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Introduction

Diana Carter-Brown's transformation from Chelsea socialite to desperate slut accelerates as she and Richard discover the thrills of serving the homeless community under the railway bridge. Their luxury Mercedes van becomes a mobile brothel, recording every moment of Diana's descent into depravity.




Under the commanding presence of King, a massive black ex-boxer who rules the bridge community, Diana's wealthy facade crumbles. Her expensive La Perla lingerie is replaced with tacky Primark sets as she begs to service the rough men who live beneath society's notice.




Richard discovers his own submission as he films his wife being used by multiple homeless men. From his position behind the camera, he watches Diana transform from sophisticated society wife into a willing cum dump for the bridge community's endless needs.




Dr. Ellie Bennett adds a clinical element to Diana's degradation, conducting thorough "examinations" while Raven demonstrates just how low a posh wife can sink. Diana's designer clothes and perfect makeup become streaked with tears and other fluids as she serves her new masters.




When Diana stops taking her birth control, the stakes rise dramatically. The risk of pregnancy by homeless men adds a dangerous thrill to their encounters. Diana finds herself begging to be bred by King's massive black cock while Richard watches helplessly.




The contrast between their £4.5 million Chelsea townhouse and the filthy underbridge encounters only heightens their arousal. Each visit pushes boundaries further as Diana services an endless stream of rough men, her expensive education reduced to begging for cock in any hole.




Their marriage evolves as Richard accepts his role cleaning Diana's well-used holes after each session. From successful investment banker to submissive cuckold, he finds unexpected pleasure in tasting other men's seed from his once-proper wife.




The bridge community opens their eyes to pleasures they never knew existed. Diana's charity work now involves serving multiple homeless men daily, her perfect body marked and stretched by rough use. Her designer wardrobe gives way to fishnet bodysuits and crotchless knickers as she embraces her new role.




Will Diana and Richard survive their complete submission to King and his community of rough men? Or will their desperate need for degradation, breeding, and public humiliation consume them entirely? The answers lie beneath the railway bridge, where a wealthy couple's darkest fantasies become their new reality.


Preface




This is book 6 in my growing series of hotwife urban erotica novels, simply called "The Hotwife Tales".  




I've tried to make each novella take on a different sub-theme; some are strong husbands sharing their wives as stag & vixen, some see more cuckold husbands taking a back-seat. Some of the couples are working class, some like this book, are rich and 'elite'. Sometimes the husbands (and even you the reader) isn't sure if the wife is actually having sex with other (see Bedtime Stories). 




I hope you enjoy them all - or at least many of them.  I wanted to write something for everyone if that isn't too pretentious. 

Content Warning




This erotic novella contains explicit adult content including group sex, medical play, breeding themes, and rough encounters. It features graphic descriptions of sexual acts, strong language, and taboo situations involving class differences and public encounters. Intended for mature readers who enjoy exploring darker themes in their erotica. Not suitable for readers under 18 or those sensitive to explicit sexual content.


The Bridge Community




While I hate to tell anyone what to read, I’d love to suggest that if you’ve not read Part 1 of this novella, stop now and read that first part!




It introduces you to our wealthy married couple; Richard and Diana Carter-Brown, and shows how and why they are now very much into a ‘hotwife’ lifestyle.  It also has a little slow burn introduction, this part less so.

But whatever you do, I hope you enjoy part 2 of ‘The Charity Case’.  The themes get darker, stronger, and filthier.    

Chris P. Rider.


1: Awakening Desires

Diana stirred beneath her bed's Egyptian cotton sheets, savouring their silken caress against her naked skin. Morning sunlight filtered through the Colefax & Fowler curtains, casting delicate patterns across her king-size bed.

              "Another perfect morning," she murmured, stretching languidly. "But I'm not the same perfect Chelsea wife anymore..."

The lingering scent of Richard's Creed cologne hung in the air, a reminder of their passionate breakfast quickie before he'd left for the office at seven. She'd fallen asleep soon afterwards, her body still tingling from his attentions.

"You're insatiable lately, darling," he'd growled as he'd taken her roughly. "I love watching you truly let go and become more."

Heat bloomed between her thighs at the memory. Richard had never been more attentive, more aroused, than in the week since that night he had caught her with Mike. The night her husband had watched another man, and a rough homeless man at that, claim her completely.

Her fingers traced idle patterns across her stomach as her mind drifted back to that evening. The raw power of Mike's body. Richard's hungry gaze as he filmed. The absolute surrender to her darkest desires.

The past week had been a revelation. Every spare moment she had was spent researching online, diving deep into her newfound kinks. Hours watching videos of posh women being owned by common men. Reading stories of wealthy wives degraded by rough strangers while their husbands watched. She could now put names to some of the feelings and impulses.

"Look what I found, darling," she'd whispered to Richard each night, showing him the filthiest clips. His cock had hardened instantly as she described how she imagined herself in those scenarios.

The sheets grew damp beneath her as she recalled one particular video, a banker's wife servicing an entire gang of men who had broken into her home. She'd watched it countless times, imagining herself in that woman's place.

Her hand slipped between her thighs, finding herself already wet. The contrast between her manicured fingers and the base acts she now craved made her pussy clench with need.

A week ago, she'd been a bored, pampered wife. Now she knew exactly what she needed to become. What she already was becoming; a hotwife. A slut wife. The thought alone nearly made her come.

Her Agent Provocateur nightie bunched around her waist as she worked herself closer to climax. The silk would be ruined, but she didn't care. Nothing mattered except this newfound liberation.

She was ready. Ready to fully embrace this darker side of herself. Ready to be owned and used by men society deemed beneath her. Ready to let her husband watch her complete degradation.

Her orgasm crashed through her, back arching off the bed as she cried out. She was no longer just Diana Carter-Brown, charity volunteer and society wife. She had found her true calling.

◆◆◆

Now feeling fully awake and having worked some of her increased libido silent, Diana reached for her phone on the bedside table. The screen lit up with several texts from Richard. Her pulse quickened as she read:

"Have a surprise for you tonight, darling."

"Something I think you'll thoroughly enjoy..."

"No hints. Just be ready by 7. Dress sexy, no knickers!"

Her thumb hovered over the message thread. A week ago, Richard's "surprises" had meant dinner reservations at The Ivy or perhaps a new piece from Cartier. Now... her thighs clenched at the possibilities, her sexual urges already returning once more.

She opened her browser, scrolling through her search history. "Posh wife rough sex." "Wealthy woman homeless." "Society wife black cock." She felt a flush on her face and between her legs as she recalled each video, each forbidden fantasy she'd explored. A week ago, she'd have rather died than let anyone see these searches on her phone. Now they made her pussy throb with a new need.

She walked naked across the heated limestone floor to her ensuite bathroom. The full-length mirror reflected her body in merciless detail. Fading bite marks dotted her breasts and inner thighs, Mike's rough claiming of her territory. She traced one particularly vivid mark above her right nipple.

"Look at you," she whispered to her reflection. "More slut than good wife now... and you're so ready for more."

Everything had changed that night with her ex-lover Mike. Not just her sexual awakening, but something in Richard too. Their marriage had transformed from comfortable distance to raw intimacy. Each morning, she woke to find him hard against her, whispering filthy encouragements about her newfound liberation.

Diana returned to perch on the edge of their king-size bed, still naked, mind wandering to the changes in her husband. A week ago, he'd been just her distant, successful husband, their relationship built on mutual understanding and sometimes separate beds. Now he'd become something so much more.

She shivered, remembering his intense gaze as Mike had taken her that night. Her nipples hardened at the memory of Richard's voice, thick with arousal: "I've never seen anything so beautiful as you being ruined, darling."

He used to be so... proper. Now he makes me tell him about my dirtiest fantasies while he fucks me.

The memory of their encounter just hours ago flooded back. Richard had taken her roughly on this bed, the headboard banging against the wall, his fingers digging into her hips as he demanded she describe Mike's cock in explicit detail.

"Tell me again how Mike's cock felt in your arse..." he'd growled.

"So much bigger than yours, darling... stretching me open..."

He came so hard when I said that.

Diana's fingers traced the marks Richard had left on her thighs. While at work, he remained the powerful Morgan Stanley top executive, commanding millions in transactions. But at night here with her, he talked about handing her over to rough men while filming every moment. The thought of his trembling hands holding the phone camera made her pussy clench with renewed desire.

The contrast drives us both wild... his perfect wife being used by common men.

She rolled onto her side, breathing in Richard's lingering scent on his pillow. Their marriage had transformed completely in the past week. What began as a comfortable but distant arrangement had deepened into something far more intimate through their shared taboo desires.

We're closer now than ever... sharing this dirty secret.

Their pillow talk after Mike left played through her mind. Richard had held her close, his voice thick with emotion and lingering arousal.

"I control many people at work, darling... but watching you submit to these men... it frees something in me."

"And you'll keep watching? Keep filming?"

"Every filthy moment. It's what we both need."

She remembered the way his hands had trembled as he filmed her with Mike, his breathing growing ragged as he captured every debauched moment, in that moment reduced to a quivering mass of need while watching his society wife submit to a homeless man.

Time to get up, Diana decided to herself, forcing herself out of her new den of sin to cross the room.  She flung open her vast walk-in wardrobe, fingers trailing across the rows of designer labels. The morning light caught the metallic rails, which made the pristine white space glow. Hundreds of perfectly arranged outfits stretched before her, a testament to Richard's generous allowance and her impeccable taste.

Her hand paused at the underwear drawers. Richard's text had been specific, no knickers tonight. She selected a quarter-cup bra in black lace, barely enough fabric to contain her full breasts. The delicate straps would peek through any dress she chose, a subtle hint at what lay beneath.

"What does one wear to be properly debauched?" She held various dresses against herself, studying each reflection. The Stella McCartney was too conservative. The Alexander McQueen too avant-garde. Her fingers brushed silk, stopping at a Roland Mouret in deep burgundy. The neckline plunged indecently low, inappropriate for Chelsea's upmarket crowd. Perfect.

The fabric whispered against her skin as she slipped it on, the cut emphasizing every curve. Without knickers, the dress clung to her in ways that would make the other charity committee wives blush. Her reflection showed a woman dancing on the edge of propriety - expensive yet somehow vulgar.

"Perfect," Diana murmured, smoothing the fabric over her hips. "Proper on the outside, whore underneath." The contrast put a secret smile on her lips.

At her dressing table, Diana studied her reflection in the triple mirrors. Her usual daytime makeup wouldn't suit this new persona she was crafting. She reached for darker shades, building a more dramatic look. Extra coats of mascara made her eyes seem bigger, hungrier even. Blood-red lipstick replaced her usual nude pink.

"Richard loves it when I look expensive but available at the same time," she thought, carefully blending smoky shadow. The makeup transformed her from a charity board-member to something altogether more dangerous. Still undeniably upper class, but with an edge of desperation that made her pussy throb.

Her manicured fingers trembled slightly as she reached for her phone. Diana typed quickly: "Can't wait for tonight's surprise x"

She smiled at her reflection, enjoying the delicious contrast between her outer appearance and inner desires. The perfect society wife preparing herself for God knows what depraved acts. Her double life was just beginning, and the thought made her entire body tingle with anticipation of the forbidden.

◆◆◆

Diana’s fingers brushed her sleek MacBook's aluminium surface as she opened the lid, the screen cast a soft glow across her face.

Working quickly, she brought up two browser windows side by side; Indeed.com's professional blue interface a stark contrast to Pornhub's garish orange. Her manicured nails clicked against the keys as she typed "house cleaner Chelsea" into one search bar.

"Such a proper lady," she mused, "arranging household staff while watching gang bangs..." The thought made her pussy throb beneath the silk of her Roland Mouret dress.

The cleaning service advert took shape in her left window: "Seeking experienced cleaner to report to house housekeeper for Chelsea townhouse. References required." Meanwhile, her right window buffered a particularly intriguing thumbnail; "Posh Wife Services Rough Men."

Her breath caught as the video began playing. A woman in pearls and designer clothes bent over an expensive desk, surrounded by tattooed thugs. Diana's hand hitched up her dress so as not to ruin it, and as she slid it up, she found herself still slick. She was always wet these days.

"That could be me soon..." she whispered to the room while imagining herself in that position. "Bent over for homeless cock..." The memory of Mike's massive shaft compared to Richard's more modest endowment made her fingers move faster against her clit.

The woman in the video screamed in pleasure as multiple men used her holes. Diana's other hand typed mechanically: "Competitive salary offered for the right candidate." Her thighs trembled as she posted the cleaning advertisement.

"If these Chelsea wives only knew what I've become..." The leather chair beneath her grew damp as she worked herself closer to another climax. The video reached its messy conclusion as Diana's own orgasm wracked her. She closed the laptop with trembling hands, knowing she needed to compose herself for the day ahead.

"Time to play perfect Chelsea wife until tonight..." She stood on shaky legs, smoothing down the wrinkled silk of her dress. The mirror showed smeared lipstick and flushed cheeks, she carefully reapplied her Tom Ford rouge.

Her phone lit up one final time as she typed: "Ready to be your perfect slut tonight, whatever you have in store x"

◆◆◆

Richard strode confidently along his suburban home street, Diana's heels tapped a counterpoint behind him as she followed, her obviously expensive red dress hugging every curve. His cock twitched, knowing she wore nothing underneath.

A young mother with a Bugaboo pram passed them, nodding a polite greeting. Richard returned it with practised ease, maintaining the perfect façade of respectability even as his mind wandered to what they'd be doing in the van. The street epitomised wealth, gleaming Range Rovers and Bentleys lined the kerb, while pristine Georgian facades stretched skyward.

"Just here, darling." Richard gestured to the Mercedes Sprinter van. Its metallic grey paint caught the early evening light, the three-pointed star on the grille declaring its premium heritage. The dark-tinted windows revealed nothing of the interior.

"Our new charitable endeavour?" Diana's voice carried just the right note of polite interest for any passing neighbours.

"Precisely. Custom-fitted for our outreach work." Richard placed his hand on Diana's lower back, fingers splaying possessively against the expensive fabric. "Shall we inspect the facilities?"

A couple emerged from the house opposite, the Hendersons from the late summer garden party. Richard kept his hand steady as Diana's body tensed beneath his touch.

"Evening Richard, Diana." Mr Henderson called out. "New vehicle for the charity work?"

"Indeed. Our new mobile support unit." Richard's crisp response brooked no further questions. The Hendersons continued their evening constitutional.

Richard guided Diana around the van's exterior, maintaining the professional facade while his fingers traced small circles through her dress. "Note the excellent build quality. Mercedes reliability of course. Perfect for those rougher areas we'll be servicing."

Diana's sharp intake of breath at his choice of words made his cock strain against his bespoke trousers. A light breeze lifted the hem of her dress, causing her to press her thighs together.

