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FOREWORD


This story was written without compromise.

It is not a love story.

It’s not about redemption.

It’s not even about forgiveness.

It’s about power.

The slow unraveling of identity, the wet degradation of trust, the ache that comes when surrender tastes sweeter than resistance. Open Wounds explores the collapse of traditional roles, the intoxicating high of humiliation, and the kind of love that does not comfort—but consumes.

Every chapter in this book is a descent.

Every moan is a confession.

Every tear is earned.

To the readers who crave the taboo:

This is your sanctuary.

To those who flinch at the mirror this story holds up⁠—

You were never ready to see yourself.

But to those who lick the mirror anyway⁠—

Welcome home.

— Allison Kelly
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CRACKS (KYLE)


The light from Hannah’s phone flashes again. It’s the fourth time tonight. She’s in the shower, humming something soft and feminine behind the door’s thin layer of steam, and I’m sitting on the edge of the bed pretending I’m not already down the rabbit hole.

I tell myself I shouldn’t.

That I’m not that guy.

That marriage is trust.

But my hand moves before my brain does. I slide the phone closer. It’s unlocked. Always is. She trusts me more than she should.

I tap the screen and scroll, throat tightening. Group chats. Pinterest boards. Some work email. Then I see the Safari icon.

I don't want to know.

I need to know.

I open it.

The first tab is an article about couples therapy. The second is porn—a woman straddling a man’s face while another man takes her from behind. She’s moaning, screaming, being split open on both ends. The title: “Shared Wife Takes It All While Husband Watches.”

My stomach knots.

I swipe left.

More of it.

Tab after tab of women getting fucked in front of their boyfriends. Wives being bred by strangers. Husbands on leashes, crying, jerking off while someone else fills their wives. Some of it’s rough. Raw. Brutal. Some of it… makes my cock twitch. Against my will.

I don’t even hear her open the bathroom door.

“Looking for something?” she says, casual as you like, towel wrapped around her body, wet hair coiled like dark seaweed against her collarbone.

I jerk my hand back like her phone just burned me. “Shit. No—I was⁠—”

She arches a brow. “You were?” Her voice is calm. Steady. Too steady.

“I was just—your phone buzzed.”

“Uh-huh.” She walks to the closet, drops the towel without a hint of shame. Her ass, still damp and glistening, bounces slightly as she bends to grab panties. The mirror catches her eyes—she’s watching me watch her.

“You’ve been quiet all week,” I say.

“You’ve been boring all year,” she replies, deadpan, slipping on a loose shirt, no bra. “So I guess we’re even.”

I flinch. “Is this… is that why you’re looking at that stuff?”

She pauses. Glances at me. “What stuff?”

“You know what I mean.”

She turns, arms crossed. “Yeah. I do.”

And then silence. Thick, wet, ugly silence. Like we both just farted in church and no one wants to own up to it.

“So what?” she says after a beat. “You watched it, didn’t you?”

“I didn’t mean to⁠—”

“Your cock says otherwise.” Her gaze drops to my crotch. I’m half-hard. Fuck.

I shift on the bed. “That’s not—I mean, come on, Hannah. It’s one thing to watch porn. But that? A woman getting railed in front of her husband like he’s nothing? Like he’s invisible?”

She walks toward me slowly, hips swaying just enough to make my mouth dry. She stands between my knees, looks down at me. “What if I said I wanted that?”

“You’re joking.”

“What if I’m not?”

I don’t know what to say.

Because I’m hard.

Because she sees it.

“You ever think about me with someone else?” she asks, voice soft but sharp like a scalpel slicing through tissue.

“I don’t want to,” I say.

“Doesn’t mean you don’t.”

She leans forward, fingers curling around my chin. Her breath smells like lavender and toothpaste. Her lips are two inches from mine.

“Maybe I want you to see what I look like when I really come. Not that cute little moan I give you when I fake it. Not the four-minute fucks we’ve settled into.”

I swallow. Hard.

She climbs into my lap. My cock presses against her bare thighs and she doesn’t flinch. Just grinds, slow and deliberate.

“I want to be used, Kyle. Rutted. Fucked like property. And I want you there to see it. See how small you are compared to him. Hear me beg for more while you stroke your little cock in the corner.”

I gasp. “Jesus, Hannah⁠—”

Her hand is on my chest now, pushing me back. She straddles me harder, her panties soaked already. Her pussy grinds my cock through my boxers and I hate how good it feels. How humiliated I feel for loving it.

“You know what I think?” she whispers, teeth grazing my earlobe.

I shake my head.

“I think your cock's been waiting for this. Just like me.”

She reaches between us, grabs me, strokes once—twice—and I’m rock fucking hard. My head falls back.

“You want to see me used. You want to see someone bigger, rougher, stronger split me open and make me scream. And then you want to be the good little husband who eats the mess. Don’t you?”

I want to deny it.

But I can't.

Because the thought hits my brain like a live wire.

“I don’t know,” I choke out. “I… maybe.”

She bites her lip. Her hips grind deeper, and the fabric between us is wet now. Her cunt is pulsing against me. She leans in closer.

“You won’t need to imagine for long, baby.”

Then she kisses me. Deep. Hungry. Her tongue doesn’t ask—it takes. She kisses like a woman with a plan. A woman already halfway out the door.

And I know it then.

The crack is no longer a crack.

It’s a fucking canyon.

And I’m falling in.
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CONFESSION (HANNAH)


Iwatch Kyle sleep after we fuck.

He always does that—comes and crashes like a dog who chased his tail too long. Sprawled, warm, twitching slightly. His mouth half-open. Still flushed from coming in his boxers because I wouldn’t let him take them off. I told him he didn’t need to cum inside me anymore. I liked him softer. Less… needed.

He didn’t argue.

I wonder if that scares him more than the porn he found on my phone.

My fingers slide between my legs. I’m still wet. Not from him. He barely touched me tonight. Just rubbed himself against my ass while I whispered filth in his ear. Told him about Damon again.

Damon isn’t real—yet. But he will be. Soon.

I told Kyle Damon had big hands. Thick fingers. Called me “girl” like I wasn’t his wife. Like I wasn’t married at all. Like I was property.

Told him Damon bent me over a barstool. Spread me open with his knee. Made me gag on his cock while he fingered me until my thighs shook.

Told him Damon came inside and made Kyle clean it out with his tongue.

Kyle came in two minutes.

He moaned when I called him my good little clean-up slut.

And that? That tells me everything I need to know.

Morning.

Kyle won’t look at me. He drinks his coffee like it’s poison.

“Sleep okay?” I ask, smirking over the rim of my mug.

He doesn’t answer right away.

Then: “You really want that? What you said last night?”

I raise my brow. “Which part?”

“You know which part.”

I take a bite of toast, chew slowly, stare him down.

“You want the real answer?” I ask.

He nods, tight-lipped.

I lean forward, elbows on the table.

“Yes,” I say. “I want another man’s cock inside me. I want you to sit there and watch me fuck him like I’ve never fucked you. I want you to hear me scream for more while he stretches me open. I want to make you ache. I want your balls to turn blue from not touching me.”

He flinches. His hands tremble around his cup.

I don’t stop.

“I want you to know I can cum without you. Harder. Louder. Wetter. I want to be ruined by someone who doesn’t love me but fucks me like I’m his personal cum dump.”

