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Author’s Note

I’m actually enjoying writing these shorts a lot. I hope you are enjoying reading them.

So if you read Sissy for Mommy 2, you’ll notice that someone wrote a negative review saying it is rape and stuff. Yes, there is a dark scene, but if you read the whole thing, including part 3, you’ll know that all is not as it seems. Obviously, I don’t condone rape, like I don’t condone most of what I write in the real world. It’s fantasy and we are allowed fantasies. Like most women, I also have a rape fantasy, it doesn’t mean that I want it. It’s just in my head. In the case of Sissy for Mommy 2, it isn’t even real.

Anyway, if you read Sissy for Mommy 2, I can’t reply to reviews, but it would be nice if someone wrote there to say that the person needs to read all three parts before posting.

SO… If you want to support me, either subscribe to my fan page, or go to www.juliagslater.com or www.linktr.ee/juliagslater to find out where to tip me. If you really want to be nice, tip me a lot.

By the way, if there are typos in my books, please drop me an email and tell me where (juliagslater@writeme.com). I don’t really proofread my stuff because when it comes to smut-books like mine, you’re kind of on a deadline otherwise you lose your place in Amazon. So I usually write, publish, and go back and fix later. I try not to have too many glaring errors, but you never know. Thanks. HOWEVER; Remember I am British. Don’t write to me to say I have an error when what you mean is that I haven’t written in American English.

As mentioned before, it would be really cool if you could press those little stars at the end. If you are worried about people seeing you liked a kink fetish book, then worry not, people can’t see what you are rating. Same as if you leave a review, you can change the reviewer’s name! So, you know, please do. Oh, once I work out how to do it, I might even do a mailing list, so please subscribe to that, as and when.

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I started an Instagram account (http;//www.instagram.com/juliagwenslater) and have been posting there, and I have a FANVUE account (http;//www.fanvue.com/juliagslater). If you subscribe to me there, you can get access to an audiobook of a very dark story.

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


One

Jamal thought we were crazy. I sat him down in our kitchen three days after Alex left and told him everything. Not the cleaned-up version. The full night. The unlocked door. The balaclava. The way the stranger had used both of us, filmed Mark’s gaping hole, promised to come back with the boys and ink us. I told him how I had driven into the estate looking for the man, how I had found him, how he had walked into our house the same afternoon and taken me like he already owned me. I told him about the cigarettes, the photos, the five times he had finished inside me, and the way Mark had cleaned me afterwards without being asked.

Jamal listened without interrupting. When I finished he just stared at the table for a long time.

“You two are completely off your heads,” he said at last. “You know that, right?”

“I know.”

“And you’re sure this isn’t some delayed trauma response? Because what you’re describing is not a normal reaction to a home invasion.”

“It wasn’t an invasion. Not really. We left the door open for someone else and he walked in instead. And yes, I’m sure.”

He rubbed his face with both hands. “Christ, Katie. You want me to draw up a contract so this man can use you both on camera whenever he likes, turn your house into a set, and keep Mark in knickers full-time.”

“That’s the idea.”

“And you’re telling me Mark is on board?”

“He will be.”

Jamal shook his head, but there was no real judgement in it. He had known us long enough. He had already fucked Mark once and watched the way my husband melted under him. He understood the hunger even if he thought the scale of it was mad.

“All right,” he said. “I’ll draft something that keeps you both legally protected and stops anyone claiming later that you were coerced. But it has to be performance-based. Otherwise it starts looking like something the courts would tear apart.”

It took him the better part of a week. He worked late, emailed drafts, asked clarifying questions about limits and money and what counted as “shooting.” In the end the contract was simple. Mark and I would perform as adult content creators. Alex would perform as well. Our roles were defined in plain language: I was the wife who submitted to black cock on camera; Mark was the feminised husband who served both of us and any other men Alex brought in. The house was listed as a primary location. That clause meant Alex could arrive without notice, film, use either or both of us, and leave again. Payment would be split according to views and direct tips. Everything else was secondary.

While the paperwork was still moving back and forth, Alex stayed away. He answered my texts with short replies or not at all. When I asked if he wanted to come over he told me to wait until the contract was signed. He was still wary. Part of him clearly expected the police, or a trap, or some quiet betrayal. So I waited. I kept the front door locked at night and the motion camera running, but the hallway stayed empty.

Mark was the one who nearly broke first.

I printed the latest draft and left it on the kitchen counter for him to read after work. He came home, loosened his tie, poured a glass of water, and started turning the pages. I watched his face change. The colour drained. His shoulders tightened. By the time he reached the page about permanent feminisation at home he was gripping the edge of the counter hard enough that his knuckles went white.

“There’s some fun,” he said quietly, “and then there’s dedicating your life to sex. This gives him free use of you whenever he wants.”

“That’s what I asked for. And you’ll notice it’s not just me. It’s us. You as well.”

“I noticed.” He flipped back a page. “It also says I’m to remain feminised at home. Female underwear only from now on. No men’s clothes inside the house. It seems a lot.”

I felt the familiar flash of irritation. He was standing there in his work shirt looking at the contract like it was a prison sentence instead of the thing we had both been circling for weeks.

“Mark, this is what I want. Take it or leave it. I’m not having this conversation again. I’m tired of lying. Tired of pretending the woman who begged a stranger to breed her isn’t really me.”

He looked up. “And what are you, then?”

“A fucking whore, Mark.” The words came out louder than I intended. “I’m a whore. That’s what I am. And so are you, even if you still won’t say it out loud.”

He stepped back until his hips hit the counter. His eyes were wide. For a second I thought he might actually walk out. Then I saw the unmistakable thickening in the front of his trousers. The fabric tented just enough to give him away.

I let a small smirk settle on my face. “Don’t bother denying it. Just accept it.”

He stared at me for a long moment. Something closed behind his eyes.

“Take my name out of the contract,” he said. The words were flat. “You do you. Leave me out of it.”

“Fine.”

I turned away before he could see the disappointment that settled in my chest. The contract would still go ahead. Alex would still have free access to me. Mark could keep pretending the lingerie only came out on special nights if that made him feel safer. But we both knew the truth. The door he was trying to close had already been left unlocked once. It would not stay shut for long.

Eventually the draft went to Alex. He marked it up with notes in the margins and sent it straight back to Jamal. Jamal typed the changes cleanly and forwarded the revised version to me that same afternoon.

The notes were clear. Alex decided how I dressed for every role, which effectively meant he decided how I dressed at all times. Final images belonged to him. He controlled casting: he chose who fucked me, when, and under what conditions. The role could require body art or jewellery, permanent or not. Any later costs for removal sat with the performing artist. In other words, if I got tattoos I later hated, that was my problem. Finally, I was on-call twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. Work took priority over everything else, and travel to whatever location he named was at my own expense.

Mark’s name was already gone. I signed the last page, scanned it, and emailed the file back to Jamal. By early evening both sides had signed. The contract was live. I was now Alex’s property under the terms we had agreed.

My phone lit up a few minutes later.

“The shop, half an hour. Panties, crop, mini-skirt, heels. Nothing else. Don’t fucking be late or you’ll be punished.”

Mark was home. He watched me stand up from the sofa and walk upstairs without a word. I changed in the bedroom: black lace panties, a tight cream crop-top that left my midriff bare, a short pink mini-skirt, and the same pair of heels I had worn the day I found Alex. When I came back down he was still standing in the hallway. His eyes moved over me once, then widened as the pieces locked into place. He had not realised the contract was already signed.

Sadness moved across his face, quiet and unmistakable.

“It’s begun, huh?”