"Shall we examine the interior?" Richard reached for the sliding door. Diana glanced nervously up and down the street as he helped her step up into the van, her dress riding dangerously high on her thighs. His hand steadied her, feeling the warmth of her bare skin beneath the fabric.

Richard closed the van's sliding door with a soft click. Diana's gasp echoed in the intimate space as her eyes adjusted to the subdued lighting. The interior's transformation from a utilitarian van to a luxury boudoir exceeded even his meticulous specifications, they had outdone themselves, but for the money he paid, they should have!

"Good lord, Richard." Diana's hand flew to her throat, fingering her Cartier necklace. "It's... extraordinary."

The change in atmosphere was immediate, from maintaining appearances on the posh public street, to the charged privacy of their new playground. Richard's breathing quickened as he watched his wife take in the details. Her chest rose and fell rapidly beneath the burgundy dress.

"Let me give you the tour." He placed his hand on the small of her back, guiding her deeper into the space. "Queen-size bed, black silk sheets imported from Italy." His fingers traced the luxurious fabric. "Perfect for your activities. More bedding in the storage underneath, for when these get ruined."

Diana's breath hitched. Richard gestured to discrete panels in the ceiling and walls. "Six cameras, completely concealed. Full HD recording capabilities." He tapped a small control panel.

The bathroom drew another appreciative gasp from Diana. "Fully functional shower, proper pressure." He opened the frosted glass door. "Space for two... or more." Her cheeks flushed at his implication.

"Kitchenette here." He indicated the gleaming fixtures. "Water, wine, anything needed to keep our guests... hydrated." His hand slid lower on Diana's so he could give her bum a gentle squeeze as he played tour guide. "And the windows; completely tinted. One-way glass. We can see out, no one can see in. Whatever may be happening inside."

Diana pressed her rear against his touch as he guided her back to the bed. "Perfect for serving the community, wouldn't you say?" His voice dropped to a growl.

"Yes." Diana's whisper carried a tremor of excitement. "I'm already so wet thinking about it."

Richard's hand slipped under her dress, confirming her admission. His fingers found bare flesh, slick with arousal. "No knickers. Good girl." He pressed two fingers inside her, making her gasp. "Plenty of room here." He patted the bed with his free hand. "Space for you and three men, I'd say. Maybe four if they don't mind getting cosy."

Diana moaned, grinding against his hand. "Four rough homeless men, using your posh wife right here on these expensive sheets?"

Richard curled his fingers inside her. "Exactly. While I film every moment of your degradation."

Richard leant across Diana to tap at the sleek control panel, bringing up multiple camera views on the widescreen monitor.

"Each angle records in 4K." He flicked between views; bed, shower, doorway. "I can switch between them, or..." His finger traced a button. "Record all simultaneously."

Diana's breath caught as she watched the screens flicker. "You'll capture everything?"

"Every moan, every position, every degrading moment." His cock strained against Italian wool as Diana squirmed beside him. "I'll edit the footage later, create a private collection of your... charitable activities."

"I've been watching videos." Diana's voice dropped to a whisper. "Posh wives being used by rough men. I can't stop thinking about it."

Richard's hand found her thigh, squeezing possessively. "Tell me."

"Gang bangs, mostly. The actresses playing women like me, wealthy, respectable, being passed around like cheap whores." Her chest heaved beneath burgundy silk. "I need it, Richard. Need to be degraded like that."

"I know." His fingers traced higher, finding wetness. "I want to watch you become their cum dump. Film every moment as my perfect society wife transforms into a homeless shelter slut."

Diana moaned, pressing against his hand. "The contrast makes me so wet. Thinking about these expensive clothes being ruined, my designer lingerie torn off by filthy hands."

"Your Cartier necklace bouncing while you service a queue of rough men." Richard's voice thickened. "Your manicured nails digging into stained mattresses while they use you."

"God yes." Diana writhed. "Taking load after load from men who sleep under bridges, who haven't showered in weeks. The ultimate degradation."

"My sophisticated wife reduced to a community resource." Richard watched her reactions on the monitors. "From charity patron to free-use cumdump."

"The other Chelsea wives would die if they knew." Diana's hand found his cock through wool suiting. "If they saw videos of me being gang-banged by homeless men."

"That's what makes it so deliciously taboo." Richard unzipped his fly. "The social gulf between you and the men who'll use you. Your education, your breeding, your wealth; all meaningless once you're on your knees servicing cock."

"I need it so badly." Diana squeezed him through silk boxers. "Need to feel dirty and cheap and used."

"And I need to watch it happen." Richard pulled her hand to his rigid length. "Film every degrading moment as you surrender to your base desires."

Diana stroked him slowly. "You'll get off watching rough men ruin your wife?"

"God yes." His hips thrust involuntarily. "Seeing you transform from society hostess to insatiable slut. Documenting your descent into depravity."

"The van's registered through a shell company. Completely untraceable to either of us."

Diana's fingers toyed with his straining cock. "Clever boy."

Richard's gaze swept over the van's interior. "And I've contracted a discrete cleaning service. Premium rates for absolute confidentiality. They'll handle all... maintenance."

Diana pressed against him, her designer dress rustling. "Can we test it now? Please?" Her hand fell away from his crotch. "I need to christen our new toy."

Richard inhaled sharply, fighting to maintain control. He tucked himself back into his trousers, adjusting uncomfortably. "Of course, we can take a short drive to help me get used to how it handles."

Diana's laugh carried a wicked edge as she eyed his bulge. "Poor darling. I promise to help you with that... soon."

◆◆◆

Richard settled into the buttery leather driver's seat, adjusting his cuffs and inhaling the new car scent. Soon this pristine interior would smell of sex and desperation.

He checked each mirror methodically, getting a feel for the van's dimensions. The tinted windows offered perfect privacy while maintaining their respectable facade. Diana slid into the passenger seat beside him, her Roland Mouret dress riding dangerously high on her thighs.

"Shall I sit like a lady, darling?" Her manicured fingers toyed with the hem. "Or like the slut I'm becoming?"

Richard spotted movement on the pavement. "Let's maintain appearances until we're moving. The Hendersons are still walking their dog."

Diana smoothed her dress primly, though her knowing smirk remained. Richard guided the van away from their Chelsea townhouse, taking in the pristine Georgian facades and Range Rovers lining the street. His wife's hand found his thigh, her touch burning through Italian wool.

The contrast struck him powerfully, his £4000 Anderson & Sheppard suit, her designer dress, this luxury Mercedes... soon to be ferrying them to let homeless men use her. The taboo of it made his pulse race.

Richard navigated the Sprinter through Kensington traffic, his breath catching as Diana's hand slid higher up his thigh.

"I should tell you something..." Her fingers traced the line of his suit trousers. "I spoke to Raven at the shelter."

His grip tightened on the leather steering wheel. "About our... interests?"

"Mmm. She wasn't shocked at all." Diana's thumb brushed against his growing bulge. "Said she'd been wondering when I'd finally admit what I needed."

Richard swallowed hard, he remembered what his wife had told him of the tattooed support worker's reputation. Of course, she'd obviously seen through Diana's perfect Chelsea wife facade.

"She told me all about King." Diana's voice dropped lower, breathier. "About how he runs things under the bridge. How he... tests... the women who want to serve the community."

The van's powerful engine purred as Richard accelerated through an amber light, his mind pictured the scene his wife painted.

"She says King wants to inspect me properly first..." Diana's breath caught. "To see if I'm worthy of serving the community."

Richard's pulse thundered in his ears. The thought of his sophisticated wife being evaluated like breeding stock by a homeless man...

"I hope you don't mind, darling," Diana purred, her fingers finding his zip. "But I need to practice my oral skills..." Her tongue darted across glossed lips. "King expects his sluts to be expert cocksuckers."

Richard's knuckles whitened on the wheel as Diana lowered her perfectly coiffed head to his lap. His breathing laboured as she freed his cock.

Richard's cock throbbed as Diana's glossed lips engulfed him. The Sprinter's elevated position gave him a perfect view of Sloane Street's designer boutiques. A woman in a Chanel suit walked past, utterly unaware of what was happening at her eye level.

Diana's tongue swirled expertly around his shaft. The wet sounds of her enthusiasm filled the cab, mixing with the purr of the Mercedes engine. Richard shifted in the soft leather seat, fighting to maintain control of the vehicle as his wife's head bobbed in his lap.

A flash of recognition through the tinted window; Charles Pemberton from the Hurlingham Club, walking his prize spaniel. Richard raised his hand in a casual wave, even as Diana's throat contracted around his cock.

"That was Charles from the club..." Richard's voice cracked slightly. "If he only knew what my wife was doing."

Diana came up for air, her lipstick smeared. "Mmm... It’s a shame he couldn’t see how good I looked." Her manicured fingers continued stroking him.

Richard's breath hitched as she descended again, taking him deeper. The contrast of her perfectly styled hair and designer dress against this act of submission made his balls tighten. Still, they needed to discuss parameters.

"We should establish some rules..." He gasped as her tongue found a sensitive spot. "Some limits..."

Diana released him with a wet pop. "No limits." Her hand maintained a steady rhythm. "I want to be their complete slut."

Richard guided the van around a corner, past Harrods' elegant facade. "We'll film everything, of course."

"God yes." Diana's breath was hot against his cock. "I want to watch it back with you after."

"Safe word?" Richard managed, though his mind was clouding with lust.

"Green for go, red for stop." Diana's tongue flicked his tip. "Though I doubt I'll use red much."

"Condoms-" Richard started.

"Bareback only!" Diana finished for him.

They both laughed at their shared desperation, the sound rich with promise.

"God yes..." Richard's knuckles whitened on the wheel. "Let them fill you. Fill my wife with the dirty spunk of the homeless."

Diana's hand squeezed his shaft. "I've been watching those breeding videos you mentioned..." Her voice dropped lower. "Where the posh wives beg for rough men's babies..."

Richard's cock jumped in her grip. She continued: "I know it's just fantasy... but something about being knocked up by a homeless man while my wealthy husband watches..."

His unexpected surge of arousal at her words surprised him. The idea needed careful consideration later, but right now...

Diana's mouth descended again, and Richard focused on navigating through Chelsea's expensive streets while his society wife demonstrated exactly how much of a slut she planned to become.

Richard eased the Sprinter onto a service road behind the new Kensington development. It probably gave them enough privacy.

His pulse thundered as Diana's mouth worked his shaft. The wet sounds of her enthusiasm filled the cab. Her designer dress was hiked indecently high, giving tantalizing glimpses of bare thigh as she bobbed in his lap.

"Tell me about King." Richard's voice cracked as he neared his peak. "What did Raven say about him?"

Diana released him with a wet pop, her manicured hand maintaining a steady rhythm. "He's huge." Her fingers tightened possessively. "Black. Makes the others look small." Her pace quickened. "He'll want to own me, but also share me with the others."

Her words pushed him over the edge, and his head fell back against the leather as his intense release hit. He felt Diana's lips sealed around him, swallowing eagerly. Her throat worked as she took everything he gave.

They both caught their breath in the quiet cab. Through the tinted windows, the sound of hammering drifted from the nearby construction site, more multi-million pound flats being built. Richard watched his beautiful wife lick her lips with relish, her lips still glossy. His perfect Chelsea wife, who'd just swallowed his cum while dreaming of homeless cock.

He tucked himself back into his bespoke trousers, his hands steadier now after his release. Diana dabbed at her mouth with his monogrammed silk handkerchief, her lipstick slightly smeared but still maintaining that polished Chelsea wife appearance.

"When can we go to them?" Diana's voice held a desperate edge as she folded the handkerchief. "I need this so badly."

Richard adjusted his tie, considering the logistics. "Tomorrow. I'll say I’m working from home. We can head off early before the nosy neighbours are out and about."

The drive back through Chelsea's expensive streets gave them time to plan. Diana's manicured fingers traced patterns on the leather armrest as they discussed outfits.

"I'll wear my most expensive lingerie..." Her hand slipped between her thighs, touching herself through the Roland Mouret dress. "Let them ruin it."

Richard's cock stirred again at the thought. "Perfect. You’ll be a vision."

They debated camera angles, Richard explaining his vision for capturing every moment of his wife's debasement. The neighbours would need a plausible explanation for the van. They settled on a story about mobile charity outreach, close enough to the truth to be believable.

The Sprinter purred to a stop outside their Georgian townhouse. Through the windscreen, Richard could see their housekeeper Maria leaving for the day, Hermès shopping bags in hand, Diana's cast-offs were part of her unofficial benefits package, another little touch of her charitable nature.

"Ready to play perfect wife until tomorrow?" Richard turned to Diana, admiring how she could switch so seamlessly between desperate slut and society hostess.

"Always, darling." She kissed his cheek, leaving a trace of expensive lipstick. "But tonight, I want you to fuck me hard while we watch more homeless porn."

Richard watched his wife step gracefully down from the van, adjusting her designer dress. To any passing neighbour, she was simply the elegant Mrs Carter-Brown returning from charity work. Only he knew she'd spent the journey home with his cum in her stomach, planning her transformation into a homeless shelter's communal fucktoy.


2: First Contact

Richard stood in the pre-dawn gloom, scanning their quiet, pristine suburban street. In the van's tinted window, he glimpsed his reflection; his bespoke Savile Row suit, Hermès tie, and Rolex. The image of successful wealth management. Not a man loading supplies for his wife's homeless sexual escapades.

He blew into his hands to warm them as he made another careful survey of neighbouring townhouses. The Georgian facades loomed silent, curtains drawn. No signs of early risers just yet.

"All clear for now, darling." He kept his voice low, adjusting his cuffs. "Though Mrs Henderson usually walks Bentley around seven."

The van's rear doors opened silently on well-oiled hinges. Richard methodically arranged supplies in the custom storage units. Evian water bottles, Boxes of firewood and fire starters, and arrays of tinned foods. Cotton towels were still crisp from the housekeeper's ironing. The familiar preparation routine centred him, like reviewing merger documents before a board meeting.

His hands moved automatically, checking items off his mental list while his mind calculated risks. The medical kit went within easy reach. He'd researched everything thoroughly, as with any investment. 

"From managing million-pound portfolios to stocking a van for my wife's gangbangs," he muttered, allowing himself a sardonic smile. "If the board could see me now..."

Movement caught his eye, Diana appearing in their doorway. The Alexander McQueen dress hugged her curves, the cut suggesting wealth and class while remaining demure. His perfect society wife, ready for her "charitable work."

"Is everything ready, darling?" She descended the steps, heels clicking delicately. A Mulberry weekend bag swung from her arm. "I've packed extra lingerie as requested."

"Yes." Richard's gaze travelled over her polished appearance, imagining what lay beneath. "Though, do tell me what you're wearing underneath that £2000 dress."

Diana glanced up and down the empty street before lifting the hem of her McQueen dress. The sight of her exposed waxed pussy against designer fabric made Richard groan.

"Agent Provocateur quarter-cup bra... and no knickers, as instructed." Her voice carried that perfect blend of refinement and filth that drove him wild.