Kyle’s cock is hard. I can see it pressing against his pants. He’s fighting it. Fighting me. It’s adorable.

He whispers, “Why?”

I shrug. “Because I need it.”

“You don’t love me anymore?”

I laugh. It’s not a cruel laugh. It’s soft. Honest. “I love you so much I want you to see all of me. Even the parts that are filthy. Even the parts that get wet when I think about being split in two while you watch.”

His eyes darken. Shame. Fear. Something deeper. But he’s listening.

“I want to use you, Kyle. For what you’re good at. Loyalty. Obedience. The way your lips feel when they clean my pussy after I’ve been stuffed full of someone else’s cum.”

He gasps, eyes wide.

“You say you love me,” I go on. “Then show me. Don’t just fuck me like you own me—let me give myself away. Then take what’s left.”

I stand. Walk around the table. Slide into his lap.

His hands are limp at his sides. I grab his wrists, place them on my thighs. His fingers twitch.

“I could bring someone home tonight,” I whisper against his neck. “Would you sit in the chair while he bent me over the couch? Would you cry while I moaned his name? Would you ask to clean up after?”

He whimpers. It’s so quiet it makes my clit throb.

I grind against him, slow and wet. No panties today. I made sure of that.

“Say it,” I whisper. “Say you’d let me do it.”

His jaw clenches. He’s shaking.

“Say it, Kyle.”

His lips part. And what comes out is broken. Fragile.

“…I’d let you.”

My pussy clenches. Fuck. That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.

I grab his face in both hands. Kiss him deep. Own him.

“You’re gonna watch me fuck another man,” I murmur. “And when I cum, it won’t be for you.”

He moans into my mouth.

I feel wetness on his cheeks.

Tears.

Good.

Let it break him.

Let it remake him.

That night I lie naked on the bed, legs spread, watching amateur videos of cuckolds on my laptop. One’s crying while his wife rides a black guy with a monster cock. She keeps saying, “He’s better than you. You’ll never fill me like this.”

Kyle’s in the doorway. Watching. Silent.

“Get on the floor,” I tell him.

He drops to his knees.

I press two fingers to my soaked slit, hold them up. “Lick.”

He crawls forward. Sucks my fingers. Moans.

“Good little bitch,” I whisper.

His cock twitches under his pants.

He doesn’t speak.

He doesn’t need to.

His body’s already saying it.

He’s mine.

Forever.

And soon?

He’ll watch me become someone else’s too.

And love every second.
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THE FIRST TIME (HANNAH)


The room is small, hot, and dim—just the way Damon wanted it. A single lamp in the corner casts long shadows over the walls, flickering against the dull green hotel wallpaper like it’s bearing witness to something sacred.

I’m in red lace. Nothing underneath. He told me not to wear a bra. Told me Kyle needed to see the bounce when I got fucked. Said I should drip before I even walk in.

I was dripping before I left the house.

Kyle’s already here, sitting in the armchair like the little cuck he’s becoming. Jeans. A plain t-shirt. Hard already—I saw the bulge as soon as I walked in. He didn’t even speak. Just nodded at Damon and looked away.

Coward.

I love it.

Damon stands behind me now, tall and muscled, eyes fixed on Kyle while his hands pull the straps off my shoulders. “You nervous, little man?” he asks, voice deep and smooth like whiskey.

Kyle doesn’t answer.

Damon laughs. “Good. That makes two of us. Except I’m nervous about how fucking hard I’m going to cum inside your wife.”

I feel Kyle flinch. I smile.

“Take it off,” Damon whispers, tugging the lingerie down my hips.

I let it fall to the floor.

Naked. Wet. Owned.

I walk to the bed and bend forward slowly, deliberately, letting my ass face Kyle, letting him see the slick between my thighs, the way my body’s begging to be used.

Damon whistles. “Goddamn. Look at that pussy. Glistening.”

He slaps my ass hard. I cry out, head jerking, tits swaying.

Kyle shifts in his seat. I glance back. His face is red. His cock’s pressed to his jeans like it wants to rip out.

“Come here,” Damon says. “Open your legs wider.”

I spread.

He gets on his knees behind me. I feel the tip of his tongue trace my folds, slow and purposeful. “Mmm. This is what a real pussy tastes like. Not something you earn. Something you take.”

He licks deeper. I moan.

Kyle coughs.

I look over my shoulder. “Don’t hide your cock, baby,” I purr. “Let it breathe.”

He unzips, his hands shaking.

Damon sees it. Laughs again. “Look at that pathetic little dick. You ever even make her cum, boy?”

Kyle doesn’t answer.

I do.

“Not like you’re about to.”

Damon stands. Unbuckles his pants. His cock flops out, long, thick, veiny. I gasp. No acting. No exaggeration. I feel my cunt twitch.

“Holy fuck…”

He grabs me by the hips. Lines up. “You ready for this, princess?”

I nod.

He pushes in.

My mouth drops open. He splits me like I’m a first-time whore. I feel stretched—stretched and fucking owned. The pressure, the burn, the depth… nothing like Kyle. Not even close.

“Oh god, yes—yes, fuck!”

He groans. “Tight as hell. You been saving this for me?”

“For you,” I gasp. “All for you.”

He pounds harder. My thighs slap the bed. My tits bounce. He grabs my hair, pulls me up. His hand clamps around my throat.

“You like this cock better than your husband’s, don’t you?”

“Yes! Yes, fuck yes!”

Kyle’s moaning. I hear the wet sound of his hand jerking his cock in the chair.

Damon laughs darkly. “He’s stroking to this? You watching, bitch?”

Kyle groans, eyes locked on where I’m being wrecked.

“Get closer,” Damon commands.

Kyle obeys. Like a dog.

“On your knees.”

He drops beside the bed, eye-level with my pussy as Damon fucks me.

“Look at her face,” Damon snarls. “Look what a real cock does to your woman.”

I’m moaning, drooling, shaking. He’s deep. Too deep.

He flips me onto my back. Fucks me with my ankles over his shoulders, ramming into me like he wants to destroy my soul. And maybe he is. And maybe I’m letting him.

Kyle kneels beside the bed, cock twitching in his hand, tears in his eyes.

“Tell him,” Damon grunts.

“Tell him what?” I whimper.

“Tell him you’re his wife—but you’re my whore.”

I look into Kyle’s eyes.

“I’m your wife,” I pant. “But I’m his whore.”

Kyle sobs. His cock spurts. He cums all over the hotel carpet without even touching it again.

Damon groans. Pulls out.

Flips me over again. Grabs my ass, shoves his cock against my other hole.

I scream.

“Gonna fill every inch of you, baby.”

He pushes into my ass—slow, thick, relentless. My body convulses.

I hear Kyle whispering, “Oh god… oh god…”

My pussy’s dripping onto the sheets. My ass is full. Damon thrusts deep.

He roars when he cums. Fills me. Pulls out. His load drips from my ass onto the bedspread.

He smacks my cheek. “Clean-up crew.”

Kyle crawls forward.

His mouth presses to my gaping ass.

He licks.

I close my eyes and cum again, shaking under them both.

The smell of sweat, cum, and ownership fills the room.

Later, as I’m dressing, I catch Kyle staring at my thighs. At the mess still leaking from me.

I whisper, “This was the first. Not the last.”