“Yeah. Don’t wait up.”

I walked past him and out the front door.

The drive into the rough neighbourhood felt longer than usual. My hands stayed tight on the wheel. The body trembled in small, continuous waves I could not stop. I was scared. This was a permanent shift. It would almost certainly finish the marriage unless Mark chose to step back into the arrangement later. It would almost certainly end the career I had spent years building. None of that was theoretical any more. The paperwork was signed. The message on my phone was real.

Even so, the pull was stronger than the fear. The need that had started the night the wrong man walked through our unlocked door had only grown. Turning the car around was never a serious option. The heat between my legs stayed constant the entire way, low and insistent, and I kept driving.

Eventually I pulled up outside the dark auto-repair place. The side streets around it were darker still. Several of the street lamps were out, deliberately left that way so the dealers could work without interference. I had driven past better-lit roads to reach this one, but those brighter stretches existed for a reason: rows of women stood along the kerb in short skirts and heavy make-up, waiting for cars to slow.

As I passed them the thought arrived without warning. Was that my future now? Would I end up just another hooker on a street like this?

The idea should have disgusted me. Instead it sent a fresh rush of wetness between my legs. My thighs tightened around the seat and a small, involuntary moan slipped out before I could stop it.

I parked, switched off the engine, and walked to the main door of the workshop. It was locked. I pressed the buzzer. After a few seconds a face appeared in the narrow gap of the doorframe: a heavy-set black man, mid-thirties, watching me with flat curiosity. He looked me up and down once, took in the crop-top, the mini-skirt, the heels, then unlocked the door without comment.

“Aight? He’s in back.”

“Thanks,” I said. My voice came out thinner than I wanted.

I stepped inside. The air was thick with the smell of oil, metal and cannabis. The main bay was empty of customers. I followed the sound of low voices through to the back room.

The haze of pot smoke was denser there. A tall black man wearing a shiny black bandana sat in a battered armchair. A young white girl in a tight leopard-print dress was perched on his knees, one arm draped loosely around his neck. She looked up when I entered and studied me with open suspicion, eyes moving from my bare midriff to the short skirt and back again.

Alex was the one holding the joint. He looked up when I entered, gave me a slow grin, and tapped his right thigh once.

I stepped over the low coffee table without hesitation and sat across his leg. He pulled me down at once and kissed me hard, mouth open, tongue pushing in with no softness at all. The others in the room whooped and laughed. When he finally broke the kiss he held the joint to my lips. I took two quick pulls. The smoke burned my throat and made my head light almost straight away.

“You okay?” he asked. There was a flicker of actual concern in his face.

I nodded. “Yeah. It’s new, but I’m glad you wrote.”

“It all begins here,” he said, voice low enough that the others’ chatter covered most of it. “So be sure this is what you want. You’re part of the crew now. For now we work to the contract until I can see you’re definitely trustworthy. After that we can forget the paperwork and just do what we need to do. Clear?”

“Crystal, Sir.”

“That’s good.”

His hand moved up under the crop-top. He had already noticed I was not wearing a bra. He cupped my breast, thumb brushing the nipple until it tightened, then pulled the top higher so both breasts were bare to the room. Another round of whoops and low comments rose from the men watching.

My cunt was already wet. I made no move to cover myself. There was no point. This was who I was now: a slut, a whore, and the knowledge of it sat warm and solid in my chest.

“What’s with your old man?” Alex asked. “I thought he wanted in.”

“He’s just nervous.”

“He’ll come around once he sees what we’re doing to you.”

His hand slid lower, under the waistband of the lace panties, and two thick fingers pushed straight into me. I was soaked; there was no resistance at all.

“Fuck, you’re soaked, bitch.”

“I know,” I breathed, eyes closing for a second as he worked the fingers deeper.

I had expected him to stand up and take me somewhere private. A back room, a car, anywhere out of the main circle of eyes. I had been wrong.

“Get on your knees and suck me,” Alex said. “Now.”

I slid off his thigh and onto the floor without asking where. It was obvious. He did not care who saw. The audience was part of the point. He had walked into a locked house one night and walked out with the housewife, and now he was showing the room exactly what that meant.

I took his cock in both hands and fed it into my mouth. The head was already thick and heavy. I pushed forward until it hit the back of my throat, then forced myself further, exactly the way he had taught me the last time. My throat closed around him and I gagged hard, eyes watering, but I kept going until my nose pressed against the coarse hair at the base. Spit ran down my chin.

“Fuck! Man, that fucking slut swallows you whole!” one of the others said.

A sharp rush of pride moved through me. Yes. I was a slut, and I could take him to the root.

Alex’s hand rested on the back of my head, holding me there for a few seconds before he let me breathe. I pulled back only far enough to gasp, then went straight down again.

“She’s fucking wet, man,” Alex said above me. “Seriously, guys, feel how wet this fucking bitch is.”

I closed my eyes. My pulse was loud in my ears. A moment later hands were on me from both sides. Fingers shoved the lace panties aside and pushed into my cunt without warning. Two, then three, then more, probing, stretching, testing the slick heat. Someone else squeezed my arse. Another hand pinched a nipple. I stayed on my knees with Alex’s cock in my mouth and let them do it. Free use. Free to touch. The words settled in my head with complete clarity. I was a whore and I loved every second of it.

“Man, wet but tight though,” one of them said.

“Wanna fuck it?” Alex asked.

“Thought she’s yours?”

“Na, man. She’s free use. She’s ours. She’ll be here to service you all, I don’t give a shit. And her house is open too.”

“Ah man, cool.”

I heard a belt unbuckle and the soft sound of trousers dropping. A moment later a second thick cock pushed against my entrance and drove in hard. The stretch made me moan around Alex’s shaft.

“Ah fuck! Bitch is fucking tight! I love it!”

“Ain’t gonna be tight for long by the time we’re done with her,” someone else said.

The man behind me set a steady, heavy rhythm, hips slamming against my arse while I kept choking myself on Alex. The room filled with the wet sounds of both ends being used. I stayed exactly where I was, knees on the dirty floor, mouth full, cunt full, and took it.

I moaned around Alex’s cock as the man behind me settled into a hard, deep rhythm. He gripped my arse with both hands, fingers digging in hard enough that I knew bruises would show by morning. I did not care. I wanted the marks. Each heavy thrust drove the air from my lungs and pushed me further onto Alex.

Beside me I heard the wet, rhythmic sound of another mouth at work. The girl in the leopard-print dress was on her knees as well, head bobbing as she sucked one of the other men. Someone dragged the low coffee table out of the way. When I managed to open my eyes I saw the rest of the group stripping: shirts pulled off, trousers kicked aside, cocks already hard and waiting.

The knowledge that I was about to get exactly what I had asked for settled over me with complete clarity. Free use. Real free use. The thought pulled another long moan from my throat. The cock inside me never slowed. It just kept slamming deep, steady and relentless. My first orgasm hit without warning. I cried out around Alex’s shaft as the climax rolled through me in hard pulses. After that they came in waves, one after another, each new thrust setting the next one off.

“Hey, let me have a go before you cream that shit,” another voice said. “I don’t want your junk on my dick, man.”

The cock slid out of me, leaving me open and dripping.

“Sure, have at it. She’s still tight.”

“After your little dick, fo sho.”

“Fuck you, man. Got a fatter dick than you by far.”

“Ain’t what yo momma said last night.”

A new pair of hands gripped my hips and a thicker cock pushed straight into the wet heat. I moaned again, still choking myself on Alex, and took it.

