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CHAPTER ONE




The wine was nearly gone. A single lamp glowed in the corner of the living room, soft light spilling over Alicia’s bare legs curled on the couch. She wore one of Ryan’s old T-shirts, thin cotton brushing against her thighs, and her hair was loose, falling in waves that caught in her lip gloss every time she licked her lips.

Ryan leaned back in the recliner opposite her, swirling what was left in his glass, watching her like he had all night. She noticed the look—steady, heavy, not the casual glance of a husband who’d seen his wife every day for years. This was different. His eyes pinned her in place.

“What?” she asked, laughing nervously. “You’re staring at me like I’ve grown another head.”

“Just thinking,” Ryan said, his voice low. He didn’t smile this time. He set the glass down and leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “About something we’ve never talked about before.”

Alicia arched an eyebrow, setting her own glass aside. “That sounds ominous.”

Ryan sat forward, elbows on his knees, his gaze fixed on her. The thought had been brewing for months, maybe years, tucked away in the darker corners of his mind where fantasies lived. He’d almost told her once during sex, when her nails were digging into his back and she was crying out like she didn’t care who heard. But he’d swallowed it down, afraid it would sound crazy. Tonight, though, with the wine loosening her tongue and her legs bare in that old shirt of his, he couldn’t hold it back anymore.

“You know what I keep imagining?” His voice was steady, though inside his chest was a storm—what if she laughed, what if she recoiled, what if she looked at him differently forever?

Alicia tilted her head, studying him. She saw the tension in his jaw, the way his hands gripped each other like he was bracing for impact. Her heart skipped. He wasn’t joking around.

“What?” she asked carefully, her pulse quickening.

Ryan drew in a breath. No turning back. “I keep thinking about you on camera. Not just for me. For other people. Strangers. Watching you, jerking off to you. Seeing how fucking gorgeous you are when you moan.” He let the words hang, heavy and dangerous.

For a second, Alicia thought she must have misheard. Her stomach dropped, then twisted into a knot of heat so sudden it scared her. He wanted her to… what? Be watched? By strangers? She shook her head, a nervous laugh escaping before she could stop it. “Ryan, that’s—” She trailed off, not even sure what word fit. Insane? Filthy? Exciting? All of the above.

Ryan leaned closer, desperate for her to understand, to picture it. “Just think about it. You, on your knees, looking into the lens. Thousands of men losing their minds over you. One tip, one spank. Ten tips, gagged. They’d be begging to see more, paying just to watch you beg for their cum.” His cock stirred at the image, and he shifted, embarrassed but unable to hide how badly the fantasy consumed him.

Alicia’s lips parted, but no words came. Images she’d never conjured on her own flooded her mind—her face glowing under harsh lights, strangers typing her name into comment boxes, Ryan behind the camera watching her with that steady, hungry look. A rush of shame hit first, burning her cheeks, but it melted quickly into something far more dangerous. Her nipples tightened under the thin fabric of his shirt, betraying her before she even knew what she was feeling.

“You’re serious,” she whispered. Her throat felt dry, and she swallowed hard. “You really want this?”

Ryan nodded slowly. “I want to share you. I want the world to see how perfect you are. And I want you to feel it—to know you’re their fantasy, not just mine.” Inside, he was screaming, terrified she’d shut down, but the heat in her eyes gave him hope.

Alicia pressed her thighs together, the pulse between them hammering. Part of her wanted to run, to bury the idea before it took root. Another part wanted to grab his hand and tell him to set up the damn camera right now. She hated that she was wet from just imagining it.

She finally managed, “Ryan, that’s… dirty.” Her voice cracked, trembling. She looked down, cheeks flaming. Then, quieter, betraying herself: “And it scares me how much I like the thought.”

Alicia shifted on the couch, tucking her legs beneath her, arms folded tightly across her chest. She felt like she needed to hold herself together, because inside, everything was breaking apart—her morals, her image of herself, the line between wife and exhibitionist. She kept hearing his words echo in her head: On camera. Thousands watching. Her pussy clenched, traitorous, every time she pictured it.

Ryan watched her wrestle with the thought, his stomach in knots. He’d put the idea out there, and now it was out of his control. What if she pulled away, looked at him with disgust? What if she thought he didn’t love her as his wife, but only as some toy to be put on display? He wanted to tell her he’d still love her even if she said no, but the truth was he wanted it so badly he could taste it.

“You’re not saying anything,” he said softly, trying to break the silence without pushing too hard.

Alicia’s eyes flicked to him, wide and shimmering. “Because I don’t know what to say, Ryan. Part of me thinks this is insane. Like, who does that? Who lets strangers…” She stopped, unable to even finish the thought. She pictured herself on her knees, a flood of men typing commands, her ass reddening under Ryan’s hand for their amusement. The shame made her thighs clench tighter, but her body kept sending the same message—yes, yes, yes.

Ryan leaned back, forcing himself to give her room, but his voice betrayed the hunger inside him. “I don’t want just strangers using you. I want us to control it. I’d be right there. I’d tell you what to do. You’d never be alone in it. It would be ours, even with them watching.” His jaw tightened, his cock straining, but underneath all of it was love. He wanted her to feel desired, worshipped. He wanted her to see what he saw every time she moaned his name.

She buried her face in her hands, groaning. “God, why does this turn me on?” She peeked through her fingers at him, cheeks blazing red. “I’m literally dripping right now just thinking about it, and that scares the hell out of me. What does that make me, Ryan?”

Ryan’s chest ached at the vulnerability in her voice. He moved to sit beside her, taking her hands from her face and holding them in his lap. “It makes you mine. It makes you a wife who trusts me enough to let me see every part of you—even the parts you don’t understand yet.” His thumb stroked her knuckles, tender against the rough edge of his words. “It makes you perfect.”

Alicia searched his eyes, looking for hesitation, for even a flicker of doubt. She didn’t see any. All she saw was her husband—wanting her, yes, but loving her too. Wanting to share her, but not to lose her. And beneath her fear, a thrill she couldn’t deny kept growing, twisting hotter with every second.

She took a shaky breath, the words trembling out of her. “Okay. Once. Just once. If it’s too much, we stop. Promise me.”

Ryan nodded, swallowing hard, his chest pounding. Relief and triumph surged through him at once, but he kept his smile soft, kissing her hand. “I promise. Just once. And if you hate it, we’ll never do it again.” He brushed his lips against hers, whispering, “But I think you’re going to love it.”

Alicia leaned into him, torn between terror and heat, whispering against his mouth, “God help me, I think you’re right.”

Alicia leaned back, her hands twisting in her lap. Her agreement hung in the air, but the anxiety quickly followed. “What if… someone sees me?” she asked, her voice small. “What if someone I know, someone from work, or—God—my family, stumbles across it? What if I’m recognized in public? Ryan, I couldn’t handle that. I couldn’t look them in the eye again.”

The panic in her tone cut straight through his haze of lust. Ryan shifted closer, laying a calming hand on her thigh. “Hey, look at me,” he said firmly. She did, reluctantly, her eyes wide with worry. “We’ll keep you safe. If anything ever felt risky, I’d shut it down before it ever touched you.”

She bit her lip, chewing on the thought, still restless. “But what if they just… know it’s me? What if some guy recognizes my body, my hair, my voice? What if someone from town sees me in the grocery store and just… knows?”

Ryan squeezed her leg gently, his thumb tracing small circles. “Then they’d just be one of the thousands who fantasize about you. And they’d never admit it. You’d walk right by them and they’d smile politely, and you’d have all the power, Alicia. They’d be jerking off in secret while you’re living your life, beautiful and untouchable.” He kissed her shoulder, his lips warm against her skin. “This isn’t about them. It’s about us. You’re mine. You’re safe. And no one will ever take that away.”

Her shoulders loosened a little, the tightness in her chest easing. The reassurance sank in, mixing with the thrill still simmering in her belly. She tilted her head against his, whispering, “If you promise me I’ll be safe… then yes. I want to try it.”

Ryan smiled, heart thundering with relief and lust. “You will be. Always.”


CHAPTER TWO




The tripod looked out of place in their bedroom. Its black metal legs were planted at the foot of the bed, a small red light glowing steady on the camera. Alicia kept glancing at it, chewing her bottom lip, her robe wrapped tight around her. The idea of it pointed directly at her body made her stomach knot, like a spotlight she couldn’t dodge.

Ryan adjusted the angle, crouching low to check the frame. He was calm, deliberate, but inside his heart was hammering. He’d fantasized about this moment since the night they’d agreed, and now it was real—their bed turned into a set, his wife into a performer. He caught himself staring at her reflection in the preview screen: nervous, beautiful, her hair brushed out like she was already waiting for someone to notice her.

“You sure about this?” he asked, his voice softer than usual. It wasn’t a challenge. It was an out, one last chance for her to walk away before the red light meant something more than just standby.

Alicia pulled her robe tighter, then laughed nervously. “I feel like I’m about to audition for something.” Her pulse was racing, but behind the nerves was a flicker of heat. She’d thought about this for days, tried to imagine how she’d look through the lens, what kind of woman the camera would see. Her pussy ached at the thought of being watched—even if it was just by Ryan tonight.

Ryan stepped closer, brushing his hand along her cheek. “No auditions. No pressure. It’s just us, and the camera’s memory card. Nobody else. You can stop whenever you want.”

Her chest rose and fell quickly, her breath shallow. She let the robe slide off her shoulders, pooling at her feet, leaving her in black lace lingerie. The straps cut across her skin, hugging her curves, and when she looked at Ryan’s face light up, her nerves loosened just a little.

“God,” he whispered, taking a step back to soak her in. Then, with a smirk: “Now… show me how you’d tease them.” He motioned to the camera, his cock already stirring in his jeans.

Alicia swallowed hard, her eyes flicking to the blinking light again. For a moment, the fear pressed heavy on her chest—but then, just as quickly, she imagined thousands of unseen eyes on her, and heat rolled through her veins. She lifted her hands slowly, running them down the line of her waist, forcing herself to imagine she wasn’t just touching for Ryan, but for the lens. Her voice trembled as she whispered, “Do you like what you see?”

Ryan’s cock twitched. She wasn’t talking to him. She was talking to them.

Alicia stood at the edge of the bed, fingers toying nervously with the strap of her bra. The red light on the camera blinked steadily, unblinking, patient. She felt like it was watching her breathe, watching her hesitate, watching her wrestle with the filth her husband had asked her to try.

What do I even say? she thought, her heart pounding in her throat. I’m a wife, not some pornstar. But God… Ryan’s watching me like he’s starving. If I open my mouth and say something dirty, he’s going to lose his mind. And if he loses it, maybe I won’t feel so stupid.

Ryan adjusted the focus, his cock straining painfully against his zipper. He could barely breathe. Seeing Alicia hesitate like this, blush coloring her chest, her body fighting between modesty and surrender—it was the hottest thing he’d ever seen. And when she finally spoke? He knew it would break him. His hand drifted to his fly, unzipping quietly, already wrapping around the hard length throbbing for her.

She bit her lip, looked at the lens, then flicked her eyes back to him. He was staring through the viewfinder, but his hand was moving slowly in his lap. He wasn’t even hiding it. The sight made her legs shake.

Her voice came out low and uncertain, but undeniably sultry. “Do you… want me to spread my legs?” She was speaking to the camera, not Ryan, but she saw him jolt, his fist tightening around his cock. His sharp intake of breath lit her veins on fire.

“Oh, fuck,” Ryan muttered, the words slipping out before he could stop them. He hadn’t expected her to sound so… real. Not scripted, not corny. Just his wife, nervous and filthy, whispering into a camera like she was begging strangers to touch themselves. His cock pulsed hard in his hand, precum slicking his fist.

Alicia’s stomach flipped. I did that to him. Just a few words, and he’s losing it. Power surged through her, dizzying, hot. She stepped closer to the bed, letting her fingers hook the lace of her panties. “Do you want to see my pussy?” she asked the lens, her voice steadier this time.

Ryan groaned out loud, his strokes faster now. He couldn’t stop imagining what it would be like with a thousand men hearing those words, their cocks in their hands just like his. His mind spun: She’d own them all. She’d make every single one of them cum just by saying those words. She’s already making me lose it.

Her skin prickled, her nipples tightening hard against the lace. She saw his eyes glaze over, saw his body tense, and the power made her wetter than she’d ever been. She wanted to push him, to see how far she could make him go just by talking. “I want you all to watch me,” she whispered, dragging her panties down slow. “I want you to see how wet I get when I spread my legs for you.”

Ryan’s chest heaved, sweat gathering at his temple as he stroked himself faster, precum dripping between his fingers. He whispered hoarsely, half to her, half to the camera, “God, Alicia, keep going. You’re going to make me cum just from your mouth.”

Her thighs trembled. She couldn’t believe this was her—standing in lingerie, baring herself for a camera that wasn’t even live, and turning her husband into a mess just by pretending. She felt the heat slicking between her legs and thought wildly, If I’m this turned on pretending, what’s going to happen when it’s real?

Alicia climbed onto the bed, the lace panties sliding down her thighs and dropping to the floor. The camera blinked silently, capturing everything. She spread her knees wide, her hand dipping down between them, and locked eyes with the lens. “Look at me,” she whispered, her fingers brushing her slick folds. “I’m so wet for you. For all of you.”

Ryan groaned, his cock throbbing violently in his fist. Every word was gasoline on a fire he could barely control. She’s perfect. She’s fucking perfect. If strangers could see this—if they could hear her—they’d lose their minds. His hand sped up, precum running down his knuckles.

Alicia dragged her fingers through her wetness, bringing them up to her lips. She sucked them slow, never breaking eye contact with the camera. The taste of herself, the sight of Ryan falling apart behind the lens, sent a rush of heat through her body. She felt powerful, filthy, alive. “Do you like that, baby?” she asked, tilting her head. Then, catching the way Ryan’s breath hitched, she smiled wickedly. “Not you. Them.”

That broke him. With a growl, Ryan dropped the camera to the tripod, the frame holding steady on her spread thighs as he crossed the room in two long strides. His cock was hard and glistening, veins standing out, and Alicia gasped when he grabbed her by the hips, yanking her to the edge of the bed.

“Say it again,” he demanded, voice rough, his cock pressing against her soaked slit.

She shivered, her nails digging into the sheets. The heat of him against her made her whole body quake. “I want them to watch me,” she moaned, looking over his shoulder at the red light. “I want them to see me get fucked.”

Ryan slammed into her, the sudden stretch making her cry out. Her voice echoed in the room, raw and shameless, and the thought of it being captured—of it existing on that memory card—sent her over the edge of shame into pure, blistering lust.

He pounded her, every thrust fueled by weeks of imagining this exact moment. “They’ll hear you scream,” he growled into her ear. “They’ll see your tits bounce when I fuck you. They’ll know you’re my slut.”

Alicia’s body clenched around him, her head thrown back, sweat dripping down her chest. She could barely breathe, barely think, but she forced the words out, desperate to give him what he wanted. “Yes—yes, I’m your slut. And I want them to see it. I want them to see me cum on your cock.”

Ryan’s hips slammed harder, his cock battering her pussy until her walls squeezed tight around him. Her orgasm ripped through her, a scream tearing from her throat as her body shook violently under him. The camera caught every second—the sweat, the tears in her eyes, the way her back arched as she shattered.

Ryan roared her name, thrusting deep as his cock pulsed, spilling inside her. He held her tight against him, his face buried in her neck, both of them shaking from the release. The camera’s red light blinked steady, silent witness to their first step across the line.

Alicia’s chest heaved as she clung to him, her face pressed against his shoulder. Her voice was shaky, broken between gasps. “Ryan… if that’s how it feels just pretending… I don’t know if I can handle the real thing.”

Ryan kissed her hard, his lips rough and hungry. “You’ll handle it, baby. You’ll love it.” His eyes flicked to the camera still rolling. “And so will they.”


CHAPTER THREE




The bedroom looked and felt different. The lamp was turned down low, a soft golden glow brushing over the bedspread, catching the curve of Alicia’s thighs. The camera’s red light blinked steadily, but this time it wasn’t just recording—it was broadcasting. Somewhere out there, people were watching. Real people. Strangers. Men with their cocks in their hands, waiting to see her.

Alicia sat on the edge of the bed in sheer black lingerie, her knees pressed together, her toes curling against the carpet. Her stomach fluttered wildly. She felt like she was about to walk on stage naked, and in a way, she was. What if nobody watches? What if too many people do? What if they laugh at me? What if they love me? Every thought made her wetter.

Ryan stood behind the camera, eyes locked on the screen. His cock was already hard, straining against his jeans, and his hands were steady even though his chest was pounding. He’d dreamed of this moment for years, and now it was happening—his wife, beautiful and trembling, about to give herself to an audience of faceless men. He wanted to rip his clothes off and fuck her senseless right there, but the thought of waiting, of letting strangers see her first, had his balls aching.

“Baby,” he said quietly, his voice rough with lust. “We’ve got a hundred watching already.” His lips curled in a smirk as he zoomed the lens closer on her thighs. “Say hi.”

Alicia’s pulse slammed against her throat. A hundred? Already? Her mouth went dry. She looked at the blinking light, forcing her lips to curl into a smile. “H-hi,” she whispered, then cringed at how shy she sounded.

The chat box exploded on Ryan’s screen, comments flying too fast to read them all. God, she’s gorgeous. Look at that body. Get her naked! Tips started rolling in, the digital counter ticking upward.

Ryan chuckled, his cock twitching at the sight of so many men already losing their minds over her. “They love you,” he murmured, his eyes drinking her in. Then, louder: “First rule, boys. One tip equals one spank. You want to see my wife’s ass jiggle, pay up.”

Alicia gasped, eyes wide. “Ryan⁠—”

The chime of a tip interrupted her, the first of many. Ryan grinned. “That’s one.” He walked around the camera and stood beside her. His palm came down hard on her ass, the crack echoing in the room.

Alicia squealed, her body jolting. She couldn’t believe she’d just been spanked live in front of a hundred strangers. But the flood of comments hit her like a tidal wave: Harder! She moaned, fuck. That ass is perfect.

Her cheeks burned, but between her legs, heat spread fast. They’re watching me. They want me. They’re paying for me. She shivered, pressing her thighs together, her pussy soaking through the lace.

Ryan bent down, whispering in her ear, his voice a low growl. “They’re eating you alive already. You’re their slut now, Alicia. Give them a show.”

Her head spun. Shame, lust, fear, power—all tangled together until she couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. She looked straight into the lens, lips parted, and whispered, “Do you want to see me take another one?”

The tips poured in like rain.

The sound of digital chimes filled the room, one after another, piling up so fast it was almost constant. Ryan’s eyes stayed on the screen, his cock throbbing as the counter shot past five hundred viewers. They’re pouring in. She’s driving them insane already. My wife’s doing this. My wife’s their fantasy.

Alicia’s pulse hammered as she straightened, the heat from Ryan’s last spank still burning across her ass. Her chest heaved, every breath shaky, her nipples pressing hard against the thin lace of her bra. Five hundred. Five hundred men are staring at me right now. Oh God, what are they saying? What do they want me to do? The thought made her pussy ache.

Ryan stepped close again, his hand finding her hip, steadying her. His voice was soft, low, coaxing. “They’re tipping faster now. They want to see more, baby. You’re killing them.” He leaned in, lips brushing her ear. “Look into the camera. Let them know how much you love being watched.”

Alicia swallowed hard, forcing her eyes up to the blinking red light. Her voice came out shaky at first, but stronger as she kept speaking. “Do you like watching me?” She ran her hand down her stomach, fingers teasing the waistband of her panties. “Do you like seeing me get used?”

Ryan groaned under his breath, his cock stiff in his jeans. The chat box exploded—Yes, yes, yes! God, she’s perfect. More! He stroked himself through the denim, barely holding back. She’s doing it. She’s fucking doing it.

Another wave of tips hit, the sound chiming nonstop. Ryan grinned, unable to help it. “That’s another ten,” he said, his palm smoothing over her ass. “You know what that means.”

Her breath caught. Ten tips. That’s the gag. She turned to him, her eyes wide, fear and lust clashing. “Ryan…”

He kissed her cheek, soft and reassuring. “Only if you’re ready. You say no, I shut it off right now.” His cock pulsed against her thigh, betraying how badly he wanted her to say yes.

Alicia’s thighs clenched, slickness spreading between them. The nerves made her stomach flutter, but the thought of hundreds of men watching her gag while Ryan filmed was too much to resist. She gave a shaky nod. “Do it.”

Ryan’s cock twitched violently. He grabbed the soft black gag they’d bought just for this night and slid it between her lips. Her mouth opened, her eyes fluttering shut as she let him buckle it snug behind her head.

When she looked back at the camera, cheeks flushed, drool already gathering at the corner of her mouth, the chat erupted in all caps. YES. Holy fuck, she’s perfect. Gag that slut!

Ryan stroked himself openly now, the sight of her gagged in front of the lens nearly undoing him. “Smile for them, baby,” he whispered. “Let them see how much of a slut you are for their tips.”

Alicia moaned around the gag, a wet, muffled sound, and the counter climbed past eight hundred.

The red light blinked, steady and merciless, as Alicia’s chest rose and fell in frantic bursts. The gag pressed her lips apart, drool spilling down her chin. Her eyes flicked to Ryan—her anchor, her husband—and then back to the lens. Eight hundred men. Maybe more now. All of them watching. All of them wanting me. Paying for me. Oh God, I can’t stop shaking.

Ryan’s fist moved steadily on his cock, precum slicking his shaft. He could hardly breathe, watching her body tremble with nerves and lust under the camera’s gaze. She’s glowing. She’s terrified and she’s loving it. Look at her eyes. Look at my wife giving herself away. His voice came out low, husky. “Touch yourself for them, baby. Show them how wet you are. Let them see you fall apart.”

Alicia’s hand slid down between her thighs, fingers parting her slick folds. The first brush of her clit made her moan into the gag, a muffled, desperate cry that filled the room and sent the chat flying off the screen. Yes! Rub that pussy! She’s dripping! Cum for us, slut! The comments blurred together into a faceless chant, owning her, pushing her further.

Her fear ebbed, replaced by heat that consumed every inch of her. She closed her eyes for a second, letting herself imagine them—not just names on a screen, but hundreds of men stroking their cocks, watching her squirm, hungry for her moans. Her hips bucked into her own touch, her fingers slippery with arousal. They’re making me do this. They’re making me cum. I’m their slut now.

Ryan groaned, stroking himself harder, his voice rough as gravel. “That’s it. Let them hear you. Let them see what a perfect little slut you are. My wife, their fantasy.”

Her thighs shook. The gag muffled her cries but couldn’t hide the desperation. Her moans turned frantic, her body arching as her fingers circled faster. The flood of tips kept chiming, one after another, the sound like a countdown she couldn’t escape.

Her orgasm hit like lightning. Alicia screamed into the gag, her back arching, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure tore through her. Her pussy gushed around her fingers, slick dripping down her thighs as she sobbed and trembled, still rubbing through the aftershocks. The chat exploded, the counter spinning past a thousand viewers in seconds.

Ryan couldn’t hold back. He groaned her name and spilled across his fist, shuddering as he watched her collapse on the bed, gasping for air, gag still in place, face streaked with sweat and drool.

Ryan reached over, his hand steady despite the tremor in his cock, and clicked the stream off. The little red light vanished. Silence filled the room except for Alicia’s ragged breathing and the faint buzz of the laptop.

But on the screen, just before it went dark, the comments had been a blur—hundreds of men typing at once. Don’t stop now! One more orgasm! Please, just five more minutes! She’s the best I’ve ever seen—bring her back! Tips had kept chiming in even as Ryan moved to shut it down, men desperate to keep her on their screens.

Alicia collapsed back onto the bed, chest heaving, drool running down her chin. Her thighs were still quivering, her pussy dripping, but her eyes flicked to Ryan’s laptop one last time, catching a glimpse of the begging messages before the screen went black. Her heart raced. They didn’t want me to stop. They were begging for me. For me.