He nods.

He knows.

He’s not my lover anymore.

He’s just the audience.
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FALLOUT (KYLE)


Iscrub my tongue in the shower.

Minty foam burns the back of my throat, but the taste doesn’t leave. Damon’s cum. Her asshole. The salty, musky memory of what I licked clean.

I drop the toothbrush in the sink, stare at my reflection, and I don’t recognize the man looking back.

Eyes bloodshot. Face pale. Cock still sore from cumming hands-free like some fucking pathetic animal. No control. No dignity. No… husband.

Just the witness. Just the mess cleaner. Just the cuck.

She’s in the kitchen when I come out. Coffee brewing. Hair in a lazy knot. Wearing the same hoodie she had on last night—probably his. Too big. Too dark. I can smell him on it even from here.

She’s humming.

Humming like she didn’t get railed in front of her husband by a stranger with a cock twice my size. Humming like she wasn’t filled and used and then had me eat the evidence.

She doesn’t even look at me.

“Want coffee?” she asks.

I hesitate. “Are you… are you okay?”

She turns, mug in hand. Her smile is casual. Cruel.

“I’m fantastic,” she says. “Haven’t cum that hard in years. You?”

I open my mouth. Close it.

“I’m… not sure.”

“Hmm,” she says. Sips. “You cried.”

I look down. Shame crawls up my throat like bile.

“I didn’t mean to,” I mumble.

“Didn’t ask if you meant to,” she says. “I liked it.”

My cock twitches.

She notices. She always notices.

“Does it turn you on?” she asks. “Knowing you’re not enough?”

I freeze.

“I don’t know.”

She walks up to me, slow, calm, like a lioness after a fresh kill. Her fingers curl around my limp cock, still damp from the shower.

“It’s okay if it does,” she whispers. “You don’t need to pretend anymore.”

Her thumb strokes the head, slow and cruel.

“You want to be humiliated, don’t you?” she says, mouth brushing my cheek. “You want me to keep fucking other men. Bigger men. Better men.”

I tremble.

“You want to watch, don’t you?”

I nod.

That’s the worst part.

I do.

Later, I sit on the couch while she scrolls her phone. Her legs are draped over mine. Her pussy’s bare. Still swollen. Still a little pink.

She doesn’t let me touch it.

I ask her, gently, “Do you want to keep doing this?”

She doesn’t answer right away. Just types something. Smiles. Then looks at me.

“Yes.”

“But… us?”

“This is us now.”

I swallow hard. “I don’t want to lose you.”

She leans over and kisses me on the cheek.

“You won’t,” she says. “You’re the safest place I come home to. He fucks me. You keep me.”

It’s not enough.

It’s everything.

It’s nothing.

That night, I jerk off in the bathroom while listening to a voice memo she recorded with Damon. Her moans are deep. Animalistic. She begs him not to stop. Says my name once—laughs after it.

I cum before it ends.

I hate myself.

I listen to it again.

She comes home late the next day. No call. No apology.

Smelling like sweat and hotel soap.

Throws her panties on the table. A dark wet spot at the center. She doesn’t say a word.

I pick them up and press them to my face.

She walks into the bedroom without looking back.

I dream that night. She’s in bed with five men. I’m tied to the chair. She doesn’t let them use condoms. She screams when they cum inside her.

She looks at me while they do it. Mouth open. Eyes locked.

She whispers, “I belong to them.”

I wake up gasping, cock wet with cum.

She’s not even in bed.

I hear her moaning in the other room.

With someone.
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DINNER WITH DAMON (HANNAH)


Idress like I’m going out on a date—because I am.

Low-cut black dress. Heels. No bra. No panties. Just lip gloss and confidence.

Kyle’s in the kitchen, nervously stirring pasta like it matters. Like the sauce is going to save his ego. He shaved. Combed his hair. Wore a shirt that doesn’t smell like fear—but I can still smell it on him.

“Will he… eat with us?” he asks, eyes flicking toward the door.

“Yes,” I say. “You’ll serve.”

I hear him swallow.

I sit at the head of the table.

Damon knocks once and walks in like he owns the place. Because he does now, doesn’t he? Not legally—but in the way that matters. He owns me. And Kyle knows it.

“Goddamn,” Damon grins. “You look like a fucking problem.”

He doesn’t even glance at Kyle.

I rise, slow and teasing. Kiss Damon’s lips, press my tits against his chest, make sure Kyle sees the way my nipples poke through the dress. Damon grabs my ass, squeezes it, right there in front of my husband.

Kyle pretends not to see.

“Sit,” I tell Damon, motioning to the seat beside me.

Kyle finishes plating. He sets Damon’s dish down last.

“Good boy,” Damon says casually, grabbing a fork.

Kyle twitches like a kicked dog. Doesn’t say a word.

Dinner is quiet. Except for Damon’s smirks and the clink of cutlery.

He leans back halfway through, legs spread, eyes on me. “Show me.”

I blink. “Now?”

He nods.

I stand. Step beside him. Face Kyle.

Then I pull my dress up. No panties. My pussy’s already wet. Dripping.

Kyle’s mouth parts.

Damon chuckles. “Look at her, bro. Not even touched her yet.”

He reaches up, slides two fingers through my folds. I shiver. He pulls them away—smeared with slick.

“Honey-glazed,” he mutters, and licks them clean. “Fuck.”

Kyle’s knuckles go white around his fork.

I turn, straddle Damon’s lap, grind down on his thigh. The dress bunches at my hips. He kisses me deep, hand on my throat. My husband watches, forgotten, useless.

“You see that face she makes?” Damon says to Kyle. “That’s the face of a bitch getting what she needs.”

I moan, loud and wet and shameless.

“Come here,” I say to Kyle, beckoning.

He approaches, wary, like an abused pet.

“Kiss my pussy,” I whisper.

He sinks to his knees, face between my thighs. Damon watches with amusement as my husband’s tongue flicks against my clit.

“She ever sound like that for you before?” Damon taunts.

Kyle doesn’t answer. He’s too busy licking.

I cum within seconds. Hard. Loud. Legs shaking. I grip Damon’s shoulders, grind against Kyle’s face like a queen using her servant.

When I’m done, I shove Kyle away with my heel.

Damon lifts me up, throws me onto the dinner table. My fork crashes to the floor. Sauce smears under my back. He doesn’t care. He unzips and slides inside me in one brutal thrust.

I scream.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunts. “Your husband’s cock must be useless.”

He fucks me hard. Fast. Brutal.

Kyle stands in the corner, pants tented, tears brimming.

“Get closer,” I moan.

He obeys. Watches as Damon rearranges my insides.

“Tell him,” I pant. “Tell him what this cock feels like.”

Damon grabs my face, forces me to look at Kyle.

“Feels like heaven,” I gasp. “Feels like I’ll never go back.”

Kyle sobs.

Damon cums deep inside me with a growl.

He pulls out, cum leaking from my hole onto the table.

“Clean her.”

Kyle drops to his knees again. Licks me like a man starved for shame.

I stare down at him, smile.

“This is what dinner looks like now.”
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THE RULES (KYLE)


Ibarely slept. My mouth still tastes like her.

Not like Hannah—my wife, my soft-eyed best friend.

Like her: the woman Damon leaves dripping on the kitchen table.