The next man shoved into me so hard the impact forced a sharp cry from my throat. For a second it felt as though he might drive straight through me. Then he gripped my shoulder and started fucking in short, brutal strokes, one every half-second, deep and relentless. The force of it made me moan and cry out around Alex’s cock, the sound broken and loud.

Alex clearly did not like the interruption. He pulled free of my mouth, grabbed his shaft and slapped it hard across my face.

“Hey, you fucking slut, keep sucking!” he shouted, then followed it with an open-handed slap that snapped my head to the side.

Tears ran down my cheeks, but I did not pause. I reached for him at once, took the thick cock back into my mouth and forced myself down until I was choking again, determined to show him I was not slacking. The roughness was exactly what I needed.

After a few more attempts it became obvious that the pace of the man behind me made it almost impossible to keep a steady rhythm on both ends. Alex seemed to accept it. He closed one hand around my throat, pulled me upright so my back arched, and held me there. The new position left my breasts and cunt completely open to the rest of the room. Hands closed over my tits at once, pinching and twisting the nipples. Someone else reached under and rubbed my clit in fast, rough circles. I moaned and mewled, the sounds rising higher every time a slap landed across my breasts and made them bounce.

My head was turned from side to side. One cock pushed into my mouth, then another, then a third. Each time I was forced to take it deep before being spun to the next. Someone gripped my hair, forced my head lower and bent my neck back so he could thrust straight into my throat. He held me there until my eyes watered and the mascara ran in dark streaks down my face. When he finally released me I gasped for air, then saw the phone pointed at us and grinned.

“Fuck, yes! More!”

“Gonna cum,” the man behind me said, his rhythm turning ragged.

“Don’t shoot inside her, I wanna go,” another voice answered.

The cock pulled out of me at once. A moment later thick jets of cum landed across my back in warm, heavy stripes.

They flipped me onto my back on the dirty floor. Someone immediately pushed my legs apart and drove a fresh cock straight into my cunt. He held my ankles wide and fucked me in hard, steady strokes, the wet slap of skin filling the room. I was already open and slick from the men before him; there was no resistance at all.

Alex swung a leg over my chest and settled across my face. One hand twisted into my hair and yanked my head up so he could feed his cock into my mouth at a steep angle. He started thrusting at once, short and deep, using my throat the way he wanted. The pull on my scalp hurt. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes again, but I forced myself to stay open and take it. I moaned around him and tried to give him the noisy, eager sounds a proper slut was supposed to make.

“Yeah, look at the bitch go!” the man with the phone said.

I opened my eyes, found the camera lens, and stared straight into it while Alex kept fucking my face. I made the wet, loud sucking sounds deliberate, exaggerated, almost like I was gulping beer. Spit ran from the corners of my mouth and down my cheeks. I kept looking at the camera the whole time, letting them film exactly what I had become.

More cum. More cock. The man with the phone moved in close and held the camera on my face just as the steady slap of skin against skin filled the room again. Another orgasm tore through me. I tried to keep the sound in and failed completely. A long, broken “nnnnnnnngggg” forced its way out of my throat while my body shook under the man still driving into me.

Every last inhibition was gone. The girl beside me was fully in it now as well. When one of the men told us to kiss we turned to each other at once and did it with open mouths and small smiles, both of us knowing this was exactly what we needed and exactly what we deserved.

The cock inside me pulsed hard and a thick load shot deep into my cunt. The heavy-set man from the door swore under his breath; he had been next in line and clearly did not want the mess. The girl on my left did not wait to be asked. She pushed my thighs wider and licked me clean with long, steady strokes of her tongue, gathering every drop she could reach. The moment she finished, another cock shoved straight back into me. Hands gripped my hips, my breasts, my hair, pulling and twisting as if they meant to drag every last bit of response out of my body. I let them.

“Please,” I gasped when the man who had just finished pulled free. “I need something in my mouth.”

The heavy-set man was too tired to keep fucking me from above. He dropped onto his back on the floor and told me to climb on. I swung a leg over him and sank down onto his thick cock in one slow movement. Almost at once another man stepped in front of me and pushed his shaft between my lips. I took it eagerly, sucking hard while I rode the man beneath me.

The position left my arse completely open. A second later I felt warm spit land between my cheeks. A blunt, fat head pressed against the tight ring of muscle and began to push in.

I screamed around the cock in my mouth, the sound muffled and dull. I did not open my lips; I just kept moaning and crying out through my nose while the thick shaft in my arse forced its way deeper. The stretch was constant and overwhelming. I had never felt so completely full. Every hole was taken and still it was not enough. A clear thought cut through the haze: I hoped this one night would not be the end of it. I did not want this to stop.

The man with the phone kept circling, his own hard cock bouncing as he moved for better angles. I reached up, closed my fingers around him and started stroking. That was enough to give someone else the idea. Another cock was pushed into my free hand. Within seconds both of my fists were full while all three of my holes stayed occupied. Even then, spare hands still found my breasts, squeezing and pinching without pause.

Behind us the door opened. A small group of men walked in, talking low until they saw the scene on the floor.

“Alright, this is what I’m talking about,” the one at the front said. He was already unbuckling his belt and shoving his trousers down.

“Who’s this white bitch?” another asked.

“Our new free-use whore,” someone answered. “Married. Alex did her house the other week and found her and her sissy husband waiting. Now she can’t get enough of us.”

“Nice!” The new man laughed. “When can we use her?”

“Anytime you like,” Alex said from somewhere above me. “Her house is open, so think of her as a treat for hard work. Just no taking nothing from the house, and for now you leave the husband alone. He’ll come around eventually.”

Cum flooded deep into my colon. The cock in my arse slid free a moment later, followed quickly by the one in my cunt and then the one in my mouth. For a few seconds I was empty. I wondered why no one had immediately replaced them until I registered Alex’s voice cutting through the room.

“Get a drink. Freshen up,” he told me and the other girl. “We ain’t done with you yet.”

“Donna’s coming round soon too,” the newest arrival said.

“Cool.”

The girl who had been on the floor with me smiled. The earlier suspicion was gone, replaced by the same slack, satisfied look I could feel on my own face. She took my hand without asking and led me out of the back room toward a small bathroom at the side of the workshop.

I sat on the toilet and peed while she stood at the cracked mirror and tried to fix her smeared make-up.

“I’m Trinnie, by the way,” she said.

“Katie.” I wiped myself clean with the thin paper. “What’s your deal?”

“Marvin’s my baby-daddy, so the guys keep me around.” She shrugged. “The nights can get pretty wild, but I ain’t usually here for them.”

“Home with your kid?”

She gave a short, dry laugh and looked at me in the mirror. “You think I got to keep my kid? Hell no. I’m not suitable as a mother. Nah, she got adopted off to Marvin’s cousin. For the best, really.”

As she spoke she pulled a small glass tube from a pocket, dropped a crystal into the end, and lit it. The sharp chemical smell filled the tiny room. She caught me watching.

“Want some?”

“What is it?”

“Meth.” She shrugged again.

“No thanks. You’re good.” I meant it. Hard drugs were not part of what I had signed up for. I was here for the sex.

“Suit yourself. Makes the sex wild though.” She took another pull. “I only do it when we fuck like this. I’m not addicted or anything.”

“Sure. I’m not judging.”

She grinned and held the pipe out once more.

“Then do a little.”

“I’m really fine,” I said.

“Whatever.”

I watched her smoke for another few seconds, then turned and walked back toward the main room. The question sat heavy in my head the whole way; was this the shape of the life I had just stepped into?