Ryan crouched beside her, pulling the gag loose, his voice low and tender against the storm of what they’d just done. “They’ll beg every time, baby. You were perfect. But you’re mine, and I decide when it ends.”

Her lips trembled into a weak, satisfied smile. “God… they wanted more. They didn’t want to let me go.”

Ryan kissed her hard, his words a growl against her mouth. “And they’ll get more—when I say so.”


CHAPTER FOUR




The morning light spilled across the kitchen table, soft and ordinary, as if last night hadn’t cracked their world wide open. Alicia sat barefoot in her robe, a steaming mug of coffee cradled between her hands. Her hair was messy, her eyes still heavy with sleep, but her mind wouldn’t stop replaying every second of the night before.

The way the comments flew. The way the tips kept chiming. The way Ryan looked at me while I touched myself. She swallowed hard, her thighs pressing together under the table. Her body still buzzed from it. She hated how badly she wanted to feel it again.

Ryan dropped into the chair across from her, sliding his own mug across the table. He watched her for a long moment, reading the flush in her cheeks, the restless twitch of her fingers. He knew. She’s hooked. She’s still thinking about it. The knowledge sent a hot pulse through his cock, but he forced his tone steady. “You haven’t said much since last night.”

Alicia lifted her eyes, cheeks burning. “What do you want me to say? That I was dripping wet with a gag in my mouth while a thousand men watched me cum? That I came so hard I thought I’d pass out?” Her voice cracked, part shame, part need. “Ryan, I don’t even know who I am right now.”

Ryan’s hand slid across the table, covering hers. His touch was grounding, warm. “You’re my wife. That’s who you are. And last night… last night you made their dreams come true. You should’ve seen the chat after I shut it down. They were begging for you, Alicia. Begging.”

Her stomach flipped at the memory of the comments scrolling too fast to read. She tried to hide the way it thrilled her, but she couldn’t. “It felt… good,” she whispered, almost ashamed to admit it. “Too good.”

Ryan leaned closer, his voice low and firm. “Then we make rules. We control it. Nobody tells you what to do except me, and you only go as far as you want. We’ll build it together, baby.”

Ryan laced his fingers with hers on the table, squeezing gently. “We already tried the spanking rule. That worked. You looked incredible bent over with your ass red, and the tips came in faster than I expected. So we keep that.” His cock stirred just remembering it, but he forced himself to focus. Don’t scare her off by showing how badly you want everything at once. Let her see you’re steady. Let her feel safe.

Alicia’s face flushed, but she nodded. “That was… intense.” Her thighs squeezed together under the table. I couldn’t believe how wet I got just from the sound of their tips. Like they were pressing a button that made my body react. God, what if I need that sound now? She sipped her coffee, avoiding his eyes.

Ryan pressed on, his voice calm but firm. “So, spanks stay. Then stripping. A tip for the bra, a tip for the panties. Make them pay to see you piece by piece.” He grinned, imagining her trembling fingers sliding down her straps while strangers begged in the chat. His cock twitched under the table. They’ll go insane for that. They’ll drain their wallets just to see her naked.

Alicia shifted, heat spreading through her belly at the image. “Piece by piece?” she murmured, picturing herself teasing the straps down while men fought over who’d tip next. Her nipples hardened under the robe, traitorous. I shouldn’t like this so much. But the idea of them competing to see me… it makes me feel wanted. Desired in a way I never imagined.

She swallowed. “Okay. Spanks and stripping. What else?”

Ryan leaned back in his chair, watching her carefully. “Oral. A certain number of tips and you get on your knees. They want to see those lips around my cock, they’re gonna pay for it.” His jaw tightened. Just saying it made him ache. Fuck, I want that so bad. My wife on her knees, drooling for me, thousands of guys watching her gag.

Alicia’s stomach twisted with both shame and need. She could already see herself kneeling on the carpet, Ryan’s hand tangled in her hair, the comments flying. What if they see my throat bulge? What if they notice every gag and moan? What if they love it? Her thighs pressed tighter, the ache between them unbearable. She whispered, “That’s so dirty.” Then, softer: “And so hot.”

Ryan’s eyes darkened. “And then there’s the gag. Ten tips. You take it. They’ll beg for that one, Alicia. The way you drooled last night… they went crazy.”

Her face flamed, but her pussy clenched at the memory. I looked like a wreck. And they loved it. They couldn’t get enough of me like that. She met his gaze, trembling. “So… spanks, stripping, oral, gag. That’s the list?”

Ryan smirked, reaching across the table to brush her cheek. “For now. Enough to make them desperate. Enough to make them pay. Enough to make you their fantasy.”

Alicia’s heart pounded, torn between dread and excitement. She whispered, almost to herself, “I don’t know if I can control myself when they’re watching.”

Ryan’s cock throbbed, his voice a growl as he leaned closer. “That’s the point, baby. You’re not supposed to. Let’s go practice.”

The bedroom lights were dimmed again, but this time there was no fumbling, no uncertainty about where the camera should sit or how the frame should look. Ryan had adjusted everything down to the angle, making sure the shot caught Alicia from head to thigh. She stood in front of the lens, wearing nothing but a lace bra and panties, her hands fidgeting at her sides.

Ryan circled her slowly, his eyes hungry but his voice calm and firm. “Think about last night. Think about how you sounded when you begged. That’s what they want. Not polished. Not fake. They want you—dirty, messy, desperate.” His cock swelled just saying it. God, she’s already their perfect whore. She just needs to believe it.

Alicia’s heart fluttered in her chest. She chewed her lip, her thighs rubbing together unconsciously. Dirty. Messy. Desperate. The words lit something inside her. She remembered the way the comments had flown, the flood of tips, the power and humiliation tangled together. She wanted that feeling again. She wanted to see Ryan’s eyes go wild when she slipped into that role.

She looked into the lens, forcing herself not to flinch at the thought of men watching from their bedrooms, cocks in their fists. Her voice was shaky, but she let the words spill out. “Do you like seeing me like this? Do you like watching me dress like a whore for you?”

Ryan groaned low in his throat, stepping closer but keeping his hands off her. “Yes. Just like that. Own it. Don’t ask them. Tell them.” His fist flexed at his side, aching to stroke himself. She’s doing it. She’s fucking doing it.

Alicia swallowed hard, her nipples straining against the lace. She tried again, this time letting the filth roll off her tongue without apology. “You’re hard for me right now, aren’t you? Jerking your cocks, imagining what I taste like. I bet you’d pay anything to see me gag on him again.”

Her stomach knotted at her own words, but her pussy clenched, slick warmth spreading between her thighs. Oh God, that sounded real. That sounded like me. What’s happening to me?

Ryan reached around her, his hand adjusting the angle of the camera so it framed her body even tighter. His lips brushed her ear, his voice gravelly. “That’s it. That’s my slut. Keep talking to them. Show them what kind of wife you really are.”

Alicia’s breath came faster, her body buzzing. She lifted her hand, dragging her fingers across her breasts, down her stomach, pausing just above her panties. She looked into the lens, her voice dropping low and sultry. “I want you all to see me cum. I want you to make me beg for it.”

Ryan’s cock throbbed, precum wetting the front of his jeans. He bit back a moan, his pride swelling as much as his lust. She’s becoming exactly who I knew she could be. My wife, my performer, my filthy little hotwife slut.
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The laptop screen glowed, the numbers climbing higher by the second. Ryan adjusted the camera, satisfied with the angle: Alicia on the bed in her lace bra and panties, the straps slipping low on her shoulders. She looked every bit the nervous wife turned performer, her hair loose, her lips glossy. The red light blinked, signaling to both of them that they were live.

Ryan’s cock twitched just seeing the viewer count: one hundred, two hundred, three hundred—climbing faster than last time. The chat scrolled in a blur. She’s back. God, I’ve been waiting for this. Show us the rules, bro. He smirked, his chest swelling with pride. They’re starving for her already. My wife. My slut. Their fantasy.

He stepped into frame beside her, one hand resting possessively on her shoulder. His voice was calm, steady, but it carried a growl underneath. “You boys did good last time, so here’s how it works tonight. One tip equals one spank.” A chime rang instantly, as if the viewers had been waiting with fingers hovering. Alicia flinched at the sound, her thighs squeezing together.

Ryan grinned at her, then looked back to the lens. “Two tips gets her bra strap down. Another two gets the other one. You want to see her tits, you’re gonna pay for them.” The chat exploded—Take it off! Fucking tease! Worth it. Chimes piled in, the counter ticking fast.

Ryan leaned down, his lips brushing her ear. “They’re hungry, baby. Give them a smile.”

Alicia looked into the camera, her heart hammering, her lips curving into a shy grin. God, there are so many of them. Hundreds. All staring at me. Paying just to see me get undressed. Her pussy clenched, dampness soaking through her panties already. She whispered, “Hi again,” and the comments erupted in all caps.

Ryan’s cock swelled at the sight. He stroked himself lazily through his jeans, his voice loud enough for the mic. “Five tips gets her on her knees. Ten tips, we gag her. And when you’re generous enough to keep going… she’ll cum for you right here on camera.”

The chat box turned into chaos, tips chiming in rapid succession. Alicia gasped as Ryan tugged down her bra strap, exposing one soft curve to the camera. Her cheeks flamed hot, but the roar of the comments—Perfect tits! Fuck, yes!—made her pulse race.

They’re paying for me. They’re begging for me. The thought made her nipples harden, her skin buzzing. She leaned closer to the camera, her voice trembling but sultry. “Do you want me to take it all off?”

The tips poured in like rain, the sound filling the room.

Ryan’s cock pulsed, his eyes locked on her. She’s theirs now. And she loves it.

The chimes came so fast they blurred into one long tone. Alicia’s head spun, her pulse frantic in her ears. Ryan tugged the second strap down, exposing her breasts. The chat went wild—Perfect tits. I’d empty my balls all over those. Milk them for us. Her nipples hardened under the hot gaze of strangers she couldn’t see.

They’re losing their minds just from my tits. My tits. God, I’m really doing this.

Ryan’s hand slid across her breast, squeezing it slow for the camera. “Look at the way her nipples beg for you,” he murmured, his cock throbbing in his hand. He wanted to pin her down and fuck her until she screamed, but holding back, teasing, made his balls ache with need. She’s glowing. She’s perfect. She’s my wife, my slut, and their goddess.

Alicia arched into his touch, then leaned toward the camera, her voice trembling but dirty. “Do you like watching me? Do you want to see me gag on his cock again?”

The counter jumped, tips chiming nonstop. Ryan laughed low. “Five tips, boys. That’s all it takes to get her on her knees.” Another flood hit instantly. He pointed to the floor. “Down, baby. Show them what a perfect little whore you are.”

Alicia’s body quivered as she slid to her knees, hair falling around her flushed face. The sound of tips and comments was deafening in her head. They’re making me do this. They paid to see me here, on the floor, waiting for cock. Oh God, I love it.

Ryan unzipped his jeans, pulling his cock free, hard and glistening. He stroked himself slow, letting the camera capture every inch. “Tell them what you want, Alicia.”

Her lips parted, drool already pooling at the thought of it. She stared straight into the lens, voice low and hungry. “I want you all to see me choke on it. I want you to hear me gag while he fills my throat.”

Ryan groaned, gripping the back of her head, sliding his cock across her lips. The chat exploded—Yes, gag her! Choke on it, slut! God, she’s perfect. Alicia opened wide, moaning as he pushed in, her throat clenching tight around him. Tears pricked her eyes, drool spilling down her chin.

They’re watching me take it. Every gag, every choke, they’re all jerking off to it. I’m their whore now. The thought made her pussy gush, soaking the carpet under her knees.

Ten tips chimed in at once. Ryan smirked, pulling back just long enough to grab the gag. “You boys know the rules,” he said, his voice dark with lust. He slipped it into her mouth, buckling it tight. Alicia moaned around it, spit running freely now. The chat erupted in capital letters: YES. Slut gagged. I’m cumming already.

Ryan stroked his cock as he watched her drool, her eyes glazed with lust. “Touch yourself for them,” he ordered. “Show them how wet being their slut makes you.”

Her hand slid between her thighs, finding her swollen clit. She moaned into the gag, rocking on her knees, her body a trembling mess of need. They’re controlling me. They’re making me cum. Hundreds of men, owning my pussy, my mouth, everything.

Her orgasm built fast, the humiliating thrill too much to bear. She stared into the lens, her mascara running, her body shuddering, and thought wildly, This is it. I’m cumming for them.

The flood of tips chimed again, and Alicia’s body broke. She screamed into the gag, squirting down her thighs, convulsing on the carpet. Her eyes rolled back as the chat scrolled too fast to read, thousands begging for more, tipping furiously.

Ryan groaned her name, spilling hot across her face, the camera catching every drop. His chest heaved as he stroked the last of it out, his cock twitching over her gagged, ruined smile.

The screen blurred with messages: Best stream ever. Don’t stop! Cumslut wife.

Ryan reached over and clicked the stream off. The red light died.

Silence, except for Alicia’s muffled sobs of pleasure, her chest still heaving, cum and drool smeared across her chin.

Ryan cupped her face, kissing her forehead. “You were perfect. Absolutely fucking perfect.”

Alicia looked up at him, her eyes glassy, her body trembling. I’ve never felt this alive. I’m ruined. I need more.


CHAPTER FIVE




By the next morning, Ryan already knew something was different. The laptop had been pinging nonstop, notifications flooding their inbox, subscriber numbers climbing in the corner of the dashboard like a slot machine that wouldn’t stop paying out. Their second stream hadn’t just gone well—it had exploded.

Alicia sat at the kitchen table in her robe, coffee cooling untouched in front of her, the laptop open between them. She scrolled slowly, her hand trembling on the mouse. “Oh my God,” she whispered, her eyes darting over the flood of comments. Her cheeks burned as she read them aloud. “The perfect married slut.” Her lips parted, her voice trembling. “I’d sell my car just to lick her pussy once.” Another line popped up. “That drooling gag made me cum so hard I nearly blacked out.”

She slammed the laptop shut, pressing her palms to her face. “Ryan. They’re calling me a slut. They’re… they’re…” Her thighs pressed together under the robe, shame warring with the throb between her legs. Why does it turn me on to see strangers call me that? Why am I wet just from reading it?

Ryan reached across the table, prying one hand away from her face and kissing her knuckles. His cock twitched remembering her gagged, moaning, squirting in front of thousands. “They can call you whatever they want, baby. It doesn’t change what you are.” His thumb stroked her skin. “You’re mine. And they love you because you’re willing to show them what I already know—you’re perfect.”

Alicia peeked at him through her fingers, her stomach tight. “But what if someone I know sees this? What if they recognize me?” Her heart pounded with fear, but the heat in her pussy didn’t care. Would they call me slut to my face? Would they beg to fuck me too?

Ryan leaned closer, his eyes dark with lust but calm, reassuring. “If they see you, it won’t matter. They’ll never admit it. They’ll just go home and stroke their cocks thinking about you. And you’ll keep walking, beautiful, untouchable. You’ll have all the power, Alicia.”

She shivered, the idea hitting her harder than she wanted to admit. Power. Desire. Shame. Lust. It’s too much, but I can’t stop craving it. She whispered, “It feels like I can’t go back now. Like I’m addicted already.”

Ryan’s cock pulsed at her words. He smiled softly, planting the seed with care. “Then maybe it’s time to give them more than just a show. Imagine a real man on camera with you. Thousands watching you take him while I film. Do you know how insane that would drive them?”

Alicia’s breath hitched, her whole body tightening. “Ryan…” Her voice was a warning, but her eyes gave her away—wide, wet, curious. The thought scared her to death, but it also made her pussy gush just imagining it.

Ryan kissed her hand again, whispering against her skin. “Just think about it.”

[image: ]



The house was quiet that evening, but Alicia couldn’t shut her brain off. She sat cross-legged on their bed, the laptop balanced in front of her, the screen glowing in the dim light. She knew she should close it—should stop looking—but her fingers kept scrolling, the comments pulling her deeper.

Look at that pussy gush.

Best stream I’ve seen in years.

That face when she came… she’s made for this.

Her thighs squeezed together, the ache relentless. They’re disgusting. They’re strangers. They don’t even know me. And I’m dripping just from reading what they said about me. What’s wrong with me?

Ryan leaned in the doorway, shirtless, a glass of water in his hand. He’d been watching her for the last ten minutes, watching the way she chewed her lip, how her eyes flicked over the screen like she was reading something forbidden. His cock stirred just knowing what was running through her mind. She’s hooked. She wants more, even if she can’t say it out loud yet.

“You’re still reading those?” he asked finally, setting the glass down on the nightstand.

Alicia jumped a little, snapping the laptop halfway shut like a teenager caught looking at porn. “I… I can’t stop. It’s like… they can’t stop talking about me.” Her cheeks burned. “Ryan, they’re calling me a slut. They’re calling me filthy. And I’m so wet I can barely stand it.”

Ryan’s cock hardened instantly at her confession. He sat on the bed beside her, prying her hands away from the laptop. His voice was low, steady. “They’re not wrong. You are filthy. You’re my filthy wife. And they can’t get enough of you because you gave them what nobody else would—yourself. Real, raw, messy, perfect.”

Her stomach twisted at his words, shame clashing with arousal. “Do you… do you really like them talking about me like that? Like I’m some whore for everyone?”

Ryan leaned in, kissing her neck, his hand stroking her thigh. His cock pressed thick against the fabric of his shorts. “I love it. Every filthy word. Because I know when they’re begging for you, you’re still mine. They get the fantasy. I get the woman.”

Alicia shuddered, torn between humiliation and heat, whispering in her own head: Maybe I am their slut. Maybe I like it too much to stop now.

Alicia curled against Ryan’s side, the glow of the laptop finally dark as she let her eyes fall shut. Her breathing slowed, but her mind didn’t. The comments she’d read all evening looped endlessly—Perfect married slut. I’d drink every drop from her. Best stream of the year. The filthy words clung to her like fingerprints, shame heating her cheeks even as the ache in her pussy refused to fade.

Slut. Whore. Cum-drinker. Her thighs rubbed together under the covers, her body betraying her as sleep pulled her down. The last thought she remembered before slipping under was wild, terrifying, and true: I want more.

Ryan lay beside her, staring up at the ceiling. Her soft breaths brushed his chest, but his mind was nowhere near rest. His cock was still hard, twitching under the sheets, the images of her gagged, drooling, cumming for strangers burned into his skull. She was perfect. My wife, my goddess, my dirty little slut. And the world knows it now.

He slipped out from under the blanket carefully, not wanting to wake her. In the quiet glow of the laptop, he opened the folder holding their first private video—the practice run before they ever went live. He hit play, and there she was: Alicia in lace, nervous and flushed, whispering into the camera, Do you like what you see?

Ryan’s cock surged at the sound of her voice. He wrapped his fist around himself, stroking slow at first, then faster as her recorded moans filled the room. He glanced at the bed—Alicia asleep, lips parted, still beautiful—and then back to the screen where she spread her thighs for him, for the fantasy of strangers.

“Fuck, baby,” he muttered under his breath, precum slicking his hand. His chest tightened, pride and lust tangled together. She’s mine. And she’s theirs. And I fucking love it.

His strokes grew frantic as the video played, Alicia’s voice trembling as she said, I want you all to watch me. He groaned, spilling across his stomach, his eyes locked on the glowing screen, his heart hammering.

Beside him, Alicia stirred slightly but didn’t wake, her body still humming from the echoes of strangers’ praise.


CHAPTER SIX




Ryan sat at his desk, the glow of the laptop screen painting his face. The chat messages from the last stream were still piling up—offers, praise, demands—but one thread had caught his attention. A local subscriber, a fan, bold enough to ask the question most only hinted at: What would it take to be there in person?

Ryan’s cock stirred as he reread the message. The man was polite, eager, not some creep hiding behind anonymity. He even sent a photo—late twenties, decent build, clean-cut, not threatening. Ryan’s chest tightened. This could work. This could be the next step. Alicia, on her knees for a real man, with thousands watching. Fuck, the chat would explode.

That night, Alicia padded into the bedroom, fresh from the shower, towel wrapped around her. She found Ryan sitting on the bed with the laptop open, his eyes bright, lips curved in a way that made her pulse quicken.

“What?” she asked warily, drying her hair. “You’re looking at me like you’ve got something up your sleeve.”

Ryan shut the laptop halfway, resting his hand on it like it held a secret. His cock twitched just thinking about how she’d react. “I’ve been talking with someone,” he said carefully. “A fan. Local. He wants to be part of the stream.”

Alicia froze, her towel clutched tight around her chest. Her stomach dropped, then twisted. “A… fan? Like, actually here? In our house?” The thought terrified her, but heat shot between her thighs all the same. A stranger. Touching me. Fucking me. While thousands of men watch. Oh God.

Ryan’s eyes searched hers, steady, reassuring. “He’s clean. Respectful. He’ll follow the rules we set. Nothing happens you don’t want. I’ll be right there, filming, controlling it all.” His voice dropped lower, hungrier. “Baby, can you imagine what it’ll do to them? Seeing you take another cock live?”

Alicia’s breath caught, her body betraying her as her nipples hardened against the towel. Shame and arousal battled in her chest. “Ryan… I don’t know if I can…” She trailed off, because the image had already lodged itself in her mind: herself on her knees, Ryan behind the camera, another man groaning above her while the comments went insane. Her pussy throbbed at the thought, slickness threatening to drip down her thighs.

Ryan slid closer, cupping her jaw, kissing her softly. “Just think about it. That’s all I’m asking. Think about how wet you got reading those comments. Think about what they’ll do when you give them more than they ever dreamed of.”

Her heart raced. This is crazy. This is dangerous. But God help me… it turns me on more than anything we’ve done yet.

[image: ]


The knock at the door came just after eight. Alicia’s heart leapt into her throat. She was already dressed the way Ryan asked—tight jeans and a low-cut top, simple but sexy, as if she’d chosen it herself. Still, her hands shook as she smoothed her hair, the reality of what they were doing crashing down on her. It’s not just fantasy anymore. He’s real. He’s about to see me. Touch me. Oh God.

Ryan’s calm voice steadied her as he opened the door. “You made it,” he said warmly, clasping the man’s hand. The stranger—Jacob—was exactly as Ryan had described. Clean-cut, polite smile, but his eyes flicked past Ryan immediately, locking on Alicia.

Her cheeks burned under his gaze. It wasn’t subtle. It wasn’t polite. His eyes devoured her curves like he’d been starving for them, and her body betrayed her with a hot rush of wetness between her thighs. He wants me. Right here in my own house. A total stranger, and he’s looking at me like I’m dessert.

“Jacob,” Ryan said, motioning him inside. “This is Alicia.”

Jacob’s smile softened as he extended a hand. “It’s… incredible to meet you. I don’t even know what to say.” His voice was steady, but his eyes kept darting over her body, lingering on the swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips.

Alicia’s hand trembled as she shook his. Her skin tingled where he touched her, and her pulse hammered. He’s nervous too. But God, he’s hungry for me. Ryan sees it. I see it. And I can’t believe how much it turns me on.

Ryan watched them, his cock swelling at the sight of his wife trembling under another man’s gaze. She feels it. She knows what this is. She’s his fantasy, mine, theirs. And she’s about to give herself to all of us.

Alicia pulled her hand back, her chest tight, her body betraying her every fear with arousal. She whispered, almost to herself, “This is really happening.”

Ryan kissed her temple, steady and possessive. “Yes, baby. It is.”

The bedroom felt smaller with Jacob in it. He stood a few feet from the bed, his hands shoved into his pockets, trying to look calm, but his eyes kept darting to Alicia. She perched on the edge of the mattress, her body tight, her pulse hammering so loud she swore the mic would pick it up. The camera’s red light blinked. They were live.

Ryan adjusted the tripod, his voice calm and confident even as his cock strained against his jeans. “Alright, boys,” he said, looking straight into the lens. “Tonight’s special. You begged for it, and she’s ready. Meet Jacob—our first guest.”