There’s dried sauce on the floor. Her panties are still hanging from a dining chair like a flag planted after a conquest. The smell of sex is everywhere. A heavy, hot reminder of where I no longer fit.

I sit on the edge of the bed, waiting. Hands shaking. My cock is hard. It’s always hard now. Pathetically. Constantly. For pain. For her.

She walks in like nothing happened.

Towel around her. Wet hair clinging to her breasts. No shame. No remorse. Just that slow, confident smirk like she already knows what I’m going to say.

And she’s right.

“I want rules,” I blurt.

She tilts her head. “You want… rules?”

I nod. “Boundaries. Guidelines. If this is really happening, I—I can’t just…”

She laughs. Deep. Cruel. The kind that makes my dick twitch and my heart sink.

“You think you get to make rules, baby?”

I stand, try to meet her eyes. “I’m your husband.”

“You’re my witness,” she says coldly. “Big difference.”

That stings. I flinch. She steps closer, dropping the towel. Her body’s still glistening, still flushed from the shower—or maybe from being filled less than an hour ago.

“Fine,” she purrs. “You want rules? Here they are.”

She begins pacing, slow and deliberate.

“One: I don’t ask for permission. I tell you after. Maybe.”

I swallow hard.

“Two: You don’t get to touch me unless I let you. Your cock only gets used when I say so. Understood?”

I nod, throat tight.

“Three,” she continues, “You will watch. Every. Fucking. Time. If I fuck someone in our bed, you’ll kneel at the foot and watch him do what you can’t.”

My cock pulses against my jeans. She notices. Of course she does.

“Four: You clean me after. Always. Mouth. Tongue. No matter where they cum.”

I’m dizzy now. Heat rising in my ears. Blood thumping in my cock.

“Five,” she finishes, stepping right up to me, hand pressing over my erection, “You will thank me when I let you cum. Like a good little bitch.”

I gasp.

“Got it?”

I nod frantically.

She slaps my face. Not hard. But firm. Real.

“I said: got it?”

“Yes,” I whisper. “Yes, ma’am.”

Her eyes gleam. That’s new. Ma’am. It hit something dark and deep in her. Something hungry.

She grabs me by the chin. “You like this.”

“I don’t know,” I murmur, but my cock throbs against her palm.

She slaps it through my pants. I groan.

“You love it,” she corrects. “You get off on being humiliated. On knowing I moan louder for strangers. On watching other men ruin me.”

I shake. “I love you.”

She smirks. “Exactly.”

Then she kneels.

Unzips me.

Pulls out my cock. Spits on it. Strokes it slowly.

“But not because I’m yours,” she whispers. “Because you’re mine.”

I bite my lip. My knees go weak.

She keeps stroking. Tight. Fast. I’m seconds away.

“Beg.”

I whimper. “Please let me cum.”

She leans in, breath hot. “Who does your cock belong to?”

“You.”

She strokes faster. “Say it.”

“My cock belongs to you.”

“Say it like a slut.”

“My cock belongs to you, ma’am. I’m your fucking slut.”

She stops.

I cry out. Throbbing. Leaking.

She grabs my face, slaps me again.

Then she smears my precum across my lips with her thumb. “Good boy. Now edge for me all day. I might let you cum tonight.”

I collapse to the floor, panting.

She walks away, hips swaying.

No panties. Just power.

Hours later, she texts me a photo.

Her bent over a car hood.

A thick black cock buried in her pussy.

The caption reads: Rule Six—Don’t fucking ask who.

I cum untouched. Moaning her name.

And I thank her.
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GIRLS NIGHT (HANNAH)


Tasha always smelled like vanilla and bad decisions. That familiar mix wafts up as we clink glasses and laugh like we haven’t both been talking about my marriage like it’s some open-mouth wound.

“I still can’t believe you made him lick Damon’s cum out of you,” she says, grinning like the devil, lipstick already smudged. “You’re a fucking savage.”

I lean back on the bar stool, sip my drink slow. “I told you, Tash—he likes it.”

She raises a brow. “And you like doing it. Don’t play innocent.”

I don’t.

I haven’t been innocent since I made Kyle kneel beside the bed and taste me after Damon fucked me in my ass. Since I made him thank me for it.

“Does he know we kissed that summer at the lake?” she asks casually, licking salt off her glass rim.

“No,” I smirk. “But he’ll know by the end of tonight.”

We stumble in a little drunk, a little wicked. Kyle’s on the couch. He stands fast when he sees us, eyes scanning our legs—Tasha in a short black skirt, me in nothing but a slinky dress and no underwear again.

“Hey, house-hubby,” Tasha purrs. “You gonna make us drinks like a good little servant?”

Kyle’s eyes flick to me. Waiting. Unsure.

“Go,” I say. “Gin and tonic. Heavy on the gin.”

He nods and scurries.

Tasha collapses onto the couch, spreading her legs just enough for the view. She turns to me. “How far are we going tonight?”

I smile. “All the way.”

Two drinks later, I’m in her lap.

We kiss slow at first. Just lips. Tongue teasing. Soft moans against each other’s mouths.

Kyle comes back with the tray and freezes in the doorway. My dress is riding up. Tasha’s hand is between my thighs, knuckles glistening.

I look at him over my shoulder. “Get over here.”

He walks, stiff, unsure.

“On your knees.”

He drops instantly.

Tasha grins. “Fuck, he’s trained.”

I peel my dress off, bare under the lamp light. Tasha’s hand doesn’t stop—rubbing my clit like she owns it. I moan into her neck.

“Take out your cock,” I command Kyle.

He obeys. Hard already.

“You don’t touch it unless we say so.”

Tasha slips two fingers inside me, slow and deep. I cry out. My hips grind. She’s good. She always was.

“He gonna watch you cum on my hand?” she breathes.

“Yes,” I whisper. “He’s going to beg to lick it off.”

Tasha fucks me with her fingers, knuckle-deep, curling just right. I throw my head back, thighs shaking.

“God, yes, yes, Tasha⁠—”

I cum loud. Hard. My whole body twitching. Her hand soaked. Kyle moans quietly, cock leaking.

Tasha lifts her hand. Slick dripping from her fingers.

“Clean it,” she says, holding it out.

Kyle hesitates—just a second too long.

She slaps his face. Hard.

“I said, clean it.”

He sucks her fingers like a starving dog. She coos. “What a good little cum-licker.”

I grin. “He’ll eat pussy off any hand I give him now.”

Tasha pulls me down onto the carpet. Lays me flat. Rips off her top. Her tits bounce free, nipples hard.

She straddles my face.

I moan against her pussy, tongue diving in deep. I don’t hold back. I want Kyle to watch this. Watch me fuck my best friend’s cunt with my mouth, while his cock pulses untouched.

Tasha reaches back, spreads me open.

“Look at her, house boy,” she sneers. “So wet for girl-cock.”

Kyle whimpers. I see him pumping slowly now, against the rule. I don’t stop him. I want him to cum at the wrong time.

I suck Tasha’s clit hard. Her thighs tremble.

She cums loud. Hips bucking. Rubbing herself against my face like she’s using me.

Then she stands.

Straps something on.

I blink.

“Oh yes,” she smirks. “You said all the way.”

She lubes the thick pink toy, straps it tight around her hips, and points at the couch.

“Bend over,” she says.

I do.

