shoved it between her lips like a filthy pacifier. The taste—her own pussy and Mason’s cum—made her whimper. She strutted back to the table, toy hidden in her mouth, and sat down, lips parted just enough for Mason to see his slut showing off.
“Good girl.” He smiled for the first time. “Swallow what’s on it.”
She swallowed, cheeks burning with shame. Mason tossed some bills on the table and marched her to the car. The second the doors shut, he shoved her face into his lap and rammed his cock down her throat, fucking her mouth raw for five minutes while commuters strolled by, none the wiser as he dumped a load straight into her stomach.
“Text your husband you’re running errands,” he said after, wiping his cock on her cheek. “Then meet me at the park two blocks from your house. I’m fucking that ass in public today.”
The cost of her secrets kept climbing. Katie drove to the park, mouth still tasting of cum, skirt sticking to her thighs, heart hammering with dread and raw need. Steven sent her a heart emoji as she parked. She stared at it, guilt twisting the knife, then lied about going to yoga.
Mason lounged on a hidden bench behind the trees, waiting. He yanked her onto his lap, flipped her skirt up, and shoved his thick cock into her plugged ass with barely a spit for lube. The burn made her gasp, face buried in his neck as he bounced her up and down on his cock, fucking her ass in broad daylight like she was nothing but a hole to use.
“Anyone could walk by and see what a whore you are,” he growled in her ear. “My contract slut getting her ass reamed ten minutes from her husband’s office.”
She came twice, ass clenching around his cock, before he pumped her full of hot cum. He shoved the plug back in, sealing his load inside, and sent her home dripping, marked, and ruined for anyone who bothered to look.
That night, Steven noticed her faraway stare. He tried to talk, tried to be the husband she used to want. Katie let him fuck her, slow and gentle, Mason’s cum and the plug still stuffed in her ass the whole time. She came thinking about Mason’s cock, about getting used in the park, about how close she’d come to being caught and exposed.
The secrets were eating her alive. Every time Mason used her, the guilt just made her cunt wetter. She was stuck between the man she loved and the man who owned her holes, and every day the walls closed in tighter.







  
  Chapter seven
The Breaking Point


Katie’s phone buzzed at 2:17 a.m., the screen lighting up like a warning flare in the darkness. She was wide awake, counting the cracks in the ceiling while Steven snored beside her, oblivious. Mason’s message was as subtle as a brick to the face: My penthouse. Now. Bring the ring. 
She slid out of bed, careful not to wake the snoring lump beside her, heart pounding like she’d just been caught shoplifting. The same black dress from their first night together—no panties, no bra, just skin and shame—went on in seconds. She crept out of the house like a burglar, Mason’s cum still oozing down her thigh from the quick, degrading fuck he’d insisted on in his car earlier, a sticky reminder of who she really belonged to.
The penthouse door was unlocked, as if Mason expected her to crawl in at any hour. He lounged in the living room, shirt hanging open, fist wrapped around his cock, already hard and leaking. He didn’t bother with words—just jabbed a finger at the floor. Katie dropped to her knees like a trained mutt and took him to the balls in one frantic gulp, gagging herself on his cock while he twisted his fingers in her hair.
“Steven finally figured it out, didn’t he?” Mason asked, voice calm as he fucked her throat.
She nodded around his cock, tears spilling. Mason laughed low and pulled her off, strings of spit connecting her lips to his shaft.
“Tell me exactly what happened.”
Katie gasped for air and told him everything—Steven finding the videos, the way he’d fucked her afterward, how hard he came knowing she was ruined. Mason listened, stroking himself, then yanked her up and bent her over the back of the couch.
He shoved his cock into her ass, dry and merciless, not even pretending to care about lube or warning. Katie howled into the couch cushion, the pain white-hot, her eyes watering as he pounded her hole raw, hips smacking against her like he was trying to break something loose.
“You love this, don’t you?” he growled. “Love knowing your husband jerks off to me destroying his wife.”
“Yes, Sir,” she sobbed. “I fucking love it.”
Mason’s hand snaked around and mauled her clit, rough and impatient. Katie came like she’d been electrocuted, ass spasming around his cock, a messy gush splattering the floor. He didn’t let up, kept jackhammering her until he dumped a load deep in her guts, then yanked out and shoved his filthy cock in her mouth, making her lick him clean like the obedient slut she was.
When she was done, he tossed her phone at her. “Call him. Put it on speaker. Tell him where you are and what I just did to you.”
Katie’s hands shook so badly that she almost dropped it. Steven answered on the third ring, voice thick with sleep. “Katie? Where are you?”
“I’m at Mason’s,” she whispered. “He just fucked my ass. Came inside me. I’m still leaking it.”
Silence. Then Steven’s broken voice. “Jesus Christ.”
Mason took the phone. “She’s mine tonight, Dollard. Stay on the line if you want to hear what a real man does to your wife.”
He put the phone on the coffee table and pulled Katie onto his lap, facing the camera. He sank back into her ass and started bouncing her. Katie moaned loudly, unable to hold back. Steven stayed on the line, breathing ragged, saying nothing.
“Tell him how much better I feel,” Mason ordered, pinching her nipples hard.
“So much better,” Katie cried. “Bigger. Rougher. I cum so hard for him, baby. I’m sorry.”
Steven made a choked sound. Katie came again, screaming Mason’s name. Mason followed, pumping another load deep in her ass. He held her there, plugged with his cock, and ended the call without another word.
Katie collapsed against his chest, shaking. “I think I broke him.”
“You broke both of you,” Mason said, stroking her hair almost gently. “That’s the price. Now you decide if you can live with it.”
She broke down, sobbing for real this time, fat tears rolling down her cheeks while Mason’s cum oozed out around his limp cock, dribbling down her thighs and pooling on the couch. The guilt was suffocating, but the hunger was worse. When Mason finally let her go, she crawled to the bathroom on all fours, ass aching and stretched wide, and filmed herself squeezing his load out of her wrecked hole, sending the video to Steven like a final, filthy confession.
She drove home at dawn. Steven was sitting on the couch exactly where she’d left him, eyes red. He didn’t yell. He just looked at her like she was a stranger.
“I watched the whole thing,” he said quietly. “Heard every moan.”
Katie stood in front of him, dress wrinkled and reeking of sex, mascara streaked down her cheeks, thighs tacky with dried cum. “I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop.”
Steven stared at the floor for a long time. When he finally spoke, his voice cracked. “Then I guess we both live with it.”
He got up, didn’t even look at her, just trudged upstairs and closed the bedroom door with a quiet click. Katie collapsed onto the living room carpet, legs splayed, fingers digging into her raw, leaking holes, rubbing herself through the tears, unable to stop even as she sobbed.
The line had been crossed, shattered, and pissed on. Nothing was ever going back to normal.