"Perfect." Richard scanned the street again, imagining the neighbours' horror if they knew. "I’m sure your new suitors will appreciate it."

He mentally urged his cock to soften as Diana let her dress fall back covering her treasures once again. The contrast between her polished exterior and raw sexuality beneath had sent blood rushing south. His proper Chelsea wife, deliberately exposing herself where any passing dog-walker might spot her.

Diana's subtle exhibitionism thrilled him. The way she pretended to adjust her stockings, knowing Mrs Henderson's bedroom window overlooked them. How she bent slightly too far checking her reflection in the van's dark windows. His sophisticated wife, secretly begging to be seen.

Once inside the van, Diana's manicured fingers traced the edge of the bed. The black silk sheets gleamed in the dim light, pristine and perfect.

"The black silk sheets are a nice touch." She ran her hand over the fabric, a knowing smile playing on her lips. "Though I doubt they'll stay clean for long."

"That's rather the point, darling." Richard adjusted his tie, professional mask slipping as arousal deepened his voice. "I want to film them ruining everything about you."

He moved to the monitoring station, checking each camera feed methodically. The six screens showed different angles of the bed area, wide shots, close-ups, and even an overhead view. Every moment of his wife's descent would be captured in high definition.

Richard adjusted the overhead camera, ensuring it covered the full length of the bed. The side angles would catch her face as she begged.

His attention focused on the bed area coverage. That's where the real transformation would happen. Where his perfect wife would become something else entirely. The cameras would miss nothing.

Richard leaned over the monitoring console, brow furrowed in concentration. The right-side camera feed kept flickering, refusing to stay locked on the silk-covered bed.

"Come on, you bloody thing," he muttered, tapping the screen in frustration. The image wavered again, threatening to miss crucial angles. "Need to capture every moment of their rough hands on her perfect body."

"Like this, darling?" Diana's voice drew his attention to the working monitors. She had shifted position, legs spread wide, the designer dress bunched around her waist. "Will this show them what a willing slut your wife is?"

Richard's breath caught as he watched her through the cameras. The multiple angles captured every detail, her perfect manicure, her long legs, the way her body moved with practised grace even in such a lewd position. His sophisticated wife, deliberately debasing herself.

"Christ," he muttered, transfixed by the monitors. "From charity volunteer to practising her whore poses..."

The flickering camera chose that moment to stabilise, snapping into crystal clarity. All six feeds now perfectly captured Diana from every angle, documenting her willing submission in meticulous detail. Richard adjusted his tie, professionalism warring with arousal as he fine-tuned each shot.

◆◆◆

Richard double-checked his handwritten list against the pile of supplies on the van's bed. His Montblanc fountain pen ticked off each item with his usual efficiency. The organisation calmed his growing arousal, gave him something concrete to focus on besides his throbbing cock.

"Right then, darling. Run through what you've packed for me." He kept his voice steady, maintaining control despite the heat building in his groin.

Diana unzipped her Mulberry weekend bag, manicured fingers trailing over expensive fabrics. "I've packed extra lingerie sets..." She bit her lip, a gesture that never failed to make his cock twitch. "La Perla, Agent Provocateur..."

"Good girl." Richard's voice roughened. "Let them destroy £500 of French lace each time."

He turned back to arranging cleaning supplies into the custom drawers, methodically placing wet wipes, flannels, kitchen roll, and small Egyptian cotton towels. Each item was precisely positioned, just as he arranged his desk before important meetings.

Behind him, Diana organised her clothes into the van's built-in storage. The rustle of silk and lace was punctuated by her quickening breath. Richard glanced at her reflection in the tinted windows, noting how her nipples pressed against her McQueen dress.

"Just nipping back to the house, darling." Diana's heels clicked across the van's floor. "One last thing to fetch."

When she returned, she carried a discrete Harvey Nichols bag. Richard watched as she unpacked various lubes, both standard and anal, along with an impressive collection of dildos and vibrators.

"For when the men are tired out," she explained, arranging them in a drawer. Her cheeks flushed pink against her perfectly applied foundation.

Richard's cock strained against his trousers as he observed her methodical preparation. His proper Chelsea wife, organising sex toys like she was arranging flowers for a dinner party.

"Now then," he said, voice tight with arousal. "Let's discuss roles. Remember, you submit completely. I'll handle negotiations with King."

"Yes..." Diana's breath caught. "I wonder what place King will find for us?"

Richard's cock twitched violently. "We'll both be whatever King decides." He adjusted himself through his trousers, abandoning any pretence of professional detachment. "That's what makes it so fucking filthy."

◆◆◆

Richard checked his Rolex, the hands showing precisely 7am. Perfect timing to avoid the worst of the London traffic. He shifted in the driver's seat as he watched Diana settle into the passenger seat beside him.

Through the van's tinted windows, he scanned their street one final time. The Georgian townhouses almost seemed to look down on them disapprovingly, their windows like judging eyes. His gaze caught movement; a familiar figure emerged from Number 23.

"Mrs Henderson walking Bentley." He glanced at his watch again. "We should wait five minutes."

"She'd die if she knew where we were going..." A soft moan escaped her lips, and Richard looked down to see her hand was once again sliding up under her hem. "God, that makes me wet."

Richard's cock strained against his zip as he watched his wife touch herself. Here they sat in their custom Mercedes, his perfect Chelsea wife fingering her bare cunt while their neighbour walked past completely unaware. The contrast made his pulse race.

Mrs Henderson's designer tracksuit and perfectly coiffed hair disappeared around the corner. Still, Richard waited, counting the seconds in his head like timing a hostile takeover. One wrong move could expose everything.

Diana's fingers moved faster beneath her dress. The leather seat creaked as she shifted her hips. Her other hand gripped the Hermès handbag in her lap, knuckles white with tension.

Richard loosened his tie slightly, the silk sliding against his collar. The scent of Diana's arousal filled the van's interior, mixing with that new car smell.

"Ready to become community property, darling?" His voice came out rough with need.

Diana leaned across the console, her lips finding his. The kiss tasted of her expensive lipstick and raw desire. "Yes..." she breathed against his mouth. "Take me to be ruined."

They broke apart, both breathing heavily. Through the windscreen, Richard caught their reflection, him in his perfect suit, Diana in her designer dress, looking every inch the wealthy couple. Only they knew the filthy truth beneath the facade.

The engine purred to life. Richard adjusted his tie one final time, the professional mask sliding back into place despite his raging erection. Time to deliver his wife to her new role as the bridge community's fucktoy.

◆◆◆

Richard eased the Mercedes Sprinter to a halt beneath the railway bridge's looming shadow. Through the tinted windows, movement caught his eye, rough sleepers emerging from makeshift shelters, their gazes drawn to the luxury van like moths to flame. Dawn's weak light caught their worn clothes and unshaven faces.

His pulse quickened. These men lived by the sun's rhythm, already active while his Chelsea neighbours still slumbered in their John Lewis beds. A group of three broke away from the others, moving towards the van with predatory grace.

Like sharks sensing blood... they know we don't belong here.

He glanced at Diana, her perfect posture betraying underlying tension. Her dress hugged her curves, its burgundy fabric a slash of wealth against the van's leather interior. His cock stirred, imagining those filthy hands on the expensive material.

"Ready, darling?" He brushed an imaginary fleck of dust from his shoulder. "Remember, let me do the talking initially."  Richard helped his wife step down from the van and caught her eye with an encouraging smile.

Diana's breath caught as one of the approaching men sprinted towards what appeared to be the camp's main entrance. The remaining two kept coming, their worn boots scraping against broken concrete. Richard noted their layers of stained clothing, and the practiced way they positioned themselves, one slightly behind the other.

"They're staring at me, Richard..." Diana's whisper carried a tremor of excitement beneath the fear.

Of course they were, Richard thought. She embodied everything they couldn't have, two thousand pounds of designer dress among the destitute. His perverted desires bubbled up as he watched their hungry eyes devour his wife through the windscreen.

Richard's heart thumped as a massive figure emerged from the bridge's shadows. Even in the weak dawn light, the man's presence commanded attention, well over six feet of solid muscle moving with a boxer's fluid grace. Richard found himself stepping closer to Diana, an instinctive response to protect his wife even as his cock hardened at what was to come.

Diana's sharp intake of breath echoed his own reaction. Good lord... he makes me feel like a schoolboy, and I'm 6'1"...

The figure, quite obviously ‘The King’ they had heard about, circled them slowly, assessing. His shaved head caught the light, tribal scarification visible on his massive biceps through a fitted black t-shirt. Richard noted the precise patterns, far more sophisticated than common prison tattoos. This was cultural marking, heritage carved into flesh.

Diana trembled beside him, her designer dress rustling. Richard couldn't tell if it was fear or arousal making her shake. Probably both. King completed his circuit, stopping directly in front of them. His presence seemed to fill the space beneath the bridge.

"Well well... what brings society's finest to my bridge?"

The deep voice carried hints of Caribbean rhythm beneath London streets. Richard attempted his boardroom confidence, but his voice betrayed him.

"We've brought supplies..." his words cracked embarrassingly. "Food, clothes, firewood..."

"And?" King's gaze locked onto Diana, seeing straight through their pretence.

Christ, he knows exactly why we're here...

Richard's breath caught as Diana stepped forward unbidden, breaking their careful choreography. King's eyes narrowed, sharp disapproval radiating from his massive frame. Richard's fingers twitched, fighting the urge to pull her back.

"I... I know Raven. She told me about... about how she helps here."

King's slow smile revealed a flash of gold tooth, the early morning light catching its gleam. Richard felt power drain from him like water, his Morgan Stanley executive confidence evaporating beneath that knowing grin. Years of boardroom dominance meant nothing here.

"Did she now?" King's deep voice carried amusement and danger in equal measure.

King began a slow circle around Diana, his massive form making her seem delicate despite her 5'7" frame. His thick fingers brushed the fabric of her dress, testing its quality. Richard's cock twitched as those rough hands lifted the hem slightly, exposing an inch more of his wife's toned thigh.

"Alexander McQueen..." King's smirk widened. "Your kind usually brings Primark to donate."

Richard watched Diana shiver under King's touch, her nipples visibly hardening beneath the expensive fabric. He forced steadiness into his voice.

"Only the best for the community..."

King's face darkened. He turned away, massive shoulders blocking the weak dawn light. "We don't need charity from Chelsea cunts..."

"Please!" Diana's voice cracked with desperation. "I... I want to serve like Raven does..."

Richard's cock throbbed painfully even as his body tensed ready to fly. The raw need in his wife's voice matched his own desperate desire to watch her debase herself. Their carefully planned approach crumbled before King's dismissal, and he felt panic rising.

Richard's breath caught at the sight as a figure emerged from the shadows, completely naked except for a leather collar. Even in the weak dawn light, Raven's tattoos created intricate patterns across her flesh. She moved with feline grace, dropping to her knees beside King as naturally as breathing.

His cock throbbed painfully as he watched Diana's reaction. His wife's eyes were locked on Raven's display of submission, her chest rising and falling rapidly beneath the expensive McQueen dress. The contrast between Raven's nudity and Diana's designer clothing made his head spin.

"They're genuine, King. I vetted them myself." Raven's voice carried absolute certainty.

King's massive frame seemed to expand, filling the space beneath the bridge. "Both of you. On your knees."

Richard's stomach lurched. His Savile Row suit would be ruined on this filthy ground. Yet his legs folded beneath him before his brain could process the command. Diana sank down beside him, her dress pooling around her like spilt wine.

"Please, King..." Diana's voice cracked with need. "Let us serve the community..."

Richard found his own voice, though it emerged rougher than intended. "We'll do anything required..."

The words felt foreign in his mouth. He commanded boardrooms, controlled millions in assets. Yet here he knelt, begging a homeless man for permission to debase his wife.

King's gold tooth caught the light as he smiled. "You understand? Once you start, you become community property."

"Yes..." Diana's breath came in short gasps. "Yes, please..."

Richard watched his wife's submission with a mixture of arousal and awe. "We understand completely."

King circled them slowly, his massive boots entering Richard's downcast field of vision. "Unload your gifts. Then we'll see if you're worthy."

Richard's pulse thundered in his ears. Taking orders from a homeless man... the very thought made his cock twitch traitorously.

"Thank you, King..." Diana's voice dripped with real gratitude. "Thank you..."

◆◆◆

Richard sat back in his camping chair, cold beer in hand, watching the shadows dance across faces in the firelight. The wooden firewood he'd bought crackled, sending sparks into the night sky beneath the railway bridge. Strange how natural it felt now, this gathering of London's discarded souls.

His designer loafers rested on dirt-packed ground as he observed each face around the fire. King dominated the gathering, his massive frame seeming larger in the flickering light. The gold tooth caught occasional glints as he spoke quietly with his inner circle.

Dr Ellie Bennett sat to King's right, her pixie-cut grey hair looking almost silver. Despite her circumstances, she maintained that air of medical authority. Her sharp green eyes missed nothing as she methodically sorted through the medical supplies Richard had brought.

"Good quality bandages..." She held a box up to the firelight. "Next time bring antibiotics too?"

Richard nodded, maintaining the charitable façade even as his cock stirred at the real purpose of this gathering. "Whatever the community needs."

To King's left sat ‘Crafty Joe’, who had been introduced as the community’s odd-job man. He was perpetually adjusting his oil-stained overalls. The man's thick glasses caught the firelight as he stared openly at Diana. Richard noted how Joe's hand kept drifting to his crotch, no doubt already planning where to install peepholes in the van.

Mark "Chef" Thompson completed King's inner circle, his muscled arms covered in burn scars. The former Michelin-starred chef was examining the beer bottles with professional interest, no doubt noting their craft brewery origins.

Across the fire, Tank's massive rugby player's frame dwarfed his camping chair. The missing front teeth were visible each time he smiled at Diana. Beside him, Slim Peters' heroin-ravaged but still beautiful face held an intensity that made Richard's pulse quicken.

Diana shifted in her chair, the firelight making her dress appear almost liquid. "They keep looking at me, darling..." Her whisper carried both fear and excitement.

Richard leaned close, letting his breath tickle her ear. "They're hungry for you, precious. And I'm going to watch them feast."

King stood suddenly, his movement drawing all eyes. "New seating arrangement." His deep voice brooked no argument. "Diana, here." He pointed to a space between Tank and Slim. "Richard, over there."

Richard's cock throbbed as he watched Diana move to her assigned place, the designer dress riding up to reveal a flash of bare thigh. He took his own position across the fire, perfectly placed to watch whatever came next.

Richard watched as Chef unwrapped the Fortnum & Mason hamper, pulling out foie gras, aged cheeses, and artisanal crackers. The firelight caught the gold embossing on the packaging as the former Michelin chef arranged the spread with habitual precision.

"Proper posh nosh, this." Tank's missing teeth showed as he grinned across the fire. His massive rugby player's frame made the camping chair creak. "Though I reckon the real treat's coming after, eh King?"