Kyle is inches away now. Cock in hand, eyes wide.

Tasha pushes into me slow. Deep. The toy hits places Damon hasn’t yet.

I scream.

She fucks me with rhythm, grabbing my hair, slapping my ass. Hard.

“You like watching your wife get fucked by another woman?” she moans.

Kyle’s whole body shakes. He’s so close.

“Don’t you dare cum,” I growl through clenched teeth.

Tasha pounds me harder. I’m soaking. The sound of wet slapping echoes in the room.

Kyle’s cock jerks. A drop of precum hits the carpet.

“Open your mouth,” Tasha says.

He does.

She pulls out of me. Shoves the strap-on into his mouth.

“Clean your wife off my cock.”

He gags a little.

I cum again.

He doesn’t.

After, I lay sprawled across the rug, thighs shaking. Tasha lights a cigarette.

Kyle kneels beside us, cock still twitching, balls heavy and untouched.

“Next time,” Tasha says, exhaling, “we bring a third.”

She leans over and slaps Kyle’s balls gently.

“I’ve got a guy in mind.”
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DENIAL (KYLE)


The door clicks.

I know what it means the moment I hear it.

She’s locking it.

From the inside.

And I’m not in there.

I’m outside. In the hallway. In our hallway. Staring at our bedroom door with a hard-on I didn’t ask for and a pit in my stomach that keeps getting bigger.

I press my ear to the wood.

Voices.

Laughter.

His. Hers.

The bed creaks. Rhythmic. Familiar. The sound of her being taken.

My hand slides down against my will. My cock is rock fucking hard.

She’s fucking him with the door locked.

This is new.

This is deliberate.

I slump to the floor. Back against the wall. Cock bulging against my pants. Palms sweaty.

I try not to touch myself.

I fail.

Five minutes later, the bed is slamming the wall.

She’s screaming now. Raw. Feral. A sound I’ve never pulled from her throat.

"Yes! Yes! Harder—fucking ruin me!"

I shudder.

He grunts. Low and loud.

"Fuck, this tight little married pussy," he snarls.

I stroke faster. My cock pulses. I’m almost there—almost⁠—

The door unlocks.

It opens.

She stands there, naked, thighs soaked, mascara smeared. Her cunt’s red and open, still twitching. A wet trail runs down her leg.

She doesn’t speak.

Just turns. Grabs me by the hair. Drags me in.

He’s on the bed. Cock still half-hard, glistening. He smirks when he sees me.

“Good timing, bitch,” he says. “She’s ready for cleaning.”

She shoves me down.

My knees hit the floor.

My tongue meets her cunt. The taste hits me—him, her, everything. Salty. Warm. Shameful.

She moans softly, fingers threading through my hair. “You hear how I screamed for him?” she whispers.

I nod.

“You’ve never made me scream like that.”

I whimper against her.

“You never will.”

Later, she sits on the couch in a silk robe, legs crossed, sipping wine.

I kneel at her feet. Still hard. Still untouched.

“Did you learn your lesson?” she asks.

I nod.

“No more asking to be included,” she says. “If I want you there, you’ll be there. Otherwise? You’re furniture.”

I whisper, “I understand.”

She smirks.

“Good. Because tomorrow I’m seeing Marcus.”

My stomach drops.

“But I don’t want you there.”

“Please,” I beg. “I’ll be quiet. I’ll just watch.”

“No,” she says, flat and final.

I moan, grinding my leaking cock against my thigh.

She watches.

“Beg me not to go.”

“I—I can’t,” I choke out. “I want to. But… I can’t.”

She laughs.

“You’re learning.”

She leaves the next day wearing nothing under her dress.

Panties dangle from her fingers like a trophy.

I smell them for hours.

And cry when I cum.
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BOUNDARIES BROKEN (HANNAH)


He’s blindfolded.

That’s the first rule I set for tonight.

Kyle kneels beside the bed, hands tied behind his back with one of my silk scarves, the blindfold pulled tight over his eyes. His cock’s caged—small, snug, swollen. I locked it this morning after teasing him for twelve straight minutes with my mouth and never letting him cum. When he whimpered, I snapped it shut with a click and whispered:

“Tonight’s not for you.”

He hasn’t said a word since.

I’m wet already.

And he knows it.

He can smell it in the air.

Damon enters first. I don't have to say anything. He strips, walks to the side of the bed like he’s done it a hundred times. His cock's already hard, bobbing with every step, thick and heavy. My pussy flutters at the sight of it.

But tonight’s not just about Damon.

Marcus follows—taller, older, darker eyes. Married. More brutal.

Kyle flinches when he hears the second man’s voice.

“Damn, this her little house bitch?”

I laugh. “Yup. Blind and obedient. Like he’s supposed to be.”

Kyle shivers. I can see his cock trying to twitch through the cage. Pathetic.

“Say hi to Marcus,” I purr.

Kyle whispers, “Hi… Marcus.”

Marcus snorts. “He always this fucking soft?”

“Only when he’s leaking,” I say.

Marcus grins. He walks around Kyle, circling him like meat. Then sits in the chair, stroking his cock slowly, watching.

Damon gets behind me. Hands on my hips. "You ready to be spit-roasted, princess?"

"Use me," I whisper.

The first thrust rocks my whole body. Damon drives into my pussy like a man who wants to claim territory.

I scream. Loud. Purposefully loud. I want Kyle to hear what he doesn’t get.

"Fuuuck," Damon growls. "Still so tight. This pussy ever really open for him?"

"Never like this," I gasp.

Marcus stands now. Walks to the front. His cock swings in my face. I open my mouth, obedient. Desperate.

He slaps it against my tongue first. Slow. Wet. Cruel.

"Say please," he growls.

I moan. “Please. Please let me suck it. Please fuck my throat.”

Kyle whimpers.

I hear him shifting, useless and twitching, desperate.

I suck Marcus in deep. He’s thick. Wider than Damon. My lips stretch. My throat resists—then gives.

“Gag, baby,” Damon grunts, slamming into me. “He loves that sound.”

I gag. Loud. Spit leaking down my chin. My body rocks between two cocks—one in my mouth, one destroying my cunt.

Kyle moans like he’s the one being fucked.

“Harder!” I cry. “Split me open!”

They do.

Damon grabs my hair. Fucks harder. My ass bounces against him.

Marcus grips my throat and thrusts into my mouth with purpose, no care, no caution. Just ownership.

They’re using me. Like a toy. A fleshlight. A warm, willing hole.

And Kyle can only listen.

Minutes blur.

I’m drooling, shaking, crying from pleasure. My pussy is a sloppy mess of slick and pre-cum. My throat is raw.

Marcus pulls out and slaps his cock against my face.

Damon groans behind me. “I’m gonna fill this cunt.”

“Do it,” I scream. “Breed me!”

He slams deep. I feel the heat as he cums, thick ropes flooding my cunt. My body clenches. My pussy milks him.

He pulls out. Cum leaks down my thighs.

Marcus takes his place.

He doesn’t ask.

He shoves inside—into my ass.

I scream.

It burns. But it’s so good.

“Shit, she’s tighter back here,” he groans.

Kyle whimpers like a kicked dog.

“You listening, little man?” Marcus grunts. “We’re in both her holes. You ever do this shit?”

Kyle whimpers, “No…”

“Didn’t think so.”