The chat box exploded instantly. No fucking way. Lucky bastard. Fuck her for us, man! The tips chimed nonstop, a flood of approval and hunger.

Alicia’s throat tightened. She could feel the heat in Jacob’s stare, the way his cock strained under his jeans. He’s hard for me. Right here. In my bedroom. Thousands of men watching, and he wants me too. Her pussy clenched, slickness soaking into the lace between her thighs. Fear twisted in her belly, but the arousal burned hotter.

Ryan crouched beside her, brushing her hair back. His voice dropped low, just for her. “Breathe, baby. Look at me.” She turned, meeting his eyes, grounding herself in his steady gaze. “I’m right here. He won’t touch you until you want him to. You’re in control. All I want you to do is start by saying hi.”

She swallowed hard, nodding. Turning to Jacob, she whispered, “Hi.”

Jacob’s lips curved into a grin, his eyes still devouring her. “Hi, Alicia. You’re… even more beautiful up close.” His voice trembled with lust, and Alicia’s stomach flipped. He’s starving for me. And they’re all watching him stare at me like that.

Ryan’s cock twitched violently at the heat between them. He turned the camera slightly, framing Alicia’s face, her trembling thighs, and Jacob’s stare. “On your knees, baby,” he said softly, so only she could hear. “Show him how perfect you are.”

Alicia’s breath caught. Her body shook, but she slid off the bed, kneeling on the carpet. The audience’s comments blurred into one frenzied chant. Yes! Get on him, slut! Lucky bastard better cum fast.

Her eyes flicked up to Jacob’s, then to the blinking red light, then back to Ryan. Her heart pounded as she whispered in her head: This is it. I’m about to suck a stranger’s cock while thousands of men watch—and Ryan’s making me do it.

Jacob unzipped slowly, his cock straining hard as he freed it. Alicia’s breath hitched. It was bigger than she expected, thicker than Ryan’s, the head already glistening. Her stomach flipped, her thighs trembling as she stared at it. Oh God, this is real. He’s really going to put that in my mouth. A stranger. On camera. While thousands watch.

Ryan’s hand slid gently to the back of her neck, steadying her. “Look at me, baby,” he whispered, his cock throbbing in his jeans. She tore her gaze from Jacob’s length, meeting her husband’s eyes. His voice was calm, anchoring her. “You’re perfect. Remember the rules—talk to them. Let them see how much you love this.”

The tips chimed nonstop, comments scrolling too fast to follow. Get that cock, slut! She’s shaking, look at her! Lucky bastard. Alicia’s chest tightened, shame burning her cheeks, but her pussy clenched, soaking through her panties. She looked at the camera, her voice trembling but filthy. “Do you want to watch me suck him?”

The chat erupted, tipping in a flood. Ryan grinned, stroking his cock through his jeans. They’re insane for her already. They’re going to cum before she even opens her mouth.

Alicia turned back to Jacob. His breath was ragged, his cock twitching inches from her lips. She leaned forward, dragging her tongue slowly up the thick shaft, moaning softly as the salty taste hit her tongue. Jacob groaned, his hand flexing at his side. She’s even hotter than I imagined. Fuck, she’s going to make me explode already.

Alicia’s thoughts spun out of control. They’re all watching me lick a stranger’s cock. Ryan’s watching me, filming me, letting me do this. I should be ashamed. I should stop. But I can’t—I want this. She opened wide, sliding her lips over the swollen head, gagging softly as Jacob’s length pushed deeper into her throat.

The chat blew up in all caps. YES. Holy fuck, she’s gagging on it. She was born for this. Tips poured in, the sound constant.

Ryan’s voice was hoarse, shaking with lust. “That’s it, baby. Take it deeper. Show them how hungry you are.”

Alicia moaned around the cock filling her mouth, drool spilling down her chin as she pushed further. Jacob groaned loudly, his hips twitching forward, his cock sliding deeper into her throat. Her eyes watered, but she looked up at the camera, mascara streaking, and thought wildly, this is happening—really happening!


CHAPTER SEVEN




The red light blinked, recording every trembling breath, every sound of Jacob’s zipper as he kicked off his jeans. Alicia knelt on the carpet, mascara smudged, her lips swollen from sucking him minutes earlier. The chat hadn’t slowed once—comments pouring in, tips exploding across the screen.

Ryan adjusted the camera, his cock pulsing in his hand as he framed the shot. His voice stayed calm, but inside he was shaking. This is it. This is the moment. My wife’s about to take another man’s cock inside her, live, for thousands to see.

Jacob stroked his length, hovering close, his chest heaving. “She’s so fucking beautiful,” he muttered, almost forgetting the audience. His eyes never left Alicia, drinking in the way she trembled, the way her thighs squeezed together even as her pussy leaked through the lace.

Alicia’s pulse thundered. She looked at the camera, at the blur of words flying past, all begging, commanding, desperate. They want me to do this. They’ve been paying for this moment. Oh God, I’m about to fuck a stranger on camera. I’m about to cheat—but Ryan’s making me. Ryan’s watching me.

Ryan crouched down, stroking her hair. “Lay back, baby. Let them see you open for him.” His cock jerked as he said it, precum dripping.

Her body shook as she climbed onto the bed, lying back against the pillows, legs spread wide. Her panties were soaked, the thin fabric clinging to her folds. Ryan’s breath caught at the sight—his wife spread for another man, her pussy begging to be filled.

Jacob stepped forward, sliding her panties aside. He groaned when he saw the slickness coating her lips. “Fuck, she’s dripping.” His cock pulsed in his hand as he lined himself up.

Alicia gasped, her eyes locking on Ryan. Panic and lust clashed in her chest. “Ryan⁠—”

Ryan stroked his cock, nodding, his voice steady but dark with need. “It’s okay, baby. Let him in. Do it for me. Do it for them.”

Her body arched, her thighs trembling as Jacob pressed forward, the thick head stretching her open. Her gasp turned into a moan, raw and desperate, her nails digging into the sheets. Oh God, it’s happening. I’m taking another man. Ryan’s watching me get fucked.

The chat exploded in all caps, tips flooding nonstop. YES. She’s taking it. Slut wife fucked on cam.

Jacob sank deeper, groaning, his cock sliding into her tight heat. Alicia cried out, her pussy clenching around him, her shame melting into blazing ecstasy.

Ryan growled, stroking himself furiously. “That’s it. Fuck my wife. Show them how good she takes it.”

Alicia sobbed with pleasure, her body shaking as her pussy stretched around Jacob’s cock, her moans echoing into the camera. They’re watching me. Thousands of men are watching me get filled. And I love it. I fucking love it.

Jacob’s cock stretched her wide, filling her with a weight that made Alicia’s breath stutter. She clutched the sheets, her legs trembling as he slid deeper. Her pussy clenched around him, slick and hot, the wet sound of their bodies joining filling the room.

Ryan adjusted the camera, his hand steady even as precum dripped from his cock onto the carpet. He zoomed in tight on where Jacob’s shaft disappeared into his wife’s dripping slit. The sight made him groan. Fuck, look at her. Taking him like she was made for it. My wife’s pussy on display, and the world is watching.

The chat box exploded in real time. God damn, she’s tight. Closer shot! Closer! That pussy’s perfect. Tips chimed like a slot machine, the numbers climbing faster than Ryan had ever seen.

“Talk to them, baby,” Ryan rasped, his voice low but commanding. “Tell them how it feels.”

Alicia’s face flushed, her chest heaving as Jacob’s hips ground into her. Her moans spilled out helplessly, but she forced herself to look at the camera, her voice trembling but raw. “Do you see how good he fills me? My pussy’s stretching for him, just for you. Are you all stroking your cocks while you watch me get fucked?”

The comments blurred, the feed moving so fast she couldn’t keep up. Yes! Harder! Slut wife!

Jacob groaned, gripping her hips tighter as he thrust harder, his cock slamming deep into her soaked cunt. Alicia screamed, her nails clawing the sheets. Oh God, he’s so big. He’s splitting me open. And Ryan’s filming every second.

Ryan moved closer, angling the camera inches from the point of penetration. His cock jerked in his fist as he whispered, “Show them your face, baby. Let them see how much you love it.”

She turned her head, hair sticking to her sweaty cheek, her mouth open in a desperate cry. Her eyes locked on the lens, mascara smeared, voice breaking. “I’m your slut! Do you hear me? I’m taking this cock for you!”

Jacob groaned above her, pounding harder, sweat dripping from his forehead. Alicia’s body writhed, her pussy clenching tighter with every thrust. They’re all watching me cum. They’re all jerking off to me taking this stranger. And I love it. I love it so much I can’t stop.

Ryan zoomed back out, capturing her tits bouncing, her body bucking as Jacob drove into her. His voice was ragged as he urged her on. “Cum for them, Alicia. Let them see you break. Let them see you gush all over his cock.”

Her orgasm surged up fast, unstoppable. She screamed into the camera, her back arching as her pussy gushed, soaking Jacob’s cock and the sheets beneath them. The chat went insane—comments, tips, caps lock chaos.

Ryan groaned, stroking himself furiously, his voice a growl. “That’s it. That’s my slut wife. Show them how perfect you are.”

Jacob’s thrusts grew rougher, his groans louder as sweat dripped onto Alicia’s chest. Her pussy clenched desperately around him, still fluttering from her orgasm. She sobbed with pleasure, her body trembling, every nerve raw and overrun.

Ryan steadied the camera, catching every twitch of Jacob’s cock inside her soaked slit. His cock jerked in his fist, his voice low and gravelly. “Look at the lens, baby. Show them what kind of wife you are. Tell them what you need.”

Alicia’s head rolled on the pillow, her hair wild, her face streaked with sweat and tears. She forced her eyes open, staring straight into the red light as Jacob pounded into her. Her voice cracked, but it carried, filthy and desperate. “Please—please cum in me. Fill my pussy for them. I want them to see it leaking out of me.”

The chat detonated, a wall of caps-locked chaos. YES YES YES. Let him breed that slut wife. I’m cumming! Tips flooded in so fast the chimes blurred into one long, frantic note.

Jacob groaned, his hips jerking faster, his cock thickening inside her. “Fuck, she’s begging for it,” he growled, grabbing her thighs and spreading her wide. His balls slapped her ass with every thrust, his cock battering her swollen cunt.

Ryan zoomed closer, his voice hoarse. “Say it again, baby. Louder. Make them believe you need it.”

Alicia’s back arched, her nails clawing the sheets as she screamed into the lens. “Cum in me! Please, Jacob, cum in my pussy for them! Make me their whore!”

Jacob roared, slamming deep, his cock pulsing as hot jets spilled inside her. Alicia cried out, her pussy milking him, her body convulsing as another orgasm tore through her. Her thighs shook violently, cum gushing around Jacob’s cock and dripping down onto the sheets.

The camera caught everything—the way her body writhed, the look in her eyes, the white spill leaking from her hole. Ryan groaned, his cock jerking as he spilled across his fist, the sight of his wife filled by another man too much to bear.

The chat blurred with frantic praise, begging, and desperate tips. Breed her again! That’s a real whore. Fucking fantastic!

Alicia collapsed back against the pillows, sobbing with exhaustion and bliss, Jacob still twitching inside her. Her chest heaved as she looked at Ryan, whispering in her head: I’m ruined. I’ll never stop craving this.

The tips were still chiming, the chat a blur of begging demands—Again! Don’t stop! Fuck her ass next!—when Ryan reached over and clicked the stream off. The red light died, the laptop screen fading to black. The sudden silence in the room was deafening.

Jacob eased back, pulling out of Alicia with a wet sound that made her gasp. His cum spilled from her, sliding down her thighs onto the sheets. Alicia’s body shook, her chest heaving, her eyes glassy as she collapsed against the pillows. Oh God… I just fucked another man in front of thousands. I begged for his cum. And they loved it. I loved it.

Jacob reached for his jeans, his hands shaking as he dressed. He looked down at her, his voice rough. “You were… incredible, Alicia. Fucking incredible.” His eyes flicked to Ryan, respect in his tone. “Thank you. For letting me.”

Ryan’s jaw tightened, his cock still heavy in his hand as he wiped himself off with a towel. He nodded once, his voice low, steady, but burning. “You followed the rules. You did good.” His eyes lingered on Alicia, sprawled out and ruined. She’s glowing. She’s wrecked. She’s mine, even with his cum dripping out of her.

Jacob finished buckling his belt, glancing at Alicia one more time. “If you ever… want to do this again, I’d be here in a heartbeat.” His voice cracked with sincerity before he headed toward the door.

Alicia turned her head, dazed, watching him leave. Her voice was barely a whisper. “Ryan…”

Ryan set the camera aside and climbed onto the bed beside her, brushing the damp hair from her forehead. His touch was gentle, grounding. “Shh. It’s just us now. You were perfect.”

Her eyes filled with tears, shame and euphoria clashing in her chest. “I begged for him. I begged for his cum.”

Ryan kissed her temple, his voice fierce and proud. “I know. And you gave them everything they wanted. You gave me everything I wanted. You’re mine, Alicia—mine. No matter how many men watch or touch. Don’t forget that.”

Alicia clung to him, trembling, his cum still seeping from her. I should feel ruined. I should feel broken. But all I feel is alive.


CHAPTER EIGHT




The sun spilled weak light across the bedroom, cutting through half-closed blinds. Alicia stirred, her body aching everywhere. Her hair was tangled, mascara smeared under her eyes, the sheets beneath her still damp and stained with sex. She groaned softly, rolling to her side. Her thighs stuck together from the dried mix of sweat and cum. God… what have I done?

The memories hit in a rush. Jacob’s cock stretching her. Begging for his cum. Ryan’s camera zooming in as she screamed. The chat flying so fast it blurred. Her heart clenched in panic. I let a stranger fuck me while thousands watched. I begged for it. I loved it. What kind of woman does that?

Her pussy throbbed, slick already gathering again just from the thought. She pressed her thighs together, ashamed of the heat rushing back into her body. I’m disgusting. I’m ruined. I can’t stop wanting it.

Ryan stirred beside her, watching silently. Her messy hair, her smudged makeup, the way her body curled up like she was trying to hide—he thought she’d never looked more beautiful. She’s wrecked, and she’s mine. Mine to build back up, mine to show how perfect she really is.

He reached out, brushing hair from her face. “Morning, baby.”

She turned, her eyes glassy. “Ryan… what did we do?” Her voice cracked, half a whisper.

Ryan leaned closer, kissing her forehead. “We lived a fantasy. We made thousands of men cum just by letting them see what I see every night.” His cock twitched at the memory, but his tone stayed soft. “And you were perfect.”

Alicia’s throat tightened. She shook her head. “I let him fuck me. I let a stranger fuck me in our bed. I begged him for his cum.” Her lips trembled. “I feel so… dirty.”

Ryan cupped her jaw, forcing her eyes to meet his. His voice dropped lower, fierce but tender. “You feel dirty because it was real. Because you gave yourself over to it. That’s what made it perfect.” His thumb stroked her cheek. “I don’t care what anyone else thinks. I don’t care what they call you in the chat. All that matters is what we want. What you want. And I saw it in your eyes last night—you wanted it.”

Her chest rose sharply, her breath shaky. He’s right. I did want it. I wanted it so badly I lost myself in it.

“But Ryan…” Her voice was small. “What if I’m… addicted? What if I can’t stop?”

He smiled, his cock swelling under the covers. “Then we don’t stop. We keep going until you’ve had everything you’ve ever dreamed of. Until you’re full of cum, dripping for the world to see, and you know you’re the sexiest woman alive.” He kissed her hard, swallowing her moan.

Her body melted against him, heat pooling between her thighs again. God help me, he makes me feel unstoppable. Like being a slut is power, not shame.

She pulled back, breathless, her voice trembling but wanting. “You really think I was sexy last night?”

Ryan’s eyes burned into hers. “The sexiest. You broke them. They’ll never forget you. And neither will I.”

Alicia lay against the pillows, her robe half open, the bruises on her thighs still visible where Jacob had held her. Her hands clutched the fabric together as if she could hide the proof of what she’d done. He saw me like that. They all saw me like that. Ruined. Begging. Dirty.

Ryan shifted closer, prying her hands gently from her robe. He kissed each knuckle, slow, deliberate. His voice was steady, rich with the kind of certainty she couldn’t find in herself. “You think last night made you dirty. But I’ve never seen you more beautiful than you are right now.”

Her breath hitched. Tears stung her eyes. “Ryan…”

He traced the line of her jaw, his gaze sweeping over her messy hair, smudged makeup, swollen lips. “Look at you. Wrecked. Flushed. Alive. That’s beauty, Alicia. Not some polished version of you trying to look perfect. This—this raw, trembling woman who made the world beg for her—that’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

Her throat closed, the shame in her chest twisting into something hotter, sharper. He really means it. He doesn’t see a slut who begged a stranger for cum. He sees me. His wife. His woman.

Ryan leaned in, his forehead pressing against hers. “I’ll tell you something else. You’re mine. And no matter how many men watch you, fuck you, call you a slut—you’ll still be mine. That makes you untouchable. That makes you powerful.”

Alicia swallowed hard, her lips trembling into a shaky smile. “You really think so?”

He kissed her softly, tenderly, as if sealing it. “I know so. You’re more beautiful than ever.”

Her chest loosened, the knot of shame unraveling just enough to let the heat bloom again. She curled into him, whispering into his neck. “Then maybe… maybe I can live with being your slut.”

Ryan’s cock stirred at her words, but more than that, his heart swelled. She’s mine. She believes me. And she’s ready for more.
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Alicia sat at the kitchen table with her laptop open again, fingers hovering over the trackpad as if she could stop the world by not moving them. The forums were alive, gifs clipped from last night looping, strangers arguing over which moment made them cum the hardest. Some posts were filthy and crude, others were worship, and a few were plain mean. Her face felt hot reading it all, shame rising so fast she wanted to close the screen forever.

But the other feeling was louder than the shame, impossible to ignore. Pride slid through her chest like heat, bright and electric. People were obsessed with her. They had watched her beg, watched her gag, watched her take another man and still call herself his. The thought of thousands remembering her face made her pulse pound and her nipples hard under her shirt. They want me. They paid for me. They want more of me. The idea made her breathe faster and smile a little where she had meant to look horrified.

Ryan came in with two coffees and sat down beside her, his presence steadying like an anchor. He read a line over her shoulder, laughed softly, then kissed her temple. “They are obsessed,” he said. “And you were perfect.” His voice was proud, not surprised. He reached for her hand on the table and squeezed, like he was marking this as theirs.

She looked at him, wanting his truth more than anything. “I feel disgusting,” she admitted, voice small. “But I also feel… powerful. It’s like being two people at once.” She brushed a tear away and surprised herself when she let a grin slip. “I’m ashamed, but I also want them to remember me. I want them to want me.”

Ryan’s thumb stroked the back of her hand slow and warm. “That’s exactly it,” he said. “You’re ours. You belong to me, and we share you. That makes it safe and dangerous at the same time. We control when, how, and who. You get to decide how far it goes.” He watched her closely as if she were a live thing he wanted to keep alive and bright. She’ll never be anything less than mine, he thought. But damn if the world won’t worship her too.

Alicia swallowed hard, the mix of shame and pride turning hot in her belly until it felt like a hunger. She looked back at the screen, at the comments that called her filthiest names and the ones that said she was a goddess, and felt something inside her shift. “We built this together,” she said, louder now, like convincing herself made it real. “You set the rules. You keep me safe. And I… I like being the thing they can’t forget.”

Ryan smiled then, the kind that filled his whole face. He leaned in and pressed his mouth to hers, soft and claiming. “Then let them remember,” he whispered. “Let them beg for you. We’ll take care of everything else.” Alicia melted into the kiss, thinking of the camera, the red light, the sound of tips like distant rain. Shame and pride braided into one steady thread, and she let it hold her.

When they pulled back, her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were clear. She closed the laptop on purpose this time and slid her hand into his. “Okay,” she said, voice steady. “We do it together. I’m your slut. We make them remember me.” The words felt dangerous and honest and exactly like the new thing she wanted to be. Ryan’s grip tightened, and for the first time since everything changed, Alicia felt like she had been chosen and protected at once.


CHAPTER NINE




The apartment settled into a rhythm. Once a week, twice a week, sometimes three nights in a row when the itch grew too loud, Alicia and Ryan set the red light and let the world lean in. The streams blurred together in a way that felt like a drug. Different men, different rooms, same burning center: her face into the lens, her body giving them what they wanted while Ryan filmed and kept the rules.

Alicia watched the viewer numbers climb on the phone like she was watching a high score board. She would stand, pose, say a few lines and hear the chimes. The sound became a pulse inside her. At first she read the chat with a strange detachment, noticing details like which phrases sent the biggest flood of tips. That analysis lasted only a breath. Pretty soon her breath came quicker because the tips meant touch. Tips meant spanking. Tips meant gagging. Tips meant men in the bed.

One night after a stream that ran long and ragged, she sank onto the couch, face shining with sweat, hair stuck to her neck. Ryan came back from shutting the laptop and sat down beside her, his hand warm and sure on her knee. He said what he always said after: you were perfect. But tonight there was something else in the way he looked at her. Pride was mixed with hunger, and that hunger fed her.

She let the silence hang between them until the urge spilled out. “I did more than I thought I would,” she said, voice raw. Her fingers toyed with the hem of her robe, tracing the place where last night’s proof still stained. “I liked it.” The words felt both like confession and celebration. She saw Ryan’s pupils darken in response. He leaned in and murmured, “You want more.”

Her answer came quick, almost involuntary. “I want to set up another. With two guys this time. I want them both on camera. I want the chat to go insane.” The need in her made her cheeks flush. Inside her head a thousand tiny rehearsals ran at once. I will ask for it. I will make them watch. I will do it for him and because I want it.

Ryan’s laugh was low and pleased. He curled his fingers around hers. “You are asking me to arrange a group stream.” He watched her, reading every tremor. “Are you sure you want to make it bigger? We can go slow. We don’t have to change anything if you don’t want to.” His voice wanted her to step easy but also pushed at her line in the most delicious way.

Her reply was fierce. “No. I want it. I want to feel full. I want them to fight over me. I want to hear that sound when tips pour in.” Her pulse thrummed like a drum. Shame and thrill braided together until she could not tell where one began and the other ended. “Set it up. Please.”

Ryan’s mind ran through logistics even as his body reacted. Who could be trusted. How to vet them. How to keep her safe and make it feel dangerous. He pictured her on her knees between two men while the viewers erupted. He pictured her begging. He pictured himself filming every slick inch. He gave her a careful smile. “Okay. I’ll find the right ones. We’ll do it our way. We stop if you want. Promise.”

She leaned into him and let out a shaky laugh. In the dim light of the living room she felt like a new version of herself, dangerous and luminous. She wanted the world to remember her. She wanted Ryan to remember this exact way she sounded when she asked for more. The addiction was small at first, a whisper of wanting. Now it was louder and cleaner. “Line them up,” she whispered. “Make it happen.”

They kissed then, a quick sealing of a plan and a promise. Outside, the city moved on. Inside, the red light on the tripod waited like a patient animal. The next stream was already beginning to build in both their heads.
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Ryan sat at the desk with his laptop open, scrolling through messages and emails, his brow furrowed in concentration. Hundreds of requests had piled in since Alicia’s last stream—some crude, some laughable, but a few worth reading twice. His cock stirred just knowing how badly men wanted her, but his jaw was tight. Not just anyone gets to touch my wife. Only the ones I choose. Only the ones who can handle it without risking her.

Alicia padded in barefoot, a loose shirt hanging off one shoulder, her hair still damp from her shower. She leaned over his chair, peeking at the inbox. Her pulse quickened at the sheer number of messages. They’re begging to fuck me. Strangers clawing for the chance. And Ryan’s the one who decides who wins. The thought made her wet before she even read a word.

Ryan clicked open a profile. The man was tall, mid-thirties, fit. His photos weren’t shirtless bathroom selfies—just normal pictures, nothing shady. “This one looks real,” Ryan said, tilting the screen toward her. “Name’s Mike. Clean, tested, polite in his messages. What do you think? Hot enough?”