Richard's cock stirred as Tank's hungry gaze fixed on Diana. His society wife shifted under the scrutiny.

"Fancy bird like that," Slim Peters drawled, his heroin-ravaged face intense in the flickering light. "Better than anything from Harvey Nicks."

Chef passed around bottles of craft beer, his kitchen-scarred hands careful with the expensive brews. "Quality goods all around tonight." He winked at Diana. "Though some treats need proper... preparation."

"Posh bird for pudding, eh King?" Tank's crude laugh echoed under the bridge.

Richard's erection strained against fine wool as he watched Diana blush. My perfect wife reduced to a treat for homeless men... I've never been more aroused.

"Tomorrow," King's gold tooth glinted as he smiled at Dr Ellie, "our good doctor will give you a proper medical examination. Make sure you're... suitable for community service."

Richard watched Dr Ellie's sharp green eyes light up with more than just professional interest. Her medical authority remained intact despite her circumstances. She gave Richard a knowing look that made his cock throb all the harder.

King's massive frame rose, tribal scarification catching the firelight. "But now, it is time to see what Chelsea quality looks like." His deep voice carried absolute authority. "Strip, Diana."

Diana's manicured fingers trembled on the dress's zip. "Yes, King..."

The firelight played across exposed La Perla bra as her dress slipped down onto the dirty floor. The black lace contrasted against her pale skin.

King pointed to Richard, drawing his full attention, “You! Take off her bra, offer her to my men.”

The gathered men murmured their approval as Richard stepped to his wife, his clumsy fingers found her La Perla clasps, releasing her and dropping it to the floor.

"Open your legs, darling."

Richard’s breathing deepened in excitement as Diana responded to his command, her thighs parted as she placed her feet in a wider stance. The firelight caught the wetness already glistening on her outer folds.

"I’ll show them what you're offering." Richard's voice emerged hoarse with arousal. His fingers dipped between Diana's thighs, spreading her pussy lips wide to the audience. Her wetness coated his manicured fingers.

His other hand pulled out his iPhone, the camera focusing on his wife's exposed cunt. "Look how wet my posh cunt wife is for you." Richard's fingers spread her wider, displaying her most intimate parts to the gathered men. "Ready to serve her new community."

The thought struck him suddenly, just last week he'd been fucking his PA bent over his Mayfair office desk. Now he was spreading his wife's cunt for homeless men. He knew which scenario made his blood run hotter.

The man called Tank rose from his chair, his massive rugby player's frame blocking the firelight. Diana whimpered as he approached, her pussy clenching around Richard's spreading fingers.

"Bigger than Mike..." Diana's gasp carried pure need as Tank's cock emerged as he stripped out of his dirty clothes. Her designer heels scraped dirt as she squirmed. "Oh god Richard, he's even bigger..."

"Tell me everything, precious." Richard zoomed the camera in closer, capturing his wife's face as she stared at Tank's massive member. "Tell everyone how badly you need this rough cock."

"It's huge..." Diana's voice shook. "Bigger than anyone... please..." Her pussy dripped around Richard's fingers as Tank moved closer. "I need it inside me..."

Richard's erection strained painfully as he stepped back a few paces, holding his phone in both hands now as he filmed his wife's desperate begging.

Diana's cries echoed under the bridge as Tanked closed in next to her, both stood together like two lovers, his massive cock rubbed against her entrance making her whimper. Richard knew she was about to be claimed by her second homeless cock in as many weeks.

Richard watched as Slim dragged a filthy mattress into the firelight, the stained fabric telling tales of countless desperate encounters. Dark patches and crusty stains marked its surface, a record of many rough sleepers' bodily fluids.

Tank's rough hands mauled Diana's perfect breasts, pinching and twisting her nipples until she cried out. Richard's cock throbbed as he filmed Tank reducing his sophisticated wife to mere tit-flesh.

"On the mattress, posh slut." Tank shoved Diana down onto the stained surface. The stench of old sweat and dried cum rose around her as her weight compressed the filthy fabric. Richard zoomed in on her face as she inhaled the mattress's rank history.

With no thought of foreplay, Tank mounted her missionary style, his massive cock stretching Diana's pussy obscenely wide. Richard knew Diana was lucky she was so wet with anticipation as he captured every detail, his wife's designer heels kicked in the air, her perfectly pedicured toes curling as Tank's thickness filled her.

"Fuck... so big..." Diana's cultured voice dissolved into animal moans. "Splitting me open... oh god... so big, so fucking big..."

Slim approached Diana's head, cock already hard. "Time to stuff both ends of this Chelsea whore."

Richard stepped back for a better filming angle as Slim fed his cock into Diana's mouth. Her lipstick smeared along his shaft as she gagged and drooled around his girth. Tank continued his relentless pounding, each thrust driving Diana further onto Slim's cock.

"Like that, rich bitch?" Tank grunted. "This what you have been missing in Chelsea?"

"Mmmmpphhh..." Diana could only gurgle her agreement around Slim's cock.

Richard grabbed one of Diana's ankles, spreading her wider for Tank's brutal thrusts. His other hand kept the phone steady, capturing every moment of his wife's debasement. Her Cartier anklet glinted in the firelight as he pulled her leg higher.

The other members of the bridge community gathered closer, their hungry eyes fixed on the spectacle. Diana's muffled voice carried between Tank's thrusts:

"Like a proper slut... your wife's a proper slut now..."

Richard's breath caught at the exquisite contrast, Diana's perfectly manicured hands clutching at their dirty skin, her expensive French perfume mixing with their unwashed musk. His proper wife was being rutted like a whore on a filthy mattress under a railway bridge.

Richard rubbed his aching cock through his suit trousers as he filmed Tank's brutal assault on Diana's cunt. One of her designer heels fell to the floor as her legs kicked helplessly in the air with each savage thrust. The contrast between her perfectly pedicured toes and Tank's filthy skin made his pulse race.

"You love this cock don't you, posh cunt?" Tank's missing teeth showed as he grinned down at Diana. 

Diana could only gurgle in response, her throat stuffed full of Slim's cock. Mascara-stained tears ran down her cheeks as she gagged around his girth. The wet sounds of her struggle echoed under the bridge.

"Proper deepthroat slut now," Slim laughed, his heroin-ravaged face twisted with pleasure. "Bet she never sucked dick like this in Harvey Nicks."

Richard zoomed in as Tank's massive cock stretched Diana's pussy obscenely wide. Her intimate folds gripped the rough shaft desperately, her expensive French manicure scratching at Tank's unwashed skin.

"Filthy... need it so bad..." Diana managed between gags. "Use me... ruin me..."

The stench of the filthy mattress mixed with Diana's Chanel perfume as Tank's thrusts drove her deeper into the stained fabric. Decades of homeless cum and sweat rose around her with each impact.

"Your wife's proper gagging for it," Tank growled at Richard. "Bet she never squeals like this for your rich boy cock."

Richard's erection strained painfully as he captured every degrading moment. The 4K video would preserve his society wife's debasement in perfect detail.

"Tell your husband what a slut you are," Slim demanded, pulling his cock from Diana's throat. Strings of saliva connected her bruised lips to his shaft.

"I'm... I'm a filthy slut..." Diana's cultured voice emerged raw and desperate. "Need rough cock so bad... bigger than Richard... never going to be enough for me now…"

Tank increased his pace, massive balls slapping against Diana's perfect arse. "Gonna flood this posh cunt."

"Please..." Diana begged. "Fill me up... spunk in my wealthy womb..."

Richard's cock leaked pre-cum into his designer briefs as he watched his wife beg for Tank's seed. Her wedding ring caught the firelight as she clawed at Tank's muscled back.

"Getting close..." Tank's missing teeth showed in a savage grin. "Ready for homeless cum, princess?"

"Yes!" Diana wailed. "Paint my insides... mark me... ruin me for Richard..."

Slim stepped back so Tank could completely use her, stroking his impressive cock now slippery with her saliva.

Richard filmed frantically as both men approached their climax. Diana thrashed between them, her designer heels scraping furrows in the dirt as she bucked against Tank's brutal thrusts.

"Gonna cum..." Tank growled. "Breed this rich bitch..."

The bridge echoed with their animal sounds as they raced toward release. Richard's hand trembled on the phone as he captured his wife's complete surrender to these rough men's pleasure.

Diana's once perfectly made-up face contorted in ecstasy as her orgasm approached. Her French perfume mingled with the men's unwashed musk, creating an intoxicating blend of wealth and filth that made Richard's head spin.

"Close..." Tank's massive frame tensed. "Take it, princess..."

"Oh god... oh fuck..." Diana's cultured voice dissolved into desperate moans. "Coming... your wife's coming on rough cock..."

Her legs kicked wildly in the air as her orgasm tore through her. Tank's brutal pace never slowed, each thrust lifting her arse off the filthy mattress.

"Take it, princess..." Tank's missing teeth showed as he grinned down at her. "Time to flood this posh cunt."

Richard zoomed in as Tank's massive balls tightened. His wife's French manicure raked bloody lines down Tank's back as he hilted himself deep inside her.

"Breed me..." Diana begged.

Tank roared as he came, his unwashed body pinning Diana to the stained mattress. Richard captured every twitch and spasm as homeless cum flooded his wife's desperate pussy.

Slim was already moving into position before Tank fully withdrew. "My turn to paint those posh walls."

Diana spread her trembling thighs wider, Tank's cum already leaking onto the mattress. "Please... fill me up... more…"

Richard's cock throbbed painfully as he filmed Slim's heroin-ravaged body mounting his wife. The contrast between Diana's perfect skin and Slim's track-marked arms made his pulse race.

Slim managed only a few savage thrusts before tensing. "Fuck... taking it all, rich bitch..."

A fresh flood of homeless cum joined Tank's load inside Diana's stretched pussy as her legs wrapped around Slim's waist, pulling him deeper, holding him inside her.

"Watch your wife take their seed, banker boy." King's deep voice carried pure authority. "Each thrust destroying her reputation... making her community property."

Richard's breath caught at King's next command: "Now clean your wife. Show us how devoted you are."

He hesitated, unsure if he could obey. The ultimate degradation... cleaning other men's cum from my society wife...

"Yes, darling..." Diana's voice emerged breathless as she spread her legs wider. "Clean their cum from your wife."

Richard's hands shook as he set his phone carefully aside. The gathered men's eyes burned into him as he knelt between Diana's spread thighs. The scent of their dirty sex and cum made his stomach turn…

His designer suit collected dirt as he lowered his face to Diana's cum-flooded pussy. The first taste of the homeless seed on his tongue made his cock throb unexpectedly.

"He's enjoying it, King..." Diana moaned as Richard's tongue delved deeper. "My husband loves cleaning their cum..."

The ultimate humiliation... them all watching… and I'm cumming in my trousers...

Richard's hips jerked helplessly as he orgasmed, his expensive suit ruined by his release as he continued lapping desperately at Diana's well-used pussy.

◆◆◆

Richard sat across from King in the mobile home's small dining area, the fine crystal tumbler of 25-year Macallan seeming almost absurd in this setting. His ruined Savile Row suit clung uncomfortably, the dried cum creating stiff patches in the fine wool. Diana perched beside him, her salvaged dirt-marked dress barely preserving modesty, hair dishevelled, and makeup smeared.

King's massive frame dominated the space, his tribal scarification catching the dim interior lighting as he savoured another sip of the expensive whisky.

"Good stuff." King's deep voice carried pure authority. "This is the standard we expect you to bring each visit. Quality food, drinks, medical supplies. All for the community's benefit."

Richard nodded, feeling the weight of King's presence. "Of course, King. Whatever the community needs."

"And you'll bring Dr Ellie those medical supplies she listed?" King's eyes fixed on Richard. "The community's health matters."

"Yes, King. I'll arrange everything through my contacts."

King's massive hand wrapped around the crystal tumbler; his scarred knuckles white against the fine glass. "You understand your place now?"

Richard's cock stirred despite his recent activities. "Yes, King."

"Tell me." King's voice dropped lower. "What are you?"

"We're..." Richard's hand found Diana's under the table. "We're community property now."

"And?" King demanded.

"The lowest of the low," Richard whispered. "Thank you, King."

Diana's fingers tightened around his as King stood, his massive frame looming over them. His scarred face broke into a warm smile as he extended his hand to Richard.

Richard rose on shaky legs to shake King's massive hand, feeling the callused strength in that grip. His own manicured fingers seemed absurdly soft in comparison.

King turned to Diana, who tilted her face up instinctively. His rough tongue traced a slow path from her chin to temple, marking her like territory. Diana whimpered as King's thick fingers pushed between her lipstick-smeared lips, probing deep into her mouth.

"Mine now." King's gold tooth caught the light as he smiled. "Both of you."

They watched in silence as King ducked through the van's door, his massive frame disappearing into the night. The expensive whisky sat forgotten on the table.

"God..." Diana's voice emerged shaky. "I can still feel them inside me. So stretched... I'll never be the same."

Richard shifted in his ruined suit, remembering the taste of homeless cum on his tongue. "I... I came while cleaning you."

"I know, darling." Diana's hand squeezed his. "It was incredibly arousing, watching you eat their seed from me."

Their fingers intertwined on the table, both processing the evening's transformation. The contrast between their designer clothes and current state seemed to emphasise their new reality.

"We belong to them now, don't we darling?" Diana's voice carried equal parts fear and arousal.

Richard adjusted his cum-stained trousers, feeling the wetness against his skin. "Yes precious... we're their property now."

The perfect end to their previous life... and the beginning of something far more primal.


3: Home Reflection

Diana lounged on their Ralph Lauren sofa, her naked skin tingling with memories of the day's debauchery.  Her black hold-up stockings remained, the only item of clothing she'd kept on after their return from their 'adventure'.

Diana watched Richard copying video to his laptop, a thrill running through her at how eagerly he wanted to relive their debasement. How different from the powerful CEO who used to barely acknowledge our sex life, she thought. Now look at him, desperate to watch his wife being used by homeless men.

Richard fumbled with the MacBook, connecting it to their massive OLED television that dominated one wall of their Chelsea sitting room. His silk boxers tented, a growing patch of pre-cum darkening the expensive fabric.

"Hurry darling, I need to see it all again..." Diana's fingers traced lazy circles between her thighs.

The 85-inch screen flickered to life. Diana's breath caught as the first video began playing in crystal clear HD quality. There she had stood in just her La Perla bra, her designer dress crumpled on the filthy ground beneath the railway bridge. Tank's massive frame moved into frame, approaching her trembling form.

Richard's hand slipped inside his boxers as they watched. "Look at you..."

"Look how nervous I was..." Diana's fingers dipped inside herself, gathering wetness. "Before they made me their slut..."

"Before we both submitted to them completely..." Richard's voice was husky with arousal.