They fuck me together.

One in my ass. One in my mouth.

Over and over.

My body is raw. Used. Ruined.

Marcus cums deep in my ass with a brutal thrust, groaning like a beast.

Damon strokes his cock while he watches.

They both cum again—one on my face, one across my back.

I’m dripping, used, panting.

And only then do I crawl to Kyle.

Undo his blindfold.

His face is wet with tears.

I straddle him, pussy leaking cum. His cage rubs against my folds.

“You hear it all?” I whisper.

He nods.

“Jealous?”

He nods again.

I grin.

Then I press my pussy to his lips.

“Clean.”

He obeys.
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EXPOSURE (KYLE)


The video is already uploaded when I wake up.

I know because she leaves it playing on loop on the bedroom TV.

Me.

On my knees.

Licking her pussy clean while she laughs with two strangers.

Her voice crystal clear:

“You hear that, boys? He’s addicted to the taste of better men.”

I want to vomit.

I want to cum.

I do neither.

She sends me a link while I’m brushing my teeth.

hannah.unlocked.vids

Password-protected—but not for long. She tells me she’s thinking of removing that next week. “Let them all see,” she texts. “What you really are.”

I don’t reply.

She follows with a selfie.

Lips still swollen. Hair tangled. A thick load dripped across her tits.

The caption reads:

“He cried when I sent this. So I sent it again.”

I stare at it until my phone dies in my hand.

Work is hell.

Every whisper feels louder. Every laugh is sharper. I see how they glance at me now—like they know.

At lunch, Dennis from IT sits next to me. He leans in, close.

“Hey man,” he murmurs. “That you in that video?”

My heart stops.

I stutter. “Wh—what video?”

He smirks. “Don’t worry, I’m not judging. You’ve got balls, bro. Not everyone could clean cum off their wife like that.”

He winks.

My cock twitches in my slacks.

I almost pass out.

That night, I come home early. The house smells like sweat and latex.

She’s in the living room wearing nothing but a robe and cum across her chest. She doesn’t even try to cover it.

“Marcus filmed it,” she says without looking up. “New camera. 4K. Crystal-clear audio. You moan in your sleep, you know that?”

I grip the back of the couch.

“You’re putting my face online.”

She shrugs. “Not your name.”

“That doesn’t matter.”

She finally looks up. Her eyes are calm. Deadly. “You want me to take it down?”

“Yes,” I whisper.

She stands. Walks to me. Slow. Terrifying.

“I will,” she says. “But only if you get on your knees, thank me for the exposure, and beg to be my little digital fucktoy.”

I freeze.

“Do it,” she says.

My knees hit the floor.

“Thank you,” I whisper.

“Louder.”

“Thank you for exposing me.”

“What are you?”

I close my eyes. “Your digital fucktoy.”

She smiles.

“Good boy.”

Two days later, she sends me stats.

Over 10,000 views.

Dozens of comments.

“Look at this weak little cumlicker.”

“I'd pay to ruin her while he watches.”

“He moans like a bitch.”

She makes me read them aloud. Naked. Cock caged. On my knees.

One comment says:

“I know this guy. He works at NashTech. LOL.”

I almost cum from the fear alone.

She takes me out that night.

To a bar.

Not one of our old ones—a new one. Younger crowd. Rougher vibe. Her dress is barely legal, her heels high enough to make every man stare.

We sit in a booth.

Then he walks in.

A stranger.

Taller. Meaner.

She met him on Twitter.

She slides into his lap without a word. Kisses him deep. Grinds.

I sit frozen, two feet away.

He gropes her tits. Slaps her ass. Laughs at me like I’m furniture.

“You film this too?” he asks her.

She nods. “He edits the videos himself.”

His eyes land on me.

“You edit the vids where your wife gets fucked like a cum dumpster?”

I nod.

My cock’s leaking in the cage.

“Then do your job.”

She takes his hand. Leads him to the bathroom.

Leaves me at the table.

Ten minutes later, she texts me a photo.

Him bending her over the sink.

Her eyes glazed. Mouth open. Pussy stuffed.

Caption:

“Clip this for me when we get home. I want it perfect.”

I cry in the car.

She moans in the passenger seat.

Says, “You love this.”

And I do.

God help me, I do.
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DOUBLE DATE (HANNAH)


Marcus’s wife is hotter than I expected.

Petite. Legs like razors. Cold, pale eyes that flick over Kyle like she already knows what his cum tastes like. She’s wearing tight black leather pants and a sheer top—no bra. Her nipples press bold and hard through the fabric like a challenge.

She shakes my hand. “So this is the bitch that’s got Marcus whipped.”

Her voice is smoke and amusement.

Then she turns to Kyle. “And this is the one you keep on a leash?”

Kyle stiffens, looking at the floor. She laughs. “Adorable.”

Marcus just leans back in his chair and smirks. He orders drinks without asking. The waiter stares at my tits too long. I don’t adjust my dress. I don’t have to. I want him to see.

“I’m guessing we’re not here for charades,” I say.

Noelle smiles like a wolf. “We want to see how far this little cuck fantasy of yours goes.”

She reaches under the table. I feel her hand on my thigh. Nails dragging slow, deliberate circles. I part my legs.

Back at their place, it escalates fast.

Noelle takes Kyle’s shirt off herself. Sits him down on a dining chair, strips him like a doll. Caged cock, twitching. Red. Desperate.

“You keep him like this all the time?” she asks.

“Only when I want him dreaming of what he’ll never get again,” I purr.

She hums. “Cruel. I like it.”

Then she undresses. No theatrics. Just skin. Sharp hips. Tight tits. A line of pale freckles that leads right down to heaven.

She gets behind Kyle. Whispers something into his ear.

His face turns scarlet.

He nods.

“What did you say to him?” I ask.

She pulls something from a drawer. Black leather. Long. Thick.

“A good cuck should know how it feels to be taken by someone else’s wife,” she says.

I blink.

My clit pulses.

“Oh,” I murmur. “Oh.”

Kyle’s eyes go wide as she lubes up the strap-on, slick and glistening.

He looks at me—begs me with his eyes.

I shake my head. “No safe words tonight.”

Marcus is already on me. Rough hands. Big. He rips my dress. Doesn’t even pretend to be careful.

I moan when he lifts me off the floor. Carries me to the couch. Fucks me without warming me up. Just pure stretch and burn and ownership.

I scream.

“Gonna scream louder than you did for Damon?” he growls.

“If you earn it,” I hiss.

He does.

God, he does.

Noelle lubes Kyle’s ass. One finger. Then two.

He whimpers.

She whispers, “You’re gonna take me like your wife takes my husband.”

He moans. Shakes.

Doesn’t say no.

Then she pushes in.

Slow. Deep.

He gasps.

I look up from Marcus’s cock buried inside me and watch my husband get fucked.

Noelle leans over him, whispering filth, gripping his throat. His cage presses against his stomach. Dripping.

“Such a good little hole,” she whispers. “You were made for this.”

Kyle sobs when she bottoms out.

I cum hard, watching it all.

Marcus doesn’t stop. Slams me through my orgasm, leaves me shaking and covered in sweat.

Later, we swap.

Noelle straddles my face.

I eat her like she’s the last meal I’ll ever have.

She’s soaked. Dripping. Trembling.