The moment I stepped back through the doorway hands closed around my arms and waist. I was shoved down onto the floor hard enough that my knees scraped the concrete. A cock pushed straight into my cunt without a word of warning or question. No one asked if I was ready. They were ready. That was all that mattered. I was simply a set of holes, a free-use bitch they could pick up and use whenever they felt like it.

Another cock was forced between my lips and driven deep into my throat. I choked and took it. Over the shoulder of the man fucking my face I caught the clock on the far wall: nine thirty-three. I had already been here more than an hour and the night was only getting started. These men would keep going late. I would stay for as long as they wanted me.

For the first time that evening Mark crossed my mind. It was not worry for him. It was a quiet hope that he would not create any problems, that he would simply stay out of the way and let this continue.

I closed my eyes and moaned around the shaft stretching my throat, spit running freely down my chin. The image of Trinnie in the bathroom returned: the glass pipe, the crystal, the casual way she had spoken about losing her child. I wondered how far my own path would run and where hers had started. In my head I saw myself covered in tattoos, dressed like the cheapest street whore, passed from one man to the next, using drugs just to stay awake and keep going. The picture should have made me feel sick. Instead it pushed a fresh orgasm through me. I came hard around the cock still slamming into my cunt, moaning louder as the climax rolled over me.

Depraved. That was the target now. I needed to become fully, openly depraved. Only then would the hunger that had driven me here finally be satisfied.

As Trinnie came out of the bathroom her eyes were glassy and unfocused. She looked straight at me, searching for any sign of judgement. What she found instead was simple jealousy. She could already let go completely. I still could not. Not fully. Not yet.

She gave me a small, knowing smile and a single nod. I only blinked in return.

My resolve had started cracking weeks ago, the night the wrong man walked through our unlocked door. Now water was seeping into those cracks and freezing, forcing them wider with every hour that passed. Soon the version of me called Katie would simply stop existing. In her place there would only be the whore. It would not happen all at once, but it would happen. In time.


Two

The front door shut behind me with a soft click. I moved it carefully so it would not wake the street. It was gone four in the morning. If any of the neighbours had been looking out they would have seen exactly what I looked like: a whore coming home from work. Bruises and love bites covered my thighs, hips and neck. Dried cum was crusted across my stomach, back and the insides of my legs. The crop-top was torn so one breast stayed fully exposed. My hair hung in tangled clumps. The make-up had long since run and smeared. I limped up the path like someone who had been used for hours without rest.

They had fucked me with only a few short breaks, and every time Alex sent me to the bathroom he sent Trinnie with me. Going alone was not an option. Each trip she offered the pipe again.

It finally clicked on the third visit.

“He wants me to do it?” I asked.

“He’d like you to.” She smiled, eyes still glassy.

“Why?”

“Cause you’re less likely to run off and change your mind if you’re high.”

“He wants me addicted.”

“Nah.” She shook her head. “He won’t allow that. I’m not allowed either. He doesn’t want a skinny meth-head with no teeth. He just wants you to know your place.”

“I know my place.”

She grinned wider. “Not yet you don’t. But you will.”

My resolve held for the rest of the night. I smoked the grass they passed around and drank the shots they handed me, but I left the crystal alone. It was not easy. The voice in the back of my head kept repeating the same thing; my body was no longer mine. It belonged to Alex. What he wanted, went. Part of me still thought it was ridiculous that he expected me to touch hard drugs at all. Then I remembered the warning he had given me the first time he walked into our house. He was not a nice man. None of them were. They were career criminals. I had chosen to step into a gang, and everything that came with that life was now part of the deal.

My hand reached for the lock on the front door, then stopped. I remembered the order. The door was to stay unlocked from now on. A small smile pulled at the corner of my mouth. While I had been on my knees in that back room the address had been given out to every man present. The promise was simple and absolute; I was completely free use. Anywhere. Anytime. Anyone who knew the door was open could walk in and take what they wanted. I left the lock alone, turned the handle, and stepped inside.

I reached the bedroom and left the light off. The glow from the hallway was enough. Mark lay on his back in the middle of the bed, fast asleep, wearing the soft pink satin nightie. The front of it was stiff with dried cum. He had clearly wanked more than once while I was gone. I stood there for a moment and let a small smile form.

Then I turned toward the bathroom and walked straight into a large black bin bag left on the floor. It tipped over. Mark’s old underpants and socks spilled out across the carpet: plain cotton, the ordinary things he had worn for years.

I gathered them back into the bag, still not quite sure what I was looking at, then crossed to the chest of drawers and opened his underwear drawer. All the lace and satin knickers I had bought him were still there. Next to them sat several new multipacks of cheap satin briefs, the kind sold in the local supermarket, bought quickly and paid for at the self-checkout. They were simple, a little shiny, and soft enough for a sissy to wear without complaint.

I closed the drawer and smiled again. I knew exactly what it meant.

I changed my mind about the bathroom. Instead I peeled the ruined panties down my legs, left them on the floor, and climbed onto the bed. Mark was still deeply asleep. I settled over him and rocked his shoulder gently until his eyes flickered open in the half-light.

The moment he focused on me I lowered my cunt straight onto his mouth.

“Lick,” I said, voice soft enough to match the quiet of the house at four in the morning.

His tongue moved at once. He licked carefully along the sore, swollen folds, tasting the salt and the leftover mess of the night. Then he pushed deeper, working the tip inside me to gather the thick ropes of cum that still leaked out in slow, heavy strands. I felt the mild suction as he tried to draw more of it into his mouth, followed by the warm rush of fresh saliva as the taste clearly affected him. A low moan slipped from my throat. He answered it with one of his own, the sound vibrating against my cunt. Behind me the mattress shifted. His hand had reached down and closed around his cock inside the satin nightie.

“No. Stop touching yourself,” I told him. “None of that.”

He stopped the moment I ordered it, let out another low moan, and went straight back to licking. His tongue stayed busy, slow and thorough, until the pressure that had been building finally broke. I came quietly, thighs trembling around his head, while he kept working every last trace of cum out of me.

When the last wave faded I stood up and walked to the light switch. Before I touched it I stripped the rest of the way: the torn crop-top, the mini-skirt, everything that still clung to me. Only then did I flick the switch. The overhead light flooded the room.

“Look at me,” I said. There was no shame left in my voice. “Look at what they did to your innocent wife.”

Mark pushed himself up on his elbows. His eyes moved over the bruises, the love bites, the dried streaks of cum still visible on my skin, the swollen state of my cunt and the faint limp I could not hide.

“Oh my god.”

“Sixteen men,” I told him. “Completely free use. Mouth, pussy, arse. I gave them everything. I am theirs. I am a whore. I am a fucking dirty little cumdump slut. I am this. Tell me what you see.”

He stared for a long moment, mouth slightly open, blinking as if he needed the extra seconds to take it in. Then he swallowed and answered in a quiet, hoarse voice.

“The most beautiful vision. You look completely and utterly used.”

“Do you want me to shower?” I asked.

I stank. Grass, sweat and the thick smell of cum clung to every part of me. I was filthy. Part of me hoped he would say no so I could stay exactly as I was.

“No,” he answered, simple and certain.

I climbed onto the bed beside him and pulled the soft pink nightie over my head. He was already wearing a pair of little pink satin briefs. His cock was hard inside them, but not large enough to push past the waistband. I reached down and began rubbing him through the smooth fabric, slow at first, then firmer.

“Keep looking at me,” I told him. “This is how I’m going to look from now on. This is not even the worst of it. They’re going to mark me. They own me now.”

I rubbed harder, faster, watching his face.

“You’ll never fuck me again. I’m a black-cock slut now. I’m owned. I’m a slut. I’m a whore. I’m not yours any more. Say it.”