  
  Chapter eight
Full Ownership


Katie stood naked in the center of Mason’s penthouse, hands locked behind her back, legs spread wide like a whore on display. The morning sun blasted through the windows, spotlighting every filthy mark Mason had painted on her—purple bruises blooming on her hips, teeth marks stamped into her tits, crusted cum peeling off her thighs like she’d been used as a tissue. Steven had slunk off to work without so much as a goodbye. Katie hadn’t slept a wink, too busy marinating in the mess Mason left behind. 
Mason circled her slowly, fully dressed, running a finger along her collarbone. “Today, you become mine completely. No more half-measures.”
He opened a small velvet box. Inside was a thin silver collar with a small lock and a discreet leash ring. “This stays on. Under your clothes when you’re home. Visible when you’re with me.”
Katie gulped, but she still tilted her head back, offering her throat like a good little pet. The collar was cold against her skin, the click of the lock loud enough to make her pussy twitch. Mason clipped on a dainty leash—because humiliation always looks better in silver—and yanked her down to her knees, right where she belonged.
“New contract addendum,” he said, holding up papers. “Permanent. You move in here three nights a week. Steven gets the rest, but you sleep with my cum inside you every single night. You call him only when I allow it. Your body belongs to me. Your orgasms belong to me. Your future belongs to me.”
Katie’s voice shook. “And if I sign?”
“You get everything you’ve been pretending you don’t want.” He stroked her cheek. “Total ownership. I’ll ruin you so thoroughly you’ll never be satisfied with anything less.”
Katie grabbed the pen, her hand shaking like she was signing away her soul, which, in a way, she was. Mason grinned, leash in hand, and dragged her off to the bedroom like a prize animal. He threw her on her back, cuffed her wrists to the headboard, and spent the next three hours turning her into a drooling, cum-drunk mess. He fucked her throat until she was choking and sobbing, pounded her pussy until she squirted like a broken faucet, and used her ass over and over, making her thank him for every sticky load he pumped into her.
Each time she came, he made her repeat the same words: “I am Mason Zimmer’s contract whore. My husband knows, and he can’t stop me.”
By the time Mason finally unchained her, Katie was trembling, soaked in sweat and cum, barely able to remember her own name. Mason snatched her phone and dialed Steven, putting it on speaker so her humiliation could have an audience.
“Tell him.”
Katie’s voice was hoarse. “I signed the new contract. I belong to him now. Permanently.”
Steven was quiet for a long moment. “I know.”
Mason ended the call and pulled Katie into his lap. “Good girl. Now you’re going to go home, pack a bag, and come back tonight. Steven can watch you leave if he wants.”
That night, Katie stood in the bedroom she used to call hers, folding panties that would soon be soaked in another man’s cum, while Steven hovered in the doorway, looking like he’d just watched his own funeral. She zipped up her bag, the collar burning against her neck under her scarf.
“I still love you,” she whispered.
Steven touched the scarf where the collar sat beneath. “But you love his cock more.”
Katie didn’t bother to lie. She kissed him, tasting the pathetic salt of his tears, then turned and walked out, her cunt already aching for Mason’s cock.
Mason was waiting in the garage, all business. He grabbed her bag, shoved her up against the car, and fucked her like a porn star while the security cameras caught every filthy second. Katie screamed her orgasm so loud it bounced off the concrete, announcing to the world that she was officially Mason’s property.
Back upstairs, Mason locked the collar on for real, then pressed a cheap tattoo stencil above her freshly-shaved cunt: Property of M.Z. He spent the night stuffing every hole she had until she blacked out, dripping his cum from her mouth, pussy, and ass like a used-up fucktoy.
In the morning, Mason jammed his cock down her throat to wake her up, because alarm clocks are for people with dignity. While she gagged and sucked, he casually wired another fifty grand into her joint account, payment for services rendered.
“You’re mine now, Katie. Completely. Tell your husband he can come watch anytime he wants. But he doesn’t get to fuck you unless I say so.”
Katie nodded, eyes glazed over with exhaustion and filthy need, and gulped down another load, not even pretending she was anything but Mason’s collared cumdump.
Full ownership wasn’t a threat anymore. It was the only thing that made sense, the only thing that felt honest in a life built on lies and leaking cum.