Alicia bit her lip, studying the photo. Mike had dark hair, a lean body, a hungry edge in his eyes that made her stomach tighten. She swallowed hard. “Yeah… he’s hot. He looks like he could… handle me.” The words felt dirty just saying them. Am I really rating strangers like potential lovers? God, I am. And I love it.

Ryan’s cock twitched at her voice. He clicked to the next profile. “And this one—Brent. Younger, cocky. Already said he’d ‘wreck your pussy on cam.’” Ryan smirked. “Bit of a mouth on him, but he tested clean, and he’s got experience. I kind of like the energy. Might make for a wild stream.”

Alicia’s cheeks flushed as she looked at Brent’s photo—muscular, cocky grin, shirt off in one picture. Her thighs pressed together. “He’s cocky,” she admitted softly. “But… he’s hot too. I bet the chat would go insane if he really took charge like that.”

Ryan turned his chair, grabbing her wrist and pulling her into his lap. His voice was low, his breath hot at her ear. “So, Mike and Brent. You want me to line them up? Make them fight over you while thousands of men watch you beg for more?”

Her heart thundered, her pussy clenching at the image. She whispered, almost shaking, “Yes. God, yes. Make it happen.”

Ryan kissed her hard, his cock throbbing under her. She’s ready. She’s begging me for more cock, more chaos, more men. And I’m going to give it to her.

Ryan’s fingers moved over the keyboard, the glow of the laptop screen painting his face in the dim room. Alicia curled on the bed behind him, knees hugged to her chest, watching intently. Her body hummed with nerves and arousal as she waited. He’s really doing it. He’s lining up two men to fuck me while the whole world watches. What kind of wife begs for that? Me. Ryan’s slut. His shared toy.

Ryan typed deliberately, his cock stiff in his jeans. No mistakes. This has to be clean. Safe. Controlled. He shot a message to Mike first:

“You’re in if you’re still interested. Group stream, next weekend. You follow my rules, always. Alicia is the star. Do you understand?”

The reply came in less than a minute. Mike’s eagerness leapt off the screen:

“Yes. I’ll treat her like gold. Just tell me when and where. I can’t stop thinking about her since the last stream.”

Ryan’s lips twitched into a grin. Hungry, respectful. Good.

Alicia’s thighs pressed tight together as she whispered, “He really wants me.” The heat between her legs soaked through her panties. God, he’s probably jerking off just writing that.

Ryan moved to Brent, his fingers tightening slightly on the keys. He kept his tone firm:

“You’ll get your chance to prove it. Alicia’s mine first, but if you want her on stream, you follow my lead. You take what she gives you, nothing more. Understood?”

Brent’s reply came back bold, cocky, almost cock-hard through text:

“Understood. I’ll fuck her like the slut she wants to be. The audience is gonna lose their minds.”

Ryan’s cock jerked hard at the words, even as his jaw tightened. Cocky bastard. Might make good TV. As long as he remembers whose wife she is.

Alicia leaned forward on the bed, breath ragged, her nipples pressing hard against her shirt. “Ryan… they’re both thinking about me right now. Both of them. Imagining my pussy. Imagining being inside me.” She shivered, her voice breaking. “I can’t believe how much that turns me on.”

Ryan turned, his eyes dark with lust. “Good. Because next weekend, they won’t just imagine. They’ll be here. And thousands of men will watch you take both of them while I film.”

Her body shook, her pussy throbbing at the image. Two men. On me. In me. And Ryan guiding it all. God, I’m going to lose myself. I think I’m growing addicted!


CHAPTER TEN




The knock came just after nine. Alicia’s stomach twisted into knots as Ryan opened the door. Mike stepped in first—tall, lean, eyes sharp but respectful. Brent followed, younger, cocky grin already plastered on his face, his gaze dropping straight to Alicia’s curves before he even said hello.

She stood in the living room in black lingerie, robe loose around her shoulders. Her heart hammered as both men’s eyes roamed over her. Two of them. In my house. Here to fuck me. And the camera will catch everything.

Ryan kept it smooth, his voice calm but firm, making sure his control was obvious. “Rules are the same as we discussed. You follow my lead, you don’t push her past what she gives. She’s the star. Understood?”

Mike nodded immediately. “Of course.” His eyes flicked to Alicia, heat burning in them, but there was restraint too. Brent smirked, cock already half-hard pressing his jeans, and muttered, “Yeah, I got it. Long as I get a turn.”

Alicia’s pussy clenched at the arrogance in his tone. God, he’s trouble. The chat is going to love him.

Ryan adjusted the tripod, the red light blinking on. The counter jumped immediately—hundreds of viewers pouring in as soon as the notification went live. The chat lit up in all caps:

NO FUCKING WAY.

Two cocks tonight?!

Best wife on the internet!

Ryan pulled Alicia close, his lips brushing her ear as he whispered, “Showtime, baby. Look at the lens and let them know what you’re about to do.”

Her body trembled, but the heat won over the nerves. She turned to the camera, lips parting, voice sultry but shaking. “Do you want to watch me take two men tonight?”

The flood of tips was immediate, the sound a constant chime. The chat turned into chaos—YES YES YES. Slut wife dream come true. Fill her from both ends.

Ryan stepped back, filming wide to catch all three of them as Mike and Brent flanked her, each reaching for her robe. The audience had never seen anything like it, and neither had Alicia. Her knees weakened, her pussy already dripping through the lace. They’re all going to watch me take them both. They’re going to see everything.

Mike’s fingers brushed the edge of Alicia’s robe, gentle but deliberate, sliding the fabric off one shoulder. Brent wasn’t nearly as careful—he tugged the other side down rough, exposing her bare arms. Alicia shivered between them, caught in the heat of two different touches. God, they’re both on me. The camera’s watching, thousands of men are watching, and I’m letting strangers undress me.

The chat went wild—Strip her! Fucking lucky bastards! She’s shaking! Tips poured in like rain, the sound constant.

Ryan kept the camera steady, zooming slowly to catch the robe slipping down her back. His cock ached, his hand twitching at his side. This is my wife. My Alicia. Two men stripping her for the world. She’s mine, but I’m letting them have her because it makes her glow. And they’re losing their minds watching.

Mike eased the robe off completely, letting it fall to the floor. His hand lingered at her waist, steady, reverent. Brent stepped in closer, his palm cupping her breast through the lace, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp.

Alicia moaned softly, her nipples straining against the thin fabric. Oh God, they’re touching me at the same time. My tits, my waist, my whole body—it’s too much. She looked into the camera, her voice breathless. “Do you like watching them undress me? Do you want to see me stripped all the way down?”

The tips surged instantly, the comments a blur. YES! Take it off! Panties next!

Ryan’s cock throbbed, precum wetting the inside of his jeans. His voice was rough as he called out, “Piece by piece, boys. Make them pay for every inch.”

Mike obeyed, sliding a bra strap off her shoulder, kissing the skin he revealed. Brent tugged at the other strap, teeth grazing her collarbone. Alicia gasped, arching into their touches. Two men on me, in front of everyone. They’re paying to see this, begging for more. I’m dripping already.

Ryan zoomed in close, catching her flushed face, her lips parted, her eyes heavy with lust. Fuck, she’s perfect. She’s made for this. My beautiful wife, their perfect slut.

The straps slipped lower, her breasts nearly spilling free, the chat screaming for the reveal. The tips chimed harder, almost nonstop, drowning the room in sound.

The straps slipped from Alicia’s shoulders, slow at first, then pulled down with no mercy. Her bra gave way, her breasts bouncing free under the harsh light. The camera caught the reveal, and the stream erupted.

Holy fuck, perfect tits!

YES YES YES.

Milk those sluts for us!

Tips poured in so fast the chimes blended into one long note. The flood of praise hit Alicia like a rush of heat. Her nipples hardened instantly under the men’s hungry stares. They’re all watching. Thousands of them. Begging. Paying. And they love my body.

Mike leaned in first, his hands reverent as he cupped her breasts, squeezing gently, brushing his thumbs over her swollen nipples. He groaned low in his throat. “God, you’re beautiful.”

Brent wasn’t gentle—he bent his head and sucked a nipple into his mouth, tugging it with his teeth until Alicia gasped. His hand gripped her other breast roughly, kneading, leaving marks.

Alicia moaned, her head falling back, body caught between worship and hunger. One treating me like a goddess. One like I’m his toy. And the audience sees both.

Ryan adjusted the camera, zooming in on the men’s mouths and hands working her chest. His cock pulsed, precum soaking through his jeans. She’s glowing. She’s theirs. And every man watching wishes he could be in their place. My wife, my slut, their fantasy.

“Good,” Ryan rasped from behind the lens. “Touch her harder. Make them pay for every second.”

The men obeyed. Mike pinched and rolled her nipple, savoring her cries, while Brent sucked hard, leaving a bruise across the swell of her breast. Alicia’s cries filled the mic, raw and breathless. She forced her eyes to the camera, her lips parting. “Do you like watching them play with my tits? Do you wish it was you?”

The chat detonated. YES. I’m stroking so hard. Fuck, she’s perfect.

Ryan groaned, stroking himself once with his free hand. “Tell them, baby. Tell them whose slut you are.”

Alicia’s chest heaved, her nipples aching under their mouths and hands. She stared into the lens, her voice shaking but filthy. “I’m your slut. All of yours. Do you want me to keep going?”

The tips exploded again, the sound filling the room like a storm.

Ryan angled the camera lower, the lens glinting in the lamplight. He framed Alicia’s body as she lay back across the bed, flushed and trembling, Mike and Brent on either side of her. His cock ached, but his hands stayed steady. This is it. She’s on the edge. All she needs is permission.

He crouched near her ear, his voice soft so only she caught it. “Breathe, baby. Don’t hold back. Let go for me. Let go for them.”

Her eyes flicked to him, wide and glassy, and then to the red light. The chat blurred too fast to follow—Take her. Slut wife dream. Switch off, fuck her raw. The chimes of tips filled the room, louder than her pulse.

Mike moved first, slow, deliberate. His hands were gentle as he took her, his eyes locked on hers like he was worshipping her body. Alicia’s breath came sharp, broken. He’s inside me. He’s filling me. And Ryan’s filming every second. Her moans poured out, shaky but raw, carrying into the mic.

Ryan zoomed in close, catching her face in the moment her body gave way to it, her lips parted, her eyes rolling back. He whispered again, “Show them how much you love it, baby. Say it.”

Alicia’s voice shook but carried into the lens. “I love it. I love being your slut. I love being filled for you.”

The feed exploded—comments, caps, a storm of tips that nearly crashed the counter.

Then Brent took over. His style was nothing like Mike’s—rough, hungry, pressing her harder into the mattress. His grin was cocky, his rhythm merciless, and Alicia gasped at the shift. For a split second fear spiked, but Ryan’s hand caught hers, grounding her. His low growl steadied her. “You’re safe. You’re mine. Take it, baby. Give it to them.”

Her body broke again, writhing under the pace. Shame and bliss tangled so tight she couldn’t separate them. They’re watching me be used. And I love it. God help me, I love it.

Ryan caught a close shot of her breasts bouncing between their hands, her face streaked with sweat and tears, every inch of her undone. He whispered into her ear, voice raw with pride. “That’s it. That’s my girl. Give them everything.”

Alicia cried out, voice ragged, the orgasm ripping through her as the two men took turns pushing her further than she thought she could go. The audience’s roar was deafening, tipping so fast the chimes turned into a storm.

Ryan never stopped filming, never stopped whispering. She’s theirs, she’s mine, and she’s perfect.

Mike was thrusting deep, slow, holding her hips like she was a sacred offering, his cock grinding into her soaked pussy with reverence. Brent was at her throat now, fingers tangled in her hair, his cock slick with precum as he tapped it against her lips. “Open that mouth, slut. Let the fans see how much you want it.”

Alicia obeyed, tongue out, lips parted. The camera caught every detail—the spit glistening on her chin, the sheen of sweat glowing on her breasts, the pure, aching need in her eyes. Thousands were watching. She didn’t care. She wanted them watching. She needed it.

She gagged as Brent slid in, her throat taking him deeper with every push. Behind her, Mike groaned, cock pulsing, his hands tightening around her waist as he pounded her harder now, faster, chasing his edge. “God, you’re perfect,” he growled. “You were made for this.”

Her voice was a garbled moan around Brent’s cock, eyes watering, fingers clawing at the sheets. Ryan stayed steady behind the lens, voice thick, low, feral. “Let them see, Alicia. Let them see what kind of slut you’ve become.”

Brent pulled back just long enough to slap his cock across her cum-slicked lips. “Beg for it. Beg for our cum, you fucking cum slut.”

She gasped, spit and drool trailing down her chin as she cried out, “Please—please cum for me, in my mouth, on my face. I want it, I want all of it⁠—”

Mike grunted behind her, pace breaking, and with a deep growl he shoved in to the hilt. “Fuck—take it,” he spat as his cock jerked, unloading thick, hot ropes inside her pussy. She screamed, her body convulsing from the shock of it—his cum leaking out around him, dripping down her thighs.

Brent wasn’t far behind. He stroked his cock with a snarl, standing over her kneeling form as Ryan pulled the camera close—tight on her flushed, ruined face.

“I’m gonna paint you,” Brent growled. “Open wider, slut.”

Alicia stuck her tongue out, eyes wide, pupils blown. Brent grunted as he exploded—hot streaks landing across her cheeks, her nose, her mouth. He aimed again, another splash hitting her forehead, her tongue.

She moaned like she was being fed salvation.

The chat detonated—TIP TIP TIP. Holy fuck. That’s the hottest shit I’ve ever seen. She’s perfect. Marry me next.

Ryan moved in close, voice calm, firm, his. “Look at them, Alicia.”

She looked straight into the lens, face a complete mess—cum smeared, lips swollen, tears streaking mascara down her cheeks. Her body trembled, raw and undone.

Ryan let the silence hang. Then his voice cut through like gospel.

“She’s ours…”

He moved the lens in tighter, zooming until only her cum-covered face filled the frame.

“…and she’s yours too.”

The room erupted in tip sounds so loud they blurred into a siren. Alicia broke—her mouth open in a choked sob as the orgasm hit her again, harder, her body collapsing onto the bed, twitching, leaking, spent.

She was gone. Owned. Offered. Worshiped.

And the whole fucking world just watched.


CHAPTER ELEVEN




The stream ended with a final chime. The red light blinked off. Silence hit like a thunderclap.

Alicia lay there, face still sticky, thighs spread, breath coming in slow, ragged pulls. The taste of cum clung to her lips. Brent’s. The heat of Mike’s seed was still thick between her legs, leaking out onto the sheets. Her body twitched, nerves fried, brain floating somewhere above her own body like smoke after a fire.

Ryan was quiet behind the camera. She felt him watching. Not the way the audience had—hungry, greedy, faceless—but the way a man watches something that belongs to him. Something he’s just witnessed being wrecked and remade.

She blinked slowly. “They’re gone?”

He nodded. “They left five minutes ago.”

Time had slipped sideways. She hadn’t even heard the door.

The silence swelled again.

Alicia sat up slowly. Every muscle ached. Her arms were shaking. She looked down at herself, at her stained chest, at the cum cooling on her skin like war paint. Her reflection caught in the mirror across the room, and she froze.

She didn’t recognize herself.

Eyes wide. Makeup smeared. Mouth red and raw. Her body—used. Owned. Fucked into something new.

“I look…” She trailed off, unable to finish.

Ryan came closer. “Beautiful.”

She gave him a broken laugh. “No. No, I look like…” Her voice cracked. “Like a slut. A real one. Not a fantasy. Not a roleplay. This was real.”

“It was,” he said, sitting beside her on the bed, “and you loved it.”

Her breath hitched. That word sat in her throat like a blade. Loved.

Did I?

She remembered the taste. The weight of two men. The ache in her jaw. The burn in her pussy. The twitch of her clit after the camera cut.

Her thighs clenched involuntarily.

“I don’t know what’s happening to me,” she whispered, not looking at him. “That girl… the one on camera… I don’t know if she’s me anymore or someone else I let loose.”

Ryan reached over, fingers curling around her chin, tilting her face to meet his.

“She’s both,” he said, voice low. “She’s you. Amplified. Freed.”

Alicia’s breath shuddered. “She scares me.”

“She arouses you,” Ryan corrected, leaning in, brushing his lips over her ear. “You came harder than I’ve ever seen you tonight. You begged. You sobbed. And you looked at that camera like it was your god.”

Tears welled in her eyes, but they didn’t fall.

“I feel like I disappeared,” she whispered. “Like I’m being eaten alive by this… thing we created.”

Ryan’s grip tightened, just a little. “No. You’re not disappearing. You’re becoming.”

She shook her head. “I’m not a wife anymore.”

His lips found hers, soft and firm. When he pulled away, his voice dropped to a growl. “You’re my wife. You’re also their dream. And you’re the only woman who could be both.”

The tears finally came—but not from sadness. From the weight of truth.

“I want to be hers again,” she said, voice shaking. “The woman from the stream. I want her back. I want to feel that again… that power. That filth. That freedom.”

Ryan’s cock twitched at her confession. He kissed her forehead, slow and reverent.

“She never left,” he whispered. “We’ll bring her back. Stronger.”

Alicia looked at herself one more time in the mirror. She didn’t flinch now.

And when she spoke, her voice was calm.

“Next time, I want more.”

Ryan smiled. “Good.”

The house was quiet. Ryan was out. The bed still smelled like cum and sweat and strangers.

Alicia sat cross-legged in his chair, one of his old hoodies draped over her bare skin, no panties, no bra—just her and the echo of what she’d become. The room was dim, blinds closed, the only light coming from the glow of the monitor. She had the stream queued up, paused at the exact moment Brent came on her face.

Her finger hovered over the spacebar.

She pressed it.

The moan hit first—her moan. Wrecked, raw, trembling with need. She watched herself in 4K, eyes wide, tongue out, face already glazed and waiting for more. The cum hit her lips, her cheek, her fucking forehead—and her body jolted like she’d been blessed.

Alicia’s hand slid between her thighs before she even realized it. She was wet. Soaking. Just from watching.

She dragged her fingers slow over her slick folds, eyes locked on the screen. Mike was still fucking her from behind in the video, groaning her name. Brent was wiping the head of his cock across her face, grinning. Ryan’s voice echoed just after:

“She’s ours… and she’s yours too.”

Alicia gasped aloud. Her hips rocked. Her other hand gripped the chair’s arm like she was holding herself down.

She scrolled through the comments. They were still coming. New ones, hours later.

“I’d pay my mortgage just to lick her used cunt.”

“God, I bet she stinks like sweat and spit and shame.”

“Look at the way she opens her mouth for it. She needs it.”

“I came six times. Show her this comment. Tell her she made me ruin my sheets.”

“That’s not a wife. That’s public property now.”

She moaned, fingers circling her clit, the filthy praise striking her like electricity. Her thighs trembled.

She opened the tip logs. Her highest tippers had left notes.

[image: money bag] $200 – “Next time make her swallow both loads, then spit it on the lens.”

[image: money bag] $150 – “Fuck her with a camera inside her cunt. We want POV of her breaking.”

[image: money bag] $500 – “Invite three more. I want to see her airtight and crying.”

Alicia’s cunt clenched around nothing. She was whimpering now. Desperate. Pathetic.

She clicked back thirty seconds. Brent’s cum shot again. Her face jerked from the impact. She moaned watching it hit.

And then she saw it: her own smile. Just for a second. Cum in her lashes, mouth still open, and she fucking smiled. A smile of joy.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “Fuck, fuck, fuck⁠—”

She rubbed harder, furious circles, one hand clutching her tit, nails digging into soft skin. Her body was burning. Her thighs slick. She kept reading.

“She’s addicted now. She’ll never stop.”

“You broke her open and made her perfect.”

“She’s going to beg next time. I want to see it.”

“Let her gag on three cocks at once. She can take it. She needs to.”

“Tell her I jerk off to her every morning before work.”

She shattered. Back arched, her mouth fell open, but no sound came out. Her body convulsed, and her slick flooded her fingers. She came to the sound of her own voice begging for cum, to her own face being defiled, to men she didn’t know calling her their perfect little fucktoy.

It was unbearable.

It was divine.

She collapsed in the chair, hoodie half off, her pussy still twitching, fingers dripping. Her breath was ragged. The video played on in the background, her own moans echoing through the speakers. She didn’t stop it. She didn’t close the window. She didn’t clean her hand.

She clicked “replay.”

And whispered:

“Next time, I want more loads.”

The front door clicked shut softly. Keys hit the bowl.

Alicia didn’t move.

She was still slumped in the chair, legs spread shamelessly wide, fingers glistening with her own slick, hoodie pushed up past her waist, one breast fully exposed—red from where she'd clawed at it while watching herself get wrecked.

The screen still played the replay on loop. Brent's cum hitting her face. Her moaning. Ryan's voice—“She’s ours, and she’s yours too.” The moment she'd given herself away.

Ryan stood in the hallway. Silent. Watching.

He said nothing at first.

The air between them buzzed with heat.

Her head turned slowly, shame and defiance warring in her eyes. "I⁠—"

He walked forward.

"You watched it."

She nodded, breath shaky. “Twice.”

“You read the comments?”

“Yes.”

His eyes dropped to her hand still buried between her thighs. “Did you edge?”

She blinked. “No.”

“You came.”

Her lips parted. She didn’t answer. He didn’t need her to.

Ryan moved to the desk, leaned over her, one hand on the back of the chair, the other brushing her tear-smeared cheek.

“I should be angry,” he whispered.

She swallowed hard. “Are you?”

He brushed his thumb through the streak of cum still drying at the corner of her mouth. “No.”

He kissed her. Slow. Tasting sweat, salt, need. She whimpered into it.

When he pulled back, his eyes were molten. “I’m proud.”

Her whole body jolted.

“I came watching myself,” she admitted, voice cracking. “Watching them—use me. Watching you give me to them.”

Ryan’s cock hardened instantly beneath his jeans. “You weren’t just used. You were offered. And they fucking worshipped you.”

Alicia trembled. “I want to do it again.”

His hand gripped her jaw tight. “You want more?”

She nodded fast. “More cocks. More viewers. More everything.”

He growled. “You want them to cum on you again? Watch you gag, get stretched, take every drop?”

She moaned. “Yes. I want them to ruin me.”

Ryan reached down, spreading her pussy wider with his fingers, inspecting the mess she'd made of herself. “They won’t ruin you. We will. Together.”

She gasped. Her body shook.

“You’re mine,” he said, fingers slick with her arousal. “But you belong to them too now. Every filthy second. Every orgasm. Every whimper.”

Alicia met his gaze, breathless. “Then make me worse.”

He grinned darkly, already pulling the camera from the shelf.

“Oh, baby. You have no idea what I’ve got planned for next time.”


CHAPTER TWELVE




The room pulsed with low amber light. The camera was already live.

The red glow on the lens stared back at Alicia like a god she’d learned to kneel for.

Only it didn’t make her kneel now.

She stood in front of it.

Naked.

Hair curled and wild down her back. Lip gloss smeared already from biting it raw. A thin black collar wrapped around her throat, but no leash. No gag. No hands on her body but her own.

Thousands watched. The viewer count ticked like a heartbeat: 12,104. 12,227. 12,341.

She licked her lips, slow and deliberate, and stepped closer.

“Do you know what I did before the stream?” she said into the mic, voice silk and heat and smoke. “I read every filthy thing you typed last time.”

The chat exploded.

“SHE’S BACK.”

“QUEEN SLUT RETURNS.”

“Did she swallow this time?”

“Yes, goddess. Fucking ruin us.”

“I jerked off three times waiting.”

“Say our names, you perfect bitch.”

She smiled.

Ryan sat off-camera, one hand stroking himself slowly, the other gripping the rig. He was hard already. Aching. But silent. This was her opening. Her rules.