God, the way he's touching himself already, Diana thought, her pussy clenching. My powerful husband, so aroused by watching me submit to those rough men. Did he even realise how quickly he obeyed when King ordered him to clean me?

Diana watched herself gasp on screen as Tank's rough hands tore at her expensive lingerie, the delicate lace ripping like tissue paper.

The high-definition recording showed every detail with brutal clarity, how her body reacted to her exposed breasts being roughly manhandled by the huge man mountain they called Tank.

"God, that mattress was absolutely revolting." Richard leaned forward in his chair, adjusting his erection. "Must have been covered in years of homeless men's cum and filth."

Diana's fingers found her wetness as she remembered. "The stench was overwhelming. I could feel the crusty patches against my back." Her pussy clenched at the memory. "It made it even more degrading, even more exciting."

Her eyes fixed on the screen, watching her past self's face contort. "God, look at my face when Tank first entered me..." The thought blazed through her mind that she was the perfect wife, sprawled on dirt while homeless men queued up.

Richard shifted uncomfortably. "I need to confess something. I... I used to film Lucy from accounts when we'd meet in hotel rooms."

"Oh darling." Diana's laugh was throaty, wicked. "Your dirty little secret seems rather tame now, doesn't it?"

"Oh yes." Richard's hand disappeared into his silk boxers. "I used to think filming Lucy was thrilling… naughty… but now…"

Diana moaned as she watched Tank's massive cock stretch her on screen. "And now you film homeless men breeding your wife..." Her fingers moved faster. "Much better, isn't it?"

Diana's heart raced at his confession. He's opening up completely now, she thought. Sharing his own dirty secrets while watching his wife become a complete slut. The thought of her husband's evolution from secretly filming his secretary to eagerly recording his wife's gang bangs made her pussy flood with fresh wetness.

Her thighs trembled as she watched Tank's massive form fill the screen. Her fingers moved lazily through her wetness, gathering the remnants of earlier activities. The sofa's expensive leather creaked beneath her as she shifted position, spreading her legs wider.

Tank's cock stretched her pussy obscenely on screen. The camera caught every detail, her perfect makeup smeared, her polished Chelsea accent dissolving into guttural moans.

"Listen to those sounds I made..." Her fingers squelched through her wetness. "Like a common whore..."

Richard adjusted himself in his chair, his silk boxers dark with pre-cum. His eyes darted between the screen and his wife's spread legs.

"I'll never feel you now, will I darling?" Her voice was thick with arousal. "Not after Tank stretched me out..." She pushed three fingers inside herself easily. "Not after all those huge homeless cocks ruined your wife's tight little cunt..."

The Diana on screen screamed as Tank bottomed out inside her. The camera zoomed in on where they joined, capturing the obscene stretch of her pussy around his massive girth.

"Look how big he is compared to you, darling..." She spread her legs wider, exposing herself completely. "How he stretched your wife's pussy..." Her gaze swept across their sitting room, taking in the antique furniture, the oil paintings, the crystal decanters. Richard's ancestors stared down from gilt frames, witness to her debasement.

On-screen, Tank's pace increased. His rough hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise as he pounded into her. The Diana in the video begged shamelessly for his cum.

Look at him, Diana thought, watching Richard's face as Tank stretched her on screen. So aroused by seeing his wife ruined by a bigger cock. The way he trembled when King ordered him to clean me... I need to know how far he'll go. Her pussy clenched at the memory of his eager tongue lapping up their cum.

Diana's fingers moved faster as she watched herself being bred. "What if..." She bit her lip, chest heaving. "What if I stopped taking my pill?"

Richard's hand disappeared inside his soaked boxers. "Let them breed my perfect Chelsea wife..." His voice was strangled with arousal. "Fill you with homeless seed..."

Her pussy clenched around her fingers at the thought. On screen, Tank roared as he emptied himself inside her. The camera captured every detail as his cum leaked from her stretched hole.

"Look how much he pumped into me..." She gathered more wetness, spreading it over her clit. "So much more than you ever could..."

Her fingers moved frantically now as she watched Tank's cum drip down her thighs on screen. The thought of taking that load without protection sent sparks of electricity through her core.

She watched Richard once again pick up his iPhone, his hands trembling with arousal as he positioned it to capture her form sprawled on their sofa. Her fingers rubbed quickly between her thighs, gathering her juices as she watched herself on their massive television screen.

"Make sure you get everything in shot darling." She shifted position, one hand spreading her swollen pussy lips. "We can later show them how their community slut lives..."

Her gaze swept across their sitting room, taking in the Farrow & Ball wallpaper, the antique side tables, the crystal decanters catching light. She deliberately arranged herself against the hand-embroidered cushions, spreading her legs wider.

"That's it... show them where their cum dump relaxes at home..."

On screen, Slim's ragged form loomed over her past self. Her fingers moved faster as she watched him sink into her stretched pussy, already dripping with Tank's load. Richard’s recording would catch how her perfect Chelsea manicure gripped the filthy mattress, her lipstick smeared across her face.

Diana observed Richard's reaction as Slim filled her on screen. He's completely hard watching this, she thought. My powerful husband was reduced to getting of watching his wife being bred by homeless men. The thought of his transformation sent sparks of electricity through her core.

"Look how easily he slides in..." She pushed three fingers inside herself, matching Slim's rhythm on screen. "Already so wet and open from Tank..." Her other hand continued spreading herself for Richard's camera. "Already such a perfect homeless whore..."

Richard's breathing grew heavier as he filmed, capturing her current display and her past debasement on the massive screen in the background behind her. His silk boxers were soaked through, tenting obscenely.

The recording showed Slim picking up pace, his hips slapping against her thighs. Her past-self begged shamelessly for his cum, her cultivated accent dissolving into guttural moans.

"God, listen to me..." Her fingers moved frantically now. "Like a common street slut..." She arched her back, making sure Richard captured everything. "Their perfect Chelsea lady, begging for homeless cock..."

Slim roared as he emptied himself inside her. The camera zoomed in on her pussy, capturing his cum mixing with Tank's as it leaked down her thighs.

The recording then jumped to King's commanding presence. His voice filled their sitting room: "Clean your wife, banker boy."

This is it, Diana thought as King's command filled their sitting room. The moment my CEO husband became their cum cleaner. She watched Richard's face intently, noting how his breathing quickened at the memory. He loved it... absolutely loved being ordered to clean their cum from my holes.

Diana's pussy clenched around her fingers as the video shut off, and she remembered how Richard had then knelt between her legs. "Remember how hungry you were for their cum, darling?" She spread herself wider. "Cleaning their dirty seed from your wife's used cunt..."

"I've never been harder..." Richard dropped his phone onto a cushion, yanking down his soaked boxers. His cock sprang free, already dripping. "Being made to serve them..." He wrapped his hand around himself, stroking urgently as they watched his past submission.

"Look at you..." Diana's fingers moved faster. "You were such a good boy, licking up all their nasty cum..." She remembered his eager tongue working between her legs. "Their perfect power couple, reduced to that..."

Diana spread her legs wider on the Ralph Lauren sofa, her fingers delving deep into her soaking pussy. Her juices coated the expensive leather beneath her arse, but she didn't care. Richard stood over her, his silk boxers discarded, hand wrapped around his cock.

"God, look at you..." Her voice was thick with arousal. "Standing there wanking over your wife..." She watched his face intently, noting how his breathing quickened. "Your perfect Chelsea wife, stretched and ruined by homeless cock..."

Richard's hand moved faster, his precum dripping onto the Persian rug. Diana's pussy clenched around her fingers as she recognised the shift in his demeanour, the way his eyes glazed with submission, how his powerful CEO stance had melted away.

"My pussy belongs to them now..." She teased her clit with one hand while pushing three fingers deep inside herself with the other. "You can only clean it after..."

A strangled moan escaped Richard's throat. His cock twitched visibly at her words.

"That's what you want, isn't it darling?" She spread her pussy lips wider, showing him how loose and wet she was. "To be reduced to their cum cleaner..."

Her own arousal peaked as she watched his reaction. The thought of her powerful husband being reduced to such a submissive role made her pussy flood with fresh wetness.

"That's it darling..." She rubbed her cum-soaked pussy frantically. "Wank while imagining them all ruining your wife..."

Richard's hand moved faster, his breath coming in sharp gasps. Diana worked both hands between her legs, one teasing her clit while the other pushed deep inside.

"They won’t be the last, will they?" She moaned as her fingers found her g-spot. "I’ll let them all have me." Her eyes locked onto Richard's cock. "And you’ll be my good boy and suck their cum from my holes..."

Richard's whole body tensed. His cock pulsed as thick ropes of cum shot across Diana's body, covering her breasts and stomach. She gathered his cum with her fingers, rubbing it over her clit.

"Good boy..." She worked his cum into her pussy lips. "Only community cum goes inside from now on..."

Her back arched off the sofa as her orgasm ripped through her, Richard watching intently as she came hard around her fingers. Her body felt like fire, sparks going off in her head, blurring her vision.  She slowly relaxed, panting heavily, realising she was covered in a fine sheen of sweat and her husband’s release.

Diana's body still tingled from her intense orgasm as she beckoned Richard closer. "Come here, darling..." Her voice was thick with desire. "Clean your mess from my body..."

Richard crawled between her legs, his tongue eagerly lapping up the streams of his own cum from her stomach and breasts. Diana's fingers tangled in his expensive haircut, guiding him lower.

"That's it..." She spread her legs wider on the sofa. "Lick your cum from my pussy..." She watched his tongue work between her folds. "Practice for cleaning up after the whole bridge community..."

Richard moaned against her wetness, his tongue delving deeper. Diana's hips rolled against his eager mouth.

"We need to go back..." She pulled his face harder against her cunt. "Soon..."

Richard's muffled agreement vibrated against her sensitive flesh. His tongue worked faster, gathering his own cum mixed with her juices.

"Maybe..." Diana bit her lip, feeling deliciously wicked. "Maybe next time I won't tell you if I've taken my pill..."

Richard's head snapped up, his eyes wild with arousal. His cock visibly twitched against the Persian rug. "Christ..."

Diana spread herself wider, loving his reaction. "Would you like that darling? Not knowing if they might breed your perfect wife?"

"You're perfect..." Richard's cock hardened again as he dove back between her legs. "Absolutely fucking perfect..."

Diana's pussy clenched around his probing tongue. The thought of taking Tank's massive load without protection sent sparks of electricity through her core. She watched her powerful CEO husband eagerly cleaning her used pussy, reduced to serving her pleasure.

We're really going to do this, she thought, her heart racing with excitement and love for Richard. My perfect husband, so willing to submit with me, to let me become the filthy slut I need to be. Her fingers tangled in his expensive haircut, guiding his eager mouth. Who would have thought the power couple of Chelsea would end up like this... with me being bred by homeless men while my husband licks me clean?

◆◆◆

Richard watched his wife's eyes light up as they entered the Oxford Street Primark. The contrast between her Roland Mouret dress and the store's harsh fluorescent lighting made his cock twitch. A group of giggling teenagers pushed past them, their shopping bags swinging wildly, and he instinctively moved closer to Diana, protective despite his growing arousal.

"Darling, are you quite sure about this?" His hand found the small of her back, aware of how ridiculously out of place his Savile Row suit looked here.

He watched Diana's manicured fingers trail across a display of garishly coloured thongs. The sight of his sophisticated wife pawing through cheap lingerie sent a jolt of electricity through him.

"My La Perla would be wasted on them." She held up a hot pink thong with a rhinestone butterfly. "King and his men will prefer something more appropriate to their tastes."

Richard's breath caught in his throat. The image of Diana, his perfect, polished wife, wearing that £3 scrap of nylon while being used by King's men made his cock strain against his bespoke trousers.

"My wife who only wears the finest silks and lace, is excited about £3 knickers..." His voice sounded rough even to his own ears.

He followed her through the cramped aisles, watching as she added items to her basket. Each selection made his pulse quicken; a fishnet bodystocking in shocking red, a push-up bra trimmed with synthetic lace, and crotchless knickers in black mesh. The tackier the items, the harder his cock became.

"What do you think?" She held up a particularly garish ensemble. "Slutty enough for King and his men?"

"Perfect." He could barely control his voice. "Nothing like your usual Agent Provocateur."

Richard's hands trembled slightly as Diana gathered more items, each one deliberately tasteless. The thought of his sophisticated wife wearing such cheap, slutty things for King's men was intoxicating. He imagined Tank's rough hands tearing them off her, Slim's dirty fingers pawing at the synthetic fabric.

"Look at these." Diana fingered a pair of sheer white stockings with gaudy red bows.

Richard's hand tightened on her waist. "Get several pairs. They won't last long." The image of those stockings in tatters around Diana's ankles while Tank fucked her made him throb.

He noticed a shop assistant giving them odd looks, clearly wondering why this elegant Chelsea couple was pawing through bargain bin underwear. The public nature of their deviance only heightened his arousal.

"Should I try some on?" Diana held up a particularly revealing bodysuit. "Give you a preview?"

"Christ." He shifted, trying to discreetly adjust his aching erection. "You're enjoying this far too much."

When Diana held up a thong with 'Juicy' spelt out in rhinestones, Richard had to bite back a groan. The thought of her wearing it on that filthy mattress under the bridge...

Richard caught sight of a middle-aged woman in M&S cashmere giving Diana a long, disapproving stare. His wife's Loro Piana slacks and silk blouse stood out amid Primark's harsh lighting and polyester-clad shoppers. Diana's enthusiastic pawing through baskets of £2 thongs drew more judgmental glances.

"If they only knew who my wife was shopping for..." Richard's cock twitched at the thought.

"Imagine if that was someone who was on the shelter’s board who saw me..." Diana giggled, pressing close to whisper in his ear. "The thought of being so naughty has made me so wet."

The woman's pursed lips and narrowed eyes only heightened Richard's arousal. Here was his perfect society wife, a fixture at charity galas and garden parties, rifling through tacky lingerie like an excited teenager. He imagined their prudish neighbour Mrs Henderson’s face if she knew Diana was selecting outfits to wear while being fucked by homeless men.

Diana's growing pile of cheap underwear filled his arms, fishnet bodysuits, crotchless knickers, and push-up bras in garish colours. Each item more tasteless than the last. The synthetic fabrics felt alien against his manicured hands.

"Come see how your whore looks, darling..." Diana tugged him toward the changing rooms, her Manolo Blahniks clicking on the linoleum floor.

"Right behind you, precious." Richard adjusted himself, his cock still painfully hard.

The sales assistant's suspicious glance followed them. Richard knew how they must look sneaking into a Primark changing room with armfuls of slutty lingerie.

Inside the cramped cubicle, Diana stripped quickly. Her La Perla bra and knickers, easily worth more than everything else in their basket combined, dropped to the floor. Richard's breath caught as she squeezed into a hot pink mesh bodysuit. Her Cartier bracelet glinted incongruously against the cheap neon fabric.

"Do I look common enough?" Diana's fingers slid between her legs. "Like a proper bridge community slut?"

