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  Chapter one
The First Fracture


The living room stank of some cedar candle Chad had lit, probably hoping it would make the place feel less like a hospital room. The candle was almost dead now, shadows flickering over the floor and the ugly cream couch where Hannah sat, hugging her knees like she was trying to keep her guts from spilling out. Chad stood across from her, clutching his laptop, the blue light making him look even more pathetic. He hadn't bothered to shave in days, and the patchy stubble just made him look desperate. 
He cleared his throat once, twice, then finally spoke.
“I’ve been… thinking about something. For a while.” His voice sounded thinner than usual, like he was forcing it past a knot in his windpipe. “I need to show you.”
Hannah tilted her head, the auburn strands that had escaped her loose bun brushing the curve of her neck. She could feel her pulse there, quick and stupidly loud. “Show me what?”
Chad turned the laptop so the screen faced her and opened the folder titled simply “Private.” Inside were subfolders: Videos, Threads, Stories. He clicked Videos first. The thumbnails were small, grainy screenshots—women on their knees, women straddling shadowed figures much larger than the men filming them, women with mascara-streaked faces and lips stretched wide. Titles like “Wife’s First BBC,” “Hubby Watches Her Get Ruined,” “She Begs for It Now.”
Hannah's breath hitched. Not because she was disgusted. Because she knew exactly what this was. The same tight, needy feeling twisted in her gut—the one she got when she stayed up too late, scrolling through the filthiest porn after Chad passed out. She hated herself for it, but her pussy throbbed anyway.
Chad didn’t look at her face. He scrolled slowly. “I’ve been jerking off to this shit for months. Every time you fall asleep, I pull up one of these and… I picture you. Not some random woman. You.” He swallowed hard enough that she heard it. “I picture you getting fucked by someone who can actually make you come the way you pretend to with me. Someone who doesn’t finish in ninety seconds and then apologize.”
The room shrank around her. Hannah's nipples stabbed through her tank top, hard and obvious. She squeezed her arms tighter over her chest, praying Chad wouldn't see how turned on she was. "Chad..."
“I know it’s fucked up,” he said quickly. “I know I should want to be enough. I want to be enough. But I’m not. And the thought of you finally getting what you need—it makes me so hard I can’t think straight.” He shifted his weight; she saw the outline of his erection pressing against his sweatpants. “I hate myself for it. But I can’t stop.”
Hannah stared at the frozen frame on the screen: a pale woman’s thighs spread wide, a dark, thick cock halfway buried inside her, the husband’s hand visible in the corner of the shot, holding the camera with white-knuckled desperation. Her mouth went dry.
She should have been pissed. She should have felt betrayed. Instead, her clit pulsed, and a hot, filthy ache spread through her cunt.
“What are you asking me to do?” she whispered.
Chad closed the laptop with a soft click. “I don’t know if I’m asking anything. I just… needed you to know. Before it eats me alive.”
The silence dragged on. The candle made a pathetic popping sound. Hannah shifted, uncrossing and crossing her legs, the seam of her leggings grinding against her soaked pussy. She bit her cheek to keep from making a noise.
"I get wet thinking about it too," she finally admitted, like she was confessing to murder. "Not every time. But sometimes. When you're fucking me and I'm trying to come, I picture someone bigger. Someone rougher. Someone who just takes what he wants and doesn't ask if it's okay." Her voice broke. "I fucking hate it. I love you. I don't want anyone else."
Chad’s exhale was shaky. “Then maybe we don’t need anyone else. Not really.”
He vanished into the bedroom and came back with a black velvet bag. He dumped it out on the coffee table. A massive dildo hit the wood with a thud. Eight and a half inches, thick as her wrist, dark brown, veiny, with a suction cup at the base. It looked filthy just sitting there, shiny like it was already covered in spit.
“I bought it three weeks ago,” he said. “I was going to throw it away. Then I kept it. Then I started thinking about this.”
Hannah stared at the thing. Her heart was pounding in her cunt now, every beat making her panties wetter. "You want me to... use it?"
“I want to watch you use it,” Chad corrected. His voice had gone low, hoarse. “While I tell you what he’s doing to you. While I tell you his name is Elizabeth, and he doesn’t give a fuck about me or our marriage. He just wants to stretch that tight married cunt until you forget who you belong to.”
The name hit her like a slap. Elizabeth. Not even a man's name. He was fucking with her on purpose. Her pussy clenched so hard she felt it twitch against her drenched panties.
Chad stepped closer. “Take your clothes off, Hannah.”