Alicia turned, giving the camera a full view of her ass as she walked to the bed—hips swaying like temptation’s final form. She climbed up, spreading her legs, fingers dragging up her thighs until they reached the slick heat between them.

“Last time, I begged them to fill me,” she whispered. “Tonight…”

Her breath caught. Her eyes fluttered.

“…I want you to beg.”

The chat lost it—caps, hearts, fire emojis, cum emojis, tip chimes ringing so fast it sounded like applause.

She slid two fingers through her soaked folds, the mic catching every filthy sound.

“Let’s make a deal,” she said, breathless. “I won’t cum until the tips get high enough. And you? You don’t cum until I tell you to.”

The chat erupted.

“YES MA’AM.”

“LOCKED AND EDGE READY.”

“She’s gonna torture us.”

“I’m begging already.”

“Don’t stop touching yourself.”

“Make us fucking ache.”

Ryan let out a ragged breath. She didn’t look at him.

Her fingers circled her clit—slow, cruel. Her thighs trembled. She arched her back so the camera could see everything.

“You don’t get to see me cum until I know you’ve earned it. Until I feel it.”

More tips.

$20. $40. $100.

She moaned.

“Harder,” she gasped, to herself, to them, to everyone. “Harder, or I stop.”

They obeyed. The chimes got louder. The flood of money hit like a wave. Her fingers moved faster, her mouth parted in soft cries, breathless, beautiful, ruined.

“Fuck, you’re desperate,” she moaned. “I can feel it. I can smell it.”

The chat blurred.

“I’m so close—please.”

“Tell me I’m nothing. Tell me to cum.”

“Use us. Use our cocks. Fucking ruin us, Alicia.”

“Call us your cum slaves.”

“YOU’RE A GODDESS.”

Alicia laughed—low, husky, dirty. “Is that what you are? My little cum slaves?”

She spat on her fingers and slid them back down. “Then fucking earn it.”

She edged herself again. And again. Until her body shook.

Ryan’s voice cracked from behind the camera. “Baby, you’re gonna cum. Don’t hold it.”

She turned to him now—finally. Her eyes gleamed. “Not yet.”

He groaned. “Jesus fuck.”

The viewer count passed 15,000.

She licked her fingers, the taste of herself coating her tongue, then shoved them back in deep, fucking herself while staring straight into the lens.

“Tell me how badly you want to see me cum,” she panted. “Tell me what you’ll do for it.”

“I’ll beg.”

“I’ll pay.”

“I’ll crawl.”

“I’ll worship you.”

“I’ll eat your pussy after every man finishes in it.”

“I’ll ruin my cock for you.”

“Fucking PLEASE.”

Alicia broke.

Her fingers plunged deep. Her body convulsed, her cry sharp and desperate and free. She collapsed onto her side, twitching, hand still buried inside her, mouth parted in a dazed, ruined smile.

The stream flooded with tips, howls of praise, desperate declarations.

Ryan walked onto camera, finally, kneeling behind her, stroking her soaked cunt with reverence.

He kissed her shoulder. “That was yours.”

She moaned softly.

He whispered loud enough for the mic to catch:

“Now let’s make the next one ours.”

She was still twitching when Ryan grabbed her by the hips.

No warning. No words. Just strong hands pulling her ass into the air, her face buried in the pillows, cunt soaked and open and still dripping from her self-inflicted orgasm. The chat exploded the second he stepped fully into frame.

“HE’S HERE.”

“FINALLY.”

“TAKE HER.”

“Breed her in front of us.”

“This is the moment.”

“FUCK YOUR SLUT.”

Ryan didn’t speak to the camera.

He didn’t have to.

His cock was rock hard, angry, wet with precum. He lined it up against her entrance, slapped it against her pussy once—loud, wet, obscene. Alicia whimpered, already lifting her hips higher for him.

“You think you run the stream now?” he growled, just loud enough for both her and the mic. “You edge yourself in front of thousands?”

Her only answer was a broken moan and the soft backward press of her ass against his cock.

He sank into her in one brutal thrust.

She screamed.

No buildup. No tease. Just full, raw possession. The sound of her getting filled echoed through the mic—wet, filthy, carnal. The chat caught fire.

“FUCK YES.”

“Tear her up.”

“She’s so full.”

“That’s the sound I needed.”

“Faster, Ryan. HARDER.”

Ryan gripped her waist tighter, digging his fingers into her hips like he wanted to leave bruises there forever. His thrusts were merciless—desperate, like he’d been holding back all night and finally snapped. Alicia sobbed into the pillows, face contorted in raw bliss, body pushed forward with every thrust like she was just a doll made to take it.

But his voice—his voice stayed low, reverent.

“My perfect girl,” he panted, cock slamming into her again. “Let them see what you’re made for.”

She choked out a cry as he grabbed her hair, yanked her up, arching her spine as he railed her from behind. Her tits bounced wildly, sweat dripping from her skin, and she looked straight into the camera—face wrecked, lips trembling.

“Tell them,” Ryan hissed. “Tell them who you belong to.”

She screamed it. “You!”

“Louder.”

“I’m yours. I’m yours—I’m your fucktoy, your slut—fuck!”

The tips were flooding in again, unrelenting. A new stream of comments scrolled like lightning:

“Breed her.”

“Fucking mark her.”

“You broke her open.”

“Make her say she loves it.”

“Pull her hair. Use her throat next.”

Ryan spit on her back and shoved in deeper. “Say you love this.”

She was crying now. Shaking. “I love it—I love it!”

The camera caught it all. Every tear. Every drip of sweat. Every savage thrust of cock into pussy.

Ryan leaned forward, one arm wrapped around her throat, the other between her legs, fingers rubbing her clit ruthlessly.

Her scream came like thunder—body snapping, cunt clenching so hard it milked him.

And Ryan—fucking Ryan—growled deep in his throat as he buried himself to the root.

“I’m gonna fill you,” he snarled, biting her shoulder. “Gonna cum in my wife for the whole fucking world.”

Alicia’s face was wild. She looked into the lens like she was praying to it. “Do it. Fill me in front of them. Let them see your cum leak out of me.”

The viewer count shot past 18,000.

Tips blurred the screen.

Ryan groaned like a beast and jerked once—twice—and then shoved deep, his cock twitching as he emptied inside her. Alicia wailed, collapsing under him, twitching around his pulsing cock, ruined and glowing.

But he didn’t pull out.

He stayed in.

Breathing hard.

Sweat dripping onto her back.

He looked at the camera.

“Next stream,” he panted, “she’ll take more.”

He smirked.

“Way more.”

The feed cut to black.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN




The room was dark except for the glow of the monitor.

Ryan sat alone.

Alicia was asleep in the other room, her body curled under the sheets, still raw and wrecked from the last stream—his stream. The one that broke records. The one that left her pussy wrecked, her body trembling like a ragged doll, her voice cracking as she begged to be filled on cam.

And now… the audience wanted more.

He scrolled through the private messages—hundreds of them. No, thousands. DMs. Emails. Tips with attached notes. The kind of filth that didn’t get posted in chat, but whispered in digital shadows. These weren’t random perverts.

They were invested.

The first message glowed in the inbox.

“If she can take two, she can take more. Make her gag for real. Gag her until she cries.”

Ryan leaned back in the chair, a slow grin spreading.

“Jesus,” he muttered. “They don’t just want to fuck her. They want to break her.”

Click.

Next message.

“Give us control. Let the chat decide how long she edges. We’ll turn her into a mess before she earns a single drop.”

Click.

“No more mercy. Spank her until she forgets her name. Paddle her pussy. Deny her even after she begs.”

Click.

“Gag her, tie her, use her. Every moan should be ours.”

He exhaled slowly.

“Fuck.”

His cock twitched under his jeans. He didn’t reach for it. Not yet.

He leaned forward instead, elbows on his knees, eyes locked on the screen like he was praying to it.

“You want her gagged,” he murmured. “Muffled. Unable to speak. You want to take away her voice unless it’s to cry. You want to hear her try to thank you with tears on her cheeks.”

He clicked into a spreadsheet he’d been building—viewer requests sorted by kink, by frequency, by price point.

“Spankings for every tip. Edging with no permission. Live denial countdowns. Fuck…”

He grinned.

“You fucking animals.”

He scrolled further—some had attached photos. Toys. Gags. Paddle collections. Collars they wanted to see around her throat. One guy had built a custom gag with her name etched into the leather.

Ryan laughed, low and dark.

“She’s not just ours anymore,” he whispered. “She’s the internet’s obsession. And they’re not just jerking off now. They’re training her.”

His tone shifted, voice lower, reverent now.

“They don’t want her to perform. They want her to submit. To obey.”

He clicked open the streaming platform’s dashboard.

New follower count: +28,112.

Tips from last stream: $24,743.

Average viewer watch time: 97 minutes. No one looked away.

He rubbed his jaw, staring at the numbers. The raw power of it. Alicia’s body. His lens. Their hunger.

They wanted more than a show. They wanted ownership.

He spoke to the monitor like it could hear him.

“You want to see her gag on the gag, not a cock. You want her dripping wet while she’s being denied. You want tears. You want obedience. You want to break her—slowly, lovingly, in front of an audience that paid for every second.”

He stood now, pacing slowly, holding the paper in one hand. Reading the punishments again.

Each one darker. More creative. More specific.

“Every tip over twenty… a spanking.”

“Every denied orgasm… ten minutes gagged.”

“No begging allowed until she’s at the edge.”

“Let us watch her fall apart.”

He stopped in front of the mirror, staring at his own reflection. His cock was hard now. Thick.

He spoke to himself like a general to his army.

“She begged to be ruined. They want to be the ones who ruin her. And I get to stand behind the camera and let it happen.”

He turned slowly, looking toward the bedroom. Alicia still sleeping, still spent. Ryan’s wheels started to turn.

[image: ]


The red light blinked on. Live.

The stream surged instantly—21,872 and rising. The chat ignited like fire licking gasoline.

“FUCK SHE’S BACK.”

“LOOK AT THAT LINGERIE.”

“CAME IN THE FIRST TEN SECONDS.”

“TELL US WHAT WE’RE DOING TONIGHT, SLUT.”

“DO YOU MISS OUR CUM?”

Alicia knelt on the bed, soft black lace stretched tight over her chest, nipples visibly hard beneath it. Her lips were already wet—lip gloss or spit, no one could tell. Her eyes were heavy. No collar tonight. No gag. Just submission in her posture, and the unknown waiting to unfold.

She looked into the camera and smiled.

“Did you miss me?”

The chat howled.

Ryan stood behind the camera, silent. Hands steady. Voice absent.

That alone made her nervous.

He always started the stream with a whisper. A command. A praise or threat.

Not tonight.

Alicia shifted, thighs parting slightly as she leaned forward on her elbows, presenting more, letting the lace ride higher. “I don’t know what Ryan has planned,” she purred, voice dripping heat. “He won’t tell me. Not even a hint.”

The chat responded instantly:

“GOOD.”

“HE’S GONNA DESTROY YOU.”

“YOU NEED IT.”

“WE DECIDED, SLUT.”

“LET US PUNISH YOU.”

Alicia laughed softly. “You’re all so greedy,” she whispered, licking her lips. “I can feel how desperate you are.”

She turned, looked over her shoulder toward Ryan. “Are they getting what they want?”

That’s when he stepped into frame.

Paper in hand.

She froze.

The second she saw the page, her thighs clenched.

Ryan didn’t smile. He didn’t touch her.

He read.

“Tonight’s punishments,” he said, voice calm, deep, final. “Submitted by the people watching. You didn’t get to vote, Alicia. You just get to obey.”

Her mouth dropped open.

The chat exploded:

“YESSSS.”

“FUCKING PERFECT.”

“SHE LOOKS SCARED.”

“EDGE HER TIL SHE BREAKS.”

“PUT THE GAG ON.”

He crouched next to her, slowly unfolding the page. Her breath trembled. The mic picked it up, caught every shaky inhale.

Ryan read aloud.

“Punishment one,” he said. “Spankings for every tip over $25. Bare ass. Counted out loud. If you mess up the count—double.”

Alicia gasped softly, eyes wide. The first tip came in immediately.

DING — $50.

Then another.

DING — $75.

DING — $100.

She moaned softly. “Fuck…”

Ryan kept reading.

“Punishment two. Edging. You’ll edge yourself, gagged. You do not get to ask to cum. The viewers will decide when you’ve earned it.”

The sound she made wasn’t quite fear. Wasn’t quite arousal. It was both, tangled and raw.

She looked into the camera, breathless, her voice trembling but filthy.

“So this is what you wanted?” she whispered. “You want to gag me so I can’t beg… while I fuck myself in front of you? While I cry for it?”

The chat detonated.

“YESSSS.”

“FUCKING GAG HER NOW.”

“TAPE HER MOUTH SHUT.”

“MAKE HER CUM WITHOUT A VOICE.”

“EDGE THE SLUT.”

Ryan handed her the gag.

Black leather. Ball strapped. No softness. No warning.

She took it in shaking hands.

Then looked back to the camera, that flicker of wicked heat catching in her eyes like a spark finding dry wood.

Her voice dropped to a sultry growl.

“You want to gag your little slut wife?” She licked the ball slowly. “You want me whimpering and drooling while I edge myself like a desperate fuck doll?”

The chat went rabid.

“YESSSSSSSS.”

“SAY IT AGAIN.”

“YOU BELONG TO US.”

“YOU’RE OUR FUCK DOLL.”

She smiled.

“Then I accept your punishments,” she said. “All of them. I want them.”

A pause.

Then she whispered, eyes locked on the lens:

“Use me. Edge me. Deny me. Hurt me.”

She slid the gag between her lips, strapping it tight behind her head.

Muffled moans filled the mic.

The tips started flooding in.

Ryan stood over her, paddle in hand, stroking himself with the other.

“Let’s begin.”

The room went still. Only the camera watched now.

Alicia knelt on all fours, bare ass high, gag strapped tight across her lips. The leather pushed her cheeks open in a perfect O, drool already slipping down her chin. Her eyes were wide, glassy. Afraid. Needy.

And then the first DING hit.

$100.

Ryan stepped behind her, paddle in one hand, the sheet of viewer-submitted punishments in the other.

“Four swats,” he said. “Hard. Counted. If the count’s wrong, we start over.”

Alicia whimpered through the gag, nodding fast, knees spread wide to brace herself.

CRACK.

The sound ripped through the room.

She screamed behind the gag, body jolting, spit flinging from her lips as the sting bloomed across her flesh.

“Mmmph—uhhnnn—Wuhnn!”

Ryan paused. “One.”

CRACK.

She writhed. The camera caught her whole body trembling—tits swinging, her cunt already slick and throbbing.

“Tuhhhooohhhnnnn—”

“Two.”

The chat screamed with her.

“HARDER.”

“MAKE HER COUNT RIGHT.”

“SHE’S DROOLING.”

“GOD YES.”

“EDGE HER WHILE YOU BEAT HER.”

CRACK. CRACK.

The final two landed back to back. Alicia howled around the gag, her body jerking forward on the bed, tears finally breaking from her eyes.

“Three.”

“Four.”

Ryan leaned close, brushing her hair from her face, his voice a low growl. “That was just warm-up.”

He tossed the paddle aside.

“Next punishment,” he said to the camera, reading the sheet again. “Edge her. Multiple times. She doesn’t get to cum until you say so.”

The tips kept flooding in. Edge. Edge. Edge. Denial. Control.

Ryan knelt behind her, spreading her open for the lens. Her pussy was soaked, clenching around nothing, twitching in desperate spasms.

He slipped two fingers in without warning.

She screamed.

Her hips bucked, thighs shaking as he curled deep, grinding slow.

“You’re dripping,” he said. “The gag turns you on, doesn’t it?”

She nodded frantically, sobbing through the leather, tears mixing with drool as her body betrayed her.

He pulled his fingers out, soaked.

“Edge one,” he said.

He rubbed her clit mercilessly. Fast. Unrelenting.

She thrashed under him. Moaning, begging through the gag, eyes wild.

And then—he stopped.

Right before she tipped.

Her whole body convulsed. Her scream was muffled but piercing.

“Shhhh,” he whispered. “Not yet.”

The chat:

“EDGE HER AGAIN.”

“DON’T LET HER CUM.”

“I’M STROKING SO HARD.”

“I’LL TIP $200 IF SHE CRIES.”

Edge two.

He fucked her with three fingers this time, slow and deep while rubbing her clit again, watching her unravel.

She sobbed through the gag, spit trailing down to her breasts, eyes squeezed shut as her hips tried to chase the high.

And again—he pulled away.

Right at the edge.

Her scream broke around the gag, a helpless, animal sound. She collapsed forward, fists clenched tight in the sheets, body shaking.

“She’s close again,” Ryan told the camera. “But she doesn’t get to cum unless you tell her.”

He turned the screen so she could see the chat—blinding, savage, full of power.

“KEEP HER THERE.”

“DON’T LET THE WHORE CUM.”

“NOT YET.”

“MAKE HER BEG THROUGH THE GAG.”

“FUCK SHE’S SO CLOSE.”

Ryan climbed onto the bed, kneeling behind her, rubbing her clit again with slow, cruel pressure. “You want it, slut?” he whispered in her ear. “You want to cum for them?”

She nodded violently, gag muffling her cries, spit flying.

He looked into the lens. “It’s up to them now.”

She writhed.

Two more edges.

Two more denials.

She was shaking. Twitching. Destroyed. The sounds coming from her weren’t words anymore—just guttural, desperate cries, drowned in tears and drool.

Her thighs glistened with slick.

And then⁠—

One word in the chat.

“Let her.”

Then another.

“CUM.”

Then ten more.

“Let her cum.”

“CUM FOR US.”

“SHE EARNED IT.”

“NOW.”

“MAKE HER BREAK.”

Ryan grinned.

He pushed two fingers back inside, rubbed her clit with his thumb. “You heard them, baby.”

Alicia screamed.

The orgasm tore through her like a grenade. Her legs gave out. Her back arched violently. Her mouth hung open in a silent cry, drool pouring down her chest as her body convulsed.

Tears streamed from her eyes as she collapsed in a soaked, twitching, gasping heap.

Ryan knelt behind her, kissing the nape of her neck, the gag still in her mouth, the viewers losing their fucking minds.

“THAT WAS INSANE.”

“SHE’S DESTROYED.”

“FUCKING ART.”

“I CAME WITH HER.”

“DO IT AGAIN NEXT STREAM.”

Ryan looked into the lens.

“She begged without words. You made her earn it.”

Then he smiled.

“And next time…”

The stream cut.

The silence was a weightless thing.

No tips. No commands. No blinking red eye staring her down. Just the low hum of electronics cooling and the soft, wet sound of Alicia's trembling breath as Ryan eased the gag from her mouth.

She whimpered. Her lips were red, raw, shining with spit. Her whole body was shaking—limp across the mattress, arms barely supporting her, thighs splayed, drenched in her own slick and tears.

Ryan didn’t speak at first. He didn’t need to.

He moved with reverence.

His hands stroked her shoulders, slow and warm, smoothing damp hair away from her face. He kissed her cheek—soft, careful. Her skin was hot. Her eyes were swollen. But she looked at him with something purer than lust now.

Trust.

“Come here,” he whispered, pulling her into his lap.

She climbed into him like she belonged there. Because she did. Her body collapsed against his chest, her arms trembling as they wrapped around his neck. He held her tight, one hand on her back, the other stroking slow circles over her hip.

“You did so fucking well,” he murmured, lips brushing her temple. “God, baby. You were perfect.”

She let out a broken breath that was almost a laugh. “That was… intense.”

He chuckled softly. “You were gagged and edged until you cried, and still followed every fucking command.”

His voice dropped into something softer. “You’re the strongest woman I’ve ever seen.”

She didn’t answer right away. Just curled in closer, letting her head rest against his shoulder.

After a long silence: “I didn’t know I could take that much.”

Ryan cupped her jaw, guiding her gaze up to his.

“You didn’t just take it,” he said. “You gave it. You offered your body to them—to me—to their fantasies… and you never lost yourself.”

Her eyes welled again, but not from pain this time.

“Even when it got scary…” she whispered, “I never felt unsafe. Not once.”

His thumb brushed her lower lip. “Because I’d never let you be.”

She nodded.

“I could feel it,” she said. “Even when I was gagged… crying… shaking… I could feel you.”

His arms tightened around her. “I was there, baby. Every second. Watching. Guiding. Making sure they never got more than what you wanted to give.”

Alicia blinked slowly, lips parting like she wanted to say something… but then he kissed her. Not rough. Not greedy.

Gentle. Worshipful.

His lips found the corners of her mouth, her cheeks, the tip of her nose. Each kiss a small devotion.

“You’re mine,” he whispered between them. “Not just in the bedroom. Not just on camera. You’re mine in this. All of this.”

She moaned softly, breath catching.

“And you’re so strong,” he murmured against her throat. “So fucking strong. Letting them see you like that? Vulnerable, gagged, edged to tears? Baby… that takes more strength than anything.”

She trembled in his arms, body still warm, still wrung out.

“I wanted to give it to them,” she whispered. “But only because you were behind me. Holding the leash, even if they were pulling it.”

He smiled against her skin.

“Good girl.”

Her eyes fluttered closed.

“I feel… emptied,” she said. “But not broken. Not used. Just…” She struggled for the word. “Open.”

Ryan kissed her forehead.

“That’s because you are,” he whispered. “Open. Brave. Mine. And the world’s.”

She breathed in deep. Let it out in a sigh that came from her core.

“I feel safe,” she said. “Even when I’m gagged. Even when I’m begging. Even when I’m about to fall apart… I feel safe.”

Ryan leaned his forehead to hers.

“Because I’ll always be there to catch you,” he said. “Every time.”


CHAPTER FOURTEEN




It started with a tweet.

Not from a porn account. Not from some faceless OnlyFans burner.

But from a blue-check tech journalist with two million followers and a reputation for catching early internet firestorms.

“Who the fuck is ‘The Wife on Cam’ and why is my entire feed obsessed with her gagged orgasm meltdown last night?”

That tweet was at 7:04 AM.

By 8:00, the clip had five million views.

By noon, #GaggedWife was trending worldwide.

By nightfall, Alicia's inbox had collapsed.

Her body had already gone viral before. But now?

Her face was everywhere.

She sat at the kitchen island in nothing but Ryan’s old hoodie, her phone glowing in her hand, unread notifications flooding like a breached dam. Her own lips stared back at her on the screen—glossy, parted around the gag, wet and twitching as she cried through the edge denial. A still frame from the moment before she shattered.

Every account had watermarked it.

Reddit. 4chan. Twitter. Discord. Private porn groups. Even fucking TikTok had found ways to keep the clip alive in edited form.

"That face," one post read. "She’s not faking. That’s the look of a real woman giving in."

Her throat felt tight. Not with shame. Not exactly.

More like pressure.

Like the entire internet had grabbed her by the collar and said: We saw you.

And we’re not letting you go.

Ryan stepped behind her, phone in hand, a smirk in his voice. “Did you see the Gawker article?”

Her eyes snapped up. “No—what?”

He tossed his phone onto the counter. Headline bold and unholy:

"The Porn Wife America’s Jerking Off To: How 'Live Stream Slut' Became the Internet’s Queen of Submission."

Alicia stared.

The header image was a still of her on her knees, cum trailing down her chin, her eyes glossy and wild, the red cam light glowing behind her like a halo.

Her lips parted. “Oh my god…”

Ryan leaned in behind her, arms slipping around her waist, mouth at her ear.

“They’ve named you.”

Her voice cracked. “It’s not just viewers anymore.”

“No,” he said. “It’s a fucking movement.”

She laughed—staggered, disbelieving. “This was supposed to be just for us. Just a kink.”

Ryan grinned against her neck. “Now you’re a kink for millions.”

The email inbox dinged. Again. And again. Her fan mail had gone from a trickle to a torrential downpour—some begging to worship her feet, others offering five-figure tips just for a one-on-one cam session. Production companies. Podcast invites. Interview requests. Brand deals.