“You’re not mine any more.”

“That’s right. Any black man could walk through that unlocked door and use me whenever he likes. How does that make you feel?”

“Amazing,” he gasped, eyes fixed on the bruises and the dried cum still marking my skin.

“They could tell me to piss myself right here and I would do it. How does that make you feel?”

“Heaven.”

“They could turn me into a proper street whore. They probably will. They almost certainly will. How does that make you feel?”

“Oh, so good!”

His hips jerked. Cum flooded the satin briefs in thick pulses, turning the bright pink dark and wet under my hand.

I pulled my hand away with a small smirk.

“They will use you if you dress like that. But you already knew that, didn’t you.”

The post-climax haze had settled over him. He was less eager for the filthy talk now, but I could see he was still soft and confused from everything he had done while I was gone. He had clearly wanked enough times that night to leave his head scrambled.

“I didn’t sign the contract,” he said.

It was a weak excuse and we both knew it. I stayed silent. After a few seconds his frown deepened and colour rose in his cheeks.

“I know. Should I sign the contract?”

“Not yet. Maybe it won’t be needed.”

“Why?”

“The contract’s mostly for show. It means very little in real terms. He wants to be sure I’m not a copper trying to get inside his operation.”

The fact that Alex was a proper criminal still did not seem to have fully registered with Mark, even though the man had first walked into our house as a burglar.

“How do you plan to prove you aren’t?”

“Leave that to me.” I smiled.

I decided against a full shower, but my teeth still needed cleaning. I stood at the bathroom mirror and looked at the body staring back at me: bruises, bite marks, dried cum, the torn crop still hanging off one shoulder. A small shudder ran through me. For a moment I scared myself with how far I was prepared to go just to feed this need.

Any decent psychologist would have given it a clean label. Sex addiction. I already knew that. I simply did not care. I had no interest in beating the addiction. I wanted to feed it until it ran through every part of me. Was that wrong? Yes. Completely. But I had nothing else that felt this necessary. I needed it.

Tonight I had been thrown around, treated like a rag doll for hours, and for the first time in a long while I had felt properly right in my own skin. This was who I was. This was who I needed to be.

When I walked back into the bedroom I saw the single tear tracking down Mark’s cheek. He was still confused. He did not carry the same addiction I did. His was tied to me, to keeping me happy, and it was not as strong as mine. The conflict was already eating at him. Whatever he had said in the heat of the moment, I knew the doubt would return.

“Good night,” I said, and switched off the light.

I lay down in the dark and wondered whether anyone would walk through the unlocked door before morning.


Three

Mark was already gone when I woke. He had left for work, though I doubted he was concentrating on much. My body ached the moment I stretched. I checked the time: half past ten. My phone showed no new messages. No one had come through the unlocked door. No one had called. The silence bothered me more than I expected.

The previous night returned in pieces. I reached down and started rubbing my clit hard, the realisation hitting me clean and sharp. I was a free-use slut for a gang of criminals. I had let a whole group of them fuck me raw, no condoms, just use me over and over like a cheap toy. The thought alone was enough. I came quickly, sighed, and smiled.

I went to the shower and found myself hoping someone would walk in while I was under the water, take me there and then without a word. One climax had not been enough. I angled the shower head between my legs and rubbed myself to a second orgasm, picturing every filthy thing I still wanted them to do to me.

Afterwards I dried off and opened my underwear drawer. I tapped my fingers against my bare stomach while I decided. Bra? No. Panties? No. I closed the drawer and went to the wardrobe instead. I pulled out a short purple PVC mini-skirt I usually only wore clubbing and a black lacy bralette crop-top. That was all. Nothing underneath. That was enough.

I finished my hair and put on make-up far heavier and more obvious than I would normally wear. Then I went downstairs, slid a mug under the coffee machine and pressed the button. While it buzzed I opened the fridge. What I wanted was plain white yoghurt, something clean and filling that would not leave me bloated. I still wanted the flat stomach that showed under the crop-tops.

“Bollocks,” I muttered. Not only was there no yoghurt left, the fridge was almost empty.

My phone pinged. A message from the office asking if I could handle a viewing tomorrow.

I only worked part-time, but the simple fact that I still needed a job at all had slipped my mind. Today was my day off, which helped. Tomorrow I would have to stand in someone else’s house, smile, and pretend I cared about selling their lovely home. The last sale had paid a decent commission. I could keep playing the ordinary working white girl a little longer. Why not?

For now, though, I still needed something to eat, and I was set on that yoghurt.

“Fuck,” I said, and grabbed the car keys. The coffee sat untouched and cooling in the machine.

Fifteen minutes later I pulled into the car park of the local supermarket. It was a weekday and still early, so the place was quiet. Even so, the simple act of going shopping felt strangely distant, as if it belonged to a version of me that no longer existed. I sat in the car for a minute and watched ordinary people walking in and out with their bags and trolleys. I looked at them and thought, I bet none of you had your cervix pounded by sixteen men last night.

Even whores needed to eat. I reasoned that much, then opened the door and got out.

I talked myself into getting out of the car, then walked over to the trolleys. I pulled one free, stepped behind it and leaned on the handle the way a child might, pushing it slowly through the automatic doors. It never once crossed my mind that I looked like an absolute slut, or that every person who glanced at me would either be judging me or getting hard. I simply walked the aisles and dropped items into the trolley without thinking about how I appeared.

I was halfway down the breakfast cereal aisle when a hand settled firmly on my arse. The ordinary reaction would have been to spin round and shout. That impulse still flickered for half a second, then the newer training took over. I was free use now. The knowledge sat solid and settled in my chest. A soft sigh left me and a small smile formed without effort. I leaned further forward against the trolley handle, pushing my arse back into the contact, and simply waited for whatever came next.

The hand slid down and under the short PVC skirt. Two fingers pushed straight into me without pause. I turned my head just enough to see who it was. One of the younger men from the night before: short beard, shaved head, smaller build than the rest. He gave a slight tilt of his chin in greeting. I smiled back.

“You’re wet still,” he said, voice low.

“I’m always fucking wet lately.”

“Wanna fuck?”

“Yes.”

Thirty seconds later we were inside the disabled toilet. The trolley stood abandoned outside the door. I had my arms wrapped around his shoulders and was already riding him, rising and dropping in short, urgent movements while his thick cock stretched me open again. I panted and moaned without any attempt to keep quiet. If someone heard, they heard.

We kissed, mouths open and messy, tongues sliding together while I kept riding him. I could not tell whether he was trying to quiet the noise I was making or simply wanted the contact. Either way it did not last. He lifted me off his cock, turned me round and pushed me forward until my hands had to brace against the cold edge of the sink. Then he drove back into me from behind in one hard thrust. The new angle let him go deeper. Each stroke slammed against the sore, used places inside me and stripped away whatever control I still had left. I stopped trying to stay quiet. When the orgasm hit I screeched, the sound bouncing off the tiled walls, then dropped into fast, shallow panting as the waves kept rolling through me one after another.

Each hard thrust forced another sharp pant from me. He was fucking me so fast that my breathing turned into a rapid, shallow rhythm, almost like hyperventilating, the same desperate pattern I imagined a woman might use to ride out the worst of labour. It hurt in exactly the way I needed it to hurt, deep and relentless, and the pain only made the pleasure sharper. I gripped the sink tighter and took every stroke.

Eventually he gripped my hips hard one last time and came. A thick, hot load flooded deep inside my cunt, pulse after pulse, more than I expected. He held himself there until the last of it was spent, then pulled out.