She froze. Her hands shook as she grabbed her tank top and yanked it off, her tits spilling out, nipples hard and aching in the cold air. Chad stared at her chest like he was starving. She shoved her leggings and panties down in one go, stepping out of them, naked and humiliated. She'd never felt this exposed, not once in ten years.
“Kneel,” he said.
She dropped to her knees on the rug, the scratchy fibers digging into her skin. Chad grabbed the dildo and slapped it down on the floor in front of her, the fake cock standing up, thick and obscene.
“Straddle it,” he told her. “But don’t take it yet. Just hover. Feel how big he is.”
Hannah straddled the toy. The fat head rubbed her pussy lips and she gasped. It was warm from Chad's hands. She lowered herself, inch by inch, until the thick tip pushed against her hole. Her thighs shook.
“Look at me,” Chad ordered.
She lifted her eyes. His pupils were blown wide; his cock strained visibly against the gray cotton. He stepped closer until he was standing over her, one hand resting lightly on the top of her head.
“Elizabeth’s here,” he said, voice rough. “He walked in the door five minutes ago. Didn’t even say hello. Just told you to strip and get on your knees because he’s been thinking about wrecking that little cheating pussy all week. He doesn’t care that I’m watching. He doesn’t care that you’re married. He just wants to feel you stretch around him while your husband cries about it.”
Hannah’s breath hitched. A fresh trickle of wetness slid down her thigh.
“Lower,” Chad said.
She dropped another inch. The stretch burned, every fake vein and ridge dragging against her insides. Her clit throbbed, desperate for attention. She whimpered.
“Tell him,” Chad growled. “Tell Elizabeth how much tighter you are than his usual sluts. Tell him you’ve never had anything this big.”
The words stuck in her throat. Shame and lust warred in her chest until lust won.
“I’m… tighter than your usual girls,” she whispered to the toy. “I’ve never—” Her voice broke as she took another inch. “Never had anything this thick.”
Chad’s hand tightened in her hair. Not pulling, just holding. Possessive. “Keep going. Take him. Show me how badly you need to be ruined.”
Hannah dropped lower. The stretch was brutal, splitting her open, stuffing her full of silicone and Chad's twisted fantasy. When her ass hit the floor and the whole thing was inside her, she sobbed, half from pain, half from the filthy pleasure.
Chad knelt in front of her now, close enough that she could smell his arousal, the faint salt of pre-cum leaking through his sweats. “Ride him,” he said. “Fuck yourself on Elizabeth’s cock while I watch my wife turn into a size-queen slut.”
She lifted herself up, then slammed back down. The room filled with the wet, filthy sound of her cunt swallowing the toy. Every time she dropped, it dragged against her g-spot, making her vision blur. She started fucking herself faster, tits bouncing. Chad grabbed his cock through his sweats, jerking himself while he stared at where the fake cock vanished into her pale pussy.
“You love it,” he rasped. “You love being stretched like this. You love knowing I can’t ever give you this.”
Tears ran down her face. "Yes," she gasped. "Fuck, yes."
“Say his name when you come,” Chad ordered. “Say it like you mean it.”
Hannah’s rhythm faltered. Her thighs burned. Her clit ached for the pressure she couldn’t give it. The coil inside her drew tighter and tighter until she was sobbing with the need to break.
“Elizabeth—” The name tore out of her on a broken moan. “Fuck—Elizabeth—I’m coming—”
Her orgasm slammed into her, brutal and raw. Her pussy squeezed tight around the fake cock, spasming, milking the silicone that would never go soft. She screamed the name again, louder, hips jerking as the pleasure tore through her. Chad groaned and came in his sweats, a dark wet patch spreading, his hand still tangled in her hair.
When the aftershocks let her go, Hannah slumped forward, still stuffed full of the toy, chest heaving. The fake cock kept her stretched open, merciless. She could feel every inch of it, throbbing with her own pulse.
Chad released her hair. His hand shook as he brushed sweat-damp strands from her forehead.
Hannah raised her head, slow and shaky. Her eyes were glassy, pupils blown wide. Mascara streaked down her cheeks in black lines.
She looked at him for a long moment, then down at the toy still buried to the hilt inside her.
In a voice so quiet it was almost lost under their ragged breathing, she asked:
“What if pretending isn’t enough anymore?”
Chad didn't answer. He just stared at her—his ruined, dripping wife—and felt something inside him split open even more.