And in the middle of it all: comments.

Everywhere.

“She’s the realest slut on the internet.”

“I don’t even like porn but I’d die for this woman.”

“She’s gone from wife to deity.”

“This is the first woman who’s ever made me want to submit while she’s the one submitting.”

“I came so hard I saw god.”

Alicia scrolled, lips trembling. “Ryan, they worship me.”

He turned her chair slowly to face him, his gaze soft but burning. “Of course they do.”

“But they know my face now. My real face. If I went to the grocery store tomorrow⁠—”

“They’d drop to their knees in the cereal aisle.”

She choked on a laugh.

“I’m scared,” she whispered.

He cupped her cheek, kissed her once—deep, grounding, possessive. “And wet.”

Her thighs clenched.

He was right.

“Tell me what you want,” he murmured. “I’ll turn it all off. We’ll walk away. Or⁠—”

She looked into his eyes.

“Or I own it,” she said. “I let them keep watching. I give them more.”

Ryan’s breath caught. “You’re serious?”

She stood.

Pulled off the hoodie.

Naked now in front of the kitchen window, letting the morning light touch her skin. She raised her arms slowly, presenting herself to the sky, to the world, to the millions of hungry eyes that would never stop wanting her.

“They’ve seen me gag. They’ve seen me cum. They’ve seen me cry.”

She turned back to him.

“Let’s see how far they’re willing to go.”
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The lights were off in the bedroom. Not because they were hiding—but because he was building.

Ryan moved like a man possessed, silent and focused, shirtless, the low golden lamp on the dresser casting shadows across his back as he tightened the last bolt on the rig. A second camera mounted overhead. The ring light calibrated for sweat and tears. Tripod in the corner, just low enough to catch her spread thighs from below.

Alicia watched from the bed.

Blanket around her shoulders. Nothing underneath.

She didn’t speak. Just watched—breathing shallow, thighs pressed together, fingers curling in the fabric as he prepared her altar.

“What’s all this?” she finally asked, voice low.

Ryan didn’t look back. “A new setup.”

“For?”

His voice dropped. “The next chapter.”

Alicia exhaled slowly.

He turned to face her now. Eyes hungry, full of reverence and obsession in equal measure.

“They want more,” he said. “And they don’t just want to see anymore. They want to own.”

She swallowed. “So what happens?”

Ryan stepped forward, crouched at the edge of the bed. His hands found her legs, slowly pulling the blanket down, baring her inch by inch. “We give them control.”

Her breath hitched.

“Live voting.” He kissed the inside of her knee. “Real-time decisions.” His lips traveled higher. “Punishments they choose.” Another kiss. “No pre-set rules. Just surrender.”

She trembled.

“You’d let them decide what I do?” she whispered. “What I take?”

He met her eyes, expression deadly serious. “Only if you give it to them.”

She nodded slowly. “What else?”

His fingers trailed up her thighs. “We add the countdown timer. Every time it hits zero without a tip, you lose something—your voice, your freedom, your ability to cum.”

Her pussy clenched.

“And the final vote?”

He leaned in close, voice like a promise. “They get to choose how you finish. How you break. Where they watch me cum—your mouth, your pussy, your face. Their choice.”

Alicia’s whole body responded.

She reached out, touched his cheek. “You’re really going to let them do that?”

“I’m not letting them,” he said. “We are. Because they don’t get to own you without permission.”

Her lips parted.

“And I want to see what they do with that power.”

She exhaled a shaking breath, heart pounding. “You trust them?”

Ryan kissed her softly. “No. I trust you.”

Silence stretched between them, hot and heavy.

Then Alicia slid her blanket off completely, exposing her flushed, naked body to the shadows and the soft click of the new lens overhead.

“When do we go live?” she asked, voice low, hungry.

Ryan smiled.

“When you’re ready to lose yourself.”
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The stream blinked on.

But this time, Alicia didn’t crawl into frame.

She didn’t kneel.

She walked.

Bare. Barefoot. Bare-souled.

The light caught her skin just right—soft and gold, glistening slightly, as if her whole body was still radiating the heat of her last orgasm. Her hair was tousled, damp at the ends. No collar. No leash. Just her. All of her.

She walked straight up to the camera, stared into the lens like it was a lover she hadn’t seen in weeks, and smiled slow.

CHAT:

“OH MY FUCKING GOD.”

“SHE’S STANDING??”

“QUEEN ENERGY.”

“LOOK AT THAT BODY.”

“I’M ALREADY HARD.”

She leaned close—lips parted, voice low, rich with satisfaction and something just a little dangerous.

“Did you miss me?”

CHAT:

“YES.”

“FUCK YES.”

“DON’T EVER LEAVE AGAIN.”

“I’D KILL TO TASTE YOU.”

“I’D SELL MY CAR FOR A USED GAG.”

She chuckled, biting her lip as her eyes flicked over to the viewer count.

32,413.

She exhaled, slow, controlled. Her nipples stiffened as the numbers ticked up again.

“Thirty thousand of you,” she said. “Watching. Waiting. Stroking your cocks like I owe you something.”

She smiled. Not sweet.

Predatory.

“I don’t.”

She leaned in closer. Her breath kissed the mic.

“I didn’t come back to be your toy. I’m here because I want it. I want the attention. The power. The hunger in your eyes when I’m gagged and drooling. That’s not for you. That’s for me.”

The chat flooded instantly.

“USE ME.”

“RUIN ME.”

“YOU FUCKING OWN ME.”

“YES MISTRESS.”

“GAG YOURSELF AGAIN, PLEASE.”

She read, scanning, then paused. One caught her eye.

“‘I want to edge you until your clit forgets how to cum.’”

She let out a slow, filthy moan.

“Ohh… fuck, that one’s poetic.”

Another:

“‘You were made for tears. You look like heaven when you cry.’”

She tilted her head. “That’s... disturbingly beautiful. You should write me love letters.”

She kept scrolling, biting her bottom lip, flushed with the filth she saw piling into the chat.

“‘Please let me pay to gag you. I want to hear you sob into leather.’”

“Mmm. You’ll have to get in line for that.”

“‘I watched your last orgasm thirty times. I stroked until I bled.’”

Her eyebrows rose. “Now that’s devotion.”

She stepped back then, slowly, letting them see her full body—every curve, every scar, every delicious flaw the camera turned into myth.

“You made me go viral,” she whispered. “Not because I fucked harder. Not because I cried. But because I let you see me break. And you loved it.”

The camera stayed steady as she turned, walked across the room—slow, naked, ethereal.

Then she reached for it.

Lifted the rig off its mount, turned it in her hands, and panned across the space like she was showing off the throne room of a goddess.

The viewers saw it all.

—The new overhead rig, mounted directly above the bed.

—The new custom ring light with variable dimming and red hue controls for orgasm contrast.

—The second tripod at waist height—aimed for close-ups, for tears, for gag dripping detail.

—A custom-painted paddle with her name carved into the handle: “Alicia.”

—Three new gags hanging neatly from silver hooks. Black leather. One red ball. One ring. One silicone molded like a cockhead.

She brought the camera back to her face.

Her smile was pure sin.

“You’ll see me on this bed again soon,” she said. “You’ll see me gagged. Tied. Shaking. But not because you deserve it.”

A pause.

“It’ll be because I do.”

CHAT:

“PLEASE JUST ONE EDGE.”

“FUCK, TEASE US.”

“SIT ON THE BED.”

“SHOW US YOU’RE WET.”

“I’LL PAY $300 JUST TO WATCH YOU SPIT.”

Alicia smiled. “No.”

CHAT:

“WHAT??”

“NOOOO.”

“DON’T TEASE US LIKE THIS.”

“FUCK PLEASE.”

“CUM ONE TIME.”

“I’LL TIP YOU INTO ORBIT.”

She lowered her voice to a whisper.

“You’ll get it all.”

Another pause.

“But not tonight.”

And then—before anyone could type another plea—she smiled directly into the lens, eyes full of cruel affection, and whispered:

“Beg harder.”

Click.

Stream offline.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN




They came in ones and twos, shoes whispering on the hardwood, hands folded like gifts. Ryan met them at the door with the same calm gravity he reserved for rituals; Alicia sat on the sofa in a robe, legs crossed, the camera off but the hush of possibility thick as perfume. This wasn’t a party. This was an audition for permission.

“IDs and test results first,” Ryan said, voice level and clinical, sliding a tablet across the console with a checklist pulsing on the screen. “No exceptions. We don’t play with risk here.”

Each man—some nervous, some overconfident, some reverent—presented the documents like contrite parishioners. Ryan scanned, nodded, made notes. Alicia watched each face catalogued beneath her gaze: the way a man’s grin trembled, whether his eyes lingered on her throat or her mouth, how quickly his posture shifted at the word boundaries.

“You know the rules,” Ryan said to the small group circled in the living room, his tone flat and final. “No penetration without vocal confirmation on camera. No surprise moves. No photos off the stream. You obey my direction, you obey her limits. You follow the punishments only as they’re given. You hurt only what she has agreed to be hurt.”

A ripple of assent swept the room. Some swallowed. Some grinned; others looked at Alicia as if waiting for a command.

Alicia stood, the robe falling open like a curtain. She walked among them slow as a benediction, bare feet soundless. The men’s breaths shortened. Up close she smelled like sex and detergent and something personal: the clean, wicked scent of someone who had given herself away and chosen to return.

“I’m not a toy,” she said, voice low. “I’m not a challenge. I’m not a test of your courage. If you can’t keep your hands to what’s allowed, you leave. If you can’t follow Ryan or if you disrespect me, you leave. If you try to take from me what I didn’t promise, everyone loses what they came for.”

Several men nodded so hard their Adam’s apples bobbed.

Ryan waited a beat, then tilted his head toward a thin man with a nervous smile. “Why us? Why tonight?”

The man—Corey, a local who’d been both caller and tipper for months—cleared his throat. “Because… because we want to fucking worship her. We want to be chosen. We want to be part of it. I’ve watched every stream. I know the rules. I know she—” his voice broke on the last word, raw with the kind of reverence that made Alicia’s heart twist “—I know she gives herself for real.”

Ryan looked at him, unblinking. “You understand the punishments? You understand the gag rule, the spanking counts, the edging protocol? If the chat requests them and the tip threshold is met, you will perform them exactly as instructed. You will not improvise. You will not ask for mercy on camera.”

Corey’s fingers tightened on his note card. “Yes. I understand. I agree.”

Ryan tapped the tablet. “Good. You have one strike. Any breach and the livestream ends for everyone. You get one chance in this room. That one chance is a privilege.”

A taller man with a steady jaw stepped forward—Shawn—familiar from the tip logs and late-night comments. Ryan asked a sharper question: “Have you been vaccinated? STI panel? Negative?”

Shawn nodded, producing the lab printout like a talisman. “Clean,” he said. “All of it. I know what we signed up for.”

Ryan scanned the prints, thumbed the boxes. “Good.”

Alicia watched him read—watched the small smile that flickered when Ryan saw the donation history. She let herself feel proud in a way that surprised her: proud not only of the numbers but of the ritual—this pruning of strangers into something safer, more intimate.

“Tell me about limits,” Ryan said, turning to the room as a whole. “Not mine. Not Alicia’s. Yours. Speak them out loud. If you don’t say them, assume you consent to everything we list.”

A murmur of discomfort ran through the circle. One by one they named their lines—no choking, no blood, no branding, no drug use, no photos—each declaration like a vow. Ryan nodded, fingers tapping his tablet. He checked them off, recorded them, and then said the thing that made the room breathe harder:

“All physical punishments will be administered at our count. You will take them as instructed. You will not attempt to exceed the count. You will stop if she taps thrice on my leg. She will not be asked to vocalize a safe-word while gagged—she will use the tap. If she taps, you stop. If she shows any sign of distress beyond the agreed play, we stop and end the stream. You will not argue. You will not bargain.”

Silence except for the faint hum of the refrigerator.

Alicia stepped into the center then, razor sharp and soft at once. Her voice dropped to an intimate cadence meant for the lens even though the cameras were muted.

“You’re here because you wanted to see me fall apart and rise again,” she said. “You wanted to be part of taking and giving. You’re not here to be heroes. You’re here to be careful hands. You’re here to obey.”

She looked each man in the eye and, leaning forward, let a tiny, dangerous smile slip: “Say it.”

The men, flushed and trembly, spoke in a chorus—breathless vows of restraint and devotion. “We obey.” “We won’t go past.” “We’ll stop if she taps.”

Ryan’s shoulders eased minutely. He walked around them like a judge inspecting coats; satisfied, he snapped the tablet closed.

“Two of you will be chosen tonight,” he announced, calm as a guillotine. “You will be briefed on the order. You will be mic’d, checked, and cleared. You will change into what we provide.” He tapped a folder. “You will not bring toys. You will not bring cameras. Anything you want used must be cleared and sanitized by us.”

A man at the back swallowed.

“Are you sure about this?” Ryan’s look could have melted steel.

“We’re sure. She’s sure. She asked for this.”

Alicia’s fingers found his from where she stood beside him, and she interlaced the small of her hand through his. The contact grounded her—this was their choreography, their strange worship. “We’ll make sure you understand,” she said, low and gentle. “And if you do, you’ll thank us later.”

The two chosen were finally named: Corey and Shawn—cordially forward, both with histories in the tip logs. They stepped forward and accepted Ryan’s instructions with a kind of pious hunger. Ryan handed them a printed copy of the punishments—exact counts, gag methods, edging protocols, denial windows, post-play aftercare steps. Corey’s hand trembled as he signed the acknowledgment. Shawn’s jaw clamped hard as he read the emergency stop procedures.

“Any questions?” Ryan asked, looking at each man.

Silence. Only the sound of a ceiling fan.

“Good,” he said. “You’ve been vetted. You’ve been warned. You’ve been chosen. When the red light goes on, you will remember that you are only what we allow you to be: worshipers. You will obey. You will be careful. You won’t touch the camera. You won’t touch each other unless we say so. You won’t try to take her home.”

They repeated the phrase—privilege, not a right—like penitents.

Ryan’s eyes met Alicia’s for a long second. Both of them smiled, the smile of people standing at the brink together. He raised a hand. The men’s faces brightened with adrenaline and fear. Alicia stepped forward and, in a whisper meant for no camera but for the power of a few hungry men, she said, “Make me remember why I asked for this.”

Ryan nodded once, the motion precise.

“Microphones on,” he said. “Sanitizer only. Clothes in the bag. One hour until lights. Be ready.”

As they changed in the small room off the back, Ryan guided Alicia to the bed. He handed her a soft robe and pressed a palm to her belly, then to her heart.

“You did this well,” he murmured, voice low and certain. “You picked them. You told them the rules. You chose the terms.”

She let out a breath like a laugh. “Together,” she corrected.

He kissed the top of her head. “Together.”

They checked the cameras one last time. The new overhead rig hummed like a promise. The paddle with her name caught the light and threw it back.

Outside, voices shuffled—men preparing, polishing themselves into worshippers. Inside, Alicia let her fingers trail over the paddle with her name, feeling the carved letters under her skin like a brand she’d earned for herself.

She breathed in. She breathed out.

They would start soon.
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The red light bled steady and the single feed carried everything: the men in the room, the thousands online, the small apartment turned stage. One stream. One audience. One memory being made.

Alicia stood in the doorway in black lace that clung like a promise. The robe slid from her shoulders in a slow, practiced reveal; the cameras drank her down—overhead for ceremony, waist-level for the intimate angles, the main lens locked on her face. The viewer counter ticked upward and the chat spilled into life the instant she stepped fully into frame.

“SHE’S BACK.”

“OH MY GOD.”

“QUEEN.”

“I’M SO HARD RIGHT NOW.”

“SHOW US EVERYTHING.”

Ryan stepped forward, measured and calm. He addressed the room—first the men beside him, then the digital crowd behind the lens.

“Tonight is one live feed,” he said. “Everything you do here is on camera. No private clips, no side feeds. We follow the flow I call. We follow Alicia’s limits. We honor what’s agreed. The audience watches and they’ll push thresholds, but the flow is kept here—on camera, in this room.”

The chat exploded again, rapid-fire tips and caps, hearts and fire emojis. The live energy made Alicia’s skin prickle.

Corey shifted in his seat—lean, earnest, eyes bright. He’d been a regular donor for months, the kind who wrote ridiculous, breathless little notes between tips. He smiled, awkward and sincere. “I’ve watched every stream,” he said, voice thin with excitement. “This is the chance to actually be here—honored doesn’t start to cover it.”

Shawn was a quieter presence—solid, controlled, the kind of man who looked like he’d read the rules and measured himself against them. He cracked a brief, confident smile. “I’m not here to improvise. I’m here to show up and do what’s asked,” he said, voice steady. “I know how to follow direction.”

Ryan catalogued them with a glance—history, posture, the way they treated Alicia when she entered the room—and then moved through the practicalities so the cameras would catch each line.

“Physical acts are by count,” he said, tapping the tablet so the on-screen checklist came up for the viewers: spanking counts, tipping thresholds tied to punishments, approved gag types, the order of turns. “If a count is missed, we pause and repeat. We won’t do anything outside the list. We sanitize. We mic you. No phones out during the stream.”

The chat went wild as the rules appeared on the side display—viewers loving the theater of process.

Ryan’s voice dropped softer. “There’s a private signal between Alicia and me—nonverbal, so we can manage safety quietly. If that signal happens, we stop immediately. That’s the only thing you need to know about how we call time.”

Corey nodded, grin quickening. “Got it.”

Shawn’s jaw tightened, a line of concentration. “Understood.”

Alicia walked the space between them, lace whispering, gaze steady. Up close she smelled like sex and soft soap; she smelled like the choice she’d made.

“You watched me break,” she said, turning to the camera and the men both. “You saw me give it away. Tonight you get to watch me give something back. I choose who touches me. I choose how far I go. You follow direction. Respect the pace. Respect the ritual.”

Corey’s excitement softened into a reverent focus. “We’ll be careful hands. We’re here to worship, not to push past what we’re told.”

Shawn offered a small, controlled nod. “We’ll follow the flow.”

Ryan handed them printed pages—counts, responsibilities, the order of worship—and clipped microphones into place. He checked the mics on both men with a quick professional motion, then snapped the sanitization pack shut and set it where cameras could see it.

“One feed. One record,” he said, looking at the lens. “Alicia and I manage how things go. The audience watches; they shout; they tip. We incorporate that energy. We do not let it turn into chaos. You two will take turns, starting with worship—gentle hands, reverence—and then we escalate per the thresholds you’ve seen on that list. You will respect her. You will follow direction. If you can’t, you leave. This is a privilege.”

Corey’s hands tightened on the edge of his chair. “I won’t waste it,” he said.

Shawn’s calm voice cut in: “We’re ready.”

Alicia slid gracefully to the bed and knelt, lace clinging to the curve of her hips. She looked straight into the camera, into the thousands of faces and into the two men who would touch her first.

“You made me viral,” she said softly, and the chat filled with howls and praise. “You made me into something bigger than our little secret. I’ll give you more. But remember—I’m giving this, not being taken. That is mine to choose.”

Ryan stepped close and laid a single, public hand on her shoulder—possessive and protective, a small claim for the cameras. “We start when I say. One feed. One flow. Let’s make this something they don’t forget.”

The men moved to change into what had been specified on their pages. The camera lingered on Alicia—her throat, the small scar at the base of her spine, the taut line of her hips—then widened to include the room, the ritual, the hum of anticipation that vibrated through the live chat.

“FUCK.”

“MAKE HER SCREAM.”

“BEST WIFE.”

“I’LL TIP $500 IF SHE BEGS.”

Ryan checked angles one last time, thumbed the tablet, and met Alicia’s eye.

“You ready?” he asked—quiet, private, even as the viewers screamed in the chat.

She smiled, steady and sharp. “Yes.”

He raised his hand to cue the beginning—and the red light burned brighter as the audience began to go crazy.

The first notification chimed sharp as a bell—$100 streaking across the feed, the message pulsing in caps: SPANK HER. FIVE SWATS.

Ryan’s smile was a blade. He turned from the tablet to the men. “A generous patron wants to see her ass marked. Five swats. Who takes the first strike?”

Corey half-rose, nerves and hunger braided tight. Alicia bent over the mattress, lace pulled taut over her ass, her voice husky for the mic. “I want to hear it.”

The chat howled approval. Corey raised his hand and brought it down in a sharp crack. Alicia’s gasp filled the room, and the counter climbed again. Ryan counted each swat out loud, clinical, ceremonial. By the fifth, Alicia’s hips were rocking forward, her breath uneven, the lace damp between her thighs.

Another tip flashed: GAG HER. BALL GAG. KEEP HER MOANING. The donation number glowed heavy enough to draw a whistle from Ryan. He reached for the black gag laid out beside the sanitizer. “Who’s fitting her?” he asked, voice smooth but edged.

Shawn stepped forward, steady, deliberate. He held the gag up for the camera, then pressed it to Alicia’s lips. She opened without protest, moaning as the ball slid behind her teeth, the strap buckled snug at the base of her skull. Her eyes gleamed with wet fire; her muffled sounds were instantly swallowed by the feed, driving the chat into chaos.

Tips kept pouring—EDGE HER FOR TEN MINUTES—and Ryan relayed the command with the same calm authority. “You heard them. Ten minutes. Slow her down. Keep her begging through the gag.”

Corey and Shawn traded positions like obedient servants, one stroking her clit in agonizing circles while the other slid two fingers inside, holding her just on the cusp. Alicia writhed, whimpering into the gag, the sound broken and desperate. The chat was a storm of “YES,” “MORE,” “KEEP HER THERE.”

Ryan crouched near her head, stroking her damp hair back so the camera caught the devotion in his touch. “They own your edges tonight,” he murmured, pitched low for her ear but clear for the microphones. “Every dollar is another second you don’t get to cum until they decide.”

Alicia’s eyes fluttered shut, a tear slipping free. She moaned through the gag, a muffled plea that the audience instantly translated into power, tipping higher, shouting louder.

The tips came in like rain against glass, constant, pounding, impossible to ignore. Ryan’s calm voice translated each one into touch—Corey’s trembling palm leaving red on her ass, Shawn’s steady hands holding her open while she sobbed around the gag. The room was a tsunami of commands and obedience, every sound Alicia made turned into currency, every flinch and moan purchased and replayed.

The chat blurred into a frenzy, caps spilling over one another: “HARDER.” “KEEP HER GAGGED.” “MAKE HER BEG.”

And then the phrase began repeating, a chant the feed seemed to breathe with:

“She’s the ultimate hotwife slut.”

“ULTIMATE HOTWIFE SLUT.”

“OUR SLUT, OUR QUEEN.”

The viewer counter ticked higher and higher, surging into numbers Ryan hadn’t expected to hit tonight. Alicia’s eyes were glassy, her body trembling, tears and spit shining under the lights as the tips poured in.

Ryan leaned close to the camera, his voice low but certain: “They’re not done with you yet.”

The red light burned hotter, the chat a tidal wave of hunger, her writhing body caught between careful hands and a faceless, roaring crowd that only wanted more.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN




The red light stayed on, and the chat was already a storm. Tips kept rolling across the screen, piling up faster than Ryan could read them out. Alicia knelt on the bed, still gagged, lace clinging to her body. Her chest rose and fell fast, her eyes wet but shining with excitement. She glanced toward the main camera, lips stretched around the ball, and gave a muffled moan that made the crowd of comments surge again.

Ryan stood at the foot of the bed, tablet in hand, his voice calm but heavy with heat. “Our audience has been generous,” he said. “They want more. They’ve paid for more. Alicia, they want to see how far their slut can go tonight.”

Alicia whimpered through the gag, nodding her head quickly, her thighs pressing together. Shawn leaned forward on the chair, jaw tight, waiting for direction. Corey’s hand shook on his lap, his cock straining against the thin fabric Ryan had told him to wear.

Ryan looked at the tablet and read aloud. “Five hundred dollars. That’s enough for a gag punishment. She’s already gagged, but they want more—they want to see her pushed. Who’s taking the first spanking while she’s gagged?”