Kyle’s on the couch now. His face still streaked with tears. His cock still locked.

Marcus walks over. Opens Kyle’s mouth. Slaps his cock across his tongue.

“You watching her eat my wife?” he asks. “You want to be next?”

Kyle moans.

But it’s Noelle who speaks.

“No,” she purrs. “He gets to clean me. That’s it.”

After, we all sit naked in the living room. Bodies slick. Used.

I rest my feet in Kyle’s lap. He kisses my toes. Still leaking. Still denied.

Marcus says, “We should do this monthly.”

Noelle smirks. “Weekly.”

I lean down. Whisper in Kyle’s ear.

“Say thank you.”

He does.
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HANNAH’S CHOICE (HANNAH)


The email arrives at 10:42 a.m.

Subject: Elite Blackout Weekend – Final Selection

Hannah Ellis: Confirmed

Six bulls. One submissive wife. Forty-eight hours. No cameras. No husband. No rules.

Kyle’s name isn’t anywhere on it.

My heart hammers as I read it again.

Then I smile.

He’s waiting at home like a good little bitch, sitting cross-legged on the floor in front of the coffee table, his caged cock twitching through gray sweatpants. I drop the email on his lap.

“Read it out loud.”

He does.

Voice shaking.

“Elite Blackout Weekend… six bulls… I’ve been selected… you’ll be taken to a private location… no phones allowed… no spouses permitted...”

He stops.

His hands tremble.

I sip my wine.

“Keep reading.”

He clears his throat.

“You’ll receive full use. All holes. Oral, vaginal, anal. No condoms unless requested. Full consent waiver signed in advance. Clean-up after each use is handled by on-site submissives...”

His voice breaks.

“I don’t want you to go.”

I stand.

Walk over to him.

Lift his chin with one finger.

“I wasn’t asking.”

He flinches.

“But—”

I slap him. Not hard. Just enough.

He shuts up.

“I’m not just going to fuck other men, Kyle,” I whisper, crouching over him. “I’m going to disappear into them. Let them ruin me. Fill me. Wreck me.”

I pause. Let it sink in.

“You won’t be there to see it. No photos. No videos. Just… silence.”

He shakes his head. “Please. I need to watch. I—I need to know.”

“No.”

I lean closer. Breathe hot against his lips.

“You’ll be home, alone, knowing I’m on my knees choking on six cocks, taking loads in every hole, calling them daddy.”

I straddle him now. Pussy bare against the cage.

“You’ll smell my pussy for days after and never know who did what. You’ll lick it all up and guess.”

He gasps.

“Beg me,” I say.

“I… I can’t,” he chokes.

“You can. And you will.”

I grip his jaw.

“Beg me to go.”

He whimpers. “Please… please go. Please let them fuck you. Please let them use you.”

I moan, wet already. The cage presses against my slick lips.

“Good boy.”

Packing is easy.

Nothing but heels, toys, lube, a gag, and a leash.

I don’t bring panties.

I leave my wedding ring on the nightstand.

He kneels beside my suitcase while I zip it up.

“I want you to jerk off once each day I’m gone,” I say.

He nods.

“But don’t cum.”

He groans.

“If you do, I’ll show the footage to your boss.”

His eyes widen.

“I have it saved,” I add. “Every minute. Every moan.”

He nods, tears forming. “I’ll behave.”

“I know you will.”

The driver picks me up at 6:00 a.m.

Kyle walks me to the curb like a husband seeing his wife off to war.

He kisses my feet.

Doesn’t speak.

He doesn’t have to.

He knows what I’m leaving to become.

The compound is remote. Clean. Discreet.

I meet the bulls one by one.

Each one bigger than the last.

They circle me like meat. Like prey.

They don’t say hi.

They grab my tits. Smack my ass. One presses his cock to my mouth without warning. I open.

They don’t need names.

I don’t give mine.

That night, they break me.

One in my ass. One in my throat. One straddling my chest, jerking off onto my face while I gag and cry.

They cum in shifts.

One finishes, the next takes over.

My holes stay full.

My pussy stays raw.

They use me until I pass out on a mattress soaked in sweat, spit, and seed.

No one asks if I’m okay.

And I fucking love it.

Sunday night, I come home ruined.

Hair a mess. Thighs bruised. Holes still twitching with memory.

Kyle is waiting in the living room.

He stands when he sees me.

His eyes widen. “Hannah…”

I don’t speak.

I sit on the couch.

Spread my legs.

“Come taste.”

He crawls fast, like he’s starving.

His tongue hits my cunt.

He moans.

Then pauses.

“T-There’s more than one…” he whispers.

“Six,” I say. “Guess whose is whose.”

He cries as he licks.

I cum on his face. Twice.
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OWNERSHIP (KYLE)


She doesn’t speak to me for two days after the weekend.

I think that’s what kills me the most.

Not the bruises on her hips.

Not the dried cum staining her thighs.

Not even the bite marks on her chest.

It’s the silence.

She walks through the house like she’s a guest. Or worse—like I’m one. She doesn’t look at me when she showers. She doesn’t acknowledge my cock when I whimper at the scent of her soaked towel.

She doesn’t make me clean her this time.

She doesn’t need to.

I’ve already done it twice on my own.

Tuesday night, I kneel outside the bedroom door. She’s inside. I hear music. I hear heels clicking on hardwood.

The door opens.

She steps out.

And in her hand⁠—

—is a collar.

Leather. Black. No name tag. Just a ring at the front.

Like a leash should already be attached.

I gasp. My cage tightens instantly.

“Knees,” she says.

I’m already there.

She steps behind me, loops it around my neck. Buckles it. Tight.

The click feels louder than anything I’ve ever heard.

I don’t move.

“Say it,” she whispers behind my ear.

“I’m yours.”

She grabs my jaw. Pulls it open. Spits in my mouth.

“Say it right.”

“I’m your property,” I gasp. “Your collared bitch.”

She smiles. “Good boy.”

That night, she brings another man into our bed.

This one’s different. Silent. Serious. Older. Dark eyes. Cruel smirk.

She calls him Sir.

She doesn't ask if I’m ready.

She doesn’t need to.

He fucks her slow. Deliberate. Each thrust designed to make me ache.

I kneel at the edge of the bed, my face inches from the action.

Her legs are open wide. He slaps her thighs with every thrust. She moans like she’s being baptized. Reborn.

“Look at her,” he murmurs to me. “Wife, huh? Not anymore.”

I nod.

“I’m just her pet.”

She moans louder.

He pulls out and finishes on her chest. Thick ropes across her collarbone. Her nipples. Her throat.

Then she leans forward.

Wipes the mess with her fingers.

Holds it out to me.

“Clean,” she says.

I suck her fingers like they’re gospel.

The collar stays on.

Every day.

Even when I leave for work—hidden under a turtleneck.

She tightens it every morning before I go. Whispers, “Remember who owns you,” and kisses my forehead like a mother sending off her boy to school.

I don’t masturbate anymore.

Not even when she lets me out of the cage.

I edge. I beg. I ache.

And I wait for her to command me.

One night, she calls me into the room with a snap of her fingers.

There are two men already there. Stripped. Laughing.

She’s bent over the dresser. Wet. Wide open.

“Hold my hair,” she says.

I obey.

They take turns.

One in her pussy. The other in her ass. Then they switch.

