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Chapter 1: The Return
The doorbell rang at 7:42 p.m. on a Thursday, the kind of quiet evening Adrian had grown used to since the divorce. One year, three months, and twelve days since Hannah walked out, or rather, since he’d finally told her to leave after catching her bent over the kitchen island with his former best friend’s cock buried inside her for the third time that month. He opened the door without checking the peephole. There she stood under the porch light, rain-slicked hair clinging to her cheeks, mascara already smudged from the downpour or tears, he couldn’t tell which. 
Same full lips, same curves that used to make his mouth water just looking at her. She wore a thin white blouse that had turned nearly transparent, nipples dark and hard against the fabric, no bra. A short black skirt, thighs glistening. She looked like sin begging for absolution. “Adrian,” she whispered, voice cracking. “I’m sorry. I need to talk. Please.” He stared at her for a long beat, cock twitching traitorously against his jeans despite the rage still simmering in his gut. “You’ve got five minutes.” She stepped inside, dripping on the hardwood. The scent of her wet skin, vanilla shampoo, and that unmistakable musk of arousal hit him like a drug. 

He shut the door harder than necessary. They stood in the foyer, inches apart. She shivered, arms wrapped around herself. “I never stopped loving you. The affairs... they weren’t about you not being enough. They were me being broken. I couldn’t stop wanting. Needing. More. All the time.” Adrian laughed, cold. “You needed more cock than one man could give. You needed to feel wanted by strangers while I waited at home like an idiot.” Her eyes filled. “Yes. And I hated myself for it. But I hate myself more without you.” He stepped closer, towering over her. She didn’t flinch. Instead, her breath hitched, pupils dilating. Fuck, she was already wet, he could smell it. “You think you can just show up, say sorry, and I’ll forget?” His voice dropped lower. “You think I don’t still jerk off thinking about how you looked riding that prick while moaning my name?”

Hannah’s lips parted. A soft whimper escaped. “Do you?” “Every goddamn night.” He grabbed her chin, thumb pressing into her lower lip. “You destroyed us. But yeah, I still want to fuck you until you can’t walk. Until you’re crying and begging and leaking everywhere.” She trembled, thighs pressing together. “Then do it. Punish me. Use me. I’ll take whatever you give.” Adrian’s control snapped like cheap thread. He shoved her against the wall, mouth crashing onto hers. She tasted like rain and guilt and desperate hunger. Her tongue met his eagerly, sloppy, teeth clacking. He bit her lip hard enough to draw a gasp, then soothed it with his tongue. Hands roamed, yanking her blouse open, buttons popping, exposing those perfect tits. Nipples pebbled, begging. He pinched one roughly; she arched, moaning into his mouth. “On your knees,” he growled.

She dropped instantly, skirt riding up to show lace panties soaked through. No hesitation. She fumbled with his zipper, freeing his cock, thick, veined, already leaking precum. She looked up at him with those big, wet eyes as she licked the tip, tasting him. “Fuck, Hannah.” He fisted her hair, guiding her down. She took him deep, gagging almost immediately, throat convulsing. Spit dribbled down her chin, mixing with tears. She didn’t stop, sucking sloppily, hollowing her cheeks, tongue swirling. Messy, noisy, obscene. Drool strung from her lips to his shaft every time she pulled back. 

He fucked her face, hips snapping, balls slapping her chin. “You missed this, didn’t you? Choking on dick like the slut you are.” She moaned around him, vibrations shooting up his spine. One hand slipped between her legs, rubbing frantically through soaked lace. “Don’t you dare come yet,” he snarled, pulling out with a wet pop. Strings of saliva connected them. He hauled her up, spun her around, bent her over the entry table. Yanked her skirt up, panties aside. Her pussy was swollen, glistening, lips puffy and dripping down her thighs. 