Corey shot up from the chair. “I’ll do it,” he said, voice rough. He walked to the bed and looked at Ryan for approval.

“Good,” Ryan said. “Five swats. Count them loud so they can hear you.”

Corey placed his palm on Alicia’s lower back, guiding her forward until her ass was high in the air. He raised his hand and brought it down with a loud crack. Alicia jolted and moaned into the gag.

“One!” Corey said, his voice shaking.

The second swat landed harder. Alicia’s body trembled, but she pressed her face into the bed and wiggled her hips back like she wanted more.

“Two!”

The chat went wild, lines of text exploding across the screen. Ryan stepped closer, leaning over Alicia so the camera caught his face beside hers. “Look at you,” he murmured for her and the audience both. “You’re gagged, you’re taking every swat, and you’re still pushing that ass back. You look like the perfect little slut.”

Alicia’s muffled cry was raw and needy, her eyes rolling up to him. Her body shook with each strike until Corey counted the last, his hand red and his breath fast.

“Five!”

Ryan nodded. “Well done. That was for them. They bought every one of those hits. And she took them all because she belongs here, doesn’t she?”

Alicia moaned and nodded hard, drool slipping down her chin. Shawn’s eyes locked on her, steady and hungry.

Another chime hit the tablet, brighter and louder this time. Ryan read it aloud, his grin sharp. “A thousand dollars. Our biggest tip yet tonight. They want her edged. Ten full minutes. No orgasm until I say. Shawn, that’s yours. Don’t let her finish.”

Shawn stood and walked to the bed. He climbed behind her, one hand steadying her hip while the other slid between her thighs. His fingers moved slow, exact, circling her clit while the camera caught every twitch of Alicia’s body.

She screamed into the gag, muffled but wild, her hips rocking against his hand. Shawn kept his pace, slow and steady, while Ryan’s voice narrated. “They bought this control, Alicia. Every dollar is another second you don’t get to cum. Every stranger out there owns the way your body shakes right now.”

Her eyes squeezed shut, a tear slipping free. She writhed against Shawn’s hand, begging with muffled cries. Ryan leaned close to the mic. “Look at her, audience. Look at the way she’s drooling, crying, desperate. You paid for this. You’re making her your slut one second at a time.”

The timer on the tablet ticked down. Shawn worked her clit slow, careful, never giving enough for release. Corey stood to the side, stroking himself as the chat kept screaming for more.

When the timer hit zero, Ryan held up his hand. “Stop.”

Shawn pulled back at once, his fingers glistening. Alicia collapsed forward on the bed, shaking, her thighs wet. Her muffled sob was equal parts pain and need. Ryan stroked her hair, his voice soft but heavy with pride. “You’re so beautiful like this. On edge, gagged, trembling for strangers who just bought your orgasm. You love it, don’t you?”

Alicia nodded fast, her muffled moan clear even through the gag.

Ryan turned back to the camera, eyes hard, smile slow. “They’re not finished. Keep tipping. Keep commanding. We’ll push her until she can’t take anymore.”

The chimes kept ringing, the chat exploding into capital letters and dollar signs. Alicia’s body shook as she looked from Ryan to the camera, her eyes glassy and wet, her moans broken and desperate. The room pulsed with the crowd’s hunger, and the night was just starting.

The next chime nearly shook the speakers. Ryan glanced at the tablet, and his eyebrows lifted. “Two thousand dollars,” he said slowly, letting the weight of it hang in the air. “Our patrons want her spanked again, harder this time. Ten swats. Gagged. On her knees so they can see her face while it happens.”

Alicia whimpered through the gag, her eyes darting from Ryan to the lens. She knew every word was being carried to thousands of strangers. Her chest heaved as Ryan pulled her up from the bed and guided her to kneel on the mattress, her hands behind her head. Drool slipped down her chin, and the camera zoomed close on the wet shine across her lips.

“Which of you will give them what they bought?” Ryan asked.

Shawn stepped forward, his face steady but tight with hunger. “I will,” he said.

Ryan nodded. “Then count each strike. Make them hear it.”

The first swat landed across her ass, loud and sharp. Alicia’s head snapped back, a muffled scream punching through the gag.

“One,” Shawn said, voice firm.

The second landed harder, and Alicia shook, thighs spreading wider without her meaning to.

“Two.”

The chat lit up in fire emojis and endless caps. “HARDER.” “MAKE HER CRY.” “FUCKING SLUT.” Ryan moved behind the camera so the viewers saw her flushed face as each strike fell. He spoke in a low, steady tone that made her melt even while she cried. “Look at you, baby. On your knees, gagged, drooling, taking it all for them. Every swat they bought is another reason you’re their perfect little slut.”

The fifth strike broke something in her. Alicia’s eyes filled, tears spilling hot down her cheeks. She sobbed through the gag, her body shaking as Shawn’s hand kept rising and falling.

“Five,” he said, his jaw set.

Her humiliation burned through her chest like fire, but underneath it something else grew—thicker, hotter. Every strike made her wetter. Every sob brought the chat into a frenzy that only pushed her further. She was trembling, crying, and yet aching for more.

By the tenth strike she collapsed forward, forehead to the bed, ass high in the air. Her cries were messy and raw, spit stringing from her gag. Shawn’s hand hovered, red from the impact.

“Ten,” he said, breath ragged.

Ryan crouched beside her, stroking the hair back from her wet face so the camera could see her clearly. His voice was low but strong enough for the microphone. “You’re so beautiful like this. They’re calling you their slut, their whore, and you love it. Don’t you?”

Alicia’s head lifted, her eyes wild and wet. She nodded, hard, moaning brokenly into the gag.

Ryan smiled, turning the tablet toward the lens. “Look at her. You’ve humiliated her, and she’s dripping for you. You’ve made her cry, and she’s begging for more. This is your doing. Every dollar, every command, it all belongs to you.”

The chat exploded with the same chant over and over: “SLUT. SLUT. SLUT.” The words scrolled across the screen so fast they blurred. Alicia’s tears mixed with drool, her face wet and red, her body trembling, but her hips were rocking forward against the mattress in desperate little thrusts.

Shawn whispered from behind her, still on his knees. “She’s loving it. Look at her. She’s soaking the sheets.”

Ryan’s hand pressed firm on the small of her back. “Yes, she is. This is humiliation turned into pleasure. This is our slut showing you how much she belongs to your control.”

Alicia screamed into the gag, the sound a raw mixture of sobbing and ecstasy. The room filled with the noise of her surrender, and the chat swelled like a storm.

The chat rolled like thunder, words flying so fast the screen could barely hold them. Alicia stayed on her knees, gagged, drool shining on her chin, tears wetting her cheeks. Corey and Shawn stood back now, both of them breathing hard, both of them waiting for Ryan’s next order. But Ryan didn’t look at them. His eyes were only on her.

He crouched down so the camera could catch the two of them together. His hand slid over her jaw, holding her face steady, the gag stretching her lips wide. “Listen to me,” he said, voice low enough to shake in her bones. “They can spank you, they can edge you, they can make you cry for them. But don’t ever forget who you belong to.”

Alicia’s eyes locked on his. Her body trembled, her breasts rising fast, her whole form wet and red from the punishments. The men had touched her, the crowd had bought her screams, but Ryan’s words cut through the noise until nothing else mattered.

He leaned close, his mouth brushing her ear so the mic picked up every word. “Show them who you belong to.”

Her head snapped in a frantic nod. She tried to scream the words through the gag, broken cries that made no shape at all, but every sound was aimed at him. The audience saw her thrash, saw her moan, saw the wet desperation pour out of her. The comments exploded, tips firing one after another, a sea of capital letters praising what they thought was theirs. But Alicia’s wide, ruined eyes were locked only on Ryan as she begged, gag muffling her devotion, body shivering with need.

The feed surged, the counter climbing past numbers they had never hit before. Viewers filled the chat with one thought, one chant, hungry and wild. Ryan tightened his grip on her jaw, steady and sure, holding her there as the storm raged and Alicia broke herself open trying to cry his name.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN




The feed was running hotter than ever. Tips and comments blurred into a wall of noise that scrolled faster than Ryan could track. The counter at the top corner kept climbing higher, pulling in viewers by the hundreds. Alicia knelt on the bed with her face wet, chest rising fast, body trembling from the gag and the spanking. Her eyes were fixed on Ryan, but her ears were filled with the sound of thousands shouting at once.

Ryan turned the tablet so the lens could see the poll that had just opened. The screen split into three flashing choices: “Spanking Round 2”, “Double Penetration”, “Gagged Edging.” He spoke clearly, his voice calm even as the chat went wild. “Our audience has bought the right to choose her next act. You’ve seen the poll. You vote. You pay. Alicia takes what you demand.”

Corey looked from the screen back to Alicia, his face pale with adrenaline. “They get to choose? Right now?”

“They always choose,” Ryan said. His hand smoothed over Alicia’s damp hair before gripping the back of her neck so the camera caught the possessive touch. “She belongs to me, but tonight, they guide what happens to her. That’s the game.”

Shawn folded his arms, jaw tight as he stared at the options on the screen. “They’re all going for it at once,” he muttered.

The chat screamed in caps, the vote count slamming upward. Alicia whined into the gag, rocking her hips against the mattress, eyes wide as she tried to read the choices on the feed. Ryan leaned close to her ear, voice low enough for her and the mic both. “Look at them fighting over you. Thousands of men spending money to control your next move. Do you feel how powerful that makes you?”

Alicia moaned hard through the gag, nodding with wet cheeks, her thighs clenching. Ryan stroked her hair again, then lifted his chin toward the lens. “Ten seconds left on the poll. Make it count.”

The numbers jumped, one choice climbing higher than the rest until it slammed into the top spot. The tablet chimed, and Ryan read it aloud, his voice sharp with authority. “Double Penetration. That’s what they’ve chosen.”

The chat exploded with fire emojis, money symbols, and filthy commands. Corey swore under his breath, his cock jerking in his hand. Shawn’s eyes burned steady, his jaw set in focus.

Ryan tightened his grip on Alicia’s neck, turning her face toward the camera. “You heard them. They want to see you opened for them. They bought this, they voted, and now you’ll show them how far their slut can go. You ready?”

Alicia gave a muffled cry, nodding so hard her hair whipped her cheeks, spit shining at the corners of the gag. The crowd howled approval through the feed, drowning the room in noise.

Ryan smiled, cold and proud. “Then let’s give them what they paid for.”

Shawn stripped out of his thin shorts, his cock hard and heavy, the camera catching every detail. Corey followed, clumsy in his hurry, his eyes fixed on Alicia’s trembling body. Ryan guided them with the same calm he’d had since the start, his voice making it clear the scene was his to command.

“Condoms on. Sanitized. Audience is watching,” he said, tossing packets to each man. They rolled them on fast, hands shaking. Ryan turned to the camera so the thousands could see him take a disinfectant wipe to each shaft, a ritual for safety that looked almost ceremonial.

Alicia stayed on all fours, her face to the side so the audience could watch every moan that pushed past her gag. Her body was slick, her thighs trembling, her ass already red from the spanking. Ryan placed his hand flat on her lower back. “They voted for this, Alicia. Strangers with no faces told us what to do, and now you’ll show them how well you obey.”

She whimpered and nodded, tears shining as she pressed her hips back toward the men. Corey moved behind her, lining himself up with her pussy. Shawn knelt beside the bed, his hand cupping the back of her head, steadying her while his other hand stroked his cock for the lens.

Ryan’s voice cut through the noise. “Corey, take her slow. Let them watch her open for you.”

Corey pushed forward, groaning as the head of his cock slipped into her wet heat. Alicia screamed into the gag, her fingers clutching the sheets, her whole body rocking back to take more. The chat exploded in all caps. “YESSSS.” “OPEN HER.” “FUCKING PERFECT.”

When Corey was fully inside, Ryan tapped Shawn’s shoulder. “Now you. In her ass. Do it steady. Let the camera drink it in.”

Shawn climbed onto the bed, positioning himself behind her. He spat into his hand, worked it over his shaft, then pressed against her tight hole. Alicia’s eyes went wide, muffled cries spilling as Ryan stroked her hair, whispering in her ear. “Breathe, baby. Show them how strong you are. Show them how good it feels to be theirs while you’re still mine.”

The pressure built until Shawn slid inside, stretching her slowly, inch by inch. Alicia shook under them, her whole body trembling as she was filled in both holes. Corey groaned, Shawn hissed, and the chat went wild, filling the screen with money signs and filthy chants.

Alicia’s muffled scream broke into sobs, her face red, drool soaking her gag strap. But her hips pushed back against both men, meeting their thrusts as they started to move together. Ryan crouched by her head, stroking her face for the camera. “Look at her. Strangers told her to take two cocks at once, and she’s giving it to them. She’s crying for you, she’s moaning for you, and she loves every second.”

Her body rocked with the rhythm of their thrusts, sweat shining on her back. Her fingers clawed the sheets as she shook with raw arousal, every nerve burning. Alicia’s muffled cries turned into steady, broken moans, her body quaking as she submitted to the faceless tide that owned her for the night.

The comments blurred into a single chant: “CUMSLUT. CUMSLUT. CUMSLUT.” The tips poured in so fast the alerts stacked over each other, filling the screen. Alicia’s eyes rolled back, her whole body convulsing as the ecstasy tore through her, humiliation and pleasure crashing together until she was lost inside both.

Ryan held her hair tight, pulling her face toward the lens so every viewer could see her gagged, drooling, crying, and cumming while strangers used her. His voice was steady and sharp, cutting through the chaos. “This is what you bought. This is your slut. And she’ll keep taking what you demand.”

Corey and Shawn moved in rhythm, one pounding her pussy, the other stretching her ass, both groaning as sweat dripped down their bodies. The camera caught every thrust, every tremor of her shaking frame. The chat exploded in unreadable bursts of capital letters and filthy commands, the tide of words moving too fast to separate. Alicia’s eyes fluttered open, red and wet, staring at the screen but no longer seeing names—just the roar of thousands swallowing her whole.

Ryan crouched low, his lips brushing her ear, steady voice cutting into the chaos. “Talk to them, baby. They need to hear you. They need to know what this feels like.”

Her voice cracked around the gag, raw and muffled, but she forced the words out between sobs. “I… I’m so full… so stretched… I can’t stop shaking… please don’t stop.” Drool poured down her chin, her mascara streaked black across her cheeks. Her muffled cries bled into the mic, making the chat explode with another rush of money and praise.

“They’re buying your moans,” Ryan whispered. “Every sound, every tear, every second you stay on your knees, they own it. Tell them what you are.”

Alicia sobbed and nodded, her voice breaking through the gag, words slurred but desperate. “I’m… your slut… I’m his wife… I’m Ryan’s slut… and you’re watching me give it away.”

The men groaned, thrusting harder, her body jerking between them. She looked straight into the main lens, her eyes glassy, lips stretched around the ball, and let the truth spill out in a scream that shredded her voice. “I’m Ryan’s slut! I belong to him! You can use me but I’m his!”

The comments blurred faster, a faceless ocean of hunger, drowning her in the chant of ownership, humiliation, and lust. She shook violently, her climax ripping through her like lightning. Alicia screamed into the camera, tears streaking down her cheeks, her whole body convulsing as both men filled her at once. The gag muffled her cry but couldn’t hide the truth of it: she was sobbing, begging, cumming harder than she ever had, breaking for strangers who didn’t even have names.

Ryan held her face steady for the camera, his thumb wiping spit and tears away in one stroke. His voice was low, calm, almost tender. “Look at her. She belongs to me. And tonight, you’re only here because I allow it.”

Alicia’s body trembled as she nodded, her voice still muffled but her eyes wild and sure. She pushed the words out one more time for the audience, broken and soaked in sweat. “I’m his. Always his.”

The feed swelled with tips, the counter climbing higher, and the faceless tide roared its approval as Alicia sagged between the men, shaking with aftershocks, owned and displayed all at once.

Alicia collapsed forward onto the sheets, her chest heaving, her body trembling from the violent orgasm still running through her. Corey and Shawn pulled out, both of them gasping for breath, their hands shaking from the intensity of the moment. The camera zoomed in close on her face, wet with tears and spit, then widened to take in the whole room.

Ryan stroked the back of her head, his voice soft but steady. “That’s enough for tonight. You’ve seen what you paid for. You’ve seen her pushed to the edge and beyond. This is the end of the feed.” He tapped the tablet, and the bright red light dimmed. The roar of the chat fell silent, leaving only the sound of heavy breathing in the room.

Shawn was the first to speak. He grabbed his shorts and pulled them on, still flushed from the scene. “That was… unreal,” he said, his voice low and serious. He looked at Alicia, who was still sprawled on the bed, and then at Ryan. “You two weren’t exaggerating. She really is the world’s favorite online hotwife. Being here, being part of that… it was an honor.”

Corey nodded quickly, his face pink, his hands fidgeting with the waistband of his clothes. “I’ve watched her on every stream,” he said. “But this? Being in the same room, touching her, watching Ryan guide her like that? I’ll never forget it. Thank you for letting me be here. Thank you for letting me touch her.”

Ryan gave them both a measured nod. “You followed the rules. You respected her. You’ll be welcome again.”

Alicia lifted her head, hair messy and face wet, and gave a tired smile. Her voice cracked, but she managed the words. “Thank you… for treating me like what I am. Ryan’s slut. Your hotwife. I’ll remember this too.”

The men gathered their things, offering more thanks before slipping out into the night. The door shut softly behind them, leaving the room quiet except for the faint hum of the cooling cameras. Ryan sat on the edge of the bed, pulling Alicia into his arms. She melted against him, still shaking, still catching her breath.

“You gave them everything tonight,” he whispered into her hair. “And you showed them that even when they vote, even when they pay, you’re still mine.”

Alicia nodded against his chest, her voice small but certain. “Always yours.”

Ryan kissed the top of her head, holding her tight while the house fell still. Tonight had been a victory, and both of them knew it.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN




Ryan sat back against the headboard, tablet in hand, scrolling through the flood of messages left in the wake of the last stream. Alicia lay with her head on his chest, her skin still warm, her body loose from being wrung out. Every time she closed her eyes she saw the faceless tide of comments, the blur of commands, the flood of money. She had cried, screamed, begged through her gag, and now she felt a dangerous new hunger buzzing under her skin.

Ryan tilted the tablet so she could see. “They’re already asking what’s next,” he said. “Half the chat wants to see you taken outside these four walls. Balcony. Car. Hotel. They want the risk of you being caught.”

Alicia’s stomach fluttered. “Out there? Where someone could see?” She licked her lips, her voice soft and shaky, but there was no hiding the spark in her eyes. “That’s… insane. What if we really get caught?”

“That’s the thrill,” Ryan said, his voice calm and certain. He stroked her hair and kissed the top of her head. “We’ll plan it. We’ll make it safe. But they want it, and you know you want it too. I can feel you trembling just thinking about it.”

Her thighs pressed together, her cheeks flushing. “I do want it,” she whispered. “I want them watching while I know someone else might be too. I want them to see me risk everything. I want to feel that rush.”

Ryan grinned and tapped the tablet. “Then we’ll give them a choice. A poll again. Balcony, car, or hotel. The highest vote wins. We’ll set it up, and you’ll show them what kind of slut risks it all for her husband and her audience.”

Alicia sat up straighter, her heart pounding. “When?”

“Soon,” Ryan said. “Very soon. The sooner we do it, the hotter the payoff will be. And when the red light goes on, you’ll step outside with me holding the camera, and the whole world will see how far you’ve fallen for them… and for me.”

Her body shook, but her voice came steady. “Do it. Set the poll. I’ll give them whatever they want.”

Ryan kissed her hard, sealing the promise. “Good girl.”

The red light flicked on again, and the counter shot upward. Within seconds, thousands were back in the room, flooding the chat with greetings, tips, and filthy demands. The feed widened, showing Alicia perched on the edge of the bed in black silk and lace that clung to every curve. The robe slipped off her shoulders, her legs crossed slow, teasing, her hair brushed out so it fell around her face. She smiled, soft and wicked, licking her lips as if she could already taste the energy pouring in from the screen.

Ryan stood behind the camera, his hand resting on her shoulder, his voice steady but charged. “You’ve seen what she’s done here. You’ve made her gag, cry, beg, and submit. But tonight, you get to decide how far she goes outside these walls. Balcony. Car. Hotel. You vote, you pay, she obeys.”

The chat blew up, comments racing past. “BALCONY OR BUST.” “CAR TEASE, WINDOWS DOWN.” “HOTEL STREAM.” The tip alerts chimed like a slot machine. Alicia leaned toward the camera, silk falling open just enough to show lace underneath.

“You really want to watch me risk it, don’t you?” she said, her voice low and dirty. “You want to see me step outside where anyone could catch me. You want me to show strangers I’m Ryan’s slut. I can see it in the way you’re voting. I can feel it in how fast you’re tipping.”

Ryan chuckled, his hand sliding down to cup her throat, tilting her chin so the camera caught her face perfectly. “Look at her. She’s trembling already, and we haven’t even left the room. She’s wet just thinking about being caught. Tell them what’s running through your head, baby.”

Alicia’s breath shook as she looked straight into the lens. “I want you to see me like that. I want the rush of someone walking by, looking up, and knowing I’m being used for you. I want the fear in my chest when a car passes or when a door opens down the hall. I want you to watch me fall apart where I’m not supposed to. I want you to own that with me.”

The poll numbers climbed on the side of the feed. Balcony and hotel were fighting for the lead while car trailed behind. Ryan read the tally aloud like a referee. “Balcony’s winning. Hotel’s close. You’ve got one minute left. Vote harder if you want to see her somewhere else.”

The chat screamed in caps. “BALCONY SLUT.” “DO THE HOTEL, MAKE HER SCREAM THROUGH THE WALLS.” “PUT HER IN THE CAR, WINDOWS DOWN.” Tips poured in, pushing the numbers higher. Alicia laughed breathlessly, her hand stroking down her silk-covered thigh.

“You’re making me crazy,” she moaned into the mic. “You’re fighting over me like you own me. But you don’t. He owns me.” She tilted her head back against Ryan’s stomach, eyes wet, lips parted. “You just get to watch him share me.”

The timer ran down, the final count freezing on the screen. Balcony won, the margin wide enough to silence the hotel diehards in the chat. Ryan smirked, squeezing Alicia’s jaw so she faced the camera. “There it is. You’ve spoken. Balcony it is. Next time, you’ll see her outside with nothing but a camera and your money keeping her on her knees.”

Alicia blew a kiss to the lens, her voice sultry and shaking with nerves. “You’d better be ready. Because I am.”
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The feed flicked back on, this time aimed at the sliding glass doors that led to the balcony. The chat went wild before Alicia even stepped into frame. The camera caught the faint glow of streetlights below, the blur of headlights moving along the avenue, the occasional sound of a horn drifting up. Their apartment was high enough to feel safe but low enough that anyone passing could look up and see.

Ryan adjusted the camera, then turned to Alicia. She wore the same silk robe, loose over the lace, the fabric whispering against her skin as she moved. Her hands shook as she touched the curtain, glancing back at him with wide eyes. “They’re really going to see me, Ryan,” she whispered, her voice trembling between fear and arousal. “Not just them. Anyone.”

“That’s the point,” he said, calm and steady. He stepped behind her, kissed her shoulder, and guided her forward. “They’ve voted. They’ve paid. Now you show them what they bought. But you do it knowing that no matter how many eyes are out there, you belong to me.”

The chat lit up: “BALCONY SLUT!” “OPEN THE DOORS.” “MAKE HER SHOW THE CITY.” Tips chimed in like rainfall.

Ryan slid the glass door open, and cool night air rushed in. Alicia shivered as she stepped onto the balcony. The silk clung to her body, her bare legs glowing under the city lights. She gripped the railing, looking down at the street below, her breath coming quick. “Oh my god,” she whispered, glancing back at the camera. “They could see. Anyone could just look up and see me like this.”