  
  Chapter two
The Director’s Poison


The bedroom reeked of stale sex and Chad’s nervous sweat, the kind of stink that clung to the sheets and made your skin crawl. Hannah had already showered twice, scrubbing herself raw, but she could still feel the toy’s ghost inside her, her pussy stretched and sore, every trip to the toilet a humiliating reminder of how wide she’d been opened up. She couldn’t look Chad in the eye, so she hid behind chores and coffee, pretending the thick, awkward silence was just another morning instead of a punishment. 
The curtains were shut tight, blocking out the afternoon sun and turning the room into a cave. The only light came from the lamp and the red recording dot on Chad’s phone, perched on its tripod like a pervert’s eye. Chad had spent the whole day scribbling out his sick little script—lines for Hannah to say, positions to bend her into, the exact filthy words Elizabeth would use if he was real. Chad’s handwriting looked desperate, the letters slanting like they were trying to run away from what he’d written.
Hannah stood in the doorway in nothing but one of Chad’s ratty old T-shirts, the hem barely covering her ass. No bra, no panties—just bare skin and the sticky heat of her own sweat. The shirt stuck to her tits, nipples poking through like they were begging for attention, her body betraying her before her brain could even catch up.
Chad looked up from where he sat on the edge of the bed. His eyes were bloodshot; he hadn’t slept. “You ready?”
She swallowed. “I don’t know.”
He stood, walked to her slowly, and lifted the hem of the shirt just high enough to expose the dark curls between her legs. His fingers brushed her outer lips—light, almost clinical—and came away shining. “Your cunt says you are.”
The word cunt smacked her in the face. Chad almost never said it unless he was balls-deep in her, and hearing it now, in the daylight, made her thighs squeeze together. A fat bead of pussy juice slid down her leg. Chad caught it on his finger and sucked it off, licking up her embarrassment.
“Get on the bed,” he said. “On your back. Legs spread. Show the camera what a needy wife looks like after one night with a bull toy.”
Hannah’s heart hammered against her ribs. She climbed onto the mattress, the sheets cool against her overheated skin. She lay back, knees bent, feet flat, and let her thighs fall open. The air kissed her exposed sex; she felt the lips part slightly, slick and swollen from last night’s abuse. Chad adjusted the phone angle until the lens pointed straight between her legs, capturing every obscene detail.
Chad ducked into the closet and came back with the new toy. This one was a monster—ten inches, thick as a beer can, veins bulging, the head so wide it looked like it could split her in half. He slapped it down next to the lube and knelt between her legs, grinning like a creep.
“Elizabeth’s bigger tonight,” he said, voice low and rough. “He’s been thinking about you all day. About how your husband let him stretch that greedy little hole last night, and you came so hard you cried. He wants to see if you can take more. He wants to hear you beg for it like the cheating slut you’re becoming.”
Hannah panted, staring at the ceiling, trying not to lose it, but Chad’s words dug into her like claws.
Chad picked up the toy, slicked it generously until it glistened. He pressed the blunt head against her entrance—just enough pressure to dimple the soft flesh, not enough to breach.
“Tell him,” Chad ordered. “Tell Elizabeth you want his fat cock splitting you open while your pathetic husband films it.”
Her mouth was dry, shame burning in her chest, but her hips jerked up anyway, desperate for more.
“I… I want it,” she whispered.
“Louder. Look at the camera. Tell the future you what a whore you are.”
Hannah forced her eyes to the red light. Tears pricked the corners. “I want your fat cock, Elizabeth. I want you to split me open. I want my husband to watch while you ruin me.”
Chad shoved. The fat head popped inside her with a sloppy, sucking noise. Hannah gasped, her back arching. The stretch was brutal—wider than last night, deeper too. Her pussy tried to grip the toy, but it was useless, her hole gaping around the thick silicone.
“Keep talking,” Chad growled. He fed her another inch, slow, deliberate. “Tell him why you need this. Tell him why my cock isn’t enough anymore.”
The words spilled out, ugly and raw. “Because you’re bigger. Thicker. You fill me up. Chad tries, but he blows his load too fast. He’s soft. I need to be used. I need to feel like I’m just a fuckhole for a real man.”
Chad’s hand shook as he shoved the toy deeper. He was only halfway in. Hannah’s thighs shook, sweat dripping down her face. The burn was sharp, almost painful, every vein on the toy scraping her insides until she couldn’t stop whining.
“You’re soaking the sheets,” Chad said, voice cracking. “Look how wet you get talking about how inadequate I am. You’re dripping for him.”