“Look at this cunt,” he muttered, slapping it lightly. She jolted, whining. “Still so fucking wet for anyone who’ll take it.” “For you,” she gasped. “Always for you.” He lined up, thrust in hard. No preamble. She cried out, nails scraping wood. He bottomed out in one brutal stroke, her walls fluttering around him like she was trying to pull him deeper. So tight, so hot, so slick. He could feel how desperately she’d missed this, missed him. He fucked her relentlessly, hips slamming, table rattling. Wet slaps echoed in the foyer. Her juices coated his balls, dripping onto the floor. He reached around, rubbed her clit in rough circles. “ Come on my cock, Hannah. Show me how sorry you are.

”She shattered almost instantly, screaming his name, pussy clamping down so hard he nearly lost it. He kept pounding through her spasms, chasing his own release. When he came, he buried deep, flooding her. Pulse after pulse, hot and thick. She whimpered, milking him, ass grinding back like she wanted every drop. He pulled out slowly. Cum leaked from her immediately, creamy white against flushed pink, dripping down her thighs in thick strands. She stayed bent over, panting, wrecked. Adrian stepped back, breathing hard. Watched his seed slide out of her, pooling on the floor.

“You’re moving back in,” he said, voice rough. “Tomorrow. And we’re going to talk about that high sex drive of yours. Because I’m done pretending it’s a problem.” Hannah straightened shakily, turned to face him. Cum still trickling down her leg, blouse torn, lips swollen. She looked beautifully ruined. “What do you mean?” she whispered. He wiped a smear of spit from her chin with his thumb, pushed it into her mouth. She sucked obediently.“ I mean,” he said, “I’m going to let you fuck whoever you want. Whenever you want. As many as you want. And then you’re coming home to me. Telling me every detail. Letting me reclaim what’s mine.” Her eyes widened, then darkened with heat. A slow, filthy smile curved her lips. “Yes,” she breathed. “God, yes.” Adrian kissed her again, slow this time, tasting himself on her tongue. Welcome home, slut.

Chapter 2: The Rules
The next morning Hannah moved back in with two suitcases and a duffel bag stuffed with lingerie she hadn’t worn in over a year. Adrian watched from the kitchen doorway as she unpacked in the bedroom they used to share-now his alone, until last night. She bent over to slide panties into a drawer, skirt riding up just enough to show the faint purple bruise on her inner thigh from where he’d gripped her too hard while pounding into her against the foyer wall. She caught him staring. Smiled slow and filthy. “Missed waking up to this view?” He didn’t answer right away. Just crossed the room, pressed her back against the dresser, and kissed her until she was breathless and grinding against his thigh. When he pulled back, her lips were swollen again, spit-slick. 
“We need to talk,” he said. “Before you go hunting cock today.” Her eyes lit up-dark, hungry. “Today?” “Whenever you want. But there are rules.” They sat on the edge of the bed. Hannah cross-legged, still in last night’s skirt now wrinkled and stained. Adrian leaned forward, elbows on knees, voice low and steady. “You can fuck anyone. Suck anyone. As many as you want, wherever you want. Men, women, doesn’t matter. Strangers in bars, coworkers, the neighbor’s son home from college-anyone who’ll have you. No condoms unless you decide. I want you coming home full of it. Dripping. Marked.” Hannah’s breath hitched. She licked her lips. “And you?” “I get everything. Every detail. You text me while it’s happening if I ask. Photos. Videos if it’s safe. 

When you walk through that door, you strip. You tell me who fucked you, how many times, how they tasted, how much they came. Then I do whatever I want to you. Reclaim you. Use you. Make you gag on me until you’re crying. Breed that greedy cunt until it’s overflowing worse than anyone else left in you.” She whimpered, thighs squeezing together. “God, Adrian...” “One more thing.” He reached out, thumbed her lower lip open. “You’re addicted to cum now. You said it yourself last night while you were leaking me down your legs. You crave it. Swallow it, wear it, let it dry on your skin. Doesn’t matter whose. You don’t ask permission to take a load-you take it because you need it. But you always come home to me after.”