"Christ... you look perfect for gang bangs." Richard's voice came out rough with need.

Her Van Cleef & Arpels necklace caught the fluorescent light as she posed, the elegant diamonds now paired with a pound shop choker spelling out 'SEXY' in rhinestones. The contrast made Richard's cock throb painfully.

Richard peered through the gap in the curtain, watching the sales assistant's face transform from bored indifference to shocked horror. Her mouth fell open as Diana's voice carried clearly through the changing room.

"Twenty men, you said?" Diana moaned loudly enough for half the shop to hear. "All those rough cocks using me..."

The sales assistant's hand flew to her throat, cheap costume jewellery rattling. Richard's cock throbbed at the woman's scandalized expression. The contrast was exquisite, his sophisticated wife planning gang bangs while a minimum wage worker listened in horror.

"Try these on, darling." He passed Diana the tackiest outfit they'd found, a shredded fishnet top that left nothing to the imagination, crotchless knickers in shocking pink, and a pair of plastic stripper heels that looked like they'd fall apart after one wearing.

Diana slipped the fishnet over her head, the nylon holes exposing her nipples to the world. The crotchless knickers barely covered anything, the gusset split wide to expose her waxed pussy. Those plastic heels added six wobbly inches to her height.

"King will love ripping these off..." Diana pressed herself against Richard. "They're only £2 anyway."

"Buy ten pairs." Richard's voice was rough with arousal. "Let them destroy them all."

Through the curtain gap, he watched the sales assistant frantically whispering to her colleague, gesturing at their changing room. Both women's eyes widened as Diana continued her performance.

"Feel how wet I am through these cheap knickers..." Diana ground against his erection, the synthetic fabric rasping against his wool trousers.

"Shh..." Richard tried to quiet her, aware of the growing audience outside. "The whole shop will hear..."

"Let them..." Diana's voice rose deliberately louder. "Let them hear what a slut I've become."

The sales assistants weren't the only ones listening now. A small crowd had gathered, pretending to browse nearby racks while stealing glances at their changing room. Richard recognized one woman from their gym, she'd definitely clock Diana's voice.

Diana knew it too. She pressed harder against him, her Cartier bracelet jingling as she rubbed his cock through his trousers. The cheap fishnet top had already laddered, exposing more of her breasts underneath.

"Imagine if Helena from the garden committee could see me now..." Diana purred, loud enough to carry. "Their perfect committee chair, buying slutty outfits for homeless men..."

Richard's excitement grew as he watched more shocked faces gather outside. His perfectly polished wife, a graduate of Royal Holloway, wearing £2 crotchless knickers and talking openly of gang bangs. The delicious degradation of it all made his head spin.

The sales assistant was on her phone now, hopefully sharing a message with a friend and not calling security. Diana chose that moment to moan particularly loudly: "I can't wait to feel Tank's huge cock stretching me while I wear these..."

Richard gripped her hips, the cheap nylon scratching his manicured fingers. "You're going to get us thrown out..."

"Good." Diana's lips brushed his ear. "Let them throw the posh couple out for being too dirty for Primark..."

◆◆◆

Richard gripped the armful of cheap lingerie as they made their way to the checkout line. 

A cluster of middle-aged women in cardigans shot them disapproving looks, whispering behind their hands. Diana noticed them too, deliberately raising her voice.

"Enough to get ruined every night this week." She fingered a particularly garish fishnet bodysuit.

"They'll love destroying your new wardrobe." Richard's cock twitched at the thought of other men's rough hands tearing the cheap nylon.

A group of teenagers in the next queue burst into giggles. One nudged her friend, pointing at Diana's bracelet glinting as she sorted through their selections.

From Royal Ascot to Primark porn... and we're both shaking with excitement.

Diana began arranging their purchases on the checkout counter in neat piles. Crotchless knickers with rhinestone details. Fishnet bodysuits in neon colours. Push-up bras trimmed with synthetic lace. Her Hermès scarf draped elegantly around her neck, and she pulled her Chanel wallet from her bag, the quilted leather incongruous among the polyester and spandex.

The sales assistant's lip curled as she began scanning the items. Her disapproval radiated with each aggressive beep of the scanner. Diana leaned in conspiratorially.

"For community service, you see." She gave the woman a meaningful look. "Very hands-on charity work."

If she only knew what kind of service my wife would be providing...

Richard shifted uncomfortably, his erection straining against his suit trousers. The sales assistant's eyes widened as she scanned a particularly revealing mesh teddy.

"That's £157.83." Her voice dripped with judgment.

Diana handed over her platinum American Express with a gracious smile. The kind she usually reserved for charity galas. The assistant held the card like it might bite her.

They made their way past the horrified onlookers, Diana swinging the distinctive yellow Primark bags with the same elegance she carried her usual Hermès shopping. Her shoulders shook with suppressed laughter.

"Back to the car?" She pressed close, her breath hot against his ear. "I need to get home immediately, then try these on properly..."

◆◆◆

Diana tipped the bright yellow Primark bags across their Savoir bed, watching as cheap neon lingerie spilled onto thousand-thread-count Egyptian cotton sheets. Trashy cheap thongs and tacky fishnet bodystockings scattered across the handcrafted mattress that took craftsmen three months to make.

"God, I can't wait to wear these for them... let them rip them off me..." The thought made her shiver with anticipation. She held up a particularly garish neon pink thong. "Look darling, the tackiest things I could find... just £160 for all of this crap." She ran her manicured fingers over the cheap synthetic fabric. "Perfect for a homeless man's slut."

Richard leaned against the doorframe watching her with dark eyes. The bulge in his trousers was obvious. Diana's cunt throbbed as memories of the shopping trip flooded back, those shocked faces, the horrified whispers, that sales assistant's expression when she'd overheard their filthy conversation in the changing room.

"Their faces... watching me buy gang bang outfits. Makes me so wet..." Diana slipped her hand between her legs, finding herself soaked through her lacy knickers. "That woman's expression was priceless..." She looked at Richard through heavy-lidded eyes. "I was so excited by it all, I was soaked the whole time."

Her fingers trembled as she arranged the cheap lingerie across their antique French chaise longue. The contrast was delicious, pound shop fishnet body stockings and crotchless knickers draped over the hand-carved mahogany frame and silk damask upholstery. Each tacky item represented another degrading encounter to come.

"Need to be their complete slut... no limits, no barriers..." The thought made her cunt clench again. She held up a particularly revealing fishnet catsuit. "The nastier the better, isn't it darling?"

The neon pink mesh glowed garishly against the Farrow & Ball painted walls. Diana's Cartier bracelet caught the light as she fingered the cheap fabric, imagining King's men tearing it from her body, using her like the slut she desperately wanted to be. Her expensive perfume mixed with the chemical smell of cheap synthetic fabric, which made her dizzy with arousal.

"You can't keep your hands off me anymore." She smiled at Richard. "Ever since that first time under the bridge..."

"Seeing you like that..." Richard's voice was hoarse. "My perfect society wife, taking rough cock while everyone watched..."

"Mmm yes..." Diana's hand slipped between her thighs. "You love watching me submit to them, don't you darling? Seeing me used and filled..."

"God yes." Richard's cock strained against his trousers. "The way they treat you like their personal whore..."

"A cum dump..." Diana moaned. "That's what I am now. Just holes for homeless men to fill..."

She stood suddenly, heart racing. "Wait here."

Diana hurried to their ensuite bathroom, returning with a small packet of birth control pills. Her hand trembled as she held them up.

"Should we, darling?" Her voice shook with excitement. "Let them breed me properly?"

Richard's breath caught as he took the pills from her hand. The air crackled between them.

"You want this?" His voice was low, dangerous. "Want to risk everything, risk having their babies?"

Diana's cunt clenched, juices flooding her already-soaked knickers. She nodded slowly, dropping her head in submission as her fingers found her clit.

"Want them to fill me with their dirty homeless cum..." she whispered. "Breed their slut properly..."

"Christ..." Richard's cock twitched visibly. "You really want to stop taking these? Let them knock you up?"

"Please..." Diana's fingers moved faster. "The thought of their bastard babies in my wealthy womb..."

"My perfect wife..." Richard's voice was strained. "Carrying some rough sleeper's child..."

Diana's cunt dripped onto their expensive carpet. "Make me their breeding slut..."

"People might find out..." Richard's breathing was ragged. "Your belly swelling with their spawn..."

"God yes..." Diana's fingers worked frantically at her clit. "Show everyone what I've become..."

Diana watched transfixed as Richard held her birth control pills over their ensuite bin. Her cunt throbbed, dripping onto the heated marble tiles. With deliberate slowness, he opened his fingers. The packet dropped. The soft thud as it hit the metal base sent shockwaves through her body.

Her orgasm crashed over her without warning. Her legs buckled as pleasure ripped through her core. She grabbed the marble counter to stay upright, her designer dress bunching around her waist.

"Oh god... you're giving me to them completely..." The words tumbled from her lips between gasps. Her body shook with aftershocks. Finally. Finally, she would be completely theirs to use and breed.

Still trembling, Diana sank to her knees on the heated floor. She looked up at Richard through mascara-smeared eyes, reaching for the bulge straining his bespoke trousers. He knows exactly what a slut I am, she thought, rubbing his hard length through the expensive fabric.

"Thank you..." Her free hand slipped between her thighs, finding herself soaked. "For letting me be their breeding whore."

Her fingers traced his zip. "Should we tell King tomorrow?" The thought made her cunt clench, fresh wetness coating her fingers. "That my womb is his to fill?"

"Yes..." Richard's voice was hoarse. "Let him decide when to breed you."

Diana's body trembled at his words. Her wealthy womb would soon be filled with rough homeless seed. There was no going back now.


4: Medical Procedures

Richard steered their Mercedes Sprinter through the familiar grimy streets. The path to their degradation grew easier each time, his cock already straining against cheap Primark jeans. Gone were his usual expensive power trappings, King had made their position clear.

Diana fidgeted beside him in the passenger seat, the dayglo yellow of her cheap knickers visible through the thin summer dress. The gaudy underwear set had cost less than his usual morning coffee. Perfect.

"Almost there, darling." His voice caught as she spread her legs, giving him a flash of neon. "Ready for your medical?"

"God yes." Diana's breath hitched. "Dr Ellie promised a thorough examination."

The bridge loomed ahead, its familiar shadows promising fresh depravity. Two rough sleepers waved them through with knowing grins. How quickly they'd gone from feared intruders to welcomed entertainment.

"Look who's waiting." Richard nodded toward three figures by the van's usual spot. “Looks like the local pervert handyman has come to watch.”

The camp's 'Dr', Ellie stood tall in her pristine white coat, clipboard in hand. Beside her, Raven's fishnet-clad legs stretched endlessly below a micro-skirt, her Dr Martens adding a punk edge to medical fetish. And there was Crafty Joe, already adjusting himself through filthy overalls.

"Time for your check-up, darling." Richard's cock throbbed as Diana opened the van door.

"Dr Bennett, Raven... Joe." Diana's cultured accent carried a tremor of anticipation. "Please, come in."

Richard took his position at the monitoring station, the six screens showing different angles of the van's interior. His trembling fingers started the recording, their private collection about to start in earnest.

Ellie snapped on latex gloves. "Right then, Mrs Carter-Brown. Basic checks first."

The stethoscope looked incongruous against Diana's cheap dress. Joe's heavy breathing provided percussion as Ellie checked heart rate and blood pressure.

"Elevated readings." Dr Ellie made notes. "Though that's to be expected, given your... excitement."

Raven smirked, fishnet-clad thighs spread wide on the van's leather seats. "She's gagging for it, Doc. Look at those hard nipples through the dress."

"Professional observations only, please." Dr Ellie's stern tone belied her twitching lips. "Now, Mrs Carter-Brown, remove your dress for the physical examination."

Richard zoomed camera three on Diana's fingers fumbling with cheap plastic buttons. Joe's tongue darted across yellowed teeth.

"Proper medical, this." Joe's Yorkshire accent thickened as he addressed Richard. "Need to check everything works right, like."

Richard shifted in his chair at the monitoring station, his eyes watching everything through the screens showing the multiple angles. Diana's cheap dress fell to the van's floor. Her gaudy yellow lingerie set glowed under the bright lighting.

"Temperature first." Ellie's latex gloves snapped. "Raven, assist please."

Richard stared transfixed at the screens as Raven stepped forward, her fishnet-clad form towering over Diana in cheap yellow lingerie. His cock strained painfully against cheap denim as he watched Raven's tattooed fingers trace Diana's lips.

"Open wide, Mrs Carter-Brown." Raven's voice dripped with mock medical authority. "Need to check that temperature."

Diana's lips parted obediently. Richard zoomed camera two tighter on her face as Raven slid two fingers into his wife's mouth. The contrast of black nail polish against Diana's perfect teeth made his pulse race.

"Deeper." Raven pushed further, making Diana gag slightly. "That's it, take them deep."

Diana's eyes watered as Raven added a third finger, stretching her mouth wider. Richard could hear his wife's muffled whimpers around the invading fingers.

"Checking thoroughly." Raven worked her fingers deeper, past Diana's gag reflex. "Very important to get an accurate reading."

Dr Ellie made notes on her clipboard while Joe's heavy breathing filled the van. Richard's hand unconsciously moved to his crotch as he watched Diana struggle to accommodate Raven's probing digits.

"Almost done." Raven twisted her fingers, making Diana gag again. "Just a few more seconds."

Finally, Raven withdrew her fingers slowly, a strand of saliva connecting them to Diana's gasping mouth. Richard's cock throbbed as Raven made a show of sucking each finger clean, one by one.

"Temperature appears normal, Dr Bennett." Raven's tongue circled her fingers. "Though she seems rather... wet."

Diana's chest heaved in her garish yellow bra as she caught her breath. Richard zoomed out slightly on camera three to capture her flushed face and trembling form.

"Good girl," Ellie murmured. "Now check those breasts properly. Size and consistency."

Richard zoomed camera two as Raven reached around his wife. Her tattooed hands unclasped Diana's bra with practised ease.

"Mmm, nice and firm." Raven's fingers kneaded Diana's flesh. "Expensive gym membership paying off."

Joe's heavy breathing filled the van. "Proper posh tits them. Worth a good wank."

Richard's fingers tightened on the camera controls as Raven's tongue flicked across Diana's hardened nipple. His wife's gasp echoed through the speakers.

"Excellent response to stimulation." Ellie made notes before setting down her clipboard. "Let me verify."

Richard watched his wife arch as Ellie's mouth replaced Raven's, latex-covered fingers pinching the neglected nipple. Diana's cultured accent cracked.

"Oh god... please..."

"Vocal responses normal." Ellie straightened, professional mask slipping. "Diana, we'll need those knickers off now."

The sound of Joe's zip carried clearly through the van's acoustics. "About bloody time."