“That’s why you’re shaking,” Ryan murmured, his hand smoothing over her hip. “Because it’s dangerous. Because it’s dirty. Because thousands are watching you stand here knowing a stranger in a car could catch the same view they have right now. Tell them how that feels.”

Alicia turned back toward the lens, her silk robe slipping just enough to reveal the lace beneath. Her voice shook, but she pushed through it, every word for the audience. “I feel like I shouldn’t be doing this. Like someone’s going to see me and know I’m not just his wife—I’m his slut. And you’re all here watching me risk it. I’m so wet from it I can barely breathe.”

The chat exploded: “PULL IT OPEN.” “LET US SEE.” “STRIP HER!” Ryan chuckled, his fingers sliding along the sash of her robe. He didn’t untie it, just tugged it so the silk parted slightly. “They don’t get everything yet,” he told the audience. “They get the tease. She’s ours, not yours. But you can watch her tremble on the edge of being caught.”

Alicia leaned over the railing, her silk falling open another inch. Her eyes were glassy as she stared down at the cars passing below. A pedestrian walked along the sidewalk, and she gasped, jerking back. “Ryan, they’ll see me,” she hissed, her pulse racing.

“Good,” Ryan said simply, steadying her with a hand at her back. “Let them. Let the whole world see you’re mine.”

She turned back to the camera, breathless, cheeks flushed. “You hear that?” she said, voice cracking into a laugh. “He wants me to let them see. And I want it too. I want the city to know I’m standing here dressed like a slut for him while thousands of you watch.”

The chat flooded with tips, the counter spiking higher. Ryan kissed the back of her neck, his voice low and rough. “They’re eating it up. And you’re shaking like you’re about to cum just from standing here. Say it, Alicia. Tell them what you are.”

Her lips trembled, her voice breaking but strong enough to cut through. “I’m Ryan’s slut. I’m his wife, his hotwife, his whore. And you’re watching me show it to the whole city.”

Ryan’s hand tightened on her hip, pulling her close as the feed zoomed in on her flushed face and trembling body. The audience poured money and filth into the chat, the tide pulling her deeper. Below, headlights swept across the street, and Alicia froze, certain someone had looked up. Her body shook harder, caught between fear and ecstasy, and the camera drank in every second.

The chat screamed for more. “FUCK HER OUT THERE!” “ON THE RAILING.” “SPANK HER ASS!” The tips stacked so fast the alerts sounded like a broken bell. Ryan glanced at the tablet, then at Alicia, who was gripping the balcony rail, her chest heaving.

“You hear them,” he said, sliding the silk robe off her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. “They’ve paid for you to be more than a tease. They want you used where the whole city can see.”

Alicia’s knees shook, but she didn’t pull back. “Ryan… someone really might see us.” Her voice wavered, caught between fear and excitement. “I’m standing here in lace, shaking like a slut, and the street’s right there.”

“That’s what they paid for,” Ryan said, his hand stroking down her back. He pressed her forward, bending her over the railing, her ass lifted toward the night air. Cars hissed past below, headlights cutting streaks across the street. “They want to see you fucked out here, and you’re going to give it to them. But don’t forget who you’re doing it for.”

“For you,” she whispered, voice breaking as she spread her legs. “Always you.”

Ryan freed himself, stroking his cock once before lining up with her slick pussy. He looked into the camera, his eyes sharp, and said, “This is what you bought. But she’s mine.” Then he thrust forward, burying himself inside her with one smooth stroke. Alicia cried out, the sound carrying into the night, her fingers white-knuckled on the rail.

The chat went berserk. “YESSSSSSS.” “PUBLIC WHORE.” “SPANK HER OUT THERE.” Another flood of tips rolled in, the biggest of the night. Ryan smirked at the tablet and raised his voice. “They’ve paid for it. Ten swats. Out here, where anyone can hear. Count them, Alicia.”

She moaned, face pressed against the cold metal, body rocking with his thrusts. “One!” she gasped when the first slap landed, sharp and echoing. The sound cut through the traffic below, a crack that could carry to anyone listening.

Ryan spanked her again, harder. “Two!” she cried, her voice ragged but clear for the mic.

By the fifth, she was sobbing, tears streaking her cheeks, but her hips pushed back for more. The audience roared their approval, comments pouring so fast the screen blurred. Ryan spanked her through the count, each strike leaving her skin redder, each cry spilling out over the city.

At ten, he grabbed her hair, pulling her head up so the camera caught her face. “Tell them what you are.”

Alicia’s voice shook, her words a raw scream into the night. “I’m Ryan’s slut! His wife, his hotwife, his whore! And you’re watching me get fucked where the whole city can see!”

Ryan thrust harder, the camera catching every movement, every sound, every tear. The tips poured in like water, the counter soaring higher, the chat chanting the same filthy names. Below them, a car slowed at the curb, headlights lingering a little too long before moving on. Alicia screamed louder, trembling with the thrill of being watched, her body giving in completely.

Ryan’s thrusts grew harder, his body driving her into the railing until the metal creaked under the force. Alicia’s moans were raw, spilling past her lips into the night. She gripped the rail tight, her body trembling as her orgasm built fast and hot. The chat kept screaming for it, the tips exploding in rapid fire.

“Look at them, baby,” Ryan growled, smacking her ass again for the crowd. “They’re begging for you to cum. Give it to them. Give it to me.”

Her head snapped back, tears streaking her cheeks as her body convulsed. “Ryan!” she screamed into the night, her voice cracking. “Ryan, I’m cumming for you!” The orgasm tore through her, her body shaking uncontrollably, her cries echoing into the city below.

That was when it happened.

A voice rose from the street, carried up from a man leaning against a lamppost. Slow, mocking claps cut through the traffic noise. “Yeah!” the man shouted, his laugh sharp and wild. “Fuck yeah!”

Alicia froze, then screamed again, harder, the humiliation ripping through her and tipping her orgasm into something explosive. Her body convulsed as she sobbed Ryan’s name, knowing she’d been heard not just by faceless strangers online, but by a real man on the street.

The feed captured it all—the clapping, the shout, Alicia’s trembling body, and Ryan holding her tight against the railing as she came undone. The chat went feral, flooding with disbelief and hunger: “SOMEONE HEARD HER!” “THEY SAW!” “WORLD’S SLUT!” The tips skyrocketed past anything they’d hit before.

Ryan pulled her back into his arms, his voice steady even as the feed burned with chaos. “That’s it. You gave them everything. You gave the city a show. And you gave me proof that you’ll risk it all just to be mine.”

Alicia clung to him, tears streaking her cheeks, her body still shuddering from the climax. She buried her face in his chest, but her voice carried for the mic, broken and certain. “Always yours. No matter who sees.”

Ryan kissed the top of her head, then turned to the lens, his expression calm and final. “Feed’s over.” He cut the stream, leaving the screen dark as the night carried on outside.


CHAPTER NINETEEN




The living room had been rearranged like a studio. Cameras stood in every corner, the overhead rig polished and humming, the main feed framed tight on the bed. Bottles of water lined the console beside sanitizing wipes and gloves, every detail laid out like Ryan was directing a professional shoot. Alicia sat at the edge of the mattress in a red lace set that barely covered her, her robe loose around her shoulders. Her pulse hammered in her throat as she watched Ryan prepare.

He turned to her, tablet in hand, and gave a small smile that was more command than comfort. “Tonight’s the biggest yet. The polls have been answered, the tips already poured in. They want to see you taken by more than one man at once, and that’s what they’ll get. A gangbang, live, with thousands watching. Our ultimate stream.”

Alicia’s lips parted, her breath shaky. “How many?”

Ryan glanced at the door, then back at her. “Five. Every one of them vetted. Every one tested, cleared, and signed off. They’ve been waiting for this moment as much as the audience has.”

Her stomach flipped. She had taken strangers before, had been filled on camera, but five at once felt like something impossible. She whispered, “They’ll destroy me.”

Ryan leaned down, cupping her jaw so the camera caught the intimacy of the moment. “They’ll use you, yes. But only because I allow it. And while the audience chants and tips, you remember one thing: no matter how many cocks you take, you belong to me.”

Her eyes burned, her thighs pressing together. “Always yours,” she said, her voice catching.

Ryan nodded, then straightened and turned to the main camera. His voice shifted, steady and commanding for the thousands already tuned in. “Welcome back. Tonight is the night you’ve been waiting for. Alicia will give herself to not one, not two, but five men, live, in front of you all. This is the ultimate stream. You voted, you tipped, you demanded, and now you’ll watch her get filled, stretched, and broken for your pleasure.”

The chat went insane, tips exploding across the screen in bright colors. Alicia glanced at the scrolling flood and swallowed hard. Ryan’s hand pressed firm to her shoulder, grounding her as he spoke again. “But remember this. No matter how many of you watch, no matter how many men touch her, she is my wife, my slut, and my gift to you. You will see her take them all, but you will never own her. Only I do.”

The door knocked, low and heavy, and Alicia’s heart leapt into her throat. Ryan looked back at her, his eyes steady. “Showtime.”

The knock came again, harder this time. Ryan crossed the room and pulled the door open. One by one the men filed in, the camera following every step.

Mike was first, broad shouldered, tattoos running down both arms. He looked straight into the main lens and grinned. “You already know me. I’m Mike. I’ve had her before, and tonight I’m back for more. I plan on making the world’s hottest hotwife scream my name until she can’t anymore.”

Brent stepped in behind him, taller, leaner, with a steady calm in his eyes. “Brent here. I’ve dreamed about this stream since the first time she went live. Tonight I’m going to bury myself in her and let every one of you watch her fall apart on my cock.”

Shawn followed, his jaw tight, his voice even. “You’ve seen me already. You know I don’t play around. I’m here to take my turn, no games, no mercy, just giving her what you’ve all paid to see.”

Corey came next, still carrying that nervous grin that the audience had come to know. He swallowed hard, looked at Alicia, then turned to the camera. “Corey. I still can’t believe I get to do this. I’m going to treat her like the goddess she is, and I’ll make sure every one of you out there feels like you’re right here inside her with me.”

The last man was new. He stepped into frame with a cocky smirk, his eyes sweeping over Alicia’s body like he was already inside her. “Name’s Jason. First time here, but not the last. I’ve been waiting for this stream since the second I saw her go viral. Tonight, I’m going to fuck her harder than she’s ever been fucked, and you’re all going to watch every second of it.”

The chat exploded. “Fuck her for all of us!” “Let us know what she feels like!” “Lucky fucking bastards, wish I was there!”

The men spread across the room, circling Alicia where she sat on the edge of the bed in her red lace. She looked up at them with wide eyes, her chest rising and falling fast, her robe slipping lower down her arms. The chat went berserk, comments and tips flooding in as viewers recognized familiar faces and raged with excitement over the new one.

Ryan stepped behind her, one hand on her shoulder, steady and proud. He looked into the lens, his voice smooth and commanding. “You’ve met them. You know what they want. And you know who she belongs to. Tonight, you’ll see her give herself to all five, right here, live. This is the stream you’ve been waiting for.”

The counter climbed higher, the alerts never stopping, the roar of the chat filling the room. Alicia trembled under the weight of so many eyes—five men in the room, thousands more behind the screen. Her lips parted, her voice low but clear. “I’m ready.”

The camera caught Alicia surrounded, red lace clinging to her body, silk robe sliding down her arms. Five cocks hung in front of her, hard and waiting, each man hungry, each one staring down at her like she was already theirs. The chat filled the screen with chants: “GET ON YOUR KNEES.” “USE ALL THEIR DICKS.” “WORLD’S HOTTEST SLUT.”

Ryan adjusted the rig for a wide shot, then crouched low with the handheld to capture her face. “Look at her,” he told the viewers, his voice steady. “Five men around her. Five cocks for my wife to worship while you watch. This is what you voted for. This is the ultimate stream.”

Alicia sank to her knees, hands reaching up. She grabbed Corey with her left and Jason with her right, stroking them both while she leaned forward to suck Mike into her mouth. Her lips stretched wide around him, her eyes glassy and locked on the camera. Shawn and Brent pressed close on either side, their hands tugging at her lace, squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples until she moaned around Mike’s cock.

Ryan moved in with the lens, close enough to catch the shine of spit running down her chin. “That’s it, baby,” he murmured, loud enough for the feed. “Stroke them, suck them, let them see how perfect you look with a mouthful of cock.”

She gagged softly, pulling back to gasp before switching to Brent, her tongue swirling, her hands still stroking Corey and Jason. The chat went wild, tips crashing in like a storm. “SPIT ON THEM.” “DOUBLE HANDJOBS.” “SHE’S THE QUEEN.”

Ryan pulled back, widening the shot to take in all five men surrounding her, each one touching, stroking, guiding her head from one cock to another. Mike groaned, his hand gripping her hair. “Fuck, she’s perfect. She’s really the internet’s hotwife.”

Brent leaned down, his voice low but caught by the mic. “I’ve never seen anyone take this many cocks at once. You’re a fucking dream.”

Jason smirked, thrusting against her hand. “First time in the room, and I already know I’ll be back. This slut’s built for this.”

Ryan’s voice cut through, steady and sharp. “Remember who she belongs to.” His hand pressed to the back of her head, forcing her deeper onto Brent’s cock until she gagged. The camera zoomed in tight on her wet lips stretched wide, her eyes watering. Then he pulled back to show Corey sliding behind her, pressing his cock against her pussy.

“Fuck her,” Ryan ordered. “Give them the angle they paid for.”

Corey eased into her, groaning as Alicia moaned around the cock in her mouth. Shawn knelt beside her, squeezing her tits while Jason shoved his cock against her cheek, smearing pre-cum across her face. She was drowning in them, every hole full, every inch of her body touched and claimed.

The chat blurred into one chant: “SLUT. SLUT. SLUT.” The tips never stopped, the screen glowing with the storm of money and praise. Ryan’s handheld caught her face, spit and tears running, her body rocking between Corey’s thrusts and the cocks in her hands and mouth.

“Look at her,” Ryan told the feed, his voice proud. “Five men using her. Every inch of her worshiping cock. And she loves it because she’s mine.”

Alicia pulled back just enough to cry out, her voice hoarse and raw. “I’m Ryan’s slut! Always his! Use me, all of you, but I belong to him!”

The room erupted with groans, the men gripping her tighter, the chat going feral. She jerked cocks with both hands, sucked until her throat ached, moaned as Corey fucked her from behind. Her body shook with the overload, humiliation and ecstasy blurring until she could only scream into the cocks filling her.

Corey slammed into her pussy from behind, his groans raw and unsteady. Alicia’s body rocked forward, her throat stuffed with Brent’s cock, her hands still pumping Jason and Mike. Shawn knelt close, squeezing her tits, twisting her nipples until she squealed around Brent’s shaft. She was surrounded, drowning in cocks, her whole body used while thousands of strangers watched.

Ryan crouched low with the handheld, zooming on her face. Spit and pre-cum smeared her chin and cheeks, tears streaking black down her face. He held the lens close as Brent pulled free and slapped his cock across her lips. “Open wider,” Ryan ordered. “Show them what your mouth looks like ruined.”

She obeyed, lips stretching, tongue out, gasping for air before sucking him back down. The chat went feral, the alerts crashing nonstop. “MAKE HER SWALLOW.” “COVER HER FACE.” “FILL HER UP.”

Mike grabbed her hair, groaning loud. “I’m close. Fuck, she’s perfect.” His hips thrust faster, and with a deep growl he pulled free, stroking his cock hard until ropes of cum painted her cheek and lips. The camera caught every drop sliding down her face.

Jason grinned and shoved his cock between her lips, fucking her throat while cum still dripped off her chin. “Take it, slut. Take it for all of them.” Alicia gagged, moaning around him, her eyes rolling. He pulled out last second, pumping thick white streams across her tits, coating the red lace until it clung wet to her skin.

Behind her, Corey cried out, slamming deep. His cock jerked inside her, filling her pussy with hot cum that spilled down her thighs as he collapsed against her back. Alicia screamed, her voice breaking, her body convulsing from the overload.

Shawn moved next, his cock sliding against her spit-slick lips. “Swallow it,” he demanded. He stroked hard until he exploded, shooting straight into her open mouth. She gulped, gagged, and swallowed again, thick white dripping from the corners of her lips. Ryan zoomed in close, the lens catching every messy detail.

Brent was last, stroking furiously, his face twisted with pleasure. He aimed high, covering her face in long streaks of cum, her cheeks, forehead, even her hair. Alicia’s hands shook as she smeared it down over her own chest, moaning for the camera.

When the last spurt hit her, she collapsed forward, body trembling, covered in cum and sweat, her pussy dripping with Corey’s load. She looked up at the camera, her face a wreck of tears, spit, and cum, and cried out, “I’m Ryan’s slut! Always his! The world can use me, but I belong to him!”

The chat went insane. The counter spiked past records, tips pouring in faster than the alerts could keep up. The feed showed her ruined body from every angle—cum dripping from her mouth, tits glazed, pussy leaking, face shining—and the comments blurred into one chant: “WORLD’S HOTWIFE SLUT.”

Ryan set the handheld down and stroked her hair, pulling her face toward the camera for one last close-up. His voice was calm, proud, unshakable. “You’ve seen it all. You’ve seen her take five cocks, swallow their cum, wear it on her skin, and still beg for more. She belongs to me. Always to me. And I share her with you.”

Alicia whimpered, still shaking, her lips parted, cum running down her chin as she whispered hoarsely, “Thank you… thank you for watching me… thank you for using me.”

The chat roared, money pouring in as Ryan cut the feed, leaving the screen black with the sound of her ragged breathing fading out.


CHAPTER TWENTY




The door clicked shut behind the last of them. The apartment was finally quiet except for the faint hum of the camera rigs cooling down. Alicia sat on the edge of the bed, her body still sticky with cum, her hair a tangled mess, her chest rising and falling in uneven pulls. Her throat ached, her thighs trembled, but her eyes were glassy and alive.

Ryan came up behind her, slipping an arm around her waist. “They’re gone,” he murmured. “It’s just us now.”

She let herself fall back into him, her head resting against his chest. “God, Ryan…” Her voice was hoarse, cracked from screaming. “I can still hear the chat in my head. It’s like they’re still here. All of them. Watching.”

Ryan kissed the top of her head, his hand rubbing circles over her stomach. “They’re not here now. Just me. Just you. And you were incredible.”

Alicia laughed softly, almost delirious, tears slipping down her cheeks. “I can’t believe I did that. Five at once. All of them using me while thousands watched.” Her hand lifted to wipe her face, smearing dried cum across her cheek. She looked at it and shook her head, a shaky smile tugging her lips. “And I loved it. I loved every filthy second of it.”

“You gave them everything,” Ryan said, tilting her chin so she’d look at him. His eyes were steady, proud. “But you gave me more. You gave me proof that no matter how many men touch you, no matter how many strangers watch, you’re mine. Always mine.”

She nodded, her lip trembling. “Always. I screamed your name, Ryan. Even when I was drowning in them, I wanted them to know I belong to you.”

Ryan’s hand slid up to cradle her jaw, his thumb brushing her cheek. “You’re my wife, my slut, and now the world’s fantasy. And tonight, you made me prouder than I’ve ever been.”

Her body shook with fresh tears, not from pain, not from shame, but from the raw intimacy of the moment. She leaned forward, kissing him, tasting salt and sweat and the faint trace of cum still on her lips. The kiss was messy, deep, their mouths clinging like they needed to prove the bond all over again.

When they pulled back, Alicia pressed her forehead to his. “I’ve never felt more alive than I do right now. Used, ruined, worshipped… but alive. Like I finally know who I am.”

Ryan smiled, small and certain. “And who’s that?”

“Your slut,” she whispered, her voice breaking but sure. “Always yours.”

Ryan eased her down onto the bed, the sheets damp and wrinkled from the night’s chaos. He brushed her hair back, kissed her softly, and whispered, “Let me take care of you.”

Alicia melted into the kiss, her body still trembling, her skin sticky with cum. “I want you, Ryan,” she breathed, her voice raw. “Only you.”

He moved over her, pressing kisses along her throat, down her chest, pausing to suck gently at her nipple. His touch was tender, careful, like he was piecing her back together after everything she had given away. She sighed, her hands threading into his hair, her body arching up to meet him. “Feels so good when it’s you,” she murmured, her eyes fluttering shut.

Ryan slid between her legs, his cock brushing against her soaked folds. “I’m not going to share this part,” he said, his voice low and certain. “This is mine alone.” He pushed inside her slowly, stretching her with a steady thrust. Alicia gasped, her nails biting into his shoulders. “God, Ryan… you feel so different. So perfect. Like my body only belongs to you.”

He started slow, rocking his hips, kissing her deeply as his cock filled her. Every movement was intimate, grounding, a reminder that after the chaos, she was still his wife, still his. She clung to him, whispering between gasps, “I love you… I’m yours… always yours.”

But the sight of her—her tits streaked with cum, her face messy with spit and tears, her thighs still wet from Corey’s load—drove him wild. The tenderness began to slip, his thrusts growing harder, faster. His hands gripped her hips tight, dragging her against him.

Alicia moaned, her voice breaking. “Ryan—oh God—yes. Fuck me harder. Show me I’m yours.”

His chest pressed to hers, sweat mixing with the slick sheen on her skin. He growled against her ear, pounding into her now with raw hunger. “Look at you, baby. Covered in their cum, dripping for them… and still, you’re only mine. Only I get to fuck you like this.”

Her cries filled the room, high and desperate, every thrust shaking the bed. “Yes! Yours! Always yours!” She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper, her body surrendering completely.

Ryan’s control snapped, his hips slamming into her, his teeth biting at her neck. The sounds of flesh meeting flesh filled the air, mixed with Alicia’s sobbing moans. He growled again, his voice rough. “Say it louder. Let the world hear it, even if the cameras are off.”

“I’m Ryan’s slut!” she screamed, her body convulsing beneath him. “I’m his wife, his whore, his everything!”

Her climax tore through her, her back arching off the bed, her nails digging into his skin. Ryan followed, groaning loud, burying himself deep as he came inside her, spilling into the same pussy that had been used by five men just an hour before.

When it was over, he collapsed against her, both of them slick with sweat and cum, their bodies heaving. He kissed her face, her neck, her lips, whispering between breaths. “Mine. Always mine.”

Alicia smiled through her tears, holding him close. “Always.”

Morning light crept through the curtains, soft and golden, spilling across the wreck of the bedroom. The sheets were twisted, the robe lay crumpled on the floor, and the faint smell of sex still clung to the air. Alicia sat cross-legged on the bed with Ryan’s shirt hanging loose over her body, the tablet balanced in her lap. Her hair was messy, her skin still marked with bruises and faint handprints, but her eyes were wide awake.

She scrolled through the comments, thousands of them stacked on top of each other. Praise and filth, worship and insults, money pledges and fantasies. “She’s the queen.” “Ultimate hotwife slut.” “No one else will ever come close.” Some called her a whore, others a goddess, and most begged for more.

Her fingers trembled as she read, her thighs clenching without her meaning to. Shame and pride twisted together inside her chest until she couldn’t tell them apart. “Ryan,” she whispered, her voice shaking. “They can’t stop talking about me. They… they love me. Even when they call me names, even when they say I’m ruined. It turns me on so much I can barely breathe.”

Ryan stirred beside her, pulling her into his side, his hand smoothing over her hip. “That’s because they saw the truth,” he said. “You’re not just their fantasy. You’re the one who risked everything to give them more than they ever dreamed. And you’re mine.”

Alicia leaned against him, eyes still locked on the flood of words streaming across the screen. Her lips parted, and a small, dangerous smile tugged at the corners. “I’ve never felt more alive. I’m Ryan’s slut, but I’m also the world’s. And I want more.”

Ryan kissed the side of her head, his voice calm but charged. “Then we’ll give them more.”

The tablet buzzed in her hands as new comments poured in, the counter still climbing. Alicia stared at the screen, her pulse quickening again. Shame. Pride. Desire. All tangled together, all hers now.
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