He turned me back around and we kissed once more, short and messy. When he broke it he gave me a quick grin, tugged his trousers up, and walked out without another word.

I stayed still for a few seconds, then straightened the PVC skirt as best I could and followed him out of the toilet. The corridor was empty. No one stood nearby to stare or judge. I walked back toward the abandoned trolley and the rest of the shopping as if nothing unusual had happened.

I was halfway through scanning my shopping at the self-checkout when someone tapped my shoulder. I turned, half-expecting another man from the night before, and found myself looking at an old friend I had not seen for about a year.

Linda and I had been close once, not best friends but solid ones. She had married first, an accountant whose name I could no longer remember. After the wedding we drifted. I always suspected her husband disliked Mark, though I never knew for certain. We kept in loose contact for a while; the odd phone call, the occasional coffee outdoors. Then about a year ago the messages simply stopped, and I had not really missed her.

She leaned in close and whispered, “You’ve got cum running down your leg.”

Then she pulled back and smiled.

“Oops. Just got fucked in the toilets.”

“I know. I didn’t realise it was you at first, but I heard the noise when I walked past. Everyone did.” Her grin widened. “I have a feeling there’s a story here. I don’t see Mark, and I do see a wedding ring.”

I felt no urge to blush. There was nothing left to hide. “Coffee?” I asked.

“Sounds great.”

“Let me just…”

I reached down, collected the thick trail of cum still sliding down my inner thigh, and lifted my fingers. I kept my eyes locked on Linda’s the entire time. Then I pushed the coated fingers into my mouth, closed my lips around them, and swallowed. The taste was familiar now; salty, heavy, still warm.

Her smile climbed higher. Something I had never seen on her face before settled there, clear and unmistakable. Respect.

“Oh my god! Pervert!” a large woman behind us gasped.

We ignored her completely. I finished paying for the shopping, Linda gathered her own bags, and we walked out of the store together.


Four

Linda blinked. She had clearly expected something milder when she sat down to listen: a straightforward affair, maybe a quick shag with the supermarket manager. Not that I had become a free-use slut for a local gang. Not that Mark and I had left the door unlocked and let a stranger walk in and use us both.

Even after the full story she did not judge me. She simply sat back in her chair and said, “I really didn’t think you had that in you.”

“Me neither, to be fair.” I laughed and licked the foam from the spoon. “But I’m not going back.”

“I don’t blame you,” she answered with a quiet chuckle.

The first thing I had noticed when we sat down was the bare finger where her wedding ring used to be. The pale band of skin was still visible. I did not ask. She would tell me if she wanted to. For now she was more interested in what had happened to me.

“Aren’t you afraid?” she asked.

“Of what?”

“Getting hurt. Getting sick. Getting arrested.”

“Not really.” I shrugged and stirred the coffee I was not really drinking. “Life wasn’t going anywhere, Linda. I love Mark, don’t get me wrong, but even with money, is this everything? For the past six months I felt like a prisoner. Not of the house, not of my husband, just of this planet. I watch the news: war, Trump, climate change, and I think, what’s the point? I could gather every scrap of evidence that I’m right and there would still be idiots who deny it all.”

She smiled faintly. “The loudest are not always the biggest.”

“Except they are, aren’t they? Look at Farage and Clacton. He has openly said he likes Putin. He has openly said he will do away with the NHS. He took millions from a crypto billionaire and the very next day demanded a tax exemption for crypto trading, something he was against the day before. Every piece of evidence shows the average working person would be worse off under him, and still people vote for him. Why? Why do we live in a world of idiots?”

Linda sighed and nodded. “You’re right, of course. But what you’re suggesting is you’ve given up.”

That was when I grinned. “No. That’s where you’re wrong. I haven’t given up. I’ve woken up. I’ve decided I just don’t care any more. I don’t care about other people’s judgements. I don’t care about their religious beliefs. I only care about me and my own happiness. Everyone else only cares about themselves, so why should I keep carrying the weight? So I’m going to get fucked. I’m going to be used like a slut and I’m going to take every ounce of pleasure I can from it.”

“When you look at it that way…” Linda said quietly, staring down at her own cup with a touch of sadness.

I pointed at the pale mark on her finger. “There’s a story there.”

“Not really. He cheated. I threw him out.”

“When?”

She gave a short, dry snort. “Last week.”

I finally took a sip of the coffee, then set the glass down. We sat in silence after that, both of us searching for the next thing to say and finding nothing useful. The quiet stretched. I knew exactly what I wanted. I wanted to get fucked again, hard and without ceremony. My phone had stayed silent all morning. I suspected Alex was not busy so much as giving me deliberate space to process the night before. I did not need space. I needed to relive it.

There was no chance I would message him and beg. Not yet. The need had to go somewhere else first.

“Linda?” I asked, keeping my voice slow and even.

“Yeah?”

I waited a beat longer than necessary, watching her face.

“Wanna have sex?”

Her head came up at once. Her eyes widened.

“Us?”

“Yeah.”

Another stretch of silence settled between us. I did not look away. Neither did she. The café noise continued around us, ordinary and distant.

“Okay,” she said at last.

We left the half-drunk coffees on the table and walked out to the car park. I told her to follow me. As I drove I kept one eye on the rear-view mirror, half-expecting her to come to her senses and peel off toward her own house before we reached mine. She stayed behind me the whole way.

When I pulled onto the drive she parked tightly against the pavement and got out at once. She walked quickly to the front door, nerves clear on her face. The simple idea that she was only a friend visiting another friend did not seem to occur to her. She was already thinking about who might see us, what it would look like, and how close she was to crossing a line she had never planned to cross. I unlocked the door and let her in.

“Come in,” I said.

I held the door open, let her step past me, then closed it and left the latch unlocked.

Linda stood in the hallway, unsure what to do with her hands. She glanced back at the door.

“Aren’t you going to lock that?”

“No. Alex or the boys might come. You mind?”

Her eyes flicked to the unlocked door again, then back to me. A faint flush had started on her neck.

“Would they fuck me too?” she asked.

I shrugged. “Dunno. Probably.”

She swallowed, still standing there with her hands half-raised, caught between wanting to leave and wanting to stay.

She blinked once, then nodded without speaking. I stepped closer and watched the way her chest rose and fell before I pressed my mouth to hers. My tongue pushed against her closed lips until they opened and the kiss deepened.

“Relax. It’s just sex,” I told her when we broke apart.

“I’ve never been with a woman.”

“You have. You.”

I knew what she meant. I simply wanted her to stop thinking so hard.

I unbuttoned the floral blouse, removed the plain, practical bra underneath, and pushed the long skirt down over her hips. Underneath she wore beige cotton knickers and skin-coloured tights. Both came off easily until she stood completely naked. Then I undressed in front of her. A small smirk pulled at my mouth as I watched her eyes move over my body. She was trembling, but not from cold. Nerves ran through her in clear waves.

I stepped in and pressed my naked body against hers. This time the kiss came more easily. When I felt her hands brush lightly against my back I knew the resistance was breaking.

“Bed,” I said, and led her upstairs.

A quiet giggle escaped her as we climbed. The nerves were already giving way to something warmer.

“This is crazy,” she whispered when we fell onto the mattress.

I brushed a strand of hair from her face and kissed her again, then moved down to one heavy breast and took the nipple into my mouth. She gasped and her hands came up to hold my head in place. Her eyes closed. A soft moan left her throat.

“Oh, Katie,” she whispered.