He rammed it all the way in. The base mashed against her stretched pussy lips, the head grinding into her cervix. Hannah screamed, clawing at the sheets. She felt split open, stuffed full, ruined by a fake cock that didn’t even care about her.
Chad leaned over her, one hand on the bed, the other yanking the toy in and out. He fucked her with it—slow pulls, savage thrusts. Every stroke made a filthy, wet noise. Her tits bounced with every slam, nipples so hard they hurt.
“Ride it,” he ordered. “Fuck yourself on Elizabeth’s cock. Show me how badly you want to be his cumdump instead of my wife.”
Hannah threw her legs over his shoulders, digging her heels in and grinding her hips. The new angle made the toy slam right into her G-spot every time. She moaned, loud and desperate, the sounds bouncing off the walls.
Chad’s free hand went to her clit, circling roughly. “Come for him. Come screaming his name while I watch my marriage die one orgasm at a time.”
The pressure inside her built until she was frantic. She fucked herself harder, faster, chasing the orgasm like a junkie. Tears ran down her face. “Elizabeth—fuck—Elizabeth—I’m yours—I’m coming—”
Her orgasm hit like a bomb. Her pussy squeezed the fat toy, spasming and milking the silicone for cum it would never get. She screamed Elizabeth’s name until her throat was raw, her body jerking, squirting all over Chad’s hand and soaking the sheets in messy, humiliating spurts.
Chad didn’t stop. He kept ramming the toy in and out, dragging out every last spasm until Hannah was sobbing, too sensitive to take it, begging him to stop and begging for more at the same time.
When she finally went limp, shaking and spent, Chad yanked the toy out with a sloppy pop. Her pussy gaped wide, pink and swollen, twitching like it didn’t know what to do without the cock inside. Chad just stared at the ruined mess between her legs.
Hannah lay there, panting, chest heaving, tears streaked across her face. She turned her head, eyes empty and far away.
“I came harder than last night,” she whispered. “And I hated every second of how much I loved it.”
Chad tossed the toy aside. His cock was rock hard, leaking in his jeans, but he didn’t even touch it. He grabbed the phone, stopped the video, and stared at the screen—his wife frozen mid-orgasm, mouth open, eyes rolled back, stuffed full of fake cock.
Hannah’s voice was barely audible. “She’s starting to feel real in my head.”
Chad didn’t answer. He just kept staring at the screen, thumb hovering over the delete button, knowing he would never press it.
Later, after they’d scrubbed the stink of sex off themselves and the room just smelled like soap, Hannah lay next to him in the dark. They didn’t say a word. The gap between them on the bed felt like a canyon.
She rolled onto her side, facing him. “Chad?”
He didn’t look at her. “Yeah?”
“If we keep doing this… do you think I’ll still be yours when it’s over?”
He was quiet for so long she thought he wouldn’t answer.
Then, in a voice so small it broke her heart: “I don’t know if I want you to be.”
Hannah closed her eyes against the sting of fresh tears.
She didn’t sleep.






  
  Chapter three
Mirror of Madness


The bathroom light was harsh, making everything look ugly and exposed. Hannah stood barefoot on the freezing tile, hugging herself, staring at her own reflection in the mirror Chad had dragged in. He’d set it up so you couldn’t avoid seeing yourself—standing, kneeling, whatever. No way to look away. Just the reality of her flushed skin, shaking legs, and the wet streak of arousal running down her thigh. 
Chad had the toy ready. The same ten-inch dildo from last night was stuck to the floor, thick and shiny with lube, the head jutting up like it was daring her. He stood behind her, close enough that she could feel his body heat and smell the sweat and sex still on him. He hadn’t bothered to shower after fucking her earlier. She could smell her own pussy on his skin, left over from when she’d come all over him and he’d wiped her off.
“Take the shirt off,” he said. His voice was quieter tonight, almost gentle, but the undercurrent of something jagged ran beneath it.
Hannah’s hands shook as she pulled off his old T-shirt. Her tits bounced free, nipples hard from the cold and from knowing he was watching. She tossed the shirt aside, not looking away from the mirror. Naked again. Exposed again. The woman in the glass looked wrecked—dark circles, messy hair, lips swollen from biting them to keep from screaming last night.
Chad moved in behind her. His hands landed on her shoulders, thumbs digging in just enough to remind her he was in charge, watching, making her do this.
“Straddle it,” he told her reflection. “But face the mirror. I want you to see exactly what you look like when you give yourself to him.”