Richard adjusted camera four as his wife's cheap yellow knickers joined her bra on the floor. Raven's hands spread Diana's thighs while Joe's rhythmic grunting provided a crude soundtrack. Ellie and Raven guided his wife onto the bed, pulling her legs wide open as they did so.

"Significant arousal present." Ellie's latex fingers probed between Diana's legs. "Though we should discuss contraception."

"She's stopped taking the pill." Richard's voice emerged hoarse. "Ready to be bred."

"Filthy rich bitch wants rough bastard babies." Joe's masturbation grew faster. "Proper slut now."

Diana moaned as Ellie's fingers pushed deeper. "Yes... want to be filled... bred by anyone..."

"Medical recommendation..." Ellie's breathing quickened. "Multiple partners increase chances of conception."

Raven's tongue traced Diana's ear. "Hear that, posh girl? Doctor's orders; take all their cum."

Richard's cock throbbed painfully as he watched his wife surrender completely to their examination.  The six screens before him showed every angle of his wife's humiliation. Diana lay on her back, naked and spread on black silk sheets, her perfect Chelsea body exposed to these rough characters.

"Note the subject's elevated heart rate." Dr Ellie's clinical tone sent shivers down Richard's spine. Her white coat contrasted sharply with Raven's fishnet stockings as they loomed over Diana. "Raven, please check vaginal lubrication levels."

Richard zoomed camera three tighter as Raven's black-painted fingernails traced Diana's inner thigh. His wife's whimper carried perfectly through the van's sound system.

"Proper wet already." Raven's tattooed fingers slid easily between Diana's legs. "Posh cunt's dripping for us."

Joe's heavy breathing filled the background. "Love seeing them fancy birds brought low."

"Clinical observations only, please." Dr Ellie's stern tone belied her obvious arousal. "Raven, test capacity. Start with two fingers."

Richard's cock strained painfully as he watched Raven's fingers disappear into his wife. Diana's expensive manicure clawed at black silk while Dr Ellie's latex-covered hands pinched her nipples.

"Three fingers now." Raven twisted her wrist. "Taking it well for a Chelsea girl."

Diana's cultured accent cracked. "Oh god... please..."

"Four fingers." Dr Ellie made notes while sucking hard on Diana's breast. "Note the love bite formation."

Richard zoomed camera two on the purple marks blooming across his wife's perfect breasts. Each bruise marked her transformation from society wife to community slut.

"Whole hand now." Raven's muscular arm flexed as she pushed deeper. "Greedy cunt's swallowing everything."

Diana screamed as Raven's fist disappeared inside her. Dr Ellie latched onto her other breast, marking her thoroughly while Diana thrashed through her orgasm.

"Subject demonstrates excellent capacity." Dr Ellie's clinical tone wavered. "And significant response to stimulation."

Richard's hands shook on the camera controls as he captured every moment of his wife's complete degradation. The contrast between her perfectly maintained body and these rough women using her made his pulse race. Their luxury townhouse seemed a world away.

Raven's fist worked deeper into Diana while Dr Ellie's latex-covered hands tested her pain threshold, pinching and slapping her perfect breasts.

"Note subject's increasing arousal despite rough treatment." Dr Ellie's clinical tone barely masked her own excitement. She bit down hard on Diana's nipple, drawing a sharp gasp.

Diana writhed on the black silk sheets, her Chelsea accent cracking. "Fuck... more, please..."

Richard nodded to Joe, who stepped forward eagerly, yellowed teeth bared in a grin. 

"Open that posh mouth, love." Joe's Yorkshire accent thickened with arousal. His cock, unwashed and thick, pressed against Diana's perfect lips. 

Richard zoomed camera two tighter as his wife's mouth stretched around Joe's girth. The contrast of her expensive lipstick against his dirty shaft made Richard's pulse race.

"Proper deep throat." Joe grabbed Diana's perfectly styled hair. "Show us what that finishing school taught you."

Diana gagged as Joe thrust deeper, tears streaming down her cheeks. Her expensive mascara ran in black rivulets while Raven's fist kept working inside her.

"Subject demonstrates excellent oral capacity." Dr Ellie made notes between savage bites to Diana's breasts. "Though technique requires refinement."

Joe's thrusts grew erratic. "Gonna paint that posh face..."

Richard quickly adjusted multiple camera angles as Joe pulled free. Thick ropes of cum splashed across Diana's features, coating her in a mask of degradation. Her perfect makeup dissolved under Joe's load.

"Facial administered." Dr Ellie's latex fingers smeared the mess across Diana's cheeks. "Noting subject's response..."

Diana screamed as Raven twisted her fist deeper. Her whole body convulsed in orgasm, cunt gaping obscenely around Raven's tattooed arm.

"Multiple orgasms achieved." Dr Ellie ticked boxes on her clipboard. "Excellent response to degradation stimulus."

Richard's cock felt close to cumming without his touch as his wife lay ruined on black silk, face glazed with cum, breasts bruised and bitten, cunt stretched beyond recognition.

"Congratulations Mrs Carter-Brown." Dr Ellie set down her clipboard. "You've passed your medical evaluation."

She grabbed Diana's cum-covered face and kissed her hard. Their tongues duelled visibly, sharing Joe's load between them. Richard zoomed camera one on their mouths, capturing every detail of their depraved kiss.


5: Full Submission

Richard clicked through the video footage on his MacBook, the van's cameras having caught every angle of Diana's medical examination. His eyes were glued to the screen as he watched Dr Ellie's latex-covered fingers probing his wife. The clinical tone contrasted beautifully with Diana's desperate moans. Richard adjusted himself, entranced by the sight of his sophisticated wife spread open on black silk sheets.

A sharp knock interrupted his viewing. Before Richard could respond, the van's door swung open. King's massive frame filled the entrance, tribal scarification visible on his muscular arms. The afternoon sun silhouetted him, making his presence even more imposing.

Richard felt his status instantly diminish as King ducked to enter the luxury van. Despite his money, powerful job, and privileged background, Richard shrank in his presence. King's raw masculinity and street authority made Richard's wealth seem meaningless.

Richard leant forward and shook Diana's shoulder gently. Her eyes fluttered open, the cheap yellow Primark bra a garish contrast against her perfect tan. The tacky rhinestone butterfly between her breasts caught the van's LED lighting.

"Look who's here, darling."

Diana's eyes widened as she spotted King's massive frame dominating the small room. A small gasp escaped her lips, her nipples visibly hardening through the synthetic fabric. Richard's cock twitched despite himself at her obvious arousal.

King stepped into the van, his presence making the luxury interior feel suddenly cramped. The door clicked shut behind him with deliberate finality. His dark eyes locked onto Richard's, asserting dominance without words.

"You can stay, but no filming. Sit. Be a good boy."

The command made Richard's skin flush hot with humiliation. He settled into the leather captain's chair, hands gripping the armrests as Diana rose from the bed. Her fishnet-clad legs trembled slightly.

Diana's fingers traced the cheap bra straps, her perfect French manicure a jarring contrast against the tacky yellow material. She unhooked it slowly, her movements a deliberate tease. The bra landed at Richard's feet with a soft thump.

Her breasts bounced free, nipples hard and dark against her pale skin. Richard knew he should feel some disgust at her wanton display, but his throbbing erection told him otherwise. His sophisticated wife, stripping like a cheap whore.

The matching knickers came next, Diana sliding them down her long legs with exaggerated care. The synthetic fabric caught briefly on her stockings before joining the bra on the floor. Richard stared at the damp patch on the yellow material, his stomach churning with mixed emotions.

Diana's red-lacquered nails glinted as she rolled the fishnets down, the final barrier between her Chelsea perfection and complete nudity. Each stocking joined the growing pile of cheap clothing at Richard's feet.

Finally, his wife stood naked before King, her expensive highlights and salon tan a stark reminder of her usual status. Yet here she was, discarding Primark lingerie like the cheapest streetwalker. Richard's arousal reached new heights even as pre-cum stained his silk boxers.

Richard watched King's gold tooth glint as he circled Diana. His wife trembled, her hair brushing her shoulders as she sank to her knees on the van's plush carpet. The contrast between her refined beauty and this primal submission made Richard's cock pulse traitorously.

"Please..." Diana's cultured accent cracked with need. "I need your black seed inside me." A whimper escaped her perfect lips. "I stopped my birth control... I need to be bred by real men..."

Richard's stomach clenched at her desperate begging. This was his sophisticated wife, the woman who organised charity galas and spent thousands at Harvey Nichols. Now she knelt naked before this homeless man, debasing herself completely.

King's massive hand gripped Diana's chin, tilting her face up. His muscles rippled as he smiled down at her. "You want my bastards in your wealthy white womb?"

"God yes..." Diana moaned, her thighs visibly trembling. "Make me carry your babies... ruin me completely..."

The raw need in her voice made Richard's silk boxers dampen further with pre-cum. His disgust at her wanton behaviour only heightened his arousal. She was utterly transformed from the poised society wife he knew.

King's clothes hit the floor piece by piece, revealing his powerful boxer's physique. Richard's eyes were drawn inexorably to King's massive cock as it sprang free. The sheer size of it made his mouth go dry. His own modest endowment seemed laughably inadequate in comparison.

"Don't even think about touching yourself." King's command made Richard freeze, hand halfway to his aching erection. "You just sit there and watch what a real man does to your wife."

The humiliation burned through Richard like liquid fire. He gripped the leather armrests, cock straining against silk as Diana crawled towards King on her hands and knees. Her four-thousand-pound tennis lessons and Pilates-toned body reduced to this animal display.

"Look at your perfect posh wife now," King growled. "Nothing but a breeding whore for homeless cock."

Diana moaned at his crude words, her aristocratic heritage forgotten as she nuzzled at King's massive shaft. Richard watched his wife's manicured nails wrap around the base, unable to fully encircle its girth. The sight of her degradation made his own cock throb painfully.

Diana's tongue traced King's enormous shaft, her cultured accent dissolving into animalistic moans. Her mouth stretched wide, cheap necklace dangling as she worshipped his massive black cock.

"That's it, show your husband what a real man looks like." King's gold tooth glinted as he grinned down at Diana. "Tell him how much bigger I am."

"So much bigger..." Diana gasped between licks. "God, Richard, look how thick he is compared to your little white cock."

Richard's humiliated excitement grew further as Diana's tennis-toned arms flexed as she stroked him to full hardness.

"Please..." Diana begged, her cultured voice cracking. "I need your superior black seed inside my white cunt."

King's rough hands tangled in Diana's hair, yanking her head back roughly. "On your back, rich bitch. Time to ruin you properly."

Diana whimpered as King shoved her onto the black silk sheets. Her perfect breasts bounced as she hit the mattress, legs spreading automatically. King loomed over her pale form, his powerful boxer's physique making her seem delicate and fragile.

"Watch your perfect wife become my breeding whore." King's words made Richard's cock throb traitorously. "By the time I'm done, she'll be carrying my black bastards in her posh white womb."

Richard watched transfixed as King's massive cock pressed against Diana's entrance, the swollen angry purpled head looked too big to enter her tight slit. His wife's nails dug into King's scarified shoulders, her French tips a stark contrast against his dark skin.

"Please..." Diana's cultured accent cracked with need. "I need your black seed inside me."

King grinned down at her, like her conqueror. His massive shaft looked impossibly large against Diana's delicate folds. Richard's own cock throbbed painfully as he watched King's cockhead push forward and began to stretch his wife open.

Diana's back arched off the black silk sheets, her toned body writhing as King pushed deeper. Her expensive perfume mingled with the raw scent of sex filling the small space.

"So much bigger than Richard..." Diana gasped, choking back a scream as King's thick shaft disappeared inch by inch. "Stretching me... claiming me..."

Richards's emotions continued to rage while his body betrayed him. This was his sophisticated wife reduced to begging for a homeless man's cock. So why did it turn him on so much?

King's powerful muscles flexed as he bottomed out inside Diana. His dirty fingers slid up to her lips, and she eagerly sucked them into her mouth as if desperate for another cock to fill her.

"Look at your dirty wife now," King growled at Richard. "Nothing but a breeding hole for rough black cock."

Diana moaned around King's fingers, her hair now wild against the sheets as he began thrusting. Each powerful stroke made her perfect breasts bounce, nipples hard and dark with arousal.

The van's suspension creaked as King's pace increased. Diana's legs wrapped around his waist, her expensive pedicure visible as her toes curled with pleasure. Saliva dripped from her lips as she sucked King's fingers hungrily.

King leaned down to capture Diana's mouth in a sloppy kiss. Their tongues battled visibly, strings of saliva connecting their lips as they broke apart. Diana's perfectly applied lipstick smeared across both their faces.

"Harder..." Diana begged between kisses. "Breed your Chelsea slut..."

Richard watched his wife's transformation with a mixture of revulsion and arousal. Her usual poise was completely gone, replaced by animal need as King pounded into her.

King's thrusts grew more savage, the wet sounds of their coupling echoing in the small space. Diana's refined accent dissolved into desperate moans and pleas for more.

"Fill me..." she sobbed with pleasure. "Breed me... mark me forever..."

King's powerful body tensed, muscles rippling as he prepared to cum. Diana's nails raked down his back, leaving red trails across his skin.

A deep grunt of satisfaction rumbled from King's chest as he emptied himself inside Diana. Richard watched his wife's face contort with ecstasy as she felt King's seed flood her womb.

"Thank you... thank you…" Diana whimpered, her cultured voice thick with submission. "Thank you for breeding your posh white slut..."

Richard's cock throbbed painfully as he observed his wife's complete surrender to this primal act. Her expensive highlights stuck to her sweat-dampened skin, every trace of her usual sophistication stripped away.

Richard watched numbly as King's cum leaked from his wife's stretched hole. The van's dim lighting caught each pearly drop as it trickled down Diana's inner thighs.

Diana lay panting on black silk sheets, her perfect Chelsea body marked and used. Her hair stuck to her sweat-dampened skin. King's massive form loomed over her, his chest rising and falling steadily.

"Please..." Diana's cultured accent cracked. "I need more of your superior seed inside me."

King's gold tooth glinted as he grinned down at her. "Earn it then, rich bitch. Get me hard again if you want another breeding."

Richard's stomach churned as Diana eagerly slid down King's powerful body. His sophisticated wife, now desperately nuzzling a homeless man's cock.

King's eyes locked onto Richard. "She's nothing but a cock-hungry slut for black spunk."

Diana moaned at his crude words, her fingers wrapping around King's softening shaft. Her tongue traced his heavy balls, licking their mixed juices from his skin.

"That's it," King growled. "Show your husband how desperate you are for bastard babies in your womb."

Diana worked her way lower, her tongue teasing King's taint. The sight of her debasing herself made Richard's cock throb traitorously, and he knew he wasn't far from embarrassing himself once more if he lost any more self-control.

"Please," Diana begged between licks. "I'll do anything for more of your superior seed."

King's strong hand tangled in her expensive highlights. "Prove it. Get that posh tongue in my arse."