Hannah nodded frantically. “Yes. Fuck yes. I want it all over me. In me. Down my throat until I can’t breathe. I want to gag so hard my eyes water, mascara running, drool everywhere. I want to be a mess for you.” He smirked, dark. “Good girl. Now prove it. Go get your first fix today. Come back tonight wrecked.” She left at noon wearing a tight red dress that barely covered her ass, no panties, no bra. Adrian spent the afternoon hard and restless, checking his phone every few minutes. First text at 1:17 p.m. At the coffee shop downtown. Cute barista keeps staring at my tits. Going to suck him in the back room. Wish me luck. 

Photo attached: her on her knees in what looked like a storage closet, barista’s cock halfway down her throat already, her eyes watering, spit bubbling at the corners of her mouth. Adrian groaned, palmed himself through his jeans. Next at 2:03 p.m. He came so fast. Swallowed most, but saved some. Look. Another photo: her tongue out, thick white rope of cum pooled in the center, some dripping down her chin onto her cleavage. Mascara streaked faintly already. 3:41 p.m. 

Met a guy at the park. Older. Married ring. Fucked me behind the gazebo. Came inside. Still leaking. Sending proof. Video clip: shaky phone angle, her bent over a bench, dress hiked up, skirt flipped, no panties. Man behind her thrusting hard. Wet slaps audible. She moaned his name-Adrian’s name-while the stranger grunted and filled her. When he pulled out, a gush of cum followed, thick and pearly, running down her thighs in slow, sticky trails. She scooped some with two fingers, sucked them clean on camera, eyes locked on the lens.“ Tastes better when I know you’ll lick the rest off later.” Adrian jerked off to that clip twice.

By 7 p.m. she texted: On my way home. Three loads so far. Two in my mouth, one deep in my pussy. Need you to fuck my throat until I puke spit and cum. The door opened at 7:42 exactly. Hannah stepped in looking gloriously destroyed: hair tangled, lipstick smeared across her cheek, dress wrinkled and damp at the hem, thighs shiny with dried and fresh fluids. Her eyes were glassy, pupils blown, lips puffy and red. She didn’t speak. Just kicked off her heels, peeled the dress over her head, let it drop. Naked except for the evidence-bite marks on her tits, handprints on her ass, cum crusted at the corners of her mouth, a fresh trickle leaking from between her legs.

Adrian was already hard, jeans open. He crooked a finger. “Here.” She crawled across the living room floor on hands and knees, tits swaying, ass up. When she reached him, she nuzzled his cock through his boxers like it was her drug. “Tell me,” he ordered, voice rough. She looked up, voice hoarse from gagging. “Barista first. Young, nervous. Came in thirty seconds when I deepthroated him. I gagged so hard tears came out. Swallowed most, let the rest drip on my tits for the photo. ”She opened her mouth wide, stuck out her tongue-still faintly white-streaked. “Then the married guy in the park. Thick cock. Fucked me raw. Pulled my hair, called me a whore. I came twice. He pumped so much inside I felt it hit my cervix. Look.”

She spread her legs, reached down, parted her swollen lips. Cum oozed out immediately-creamy, mixed with her own slick, stringy and obscene. It dripped onto the carpet in slow plops. “Third was quick. Guy in his car after I left the park. Just wanted my mouth. Face-fucked me until I choked, spit running down my chin like a waterfall. Came buckets. I swallowed what I could, but he painted my face too. Wiped most off with my fingers and licked them clean.” Adrian fisted her hair, yanked her head back. “Open.” She did, wide and eager. He shoved his cock in without warning, straight to the back of her throat. She gagged instantly-loud, wet, choking sounds. Eyes watered fresh tears. Mascara ran in black rivers down her cheeks. Spit poured from her lips, coating his shaft, dripping onto her tits.

He fucked her face mercilessly, hips snapping, balls slapping her chin. “That’s it. Gag on it. Show me how much you love choking on dick. Any dick. ”She moaned around him, hands on his thighs, nails digging in. Throat convulsing, trying to take him deeper
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