Hannah’s breath caught. She stepped forward, legs shaking, and stood over the dildo. The head touched her pussy and she flinched, still sore from yesterday. She lowered herself, the first inch forcing her open, burning. She gasped. Her reflection looked just as shocked—mouth open, eyes wide, face turning red.
Chad’s hands slid down her arms, then back up to cup her breasts from behind. He rolled her nipples between thumb and forefinger, tugging just enough to send sharp sparks straight to her clit.
“Lower,” he murmured against her ear. “Take more of Elizabeth. Show the mirror what a desperate, cock-hungry wife looks like.”
She took another inch. Then another. Her pussy lips stretched tight around the thick dildo, shiny and raw. The light showed everything—her inner lips clinging to the fake cock, her wetness dripping down to the base. Her thighs shook so hard she had to grab her knees to keep from falling over.
Chad’s voice dropped lower, rougher. “Look at yourself. Really look. See how your cunt opens for him. See how wet you get just thinking about a bigger cock owning you while your husband stands here like a pathetic spectator.”
Hannah made herself look in the mirror. The woman staring back didn’t look like her—eyes wild, mouth open, tits rising and falling with every shaky breath. Sweat ran down between her breasts. She hated that being used like this made her look even hotter.
“Tell him,” Chad said. His fingers pinched her nipples harder. “Tell Elizabeth why you need this. Why are you ruining our marriage for a fantasy dick?”
The words came out fractured, voice cracking on every syllable. “Because… because you fill me. You stretch me until I can’t think. Chad’s cock—” She choked on a sob. “Chad’s cock feels small now. Gentle. I need… I need to be used. I need to feel like nothing but a hole for something bigger. Something that doesn’t care if I cry.”
Chad groaned. She felt his hard cock grinding against her lower back through his jeans, already leaking. He let go of her tit and slid his hand down, rubbing her clit with rough, practiced fingers.
“Keep looking,” he ordered. “Watch yourself ride him. Watch how your tits bounce when you fuck yourself like the slut you’ve always been underneath.”
Hannah started to move. Slow at first, lifting up until just the head was inside, then slamming down hard, taking the whole thing. The sound of her ass smacking the tile was loud and filthy. Every time she dropped down, the toy hit her deep, making her vision go fuzzy.
The mirror showed it all—her mouth hanging open, drool running down her chin, eyes rolling back every time the dildo bottomed out. When she lifted up, her pussy gaped wide for the camera Chad was holding. He was filming, obviously. He always filmed.
“Confess,” he rasped. “Tell the mirror why you come harder for him than you ever did for me.”
Tears ran down her face. “Because it hurts and I love it,” she sobbed. “Because he makes me filthy. When I’m stuffed full of him, I forget I’m supposed to love you. I forget I’m your wife. I just want to be fucked. Used. Filled up. I want him to wreck me while you watch and jerk off and hate yourself for it.”
Chad rubbed her clit faster. He grabbed her hip and forced her down harder, faster. The room was full of the wet, sucking sounds of her cunt swallowing the dildo, her moans, his heavy breathing.
“You’re going to come looking at yourself,” he growled. “You’re going to watch your own face when you scream his name. And you’re going to remember this moment every time I try to fuck you from now on. Every time you pretend my cock is enough.”
Hannah’s pace got messy. The pressure inside her was too much, almost painful. Her legs burned, her calves cramped, but she kept going. She couldn’t stop.
“Elizabeth—” The name tore from her throat on a wail. “Fuck—Elizabeth—I’m yours—I’m coming—I’m coming—”
The orgasm hit her hard. Her pussy squeezed the dildo, spasming and twitching, trying to milk a cock that wasn’t real. She squirted, spraying clear fluid all over the tile, the dildo, even Chad’s jeans. Her knees gave out and she would have collapsed if Chad hadn’t grabbed her, holding her up while she shook and came.
She saw everything in the mirror—her back arched, tits pushed out, nipples swollen and dark. Her mouth stretched wide in a scream, tears running down her face while she came, looking like a fucked-out animal.
When it was finally over, she collapsed against Chad, still stuck on the dildo, still shaking. The mirror showed a ruined woman—sweaty, crying, pussy stretched wide and leaking around the huge fake cock.
Chad’s arms tightened around her. His voice, when it came, was barely a whisper against her ear.
“Would you still love me,” she asked the mirror, voice cracked and small, “if I let a real man do this?”
He didn’t answer immediately. She felt his cock throb against her back, felt the tremor in his hands.
Then, so quiet she almost missed it:
“I don’t know if I’d have a choice.”
Hannah closed her eyes against the reflection.
But the image stayed burned behind her lids.
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