Richard watched in horrified arousal as Diana eagerly complied. His refined wife buried her face between King's muscular cheeks, her desperate moans muffled against his flesh.

"Good little rich slut." King's approval made Diana whimper. "Your husband ever see you this desperate for his little white cock?"

Diana pulled back just enough to speak, her perfect lipstick smeared across her face. "Never... never wanted anyone's cock like I need yours."

Her tongue returned to work as her manicured hands stroked King's thickening shaft. Richard's forgotten cock twitched as he watched his wife worship this superior man.

"Your Chelsea cunt belongs to black cock now." King's words made Diana moan louder. "Going to keep you full of my seed until you're showing."

Diana's rimming grew more enthusiastic at his crude promise. Her arm's muscles flexed as she stroked him back to full hardness.

"Look at that," King growled at Richard. "Your perfect wife's got her tongue buried in my arse just to earn more breeding. You trained her well."

Richard's humiliation burned through him as Diana pulled back, her cultured accent completely gone. "Please... I need your big black cock in me again. Need more of your spunk."

"Beg for it, rich bitch. Tell your husband exactly what you need."

Richard's stomach churned with confused emotions - shame, jealousy, disgust... and overwhelming arousal as he watched his wife beg.

"Please..." Diana's cultured accent cracked. "I need your superior black cock inside me again."

A pang of regret hit Richard as he watched his sophisticated wife debase herself. Yet his throbbing erection betrayed his true feelings. Their old life of charity galas and society events seemed hollow compared to this raw sexuality.

King gripped Diana's hips roughly, manhandling her onto hands and knees. Her breasts swayed beneath her as he positioned her to face Richard. The van's dim lighting caught the sweat glistening on her salon-tanned skin.

Diana's eyes locked onto Richard's as King's massive shaft pressed against her entrance. Her expensive mascara had run, leaving dark trails down her cheeks. Her hair stuck to her face in sweaty tendrils.

"Watch darling... watch your perfect wife..." Diana gasped as King pushed inside her. "Become a black breeding whore..."

He observed his wife's transformation. He now couldn't recognise her, the usual poise was completely gone, replaced by animal need as King's thick shaft stretched her open.

Diana maintained unwavering eye contact, forcing Richard to witness every moment of her submission. Her red-lacquered nails clawed at black silk sheets as King's powerful thrusts rocked her body.

"So much bigger than you..." Diana moaned, her cultured accent dissolving. "Stretching me... breeding me..."

The wet sounds of their coupling filled the small space. Diana's perfect breasts bounced with each savage thrust, her nipples dark and hard with arousal.

King's face was a mask of raw sexuality as he looked down at Diana's writhing form. His tribal scarification rippled as his muscular body tensed, preparing to flood Richard's wife with another load of hit potent cum.

Diana's desperate screams echoed through the camp as King emptied himself inside her. Richard imagined the other rough sleepers hearing his sophisticated wife being bred like an animal. Their knowing smirks as they recognised her transformation into King's willing whore.

King's satisfied smile showed complete ownership as he pumped the last of his seed into Diana's wealthy womb. Richard's wife had been thoroughly claimed, marked forever by this powerful alpha male. It seemed to Richard that he held himself inside Diana for an eternity, his cock throbbing as it pumped more and more virile cum inside of her, flooding her womb.  King looked at Richard with a look so triumphant that he had to drop his eyes, knowing that the superior man now owned his wife… owned him.

Richard felt his body tremble as he heard the bed creak, and suddenly King's massive frame loomed over him.

"Clean her up. Prepare her for tonight." King's deep voice resonated through the small space. "But don't you dare cum in or on my slut. She's mine now."

Richard nodded submissively, his own erection painfully constrained and untouched. On the black sheets, Diana lay spread-eagled and spent, King's seed leaking from her stretched hole. Her hair was wild, face a flushed mess, sticky with saliva. The contrast between her usual sophisticated appearance and her current debauched state made it all the more thrilling.

Without another word, King turned and ducked through the van's doorway. He left the door deliberately open behind him.

Cool evening air rushed into the space, raising goosebumps on Richard's arms. The temperature shift made Diana shiver on the silk sheets, her nipples hardening further. The van's expensive air freshener couldn't mask the raw scent of sex anymore.

Sounds from the camp filtered in through the open door; rough laughter, crude comments, the crackle of fires. Richard's stomach churned as he realised most in the camp had probably heard everything. His wife's desperate moans, her begging for King's superior seed, her complete submission to this homeless alpha male, all of it had echoed through the community.

Diana's cultured accent drifted up from the bed, barely a whisper. "They all heard me, didn't they?"

Richard's cock twitched at the thought. His sophisticated wife's debasement had been a public spectacle. Tomorrow, these rough men would look at her knowing exactly what sounds she made while being bred.

His erection strained almost painfully against silk as he watched more of King's seed leak from Diana's stretched hole. The urge to taste it, to clean her as ordered, warred with his remaining dignity. But King's command had been clear, and Richard knew his place now.
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The Charity Case Part 1

When being charitable leads to delicious depravity…

Diana Carter-Brown exudes Chelsea perfection – all cashmere twin-sets, charity committees, and a £4.5M townhouse. Behind closed doors, her marriage to wealthy Richard is comfortable but sexless – he has his discreet escorts, she has her memories of a passionate affair from years ago.

Then Mike appears at her homeless shelter. Once he was her personal trainer, the rough-edged Yorkshire lad who bent her over the gym equipment and introduced her posh arse to pleasures her husband never dared. Now he’s homeless after a messy divorce, still powerfully built but harder, rougher. When Diana’s charitable nature compels her to offer him their spare room, both know it’s only a matter of time.

While Richard’s “business trip” to Frankfurt conveniently arrives, Diana finds herself remembering exactly how Mike’s thick cock stretched her in ways Richard never could. As steam fogs the master bathroom mirror, ten years of proper behaviour crumble. Soon she’s bent over her marital bed, designer knickers torn aside, begging Mike to reclaim her holes like the slut she used to be.

But Richard’s unexpected early return brings a twist – instead of anger, he’s rock hard watching his society wife service a homeless man. As Diana’s La Perla lingerie gets ruined and her perfectly-applied makeup smears from rough face-fucking, Richard films every depraved moment.

Their marriage promises to transform as Diana discovers a new calling – servicing rough homeless men. Richard’s stiff upper lip turns to hard cock as he watches his wife’s transformation from charity volunteer to community cumdump. Between her designer shopping trips and charity committees, Diana develops new appetites – for multiple partners, homeless cock, and the thrill of being bred by men far below her social station.

This 18,000-word novella explores themes of:

Hotwife/stag dynamics
Class degradation
Past lover returns
Rough sex and size worship
Voyeuristic husband
Breeding fetish elements
British upper-class submission

First in the “Charity Case” mini-series, exploring how a proper society wife discovers her much sluttier side.

A Marriage Evolved

When Emily Harrington discovers her husband James's hidden desires through his browser history, their seemingly perfect marriage faces a crossroads. Rather than confront him with anger, Emily's curiosity leads her down a path of self-discovery, exploring concepts of love, trust, and personal freedom that she never imagined possible.

As Emily delves deeper into understanding her husband's fantasies, she begins questioning her own desires and limitations. Through careful research and open communication, the couple finds themselves growing closer as they discuss possibilities that both excite and frighten them. Their journey of mutual discovery transforms their relationship, pushing boundaries they never thought they'd cross.

At work, Emily catches the attention of the charismatic Dr. Alexander Thornton, whose confidence and commanding presence awakens something within her. With James's encouragement, Emily begins to explore her newfound freedom, discovering sides of herself she never knew existed. As she embraces her evolving sexuality, Emily finds herself torn between her deep love for James and her growing attraction to Alex.

Their marriage takes an unconventional turn as James discovers joy in Emily's happiness and personal growth. Through their shared experiences, they develop a deeper understanding of trust, communication, and the multiple facets of love. However, their journey isn't without its challenges, as they navigate societal expectations and their own insecurities.

Meanwhile, a darker element lurks in the shadows. Ethan, a skilled student hacker, watches Emily's transformation with twisted fascination, gathering information and plotting to use it for his own devious purposes. His presence threatens to disrupt the delicate balance Emily and James have created.

As Emily continues to push her boundaries and explore her desires, she discovers a community of like-minded individuals who support and understand their lifestyle choices. Through online forums and real-world encounters, both Emily and James find validation and encouragement for their unconventional choices.

This steamy romance novel explores themes of marriage, trust, and personal growth as Emily and James redefine their relationship on their own terms. Their journey showcases how open communication and mutual support can strengthen a marriage, even as it evolves beyond traditional boundaries.

"A Marriage Evolved" is the first book in The Harringtons series, setting the stage for Emily and James's continuing journey of discovery, passion, and love. This novel contains mature themes and is intended for adult readers who enjoy spicy romance with elements of psychological exploration and relationship dynamics.

Office Desires

Beverly Dunaway seems like your typical busty blonde secretary - naive, giggly, and completely oblivious to the effect her curves have on her male colleagues. Her husband Rod thinks he knows his wife of fifteen years, but he's about to discover there's more to Beverly than meets the eye.

When Rod overhears his wife's flirtatious office banter during a work-from-home day, something stirs within him. Rather than jealousy, he finds himself aroused by the way her colleagues openly desire her. His encouragement leads Beverly to dress more provocatively for work, setting off a chain of increasingly erotic events.

Between Dave the dominant boss, Stuart the manipulative analyst, and Charlie the gym-buff junior, Beverly soon finds herself the centre of attention. But who's really in control? As office dares escalate and boundaries blur, Rod discovers his own voyeuristic tendencies growing stronger.

What starts as innocent flirting quickly evolves into something far more explicit. As Beverly's birthday party approaches, both husband and wife find themselves drawn deeper into a web of office politics and sexual liberation. Will their marriage survive Beverly's transformation from innocent secretary to office hotwife? Or will it become stronger than ever?

This sizzling novella explores themes of sexual awakening, marriage enhancement through hotwifing, office power dynamics, and female empowerment. With explicit scenes of group play, light cuckolding, and office misconduct, "Office Desires" delivers a potent mix of psychological manipulation and raw sexuality.

Follow Beverly's journey as she navigates between her public persona of naive secretary and her private reality as a sexual manipulator. Watch Rod's evolution from hesitant husband to eager voyeur. Experience the tension as office politics merge with primal desires.

Packed with steamy encounters, forbidden office romance, and shocking revelations, this novella will keep you turning pages while squirming in your seat. Perfect for fans of hotwife fiction, office romance, and stories of sexual awakening.

The question isn't whether Beverly will submit to her colleagues' desires - it's whether they'll realise they're playing right into her hands.

Get ready for a wild ride through the corporate world where nothing is quite what it seems, and everyone has hidden desires waiting to be unleashed.


The Personal Trainer

Beverly Dunaway seems like your typical busty blonde secretary - naive, giggly, and completely oblivious to the effect her curves have on her male colleagues. Her husband Rod thinks he knows his wife of fifteen years, but he's about to discover there's more to Beverly than meets the eye.

When Rod overhears his wife's flirtatious office banter during a work-from-home day, something stirs within him. Rather than jealousy, he finds himself aroused by the way her colleagues openly desire her. His encouragement leads Beverly to dress more provocatively for work, setting off a chain of increasingly erotic events.

Between Dave the dominant boss, Stuart the manipulative analyst, and Charlie the gym-buff junior, Beverly soon finds herself the centre of attention. But who's really in control? As office dares escalate and boundaries blur, Rod discovers his own voyeuristic tendencies growing stronger.

What starts as innocent flirting quickly evolves into something far more explicit. As Beverly's birthday party approaches, both husband and wife find themselves drawn deeper into a web of office politics and sexual liberation. Will their marriage survive Beverly's transformation from innocent secretary to office hotwife? Or will it become stronger than ever?

This sizzling novella explores themes of sexual awakening, marriage enhancement through hotwifing, office power dynamics, and female empowerment. With explicit scenes of group play, light cuckolding, and office misconduct, "Office Desires" delivers a potent mix of psychological manipulation and raw sexuality.

Follow Beverly's journey as she navigates between her public persona of naive secretary and her private reality as a sexual manipulator. Watch Rod's evolution from hesitant husband to eager voyeur. Experience the tension as office politics merge with primal desires.

Packed with steamy encounters, forbidden office romance, and shocking revelations, this novella will keep you turning pages while squirming in your seat. Perfect for fans of hotwife fiction, office romance, and stories of sexual awakening.

The question isn't whether Beverly will submit to her colleagues' desires - it's whether they'll realise they're playing right into her hands.

Get ready for a wild ride through the corporate world where nothing is quite what it seems, and everyone has hidden desires waiting to be unleashed.


A Wife Controlled

Emily Harrington has embraced her new lifestyle with her loving husband James's enthusiastic support. As their journey of exploration continues, the departure of her first lover marks the end of an era - but new horizons beckon as Emily discovers fresh desires and pushes her boundaries further than ever before.

When a chance encounter with a young admirer leads to increasingly daring adventures, Emily finds herself caught between exhilarating pleasure and mounting pressure. As her husband watches proudly from the sidelines, she begins to explore the world of adult entertainment under the guidance of experienced industry professionals. Her natural talent and uninhibited nature quickly catch the attention of producers and fellow performers alike.

However, not everything is as it seems. Dark forces are at work, and Emily soon finds herself trapped in an increasingly dangerous web of manipulation and control. Her young admirer reveals a predatory nature that threatens not just her newfound freedom, but her entire world. With her marriage, career, and reputation at stake, Emily must find the strength to take back control of her destiny.

As she navigates these treacherous waters, Emily discovers unexpected allies in old friends and new acquaintances. Her husband James proves to be her strongest supporter, helping her turn the tables on those who would seek to exploit her. Together, they devise a plan to expose the truth and reclaim their power dynamic.

Throughout her ordeal, Emily's experiences lead her to question her own desires and boundaries. The line between pleasure and danger becomes increasingly blurred as she explores the depths of her submission while maintaining her core strength. Her journey of self-discovery takes unexpected turns, leading her to consider new career possibilities that would have seemed unthinkable mere months ago.

The clubs and private parties of London's exclusive adult scene become both her playground and battlefield. As Emily's reputation grows, so do the opportunities presented to her. But with greater visibility comes increased risk, and she must carefully balance her public persona with her private life.

With James by her side, Emily emerges from her trials stronger and more confident than ever. Their relationship deepens through each challenge, proving that true love can weather any storm. As they look to the future, new doors open - but shadows lurk in unexpected places, hinting at challenges yet to come.

This second instalment in “The Harringtons” series delves deeper into themes of trust, power, and personal growth. Emily's journey from a confident wife to an independent performer showcases the strength found in vulnerability and the power of honest communication in relationships. As the story concludes, readers will find themselves eagerly anticipating what the future holds for this remarkable couple.
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