I keep her hair out of her face. Kiss her back while she screams. Tell her she’s beautiful while they make her body bounce.

One of them pulls out and cums in my hand.

She tells me to lick it up.

I do.

They laugh.

I cum without permission.

She doesn’t even look at me.

Later, she finds me on the floor in the hallway, curled up. Still hard. Still leaking.

She crouches down, brushes my hair out of my eyes.

“You okay, baby?”

“I’m yours,” I whisper.

“That’s not what I asked.”

“I don’t know,” I say. “I think… I think I love you more now than I ever did.”

She smiles.

“Of course you do.”

She clips a leash to my collar.

“Now crawl. There’s still cum in the sheets.”
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HER BODY, HIS HELL (HANNAH)


It starts with a message request.

“Hey, I saw your vids. You ever offer private sessions?”

I don’t answer right away. I stare at the screen. Then I look down at my body—naked, sore from the night before, cum drying between my thighs.

Kyle’s curled up at the foot of the bed.

He sleeps on the floor now.

His cock’s still locked.

Hasn’t cum in twenty-four days.

I wake him with my heel against his ribs.

“Get me coffee,” I say.

“And bring your laptop.”

Two days later, I have a menu.

$1,500/hr. Raw. No condoms. No kissing.

Clean-up mandatory. Cuck may watch if he pays extra.

Tips encouraged. No refunds.

I don’t tell Kyle about it.

I show him.

Let him read every line.

Then I hand him a notepad.

“You’re managing bookings now,” I say. “Congratulations.”

He nods, eyes wet.

I slap his face lightly. “Say thank you.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

The first client is rough.

Not Damon rough—real rough.

Ex-military. Quiet. Big hands.

I don’t let Kyle in the room. I want him to sit outside the door and listen.

The bed hits the wall. I scream.

He cries.

When I open the door, I’m covered in sweat and bruises and cum. I look down at him, kneeling on the hallway carpet.

“I want to shower,” I say. “Clean me first.”

He licks my thighs without question.

Then my cunt.

Then the insides of my cheeks.

When I finally let him taste my mouth, he’s shaking.

A week later, I’m fully booked.

Four clients a day.

A spreadsheet of names, preferences, times.

Kyle color-codes them. Puts hearts next to the ones who make me moan loudest.

He’s a good assistant.

He prints out comment cards for the clients.

“Did she make you cum?”

“Was her pussy wetter than your wife’s?”

“Would you pay extra to fuck her ass while her husband watched?”

Five stars every time.

Some days I don’t even say his name.

I walk past him like he’s furniture.

He still cooks. Still cleans. Still licks me clean between bookings.

Sometimes I let him watch through the bedroom camera feed while I fuck a client in the other room.

He edges the whole time.

Cries sometimes.

Takes notes.

I find him humping the couch pillow one night.

He’s on all fours. Naked. Collared. Whining like a dog.

I watch silently.

He notices me and stops, humiliated.

“I was—sorry—ma’am⁠—”

I walk over.

Grab his hair.

Drag him to the wall.

On it, I’ve pinned Polaroids of my favorite clients. Men who made me scream. Men who filled me.

“Pick one,” I say.

He stares.

“Pick the one you want me to fuck tomorrow.”

He whimpers.

Then points.

“Say his name.”

“Darren…”

“Say, ‘I want you to ride Darren’s cock until your legs give out.’”

“I want you to ride Darren’s cock… until your legs give out.”

I smile.

“Good. He’s already booked.”

The next night, Darren fills me while Kyle kneels behind the camera, filming.

I scream Darren’s name like it’s the only word I’ve ever known.

He cums in my ass.

I push it out onto the bedsheet and make Kyle sniff it.

“Smell what you’ll never be,” I whisper.

He does.

Then licks it.

I tell him I love him sometimes.

When he edits my videos.

When he cries with my cum on his tongue.

When he whispers “thank you” after I deny him for the fiftieth day in a row.

And I mean it.

Because no one’s ever served me the way Kyle has.

Not even my clients.

They fuck me.

But Kyle belongs to me.
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THE CEREMONY


Hannah

I wanted it to be more than just a party.

I wanted a rite.

A celebration.

A coronation of my whoredom.

I call it The Ceremony.

Tasha helps decorate. Black candles. Red lights. Condoms in a silver bowl beside the wine. The mattress goes in the center of the room, surrounded by chairs. One for each man who’s earned an invitation.

Ten of them show.

All past fucks.

All ready to see how far Kyle will fall.

[Kyle]

I shower twice. Shave everywhere.

She doesn’t tell me to—I just know.

She lays out my outfit:

Nothing.

Just the collar.

And a sign around my neck.

It reads:

“OWNED. DO NOT CUM.”

[Hannah]

They arrive like wolves. Laughing. Joking. Bragging. Each man touches me like I’m already theirs.

Because I am.

Tonight, they fuck me not just for pleasure⁠—

—but to mark me.

Claim me.

Brand me in front of the man who used to be my husband.

I stand naked in the center of the room, arms wide.

“I am a shared woman,” I say. “And this is my pet.”

I point to Kyle.

He crawls to me. Kisses my feet.

Applause erupts.

[Kyle]

The first man enters her pussy before I even realize we’ve started.

She moans loud. Purposefully.

I’m kneeling right beside the bed. Close enough to feel the heat of her cunt when he pulls out between thrusts.

His cock glistens. Her pussy sucks him back in.

Again.

Again.

“Look at his face,” someone says.

“Is he crying already?”

I am.

[Hannah]

One by one they take me.

Some raw.

Some rough.

Some gentle, whispering filth into my ear as Kyle kneels there with a full, untouched cock trapped in metal.

Tasha straddles his lap at one point. Slaps his face with her tits. Laughs.

“You’re dripping,” she says, licking her thumb and smearing it over his leaking slit.

He moans and doesn’t cum.

Good boy.

[Kyle]

I lose track of the holes.

Who’s where.

What order.

Who fills her mouth versus her pussy versus her ass.

I see one man paint her face with cum while another stretches her ass with two fingers.

“Get over here,” someone says.

“Clean this mess.”

I obey.

She’s soaked.

Her thighs shiny.

Her belly streaked.

I lick and swallow everything.

They cheer when I moan.

[Hannah]

The final part is the branding.

Not with fire.

But with cum.

Each man strokes over me.

Ten cocks aimed like weapons.

Their seed hits my tits. My face. My hair. My lips.

I don’t flinch.

I hold Kyle’s gaze the entire time.

He’s trembling. Leaking. Silent.

I lick cum from my lips.

“Now,” I whisper.

[Kyle]

I fall forward. Hands shaking.

She finally unlocks the cage.

My cock explodes in her lap the second she touches it.

Weeks of denied orgasms ripped out in one violent, shameful release.

I cum across her thighs. Her belly. My own chest.

Someone throws a napkin. I don’t use it.

She grabs my face.

Smears me with it.

And kisses me. Deep. Wet. Salty.

[Hannah]

They leave one by one.

Some kiss my cheek.

Others spank my ass.

Kyle licks the floor while I wave goodbye.

Tasha turns before she leaves and says, “You really did it.”

I grin.

“I know.”

[Kyle]

She lets me sleep in the bed that night.

Not beside her.

At her feet.

Still sticky.

Still sore.

Still hers.

Forever.
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