My fingers found the soft, hairy slit between her legs and eased inside. I kept the first strokes careful, giving her time to adjust to the new sensation and to the world I was pulling her into. Then I kissed my way down her body, rolled her fully onto her back, and settled between her thighs. I licked slowly along the wet folds, tasting the clear arousal that had already gathered there. Her fingers threaded into my hair and a deep, surprised groan left her mouth.

“Oh fuck, this is so good,” she cried.

Her legs began to tremble. Her whole body tensed and her face tightened.

“Don’t hold back,” I told her.

“I don’t want this to end.”

“Let go. You’ll have more.”

The trembling peaked. Her back arched hard off the mattress.

“Oh Katie, oh!” she cried as the orgasm tore through her. “Oh fuck! Yes! Yes! I’ve never… oh fuck!”

I kept licking but moved away from her clit, giving the oversensitive bud a moment to settle. Once her breathing evened out I returned and brought her straight to a second, louder climax.

Afterwards I climbed up and kissed her again. My thigh pressed firmly against her now hot, soaked cunt. The nervous edge had left the kiss completely; what remained was simple need. I took her hand and guided it between my own legs so she could feel how wet I already was. Then I rolled onto my back and told her to suck my nipple while she rubbed my clit. She obeyed at once, moaning quietly against my breast as the last of her barriers continued to fall.

After a short while of her mouth on my nipple I pressed gently on her shoulders. She understood at once and slid down the bed. The first licks were tentative, careful little strokes as she tasted me and tested her own reaction. Within seconds the caution faded. She found she liked it. Her tongue grew bolder, copying the same patterns I had used on her earlier; long slow licks, then deeper, then the addition of two fingers working inside me. She built the pressure steadily until the orgasm started to gather.

A thin trickle of the earlier load slipped out of me and met her tongue. She did not pull away or grimace. She simply moaned and lapped it up without hesitation.

Downstairs the front door slammed hard enough to carry up the stairs. Mark was still at work. This was not him.

Voices followed. I tried to count them. Two? Three?

The bedroom door opened. Three of the men from the second group last night stood in the doorway, already grinning as if they had walked straight into a private jackpot. It was obvious they had not expected to find anyone else here with me.

Linda turned her head toward them. Her expression sat somewhere between hesitation and clear arousal. Fear and confusion mixed in her eyes, but she did not move away from me.

The biggest of the three looked from me to her and back again.

“She part of this?”

I met Linda’s gaze and held it. I could not read a clear answer there, only the swirl of fear and something hotter underneath. So I answered for her.

“Yeah,” I said. “She is.”

The three men stripped without wasting time. Two of them stepped forward and offered their cocks to our mouths while the third reached down and pushed his fingers into both of us in turn. Linda opened her lips at once and took the shaft in front of her without any hesitation.

“Ah…” she gasped a moment later. “He’s big.”

I looked up. The third man was already pushing into her. He had gone fully hard just from the sight of the two of us on the bed together.

“Fuck her hard,” I said, smiling. “She needs it.”

They pulled me sideways across the bed for better access. One of the men planted his feet on either side of my head, squatted over my face and forced his cock straight down my throat. At the same time rough hands shoved my legs wide. The biggest of the three rubbed the head of his cock along my soaked folds for a second, then drove in hard. The sudden stretch felt enormous, almost like an arm pushing into me. I cried out around the cock in my mouth, then settled into it. I needed exactly this.

Beside me Linda had her head turned toward Mark’s pillow. Her eyes were slightly crossed as orgasm after orgasm rolled through her without pause. The man fucking her never slowed. He kept his teeth gritted and slammed into her in a steady, brutal rhythm. Her cries had turned into continuous wet gurgles. The big man reached across and twisted her left nipple hard between finger and thumb.

All three of them rotated freely. They switched holes, flipped us onto our bellies, fucked us harder, then switched again. Whenever we could manage it Linda and I kissed, mouths open and clumsy while our bodies were jerked forward and back by the thrusts.

“Like it?” I managed to ask between impacts.

“It’s…” she panted, another moan cutting the sentence, “the best sex ever.”

I grinned and reached over to turn her head toward the third man.

“Fuck her throat,” I told him. “Wreck it.”

He grinned back and shoved himself deep into her mouth. Immediate choking and coughing sounds filled the room.

Downstairs the front door opened again. More voices rose. Cars were pulling up outside. It was not one or two extra men. It sounded like most of the gang had decided to arrive at once.

Alex stepped into the bedroom and laughed out loud.

“Holy shit. Who’s this now?”

“My…” I could barely form the words while the cock kept pounding me, “my friend… ungh… Linda.”

“Nice!”

Joints were lit. Someone opened a window. A completely naked Trinnie climbed onto the bed and kissed me full on the mouth.

“Hey,” she said, smiling.

“Hey, sweetie.”

After that the house simply dissolved into free-use chaos. The three of us (Linda, Trinnie and me) were passed from man to man without pause; fucked, fingered, turned, used again. To my left someone pushed into Linda’s arse. At first she kept saying no, no, no. Within less than a minute the words flipped.

“Yes, yes, yes!”

Her head bounced as hands twisted in her hair. Another cock filled her throat while one filled mine and another filled Trinnie’s. When my eyes met Linda’s across the tangled bodies I could read the message clearly. She was not leaving tonight. Not a chance.

I needed the toilet.

“Go with her,” Alex told Trinnie.

I turned to him. “I don’t want to do meth.”

“A copper isn’t allowed to do Class A’s, even undercover,” he answered, voice flat and practical.

I held his gaze while Trinnie prepared the glass tube. The meaning landed all at once. He needed proof that I was not police. Something permanent on camera that no undercover officer would ever risk.

I made the decision in silence, then reached out and took the pipe from Trinnie’s hand.

“Record this,” I told Alex, nodding toward his phone.

He grinned, lifted it, and pointed the lens at me.

“This is me, Katie, doing meth,” I said clearly for the recording. Then I lit the bulbous end and drew the smoke deep into my lungs.

The smoke hit the back of my throat sharp and chemical. I held it in for a second, then let it out slowly.

For a moment nothing happened. Then the rush arrived all at once.

It started behind my eyes, a sudden bright pressure that flooded down through my chest and straight into my cunt. Every nerve lit up. My heart kicked hard against my ribs. The bruises and the soreness from the last hour did not disappear; they simply turned into something I wanted more of. Heat pooled low in my belly and spread until my whole body felt electric and oversensitive. The air on my skin, the residual stretch in my arse and cunt, even the taste still in my mouth: everything became sharper and more urgent.

I was wet again in seconds, dripping. The need to be filled, used, stretched, became almost painful in its intensity. I could feel my pulse in my clit. My nipples tightened so hard they ached. The room and the men in it looked clearer, closer, more necessary. I needed cock. I needed to be taken apart again, harder than before.

A low, involuntary moan left me. My free hand drifted between my legs without thought and started rubbing. The meth had not made me high in a floaty way. It had simply stripped away whatever small brakes were still left and turned the free-use hunger into pure, screaming demand.

“Oh fuck!”

The toilet was forgotten instantly. I grabbed the nearest hard cock, fell back onto the bed and pulled it straight into my soaked cunt in one urgent movement. The stretch made my eyes roll. Beside me Linda giggled around the shaft already filling her mouth, but I barely registered the sound. My gaze locked on Alex.

He stepped in close. The look on his face was pure pride. He pushed his cock deep into my throat without warning and held it there while I took it.

This was the best I had ever felt in my life. Every nerve was still singing from the meth, every thrust landed harder and deeper than before, and the only thought left in my head was that I never wanted it to stop.