  
  Chapter nine
New Normal


Katie Dollard woke up with Mason’s thick cock already sliding into her ass. The penthouse bedroom was still dark, city lights twinkling through the windows. She moaned low and pushed back, taking him deeper, the familiar burn now something she craved like air. Mason grunted, one big hand pinning her hip, the other wrapped around her throat just tight enough to make her dizzy. 
“Morning, wife,” he growled against her ear. “Your holes still remember who owns them?”
“Yes, Sir,” she gasped, voice hoarse from last night’s throat fucking. “They’re yours.”
He fucked her slow and deep, grinding against her plugged pussy until she came with a shuddering whimper. Only then did he unload, flooding her guts with hot morning cum. He stayed inside her while he checked his phone, casually scrolling emails as his cock softened in her ass.
“Steven wants you home tonight,” he said. “He says he misses his wife. You’ll go. But you keep my load in your ass until he falls asleep.”
Katie nodded, squeezing down on his cock. This was her life now. Three nights a week, she was Mason’s collared fucktoy, used so thoroughly she waddled home bowlegged. The rest of the time, she dragged Mason’s cum back to Steven, her pussy and ass plugged up like a walking cumrag. Steven didn’t even bother pretending anymore. He just stared at her with that pathetic, desperate look, jerking his sad little dick while she recited every filthy thing Mason had done to her.
She showered at Mason’s, the silver collar locked around her neck, then drove home in a short sundress with nothing underneath. Steven was waiting in the living room when she walked in. His eyes went straight between her legs.
“Show me,” he said quietly.
Katie lifted the dress and bent over the couch. She reached back and spread her ass cheeks. Mason’s cum was still leaking out around the plug. Steven stared, breathing hard, then dropped to his knees and licked it. He ate her ass like a starving man while she moaned and pushed back against his face.
When he finally got up and shoved his cock in, it felt laughably small, almost like a toy. Katie put on her best porn star moans, grinding back just enough to stroke his ego, and he shot his load in record time, adding his pitiful contribution to the mess already leaking out of her ass.
Afterward, they lay on the couch. Steven stroked her hair like he used to. “Do you still love me?”
“I do,” Katie whispered, and it was true. “But I need him too. The way he uses me… I can’t live without it anymore.”
Steven nodded, defeated and hard again. “I know.”
That weekend, Mason took her to the firm’s charity gala. Steven was there too, watching from across the room while Mason kept a hand on her ass the whole night. In a dark hallway between courses, Mason pushed her against the wall, flipped her dress up, and fucked her ass standing up. Katie bit her own arm to stay quiet while guests walked past the entrance. When Mason came, he made her push the plug back in and go back to the table, leaking.
Steven could tell. He always could now. Later that night in their bed, he fucked her sloppy, cum-filled holes while she described every thrust Mason had given her. He came twice without ever getting soft.
The money kept rolling in. The mortgage was gone, Steven’s job was untouchable, and Katie’s holes were stretched and aching in ways Steven could never dream of. She wore Mason’s collar under her clothes like a brand. Mason’s texts never stopped—film yourself fingering your cunt in the produce aisle, shove the biggest plug you own up your ass for your sister’s baby shower, edge yourself until you’re drooling before you crawl back to me.
She obeyed every filthy command.
One night, Mason had them both over. Steven sat in the chair like a good cuck while Mason fucked Katie on the bed in every position, making her scream his name. When Mason finally let Steven have her, Katie was gaping and ruined. Steven slid in easily, moaning at how loose she felt, and came almost immediately.
Afterward, the three of them lay there. Mason’s hand rested possessively on Katie’s cum-filled pussy while Steven held her other hand.
“This is us now,” Mason said simply. “You keep your little life, Dollard. But she belongs to me.”
Steven didn’t argue. Katie kissed her husband softly, then turned and took Mason’s cock back into her mouth like the owned slut she was.
The new normal was a mess—raw, degrading, and more addictive than anything she’d ever known. Katie had traded her body to keep her marriage alive and wound up a cum-soaked shell of herself. But sandwiched between the two men, dripping from every hole, she felt a twisted kind of peace.
She was Mason’s personal whore, Steven’s ruined wife, and for the first time in years, she actually belonged somewhere.
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