Five

Mark pulled up outside the house and could not find a space. Cars lined both sides of the road. He ended up stopping half on the pavement. Neighbours were arriving home from work. He felt their eyes on him at once: direct, curious, already judging. A heavy pit settled in his stomach. Somehow they knew. He could not work out how, but the knowledge was there in the way they looked at him.

He switched off the engine and opened the door. The sounds hit him immediately. Skin slapping against skin. Deep male grunts. Katie’s familiar moans, and then other female voices mixed in with them. More than one woman.

He glanced toward the wide-open windows. A visible haze of smoke drifted out. It was not cigarette smoke.

The neighbours were not staring because they felt sorry for a man whose wife was having an affair. This was something else entirely, and they could hear it as clearly as he could. This was a kink situation being played out in full view of the street.

Mark stayed in the driver’s seat, listening, unable to make himself get out. He could not walk into that house. Under his work trousers he was wearing knickers, thick stockings and a suspender belt. No one had forced him into them. He had put them on himself out of a raw need for humiliation. Part of him almost wished someone would force the next step, take the choice away completely, so he would not have to decide whether to open the car door and go inside.

He knew he could not go in. The moment he stepped through the unlocked door he would give in completely. He would drop to his knees, open his mouth, and serve whoever was nearest. The need for exactly that ran through him hot and constant. He wanted it. He needed it. Yet he could not take the step himself. That was the barrier. Until someone forced him; pulled him inside, ordered him down, removed the last scrap of choice, he would stay frozen in the car, listening to the sounds and doing nothing.

So he started the engine and drove on. He ended up at the cinema, bought a ticket for whatever was showing next, and sat in the dark nursing a persistent semi while the film played in front of him. He barely followed the plot. Most of the time he was arguing with himself.

What if he simply went back? What if he walked through the unlocked door and gave in? The answer was immediate and clear. He would drop. He would fall into a dark, permanent pit and lose whatever was left of the man he still recognised as himself. That knowledge kept him in the seat.

The film ended. People stood and began filing out. Mark stayed where he was, staring at the scrolling credits until the last name had disappeared and the lights came up.

“No after-credits scene, bro,” a teenager said as he passed.

“Fuck off,” Mark muttered without looking at him.

The house lights were fully up before Mark finally left the cinema. He drove past the house once. The windows were still open. The sounds and the smoke were unchanged. Cars still lined the street. He kept going and headed back to the office, telling himself he would get some work done instead.

He did not notice that I was leaning against the open bedroom window, cigarette between my fingers, while a man fucked me steadily from behind. I saw his car slow, recognised it, then checked the time.

I turned my head toward the man behind me.

“I… ungh… oh fuck… need to call my husband.”

“Then call him,” he said, grinning, never slowing his thrusts.

I dialled. A few rings later Mark answered.

“Hi, honey. I’m running late.”

“Uh-huh. Babe, come home now.”

“Just at the office…”

“Shut the fuck up.” The meth still sharp in my system made the words come out hard and jittery. “I saw you drive by. You know what’s happening. Get home, get on your knees and suck.”

A short silence followed. When he spoke again his voice was soft, heavy, and thick with arousal. The order had given him exactly the external force he had been waiting for.

“Yes, Mistress.”

A few minutes later Mark stood in the bedroom doorway, frozen. His eyes moved slowly across the room. Linda was on her back with a cock in her mouth, another in her cunt and a third working into her arse. Trinnie was bent over the back of a chair, one man buried in her from behind while another used her throat. I was still at the open window, breasts resting on the sill, a spliff between my lips, a man slamming into me from behind in full view of the street.

Alex walked over to him.

“Get undressed.”

“Y-yes, Sir.”

Mark stripped out of the work shirt, trousers and shoes. Underneath he was already wearing the pink satin lingerie; stockings, suspender belt and knickers. The moment the last of the ordinary clothes hit the floor a hand settled on the back of his head. He dropped to his knees at once and opened his mouth.

The moment the cock slid into Mark’s mouth a low, grateful moan left him. The sound made me smile even while I was still being fucked against the window. He needed this as badly as I did. He needed to submit.

One of the other men stepped closer, clearly intending to take more than a mouth. Alex put a hand out and stopped him.

“He’s not agreed to that,” Alex said. “He can suck cock, but that’s it until I see he’s ready.”

After Alex finished in Mark’s mouth he ordered him to clean the women. Mark moved on his knees to Trinnie and began licking the fresh cum from her cunt. Alex crouched beside him.

“Listen. I get it. This is hard for you. There’s going to be changes and you ain’t ready for all of them yet. So in the meantime, here’s how it’s going to be. I own Katie. She’s my bitch now, which means you don’t touch her without my say-so. If you’re cool with being next to us when we use her, you can stay in the bed. Otherwise you move into a spare room.”

“Mmmhmm,” Mark answered around his work.

“Next.” Alex glanced over at me. “You need to get him a chastity cage. A bitch like him can’t keep wanking off. It’ll only confuse him. Get him caged.”

“I will,” I panted, another man already thrusting into me again.

“When I fuck my bitches, you’ll clean. Every time. No complaints. Got that?”

“Mmmhmm.”

“And you’ll clean our cocks. Got that?”

“Mmmhmm.”

“Finally, we will not use you the way we use her until you say you’re ready. No one is going to force you. Not your wife, not anyone else.”

Next to them the man fucking Linda finished with a hard final thrust and pulled out. Alex tapped Mark’s shoulder and pointed. Mark moved across on his knees. Linda looked down in clear surprise as he settled between her thighs and began licking the fresh load from her hairy cunt.

“Hi… erm… Linda,” he said quietly.

“Hey…” she answered, still catching her breath. Then a small grin formed. “Oh yes. Very good boy.”

Alex walked over to me.

“Let’s talk.”

I followed him downstairs to the living room. He sat on the sofa and tapped his thigh. I climbed onto his lap and he settled an arm around me, possessive and steady.

“He’s fragile, I think,” Alex said. “All the wanking is making him question himself. You need to stop that. Cage it and don’t let him out, no matter how much he begs.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Eventually he’ll break. He’ll beg for anal, beg to be turned into a proper slut. When that happens you start giving him the things that will finish the job. Hormones, mainly. Keep him dressed. Find ways to break what’s left of his will.”

“What about his job?” I asked. “His wages still pay most of the bills.”

Alex nodded. “What do you do?”

“Estate agent.”

Another nod. “So you see what people have in their houses. Security systems and the rest?”

“Yeah?”

“How good’s your memory?” He grinned.

My eyes widened. “I… I can’t be an accessory to a crime.”

“Honey, you’re my bitch now. That means I protect you. But make no mistake, you work for me. Nobody gets hurt. Just some stuff goes missing from time to time.”

“I thought you made your money on the drugs?”

He pulled a face. “Nah. That’s small-time. We’ve got the chop-shop, but…”

“What if I found you a better way to make money?” I said.

“How do you mean?”

“I mean, how much can you actually make with this petty stuff?”

He shrugged. “Dunno. I know it ain’t enough.”

I thought for a moment. Mark worked for a pharmaceutical company. He wrote the safety documentation for new drugs, and he had always talked freely at home about the side-effects the regulators preferred to keep quiet. One example sat clear in my memory: a new antacid that, when mixed with a particular women’s-libido compound and a measured amount of phenobarbital, produced a high comparable to heroin but with the sharp sexual rush of meth. It was less addictive and physically safer, yet the combination had been scrubbed from every official record because the chance of accidental mixing was considered near zero and no one wanted the liability.

“What if you could produce a new designer drug?” I asked. “One nobody else could match?”

“How?”

I smiled. I had just become far more valuable to the group than a simple free-use hole.

To be continued…
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